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The African slave who sailed to the New World did 

not sail alone. People brought their culture, no 

matter how adverse the circumstances. And 

therefore part of America is African.

— Henry Louis Gates, Jr. 



First slaves brought to Jamestown in 1619



Oral traditions

Work songs

Spirituals

Folktales



The lives of slaves



Slave quarters



Plantation organization



Joel Chandler Harris



The Sabbath among Slaves
Kentucky, 1830s



Plantantion Dance
South Carolina, 1790s



Dance, Lynchburg, Virginia, 1853



Call-and-response work songs: “Hoe, 
Emma, Hoe”

Caller: Hoe Emma Hoe, you turn around dig 
a hole in the ground, Hoe Emma Hoe.
Chorus: Hoe Emma Hoe, you turn around 
dig a hole in the ground, Hoe Emma Hoe.
Caller: Emma, you from the country.
Chorus: Hoe Emma Hoe, you turn around 
dig a hole in the ground, Hoe Emma Hoe.
Caller: Emma help me to pull these weeds.
Chorus: Hoe Emma Hoe, you turn around 
dig a hole in the ground, Hoe Emma Hoe.
Caller: Emma work harder than two grown 
men.
Chorus: Hoe Emma Hoe, you turn around 
dig a hole in the ground, Hoe Emma Hoe.
(Repeat)



Call-and-response work songs: “Black Betty”
Whoa, Black Betty (Bam-ba-lam)
Whoa, Black Betty (Bam-ba-lam)
Black Betty had a child (Bam-ba-lam)
The damn thing gone wild (Bam-ba-
lam)
She said, "I'm worryin' outta mind" 
(Bam-ba-lam)
The damn thing gone blind (Bam-ba-
lam)
I said oh, Black Betty (Bam-ba-lam)
Whoa, Black Betty (Bam-ba-lam)
Whoa, Black Betty (Bam-ba-lam)
Whoa, Black Betty (Bam-ba-lam)
She really gets me high (Bam-ba-
lam)
You know that's no lie (Bam-ba-lam)
She's so rock steady (Bam-ba-lam)
And she's always ready (Bam-ba-
lam)

Whoa, Black Betty (Bam-ba-lam)
Whoa, Black Betty (Bam-ba-lam)
Get it!
Whoa, Black Betty (Bam-ba-lam)
Whoa, Black Betty (Bam-ba-lam)
She's from Birmingham (Bam-ba-lam)
Way down in Alabam' (Bam-ba-lam)
Well, she's shakin' that thing (Bam-ba-lam)
Boy, she makes me sing (Bam-ba-lam)
Whoa, Black Betty (Bam-ba-lam)
Whoa, Black Betty
Bam-ba-laaam, yeah, yeah



Conversion of slaves to Christianity



Methodist prayer meeting (Pawel Svinin, 1811)



Slave minister preaching to slaves and 
owner’s family



Secret prayer meeting



Wade in the Water

Wade in the water
Wade in the water, children

Wade in the water
God’s gonna trouble the water
Well, who are these children all 

dressed in red?
God’s a-gonna trouble the water
Must be the children that Moses 

led
God’s a-gonna trouble the water

Chorus



Go Down Moses
Go down, Moses,
Way down in Egypt's Land.
Tell ol' Pharoah,
Let my people go.

Thus saith the Lord, bold Moses said,
Let my people go,
If not, I'll smite your first-born dead,
Let my people go.

Go down, Moses,
Way down in Egypt's Land.
Tell ol' Pharoah,
Let my people go.

No more shall they in bondage toil, 
Let my people go, 
Let them come out with Egypt's spoil, 
Let my people go.

Go down, Moses, 
Way down in Egypt's Land. 
Tell ol' Pharoah, 
Let my people go. 

When Israel was in Egypt's 
Land,
Let my people go,
Opressed so hard they could 
not stand,
Let my people go.







Map of Equiano’s travels



Layout of a slave ship





Olaudah Equiano, The Interesting Narrative

I had but a very small capital to begin with; for one single half bit, which is 

equal to three pence in England, made up my whole stock. However I trusted 

to the Lord to be with me; and at one of our trips to St. Eustatia, a Dutch 

island, I bought a glass tumbler with my half bit, and when I came to 

Montserrat I sold it for a bit, or sixpence. Luckily we made several successive 

trips to St. Eustatia (which was a general mart for the West Indies, about 

twenty leagues from Montserrat); and in our next, finding my tumbler so 

profitable, with this one bit I bought two tumblers more…



Olaudah Equiano

Nine editions of his
autobiography were published
during his life

Died as a wealthy and respected
man in England in 1794



Phillis Wheatley (1753-84)



Preface to Wheatley’s book

AS it has been repeatedly suggested to the
Publisher, by Persons, who have seen the
Manuscript, that Numbers would be ready to
suspect they were not really the Writings of
PHILLIS, he has procured the following Attestation,
from the most respectable Characters in Boston,
that none might have the least Ground for disputing
their Original.
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4);'2 were (as we verily believe) written by Phillis, a
young Negro Girl, who was but a few Years since,
brought an uncultivated Barbarian from Africa, and
has ever since been, and now is, under the
Disadvantage of serving as a Slave in a Family in
this Town. She has been examined by some of the
best Judges, and is thought qualified to write them.



Phillis Wheatley

On Being Brought from Africa to America

‘Twas mercy brought me from my Pagan land,
Taught my benighted soul to understand
That there’s a God, that there’s a Saviour too:

Once I redemption neither sought nor knew.

Some view our sable race with scornful eye,

“Their colour is a diabolic die.”
Remember, Christians, Negros, black as Cain,
May be refin’d, and join th’ angelic train.



Abolitionism

Enlightenment
- Reason
- Individual freedom
- Liberty

Reform Movements
- Temperance movement
- Women’s rights
- Education reform
- Anti-slavery movement



Society for the Abolition of the Slave Trade

“Am I not a man and a brother?”



The American Anti-Slavery Almanac



Slave narratives



Underground Railroad



Harriet Tubman (c. 1822-1913)



Frederick Douglass (c. 1817-1895)



Narrative of the Life of Frederick Douglass, An 
American Slave

I was born in Tuckahoe, near Hillsborough, and about
twelve miles from Easton, in Talbot county, Maryland. I 
have no accurate knowledge of my age, never having seen
any authentic record containing it. By far the larger part of
the slaves know as little of their ages as horses know of
theirs, and it is the wish of most masters within my
knowledge to keep their slaves thus ignorant. I do not 
remember to have ever met a slave who could tell of his
birthday. They seldom come nearer to it than planting-time, 
harvest-time, cherry-time, spring-time, or fall-time. A want
of information concerning my own was a source of
unhappiness to me even during childhood. 



Narrative of the Life of Frederick Douglass 

“You have seen how a man was made a slave, 
you shall see how a slave was made a man.”

“My feet have been so cracked with the frost, 
that the pen with which I am writing might be 
laid in the gashes.”



Harriet Jacobs, Incidents in the Life of a 
Slave Girl

“He tried his utmost to corrupt
the pure principles my 
grandmother had instilled. 
He peopled my young mind 
with unclean images, such 
as only a vile monster 
could think of.”



Black soldiers in the Civil War



Emancipation Proclamation (1862/63)


