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I dedicate this book to Dred Scott and his wife, Harriett, whose lives changed the course of the history of slavery.

I also dedicate this book to every man, woman, and child who was born, lived, and died as a slave, and to those who were freed from slavery.

You are not forgotten.
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FOREWORD


When I first found out that Shelia Moses was writing a book based on the life and times of my great-grandfather, Dred Scott, I must say I was not sure about how it would turn out. I knew she had written Dick Gregory’s autobiography, but Mr. Gregory was alive to speak for himself. My great-grandfather died without ever even learning to read or write. His wife and children were denied the right to any form of education. None of them had ever recorded their journey to freedom. How would Shelia Moses write about them and tell their story?

It occurred to me later that how she did it was not as important as simply telling his story. And she does tell his story—not the story of a court decision or a slave, but rather the story of a man, a husband, a father; and, yes, my great-grandfather.

My grandmother Lizzie Scott was Dred Scott’s second-born child. She married my grandfather Henry Madison in the late 1800s, and they had a son, John Madison Sr., who was my father. All my life I have lived proudly as the descendant of a family that helped to change the course of the Civil War and the history of slavery.

Many books have been written about the Dred Scott Decision and all the judges, lawyers, and slave owners who played a part in what would happen to my ancestors. However, this book is different in that it is fiction based on facts that Shelia Moses uses to give depth to the story of my forefather and his family.

This book holds true to my great-grandfather’s life; my great-grandmother’s support; and my grandmother and her sister, who sat on the sidelines, probably in fear.

I hope that people all over the world will read and love the characters to which Shelia Moses has given so much love. I hope you will finish this book knowing that Dred Scott was different from the court ruling that said he was only one-fourth of a man. He was my great-grandfather—and the start of our legacy.

—John A. Madison Jr., great-grandson of Dred Scott
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1

I was born in Southampton, Virginia, some where ’bout 1799. I ain’t got no ways of knowing my right age, ’cause I was born a slave. No mamma, no pappa, and I do not know if I have a sista or brother on God’s earth. If I do I would reckon they live right down the road from the Blows’ plantation, where I lived long time ago. Or maybe they was taken away and ain’t no telling where they is now.

Saying I do have some folks, I bet they wonder every day where I be. Just like I wonder about them. Maybe they do not exist at all. Could be they are only in my dreams. Could be they are the prayer that I pray.

It is also my prayer that if they exist they have not suffered the horror of slavery like me. I hope some nice white folks freed them years ago and they lives up north. Maybe they in a place far away like Canada. I do hope they are not still slaves back in Virginia, where my life with the Blow family started long time ago.

My Massa, Massa Peter Blow, told me he was born in Southampton, Virginia, ’round 1771. I ain’t got no memory of ever belonging to nobody other then he and his wife Miss Elizabeth Blow. It’s safe to reckon they bought me when I was nothing but a youngster. Maybe straight from my mamma’s warm body that I ain’t never laid my eyes on. I don’t know what she looked like. Lord, I do not even know the color of her skin. I do not know if she worked in the fields or in her Massa’s big house. Don’t know nothing. The Blows is the only family I ever know anything about and they not my own.

Miss Elizabeth say she married Massa Blow in the year 1800. Never asked her about where she came from. Maybe she from Southampton too. She was a little bitty woman with long blond hair. So long that she sat on her braid when it was not pulled up in a roll. Miss Blow didn’t say much of nothing and it’s ’bout right that Massa was surely the boss around there.

Them Blows was as nice as any white folks who owned your soul could be. They feed me well and didn’t beat on me like a dog. To my knowing they didn’t beat on none of they slaves. They gave me two pair pants and a shirt each year. Every other year they gave me a new coat come winter time. Don’t seem like much, but I hear tell of other slaves right down the road from the Blows’ plantation going naked until they was twelve years old. Some slaves never owned a coat in they life.

The Blows was not real rich white folks, but they had enough money to own a 860-acre plantation and five slaves: Solomon, Miss Hannah, William, Luke, and I, Dred Scott.

Solomon was the oldest slave, but he picked more cotton than William and Luke put together. William and Luke was brothers and they was bought by Massa Blow when they was young just like me. They did not know they mamma and pappa neither, but at least they had each other.

Miss Hannah was a pretty woman that none of the men bothered one bit. I do not believe she ever knew her folks neither. I reckon Miss Hannah was not much older than me, but she acted like an old, old woman. Maybe she was that way because she had to take care of everyone in the Blow family. I never saw them mistreat Miss Hannah. They just worked us both hard day and night.

It was just so much to do around that old place. I think most plantations was bigger, but the Blows’ home place is the only one I ever stepped foot inside of in Virginia. From the time my feet touch the floor in the mornin’ until I went to bed at night I did what the Blows told me to do. Whether it be washing, folding clothes, even fanning Miss Elizabeth when she was hot in the summer time, I reckon I done it all. Except the cooking.

Miss Hannah done all the cooking. She got to sleep in the big house too. I remember her hands most of all. Maybe because they made the best biscuits I ever eat in my slave life. Miss Hannah must have had a lot of white blood because she was a light-skin woman with hair as straight as Miss Elizabeth. All her hair was tucked under a head rag most of the time and she wore old clothes that Miss Elizabeth did not want no more. She was some kind of good to me. She was a mommy in some ways. I is going to always miss and love Miss Hannah for what she done for me.
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