Transcribed by Kate Clifford Larson. Letter belongs to The Harriet Tubman Home,
Auburn, NY.

James A. Bowley (in South Carolina), son of Kessiah, letter to Harriet Tubman (in Auburn)
summer 1868.
“Dear Aunt,
The fact of your Biography through the kindness of Mrs. Bradford has been written and will soon
come before the public is not to be wondered at. Your past life has been commented by the leading
Philanthropists of our country. When slavery died there not being room enough to bury her you
gave away your underground railroad for her grave. You have asked me to say something for your
encouragement, but that is what I should ask of you, but as I with my parents were one of your
first passengers from the house of bondage. I deem it in time to pen a few words in your preface,
that your many readers may know that I have lived in the land of the brave, and the Lion’s Paw,
though I was born a slave. The trouble that you have underwent for me in my childhood days when
you were compelled to work at service for one dollar a week in Philadelphia the city of Brotherly…
and then give one half of it for my care until I with my parents were safely landed across that once
Jordan’s stream vis the Niagria [sp] River have won from you part of my maternal affection. Since
that monster slavery took flight into the infernal regions of despair and oblivion, I have returned
back to the land of many crimes that I love, to assist in the regeneration of my race. And as any
deeds may be good or evil and are not hid from the public therefore from them will I be applauded
or denounced as my actions may be; but with you it has been the contrary. Those who have offered
many prayers for you in their closets darest not then to have circulated your fame abroad. And not
only do the fugitives that you have rescued from thralldom owe to you than gratitude that they can
never pay: but from the armies of the federal Government, for you Great services rendered then
as a spy and pilot in crushing the great rebellion of 1861 do you claim a protection and support
the remainder of your life. And as your name like the smouldering fire on a priceless alter, will
spread with winged speed across the trackless deep and be enrolled among the brave heroes and
heroines of modern times. May you, like King David, of old, give all praise to Him who guided you
safe through the darkest hours of your life and before. Whom all should bow in reverence and
adoration. Many are the ones that through tribulation through the assistance of God wins for
themselves a great name but thus receive much courtesy from the world they forget their Divine
Friend and hence they lose their reward in the spirit land. But may you and the remainder of our
race be not like the children of Israel whom after their deliverance from Egypt return to the golden
calf; but like the good spies Caleb and Joshua reach the land of canaan and receive their reward
when rolling years shall cease to move. Hoping that your volume may have a wide circulation and
that your reward is waiting you from on high there to meet one day. Your affectionate Nephew
James A. Bowley. ”

