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CHAPTER 1

Realism

With America an established yet still 
growing country, different groups from 
the United States begin to experience the 
growing pains of a new nation.  These 
struggles were felt by different groups of 
Americans, such as: rationalists, women, 
Native Americans, and African 
Americans.  This unit details their 
struggles to find a place in the new 
American society.



REALISM UNIT LEARNING TARGETS

1. cite textual evidence of different types of 
rhetoric used in historical documents

2.  determine an author’s purpose in a text and 
how it contributes to the power, 
persuasiveness, or beauty of the text

3. identify the struggles and trials different 
groups of Americans encountered during the 
Realism era

SECTION 1

Unit Learning Targets
Vocabulary Words:

Author’s Purpose

Bias

Connotation

Denotation

Diction

Rhetoric

Ethos

Pathos

Logos

Fiery Rhetoric

Concession

Additional Resource:

Ethos, Pathos, Logos YouTube Video

http://www.youtube.com/watch?v=x4tTugqBkJU
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SECTION 2

Ethos

What is Ethos?

If the audience doesn't trust a speaker or writer, it doesn't 
matter how emotionally moving a rhetorician's argument is, 
or how clear and brilliant that writer's logic is. Aristotle noted 
that sometimes trust alone is sufficient to persuade the 
audience if the speaker or writer appears to be trustworthy, 
knowledgeable, and benevolent. The Greeks had a word for 
this approach. They called it ethos. 

The term is sometimes translated as "ethics," or "authority," 
or "charisma." Ethos doesn't translate into English very well 
because it embodies all these things. Basically, to have good 
ethos, the writer must convince the audience of the following 
three traits. 

Good Character: The writer must appear to be an honest 
person of good moral character. 

Good Sense: The writer must appear to be a competent, 
intelligent person who knows what he or she is talking about 
(i.e., a person knowledgeable about the topic under 
discussion). 

Good Motives: The writer must appear to be interested in 
what's best for the reader or community rather than one 
motivated by self-interest or profit. 
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SECTION 3

Pathos

What is Pathos?

Humans are emotional creatures as well as thinking ones. 
Greek rhetoricians realized that humans sometimes can be 
persuaded by the force of feeling alone, rather than rational 
discussion. This approach is called pathos. 

In Blaise Pascal's memorable phrase, "the heart has reasons 
that the mind knows not of." Sometimes, when all the 
statistics fail, and all the arguments fall short, and all words 
echo like empty gongs, the writer must make the reader feel. 

Pathos covers all sorts of emotions: jokes to make an audience 
laugh, scorn to make an audience mock a stupidity, anger at 
an injustice to enrage readers, sorrow to make them feel 
regret, enigmas and paradoxes to make them feel curiosity, 
and soothing words to relax readers or provide comfort to 
them. 

Pathos works best with techniques like narration, description, 
juxtaposition, and artful repetition. Pathos makes effective 
"hooks" (exciting introductions that involve readers with an 
argument) or powerful conclusions that wrap up an argument. 
Pathos ensures that readers are involved in the argument; it 
appeals to the human love of storytelling and detail. 

The secret is not to tell the reader what to feel, but to arrange 
your narration or description in such a way as to conjure that 
emotion. Telling the reader, "You should be angry about x" is 
never as effective as providing a detailed example that would 
make any feeling creature upset. 

Dangers exist with pathos, however. Emotional arguments 
tend to work best with uneducated audiences who are too lazy 
to think things through. This approach tends to obscure or 
conceal logical fallacies and inconsistencies, which may be 
great for evil demagogues (Hitler comes to mind), but these 
logical errors should be avoided in honest, open intellectual 
debate. Use pathos to put spirit as well as intellect in your 
writing, but use it ethically, rather than painting emotion over 
weak arguments too frail to stand up on the merits of their 
reason alone. 
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SECTION 4

Logos

What is Logos?

For Aristotle, the most important means of persuasion was 
logos. For Plato, it was the only legitimate one. 

In Greek, logos can mean simply "word," or it can mean, "the 
underlying point that makes sense or meaning behind 
everything else," or it can mean "logic, reason, rational 
thinking." 

It is a way to build an effective argument. In many ways, logos 
is the most important of the three persuasive appeals because 
it is the most honest. It's possible for a liar to misuse pathos to 
play on an audience's heartstrings, It's possible for a cheat to 
don false ethos and create an impression of trustworthiness 
he shouldn't have. However, if the audience is also trained in 
logic, a writer's arguments must stand or fall on their own 
rational merits. The argument is either logical or based on 

fallacious reasoning. In general, there are three types of logic, 
which follow below.

(1) Inductive: A type of reasoning that moves from the specific 
to the general. The argument is based on a limited number 
of examples, and from these examples, the rhetor attempts 
to fashion a more general or universal rule. The trick here 
is making sure the examples used truly are representative 
of the whole.

(2) Deductive: deduction is a type of reasoning that moves 
from the general to the specific. The argument is based on 
a general or universal rule that both the reader the writer 
agree upon. The rhetor takes this general or universal rule, 
and then she tries to show how a specific example fits into 
that larger category. 

(3) Reductive: Also called “eliminatory logic,” this type of 
logic involves listing all the known proposed solutions to a 
problem, then cutting out those proposals that 
demonstrably do not work, trying to arrive at a single 
remaining answer. Typically, this is less useful than 
deduction or induction because it assumes that the 
proposed solutions are the only possible ones (they may 
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not be!) and the correct answer lies in that list of proposals 
(but it might not exist or might have been discovered yet!).

The danger of this technique is that clumsy thinking can result 
in logical fallacies. Logical fallacies are statements that may 
appear to make sense on the surface, but in actual point of 
fact, they don't follow the rules for reasoning. If you use 
induction and deduction flawlessly, and avoid logical fallacies, 
your essay will have good logos. If not, intelligent readers may 
dismantle and demolish your argument even as you are trying 
to build it.
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CHAPTER 2

The Celebrated 
Jumping Frog 
of Calaveras 
County

1. Identify what elements of rhetoric are found in this piece; use 
specific examples.

2. Actively read using highlights and notes.  (Try to use 4 of the 7 
strategies.)

3. Find 3 unknown words.  Use context clues to try to develop meaning 
for these words.  Highlight the words in green and explain in a note 
how you figured out the meaning.  (Do not just use the define 
feature!)

4. Finally, make a note on the last word of this piece. Identify which 
American group is “struggling,” what does the author hope to 
accomplish with this work?(author’s purpose)

Mark Twain
1872



In compliance with the request of a friend of mine, who wrote 
me from the East, I called on good-natured, garrulous old 
Simon Wheeler, and inquired after my friend's friend, 
Leonidas W. Smiley, as requested to do, and I hereunto 
append the result. I have a lurking suspicion that Leonidas W. 
Smiley is a myth that my friend never knew such a personage; 
and that he on conjectured that if I asked old Wheeler about 
him, it would remind him of his infamous Jim Smiley, and he 
would go to work and bore me to death with some 
exasperating reminiscence him as long and as tedious as it 
should be useless to me. If that was the design, it succeeded.

   I found Simon Wheeler dozing comfortably by the bar-room 
stove of the dilapidated tavern in the decayed mining camp 
Angel's, and I noticed that he was fat and bald-headed, and 
had an expression of winning gentleness and simplicity upon 
his tranquil countenance. He roused up, and gave me good 
day. I told him that a friend of mine had commissioned me to 
make some inquiries about a cherished companion of his 
boyhood named Leonidas W. Smiley--Rev. Leonidas W. 
Smiley, a young minister of the Gospel, who he had heard was 
at one time resident of Angel's Camp. I added that if Mr. 
Wheeler could tell me anything about this Rev. Leonidas W. 
Smiley, I would feel under many obligations to him.

   Simon Wheeler backed me into a corner and blockaded me 
there with his chair, and then sat down and reeled off the 
monotonous narrative which follows this paragraph. He never 

smiled he never frowned, he never changed his voice from the 
gentle flowing key to which he tuned his initial sentence, he 
never betrayed the slightest suspicion of enthusiasm; but all 
through the interminable narrative there ran a vein of 
impressive earnestness and sincerity, which showed me 
plainly that, so far from his imagining that there was anything 
ridiculous or funny about his story, he regarded it as a really 
important matter, and admired its two heroes as men of 
transcendent genius in 'finesse.' I let him go on in his own 
way, and never interrupted him once.

   "Rev. Leonidas W. H'm, Reverend Le--well, there was a 
feller here, once by the name of Jim Smiley, in the winter of 
'49 --or maybe it was the spring of '50--I don't recollect 
exactly, somehow, though what makes me think it was one or 
the other is because I remember the big flume warn't finished 
when he first come to the camp; but anyway, he was the 
curiousest man about always betting on anything that turned 
up you ever see, if he could get anybody to bet on the other 
side; and if he couldn't he'd change sides. Any way that suited 
the other man would suit him any way just so's he got a bet, 
he was satisfied. But still he was lucky, uncommon lucky; he 
most always come out winner. He was always ready and laying 
for a chance; there couldn't be no solit'ry thing mentioned but 
that feller'd offer to bet on it, and take any side you please, as I 
was just telling you. If there was a horse-race, you'd find him 
flush or you'd find him busted at the end of it; if there was a 
dog-fight, he'd bet on it; if there was a cat-fight, he'd bet on it; 
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if there was a chicken-fight, he'd bet on it; why, if there was 
two birds setting on a fence, he would bet you which one 
would fly first; or if there was a camp-meeting, he would be 
there reg'lar to bet on Parson Walker, which he judged to be 
the best exhorter about here, and so he was too, and a good 
man. If he even see a straddle-bug start to go anywheres, he 
would bet you how long it would take him to get to--to 
wherever he was going to, and if you took him up, he would 
foller that straddle-bug to Mexico but what he would find out 
where he was bound for and how long he was on the road. 
Lots of the boys here has seen that Smiley, and can tell you 
about him. Why, it never made no difference to him--he'd bet 
on any thing--the dangdest feller. Parson Walker's wife laid 
very sick once, for a good while, and it seemed as if they 
warn't going to save her; but one morning he come in, and 
Smiley up and asked him how she was, and he said she was 
considerable better--thank the Lord for his inf'nite mercy--
and coming on so smart that with the blessing of Prov'dence 
she'd get well yet; and Smiley, before he thought, says, 'Well, 
I'll resk two-and-a-half she don't anyway.'

   "Thish-yer Smile) had a mare--the boys called her the 
fifteen-minute nag, but that was only in fun, you know, 
because of course she was faster than that--and he used to win 
money on that horse, for all she was so slow and always had 
the asthma, or the distemper, or the consumption, or 
something of that kind. They used to give her two or three 
hundred yards' start, and then pass her under way; but always 
at the fag end of the race she get excited and desperate like, 

and come cavorting and straddling up, and scattering her legs 
around limber, sometimes in the air, and sometimes out to 
one side among the fences, and kicking up m-o-r-e dust and 
raising m-o-r-e racket with her coughing and sneezing and 
blowing her nose--and always fetch up at the stand just about 
a neck ahead, as near as you could cipher it down.

   "And he had a little small bull-pup, that to look at him you'd 
think he warn't worth a cent but to set around and look ornery 
and lay for a chance to steal something. But as soon as money 
was up on him he was a different dog; his under-jaw'd begin 
to stick out like the fo'castle of a steamboat, and his teeth 
would uncover and shine like the furnaces. And a dog might 
tackle him and bully-rag him, and bite him, and throw him 
over his shoulder two or three times, and Andrew Jackson--
which was the name of the pup--Andrew Jackson would never 
let on but what he was satisfied, and hadn't expected nothing 
else--and the bets being doubled and doubled on the other 
side all the time, till the money was all up; and then all of a 
sudden he would grab that other dog jest by the j'int of his 
hind leg and freeze to it--not chaw, you understand, but only 
just grip and hang on till they throwed up the sponge, if it was 
a year. Smiley always come out winner on that pup, till he 
harnessed a dog once that didn't have no hind legs, because 
they'd been sawed off in a circular saw, and when the thing 
had gone along far enough, and the money was all up, and he 
come to make a snatch for his pet holt, he see in a minute how 
he'd been imposed on, and how the other dog had him in the 
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door, so to speak, and he 'peared surprised, and then he 
looked sorter discouraged-like and didn't try no more to win 
the fight, and so he got shucked out bad. He give Smiley a 
look, as much as to say his heart was broke, and it was his 
fault, for putting up a dog that hadn't no hind legs for him to 
take holt of, which was his main dependence in a fight, and 
then he limped off a piece and laid down and died. It was a 
good pup, was that Andrew Jackson, and would have made a 
name for hisself if he'd lived, for the stuff was in him and he 
had genius--I know it, because he hadn't no opportunities to 
speak of, and it don't stand to reason that a dog could make 
such a fight as he could under them circumstances if he hadn't 
no talent. It always makes me feel sorry when I think of that 
last fight of his'n, and the way it turned out.

   "Well, thish-yer Smiley had rat-tarriers, and chicken cocks, 
and tomcats and all them kind of things, till you couldn't rest, 
and you couldn't fetch nothing for him to bet on but he'd 
match you. He ketched a frog one day, and took him home, 
and said he cal'lated to educate him; and so he never done 
nothing for three months but set in his back yard and learn 
that frog to jump. And you bet you he did learn him, too. He'd 
give him a little punch behind, and the next minute you'd see 
that frog whirling in the air like a doughnut--see him turn one 
summerset, or maybe a couple, if he got a good start, and 
come down flat-footed and all right, like a cat. He got him up 
so in the matter of ketching flies, and kep' him in practice so 
constant, that he'd nail a fly every time as fur as he could see 
him. Smiley said all a frog wanted was education, and he 

could do 'most anything--and I believe him. Why, I've seen 
him set Dan'l Webster down here on this floor--Dan'1 Webster 
was the name of the frog--and sing out, 'Flies, Dan'l, flies!' and 
quicker'n you could wink he'd spring straight up and snake a 
fly off'n the counter there, and flop down on the floor ag'in as 
solid as a gob of mud, and fall to scratching the side of his 
head with his hind foot as indifferent as if he hadn't no idea 
he'd been doin' any more'n any frog might do. You never see a 
frog so modest and straightfor'ard as he was, for all he was so 
gifted. And when it come to fair and square jumping on a dead 
level, he could get over more ground at one straddle than any 
animal of his breed you ever see. Jumping on a dead level was 
his strong suit, you understand; and when it come to that, 
Smiley would ante up money on him as long as he had a red. 
Smiley was monstrous proud of his frog, and well he might be, 
for fellers that had traveled and been everywheres all said he 
laid over any frog that ever they see.

   "Well, Smiley kep' the beast in a little lattice box, and he 
used to fetch him down-town sometimes and lay for a bet. 
One day a feller --a stranger in the camp, he was--come acrost 
him with his box, and says:

   "'What might it be that you've got in the box?'

   "And Smiley says, sorter indifferent-like, 'It might be a 
parrot, or it might be a canary, maybe, but it ain't--it's only 
just a frog.'
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   "And the feller took it, and looked at it careful, and turned it 
round this way and that, and says, 'H'm--so 'tis. Well, what's 
HE good for.

   "'Well,' Smiley says, easy and careless, 'he's good enough for 
one thing, I should judge--he can outjump any frog in 
Calaveras County.

   "The feller took the box again, and took another long, 
partiular look, and give it back to Smiley, and says, very 
deliberate, 'Well,' he says, 'I don't see no pints about that frog 
that's any better'n any other frog.'

   "'Maybe you don't,' Smiley says. 'Maybe you understand 
frogs and maybe you don't understand 'em; maybe you've had 
experience, and maybe you ain't only a amature, as it were. 
Anyways, I've got my opinion, and I'll resk forty dollars the he 
can outjump any frog in Calaveras County.'

   "And the feller studied a minute, and then says, kinder sad-
like, 'Well, I'm only a, stranger here, and I ain't got no frog; 
but if I had a frog, I'd bet you.

   "And then Smiley says, 'That's all right0-that's all right if 
you'll hold my box a minute, I'll go and get you a frog.' Any so 
the feller took the box, and put up his forty dollars along with 
Smiley's, and set down to wait.

   "So he set there a good while thinking and thinking to 
himself and then he got the frog out and prized his mouth 

open and took a teaspoon and filled him full of quail-shot-
filled him pretty near up to his chin--and set him on the floor. 
Smiley he went to the swamp and slopped around in the mud 
for a long time, and finally he ketched a frog, and fetched him 
in, and give him to this feller and says:

   "'Now, if you're ready, set him alongside of Dan'l, with his 
fore paws just even with Dan'l's, and I'll give the word.' Then 
he says, 'One-two- three--git' and him and the feller touches 
up the frogs from behind, and the new frog hopped off lively 
but Dan'l give a heave, and hysted up his shoulders---so-like a 
Frenchman, but it warn't no use--he couldn't budge; he was 
planted as solid as a church, and he couldn't no more stir than 
if he was anchored out. Smiley was a good deal surprised, and 
he was disgusted too, but he didn't have no idea what the 
matter was of course.

   "The Teller took the money and started away; and when he 
was going out at the door, he sorter jerked his thumb over his 
shoulder--so--at Dan'l, and says again, very deliberate, 'Well,' 
he says, 'I don't see no pints about that frog that's any better'n 
any other frog.'

   "Smiley he stood scratching his head and looking down at 
Dan'l a long time, and at last he says, 'I do wonder what in the 
nation that frog throw'd off for--I wonder if there ain't 
something the matter with him --he 'pears to look mighty 
baggy, somehow.' And he ketched Dan'l by the nap of the 
neck, and hefted him, and says, 'Why blame my cats if he 
don't weigh five pound!' and turned him upside down and he 

11



belched out a double handful of shot. And then he see how it 
was, and he was the maddest man --he set the frog down and 
took out after that feller, but he never ketched him. And--"

   [Here Simon Wheeler heard his name called from the front 
yard, and got up to see what was wanted.] And turning to me 
as he moved away, he said: "Just set where you are, stranger, 
and rest easy--I ain't going to be gone a second."

   But, by your leave, I did not think that a continuation of the 
history of the enterprising vagabond Jim Smiley would be 
likely to afford me much information concerning the Rev. 
Leonidas W. Smiley, and so I started away.

   At the door I met the sociable Wheeler returning, and he 
buttonholed me and recommenced:

   "Well, thish-yer Smiley had a yaller one-eyed cow that didn't 
have no tail, only just a short stump like a bannanner, and--"

   However, lacking both time and inclination, I did not wait to 
hear about the afflicted cow, but took my leave.

Additional Resource:

“Celebrated Jumping Frog” Lego Video

http://www.youtube.com/watch?
v=FXivgpLSQeo&playnext=1&list=PL4E097087B7B56966&fe
ature=results_video
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CHAPTER 3

And Ain’t I a 
Woman?

1. Identify what elements of rhetoric are found in this piece; use 
specific examples.

2. Actively read using highlights and notes.  (Try to use 4 of the 7 
strategies.)

3. Find 3 unknown words.  Use context clues to try to develop meaning 
for these words.  Highlight the words in green and explain in a note 
how you figured out the meaning.  (Do not just use the define 
feature!)

4. Finally, make a note on the last word of this piece. Identify which 
American group is “struggling,” what does the author hope to 
accomplish with this work?(author’s purpose)

Sojourner Truth
1851



Well, children, where there is so much racket there must be 
something out of kilter. I think that 'twixt the negroes of the 
South and the women at the North, all talking about rights, 
the white men will be in a fix pretty soon. But what's all this 
here talking about?

That man over there says that women need to be helped into 
carriages, and lifted over ditches, and to have the best place 
everywhere. Nobody ever helps me into carriages, or over 
mud-puddles, or gives me any best place! And ain't I a 
woman? Look at me! Look at my arm! I have ploughed and 
planted, and gathered into barns, and no man could head me! 
And ain't I a woman? I could work as much and eat as much 
as a man - when I could get it - and bear the lash as well! And 
ain't I a woman? I have borne thirteen children, and seen 
most all sold off to slavery, and when I cried out with my 
mother's grief, none but Jesus heard me! And ain't I a 
woman?

Then they talk about this thing in the head; what's this they 
call it? [member of audience whispers, "intellect"] That's it, 
honey. What's that got to do with women's rights or negroes' 
rights? If my cup won't hold but a pint, and yours holds a 
quart, wouldn't you be mean not to let me have my little half 
measure full?

Then that little man in black there, he says women can't have 
as much rights as men, 'cause Christ wasn't a woman! Where 
did your Christ come from? Where did your Christ come 

from? From God and a woman! Man had nothing to do with 
Him.

If the first woman God ever made was strong enough to turn 
the world upside down all alone, these women together ought 
to be able to turn it back , and get it right side up again! And 
now they is asking to do it, the men better let them.

Obliged to you for hearing me, and now old Sojourner ain't 
got nothing more to say. 
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CHAPTER 4

Let Us 
Examine the 
Facts 

1. Identify what elements of rhetoric are found in this piece; use 
specific examples.

2. Actively read using highlights and notes.  (Try to use 4 of the 7 
strategies.)

3. Find 3 unknown words.  Use context clues to try to develop meaning 
for these words.  Highlight the words in green and explain in a note 
how you figured out the meaning.  (Do not just use the define 
feature!)

4. Finally, make a note on the last word of this piece. Identify which 
American group is “struggling,” what does the author hope to 
accomplish with this work?(author’s purpose)

Corn Tassel 1785 



It is a little surprising that when we entered into treaties with 
our brothers, the whites, their whole cry is more land! Indeed, 
it once seemed to be a matter of formality with them to 
demand what they knew we dare not refuse. But on the 
principles of fairness, and in the name of free will and 
equality, I must reject your demand (in this proposed treaty).

Suppose I were to ask one of you under what kind of 
authority, by what law, or on what pretense he makes this 
huge demand of nearly all the lands we hold between your 
settlements and our towns.

Would he tell me that it is by right of conquest? No! If he did, 
I should reply that we had last marched over his territory. 
Nay, some of our warriors (whom we have not yet had an 
opportunity to recall or notify of the general treaty) are still in 
the woods, and continue to keep his people in fear.

If merely marching through a country is sufficient reason to 
lay claim to it, we shall insist upon your giving up your 
settlements and moving one hundred miles back towards the 
east, whither some of our warriors advanced against you in 
the course of last year's campaign.

Let us examine the facts of your present eruption into our 
country. What did you do? You marched into our territories 
with a superior force. Your numbers far exceeded us, and we 
fled to the stronghold of our extensive woods, there to secure 
our women and children.

Thus, you marched into our towns; they were left to your 
mercy. You killed a few scattered and defenseless individuals, 
spread fire and desolation wherever you pleased, and 
returned again to your own settlements.

Were we to inquire by what law or authority you set up a 
claim, therefore, I answer, none! Your laws do not apply in 
our country, nor ever did. You talk of the law of nature and 
the law of nations, and they are both against you. Indeed 
much has been spoken about the lack of what you term 
civilization among the Indians. Many proposals have been 
made to us to adopt your laws, your religion, your manners 
and your customs. But, we confess that we do not yet see the 
rightness, or practicality of such a step. We should be better 
pleased with beholding the good effect of these doctrines in 
your own practices than with hearing you talk about them, or 
reading your papers to us upon such subjects.

You say: why do not the Indians till the ground and live as we 
do? May we not, with equal justice, ask Why do the white 
people not hunt and live as we do? You pretend to think it no 
injustice to warn us not to kill our deer and other game from 
the mere love of waste. But it is very criminal in our young 
men if they kill a cow or a hog for food when they happen to 
be in your lands. We wish, however, to be a peace with you, 
and to do as we would be done by. We do not quarrel with you 
for killing an occasional buffalo, bear or deer on our lands 
when you need one to eat. But you go much farther. Your 
people hunt to gain a livelihood by it; they kill our game. Our 
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young men resent the injury, and it is followed by bloodshed 
and war.

The great God of Nature has placed us in different situations. 
It is true that he has endowed you with many super 
advantages. But he had not created us to be your slaves. We 
are a separate people! He has given each their lands, under 
distinct considerations and circumstances. He has stocked 
yours with cows, our with buffalo; yours with hog, our with 
bear; yours with sheep;, our with deer. He has, indeed, given 
you an advantage in this, that your cattle are tame and 
domestic while ours are wild and demand not only a larger 
space for range, but art to hunt and kill them. They are, 
nevertheless, as much our property as other animals without 
our consent, or for something equivalent.
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CHAPTER 5

I  Will Fight 
No More 
Forever

1. Identify what elements of rhetoric are found in this piece; use 
specific examples.

2. Actively read using highlights and notes.  (Try to use 4 of the 7 
strategies.)

3. Find 3 unknown words.  Use context clues to try to develop meaning 
for these words.  Highlight the words in green and explain in a note 
how you figured out the meaning.  (Do not just use the define 
feature!)

4. Finally, make a note on the last word of this piece. Identify which 
American group is “struggling,” what does the author hope to 
accomplish with this work?(author’s purpose)

Chief	  Joseph
1877



Tell General Howard I know his heart. What he told me 
before, I have it in my heart. I am tired of fighting. Our Chiefs 
are killed; Looking Glass is dead, Ta Hool Hool Shute is dead. 
The old men are all dead. It is the young men who say yes or 
no. He who led on the young men is dead. It is cold, and we 
have no blankets; the little children are freezing to death. My 
people, some of them, have run away to the hills, and have no 
blankets, no food. No one knows where they are - perhaps 
freezing to death. I want to have time to look for my children, 
and see how many of them I can find. Maybe I shall find them 
among the dead. Hear me, my Chiefs! I am tired; my heart is 
sick and sad. From where the sun now stands I will fight no 
more forever.
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CHAPTER 6

from My 
Bondage and 
My Freedom

1. Identify what elements of rhetoric are found in this piece; use 
specific examples.

2. Actively read using highlights and notes.  (Try to use 4 of the 7 
strategies.)

3. Find 3 unknown words.  Use context clues to try to develop meaning 
for these words.  Highlight the words in green and explain in a note 
how you figured out the meaning.  (Do not just use the define 
feature!)

4. Finally, make a note on the last word of this piece. Identify which 
American group is “struggling,” what does the author hope to 
accomplish with this work?(author’s purpose)

Frederick	  Douglass
1855



 I LIVED in the family of Master Hugh, at Baltimore, seven 
years, during which time--as the almanac makers say of the 
weather--my condition was variable. The most interesting 
feature of my history here, was my learning to read and write, 
under somewhat marked disadvantages. In attaining this 
knowledge, I was compelled to resort to indirections by no 
means congenial to my nature, and which were really 
humiliating to me. My mistress--who, as the reader has 
already seen, had begun to teach me--was suddenly checked 
in her benevolent design, by the strong advice of her husband. 
In faithful compliance with this advice, the good lady had not 
only ceased to instruct me, herself, but had set her face as a 
flint against my learning to read by any means. It is due, 
however, to my mistress to say, that she did not adopt this 
course in all its stringency at the first. She either thought it 
unnecessary, or she lacked the depravity indispensable to 
shutting me up in mental darkness. It was, at least, necessary 
for her to have some training, and some hardening, in the 
exercise of the slaveholder's prerogative, to make her equal to 
forgetting my human nature and character, and to treating me 
as a thing destitute of a moral or an intellectual nature. Mrs. 
Auld--my mistress--was, as I have said, a most kind and 
tender-hearted woman; and, in the humanity of her heart, and 
the simplicity of her mind, she set out, when I first went to 
live with her, to treat me as she supposed one human being 
ought to treat another.

        It is easy to see, that, in entering upon the duties of a 
slaveholder, some little experience is needed. Nature has done 

almost nothing to prepare men and women to be either slaves 
or slaveholders. Nothing but rigid training, long persisted in, 
can perfect the character of the one or the other. One cannot 
easily forget to love freedom; and it is as hard to cease to 
respect that natural love in our fellow creatures. On entering 
upon the career of a slaveholding mistress, Mrs. Auld was 
singularly deficient; nature, which fits nobody for such an 
office, had done less for her than any lady I had known. It was 
no easy matter to induce her to think and to feel that the 
curly-headed boy, who stood by her side, and even leaned on 
her lap; who was loved by little Tommy, and who loved little 
Tommy in turn; sustained to her only the relation of a chattel. 
I was more than that, and she felt me to be more than that. I 
could talk and sing; I could laugh and weep; I could reason 
and remember; I could love and hate. I was human, and she, 
dear lady, knew and felt me to be so. How could she, then, 
treat me as a brute, without a mighty struggle with all the 
noble powers of her own soul. That struggle came, and the will 
and power of the husband was victorious. Her noble soul was 
overthrown; but, he that overthrew it did not, himself, escape 
the consequences. He, not less than the other parties, was 
injured in his domestic peace by the fall.

        When I went into their family, it was the abode of 
happiness and contentment. The mistress of the house was a 
model of affection and tenderness. Her fervent piety and 
watchful uprightness made it impossible to see her without 
thinking and feeling--"that woman is a christian." There was 
no sorrow nor suffering for which she had not a tear, and 
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there was no innocent joy for which she had not a smile. She 
had bread for the hungry, clothes for the naked, and comfort 
for every mourner that came within her reach. Slavery soon 
proved its ability to divest her of these excellent qualities, and 
her home of its early happiness. Conscience cannot stand 
much violence. Once thoroughly broken down, who is he that 
can repair the damage? It may be broken toward the slave, on 
Sunday, and toward the master on Monday. It cannot endure 
such shocks. It must stand entire, or it does not stand at all. If 
my condition waxed bad, that of the family waxed not better. 
The first step, in the wrong direction, was the violence done to 
nature and to conscience, in arresting the benevolence that 
would have enlightened my young mind. In ceasing to instruct 
me, she must begin to justify herself to herself; and, once 
consenting to take sides in such a debate, she was riveted to 
her position. One needs very little knowledge of moral 
philosophy, to see where my mistress now landed. She finally 
became even more violent in her opposition to my learning to 
read, than was her husband himself. She was not satisfied 
with simply doing as well as her husband had commanded 
her, but seemed resolved to better his instruction. Nothing 
appeared to make my poor mistress--after her turning toward 
the downward path--more angry, than seeing me, seated in 
some nook or corner, quietly reading a book or a newspaper. I 
have had her rush at me, with the utmost fury, and snatch 
from my hand such newspaper or book, with something of the 
wrath and consternation which a traitor might be supposed to 
feel on being discovered in a plot by some dangerous spy.

        Mrs. Auld was an apt woman, and the advice of her 
husband, and her own experience, soon demonstrated, to her 
entire satisfaction, that education and slavery are 
incompatible with each other. When this conviction was 
thoroughly established, I was most narrowly watched in all 
my movements. If I remained in a separate room from the 
family for any considerable length of time, I was sure to be 
suspected of having a book, and was at once called upon to 
give an account of myself. All this, however, was entirely too 
late. The first, and never to be retraced, step had been taken. 
In teaching me the alphabet, in the days of her simplicity and 
kindness, my mistress had given me the "inch," and now, no 
ordinary precaution could prevent me from taking the "ell."

        Seized with a determination to learn to read, at any cost, I 
hit upon many expedients to accomplish the desired end. The 
plea which I mainly adopted, and the one by which I was most 
successful, was that of using my young white playmates, with 
whom I met in the street, as teachers. I used to carry, almost 
constantly, a copy of Webster's spelling book in my pocket; 
and, when sent of errands, or when play time was allowed me, 
I would step, with my young friends, aside, and take a lesson 
in spelling. I generally paid my tuition fee to the boys, with 
bread, which I also carried in my pocket. For a single biscuit, 
any of my hungry little comrades would give me a lesson more 
valuable to me than bread. Not every one, however, 
demanded this consideration, for there were those who took 
pleasure in teaching me, whenever I had a chance to be taught 
by them. I am strongly tempted to give the names of two or 
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three of those little boys, as a slight testimonial of the 
gratitude and affection I bear them, but prudence forbids; not 
that it would injure me, but it might, possibly, embarrass 
them; for it is almost an unpardonable offense to do any 
thing, directly or indirectly, to promote a slave's freedom, in a 
slave state. It is enough to say, of my warm-hearted little play 
fellows, that they lived on Philpot street, very near Durgin & 
Bailey's shipyard.

        Although slavery was a delicate subject, and very 
cautiously talked about among grown up people in Maryland, 
I frequently talked about it--and that very freely--with the 
white boys. I would, sometimes, say to them, while seated on 
a curb stone or a cellar door, "I wish I could be free, as you 
will be when you get to be men." "You will be free, you know, 
as soon as you are twenty-one, and can go where you like, but 
I am a slave for life. Have I not as good a right to be free as 
you have?" Words like these, I observed, always troubled 
them; and I had no small satisfaction in wringing from the 
boys, occasionally, that fresh and bitter condemnation of 
slavery, that springs from nature, unseared and unperverted. 
Of all consciences, let me have those to deal with which have 
not been bewildered by the cares of life. I do not remember 
ever to have met with a boy, while I was in slavery, who 
defended the slave system; but I have often had boys to 
console me, with the hope that something would yet occur, by 
which I might be made free. Over and over again, they have 
told me, that "they believed I had as good a right to be free as 
they had;" and that "they did not believe God ever made any 

one to be a slave." The reader will easily see, that such little 
conversations with my play fellows, had no tendency to 
weaken my love of liberty, nor to render me contented with 
my condition as a slave.

        When I was about thirteen years old, and had succeeded 
in learning to read, every increase of knowledge, especially 
respecting the FREE STATES, added something to the almost 
intolerable burden of the thought--"I AM A SLAVE FOR 
LIFE." To my bondage I saw no end. It was a terrible reality, 
and I shall never be able to tell how sadly that thought chafed 
my young spirit. Fortunately, or unfortunately, about this 
time in my life, I had made enough money to buy what was 
then a very popular school book, viz: the "Columbian Orator." 
I bought this addition to my library, of Mr. Knight, on Thames 
street, Fell's Point, Baltimore, and paid him fifty cents for it. I 
was first led to buy this book, by hearing some little boys say 
that they were going to learn some little pieces out of it for the 
Exhibition. This volume was, indeed, a rich treasure, and 
every opportunity afforded me, for a time, was spent in 
diligently perusing it. Among much other interesting matter, 
that which I had perused and reperused with unflagging 
satisfaction, was a short dialogue between a master and his 
slave. The slave is represented as having been recaptured, in a 
second attempt to run away; and the master opens the 
dialogue with an upbraiding speech, charging the slave with 
ingratitude, and demanding to know what he has to say in his 
own defense. Thus upbraided, and thus called upon to reply, 
the slave rejoins, that he knows how little anything that he can 
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say will avail, seeing that he is completely in the hands of his 
owner; and with noble resolution, calmly says, "I submit to 
my fate." Touched by the slave's answer, the master insists 
upon his further speaking, and recapitulates the many acts of 
kindness which he has performed toward the slave, and tells 
him he is permitted to speak for himself. Thus invited to the 
debate, the quondam slave made a spirited defense of himself, 
and thereafter the whole argument, for and against slavery, 
was brought out. The master was vanquished at every turn in 
the argument; and seeing himself to be thus vanquished, he 
generously and meekly emancipates the slave, with his best 
wishes for his prosperity. It is scarcely necessary to say, that a 
dialogue, with such an origin, and such an ending--read when 
the fact of my being a slave was a constant burden of grief--
powerfully affected me; and I could not help feeling that the 
day might come, when the well-directed answers made by the 
slave to the master, in this instance, would find their 
counterpart in myself.

        This, however, was not all the fanaticism which I found in 
this Columbian Orator. I met there one of Sheridan's mighty 
speeches, on the subject of Catholic Emancipation, Lord 
Chatham's speech on the American war, and speeches by the 
great William Pitt and by Fox. These were all choice 
documents to me, and I read them, over and over again, with 
an interest that was ever increasing, because it was ever 
gaining in intelligence; for the more I read them, the better I 
understood them. The reading of these speeches added much 
to my limited stock of language, and enabled me to give 

tongue to many interesting thoughts, which had frequently 
flashed through my soul, and died away for want of utterance. 
The mighty power and heart-searching directness of truth, 
penetrating even the heart of a slaveholder, compelling him to 
yield up his earthly interests to the claims of eternal justice, 
were finely illustrated in the dialogue, just referred to; and 
from the speeches of Sheridan, I got a bold and powerful 
denunciation of oppression, and a most brilliant vindication 
of the rights of man. Here was, indeed, a noble acquisition. If I 
ever wavered under the consideration, that the Almighty, in 
some way, ordained slavery, and willed my enslavement for 
his own glory, I wavered no longer. I had now penetrated the 
secret of all slavery and oppression, and had ascertained their 
true foundation to be in the pride, the power and the avarice 
of man. The dialogue and the speeches were all redolent of the 
principles of liberty, and poured floods of light on the nature 
and character of slavery. With a book of this kind in my hand, 
my own human nature, and the facts of my experience, to help 
me, I was equal to a contest with the religious advocates of 
slavery, whether among the whites or among the colored 
people, for blindness, in this matter, is not confined to the 
former. I have met many religious colored people, at the 
south, who are under the delusion that God requires them to 
submit to slavery, and to wear their chains with meekness and 
humility. I could entertain no such nonsense as this; and I 
almost lost my patience when I found any colored man weak 
enough to believe such stuff. Nevertheless, the increase of 
knowledge was attended with bitter, as well as sweet results. 
The more I read, the more I was led to abhor and detest 

24



slavery, and my enslavers. "Slaveholders," thought I, "are only 
a band of successful robbers, who left their homes and went 
into Africa for the purpose of stealing and reducing my people 
to slavery." I loathed them as the meanest and the most 
wicked of men. As I read, behold! the very discontent so 
graphically predicted by Master Hugh, had already come upon 
me. I was no longer the light-hearted, gleesome boy, full of 
mirth and play, as when I landed first at Baltimore. 
Knowledge had come; light had penetrated the moral 
dungeon where I dwelt; and, behold! there lay the bloody 
whip, for my back, and here was the iron chain; and my good, 
kind master, he was the author of my situation. The revelation 
haunted me, stung me, and made me gloomy and miserable. 
As I writhed under the sting and torment of this knowledge, I 
almost envied my fellow slaves their stupid contentment. This 
knowledge opened my eyes to the horrible pit, and revealed 
the teeth of the frightful dragon that was ready to pounce 
upon me, but it opened no way for my escape. I have often 
wished myself a beast, or a bird--anything, rather than a slave. 
I was wretched and gloomy, beyond my ability to describe. I 
was too thoughtful to be happy. It was this everlasting 
thinking which distressed and tormented me; and yet there 
was no getting rid of the subject of my thoughts. All nature 
was redolent of it. Once awakened by the silver trump of 
knowledge, my spirit was roused to eternal wakefulness. 
Liberty! the inestimable birthright of every man, had, for me, 
converted every object into an asserter of this great right. It 
was heard in every sound, and beheld in every object. It was 
ever present, to torment me with a sense of my wretched 

condition. The more beautiful and charming were the smiles 
of nature, the more horrible and desolate was my condition. I 
saw nothing without seeing it, and I heard nothing without 
hearing it. I do not exaggerate, when I say, that it looked from 
every star, smiled in every calm, breathed in every wind, and 
moved in every storm.

        I have no doubt that my state of mind had something to 
do with the change in the treatment adopted, by my once kind 
mistress toward me. I can easily believe, that my leaden, 
downcast, and discontented look, was very offensive to her. 
Poor lady! She did not know my trouble, and I dared not tell 
her. Could I have freely made her acquainted with the real 
state of my mind, and given her the reasons therefor, it might 
have been well for both of us. Her abuse of me fell upon me 
like the blows of the false prophet upon his ass; she did not 
know that an angel stood in the way; and--such is the relation 
of master and slave--I could not tell her. Nature had made us 
friends; slavery made us enemies. My interests were in a 
direction opposite to hers, and we both had our private 
thoughts and plans. She aimed to keep me ignorant; and I 
resolved to know, although knowledge only increased my 
discontent. My feelings were not the result of any marked 
cruelty in the treatment I received; they sprung from the 
consideration of my being a slave at all. It was slavery--not its 
mere incidents--that I hated. I had been cheated. I saw 
through the attempt to keep me in ignorance; I saw that 
slaveholders would have gladly made me believe that they 
were merely acting under the authority of God, in making a 
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slave of me, and in making slaves of others; and I treated 
them as robbers and deceivers. The feeding and clothing me 
well, could not atone for taking my liberty from me. The 
smiles of my mistress could not remove the deep sorrow that 
dwelt in my young bosom. Indeed, these, in time, came only to 
deepen my sorrow. She had changed; and the reader will see 
that I had changed, too. We were both victims to the same 
overshadowing evil--she, as mistress, I, as slave. I will not 
censure her harshly; she cannot censure me, for she knows I 
speak
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CHAPTER 7

The 
Gettysburg 
Address

1. Identify what elements of rhetoric are found in this piece; use 
specific examples.

2. Actively read using highlights and notes.  (Try to use 4 of the 7 
strategies.)

3. Find 3 unknown words.  Use context clues to try to develop meaning 
for these words.  Highlight the words in green and explain in a note 
how you figured out the meaning.  (Do not just use the define 
feature!)

4. Finally, make a note on the last word of this piece. Identify which 
American group is “struggling,” what does the author hope to 
accomplish with this work?(author’s purpose)

Abraham	  Lincoln
November	  19,	  1863



Four score and seven years ago our fathers brought forth on 
this continent, a new nation, conceived in Liberty, and 
dedicated to the proposition that all men are created equal.

Now we are engaged in a great civil war, testing whether that 
nation, or any nation so conceived and so dedicated, can long 
endure. We are met on a great battle-field of that war. We 
have come to dedicate a portion of that field, as a final resting 
place for those who here gave their lives that that nation 
might live. It is altogether fitting and proper that we should do 
this.

But, in a larger sense, we can not dedicate -- we can not 
consecrate -- we can not hallow -- this ground. The brave 
men, living and dead, who struggled here, have consecrated it, 
far above our poor power to add or detract. The world will 
little note, nor long remember what we say here, but it can 
never forget what they did here. It is for us the living, rather, 
to be dedicated here to the unfinished work which they who 
fought here have thus far so nobly advanced. It is rather for us 
to be here dedicated to the great task remaining before us -- 
that from these honored dead we take increased devotion to 
that cause for which they gave the last full measure of 
devotion -- that we here highly resolve that these dead shall 
not have died in vain -- that this nation, under God, shall have 
a new birth of freedom -- and that government of the people, 
by the people, for the people, shall not perish from the earth.
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