
Thursday,   11th   June   2020  
Task   Two  

 
When   I   awoke,   I   felt   exhilarated.   Today   was   the   day   that   I   would   liberate  
another   young   girl   from   her   cruel   enslavement.   I   had   been   given   a   helpful  
tip-o�   that   a   young   girl   named   Kezia   was   working   on   a   plantation   in  
Virginia.   She   would   be   heading   out   into   the   woods   mid-afternoon   to   collect  
some   supplies-the   perfect   opportunity   to   free   another   slave.   I   was   thinking  
about   how   confused   and   miserable   the   little   girl   must   be,   she   could   be   no  
more   than   twelve   years   of   age   and   yet   she   was   made   to   work   all   day   long   on  
a   cotton   farm.   I   wondered   whether   she   worked   with   her   parents   and   family,  
perhaps   her   family   had   been   separated   like   mine,   perhaps   (I   shuddered   at  
the   thought   of   this)   she   had   no   family-maybe   they   had   become   ill   on   the  
plantation   and   had   not   been   given   the   correct   medical   treatment.   I   dressed  
quickly   and   headed   out   to   work.   
 
At   work,   I   wasn’t   fully   focused   on   all   my   tasks,   how   could   I   be   when   the  
prospect   of   freeing   an   innocent   girl   from   a   life   of   hardship   was   hovering   in  
my   mind?   I   knew   I   had   to   get   on   with   my   washing   and   cleaning   though;  
otherwise,   my   boss   would   get   suspicious   and   start   to   ask   awkward  
questions.   I   made   sure   to   bustle   around   with   the   dirty   clothes   and   cleaning  
supplies-trying   to   look   as   nonchalant   as   possible.   I   thought   about   the   map  
of   the   Underground   Rail   Road,   sitting   neatly   in   my   bedside   table   draw.   I  
thought   about   how   it   was   just   waiting   there,   willing   me   to   use   it,   to   check  
my   newest   journey   to   Virginia.   I   felt   myself   being   drawn   to   it   like   a   moth  
drawn   to   a   flame,   but   I   had   to   restrain   myself,   it   was   too   dangerous   to   check  
the   map   in   broad   daylight.   I   would   just   have   to   wait   until   night   fell.   
 
Night   fell   and   I   began   to   feel   the   familiar   tingling   sensation   making   its   way  
up   my   spine.   Tonight   was   the   night   that   I   would   travel   from   Maryland   to  
Virginia.   I   would   be   riding   on   a   horse   and   cart,   disguised   in   a   basket   of   fabric  
and   accompanied   by   the   tailor   that   lived   next   door.   The   usual   emotions  
overcame   me:   excitement   at   the   fact   that   I   would   be   helping   another   slave   to  
freedom;   I   felt   scared   at   the   enormous   journey   ahead   of   me.   What   if   I   got  
caught?   What   if   the   sweet   tailor   Kathrine   lost   her   job   because   of   me?  
Sadness   was   also   a   feeling   mixed   in   with   the   others;   I   felt   a   sudden   longing  
for   my   parents   and   family-I   think   they   would   be   proud   of   me   for   doing   this  
trip.   The   small   clock   on   my   table   showed   that   it   was   12:02,   just   a   few  
minutes   before   Katherine   and   I   were   scheduled   to   meet.   I   snuck   out   of   my  
little   building   and   ran   down   the   abandoned   street,   quiet   as   a   mouse.   I  



ducked   behind   the   tailors   building   and   there   stood   Katherine,   just   as   we   had  
planned.   
“Katherine!”   I   exclaimed   (perhaps   a   little   too   loudly)  
“Harriet!”   whispered   Katherine,  
“Where   are   the   horse   and   cart?”   I   asked   quietly,   keeping   my   voice   low.   
“They’re   meant   to   be   arriving   soon   so   get   in   the   basket!”   she   said   worriedly.   
I   lept   into   the   basket   and   Katherine   covered   me   neatly   with   various   fabrics,   I  
admired   the   work   she   had   put   into   the   plan.   She   had   lined   the   basket   with  
soft   materials   so   I   could   sit   semi-comfortably   during   the   journey.   
 
Suddenly,   I   hear   the   clip-clop   of   horses   hooves   and   felt   myself   being   lifted  
o�   the   ground   into   the   cart.   
“Blimey,   what   are   these   fabrics   made   of,   bricks?”   asked   a   strong,   rough  
voice.  
“Oh...u-um...hehe,”   mumbled   Katherine.   “There’s   just   um...many   in  
there…”  
I   winced   at   her   attempt   to   cover   up   the   weight   of   the   basket.   I   had   to   just  
hope   that   the   man   with   the   rough   voice   didn’t   think   too   much   of   it.   It   was  
quite   a   long   journey   from   my   home   in   Maryland   all   the   way   to   Virginia  
(184.3   miles   to   be   exact).   It   was   very   hard   to   just   sit   there   while   I   knew   the  
innocent   slave   girl   Kezia   was   getting   ready   to   meet   me   and   make   a   bid   for  
freedom.    The   tingling   sensation   in   my   spine   was   more   pronounced   than  
ever   at   that   point,   it   was   all   I   could   do   not   to   jump   out   of   my   basket   and  
scream.   In   an   attempt   to   calm   myself,   I   went   over   the   plan   in   my   head.  
When   we   arrived   near   the   cotton   plantation,   we   would   make   sure   to   stop   on  
the   outskirt   of   the   woods.   Then,   Katherine   would   distract   the   driver   and   I  
would   slip   out   and   run   into   the   woods   to   meet   Kezia.   I   was   so   focused   on   the  
plan   that   I   didn’t   realise   we   were   nearing   the   woods.   Katherine   jumps   out  
and   she   flashes   a   smile   towards   the   me-well,   it   was   to   the   basket.   I   felt   a  
sudden   rush   of   emotion   then;   Katherine   had   helped   me   so   much:   she   had  
organised   the   horse   and   cart,   she   had   made   sure   to   discreetly   slip   me   small  
portions   of   corn   so   I   didn’t   get   hungry   and   she   had   even   supplied   me   with  
water   so   I   had   something   to   eat   and   so   I   didn’t   get   too   hot   beneath   all   the  
fabrics.   After   I   saw   Katherine   lead   the   man   away,   I   slipped   out   of   the   basket  
and   bolted   into   the   woods.   
 
“Freedom!”    That   was   the   first   thing   I   thought   when   I   saw   young   Kezia  
waiting   nervously   in   the   woods.   I   hurried   towards   her   and   beamed   at   her.   I  
will   never   forget   how   her   face   lit   up   like   the   sun   when   she   saw   me.   It   still  
makes   me   smile   widely   today.   
“You’re   Kezia,   correct?”   I   asked   quickly.  
She   didn’t   respond   but   nodded   in   awe.   



“Come   on   then!”   I   said   frantically,   grabbing   her   hand   and   running   with   her  
through   the   forest.   
It   took   us   a   while   and   I   could   sense   that   Kezia   was   getting   tired   but   I   knew  
that   we   had   to   persevere.   The   tall   trees   that   loomed   above   us   whispered  
their   disapproval.   It   was   like   they   knew   we   were   on   an   escape   mission.   We  
exited   the   woods   and   I   led   her   to   the   solitary   house   standing   in   the   distance.  
It   was   the   first   safe   house   she   would   be   staying   at   and   it   was   owned   by   a  
white   woman   named   Grace.   After   she   had   stayed   in   that   house   she   would  
move   to   a   di�erent   one   owned   by   a   woman   named   Patience.   She   would   stay  
at   that   one   slightly   longer   and   then   young   Kezia   would   move   to   her   final  
house   owned   by   a   kind   woman   named   Honesty.   Honesty   would   help  
smuggle   her   up   north   where   she   would   be   free   forever.   I   glowed   with   pride  
for   myself   and   all   the   wonderful   people   that   had   helped   me   as   I   watched  
Kezia   enter   the   house   nervously.   


