
A Run to Freedom 
 

“Leenuh! What do ya know about this!?” 

Master Millock screamed. The master was furios. 

“Yez Masta?” I said my voice almost a whisper.” 

“I’ve heard talk about MY OWN SLAVES making a RUN for it?! Is this true?” 

“ I had’nt herd no talk bout’ any runnin’ sir.” 

“YEAH, YEAH! Whatever, get back to ya work!” He spat. 

 

Later that night I walked to Malens house not far from mine. Malen was my best friend. Just one year 

older than I was. 

She Was eighteen and very tall. She was strong and hardheaded like myself. 

 

“Malen masta herd bout da runnin and I’m scared.” 

“Dere’s nuthin ta be worried bout Leenuh 

“We could get caught and my sista Jayla, could die Malen!” 

“One more night and it will be over, we will make it to the freedom land, just like we been dreamin’ since we 

were fifteen.” 

“I know dis Malen, I know. I am Ready.” 

As I walked back to the house I realized I was ready. We would be on our way up north in no time. I 

was worried about Jayna though. What if she was not strong enough to make it? I had to put that out of my head 

though, I couldn’t leave her. She would have to make it. Every one of us knew slavery was wrong and we all 

feared it. It wasn’t right for the white men to treat us like dogs. We were humans. 

The next morning I realized our escape was close. Just until dark came we would run. The rest of us 

were tense. We had no clue how to do this. It was our first time ever thinking to disobey the master. All of us 

were fed up with him and his beatings that he gave us for not doing everything perfect. 

There were about fifteen slaves going and all of us were young. We would leave friends and some 

would leave their families. We picked very strong slaves and the ones that wouldn’t let us down and not give 

up. I had led this running with Malen. We yearned for freedom. 

If any runaway slaves got caught they would be beaten to death. Master had beaten my mama to death. I 

was only 12 when he did it. She had stolen from him and he gave her punishment. I have always felt guilty 

because the food was for me. She was an old women so she didn’t survive. I was determined to free myself of 

this monster. 

Dark came all too soon. 

“Leenuh it’z bout time.” 

“Ssshhhhhhh.” 

I whispered. “We will hear the humming.” We did just then. I grabbed her in my arms and hugged her. We 

walked outside. We were by the edge of the trees. I counted all fifteen slaves. They had sacks of food strapped 

to their backs for the long journey. I split them up seven and eight. We ran separate ways through the trees so 

we could meet up again. 

I knew we would have to be careful. I ran along side my sister. Malen was leading the other group. We 

ran fast for our lives, and didn’t stop for who knows how long. And when we were to tired to run, and walked 

and walked. After two sunsets we stopped and meant up with the other group. They all looked petrified. I aked 

Sasha what was wrong. 
 

“Sasha where is Malen?” 

“She…Was…Killed, Masta Catched her! We have to keep a movin’!!” 

I sank to my knees and Jayla pulled me up. She knew we had to keep going. We told the group and took off 

again. 

We stopped at the next sunset and ate and slept. Then we were off again. It was like this for two months. 

We lost three more people along the way, from starvation. Finally I had realized we hit freedom land. I read the 

sign, and saw slaves walking around, but they weren’t slaves they were regular people. 

After a few months I meet this woman named Rosa. She let my sister and I live with her. She asked us 

our names where we came from how we got here. Finally she wrote my story, and published it. After a few 

years Rosa passed away. She left her house and farm to my sister. We learned to raise cattle from her. 

I thought about my story. Wondering if someone might find is someday and learn that slavery is cruel. 

If, they have the heart to stop what we had to go through. All the pain that we were put through. 

It is very important to learn about slavery and what they were put through. They are a part of our history 

and what makes America who we are today. We learn from slavery not to treat people like this, and not to make 

the same mistake again. 
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