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THE WHITE SLA

———e

CHAPTER T.

Ye who weuld know what evils man can inflict upon his fellow
without reluctauce, hesitation, or regret, ye who would learn the
“Ymut of human endurance, and with what bitter angunish and
‘i.ad)guam' hate the heart may swell, and yet not burst,—peruse these
lemolrs
“Mwe are no silken sorrows, nor sentimental sufferings ; but that
stern reality of actual woe, the story of winch may pgrhaps touch even
sone of those who are every day themselves the authors of misery the
same that 1 eundured  For however the practice of tyranny qu Ve
deadened every hetter emotion, and the prejudices of education and inte~
rest nay have hardened the beart, humanity will still extort an invo-
luntary tribute; and men will grow uneasy at hearing of those deeds, of
winch the dowg does not cost them a moment’s inquietlude, ¥
Should T aceomplich no more than this; should I be able, through
the trple steel with wiieh the Jove of money aud the lust of domiw:
b coeneled at, to reach oue bovom,—let the story of n:f WIongs sum-
mon up, m the mnd of a ungle oppressor, the dark and dreaded
ot his own misdeeds, and teach s conscience how to torture him with
the preture of bansell, and I shall be coutent. Neat to the tears and
thoe caultations of the emancipated, the remorse of tyrants is the
chocedt oflermeg upon the altar of hberty ! .
. But perhinps cometling more may he possible; not likely, but to be
imagimcd , andgit may be, even fumntly to be ho Per within
sowe youthful breast, m which the evil spirits of avari¢e and tyranny,
have as yet faled to gn unlmuted control, I may be able to rekindle
the smothered and eapiring embers of humanity. Spite of habits mé')
prejudices inculeated and fostered from his earliest childhood, apité of;
the enticements of wealth and political distinction, and the strongdy?
enticements of mdolenco and ense, spite_of the pratings of hollowd
hearted priests, spite of the arguments of time-serving sophists, s of !
iho hesitation and terrors of the weak-spinted and wavering;
of evil precept and ewvil example, ho dares—that generous usl‘ M
youth!—to_cherish and avow the feehngs of a man. . W
Another Saul among the prophets, he prophesies {errible thisgs i
ihe ear of insolent and luxurious tyranny; in the midst of tyom
he dares to preach the suod tidings of hberty; in the wve okt
oppression, he stands boldly forth the advocate of human t.i}l
e breaks down the ramparts of prejudice ; he dissipates the !
of avarice and pride ; he repeals the enactments, which, though wanting
every feature of justice, have swrilmmusly usurged the sacred fo
law! He snatohes the whip from the band of the master; he by
{or over the fetter of the slave |
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. In place of reluctant toil, drudging for another, he brings in smiling
mdu»try to labour for herself! All uature scems to cxult in the’
change! The earth, no longer made barren by the tears and the blood
of her children, pours forth her treasures with redoubled liberality.
Existence ceases to be torture; and to live is no longer, to millions, the
certainty of being miserable.

Clll((;se'n Insiruinent of Mercy ! [lustrious Deliverer! Come! come
quickly !

Come !—lest, 1f thy coming be delayed, there come in iby place, he
who will be at once DELIVERER and AVENGER !

“  (HAPTER IL

THE county in which 1 wa. born was then, and for aught 1 know
may still be, one of the richest and most populous in castern Virgivia
My father, Colonel Charles Moore, was the head of one of the mos
cousideracle and influcutial funulies in that part of the country; and
family, however litile weight it may have in other parts of America, at
the time I was born wus a thing of no slight consequence in lower
Virginia, Nature and education had combmed to quality Colong
Moore to fill with credit the station in which his hirth had placed ot
He was a finished aristocrat; and such he showed himself in cvery
word, look, and action. There was in his bearing a conscious supe-
riority which few could resist, softened and rendered even agrecable hy
a gentleness and suavity, which fiattered, pleased, and captivated. L
fact, he was familiarly spoken of amoung his friends and neighbours, os
the faultless pattern of a truc Virginian gentleman—an cncowmium by
which they supposed themselves to couvey, in the most emphatic mau-
ner, the ngliest possible praise.

When the war of the American Revolution hroke out, Colonel Muore
was a very young man. By birth and education he belonged, as I Lave
said, 1o the aristocratic party, which bemg aristocratic, was, of course,
conservative.  But the impulses of youth and patriptism were too
strong 1o be resisted.  He espoused with zeal the canse of liberty, and
by Ins political activity and influence contributed not a little to its
success.

Of liberty indeed he was always a warm and encrgetic admirer.
Among my earliest recollections of hir, 1x the carnestness with which,
among his friends and guests, he used to vindicate the cause of the
French Revolution, then going on.  Of that revolution, throughout its
whole progress, he was a most cloquent advocate and apologist; and
though 1 understood hitle or nothing of what he said, the spirit and
eloyuence with which he spoke could not fail to affect me.  T'he rig/
of man and the rights of human nature were yhrases which, althou;
at that time I was quite unconscious of 1heir meaning, 1 heard so oft¢
repeated, that they made an indehble impression upon mny memory, ar
jn after years frequently recurred to my recollection. .

But Colonel Moore was not a mere talker ; he had the credit of ac.
ing up to his principles, and was universally regarded as a mau of the
greatest good mature, hovour, and uprighiness, Several promising
young men, who afierwards rose to eminence, were indebted for thei
first start in life to lus patronage und assistance, 1le settled half th
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differences in the county, and wever seemed so well pleased as when by
preventing a Iawsait or a duel, he hindered an accidental and perh
Arifiing dispute from doegencrating into a bitler, if nof a fatal, quarrel,
The tenderness of s heart, his ready, active beunevoleuce, and his
sympathy with misfortune, were traits in his churacter spoken of by
everybody.

Ilad li)een allowed to choose my own paternity, could I possibly
have seleeted a more desivable father ¥ But by the laws and customs
of Virginia, it 1s not the father, but the mother, whose rank and condi-
ton determine that of the cluld; and, alas! my mother was a concu-
bine, and a slave !

Yet those who helield her for the first time, would hardly bave hma-
gined, or wonld willingly have forgotten, that she was connected with
an 1noble and degraded race. Humble as hier station mizght be, she
could at least buast possession of the most brillizap beauty.  The truce
of African blood, by which Ler veins were contaminated, was distinetly
visible; but the tmt which it imparted to her compleaion only served
to give a peeuliar richuess to the blush that mantlcd over her cheok.
Her long bluck hair, which she understood Lhow to arrange with an
ariful simplieny, and the flashing of her dark eyes, which chunged their
cxpression with every change of feeling, correspouded exartly to her
complenion, and completed a picture which pught perhaps be muvched
iy Spun or Taly, bat for which, it would be In v to seck o rval

‘u(mg the pale-faced wid lanzdd beauties of castern Virginia.

T deseribe by more hke o lover than a sou.  But m truth, her beaoty
War 2 uncomnol, a¢ 1o draw my attention while I was yet a child j and
wany an hour have T watelied ber, aliwost with a lover's carnestnesr,
whle sbe foudled e on her ap, and tears and smiles chased each other
alterumely over a face, the Capression of which was ever changiug,
cebalways beantaul.  She was the most affeetionate of mothers ;) the
muxture of tenderness, grief, aud pleasare, with which she alway s seemed
1o regard me, gave a new vivacity to her beanty , and 1t was probably
s which so carly and ~o strongly tined my atteution.

But 1 was very far from being Ler only aduarer. Her beauty wis
notorous through all that part of the country ; and Colonel Moore had
heen frequently tempted 1o sell her by the offer of very high prices.
All suelt offers, howeser, he had steadily rejected; for he especially
prided himself upou owumg the swaftest horse, the handsomest wench,
and 1he finest pack of bounds in the “ Ancient Domunion.” i

Now it may secm 0dd 1o some people, m some paits of the world, that
Colonel Moore, heing such 2 man as 1 have deseribed him, should keep
o istress and be the fathicr of illegitimate children. Such persous,.
how ever, must be totally 1gnorant of the state of things in the slave-
holdmng states of Americi.

Colonel Moore was married to an amiable wowan, whom 1 dare say
he loved and respected ; and in the course of time she made him the
happy father of two sous and a8 many daughters. This circumstunce,
however, did not kinder Liw, any more than 1t duex any other American
planter, from giving, in the mean time, a very free indulgence to his
amorous tewmperament among his numerous slaves at Spring-Meadow,—
for so his estate was called. Many of the young women occasionally '
boasted of his altentions; though gencrally, al any one time, he uid
not Layve wore than one or two acknm\'h‘dge(i fuvourites.

My wother was for several years distingnished by Colonel Moore’s
very particulur regard, and she brouglit him no less thyn six children,

L >
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all of whom, except myself, who was the eldest, were lucky enough te
die in infancy. )
From my mother I inherited some imperceptible portion of African
blood, and*with 1t, the base and cursed condition of a slave. -But though
born a slave, I inherited all my father’s proud spirit, sensitive feelings,
and ardent temperament ; and as regards natur emfowments, whether
of mind or body, I am bold to assert that he had more reason to be
proud of me than of cither of his legitimate and acknowledged sons.

CHAPTER III.

L ]

THAT education is the most cffectual which commences earliest—
& maxim well understood in that part of the world in which it was my"
misfortune to be born. As it sometimes happens there, that one half of
a man’s children are born masters and the other half slaves, it has be-
come sufficiently obvious how necessary it is to begin by times the
course of discipline proper 1o train them up for these very different
gituations. 1t is, accor iqgl{;! the general custom, that young master,
almost from the hour of his 1rth, has allotted to fhim some little sl
near his own age, upon whom he begins, from the time he can go alo
to practise his appreuticeship of tyranny. 1t so happened that within
less than a year after my birth, Colonel Moore’s wife presented him
with her second son, James; and while we both slept unconscious in
our cradles, I was duly assigned over and appointed to be the body-ser-
vant of my vounger brother. It is in this capacity, of Master James's
‘boy. that, following back the traces of memory, 1 first discover myself.

K‘he natural and usual consequences of giving one child absolute au-
thority over another may be casily imagined. ’f)xe love of domination
is perhaps the strongest of our passions, and it is surprising how soon
the veriest child will become perfect in the practice of tyranny. Of this,
Colonel Moore’s_eldest son, William, or Master William, as he was
called at Spring-Meadow, was a striking instance. He was the terror
and bugbear, not only_ of Joe, his own boy, but of all the children on
the place. _’fhat unthinking and irrational delight in the exercise of
cruel t{, which is sometimes displayed by a wayward child, seemed in
him almost a passion; and this passion, by perpetual indulgence, was
soon foslered into a habit. When any de inquent slave was to be
%mmshqd, he contrived if possible to find it out, and to be present at

he infliction ; so that he soon becawmne an adept in all the horrible prac-
tices and disgusting slang of an overseer. He always went armed with
& whip, twice as long as himself, and upon the least opposition to his
whims and caprices, was ready to show his skill in the use of it. All

. this he took some little pains to conceal from his father ; who, however,

‘was pretty careful not to see what he could by no means approve, but
what, at the same time—indulgent father as he was—he would have
found it very difficult to prevent or cure. X
aMaster James, to whose service I was particularly appointed, was a
very different boy. Sickly and weak from his birth, his temper was
gentle and his mind effeminate. He had an affectionate d tion, and
soon conceived a fondness for me, which I very tha.nkﬁx!ﬁvo returned.
He protected me from the tyranny of Master William by his entreaties,
&an, and what had much more weight with that amiable youth,
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b{ threabs of complaining to his father, and making a complete exposure
of_his brutal and cruel behaviour. . .

I soon learned to put up with and to pardon an occasional pettish~
ness and ill humour, for which Master James's bad health furnished a
ready excuse; and by flattery and apparent obsequiousness, for a child
learns and practises such arts as readily as a man, I presently came
to have a great influence over him. He was the master and I the
slave ; but while we were_both children, this artificial distinction had
Iess potency, and I found little difficulty in maintaining that actual pre~
eminence, to which my superior vigour both of body and mind so justly
entitled me. . .

‘When Master James had rcached the age of five years, it was judged
expedient by his father, that he should be initiated into the rudiments
of learning. To learn the lettors was a laborious undertaking enough,
—hut for putting them into words, my young master seemed to have no
genius whatever. Ho was not destitute of ambition; he was indeed
very desirous to learn ; it was the ability—not the inclination—that was
wanting. Ib this difficulty he had recourse to me, who was on all occa~
sions lus chief counsellor. By pumnﬁ our heads together we soon hit
upon a plan. My memory was remarkably good, while that of my poor
little master was very miserable. Weo arranged, thereforve, that the
family tutor should first teach me the letters and the abs, which my
strong memory, we thought, would enable me easily to retain, and
vilhich T was gradually, and between plays, as opportunity served, to in-
stil into the mind of Master James. Thix_plan we found to answer
admirably. Neither the tutor nor Colonel Moore made any objection
to it; for all that Colonel Moore desired was, that his son should learn
to read; and the tutor was very willing to shift off the most laborious
part of his task upon my shoulders,

As yet, no one had dreamed of those barbarous and detestable laws—
unparalleled in any other codes, and destined to be the everlasting dis-
grace of America—hy which it has been made a crime, punishable with
fine and imprisonment, to teach a slave to tead.

t is not enough that custom and the proud scorn of unfeeling
ti'rimny unite to keep the slave in hopeless and_helpless ignorance, but
the laws too have openly become a party to this accursed conspiracy !
Yes, I believe they would tear out our very oyes,—and that too hy -
virtue of a regularly enacted statute—had_they ingenuity enough to
invent a way of enabling us to drudge and delve without them !

T soon learned to read, and before long I made Masier James almost:
as good o reader as myself. As he was subject to frequent fits of illness,
which confined him to the house, and disabled him from indulging in
those active sports to which boys are chieﬂx devoted, his father obtained
for him a large collection of books adapted to his age, which he and I
used to read over together, and in which we took great delight.

In the further progress of my young master’s studies I was still his
associate ; for though the plan of teaching me first, in order that I might
afterwards teach him, was pursued no longer, yet as Thad a desiro to learn,
as well as a quick apprehension, I found no difficulty in extracting every
day from Muster James the substance of his lessons. Indeed, if there
was any difticully in them, he was in the constant habit of u};‘pcaling e
meo for assistance, In this way I acquired some elementary knowledge
of arithmetic and geography, and even a smattering of Latin.

These acquisitions, however, I took great pains to conceal, since even
the fact that I could read, though it increased my conseguence among
the servants, exposed me to a good deal of ridicule, to which I wad very
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sensitive. T was not looked upon, as I suppose they now look upon a
slave, who knows how to read, and who exhibits some marks of sense and
,as a dreadful monster breathing war and rebellion, and plottin
to cut the throats of all the good people in America; I was res%rde
rather as a sort of prodigy—like a throe-legged hen, or asheep with four
eyes; a.thm&_to be produced and exhibited for the entertainment of
strangers. equently at a dinner-party, after the Madeira had circu-
lated pretty freely, I was set to read paragraphs in the newspapers, to
amuse my master’s tipsy guests, and was puzzled, perplexed, and
torgnenbe«{ by all sorts of absurd, ridiculous, and impertinent questions,
which I was obliged to answer under penalty of having a wine-glass, a
bottle, or a plate flung at my hend. Master Willium especially, as
he was prevented from using his whip upon me, as freely as he wished,
strove to indemnify himself by making me the butt of his wit. He took
t pride in the néck-name of the “learned nigger,” which he had
invented, and always applied to me—though, God knows, that my cheek
was littlo less fair than his, and 1 cannot help hoping that, at least, my
soul was whiter,

These, it may be thought, were trifling vexations. In truth they were
50 ; but 1t cost me many a struggle hefore 1 could learn to endure them
with any tolerable patience. I was compensated in some measure, by
the pleasure I took in listening, as I stood belund my master’s chair, to
the conversation of the company,—1 mean their conversation hefore the
set regularly in to drinkire; for every dinner-party was sure to wind v
with a general frolic.

Colonel Moore kept an open house, and almost every day, he had some
of his friends, relatives, or neighbours, at his table. e was himsclf an
eloquent and most agreesble talker ; his voice was soft und musical, and
he always expressed himself with a great deal of point and vivacity.
Many of his guests were well-mformed men; and though politics was
always the leading topic of conversation, a great variety of other subjects
were occasionally discussed. Colonel Moore, as I have already observed,
was himself a warm democrht—republican was then the P rase—for
democrat, however fond the Americans have since become of the name,
was at that time regarded as an epithet of reproach. The greater part of
those who frequented Colonel Moore’s house entertained the same
liberal opinions on political subjects. I listened to their conversation
with eagerness and pleasure; and when I heard them talk of equal
rights, and declaim against tyranny and oppression, my heart would
swell with emotions of which I searcely understood the meaning. All
this time, I made no personal application of what I heard and felt. It
was ouly the abstract beauty of liberty and equality of which I had
learned to be enamoured. It was the French republicans with whom I
sympathised ; it was the Austrian and English tyrants against whom my
indignation was roused ; it was John Adams and his atrocious gag-law.
I had not yet learned to think about myself. What I saw around me [
had always been acoustomed to see, and it a}ipeared, as it were, the fixed
order of nature. Though born a slave, 1 had, as yet, experienced
scarcely anything of the miseries of that wretched condition. I was
singularly fortunate in my young master, to whom I was, in mnn}vl

pects, as much a companion as a servant. By lus favour, and throug
means of my mother, who still continued a favourite with Colonel
Moore, I enjoyed more indulgences than any other servant on the place.
Comparing my sitnation with that of the field hands, I micht pronounce
myself fortumate indeed; and though exposed to occasional mortifica-
Mons, ‘enough to give me already a foretaste of the bitter cup which
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every one who lives a slave must swallow, my youth and the buoyant
vivacity of my temper as yet sustained me.

At this time 1 did not know that Colonel Moore was my father. That
gentleman was indebted for no inconsiderable part of his high reputa-
tion, to a very strict attention to those conventional ohservances which
s0 often usurp the place of morals, Sowme observances of this sort, which

revail in America, are sufliciently remarkable. It is considered, for
nstance, no crime whatever for 2 master to be, i’ he chooses, the father
of every infant slave born upon his plantation. Yet it is esteemed &
very grave hreach of propriety, indeed almost an unpardonable crim
for such a father cver, in any way, to acknowledge or take any notice, o
any of his unfortunate children. JImperious cutom demands that he
should treat them, in every respect, like his other slaves. If he drive
them into the field 1o Jabour, if he sell them at auction to the highest
Lidder, it is all well. But if he audaciously undertake to exhibit towards
them, 1n any way, the slighest: indication of paternal tenderness, he may
he sire that lus character will be assailed by the tongue of universal
slander ; that his every weak point and unjustifiable action will be care-
fully sought out, maliznantly magmfied, and ostentatiously cxposed;
that he will he compelled to run a sort of moral gauntlet, and will be
represented among all the befter sort of people, as everything that is
infawous, base, and contemptible,

Colonel Moore was far oo wise a man to entertain the slightest idea
of eyposing hiimself to any thing of that sort.  1le had always kept the
hest socicty,—and {hough he might he a demoerat in politics, he was
certainly very much of an aristoerat and an exelusive 1n his feelings.
Of eourse, he hiad the same sort of indescribable horrov, at the thought
of violating any of the sctiled proprietics of the society in which he
moved, that a modern helle has of cotton lace. or a modern dandy of an
iron fork. This being the case, nobody will wonder—so far at least as
Colonel Moore had any control over ihe matter—1ihat I was still
ignorant who my father was.

But though a seeret to me, it certainly was not so to Colonel
Moore’s friends and visitors.  1f nothing else had betrayed it, the strikin,
resemblance between ns would certainly have done so; and althoug]
that same regard to propriety, which prevented Colomel Moore from
cver noticing the relationship, also tied up the tongues of his guests, ye!
after T had learned the seeret, there immediately occurred to my min
the 1rue explanation of certuin sly jests and distant allusions, which had
sometimes been dropped towards the end of a dinner, by some of those
ruests whom deep potations had inspired at once with wit and veracity.

hese brilliancies, of which I had never been able to understand the
menning, were always ill reccived by Colonel Moore, and by all the
soberer part of the compuny, and were frequently followed by » com-
mand to me and the other servants to quit theroom; but why or where-
fore, 1ill I became possessed of the key above mentioned, T was always at
a great loss o determine.

The sccret which my father did not choose, and which my mother
did not dare to communicate, 1 might casily have ebtained from my
fellow-servants.  But at thistime, ike most of the lizghter-complexioned
slaves, 1 felt a sort of contempt for my duskier hrothers in misfortung,
I kept myself as much as possible at a distance from them, and scorn
10 associaie with men a little darker than myself. So ready are slaves
to imbihe all the ridiculous prejudices of their oppressors, and them-
;LI}XI?: ?o add new links 1o the chain which deprives tlgem of their
1 y: -
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But let me do my father justice; for I do not beliove that he was
totally destitute of a father’s feelings. Though he never made ihe
slightest acknowledgment of the claims which 1 had upon him, yet T am
sure, in his own heart, he did not totally deny their vahdity. ﬁ‘here_ was
a tone of good-natured indulgence whenever he spoke to me—an air of
kindness, which, though he always had it, seemed toward me to have in
it something peculiar. At any rate, he succeeded in caplivating my

ffections; for though I regarded him only as my master, I loved him
very sincerely.

CHAPTER IV.

I was about scventeen years old, when my mother was attacked by a
fever, which proved fatal to her. She carly had a presentiment of her
fate; and before the disorder had made any great progress, she sent me
word that she desired to see me. I found her in bed. She hegged the
woman who nursed her to leave ns together, and bade me sit down by
her bed-side. Having told me that she feared she was going to die, she
oould not think it kind to me, slie said, to leave the world, without first
telling me a secret, which possibly I mizht find hereafter of some con-
sequence. I begged hor 10 20 on, and waited with impatience for the

romised information. She began with a short account of her own life.
er mother was a slave ; her father was a certain Colonel Rundolph—a
scion of onc of the great Virginiau families, She had been raised as a
Iady’s maid, and on the marriage of Colonel Moore, had heen purchased
by him and presented to his wife. She was then quite a girl. Asshe
ew older and her beauty became more noticeable, she found much
avour in 1he eyes of her master. She had a neat little house, with a
double set of rooms—an arrangement as much for Colonel Moore’s con-
venience as her own ; and though some light tasks of needlework were
sometimes required of her, yet as nobody chose to quarrel with master’s
favourite, sho lived, henceforward, a very carcless, indolent, but us she
told me, a very unhappy life.

For a part of this unhappiness she was indehted to hersclf. The air
of superiority she assumed in her intercourse with the other servants
made them all hate her,und induced them to improve every opportunity
of vexing and mortifying her ; and 1o all sorts of feminine mortificaions
she was ay sensitive as any belle that ever existed.  But though vain of
her beauty and her master’s favour, she was not ill-tempered ; and the
foolish pride from which she suffered, sprung in her, as a similar feeling
did in me, from a groundless, though common ]‘rojudiccA Indeed, our
situation was so superior to that of most of the other slaves, that we
naturally imagined ourselves, in some sort, a superior race. It was
doubtless under the influence of this feeling that my mother, lmvimi
told me who my father was, observed with a smile and a self-complacen
air, which even the tremors of her fever did not preveni from being
goparent, that both on the father's and the mother’s side, I had running
in my veins the hest blood of Virginia—the blood, she added, of the
Moores and the Randolphs! )

Alas ! she did not seem to recollect that though I might count all the
nobles of Virginia among my ancestors, one dro{; of blood imported
from Africa*though that, too, might be the blood of kings and
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chieftains—would be enough to taint the whole })edigree, and to con-
demn me to perpetual slavery, even in the house of my own father!,

The information which my mother communicated made little im-

ression ugmn me at the moment. My principal anxiety was for her;
or she had always been the tenderest and most affectionate of parents.
The progress of her disorder was rapid, and on the third day she ceased:
o live. T lamented her with the sincerest grief. The sharpness of my
sorrow was soon over; but my spirits did not seem to regain their
former tone. The thoughtless gaietg, which till now had shed a sort of
sunshine over my life, seemed to desert me. My thoughts began to
recur very frequently to the information which my mother had commu-
nicated. 1 hardly know how to describe the effect which it seemed to
have upon me. Nor is it casy to tell what were its actnal effects, or
what ought to he ascribed to other and more general eauses. Perhaps
that revolution of fecling, which I now experienced, shiould be attributed .
in a great wmeasure to the change from boyhood to manhood, through
which I was passing. Hitherto things had <cemed to happen like the
events of a dream, without touchinﬁ me deeply or affecting me perma-
nently. I was sometimes vexed and dissatistied; I had my occasional
sorrows and complaints. But those sorrows were soon over, and as after
summer showers the sun shines out the brighter, so my transient sad-
ness was soon succeeded by a more hvely gatety, which, as soon as ime
mediate grievances were forgotten, burst forth, unsubdued either by
reflections on the past, or anxieties for the future. In that gaiety there
was mdeed scarcely anything of substantial pleasure; it originated
rather in a careless inscnsibility. It was like the glare of the moon-
beams, bright, but cold.  Such as it was, however, it was far more com-
fortable than the stale of feeling by which 1t now began to be succeeded.
My mind scemed to be filled with indefiniie anxieties, of which I could
divine ncither the causes nor the cure. There was, as it were, a heavy
weight upon my bosom, an unsatistied eraving for something, I know
not what, a longing which T could do nothing to satisfy, because I could
not tell its ohject. 1 would be often lost in thought. Dut my mind did
not seem to fix itself 1o any certain aim, and after hours of apparentl{
the decpest meditution, I should have heen very much at a loss to tell
about what T had been thinkmg.

But sometimes my reflections would take a more definite shape, I
would begin to consider what I was and what T had to anticipate.  'The
son of a freeman, yet horn a slave! Endowed by nature with abilities,
which I shonld never be permitied to exereise ; possessed of knowledge,
which already T found 1t expedient to conceal! The slave of my own
father, the servant of my own brother, a bounded, limited, confined, and
captive creature, who did not dare to go out of sight of his master’s
house without a written permission to do so! Destined to be the sport
of I knew not whose caprices; forbidden in anything to act for m{self, .
or to consult, my own ha {)iness; compelled_to Iabour all'my life at
another’s bidding; and liable every hour and instant to oppressions the
most outrageous, and degradations the most humiliutinf !

These reflections soon grew so bitter that I struggled hard to suppress
them. But that was not always in my power. Again and agnin, in
spite of all my efforts, these hateful ideas would start up and sting me
into anguish. . .

y young master still continued kind as ever. I was changing to a
man, but he still remained a boy. Ilis protracted ill health, which had
checked his growth, inca.red also to retard his mental mqturit'i'. He
seemed every day to fall mmore and more under my influence ; and every
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day my attachment to him grew stronger. He was, in fact, my sole
hope. While I remained with him I might reasonably expect to escape
the utter bitterness of slavery. In his cyes I was not a mere servant.
He rded me rather as a loved and trusted companion. Indeed,
though he had the name and prerogatives of master, 1 was much less
under his control than he was under mine. There was between us
something of a brotherly affection, at least of that kind which may exist
between foster brothers, though neither of us ever alluded to our actual
relationship, and he, probably, was ignorant of it.

I loved Master James as well as ever ; but, towards Colonel Moore, my
feelm;és underwent a rapid and a radical change. "While I considered
myself merely as his sluve, his apparent kindness had gained my affec-
tions, and there was nothing T would not have done or suflered for so

-natured and condescending a master. DBut after T had lcarned to
k upon myself ag his son, I began to feel that T might ius‘tly claim as
a right what I had till now regarded as a pure gratuity. I began to feel
that [ might claim much more—even an equal birth-right with m;
rethren. Occasionally I had read the Bible, and L now turned wit!
new interest to the story of Magar the bond-woman, and Ishmacl her
son ; and as I read how an angel came 1o their relief, when the hard-
hearfed Abraham had driven them into the wilderness, there seemed to
5row up within me a wild, strange, uncertam hope, that in some acei-
ent, I knew not w}mt‘i too mght find suecour and relicf. At the
same time, with this irrational hope, 2 new spirit of bitterness burst in
upon wy soul. Uncousciously I clenched my hands, and set iny teeth,
and fancied myself, as it were, unother Ishmael, waundering in the
wilderness, every man’s hand against me, and my Tand against cvery
man. The injuslice of my unnatural parent stung me deeper aud
deepcer, and all my love for him was turned into hate. The atrocity of
those laws which made me a slave—a slave in the house of my own
father—scemed 1o glare before my too &)rophvtic eyes in letters of blood.
Young as I was, and as yet untouched, I trembled for the future, and
cursed the country and the hour that gave me birth !

I endeavoured as mach ax possible to conceal theso new feclings with
which I was tormented : and as deceit is one of those defences against
tyranny of which a slave carly learns to avail himself, I was nof, un-
successful. My young master would sometimes find me in tears: and
sometimes, when_I would be lost in thought, he complained of my in~
attention.” But I put him off with plausible excuses; and though he
suspected there was something which I did not tell him, and would
frequently say to me, “ Come Archy, boy, let me know what it is that
troubles you,”—1 made light of the matter, and launghed off his
suspicions.

T was now about to lose this kind master, in whose tenderness and
affection I found the sole palliative that could make slavery tolerable.
His health, which had always been had, grew rapidly worse, and contined
him first to his chamber and then to his bed. I nursed him_during his .
whole illness with a mother’s tenderness and assidumity. Never was
master more faithfully served ;—but it was the friend, not the slave, who
rendered these attentions. He was not insensible to my services; he
€id not seem to like that any onc but I should be ahout lnm, and it was
only from my hand that he would take his physic or lus food. But it
was not in the power of physician or of nurse to save hin.  He wasted
daily, and grew weaker every hour. The fatal erisis soun came. His
weeping friends were collected aboutl his hed,—hut the tears they shed
were rot as bitter as mine. Almost with his last breath he recommended
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me to the good graces of his father; but the man who had closed his
heart to tﬁa promptings of paternal tenderness was not likely to give
much weight to the request of a dymg son. He bade his friends fare-
well,—he pressed my hand in his; and, with a gentle sigh, he expired in
my arms,

CHAPTER V.

TaFE family of Colonel Moore knew well how tle 1 had loved, and
how faithfully T had scrved my young master. T %y respected the
profound depth of my grief, and for a week or two, I was suffered to
weep on unmolested. My feclings were no longer of that acute and
picrcing kind which I have described in the precedipg chapter.  The
temperament of the mind ig for ever changing. That state of preter-
natural sensibility, of which 1 have att emlll\tedm give an idea, had dis-
appeared when_my attention became wholly oceupied in the care of my
dymmyg naster. Tt was succeaded by a dull and stupid sorrow. Apﬁarently
1 now had inereased cause for agitation and alarm. That which I then
dreaded had happened. My young master, upon whom all my hopes
were suspended, lived no longer, and I knew not what was {o become
of mo.  But the fit of fear and anxious anticipation was over; and 1 now
warted my fate with a sort of stupid and careless indifference.

Thengh not called upon to do it, I continued as usual to wait upon
my master’s {able.  For several days, I took my place instinetively near
where Madster James’s chae ought to have stood ; till the sight of the
vacant place drove me 1m tears to the opposite corner. 1n the mean
time, nobody called upon me 1o do anything, or seemed o notice that I
was present.  KEven Master Wilham made an effort to suppress his
hahitual msolence.

But this could not last Jong. Indeed it was a stretch of indulgence,
which no one but a favourite servant could have expected ; since sluves,
in general, are thought to have no business to be sorry—if it makes
them umnable to work.

One morning, after breakfast, Master William, having disenssed his
toast and coflee, beggan by telling his father that, in lhis opinion, the
servants at Spring-Meadow were a greal deal too indulgently treated.
He was by this time o smart, dashing, elegant young man, having
returned upwards of a year hefore from college, and quitoe lately, from
Charleston, in South Carolina, whither lhe had becn to spe 1d a winter,
and, as his father expressed it, 1o wear off the rusticity of the school-
room. It was there, perhaps, that he had learned the new precepts of
humamty which he was now preaching. He declared that any tender-
ness towards a servant only itended to make him insolent and discon-
tented, and was quite thrown away on the ungrateful rascals. Then
looking about, as if in search of some victiin upon whom to practise
a doctrine so consonant to his own disposition, his eye hghted upon me.
“ There's that hoy Archy—I’ll bet a hundred to one 1 could make him
one of the best servants in the world.  He’s a bright fellow naturally,
and nothing has spoiled him, but poor James’s over indulgence. Comey
father, just be good enough to give him to me, I want another servant
most devilishly.”

Without stopping for an answer, he hastened out of the room, having,
as he xaid, two jockey races to atiend that morning ; and what was more
a cock-fight info the bargain. There was nobody else at table. Cq\onei
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Moore turned towards me. He began with commonding very hi,fhly
my faithful attachment to his poor son James. Ashe montioned his
son’s name the tears stood in his eyes, and for a moment or two lie was
unable to’s . He recovered himself presently, and added—* I hope
now you will transfer all this same zeal and affection to Master William.”
« These words roused me in a moment. I knew Master William to he
a tyrant, from whose soul custom had long since obliterated what little
humanity nature had bestowed upon him; and to judge from what he
had let drop that mornmé; he had of late improved upon his natural
inclination for cruelty, an had proceeded to the final length of reducin,
tyranny into a system and a science. I knew, too, that from childhoo
he had entertained a particular spile against me; and I dreaded lest he
was already devising the means of inflicting upon me with iuterest all
those insults and injuries from which the protection of his younger
brother had hitherto shielded me.
. Tt was with horror and alarm, that T found myself in danger of falling
into such hands. I threw myself at my master’s feet, and besought him,
with all the eloquence of grief and fear. not to ﬁive me to Master William.
The terms in which I spoke of his son, though I chose the mildest I could
think of, and the horror I expressed at the thoughts of becominﬁ his
servant, though I endeavoured as much 2s possible to save the father’s
feehngdz'seemed to make him angry. The smule left his lip, and his brow
frew k and contracted. I began to despair of escaping the wretched
ate that awaited me; and my despair_drove me to a very rash and
foolish action. For ¢uboldened by the danger of becoming the slave of
Master William, I dared to hint—though distantly and obscurely—at
the information which my mother had conununicated on her death-
bed; and I even ventured something like a half appeal to Colonci
Moores paternal tenderness. At first he did not seem to understand
me; but the moment he began to comprehend my meaning, his face
groew black as a thunder cloud, then became pale, and immediately was
suffused with a burning blush, in which shame and rage were equally
commingled. T now gave myself up for lost, and expected an instant
out-break of fury ;—but, after a momentary struggle, Colonol Moore
seemed to regain his composure ; even the habitual smile returned to Lis
lips ; and without taking any notice of my last appeal, or giving any
further mﬁ?s of having nnderstood it, he merely remarked, that he did
not know how 1o refuse Master William's request, nor could he compre-
hend the meaning of my rcluctance. 1t was mighty foolish ; still he
was willing to indulge me so far as 1o allow me the choice of entering
into Master William's service, or going into the field. This alternative
was proposed with an air and a manner which was intended to stop my
mouth, and allow me nothing but the bare liberty of choosing. It was
indeed mo very agreeable alternative. But an{};hmﬁ, even the hard
labour, scanty fare, and harsh trcatment, to which I knew the field
hands were subjected, secmed preferable to becoming the sport of Master
William’s tyranny. I was piqued, too, at the cavalior manner in which-
request had been treated, and I did not hesitate. I thanked Colonel
oore for his great goodness, and at once made choice of the field. He
seemed rather surprised at my selection, and with a smile which
Bordered close upon a sneer, bade me report myself to Mr. Stubbs,
An overseer is reﬁn.rded, in all those parts of slave-holding Anierica
with which I ever me acquainted, very much in the same light in
which people, in countries uncursed with slavery, look upon a hangman ;
and as this latler employment, however useful and necessary, has never
succegded ifi becoming respectable, so the business of an overscer is
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likely, from ita nature, always to continue contemptible and degraded.
The young lady who dines heartily on lamb has a sentimental horror of
the butcher who killed it; and the slave-owner who lives luxuriously
on the forced labour of his slaves has a like sentimental abhorrence of
the man who holds the whip and compels the labour. He ijs like a
receiver of stolen goods, who cannot bear the thoughts of stealing him-
self, but who has no objection to live upon the proceeds of stolen
property. A thief is but a thief; an overseer but an overseer. The
slave-owner prides himself upon the honourable appellation of a planter ;
and the receiver of stolen goods assumes the character of a respectable
shop-keeper. By such contemptible juggle do men deccive not them-
selves only, but oft-times the world also. .

Mr. Thomas Stubbs was overseer at Spring-Meadow, a {grson with
whose name, appearance, and character I was perfectly fumiliar, though
hitherto T had been so fortunate as to have had verydittle communica~
tion with him. . .

He was a thick-set, clumsy mau, about fifty, with a little bullet head,
covered with short tangled hair, and stuck close upon his shoulders.
His face was curiously mottled and spotted, for, what with sunshin
what with whisky, and what with ague and fever, brown, red, an
sallow, seemed to have put in a joint claim to the possession of it,
without having yet been able to arrive at an amicable partition. He
was generally to be scen on horsehack, leaning forward over his saddle,
and %)ra,ndishing a long thick whip of twisted cow-hide, which, from
time to tine, he applied over the head and shoulders of some unfortunate
slave. 1f you were within hearing, his conversation, or rather his
commands and observations, would have appeared a string of oaths,
from the mdst of which it was not very easy to disentangle his meaning,
Some such exclamations were pretty sure to begin every sentence, and
others 10 end it. 1t was, however, only wheu Mr. Stubbs had sole
possession of the field, that he sprinkled his orders with his strong spice
of brutality ;—f{or when Colonel Moore or any other gentleman huppened
{0 be riding by, he could assume quite an air of gentleness and modera-
tion, and what appears very surprising, was actuoally able to express
himself, with not nore than one oath to every other sentence.

Mr. Stubbs in his management of the plantation, did not confine
himeelf to hard words. He used his whip as freely as his tongue.
Colunel Moore had received a European education ; and like every man
educated zmywhere——exceﬂ; on a slave estate—he had a great dislike to
all unnecessary crueclty. e was usually made very angry, about once
a weck, by some brutal act on the part of his overseer. But havin,
satisfied his outraged feelings by declaring himself very much offended,
and Mr. Stubbs’s proceedings to be quite intolerable, he ended with
suffering things to go on just as before. The truth was, Mr. Stubbs
understood making crops ; and such a man was too valuable to be given
;11]% :‘or the mere sentimental satisfaction of protecting the slaves from

yranny.

It was a great change to me, after having been accustomed to the
elegance and propriety of Colonel Moore’s house and the gentle rule
and light service of Master James to pass under the despotic control of ,
a vulgar, ignorant, and brutal blackguard. Besides, I had never been
accustomed to severe and regular labour ; and it was trying indeed to
submit at once to the hard work of the field. However, I resolved to
make the best of it. I wasstrong, and use would soon make my tasks
more tolerable, I knew well enough that Mr. Stubbs was totally desti-
tute of all humane feelings, but I had no reason to suppose that®he

[
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entertained_towards me any of that malignity which I had so rhuch
dreaded in Master William. From what I had known of him, 1 did not
judge him to be a very bad-tempered man; and 1 took it for granted
that he cursed and whipped, not so much out of spite and ill-feeling,

as a mere matter of business. He scemed to imagine, hike cvory
other overseer, that it was impossible o manage a plantation in any
other way. y diligence, I hoped might enable me to escape the lash;
and Mr. Stubb’s_vulgar abuse, however provoking the other servants
might esteem it, I thought 1 might easily despise.

. Stubbs listened 1o my account of myself very graciously, all the
time rolling his tobacco from one check to the other, a.ndmzﬁuint.ing at
me with one of his little twinkling grey eyes. Having cu me to his
satisfaction for a “ blunder-head,” he bade me follow him {o the field. A
hrge clumsy hoe, with a handle six feet long, was put into my hands,
and I was kept hard at work all day.

At dark, I was suffered to quit the field, and the overseer pointed out
10 me a miserable little hovel, about ten feet square, and half as many
high, with a leaky roof, and without either fioor or window. This was

my house, or rather I was to share it with Billy, a young slave
about my own age.

To this wrelched hut I removed a chesl, containing my clothes and a
fow other things, such as u slave is periniited to possess. By way of
bed and bedding, I reccived a smgle blanket, ubout as big as a large

cket-handkerchief; and a basket of corn and a pound or two of

sed bacon, were given me us my week’s allowance of J»ron'.sions.
But as I was totally destitute of pot, kettle, knife, plate, or dish of any
kind,—for these are convemences which slaves must procure as they
can,—I was in some danger of being oblized to make my supper on raw
bacon. Billy saw my distress and look pity on me. Iic helped me to
beat my corn into hominy, znd Jeut me his own hittle kettle to cook it
in; so that about midnight T was able to break a fast of sowe sixteen or
twenty hours. My chest, being both broad and long, served toleral,ly
well for bed, chair, and table. I sold a part of my clothes, which were
indeed much too fine for a field hand ; and hiaving bought myself a kuife,
a spoon, and kettle, I was able to put my house-keepng into tolerable
order.

My accommodations were as_good as a field-hand had a right to
expech: but they were not such as to make me particularly happy ;
especially as I had been used io something better. My hands were
blistered with the hoe ; and coming in at night completely exhausted hy
a sort of labour to which I was not accustomed, it was no very agreeable
recreation to be obliged to beat hominy, and to be up till after midnight
preparing food for the next day, with the recollection, too, that I was
obliged to turn into the ficld with the first dawn of the morning. Lut
this labour, severe as it was, had been in a manner, my own choice. In
choosing it, 1 had escaped a worse tyranny and a more bitter servitude.
1 had avoided falling into the hands of Master Willinm, .

1 shall not_have ocoasion to mention that amiable youth again, I
may as well finish his history here. Some six or eight months after the
death of his 'oun'Ber brother, he became involved in a drunken quarrel,
at a cock-fight. This qun,rrei ended in a ducl, and Master Wilham fell

at the first fire. His death was a greal_stroke 1o Colouel Moore,

who seemed for a long time almost inconsolable. I did uot Jament him,

either for his own sake or his father’s. I knew well that in his death

1 had eseaped a cruel and vindictive master; and I feltl u stern and

bifterddleasure in sceing the bercavements of a man who had dared to
~trample upon the sacred ties of nature.
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CHAPTER VI

I maD the same task with those who had been field-hands all their
lives; but 1 was too proud to flinch or complain. I exerted myself to
the utmost, so that even Mr. Stubhs had no fauli to find, but, on the
contrary, pronounced me, more than once, a “right likely fiond’

The cubin which I shared with Billy had a very leaky roof, and as
the weather was rainy, we found it by no means comfortable. Atlength,
we determined one day to repair it; and to get time to do so, we
exerted ourselves to get through our tasks at an early hour.

‘We had finished about four o’clock in the afterncon, and were
returning together to the fown,—for so we called the collection of
cabins in which the servants lived. Mr. Stubbs met us, and having
inquired if we had finished our tasks, he muttered something about our
not having half enough to do, and ordered us to go and weed his garden.
Billy submitted in silence, for he had been too long under Mr. Stubbs’s
jurisdiction to think of questioning his commands, Bul I ventured to
say, in as respectful o manner as L could, that as we had finished our
regular tasks, it scemed very hard to give ns this additional work. This
fut Mr. Stubbs into a furious passion, and he swore twenty oaths, that

should both weed the garden and be whipped into the bargain. He
sprang from lis horse, and catching e by the collar of my shirt, the
ouly dress I had on, he began to lay upon me with his whip. It was the
first time, since I had ceased to be a child, that I had been exposed to
this degrading torture.  The pain was greal enough; the idea of being
whipped was sufliciently bitter ; but these were nothing in comparison
with the sharp and burning sense of the insolent injustice that was
done me. It was with the utmost difficulty that T restrained myself
from springing upon my brutal tormentor, and dashing him to the
ground. But alas!—Iwas aslave. 'Whatin a frecinanis amost justifiable
act of self-defence, hecomes in a slave unpardonable insolence and rebel-
lion. I griped my hands, set mﬁ teeth firmly together, and bore the
injury the best 1 could. I was then turned into the garden, and the
moon happening to be full, I was kept there weeding till near midnight.

The next day was Sunday. The Sunday’s rest is the sole and smflc
boon for which the American slave is indebted to the religion of his
master. That master tramples under foot every other precept of the
Gos[;_:l without the slightest hesitation, but so long as he does not com-
pel his sluves to work on_Sundays, ho thinks bimself well entitled to
the name of a Christian. Perhaps he is so,~but if he is, a title so casily
purchased can be worth but little. -

I resolved to avail myself of tho Sunday’s leisure to comJ)lain to my
master of the barbarous treatment I had experienced the day before at
the hands of Mr. Stubbs. Colonel Moore received me with a coolness
and distance, quite unusual in him, for generally he had a smile for
everybody, especially for his slaves. However, he heard my story, and
even congfescended to declare that nothing gave him so much pain us
to have his servants unnecessarily or unreasonably punished, and that
he never would suffer such things to take place upon his plantation.®
He then bade me go about my business, having first assured me that
in the course of the day he would see Mr. Stubbs and inquire into the
matter This was the last I heard from Colonel Moore. That same
:vemn;i:‘ Mr. Stubbs sent for me to his house, and having tigd me to a

ree before his door, gave me.{orty Mew“;gdwmphm atrthe
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house again if I dared. “It’s a hard case indeed,” he added, “if I can’t
lick a cursed mg%e.r’s insolence out of him without being obliged to
give an account of it.”

Insolence !—the tyrant’s ready plea! -

If a poor slave has been wlnﬁped and miserably abused, and no other
apology for it can be thought of, the rascal’s “insolence” can be:

ways pleaded,—and when 1?]eo,ded, is enough in every slavcholders
estimation to excuse and juslify any brutality. The slightest word, or
look, or action that seems to indicate the slave’s sense of ang injustice
that is done him, is denounced as insolence, and is punished with the
most unrelenting severity. .

This was the second {ime I had experienced the discipline of the
lash; but I did not find the second dose any more agrceable than the
first. A blow is estecmed among freemen the very lughest of indigni-
ties; and low as their oq;):qssnrs have sunk them, it is esteemed an in~
dignity among slaves. Besides—as strange as some people may think
it—a-twisted cowhide, laid on by the hand of a strong man, does actually
inflict a ¥ood deal of pain, especially if every blow brings blood.

T will Jeuve it to the reader’s own foelings to imagine, what no words
can sufficiently describe, the bitterness of that man’s »msery, who is
every hour in danger of experiencing this indignity anu this torture.
‘When he has wrought up his fancy,—and let bim thank God, from the
very bottom of his heart, that in his case it is only fancy,—to a lively
idea of that misery, he will have taken the first step towards gaining
some notion, however faiut and inadequate, of what 1t is to be a slave !

T had now learned a lesson, which every slave carly learns,—I found
that I did not enjoy even the privilege of complaining; and that the
only way to escape a reiteration of injustice was to submit in silence to
the first infliction. I did my best to swallow this bitter lesson, and to
aoquire a portion of that hyimcritica.l humility so necessary to a person
in my unhappy condition. Humility, and whether it be real or pre-
tended, they care but little, is exteemed by masters the great and crown-
ing virtue of a slave; for they understand by it, a disposition to submit,
without resistance or complaint, to every possible wrong and indiguity ;
1o reply to the most opprobrious and unjust accusations with a soft
voice and a smiling face; to take kicks, cuffs, and blows as though they
were favours; to kiss the foot that treads you to the dust!

This sort of humility was a virtue with which, I must confess, nature
had but scantily endowed me ; nor did I find it so easy as I might have
desired, to strip myself of all the feelings of 4 man. It was like quitting
the erect carrage which I had received at God’s hand, and learming to
crawl on the earth like ahase reptile. This was, indeed, a hard lesson ;
but an American overseer is a stern teacher, and if | learned but slowly
it was not the fault of Mr. Stubbs. ,

CHAPTER VII.

. It would be irksome to myself, and tedious to the reac-r, o enter
into a minute detail of all the miserable and monotonous m(;ndents that
made up my life at this time. The last chapler is a speeimen, from
which it may be judged what sort of pleasures I enjoyed. They may
be summed up in a few words; and the single sentence which embraces
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this part of my history might suffice to describe the whole lives of
thousand Amgricans. 1 was hard worked, ill fed, and well whim
Mr. Stubbs, hnvin; once begun with me, did not suffer me to get over
the eftects of one flogging before he inflicted another; and I have some
marks of his about me which I expect to carry to the grave. All this
~ime ho assured me that what he did was only for m{aown good : and
fae swore that he would never give over till he had lashed my cursed
insolence out of me. X

The present began to grow intolerable ; and what hope for the future
has the slave P 1 wished for death ; nor do [ know to what desperate
counsels 1 might have been driven, when one of those changes to which
a slave is ever exposed, but over which he can exercise no control,
afforded me some temgomry relief from my distresses. 3
», Colonel Moore, by the sudden death of a relation, became heir to a
large property in South Carolina. But the person deceascd had left a
will, :S)out which there was some dispute, which had_every appearance
of ending in a lawsuit. The matter required Colonel Moore c:fersonnl
attention ; and he had lately set out for Charleston, and had taken with
him several of the servants. One or two also had recently died ; and
Mirs. Moore, sonn after her husband’s departure, sent for me to assist
in filling up the gap which had been made in her domestic establish-
ment.

T was truly happy at the change. I knew Mrs. Moore to be a lady
who would never insult or trample on a servant, even though he were
2 slave, unless she happened to be very much out of humour, an unfor-
tunate occurrence, which in her case did not happen oftener than once
or twice a week—except, indeed, in the very warm weather, when the
fit sometimes lasted the whole week through. .

Besidesill hoped that the recollection of my fond and faithful attach-
ment to her younger son, who had always been her favourite, would
secure me some kindness at her hands. Nor was I mistaken. The
contrast of my new situation, with the tyranny of Mr. Stubbs, gave it
almost the colour of happiness. I regained my cheerfulness and my
buoyant spirits. I was too wise, or rather this new influx of cheer-
fulness made me too thoughtless, to trouble myself about the future;
and, satisfied with the temporary relief I experienced, T ceased to brood
over the miseries of my condition.

bout this time Miss Caroline, Colonel Moore’s eldest daughter,
returned from Baltimore, where she had been living for several years
with an aunt, who superintended her education. She was but an ordi-
nary girl, without much grace or beauty; but her maid Cassy* who
had formerly been my playfellow, and who returned a woman, though
she had left us a child, possessed a high degree of both.

I learned from one of my fellow servants that she was the daughter of
Coloncl Moore, by a female slave, who for a year or two had shared her
waster’s favour jointly with my mother, but who had_died many years
since, leaving Cassy an infant. Her mother was said to have been a
great beauty, and a very dangerous rival of mine.

So far as regarded personal charms, Cassy was not unworthy of her
Bnrentage, either on the father’s or the mother’s side. She was not 1all,

nt the grace and elegance of her figure could not be surpassed ; and the
elastio vivaci’y of all her movements, afforded a model, which her indolent
and languid mistress, who did nothing but loll all day utpon a sofa, might
have imitated with advantage. The clear soft olive of her complexion

# Cassandra.
(4
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brightening in either cheek to a rich red, was certainly more pleasing
the sickly, sallow hue, so common, or rather so universal, among
patrician fmutwq of fower Virginia ; and she could boast a pair
of eyes, which, for brilliancy and expression, I have never seen sur-

At this time, I prided myself upon my colour as much as any Vir-
ginian of them all ; and although 1 had found by a bitter experience that
a slave, whether white or black, is still a slave, and that the master,
heedless of his victim’s complexion, handles the whip with perfect im-
partiality, like my poor mother, I thought myself of a superior
caste, and would have felt it a degradation to put myself on a level with
those o fow shades darker than myself. This silly pride had kept me
from forming intimacies with the other servants, either male or female ;
for I was decidedly whiter than any of them. It had too, justly enough,
exposed me to an ill-will, of which I had more than once felt the
consequences, but which had not yet whol]{l::llred me of my folly.

had perhaps more African blood than I; but this was a point,
however weighty and important I had at first esteemed it, which, as

more acquainted with her, seemed continually of less con-
sequence, and soon disappeared entirely from my thouihts. ‘We were
much together; and her beauty, vivacity, and good humour, made
every day a stronger impression upon me. I found myself in love before
I had thought of it; and presently I discovered that my affection was
not unrequited. .

Cassy was one of nature’s children, and she had never learned those
arts of oaqm;t:& often as skilfully practised by the maid as the mistress,
by which courtships are protracted. We loved; and before long we

ed of marriage. Cassy consulted her mistress; and the answer was
favourable. Mrs. Moore listened with equal readiness to me. "'Women
are never happier than when they have an opportunity to dabble in
match-making; nor does even the humble condition of the parties
quite deprive ﬂx@ business of its fascination. . .
It was determined that our marriage should be a little festival among
servants. The coming Sunday was fixed on_as the ; and a
thodist 3355"” who happened to have wandered into the neigh-
bourhood, y underiook to perform the ceremony, This of his
office, I suppose, he would have performed for anybody ; but he under-
took 1t the more readily for us, becanse Cassy, while at Baltimore, had
become a member of the Methodist society. .
. I'was well pleased with all this; for it seemed to give to_our union
something of that solemnity which properly belonged to it. In general,
among American slaves is treated as a matter of very little
moment. It is a mere temporary union, contracted without ceremony;
not recognized by the laws, little or not all regarded by the masters, an
of course, often but lightly esteemed b{ the es. ~The recollection
that the 'hpsba.nd may, any day, be sold into Louisiana, and the wife
into Georgia, holds out but a slight inducement to draw tight the bonds
of connubial intercourse; and the certainty that the fruits of their
marriage, the children of their, love, are to be born slaves, and reared to
all the privations and calamities of hopeless servitude, is enough to
strike a into the hearts of the fondest couple, Slaves yield to the
impulses of nature, and propa?ate a race of slaves ; but, save in a few
rare instances, servitude 1s as fatal to domestic love as to all the other
virtues. Some fow choice spirits indeed will still rise superior to their
conditioy, and when cut off from every other s;%)ort, will find within
their own hearts the means of resisting the deadly and demoralizing
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influences of servitude. In the same manner, the baleful poison of
the plague or ycllow fever—innocent indeed and powerless in com-
parison {—while it rages through an infected city, and sweeps its thou-
sands and tens of thousands to the grave, finds, here and there, an iron
constitution, which defies its total malignity, and sustains itself by the
solc aid of nature’s health-preserving power.

On the Friday before the Sunday which had been fixed upon for our
marriage, Colonel Moore returned to Spring-Meadow. His arrival was
unexpected ; and by me, at least, very much unwished for. To the other
servants who hastened to welcome him home, he spoke with his usual
kindness and good nature; but though I had come forward with the
rest, all the nofice he took of me was a single stare of dissatisfaction.
He ap%fa.red to be surprised, and that too not agreeably, to see me again
in the house, . .

The next day I was discharged from my duties of house servant, and
put again under the control of Mr. Stubbs. = This touched me to the
quick ; but it was nothing to what 1 felt the day following, when I went
to the house to claim my bride. 1 was told that she was gone in the
carriage with Colonel Moore and his daughter, who had ridden out to
call upon some of the neighbours; and that I need not take the trouble
of coming again to see her, for Miss Caroline did not choose that her
mnI.i':i_should m{:{r}tf. a ﬁeldtgl?ind. ibe th T

is impossible for me to deseri] e paroxysm of grief and passion

which I now experienced. Those of the same ardent temperament with
myself will easily conceive my feelings ; and to persons of cooler temper,
no description can convey an ade%uate idea. My promised wife snamm
from me, and myself exposed to the hateful tyranny of a brutal overseer
~—and a_ﬂ so sudden too—and with such studied marks of insult and
oppression ! .

now felt afresh the ill effects of my foolish pride in keeping myself
separate and aloof from my fellow servants. 1nstead of sympathizing with
me, many of them openly rejoiced at my misfortune ; and as I had never
made a confidant or associate among them, I had no friend whose advice
to ask, or whose sympathy to seek. At length, 1 bethought myself of
the Methodist minister, who was to come that evening to marry us, and
who had appeared to take a good deal of interest in the welfare of Caeay
and myself. I was desirous not only of seeking such advice and consp«
lation as he could afford me, but I wished to save the good man from s
useless journey, and ibly from insult at Spring-Meadow ; for Colonel
Moore looked on all sorts of preachers, and the Methodists especially,
with an eye of very little favour. X i

I knew that the clergyman in 3uestmn held a meeting about five
miles off; and I resolved, if I could get leave, to go and hear him. I
applied to Mr. Stubbs for a pass, that is, a written permission, without
which no slave can go off the plantation to which he belonli:, except at
the risk of being sto]gped by the first man he meets, horsewhipped, and
sent home again. But Mr. Stubbs swore that he was of such

ding; and he told me that he had made up his mind to grant no
more passes for the next fortnight.

To some_sentimental persons it may seem hard, after the slave has
lzboured six days for his master, and the blessed seventh at length
gladdens him with its beams, that he cannot be allowed a little
Bosmen oF ban ot 00 b o og s, " i oy thfly’ oy ]

of his toils and his sufferings. Yet many managers an
good disciplinarians are, like Mr. gtubbs, very much opposed to.dl
c .
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ding ; and they pen up their slaves, when not at work, as th n
%;d theg' cattle,.toieep them, as they say, out of misgh.ietk’ . oy pe

At another time, this new piece of petty tyranny might have provoked
me ; but now, 1 scarcely regarded it, for my whole heart was absorbed by
a E:eater on, I was slowly returning towards the servants’ quarter,
when a httle glrl‘]—one of the house servants, came running to me,
almost out of breath. I knew her to be one of Cassy’s favourites, and T
ca_\:ight her in my arms.  As soon as she had recovered her breath, she
said she had been lookm{; for me all the morning, for she had a message
from Cassy ; that Cassy had been obliged, much against her inclination,
to go out that morming with her mistress, but that I must not be

1ed or dowjn-hea.rte«g, for she loved me as well as ever.

I kissed the little messenger, and thanked her a thousand times for her
news. I then hastened to my house. It was quite a comfortable little
€0 which Mrs, Moore had ordered to be built for Cassy and myself,
but of which I expected every moment to be deprived. The news had
heard excited new commotions in my bosom. I had no sooner sat down,
than I found it impossible to keep quiet. My heart beat violently ; the
fever in my blood grew high. 1 left the house, and walked about within
the limits of my gaol-yard,—for so I might justly esteem the plantation ;
I the most violent exercise, and tried every means I could think o
to subdue the powerful emotions of mixed hope and fear with which I
wfu agitated, and which I found more oppressive than even the certainty
of misery.

As evening drew on, I watched for the return of the carriage; and at
length its distant rumbling caught my ear. I hastened towards the
house, in_ the hope of seeing Cassy, and perhaps of speaking with her.
The carriage stopped at the door, and I was fast a.p?roaching it ; but, ab
the instant, it ocourred to me, that it would be better not to risk being
seen :Y Colonel Moore, who, I was now well satisfied, entertained a
decided hostility towards me, and whom I believed to be the author of
the cruel repulse I had that morning met with. This thought stopped
e, and I drew back and returned home, without catching a glimpse or
exchanging a word. . .

w myself upon my bed ; but I turned continually from side to
side, and found it impossible to compose myself torest. Hour after hour
: on; but T could not sleep. It was past midnight, when I heard
a t tap at the door,and a soft whisper, which thrilled through eve:
nerve. I sprung up; I opened the door; I clasped her to my bosom. It
- 'Was Cusi,' 3 it was my betrothed wife. i

She told me that since Colonel Moore’s return, every thing seemed
changed at the house. Miss Caroline had told her that Colonel Moore
had a very bad opinion of me, and was very much displeased to find that
during his absence I had been again employed us one of the house servants.
She ed that, when he was told of our intended marriage, he had
declared that Cassy was too ﬁ»rettya girl to be thrown away upon such a
sooundrel, and that he would undertake to provide her with a much
better husband. So her mistress had bidden her to think no more of me;
but, at the same time, had told her not to cry, for she would never leave
off teasing her father till he had fulfilled his promise; “and if you get a
husband,” the young lady added, “that, you know, is all that any of us
want.” Bo thought the mistress; the maid, I have reason to suppose,
was rather more refined in her notions of matrimony.

I was not quite certain how to interpret this conduct of Colonel
l%oore’s.t .1 waa strongly inclined to consider it only as a new out-break
of that spite and host&lty which I bad been experiencing ever since my
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useless and foolish a;zﬁoal to his fatherly feelings. It occurred to e,
however, as possible, that his sition to our marriage might spnnﬁ
from other motives. Whatever I might mm%me, I kept my own counse
One motive which occurred to me, I could not think of myself, with
the slightest patience; and still less could I bear to shock and
poor Cassy by the mention of it. Another motive, which I thought
might possibly have influenced Colonel Moore, was less discreditable to
him, and would have been flattering to the pride of both Cassy and
self. But this, I could not mention without leading to disclosures,
which I did not see fit to make. .

Cassy know herself to be Colonel Moore’s daughter ; but early in our
acquaintance I had discovered that she had no idea that I was his 50N,
I have every reason to believe that Mrs. Moore was l!pert‘eat'.ly well in-
formed as to both these particulars; for they were of ihat sort which
seldom or never escape the eagerness of female curiosity, and more espe-
clally the curiosity of a wife. . . .

hatever she night know, she discovered in it no impediment to my
marriage with Cassy. Nor did I; for how could that same regard for
the decencies of life—~such is the soft phrase which justifies the most
unnatural cruelty,—that refused to acknowledge our paternity, or to
recognize any relationship between usi)pretend at the same time, and on
the sole ground of relationship, to forbid our union ?

But I knew that Cassy felt, rather than reasoned; and, though born
and bred a slave, she lpossessed imﬂt delicacy of feeling. Besides, she
was a Methodist, and though as cheerful and gay-hearted a girl as 1 ever
knew, she was very devoul in all tho observances of her religion. I
feared to put our mutual happiness in jeopardy; I was unwilling to
harass Cassy with what I esteemed unnecessary scruples. I had never
told her the story of my parentage, and every day I grew less inclined to
tell it. Accordingly, I made no other answer to what she told me, except
to 1?ay, tlfxatl}ilowever little Colonel Moore might like me, his dislike was
not my fault.

A momentary pause followed :—I pressed Cassy’s hand in mine, and in
a faltering voice, I asked what she intended to do.

“I am your wifo;—I will never be anybody’s but yours,” was the
answer. * I clasped the dear girl to my heart. 'We knelt together, and
with upraised hands invoked the Deity to witness and confirm our
union. It was the only sanction in our power ; and if twenty priests had
said a benediction over us, would that have made our vows more binding,
or our marriage more complete ?

CHAPTER VIIIL

IT was impossible for my wife to visit me excopt by stealth. She slept
every night upon the t in her mistress’s room ; for a floor is es-
teemed in America a good enough bed for a slave, even for a favourite
and a woman. She was liable to be called upon in the night, at the
cuprice of a mistress, who was, in fact, a mere spoiled child; and she
could only visit me at the risk of a discovery, which might have been
attended with very unpleasant consequences; for if these clandestine
visits had been detected, I fear that not all (Ju.ssy’s charm,—whatever
E?lt: tzlxlmhhgve fabled of the power of beauty,—could have saved her
. e lash.
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Yet short and uncertain as these visits were, they sufficed to create
and to sustain a new and singular state of feeling. My wife was seldom
with me, but her image was ever before my eyes, and appeared to make
mere]g:rdlessof all beside, Thmgsspemedtofmasmnhappydream.
The labour of the field was nothing; the lash of the overseer was
scarcely felt. My mind became so occupied, and, as it were, filled up
with | (taesleasure which I found in our mutual affection, and by the
anticipated delights of each successive interview, that it seemed to have
10 room for disagreeable emotions. Strong as was my passion, there was
nothing in it uneasy or unsatisfied, 'When I clasped the dear girl to my

m, I seemed to have reached the height of human fruition. I was
happy; greater happiness 1 could not imagine, and did not desire.

I'he intoxication of passion is the same in the slave and in the master;
it is exquisite, and, while it lasts, all-sufficient in itself. I found it so.
‘With almost everything to make me miserable, still was I happy,—for
jahg elxcess of my passion rendered me insensible to anything save its own
indulgence.

But such ecstasies are unsuited to the human constitution. They are
soon over, and perhaps are ever purchased at too dear a price; for they
are but too apt to be succeeded by all the anguish of disapgointed hope
and all the bitterness of deep despair. Still 1 look back with pleasure to
that time, It is one of the bright spots of my existenoe, which eager
mamory discovers in her retrospections, scattered and scarcely visible,—
tiny islets of delight, surrounded on all sides by a gloomy and tempes-

ous ocean.

‘We had been married about a fortnight. It was near midnight, and I
was sitting before my door, waiting_for my wife to come. The moon was
full and bright; the sky was cloudless. I was still at the height and
flood of my intoxication ; and as I watched the planet, and admired her
hngh_tpemﬁl gave thanks to heaven that the base tendencies of a servile
condition had not yet totally extinguished within me all the higher and
nobler emotions of man’s nature,

ently, I observed a fizure approaching. I should have known her
at any distance, and I sprang forward and caught my wife in my arms.
But as I pressed her to my heart, I felt her bosom to be strangely
agitated ; and when I brought her face to mine, my cheek was moistened
with her tears.

Alarmed at these unusual indications, I hurried her into the house,
and hastily inquired the cause of her agitation. My inquiries appeu.re(f
to increase_it. She sunk her head upon my breast, burst into sobs,
and scemed wholly incapable of cing. 1 knew not what to think,
or what to do. I exel myself to compose her; I kissed off the tears
that trickled fast down her cheeks; I pressed my hand against her beat-
ing heart, as if, in that way, I could have checked its palpitations. At
length she grew more calm; but it was by slow degrees, and in broken
sentences, that I learned the origin of ler terror.

It seemed that Colonel Moore, ever since his return, had distinguished
her by particulur kindness. He had made her several little presents;
had sought frequent occasions to talk with her, and was ever, half-
Eoosely, qomphmentm‘s her beauty. He had even dro;iped certain

nts, which mee d not help understanding, but of which she
thought it best to } no notice. He was not to be repelled in that
way ; but proceeded to words and actions, of which_it was not possible
for her to affect to misunderstand the meaning. Her native modesty,
her love for me, her religious feelings, were all alarmed; and the poor
gitl began to tremble at the fate that seemed to await her ; but, as yet,
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she kept her terrors to herself. She was reluctant to torture me with
the story of insults, which, however they might pierce my heart, I had

no 'Ipower to ig;:l. ..

'hat day, . Moore and her daughter had gone to visit one of the
neighbours, and Cassy was left at home. She was employed on some
needlework in her mistress’s room, when Colonel Moore entered. She
rosie up hastily, and would have gone away; but he bade her stop, and
listen to what he had to say to her. Hedid not seem to notice her agita~
tion, and appeared perfectly self-possessed himself, He told her that
he had promised her mistress to provide her with 2 husband, in place of
that scoundrel Archy; that he had looked about, but did not see any-
body who was worthy of her; and, on the whole, he had concluded
take her himself. i

"This he said with a tone of tenderness, which no doubt he meant to
be irresistible. To many women in Cassy’s situatjon il would have
been so. They would have esteemed themselves }nﬁhlg honoured by
their master’s notice, and would have felt not a little flattered by the
delicate terms under which he concealed the real character of his pro-
vosal. But she, poor child, heard him with shame and dread ; ard was
Teady, she told me, {o sink into the earth with terror and dismay. In
relating it, she blushed—she hesitated—she shuddered—her breathin

ame short and quick—she clung to me, as if some visible image of
Yorror were present before her, and bringing her lips close to my ear,
she exclaimed in a trembling and scarcely audible whisper—* Oh, Ar-
thy !'—and he my father !”

. Colonel Moore, she believed, could not have misunderstood the feel-
ngs with which she listened to his offer. But if so, he disregarded
them; for he proceeded to enumerate all the advantages she would
derive from this connexion, und strove to terapt her by promises of
idleness and finery, She stood with her eyes upon_the floor, and only
answered him by sobs and tears, which she strove in vain to suppress.
Upon this, Colonel Moore, in a tone of pique and displeasure, told her
“not to be a fool ;” and cn,tchin(i'lone of her hands in his, he threw his
arm about her waist, and bade her not provoke him by a useless resist-
ance; she uttered a scream of surprise and terror, and sunk at his feet.
At that moment, the sound of the carriage wheels fell, she said, like
heavenly music on her ear. Her master heard it too, for he let

grasp, and muttering something about another time, hastily left the
room. She remained almost senseless on the floor, till the sound of her
mistrese’s footsteps in the passage, recalled her to herself. The rest of
the afternoon and cvening she had passed she hardly knew how. Her
head, she told me, was dizzy; a cloud swam before her eyes; and she
had I’mrdly been sensible of anything but a painful feeling of languor
and oppression, She had not dared to leave her mistress’s room, and
had waited with impatience for the hour that would permit her to
throw herself into the arms of her husband, her natural protector.

Her natural protector !—alas, of what avail is the natural of a
husband to protect his wife against the assaults of a villain, who is at
once her owner and his ? L

Such was Cassy’s stonﬁ; and strange as it maf)' seem, I heard it quite,,
unmoved. Although I held the panting, trembling, weeping narrator
in my arms, I listened to her story with far less emotion than I have
since experienced in recounting it. In truth, I was prepared for it; L
had anticipated it ; I expected 1t . .

I knew well that Cassy’s charms were too alluring not fo excite a
voluptuary, in whom a long indulgence had cxtinguished all the bester
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feelings and rendered incapable of controllin hingelf ; and to whom,

neither the fear of punishment nor the dread of public indngnatmn sup-

plied the placo of conscience. What else could be reasonably exper

of a man who knew well, let him proceed to what extremities he might

not only that the law would justxfsr him, but that un{ibody who mxghé

think of callm%him to account before the bar of public opinion would
denounced by the public voice as an impertinent intermeddler in

e affairs of other people P

Little of paternal tenderness as Colonel Moore cver showed to me, at
least from the moment that he found I knew him to be my father, I
have too much of filial respect to entertain the wish of misrepresenting

Though he was of a warm and voluﬁtuous temperament, he was
naturally a good-natured man; and his honour was, as I have said,
unquestioned. But honour is of a very diverse character. There is
honour among gentlemen, and honour among thieves; and though
both these codes dontain several excellent enactments, neither can fairly
claim to be regarded as a perfect system of morality. Of that code in
which he had been educated, Colonel Moore was a strict observer. To
have made an attempt on the chastity of a neighbour’s wife or daughter,
he would have esteemed, and so the honorary code of Virginia esteems
it, an offence of the blackest dyc; an offence, he well knew, to be
expiated only by the offender’s life. But beyond this, he did not drcam
of prohibition or restraint. Hardened and emboldened by certaiv
impunity, provided the sufferer were a slave, he regarded the most
atrocious outrage that vould be perpetrated upon the person and feel-
ings of & woman rather as a matter of jest, a_thing to be laughed af
gver.the fourth bottle, than a subject of serious and sober repre-

ension,

Of all this T was well aware. I had from the first foreseen that
Cassy would be devoted by her master to the same purposes which had
been fulfilled by my mother and herown, It was from these intentions
28 I had all along believed, that his ogposit_wn to our marriage
nginated._ In imagining that it might spring from another cause, I

ad done him an honour to which, as was now too evident, he had not the
slightest title. What I had just now heard, I had daily expected to
hear. I had expected it ; yet such had been my intoxication, that even
anticipations terrible as this had not been able to alarm or distress me ;
and now that anticipation was chanﬁe‘d into_ reality, still I remained
unmaved. The ecstasy %‘Fassion still sustained me; and as I pressed

wretched trembling wife to my bosom, I still rose superior to the
:Lm_ ty that assailed me ; even yet, I was happy. .

This seems incredible !—

JLove then as I did; or if that suit four temperament betier, hate
with the same intensity with which I loved. "Be absorbed in an
passion, and while the fit continues, you will find yourself endowed wit!
a aurpnqm‘f and almost superhuman energy.

mind was already made up. The unhappy slave has but ono way
of qscagmg any threatening infliction ; a poor and wretched resource, to
which he recurs always at the imminent risk of redoubling his miseries.

That remedy is flight.
¢ Qur tgreparations_ were soon made. My wife returned to the house,
and gathered up a little bundle of clothing. In the mean time I em-
oyed myself in collectmgksuch rovisions as I could readiest lay my
ands on ; a couple of blankets, a hatchet, a little kettle, and a few other
smull articles, completed my equipments; and by the time my wife re-
turyted, I Was ready for a start. ,We set out, with no other companion
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but a faithful dog. I did not wish to take himilfor fear that somehow
or other he might lead to our defection ; but he would not be driven
and I was afraid to tie him, lest his howlings might give an alarm,

and fead to an immediate pursui .
Lower Virginia had already begun to feel the effects of that blight,
which has since lighted so heavily upon her, and which, in truth, she
has so well deserved. Al her fields were beginning to be deserted ;
already impenetrable thickets had commenced to_ covmla.ntatwns,
which, bad the soil been cultivated b&freemen, might have pro-
duced a rich and abundant harvest. There was a deserted plantation
about ten miles from Spring-Meadow. 1 had formerly visited it several
times, in comy ngowith my young master, James, who, when he was well
enough to ritf: about, had a strange taste for wandering into out-of-the-
way places. It was thither that,in the hurry of the moment, I resolved

{o go.

fhe by-road which had formerly led to this est_a.te: and the fields on
both sides, were grown over with small scrubby pines, so close and tan-
gled as to render the thicket almost impenetrable. I contrived, how-
ever, to keep on in the right direction. But the difficulties of the way
were 8o great, that the morning had dawned before we reached the
plantation bmldinﬁs'il They were stillistanding ; but in a most dilapi-
dated condition. e great house had been a structure of large size,
and considerable pretensions. But the windows were gone, the doors
had dropped from their hinges, and the roof was partly fallen in. The
court-yard was completely grown up with young trees. Wild vines were
creeping over the house; and all was silent, desolate, and deserted. The
stables, and what had been the servants’ quarter, wero mere heaps of
rTuins, overgrown with weeds and grass. .

At some distance behind the house there was a rapid descent, which
{ormed one side of a deep ravine; and near the bottom of this hollow
a fino bubbling spring burst from under the hill. It was now half-
choked with leaves and sand, but its waters were pure and cool as ever,
Near the spring was a little low building of brick, which perhaps had
been intended for a dairy, or some such purpose. The door was gone,
and half the roof had tumbled in. The other half still kept its positio
and the vacancy occasioned by the part that had fallen served w;h
enough to admit the light and air, and to supply the place of windows,
which had formed no part of the original construction. This ruinous
little building was shaded by several large and ancient trees; and was
so completely hidden by a more recent growth, as to be invisible at the
distance of a few paces. It was by mere accident that we stumbled upon
it, as we were searching for the spring, of which I had drank upon my
former visits, but the situation of which I did not exactly recollect.
It struck us at once, that this was the place for our temporary habif
tion ; and wo resolved forthwith to clear it of the rubbish it contained,
and {o turn it into a dwelling.

CHAPTER IX.

I'kNEW that the place where we now were was ve?’ seldom visited
by anybody. The deserted house had the reputation of being haunted ;
and this, as well as its seclusion from the road, and the almosj impene-
trable thickets by which it was surrounded, would serve to protect us
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agiinst intruders. There were several plantations about it; for it occu-

the highest ground between two rivers, which flowed at no great
ce apart, and of ‘which the low grounds were still in cultivation,
But there were no cultivated fields nearer than four or five miles; and
no houses nearer than Spring-Meadow, which, I have said, was some ten
or twelve miles distant. I judged that for the present we might remain
seoure in this retreat ; and it seemed our best policy to suffer the search
for us to be pretty wall over before we attempted to continue our flight.

In the mean time we exerted ourselves to make things as comfortable
a8 possible. 1t was the height of summer, and we anticipated but little
inconvenience from the openness of our habiiation. heap of pine
straw, in one corner of our ruinous hovel, formed our bed; and sweeter
slumbers, not down itself could have ensured. Out of such materials as
the wainsooting of the deserted house supplied, I made two rude stools,
and something tiut served for a table. e spring furnished us with
water; our t]'n'.umlpal concern was to provide ourselves with food. The
woods and thickets produced some wild fruits ; and the peach-orchard
near the house, though choked and shaded by a more recent growth
still continued to bear. I was an adept in the art of snaring rabbits, and
such other small game as the woods supplied. The sgring which fur-
nished us with water was one of the heads of a little branch or brook
which discharged, at a short distance, into a larger stream. In that
stream there were fish. But our chief resource was in the neighbourin
corn-fields, which already furnished roasting ears, and from which I di
not scruple to draw a plentiful sup%lg. .

On the whole,—though we were both quite unaccustomed to so wild
8 livelihood,—we passed our time very agreeably. Those who are alwa;
idle can never know the true luxury of idleness, the real pleasure wi
which he who has been pushed to wor! n%nmst his will relaxes his strained
muscles, and delivers himself up to the delight of doing nothing. I used
to lie for hours, in a dreamy sort of indolence, outstretched upon the
shady slope, gmyoym% the sweet consciousness of being my own master,
and luxuriating i the idea that I need come or go at no one’s bidding,
but might work or be idle as suited my own good will. No wonder that
ema.nmﬂted slayes are inclined to indolence.” It is to them a new plea~
sure. bour, in_their minds, is indissolubly associated with servitude
and the whip; and nof fo work, they have ever been taught to look upon
a3 the badge and peculiar distinction of frecdom.

The present was passing pleasantly enough; but it was necessary to
be thin about the future. We had always regarded our tﬁ_msem;
lee of refuge as temporary only; and it was now time to think of
eaving it. I should have esteemed it delightful indeed to a whole
life of solitude and seclusion with Cassy, where, if we had lacked the
fl@asures of society, we might have escaped its ten-fold greater ills. But
his wae not possible. The American climate was never meant for her-
mits. Our eresent station would answer well enough for a summer re-.
treat ; but the winter would render it untenable; and before long, win-
ter would be approaching. Our hope was to escape into the free states,
~—for I knew that north of Virgima there was a country where there
were no slaves. If we could once get away from the neighbourhood of
Eamn -Meadow, where I was well known, we should enjoy one great

vaniage during the remainder of our m%[llt. Our complexions would
not betray our servile condition ; and we should find no great diffioulty,
we thought, in passm% ourselves as free citizens of Virginia. Colon_ei
Moore had, no doubt, filled the country round with advertisements, in
which our persons were accurately described, and every peculiarity of

0



THE WHITE SLAVE. 27

each of us carefully noted. It was therefore n to use great can-

tion; and 1 considered it essenﬁaltoourempethat%usyshouldndnp’a

stﬁgm disguise. What this should be, or where we should get it, was now
(uestion.

e finally determined to assume the character of persons travellin;
to the north to seek our fortunes; and we arra that Cassy shouﬁ
adopt a man’s d.mssil and accompany me in the chal of a younger
brother. The mieis’ton' which we had left Spring-Meadow 1 had
brought away my suit, one of the last gifis of poor Master James,
and such as would well enough enable me to play the part of a travelling
Virginian. But T had ncither hat nor shoes; nor any clothes whatever,
that could :Properly serve as a disguise for Cassy.

Luckily T had a small stun, the accumulated savings of Master James’s
liberality, which I had always kept in reserve, in the hope and l;e‘:(‘lmet.a.-
tion that I should some time have a use for it. Thisnoney I had been
careful to take with me; and it was now our sole reliance, not only for
the expenses of the road, but for procuring the means, without which
we could not start at all. .

But though we had the money, how could we make any use of it,
without running a very serious risk of detection ?

There lived, about five or six miles from Spring-Meadow, and neaxr
the same distance from us, one Mr. James Gordon. He kept a little
store, and his Is%ﬁlwipul customers were the slaves of the neighbouring
plantations, r. James Gordon, or Jemmy Gordon, as he was fa~
miliarly called, was one of those poor while men of whom the number
in Lower Virginia is or was very considerable, and who are spoken of
even by the slave. themselves with a sort of contempt. He had neither
lands nor servants, for his father before him had been a poor white
man. He had been educated to no trade, for where every planter has
his own mechanics on his own plantation a free workman can expect
no encouragement. The only resource for a man in Jemmy Gordon’s
situation is to find employment as an overseer for some of his richer
neighbours. But in Virginia there are more persons who desire to be
overseers than there are plantations to oversee; besides, Mr. Gordon
was one of those careless, easmood-natured, indolent sort of men who
are gencrally pronounced good for nothing. He never could bring

If 1o that ever-watchful scrutiny and assiduous oversiﬁht which is
80 necessary among slaves, whose maxim it is to work as hitle as pos~
sible and to plunder all they can. He was apt enough to get into a pas-
sion, and cut and slash right and_ left without discrimination, but he
was incapable of that regular severity and s‘yst.ematic cruelty by which
other overseers gained the reputation of excellent disciplinarians.
Moreover, on a certain plantation_of which he had been the manager
some large vacancies had occurred in the corn-crib, which were never
very clearly accounted for. How far this was occasioned by negligence,
or how far by dishonesty, was never, so_far as 1 know, satisfacto
determined ; all I can say is, that Mr, Gordon was dismissed from his
employment, and found it so difficult to get a new situation, that he
gave up the search in despair, and resolved to turn trader, He had
nothing to begin upon, and of course traded in a very small ; ha,
dealt principally in whisky, but in addition kept shoes and such ar-
ticles of clothing as slaves are in the habit of purch_asmf to eke out the
miserable and insufficient supply which they receive from their mas-
rs. He took money in payment, but likewise corn and other produce,
:Vfltilaout any strict inquiry how his customers came into, possession
L ]
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It is this olass of men against whom the legislators of Viriil:ﬁn have
exercised all their ingenuity in the construction of penal staf and
against whom-they have exerted all the severity which they have dared
to use towards men who might still claim the title and demand the
rights of “ free white citizens.” But these penal enactments have failed
in & great measure of their object. Thongh the trade with slaves is
dangerous and disgraceful, and the traders in consequence are despérate
and reckless, their number is still so great as to furnish the planters
with an inexhaustible topic of declamation and complaint, and to sup-
ply the slaves with numerous little comforts and luxuries which they
mﬂhmaatzrlsn vain have expected from the indulgence or humanity of their
These traders are no doubt the receivers of plunder, and no small
portion of what they sell is paid for in that way. It isin vain that
ﬁmny fences itself about with the terrors of the law; it is in vain
hat the slaveholder flatters himself with the hope of appropriating to
his own sole use the entire fruits of the forced labours of his fellow-men.
The slave cannot resist the compulsion with which the law has armed
the hand of his master. The lash is an ensign of authority and of tor-
ture, to which the stoutest heart and the most stubborn will is soon
compelled to yield. But fraud is tho natural counterpart to tyranny,
and cunning is ever the defence of the weak against the oppressions of
the strong. Can the unhappy slave, who has been compelled to plant
in the daytime for his n.aster’s benefit, be blamed if he strives in the
night to gather some gleanmg of the crop for his own use?
lame him you who can! Join if you will in the clamour of the
master against the cursed knavery of his slaves! That same master
who thinks it no wrong to rob those slaves of their labour, their sole
ﬁoﬂsession, their only property! He to talk about theft ! he—the slave-
older—who has carried the art of pillage to a perfection of which rob-
and pirates never dreamed' They are content to snatch such
ocasual sgoxl as chance mai'uoﬂ‘er; but the slaveholder, whip in hand,
extorts from his victims a large, a regular, an annual plunder! Nay,
more, he sells for money, he has inherited from his father, and he hopes
to transmit to his children, the privilege of continuing this systematic

illage !
v I gead once saved Mr. Gordon’s life, and for this piece of service he
had always expressed the greatest gratitude. This had happened several
years before. He was ﬁshm%lon the river not far from Spring-Meadow,
when a sudden squall upset his boat. It was no great distance from the
shore, but Mr. Gordon was no swimmer, and was in the greatest danger.
Master James and myself happened to be walking along the bank; we
saw & man struggling in the water, and I plunged in after him, and
caught him as he was sinking the third time. This service Mr. Gordon
was in the habil of acknowledging by occasionsl little presents, and I
flattered myself with the hope that he would not refuse his aid in my
present circumstances. My plan was, to get from Mr. Gordon a hat
and shoes for myself, a man’s dress for Cassy, and such information as
he could give us about the route we ought to follow. A great many
Alfficulties presented themselves to my mind in the prosecution of the
irogmey. resolved, however, not to afflict mf'se { with borrowed
uble, but to leave the future to take care of itself.

.The first thing was, to_see Mr. Gordon, and find out how far he was

sed to assist me. His house and store, both under the same roof,

were in a lenely part of the country, near the crossing of two roads, and
out*of sight of any other buildings. I did not think 1t safe to trust my-
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self upon the hi§h earlier than_midnight, and it was considerably
past that hour before 1 approached Mr. Gordon’s house. 'When I came
within sight of it I hesitated, and more than once came to a halt; I did
not like to trust my liberty and all my he of happiness to the unsure

dianship of any man’s gratitude, and least of all such a man as

r. Gordon. The risk seemed too great, and my heart sunk within me
when I called to mind how frail was the ;lxirop on which depended, if
not my life, every thing certainly that made life desirable.

I was on the point of turning back, but I recollected that this was
my only resource. Mr. Gordon must ﬁcaelg us to esctipei or our chance
was worth nothing. This thought pushed me on. lucked up cou-
rage and a{:pronched the door. Three or four dogs which kept watch
about the house immediately opened in full chorus, but though they
barked loud enougll)i, they gave no signs of any intention to attack me.
1 knockedbaxlxlgnin, and pretty soon Mr, Gordon thrust.his head from the
window, bade his_dogs be quiet, and inquired who I was, and what I
wanted. I begged him to open the door and let me in, for I had busi-
ness with him, Expecting, perhaps, to drive a profitable trade with
some midnight customer, he hastened 10 do as I had requested. He
opened the door ; the moonlight as I entered fell upon my face, and he
recognised me at once. .

“What! Archy, is it you?” and he spoke it with an air of the ﬁeat-
est surprise, “ where, in the devil’s name, did you spring from ? I hoped
you were clear out of the neighbourhood a month ago.” And with
these words he drew me into the house and shut the door.

I told him that T had & place of concealment near by, and that I had
come to get a little assistance from him in making my escape.

“ Anything in reason, Archy; but if I were caught helping off a run-
away, it would ruin me for ever. There’s Colonel Moore, your master,
and Major Pringle, and Captain Knight, and a half dozen more, were
over here, it’s only yesterday, and they swore, if I did not leave off
trading with the ha.nv.ls(t they’d pull my house down about m{lea and
ride me on a rail out of the county; and now, if I were caught helping
you, fact, Archy, ‘twould do my business for me with a witness. I'm
not quite such a fool as all that.” . .

I used tears,hq‘.:xid flatterics, and cntreaties. I reminded Mr. Gordon
how often he wished for an opportunity to serve me; I told him
that all I wanted was a few articles of dress, and some directions about
the road I ought to follow. .

“True, Archy, true. You saved my life, boy; I can’t deny it; and
one good turn deserves another. But this business of yours is an ugly,
bad business at the best. What the devil must you and that wench be
running away for? I never knew any mischief in my life, that a woman
wasn’t at the bottom of it. It’s that tattling babbler, widow Hiunkley,
that brought Colonel Moore and the rest of ’em over.here yesterday ;—
curse the envious old jade, she wants to drive me out of the neighbour-
hood, and get all the custom for herself.” .

I knew that Mr, Gordon had no turn for sentiment, and that it would

e casting pearls before swine’s feet to waste any upon him. So I told
him it was too late to talk about our reasons for running away,~run,,
away we had,—and the only thing now was to avoid be ken.

“ Ay, ay, boy, I understand you. Its a damned silly business, and
you begin to be ashamed of it afread'y. You had better make up your
minds now to go in, take your whif; ings, and make the best of it. It’s
the loss of the wench that Colone! gdoore is most angry abqut ; and
say, if you were to go in, Archy, and make a merit of g wivere
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he oould find her, you might get off mighty easy, and shift all the blame
upon her shoulders.® N

T concealed the indignation which this base p: 1 excited. Such

hmhebg to one another is too common among slaves, and is a.lw;‘.ys

oted and rewarded by the masters. T could not expect Mr.

rdon to rise very far above the level of current morals. 8o I

by his proposal in silence. I only said that I had made up my mind to

undergo anything rather than return to Spring-Meadow. If he was

resolved not to assist me, I would be off' as soon as possible, trusting to

his honour to say nothing about this visit. As a lasi resource, I hinted

that I had the money to pay for all I wanted, and that 1 should not

ﬁ%‘}:m about the price.

hether it was this last hint, or some more generous motive, or the
combined effect of both, 1 shall not undertake to determine ; but certain
it is that Mr. Gorgdon began to exhibit a more favourable disposition.

“ As to money, Archy, between friends like us, there is no need of
a%kmg about that. And if you will have your own way, considering
what has hap&med-between us, ’twould be mighty unkind in me not to
let you have fhe things you’re wanting. But ﬁou 11 never get off—mind
now what I tell you—you’ll never get off,. W Y. boy, the colonel swears
hell spend five thousand dollars but what he’ 1l catch you. He’s gob
-printed handbills stuck up all through the country, with Five Hundred

llars Reward, at the head of ’em. Come into the store here, and I’ll
show you one. Five huundred dollars !—somebody is to pocﬁet that
money, I reckon.” . .

T did mot like the tone in which this was spoken. The emphasis with
which Mr. Gordon dwelt on the five hundred dollars was rather alarm-
ing. _The idea of this reward was evidently taking stronyg hold upon his

ation.
ﬂr..Gordon’s establishment consisted of but two rooms, of which one
‘was his parlour, bed-room, and kitchen, and the other his store. All
this time we had been in the bed-room, with no light but that of the
moon. I now followed him into the store. He struck a light, kindled
& piece of light wood, and holding it up to a_large han bill posted
gopmmte the door, I read, to the best of my recollection, pretty much as
WS i

“ FIVE HUNDRED DOLLARS REWARD.

“ Ran away from the subscriber, at Spring-Meadow, on Saturday
evening last, two servants, Archy and Cassy, for whose apprehension the
above reward will be paid. .

“ They are both very light coloured. Of the two, Cassy is a shade the
darker. Archy is about twenty-one ﬁem’s of age, five feet eloven inches
high, and a stout muscular frame. He has a_firm erect walk, and isa
very likely fellow. Smiles when gpoken to. His hair is a light brown
and curls over his head; he has blue eyes and a high forehead. Sni_d
'bo{ was raised in my family, and has always been kindly treated. Itis
not known what clothes he wore away.

“ Cassy is about teen, five feet three inches, or thereabouts, and a

.~handsome face and figure. She has long dark hair, and a bright black
eye. When she smiles there is a dimple in her lefy check. She has a
good voioe, and can sing several songs. No other marks particularly
mlbct:i’aexw t & mole on her right breast, She has been raised a
lady’s maid, and she took a variety of good clothing with her. Said
slaves havg gone off in company as is mp[l:osei X
. @ Whoever will return to me, or lodge them in any gaol, so that
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I cau get them, shall be paid the above reward; or one half for either
separately. CHARLES MOOEE,

*N.B. I suspect they have taken the road to Baltimote‘Ow Cassy
foﬁﬁ:rly lilved in that city. No doubt they will attempt to pass for
W people.”

‘While I was reading this advertisement, Mr. Gordon looked over my
shoulder, and added his comments upon each sentence of it. Neither
his remarks, nor the advertisement itself, were calculated to make me
feel very comfortably. Perhaps Mr. Gordon observed it ; for he handed
me a glass of whisky, and bade me km;a‘up my spirits. He swallowed
one himself; and drank to my escape. 'This reassured me a little,—for,
1o tell the truth, I was a good deal startled at Mr. Gordon’s very evident
hankering after the five hundred dollars. The whisky;he drank,—and
he was not content with a single glass,—seemed to rekindlo his gratitude.
He swore he would run any risk to serve me, and tdld me to pick out
sn;h articles as I wanted.

fitted myself with hat and shoes, and selected the same for Cassy.
But it was necessary fo have a man’s dress for her, Mr. Gordon did not
deal in ready-made clothing, but he had some cloth, which I thought
would answer our pu.mose; and he undertook to get the suit made up
for me. I gave him the measure by guess, and was to return in three
days, by which time he promised to have the clothes finished. I had
much_rather have completed the business ai once, and have
directly on our journey; but that was impossible. A disguise for Cass
was absolutely n ; it would have been foolish to have attempbei
an escape without it. I pressed him to be sure and have the clothes
fimshed at the time appointed, for & reward of five hundred dollars, and
the chance of making friends with Colonel Moore, and rising in the
world by his assistance, was a temptation to which I wished to keeghltfr.
Gordon exposed for as short a time as possible. I now inquired what I
had to pngr for my various purchases. Mr, Gordon took his slate and
beﬁan to figure it up. He proceeded velﬁ diligently for a few minu
and then suddenly came to a full stop. He looked at the ﬁoods I
selected and then at the slate. For a moment he hesitated ; then looking
g.t mt?]’:‘“ Arghy,” he said, “you saved my life,—you are welcome to them
ere things,

I knew well how to value this instance of generosity. Whatever
money Mr. Gordon got was pretty sure to go in gambling and dissipa-
tion. ~ Of course he was not only poor, but often distressed and tormented
to get the means of indulging his propensities. Money was to him what
whisky is to the lips of the drunkard. For such a person to be generous
18 bard indeed ; and I ceased at once to distrust a man who gave so sub-
stantial a proof of his inclination to asaist me, I bade hx.n;dgood night,
and set out on my return home, with a heart much lightened.

Mr. Gordon put me some questions about the place of my retreat, to
which, however, I thought it, best to return a somewhat equivocal reply.
Though greatly reassured, I still could see no good })lu'poae to be
answered by too great confidence; and at setting out from Mr. Gor-
don’s, I was careful to take a direction quite wide of the true one. Onoe,
or twice I thought I was followed. The moon was now setting, and her
hght was scanty and uncertain. My path led through a scattered growth
of stunted trees and bushes. A pursuer might easily have oonoeal

Bimaelt bup when T stopmed o Tt bttt eo1c onceniod
s nul en
missed 1y fanciful foars, | was ilent,

« Taking a considerable circuit, I struck into the directfon of the
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deserted plantation, and arrived there about daybreak. Cassy came out
to.meet me., It was the first time we had been so lon%osepauted since
our escape from Spring-Meadow. I felt as overjoyed to see her as if I
‘had returned after a Xear‘s absence ; and the eagerness with which she
flew into my arms and pressed me again and again to her bosom satisfied
me that T was not alone in the feeling. We spent the three daysin
‘making preparations, starting and answering difficulties, and sometimes
in pleasing ourselves with anticipations of future happiness.

t the appointed time I set off for Mr. Gordon’s. I approached the
house, not trembling and hesitating as before, but with the confident
step with which one hastens to the dwelling of a tried friend. I
knocked. In a moment Mr. Gordon opened the door; he caught me
by the arm, and would have drawn me into the house; but the door
m%n enabled me to discover that there were others there bervide

I snatched myself from his gm% and starting back, I said in a
whisper, “Heavens ! Mr. Gordon, who have you in the house?”
He returned me no answer; but almost while I spoke, I heard
Stubbs’s m voice wling, “ Seize him—seize him!”—and that
moment I knew I was betrayed. I ran; but very soon I felt somebod
grasping at my shoulder. Luckily I had athick stout stick in my hand,
and turning short about, with one blow I struck my pursuer to the
%aund. It was the traitor Gordon. I was tempted to stop and renew
e blow, but that momant a pistol ball whizzed by my head, and look-
ing round I saw Stubbs and another man, with pistols in their hands,
close upon me. There was no time to lose. I sprang forward, and ran
for my life. Two or three shots were fired in quick succession, but
without effect ; and presently I reached a thicket, where I felt myself
more safe. 1t was soon evident that I was much the fleetest of the
?.tty: for before lm;f 1 was out of sight and hearing of my pursuers.
kept on for near half an hour ; when, almost exhausted. I sunk upon
the ground, and strove to recover my breath and to collect my thoughts.
There was no moon; the starlight was obscured by a thin mist; and 1
did not well know where I was, Having determined,fas well as 1 was
able, the probable direction of the deserted plantation, I again set for-
In the race I had s?)mned one of my ankles. This I had scarcel
observed at the moment ; but it now became painful, and I moved wif
difficulty. However, I kept on the best I could, and fattered myself
»Vith the hope of getting back before daylight. I passed for a consider~
able distance through fields and_thickets, with which I was not _ac-
quainted : but presently I reached a brook which I knew. 1 qluenched
my thirst, and Y\ushed orward with greater alncntf, I was still five or
six miles from the d plantation, and was obliged to take a very
circuitous route. I kept on as fast as I was able: but the sun was up
some hours before I arrived at the spring. Cassy was anxiously watch-
ing for me. She had become ex ngly alarmed at my delay ; nor did
the disorder of my dress and my appearance of hurry and fatigue tend
to_reassure her. .
I hastened towards the spring, and was stooping to drink, when
.Cassy gave a loud shriek. I looked up, and saw two or three men
rushing down the side of the hollow. I sprang upon my feet; but im-
mediately felt myself seized from behind. Two other men had rushed
down the hollow, ufon the other side, and while I was preparing to
ve battle to those 1 had first seen, before I was aware of my danger, I
ound mygelf in the grasp of their confederates.
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CHAPTER X.

I LyaRNED afterwards that when Mr. Stubbs and his companions,
who were waiting for me at Gordon’s, had failed to bring me down with
their pistols, discovering that 1 ran loo fast for them, they soon gave
over the chase and returned to the store. They sent off immediately
for assistance ; and were presently joined by two men, and what was of
more importance, by a dog, named Jowler, and celcbrated throughout
ihe county for his skill in tracking out runaways,

Jowler had no sooner arrived than they tied a string about his neck,
the other end of which one of the party held in his_hand. The dog
was then put upon my trail, and trotted slowly forwafd with his nose
to the ground, followed by Mr. Stublx and the rest of the party. All
the latter part of the way I had walked qute slowly, and Jowler and
his company had gained so fast upon me that they reached the sprin
almost as soon_as 1 did. Having discovered my retreat, they resolve
10 make overything certain ; and dividing into two parties, they rushed
down both sides of the hollow at the same time, and secured me in the
manuer I have related. .

Poor Cassy was scized at the syme instant; and almost before we
knew what had happened we found our hands tied, and oursclves con-
nected by a stout chain, the ends of which were made fast abonl our
necks.  This was sad business for Cassy ; and the poor girl, when she
felt the iron around her neck, wept bitterly. I do not believe the
chain was drawn much tighter than was necessary; yet when I saw
the tears of my poor wife, I could not help feeling a choking sensa-
tion about my throat. What aggravated my distress and my indigna-
tion, was_the brutal jests of our captors. It was well my hands were
fast, for had they been free, I verily believe 1 should have found the
means to finish one or another of the scoundrels. Mr. Gordon was one
of the party, 1lis head was bound up in a bloody handkerchief; bub
instead of joining in tho jests of his companions, he tried to keep them
from vexing and insulting us.

“ Tl tell you what Stubbs, yon nasty, infernal blt}ckfun.rd, lot that gal
Cassy be. Ain’t it I who've taken them? Ain't it I who am to have
ﬂ;\e r,?wn,rd? Let them be, I say; 1 tell you thoy are under my protec-

on

“Indeed ! a fine sort of protector they’ve found in you,” answered
Stubbs, with a loud laugh, in which he was joined b¥1 his companions,—
“No question, they’re mightily obliged to you. :The deuce take your
nonsense and yourself into the bargain ; I’ll say what I please to the gal,
and do what I please too. Ain’t I the overscer P”—and here ho broke
out with a fresh string of ribaldry, addressed to poor Cassy. .

It was only by a promise to treat his companions to a quart of whisky,
that Mr. Gordon could prevail on them to let us alome. The wor
* whisky” worked like s charm, and by the influence of it, he persuaded
the others_to drop a little bel’x.ind, and to give bim a chance, as he
expressed it, to have some private conversation with me. #He had no
ob ectmtm their hearing what he said to me, but he did not want to be
interrupted.

1 was a good deal surprised at all this. Mr. Gordon had betrayed me;
~—and after doing me so base and irreparable an injury, what fould he

D .
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mean by these little marks of good-will? Mr. Gordon was, as I have
described him, a good-natured fellow. Hehad not been able {o resist, the
temptation of five hundred dollars, and all the other advantages, which
he expected to gain by betraying me;—but for all that, he had not
forgotten that I had saved his life. He walked up beside me, and stam-
mering and hesitating, he aticmpted to enter into conversation.

“That was a deuced hard blow you struck me, Archy,” he began.

“1 am sorry it was not harder,” was my answer.

“Come, come now, don’s be in such a devilish sa.v:fe humour. Why,
boy, I thonght I might as well get the five hundred dollars, as to let 1t
slip through my fingers, and all for nothing too. 1knew right well you
were sure to be taken,-—and for all you pout so about it, ['ve made
better terms for lyou than anybody else would have done. Come, boy,
cheer up, and _I'll teli you how it all was., You see, when you left me
t’other night, I could not sleep a wink for thinking.” Says 1 to myself,
that’s o damned foolish project of Archy’s. He is sure to be caught ;
and then it will be coming out as how I helped him, and then there will
be the devil and all to pay. He'll be whipped, and 111 be fined and sent
to Fm)l and for anything I know, ridden on a rail out of the county, as
Colonel Moore and them others threatenced me; and then,—tlo make a
bad matter worse,—somehody clse will get the reward. Now that boy
Archy, said ], saved my life—there’s no denying that, any how,—and 1f
I can save him a whlppmS and at the same time put five hundred
dollarsinto my pocket, .% wi 1 be a mighty pret:.ly business for both of us.

“8o the next morning, 1 got up early and started off for Colonel
Moore’s; and a mighty fluster I found the colonel in, to be sure,—for
he could hear no news of you nowhere. 8o says 1, ‘ Colonel,” says I, * I
hear as how you've offered five hundred dollars reward to anybody that’ll
catch them ’‘ere runaways of yours’ °Yes’ says the Colonel, ‘cash
down ;’—and he looked me in the face, as though he thought I knew
where to find you. L )

““Just so, Colonel,’ says I ; ‘and perhaps I mighi, if you'll promise mo
something, in the first place.’ .

“* Promise you something,’ said the colonel, ‘ haven’t I promised five
hundred dollars already ? what is it you mean?’

€ 8ays I, Colonel, it 1sn’t the rewurd I was thinking about,—the reward
is handsome, a very pretty reward, surcly. Pay me four hundred and
fifty dollars, colonel, and promise me not to whip Archy, when you get
hnni and I’fl not ask for the other fifty

“‘Pshaw, nonsense, says the Colonel. ‘Pray, Mr. Gordon, what
is it to? ou how much 1 whip the scoundrel, provided you gel your
money

“Says, I, ¢ Colonel, Jemmy Gordon isn’t the chap to forget a favour,
That boy, Archy, saved my life, it’s three years ago this very month ; and
if yow’ll promise me, upon your honour, not to punish him for running
away, 1 will undertake to hunt him up for you ; and not otherwise.

“ffhe colonel higgled and haigl a good deal; but he found he
couldn’t get round me no_how,—he promised all I had asked him. So
I told him how you had been at my house, and how you were coming
again; and he sent Stubbs and them other fellows to help me to take
you,—and that’s the long and the short of the wholc matter. Sodon’tbe
sulky, Archy, but cheer up and take it kindly, You sec, I meant to do
what was best for us both.” .

“I wish you much joy, Mr. Gordon, of your part of the bargain ; and
may you lose your five hundred dollars the next time you play cards, and
that will*be before you are twelve hours older.”
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“You’re in a passion, Archy, or you wouldn’t {alk in that way. Well
bay, to tell the truth, I dow’t much wonder at it. But, by-and-by, you'l
think befter of it. 1 should think you might be content with imving
broken my head ; my eyes, Archy, but it aches,as thouﬁh. it would split.
So saying, Mr. Gordon broke off the conversation and joined his com-

anions.

P Little reason as I have to sl'];eak well of him, I am bold to say there are
a great many men in the world not much better than Jemmy Gordon.
Five hundred dollars was a great temptation v him. Besides, hie hoped
to secure the good graces of Colouel Moore, and expected by his assist-
ance 1o got into the way of gaining a living respectably,—at least, as
respectably as any poor man can in that country. He not only quieted
his conscience with the 1dea that, if he did not betray me, somebody else
would, but he had made terms with Colonel Moore for my benefit, and
actually seemed to have flattered himself into the notion that he was
doing me a {avour by betraying me, )

There is many a genllemanr in slave-holding America,—for, anti-
republican as it may seem, in no part of ihe world is the distinction
between gentlemen and the common people more distinetly marked,—who
would congider it an insult to be compared with Jemmy Gordon, hut
whose whole life is a continued practice of the very prlnciPles upon
which that man acted, when he made up his mind to play the traitor.
Many is the gentleman in slave-holding America who kuows full well,—
and 1 the secret recesses of his own soul, most uneguivocally acknow-
ledges,—1hat to keep his fellow-men in bondage ix a gross, flagrant, high-
handed violation of the first and clearest principles of justice and equity,
—a praclice, abstractly considercd, fully more criminal thun piracy or
highway robbery. Slavery, in the abstract, he acknowledges to himself
and {o others 1o be totally indefensible. But then his <laves are his
estate,—and he cannot hve like @ gentleman without them. DBesides, he
treats his scrvants particularly well,—»o very well, that he does not
hesitaile to argue that they are nnch Lappier as slaves, thun freedom,
under any form, could posiibly make them !

hen men of ~ense and education can satisfy themselves with such
wretched sophistry as this, et us learn to have some charity for poor
Jemmy Gordon,

CHAPTER XI.

IT was past noon before we arrived at Spring-Meadow, where Colonel
Moore had becn for some time impaticntly expecting us. But as he
happened to have a large party to dine with him, he was too busy in
entertaining his company to pay any immediate attention to us. Yet, no
sooncr had he received notice of our arrival, than he sent out Mr.
Gordon’s five hundred dollars. It was u large roll of bank notes; the
fellow’s eye kindled up at the sight of it, and he snatched it eagerly. I
was looking steadily al him, and his eyes met mine. The change wag
sudden. He blushed and grew pale by turns;—shame, remorse, and
self-contempt were painted in his face. He thrust the money hastily
into his pocket, and walked away without speaking a word.

assy and myself’ were driven {o the stables, and locked up in a close,
narrow, dark room, which served sometimes as a_corn-crib, amd som
limes as & sort of dungeon for retracg)ry slaves, We sat. down upon th
D
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floor,—for there was nothing else to sit upon,—and poor Cassy sunk into
my arms. Her grief and terror seemcd to burst out afresh, and she
wept bitterly. 1 kissed away her tears, and tried to console her. Bub
she would not be comforted ; and little, indecd, was the comfort 1 had to
offer. The more I said to licr, the more she wept; and she clung to me
closer and closer, 1ill her embrace became almost convulsive.  “ e will
kill us: he will separate us for ever,” she murmured, in a low, inar-
actﬁlate voice; and it was the only reply sho made to all I could say
er.

Our situation was, indeed, pitiable. 1Iad we fallen into the hands of
an ordinary pirate or robber, there might have been some rovin for hope.
The consciousness of his own violence might, perbaps, alarm him; the
fear of avenging .}ustxce might stay his hand. At the worst, death, and
that, too, a specdy and an easy one, would be the farthest limil of his
malice. But we, unhappy creatures, could flatter oursclves with no such
prospect. 'We were runaway slaves who had fallen again into the lands
of their master,—a master, whown the very recolleetion that he owned us
inspired with rage ai our insolence, in during to run away from him;
and who knew well, that both the Iaw and public opinion would amyly
justify him_in the infliction of auy tortires not likely to result in
1mmediate death.

It is true that we had fled from ihe greatest outrage that can be
inflicted upon a wife and 2 husband.  But that was no excuse, not even
the slightest palliation. Slaves are not permitted to fly at all. It is thew
dut{,——alus! that such a word should be su prostituted!--to subwit
without a murmur to all the insults, outrages, and oppression of their
masters. .

I clasped my wife to my bosom, with almost the same irembling
earnestuess with which she cluug to me. 1 felt, as she did, that it wus
the last time,—and this idea sunk into my heart with a biticrness which
all my late cestasies served only to aggravate. 1 alwmost stifled her with
eager kisses ; but the fever that glowed in her cheek was not the flush of

leasure ; and those deep sighs she heaved, they could not be mistaken

r the {):mtings of delight. Tho speedy separation that threatened us,
was not ouly terrible in unticipation, but it seemed to destroy all our
cal]l)w\ty for present enjoyment. But for that, with Cussy 1 my arms,
what should I have cared for chains and a dungeon ! Dreading that, her
lips lost all their sweetuess, her bosom was an uneasy pillow, and though
1 could not leave her, every embrace scemed to increase both her distress
and mine.

‘We passed several hours in this way without any interruption. We
had not tasted food that day, and nobody brought us even a cup of cold
water. The heat and closeness of the room, into which the air had no
admission, aggravated the fever in our blood, and made our thirst almost
intolerable. 1low I longed for the cool spring, the balwy air, the free-
dom we had lost !

Towards evening,we heard somebody approaching, and Isoon recogunized
the voices of Colonel Moore and his overseor. T'hey opened the door, an
bade us come out. At first, the light dazzled my cyes so that I could scarcely
distinguish one object from anothier ; but in a little while I was enabled
to see that our visitors were accompanied by Peter, a tall fellow, with a
very suspicious smile, the spy and tell-tale of the place, the detestation
of all the servants, but the especial [avourite of Mr. Suubbs, and lis
regular assistant on all occasions.

Colongl Moore’s face was a good deal flushed, and 1 judged that he

been drinking. This was a practice very unusual with him. For
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though every dinner at his house was pretty sure to end by putting the
greater Yu.rt of the guests upon the floor, Colonel Moore generally passed
the bottle, under the plea that his physician had forbidden its use, and
commonly rose up the only sober man from_his own table. It was too
plain, that, on the present occasion, he had fox;fqttpn his accustomed
sobriety. He spoke not a word to me, and I found it impossible to catch
s eye; bup turning to his overseer, he smdlm an under tone, and with
the air of being a good deal irritated, © 1t was a damned blunder,
Mr. Stubbs, 10 shut them up together. * I thought you understood my
orders better.” . . .

The overseer mumbled out some uninielligible apology, of which
Colonel Moore took no notice; and without further preface or expla-
nation, he ordered Mr. Stubbs {0 tie me up.

The padlock by which the chain was fastened about my neck was
undone. They stripped me almost naked. Mr. Stubbs produced a
picee of rope, with one end of which he bound my hands, and the other
end ho made fast, with Peter's assistance, to a beam over my head; not,
however, till he had drawn it o tight # almost to lift me from the floor.

Colonel Moore then ordered them to free Cussy from the chain. He
put a heavy whip into her haud, and pointing to me, “ Take care, my
girl,” he smd, * that you lay it on to some purpose.”

Poor Cassy looked ubout in utter amazement. She did not under-
stand him ; she had no idea of such refined cruelty, such ferocious re-
venge.

e repeated his commands, with a tone and a look that were fright-
ful. “ 1f you wish to save your own carcass, ce that you bring blood at
overy blow. Il teach you—both of yon—to trifle with me.”

She now comprehended his brutal purpose; and giving one look of
mingled horror und despair, sunk senseless to the ground. Peter was
sont for water, Ile dashed it in her fuce, und she soon revived, They
{)lnmd her on her feet, and Colonel Moore again put the whip into her

iand and repeated his orders. .

She threw it down, as if the touch had stung her: and looking him
full m the face, the tears, all tho while, streaming from her eyes, she
said in a tone firm, but full of entren.tf, “ Master, he is my husband !

That word husband seemed to kindle Colonel Moore into a new fury,
which {otally destroyed his_self-command. He struck Cassy to the
ground with his fists, irampled on her with his feet, and snatching u
the whip which she had thrown down, he laid it upon me with such
violence, that the lash Yenetmted m({ flesh at every blow, and the blood
run trickling down my legs and stood in little puddles al iny feet. The
!:‘orture was too great for human endurance; I screamed with agony.

Pshaw,” raid my executioner, *“ his noise will distirb the house; and
drawing a handkerchief from his pockel, he {hrust it into my mouth,
and rammed it down my throat with the butt-end of his whiphandle,
Huving thus effectually gagged me, he renewed his lashes. How long
they were continued I do not know; a cloud began to swim before my
eyes; my head grew dizzy and confused; and a fortunate fainting-fit
soon put me beyond the reach of torture.
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CHAPTER XII.

‘WHEN I recovered my I found myseclf stretched upon a
wretched pallet, which lay upon the floor, in one corner of a little, ol
and ruinous hovel. I was very weak and hardly able to move; and
afterwards learned that I had just lpassed through the g:roxysm of a
fever. A deaf old woman, too much superannuated to be fit for any-
thmg but a nurse, was my only companion. _I recogunized the old lady,
and forgetting that she could not hear 1ae, I put her a thousand ques-

tions in  breath. I dreaded, yet I wished to learn the fate of poor
Cassy ; and it was to her that most of my questions related. But to all
my inquiries the old woman returned no answer. [ might scream
myself deaf, she said, and she could not hear a word, Besides, she told
me, I was too sick and weak to telk.

T was not to be silenced in that way, and only bawled the louder, and
added signs and gestures, to enable the old woman to understand me.
But it was plain that Aunt Judy had no intention to gratify my curi-
osity ; for when she found she could not quiet me, she went out, and
locking the door after he., lefl me to my own meditations. These were
not very agreeable. As yet, however, my thoughts were so confused,
and my head so dizzy, that 1 could scarcely be said to reflect at all.

I learned afterwards, that it was more than a week that 1 had re-
mained delirious, the effect of the violent fever into which I had been
thrown, and which threatened a speedy termination to my miserable
existence, But the crisiv wus now past. My youth and the vigour of
my constitution had carried me through it, and had preserved me for
new su[fenngs.

I recovered rapidly, and was soon able to walk about. Lest I should
make an undue use of my returning strength, and attempt another
escape, 1 was presently accommodated with fetters and handcufls, M.
fetters were taken off once a day, for about an hour, and under Peter’s
s:serviaion I was allowed to_breathe the fresh air, and to tuhe a short

k about the plantation. It was in vain that I aitempted to get from
Peter any information concerning my wife. IIe could not, or he would
not, tell me anything about ber. . . L

I thought that, perhaps, he might sell the information which he re-
fused to give; and I promised to make him a present of some clothes, if
he would allow me to visit my former house. We went together. 'This
house I had been enabled, in anticipation of my marriage, and through
the bounty of Mrs. Moore and her daughter, to fit up quite comfortably.
11 was furnished with a variety of things, seldom seen in a slave’s cubin,
But I found it stripped and plundered; every article of furniture was
i‘one, and my chest was broken open and all my clothes taken away.

'or this I was no doubt indebted fo my fellow-servanis. The strongest,

or almost the strongest, impulse of the human mind, is the dgsire of ac-
quigition. This passion the slave can only gratify by plunder. Besides,
such is the baneful effect of slavery, that it almost destroys the very
germ of virtue. 1f oppression makes the wise man mad, 1t foo often
makes the honest man a villain. It embitters the feelings and hardens
and brutifies the heart. He who finds himself plundered from bis birth,
of his Fberty and his labour—his only inheritance—becomes selfish,
Mokless, and regardless of everything save the immediate gratification
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of the present moment. Plundered of everything himself, he is ready
to plunder in his turn, even his brothers in misfortune. L

"mding my house stripped, and my clothes stolen, it put me in mind
to feel in 1y pockets for my money. That was gone too. Indeed I soon
recollected, that, when surprised and seized by Mr. Gordon and his
assistants, Mr. Stubbs had searched my pockets, and transferred their
contents 1o his own. Thix, of course, was the last that I expected to see
of my money. According to the Virginian code of morals, Mr. Stubbs
was a very respectable man, who did what was perfectly proper. Cer-
tainly, it was highly dangerous to trust a rogue and a runaway with the
possession of a considerable sum of money. Bul, according to the same
code, the servants who had stolen my clothes were a set of outrageous
thieves, who richly deserved a whipping. So Mr. Stubbs declared, whom
we happened to meet, as we were returning, and to whom I complained
that my house had been plundered. That honest gemtleman worked
himself guito into a Iassion, and swore roundly that if he could catch
the thieves he would make them smart for it. Notwithstanding this
outburst of virtuous indignation, Mr. Stubbs said nothing about return-
ing 1{1' money, and 1 judged it safest not to introduce the subject
myself.

In two or three weeks I had nearly recovered my strength, and the
gashes with wluch my back had heen scored were quite healed over.
I was beginning to wonder what Colonel Moore intended to do with
me; when, one evening, I reccived a message from Mr. Stubbs, to be
up by sunrise the next morning, and ready for a journcy. Where we
were going, or what was to be the object of our travels, hic did not con-
descend to mform me; nor did I feel much curiosity to know.
now one great consolation.  1)o what they pleased, it was imupossible to
render me any more miserable. It was this idea which sustained me
and enabled me to regard the future with a sort of careless and stupid
indillerence, at which, when I reflect upon it, I am myself surprised,

Inthe mormml; Mr, Stubbs came for me. e was on horseback, whip
in hand, as usual. He undid my fetters, but allowed me to retain my
bandcufls. 1le tied a piece of rope about wy neck, and fastened the
other end of it to his own waist. Thus guarded agaiust escapes, he
mounted his horse, and bade me walk beside him, 1 was still rather
weak, and sometimes my pace flagged a little; but a stroke from
Mr. Stubbs’s whi‘p soon quickened me into vigour., I inquired where
we wero going.  “ You'll know when Fou get there,” was the answer,

That night we lodged at asort of tavern. We both occupied one
room—he tho bed, and I the floor. He took the cord from my neck
and bound my legs with it. 1t was drawn so tight, and caused me so
much pain, that I could not sleep. Several times I complained to
Mr. Stubbs; but he ordered me to go to sleep quietly, and not be
troubling him with foolish complaints. The next morning when he
came to untic me, he found my ankles a good deal swollen. He seemed
sorry that he huﬁ paid no more attention to my appeals, but excused
himself by saying, that we were all such a devilish pack of liars, there
was no telling when to believe us ; and he did not want to be at the
irouble of getting up for nothing.

Tho next day we continued our journey ; but I was so broken down
by the fatigues of the day previous, and by the want of slecp, that nothing
but the frequent application of Mr. Stubbs’s whip could stimulate me
nto the necessary exertion. My spirits and that stubbornness of soul,
which hitherto had sustained me, seemed to fail at the same tame with
my strength, and I wept like a chuld, At last, we reachgd our journey’l
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end, Late that evening, wo entered the city of Richmond. I am not
able to deseribe the town ; for I was hurried off to gaol, and therelocked
up for safe keepmg.

I was now told why we lad come. Colonel Moore, according to
Mr. Stubbs’s account, was sick of such an unruly fellow, and had deter-
mined to sell me, I hadnot seen him since the day 1 had fainted under
the energy of his paternal discipline. Nor did T ever see him after-
wards. A strange parting that, between a son and a father !

CHAPTER XIII.

°

THE next day I was to be sold. There was to he a public sale of
slaves, and several besides myself were 1o be disposed of. 1, was fettered
and handcuffed, and taken 1o market. The rest of the merchandise was

y collevted; but it was_some time before the sale began, and 1
occupied the interval in looking about me. Scveral of the groups
atf my particular attention.

The first that caught my eye was an old man whose head was com-
pletely white, and a preity little girl, his granddaughter, as he told me,
about ten or twelve years old. Both the old man and the little girl had
iron collars about their necks, which were connected by ahcavy chain.
One would have imagined, that the old age of the man, and the youth
of the girl, would have made such savage precautions unnecessary, But
their master, so far as I could learn, had resolved to rell them in a fit of
passion, and the chains, perhaps, were intended more for punishment
than security.

A man and his wife, with an infant in her arms, stood next 1o the old
man and his daughter. The man and wilo were quite young, and
appa.rent}f fond of each other ; at least they seemed very much distressed
at the idea of falling into the hands of different purchasers. The
woman now, and then would address some one or other of the com-
pany, who scemed to indicate an intention of buying. She would beg
tkem to purchase herself and her husband ; and she ran over, with great
volubility, the good qualities of both. 'The man looked on the ground,
and preserved # moody and sullen silence.

There was another group of eight or ten men and women, who seemed
to regard the sale with as much unconcern as if they were merely spec-
tators. They laughed, and talked, and jested with one another with as
much gaiety as any of the company. An apologist for iyrauny would,
no doubt, rejoice in such a spectacle, and would be emboldened to argue,
that, after all, being sold at public auction is not so ierrible a thing as
some weak people are apt to imagine. 'The argument wounld be quite as
sound as any that the slave-holder ever uses ; and for ingenuity and con-
clusiveness, deserves to bo compared with that of the {)hilompher, who
having seen through the grates of u prison a parcel of condemned
criminals laughing and jesting together, concluded that the expectation
of bem%rl&ung must have something in it very exhilarating.

The truth 1s, that the human mind, in its eager, though t0o often un-
availing struggle after happiness, will still make the most of its means ;
and even in the valley of despair, or under the ribs of death itself, still
ﬂlves te_create some matter of enjoyment. Even the slave will sing at

task ; he can laugh too, though he find himself sold like an ox in the
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market. The tyrant discovers that all his wrongs and ogpressions have
not been able to extinguish in the soul of his viciim the capability of
¢njoyment ; and he points you to these outbursts of a nature not yet
toml}lqynsubdued, and dares to boast of the happiness he causes!

But to be sold is not always a laughing matter. The first bargain
which the auctioneer offered to the company was a man ﬂ)parently
about thirty, with a fine, gﬁn prepossessing countenance. He had no
expectation of being sold, the moment he was placed upon the table;
for it appeared that his master, who lived near the city, had lured him
to town under the delusive pvr‘(,atexb of an intention to hire him out to
some one of the citizens. hen the poor fellow found ihat he was
actually to be sold, he was seized with such a trembling that he could
scarcely support nmself. Ile shook from head to foot; aud his face in-
dicat the greatest terror and distress. The two principal bidders—
and they seemed to enter into a_pretty warm corgpetition—were a
gentlemaun of the neighbourhood, who appeared to know the poor fellow
on sale, und a dashing, buckish young man, who, it was said, was aslave-
tr:ulfr{froni South Carolina, who had come 1o purchasoe slaves for that
markel.

As the sale proceeded, it was curioug, but at the same time most dis-
{ressing, to observe the anxicty of the unhap{)y slave. 'When the slave-
trader took the lead, his jaw fell, his eyes rolled wildly, aud he seemed
the very picture of des air ; but when the Virginian bid higher, a gleam.
of pleasure shot across his face, the tears ran down his cheeks, and his
earncst “God bless you, master!” was enough to touch the hardest
heart. 1le interrupted the sale by his cries and vociferations, and not
even the whip could kecp him still.  He called upon his favourite bidder
by nang, and entreated him to persevere, by every motive he could
think of. Ile promised 1o scrve him faithfully to the last minute of his
life, and work himself to death in his service, 1f he would only huy him,
on}ly save him from_being wholly separated from his wife and children,
and sent away—he knew not whither—from the place where he was
born and raised, and where, as he said, he had always behaved well, and
borne a good character. Not that he had any particular objections to
the other gentleman either—for the poor fellow began to see the danger
of offendiug a man who was likely to become his master ; no doubt he
was o very fine gentleman too; but he was a stranger, and would take
him out of the country, and carry him far away from his wifec and
children ; and as he mentioned them, his voice sunk, choked and inter-
rupted, to an inarticulate sobbing.

The bidders kept up the contest with much spirit, The man was
evidently a first-rate hand. Aside from this, the Virginian seemed
touched by the poor fellow’s entreaties, and dropped some hints about
slave-traders, which put his opponent into a violent passion, and came
near ending in a quarrcl. The interposition of the by-standers kept the
competitors apart; but the slave-trader, whose passions were roused,
swore that he would have the “boy,” cost what he might, if it were only
to teach him a little good manners. One or two of the company cried
shame, and called upon the slave-trader to leave off bidding, and suffer
the poor fellow to remain in the country. He replied with un onth and
a sneer, that he was not fool enough to be bamboozled by any such non-
sense ; and immediately rose fifty d“:)llars on the last bid. This was more
than the Vmi:nmp could afford to sacrifice to a fit of qood nature, and
Enqued and chagrined, he yielded up the contest. The auctioneer
cnocked off the purchase; and the man, more dead than aljve, was de-
livered into the hands of the slave-trader’s attendants, who receiwed
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orders fo give him twenty lashes on the spot, for his “cursed ill-
mannerly Virginian insolence.”

AThe sneering emphasis with which this was spoken created no little sen-
sation among e;bsj-standets; but a8 the slave-trader strutted about with
his hand on his dirk-handle, and s two pistols might plainly be seen
sticking out of his pockets, nobody saw fit to 3uestlon this provoking
exercise of “his sacred rignt of property,” and the sale proceeded as

ore,

At length came my turn. T was stripped half naked, the better to
show m{‘mmts and muscles, and placed sggon the tahle or platform, on
which the subject of the sale was exposed to the examination of the
purchasers. I was whirled about, my limbs were felt, and my capabili-
ties discussed, in a slang much like that of & company of horse-jockeys.
Various were the remarks that were made upon me. One fellow
deolared that I hnd “a savage, sullen look ;” another swore that my eye
was “devilish malicious;” a third remarked that these hgl;t--coloured
fellows were all rascals ;—to which the auctioneer replied, that he never
knew a slave of any smartness who was not a rogue.

Abundance of questions were put to me, as to where I was raised, why
I was sold, and what I was fit for. To all these inquiries T made the
shortest and most indefinite answers. I was not in a humour to gratify
this curiosity ; and I kad none of that ambition to bring a high price, so
ocommon among slaves, tie fast and lowest form in which is displayed that
love of superiority, which exercises so principal an influence over the
feelings and the actions of men.

Mr. Stubbs kept in the background, and said nothing. He had his
own reasons, I suppose, for this reserve. The auctioneer did his best.
According to his account, there was not a stronger, more laborious,
docile and obedient servant to be bought in all the States. Notwith<
Mdmi all these praises, a sus}nclon secmed to ssread itself that my
master had some reasons for selling me, which he did not think fit to
avow. One suggested that I must be consumptive; another thought it
lIikely I was subject to fils; while a third expre the opinion that I
was an unruly fellow and “mighty hard to manage” The scars on my
back tended to confirm these suspicions; and I was knocked off, at last,
&th a v:(l)'y low price, to a portly, smiling old gentleman, by name Major

ornton.

No sooner had the auctioneer’s hammer struck upon the table, than
mﬂy new master spoke kindly to me, and ordered my irons to be taken
off. A?ﬂnst this, Mr. Stubbs and ‘the auctioneer remonstrated very
earnestly ; and assured the purchaser that if he unchained me, he did it
at his own risk. “I know it,” replied my new master, “the risk
is mme,-;but I will never own a servant who wants to run away

me,

CHAPTER XIV.

‘WHEN my new master learned that I had but just recovered from a
fever, and that my strength was not yet entirely restored, he Iﬁocured a
borse for me, and we set out together for his plantation. He lived a
oonmgierab%_dlgtqnoe west of Richmond, in that_part of the state known
88 Middle Virginia, During the ride he entered into conversation with
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me, and I found him a very different person from any one I had ever
met with before. . ) R

He told me that I might comsider myself lucky in falling into his
hands, for he made it a point to treat his servants better than anybody
in the neis,zhbourhood. “ If they, ar~ discontented, or unruly, or apt to
run away,” ho added, “I sell thexr t once, and so get rid of them, I
don’t want auny such fellows about the, But as my servants know ve
well, that they stand no chance to better themselves b{}ohangxpg their
master, they are very cautious how they offend me. Be obedient, mi
boy, and do your task, and I will ensure_you ig]enby to eat, cnoug
clothes, and more indulgence than you will be likely to get from any
other master.” Such was the amount of Major Thornton’s lecture,
w};il(l:h it took him, however, some five or six hours 1o get through
with.

1t was late in the evening before we arrived at Oakland—for that was
the name of Major Thornton’s property. The house was of brick, with
wooden porticoes. It was not large, but neat, and very handsome, and
presented many more appcarances of substantial comfort than are to be
found about most of the houses of Virginia. The grounds around it
were pretiily laid out, and ornamented with flowers and shrubbery,—a
thing quite uncommon, and which I had seldom seen before. At a dis-
tance, on a fine swell, were the rervants’ cabins, built of brick, neat and
substantial ; not placed in a straight line, but clustered together in a
manner that had something picturesque about it. They were shaded by
fine large oaks; no underbrush nor weeds were suffered to grow about
them; and altogether, they presented an appearance of neatness and
comfurt as new and singular as it was pleasing. The servants’ cabins,
on all the plantations I had ever seen before, were a set of miserab
ruinous hovels, with leaky roofs and clay floors, almost buried in a rank
growth of weeds, and as dirty and ill-kept as they were uncomfortable.

The children, who were playing about the cabins, furnished 2 new
occasion of surpriso. I had been accustomed to see the children of &
plantation running about stark naked, or dressed—if dressed at all—ina
shirt of dirly osnaburgs, hanging in tatters about their legs, and never
washed after it was once put on. But the children at Oakland were
neatly and comforlably clothed, and presented nothing of that squalid,
pinched, neglected, and half-starved appearance to which my eye was so
well accustomed.  Their merry faces and boisterous sporis called up no
idea of juvenile wretchedness. I observed, too, that the hands, who
were just coming in from their work, were all well clothed. I saw none
of those patchcg, tattered, ragged, and filthy garmenis so common on
other plantations.

Major Thornton was not a planter; that is to say, he did not make
tobacco, and_he chose to call himself a farmer. His principal crop was
wheat ; and he was a greai advocate for the clover system of cultivation,
which he had adapted and pursued with much success. He owned some
thirty or forty working hands; the children and superannuated made
his entire stock of slaves upwards of eighty. He kept no overseer, but
managed for himself. Indeed, it was a_maxim with him, that an over-
seer wus enough to ruin any man. He was naturally slirring and
industrious, and agriculture was his hobby—a hobby which he rode to
some pur{)lose. .

In all these things, and many others, he was the erfect contrast of all
his neighbours ; and for that reason very little liked by any of them, He
carefully avoided horse-racing, cock-fights, political meetings, drinking,

gambling, and frolicking of every sort. 11is money, he used ¢o say, cost
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him oo much to make it to be thrown away upon a bet; and as fo
frolics, he had neither time nor taste for any such nonsense. His neigh-
bours revenged themselves for this contempt of their favourite sports, by
ronouncing him a mean-s%eljnted money-making fellow. 'I'hey went
urther, and accused him of being a bad citizen and a dangerous neigh-
bour. Yhey complained most bitterly, that his excessive indulgence to
his servants made all the slaves in the neighbourhood uneasy and discon-
tented ; and at one time some of them went so far as to talk about giving
warning to move out of the county.

. But Major Thornton was a man of spirit. He understood his own
rights ;—he knew well the people among whom he lived, and what sort
of reasoning would influence them most. He contrived to get hold of an
offensive remark of one of the busiest of his ill-disposed neighbours, and
sent him a challenge. Tt was nocelifcd; and his antagomst was shot
through the heart at the first fire. Henceforward—though his neigh-
bours liked hinf no better than before—they took very good care how
they talked about him, and allowed him to go onin his own way without
any interference. )

ajor Thornion had not’been bred a planter, and this perhaps was

the reason why he departed so much from the ordinary routine, and
managed things so very differently from all his neighbours. He was
born of a good family, as they say in Virginia, but his father died when
he was a merc boy, an1 left but a very scanty property. lle began life,
in a small waty;, 1n a country store. _His shrewdness, economy,and at-
tention to his business, enabled him, in the course of a few years, to lay
up a considerable sum of mwoney. In Virginia, trade is hardly looked
upon as respectable, at least such was the case at the time of which I
am speaking, and every one who desires to be anybody, aims at becoming
a landed proprietor. About the tine that Mafor Thornton had made
enou{\ to think of changing his store for a plantation, the proprietor
of Oakland, having already wasted two good estates on dogs, horses, and
wild debauchery, became so pressed for money as to be obliged to bring
his remaining property under the hammer. Major Thornton became
the purchaser; but the place he bought was very different {from Oak-
land as I saw it. The buildings, which were old and u;ily, wore all out
of repair, and just tumbling to the ground; and the land was nearl
ruined by that miserable, thriftless system of cullivation, so universal
throughout the slave-holding states of America.

In a few years after the property had passed into the hands of Major

ornton, everything was changed. The old houses were torn down
and new oues built, The grounds about the house were enclosed and
ornamented ; and the land, under skilful management, was fast regain-
mﬁ its original fertility. Those who had been born and bred plante;
and whose estates were very much in the same way in which Oaklan
had been before it fell into the hands of Major Thornton, looked at,
what was going on there with astonishment and envy, and wondered
how it could possibly happen. Major Thornton was always ready to
tell them ; for he was extremely fond of t-n,lkini, particularly about
himself and his system of farming. But though he had explained the
whole matter at least ten times to every one of his neighbours, he never
could make a single convert. He had three favourite topics; but he
was equally unsuccessful upon all of them. He mnever could porsuade
any one of his neighbours that a clover lay wus the true cure for sterile
fields; that the only way to have a plantation well managed, was to ma~
nage 1t one’s self; or that to give servants enough to eaf, was a sure
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method to prevent them from plundering the corn-fields and stealing

sheep. - - .

Bgt though Major Thornton could ‘gain no imitators, he still perse-
vered in farining according to his own notions. 1In no respect was he
more au innovator than in the management of his slaves. A merciful
man, he used to say, is merciful to his beast ; and not having been raised
on a plantation, he could not bear the idea of trealing his servants worse
than his horses. It may do very well for you, colonel,” hesaid one day,
to one of his neighbours, “to tie a fellow up and give him forty lashes
with your own hand; you were horn and bred to it, and I dare sa
you find it very easy. But as odd as you may think it, T had mue
rather be flogged myself than {o flog one of my servants; and though
sometiraes I am obliged to doit, it is a great point with me to get alon,
with as hittle whipping as possible. That’s & principal reason why
keep no overseer, for a cowhide and a pair of irons are the only
two thmgs those fellows have any notion of. They have no wish,
and if they had they have not the sense, to get along in any other way;
-—the devil take the whole generation of them, Everybody, you know,
have their oddities.  Tor my part, I hate to hear the crack of a whip
on my plantation, even thougl it he nothing more than a cart-whip.”

The above speech of Major Thornton’s contained a brief summary
of lus system. He was, what every other slaveholder is, and from the
very necessity of his condition must be, a tyrant. He felt no seruple in
compelling his fellow-men to labour, in order that he might appropriate
the fruits of that labour to his own henetit, and in this certainly, if in
anything, the very essence of tyranny consists. But though a tyrant,
as every slaveholder is and munst be, he was a reasonable, and, as far as
possible, a humance one,—which very few slaveholders either are or can

e. 1le had no more thought of relinquishing what he and the laws
called his property in his slaves, than he had of leaving his land to be
occupied by the first comer. e would have been as ready as any of
his neighbours, to have denounced the idea of emancipation, or the
notion of limiting his power over his servants, as a ridiculous absurdity,
and an impertinent interference with his “ most sacred rights.” But
though in theory he claimed all the authority and prerogativesof the
most unlimited despotism, he displayed, in his practice, a certain share
of common sense and comumon humanity, two things which, so far as
relates to the management of his slaves, 1t is extremely uncommon for
a slavcholder to have, or, if he hay them, very difficult for him to
exercise.

'These unusual gifts led him to a discovery which at the time was
entirely new in his neighbourhood; though I hope before now it has
become general. He discovered that men cannot work without eating;
and that so far as the capability of labour is concerned, there is the same
policy in attending io the food, shelter, and comfort of one's slaves
as in spending something on corn and stabling for one’s horses, © Feed
well and work hard,” was Major Thornton’s motto and practice,—a
motto and a practice which, in any other country than America, would
inever ]!.'twe subjected him to the charge of unrcasonable and superfluous
1umanity. .

As_to whipping, Major Thornton, to use his own phrase, could not
bear it. Whether he felt some qualms of conscience at the baref:
open iyranny of the lash,—which I do not think very probable, for
ongce heard him tell a Methodist parson, who ventured to say something
to him on {hat delicate subject, that he had as much right tp flog his
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slaves as to eat his dinner,—or whether it was the influence of that in-
stinctive humanity which is wanting only in brutal tempers, and which,
till evil custom has worn it out, will not permit us to inflict pain with-
out feeling ourselves a _ﬁmpa,thetm suffering ; or whatever might be the
reason, upless Major Thornton was m into a passion—to which he
was but seldom liable—he certainly

whip.

But this was not all. Another man might have detested it as much
as he did ; but_the practice of a year or two in planting, and the ap-
g.’rent impossibility of dispensing with its use, would have taught him

et rid of so inconvenient a squeamishness. There are very few men

—and of all meu in the world, very few planters—whose g

sense and knowledge of human nature would enable them to manage
their slaves by any other means. Major Thornton, however, contrived
to get on wonderfully well; and in all the time that I lived with him,
which was nearly two years, there were not more than half a dozen
whippings on the place. If one of his servants was guilty of anything,
which, in a slave, is estcemed especially enormous, such as running
away, repeated t_ilet‘t, idleness, insolence, or insubordination, Major
Thornton_sent him off to be sold. By a strange but common incon-
sistency, this man of feehngh\;vho could not bear to whip a slave, or to
see him whipped, or even to have him whipped on his own plantation
felt no scruples at all a. tearing him from the arms ol his wife an
children, and setting him up at public sale, to fall into the hands of any
ferocious master who might chance to purchase him !

.'This dread of being sold was ever before our eyes, and was as effica~
cious as the lash is on other plantations, in forcing us to labour and
submission. We knew very well, that there were fow masters like
Major Thornion; and the thought of exchanging our nice, neat cot-
fages, our plentiﬁzl allowance, our miula.r suppl{l of clothing, and the
general comfort and indulgence of Oakland, for the fure and the treat-
ment to be expected from the common run of masters, was more terrible
than a dozen whippings. Major Thornton understood this well; and
he took care {0 keep up the terrors of it, by making an example of some
delinquent once in a year or two, .

Then he had the art of exciting our emulation by little prizes and
presents; he was very scrupulous never to exact anything beyond the
apgointed task ; and he kept us in good humour, by allowing us, when
not at work, to be ver%vmuch our own masters, and to go where, and
do what we pleased. e were rather cautious, though, how we visited
the neighbourmg lantations; for with a magnanimity worthy of slave-
hohtiief;g, sogltaxe. o .wa,ior _Thohr?bonl’)u neighbours were in tt;e h:,bi: h:,g
gratifying their spite against him, by improving every opportunity
offered to abuse his servants. And here I may as welfrelate an inci-
dent that hag ened to myself, which will serve, at once, as a curious
illustration of Virginian manners, and a proof of what I believe will be
found to be true all the world over,—that where the laws aim at the
opgﬁessmn of one half the peopleof a country, they are seldom treated
with much respect by the other half,

Captain Robinson was one of Major Thornton’s nearcst neighbours,
and a person with whom he had frequent altercatious. I was passin,
along on the public road one Sunday, at a little distance from Oakland,
when I met Captain Robinson on horseback, followed by aservant. He
bade me stop and inquired if I was the fellow whom that * damned scoun-
drel Thornton” sent to his house yesterdaﬁawith an insolent message
about his lower-field fences, I answered that I had been sent yester-

a great horror at using the
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day with a message about the fence, which I had delivered to his

overseer.

“A mighty pretty message it was—mighty! 1’1l tell you what,
if my overseer h:uiyknown his business, ie would have tucked ymm
on the spot and given you forty lashes.” . '

I told him that I had only delivered the message which my master
liad sent me with, and it seemed hard to blame me for that.

“Don’t talk to me, don’t talk to me, you infernal scoundrel—Ill
teach both you and your master what it is to insult a gentleman. Iay
hold of him, Tom, while 1 dust that new jacket of his a little.”

Having received these orders fromn his master, Captain Robinson’s
man Tom jumped off’ his horse, and laid hold of me; but as I struggled
hard, and was the stronger of the two, I should soon_have Ept away, if
the master had not dismounted, and come to the aid of his servant.
Both together, they were too strong for me; and having succeeded in
gatting me_down, they stripped oft my coat, and bownd m{mt}mnds.

aptain Robinson then mounted his horse, and beat me with whi&u
till it wag quite worn out. }lavmﬁ thus satisfied kis rage, he rode off,
followed by Tom, without taking the trouble to loose my hands, The;

ad no sovner left me, than I began 1o look about, for my hat and coa
Both were missix? ; and whether it was the captain or his servant that
carried them off, I never could discover. I suppose, though, it was the
servant—for T recollect very well seeing Tow, a few Sundays after,
sirutiing about at a Methodist meeting, with 2 blue coal on, which 1
could almost have sworn to be mine. .

‘When I got home, and told my master what bad happened, he was in
a towering passion. At first, he was for riding at once to Captain
Robinson’s, and calling for an explanation. But presently he recol-
lected that the county court was to meet the next day, at which he had
business. This would give i an opportunity to consult Lis lawyer ;
and after a little reflection, he thought it best not to move in the affair
till he had legal advice upon it.

The next day he took me with him. . 'We called upon _the lawyer; T
told what had happened to me, and Major Thornton inquired what
satisfaction the law would afford him.

The lawyer answered, that the law in {his case was very clear! and
the remedy it provided, all-sufficient. “Some people,” he said, “who
know nothing about the matter, have asserted that the law in the slave-
holding States, does not protect the person of the slave against the vio-
lence of the free, and that any white man may flog any slave at his own

o00d pleasure. 'This is a very great mistake, if not a wilful falsehood.
T'he law permits no such thing. It extends the mantle ofits protection
,impartially over bond and free. In this respect, the law knows no
distinction. 1fa frecman is assaulted, he has his action for damages
nfmnst the assailant; and if a slave 1s assaulted, the master of that
slave, who is his legal guardian and protector, can bring his action for
damages. Now, in this case, Major 'lPhornton it is quite plain that you
have good ground of action against Captain Hobinson ; and the jury, I
dare say, will give you a swinging verdict. I suppose you are able to
proveul hese ac? > fer; “hero is Archy
“Prove them— sure,” answered my master; “here is
lm‘}melf, who has told you the whole story.” v
s, my good sir; but you do not seem to remember that a slave
canot be admitted to testify against a white man.”
A.,’,‘g{“[-““ me, then,” said Major Thornton, “what ﬁ%d the law
you of is going to dome? Did not Robinson catch Archwy alone,
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and abuse him, as he has told you! You don’t suppose he was_fool
enough to call in a white man, on purpose to be a witness aﬁainst him,
‘Why, sir, notwithslanding the Iproteetlon of the law, which you com-
wend so highly, every servant I have may be beaten %y this hnbiqson
every duy in the week, and T not be able to get the slightest salisfaction.
The devil take such law, I say. )

“But, my dear sir,” answered the lawyer, “you must_consider the
great danger and inconvenience of allowing slaves to be witnesses.”

“Why yes,” said my master, with a }m]? smile, “I fancy it would bo
rather dangrrous for some of my acquaintances; quile inconvenient, no
doubt. ell, sir, since ]fy u say the law can’t help me in this matter, I
must take care of myself. I cannot allow my servants to boe abused in
this way. T’ll horsewhip that scoundrel Robinson at sight.”

‘With_these words my magter left the oftice, and I followed behind
him. We had gone but a liitle way down the street when he had an
unexpected opportunity of carrying his threat into execution,—for as it
chanced, we met Captain Robinson, who had business, it seemed, at
the county court as well as Major Thornton. My master did not waste
many words upon him, but_began striking him over the shoulders with
his riding whip. Captain Robinson drew a pistol; my master threw
down his whip and drew a pistol alvo. 'The cuptain fired, but without
effect ; Major Thornton *hen_levelled his weapon, but Robinson called
out that he was unarmed, and begged him not to fire. Major Thornton
hesitated a moment, and then dropped his hand. By this time quite a
crowd had collected about us, and some friend of Captain Robinson’s
handed him a loaded pistol. The combatanis renewed their aim, and
fired together. Captain Robinson fell desg;emtely wounded. His ball
missed my master, but passed through the body of a free coloured man,
who was the only person of all the company who made any attem;g.oto
separate the parties. The poor fellow fell dead; and the people about
declared that it was good enough for him, for what right had “ a cursed
free fellow » like him to be interfering hetween gentlemen?

Captain Robinson’s friends lifted him wup and carried him home.
Major Thornion and myself walked off the field in triumph, and so tho
affalr ended. Such affrays are much talked about, but the grand jury
very seldom hears anything of them ; and the conqueror is protty sure to
rise in the public estimation.

CHAPTER XV.

SoME persons perhaps may think that having fallen into the hands of
such a master as Major Thornton I had now nothing to do but to eat,
to work, and to be happy.

. Had 1 been a horse or an ox thero would be good ground for this
idea; but unfortunately T was a man ; and the animal appetites arc by
no means the only motive of human action, nor the sole sources of
human happiness or misery.

1t is certainly true that several of Major Thornton’s servants, born
perhaps with but little sensibility, and brutalized by a life of servitude,
seemed very well content with their lot. This was the sort of ser-
vent which Major Thornton especially admired. In this particular he
gid not <iffer much from his neighbours. The more stupid a field hand
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is, the more he is esteemed ; and a slave who shows any silgns of capacity
is generally set down as certain to be a ro?'ue and a rascal.

fe soon discovered my master’s fondness for stupid fellows; and I took
care to play the fool to his entire satisfaction. In a short time I mude
myself quite a favourite ; and my master having {aken a fancy to me. I
was more indulged, perhaps, than any servant on the place. But this
could not make me happy. - ) " . .

inesg—with. .agmp,ﬁm L éxceplions—is never in
!r,crgjmn,' ﬁﬁu&fW&%,mﬁ- 1§ ot fﬁm,'i-ﬁi%, or the
other situation tha m?edgl e happiness. Riches, power, or ﬁlory
are nothing when possessed. It is the pleasure of the pursuit and the
struggle, it 1s the very labour of their at{ainment, in which consists the
ha; giness they bring. .

'hose moralists who have composed so many homilies upon the duty
of contentment betray an exireme ignorance of human nature. No
situation, however splendid, in which one is compelled*to remain fixed
and stationary, can long afford gleasure; and on the other hand, no
condition, however destitute or degraded, out of which ono has a fair
prospect, or anything like a suflicient hope of rising, can justly be
considered as utterly miserable. This is the constitution of the human
mind ; and in it we find the explanation of a thousand things, which,
;viithout this key to their meaning, seem full of mystery and contradic-

on.

Though all men have not the samo objects of pursuit, all are impelled
and sustained by the same hope of success. Nothing can satisfy the
lofty desires of one man, butl influence, fame, or power, the myrtle
wreath or laurel crown ; another aims no higher than to risc from abject
goverty to a little competency, or, if his ambition is of another sort, to

e the chief i)erstm in_his native village, or the oracle of a country
noighbourhood. How different arc these aims!—and yet, the impulse
that prompts them is the same. It is the desire of social superiority.
He whom circumstances permit to yield to this impulse of his nature,
and to pursue—successfully or not, it matters little—but to pursue, with
somie tolerable prospect of success, the objects which have captivated his
fancy, may be regarded as having all the chance for happiness which the
lot of humanity allows ; while he, whom fate, or fortune, or whatever
malignant cause, compeis to suppress and forego the instinctive impulses
and wishes of his heart—whatever in other respects may be his situation
~is a wreich condemned to sorrow, and deserving ﬁxty. To the one,
toil is itself a pleasure. He is a hunter whom the sight of his game fills
with delight, and makes insensible to fati@flue. Desire sustains him, and
hope cheers him on.  These are delights the other never hnows; for hun,
life has lost its relish ; rest is irksome to him, and labour is intolerable.

This is no digression. . He who has taken the pains to read the pre-
oeding paragraph will be able to understand how it happened, that
evexte wtl,th such a master as Major Thornton, I was neither happy nor
content.

. Itis true I was well fed, well clothed, and not severely worked ; and
in these particulars,—as my master was fond of boasting, and as I have
since found to be the case,~my situation was far superior to that of
m many freemen. But I lacked one thing which every freeman has

nd that one want was eqou%h to make me miserable. I wanied
liberty : the liberty of labouring for myself, not for a master ; of pursuing
n‘lﬁi:vgn happiness, instead of toiling at his Eleasure, and for his gain.
This liberty can lighten the hardest lot. He knows but little of human
nature who has not discovered, that to all who rise one step above the,

b4
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brutes, it is far pleasanter to starve and freeze afler their own fashion,
than 1o be fed 3nd clothed and worked upon compulsion,

T was wretched,—for T had no object of hope or rational desire. I
was aslave; and the laws held out no prospect, of emancipation. All the
efforts in the world could not better my condition ; all the cfforls in the
world could not prevent me from falliug—perhaps to-morrow- -into the
hands of another masier, as cruel and unreasonable as evil passions and

ard-heartedness could make him. The future offered only the chance
of evils. I might starve with cold and hunger as well as another; I
might perish by gun-shot wounds, or the torture of the lash ; or be hun
up, perhaps, without judge or jury. Bul of betiering my condition,
had neither chance nor hopes. 1 was a prisoncr for life; at the present
moment not suffering for food or clothing, but without the slightest
Erospect of liberation ; and likely enough at any moment to change my
ee(i)er, and under the discipline of 2 new gaoler, to feel the pinchings of
1d and hunger, and to tremble daily beneath the whip. 1 was cut off
and cxcluded from all thosc hopes and wishes, which are the chief
impulses of human action. T could not aim to become the master of a
little cottage, which, however humble, I might call mny own: to be the
lord of one poor acre, which, however small or barren, might «till be
mine. I could not marry—alas, poor Cassy '—and hecome the father of
a family, with the fond Lope, that when age should overlake me, I
might still find pleasure wnd support in the kindness of children and the
s%mpathy of a wife. My children might be snatched from the arms of
their mother, and sold to the slave-trader ; the mother might be sent to
keep them company,—and I be left old, desolate, uncomforted. Motives
such as these, motives which strengthen the freeman’s arm and cheer his
heart, were unfelt by me. I laboured;—but it was only because I
feared the lash. The want of willingness unnerved me, and every stroke
eost a new effort. . .

It is even true, that Major Thornion’s humanity, or 1o speak more
correctly, his sense of his own interest, while it preserved his servants
from the miseries of hunger and nakedness, at the same time expored
those_amonyg them, whom slavery and ignorance hud not completely
brutalized, to other and more excruciating miseries. Had we been but
half fed and half clothed, like the servants on scveral of the neighbour-
ing plantations, we shoufd, like them, have enjoyed the excilement of
plunder. 'We should have found some exercise for our ingenuity, and
some object about which to interest ourselvesi_ in plans and stratagems
for eking out our short allowance by the aid of theft.

As il was, stealing was but little practised at Oakland. The induce-
ment was too small, and the risk too great; for detection was certain to
result in being sold. Money was no object to us; we could only spend
it on food and clothes, and of these we had enough already. hisky
was the only luxury we wanted ; and we could make enough to purchuse
that without the necessity of theft. Mr. Thornion allowed cach of us a
little piece of ground. That was customary; but what was quite con-
trary {o custom, he allowed us time to cultivate it. He endeavoured to
stimulate our industry by the promise of buying all we could produce,
not at a mere nominal price, as wus the fashion on other plantations, bu
at its full value, . . .

I am sorry to say it, but it is not the less true, that Major Thornton’s
people, like all slaves who have the means and the opportunity, were
generally drunkards. Qur master took good care that whisky did not
mterfere with our work. _To be drunk before the task was finished was
a high misdemeanour. But after the day’s labour was over we wero at
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Iiberty to drink as much as wo pleased ; provided always that it did not
prevent us turning out at daylight ihe next mornfng. Sunday was
generally a liﬂmd Saturnalia. i . .

Hitherto 1 had scarcely been in the habit of drinking; but now T
began 1o be eager for anything which promised to sustain my sinking
spirils, and to excite my stagnant soul. I soon found in whisky a
something that seemed to answer the purpose. In that elevation of
heart which drunkenness inspqusilthat. forgetfulness of the past and the
present, that momentary halo with which 1t crowns the future, I found
a delight which I hastened to repeat, and knew not how to forego.
Reality was to me a blank, dark and dreary. Action was forbidden;
desire was chained ; and hope shut out. I was obliged to find relief in
dreams and illusions. Drunkenness, which degrades the frecman to a
level with the brutes, raises, or seems to raise, the slaye to the dignity of
a man. It soon became my only glqnsure, and I indul, it to excess.
Every day, as soon as my task was finished, I hastened to shut myself up
with my bottle. I drank in solitude—for, much as I loved the excite-
ment of drunkenness, I could not forget its beastliness and insanity, and
T hated to expose my folly to the sight of my fellow-servants. —But my
precautions were not always successful.  In the frenzy of excitement I
sometimes forgot all my sober precantions, undid the bolts 1 had carefully
fastened. and sought the company I most desired to shun.

One Sunday, I had been drinking till I was no longer the master of
my own actions. I had left my house, and gone to seek some boon
companions with whom to protract the revel and increase its zest. But
I was unable to distinguish one object from another; and after straggling
off for some distance, I sunk down, almost insensible, upon the carriage
wsf which led towards Major Thornton’s house.

had grown a little more sober, and was endeavouring to rally my
thoughts and to recollect where I was, and what had bronght me there,
when I saw my master riding up the road with two other gentlemen
They were all on horseback ; and as drunk as I was, I saw at a glance,
that my master’s two companions were very much in the same predica-
ment. The manner in which they reeled backward and forward in
their saddles was truly laughable; and 1 expectod every moment to see
them fall, T made these observations as I lay upon the road, without
once thinking where I was, or recollecting the danger I was in of being
ridden over. Thoy had come quite necar before they noticed me. By
this time T was sitting up, and my master’s drunken companions took it
into their heads to jump their horses over me. Major Thornton did his
best to prevent them; one he succeeded in stopping, but the other
evaded his attempt to seize the bridle, swore that the sport was too
pretty to be lost, )i:;i‘;lspurs to his horse, and brought him up to the leap.

But the horse 0 fancy for this'sort of sport. When he saw me
before him, he started back, and his drunken rider came tumblmgto
the ground. The others dismounted, and went to his assistance. Before
he was well upon his feet, he begﬁed Major Thornton’s attention, and
forthwith commenced a very grave lecture on the indecency of allowing
servants to got drunk, and to lie about the plantation,—particularly
across the roads, fngh%enmg genilemen’s horses, and putting the necks
of their riders into jeopardy. “Especially you, Major Thornton, who
pretend to be a pattern for all of us. Yes, sir, yes, if you did as you
ought to do, every time one of the rascal fellows the insolence to got
drunk, you woul tie him up and give him forty lashes, That’s the way

do on my plantation.” . .

My master was so very fond of setting forth his method of Yarmingy

R 2 e
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and his plan of plantation discipline, that he did not always stop to con-
sider whethér his auditors were drunk or sober. The present oppor-
tunity was too good to be lost, and, rubbing his hands _together, he
answered, with a half smile, and a very sagacious look,—“ Buf, my dear
sir, you must know it is a part of my plan to let my servants drink as
much as they please, so that it does not interfere with their tasks. Poor
fellows ! it serves to keep them out of mischief, and soon makes them so
stupid they are the easiest creatures in the world to manage.” Hero he
med a ninute, and assuming ihe look which a man puts on who

inks he is going to urge an unanswerable argument—" Besides,” he
added, “if one of these drinking fellows happens to take a huff, and runs
away, the very first thing he docs is to get drunk, so that you seldom
bave any difficulty in catching him.” i i

Though I wag still too much under the influence of whisky to be
capable of much muscular motion, I had so far recovered my senses as
to comprehena perfectzﬂ'_:ll that my master was saying ; and no sooner
bad be finished, than, drunk as T was, T made a resolution_ to drink no
more. 1 wasnot yet so far lost as to be able to endure the idea of bein
myself the instrument of my own degradation. My resolution was we
kept, for I have seldom tasted spirits since that day.,

CHAPTER XVIL

I is the lot of the slave {o be exposed, in common with other men, to
all the calamities of chance and all the caprices of fortune. But, unlike
other men, he is denied the consolation of struggling against them. He
is bound hand and foot ; and his suﬂ'ermlﬁx are aggravated tenfold by the
bitter idea that he is not allowed to help himself, or to make any attempt

, Yo escape the blow which he sees impending over him. This idea of utter
%eéglegsness is one of the most distressing In nature; it is twin-sister to
air.

N .}jor Thornton, by over-exertion and imprudent exposure, brought
on a fever, which in a short time assumed a very unfavourable aspect.
It was the first time he had been sick for many years. The alarm, and
even terror, which the news of his danger excited at Qakland was very

eat. Every morning and evening we collected about the house to learn

ow our master did; and mournful were the faces, and sad the hearts,
with which we heard tho bitter words, “no better.” 'I'ne women at
Oakland had always been treated with peculiar indulgence, such as their
sex and weakness demands,—but demands so oftch without obtaining it.
Major Thornton’s illness gave an instance how full of gratitude is the -
female heart, and at what a trifling expense onc may purchase its most
zealous affection. All the women on the place were anxious to be
employed in some way in ministering to the coinfort of their suﬂ'ennﬁ
master. The most disagreeable duties were eagerly performed ; and
ever man was tenderly and assiduously nursed, 1t was Major Thornton,
But all this care, all our sympathy, our sorrow, and our terrors, were of
no effect. The fover with unabated fury, and seemed to find new
fuel in the strength of the patient’s constitution. But that fucl was soon
exhausted, and in ten days our master was no more. L
. Whex his decease became known, we looked upon each other in silent
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consternation. A family of helpless orphans, from whom death had just
snatched their last surviving parent, could not have felt a ﬁreater desti-
tution. Tearsrolled down the cheeks of the men; and the lamentations
of the women were violent and wild. His old nurse, in particular, wept,
and would not listen to any consolation, She had good reason. At hi
father’s death she had been sold, with the other property, to satisfy the
creditors. But Major Thornton had repurchased her, out of his ve
first carnings; he had made her the head servant of his houschold, an
had always freated her with great tenderness. The old woman loved him
like her own child, and lamented her “ dear son Char}eg » as she called
him, with all the pathetic ener“ti;l of a widowed and childiess mother.

We all attended the funeral, and followed our dead master to the
grave. The hollow sound of the earth as it fell upon the coffin was
echoed back from every hosom ; and when this last sad office was finished
wo stood over the spot, and wept together. Doubt notsthe sincerity of
of our sorrow! It was for ourselves we were lamenting.

_Major Thornton was never married ; and ho left no children whose
rights the laws acknowledged. If he had intended 1o make a will, his
sudden death prevented him: and his property passed to a troop of
cousins, for whom, 1 suspect, he did not entertain any great affection.
At all cvents, I had never scen any of them at Oakland, nor could X
learn from the other servants that either of them had ever made a visit
there. 1t was thus that we became the property of strangers, who had
never seen us, and whom we had never seen.

These heirs-at-law were poor as well as numerous, and secmed very
eager to turn all the property into money, so as 1o get their several shares
with the lenst possible delay. An order of court, or whatever the legal
process might be called, was soun obtained ; and the sale of the slaves
was advertised to take place at the county court-house. The agent to
whom the care of the estato was intrusted made the necessary prepara-
tions. Of course, it was not thought cxpedient that we should know
what was going on, or what our new owners intended to do with us, The
secret was carefully kept, lest some of us should run away.

The day before that which had been appointed for the sale we were -
collected together. The ahle-bodicd men and women were handcuffed
and chained in a string. A few old grey-headed people and the younger
children were carricd 1n a cart, 'The rest of us were driven along like
caltle—men, women, and, children together. Three fellows on horse-
back, with the usual equipment of long whips, served at once as guards
and drivers.

I shall not attempt to describe our affliction, It would be but the
repetition of an oft-told tale. 'Who has not read of slave-traders on the
coast of Africa? ‘Whose heart has not ached at picturing the terrors
and despair of the kidnapped victims? Our case was much the same,
Many of us had been born and reared at Oakland, and all looked upon
it as a home; nay more, as a city of refuge, wherc we had always been
safe from {ntmbous insults and aggressions. From this home we were
now snatched away, without a moment’s warning; and were driven
chained to the slave-market to be sold to the highest bidder. .

Is it strange that we were reluctant to go? Had we been setting
out, of our own accord, to seck our fortunes, we could not have broken,
all at once, all the ties that bound us to Oakland without some throbs
of n(?%x;al grief. 'What, then, must have been our anguish 1o leave it as
we di

But the tears of the men, the sobs of the women, and the gries and

errors of the poor children, availed us nothing. (.)ur conductore
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oracked their wh(ilpsia.nd made a jest of our Jamentations. Qur sorrowful
rocession moved slowly on; and many a sad lingering look we cast

behind us. 'We said nothing ; and our melancholy reflections were only

interrupted by the curses, shouts, and loud laughter of our drivers.

‘We lodged that night by the road side; our drivers sleeping and
keeping watch by turns. The next day we reached the county court-
louse, and at the a gmnted hour the sale began. The company was not
very numerous, and the bidders seemed extremely shy. Many of our late
master’s neighbours were present. One of them remarked that several
of us were fine stout fellows, but, for his part he should be afraid to buy
any of the Thornton hands, for we had becn so spoiled by our late
master's foolish indulgence, that one of us would be enough to spread
disoonient through a whole neighbourhood. This speech was received
with evident applause, and 1t had its intended effect. 'The auctioneer
did his best, and_harangued most_eloquently u{)on our healthy, sound,
and plump condition. “As to the over-indulgence that gentleman
speaks about,” he added, “a good cow-hide and strict discipline will soon
bring thom into proper subordination ; and from what I have heard of
that gentleman’s own management, he is the very person who ought to
buy them.” A slight titter ran through the company at this salli; of the
auctioneer’s, but it did not seem to make the bidding much brisker.
‘We went ofl at very moderate prices. Most of the younger men and
women and a large preportion of the children were bought by a slave-
trader, who had come on purpose to attend the sale. It was very diffi-
cult to get a bid for several of the old people. Mr. Thornion’s nurse,
who, as I have mentioned, had been his housekeeper, and a person of
o little consequence at Oakland, was knocked off for twenty dollars.
She was bought_by an old fellow well known in the neighbourhood for
his cruelty fo his servants. He shook his head as the auctioncer’s
hammer struck the table, grinned a significant smile, and said he be-
Keved the girl was yet able to handle a hoe ; any how, he would gel one
summer's work out of her.. The old lady had scarcely held up her head
since the death of her master ; but she forgot all her sorrows, she forgot
even to deplore the lot that seemed to await her, in her anger at being
sold at so small a price. She turned to her purchaser, and with an in-
dignant air told him that she was both younger and stronger than folks
thought for, and assured him that he had made the best bargain of any
of the company. The old fellow chuckled, but said nothm%. It was
easy to read his thoughts. He was evidently resolving to hold the old
woman to her word. X

Some of the old and decrepit slaves could not be sold at all. They
were not worth purchasing, and nobody would make an offer, I do not
know what became of them. X .

The slave-dealer who had purchased most of the children declined
buying such of the mothers as were past the age of child-bearing. The .
parting of these mothers from their children was a new scene of misery
and lamentation. The poor things, snatohed a little while before from
the home of their birth and their infancy, and now, torn from the
mothers that bore and nursed them, elasped their little hands, and
shrieked with all the unrestrained vehomence of infant agony. The
mothers wept too; but their grief was more subdued. There was one
old woman, the mother, she said, of fifteen children. One little girl,
about ten or twelve years old, was all that remained to her. The others

been sold and scattered, she knew not whither. She was now to
g:rt from her youngest and only remaining child. The little girl clung
ber mother’s dress with all the terror of one who was about to be
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kidnapped, and her soreams and cries might have touched a heart of
stone. Her new master snatched the child away, hit ber a cut with his
whip, and bade her hold her “cursed clatter.” A slave-trader, however
Lie may bave the exterior of a gentleman, is in fact the same ferocious
burbarian, whether on the coast of Guinea or in the heart of the
“ Ancient Dominion.” .

‘When our new master had completed his purchases he prepared to
set out with his drove. He was one of a slave-dealing firm, whose head-
quarters were at the city of W’asl}mston, the seat of the federal govern-
ment, and the capital of the United Siates of America. 1t was to this

lace that Lie intended to carry us. The whole purchase was about forty
Eead, consisting in nearly equal proportions of men, women, and
children. We werheegoined in_couples by iron collars ahout our necks,
which were conuec by a link_of iron. To these connecting-links a
heavy chain was fastened, oxtending from one end of the drove to the
other. Besides all this, the right and left hands of every couple were
fastened together by hand-cuffs, and another chain passed along these
fastenings. The collars about our necks, with their connecting-chain,
might have been thought, perhaps, under ordinary circumstances, a
enfficient secarity; but as our new mastor had heard from Major
Thomton’s neighbours, who were present at_the sale, that we were “a
sot of very dangerous fellows,” he thought it best, as he said, to omit no
reasonable eans of security. .

The drove was presently put in motion. Our purchasers, with two
or three assistants, rode besido ws on horscback, armed with whips, as
usnal. The journey was slow, sad, and wearisome. We travelled with-
out any goudwill ; the poor children harassed with the weight of their
chains, and unaccustomed to fatigue; and all of us faint_for want of
food—for our new master was an econoinist, who spent as little on the
road as possible.

I will not dwell upon the tedious monotony of our sufferings and our
journcy. Suffice it to say, that after travelling for several days, we
crossed the noble and wide-spreading Potomac, and late at night began
to enter the federal city. Perhaps I ought to say, the place where the
federal city was to be,—for Washington, at that time seemed only a
straggling village, scattered over a wide extent of round', and inter-
spersed with deserted fields, overgrown with bushes. .There were
some indications, however, of the future metropolis. The Capitol,
though unfinished, was rearing its spacious_walls in the moonlight,
and gave promise of a magnificent edifice. Lights gleamed from the
windows. The Congress perhaps was in session. I gazed at the
building with no little emotion. “ This,” said 1 to myself, “is the

ead-quarters of a great natiom, the spot in which its concentrated
wisdom is_collected, to devise laws for the benefit of the whole com-
mumty:—-—the just and equal laws of a free people and a great demo-
cracy !” I was going on with this mental soliloquy, when the iron
collar about my neck touched a place from which it had rubbed the
skin; and as I started with the pain, the rattling of chains reminded
me, that “these just and equal laws of a free people and a great demo-
oracy” did not avail to rescue a million* of %ondmen from hopeless
servilude; and the cracking of our drivers’ whips told too plainly that

* The slaves in the United States are now near three millions and ahalf. It
ought perhaps to be added, that by the federal constitution the gencral govern-
ment has no right to i fere with the question of slavery in the Statcs. The
legiclature of each State is the sole judge of that question, within its®wu limita.
[
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within a stone’s throw of the Temple of Liberty—nay, under its very

porticos—the most brutal, odious, and detestable {yranny, found none to

rebuke, or to forbid it. 'What sort of liberty is it whose chosen city is a

slave-market P—and what that freedom, which permits ihe_ bravado

izelspllert:,g:e oé' a slave-trading aristocraey to lord it in the very halls of her
gislation

‘We passed up the street which led by the Capitol, and presently
arrived ai- the establishment of Suvage, Brothers and Co., our new mas-
ters. Half an acre of ground, more or less, was enclosed with a wall
some twelve feet high, well armed at the top with iron spikes and pieces
of broken botiles. 1In the centre of the enclosure was a low brick
building of no great size, with a few narrow grated windows, and a stout
door, well secured with bars and padlocks. 'This was the establishment
used by Messrs. Savage, Brothers and Co. as a warchouse, in which
they stowed away such slaves as they purchased from time to time, in
the neighbouring country, to be kept till they were ready 1o seud them
off in droves, or to sh}ﬁ them to the south. In common with all the
slave-hunting gentry, Messrs. Suvage, Brothers, and Co. had the free use
of the city prison; but this was not large enough for the scalo on which
th? carried on operations ; so they had built a prison of their own. It was
under the management of a regular gaoler, and was very much like any
other gaol. 'The slaves were allowed the hberty of the yard during the
day-timo ; but at sunset they were all locked up B:'omlscuously in the

rison. 'This was small, and ill-veutiluted ; and the number that was

orced into it was sometimes very &rreut. While I was confined there
the heat and stench were often intolerable; and many a morning I came
out of it with a burning thirst and a high fever. .

The states of Maryland and Virginia claim the honour of having
exerted themselves for the abolition of the African slave-trade. It is
true thoy were favourable to thut measure,—and_they had good reasons
of their own for being so. They gained the credit of humanity by the
same vote that secured them the monopoly of a domestic trade in slaves,
which bids fair to rival any traflic ever prosecuted on the coast of Africa.
The African traftic they have declared to be piracy, while the domestic
slave-trade flourishes in the heart of their own territories, a just, legal,
and honourable commerce! . .

The district of Colombia, which includes the city of Washington, and
which is situated between the two states above mentioned, has become,
from the convenience of its situation, and other circumnstances, the
centre of these slnve-tmdmf operations,—an honour which it shares
however, with Richmond and Baltimore,jthe chief towns of Virginia and
Maryland. The lands of these two states have been exhausted by a
miserable and inefficient system of cultivation, such as ever prevails
where farms are large and the labourcrs enslaved. Their produce is the
same with the uctions of several of the free states north and west-
of them ; and they are overy day sinking faster and faster under the
competition of free labour, to which they are_exposed.

any a Vlrgll)mn.n lanter can only bring his revenue even with his
expenditures, by selling every year a slave or two. This practioe,
jocularly, buf at the same timo significantly known as “eating a negro"

Slavery, however, is still tolerated within the district of Columbia, which includes
the city of Washington, over which Congress has an exclusive right of legislation.
It is to be hoped that the people of the free States will not be deterred by the
insolent and ferocious spirit of the slave-holders from doing themselves the justice
10 abolish fiavery wherever it is within their power.—Ebp.
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—a phrase worthy of slave-holding humanity—is becoming every day
morg and more common. A very large number of planters have ceased
10 raise crops with the _expectation of profit. Thoy endeavonr to make
the produce of their lands pay their current expenses; but all their
hopes of gain are confined to the husiness of raising slaves for the
southern market; and that market is as regularly supplied with slaves
from Virginia as with mules and horses from Kentucky. L

But the slave-trade in America, as well as in Africa, carries with it
the curse of depopulation: and, together with the emigration which is
constantly going on, has alrcady unpeopled great tracts of country in tho
lower part of Virginia, and is fast restoring the first seats of Anglo-
American population to ail their original wildness and solitude.
Whole counties almost are grown up in useless and impenetrable
thlilclicts, already retenanted by deer and other wild game, their original
inhabitants, .

CHAPTER XVII.

We were driven into the prison-yard, through a stout gale well
stndded with iron nails. The heavy padlocks of the prison-door were
unfastened, and we were thrust in, without further ceremony. A faint
glimmer of moonlight stole in at the narrow and grated wimdows of the

rison ; bul it was some time before I was able to distinguish one object:
]l?rom another. When at length my eyes had accommodated themselves
to the faintness of the light, I found myself crowded into the midst of
erhaps a hundred human beings,—most of them young men and women
E;etwgen the ages of eighteen and twenty-five,~closely packed on the
are floor.

A considerable number started up at our entrance, and began to
crowd about us, and to inquire who we were, and whence we came.
They seemed gfad. of anything to break the monotony of their confine-
ment. But wearied and fatigued, we were in no humour for talking;
and sinking down upon the floor of our prison, notwithstanding
poisonous stench, and the confined and impure atmosphere, we were
soon buried in profound slumbers. Sleep is the dearest solace of the
wretched ; and there is this sweet touch of mercy in it, that it ever closes
the eyes of the oppressed, more willingly than those of the oppressor. I
hardly think that any member of the firm of Savage, Brothers, and Co.
slept so §o;1_ndly that night, as did the most unquiet of their newly pur-

victims,

Day came—the prison-door was unlocked, and we were let out into
thoe inclosure about it. The scanty allowance of corn-bread which the
genunousne&s of our wealthy but economical masters allowed us, was

oled out to each. My meal finished, I sat down upon the ground, and
observed the scene about me. With a few exceptions, the prisoners
were collected in_groups, some containing two or three, and others &
much larger number. e men were more numerous than the women,
though the females had reccived a considerable addition from our s
The acquaintance of these new comers was eagerly sought for, and they

" were constantly receiving solicitations to enter into temporary unions,

last while the parties remained together. Most of the women whom
we found in the prison had already t%rmed connections of this sert. o
These courtships, if so they should be called, were still going on, when
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a tall young fellow, with a very quizzical face, produced a three-stringed
fiddle, and after preluding for a few moments, struck up a lively tune.
The sound of the music soon drew a large group about him, who pro-
vided themseclves with purtners and began a dance. As the fiddler
warmed to his business, ho ({ﬂayod faster and faster; and the dancers,
amidst laughs and shouts and boisterous merriment, did their best to keep
up with the tune.

It is thus that men, whenever their natural sources of enjoyment fail
them, betake themselves to artificial excitements. Too often, we sing
and (iamm, not because we are merry, but in the hope to become so;
and merriment itself is seldomer the expression and the evidence of plea~
sure, than the disguise of weariness and pain, the hollow echo of an

ng heart.

But the entire company did not join the dancers. As it happened, it
was Sunday; snd a part of them scemed o entertam conscientious
scruples about dancing on that, and for aught I know, upon any other
day. The more sober part of the company gradually collected together
in the oppousite corner of the prison-yard; and a sedatc young man,
with a handsome and intelligent face, mounted upon the head of an
emli{ty barrel which happened to be standing there, and taking a2 hymn-
book from his %cket, struck up a Methodist psalm. His voice was sweeb
and clear, and his sinring far from disagreeable. He was soon joined
by several others; and as the chorus swelled, the sound of the ody

ost drowned the scraping of the fiddle and the laughter of the
dancers. I observed, too, that several of the dancing party cast their
ayes from time to time wistfully towards the singers; and before the
psalm was half finished several of the females had stolen softly away,
and mingled in the group collected about the preachcr. 'The singin
being ended, he began to pray. His hands were clasped and raised, an
he spoke with a ready fluency and a natural earnestness and unction
not always heard from u regular clergyman ina cushioned pulpit. Tears
ran down many a face, and sighs and groans almost drowned the voice
of the speaker. These perhaps were mere practised responses, as artifi-
oial and as little sincere as the drawl of the parish clerk in the English
ehurch service. And yet in some cases they had every appearance of
being genuine bursts of natural feeling,~—an involuntary tribute to the
eloyunence and fervour of the speaker,

laext followed the exhortation. The text was from Job: and the
preacher began upon the trite subject of E:icnpe_. But like all ignorant
and illiterate speakers, he soon, deserted his original topic, and ran on
from one thing to another with very little of method or connection.
Now and then some sparks of sense were struck out; but they were

dily quenched in a flood of absurdity. It wasa strange farrago;
but it was delivered with a volubility, an earnestness, and a force, which
B’rzthwed a strong effect upon the hearers. It was not long before he -

worked them up to a pitch of excitement which far surpassed that
of the dancers in the opposite corner. Indeed, the dancing group grew
thinner and ihinner, and the squeak of the fiddle sounded weaker and
weaker, till gt last the fiddler threw down his instrument, and with his
remaining erents_hastened to swell the audience of a performer
whose powers so much out-matched his own.

As the sermon proceeded, the groans and cries of mercy and amen
grew louder and more frequent, and several, overcome by their feelin
or wishing, or affecting to be 50, fell flat upon the ground, and screame

,ond shaated as if they were ﬁ1});:55&@11«9«1 l')‘{‘e\.ril spirits, So strong was the
contagion, and so powerful the sympathetic infectiousness of this spiri-
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tusal intoxication, that I, a mere looker-on, felt a strong impulse to rush
among the crowd, and to shriek and shout with the rest. The parox-
ysm was now at its height, and the speaker was almost exhuusied by
his vehement gesticulation, when, stamping his foot with more than
common energy, he burst in the head of the barrel and tumbled head-
long among his auditors. . X
'Iﬁ.\is unlucky accident instantly converted the cries and groans of his
hearers into shouts of irrepressible langhter, and they seemed to pass all
at once from a state of the utmost terror and solemnity into outrageous
and uncontrollable merriment. The fiddler crept out from amidst the
hurly-burly, caught up his fiddle, and struck up a lgve}i' air,—TI forget
the name of it, but I recdllect very well that it contained some allusion
to the disaster of his rival. The dance was renewed, while the preacher,
with a few of his more attached hearers, slunk away mortified and dis-
heartened, The dancers grew more beisterous, and the fiddler g]ayed
his best, till at last the party had fairly tired themselves out, and were
100 much exhausted to keep it up any longer. . X
Men born and bred in slavery are not men, but children ; their facul-
ties arc never permitted to unfold themselves, and it is the aim of their
masters, and the necessary effect of their condition, to keep them in a
state of perpetual imbecility. 'I'yranny is ever hostile to every species
of mental development, for a state of ignorance involves of necessity a
slate of degradation and of helplessness. i
I soon made myself acquainied with a number of my fellow-prisoners,
and entered into conversation with them. Some of them had been in
the jail a fortnight, and others longer. I presently discovered that they
considered their confinement as a sort of holiday. They had nothing to
do; and not to be compelled to work seemed for them the supreme 1dea
of happiness. As to mJ: confined within the walls of a prison, they
had the liberty of the yard, and it was just as agreeable being shut up
within four brick walls as to be prisoner on a plantation, forbidden to
0 beyond the line of its zig-zag fences. Then they had no overseer to
ﬁnmas them, and nothing to do but to dance and sleep ; nothing was
wanied but a little whiskey, and even that was not always wanting.
They seemed anxious to drown all memory of the past and all dread of

ghﬁ { 2ture, and to bask without concern in the sunshine of their present
elicity.

CHAPTER XVIIIL

T HAD been in the jail ten days or a fortnight, when Messrs. Savage,
Brothers, and Co,, selected from among their chattels a cargo of slaves
for the Charleston market. I was one of the number, and with some
fifty others was loaded on board a small vessel bound for that port. The
captain’s name was Jonathan Osborne ; he was a citizen of Boston, and
the vessel, the brig Two Sallys, belonged to that port, and was the pro-
perty of a rich and respectable merchant. .

The people of the northern states of the American Union talk finely
upon the subject of slavery, and express a very proper indignation ab its
horrors; yet while the African slave-trade was permitted their mer-
chants carried it on, and these same merchants do not always refuse to

cmploy their vessels in the domestic slave-trade, a traflic not one iot
less base and detestable. Tioteona 108,
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Northern statesmen have permitted slavery where no constitutional
objections prevented them from abolishing it ; the courts and lawyers of
the north scrupulously fulfil to the utmost letter, the constitutional
obligation to restore to ihe southern master the victim who has escaped
hlsgas% and fled to the “ frec states,” in the vain hope of protection ;
whilst the whole north looks calmly on,and tamely suffers the southern
slave-holders to violate all the provisions of that same constitution, and
to imprison, torture, and put to death, the citizens of the north without

udge or jury, whenever they imagine that such severities can contri-
ute in the slightest degree to the sccurily of their slave-holding
tyranny. Nay, more; many of the northern aristocrats, in the energy
of their hat of democratical equality, seem almost ready to envy,
while they affect to deplore, the condition of their southern brethren.
And yei the northern states of the union dare to assert that they are
undefiled by the stain of slavery. It isa vain, false boast. They are
sa.g'tug.rs in the wrong. The blood of the glave is on their hands, and is
rifpmg in red and gory drops from the skirts of their ents,
eforc leaving the prison, we werc supplied with handeufis, those
usual badges and emblems of servitude, and having reached the wharf,
we were crammed together into tho hold of the vessel, so close that we
dly room to move, and not rooma cnough either to lie or sit with
comfort. The vessel gol under way soon after we came on board, and
proceeded down the river. Once or twice a-day we were suffered to
come on deck, and to breathe the fresh air for a few minutes; but we
were soon remanded to our dungeon in the hold. The mate of the
vessel seeined to be a good-natured young man, and disposed to render
our condition as comfortable as possible; but the captain was a savage
tyrant, worthy of the business in which he was engaged.

‘We had been on our voyage a day or two, and had already cleared the
river, and were stn.ndlgg own the bay, when 1 became excessively sick.
A burning fever seemed raging in my veins. It was after sunset ; the
hatches were closed down ; and the heat of the narrow hold in which
we were confined, and which was more than half filled up with boxes
and barrels, became intolerable. I knocked against the deck, and
called sloud for air and water. Ii was the mate’s watch. He came

orward to ascertain what was the matter, and bade the men unfasten
the halches and lift me upon deck. Isnatched the basin of water which
he gave me, and though brackish and warw, it seemned to my feverish
taste the most delicious of drinks. 1 drained it to the bottom and called
for more; but the mate, who feared dperl_m.ps, that excessive drinking
might aggravate my disorder, refused this request. I wanted air as
much as water. This he did not refuse me; and I was lying on the
deck, imbibing al cvery pore the cool breeze of the evening, when the
captain came up the companion-way. .
© no rooner saw the hatches off, and me lying on the deck, than he
stepped up_to his mate, with a clenched fist, and a face distorted with
passion, and addressed him with “How dare you, sir, take off the hatches
after sundown, without my orders ?*

The mate attempted an n.pologg, and began with saying that I was
taken suddenly sick, and had called for assigtance ; but without waiting
to hear him out, the brutal captain rushed by, and hitting me a kick,
precipitated me headlong into the hold, upon the heads of my com-

anions, Without stopping to inquire whether or not my neck was

roken, he bade his men replace and secure the haiches. TLuckily I

sustainegl but little injury ; though I came within an inch of having mx
“skull broken against one of the beams, The water I had drank, an
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{)l(ﬁ b:rml air T had breathed, abated my fever, and I soon began to grow

In the course of the next day, we Passed the capes of the Chesaﬁ)eake,
and entered the great Atlantic. "We stood to the southward and east-
, and were making rapid way, when it came on to blow a furious
gale. Tho tossing and pitching of the ship was terriblo indeed to us
poor prisoners confined in the dark hold, and expecting, at every burst
of thunder, that the vessel was breaking in pieces. The storm continued
to increase. The noise and tumult on deck, thie creaking of the rigging,
the cries of the seamen, and the sound of cracking spars and splitting
canvas, added to our terror. Pretty soon we found that the hold was
filling with water, and an alarm was given that the vessel had sprung
aleak. The hatches were opened, and we were called on deck. Our
handcuffs were knocked off, and we were set to work at the pumps.

I could not tell whether it were night or morning; for the gale had
now lasted a good while, and since it n, we had not<dbeen suffered to
come on deck. However it was not mta.lfy dark. A dim and horrid

limmer, just sufficient o betray our situation, and more terrible per-
ﬁaps than total darkness, was hovering over the ocean. At a distance,
the huge black waves, crested with pale blue foam, secmed to move on
like monsters of the decp; nor when nearer did tfley lose any of their
terrors. Now we sunk into a horrid f;ulf; between two watery preci-
gices, which swelled on either side, black and frowning, and ready to

evour us: and now, lifted on the top of a lofty wave, we viewed all
around, a wild and fearful waste of dark and stormy waters. Il wasa
terrible sight for one who had never scen the sea before; and as I
upon it, half stupified with terror, little did 1 think that this same fierce
and raging element was to prove fiereafter my best and surest {riend.

The brig was almost a total wreck. Her foremast was gone by the
board, and she was lying-to on the starboard tack, under a close-reefed
main-top-sail. Theso are terms which at that time I had never heard.
It was long afterwards that I learned to use them. But the whole
%ene remains as distinct upon my memory as if it had been painted

ere, .

Notwithstanding all our efforts, the leak gained upon us; and the
caplain soon made up his mind that it would be impossible to keep the
vessel afloat. Accordingly, he made his preparations for quitting her.
He and his mates were armed with swords and pistols ; and cutia.sses
were put into the hands of two or three of the crew. The long boat
had been washod overboard ; but they had succeeded in securing the
jolly boat, which they now lowered away and dropped into the water,
under the vessel’s lee. The crew were already embarking, before we
well understood what theg wereabout ; butassoon as we comprehended
that they were going to desert the ship, we rushed franticly forward,
and demanded to be taken on board. This they had expected, and they
were prepared for it.  Three or four pistol shots were fired among us,
and several of us were severely wounded by the sailors’ cutlasses. At
the same time, they cried to us to stand back, and they would take us
on board as soon_as all things were ready. Terrified and confused, we
stood a moment doubting what to do. Whe sailors improved this inter-
val to jump on board,—* Cast off,” shouted the captain,—the seamen
bent to their oars, and the boat was fast quitting the vessel before we
had recovered from our momentary hesitation. .

‘We raised a shout, or rather a scream of terror, at finding ourselves
thus deserted ; and three or four poor wretches, on the impulse of the
moment, sprang into the water, in the hope of reaching the beat. AIl
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but one sunk instantly in the boiling surge; he, a man of herculean
{rame, springtng with all the effort of a _death-struggle, was carried far
beyond the rest, and 1'is1imi1 through the billows, found himself just
beﬁm‘ d the boat. He sirotched out his hand and caught the rudder,
The captain was steering. Iie drew a pistol and fired 1t at the head of
the swimmer. We heard a_scream ahove all the noise of the tempest.
1t was only for a moment; he sunk, and we saw him no more.

It is impossible to convey any adequate idea of the terror and
confusion which now prevailed on board. The women, now screaming,
now praying, were frantic with fear. Four or five ;Joor fellows lay
about the deck bleeding and desperately wounded. Death seemed to
ride upon the storm, and to summon his victims. The vessel stilf lay
with her head to windward ; but the spray dashed over her continually,
and cvery now and then she shipped a sen, which set the decks afloat,
and drenched us in salt water. It occurred to me, that unless the
&?mps were kept going, the vessel would soon fill and carry us to the

ttom. I called about me such of the inen as seemed to be most in
their senses, and endeavoured to explain to them our situation; but
they were stupified with terror, and would not, or could not, under-
stand me. As a last resource, T rushed forward, crying--*“Pump, my
hearties, ﬁump, for your lives!” Thix was the phrase which the cap-
tain and his mates had continually repeated, as they stood over us and
directed our labour. T.e poor creatures seemed to obey, as if instinc-
tively, this voice of command. They collected about me and began to
work the pumps. 1f it had no other good effect, at least 1t served to
call off our attention from the horrors with which we were surrounded.
‘We plied our work till one of the pumps was broken, and the other
choked and rendered useless. By this time the storm had abated, and
the vessel, notwithstanding all our fears to the contrary, still rode the

wayes.

It grew lighter by degrees. Presently, the clouds began to break
away, and to drive in huge, misly masses along the sky. Occasionally
the sun broke out; and, after a considerable dispute whether it were
rising or setting, we concluded it must be some four or five hours past
sun

Trise.

As soon as the women had recovered from the first paroxysm of their
terror, they gave such care as t~he(f could to the poor sufferers, who had
been wounded. They had bound up their wounds, and had collected
them together on the quarter-deck. One poor fellow, who had been shot
through the body with & pistol-ball, was much worse hurt than the
others. His wife was su portinglhls head on her ln.}i;la.nd was trying to
mvent the pitching of the vessel from aggravating his sufferings. ghe

been standing by him, or rather clinging to him, at the moment he
was wounded. She had caught him in her arms as he fell, had d J

im from the press, and from that moment seemed to forget all the
horrors of our situation, in her incessant efforts to soothe his pains. Her
affectionate care had proved of little avail. The str%& e was now almost
over. In a little while he expired in her arms. en she found that
he was dead, her grief, which she had controlled and suppressed so long,
burst forth in all its energy. Her female companions gathered about
her; but the poor woman was beyond the reach of consolation. .

e of us now ventured below, and took the liberty of overha.uhn%
the steward’s stores. Everything was more or less damaged with sal
water; but we lighted u&on a cask or two of bread, which was tolerably

and which sufficed fo furnish us a sumptuous repast.
« We had not finished it before we discovered a vessel standing towards
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us. As she approached, we waved fragments of the tattered sails, and
shouted for assistance. Having run down pretty near us, she hove to,
and sent a boat on board. When the boat’s crew had mounted over the
brig’s side, they seemed utterly amazed at the scene which her decks
presented. I stepped forward, and explained to the officer the nature of
our situation ; that we were a cargo of slaves bound from Washington
to Charleston, and that the vessel and her lading had been deserted by
the crew; that contrary to every expectation, we had succeeded in
keopin lher atloat, but that the pumps were out of order and she was
n filling,

z"Eﬁ‘!l.‘lhe matg hastened back to his own_ship, and soon returned with the
captain and the carpenter. After examiningand consulting tnﬁether, they
determined to put a part of their own crew on board the brig, and to
navigate her into Norfolk, to which port they were bound, and which
was the nearest harbour, The carpenter was put to work stopping her
leaks and repairing her pumps. Her new crew set up @ jury forem:
out of such materials as they found on board. Sho was soon in suiling
order, and they shook the reefs out of her maintopsail and put her
before the wind.,

The vessel which had rescued us was the “ Arethusa,” of New York,
Charles Parker, master; and lest we might need assistance, she slack-
ened sail and kept us company. Before night wo made the land, and a

ilot came on board. The next morning we entered the harbour of
orfolk. The vessel had scarcely touched the wharf, beforo we were
hurried away, and locked up in the city gaol for safe kecping.

CHAPTER XIX.

‘WE remained in gaol some three weeks before anybody condescend

to inform us why we were kept there, or what was to become of us. We
now learned that Captain Parker and his crew had libelled the Two
Sallys and her cargo for salvage, and ihat the court had ordered the
libelled property to be sold at auction, for the joint benefit of the
owners and salvors. This was all Greek to us. I had not the most
distant idea what was meant by “libelling for salvage,” and I hard]i
think that any of the others understood it better than I. Nobody too
the trouble to ex)i»la.in it to us; it was enough for us to understand that
we were to be sold ; the why and the wherecfore, it was thought of no
consequence for slaves to know.
.. As 1 had already been twice sold at public auction, the thing had lost
its interest and its novelty. I was tired of the confinement of the
prison; and as I knew that I must be sold at last, I was as roady to take
my chance now as ever. .

e salo was much like other sales of slaves, There was only one cir-
cumstance about it that seemed worthy of particular notice. The
wounded men, though they were not yet cured, indeed two of the four
were hardly thought out of danger, were to be sold among the rest.
“ Damaged articles,” the auctioneer observed, “ which he was willing
to dispose of at a great discount.” The four were offered in one lot,—
* Like so many broken frying-pans,” said one of the spectators; “ but for
my part I have no fancy for speculating, either in broken frying-pans,
wounded elaves, or sick horses.” A physician who was present was
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advised to purchase. “If thez)should happon to die,” said his adviser,
* they would be quite useless fo anybody else, but you might find some
use for their dead bodies.” Various other jests equallg rilliant and
pointed were thrown out by others of the com , and were received
with shouts of lau%hter that, contrasted a little harshly with the sad
woe-begone faces and low mouns of the wounded men, who were brought
to the place of sale on little pallets, and who lay upon the ground the very
pictures of sickness and distress. .

This jocular humour had reached a high pitch, when it was rather
suddenly checked by a tall fine-looking man, who had more the air and
manners of a gentleman than the greater part of the company. He oh-
served, with a tone and a look of some severity, that, in his opinion, sell-
ing men upon_their deathbeds was no laughing matter. He imme-
diately made a bid quite beyond anything that had been offered, and the
auctioncer pronounced him to be the purchaser. I hoped this same
gentleman might have Eurohased me also; bui as soon as he had given
some directions about the removal of the wounded men, he left the

lace of sale. Perhaps I had no reason to regret it. This gentleman,

lor n.u‘f‘l:t I could tell, had acted as a hundred other slave-buyers might
have done, from a momentary impulse of humanity, which disgusted
him, it is true, with the brutality of the rest of the company, but which
in all likelihood was neither strong nor sicady enough to reunder his
treatment of his servants much different from that of his neighbours.
Such tempom{ fits o humanity and good nature are occasionally folt
by everybody; but they are no guarantee whatever against an habitual
dxsreggrd of the rights and feelings of those who are not allowed to pro-
teot themselves, and who are protected neither by the laws nor by public
opinion.
. I was purchased by an agent, of Mr. James Carleton, of Carlelon Hall,
in one of the northern counties of North Carolina, and was presently
sent off, with two or three of my companions, for the plantation of our
new master.

After a journey of four or five days we arrived at Carleton Hall. It
was like the residences of so many other American planters, 2 mean
house, with no great signs about it either of ornamont or comfort. At
a short distance from the house was the scrvants’ quarter, a miserable
collection of ruinous cabins, crowded together without any order, and
almost conocealed in the vigorous growth of weeds that sprung up around
and umong them. L

Soon afler our arrival we were carried into the presence of our new
master, who examined us one by one, and inquired into our several
capabilities. Having learned that I had been raised a house-servan
and being pleased, as he said, with my manners and appearance, he tol
me he would take me into the house to supply the place of his man John,
who had become so confirmed a drunkard that he had been obliged to
turn him into the field. . .

1 'was woll enough ﬁ)leased with this arrangemont; for, in general,
those slaves who are house-servants are infinitely better off than those
who are employed in field labour. They arc better fed, and better
clothed, and tHeir work is much lighter. They are sure of the crumbs

, that fall from their master’s table; and us the master’s eyes and those of
.his guests would be offended by a display of dirt and rags in the dining-
room, house-servants are comfortably clothed, not so much, it is true, on
their own account as for the gratification of their owner’s vanity. Asit
is s matter of ostentation to have a house full of servants, the labour

. becomes light when divided among so many. Sufficient food, comfort-

<
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able clothing, and light work, are not to be despised; but the circum-
stance which principally contributes to muke the condition of the house-
servant more tolerable than ihat of the field hand is of a diffcrent de-
scription.  Men, and especially women and children, cannot have any-
thing much about them, be 1t a dog, a cat, or cven a slave, without
insensibly contracting some interest in it and regard for it.; and it thus
happeus that a family servant often_beoomes quito a favourite, and is at
length regarded with a feeling that bears some faint and distant resem-
blance to family affection.

This is the most tolerable—in fact, the oniy tolerable point of view—
in which slavery can be made to present itself; and it has been, by
steadily fixing their eyes on o few cases of this sort, und as steadily
closing them to all its intrinsic horrors and enormities, that some bold
gophists have mustered courage to make the eulogium of slavery.

g‘ct this best condition of a slave,—~that 1 mean of a household ser-
vant,—is often almost too miserable for endurance. Ifehere are kind
masters and good-natured mistresses, it happens too frequently that the
master is a capricious tyrant and the mistress a fretful scold. § The poor
servant is exposed, every hour of his life, to a course of harsh rebukes
and peevish chidings, which are always threatening to end in the torture
of the lash, and which to a person of any spirit or sensibility are more
annoying than even the lash itself. And all this is without hope or
chance of remedy. The master and the mistress indulge their bad
humour without restraint. No fear of “ warning * puts any curb upon
them. The slave is theirs; and they can treat him as they please, I])ge
cannot help himself, and there is no one to help him.

Mr. Carleton, while Lie entertained most of the notions of his brother-

lanters, differed from the greater part of them in one striking particu-
ar. Heo was a zealous Presbyterian, and very warm and carnest in the
cause of religion. Had any one told him {hat to hold men in slavery
was a_high-handed offence st rcligion and morality, what would
have been hisanswer? Would his heart have responded to the truth
of a sentiment xo congenial 10 every more gencrous emotion and better
feeling ? I am much afraid it would not. I fear he would have an-
swered much like those of his brother-slaveholders who made no pre-
tensions whatever to peculiar piety. With a secret consciousness of his
oriminality, but with a fixed determination never to admit it, he would
have worked himself into a violent passion ; talked of the “sacred rights
of properly,”—more sacred in a slaveholder’s estimation than either
liberty or justice ; and declaimed against impertinent interference in
the affairs of other people,~a topic, by the way, which is very seldom
mpcl:{msnsted upon, except by those whose affairs will hardly bear exa-
mination.

Mr. Carleton,though a zealous Presbyterian, had, as I have said, most
of the feelings and notions of his brother-planters. It thus happened
that his character, his conversation, and his conduct were full of strange
contrasts, and were for ever presenting an odd, incongruous mixture of
the bully and the puritan. 1 use the word bully for wani of a better,
not exactly in its most vulgar sense, but iniending to signify by it a
certain spirit of bravado and violence, & disposition to settle every dis-
puted point by the pistol, so common, I might almost say universal, in
the southern States of America. r. Carleton, wilh all his piety,
talked as familiarly of shooting people as if he fad been a profesaed

assassin.
As 1 had the honour of waiting upon Mr. Carleton’s table, and the plea-
sure and advantage of listening every day to his conversation, I seon came_



[ THE WHITE BLAVE,

to understand his character perfectly,—as perfectly ab least as it was
gible for anybody to understand so very inconsistent a character. He h
family ers, night and morning, with the most punctilious regularity.
He ra;;:?long and fervently, and on his bended knecs. He was par=
ticular 5 earnest in his petitions for the universal spread of the goe&gl‘i
ed most devoutly that as_all men were creatures of the same
they might speedily become children of the same faith. Yet net only
the plantation slaves were never invited to join in this family worship,
but even the house-servants were excluded. ~The door was shut, and a
ﬂ:.::::rlly moment when the devoul Mr, Carleton professed to prostrute
hi in the dust before his Creator he felt too strongly the sense of
his own superiority to permit even his household servants to participate
in his devotions ! . .

Bul for all this Mr. Carleton evidently had the cause of religion very
much at heart, and seemed ready to spend and be spent in the service.
Therc were very few clergymen In the part of the country in which he

ided, and his zeal frequently led him to supxly the gap, by acting as
an exhorter. Indeced, there was scarcely a Sunday that he did not hold
forth somewhere in the neighbourhood. 'Within ten miles of Carleton
Hall, in different directions, there were ax many as three churches,—
wretched, ruinous, little buildings, that lookod more like deserted barns
than places of public worslnﬁ._ All of those Mr. Carleton had caused to
be repaired, principally at his own expense, and in each of them he
preached occasionally. But he did not consider & church as indispens-
sble to an’ exhortation. During the summer he frequently held meet-
inge in some shady grove, or by the side of some cool spring, and in the
winter sometimes in his own house, and sometimes in the houses of his
neighbours; he was generally mﬁy sure of a considerablo audience.
That part of the country was lfv inhabited, and the peo%lc had but
few amusements; they were glad of any occasion of assembling toge-
ther, and seemed to care very little whether it were a preaching or a
frolic. Besides, Mr. Carloton was really an ugrecable speuker; and the
earnestness and vehemence of his manner were well caloulated to at-
tract an audience. i .

A very considerable proportion of his hearcrs were slaves, for though
he did not judge it expedient to allow them to become partakers in his
private devotions, he had no objection to their swelling his audience,
and givine a sort of éclat to his public performances. Indeed, towards
the ond of his discourses he would often condescend to introduce a few
sentences for their particular benefit. The change which took place in
his manner when he came to that part of his sermon was sufficiently
obvious. The phrase * dear brethren,” which in the earlier part of it
he was for ever repeating, was now suddenly dropped ; the preacher as~
sumed a condescen dmg, patronizing air, and })riefg? and dn}11y informed
those of his heare whom God had appointed to be servants,” that
their only hope of salvation was in patience, obedicnee, submission, dili-
gence, and subordination. He warned them earnestly against thievin
and lying, their “easily besetting sins;” and enforced at some 1engtﬁ
the great wickedness and folly of being disconiented with their condi«
tion. All this was applauded by the masters as very orthodox doctrine,
and _v%?r proper to be preached to servants; the servants themselves
received it with an outward submission, to which their hearts gave the
lie. Nor is it very strange, considering the doctrines which he preached
1o them, that the greater part of Mr. Carleton’s converts among the
slaves were hypooritical fellows, who made their religion a cloak for

Jheir ropuery, There was in fact much truth in the observation of one
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of Mr. Carleton’s neighbours, that most of the slaves in that part of the
country had mno religion at all, and that those who pretended to have
any were worse than the othors. Aud how could it be otherwise, when
in the venerable name of religion they had E_remhod to them a doctrine
of double-distilled tyranny—a doctrine which, not conteut with now
aud then a human vietim, demanded the perpef.ual sacrifice of one-half
the entire community? . .

Alas, Christianity! What does it avail,—thy concern for the poor,
thy tenderness for the oppressed, thy system of fraternal love and affec-
tion! The serpent knows how to suck poison from the harmless nature
of the dove. The tyrants of every age and country have succeeded in
prostituting Christianity into an instrament of their crimes, a terror to
their victims, and an apology for their oppressions! Nor have they ever
wanted time-serving priests and lying prophets 1o applaud, encourage,
and sustain them ! . . i

However little the slaves might relish Mr. Carleton’s doctrines,—of
which, indeed, their own_hearis instinctively made the refutation,—they
were very fond of attending upon s performances. It was some relief
to the eternal monotony of their lives; und it gave them an opportunity
of getting together after the meeting was over, and having a frolicamong
themsolves. This recreation which 1t afforded 1o the servants was, in
my opinion, the best effect of Mr. Carleton’s labours; though certain
gentlemen, who dreaded cvery asscmbly of slaves as a source of
content and conspiracy. were very earnest in the condemnation of his
mestings, under the hypocritical pretence of being shocked at the
violations of the Sabbath, of which they furnisbed the occasion !

Mr. Carleton was president of a Bible Society. and wax very anxious
and earnest about the universal difusion of ihe Bible. I soon found out,
however, that besides myself, there was not a single slave on his plantation,
nor, indeed, in all the neighbourhood, who knew how to read : and what
was more, 1 learned that Mr. Carleton was extremely unwilling to have
any of them taught.

There is eonnccted with this subject a point of view, in which the
systoem of domestic slavery that prevails in America e;:ilibﬂgt itself as
out-braving all other tyraunies, and betraying a demoniao spirit almost
too_horrid to be thought of. Mr. Carleton believed, and the immense
majority of his fellow-countrymen helieve also, that the Bible contains a
reyelation from God, of things essential to man’s eternal welfare. In
this heliof, and animated by a lofty spirit of philanthropy, they have
formed societies,—and of one of these Mr. Carleton was president,—and
contributo_their money,—as Mr. Curleton did very liberally,—to dis-
seminate the Bible through the world, and to put this divine and uu-
erring guide into the possession of every family.” But while they are so
zealous to_confer this inestimable treasure wpon all the world beside,
they sternly withhold it from those, of whom the law has made them
the sole guardians. 'They withhold it from their slaves, of whom, to use
their own favourite phrase, God has appointed them the natural pro-
tectors ; and in so doing, by their own confession, they voluntarily and
knowingly cxpose those slaves to the danger of eternal punishment ! To
this awful danger they voluntarily and knowingly cxpose them, lest,
should they learn to read, they might learn, nt the same time, their
own rights and the means of enforcing them. . .

‘What outrage :Hon humanity was ever equal to this? Other tyrannies
have proceeded all lengths against man’s temporal happiness, and in
support of their evil dominion have hazarded every extreme of tempo-
rayy cruelty ; bul what other tymznt,s are recorded m'nll the world’se

¥
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history, who hayve openly and publicly confessed that they prefer to
expose their victims 1o the imminent danger of eternal misery, rather
than impart a degree of instruction which might; by possibility, endan
their own unjust and usurped authority ? Can any one calmly consider
the cool disbolism of this avowal, and believe it is men who make it ?
Men, too, who seem in other matters not destitute of the common feelings
of good-will; men who talk about liberty, virtue, and religion, and who
speak even of justice and humanity ! .

‘Were I inclined to superstition, I should belicve they were not men,
but rather demons incarnate :—evil Sgll‘lfﬁ who had assumed the human
shape, and who falsely put on a semblance of human feelings, in order
the more secretly and securely to prosecute their grand conspiracy
against mankind. 1 should belicve so, did I not know that the love of
social superiority, that very impulse of the human beart, which is the
main-spring of civilization and the chiel sourcc of all human improve-
ment, 18 able, when suffered to work on, unconirolled by other more
generous emotions, to corrupt man’s whole nature, and to drive himn to
acts the most horrid and detestable. When to the corruptest form of
this fierce passion is joined a base fear, al ouce cowardly and cruel, what
wonder that man becomes u creature to be scorned and hated ? o be
pitied rather ; the maniac can hardly be held accountable for the enor-
mities to which his madness prompts him, even though that madness be
self-created. ; : .

However diabolical the tyranny may be estecmed, which, to secure its
usurped authority, is ready to sacrifice both the tempomi and eternal
ha(]i)pmess of ils victimy, it is no_doubt well adapted to accomplish the
end at which it aims ;—na.meljy its own perpetuation. , But it 1s neces-
sary to go one stop further. 'L'he slave-holders ought to recollect, that
all knowledge is dangcrous, and that it is impossible to give the slaves
any instruction in Christianity without imparting to them some danger-
ous ideas. It matters not that the law prohibits the teaching them to
read. Oral instruction is as dangerous as written ; and the catechism is
nothing but a Bible in disguise. _ Let them go on then, and bring their
work to a glorious completion. Let them prohibit at once all religions
instruction. "They must come to this at last. Let mo tell them that the
time is past, in which Mr. Carleton’s doctrine of passive obedience is all
that a religious teacher has to utter. There is another spirit abroad ;
and that spirit will penetrate wherever religious instruction opens the
way for it. Now-a-day, it is impossible to_hail the slave as a Christian
brother without first acknowledging his rights as a fellow-man,

CHAPTER XX.

I HAD not been long in Mr. Carleton’s service before I discovered
that a pretty sure way of getting into his good graces was, to be a great
admirer of his religious performances, and a devout attcudant upon such
of them as his servants might attend. There never was a person less
inclined by nature to hypocrisy than gg'sell‘. But craft and cunning

a.phe sole resource of a sluve; and 1 had long ago learned to practise a

usand arls, which, at the same time that I despised them, 1 often

d eﬂremely useful,



TIE WHTITE SLAVE. (]

* For these arts T now had occasion; and I plied my flattery to such
purpose, that I soon gained the good-will of my master, and before long
was duly established in the situation of confidential servant. This was
1 station of very considerable respectability ; and next to the overseer, 1
was decidedly the most consequential person on the place. It was my
duty to attend speciaily upon my master, to ride about with him to
meetings, carry his cloak and Bible, and take caro of his horse; for
among other matters Mr. Carleton was a connoisseur in horses, and he
did not like to trust his to the usual blundering negligence of his
neighbour’s grooms. . )

Pretty soon my master found out my accomplishments of reading and
writing ; for I inadvertently betrayed a secret which I had determined
to keep to myself. At first he did not seem to like it; but as he could
not unlearn e, he soon determined to turn these acquirements of mine
to some account. He had a good deal of writing of one gort or another;
and he set me to work as copier. In my character of secretary, 1 was
often called npon, when my master was busy, to write passes for the
people.! This raised my consequence extremely, and my fellow-servants
soon began to look upon me as second only to “master” himself,

Mr. Carleton was naturally humane and kind-hearted ; and though
his sudden outbreaks of impatience and fretfulness were often vexatious
enough, still if one humoured him they were generally soon over; and
as if he reproached himself for not kee&)inq a better guard upon his
temper, they were often followed by an affability and indulgence greater
than usual.” I soon learned the art of managing him to the best advan-
tage, and every day I rose in his favour. 3

1 had o good deal of leisure; and I found means to employ it both in-
nocently and ni;reenhly. Mr. Carleton had a collection of books very
unusual for a North Carolina planter. This library must have contained
between two and threo hundred volumes, 11 was the admiration of all
the country round, and contributed not a little to give its owner the
character of a great scholar, and a very learned man. My situation of
confidential servant gave me free access to it. The grepter part of the
volumes treated of divinity, but there were some of a more attractive
description ; and I was able to gratily occusionally and by stealth—for I
did not like to be seen reading anything but the Bible—that taste for
knowledge which T had imbibed when a child, and which all the degra-
dations of servitude had not utterly extinguished. All things considered,
I found myself much more agreeably situated than 1 had been at any
time since the death of my first master.

I wish, both for their sakes and his own, that all the rest of Mr. Car-
leton’s slaves had been as well off and as kindly treated as myself. The
house servants, it is true, had nothing to complain of, except, indee
those grievous evils which aro insepara.gb]e from a state of servitude, an
which no tenderness or indulgence on the part of the master can ever
do away. But the plantation hands—some fifty in number—were very
dlﬂerentlmtuated. Mr. Carleton, like a large proportion of American
})hl_lters no knowledge of agriculture, un«? not the sli%‘hjtest taste
or it. _i-lo had never given any attention to the business of his planta-
tion; his youth had been spent in a course of boisterous dissipation, and
since his conversion he had been entirely devoted to the cause of religion.
Of course his planting affairs and all that related to them were wholly in
the hands of his overseer, who was shrewd, plausible, intelligent, and well
acquainted with his business, but a severe taskmaster, bad-tempered, and,
if all reports were true, not very much overburdened with honﬁty. Mr.
‘Warner, for this was the overseer’s name, was enga,ged.on terms whicke
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hewever ruinous to the planter and his plantation, were very common
in Virginia and the Carolinas, Instead of receiving a regular salary in
money, he took a certain proportion of the crop. Of course, il was his
interest to make the largest crop possible, without any regard what-
ever to the means used to make it.  What was it to him though the
iands were exhausted, and the slaves worn out with heavy tasks and
unreasonable labours ?  He owned neither the lands nor the slaves, and
if in ten or twelve years,—and for something like that time he had been
established at Carleton-Hall—he could scourge all their value out of
them, the gain was his, and the loss would be his employer's. This
desirahle consummation he secmed pretty nearly arrived at. The Jands
ab Carleton-Hall were never cultivated, 1t is likely, with any iolerable

; but Mr. Warner had carried the process of exhaustion to its last
extremity. Iicld after fiell had been “turned out,” a8 they call it—
that is, left uneultivated und unfenced, to grow up with broom-sedge
Ino(ég)ommmon bushes, and be grazed by all the cattle of the neighbour-
hood. Year after year new land had heen opened, and exposed to the
same exhausting prooess which had worn out the fields that had been
already abandoned ; till at last there wis no new land left upon the
plantation.

Mr. Warner now began to talk ahout throwing up his employment,
snd it was only by urgent solicitations and a greater proportion of the
diminished produce . hat Mr, Carleton had prevailed upon him to remain
another year.

. But it was not the land only that suffered. The slaves were sub-
jected to a like process of exhanstion ; and what with hard work, insuf-
ficient food, and an irregular and capricious severity, they had become
discontented, sickly, and inefficient. There never was a time that two or
three of them, and sometimes many more, were not runaways, wandering
in the woods ; and hence originated further troublesand fresh severity.

Mr. Carleton had expressly directed that his servants should rececive
on allowance of corn, and especially of meat, which in_ that part of the
world was thought extremely liberal; and I beliove, if the allowance had
been faithfully distributed, the heartiest man upon the place would have
received about half as much meat as was consumed by Mr. Carleton’s
ioun]gest daughter, a little gir] some ten or twelve yearsold. But if

he slaves were worthy of belief, neither Mr. Warner’s scales nor his
measure were very authentio ; and according to their story, so much as
he could {:lunder out of their weekly allowance went to increase his
share in the yearly produce of the plantation.

Once or twice complaints of this sort had been carried to Mr. Carle-
ton, but, withont deigning to examine into them, he had dismissed
them as unworthy of notice. Mr. Warner, he said, was an honest man
and a Christian,—indeed, it was his Christian character that had first
recommended him to his employer; and these scandalous stories were,
only invented out of that spite which slaves always feel against an
overseer who compels them to do their duty. It mig{m beso; I cannot
undertake positively to contradict it. Yet I know that these imputa-
tions upon Mr. Warner’s honesty were not confined to the Xla.ntatxon,
but circulated lfretty freely through the neighbourhood ; and if he was
not a rogu r, Carleton, by an unlimited, unsuspicious, and unwise
confidence, did his hest to make him so. .

‘Whether the slaves were cheated or not of their allowance, there is
nb dispute that they were worked hard und harshly treated. Mr. Car-
leton IIHA ‘took sides with his overseer, and was in the habit of main-

Wg b it was impossible to get along ona plantation without fre-

g



THE 'WHITE SLAVE. n

uent whipping and a good deal of severity ; and yet, as he was naturally
% -natured, 1t %ve h‘izl.;l pain 1o hear of any very flagrant instance of it.

ut he was much from howe, and that kept him ignorant, to & great
degree, of what was going on tﬁem; and for the rest, the overseer waus
anxious to save his feclings, and had issued very strict orders, which he
enforced with merciless severity, that nobody should run to the house
with tales of what was done upon thi&lantmon. By this ingenious
device, though a very_common one, Mr. Warner had everyth 'n¥ in
his own way. 1n fact, Mr. Carleton had as little control over his plan~
t%tion :;.s over any other in the county; and he knew just as little
about i

When my master was a young man, he had betted at horse-races and
gambling-tables, and spent money very freely in a thousand foolish
ways. Since he had grown rcligious he had dropped these expenses, but
he had fallen into others. It was no small sum thaf he spent ever
year upon Bibles, church repairs, and other pious ohjects. lggr §Overs
years liis income fad been diminishing ; but without any corresponding
diminution of his e::]pens . _As a natural consequence, he had become
deeply involved in debt. His overseer had grown rich, while he had
been growing poor.  His lands and slaves were mortgaged, and he began
10 bo plagued by the sherif’s officer. But these perplexitics did not cause
him to_forego hisspiritual labours, which he prosecuted, if possible,
more diligently than before,

I had now being living with him some six or seven months, and was
completely established in his favour, when one Sunday morning we se
off together for aplace ahout eight miles distant, where he had not
preached before, since I had heen in his service. The place appointed
for the meeting was in the opon air. 1t was a.{»lretty place though, and
well adapled 1o the purpose, heing a gentle swell of ground over which
wero thinly scattcred a number of ancieni and wide-spreading oaks.
Their outstretched limbs formed a thick shade, under which there were
neither weeds nor undergrowth, hut something more like a gﬂsﬂy lawn
than is often to bo seen in thal country. Near the top of the rwell
somebody had fixed up some rude benches; and ly supported a.gn.mﬂﬁ
one of the largest trees was a mixshapen little ? atform, with a chair or
iwo upon it, which seemed intended for the pulpit. .

uite a troop of horses, and as many as ten _or {welve carriages, were
collected at the foot of the swell ; and the benches were already ocoupied
by a considerable number of peoplo. The white hearers, however, were
far outnumbered by the sluves, who were scattered about in sroups,
most of them in their Sunday dresses, and many of them very decent-
looking people. A few, however, were miserabl mgFed and dirty ; and
there was quite a number of hall-growg children from the adjoining
plantations, without a rag to hide their nakedness.

My mastor scemed well pleased with the prospoct of so large an
audience. He dismounted at the foot of the hill, if a rise so gentle
deserved the name, and delivered his horse into my charge. I sought
out a convenient place in which {0 tie the horses; and as I knew
the services would not begin immediately, I sauntered about, looking
at the equipages and the company. While I wasoccupied in this way,
a smart carriage drove up. It stopped. A servant jumped from
behind, opened the door and let down the steps. An elderly lady, and
snother about eighteen or iwenty, occupied the back seat. On the
front seat was a woman whom I took to be their maid, though I could
not see her distinctly. Something called off my attention, and I turned
enother way, When I looked again, the two ladies were walking up the



72 THE WHITE SLAVE,

hill and the maid was on the ground, with her back towards me, takin
something {roth the carriage. A moment after, she turned round, an
I knew her. It was Cassy,—it was my wife.

1 sprang forward and caught her in my arms. She recognized me ab
the same moment; and uttering a cry of surprise and pleasurc, she
would have fallen had 1 not supported her. “She recovered herself
directly, and bade me let her go, lor she had been sent back for her
mistress’s fan, and she must make haste and carry it to her. She told
me to_wait, though, for if she could get leave she would come back
again immediately. She tripped up the hill and overtook her mistress.
I could see, by her gestu the eagerness with which she nrged her
request. T4 was granted, and in a moment she was again at my side.
Again I pressed her to my bosom, and again_she returned my embrace.
Once more I folt what it was to be happy. I took her by the hand and
led her to a litfle wood on the op]fosite side of the road. Here wasa
thick young growth, where we could sit screened from observation. We
sat down u;i:m a fallen tree, and while I held her hands fast locked in
mine, we asked and answered a theusand questions.

The first emotions and agitation of our mcetling over, Cassy required
of me o detailed narrative of my adventures siiice our separation. With
what a kindling eye and heaving bosom did she listen to my story; at
every painful meident of it the fast-flowing tears chasing each other
down her cheeks, now pale, now flushed ; at every gleam of ease or
comfort, a iender, joyous, sympathizing smile heaming upon me, breath-
ing new life inlo my soul! You who have loved as we loved,—you who
have parted as we parted, with no hope ever to meet again,—you who
have met as we met, brought together by accident or by Providence,—
Yyou, and only you, may imagine the emotions that swelled my heart as
1 pressed the han , and felt the presence, and basked in the sympathy
of & woman, and a wife, as dear o me, slave though I was, slave though
she was—as dear to me as the wife of his bosom 1s to the proudest free-
man of you all.

My story finished; again Cassy clasped me in her arms, and claimed me
as her husband ; tears, but tears of joy, again fast flowing down her
cheeks. There for a short while she sat, silent, seemmf, a8 if lost in a sort of
reverie, or indeed, almost as if doubting whether all that she had just
heard,—whether the very husband whom she saw before her,—whether
our whole unexpected meecting was anything more than a treacherous

But with a kiss or too I recalled her attention, and made her
understand that I way no less anxious to hear her story than she had
been to hear mine,

CHAPTER XXI.

It seemed to be with the greatest reluctance that the poor girl car-
ried back her recollection to that terrible day which had separated us,
as we then thought, for ever. She hesitated, and seemed half ashamed,
and almost unwilling to speak of what had followed after that separa~
tion. I pitied her; and great as was my curiosity, if my feclings on
that occasion deserve so trifling a name, I could almost have wished her
to pass over the interval in silence. Distressing doubts and dreadful
apprehens&ons crowded u‘pon me, and T almost dreaded to hear her

speak. B tshe‘hxd ber face in my bosom, and murmuring in a voice
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half choked with sobs, “ My husband must know it,” she began her

story.

S?c was already, she told me, more than half dead with fright anl
horror, and the first blow that Colonel Moore strack, beat her senseless
1o the ground. 'When she camo to her scnses, she fonud herself lying
on a bed, in a room which she did not recollect over to hiave seen before.
She rose from the bed as well as her bruises would allow her; for sho
did not move without difficulty. The room was prettily furnished;
the bed was hung with curtains, neat and comfortable; a dressing-table
stood 1 one corner ; and there was all the usual furniture of a lady’s
lﬁgzgnmber, but it was not like any room in the house at Spring-

ow. :

She tried to open the doors, of which there wére two, bul both were
fastened.  She endeavoured to get a peep from the windows, in the hope
that she might know some part of the prospeet. But she could only
discover that the house secmed to be surrounded by trees; for the
windows were guarded on ihe outside by close blinds, which were
fastened in some way she did not understand, so that she could not open
them. This fastening of the doors and windows satisfied her that she
was held a prisoner, and confirmed all her worst suspicions.

As she passed by the dressing-table, she canght a look at the alass.
Her face was deadly pale ; her-hair fell in loose divorder over her shoul-
ders, and looking down she saw stains of blood wpon her dress, but
whether her own or her hushand’s she conld not tell. She sat down on
the bedside ; her head was dizzy and confuscd, and she scarcely knew
whetlier she were awake or dreaming.

Presently one of the doors opened, and a woman entered. It was
Miss Ritty,* as she was called among the servants at Spring-Meadow, a
pretty, dar] -complexioned damsel, who enjoyed at that time the station
and dignity of Colonel Moore's favourite. Cassy’s heart beat hard,
while she heard some one fumbling at the lock. When the door opened
she was glad to sec that 1t was only a woman, and one whom she knew.
She ran towards her, caught her by the hand, and begged her protection.
The girl laughed, and asked what sho was afraid of. Cassy hardly knew
what answer to make. After hesitating a moment, she begged Miss
Ritty to tell her where she was, and what they inlended to do with her.

“It is a fine place you’re in,” was the answer, *“and when master
comeg, you can ask himi what is to be done with you.” This was said
with a snﬁmﬁca.nt titter, which Cassy knew too well how to interpret.

Though Miss Ritty had evaded a direct answer to her inquiry, it now
occurred to her where she must be. This woman, she recoﬂecbe ocel-
pied a small house, the same that once had been inhabited by Cassy's
mother and by mine, at a considerable distance from any other on tho

lantation. 1t was surrounded by a little grove which almost hid it
rom view, and was very seldom visited by any of the servants. Miss
Ritty looked upon herself, and was in fact regarded by the rest of us,
as a person of no littlo consequence; and though she sometimes con-
descended to make visits, she was not often anxious to have them
returned. Cassy, however, had been once or twice at her house. There
were two little rooms in front, into which she was freely admitted ; but
the apartment behind was locked ; and it was whixpered among the
servants, that Colonel Mooro kept the key, so that cven Miss Ritty
herself did not enter it except in Kis company. This perl;mss was mere
scandal ; but Cassy recollected to have noticed that the windows of this

* Henrjetta.
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room were profected against impertinent curiosity by close blinds on
the outside, and she no longer doubted where she was.

She told Miss Ritty as much, and inquired if her mistress knew of
her return.

Miss Ritty could not tell. .

She asked if her mistress had got another maid in her place.

Miss Ritty did not know.

She begged for permission to go and see her mistress; but that, Miss

by said, was mtmmhle. X

She requested that her mistress might be told where she was, and
ihat she wished very much to see her.

Miss Ritty said that she would be glad to ob]i;ie her, but she was not
much in the habit of going to the house,and the last time she was there
Mrs. Moore had spoken to her so spitefully that she was determined
never to go again, unless she wore absolutely obliged to.

Hanngithus exhausted every resource, poor Cassy threw herself upon
the bed, hid her face in the bedclothes, and sought relief in tears.

It was now Miss Ritty’s turn. She patted the poor girl on the shoulder,
bade her not to be down-hearted, and unjocking a bureau which stood
in the room, she took out a dress which she pronounced to be “ m.ightg
hendsome.” She bade Cassy get up and émt it on, for her master woul
be coming presently. This was what Cassy feared; but she hoped, if
she oould not escape the visit, at least to defer it. So she told Miss Ritty
that she was too sick to see a.nybog{i'; she absolutely refused to look at
her dresses, and begged to be allowed to die in peace. Miss Ritty laughed
when she spoke of dying ; yel she seemed a little alarmed at the idea of
it, and inquired what was the matter.

told her that she had seen and suffered enough that day to kill
an y, that her head was sick, and her heart was broken, and the
sooner death camo to her relief the better. She then mustered courage
1o mention my name, and endeavoured to discover what had become of
me, Miss Ritty again shook her head and declared that she could give
no information.

At that moment the door opened, and Colonel Moore came in. He
had a rd and guilty look. The flush which overspread his face,
when she last seen him, was wholly gone; his countenance was
gﬂe and ghastly. She had never scen him look so before, and she

embled &t the sight of him. He bade Ritty begone; but told her to
wait in the front room, as, perhaps, he might need her assistance. He
bolted the door, and sat down on the bed by Cassy’s side. She started ‘;K
in terror. and retired to the farthest corner of the room. He smil
soornfully, and bade her come back and sit down beside him. She
obeyed ; for however reluctant she could do no better. He took her
hand and threw one arm about her waist. Again she shrank from him,
and would have fled; but he stamped his foot impatiently, and in a
harsh tone bade her be quict.

For a moment he was silent; then, changing his manner, he sum-
moned up his habitual smile, and began in that mild, gentle, insinuating
tone, in which he was quite unsurpassed. He plied her with fla A
soft words, and generous promises. He reproached her, but without
sny harshness, for her atterapts to evade the kindness he intended her.
He then spoke of me; but no sooner had he entered on that subject than
his voice rose, his face became flushed again, and he seemed in
danﬁer of losing his tomper. i

She interrupted him, and besought him to tell her how I did, and
what had become of me. . He answered that I was well enough; much
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better than I deserved to be; but she need give herself no further
thought or trouble on that score, for he intended to send me out of the
country as soon as I was able to travel; and she need not hope nor
expect ever to see me again. R

She most earnestly besought and begged that she might be seni off
and sold with me. He aflected to be greatly surprised at this reques
and inguired why she made it. She told him that, after all that h
happened, it were better thal she should not live any Jonger in Lis
family ; beside, if she were sold at the same time, the same person might
buy her that bought her husband. That word, husbund, put him into a
violent passion. He told her that she had no husband, and wanted none;
for he would be better than a husband to her, He said that he was tired
of her folly, and, with a significant look, he bade her not be a fool, but
1o leave off whining and crying, be a good girl, and do as her master
desired ; was it not a servant’s duty to obey her master?,

She told him that sho was sick and wretched, and begged him to leave
her. Instead of doing so, he threw his arms about her neck, and
declared that her being sick was all imagination, for he had ncver seen
her look half so handsome. .

She slarted up;--but he caught her in his arms, and dragged her
towards the bed. liven at that terrible moment her presence of min
did not forsake her. She exerted her strength, and succeeded in break-
ing away from his hateful embraces. Then summoning up all her
energies, she Inoked him in the face, as well as her tears would allow
her, and striving to command her voice, “ Master,—Father ! she cried,
“ywhat is it you would have of your own daughter ? .

Colonel Moore staggercd as if u bullet had struck him. A burnin,
blush overspread his face 5 he would have spoken, but the words seem
to stick in his throat. This confusion was only for a moment. In an
instant he recovered his self-possession, and without taking any notice
of her last appeal, he merely said, that if she were really sick, he did not
wish 1o trouble her. With these words he unbolted the door, and walked
out of the room.

She heard him talking with Miss Ritty ; and hehad been gone buta
few moments before she entered.  She hegan with a long string of ques-
tions about what Colonel Muore had said and done; but when Cassy did
not seem inclined {o give her any answer, she laughed, and thanked her,
and told her she need not trouble herself, for she had been peeping q.nd
listening at the keyhole the whole time. She suid she could not lm:qﬁne
why Cassy made such a fuss. In a very young girl it might be excusable;
but in one as old as she was, and a married woman too, she could nob
understand it. Such is the morality, and such the modesty to be

cted in a slave !

The poor girl was in no humour for controversy, so she listened to
this ribaldry without making any answer to it. Yet even al that moment
a faint ray of hope began to display itself. It occurred to her, that if
Miss Ritty could be made sensible of the risk she ran in aiding to create
herself a rival, she would not be pleased al the prospect of being perhaf)s
supplanted in a situation which she seemed to find so very agreeable.
"This idea appeared to offer some chance of gaining over Miss Ritty to
aid her in escaping from Spring-Meadow, and at once she resolved to
act upon it. It was necessary to be cautious and to feel her way, lest by
g;qmpg the girl's pride she mlﬁhﬁ deprive herself of all the advantage to

ned from working upon her fears. . o
he approached the subject gradually, and soon placed it in g light in
which it was plain her companion had never viewed it, When it was *
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first suggested to her, she expressed a deal of confidence in her own
beauty, and affected to have no fears; yet it soon hecame obvious that
potmti:s@an@ing all her boasting she was a good deal alarmed. Indeed
it was %uxte impossible for her to look her anticipated rival in the face,
and nof to perceive the danger. Cassy was well pleased to sce the effect
of her suggestions; and began to entertain some serious hopes of once
more maim her escape. .

It was, to be sure, a miserable, and most probably an_ineffectual
resource, this running away. But what else could shedo? What other
hope was there of escaping a fate which all her womanly and all her
religious feelings tuught her to regard with the utmost horror and
detestation? This was her only chance ; she would try it, and trust in
God’s aid to give her endeavours a happy issue.

She now told Miss Ritty dist-mctli' ow she felt, what she intended,
and what assistance she wanted. Her new confederate applauded her
resolution. Gertainl({ if Colonel Moore was really her father, that did
make a difference; an her being a Methodist might help to account for
her feelings, for she knew that sort of folks were mighty strict in all their
notions.” .

But though Miss Ritty was ready enough to cncourage and applaud,
she seemed very reluctant to take any active part in aiding and abetting
an escape, which, though apparently it tended to promote her interests,
might end, if her agenc, in it were discovered, in bringing her into
danger and disgrace. N .

Several plans were talked over, butl Miss Ritty had some objection to
all of them. She preferred anything to the risk of being suspected by
her master of plotting to defeat his wishes. As they found great diffi-
oculty in fixing upon any feasible plan, it was agreed at last, in order to
E'ln lime, to give out that Cassy was extremely sick. This indeed was

irdly a ﬁcbmn,—for nothing but the very critical nature of her situ-
ation had enabled the poor girl to sustain herself against the shocks and
miseries of the last four and twenty hours. Ritty undertook o persuade
her master, that the best thing he could do was to let her alone till sho

t better. She would promise to take her into training in tho mean

ime, and was 1o assure Colonel Moore, that she did not douht of
being soon able to convince her, that it was both her interest and her
duty to comply with her master’s wishes.

So far things went extremely well. They had hardly arranged their
plan before they heard Colonel Moore’s step in the outer room. Ritty
ran to him, and succeeded in persuading him to go away without any
attempt to see Cassy. He commended her zeal, and promised to be
governed by her advice. =The next day a circumstance happened which
neither Cassy nor Ritty had anticipated, but which proveX very favour-
able to their design. Colonel Moore was obliged to set off for Baltimore
without delay. me pressing call of business made his immediate de-
parture indispensable, Before setting out, however, he found time to
visib Ritt.f{, and to enjoin upon her to keep a watchful eye upon Cassy,
and to take care and bring her to her senses before his relurn.

If Cassy was to escape at all, now was the time. She soon hit upon a
scheme. Her olypct wag to_screen Ritty from suspicion as much as to
favour her own flight. Luckily the same arrangement might be made
to accomplish both purposes. Cassy could only cscape through the door
or out of the windows. Escaping through the door was out of the ques-
tion, because Ritty had the key of it, and was supposed to be sleeping,
or watching, or both toﬁether, in the front room. The escape then must
be by the wingows. These did not lift up, as is comwonly the case, but
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openced upon hinges on the inside. The blinds by which they were
guarded on the outside were slats nailed across the window-frames, and
not intended 1o be opened. These must be cut or broken, and as they
were of Pmc this was a task of no greal difficulty. Ritty brought a
couple o t:).bie-knivcs, and assisted in cuiting them away, though, ac-
cording to the story she was to tell her master, sho was sleeping all the
time, most soundly and unsuspiciously, and Cassy must have secretly
cut away the slats with a pocket-knife. .

Karly m the cvening of Colonel Moore’s departure, every thing was
ready, and Cassy was to sally forth as soon as she dared to venture.
Ritty agreed not to give any notice of her escape till late the next day.
This delay she could account for by the plea of not_being able to find
the overseer, and by a pretended uncertainty as to whether it would be
Colonel Moore’s wish that the overseer should be informed at all about
the matter. At all evenis, they hoped that no very vigorous pursuit
would be made until Coloncl Moores return. .

Cassy now made ready for her departure. She felt a pang at the idea
of leaving me; but as Ritty could not or would not tell her what
become of me, and as she knew, that scparated and belpless as we were,
it was_impossible for us to render each other any assistance, she rightly
judged that she would best serve me, and best comply with my wishes,
i)y udoptin%the only plan that seemed to carry with it any likelihood of
yreserving herself from the violence she dreaded.

Cassy had supplied herself from Ritty’s allowance with food enough to
last for several days. It was now quite dark, and time for her to go.
She kissed her hostess and counfederale, who seemed much affected at
dismissing her on so lonely and hopeless an adventure, and who freely
gave her what litlle money she had. Cassy was a good deal touched at
this unexpected generosity. Sha let herself down from the window,
bade Ritty farcwell, and summoning up all her resolution and self-
command, she took the nearest way across the ficlds {owards the high
road. This road was little travelled except by the people of Spring-
Meadow and one or two other neighbouring plantations, and at this hour
of the evcnmf; there was little danger of meeting anybody, cxcept,
perhaps, a night-walking slave, who would be as anxious as herself to
avoid being secn. There was no moon, but the glimmer of the star-
light served 1o ‘fmdo her steps. She felt no apprehension of losing her
way, for she had frequently been in the carriage with her mistress, as far
as the little village at the court-house of the county; and it was hither
that, in the first instance, she determined to go.

She arrived there, without having met a single soul. Asyetthere were
no signs of moruing. All was still save the monotonous chirpings of the
summer insects, mterru‘(})ted now and then by the crowing of a cock, or
the barking of a watch-dog. The village consisted of a dilapidated court-
house, a blacksmith’s shop, a tavern, two or three stores, and half-a-
dozen scattered houses. 1t was situated at the meeting of two roads.
One_of these she knew led into the road that ran towards Baltimore.
She had flattered herself with the idea of reaching that city, where she
had many acquaintances, and where she hoped she might find protec-
{ion and employment. Her chance of ever getting there was very small.
Ballimore was some two or threc hundred miles distant; and she did
not oeven know which of the roads that met at the court-louse she ought
to take. She could not inquire the way, beg acup of cold water, or even
be seen upon the road, without the risk of being taken up as a runaway,
and carried back 10 the master from whom she was flying.

After hesitating for some time, she took onc of the m{ds that offered ,
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themselves to her choice, and walked on with vigour. The excitement
of the last day or two scemed to give her an unnatural strength ; for,
aftor a walk of some twenty miles, she felt fresher than at first. But the
light of the morning dawn, which began to show itself, reminded her
that it was no longer safe to pursue her journey. ~Close by tho roadside
was a friendly thicket, the slirubs and weeds all dripping with the dew.
She bhad gono but a little way among them, wheu she found them so
high and close as to furnish a sufticient hiding-place. She knelt down,
and destitute as she was of human assistance, she besought the aid and
guardian care of Ileavon, After cating a scanty ineal —for it was neces-
nma' to husband her provisions—she seraped the leaves together into a
rude bed, and composed herself to sleep. The three preceding nights
she had scarcely slept at all; but she made it up now, for she did not
wake till late in the afternoon. .

soon as evening closed in, she started aguin, and walked as
vigorously as ‘before. The road forked frequeutly; but she had no
means of determining which of the various courses she ought to follow.
She took one or the other, as her judgment, or rather as her fancy
decided ; and she comforied herself with the notion, that whether right
or wrong in her selections, at all events she was getting further from
Spring-Meadow. .

In the course of tho night she met several travellers. Some of them
passed without seeming to notice her. She discovered some at a dis-
tance, and concealed herrelf in the bushes till they had gone by. But
she did not always escape so eusily. More than once she was stopped
and questioned, but luckily she succeeded in giving satisfactory answers.
Indeed, there was nothing in hercomplexion, especially in the uncertain
light of the evening, that wonld clearly indicate her to be a slave ; and
in answering the questions that were put to her, she took care to say
nothing that would betray hcer condition. One of the men who quey-
tioned her shook his head, and did not secm satisfied ; another sat on his
horse and watched her till she was fairly out of sight ; a third told her
that she was o very suspicious character ; but all three suffered her to
m.ss. She was the less liable to interruption, because in Virginia the

uses of the inhabitants are not generally situated along the public
roads. The planters usuully prefer to build at some distance from the
highway ; and the roads, passing along the highest and most barren
tracts, wind their weary length through a desolate, and what seems
almost an uninhabited country. When morning approached again, she
f‘om;enlod herself as before, and waited for the return of night to pursue

er journey.

She proceeded in this way for four days, or rather nights, at the end of
which time her provisions were entirely exhausted. She had wandered
she knew not whither ; and the hope of reaching Baltimore, which at first
had lightened her fatigue, was now quite gone. She knew not what to
do. To ﬁo much further without assistance was scarcely possible. Yeb
should she ask angwhete for food or guidance, though she stood some
chance, perhaps, of passing for a frec whito woman, still her complexion,
and the circumstance of her travelling alone, might cause her to be sus-
pected as a runaway, and very probubly she would be stopped, put into
some gaol, and detained there till suspicion was changed into certainty.

She was travelling slowly along, the fifth night, exhausted with
hunger and fatigue, and reflecting upon her unhuppy situation, when
desconding a hull, the road came suddenly upon the banks of a broad
river. There was no bridge ; but a ferry-boat was fastened to the shore,

, and clos by v?s the ferry-house, which seemed ulso 1o be a tavern,
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Here was a now perplesity. She could nof cross the river without call
ing up the ferry people or waiting till they made their appearance, and
this would be exposing herself at once to that risk of detection. which
she had resolved to defer to the very last moment, Yet to turn back
and seek another road seemed to bo an expedient equally desperate.
Any other road which did not lead in a direction opposite to that which
she wished 1o follow, would be likely to bring her again upon the banks
of the same river ; and as she could not live without food, she would be
soon compelled 1o apply somewhere for assistance, and to face the
detection she was so anxious to avoid. .

She sat down by the roadside, resolved to wait for the morning, and
1o take her chancc. There was a field of corn near the house, and the
stalks were covered with roasting ears. She had no fire, nor the means
of kin_dlinione; but the sweet milky taste of the unripe kernels served
to satisfy the cravings of hunger.

» She had chosen a place where she could observe the first movements
about the ferry-house. The morning had but just dawned when she
saw a man open the door and come out of it. He was black, and she
walked boldly up to him, and told him that she was in great haste and
wished to be taken across the ferry immediately. The fellow seemed
rather surprised at seeing a woman, a_traveller, alone, and at that hour
of the morning ; but after staring at her a minute or two, he app

to recollect that here was an opportunity of turning an honest penny,
and muttering sowething about the earliness of the hour, and the ferry-
boat not starting till after sunrise, ho offered to take her across in a
canoo for half a dollar. This price she did not hesitate to pay ; and the
fellow, no doubt, put it into his own pocket without ever recollecting to
hand it over to his master, or to mention a word to him about this early

passenger. .

They entered the boat and he paddled her across. She did not dare
to ask any yuestious lest she should betray herself ; and she did her best
to %met the curiosity of the boatman, who, however, was very civil and
eusily satisfied. Having landed on the opposite shore, she travelled on a
mile or two further. By this iime it was broad daylight, and she con-
cealed horself as nsual.

Al night she set out again. Butl she was faint with hunger, her shoes
were almost worn out, her fect were swollen and very ful, and
altogether her situation was anything but comfortable. She seemed to
have got off' the highway, and to be travelling some cross- which
wound along th h dreary and deserted fields, and appeared to be
very litile frequonted. All that night she did not meet a single person
or pass a single house. Painful as was the effort, she still struggled to

rag along her weary steps ; but her spirits were broken, her heart was
sinking, and her strength was almost gone. At length the morning
dawned, but the wretched Cassy did not scek her customary hiding-
place. She still kept on in hopes of reaching some house. She was now
quite subdued, and chose to risk her liberty and even to hazard being
carried back to Spring-Meadow, and subjected to the fearful fate from
which she was flying, rather than perish with hunger and fatigue. Sad
indeed it is thai the noblest resolution and the loftiest stubbornness of
soul is compelled go often to yield to the buse necessitics of animal
nature, and from a paltry and irrational fear of death, of which tyrants
have ever known so well to take advantage, to sink down {rom the
lofty he:lglht of heroic virtue to the dustard submissiveness of a craven
and obedient, slave !

She had not gone far before she saw a low mean-looking house by the
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road side. It was a small building of logs, blackened with age, and not a
little dilapidaied. Half the panes or more were wanting in the two or
three little windows with which it was provided, and their places
wore supplied by old hats, old coats, and pieces of plank. The door
gseemed dropping from its hinges; and there was no enclosure of any
kind about ihe house, unless that name might properly be given to the

1 weeds with which it was surrounded. Allogether it showed most
manifest sigus of thriftless and comfortless indolence.

She knocked softly at the door; and a female voice, but a rough and
harsh one, bade her come in.  There was no hiall or entry ; the out-door
opened directly into the ouly reom ; and on entermng, she found it occu-
ﬂwd by a middle-aged womzn, barefuoted, and in a slovenly dress, with

er uncombed hair hanging about a haggard and sunburnt face. She
was setling o ricketly table, and scemed to be making preparations for
breakfast. One side of the room was almost wholly 1aken cl;.g by an
enorinous firesplace. _A fire was burning in it, and the corn-cakes were
baking in the ashes. In the opposite corner was a low bed, on which a
man, the master of the family most likely, lay still asleep, undisturbed
by the cries and clamours of half-a-dozen brats, who had been tumbling
and bawling about the house, unwashed, uncombed, and half naked, but
who were seized with sudden silence, wnd slunk behind their mother, at
the sight of a stranger.

The woman pointed *o a rude sort of stool or bench, which seemed the
only piece of furniturc in the nature of a chair which the house con-
tained, and asked Cassy to sit down. She did so; and her hostess eyed
her sharply, and sccmed to wait with a good deal of curiosity to hear
who she was, and what she wanted. As soon as Cassy could collect her
thoughts, she told her hostess that she was travelling from Richmond to
Baltimore to see a sick sister. She was poor and friendless, and was
obliged to go on foot. She had lost her way, and had wandered about
all night, without knowing where she was, or whither she was going.
She was half dead, she added, with hunger and fatigue, and wanted food
and rest, and such directions about the road as might enable her to
pursue her journey. At the same time she took out her purse, in order
10 show that she was able to pay for what she wanted.

Her hostess, notwithstanding her rude and poverty-stricken appear-
ance, seemed touched with this pitiful story. She told her to put up
her wuoney ; she said she did not keep a tavern, and that she was able to
give a poor woman a breakfust, without being paid for it.

Cassy was too faint and weak to be much in u humour for talking;
besides, she trembled at every word, lest she might drop some unguarded
expression that would serve to betray her. But now that the ice was
broken, the curiosity of her hostess could not be kept under. She
overwhelmed her with a torrent of questions; and every time Cassy
hesitated, or gave any sign of confusion, she turned her keen gray eyes
:ixl;;ondher, with a sharp and penetrating expression that increased her

order.

Pretty soon the ash-cakes were baked, and the other preparations for
breakfast were finished, when the woman shook her good man roughly
‘by the shoulder, and bade him bestir himself. 'T'his connubial sa)utation
roused the sleeper. 1ie sat up on the bed, and stared about the room
with a vacant gaze ; but the redness of his eyes, and the sallow paleness
of his face, seemed to show that he had not quite slept off the effects of
the last night’s frolic. 'The wifo ap to know what was waunting;
for she forthwith produced the whisky-jug, and poured out a large dose
of the rww spirit. ~ Her husband drank it off with a relish, and with a
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trembling hand, returned the broken glass to his wife, who filled it half
full, and empticd it herself. Then turning to Cassy, and rema.rkings
that “a body was fit for nothing till they had got their morning bitters,

she offered her a dram, and seemed not a little astonished at its being

The d man then began leisurely to dress himself: and bad half
finished his toilet before he scomed to notice that there was company in
the house. He now came forward and bade the stranger good morning.
His wife immediately drew him aside, and they began an earnest whis-
pering. Now and then they would both look Cassy in the face, and as
she was conscious that_sho must be the subject of their conversation,
she began to feel a good deal of embarrassment, which she was too little
practised in deceit to be able to conceal. This mairimonial conference
over, the good woman bade Cassy draw up her stool and sit down at the
breakfust table. The breakfast consisted of hot corn cakes and cold bacon,
a palatable meal enough in any case, but which Cassy’s fong sturvation
made her look upon as the most delicious she hud ever eaten. Sweetb
indeed ought to be that mess of pottage for which one sells the birth-
right of freedom ! . .

She ate with an ngpehte which she could not restrain; and her
hostoss seemed a good deal surprised and a little alarmed at_the rapidity
with which the table was cleared. DBreakfast being finished, the man of
the house began to question her. He asked her about Richmond, and
whether she knew such and such persons, who, as he said, were living
there. Cassy had never been in Richmond, and knew the town only by
name. Of course, her answers were very little to the purpose. She
blushed and stammered and held down her head, and the man completed
her confusion by telling her, that it was very plain she had not come
from Richmond, as she pretended ; for he was well acquainted with the
place, and it was clear enough, from her answers, that she knew nothin
about it. He told her thut it was no use to deny it—her face betray
her ; and he “reckoned,” if the truth was told, she was no better than a
runaway. At the sound of this word, the blood rushed into her face,
and her heart sunk within her. It was in vain that she denied, pro-
tested, and entreated. Her terror, confusion, and alarm ouly served to
give new assurance to her captors, who seemed to_chuckle over their
prize, and to amuse themselves with her fright and misery, very much
as a cat slays with the mouse it has caught.

Ho told her that if she were in fact a free woman, there was not the
slightest ground for alarm. If she had no free pa.}zgrs with her, she
would only have 10 lie in gaol till she could send to Richmond and got
thein. That was all !

But that was more than enough for poor Cassy. No proofs of free-
dom could sho produce ; and her going to gaol would be almost certain
to end in her bemg' restored to Colonel Moore, and becoming the
wretched victim of his rage and lust. That fate must be deferred as
long as possible, and there seemed but one way of escaping it.

She confessed that she was a slave, and a runaway ; Eut she positively
refused to tell the name of her master. He lived, she said, a great way
off; and she had run away from him, not out of any spirit of discontent
or disobedience, but becanse his cruelty and injustice were too great to
be endured. There was nothing she would not choose rather than fall
into his hands again; if they would only savo her from that—if they
would only let her live with them, she would be their faithful and obe-
dient servant as long as she lived. )

The man and his wife looked at each other, and seemql pleased with

n
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the idea. They walked nside and talked it over. Nothing a}) red to deter
them from nceepting her proposal at once, but the fear ing detected
in harbouring and detaining a runaway. Cassy did her best o quiet
these apprehensions; and a short struggle, avarice and the dear
delight of power triumphed over their fears, and Cassy became the pro~
perty of Mr Proctor—for so the man was named. His property, as he

t speciously uFm_), by her own eonsent ; a ten times better title than
the vast majority of his countrymen could boast,

To prevent suspicions amoug the neighbours, it was agreed that Cassy
should pass for a free woman, whom Mr. Proctor had hired ; and as that
gentleman had been so fortunate as to have been initiated into the art
and mystery of penmanship—an accomplishment somewhat rare among
the “poor white folks” of Virginia—in order that Cassy might be pre«
Ened to amswer impertinent questions, he gavo her free-papers, which

e forged for the occasion.

It was a great thing to have escaped returning to Spring-Meadow.
But for all that, Cassy soon discovered that her present situation would
not prove very agreeable. Mr. r wus the descendant and repre-
sentative of what, at mo distant period, had been a rich and vel
respectable family. The frequent division of a Jarge estate, whic!
nobody took any pains to increase, while all diminished it by idleness,
dissipation, and bad man ent, had left Mr. Proctor’s father in pos~
session of a few slaves and a considerable tract of worn-out land. At
his death, the slaves had been sold to pai his debts, and the land being
divided among his numerous children, had made Mr. Proctor the pos-
sessor of only a few barren acres, But though left with this miserable
pittance, he had been brought up in the dissipated and indolent habits
of » Virginian gentleman ; the land he owned, which was so poor and
worthless that none of his numcrous creditors thought it worth their
while to disturb him in the possession of it, still entitled him to the dignity
of a freeholder and a voter ; and he felt himself as much above, what 18
esteemed in that country, the base and degraded condition of a labourer,
as the richest aristocrat 1n the whole state. He was as proud, as lagy, an
a8 dzg}:ued ag any of the nabobs, his neighbours; and, like them, he
devoted the principal part of his time to gambling, politics, and drink.

Tackily for Mr. r, his wife was & very notable woman. She
boasted no patrician blood ; and when her husband be?a.n to talk, as he
often did, about the antiquity and respectability of his family, she would
out him short by observing, that she thought herself full as good as he
was ; but for all that, her ancestors had boen “poor folks” as far back as
ah, knew anything about them. 1if the question between aristocracy
and democracy were to be settled by the experience of the Proctors, the

beians, most undoubtedly, wou rry the day; for while her hus-

d did little or nothing but frolic, drink, and ride about the country,
Mrs. Proctor gloughed, planted, and gathered in the crop. But for her
energy and industry, it is much to be feared thut Mr. Proctor’s aristo-
cratic habits would have soon made himself and his family a burden
upon the county. .

Cassy’s services were a great ncoession to this establishment. Her new
mistress seerned resolved to make the mos$ of them ; and the poor girl
before long was almost completely broken down by a degree and a kind
of labour fo which she was totally unaccustomed.  Two or three times
o week at least Mr. Proctor came home drunk; and on these occasions
he_blusterered about, threatened his wife, and beat and abused his
children without any sort of mercy. Cassy could hardly expect to come
off better than they did; indeed his drunken abuse would have become
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quite intolerable if the energetic Mrs. Proctor had not known how to

quell it. At first she used mild measures, and coaxed and flattered him

into quiet; but when these means fg.uled, she would tumble him into

};red by gpa;(m strength, and compel him to lie still by the terror of the
oomstiok.

1t was nothing but the wholesome authority which Mrs. Proctor ex-
ercised over her husband that protected Cassy against what she drcaded
even more than Mr. Proctor’s drunken rudeness. Whenever he could
find her alonc he tormented her with solicitations of a most distressing
kind ; and nothing could rid her of his importunities except the threat
of complaining to Mrs. Proctor. But her troubles did not end even here.
Mrs. Proctor listened to her complaints, thanked her for the informa-
tion, and said she would speak to Mr. Proctor about it. But she could
not imagine that a slave could possibly be endowed with the slightest
particlo of that virtue of which the frec women of Virginia boast the
oxclusive possession. Full of this notion, she judged it highly impro-
bable, whatever merit Cassy might dpretend to claim, that sho had actu-
a]l{ resisted the importunities and solicitations of so very seducing a
fellow as Mr. Proctor; and filled with all the spite and fury of female
jealousy, she delighted herself with tormenting the object of her suspi-
cions, Mrs. Proctor, with all her merit, had onc little foible, which most
likely she had adopted out of compliment to her husband,—she thought
a daily dram_of whisky necessary to keep off the fever and ague; and
when through inadvertence, as sometimes would hnplpen, she doubled
the dose, it seemed to givo a new edge to the natural keenness of her
temper. On these occasions she plied both words and blows with a
fearful energy; and though yerhaps it were difficult to say which of the
two wus most to be dreaded, both together they were enough to exhaust
the patience of a saint.

Poor Cassy could discover no means of delivering herself from this
complication of miseries, under which she was r to sink, when she
was most unexpectedly relicved by the unsolici interference of a
couple of Mr. Proctor’s neighbours. They were men of leisure, like
him,—like him, too, they were of gnod families, and one of them had
received an excellent education, and was more or less distantly con-
neoted with several of the most distinguished people in the state. But
a course of reckless dissipation had long ago stripped them of such pro-
perty as they had inherited, and redu them to live by their wits,
which they exercised in a sort of partnership, principally on the race-
course and at the gaming-table.

These two speculating gentlemen were on terms of intimacy with
Mr. Proctor, and they knew that he had a_free woman, for such they
supposed Cassy to be, hvmg at his house. In common with most Vir-
ginians, they considered tho existence of a olass of freed people asa

t social annoyance, and likely enough in the end seriously to en-
mger those “sacred rights of property” in defence of which there is
nothing which a true-born son of liberty ought not to be proud to un-
dortake. Instigated doubtless by such patriotic notions, these publio-
#pirited persons judged that they would be rendering the state a service,
o say nothm;L of the money they might put into their own pockets, by
applying to this great political evil, fo far at least as Cassy was a party
%o 1t, a remedy which the doctrines of more than one of the Virginian
statesmen, and the spirit of more than oue of the Virginian statutes,
would seem fully to sanction. In plain English, they resolved to seize
and sell her for a slavo! ) .
The business of kidnapping is one of the natural frmw of the Ameris .
G 2
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can system of slam, and is as common and as well organized in several
parts of the United states as the business of horse-stealing is in many
other countries. When they take to stealing slaves, the operations of
these adventurers become very hazardous, but while they confine them-
selves to stealing only free people, they can pursue their vocation with
comparatively little danger ; thoy may perhaps inflict some trifling per-

wrong, but, according to the doctrines of some of the most popular
among the Amenc:m politicians, they are doing the public no inconsi-
derable service, since, In their opinion, nothing seems to be wanting to
render the slave-holding states of America a perfect paradise, except the
extermination of the emancipated class. It was no doubt by some such
lofty notions of the public good that Cassy’s friends were actuated. A$
all events, those sophistries which tyrauny has invented to justify op-
pression are as much an apology for them as for any one else.

As far as Cassy could learn, their scheme war pretty much as follows:
—They inyvited Mr. Proctor to a druking [rolic, and as soon as the
whisky had reduced him to a state of iusensibility, 2 message was senb
to his wife that her husband was taken damreroual‘y ill, and that she
must instantly come to his assistance. Notwithstanding a few domestic
jars, Mr.and Murs. Proctor were a most loving couple, and the good
woman, greatly alarmed at this unexpected unews, immediately set out
1o visit her husband. The conspirators had followed their own messen-

T, and were concealed in a thicket close to the house watching for her

eparture. She was hardly out of sight before they rushed into the
field where Cassy was at work, bound her hand and foot, put her into
& sort of covered wagon or carryg-all, which they bad provided for the
occasion, and drove off as_fast as possible. They travelled all that da;
and the following night. Early the next morning they reached a small
e, where they met a slave-trader with a gang of slaves on his way
to Richmond. The gentlemen-thieves soon struck uy a bargain with the
gentleman slave-trader; and having received their money, they deli-
vered Cassy into his possession. .

‘He seemed touched with her beauty and her distress, and treated her
with a kindness which she hardly expected from one of his profession.
Her shoes and clothes were nearly worn out. Ile bought her new ones;
and as she was half-dead with fatigue, terror, and want of sleep, he even
went so far as to wait a_day at the village, in order that she might re-
cover a little before setting out on the journey to Richmond.

But she soon found that she was expecied to make a return for these
favours. When they stopped for the night, at the end of the first day’s
Jjourney, she received an intimation that she was to share tho bed of her
‘master ; and directions were given to her how and when to come there.
These directions she saw fit to disregard. In the morning her master
called her to account. He laughed in her face when she spoke of the
wickedness of what he had commanded, and told her he did not want
her to be preaching any of her sermons to him. He would excuse her
dis%bptc'ﬁenoe this tune; but she must take very good care not to re-

The next evening she received directions similar to those which had
‘been given the day before; and again she disobeycd them. Her master,
who had been drinking and gambling half the night, with some boon
companions whom he found at the tavern, enraged at not finding her in
his room as he had expeoted, sallied forth in pursuit of her. Luckily be
was too drunk to know very well where he was gom%. He had gone
but a few steps from the tavern door before he stumbled over a pile of

. wood, art injured himself very seriously. His cries soon brought some
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of the tavern people to his assistance. They carried him to his room,
bound up his bruises, and put him to bed. L.

It was late the next morning before he was able to rise; but he was
no sooner up than ho resolved to take ample vengeance for his disap-
pointment and his bruises. He came hobbling to the tavern door, with
a crutch in one hand and a whip in the other. He had all his slaves
paraded before the house, and made two of the stoutest fellows among
them hold Cassy by the arms while he plied the whip. Her cries soon
collecied the idlers and loungers, who seem to constitute the principal
population of a Virginian village. Some inquired the cause of the
whipping, but without secmm§ to think the question of consequence
enough to wait for an answer. It seemed to be the general opinion that
the master was tipsy, and had chosen this way to veut s drunken
humounrs ; but whether drunk or sober, nobody thought of interferin
with his “ sacred and unquestionable rigixts.” On the congrary, all looke
on with unconcern, if not with approbation; and the greater number
seemed as much pleascd with the sport as so many boys would have
been wilth the baiting of an unlucky cat. .

Just in the midst of this proceeding a handsome travelling carriage
drove up 1o the door. There were two ladies in it ; and they no sooner
saw what was going oun than, with that humanify so natural o the
female heart that not even the horrid customs aud detestable usages of
slave-holding tyranny can totally extinguish it, they begged the brutal
savage to leave beating the poor girl, and tell them what was the matter.

The fellow reluctantly dropped the lash, und answered i a surly
tone, that she was an insolent, disobedient. baggage, not fit to be noticed
by two such ladies, and that he was only giving her a little wholesome
correction.

However, 1his did not scem to satisfy them ; and in the mean time the
carriawe steps were let down and they got out.  Poor Cassy was sobbing
and crying, and scnrcclf' able to utter a word ; her hair had fallen down
over her face and shoulders, and her cheeks were all stained with tears.
Yet, even in this situation, the two ladies scemed struck with her ap-
pearance. They entered into conversation with her, and soon found
that she had becu bred a Jady’s maid, and that her present master was
a slave-trader. These ladies, it scemed, had been travelling at the north,
and while on their journey had lost a female servaut by a sudden an
violent attack of fever. They were now on their return to Carolina;
and the younger of the two suggested to her mother—for such their re-
lation proved to be—to buy Cassy to supply the place of the maid they
bad lost. The mother started some objections to purchasing a stranger,
aboul whom they knew nothing, and who had been sold by her former
owner, they knew not for what reasons. But when Cassy’s tears, praye
and supplications were added to the entreaties of her daughter, she foun
herself quite unable to resist ; and she sent {o ask the man his price. He
named it. It was a high ono. But Mrs. Montgomery—for that was the
lady’s name—was one of those people who, when they have made up
their minds to do a generous action, are not easily to be shaken from
their purpose. She took Cassy into the house with her, ordered the
trunks to be brought in, and told the man to make out hus bill of sale.
The purchase was no sooner completed than her new mistress took
Cassy_upstairs, and soon fitted her with a dress better becoming her
new situation than did the coarse gown and heavy shoes for which she
was indebted to the disintercsted generosity of her late master.

Cassy was dressed, the bill of sale was delivered, and the mqpey paid,
whon Mrs, Montgomery’s brother and travelling comyanion rode_up. *
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He rallied his sister not a little on what he called her foolish propensity
to interfere between other people and their servants; he took her to
tagk rather severely for the imprudence of her purchase and the high
rice she had paid; and he told her with a smile and a shake of the
ead, that one time or other her foolish confidence and generosity would
be her ruin. Mrs. Montgomery took her brother’s raillery all'in
part; the carriage was ordered, and they proceeded together on their

Journey.

The ladies with whom Cassy had come to the meeting were Mrs.
Montgomery and her daughter. They lived some ten miles from
Carleton-Hall. 8o near had Cassy and myself been to each other for
six long months or more, without knowing it. Cassy spoke of her
mistress with the greatest affection. Iicr gratitude was unbounded;
and she secmed to find a real pleasure and enjoyment in serving a bene-
factress who treated her with a gentle and uniform kindness, not often
exerted even by thoso who are capable of momentary acts of the greatest
generosity. .

As Cassy finished her story, she threw her arms about my neck,
leaned her head upon my bosom, and_loohmg mem tho face, while the
tears were streaming from ber eyes, she heuved a sigh, and whispered
that she was 100, too happy ! With snch o mistress, and restored so
unexpectedly to the arms of a husband whom, foudly as she loved him,
she feared to have lost i.r ever, what more could she desire !

Alas, poor girl ! she forgot that we were slaves, and that the very next
day might again separate ns, subject us to other masters, and renew her
sufferings and my miseries !

CHAPTER XXII.

BEFORE we had half finished what we had to say 1o each other, the
movement of the people on the hill-side informed us that the morning’s
religious services were over. Never before had one of my master's
sermons socemed so short to me. We hastened towards thespot; I to
receive my master’s orders, and_Cassy to attend upon her mistress. As
we came near the rural pulpit I ohserved Mr. Carleton in conversation
with two ladies, who proved to be Mrs. Moutgor_nerKia.nd her daughter.
We stopped at a little distance from them. Miss Montgomery looked
around, and sceing us standing togcther, she beckoned to Cassy, and
pointing to me, she inquired if that was the husband who had put her
wnto such a flutter that morning? 'This question drew the notice of the
other two ; and my master seemed a little surprised at seeing me in
this new character. “ What’s this, Archy,” he said ; “ what is the mean-
ing of all this? It is the first I ever heard of your {)eing married. You
don’t pretend to claim that pretty girl there for your wife ?

T replied that she was indeed 1ny wife, thongh it was now some two
years or more since we had seen or known anything of each other. I
added, that I had never mentioned my marriage 1o him hecause I had
despaired of ever seeing my wife again ; and now it was nothing but the
merest accident that had brought us together. .
% Well, Archy, if she is your wife, I don’t know how I can help it,
thongh f suppose I shall have you spending half your tiine at Poplar
Grove, Is not/'hat what your place is called, Mrs. Montgowmery ?” i
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She said it was ; and aftor 2 moment’s pause observed, that too little
respect, she feare&. was often paid to the matrimonial conneotions of
gervants.  For her part she could not but regard them as sacred ; and if
Cassy and myself were really married, and 1 was a decent, civil fellow,
she had no objection to my visiting Poplar Grove as often as
Mr. Carleton would permit. . .

My master undertook to answer for my good behaviour ; and turning
10 me, he bade me brmfdup the horses, I made all the haste I could;
but before I returned Mrs. Mor‘:;ﬁo was gone, and Cassy with her.
‘We mounted, and had already laken the road to Carlelon Hall when
my master seemed 10 recollect that I had just found a wife from whom
1 had been long separated ; and it began to occur to him that possibly
wo might take some lfleasure in being indulged with a little of onc
another’s company. e guve me joy of my discovery with an air half
serious, half jocose, as if in doubt whether a slave were properly entitled
to a master’s rerious sympathy; and remarked, in a cfreless tone, that
'&erhaps 1 would like to spend the remainder of the day at Poplar

Tove.

As I knew that Mr. Carlcton had much real goodness of heart, I had
long since learned to put up with his cavalier manner; and however
little T might be pleased with the style in which he made the offer, the
matter of his present proposal was so much to my fancy that 1 engerly
caught at it. He took his pencil from his pocket and wrote me a pass;
I usked and roceived such directions as be could give me about the
way, and put.bin;ispurs to my horse 1 soon overtook Mrs. Montgomery’s
carriage, which 1 followed to Poplar Grove. .

Tl was one of those pretly and even elegant country seats which
are sometimes seen, though very seldom, in Virginia and the Carolinas ;
and whicli may serve to prove that the inhabitants of those states, not-
withetanding their almost universal negligence of such matters, are not
totally destitute of all ideas of archilectural beauty and domestic com-
fort. The approach to the house was through a broad avenue of old and
venerable ouLs. The buildings had the appearance of considerable
antiquity ; but they were in perfect repair, and the grounds and fences
were neat and well kept,

As the ladies left the carriage I came up. I told Mrs. Montgomery
that my master had given me leave fo visit my wife, and I hoped she
would have no objection to iy spending the afternoon there.

Mrs. Montgomery answered, tlhut Cassy was 100 good a girl to be de-
nied any reasonable indulgence ; and as long as 1 behaved well she
would never make any objection to my coming to see ber.  She put, me
several questions about our marriage and separation ; and the softness
of her voice and the unassuming gentleness of her manner satisfied
me that slie was an amiable and kind-hearted woman,

No doubt, through the broad extent of glave-holding America there
are muny amiable women and kind-hearted mistresses. Yet how little
does their kindness avuil! It reaches only here and there. It has no
prower to ulleviate the wretchedness or to diminish the sufferings of
myriads of wretches, who never hear a voice softer thau the overseer’s,
and who know no disclipine milder than the lash. . i

The house servants ut Poplar Groye were treated with kindness and
even with indulgence, and were much attached to the famlll{ainbut as
happens in so many other cases, the situation of the field ds was
extremely different. Some three years before, Mrs. Montgomery, by
her husband’s death and the will which he left, became the owner and
sole mistress of the estate. Upon this occasion her go%d natuee and her,
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sense of juslice prompted her to extend the same humane system to the
management of the plantation, which she had always acted upon in ihe
government -of her own household. During her husband’s life the
servanis’ quarter had heen three miles or more from the house ; and as
the slaves were never allowed to come there unless thei were sent for,
Mrs. Montgomery saw scarcely anylhing of them, and knew very little
of their wants and grievanees, and next to not’hmg of the gemeral
management; of the estate. Indeed, she ?_eni_. the greater portion of
every year in visiting her relations in Virginia or in trips {o the
northern cities; and when at home, her husband’s manifest disinclina~
tion to her having anything to do with those maiters had always pre-
vented her from meddling in any way with the plantation affairs,

But when her husband was dead, and the plantation and slaves had
become her own property, she could not reconcile herself to the ides of
taking no thought, concern, or care for the welfare and well-being of
more than a Hundred human creatures, who toiled from morning to
night for her sole benefit. She resolved upon a total change of system;
and ordered the servants’ quarter to be removed near the house, so that
she might be able to go there daily, and have an opportunity of in-
specting and relieving the wants and grievances ofsher servants.

She was shocked at the miseruble pittance of food and clothing which
her husband had allowed them, and at the amount of labour which he
had exacted. She ordered their allowances to be increased, and their
tasks to be diminished. 3everal instances of outrageous severity having
reached her ears, she dismissed her overseer, and procured a new one.
The servants no sooner discovered that their mistress had interested
herself in their welfare, than she was overwhelmed with petitions
apgqals, and complaints.  One wanted a blanket, another a kettle, an¢
a third a pair of shoes, Each asked for some trifling gifi, which it
seemed very hard to refuse: and every request that was granted was
followed by a half-a-dozen others, equally trifling and equally reuson-
able. But before the end of the year these small ilems amounted to
a sum sufficicnt to swallow up half the usual profits of the plantation.
Scarcely a day passed that Mrs. Montgomery was not pestered with
complaints aboutl the severity of her new overseer; and the servanis
were constantly coming to her to beg off from some threatened punish-
ment. Two or three instances in which the overseer was checked for
the tyrannical manner in which he exercised his authority only nerved
to increase this annoyance. She was perplexed with continual appeals,
as to which she found it next to impossible to get at the truth—since
the overseer always told one story, and the scrvanis another. The
second overseer was dismissed ; a third threw up his place in disgust;
and a fourth, who resolved to humour the indulgent disposition of his
employer, suffered the hands to take their own course, and to do pretiy
much as they plessed.  Of course, they did not care to work, while they
had the choice of being idle. Every season since Mrs. Montgomery had
commenced her experiments, the crop had fallen lamentably short; but
that year, therc was scarcely any crop at all.

Her friends now thought it fime 1o interfere. Her brother, whom
she loved, and for whose opinion and advice she enfertained a high
regard, had all along remonstrated against the course she was pursuing.
He now spoke in a more decided tone. He told her thal the silly
notions she had taken up about the happiness of her slaves would cer-
tainly ruin her. Where was the need of being more humaue than her
neighbours P—and what folly could be greater thun to reduce herself
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and her_children to beggary, in the vain pursuit of a sentimental and
impracticable scheme ? .

rs. Montgomery defecnded herself and her conduel with great
earnestness. She pleaded her duty towards those unhappy beings
whom God had placed in her power and under her protoction. She
even went, 8o far as to hint at the injustice of living in luxury upon the
fruits of forced labour ; and she spoke with much feeling of the savage
brutality of overscers, and the torture of the lash. Her brother replied
that such talk was very pretty, and generous, and ]!l)hﬂanthropw and all
that; and while it went no further than éalk e had not the least
objection to it. Butl pretty and philanthropic as it was, it would not
make either corn or tobacco. She might talk as she pleased ; but if she
expected to live by her plantation, she must manage it like other people.
Everybody who knew anything about the matter would tell her, that if
she wishod to make a crop, she must keep a smart oversger, put a whip
into_his hands, and give him unlimited authority to use 1t. If she
would do this, she might justly call herself the imstress of the planta-
tion ; but as long as she followed her present plan, she would be no
better than the slave of her own servants; and her philanthropy would
end in their being sold for debt, and in her being left a beggar.

These warm remonstrances made a deep impression upon Mrs. Mont-
gomery. She could not deny that the plantation had produced scarcely
anything since she had come into possession of it: and she was conscious
that after all her labours in their behalf, her servants were discontented,
idle, and insubordinate. ILowever, she did not feel inclined to yield the
point. She still maintained that her ideas on the mutual relation of
master and servant were the obvious dictates of justice and humanity,
which no one could despise or overlook who made any protensions tovirtue
or to conscience. She argned that the system which she was attempting
to introduce was a good one; and that nothing was wanting except an
overseer who had sense enough to carry it into judicious operation.
Possibly, there was something of truth in this. If she could have found
a man hke Major Thoruton, and made an overseer of him, she might
perhaps have succeeded. But such men are seldom found anywhere, and
in slave-holding America, very seldom. indeed. 'T'ake the American
overseers together, and they are the most ignorant, intractable, stupid,
obstinate, and self-willed race that ever existed. What could s woman
do, who could only act through assistance of this sort, and who had the
}ire,)udxces of the whole neighbourhood actively excited against her ?

'hings went on from bad to worse. 'The re:ul{cmoney which her hus-
band had left was all spent, and her affairs soon became so entangled and
embarrassed, that she was obliged to call upon her brother for assistance.
He refused in the most positive manner to have anything to do with the
business, unless she would surrender to him the sole and exclusive
management of her affairs. To theso hard terms, after a short and
ineffectual struggle, she was obliged to consent.

He immediately took the plantation into hisownhands. e removed the
cabns to their former situation ; revived the old rule that no servant
should ever go to the house unless especially sent for ; rednced them to
their former allowance of food and clothing; and engaged an overseer
on the exqr‘ess condition that Mrs. Montgomery should never liston to
any complaints aganst him, or intermeddle, in any way, with his ma-
nuwr.nept of the plantation.

Within the first month aftor this return to the old system, near onc-
third of the working hands were runaways. Mrs, Montgomery’s brother
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told her that this was no more than might be expected ; for the rascals
been sp spoiled and indulged, as to render them quite impatient of
the necessary and wholesome severity of plantation discipline.
long searching, and a good deal of trouble and expense, the runaways,
except one or two, were finally recovered: and Poplar-Grove, under its
new administration, passed by degrees to its ancient routine of whippinng
and hard labour. Once in a while, notwithstanding all the pains th
were taken to prevent it, some instance of severity wonld reach the ear
of Mrs. Montgomery ; and, in the first burst of indignant feeling, she
would sometimes declare that the narrowest poverty would be far better
than the wealth and luxury for which she was indebted to the whip of
the slave-driver. But these exclamations of genorous passion were
gcarcely utte before she acknowledged to herself, that to think of
giving up the luxury to which she had been accustomed from her
infancy was out of the question. She strove to escape from the know-
ledge, and to banish the recollection of injustice and eruelty, which her
heart condemned, but which she lacked the power, or rather the spirit,
to remedy. She fled from a home where she was for ever haunted by
the spectre of that_ delegated tymnu‘y for which, however she might
attempt to deny or disguise it, she coul d not but foel herself responsible;
and while her slaves toiled beneath the burmng sun of a Carolina
summer, and smarted under the lash of a stern and relentless overseer,
she attempted to drovm the remembrance of their wrongs in the dissi-
pations and gaieties of 3aratoga or New York.

But she was obliged to fpend a part of the year at Poplar-Grove; and
with all her care she could not always save her feelings from some rude
brushes. Of this I had a striking instance on my first visit. One of
her plantation hands had been so far indulged by the overseer, who, by

e way, was a very rigid Presbyterian, as to receive a pass to attend
Mr. Carfeton’g meeting.  After the meeting was over, his mistress hap-
pened to see him there; and us sho wished to send a message to one of her
nelghboun, she called him to her, and sent him with it. It so lm&poned
that Mrs. Montgomery's overseer was at this neighbour’s when the scr-
vant arrived there with his mistress’s message. The overseer no sooner
saw him than he inquired what busiuess he had to come there, when his
pass only allowed him 1o go to the meeting and back again. It wasin
vain that he pleaded his mistress’s orders. The overseer suid that made
no difference whatever, for Mrs. Montgomery had nothing at all to do
with the plantation hands; and to impress this fact upon his memory,
he ﬁve him a dozen lashes on the spot.

e poor fellow was bold enough to come to the house, and make his
eomplaint to Mrs. Montgomery. Nothing could exceed her angor and
vexation. Bul her agreement with her brother left her without a
remedy. She made the servant a handsome present; told him that he
had been very unjustly punished ; aud begged him {0 go home, and say
nothing about it to anybody. She submntted to the mortification of
making this request, in hopes of saving the poor fellow from a second
punishment. Bub by some means or other, as I Jearned aftcrwards, the
overseor found out what had been gomng on; and, to vindicate his
supreme authority, and keep up the discipline of the plantation, he
inflicted & second whipping more severe than the first.

Such is the malignant nature and disastrous operation of the slave-
holding system, that in too many instances the sincercst good-will and
best intended efforts in the slave’s behalf end only in plunging him into
-deeper miseries. It is impossible to build any edifice of good upon so evil
a foundation. , The whole system is totally and radically wrong. The
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benevolence, the good-nature, the humanity of a slave-holder, avail as

little as the benevolence of the bandit, who generously clothes the

stripped and naked traveller in a garment plundered from his own port-

manteau. What grosser absurdity than the attempt to be humane

cruel and gencrously unjust! The very first act in the slave’s be!

:_ithc;_ut Iwhich all else is useless, and worse than useless, is—to make
im free !

CHAPTER XXIIT.

I HAVE before observed that Sunday is the slave’s holiday. Where
intermarriages are allowed between the slaves of differént plantations,
this is generally the only oceasion on which the scattered branches of the
same family are indulged with an opportunity of visiting each other.
Many planters, who pride themselves upon the excellence of their disci-
phne, forbid these intermarriages altogether ; and if thoy happen to have
o superabundance of men-servants, they prefer that one woman should
have a half-a-dozen husbands rather than suffer their slaves to be cor-
rupted, by gadding about among other people’s plantations.

dther managers, just as good disciplinarians, and a little more shrewd

than their neighbours, forbid the men only to marry away from home.
They are very willing to let their women get husbands where they can.
They reason in this way. When a husband goes to see his wife who
lives upon another plantation, he will not be apt to go empt{-handsd.
He will carry something with him, probably something eatable, plun-
dered from his master’s fields, that may serve to make him welcome, and
render his coming a sort of festival. Now, cverything that is brought
upon a plantation 1n this way is so much clear gain, and, so far as it goes,
it amounts to feeding one’s people at the expense of one’s neighbours !

Sunday, as I have raid, is the day upon which are paid the matrimo-
nial visits of the slave. But Sunday was no holiday to me; for I was
generally obliged on that day to attend my master upon his ecclesiastical
excursions. To make up for this, Mr. Carleion allowed me Thursday
afternoons, so that I was able to visit Cassy at least once a week.
. The year that followed was the happiest of my life ; and with all the
inevitable mortifications and miseries which slavery, even under its least
repulsive form, ever carries with it, 1 still look back to that year with
pleasure,—a pleasure that yet has power to warm a heart, saddened and
-embittered hy a thousand painful recollections.

Befure the end of the year Cassy made me a father. The infant boy
had all his mother’s beauty ; and only he who is a father, and as fond a
husband, too, as I was, can know the feclings with which 1 pressed the
tittle darling to my heart.

No !—no one can know my feelings,—no one, alas, but he who is, as T
was, the father of a slave. 'The father of & slave !—And is it true, then,
that this child of my hopes and wishes, this plodge of mutual love, this
dear, dear infant, of whoin I am the father, is it true he is not mine P

Is it not my duty and my right, a right and duty dearer than life, to
watch over his helpless infancy, and to rear him with all a father’s
tenderness and love to a manhood, that will, perhaps, repay my care,
and in turn sustain and cherish me, a tottering, weak old man ?

My duty it may bo, but it is not my right. A slage carf have no .
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nghls, His wife, his child, his toil, his blood, his life, and_everything
that gives his life & value, ﬁhey are not his; he holds them all but at his
master’s pleasure. He can possess nothm(.gh;i and if there is anything he
seeﬁns to have, it is only by a sufferance which exists but in his owner’s
will.
This very child, this very tender babe, may be torn from my arms, and
sold to-morrow into the hands of a stranger, and I shall have no right
to interfere. Or if not so; if sume compassion be yielded to his infancy,
and if he be not snatched from his_father’s embraces and his mother’s
bosom while he is ¥et all unconseivus of his misery, yet what a sad,
wretched, desolate fate awaits him! Shut_out from every chance or
hl?)pe ?f anything which it is worth one’s while to live for ;—bred up a
slave!

A slave !—That single word, what volumes it does speak ! It speaks of
chains, of wllzg)s and tortures, compulsive lubour, bunger, and fatigues,
and all the mfseries our wreichod bodies suffer. ~It speaks of haughty
power and insolent commands ; of insatiate avarice, of pampered pride
and purse-proud luxury; and of the cold indiflcrence and scornful
unconcern with which the oppressor looks down upon his victims. 1t
speaks of crouching fear and base servility ; of low, mean cunuing, and
treacherous rovenge. 1t speaks of humanity outraged, manhood de-
graded, the social charities of life, the sacred ties of father, wife, and
child trampled underfoc*; of aspirations crushed ; of hope extinguished ;
and the llfht of knowledge sacrilegiously put out. It speaks of man
deprived of all that makes him amiable or makes him noble; stripped
of his soul, and sunk into a beast.

And thou, my child, to this fate thou art born! May hcaven have
mercy on thee, for man has none! i .

The first burst of instinctive and thoughtless pleasure “with which I
had looked ggtm m{ infant boy was dissipated for ever the woment I
had recovered myself enough to recollect what he was born to. Various
and ever changing, but always wretched and distrossing were the feelings
with which I gazed at him as he slept upon his mother’s bosom, or
waking, smiled at her caresses. He was indeed a preity baby—a dear,
dear child ;—and for his mother’s sake I loved him, how I loved lim !
Yet, struglgle as I might, I could not for a moment escape the bitter
thought of what his fate must be. Tull well I knew that did he live to
be a man, he would repay my love, and justly, with curses, curses on
the father who had bestowed upon him nothing but a life incumbered
and made worse than worthless by the inheritance of slavery.

I found no longer the same pleasure in Cassy’s society which it used
to afford me; or rather the pleasure which 1 could not but take in it
was intermingled with much new misery. 1 did not love her less, but
the birth of that boy had infused fresh bitterness into the cup of servi-
tude. Whenever I looked upon him my mind was filled with horrid
images. The whole future seemed to come visibly before me. I saw
him naked, chained, and bleeding under the lash; Isaw him a wretched,
trembling_creature, cringing to escape it; I saw him utterly debas
and the spirit of manhood extinguishe within him ; already he appean
that worthless thing,—a slave contented with his fate!

I could not bear 1t. I started up in a phrenzy of passion, I snatched
the child from the arms of his mother, and, while I loaded Lim with
caresses, I looked about for the means of extinguishing a life which, as
it.was an_emanation from my existence, seemed destined 1o be only a
prolongation of my misery. .
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My eyes rolled wildly, I doubt not, and the stern spirit of my deter-
mination must have been visibly marked upon my face, for, Fentle and
unsuspicious as she was, and wholly incapable of that wild ion
which tore my heart, my wife, with a mother’s instinctive watchfulness,
scemed 1o catch some glimpse of my intention. She rose up hastily.
and, without speaking a word, she caught the baby from my fecble an
trembling gmsY, and, as she pressed it to her bosom, she gave a look
that told me all that she feared, and told me, too, that the mother’s life
was bound up in that of the child.

That look subdued me,—my larms dropped powerless, and I sunk
down in a sort of sullen stupor. I had been prevented from accom-
plishing my purpose, but I was not satisfied that in foregoing it I did a
father’s duty to the child. The more I thought u{;nn it—and it so en-
grossed me that I could scarcely draw mﬁhoug ts away—the more
was I convinced that it were better for the boy to die. And if the deed
did 1penl my own soul, I loved the child so well, 1 did not shrink even
at that!

But then his mother ?

. T would have reasoned with her, but I knew liow vain would be the
labour to array a woman’s judgment against a mother’s feelings ; and I
felt that one tear stealing down her cheek, one look of hers like that
she gave me when she snatched the child away, would, even in my own
mind, far outhalance the weightiest of my a,rfuments. .

The idea of rescuins the boy, by one bold act, from all the hitter
miscries that impended over him, had shot upon my mind like some
faint strugeling star across the darkness of a midnight storm. But that

limmer of comfort was now extinguished. The child must live,—~the

ife I gave him I inust not take away. No! not though cvery day of it
would draw new curses on my devoted head, and those, too, the curses
of my child. This, this, alas! is the barbed arrow that still is sticking
in my heart,—the [atal, fatal wound, that nought can heal.

CHAPTER XXIV.

ONE Sunday morning, when the boy was about three months old,
two_strangers uncxpectedly arrived at Carleton-Hall, In consequence
of their conling some urgent business occupied my master’s attention,
80 that he found himself obliged to give up the meeting which he h:
appointed for that day. I was not sorry for it, for it left me at liberty
to visit my wife and child.

. 1t was the aubumn. The heat of summer had abated, and the morn-
ing was bright and balmy; there was a soothing softness in the air, and
the woods were clothed in a gay variety of colours, that almost outvied
the foliage of the spring, As I rode along towards Poplar-Grove, the
serenity of the sky and the beauty of the prospect seemed to breathe a
peaceful pleasure to my heart. It was the more needed, for I had been
a good deal irritated by some occurrences during the week, aud every
new indignity to which my situation exposed me, I now seemed 1o suffer
twice over,—once in my own person, and a second time, in anticipation
for my child. Ihad set out in no very agreeable frame of mind; but
the ride, the prospect, and the fine autumnal air, had soothed me into
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gﬁcf,heerﬁxl alacrity of spirit, such as I had hardly felt for some weeks
ore. *

Cassy welcomed me with sremdg amil(a and those caresses which a
fond wife bestows so freely on the husband whom she loves. Her mis-
tress the day before had given her somo new clothes for the child, and
she had just been dressing him out to make the little fellow fit, she said,
tosee his father. She brought the boy and placed him on my knee.
She praised his beauty ; and with her arm about_my neck she tried to
trace his father’s features in the baby’s face. In the full flow of a
mother’s fond affection she seemed unconscious and forgetful of the
future ; and by a thousand tender caresses, and all the little artifices of
a woman’s love, sho sought to make me forget it too. She had but
little success. The sight of that poor, smiling, helpless, and unconscious
child brought back all my melancholy feelings. Yot I could not bear
to disappoint my wife’s hopes and efforts, and to make her think herself
successful I strove to affect a cheerfulness I did not feel.

The beauty of the day tempted us ahroad. 'We walked among the
fields and woods, carrying the child by turns. Cassy had a hundred
little things to tell me of the first slight indications of itelligence which
the boy was giving. She spoke with all & mother’s fluency and fervour.
I said but little ; indeed hn.rdl(f dared to speak at all. Had I once
begun I could not have restrained myself from going on; and I did not
wish to Eoison her pleasu-e by an outpouring of that bitterness which I
felt bubbling up at the bottom of my heart. ]

The hours stole away insensibly, and the sun was already declining.
I had my master’s orders to be back that nigll‘;z; and it was time for
me to go. I clasped the infant to my heart. 1 kissed Cassy’s cheek and
p her hand. She seemed not satisfied with so cold a_parting, for
she threw her arms about my neck and loaded me with embraces.
This was so different from her usual coy and timid manner that I was
at a loss to undérstand it. Is it possible that she felt some inslinctive
presentiment of what was going to happen ? Did the thought dart
across her mind that this might be our last, our final parting ?

CHAPTER XXV.’

‘WHEN I got back to Carleton-Hall, I found everything in the greatest
oonfusion. It was not long before I was made acquainted with the
cause. It seemed that some twelve months previous Mr. Carleton had
found himself very much pressed for money. This had obliged him to
look a little into his affairs, He found himself burdened with a load of
debt of which before he had no definite idea; and ss his numerous
oreditors, who had been too long l)ut off with promises, were beginning
to be very clamorous, he saw that some vigorous remedy WAS TIECOsRary.
To borrow seemed the most certain means of relief from the immediaf
pressure of his debts ; and he succeeded in obtaining a large loan from
some Baltimore money-lenders, of which he secured the repaymentut;&
a mortgage upon his slaves, including even the house servants,
myself smong the number, This money he expended in satisfying

- executions which had alrcady issued against him ; and in stop-
ping thé mouths of the most clamorous of his creditors. The mone
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was borrowed for a year, not with any expectation on Mr. Carleton’s
gﬁrt of being able to repay it in that time_out of any funds of his own ;
t in the hope that before the year’s end, he might sucoeed in obtain-
ing a permanent loan, and so be enabled to cancel the 3
n this expectation he had been hitherto disappointed; and he was
yet negotiating with the persons from whom he expected to borrow,
when the time of repayment, mentioned in the mortgage, expired.
This happened about a month previous; and when I got back to Car-
leton-Hall I found that the strangers who had arrived that morning
were the agents of the Baltimore money-lenders, who had been sent to
take possession of the mortgaged property. They had already caught
as many of the slaves as they could find; and I no sooner en the
house than I was seized and put under a guard. These precauntions
were thought ne to prevent the slaves from running away or
concealing themselves from the agents of their new owners.
Mg ggo_r master was in the greatest distress and embazrassment that
ooul imagined. 1t was in vain that he begged for delay, and pro-
various terms of accommodation. The agents declared that they
ad no discretion in the matter ; they were instructed to get either the
money or the slaves; and in case the money was not forthcoming, to
rooecd with the slaves to Charleston, in South Carolina, which, at
al time, was esteemed the best market for disposing of that com-

modity.

As '{) paying the money at once, that was out of the question; but
Mr. Carloton hoped that he might be able in the course of a few day:
if not to obtain the loan for which he was negotin.tim% at least to ge
such temporary assistance as would enable him to discharge the mort-
gage. The agents ﬁmed to give him twenty-four hours, but refused to
wait any longer. . Carleton despaired of doiug anything in se short:
a time ; and did not think it worth his while to attempt it. e planta~
tion hands must go; there did not seem to be any remedy for that; but
he was very desirous to save his house servants from the slavo-market,
and he begged the agents not to leave him without a servant to make
e ameae s ot toxt th t for the disagreeable

. 'The agents re| at they were truly so or the
situation in whj<£1 he found himself; but Hmt,rgnce the mortgage was
made, several of the slaves included in the sohedule were dead; that
some of the others seemed hardly worth the sum at which they had boen
valued ; that the price of slaves had fallen considerably since the mort-~
gage was made, and seemed likely to fall more; and that, everythin,
considered, they thought it more than doubtful whether the m
mﬂy would be sufficient to satisfy the debt. However, they were
us to indulge him as far as their duty to their principals would
allow ; and if he would pay the value of such of the slaves as he wished
to retain, they had no objections to receive the money instead of the-

servants.

Mr. Carleton had not fifty dollars in the house; but he immediately
started off to see what he could borrow in the neighbourhood. Wherever
he went he found that the news of what had happened had preceded
him. Besides this Baltimore mortgage, he was Known to owe man,
other debts; and his neighbours generally looked upon him a8 & rui
man. Of course, the greater of them felt no inclination to lend
him their monei‘; amg,r in fact, ver{ummy of them were not so much
better off than Mr, Carleton as to have much money to lend. After
riding about the greater part of the day, he succeeded in bormwma;
few hundred dollars, on condition, however, that he should seeure
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:ment by a mortgage of such slaves as he should redeem. He had
turned to the house a little before I did, and was already considerin;
with himself which of his slaves he should retain. He told me tha
had been a good and trustworthy servaut ; and that he was very unwil-
lmg to with me. But he had not money encugh to redcem us all;
and his old nurse and her family were entitled to_be rotained intpre-
ference to any of the rest of us. Not only were their services the most
essential to him, but the mother had long been a fuvourite servant, her
children were bgrn and bred in his family, and he considered it a matter
of conscience to'keep them, at all events. The agents released those of
the servants whom he selected. The rest of us were kept confined, and
received notice to be r for a start early the next morning.

I had yet one hope. I thought if Mrs. Montgomery could bhe in-
formed of my situation she would certainly buy me. I mentioned it to
my master. He told me not to flatter myself too much with that iden,
for Mrs. Montgomery alrcady had more servants about her house than
she had any kind of use for. However, he readily undertook to write
her a note explaining my situation. 1t was despatched by a servant, and
I waited with impatient hope for the answer.

. At last the messenger returned. Mrs. Moutgomery and her danghter

had gone that mormnﬁto visit her brother, who lived some ten miles
from Poplar-Grove, an ﬂ;? were expected to be absent three or four
days. I believe I had neard something of this in the morning; but in
my hurry, confusion, and excitement, it had escaped my memory.

y last hope was now gone, and as it, went, the shock I felt was dread-
ful. Till that moment I had concealed from myself the misery of my
situation. I been familiar with calamity, but this exceeded mthing
I had ever suffered. 1t is true, I bad once before been separated from
my wife; but my bodily puins, my delirium. and fever, had helped to
blunt the agony of that separation. Now, | was torn from both wifo
and child !—and that, too, without anything to call off my attention, or
to deaden the torture of conscious agony. My heart swelled with im-

tent passion, and beat as though it would leap from my bosom. My
orehead glowed with a burning heat. I would have wept; but even
that relief was denied me. The tears refused to flow; the fever in my
brain had parched them up. .

My first impulse was to attempt making myescape. But mynew masters
were too well acquainted with the business of legal kidnapping, to givo
me an opportunity. We were all collected in one of the out-houses,
and carefully sscured. With many of the planiation hands, this was
quite an precaution. A large proportion of them were so
sick and weary of the tyranny of Mr. Carleton’s overseer, that the;
were glad of any change, and when their master made them a farewe!
visit,and began tocondole with them upon theirmisfortune,severalof them
ware bold enough to tell him that they thought it no misfortune at all
for whatever might ha.pﬁen, thef could not be worse treated than th_eyhaxi
been by his overseer. Mr. Carleton seemed not well pleased at this bold
disclosurs, and took his leave of us rather abruptly; and certainly this
piece of information could not have been very soothing to his feelings.

At early dawn we were put into travelling order. A waggon carried
the provisions and the younger children. The rest of us were chained
together, and proceeded in the usual fashion. :

"1t was a long journey, and we were two or three weeks upon the road.
Considering that we were slaves driven to market, we were treated, on
the ‘whole, with unexﬁeof.ed humanity. At the end of the third or
Jourth day’s journey, the women and children were released from their
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chaing; and two or three days later, a'peied of the mon received the same
indulgence. Those of us of whom 1 more suspicious were still
kept in irons, Our drivers seemed us to enhance oux value by
putting us into good condition. Our daily journey was quite moderate;
we wero all furnished with shoes, and were allowed plenty to eat, At
night, we encam b}{ the road-side, kindled a large fire, cooked our
hominy, and made s hut of branches o sleep under. Several of the
company declared that they were never so well treated in all their lives ;
and they went along langhing and smgmix more like men travelling for
pleasure, thau like slayes uiomg to besold. So little accustomed is the
slave to kindness or indulgence of any sort, that the merest trifle is
enough to put him inlo ecstacy. The gift of a siugle extra meal is
sufficieat to make him fall in love even with a slaye-driver.

The congs and langhter of my companions only served to aggravato
my melancholy. They observed i1, and did their best to cheer me,
There nevir was o kinder-hearted company, and I foand some relief
even in their rude efforts at concolation ; for there is more power in the
sympathy of the humblest human creature than the haughty children
of Tusury are apt {o beheve. 1 was a favourite among the servants at
Carleton-1Tall, because 1 had takon some little pains to be so; for I had
Joung since renounced that silly prejudice and foolish pride, wiuch, ab an
mrﬂor period, had kept me aloof from my fellow-servants, and had justly
earned me their hatred and dishke. Experienee had made me wiser, and
T no longer took sides with our oppressors by joining them in the false
notion of their own natural superiority,—a notion founded only in the
arrogant prejudice of conceited ignorance, and long since discarded by
the libernl and euliglitened . but a notion which 1s still the orthodox
“reed of all America, and the principal, I might almost say the sole,
foundation which susiamns tho iniquitous superstructure of American
slayery. 1 had made 1t & puint to gain the good-will and affection of my
‘cllow-servants, by miving amang them ; taking an interest in all the

smeerns; und rendering them such hitle rervices as my favour with

tr Corloton put i my power. Once or twice, indeed, I had over-
stepped the mark, and got myself into very serious trouble by letting
sy master know what severitics his overscer inflicted. But though my
«ttempts ab serving them were not ulways successful, their gratitude
was not the less on that account. .

When my companions observed my 1aeluncholy, they stopped their
~onys, and having run hrough their bgew topics of condolence, they
coutinned their conversation in_a subdued and moderated tone, a8
il uuwilling to irritate my foelin% by what ::l%ht seem {0 me um-
seasounble merriment. I saw, and in my l acknowledged, the
kindness of their intention ; but 1 did not wish that my sadness should
cast o shade over what the]v enjoyed as a holiday,—the only holiday
perhiaps which their miserable faie would ever allow them. I told them
that nothing would be so likely to cheer me as to see them merry ; an
though my heart was aching and ready almost to burst, I forced a lau
and started o song. The rest joined in it; the chorus rose again loud a8
ever; the laugh went round; and the turbulence of their meérriment
soon allowed me to sink again into a moody silence. .

had the natural feelings of a man ; I loved my wife and child. Had
they been snatched from me by death, or had 1 been se m
them l\itsome fixed, inevitable naturaf necessity, I should bave wept,
no doubt, but my feelings would have been those of simple grief, un-
with any more bitier emotion. Bubthal the dear ties of husband

k-
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sl father, ties 50 twinod aboust g1y inmost heart, should be thus vie-
Ws sevesred, without s mo 's warning, and ab a creditor’s caprice,
~w—gnd he, to0, the creditor of amother :—to be thus chaived up, torn
from my home and driven to market, there o be sold to pay the debts
of a man who called himself my master ;—the thoughts of this stirred
mwitbin my soul a bitter hatred and a burning indignation against
lawe and the people that tolerate such things; fierce and y
which tore my heart distracted and tormented me even more
grief at the sudden separation.
} But the more violent emotions ever tend to cure themselves. If the
gﬁm’s survive the first paroxysm, his mind speedily begins to verge
its natural equilibrium. I found it so. 'The torture of furious
but impotent emotions at first almost overpowered me. But m{ feelings
soﬂeneso by degrees; till, at lenﬁ_h they subsided into a dull, but fixed
and settled misery; s misery which the impulse of temporary excite-
ment may sometimes make me forget, but which, like the guilty man’s
Temorse, 1s %00 deeply rooted to be ever erudicated.

|

CHAPTER XXVI.

A7 length we_arrived at Charleston, the capital of South Carolina.
We spent several days in recruiting ourselves after our long journey,
As soon as we had recovered from our lameness and fatigues, we were

. dressed up in new clothes, and fitted out- to show off’ to the best advan-
- ‘We were then expored for the inspoction of purchasers. The
avomen and children, plensed with their new finery, ssemed to enjoy the
novelty of their situstion, and a,gpea.red as anxious to find a mastor
and to bring a high price, as though the bargain were actually for
their own benefit. The greater part of our cm%mny were bought;
up by a sin, urchaser, and I among the rest. 'We were {mrchnsed

General r, 3 man of princely fortune, indeed, one of the richest
gm ters in Bouth Carolina; and were immediately sent off to one of

i Kl:.ntmons, at some distance from the city.

{The lower country of South Carolina, the Atlantic for eighty or
a handred miles inward, including more than half the state, 1s, with
thio exoeption I shall presently mention, one of the most barren, miscr-
able, uninviting countries in the universe. In general, the soil is
nothing but & thirsty sand, covered for miles and miles with forests of
the long-leaved pine. These tracts are called, in the expressive phrase
of the country, Pine Barrens. For a groat distance inland, these
. eserve almost a_ perfect level, raised but a few feet above the
surface _@ﬂr}\e sea. The tall, straight branchless trunks of the seattered
m«‘ rist like slender columns, and are crowned with a tuft of gnarly

bs and Jong, bristly leaves, through which the breezes murmur with
2 monotonous sound, much like that of fal iwa or waves breaking
on g h. There is rarely sny undergrowth, and the surface is either
matted with the saw-palmetto, a low evergreen, or covered with a coarse

e d grass, on which herds of half-wild catble feed in summer,
i starve in winter. The trunks of the pines scarcely inlerrupt a

“ywospect, whose tedious sameness is only varied by tracts, here and
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there, of almost imyenetrable swamyp, thickly mfrm up with bays,
own whose s

ter oaks, and other large trees, gludmg
;':anohes mdcmltenza trunks u long dueky mow hangs n me wcholy

festoons, drooping to the ground, the very drapery of diveare and death
The nvbt: w wlfa.re wide and shallow, swollen with the heavy rains of
spring and winter, frequengly overflow then low and wnarchy banks,
and holp to mcrease the extent of swampy ground, the copous source
of posonous vapours and febrile exhalations  Evcn where the country
begins to rise mto hills, 1l preserves, for a long distance, 1ts sterile cha
racter It 1 a collection of sandy lullocks, thrown togéther m the
stran| confusion In several places, not even the pme will grow
and the barren and thirsty <ol 14 clothed only with stunted bushes of
the black jJack or dwarf oak Insome spols even these are wanting,
and the bare sand 18 drnitied by the wind-

Throughout tlns extont of courtry, of winel, with all i< barronness,
a great part imght be, and by the (nterprising spint of free lnbour doubt-
less would he, brougﬁi mto profitable cultivation, there are only some
wnall tracts, principally along the water courses, which the ly and
thriftless <y ~tem of slave lahour has found capable of improvement Al
the rest still remans a ﬁm.nhw wilderuess, with scarcely anything to
mier1upt its devolate and dreary wmonotony

Thi~desc ription does not i« lude the tract stretehing along thesea-shore,
from the mouth of the Santee 1o that of the Savan: and extending in
some places twenty or tharty unles np the conntry  The coast between
these river 1 a snies of 1ids , - the fanigus sca-rslands of the cotton-
markets aud the main laud, which 15 separated from these 1slunds by
mnvmerable narrow and winding channcls, 15 penetiated, for some
distance inlaind by a vast number of creeks and nlcts he wlands
present a bluff shore and a fine beach towards the ocoun, but the opposite
side~ are often low anud mushy, The) were ongmnally covered with a
magnihicent growth of the Inc or ever-green oak, one of the finest trees
anywhere to be «¢n  The ro1l 1» ight, but 1t possesses a fertility never
yet attained 1n the dead and barten sands of the mierior These lands
are protected by embankmnts from the tides and floods, and the fields
are divided and dramned by froquent dykes and ditthes ~ Such of them
as can be most conveniently nrigated with fresh water are cultivated as
rice-ficlds ;~{he remamder arc emyployed 1 the {)rodm tion of ihe long
stapl¢, or nea~island cotton,—a specics of vegetable wool, which excels
o (:1rv (;:hor 1 the length of 1ts fibre, and almost rivals silk m strength
aund softuess

These beautaful districts ){te\ont a strong contrast to the rest of the
lower courtry of South Carolina, As far as the eye can stretch, nothing 1s
1o be secn bt a smooth, level, lughly-cultivated country, penetrated 1n
every dircelion by creeks and Tivers . The residences of the planter< a0
often Landrome buildings, placed on some fine swell, and shaded by &
choice variety of trees and shrubbery. These houses are mmhabited by
ther owners only 1n the winter 'Key are driven from home m the
sunumner, partly by the taresomeness of a hetless and monotonous indow
Touce, and partly by the uuheslthiness of the chmaie, which is much
aggravatc d by the rco cultivation, This absentee anstocracy mn%ﬁg?
10 Charleston, or daszles and astonshes the cities and watering-p!
the North, by 1l profuse extravagance and rechlese dissipal The
Fla.nmtmns are Jeft to the sole management of overseers, who, with their

nmﬂnee,lform almost the only permanent free population of these dage
{ricts The slaves are ten times as gumerous as the free. e wholeof
n -
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#his rich snd beautiful ootuh'f is devoted tp the support of a few
) families in a lor) uxurious, dissipated in%lolen hich
renders them useless to th%orld and & burdeg‘ to themselv&ez xnl io
contribute towards this same great ond, more than a hundred thousaud
human beings are sunk into the very lowest depths of degradation

General Carter, our_new master, was one of the richest of theso
Asnerican grandees. The plantation to which we were sent wos called
Jwovsahachee ; and though very extensive, was but one out of several which
ho owned, mmﬁlas I dud fromn Virginia, there wero many things in
the appearance of the ¢ountry, and in the way in which things were
wmanaged, that were entirely new to me.

Iand mir companions, who had slways been accustomed to some small
quantity ol meat,as a relish to our corn diet, found our mere unscasoned
hominy neither so palatable nor so nourishing as we could wish. Deing
strmgers anfl new-comers, we had notyet learned the custows of the
country, and were quite unacquainied with many of the arts by which the
Carolina slaves are enabled to cke out their scanty and msufficient allow-
ance. Our only resource was an appenl to our master’s gencrosity ; and
# happened, that about a fortnight after we were put upon the plantation,
General Carter, with scveral of his friends, made a flying viat from
Charleston to Loombachce, to see how the crops were coming on. This
we thiought to be a god opportunity 10 %et some improvement of our
fare. We did not like to ask too much, lest our request should be re-
Jected without ceremony. Jndded we determined to be as moderate as
vossible; and after due consultation, it was resolved to tion our
master for a little salt to season our hominy—a luxury to which we had

ways been accustomed, but which was not included in the Loosahachee
asllownnce, which consisted simply of corn, a peck a week to each work-
ing hand. My compamons requested me to act as spokesman, and I
readily undera)ok to do so.

‘When General Carter and his friends came near my {ask, I walked
towards him, He asked me what I meant by leaving my work in that
fashion, and inquired what I wanted? I told him that I was one of the
gervants whom he had latoly purchased; that some of us were born and
ruised in Virginis and the rest m North Carolina; that wo were not
used to living upon bare hominy without anything to give 1t o relish ;
and that we should take it us a very great favour if ho would be kind
enough to allow ns a liitle salt. .

He seemed to be rather surprised at the boldness of this request, and
iniquired mry name.

Archy Moore,” I answered.

* Archy Moore!” he cried with a fneer,—“and tell me how
long it hae been the fashion among you fellows to have donble names ?
You are the first fellow I ever owned who was guilty of such a piece
of ence ; and s damned impertinent fellow you are. I see it *
in nmr eye. Let me beg leave 1o request of you, Mr. Archy Moore,
1o be' satisfied with calling yourself Archy, the next time 1 inquire
your name.”

T hagd taken the name of Moore since leaving Spring-Meadow ; an as-
sumption not uncommon in Vm and which 18 there thought
harmless enough. But the South hinians, who of all the Americans
gt e b ot e ety e Bt

on, are u | m an
their slaves above the leval of tieir dog‘znd horses. Y



THE WHITE szl | 10t

The words and mannar of my master were sufficiently irritatiny, but
T was not to be shuffled off in Lhat way. I passed over s reh&;ke in
slonoe ; but ventured again, in the most respectful torms 1 could com.
mand, to renew the request, that he would be pleased to allow us a little
salt $0 season our hominy. .

“You are a damned unreasonable, dissatisfied set of fellows as ever I
met with !”” was the answer. “ Why, boy, z':u eat me out of house and
home already. It 1sas much as I can do to buy corn for you, If you
want salt, isn’t there plenty of sca-water withun five miles? If you
want it, you have nothing to do but to make it !”

8o he stad; and a8 they wheeled their horses and rode sway, he and
his companions joined in a loud laugh at the wit and pomé of his
snswer,

>

o r——

CHAPTER XXVII.

AwmoNag Mr. Curleton’s servants, or rather the servants that had been
M-r. Carleton’s, but who had now become the property of General Car-
ter, was one numed Thomas, ‘While we had lived together at Curleton-
Hall, I had contracted an intimacy with him, which wo still kept up.
e was of unmixed African blood, with good features, a stout, musenlay
frame, and on several accounts s very remarkable man.

His bodily strength, and his capacity for enduring privation and
fatigue, were very uncommon ; but the character of his mind was still
more so. His passions were sirong aud even violent ; but what is v
rare among slaves, he had them completely under his control ; and 1n
his words and actions he was as gentle as a lamb, The truth was, that
when quite young, ho had been taken in hand by certain Methodists
who lived and labaured ifilys neighbourhood ; and so strong and lasting
were the impressions w eir leaching made npon him, and so com-
pletely had he imbibed th octrines, that it seemed us if several of the
most powerful principles of kuman nature had been eradicated from his

m.

His religiom teachers had thoroughly inculcated into a soul, naturally
ud and high-spirited, that creeg of passive obedience and patient
ong-suffering, which under the sacred name of reli%gn has been often
found more potent than whips or fetters, in upholding tyranny and
subduing the resistance of the superstitious and trembling slave. They

had taught him, and he believed, that God had made him a servant, an
that it was his dl_xty to obey his master and be contented with his lot.
‘Whatever cruelties or indignities the unprovoked insolence of unlimited
suthority might infliet upon him, it was hi» duty to submit in humbls
silence ; and i ms master sm im on ono cheek, he was to turn to
him the other also. This, with Thomas, was not a mere form of words
run through with and then forgotten. In all my experience, I have
nover known a man over whonr his creed appeared to hold so powerful

& gontrol.

Nature had intended him for one of those lofty spirits who are the
tervor of tyranis and the bold martm: of ?‘:beer%%y 'lgut under the in-
fluence of his religion, he had become a passive, humble, and oledienk
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slave. He made it a point of duty to be faithful to his master in all
ﬂlingl. He, never tastod whiskey; he would sooner slarve than sieal;
and he perferred being whipped to telling a lie. These qualities, so very
uncommon in a slave, us well as his cheerful obedience and laborious
industry, had gained lim the good-will even of Mr. Carleton’s overseer.
Ho was treated as a rort of confideutial servant; was often irusted to
kega the keys, and give out the allowance; and so scrupulously did he
fulfil all that was required of him, that even the fretful caprice of an
overseer had no fault to find. He had lived at Carleton-Hall more than
ten years, nud in all that time had never onco been whipped. What was
mos{ remarkable and uncommon of all, at {he snme time that he obtained
the confidenoe of the overseer, Thomus had succeeded in gaining the

ood-will of hig fellow-servants. There never lived a kinder-hearted,

tter-tempered man  There whs nothing he was not ready to do for a
fellow-creature in distress; he was ever willing to share his provisions
with the hundry, and to help the weak and tired o finich thejr tasks.
Besides, he was 1he spiritual guide of the plantation, and could preach
and pray almost as well_as his master. T had no sympathy for his re-
ligious enthusiasm, but, T loved and admired tho man ; and we had long
been on terms of close intimacy. .

Thomas had*a wife, Ann by name, a pretty, sprightly, good-natured
rl, whom he loved exceedingly. It wasa grené comfort to himn—indeed
¢ regarded it as a spe~al inter{)osition of Providence 1n lus behalf—

that when carried away trom Carleton-Hall they had not been soparated.
Never was a man more grateful or more dehighted thun Thomas was
when he found that both he and Ann had been purchased by General
Carter, That they should fall into the hands of the samo owner was all
he desired; and_he readily transferred to the service of his purchaser
all that zeal and devotion which, as he had been taught lo believe, &
slave owes 1o his master. Winleall the rest of us, upon our first arrival
al Toosahachee, had beon complaining and lamenting over the hardness
of our tasks, and the poor and insufticient food which our new master
allowed us, Thomas said not a word ; but hind worked away with such
zeal and vigour, that he soon gained the repuiation of being one of the
best hands on the place.

Thomas’s wife had an mfant child but a few weeks old, who, according
to the Carolina fashion, was brought to her in the field 10 be nursed ;—
for th~ Carolina planters, spendihrifts in everything else, in all that
regardr their servants are wonderful econonusts. One hot afternoon,
Ann sat down beneath a treebnud took the infant from the hands of the
little child, herrelf scurcely able 10 wulk, who had the care of 1t during
the day. She bad imshed the maternal office, and was relurning stowly,
and perhaps rather unwillingly, to hertask, when the overseer rode ini
that part of the field. The name of our overseer was Mr, Martin, He
was one of thoso who ure denominated smart fellows and good discipli-

Ho had established a rule that there was to be no loitering
ot Loosabachee. Walking was too lazy & pace for him ; »f there was any
ootasion to gcn' from one part of the field to another, it wasto beina
rup. Ann had lperhm}n nr%otten, ab all events «ho was not complying

\ with this ridiculous piece of plantation dismrline. Thi« was no sooner
‘obrerved by the overseer than he rode up to her, cursed her for a lazy
vagabond ; and commenced beating her over the head with Ins whip.
Thomas happened to be working close by. ITo felb every siroke ten
timos a8 .keeng a8 though it had lighted upon his own shoulders. Here
wea & trial too strong for the artifimal principles of any creed. He
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moved forward as though he would go $o hls wife’s assistance. "'We who
wero by him to stop, and told him he would only get himself into
trouble. But the cries and shrieks of his wife made hnw deaf to our
ontreaties; he rushed forward, and before the overseer was aware he
seized s whip, snatched it from his hand, and demanded what he
meant b‘f beatang a woman in that wa{i:'or 1o offence whatevor ?

"Po ;ndge from Mr., Martin’s looks, this was a display of spirit, or, as he
vmul(f call 1t, of insvlence and msubordination, for which he was not af
all prepared.  He reined back his horse for a rod or two ;—when. seem-
ing to recollect himself, he put s hund into hus coat-pocket and drew
out a pistol.  Ile cocked 1t and gﬁl:i@d it at Thomas, who dropped the
whip and turved to run. Mr., Martin fired ; but lus hand shook too
much to enable him to take & very effoctual aim ; and Thomas continued
T flight, leaped the fence, and disappeared in 1he thickel by which it
was bordered. .

Having Ilmt, the husband to fight, the overscer turntd 1o ihe wif
who stood by trembhing and crying. He wis boiling over with rage an
pasgion, and sermed determined to spend s fury on this helpless and
unhappy woman. He ealled the driver of the gang and two or three
other men to his assistance, und bade them strip off her clothes.

The preparations being complete, Mr. Martin commenced the torture,
The lash buried itself in her flesh at overy blow: aud as the poor
wretch threw up_her gashed and gmg arms, the blood ran down in
sireams. Her cries were dreadful, Used as I had_ been to smilar
scenes, my heart sickened and m{ head grew dizzy. 1 longed to seize
the monster by the throat and dash him to the ground. How I restrained
myself 1 do not know. Most sure T am, that nothing but the base and
dastard spirit of a slave could have endured that scene of female torture
and distress, and not huve mterfered. i

Before Mr. Martin had finished, poor Ann sunk to the ground in a
state of total insenvibilhity. Ile ordered us to make a litter of sticks and
hoo-handles, and to carry her to his house. We laid her down in the
passage. The overseer brought » heavy chan, one end of which he put
around her neck, and thg other he fastened to one of the beams. He
saxd her fainting was all Yetence ; and that if he did not chain her she
would be runmng avay afil joining her husband.

We were now all ordered 1uto the woods to bunt for Thomas. We
separated and pretended to eaamine every ‘i)lauo that secrmed hkely to
conceal him ; but with the exception of the drivers, and one or two base
fellows who sought to curry favour with the overseer, I do not believe
that any of us felt any greal anxiety, or took much pains to find him.
Not far from the fence was a low swampy place, thic! lﬂ grown up with
cane and guin-trees. As I was making my way through 1t, I came sud-
denly upon Thomas, who was leaning against the trunk of a largo tree,
He laid hys hand upon my shoulder, and asked what the overseer had
done to his wife. I concealed from him, as well as 1 could, the miserable
torture which had been inflicted upon her; but I told him that Mr,
Martin was all fire and fury, and thut it would be best for him o keep
out of the way till his passion could subside a little. I promised to
return in the evening and to bring him food. In the mesn time, if
ﬁan:vould he close, there would be liftle danger that any one would find

We were presently called back fror our ineffectual search, and
ordered to tesume our tasks. I finished mine as quickly as I coul
hastened home, got some food ready, and went to see poor Anne
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found her lymg in the chained as we had left het Her low
moans showed that ske liad 80 far recovered herself av to be once more
sénsitive ng&x:m She oomglamod that the chain about her neck hurt
her and 1t dafficult to bieathe I stooped down and was attempt-
ng to loosen 11, when Mrs Martin made her appearance at the door,
she asked what rght I had 10 meddle with the ¥u-l, and bade me go
about m&‘busmess. I would have left the food I lind brought, but Virs
Martin told me to take 1t away agun, 1t would learn the wench betler
manners, she sad, to starve her for a day or {wo.

I took up my hitile bashet ind went away with a beavy heart  As
soon as it grew gark 1 set off to meet Thomas, but lest my steps mnght
be dogged by the over-eer or some of his imos‘lidlook a ve1y roundabout
course, 1 found hum near the place where I met him befor¢  Has
earnest entreaties to know the whole drew from me the story of lus
poor wife’s suffermgs and her ]])ment stbuition It moved bim deepl
At mtervals he'wept hike a child, then he strove to restrain himsel
repeating half aloud some texts of scripture and what seemed a sort of
pta{er But all would not do, and cuined away at last by a sudden
gust of passion, forgetful of his 1elimous seruplos, he cursed the brutal
overseer with all the ener(%y of a husband s vengeance Presenily he
tecovered his <elf-command, and began to take fauli to himself, ascrib-
mg all thc blame to Ims own foolish mterference. The thought that
wht his aflection for m wile hid prompted him to do bad only served
to aggravate her sufferings seemed to agitate him almost to distractaon
Agaln, the tide of passion swept all before 1t His oountenancoe grew
convulsed, his bosem heaved, and he only found relief in half-uttered
threats and muttered execrations

I1e consulted with me as to what he had better do I knew that the
overseer was ter1bly mcensed against lnm I had head hum say that
if such a dn.rmﬁ act of insolence was not most sign dly pumshed, 1t
would be enough to corrrupt «nd dwsorder the whole neighbourhood
was aware that Mr Martin would not dare absolutely to put him to
death But this prombaition to commit murder 18 the sole ind single
himit to an overseer’s authorty , and I knew that he had both the rnght
and the will to 1nflict & tortwie compared 1o which the agomies of an
ordinary death-<truggle would be but tnﬂmﬁ I therefore advised
Thomas 10 ﬂg, «ance even if he wete caught at last, no severer pumsh-
meut could he mflicted upon him than he would be certan of upon a
voluntary surrender

For a mowent this advice seemed to plcase him, and an expression
of (hnnF determmation appeared 1n his face, such as 1 bad never seen
$here before  But 1t dwsappeared m an mstant  “There 1» Ann,” he
said , “1 cannot leave her, and she, EM’ timid thing, even 1f she were
well, I could never persuade her to fly with me It will not do, Archy,
I cannot leaye my wife ¥

‘What oould I answer P

understood him well, and knew how to sympathise with him I
dould not but adinit the force of his objection  Such feelings I knew 16
would be 1 vam 1o combat with argumments, indeed 1 could not make
up m{d m‘:fd tt.o attempt 1t, and a8 I had no other advice to give, L 1e-~

mmned silen
Thomas seemed lost 1n thm:ight, and continued for some nunntes witl
hus eyes fixed ugou the ground, eire'mntsly he told me that he had made
up his !l:lxlsnd'—tee was determined, he said, to go to Charleston and ap-
master.
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The Jittle T had known of General Carterdid not inclne me to put
much dependenco on his justice or generosity; but s Thomas seemed
pleased with this ‘fln.n, and as it was his only chance, I applanded it. He
ate the food I had brought, and determined 1o set off immediately. He
had only been ouce to Charleston during all the timo we had been at
Loosuhachee; but as he was one of those people who, if they have been
onee to a place, find little ditliculty in going a second time, I had no
doubt of his tinding Ius way to town.

I returned to my cabin: but I was so anxions and uncertain about
ihe success of Thoemas, m {he scheme he had adopted, that 1 could not
sleep. At daylrght I went to my task. My anxiety aclod as a stimulus
upon e, and T had finished long before any of my cpmpanions. As I
was pasig from the field to my cabin I saw General Carter’s carriage
driving np the road, and as it passed me I observed poor Thomas be-
hind, chained to the footman’s stand.

The carriage drove up 1o the house ; General Carter gob out of it, and
rent ofl m great baste for Mr. Martin, who had taken s gun and dog
carly that morning, and had been beating ahout the woods all day in
search of Thomas. In the meantime General Carter ordered all the
hands on the plantation to be collected. .

At last Mr. Martin arrived. Tho moment General Carter saw him
he cried out, * Well, sir, here is a runaway I have brought back for
you. ‘Would you believe it, the fellow had the impertinenee to come to
Charleston with the story of his grievances! KEven from hw own ac-
count of the nratter he was guilly of the greatest insolence I ever heard
of,—snatchng the' whip from the hand of an overseer! Things are
coming to a pretty pass indeed, when these fellows undertake to justify
such msubordination, The next thing we shall hear of they will be
cutting our throats. However, I stopped the scoundreV’s mouth before
he had said five words. I told him I would I1::1rdnn anything sooner
than insolence to mly overseer,—1 would much soonor excuse imperti-
nence towards myself. And to let him know what I thought of his
conduct, here you see I have brought him back to you, and I have dono
it even at the nsk of obliged to R]ee&hure to-night and mbchinq
the country fever. Whiighe raseal well, Mr, Martin I’ wlhip lnm well !
I have had all the hands®ollected, that they may sce the pumshment,
and take warning by 1t.”

Mr. Martin, thus mv_lted‘ospmng upon Li+ prey with a tiger's ferocity.
But I have no inclination to disgust myself with another description of
the horrid torment of which, in America, the whip is the active and
cortinunal instrument. He who is curious in these matters will do well
1o spend six months upon an American plantation.  He will soon dis-
ocover that the ruck was a superfluous invention, and that the wlup, by
ﬂf!(ilxs\ertwo“ skilled in the use of it, can be made to answer any purposes
" ure.

Though Thomas was quile cut up with the lash, and whipped by two
drivers il he fainted from pain alln’d loss_of blood, such was the nerve-
and vigour of his constitution, and the noble firmness of his mind, thak
he stood it like a hero, and disdained to utter any of those piercing
screams and piteous_cries for merey which are commonly heard npon
the like ocoasions. He soon got over the effects of this discipline, spd
in a fow days was at work again as usual, "
Not so with his wife. She was naturally of a slender constitution
and per_hngg had not entirely recovered from the weaknoss incident:
upon childbirth, Either the whipping she had suffered, or her chains and

'S
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starvation a.fterwug&or both together, had brought on a violent dis-
order, of which at firsl she seemed to get better, b\:ltgwhich left her suf-
ferins under & dull nervous fever, without strength or appetite, or even
the desire of recovery. Her poor baby seemed to s thise with its
mother, and pined from day to day,—at length it died. 'The mother did
*not lﬂlg survive it; she lingered for a week or two. Sick as she was
she no attendant cxcept a saperannuated old woman, who could
neither sco nor bear. Thomas of course was obliged to go to s tasks
a8 He returned one night, and found her dead.

One of the drivers, a mean-spirited fellow, and Mr. Martin’s principal
spy and informer, was the only person allowed to ]ilmch at Loosaliachee,
and to ach as the leader in thosé mummeries to which the ignorani and

superstitious slaves give the name of veligion. He paid a viut to the
cted husband, and offered his services for the funeral. Thomas had
so muoh natural good sense, that,he was not, ike many persous of his
way of thinking, imposed upon’'and taken in by every one who chose to
o use of the cant of sanctity. He had long ago seen {hrough this
hypocritical fellow, and learned to despise him. e therefore declined
g assistance ; ax;(i pointing to me, “ Himself and his friend,” he sui
“would be sufticient to bury the poor girl.” He seemed about to ad
something more ; bub the mention of his wifo had overpowored him,
hixlu vinoe choked, his eyes filled with tears, and Le was constrained to be
silent,
It was o Sunday. The preacher soon left us; and poor Thomas sat
the whole day watching his wife’s body. 1 remained with him ; but I
;Li?:g how useless any attempt at consolation would be, and 1 said but

Towards runset several of our fellow-servants came in; and they were
ntlg followed by most of the plantation people. We took up the
dy and carried it to the place of burial. Thus was a fine, smooth slope
covered with tall trees. It secmed to have been long used for ity present
sprposf_). Numerous little ridges, some of them new, and others just
rnible, indicated the places of the graves.

The_husband leaned over the , while we busied ourselves in the
sad office of digging ita last resting-place. The shallow grave was soon
finished. ‘We all remuined silent, in expectation of a prayer, a hymn, or
some similar ceremony. Thomas attempted once or twice to begin, but
Lis voice rattled in his throat, and died away in an inarticulate murmur.
He shook his head, and bade us place the body in the grave. We didso;
B e e e burial being finshed, {liose wh

was alr growin, ; and the burial being finished, those who
had attended at it ha.&ened homeward. The husband sl remained
standing by the side of the grave. I took lus arm, and with u-gentle
force would huve drawn him away. He shook me off, and raising his
hand and head, he muttered in a low whispet, “Murdered, murdered !”
As he spoke these words e turned his‘eyes on me. _There gleamed in
them a spint of passionate and indignant grief. It was plain that
| feeling was fast gaining the mastery over thab system of artificial
constraint in which he had been educated. I sympathived with him, and
I preased his hand to let him know 1 did s0. liereturned the pressur H
and, after a short 1igauaie. he added, “Blood for blood ; is it not se, Archy p*
There was something terrible in the slow but firm aad steady tone in
he spoke. I not whai_to angwer; ner did he sppear to
areply. Though ke addrossed me, the question seemed 1ntended
for himself. I took his arm, and we walked off in silence,
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CHAPTER XXVIII

It is customary in South Carolina to allow the laves the week from
Christmas to the new year, ag a sort of holiday. This indulgence 18
extended so far, that during that week they are, for the most
allowed (o leave the plantations, the scenes of their daily labours an
sufferings, and to wandor about in the neighbourhoody pretty much at
their own will and pleasure. The highways present at that season a
singular appearance. The slaves of every age and sex, collecied from the
populous plantations of the tide-waters, and dressed in the best atlire
they have been able to muster, assemble in great numbers, swarming
along the road, and clustermg about the little whisky-shops, producing
:la.l i-mdci;m of hustle and confusion, witnessed ounly at the Christmas

olidays.

Those shops are principally supported 2{1 a traffic with the slaves for
plolen rice and cotlon,~—n traific which all the vindictive fury of the
planters, backed by an abundant legislation, has not been able to eradi-
cate. Ti\ey are the chief support, in fact, the only means of hvelihood,
oren 10 a vonsiderable portion of the lower order of the white aristooracy
of the country. It1s the same in Carolina as in Lower Virgimia. The
poor winfes are extremely rude and ignorant, and acquainted with but
few of the comforts of civilised life. They are 1dle, dwsipated, and
vicious, with all that vulgar brutality of wice which poverty and igno-
rance render so conspicuous and disgusting. Without land, or, at
'[mmnﬁ(gome htile of harren and exhausted soil, which tfley have
neither skill nor indfgry to render productive ; without any trade or
handicrafl art; and looMing upon all manual labour ss degrading to free
men, and fit only for a slate of servitude,—ihese poor white men have
become the jest of the slaves, and are at once feared and hated by the
select aristocracy of rich planters. It is ouly the ri_ggt, of su which
they posseas that preserves them the show of consideration and respect
with which they are yet treated. This right of suffrage, of which the
select aristocracy are extremely anxious to-deprive them, is the onl.
ua.l?lguard of the poor whites, But for this, they would be trampl
under foot without mercy, and by force of law and legislation would scon
}.)lemreduoed to a condition little superier to thai of the very slaves

mueelves.

On the Christmas holidays whieh suececeded my becoming an inhabi-
tant of Loosahachee, & great number of slaves, of whom I was one, yrore
assembled about a little store on the neighbouring high-ro m
talking, drinking whisky, and making merry after our seve:

‘While we were thus employed, I observed, n’din&:.long the road, » mean-
loo] t disagreeable cadave-

king fellow, shabbily dressed, with a face of
rous hue that makes %{e inferior order of whites in Lower Carolina look

8o much like ng corpses, He was mounted on a lean soraggy horse,
whose hips seemed just bursting through the skin, and he carried in kis
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hnﬂsm enortous whip, which'he handled with a familiar grace/Scldom
m ex by an American slave-driver. As he 1iaased us, I
iced that all the slaves who had hats pulled them off to him; but as
Y did not see anything in tho fellaw’s appearance that demanded any
particular réspeot, mﬁ 88 I was ignorant of the Carolina ctiquette,
&hinh requnires from every slave an obsequious bearing towards every
seldom expected in Virginia, I let my hat remain upon my
head, The fellow noticed it; reined np his jaded beast, aud e)ed me
sharplf. My complexion made him doubt whether I might not be a
on ; my dress, and the company T was in, gave hiin equal grounds
for supposing me u slave. He inquired who I was,and being told that I
waa one of General Carter’s people, he rode towards me with his upraised
wh!ﬁ, demanding why I did not take off my hat to hiw, and, without
waiting for an answer, ho began to lay the lash over my shoulders. The
Tellow was evidently drunk, and m) first impulse was to take the whip
away from him! Luckily, T did not yield to tlus impulse; for any
attempt to resist even a drunken white man, though that resistance was
only in repelling the most unprovoked attwi:, according to the just and
oqiml laws of Carolina, might have cost me my life.
learned upon inqmmhnt this fellow had been an overseer; but
gome time previous had bheen discharged by his emplqier for suspected
dishonesty. Not long_after, he had set up a whisky shop about half a
milo distant. From what he said to the owner of tlie slore where we
were assembled, it would “eem that his shop had not heen so much fre-
guented during the holidays as he had expected, and 1n beating me, he
bad vented his drunhken pite and ill-humour on the first object that
ve him anything like a prefence to exercise it. I learned, too, that
his fellow, whose name was Christie, was a cousm of Mr. Martin, our
oversoer. Thoy had been close friends ; but had lately had a violent
quarrel. Christie had stabbed Martin, and Martin had shot at Christie
with his double-barrelled gun. He had taken s still more effectual
revenge by doing the best to stop the trade from Loosahachee to Christie’s
shop, which he had former]y wmked at, and which had been carried on,
much o Christie’s benefit, by the exchange,of well-watered whisky for
General Carter’s rice and cotton. .

I no sooner heard this account of Mr. Christie, than it occurred to
me that I had him in my power, and, at once, I resolved to make him
smart in his turn, for the lashes hio had inflicted upon we. It is true, I
was oblized to pfay the part of o a:y*nnd an informer ; but such low
means are the only resource which the condition of servitude allows. As
soon as I got home, 1 hastened to the overseer, and with an abundance
of hypocritical 'Yretences, and professions of zeal for m{ master’s servioe,
I communicated to him, as a scaret, the fot that Mr, Christie was
in the habit of trading with the hapds, and buying whatever they
brought him, without asking any questions. . .

Mr. Martin smd that he was well aware of if, and he would give me
five dollars if I would help him to detect Christie in the fact. .

‘We quickly struck up a bargain. Tho overseer furnished me with s
ﬂrﬂnm{ gottﬁn, and I set off one moon-light night to pay a yisit to

X ig’s shop.

He reoognized me at oncemnd jested a good deal about the whippin
he bad given me. He thougﬁ?liit an excellent joke ; and it best a.ngwemg
my purpose to e::ﬂ):nr very much of the same opinton. I found him not
at'al] disinelind trade, provided I would exchange my cotton for his
whisky, at the nominal price of a dollar a quart, It was not long he-
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fore I paid him a socond visit. That time, Mr. Martin and one of hiy
friends were posted oulside the shop, at a place where they could peop
Detween the logs, and see and overhear the whole transaction.

To buy rice, cotton, or in fact anythin, elmlot a slave, unless he pro-
duces a written permit from his master it, according ta the Ca~
rolina_statute-book, is one of the most enormous crimes a man ¢can
commit. Mr. Christie was indicted at the next court. Ho was found
guilty on the express testimony of Mr. Marlin and his companion, and
was fined a thousand dollars and sentenced to a year’s imprisonment.
The fine swept away what little property he had, and how his imprison~
ment ended I never heard. More than one of the jurymen who con-
vieted himn were ,gnevoule suspected of the very same practiges; but
the dread of incurring frech suspicion, or perhaps the jealous rivalry of
gade, made those very fellows the mnost clamorous for his condemna-

on,

Mr. Martin_ was so well pleased with my services i this affair—in
which he fancied I had put myself forward merely to be used as his cat’s
paw—that he tovk me guite into favour. aud began to employ me as
one of his regular spies and informers, _Tyranny, whether on the great
scale or the httle, can onlx bo sustained through a system of espivnage
and betrayal, in 'which the most mean-spinited of the oppressed are
turned iuto the tools and mstruments of oppression. There are many
alleviations of the wretchedness of servitude to be expected from the
favour and indulgence of an overscer. Let it he remembered also, that
80 strong are the alluremeuts which power holds out, that even among
{freemen there are hundreds ofy thousands always lo be found, who are
ready to assist in sacrificing the dearesi rights of their neighbours, by
volunteering lo be the iunstruments of superior tmnta. What then
can be reasonuably expected_{row those who have been studiously and
systematically degraded? What wonder if among the oppressed are
found the readiest and mosi, relentless instrumente of oppression ?

As Iknew I could turn Mr, Martin’s favour to good account, I toolk
care not to lel him suspect with whbat scorn aund loathing 1 regarded the
office in which he sought to employ me. Bnt while he imagmned that I
was engaged heart hand in his service, I counterworked him more
than once, by com icating his {[hm and stratacems to those whom
he sought to entrap. ¥rhis sume Mr. Martin, though he was absolute
viceroy qver more than three hundred people, was a very ignorant and
a very stupid fellow. Several circumstances occurred which, with a
ghrewd person, would have betml)l'ed mo; but I succeeded so completely
in blinding Mr. Martin’s eycs, that he still continued to place an un-
limited confidence in my fidelity. Of this he soon gave me a new proof,
{or, riding one day into the field where I was ab work, and not finding
matters going on just to suit him, he called out the driver of the gang,
and took {ronr him the whip, which he carried as the badge aud prin-
cipal instrument of his office. I{e then called for me ; and having given
me {wenty or thirty lashes, according to the onstom in such cases, he
put the whip into my ha:la. nppoinu%. me driver of the gang, and bade
lﬂ:l do m& duty of my new office upon the fellow to whose place I

u

B o
. It is under the inspection of drivers, who are appointed from among
the slaves,"at the yvil?egf the overseer, that the%?n(l)ture of a Carolina
plan ta.tsotg1 ui carried o_n.d l'I‘he ov?mmth T huvelleametlin u}: m;;‘qh ofwtho
rs and the luxurious indolence of their employers willing to'
ﬂdmg about all dayin the hot sun lookingpalber the labourers. 'l.‘g:
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dlaves are divided into and each gang is put under the charge of
» driver, who is nqrn?l?glectod for lggnopwardly and mean-spirited
subserviency, sud his readiness to tyrannize over and to betray his
companions, ‘The driver is entrusted with all the unlimited and abso-
hte authority of the master himself. Hereceives a double allowanoce;
ho has no task ; his sole husiness is 10 look after his gang and sce that they
gn:ﬂurm the work assigned them ; and for this purpose he takes his sta~-
jon in the midst of t.heu’hlwlup in hand. When the overseer makes bis
w in the field, all the drivers collect about lum to receive hus
TS, r performance of ihe work assigned to his gung, each
driver is himself responsible; and that he may perfecily understand by
what means he is 10 enforce ils performance, the oversoer usually in-
ducts him into office by giving him a severc castigation with the very
whip which he afterwards puts into his hand to be used upoun bis com-
panions. .

The absolute power of an overseer is oflen, I oughi rather to say
always, shockingly abused ; but the absoluie power of drivers is yet one
stop hﬁher towards the perfection of {yranny. The driver faithfully
copies all the arrogance and msolence of the overseer from whom he re-
ocetves his commussion ; and as he is always among his gang, 1{he nggra-
vating weight of lus authority 1s so much the heavier. He is but one
of themselves, and the slaves are naturally more impatient of his rule

they would be of the same duminion exercised by one belongimg
{0 what they have beon taughl to regard as a superior race, and whom,
being a freoman, they are ready to acknowledge as actually their
superior. Besides, the drivers are fur,from hmiting their demauds, as
the overseer humself generally would do, to the performance of the ficld
labour. They have a thousand lhittle 'ifi““’ to gratify, a thousand Smr-
poscs of their own to accomplish, T'hey are, in fact, the absolute
masters of everything wluch any of their gnn?; may happen 10 possess
and the persons of the women are as much at thewr disposal as at that of
the overseer or the master. Even if by chance a_ driver should happen
not to be disposed 1o abuse - authorty, thie dread of losing Ins situation
and the knowledge that all the deficiencies of any of s subordinatey
willel‘bo visited upon his head, makes hun of necessity hasty, harsh, and
cru

Heaven is my witness, {hat while I held the office of driver my great
object was to use the authority which it gave me to allewviate, as far as
I could, the mwery of my compamons. My gang consisted of the
Carleton hands, with whom T had long been connected, and whom 1
lookod wipon as friends and fellow-sufferers. Many is the time when I
havo seen one and anothor fainling under his task and unable to finish
it, that I have dmpll’ed the whip, seized the hoe, and m<lead of the
stamulus of the lash have used the encouragement of aid and assistance.
This I did repeatedly, though Mr. Martin more than once, when he
found me so employed, expressed his disapprobation, and4old me it was
no way, and would only bring the stution of driver into conterupt.

But it is no Enrt of my purpore to write an enlogium on myself’;
and I shall not hesitate to confess tho whole truth. There were times
that T ahused my oftico ; and 1 verily believe that uo man ever eacrcised
_pn unlimited authority who did not abuse it. 'The consciousness of my
ﬁw;or made me insolent and mopatient; and with all my’ hatred, my

ty, experimental hatred of tyranuy, the whip bad not long been
noeém in my hands before 1 caught myself in the act of playmg the



Power is ever dangerous and intoxicating. Human nature cannot
bear it. It must be constantly checked, controlled, and limited, or it
declines inevitably into tyranny. KEven all the endesrments of the
family connection, the tenderness of connubial love, and the heart-
binding ties of paternity, seconded, as they always are, by the strong in-
fluence of habit and opinion, have not made it safe to enirusi the head
of a fawnily with absolute power even over his own household. What
terms, then, are stronﬁ enongh in which to denounce the vain, ridi.
culous, and wanton folly of expecting anything hut abuse where power
is totally unchecked by either moral or legal control ?

CHAPTER XXIX,

SINCE the death of his wife, & remarkable change had taken place in
my fricnd Thomas. He had iost his former air of conteniment and
good-nature, and had grown morose and sullen. Instead of bemng the
most willing and industrious labourer in the field, as he used to be, he
seemed to have imbibed a strong distaste for work, and he slighted and
neglected his task as much as possible. Had he been undor any other
driver than myself, his idleness_and neglect would have frequently
bronght him into trouble. But I loved and pitied him, and I screened
him all I could. L .

The wrongs und injuries that bad been inficted upon him since his
arrival at Loosaliachee seemed to have subverted all the Frmciples upon
which he had =0 long acted. It was a suhject on which lie did not scem
inclined to converse, and upon which I was unwilling to press him ; but
I had abundant reason to suspect that he had totally reuounceti the
religion in which he had been so carcfully instructed, and which, for xo
long a time, had exercised so powerful an influence over him. He had
sccrotl{ returned to thoe practice of certain wild rites, which in his carly
youth he had learned from his mother, who had herself been kidnapped
from the coast of Africa, and who had been, as he had often told me,
zealously devoted to her country’s superstitions. He would sometimes
talk wildly and incoherently about having seen the spirit of his departed
wile, and of some promise he had made to the np})a,ril ion; and T was led
1o helieve that he suffered under occasional fits of partial insanity. v

At all events, he was in most respects an altered man. Ie had
ceased to be the humble and obedient slave, contented with his lot, and
zealously devoted to his master’s service. Instead of promoting his
master’s interest, it seemed now to be his study and his aim to do as
much mischief as possible,” There were two or three artful, daring,
unquiet spirits on the plantation, from whom, till lately, he had ke, t
aloof, but whose acquaintance he now sought, and whose confidence he
soon obtained. They found him bold and prudent, and what was more,
trusty and magnanimous ; and they soon gave place to his supeppr;? of
intellect, and acknowledged him as their leader. They were joined by
somo others, whose only motive was the desirc of plunder, and they
exiended their depredations to every part of the plantation. o

In this new character, Thomas still gave evidence that he was ug
ordinary man, He conducted his enterprises with singular address ; and



] U7 THN 'WHPIR SLAVE.

when all other stratagems by which to eave his companions from detee-

“tion proved unavailing, he had still one resource that showed the native
nobleness of his soul. Such was the steady firmness of his mind, and
the m: £ ur of his constitution, that he was enabled to do what
few.men conld. could brave even the torture of the lash—a torture,
as1 have eaid already, not less terrible than that of the rack itsell,
When every other resource failed him, he was ready to shield his com-
panions by a voluntary confession, and to concentrate upon himself a
punishment which he knew that some among them were too feeble
and faint-hearted to endure. Magunanimity such as this is esteemed
even in a freeman_the highest pitch of virtue:—how then shall we
sufficiently admire it in a slave ?

Thank God, tyranny is not omnipotent! .

Though it crush its vietims to the earth, and tread them into the
dust, and brutify them by every possible invention, it cannot {otally
extinguish the spirit of nanhood within them. Here it glimmers, and
there it secretly burns,sooner or later to burst forth in a flame thut will
not be quenched and cannot be kept under ! .

Solong as T was in the confidence of Mr. Martin, I was able {o render
Thomar essential service by informing him of the suspicions, plaus, and
stratagems of the overseer. It was not long, however, before 1 forfeited
that confidence; not becanse Mr. Martin entertained any suspicions of
my playing him false,—for it was very casy to throw dust into the eyesof
so stupid a fellow,—but because 1 did not cowe up to his notions of the
spirit and the duty of a ariver. The season was sickly ; and as the hands
who composed my gang were {rom a more northern climate, and not yet
seasoned to the pestiferous atmosphere of a rice-plantation, they suffered
a good deal from sickness, and several of them were often unable to
work. T had explained this to Mr. Martin, and he scemned to be satisfied
with my explanation ; but ndmf. into the field one day, in a particularly
bad humour, and I helieve a little excited with liquor, he got info a
towering rage ab finding not half my gang in the field, and more than
half the tasks untouched. . .

He demanded the reason.

I told him that the hauds were sick.

He swore they had no husiness to be sick ; he was tired, he raid, of
this talk about sickness; he knew very well it was all sham, and he
was determined to be imposed upon no longer. “If any more com-
plainfs are made of sickness, Archy, you have nothing to do but whip
the scoundrels and set them to work.”

“What,” said I, “if they are really sick ?”

“8ick or not sick, I tell you, If they are not sick a whipping is no
more than they deserve; and if they are, why nothing is so likely to do
them good as a little blood-letting.”

“In that case,” said I, “yon had better appoint another driver: I
should make a poor hand at whipping sick people.”

-“Hold your tongue, you damned insolent blackguard. Who gave
you leaveL, advise me or dispute my orders? lland me your whip,
you rasoal.” X
. Idid so; and Mr. Martin thereupon administered upon me a fresh
infliction of that same discipline he had bestowed whon he first put the
whip into nﬁ' hand. 8o ended my drivership; and though I now lost
my double allowance, and was obliged to turn into the field again and

.perform my task like the other hands, I cannol say thut I much re-
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gretted it. 1t was a pitiful and sorry office, which no one but a
sooundrel ever ought to undertake. .

I now united myself more closely to the garty of Thomas, and joined
heart and hand in all their enterprises. Our depredations became at
last so considerable that Mr. Martin was obliged 10 establish a regular
watch, consisting of his drivers and a few of their subordinates, who
kept prowling about the plantation all night, and made it unsafo to
venture into the fields. This arrangement was hastened by a circum-
stance that happened upon the plantation, about which a very strict
inquiry was instituted, but which led to no definite result. On one and
the same night General Carter’s splendid plantation-seat and his expen-
sive rice mﬁls were discovered to be on fire, and nolwithstanding all
efforts to save them, both were totally consumed. Several of the sluves,
and Thomas among the rest, were put to s sort of torture to make them
acknowledge some purticipation in this house-burning. That cruelty
availed nothing. They all stoutly denied knowing anytlung about it.
1 was, as I have said, very much 1n Thomas’s confidence, yet he never
spoke 10 me about that fire. As he was one of those men who know
how to keep their own secrets, I always suspected that he kuew much
more about the matter than he chose to divulge.

Al all events, it was evidently a mmuch more potent fecling than the
mere love of plunder by which Thomas was actuated. Since his wife’s
death he gometimes drank to excess; but tlns was seldom, and there
never was a man more teinperate in i~ meats and drinks or less fasti-
dious than Thonas generally was. Ile had formerly dressed with much
neatness; now he neglected his dress altogether. lle did not love
society ; he had little intercourse with anybody except with me; and it
was not always that Lie seemed to wish even for my company. "Thomas
had little use for his share of the plunder; and, in fact, he generally
distributed it among his companions.

~ When the thing was first proposed, he scemed to have little inclina-
tion 10 extend our depredations beyond the limits of Loosahachee. But
as it was no longer safe to continue them there, and as his companions
had rioted too long in plunder io be willing to relinquish it, Thomas
yiclded at last 1o their urgent solicitations, and led us night afier night
to the neighbouring plantations. WWe soon pushed our proceedings so
far as to attract the notice of the overscers whose domaius we had in-
vaded. At first the.i' supposed that the thieves were to be looked for ati
home; and numberless were the scverities they exercised upon those
whom they s_urecteq. But, in spite of all their cruelties, the depreda-
tions were still continued ; ‘and such was the sinﬁulnr art and cunning
which Thomas displayed in varying the scene and manuer of our visits,
that for a long time we cscaped all the traps and ambushes that were
planned against us,

‘We were one nightin a rice field, and had almost filled our bags, when
the watchful ear of Thomas detected a sound, as if of some one cautiously
approaching. e supposed it might be the patrol, which, of late,
instead of whiling away their time ﬁy the help of a fiddle and a bottle
of whisky, had grown more active, and actually perforiued somne of the
duties of a night watch. Under this ‘impression lie gave a signal for
us to steal off q]metly, in a certain order which he had arranged before~
hand. The field was bordered on one side by a decp and wide river,
from which it was protected by ahigh embankment. We had come by
water, and our canoe lay in the river, under the shade of a clump of
bushes and small trees which grew upon the dike. Oue by one we cau-

1 “
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tiouslﬁ stole over the bank, carefully keeping in the shade of the bushes,
and all but Thomas were already in the boat. We were waiting for cur
leader, who, as usual, was the last man in the retreat, when we heard
several shouts and ories, which seemed to indicate that he was discovered,
if not taken. The sound of two musket shots fired in rapid succession
increased our terror. We hastily shoved the boat from the shore, and
pushing her into the current of the flood-tide, which was setling up the
river, we were carried rapidly and m_lenglg out of sight of our landing-
lace. The shouts were still continued, but they grew fainter and
ainter, and scemed 1o take a_direclion from the river. We now put
out our paddles, and plying witk all our strength we pretty soon reached
asmall cove or creek, the place where we kept our boat, and at which
we were accustomed to embark. 'We drew the canoe on shore, and care-
fully concealed it among the bigh grass. Then, without taking out our
rice-bags, and leaving our shoes in the boat. we ran towards ioosztlm—
chee, which we reached without any further adventure.

I was very anxious about Thomas : but T had scarcely thrown myself
upon my bed before T heard a hight tap at the dosr of my eabin, which I
knew to be his. I spr:mb: up and let imin, He was panting for breath
and covered with mud. Thomas said, that just ax be was going to climb the
embankment, he looked behind him and saw two men rapidly approach=
ing. They scemed to observe him just at the same moment, and called
to him to stop. If hehad ~ttempted o reach the boat it would have drawn
them that way, and perhaps led to the detection of the whole company.
The moment they called to him he dropped his rice-bag, and stooping as
low as he could, he pushed rapidly through the rice in a direction from
the river. His pursuers raised a loud shout, and fired their mushets at
him,—but without effect. He jumnped several eross ditches, made for the
high ground at a distance from the river, and drew ofl' the patrol in that
direction. 'l‘hu{ pursued him closely; but as he was very strong and
active, and well acquainted with the place, Le succeeded in escaping
from among the dilches and embankments of the rice-field, gained the
high grounds, and took a dicection towards Loosahachee. But though
he had distanced his pursucrs, they had still kept nupon his track, and
he had expected that they would follow him up, and would shortly be
arriving.

‘While Thomas was telling his adventures, he had stripped off his wet
elothes, and washed off the mud with which he was covered. 1 furnished
him with a dry suit, which he took with him to_his own cabin, which
was close by mme. I hastened round to the cabins of our companions
and told them what visitors to except. 'T'he barking of all the plantation
dogs pretiy soon informed us that tho patrol was coming. They had
roused up the overseer, and, with torches in their hands, they entered
and searched every cabin in the quarter. But we were prepared for their
visit; we were roused with difficulty out of a deep sleep, and scemed to
be very much astonished at this unseasonable disturbance.

The search proved 1o be a very useless one; huf as the patrol were
certain that they had traced the fugitive to Lousahachee, the overscer of
the plantation upon which we had been depredating, came over the
next morning to search out and punish the culprit. " He was accom-

nied by several other men, who it seems were frecholders of the dis-

ict, selected with such forms, or rather such neglect of all form, as the
lJaws of Carolina prescribe in such cases. Five Carolina frecholders,
selected at hap-hazard, eonstitule such a court as in moxt other coun-
tries would hardly be trusted with the final adjudication of any matter
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above the value of forty shillings at the utmost. But in that part of the
world they not only have the power of judging all charges against slaves,
and sentencing the accused to death, but what the Carolinians doubtless
consider a much graver matter—the right of saddhing the state treasury
with the estimated value of the culprit.  This_law for refunding 10 the
masters, nominally a part, but what by over-valuation usually amounts
to the cutire value of condemned slaves, deprives the poor wretches of
thai protection against an unjust sentence, which otherwise they might
find in the pecuniary interest of their masters, and leaves them without
any sort of shield against the prejudice, carelessuess, or slupidity of thewr
judges. But why should we expect anyithing like eguity or fairness in
1he execution of laws which themselves are founded upon the grossest
wrong? 1t wust be confessed, that in this matter the Americans pre-
serve throughout an admirable consistency.

A 1table was sct out before the door of the overseer’s house; some
glasses and a bottle of whisky were placed upon i1, and the court pro-
ceeded to business, We werce all brought up and examined one afier the
other. The only witnesses were the patrol who had pursued Thoinas,
and they were vrdered by the court to ]])ia-k out the culprits.  That waus
rather a diflicult matter.  There were hetween sixty and sevenly men
of us; the wght bad been eloudy and without a moon, and the patrol
had ouly caughit some hasty and wneertan glimpses of the person whom
they had followed. The court secined rather vexed at thewr hesitation,
Y ¢t perhapsat was not vory unreasonable, since they were guite unable
to agree together ax to what sort of a man 1t was.  One thought him
short; the other wax ecrtain that he was quite tall. The first pro-
nounced him u ~tout, well-s¢t fellow ; the other had taken him to be
very slender.

By this time the first bottlo of whisky was emptied, and a second
was put upen the table. 'The court now toll the witnesses that it would
not do—they did not come up to the mark at all: and if they went on
at that rate, the fellow would escape altogether. Just at this momen
the overseer of the plantation wineh had heen plundered rode up: an
as roon as he had dismounted, he stepped forward 1o the rehef of the
witnesses.  He said, that while the court was organising, he had taken
the oprormmty to ride over and examine the rice-field, iu which the
rogue had been started up, 1t was much trampled n places, and there
were a great many foot-prints: but they were all just alike, and seemed
to have been nade by the same person. He took a little stick from his
pocket, on which, he said, he had carcfully marked the exact length
and breadth.

Now this was a trick for delecting people, which Thomas understood
very well, and he had taken good care toLe prepared for it.  Our whole
company were provided with shoes of the largest size we could get, and
all exactly the same paticrn; so that our tracks had the appearance of
being made by a single person, and he a fellow with a very ]arge foot.

. 'This speech of the overseer seemed to revive the drooping hopes of the
Jjudges, and they made us all sit down upon the ground :md%m\o our feet
measured. There was a man on the plantation named Billy, a harmless,
stupid fellow. wlmllf' unconiected with us; but unluckily for him, the
only onc of all the slaves whose foot corresponded at all with the mcasure,
The length of this poor fellow’s foot was fatal to him. The judges
shouted with one voice, and in the style of condemnation to be expected
from such a court, that “ they would !v)o damned if he was not the thief.”?
1t was in vain that the poor fellowzdenied the charge, and plez.\ded for
I [
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meroy. His terror, confusion, and surprise, only served to confirm the
inion of his guilt ; and the more he denied and the louder he %lead
the more positively his judges were determined against him. Withou
{uerﬁher tlaeremony, they pronounced him guilty,and sentenced him fo
ung ! .

The sentence was no sooner pronounced than Ereparatxons were made
for its execution. An empty barrel was brought out, and placed under
4 tree that stood before the door. The poor fellow was mounted upon
it; the halter was put about his neck, and fastened to a limb over his
head. The d'udges ad already become so drunk as to have lost all sense
of judicial decorum. One of them kicked away the barrel, and the
unhappy victim of Carolina justice dropped struggling into eternity.

The execution over, the slaves were sent into the field ; while Mr.,
Martin, with the judges and witnesses, and several others whom the
fame of the ,jtrial had drawn to Loosahuchee, commenced a regular
gﬁmkpn debauch, which they kept up all that day, and the night

owing,

CHAPTER XXX.

TRHE authority of masters over their slaves is in general a continual
reign of terror. A basc and dastard fear is the sole princ‘iipla of humnan
mature to which the slave-holder appeals. 'When it was determined to
hang the poor_fellow, whose fate I have described in the last chapter,
his judges could not know, nor do I suppose they much cared, whether
he were innocent or guilty. Their great object was to terrify the sur-
vivors ; and, by an example of what they would denominate wholesome
snd necessary scverity, to deter from any further trespasses upon the
neighbouring plantations. In this they succceded ; for though Thomas
endgeavoured to keep up our spirits, we were thoroughly scared, and felt
little inclination to second his Abofdness, which secmed to grow more
determined, the more obstacles it encountered.

One of our confederates, in particular, was so alarmed at the fate of
voor Billy, that he seemed to have lost all self-control, and we were in
eonstant fear lest he should betray us. When the first puroxysm of his
terror was at its height, the evening after he had witnessed the execu-
tion, I believe he would gladly have confessed the whole, if he could have
found a white man sober enough to listen to him. After a while, he

rew more calm; but in the course of the day he had dropped some
nts, which were carefully treasured up by one of the drivers. He
teported them, as I discovered, to the overseer; but Mr. Martin had not
yet recovered from the eflecis of the frolic, and he was too drunk and
!tl#d to understand a word that the driver said to him. L
e had begun to get the better of our fears, when a new incident
happened, which determined us to seek our safety in flight. Some
persons, in passing along the river bank, had discovered our canoe,
which, in_the hurry of our retreat, we had taken too little care to
eoncenl. It contained not only our bags full of rice,—for we had not
yet recovered courage enoug to go after them,—but our shoes also, all
exactly of the same size, and corresponding with the measure which had
been produced upon the trial. Here was ample proof that quite a
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number had been engaged in the scheme of depredation, and as one of
the company had been traced to T.oosahachee, it would be reasonable to
look for the others upon the same plantation. Iuckily, T obtained an
early intimation of this discovery, by means of one of the overseer’s
house-servants, with whom 1 had the policy to kee{; up a Ylli'etty intimate
connection, A man had arrived at the overseer’s house, his horse drip-
ﬁinﬁ with foam, and with an appearance of great haste and impatience,

¢ had asked to see the overseer. The moment he came in, the stranger
requested to speak with him alone, and Mr. Martin took his guest inte
another room, and locked the door. The girl, who was my spy and
informant, under an appearance of the greatest simplicity, was artful and
intelligent ; and she was prompted to overhear this secret: conversation,
as much by her own curiosity, as by the suspicion that it might possibly
be something in which I would take an mterest. She contrived to
conceal herself in a closet, which was separated from the room in which
tho overseer and his visitor were conversing, only by a thin partition, and
having overheard Ins story, the substance of which 1 have already men-
tioned,—and learned, besides, that the court would hold a new session at
Loosahachee the day following.—she hastened to inform me of what she
had heard.  She knew nothing in particular of our affairs; but she had
reason to believe that this piece of news wouid not be entircly un-
interesting to nic.

1 informed Thomas of what she had told me. We agreed at once
that onr best chance of safety was in thght, and we immediately com-
municated onr intention, and the cause of it, to the rest of our confede-
rates. They were anxious to accompany us, and we all resolved to be
off that very night.

As soon ag evening came on we stole away from the plantation, and
gained the woods in company. As we anticipated that a very diligent
search would be made for us, we thought it best 1o separate. Thomas
and myself resolved to keep together; the others scattered and took
various directions. As long as the darkness lasted we travelled cn ag
rapidly as we could; when the morning began to appear we plunged
into a thick swampy piece of woods, and having broken down some
branches and yonng“'r;rces, we made as dry a bed as we were able and
lay down to sleep. e were much ‘“tigued with our long and rapid
Jjourney, and Sleﬁ)t soundly. It was past noon when we waked. Our
appetites were sharp, but we had no provisions. Just as we were be-
gmnmﬁ to consider what course it would he best for us to pursue, we
heurd the distant baying of a hound. Thomas listened for a moment,
and then exclaimed that he knew that cry, It was a famous dog, a
cross of the bloodhound, which Mr. Marlin had loug had in trainin
and npon whose 'Berformances in tracking out runaways he very much
prided himself. The place where we were was a thick swamp, in whick
it was difficult to move, and not easy to stand ; to cross it wonld he im-
possible, and we resolved to get into the edge of it, where the ground
was harder and the undergrowth thinner, and to continne our flight.
‘Wo did so, but the hound gained rapidly upon us, and his baying
sonnded londer and louder. Thomas drew a stout sharp knife which he
carried in his pocket. We wers now just at the border where the dry

ound came down upon the swamp, and looking behind us, across the

evel and open woods, we could see the hound coming on with his nose

0 the ground, and uttering at intervals a deep and savage cry; farther
behind, but still in_full view, we saw a man on horseback, whom we
took to bo Mr. Martin himself, .
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The dog was evidently upon our track, and following it to the place
where we had first plunged into the swamp, he disappeared from our
view; but we’ could still hear his clamour, which grew louder and
almost constant, and we soon perceived by tho rustling and cracking of
the underwnod that he was close upon us. At this moment we faced
about and stood at bay,—Thom1s in front, with his knife in hand, and
I just behind, with a sharp and heavy lightwood knot, the best, indeed
the only, weapon of which I could avail myself. Presently the dog
emerged from the swamp. The moment he saw us he redoubled his
ery, and dashed forward foaming and open-mouthed; he made a great
leap directly at Thomas’s throat, but only succecded in seizing his left
arm, which Thomns raised as a shield against the dog’s attack. At the
same instant he dealt a stroke with bis knife which penetrated to the
kilt, and dog and man came struggling to the ground. llow the con-
test would have euded had Thownas been alone is very doubtful, for
though the hound soon_received several wounds, they only scemed to
increase his fervcity, and he still strugsled to get at the throat of his
antagonist. My hightwood knot now did good “service; two or threo
heavy blows upon the dog's head laid him senseless and sprawling on
the ground. .

‘While we had bren awaiting the dog’s attick, and during the con-
test, we had scarcely thouzht of his master, hut lookiug up, afer it was
ever, we ducovered thut Mr. Martin was alrcady very near us.. When
the &og took to the swamp, his master had followed along npon its edge
and cama suddonly upon us bafore wo had exoected him. e pombe(i
his gun and called upon us to surrender. ‘I'n>mas no sooner saw the
overseer than he scemed to losc all his self-coutrol, and grasping his
knife he rushed directly upon him. Mr. Marun ficed, but the buck-
shot rattled harmlessly among the trees, and as he was attempting to
wheel his horse, Thowas dashel upon him, sewzed him by the arm, and
dragzed him to the ground. The horse ran frightened through the
wood, and it was in vain that [ attemapted to stop him. We looked
roum’l in expectation of secing some others of the huntsmen coming up;
none were in sight, and we seized the opportunity to retreat, and to
carry our prisoner into the covert of the swamp.

We learned from him, that by the time the court and their attendants
arrived at Loosahachee, our fight had been discovered, and that it was
immediately resolved to raise the neighbourhood, and to commence a
general search for the runaways. All the horses, dogs, and men that
could be come at were put into requisition. They were divided into
parties, and immediately commenced beating through the woods and
swamps in the neighbourhood.

A party of five or six men, with Mr. Martin and his bloodhound, had
traced three of our companions into a thick swamp, just on the bank
of a river. The pursuers dismounted, and with their guus in their
hands, they followed the dog into the thicket. QOur poor fellows were
so overcome with fatigue, that they slept till the very moment that the
hound sprang in upon them. He seized one of them by the throat, and
held him to the gronnd, The others ran; and as they ran, the pursuers
fired. One of the fugitives fell dead, horribly mangled and cut to
Feces with buck-shot; the other still continued his flight. As soon as

he dog could be compelled to quit his hold of the man he had seized,
which was not without difficulty and delay, he was put upon the track
of the surviving fu%tave. He followed it to the river, where he stood
at fault. The mun had probably plunged in, and swam to the other
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side; but as the dog could not be made to take the watler, and as the
swamp on the opposite bank was reputed to be very soft and dangerous,
no {urther pursuit was made; the chase in that direction was given up,
and the poor fellow was suffered to escape for tho present.

"The pursuers now separaied. "T'wo of them undertook to carry back

10 Loosahachee the captive they had taken, and the other three, with
Mr. Martin and his hound, were to continue the hunt in search of the
rost of ns. They learned from their captive the place at which we had
parted company, and the directions which the reveral parties had taken.
After beating about for some time, the hound struck upon our trail,
and opeuned in full cry; but the horses of Mr. Martin's companions
were 50 broken down, that when he began to spur on, to keep up with
the hound, he soon left them far behind. Mr. Martin ended his story
by advising us to go in and surrender ourselves ; giving us his word and
honour as a gentleman and an overseer, that if we would offer him no
further violence or injury, he would protect us from punishment, and
reward us most handsomely.
__The sup was now setting. The short {wilight which follows a Caro-
lina sunset would soon be succeeded by the darkness of a cloudy and
moonless night ; and we felt but little apprehension of heing imme-
diately troubled by our pursuers. 1 looked at T'homas, as if to inquire
what we had better do. Ile drew me aside, having first examined the
fastenings of our prisoner, whom we had bound to a iree, by some cords
found in his own pocket, and which were doubtless intended for a very
difierent purpose. .

Thomas paused for a moment, as if to collect his thoughts; then,
pointing to Mr. Martin, “ Archy,” he said, “ thut man dies vo-night.”

There was a wild energy, and at the same time a steady coolness, in
the tone in which he spoke, It startled me; at first I made no answer;
and as meanwhile 1 looked Thomas in the face, 1 saw there an expres-
sion of stern exultation, and a fixedness of purpose not to be shaken.
His eyes flashed fire as he repeated, but in a low and quiet tone, that
coutrasted strangely with the matter of his speech, “ 1 tell you, Archy,
that man dies to-night. She comumands it; 1 have promised it; and
now the tine is come.”

“ Who commands it ” T hastily inquired.

‘;‘ ]')g you ask who? Archy, that man way the murderer of my
wife !

Though Thomas and I had lived in great intimacy, this was almost
the first time, since the death of his wife, that he had meutioned her to
me in such plain terms. He had, it is true, now and then made some
dls_trmt allusions 10 her; and I recollected that on several occasions
before, he had dropped some strange and incoherent hints about an
intercourse which he still kept up with her. .

The mention of his wife brought tears inio his eyes ; but with his
hand he wiped them hastily away, and soon recovering his former air of
calm and steady determination, he again repeated, in the same low but
resolute tone, “ Archy, 1 tell {ou that man dies to-might.”

‘When I called to mind all the circumstances that had attended the
death of Thomas’s wife, I could not but wknowledge that Mr. Martin
had been her murderer. I had sympathised with Thowas then, and I
sympathised with him now. The murderer was in his power; he
believed himself called upon to execute justice upon him ; and I could
m?'l?utti acknowledge that his death would be an act of righteous
retribution.
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Still T felt a sort of instinctive horror at the idea of shedding blood ;
and, £erbws. too, there still crept about my heart some remains of
that slavish fear and servile timidity which the bolder spirit of Thomas
had wholly shaken off. 1 acknowledged that the life of the overseer was
'ﬁsﬂr{_ forfeit; but, at the same time, I reminded Thomas that Mr.

artin had promised, if we would carry him home in safety, to procure
our pardon, and protect us from punishment.

A scornful smile played about the lip of my comrade while I was

ing. “ Yes, Archy,” he answered, “pardon and protection !~and
a hundred lashes, and & hanging the next day, perhaps. No! boy, 1
want no such pardon; I want no pardon such as they will give. 1 have
been a slave too long already. I am now free; and when they take me
they are welcome to take my life. Besides, we cannot trust him ;—if we
wished it, we cannot trust him. You know we cannot. 'l‘hey do not
think themselyes obliged to keep any promises they make us. 'They will
promise anything to get us in their power, and then their promises are
worthless as rotten straw. My promises are not like theirs; and have I
not told you that I have promised it ? Yes, 1 have sworn it; and 1 now
uﬁ‘ once for all, that man must die to-night.”

lhere was a strength and a_delermination in his tone and manner
which overpowered me. I could resist it no longer, and 1 bade him do
his pleasure. He loaded tho gun which he had taken from Mr. Martin,
and which he had held in his hand all the time we had been talking.
This done, we refurned t the overseer, who was sitting at the foot of the
tree to which we had bound him. He looked up anxiously at us as we
a.pproached, and inquired if we had determined to go in?

* We have determined,” answered Thomas. “Wae allow you half an

hour to prepare for death. Make the most of it. You have many sins
to repent of, and the time is short.”
. It 1s impossible to describe the look of mingled terror, amazement, and
incredulity with which the overseer heard these words. One moment,
with a voice of authority, he hade us untie him ; the next, he forced a
laugh, and affected to treat what Thomas had snid as a mere jest ; then,
yielding to his fears, he wept like a child, and cried and begged for
mercy.

“ Have you shown it ?” answered Thomas. ¥Did you show it to my
poor wife i:, You murdered her ; and for her life you wmust answer with
your own.

Mr. Martin called God 1o witness that he was not guilty of this
charge. He had punished Thomas’s wife, he confessed; but he did onl
what his duty as an overseer demanded ; and it was impossible, he said,
that the few cuts he gave her could have caused her death.

“The few cuts!” cried Thomnas. “ Thank God, Mr. Martin, that we
do not torture you as you tortured her! Speak no more, or you will
but aggravate your sufferings. Confess your crimes ! Say your prayers!
Do not spend your last moments in adding falsehood to murder !

The overseer cowered beneath this energetic reproof. He covered his
face with his hands, bent down his head, and passed a few moments in a
silence which was only interrupted by an inarticulate sobbing. Perhag:
he was trying to prepare himself to die. But life was too sweet to
surrendered without another effort to save it. He saw that it was use-
lese to aﬁpeal to Thomas ; but rousing himself once more, he turned
to me. He bej me to remember the confidence he had once

*4n me, and the favours which, as he said, he had shown me, He pro.
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mised to purchase us both, and give us our liberty, anything, everything,
if we would only spare his life!

is tears and piteous lamentations moved me. My head grew dizzy,
and I felt such a faintness and heart-sinking, that I was obliged to sup-
port myself against a tree. Thomas stood by, with his arms folded and
resting on the gun. He made no answer to the reiterated prayers and
promises of the overseer. Indeed, he did not appear to notice them. His
eyes were fixed, and he seemed lost in thought.

After a considerable interval, during which the unhappy overseer
continued to repeat his prayers and lamentations, Thomas roused him-
relf. He stepped back a few paces, and raised the gun. “ The half hour
is out,” he said ; “ Mr. Martin, are you »

“No! oh, no! Spare me, oh, spare me !—one half hour longer,—I
have much—"

He did not live to finish the sentence. The gun flaghed ; the ball
penetrated his brain, and he fell dead without a struggle.

CHAPTER XXXI.

'WE scraped a shallow grave, in which we placed the body of the over-
seer. Wedragged the dead hound to the same spot, and laid him with
hismaster. They were fit companions.

‘We now resumed our flight,—not, as some perhaps may suppose, with
the frightened and conscience-stricken haste of murderers, but witl’l that
lofty feeling of manhood vindicated and tyranny visited with a just re-
tribution which animated the soul of the Israelitish hero whilst he fled
for refuge into the country of the Midianites, and which burned in the
bosoms of Wallace and of Tell as they pursued their midnight flight
among the friendly clitls and freedom-breathing summits of their native
mountains. .

1 There were no mountains to receive and shelter us. But still we fled
through the swamps and barrens of Carolina, resolved to put, as soon as
Kossib e, some good miles between us and the neighbourhood of Loosa-

achee. It was more than twenty-four hours since we had tasted fi
yet such was the excitement of our minds that we did not faint, an
were hardly sensiblo of weakness or fatigue.

‘We kept a north-westerly direction, steering our course by the stars,
and we must_have made a good distance, for we did not once stop to
rest, but pushed forward at a very rapid pace all night. Our way lay
through the open “piney woods,” through which we could travel almost
a3 fasl as on aroad. " Sometimes a swamp or the appearances of a plan-
tation would compel us to deviate from our track, but as soon as we
oould we resumed our original direction. .

The darkness of the night, which for the last hour or two that it
lasted had been increased by a foggy mist, was just beginning to yield to
the first indistinct grey dawn of the morning. e were passing along
a little depression in the level of the pine barrens, now dry, but in the
wet season probably the bed of a temporary stream, looking for a place
in which to conceal ourselves, when we suddenly came upon a man
lying, as it seemed, asleep in the midst of a clump of bushes, with his.
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head resting on & bag_of corn. We recognised him at once.  He was
aslave belonging to a plantation next adjoining Loosahachee, with whom
we had had some slight acquaintance, but who, as we were informed, had
been a runaway for some two or three months past. Thomas shook
him by the shoulder, and he wakened in a terrible fright. We told
him not to be alarmed, for we were ruvaways like himself, and very
much in need of his assistance, being half dead with hunger, and in
a country with which we were totally unacquainted. At first
the man appeared very reserved and suspicious. Heo feared, it seemed,
lest we might be decoys, sent oul on {;urposc to entrap him. At last,
however, we succeeded 1 dissipating his doubts; and no sooner was he
satisfied with the account we gave of ourselves than Le bade us follow
him, and we should presently have food. R
‘With his bag of corn upon his shonlder he pursued the shallow ravine
in which we Lad found him, for a mile or more, till at length it widened
into what seemed a large swamp, or rather a poud grown up with trees.
‘We now left the ravine, and followed along on the edge of the poud for
some distance, when {rreseutly our gnide began wading in the wator,
and called to us to follow him.. We plunged 1n; but before going far,
he laid down Ins bag of corn upon a fallen trec, and going back he care-
fully effaced the marks which our footsteps Lind made upon the muddy
edge of the poud. He now led us forward throngh mud and water up
to our waists for near half a mile. The gigantic trees, among which we
were wading, sprung up like columns from the surface of the water,
with round, straight, whitish-coloured branchless trunks, their leafy
tops forming a thick canopy over-head. There was scarcely any under-
growlh, except a species of enormous vines, which ran twining like great
cables ubout the bodies of the trees, and reaching to the very st,
helped with their foliage to thicken the canopy above us. So effectually
was the li;ﬂlt excluded, and #o close did the trunks of the trees stand
together, that one could see but a very little way into this watery forest.
The water began to grow deeper, aud the wood more gloomy, and we
were wondering whither our guide was leading us, when presently we
came to a little island which rose a few feet from the surface of the
water, so regular and mound-like, that it had quite the appearance of
an artificial structure. Perhaps it was the work of the ancient inhabi-
tants of the country, and the site of one of their forts or fastnesses. It
was about an acre 1n extent, and was covered with a thick growth of
troes, quite different, however, from those of the lake by which it was
surrounded, and much inferior in size and majesty. Its edges were
bordered by low shrubs and bushes, whose abundant fo{gfe gave the
islet the appearance of a mass of green. Our guide pointed out to us a
little opening in the bushes, through which we ascended; and after
having gained the dry land, he led us through the thicket along a nar-
row and winding path, till presently we came to a rude cabin built of
bark and branches, He now gave a pecuhiar whistle, which was im-
mediately answered, and two or three men presently made their ap-

‘pearance.

They seemed a good deal surprised at seeing us, and me especially,
whom apparently they took for a freeman. But our guide assured them
that we were friends and fellow-sufferers, and led the way into the cabin,
Our new hosts received us kindly; and having heard how long we had
been without food, before asking us any further questions, they hastened

- to satisfy our hunger. They produced beef and hominy in abundance,
on which we feasted to our hearts’ content.
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"We were then called upon to give an account of ourselves. Accord-
ingly we made a relation of our adventures, omitting, however, any
mention of the fate of the overseer; and as our gwde, who knew us,
could confirm a part of our story, our account was pronounced satis-
?wlurye and we were presently admitted to the privilege of joining their

raternity. .

There were six of them hesides ourselves; all hrave fellows, who, weary
of daily task-work and the tyranny of overseers, had taken to the woods,
and had succeeded in regaining a savage aund stealthy freedom, which,
with all its hardships and dangers, was a thousand times to be preferred
to the forced labour and wretched servitude from which they had
escaped. Our guide was the only one of them whom we had ever scen
till now. The leader of the bund had fled from his master’s plantation
in the neighbourhood, with a single companion, some two or three ycars
hefore.  They did not, then, know of the existence of this retreat; but
being sharply pursued, they had attempted to eross the pond or swamp,
by which it was surrounded—a thing, I suppose, which had never been
tried before. In this attempt they were fortunate enough to hght upon
the islet, which, bemg unknown to any one else, had ever since served
them as a secure retreat. They soon picked up a recruit or two, and
had afterwards been joined by their other companions.

Our guide, 1t secmns, had been to a neighbouring plantation to trade
for corn; a traftic which our friends carried on with the slaves of several
of the nearest plantations. After the business was concluded, the men
with whomn he had been dealing bad produced a bottle of winskey, of
which our guide had drank so freely, that he had not goue far on his
way home before his legs failed him.  He sunk down in the place where
we had found him, and fell faxt asleep.

Drinking whiskey away from home, according 1o the prudent laws
of this swamp-encircled commonwealth, was a high misdcmeanor,
punishable with thirty-nine lashes, which were forthwith mflicted upon
our guide with a good deal of cmphasis. He took it in good part though,
as bemng the execution of a law to which he had himself assented, and
which he knew was enacted as much for his own benefit as for the
benefit of those who had just now carried it into execution.

The life upon which we now entered had at least the charm of novelty.
Tn the day time we eat, slept, told stories, and recounted our escapes,
or employed ourselves in dressing skius, making clothes, aud curing
provisions. But the night was our season of adventure and enterprise.
As the autumn was coming on we made frequent visits to the ncigh-
bouring corn-fields and potato-patches, which we felt no scruples what-
ever in_laying under severe contribution, This, however, was ouly for
a month or two. Our regular and certain sugply was in the herds of
half-wild cattle, which wander through the “ piney woods” and feed
upon the coa.rmnss which they furnish. We killed as many of these
cattle as we needed, and their flesh, cut into long strips, we dried in the
sun. Thus cured, it is a palatable food ; and we not only kept a stock
on hand for our own consumption, but it furnished the principal article
of a constant but cautious traffic, which, as 1 have already mentioned,
we carried on with the slaves of several neighbouring plantations.

This wild life of the woods has its privations and ifs sufferings ; but it
- has too ils charms and its pleasures ; and in its very worst aspect, it isa
-thousand and ten thousand times to be preferred to that miscalled
civilization which degrades the noble savage into a cringing and broken-
spirited slave ;—a civilization, which purchases the indolence and luxury
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of a single master with the sighs and tears, the forced and unwilling
labour, the degradation, misery, and despair of a hundred of his fellow-
men! Yes—there is more of true manhood in the bold bosom of a
uI:gle 'out.la,w than in a whole nation of cowardly tyrants and crouching
slaves !

CHAPTER XXXII.

BY the end of the winter, the herds of cattle which were accustomed
to frequent our nelghbourhood were a good deal thinned; and the
pasturage had now become so bare and withered that what remained of
them were little better than walking skelctons, and in fact, scarcely
worth the trouble of killing. . .

Moreover, the overseers of the neighbouring plantations were begin-
ning to be very well aware that they were exposed to some pretty regular
and diligent depredators. We learned from the slaves with whom we
trafficked, that there was a good deal of talk about the rapid disappear-
ance of the cattle, and that preparations were making for a grand hunt
in search of the piundcrcrs.

‘With the double object of disappointing these preparations, and of
getting among some fresL Lierds of cattle, it was resolved that five of us
should make an excursion to a considerable distance, while the other
two remained at home and kept close. . .

One of our number undertook to lead us into the neighbourhood of a
plantation beyond the Santee, on which he had been raised. I{e know
all the country about it Eerfectly well. There were several good hiding-
places, he said, in which we could conceal ourselves in the day time;
and the extensive woods and wastes furnished a good range, and 2bun-
dance of cattle.

‘We set off under his dﬁuidn.m'e, and kept on for several days, or nighls
rather, in a northwardly direction. On the fifth or sixth evening of
our jouruey, we started soon after sun-set, and having travelled tﬁl a
little past midnight, through a country of abrupt and barren sand hills,
our guide told us that we were now in the neighhourhood into which he
intended to carri; us. But as the moon had gone down, and it was cloudy
and quile dark, he was rather uncertain as to the precise place we were
at; and we should do best, he said, to camp where we were, till day-
hgixt,‘ when he would lead us to some better place of concealment.

. This advice was very acceptable ;—for by this time we were way-worn,
tired, and sleepy. We kindled a fire, cooked the last of the provisions
we had brought with us, and having appointed one of our number to
keep watch, the rest of us lay down and were soon fast asleep.

1, at least, was sleeping soundly, and dreaming of poor Cassy and our
infant child, when my dream was int,errupted, and I was roused from
my slumbers by what seemed a discharge of fire-arms and a galloping of
horses. I sprang upon my feet, hardly knowing whether I was awake.
At the same moment my eye fell upon Thomas, who hud been slceping
beside me, and I perceived that his clothes were all stained with blood.
He had afready gained his feet, and without stopping to hear or sec any-
thing further, we sprung together into the neirest thicket, and fled for
some time, we scarcely knew where or why. At last, Thomas cried out
that he could go no further. 'Lhe bleeding of his wounds had weakened
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him much, and they were now growing stiff and painful. The mornin
was just f)eginniug to dawn. We sat down upon the ground, an
endeavoured to bind up his wounds the best way we were able. A ball
or buck-shot had pn.sse(] through the ﬂesl;i7 part of his arm, between the
shoulder and elbow. Another shot had struck him in the side,—~but as
far as we could judge, had_glanced on one of his ribs, and so passed off
without doing any mortal injury. These wounds had bled profusely, and
were now very painful. 'We bound them up as well as we could, and
looking round we found a little stream of water with which to wash
away the blood and quench our thirst. A

Thus recruited and refreshed, we began to consider which way we
should turn and what we were to do. We did not dare to fo back to the
camp where we had slept; indeed we were very doubiful whether we
were able to do so, for the morning had been dark and we had fled with
heedless haste, taking very little note of our direction. Our island
retreal was at the distance of some seven or eight days’ journey ; and as
we had travelled in the night and not always in precisely the same
direction, it would be no very easy matter to find our way back again.
However, Thomas prided himself upon his woodmanship, and thou
he had not observed the course of our l_|ourr_|ey quite so closely as
coul(‘l hnl.(ve wished, he still thought that he might succeed in finding the
way back. X

But his wounds were too recent and he felt too weak to think of
slarting off immediately. Besides, it was already broad daylight, and we
had the best of reasons for travelling only by night. So we sought out
a thicket in which we concealed ourselves till nightfall.

As the evem’ng came on, Thomas declared that he felt much better
and stronger, and we resolved to set out at once on our return. In the
first place, however, we determined to make an attempt to find the camp
of the preceding night, in hopes that some of our companions might
have escaped as well as ourselves, and that by some good luck we might
chance to fall in with them.

After wandering about for rome time, at length we found the camp.
Two dead bodies, stiff and bloody, lay by the extinguished embers of
the fire. They secemed to have been shot dead as they slept, and
scarccly to have moved a limb. The bushes about were stained and
spattered with blood ; and by the moonlight we tracked the bloody flight
of one of our luckless companions for a considerable distance. This
must have been our sentinel, who hud probably dropped asleep and
thus exposed us to be surprised.

Perhaps he might be lurking somewhere in the bushes, wounded and
helpless. This thouﬁht emboldened us. 'We shouted and called aloud ;
but our voices echoed through the woods, and died away unanswered.
‘We returned again to the camp, and gazed once more upon the
distorted faces of our dead companions. We could not bear to leave
them unburied. I hastily scraped a shallow trench, and there we

laced them. We dropped a tear upon their grave, and sad, dismayed,
ecled, we set out upon our long, weary, and uncertain journey.
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CHAPTER XXXIIT.

‘WE travelled slowly all that night, and soon after the morning dawn
we concealed ourselves again, amf'l lay down to sleep. 'Thomas’s wounds
were much better, and seemed disposed to heal. The hurt in his side
was far less dangerous than we had at first supposed; and as the pain
had subsided, he was now able to sleep.

‘We slept well enough, but awoke weak and faint for want of food ;
for it was now some twenty-four hours since we had tasted any. 'The
sun was not yet down; yet we resolved to sel out immediately, In hopes
that daylight might point out to us something with which to satisfy
our hunger.

After travelling a considerable distance through the woods, just as the
sun was setting, we struck into a road. This road we determined to
follow, in hopes that it m.ght presently lead us into the neigiibourhood
of some farm house, near which we might light ug{m something eatable.
It was an unlucky resolve; for we had not gone above half a mile, wheu,
iust‘. upon the crest of a short hill, we suddenly came upon three travel-

ers on horseback, whom the undulations of the road had concealed from
us till we were within a few yards of each other.

Both parties were mutually surprised. The travellers reigned up their
horses and eyed us shari;ly. Our appearance might well attract atten-
tion. Our clothes—such as we had—were torn and ragged. Instead of
shoes, we wore a kind of high moccasins, mado of untanned ox-hide; we
had caps of thesame material: and the dresses of both of us, especially
of Thomas, were spattered and stained with blood.

They took me for a frceman, and one of them called oni, “ Hallo,
stranger, who are you,and where are you going ? and whose fellow is that
you have along P>

1 did my best to take advaniage of my colour, and to scem what they

k me for. But this T soon found would not avail ; for though appa-
rently at first the{l did not suspect that 1 was a slave, {et our appearance
was so strange that they questioned me very closely. As ]P had no
definite idea where we were, and was totally unacquainted with the
neighbourhood, I was not at all able to hit upon appropriate answers to
the numerous guestions they put me: and my statements soon grew
confused and contradiotory. T'his served to excite their suspicions; and
while I was attending to the questions of the one who acted as chief
spokesman, another of the company suddenly sprang from his horse, and
seizing me by the collar, swore that 1 was either a runaway, or a negro-
stealer. The other two jumped down in a moment; and while one of
them caught me by the arm, the other attempted to seize Thomas.

_He eluded this attempt and turned to run. He had gone but a little
distance, when looking back and seeing mc on the ground, he forgot
at once his wounds, his weakness, and his own danger. Hg grasped his
staff, and rushed to my rescue. They had throttled me till I was power-
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less and almost insensible; and while one of them still held me to the
groundhthe other stood up to meet Thomas, who, a5 as he turned short
round, had struck his pursuer to the earth, and now caine on to my re-
lief, with_his staff uplifted. His new antagonist was both strong and
active,. He succeeded in avoiding the stroke of Thomas's cudgel, and
immediately closed with him. Thomas had but litile use of one arm;
and his strength way much reduced by loss of blood and long fasting ;
but he struggled hard, and was already getting the upper hand, when the
fellow whom he had knocked down at the commencement of the fight
regained his senses, and came to the assistance of his companion. Both
together they were too much for him ; and they soon got him down and
bound his hands. They did the same with me; and one of them having
produced a piece of rope from his saddle-bags, they wade halters of it,
which they put about our necks, and by the application of their whips
they compelled us to keep up with their horses. i i

Tn about half an hour we came to a mean_and forlorn-looking cabin
by the roadside. Tt appeared to be asort of inn or tavern, and here we
were to lodge. The only persons about the house scemed to be the
landlady herself and her little daughter, some ten or twelve years old.
The whole appearance of the place bore evident marks of discomfort
and poverty,  Our captors had no sooner provided for their horses than
they called for chains; trace-chains, they said, or, in fact, anything in
the shape of a chain would answer their purpose. But much to their
disuppointment the landlady declared that she had nothing of the sort.
However, she procured some old rope, and having secured us as effece
tually as they could, they made us sit down in the passage.

The landlady told them that in all probability we were runaways, for
the neighbourhood had lately been much troubled by them. A com-
pany of five or six men, she said, liad goue oul two or three nights since
on purpose to hunt up the rascals, and had unexpectedly come upon
quite a party, asleep in the woods around a fire.

The gang seemed too lurge to be eagily taken, but it was resolved that
the fellows should not escape, especially as the man whose slaves they
were supposed 1o be, and who was one of the party, openly declared that
he had rather they were all shot than to have them wandering about the
country, useless to him and mischievous to his neighbours.

The company separated, and each man approached from a different
point. Upon a given signal all fired, and then putting spurs to
* their hors;sl, they rode off and returned home each by himself.

Nobody had stopped to see what exccution was done, but as the
men were all good shots, it was supposed that most of the run-
aways were either killed or desperately wounded; and as our clothes
were bloody and one of us was hurt, she thought it likely, she said, that
we belonged to that same gang.

It appeared in the course of the conversation between the landlady
and her guests thut the murderous kind of attack to which our com-
panions had fullen victims, but which had been intended for another

arty of runaways, is an operation occasionally practised in Lower
Jarolina, when a party of slave-hunters falls in with a gang of fugi«
tive slaves oo large to be easily arrested.

The dispersion of the attacking party, and each one shooting and
returning by himself, is only the effect of an ancient and traditionary
prejudice. By the law of Carolira, the killing of a slave is regarded as
murdor ; and though, probably, this law was never enforced, and would
doubtless be treated f)y a jury of modern slaveholders as an old-fashioned
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and fanatical absurdity, there still linger in the breasts of the people
some remains of horror at the idea of deliberate bloodshed, and a sort
of superstitioys apprehension of the possible enforccment of this anti-
quated law. To blindfold their own consciences, and to avoid the possi-
bility of a judicial investigation, each man of an attacking party takes
care to see none of the others when they fire; and no_one goes to the
place to ascertain how many have been killed or disabled. 'The poor
wretches who are not so fortunate as to be shot dead upon the spot are
left to lingering torments of thirst, fever, starvation, and festering
wounds; and when at length they die, their skeletons lie bleaching in the
Carolina sun, proud proofs of slave-holdinicivilimtiqn and humanity,

hile our captors were at su}iaper, the little girl, the landlady’s
daughter, came to look at us, as we lay in the passage. Shewas a prett{
child, and her soft blue _eyes filled with tears as she looked upon us. _
asked ler for water. She ran to get it for us: and inqnired if we did
not want something to eat. I told her that we were half dead with
hunger ; and she no sooner heard it, than she hastenea away, and soon
returned with a large cake of bread.

Our arms were bound so ti(i;ht. that we were utterly helpless, and the
little girl broke the bread, and fed us with her own hand.

Is not' this one instance onough to prove that nature never intended

man to be a tyrant? Avarice, a blind lust of domination, the false but
Bpecious suggestions of iQ;lora.nce and passion, comnbine to make him
80 ; and pity at length is Yanished from his soul. It then seeks refuge
in the woman’s heart ; and when the progress of oppression drives it
even thence, as sad and hesitating, it prepares to wing its way to heaven,
still it lurks and lingers in the bosom of the child ! .
- By listeninmm to the conversation of the travellers—for by this
time the landlady had produced a jug of whisky, and they had become
very communicative—we learned that we were within a few miles of
the town of Camden, and on the great northern road leading from that
town 1o North Carolina. Our ca tors, it seemed, were from the upper
country. They had not passed through Camden, but had struck into
this road very near the place where they met us. They were travelling
into Virginia to purchase slaves. .

r discussing the (}uestion at considerable length, they concluded
to delay their journey for a day or iwo, and to take us to Camnden, in
hoggs to find our owner and obtain a reward for apprehending us; or if
novody should claim us immediately, they could lodge us in jail, adver-
tise us in_the newspapers, and give further attention to the business
upon their return, . .

By this time the whisky jug was emptied, and the travellers made
B;re arations for sleeping. There were but two rooms in the-house. The

nghdy and her daughter had one, and some beds were prepared for
the_guests in the other. 'We were carried into their room, and af
aﬁa.m lamenting that the landlady could not furnish them with chains,
they carefully examined and re-tighbened the ropes with which we were
bound, and then undressed and threw themselves upon their beds.
They were probably fatigued with their journey, and the whisky in-
creased their drowsy inclination; so that before long they all gave
evident tokens of bem%l in a sound slumber.

I envied them that qumess, for %hp tightness of my bonds and the
uneasy position in which I was obliged to lie_prevented me from
sleeping, The moonbeams shone in at the window, and made every
-object distinctly visible. Thomas and myself were lamenting in whis-
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ers our wretched condition, and consulting hopelessly together, when
%e saw the door of the room cautiously and silently openinﬁ. Ina
moment tho landlady’s little daughter made her appearance. She came
towards us with noiseless steps, and one hand raised, as if motioning to
us to be silent. In the other she held a knifo, and stooping down, she
hastily cut the cords by which we were bound.

‘We did not dare to speak, but our hearts beat hard, and I am sure
our looks expressed the gratitude we folt. We gained our feel with as
little noise as possible, apd were stealing towards the door, when a new
thought strucg Thomas. He laid his hand upon my shoulder to draw
my attention, and then began to pick up the coat, shoes, and other
clothes of one of our captors, At once I understood his intention, and
initated his example. T'he little girl scemed astonished and displeased
at this proceeding, and motioned tous to desist; but without seeming
1o understand her gestures, we gained the door with the clothes in our
hauds, and passing out of the passage, we walked slowly 4nd cautiously
for some distagce, taking good heed, lest the sound of our footsteps
might give an alarm.  In the meantime the little girl patted the house-
dog on the head and kept him quict. 'When we had gained a sufficient
distance, we started upon a run, which we did not give over till we were
fairly out of breath, . .

As soon as we had recovered ourselves a little, we stripped off our
ragged dresses, and hid thewn in the bushes, Luckily the clothes which
we had brought off in our flight fitted us very tolerably, and gave us a
much more respectable and less suspicious appearance, We now went
on for two or three miles, t1ll wo came to a road that crossed the one
upon which we were travelling, and ran off towards the south.

In all this time, Thomas had said nothing; nor_did he scarcely seem
to notice my remarks, or to hear the questions which from time to time
1 put to him, W hen we came 1o the cross road, he suddenly stopped,
and took me by the arm. T supposed that he was goivg to consult with
me as to the coursc which we should take, and great was my surprise
to hear him say, *“ Archy, here 1 leave you.”

I could notl imagine what he intended, and I looked at him for an
explunation. .

* You are now,” he said, “on the road to the north. You have good
clothes, and as much lcarning as an overseer. You can readily pass for
a freeman. It will be very eusy for you to get away to those free states,
of which I have heard you speak so often. If 1 go with you, we shall
both be stopped and questioned. We shall be pursued, and f we keep
together, and follow this road, we shall certainly be taken. It isa great
way to the free states, and I have little chance and no hope of ever
getling there, and if I did, what should 1 gain by it? I will try the
woods again, and do as I can. I shall be able to get back bo our old
place ; but you, Archy, you can do better., You are sure of getting away
{o the north. Go, my boy; go, and God bless you !

I was deeply moved, and it was some time before I was able to reply,
The thoughts of escaping from my present situation of danger and
misery, to a land where I could bear tﬁe name and enjoy the rights of a
freeman, flashed upon my mind with a radiant and daz p? brightness,
that seemed almost to blot out every other feeling. Yet still my love for
"Thomas, and_the gratitude I owed himn, glimmered through these new
hopes, and a low voice from the very centre of my heart bade me not to
desert my friend. After too long a pause, and too much hesitation, I
began to answer him. I spoke of his wounds, of our sworn friendship,

K
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and of the risk he had so lately run in my bebalf, and insisted that I
would stay with him to the last.

T spuke, I fear, with too little of zeal and earnestness. At least, all
that T said only seemed to confirm Thomas in his determination. He
replied that his wounds were healing, aud that he was already almost as
strong as ever.  He added, that if T stayed with him, I might do myself
much harm, without the chance of doing him any good. " He pmn?ed
along the road, and in an encrgetic and commanding voice, he bade me
to follow it, while he should take the cross-rvad towards the south.

en Thomas had once made up his mind, there was » firinness in
the tone with which he spoke, sufficient often tv overawe the most un-
willing. At the present moment, 1 was but too ready to be prevailed
upon. ITe saw Lis advantage, and pursued it. “Go, Archy,” he repeated,
“ go,—if not for your own sake, go for mine. 1f you stay with me, and are
taken, T shall never forgive you for iv.”

Littlo by litile, my hetter feclings yielded, and at last I consented to
the separation. Ttook Thomus by the haud, and pressed him to my
Egmrﬁ’f: 1} nobler spirit never breathed,—I was not worthy to call myself

iend.

“ God bless you, Archy,” he said, as he left me. I stood watching him
as he walked rapidly away, sud as I louked, [ was ready to sink info the
carth with shame and ortification.  Once or twice, I was just starting
to follow him; but selfish prudence prevaled, and I held back. 1
watched him #ill he was out of sight, and then resumed m) journey.
it was a base desertion, which not even the love of liberty could
excuse,

CHATTER XXXIV.

I WALEED on as fast as T was able, till atter daylight, without meeting a
single individual, or passing more than twoor three meanand lonely houses,
Just as the sun was rising, 1 gained the top of a considerable bill. Here
there was a small house by the road-side, und ahorse saddled and bridled
was tied to a tree near by. The animal was sleek, and in good condition,
and from the cut of the saddle-bags, I took him to belong to somo
doctor, who had come thus early to visit a patient. It was a tempting
opportunity. T looked cautiously this way and that, and secing nolmdy,
I unfastened the horse, and jumped into the saddle. I walked him'a
little distance, but presently put him into a gallop, that svon carried me
out of sight of the house. .

This was a very lucky acquisition ; for as T was upon the same road
which the travellers from whom I had escaped would follow, as soon as
they resumed their journey, I was in manifest danger of being overtaken
and recognized. As I found that my horse had both spirit and bottom
I put him to his speed, and went forward at a rapid rate. My good luck did
not end here ; for happening to put my hand into the pocket of my new
coat, I drew out a pocket-book, which, beside a parcel of musty papers,
1 found on examining it a little to contain quite o pretty sum of mone
in bank notes, Thig discovery gave a new impulse to my spirits, whic
were high enough before, and I pushed on all day without stopping,
except now and then to rest my horse in the shade of a tree.
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Towards evening I got a supper, and corn for my horse, at a little
hedge tavern; and waiting till the moon rose, I set out again. By
morning, my horse was completely broken down, and gave out entirely.
Thankful for his services thus far,—for, according to my reckoning, he
had carried me upwards of a hundred niiles in the twenty-four hours,—
1 stripped off his saddle and bridle, and turned him into a wheat-field to
refresh himself. T now pursued my journcy on foot; for I feared if I
kept the horse, the 11‘mssresslon'of him might perhaps got me into diffi-
culty ; and in fact, he was so jaded and worn out, that he would be of
very little use to me. I had got a good start upon the travellers, and L
did not doubt that I could get on as fast upon foot as they would on
horseback. X . . .

Before sunset, I arrived at a considerable village. Here I indulged
myself in a hearty meal, and a good night’s sleep.  Both were necded ;
for, what with watching, fasting, and fatigue, T was quite worp out. 1slept
some ten hours, and awoke with new vigour. 1 now resumed my journey,
which 1 pursned without much fear of interruption ; though Judged
it prudent 1o stop but seldom, and to push forward as rapidly as possible.
{ kept on through North Carohna and Virginia; crossed the Potomac
into Maryland ; and avoiding Baltimore, I passed on into Pennsylvania,
and congratulated myself that at last L trod a soil cultivated by freemen.

I had gone but a few miles before 1 perceived the difference. 1n fact,
1 had searcely passed the slave-holding border, before the change became
apparent.  The spring was just op(\ning, and cverything was begmning
0 look fresh, green, and beantiful. The nicely cultivated fields, the
numerous small enclosures, the neat and substantial farm-houses,
thickly seattered along the way, the nretti' villages and busy towns, the
very roads themselves, which were covered with waggons and 1mw:e1’lers,
- all these signs of universal thrift and comfort gaye abundant evidence
that at length 1 saw a country where labour was honourable, and where
every one laboured for himself. It was an exhilarating and delightful
prospect, and in strong contrast with all 1 had seen in the former part
wimy journey, in which a wretched and lonely road had led me on
through a vast mouotonous extent of unprofitable woods, deserted ficlds
<zrown over with broomsedge and mullen, or ficlds just ready to be
deserted, gullied, barren, and with all the evidences upon them of a
negligent, unwilling, and unthrifty cultivation, Here and there T had
passed a mean and comfortless house ; and once in fifty miles & decaying,
poverty-stricken village, with a court-house, and a store or two, and a
great crowd of idlers collected about a tavern-door, but without one
«ingle sign of industry or improvement. 3

1 was desirous of seeing Philadelphia ; but that city, so near the slave-
holding burder, T feared might be infected with something of the slave-
holding sg)»mt ; for the worst plagues are the most apt to be contagious.
I passed by without ng through it, and hastened on to New York.
I crossed the noble Hudson, and entered the town. 1t was the first
city I had ever seen ; at least, the first one worthy to be called a city ;
and when I beheld the spacious harbour crowded with ship%ing, the long
lines of warehouses, the numerous sirects, the splendid shops, and tho
swarming crowds of busy people, I was astonished and delighted with
the new idea which all this gave 1o me of the resources of human art
%gd industry. I had heard of such things before, but to foel, one ought

see.
1 did nothiny for several days but wander up and down the streets,
looking, gazing, and examining wif; an almost insatiable curjosity.
K °
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New York then was far inferior to what it must by this lime have
become ; and the commercial restrictions which then prevailed must
have tended tb diminish its business and its bustle. Yet, to my rustic
inexperience, the city seemed almost interminable ; and the rattling of
the drays and carriages over the pavements, and the crowds of people in
the streets, far exceeded all my previous notions of the busy confusion

of a m .

1 now been in New York about a week, and was standing one
forenoon by a triangular grass-plot, near the centre of tho town, '
at a fine buildin5 of white marble, which one of the passers-by told me
was the City Hall, when suddenly I felt m‘y arm rudely seized. I looked
round, and with horror and dismay I found myself in the gripe of
General Carter,—the man who in South Carolina had called himself my
master—but wfxo, in a country that prided itself in the title of a  free
state,” ought no longer to have bad any claim upon me.

Let no ofie be deceived by the fulse and boastful title which the
northern states of the American Union hiave thought fit to assmne.
‘With what justico can they pretend to call themselves free states, after
having made a bargain with the slave-holders, by which they are bound
to deliver back again into the hands of their oppressors, every wiserable
fugitive who takes refuge within their territory? 'The good people of
the frec states have no slaves themselves. Oh, no! Slave-holding, they
confess, is a horrible encrmity. They hold no slaves themselves ; they
only act as bum-bailifts ai.d tipstaves to the slave-holders !

My master—for so even in the free city of New York I must continue
to call him,—had seized me by one arm, and a friend of his held me by
the other. He called me by name; and in the hurry and confusion of
this sudden surprise I forgot for a moment how impolitic it was for me
to appear to know him. A crowd began to collect about us. When
they heard that 1 was seized as a fugitive slave, some of them appeared
not a little outraged at the ides that a white man should be subject to
such an indignity. They seemed to think that it was only the black
whom it was lawful to kidnap i that way. Such indeed is the untiring
artfulness of tyranny that it is ever nestling even in the bosoms of the
free : and there is not one prejudice, the oftspring, as all prejudices are,
of ignorance and self-concet, of which it has not well learned how to
avail itself.

Thongh several of the crowd did not scruploe to use very strong ex-
pressions, they made no attempt {o rescue me; and I was dragged along
towards that very City Hall which 1 had just been admiring. 1 was
carried before the sitting magistrate; some questions were put and
answered ; some oaths were sworn, and papers written. I had not yet
recovered from the first confusion of my seizure; and this array of
courts and constables was a horrid sort of danger to which 1 was totally
unaccustomed, so that I scarcely know what was said or done. But, to
the best of my recollection, the magistrate declined acting on the ques-
tion ; though he consented to grant a warrant for detaining me in prison
ill I could be taken before some other tribunal.

The warrant was made out, and 1 was_delivered over to an officer.
The court-room was filled with the crowd, who had followed us from
the street. They collected close about us as we left the court-room;
and I could see by the expression of their faces, and the words which some
of them dropped, that they were very well inclined to favour my escape.
At first, I seemed all submission to the officer; we had gone, however,
but a very few steps when, with a sudden spring, I tore myself from his
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asp, and darted among the crowd, which opened 1o give me a passage.
irhea.rd noise, confusion, and shouts behind me: but in a moment I
liad cleared the inclosure in which the City Hall stood, and crossin:
one of the streets by which it was bounded, I dashed down a narrow an
crooked lane. The people stared at me as I ran, and some shouted,
“Stop thief!” One or two scemed half-inclined to seize me, but 1 turned
one short corner, and then another, and finding that I was not pursued,
I soon dropped into a walk.

For this escape 1 return my thanks, not to the laws of New York, but
to the good-will of her citizens. The secret bias and selfish interest of the
law-makers often leads them wrong ; the unprompted and disinterested
impulses of the people arc almost always right. 10 is true that the artful
practice and_ cunuing instigation of the purchased friends und bribed
advocates of oppression, joined to_the interest which the thieves and
pichpockets of a great city always haye in civil tumult atid confusion,
may now and then succeed in exciting the young, the ignorant, the
thoughtless and the del)mved, to acts of violence in favour of tyranny.
But so congenial to_the human heart is the love of freedom, that it
burns not brighter in the souls of sages and of heroes, than in the
bosoms even of the most 1gnorant and thoughtless, when not quenched
by some excited prejudice, base passion, or sinister influence.

In my previous wanderings about the town, 1 had discovered the road
that led northwardly out of it; and T soon turned in that direction
determined to shake ofl’ from my feet the very dust of a city where 1
lxad.l)c%u so near falling back again into the wretched condition of
servitude,

I travelled ull that day, and at pight the innkeeper, at whose house I
lodged, told me that I wus in the state of Connecticut. I now pursued
my flight for several days, through a fine hilly and mountainous
country, such as I had never seen before. The nobleness of the pros-
pecl, the craggy rocks and rugged hills, contrasted finely with the ex-
cellent cultivation of the valleys, and the universal thrift and industry
of the inhabitants. Whero freedom nerves the arm, it is in vain that
rocks and hills of granife oppose the labours of the cultivator. Indus-
trious liberty teaches hiw the art to extract comfort, competence, and
wealth, from a soil the most unwilling and ungrateful.

I knew that Boston was the great sca-port of New England; and
thither 1 directed my steps, resolved to leave a land, however otherwise
inviting, whose laws would not acknowledge me a freeman. As I ap-
proached the town, the country lost much of ils picturesque and hilly
grandeur; but this was made up for by the greater beauty of its
smoother and better cultivated fields; and by the pretty dwellings
scattered so numerously along the road, that the environs of the town
seemed almost a continued village. The city itself, seated on hills, and
seen fo: a considerable distance, gave a noble termination to the
prospect.

I crossed a broad river, by a long bridge, and soon entered the town ;
but I did not stop to examine it. iiberty was too precious to be sacri-
ficed to the %ts'utl cation of an idle curiosily ; a New York mob had set
me free; a Boston mob mllght perhaps delight in the opportunity of
restoring me to servitude. I found my way, as soon as the crooked and
irregular streets would allow me, to the wharves. Many of the ships were
Stl'lpged and rotting in the docks; but after some search and inquiry, I
found a vessel about to sail for Bordeaux. I offered myself as a sailor.
The captain questioned me, and laughed heartily at my land-lubberly
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air and rustic ignorance; but, finally, he agreed to take me at half
wages. He advanced me a mouth’s pay ; and the secoud mate, who was
a fine young fellow, and who seemed to feel for my lonely and helpless
iﬁnonnee, assisted me in buying sucli clothes as would be necessary for
@ voyage.

« Inafew days our cargo was completed, and the ship was ready for
sea. We dropped off from the wharf; threaded our course among the
numerous islels and headlands of Boston harbour, passed the castle
and the lighthouxe, sent off our l)ilot, and with all sail set anda
smacking Lroeze we {eft the vown behind,

I stood upon the forecastle, and looked towards tho land, which
soon seemed but a litile streak in the horizon, and was fust sinking
from our sight, I seemed to feel a .hicavy woight drop off me. 'The
chains were gone. I felt myself a freeman; and as 1 watched the fast-
receding shdre, my bosom heaved with & proud scorn,—u mingled
feeling of safety and disdain.

¢ Farewell, my country ! ” such were the thoughts that rose upon my
wind, and pressed to find an utterance from my lips. “And such a
country! A land boasting to be the chosen seat of liberty and equal
rights, yet holding such a portion of her people in hopeless, helpless,
miserable bondage ! .

“Farewell, my country! Much is the gratitude and thanks 1 owe
thee! Land of the tyrant and the slave, farewell !

“ And welcome, welcon.e, ye bounding billows and_foamy surges of
the ocean! Ye are the emblems and the children of liberty—I hail y¢
as my brothers! for, at last, I, too, am free !—{froe !—irec ! ”

CHAPTER XXXV,

THE favourable breezes with which we had set out did not last long.
The weather soon became tcmpestuous, and we were involved in fogs,
and driven about by contrary winds. OQur labours and hardships were
very greal; but still I found a sort of pleasure in them. It was for
m};‘se f that I toiled and suffered; and that thonght gave me strength
and vigour, . .

I applied myself with the greatest zeal and good-will to learn the busi-
ness o m(f profession. At first, my corapanions laughod at my igno-
rance and awkwardness, and were full of their jokes and tricks upon
me. But though rude and thoughtles:, they were gencrous and good-
natured. In the very first weck of our voyage, 1 had a fair fight with
the bully of the ship. I whipped him soundly ; and the crew all agreed
that there was something in me. ] ]

I was strong and active; and as I mado it a point o imitate whatever
I saw done by any of the crew, I was surprised to find in how short a
time I was able to run over the rigeing and venture upon the yards.
The maze of ropes and sea-terms that at first f)erplexed me s0on grew
clear. Before we were across_the ocean, I could hand, reef, and steor,
with any man on board ; and the crew swore with one consent that 1
was born to be a sailor. . . .

But I was not satisfied with setting sails and handling ropes. T wished
to understand the art of n:m&n,twn. One of our crew was a young man
of good edyeation, who served before the mast, as is common with New

Englanders, in expectation of presently commanding a ship himself.
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He had his books and his instruments ; and as he had already been one
or 1wo voyages, he understood pretty well how to apply them, and used
to keep a reckoning of the ship’s course. This same young sailor, Tom
Turner by name, was a fine, free-hearted fellow as over lived ; but he
was of slight make, and his strength was not equal to his spirit. I had
gained his good-will by standing by him in some of our furecastle frolics;
and sceing how anxious I was 1o learn, he undertook to be my instructor.
He put_his Navigator into my hand, and whenever it was my waich
below, I was constantly poring over it. At first, the whole matter
seemed mighty mysterious, It was rome time before T could see into
it. But Tom, who had a fluent tongue, lectured and explained; and 1
listened and studied ; and preseutly 1 began to understand it.

All this time we were beating abouil in the neighbourhood of the
banks of Newfoundland; and as we experienced a constant succession
of storms and contrary winds, we made but little progréss. We lost o
couple of topsails and several of ur spars, and had heen out some scventy
days in very rough weather.

1 took it 'ull kindly though ; T was in no hurry to get ashore. I had
chosen the ocean for my country; and when the winds roared, ihe
rigging rattled, and the timbers creaked, 1 only wrapped my monkey-
jacket a little closer, braced my=elf against my sea-chest, and studied ry
Navigator—that is, if it happened to be my watch below; for when
upon deck, I was always rcady at ihe first call, and was the first to
spring into the rigging.

At last, the weather moderated, and we made sail for the coast of
France. We had made the land, and were within a few :leagues of
our harbour, when an armed brig, with the British colours flying,
{;oreddown upon us, fired a shot a-head, and seut a boat’s crew on

ward.

Tn those days, American vessels were quite accustomed to such sort
of visitations; and our captain did not seem to be much alarmed. But
1o sooner had the boat’s officer reached our deck, than laying his hand
upon his sword, he 1old the captain that he was a prisoner.

1t scemed that while we were beating about on the Grand Bank.
America, at last, had screwed up her courage, and had declared war
against England. The armed brig was a British privateer, and we were
her prize. At first, wo were all ordered below; but presently we were
called up again, and offerod the choice of enlisting on board the pri-
vateer, or being carried prisoners into England. Near half our crew
were what the sailors eall Dutchmen, that is, people from the North Sea,
or the coasts of the Baltic. These adventurers readily enlisted. Tom
Turner was spokesman for the Americans; and when called upon to
follow this example, he answered the lieutenant, 1n a_tone so grufl as to
be_little better than a growl,—* We'll see you hanged firsti!”

For myself, 1 felt no patrioticscruples. I had renounced my country ;
if indecd that place can be fitly called one’s_country, which, while it
gives him birth, cuts him off, by its wicked and unjust laws, from every-
thing that makes life worth having. Despite the murmurs and hisses of
my companions, I stepped forwarﬁ, and put my name to the shipping
puper. Had they known my history, they would not have blamed me.

After cruising for some time, without success, we returned to Liver-
1())001_@ refit. Qur crew was recruited, and we soon put to sea again

rmsmﬂi off the const of France, we took several prizes, but none of very
gx(;en.t value. We now made sail for the West Indies, and in the neigh-

urhood of the Bermudas, while close hauled to_ the wing ane under
. easy sail, we discovered a vessel a-head, and gave chase.
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The chase slackened sail and waited for us 1o come up. This made
us suppose that it might be aman-of-war ; and as we were moro anxious
for Yllunder thah for Eghtmg, we put up the helm and bore away.

The chase now made sail 1n pursuit; and as she proved to be much
the better sailor, she gained rapidly upon us. X .

. When we saw that there was no chance of escaping, we took in our
}1ght ?nvas, brought the vesscl to, ran up the British flag, and cleared
or action.

The enemy was an_armed and fast sailing schooner—an American
privatecr, as it proved, about a fair match for the brig, in point of size
and armament, but in much finer irim, and ‘most beautifully worked.
She ran down upon us; her crew %‘:0 three cheers, and shooting across
our bows, she gave us a broadside that did much execution. She tacked
and manceuvred {ill she gained a favourable position, and then poured
in her fire with such steadiness that she secined all a-blaze. Her guns
were well shotted, and well aimed, and did serious damage. Our captain
and first lientenant were soon wounded and disabled. We paid back
the enemy as well as we could ; but our men dropped fast, and our fire
began to slacken, The schooner’s bowsprit got fast in our main rigging,
and directly we heard the cry for the boarders. We seized our pikes,
and prepared to receive them; bui a party of the ememy soon got
a footing on board the brig, wouuded the only oflicer on deck, and drove
our men, frightened and cenfused, towards the forecastle.

I saw our ?iunger, and the idea of falling again into ihe hands of the
tyrants from whom I had escaped summoned back my ebbing courage.

seemed to feel a more than bhuman energy spring up within me. I
put myself at the head of our yielding and dispirited crew, and fought
with all the frantic valour of a mad hero of romance. 1 struck down
two or three of the foremost of the enemy; and as they quailed and
shrunk before me, I cheered and ¢ncouraged my companions, and called
on them to charge. My example seemed to inspire them. 'f.‘lley rallied
at once, and rushed forward with new courage. T'hey drove the enemy
before them ; tumbled some iito the sea, and pressed the others back
into their own vessel. .

Nor did our success stop hero. We boarded in our turn; and the
decks of the schooner saw as hloody a battle as had been fought on those
of the brig. The fortune of the fight still ran in our favour, and we
soon drova the enemy to take refuge on the quarter-deck. We called
to them to surrender, but their captain, waving his bloody sword, sternly
refused. He encouraged his men to charge once more, and rushed
furiously upon us. His cutlass clashed agunst my pike and flew from
hix hand. Ife slipped, and fell upon the deck, and in a moment my
weapon was at his breast. .

e cried for quarter. I thought I knew his face.

“ Your name ?”

[ Osbome !Jl »

“ Jonathan Osborne, late commander of the Two Sallys?”

“The same!” .

“ Then die ;—a wretch like you deserves no mercy!” and as I spoke
I plunged the weapon to his heart, and felt thrilling to the very elbow-
joint the pleasurable sense of doing justice on a tyrant. i .

But justice ought never to be sullied by passion, and, if possible,
should be unstained with blood. 1f in my feelings, at that momm
there was something noble, there was far too much of savage fury
passionate revenge. Yet, from what I then felt, I can well understand
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the fieroe spirit and ferocious energy of the slave, who vindicates his
liberty at the sword’s (i):mt and who looks upon the slaughter of his
oppressors almost as a debt due to humanity.

H‘he crew no sooner saw their captain slain than they threw down
their arms and cried for quarter. The schooner was ours, and a finer
vessel never sailed the seas.

Every ofticer on board the brig was wounded. All confessed that the
caplure of the prize was, in a great measure, due to me; and, with the
approbation of all the crew, I was put on board as prize-master.

CHAPTER XXXVI.

WE had a short Ea.ssage to Liverpool. The schooner was condemned
as a prize, and was bouglit in by the owners of the brig. They fitted her
out as a privateer; and as they liad been informed how large a share
T had in her capture, they offered me the command of her. I readily
accepted it; and having selected an experienced old sailor for my first
Lientenant, 1 soon collected a crew and set sail. .

T'he cruising ground which I preferred was the coast of America. Off
the harbour of Boston we_ were so lucky as to fall in with and make
prize of a homeward-bound Kast-Indiaman, with a very valuable car,
of teas and silks. 'We put a prize-crew on hoard and sent her off for
Liverpool, where she arrived safely, and produced us a very handsome
sum in prize-money. We now stood to the southward, and for a month
or two we cruised off the capes of Virginia. As we kept well in to the
coast, we often made the land; and I never saw it without feeling a
strong inclination to send a boat’s crew ashore, and to kidnap from their
beds such of the nearest planters as I could lay my hands upon. But I
id not think it prudent to attempt to carry into execution this gl):e_ce
of ?penmental instruction, of which the Virginians stand so much in
need.

My cruising adventures, chases, and escapes, would fill a volume ; but
they are little to my present purpose. _Suffice it to say, that while the
war lasted I kept the seas; and when it ended, most reluctantly I left
ihem. My share in the prizes we had taken rendered me wealthy—at
lcast what the moderation of my wishes made me esteem so. But what
was to supply the ever-varying stimulus and excitement which till now
had sustained me and ﬁrevented my mind from preying on itself, and
poisoning my peace with bitter recollections? The images of my wife,
wy child, and of the friend to whom I owed so much, often, on my
voyages, flitted mournfully across my mind ; but the cry of “ Sail ahead”
would call off my thmi%hts, and dlss'ipa.te my incipient melancholy in
the bustle of action. But now that I was on shore, homeless, alone, a
stranger, with nothing to pwlﬂ)y my mind,—the thoughts of those dear
sufferers haunted me continually. ’ﬁ:e very first thing I did was to look
up a trusty agent whom 1 l.mghb send in search of thom. Such a one I
found. I gave him all the information which might promote the object
of his mission ; I allowed him an unlimited credit on my banker, and
stimulated his zeal by a handsome adyance, and the promise of a still
larger reward if he succeeded in the object of his mission,. o - ®
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He sailed for America by the first opportunity, and I consoled myself
with the hope.that his search would be successful. 1In the mean time,
to have some occupation that might keep off anxious doubts and trou-
blesome anxieties, I applied myself to study. When a child I bad a
fondness for reading and an ardent love of knowledge. This love of
knowledge the accursed discipline of servitude had stifled and kept
under, but had not totally extinguished. I was astonished to find it still
so strong. Having once turned my sttention that way, my mind drank
in all sorts of information, as the thirsty earth imbibes the rain. 1
might rather be said to devour hooks than to read them. I scarcely
gave myself time to sleep. No sooner had I finished one than I hurried
to another with restless inquietude. I read on without selection or dis-
crimination. It was a long time before I learned te comnpare, to weigh,
and to judge. It happened to me as it has happened to mankind m
%enera.l. In"my anxiety to know, I was ready to take everything on

rust; and I did not stop to dislinguish between what was fact and
what was fiction. But while T allowed an abundance of folly and false-
hood to be palmed upon me under the sober disguise of truth, I had
but little taste for writers professedly imaginative. I could not under-
stand why they wrote, or what they aimed at. I despised the poets;
but voyages, travels, histories, and marratives of every sort, I devoured
with undistinguishing voracity. Time and reflection have since enabled
me to extract something of truth and philosophy from these chaotic

uisitions,
aﬂ%‘m‘ u while, my studies had much the same stimulating and exciting
effect with my former activity. They raised my spirits, and enabled me
to bear up under the discouraging advices which T received from
America. But they palled at lasi,—and when my agent returned with
the disastrous information, that all his searches had been unavailing, I
found no support under the load of grief that overwhelmed me,

From such information as my agent had been able to obtain, it
appeared that Mrs. Montgomery, Cassy’s mistress, had become security
to a large amount to that brother of hers, by whose advice and agency
she managed her affairs. That brother was a planter, and among the
American planters the passion for gambling is next to universal,—for it
is one of the few excitements by which they arc able to rehieve the list-
less and wearisome indolence of their useless lives. Mrs. Montgomery’s
brother was a gambler, and an unsuccessful one. Haviug ruined him-
self, he began to prey u}{on his sister. Besides embez:ling all such
money of hers as he could lay his hands upon,—and as he had the entirc
management of her affairs, income was much at his disposal,—be
induced her, under various pretences, 1o put her name to bonds and
notes 10 a large amount. On these notes and bonds suits were com-
menced ; but this, her brother, who strove to defer the disclosure of his
villanies as long as possible, took care 1o conceal from her; and the first
thitrilg she knew of the matter, her entire property was seized on cxe-
cation.

Among_her other chattels, my wife and child were sold,—for it is the
law and the practice of America to sell women and children to pay the
debts of a gambler ! .

Cassy and her infant had fallen into the hands of a gentleman,—such
is the American phrase,—who followed the lucralive and respectable
business of a slave-trader. My afnt no soaner learnt his name than he
set out in pursuit of him. But he found that the man had been dead
for a year o~ two,and that he had left no papers behind him, from which
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might be traced the history of his slave-trading expeditions. Not yet
discouraged, my agent travelled over the entire route which he was told
the decensed slave-trader had usually followed. He even sucoeeded in
getting some trace of the very gamg of slaves which had been {;ure"hneed
at tho sale of Mrs. Mon ry’s property. He tracked them from
village to vilbgﬁ, till he arrived at Augusta, in the state of Georgia ; bub
Tere he Jost sight of thewn altogether. That iown is, or was, one of the

t marts of the American slave trade, and here, in all probability, the

aves were sold ; but to whom, it was impossible to discover.

Thus baffled in his search, my agent had recourse to advertisementsin
the newspapers, in which the person of my wife was particularly de-
scribed, 1mention was made of the name of her late owner, and a very
generous reward was offered to amyone who would give information
where she or her child was to be found, These advertisements brought
him an abundance of communications, but none to the purpose, and
after lyalx_\ing spent near two years in the search, he gave it up, at last, as
unavailing.

Of Thomas, he could learn nothing, exoopt that General Carter had
never retaken him. A man of his figure and appearance had beon
oocasionally seen traversing the woodsof that neighbourhood, and lurk-
ing about the plantations, and it soemod mot unlikely that he was still
alive, and the leader of some band of runaways. Such was the informa-
on which my agent brought me. .

‘While he remained in America, however little encouragement his
letters gave, still 1 could hope; but now the last staff of consolation was
plucked from under me. hat availed it that I had myself shaken off
the chains, which were still hanging, and perhal[:s with a weight so
much the heavier, to the friend of my heart, to the wife of my bosem,
10 the dear, dear infant, the child of my love? The curse of tyranny
indeed, is multifold,—nay, infinite! It blasted me across the broad
Atlantic; and when I thought of Cassy and my boy, I shrunk and
trembled, as if again the irons were upon me, and the bloody lash orack-
ing about my head! Almighty God! why hast thou created beings
cufable of so much misery! . .

recovered slowly from the shock, which ai firet had quite un-
manncd me; but though I regained some degree of compesure, it was
in vain that I courted anything like enjoyment,—a worm was gnawing
at my heart which would not ie appeased. Never was there a bosom
more inclined than mine to the ;i'cntle pleasures of domestic life; but -
I found only torture in the recollection that I was a husband and a
father. Oh, had my wifc and my dear boy been with me, in what a
sweet retirement I could have spent my dnlh'z, ever ﬁn(fing 2 new
relish ({‘c:r prescat bliss in the reo(sleecﬁon of ills endured and miseries
cscaped !

The scense of loneliness which oppressed me, and the bitter thoughts
and hateful images that were ever crowding on my mind, made my life
an irksome burden, and drove me to seek relief in the excitements of
travel. I visited every country in Eurepe, and_sought_occupation and
amusement in examining their scheme of society, and studying their
laws and manners. I traversed Turkey and the regions of the Hast,
once the seats of art_and opulenoce, but {ong since ruined by the heavy
hand of tyranny and the ever-renewed extortions of military pillage.
I crossed the Persian deserts, and saw in India a new and better civi-

tion slowly ricing upon the ruins of the old. . .

The interest I Yelt in the oppressed and unfortunate racqwitle which



140 THE WHITE SLAVE.

upon my mother’s side, I am conneocted, carried me again across the
ooea.nm{ have climbed the lofty crests of the Andes, and wandered
among the flowery forests of Brazil. . R

Everywhere I have seen the hateful empire of aristocratic usur{m.tiop
lording it with a high hand over the lives, the liberty, and the happi-
ness of men; but everywhere, or almost everywhere,i_ have scen the
bondsmen nning to foriet the base lore of traditionary subser-
viency, and already feeling the impulses and lisping in the language of
ﬁ;?dqm. I have seen it everywhere,—everywhere except in my native

erica.

. There are slaves in many other countries, but nowhere clse is oppros-
sion so heariless and unrelenting; nowhere else has tyranny ever as-
sumed a shape so fiendish; nowhere else is it, of all the world beside,
the open aim of the laws, and the professed purpose of the masters, Lo
blot out the iniellects of half the population, and to extinguish at once
and for ever both the capacity and the hope of freedom. _

In Catholic Brazil, in the Spanish islands, where one might expect to

find tyranny aggravated by ignorance and superstition, the slave is still
regarded as a man, and as entitled to something of human sympathics.
He may kneel at the altar by his master’s side, and he may hear the
Catholic priest proclaiming boldly from his pulpit the sacred truth that
all men are equal. He may find consolation and supﬁtl)srt in the hope
of one day becoming a f-ceman. He may purchase his liberty with
money; if barbarously and unreasonably punished, he may demand it as
his legal right; he may expect it from the gratitude or the iqnerqsnty
of his master, or from the conscience-stricken dictates of his priest-
attended deathbed. When he bécomes a freeman he has a freeman’s
nﬁ]_:ts, and cnjoys a real and practical equality, at the mere mention of
which the {prating and J)requiced Americans are filled with creeping
horror and passionate indignatiou. . .
. Blavery in those countries, by the force of causes now in operation,
is fast ag)opljomhing to its end; and let the African slave-trade be once
totally abolished, and before the expiration of half-a-century there will
not a slave be found in either Spanish or Portuguese America._

It is in the United States alone—that country so apt to claim a mo-
nopoly of freedom—that the spirit of tyranny still soars boldly trium-
phant, and disdains even the most distant thought of limitation,—here
alone, of all the world beside, oppression riots unchecked by fear_of

or sympathy for man.

To add the last security to despotism, the American slave-holders,
while they fiercely rofuse to relinquish the least tittle of their whllplt-
wielding authority, have deprived themselves, by special statute, of the
power of emancipation, and have thus artfully and industriously closed
u%:.ihe l'a.st loop-hole through which Hope might look in upon their
vietims!

And thou, my child! these are the mercies to which thy youth is
delivered over ! Perhalﬁ already the spirit of manhood is extinguished
within thee, already perhaps the frost of servitude has nipped thy bud-

ing soul, and left 1t blasted, worthless! )

o! oh no! it ought not, must not, cannot, shall not be so! Child!
thou hast yet a father,—one who has not forgotten, and who will not
forsake thee. Thy need is great, and great shall be his efforts. That
love is little worth which disappointment tires or danger daunts.

Yeﬁsﬁl have resolved it. I will revisit America, and blgrougP the len
and thedreadth of the land I will search out my child, I will sna
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him from the oppressor’s , or perish in the attempt. Should I be
;eﬁmized a.ndpgeized! t is not fi’: vain that I havnpread the history
of the Romans. 1 know a way to disappoint the tyrants,—~the guilt be
on their heads! I cannot be a slave the second time,

CHAPTER XXXVII.

HaviNg formed the resolve recorded at the close of theslast chapter, I
began immediately to make preparations to carry it into execution, and
now once more I resume my pen to recount my further adventures.

1 had lived for years past a life of constant uneasiness and anxiety ;
haunted, as it were, by the spectres of wife and child, pale, weeping,
holding out imploring hands, as if calling to me for aid and deliverance,
From the moment that T began to prepare for my new journcy and
scarch, T felt a lightness, an exhilaration, a relief, as if a great stone had
heen plucked out of my heart. Now, at last, I had again something to
live and to strive for,—a shadow perhaps, one so vain and unsubstantial
1hat ever since the fuilure of my former searches it had scemed idle to
attempt to pursue it. Yet howmuch better to pursue even a shadow, if
one can but prevail upon himself for the moment to think it real, than
to txs'm still in hopeless and idle vacuity! Man was made to hope and to

act.
Before leaving England, I took care to provide myself witlilfassports
as 1 British _subject, under the name of Captain Archer Moore, by
which I was known to my English acquaintances, and with letters also
of introduction to the mercantile correspondents of those acquaintances
in the principal commercial towns of America. It was in the character
of a traveller, curious to investigate American society, that I revisited
the country of my birth.

As it was from Boston {hat I had taken my departure, so I resolved
to reland there, and thence to retrace my steps to the scenes of my
youth, as the first means towards obtaining, if possible, some clue to the
obiect of my search.

t was now more than twenty years since I had hastily fled from Bos-
ton, 8 pn.ntmlé fugitive, eager to find on the boisterous ocean, or some-
where beyond it, that freedom which the laws of America denied me
there. How different from the stern and deperate spirit of defiance with
which I had seen those shores fade from my sight was the tender senti-
ment, rising almost to hope, with which I agaln saw spreading out; be-
fore me that same land emerging from the waters ; cruel land of bondage
as it had been to me, but where yct I might—O, kind Heaven, that I
might '—regain a long-lost wife and child !

., As welanded at the wharf and made our way into the town, we found
it in a state of Freat confusion. A vast crowd, mostly of well-dressed
people, was collected about a building, which I afterwards understood
to be the City Hall ; and just as we approached it, an unfortunate per-
son, with a rope about his neck, was drﬁed’ apparently from some
neighbouring house or by-way, info the middle of the streel. The shout
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was raised, “ Hang him! hang him !” and the gentlemen in fine broad-
eloth, in whose hands he was, seemed quite ready to do the bidding of
the mob, and to be looking round, as if for some lamp-post or other con-
venience for that purpose, Making our way with great dxtﬁcultg to an
adjoining street, we found it completely choked u}) with a well-dressed
crowd, through which, amid jeers and insults, a few women, holding
each other’s hands, slowly made their way, retreating appgzrentiy from a
neighbourmg_bul_!(iing, and for some reason or other cvidently objects
of very great indignation. .
. On reaching my hotel, called, T think, the Tremont House, I anxiousl
inquired_intv_the occasion of all this tumult. The landlord informe
me that it Lad all been caused by the ohstinacy of the women whom I
had seen in the streets. In spite of the remonstrances of the citizens, as
expressed at & grent public mecting lately held, in which all the leading
merchants and lawyers had participated, these obstinate females ha
persisted in meeting to pray for and to plot the abolition of slavery; and
what was still more provoking, to listen to the exhortations on that sub-
Jject of an cmissary latel{ sent over from England. It was the object of
the gentlemanly mob I had seon, composed, as he assured me, of men of
Kynperty and standing, to catch this eniissary if they could, and 1o punish

im in some fitting way for his insolence.

“ And pray,” said I, “as you have no slaves in Boston, nor, I believe,
in this part of the country, th all this zeal against thexe good women ?
Being an Fnglishman my. »lf, I must confess to some little interest in
this unfortunate countryman of mine, whom your Boston gentry are so
anxious to hang. 'Why need your lawyers and merchants play the dog
in the manger—neither themselves do anything to abolish slavery, nor
even allow the women to pray for it ?” “ As a stranger and an English-
man,” said the landlord, who, though in a great state of excitement
against the offending females, was evidently a person not without good
feelings, “these things may secm o little strange to you. Yet allow me
to suggest a word of caution. 1t would be an unpleasant thing for me
to have one of my guests seized as a British emissary, and made to
undergo tho scrutiny and perhaps insults of a party of volunteer police.
Suffico it to sn}.;]r, that just at this moment the price of cotton is very
high, and southern trade a zreat object. New York and Philadelphia
have set the example of mobhing the abolitionists, and we should be in
danger of losing all our southern customers if we did not follow the
exaniple. Besides, at a public meeting held here in Boston, we havo just
nominated a candidate for president; and should we fail in zeal for
southern interests, how are we to expect to get any southern votes ?

this specimien of Boston, I saw nothing to delain me there, and
80 hastened on to New York. Tt was not without strong emotions that
I stood again in the park, on the very spot where General Carter had
seized and claimed me os o slave. The whole scene, with all its
incidents, came back to my mind as fresh as at the moment of the seizure,
and I walked straight to the court-room to which I had been carried
witheas little doubt, hesitation, or uncertainty as if it had all happened
the day before. 'There were a number of prisoners at.the bar, the rooly
was crowded with spectators, and a trial or examination of evident
interest was goingon. It soon appeared that the prisoners were charged
with having sacked and plundered a number of houses, whose occupants
were suspected to be tainted with abolitionism, and having, in the same
spirit, burnt down an African church. The feeling in the court-room
seemed, however, altogether in favour of the prisoners, and such, as far
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as I could judge by the newspa and the conversations which 1
heard, was the current opinion of the city. The prevailing idea seemed
to be, that the persons really guilty of the riots were those who had
suffered by them, since it was their ilent, upopular opinions which
had stirred up the mob to sack and plunder their houses.

What T saw in New York and Boston served to cure me of an error,
as to America, sufficiently common. I had supposed that in the freo
slates, so called, there was really sonie freedom. Iknew,indeed, by myown
experience, that no asylum was to be found there Ly refugee slaves from
the southern states ; but I had imagined that the native-burn inhabitants
did enjoy a certain dg&'tee of liberty. My inistake in this respect was
now very aFmrent. No one in New York or Boston was at liberty, at
the time of my visif, to entertain, or at least publicly to express, any
detestation of the system of slavery, or desire or hope for its speedy
abolition, under penalty of being visited with the Xub_hc indignation.
Such persons, indeed, would he lucky if they escaped witlfout insult to
their persons, aud destruction of their property. The leading politicia
lawyers, and merchants of those cities under whose encouragement an
instigation these outrages were inflicted, seemed to stand in no less awe
and terror of the anger of the southern planters than the very sluves
who delved the plantations, Those slaves were leld in check by the
whip and superior force ; the northern freemen, so called, by their own
pusillanimity and base love of money. In fact, already I began to
doubt whether this voluntary slavery of the nominally free—voluntary
on the part of an overwhehng wajority, iowever a virtuous and noble
minority might struggle agawst it—was not: every way a more wretched
and Jamentable thing than the forced slavery of the labourers of the
south. Hitherto [ had hated a country, from whose prison-houses I
had with such difliculty escaped, and which continued to retain, if,
indeed, death had not fortnuately delivered them, those ncarest and
dearest to me. l'o this hatred I now began to add contempt for a
mean-spirited population, in which there were more voluntary slaves
than forced ones. .

From New York 1 passed on to Philadclphia, and thence to Washing-
ton. '"That city bad greatly expanded since, as oue of a chained gang of
sluves, 1 had been lodged in the slave-prison of Messts. Savage, Brothers,
and Company, for shipment to the sonth. In every village and town on
my way L heard the same execralions vented against the abolitionists,
with accounts of new riots in which they had sutlered, or new atlempts
to subject them to more legal punishments. There secmed to be a
general conspiracy against freedown of speech and freedom of the press.
A learned judge of Massachusetts, after severely denouncing the aboli-
tionists as incendiaries, proposed to have them indicted at common law
as guilty of sedition, it not of treason. The accomplished governor of
the same state xaid ditto to the judge, and added fresh denunciations of
Lis own. Almost the only person in New England of any note, as I
understood, who ventured to withstand this popular clamour, or to drop
a word of apology for those unfortunate abolitionists, was Dr. Channing,
Whose writings have made him well known wherever the Englishlangnage
1§ read ; but whose refusal on this occasion to_become, by silence, &

*participator in the outrages going on around him, had very nearly
destroyed, at least for the time, his weight and influence at home.

Washington I found in the greatost state of excitement. _An unfor-
tunate botanist, who had been gathering plants in the neighbourhood,
had, from some cause or other, fallen under suspicion as being an aboli-
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tionist. His person, room, and trunks had been searched. He was
found to have in possession a pile of newspapers, which wds made to
serve the pv,ﬂ).ose of an herbarium, in which to dry, press, and preserve
his plants. This pile of papers, on being carefully scrutinized, was found
to contain some articles bearing strongly to abolition sentiments. The
whole district of Columbia was at once in commotion. The unfortunate
botanist had been immediately arrested on the charge of having in his
ﬁ(imess.mn an incendiary publication. The alarm had reached a very

pitch ; but when it was known that this botanical incendiary, this
fellow who sought to entice the flowers and the herbage into a bloody
conspiracy, was safely locked up in gaol, and all bail refused, the city of
Washington, especi dy the southern members of Congress, once more
breathed freely, as if delivered from impending destruction,

The high degree of excitement, alarm, and terror, which I found thus
prevailing wherever I went, and which, according to all accounts, over-
spread at this moment the whole United States, was much of a puzzle
to me. 1 doubt very much whether the Stamp Act itself had caused
half so much commotion. Even the sacking of Washington by the
British could hardly have produced more alarm than I found prevailing
in that c;ﬁ' and neighbourhood. The mere fact that a few women of
Boston had formed a society to Bﬁray for the ubolition of slavery, or that
a file of abolition newspapers had found its way to the district of Colum-
bia, did not seem sufficient to account for so great an alarm.  Even the
circumstance, that a Mis Prudence Crandall, somewhere in Connecticut,
had set up a achool, to which she admitted coloured children on terms of
equality with her white pupils, would not appear in itself so alarming a
matter, since a number of the most pious and distingnished gentlemen
of her state and neighbourhood, including a judge of the United States
court, had taken an early opportunity to brcak up her school and to
send her out of the town. I was assured, in fact, that this was not all.
This Boston female society und Connecticut school were only small
items. I was told of a grand plot formed by the aholitionists, tending
to the most alarming results ; no less than the cutting the throats of al
the white men throughout the south, horrible indigunities upon all the
white women, the ruin of northern trade and commerce, the destruction
of the south, and the dissolution of the Union. It was admitted by
some of the more charitable persons with whom I couversed, that })os-
sibly the abolitionists themselves did not distinctly contemplate all these
ends. But they asked for the immediate abolition of slavery, a
thing which could end in nothing but in the above-mentioned disasters
and horrors, i .

I had a Ereat curiosity to know who these formidable plotters, objects
of so much alarm and terror, might be. I was not ignorant of affairs in
America, but of these terrible abolitionists I had never heard ; indeed,
it would seem as if they had all at once started suddenly out of the
ground. I learnt, upon inquiry, that within a short time pust there had
sprung up, in New England and elsewhere, several societics, delegates
from which had lately met at New York, to the number of twelve men
where they had formed a national society. 1t was the fundaments
principle of those societies, that to hold men in forced bonduge was
olitically a wrong, socially a crime, and theologically a sin ; disqualifying
those guilty of it to be esteemed either democrats, good men, or
good Christians; and that, nationally and individually, this wrong,
crime, and sin, ought to be at once reponted of and abandoned. These
fanatical persons rapidly increased in numbers. Several wealthy
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merchants, several zealous and eloquent divines had joined them, A

deal of money, as much as forty or fifty thousand dollars, had been
contributed and expended in the dissemination of this startling creed,

y bly agents and missionaries sent forth for that p s pa.rt;l{ by
‘&he ptgg i?t%}(;n of newspapers, of _wllnc,t; tl;%x: wqmti i two or ‘i;t ree
evo! e cal and especially by nnnotmcts{sem
forth the cmeltiesu::’d injustice of .sf;wery, whli,ch hag been sent by m
into all parts of the country, even into the southern states.

It was these tracts that had thrown the whole south, planters, poli-
ticians, merchants, lawyers, divines, into an agony of terror, a terror
with which even the people of the north so far sympathized as to be
ready to trample underfoot, for the extinction of these horrible inno-
vators, every safeguard of liberty hitherto esteemed tho most sacred.
Free speaking and free writing were not to_be any longer tolerated.
Throughout the United States, so far as related to the subject of slavery,
they were 1o be suppressed by mob violence.

A few hundred men and women, hitherto mostly obscure and un-
known, by the holding of a few public meetings and the publication of
a few tracts, had thrown a whole country into commotion. Not John
the Baptist, when he preached that the kingdom of heaven was at hand,

ad more terribly alarmed King Herod, the scribes and the pharisees ;
and now, as then, the murder of the innocents seemed to be thought
the most feasible way of staving off the apprehended catastrophe.

Asthere are glens among the mountains where the faintest spoken
words come back in thunder from a thousand echoes, so there are times
and seasons when human hearts respond in like manner to the faintest
uttered truth, mtifyinlg to the force of it, sometimes by loud responses
of approbation and applaunse, sometimes in deafening shouts of indigna-
tion, defiance, and conscience-stricken dread.

CHAPTER XXXVIII.

. HAvVING reached Richmond on my southern journey, I found that
city also_showing the general alarm. A committee of vigilance for the
suppression of incendiary publications was vigorously at work, and as we
drove into the town, a great bonfire was burning in the main street,
consisting of publications lately seized and condemned. One of the
books thus burnt at the stake was made up, I was told, entirely of
extracts from speeches delivered within a few years past in the Virginia
House of Delegates,in which the evils of slavery had been pretty strongly
depicted. Bul whatever liberty of that sort might previously have been
allowed, nothing of the kind was to be tolerated for the future. .

At Richmond I procured a horse and servant,—for in Lower Vir-
ﬁnm there were no public conveyanoes,—and set off on a visit to f g-

eadow, birthplace. To satisfy inquiries,—since any traveller, a
stranger and unknown, was at that time liable to suspicion —lgdguve out
that, on a former visit to the country, many years before, 12 me

L
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acquainted with the family at Spring-Meadow, to which, indeed, I
olaimed a distant relationship. As I began toa;()lproach that neighbour-
hood, 1 found the t of desolation and_desertion characteristic
enough of Virginia as 1 remembered it, and a8 I now again saw it, grow-
ing more and more marked. AsI along absorbed in thought, my
at lel‘\lgth met an object which 1 recognized, being no other the
fﬂ% and dwelling-house of Mr. Jemmy Gordon, situated at the crotch
of the roads, some six or seven miles from Spring-Meadow. It was a
fine, warm summer afternoon, and on a rude bench or settle beside the
door was sitting, more asleep than awake, an vld gentleman, who, to the
best of my recollection, could be no other than Mr. Jemmy himself. 1
acoordingly addressed him as Mr. Gordon, when he roused himself up,
did tho honours of the house with a %moe, and bade me walk in an
refresh myself with a glass of peach mndg. He confessed, however,
that I hx.({&he advantage of him, as he found it impossible to recollect
my name. I endeavoured to remind him of a_young Mr. Moore, an
Enghshman who, some twenty years before, had passed a weck or two
‘ab prmg-hfe:ulow, and more than once had ridden by his shop; an
after a good deal of nodding, thinking, and muttering to hl;nseif, he
declared at last that he recollected me perfectly. When I inquired after
Spring-Meadow and its occupants, Mr. Gordon shook his head mourn-
fully. ~ “ Gone, sir, all gone torack and ruin. Colonel Moore, in his old
age, was obliged to move off somewhere, to Alabama, with such of the
hands as he could save trom the clutch of the sherif’; and that’s the last
T'vo heard of him. The old plantation has been abandoned these ten
years ; and the last time I was by there, the roof of the mansion-house
was all tumbling in.” As 1 knew there was no house nearer than Gor-
don’s, I of him to entertain me for a day or two, while I took &
turn round the old plantation. From my conversation with him, I
learned that, with the decrease of the population in the neighbourhood,
his trade had fallen off, and that he, too, serious thoughts, old as he
* was, of moving off to Alabama, or somewhere else ut the south-west.
Early the next morning, leaving my servant and horse behind me, T set
off on foot. But I was no sooner out of sight of Jemmy Gordon’s house
than I directed my steps, not to Spring-Meadow, but to that old deserted
plantation on the higher lands above to which I had fled with Cassy,
and where, in the hopefulness and thoughtlessness of youth, runaways
23 we were, we had passed some weeks of happy privacy, ending, indeed,
in heavy tribulation. The great house had now compiet_ely fuf_len, and
was one undistinguishable heap of ruins; but the little brick dairy, ncar
the run below, was vory much in the same condition as when we had
found in it a temporary shelier. As I sat down beneath one of the
ont trees'by which it was shaded, how all the past came rushing up
g:lure me

- Affer an hour or two of reverie, I made my way through the woods
.%o Spring-Meadow, where I found another similar scene of desolation.
The gm_f; where 1 had spent so many thoughtless hours in childish
rts with Master J. amﬁ was now overgrown with persimmons, which

ed and overshadowed the few remaining shrubberies. Yct the old
garden walks might be distinctly truced in several l1l)hwes, and there were
considerable remnants of an old summer-house, where we had sat hour
after hour, hid away from his_brother William, and studying Master
James’s lessons wﬁ:ha. Adjoining the F"den was the family b -
ground, and over Master James’s grave I dropped 2 tear, My mntg:eigs
grave I had to reek in another part of the plantation. What stranger,
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lighting on the spot could have now dist.inﬂxished, from any difference
in the grass and trees that waved above them, or in the wild aspect
around of nature re]glaining her dominion, in which spot the master
rested, and in which the slave? These silent graves, already half
obliterated, no less than the fast-mouldering ruins of what had once
been the seat of opulence and plenty, scemed plainly to testify that not
by such means were families to be perpetuated, prosperous communities
to be founded, or permanent triumphs over nature secured.

CHAPTER XXXTX.

RETURNING to Richmond, I found that consequential little town
still in a state of the greatest alarm. The whole ordinary course of law
had been set aside, and a self-constituted committee of vigilance assum-
ing to dictate to_the citizens what newspapers they should be allowed
to receive, and what books to read, or to have in their houses. At such a
moment, 1t was very easy to fall under suspicion; and, unfortunately,
just before setting out on my late excursion, I had drawn attention to
myself at the dinner-table, by an unlucky jest al the fright into which
the great state of Virginia had been thrown by a few picture-books ; for
it was the cuts with which some of the abolition tracts were illustrated
which seemed to inspire the 5rentost alarm. My coming back redoubled
their suspicions. I had hardly had time to wash and dress myself, when
I was waited upon by three gra.ve-lookmmentlemen, among the most
respectable citizens of the town, as the landlord assured me, and in
terms polite, but very peremptory, they required me to make my imme-
gl}ate alll»pﬁumnce before the vignl’anoe committee, then sitting in the

'own -hall,

1 had brought letters to a merchant of the place, whom I found, like
most of the merchants in the southern towns, to be a northern man by
birth, and from whom, on the II{lu-esent;a.t.mn of my letters on my first
arrival, I had received the usnal attentions. With some difficulty, I
obtained leave from the bailiffs of the vigilance committee to send for
this gentleman, and also for another, whom I had met at his house at
dinner, and whom I understood to be a leading lawyer. 'The merchant
soon sent me an_apology for not coming. His wife had suddenli_been
seized with an alarming sickness, which made it impossible for him to
leave her. But when I read this note to the three volunteer baili
who still remained with me, regaling thomselves with mint-juleps af
my expense, they heard it with an Sncredulous smile; and one of them
exclaimed—* What more could you expect of the sneaking Yankee?
He means to keep himself out of harm’s way, at all events.”

The lawyer soon made his appearance, and having accepted a f
entered with great apparent, and 1 dare say real, zeal into m{ case.
begged to know whether those who had summoned me before them
possessed any legal authority, and whether I was bound to pay any
attention to their summons. I had supposed, I said, that the sfate of

L2
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‘Virginia was a country of laws, and that I could only be held to answer
to some charge sworn against me before some magisirate. Was I
obliged to submit to a personal examination before this vigilance com-
mittee ? To this my friendly lawyer replied, that in the present state
of alarm, the law was suspended. The necessity of self-preservation
rose above all law; and in the imminent danger to which the whole
southern states were exposed—the breakmi out of a general slave insur-
rection—everything must be sacrificed to the safety of the community,
The throats of the while inhabitants, the purity of their wives and
daughters, were at risk. Two Yankee schoolmasters had been warned
out of the town the day before, and nothing but the earnest efforts of
himself-and a few others, and their own prudence in not attempting the
slightest resistance to this mandate, had saved them from the indignity,
ferhaps of a public flogging, and a coat of tar and feathers. Asit w
hey had been obliged to fly, becanse they had not known how to ho!

their foolish Yankee tongues—this, perhaps, was a sly hit at my own
imprudent freedom of speech—the chief witness and informant against
them being a fellow whom one of them had sued the day before, to
recover payment for several quarters’ schooling for his children, and
who, so the lawyor seemed to intimate, had tuken this compendious
method of squaring the account. It would be safest for me, in the pre-
sent excited state of the public mind, if I wished to save myself from
disagreeableipersonal indignities, to pay the greatest deference to the
committee and their ordevs; and he would do his best to get me off as
easily as possible,

Having found, upon inquiry, that the English consul was absent from
the city, I hastened with my in.wyer to wait upon the vigilance com-
mittee, and the more so as a second detachment of volunteer bailiffs
hi alreml{ arrived, rather ominously backed by a mob, collected before
the door of the hotel, with orders to br_m% me by force if I delayed an
longer. Those who had me in charge did their best to protect me, yet
did not entirely escape without insults from the crowd.

Having arrived in the angust presence of the committee, I found my-
self obliged to submit to & very stringent examination on the of the
chairman, a sharp-nosed, grey-eyed gentleman, and in spectacles, deacon,
I was told, of a Presbyterian church. He inquired as to my pam
bmlwe, ooougatxon,_ and object in_visiting the_ country; which
8 to be, to observe its manners and customs, and, in fact, as I added,
I had found them very singular indeed, and well worthy of a traveller'’s
curiosity. I might, however, as well have kept my observations to my-
self, for this sally brought a scowl blacker than before ncross the brows
of the very solemn-looking committee, and a reproving shake of the

and glance of the eye from friendly lawyer, who sat in one
oorner, but who was not allowed to take mr{-'elcim in the proceedings.

. In the course of my answers, I had referred to my letter of introduc-
tion brought to the merchant, to whom a message was immediately sent,
to come before the committee, and to bring that letter with him. His
wife must have recruited very sudduly, for in a surprisingly short time
the merchant made his appearance, with the letter in his hand; the
sweat running down his face, and the poor man trembling in an ago:
of terror, that went far to raise fgomve suspicions against both him an
me. The letter happened to be from Tappan, Wentworth, and Co., well-
known bankers o e';;ffd' No_soouer had the chairman read the
signature, than his face, though quite long and serious enouiliebefore,
undegwent a very sudden elongation ; his eyebrows rising up those
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of a man who had just seen a fg(:zdosl:. or. something else very terrible—
“ ﬁpan! Tappan !” he repeated to himself several times, in a sharp,
g}:ic , and snwelling tone—" Tappan ! Tappan! there we have it; a
emissary, no doubt! That, you know,” he continued, turning to
his col es, “is the name of the New York silk-merchant, who is one
of the leaders in this nefarious conspiracy, and who has given I don’t
know how many thousand dollars to circulate these horrid incendiary
tracts. How I wish I had the rascal here now! 1 should rejoice to be
one to help to put a rope round his neck. Ah, Mr. Doeface,” he added,
with an ominous nod to the poor trembling merchant to whom the
letter was addressed, and a look 1n which indignation and commiscration
were about equally mingled, “ah, Mr. Doeface, I am very sorry to find
that you have any such correspondents.” .
Exclamations, threats, and oaths resounded from all sides of the
crowded hall, and before either Mr. Doeface, who scemed <indeed past
speaking, or I, could get in a word, messengers were despatched to
search the merchant’s house from garret to cellar, and his warehouses
also, in hopes of discovering some of the obnoxious tracts, while others
were deputed to break open and examine my trunks, which breaking
open, however, I prevented by handing out my keys. Me:mwhlle, with
very great difficulty, I brought the honourable chairman and his col-
leagues to perceive that the letier which had £roduced 80 greatl a com-
motion was dated, not at New York, but at Liverpool; and as I hap
pened to have in my pocket-book two or three other letters of credit
from the same firm to merchants in Charleston and New Orleans, I at
length succeeded in making it understood that my letiter of introduction
was not, after all, such palpable evidence of treason and sedition as had
at first been sup‘posed.
»- Luckily, my friend, the Yankee merchant, had but very little of a
literary turn.  After a thorough search of his premises, the committee
of mswctlon were able to discover nothing except a number of picture
books belonging to his children, and some twenty or thirty pamphlets,
all of which were brought in for the critical msKactlon of the vigilance
committee. At the sight of the picture books the committee grew very
solemn, and the chairman cast another look over the top of his specta-
cles, half of pity and half of reproach, at the Yankee merchant, whoso
tqetil began to chatter worse than ever, and who rolled up the whitm of
his great e{es in as perfect an agony as if he had just been canght in the
veryactof orse-stealingorforl;ery. But after a solemn and serious inspec-
tion, during which the whole assembled multitude held their breath
clenched their fists, set théir teeth, and looked daggers at the suspected
offender, nothing worse appeared than Jack the Giant Killer and Little
Red Riding Hood. One very fierce-looking old gentleman on the com-
mittee, with puffing cheeks and bloodshot eyes, apparently not very
familiar with juvenile literature, and a little the worse for liquor,
thought there was something rather murderous in these representations,
especially as the pictures were pretty highly coloured. But his_ool-
leagues assured him that these were very ancient books, which had been
long in circulation, and though, perhaps, considered in themselves, like
the Declaration of Independence, the History of Moses, mgd’ the
Deliverance of the Israelites, as recorded in the Bible, or the Virginia
Bill of Rights, they might seem to have rather a malign aspect, yet
they coul no{. be set down as belonging to that class of indendiary or
abolition publications, the baving which in one'y possession would be
proof of conspiracy.j e ®
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‘With myself it came near goin oonsidembl{'&worye. As ill-luck
would have it, the only book that 1 happened to have in my trunk was
a volume of Sterne’s Sentimental Journey; and that unlucky volume
bagpenedto have for a frontispiece a prisoner chained in a dungeon,
and underneath, by way of motto, Sterne’s celebrated exclamation,
“ D th{ as thou wil th:ﬁfl Slavery, still thou art a bitter
draught, and though thousands have been ‘made to drink thee, none the
less bitter on that account ! » . .

The production of this book, with this horrible frontispieco to it, and
incendiary motto, evidently produced a profound sensation. The great
eyes of my friend, the Yankee merchant, dilated almost to saucers at
the sight of it. fiub, fortunately, several of the members of the com-
mittee were pretty well read in light literature, and were able to assure
the assembled multitude that Lawrence Sterne was no abolitionist. It
was not diffioult to perceive, that two or three of the gentlemen on the
committee, t'houﬂl 1t is by no means easy to rise above the contagion of
i;o !h.r passion, however absurd, were perfectly aware of the ridiculous

g{’l in which ves, and the community to which they belonged,
must appear in my eyes. But they did not dare to suggﬁst any such idea,
lest they should be squectod of lack of sensibility to the public danger,
or a disposition to shield abolitionists. Indeed, 1t was quite enough to
do away any tendenoy to laugh—the thought that before aless well-read
committee of vigilance, as might easily happen in the rural districts,
the having in a man’s trusk a stray volmme with an unfortunate fron-
tispiece might subject him to summary punishment as a plotter of
rebellion and murder. .

. Finally, after a most thorough, searching, and deliberate examina-
tion comiucbed, as the Rwhmon(i‘ newspapers of the next day had it,
“ _wﬂ’,h the greatest decorum, and with the strictest regard to every prin-
ciple of equity,” the evidence against me resolved itself into the un-
lucky witticism about the picture books, in which I had indulged at
the hotel dinner table ; a piece of personal disrespect for the common-
wealth of Virginia and the institution of slavery, which it was impossi-
ble for me to deny, and which was circumsta.ntia.ily testified to by no less
than seven witnesses. o .

The committee, however, wishing, as they said, to preserve, as far as
possible, the ancient reputation of Virginia for hospitality, in conside-
ration that I was a stranger and a foreigner, saw fit to dismiss me un-
punished ; not, however, without a long exhortation half-way between
a scolding and a sermon, delivered in a rasping nasal tone, by the sharp-
nosed, gray-eyed chairman, in which he dwelt with great unction, even
with tears in his eyes, upon the sin and danger of jesting about sacred
things; nor did he wind up without a hint, that, all things considered,
I might as well leave Richmond at my earliest convenience,
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CHAPTER XT..

I 1.0ST not a moment in profiting bY the kind advice of my sermon-
izing friend, the chairman; and by the assistance of the lawyer, who
seemed really anxious for my safety, I evaded the mob collected in the
street, who appeared inclined to pul me on trial a second time, and as
speedily as possible obtained a conveyance out of town, there to wait the
approach of the great southern meil stage-coach, my legal friend pro-

mising to see that my baggage was put on at Richmond. Two or t
days’ ride in this conveyance, in which I was the only passenger, brought
me to the little village, & court-house, jail, and tavern, in which last was
the {)ost-oiﬁce, the nearest point on the route to énrleton-Hz}ll and
Poplar-Grove, which T intended next to visit. As the coach, which was
little better than & sort of lumber-wagon, drove us» there were collected
about the tavern-door a dozen or two of those idlers, several of them
rather out at the elbows, and more than half of them decidedly tipsy,
commonly to be found on that route, about the doors of such places.

They were engaged in_discussing, with most vehement gesticulati

what then seemed to be the only topic wherever I went—the wick
plot and conspiracy of the bloodthirsty abolitionists. One of them held
in his hands a little tract, which had come directed to him through the
Yost-oﬂioe, entitled *“ Human Rights,” the sight of which seemed to
have upon him and his companions much the effect of the bite of a mad
dog; for they were all more or less foaming at the mouth, and all
scemed cxceedingly anxious, if not to bite, at least to hang somebody.
The man with the tract, as I was told, was a candidate for Congress in
that district. He seemed to suspect a litlle that the sending him this
tract on human rights was a contrivance to damage himn with the
geople, on the part of his rival, who had a brother living in New York ;
ut the prevailing opinion appeared 1o be, that the tract was a bond fide
abolition emissary, a sort of bomb-shell stuffed with sedition and murder,
which might at any time explode ; and though some wished to preserve
it as o palpable proof of the reality of the abolition conspiracy, the pre-
vailing opinion seemed to be, that it would be safest to burn it forthwith.
Accordingly, amid oaths and execrations, and wishes that a dozen or
two of the af)ohtloplsts were tied to it, it was solemnly deposited in the
kitchen fire. Their hand thus in, the company, headed by the would-be
member of Congress, beset the coach, and insisted upon searching the
nail-bags for the detection of like dangerous missives. Nor could the
driver protect his charge in any other than by the most positive
assoverations that the mail-bags from t{xe north had undergone a
thorougl‘: search and pu.r%ni_non at Richmond. I had taken care to
secure the good graces of this driver, who was a very shrewd fellow, a
Yankee from Maine, and who gave me such an excellent character to
the landlord, as, together with a little limxdent; dissimulation on my
b i me from the danger of fresh annoyances. The old story of
ving, during a former tour some twenty years before, emoxed the
[
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hqsgiii:lity of Carleton-Hall and Poplar-Grove, served as an excuse for
wishing to visit those plantations, and for inquiring about their former
and present inkabitants. Of their former possessors, Mr. Carleton and
Mrs. Montgomery, I was able to learn but little. Mr. Carleton had
adopted the common resource, of emigration to the south-west. The
Montgomerys were gone, it was said, 10 Charleston, but nobody knew
anything more of them. Both glantntxons, I was told, belonged at
resent to a Mr. Mason, a very odd sort of a gentleman, who would, no
oubt, be very glad to see me.

Islept that night at the tuvern, or rather tried to sleep, but, disturbed
s I was by the stinging of mosquitoes, the barking of dogs, and, what was
infinitely worse, the sound of the hand-mills with which the slaves of
the establishment were busy all night in preparing their next day’s
allowance of meal, with but little success. No sooner did I sink into a
doze, than that well-remembered sound mingled with my dreams, and I

n to imagine it was myself who was grinding.

ing in tlie morning unrefreshed, I proceeded on horseback to
Carleton-Hall. Having introduced myself as once the guest of the
former proprietor, I received, according to the hospitable custom of the
south, where the lcisure of the planters makes them_always eager for
company, a very cordial and friendly welcome. Mr. Mason I found to
be a gentleman, in manners, education, and sentiment, such as would do
honour to any part_of the world. In the course of the week that I
remained his guest, T learrt from him that his father, a man of natural
energy, who had raised himself from a humble posxtionb after actin
many years as an overseer, had become the purchaser of Carleton-Hal
and Poplar-Grove, when those two %l:utatmns had passed out of the
hands of their former proprietors. ving enjoyed very small advan-
tages himself, being, in fact, hardly able to write his name, he had been
the more anxious to educate his son, whom he_had sent to a northern
college, and afterwards to travel in Europe. Unlike a lagse number of
the young men of the south, sent to the north for their education, the
young Mason had made a good use of his opportunities; and four or
five years before he had returned home, just in time to roceive, under
the will of his dying father, possession of the estates, and the guardian-
ship of two young sisters,—and charming little girls they were,~joint
heirs with himself of the plantations and the peoplo.

The plantation at Carleton-Hall, instead of being worn out and just
ready to e deserted, like too many others in that neighbourhood, I
found to be in & much better state of cultivation than when I had for-
merly known it. The buildings were all in good repair, and the negro
houses were so well clustered, and so neat and tidy, with little lens
about them, as, instead of an unsightly nuisance, as is usually the case,
to be real ornaments to the landscape.

Under, the profound dissimulation, which slaves know so well how fo
assume in all its varieties, from stupid indifference to appearances of
the strongest emotion, whether joyful or sorrowful, it is often extremely
difficult, to_get at their real feelings. Yet there was somethin,
to be mistaken in the broad, good-natured smile with which, wherever
we went, Mr. Mason’s friendly greeting was looked up for and returned,
by young and old, man and maiden, and especially in the joyous cla~
mour with which the children of the plantation gathered about him.
‘We went to see them in the school-room, as he called it, where they
all agsembled every day, not to be ta,uﬁht anything, but to be kept out of
mischief, under the care of & venerable, white-haired old woman, bent
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half double with age, whom they called “Granny;” and a merry sight
of it they were, from infants of three or four months, in the arms of
little nurses just big enorush to carry them, to children of twelve or
fourteen, all cleanly dressed,—a thing I had never seen hefore on &
plantation,—the larger ones imvmg the range of an a,mﬁ:e play-ground
about the nominal school-house, where they amused themselves with
sports and monkey tricks innumerable. The only thing that Granny
undertook to teach was good manners, upon which subject her lectures,
al least during the presence of visitors, were very incessant and suffi-
ciently amusing. The title of “ Granny” was not in her case merely
nominal, so Mr. Mason told me. She was, in fact, grandmother, or
great-grandmother, or great- t-mndmotfxer, of nearly every one of
the children about her.” Mr. Mason himself addressed her by the title
of Aunt Dolly, with almost as much kindness and affection as if she
had been his own grandmother—treatment on his part to which he said
she was well entitled, as being, in fact, the founder and source of the
fortunes of the family. His father’s first earmng had been invested,
some fifty years before, in the purchase of Aunt Dolly, then a young
woman with three or four children. She afterwards had others, twelve
in all, and all females. The daughters had been scarcely less fruitful
than the mother ; and it was from this source that the whole planta-
tion, as well as that at Poplar-Grove, had been stocked. In fact, his
father, who was a man of some scruples, had never sold a servant in
his life, and never bought one except Aunt Dolly, at her own special
;'_equ(]}st, and a number of likely men as husbands for his superabundant
‘omales.

"The system of management upon Mr. Mason’s plantation, ipheriteti,
as he told me, in part from his father, but ir;;l)toved by himself,
found to be totally different from anything I had ever seen elsewhere,
except that it reminded me, in several points, of the discipline of Major
Thornton, to whom I had myself formerly belonged. Mr, Mason wn.s£
like Major Thornton, his own overseer, though he om¥lloyed an assistan
under him for each of the plantations,—men, like himself, of intelli-
gence, education, and humanity, but wﬁom, he said, it had cost him
great mrchm]g to find, and great labour to train, Evegthmg went on
with the regularity of clockwork. The allowances to the l;‘)eople, both
of food and clothing, were generous, and the tasks by which everything
was done, moderate, The whip was only used on very rare occasions,
and that rather for the punishment of the misdemeanors which the
people committed ﬁmmt each other, than for those against the mas-
ter; for, said Mr, Mason, “I am mot only plantation manager, but
judge and magistrate to settle all our internal disputes, and, in fact, to
tell the_truth, the very hardest worked slave in the whole establish-
ment. How many planters in North Carolina_do ;iou suppose would
accept my pro‘)erty on condition of managing it as I do?” The b
stimulus employed to make the people work was emulation. eﬁ
were divided into eight or ten classes, according to their capacity a
aptitude for labour, individuals being promoted or degraded according
to their merits, and each class, according to the amount of labour it
Rerfomed, being distinguished by certain privileges and badges of

onour. The lowest class of all was called the “lazy class,” into which
there was a great horror of falling, except on the of two or three
habitual sy , who were always in it, and who served as standing
butts for all the wit of the plantation, At the ‘lose of every harves
there was a grand fancy ball, at which the people wexp aMow
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mdonoe,mordingtotheir merits. The best of them had the
choice of characters, the range of which first choice
however, rather limi lﬁ:sg between General Washington, in sw
and cocked hat, and ol ter Mason, my host’s father, till

General J since he was chosen president, had come in as a ri
All the rest had the choiee of characters, each according to his place on
the list of merit; and as Mr. Mason allowed a certain moderate com-
pensation for extra labour beyond the regular task, the buying of finery
to figure at this fancy ball proved a great stimulus to many, the women
especially. Some of the people were excellent mimics. Kvery doctor,
minister, and overseer in the neighbourhood got taken off; and on the
whole, Mr. Mason said, the acting was often superior to such as he had
seen a good deal applauded on the New York and London boards. The
idea itself he had picked up from a West-India planter with whom he

become abquainied in England.

CHAPTER XLI.

Two or three days after my arrival at Carleton-Hall, Mr. Mason and
myself, who had hecome by this time excellent ﬁ'ien(is, rode to visit
Poplar-Grove. Of the old servants’ quarter, the only bmldin%lstanding
was one quite near the great house, a neat little cottage, which Mrs.
Montgomery had caused fo be built on l‘l)u for me and Cassy, and
in which our child had been born. The honeysuckle which we had
planted in commemoration of that event, and svhich she had twined
with so much care over tho door, was still growing there, though exhi-
biting many signs of age—old f\ent, and gnarled, and the ends ef the
tmdgs beginning to die. The little garden around was still r._lca.tl}y; kept,
and I thought repo?nized some af the very rose-bushes which she an
I had planted. Little did Mr. Mason imagine my feelings as we rode
together by that cot! door! O, how I longed to be alone and unob-
served! It was, indeed, with the greatest difficulty that I prevented
myself from springing from my saddle and rushing into the house. It
seemed to me almost as if I should find Cassy there and the child !

I learnt, from conversation with Mr. Mason, that the niary re-
sults of his system of management were not, less satis than the
moral ones. Owing to his father’s good-nature in indorsing the paper of a
friend, the plantations,as he inherited them, had been burdened by a heavy
mortgage, which was now nearly paid off. I did not fail to oonﬁmtuhte
this wortﬁy &nenﬂema.n on having approached so near to the solution of
a problem which all my observation and experience had made me be-
lieve insoluble—the ng plantation life a tolerable condition of ex-
istence, a8 well for the slaves as for the free. But, though evtdentl%
well pleased with my oompliments, Mr, Mason shook his head. “I shan
deny, sir,” he said, “ that I feel a _certain pleasure from the approval,
by a man of your experfence and discernment, of my poor efforts to do

best I.can in the very trying and embarrassing position in which
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Providence has placed me; but after all, sir, roake the very best of i
thisslaveryisagnmmble!businessforvls" ites and blac e:,;xdallofuts

ther.” '.l‘hﬁ;xsh we had talked before with a good deal of freedom,
and though I given Mr. Mason sn account of my experiences ab
Richmond with a prettﬂset’ree expression of my own feelings and opi-
nions, he had all along observed a certain uneasy reserve, as if doubting
if it would be safe to speak out. Willing enough to draw him on, I re-
plied, “ Certainly, sir, if all masters were like you, slavery would be a
very different thing from what it is, and vastly more tolerable.” “Ay,”
sai? he, with a significant smile,  if all masters were like me, slavery
would ccase to exist to-morrow?” “What,” I asked, “ are you an
abolitionist ?” I almost regretted the question the moment I had
Eut it, for I at once perceived that even_ his sound head and

eart were not entirely l‘proof against a word so terrible to _every
southern ear —a sort of synonyme, in fact, for rape and throat-
cutting. He began in a hesitating manner to disavow that character,
but soon gave hus answer a different turn. “ No more an abolitionist,
he said, “ than Washinglon, or Patrick IHenry. This is an evil, cursed
system, beyond the reach of individual effort, and only to be remedied by
public action. The worst evils, I am satisfied, that could possibly arise
from setting all the slaves free to-morrow would not begin to approach
the amount of evil suffered, whether by blacks or whites, in every ten
years that slavery continues to exist.” © What,” I asked, * would it be
safe to set so many ignorant slaves free at once, and without any prepa-
ration for it? The general opinion among slaveholders seems to be that,
if so freed, the slaves would begin by cutting the throats and taking pos-
session of the wives and daughiers of their masters, and end by dyin,
of starvation for want of somebudy to provide for them. You mus
begin, they say, by preparing them for freedom.” “ It is hardly worth
while,” answered Mr. Mason, “ to speculate upon a contingency so im-
probable, just now, as the Sﬂttl‘:lﬁ reo of all the slaves by the sponta~
neous act of their owners. A dcal of preparation, I fear, will be wanting
before we can come to that—preparation not so much, however, on the
part of the slaves as on that of the masters. The slaves, in my opinion,
are quite well enough prepared for freedom already ; about as much so
as slaves ever will De or can be. From my observations at home and
abroad, they are decidedly more_intelhigent, and a good deal more kind-.
hearted and manageable, than either the Irish or the English peasantry.
The difliculty, and the only difliculty, about their working for w: 13
E;emsely the same which has defeated two or three attempts that I have

own to carry on plantations b{lfree labourers imported from Europe.

‘While we have so much more land than inhabitants, as we still do in
most of the southern states, the negroes would prefer to scatter, an
instead of working for wages, to set up like our present poorer class o
free whites, each man a little plantation of his own. That is what has
happened in Hayti. The sugar plantations, which require the employ~
ment of numerous labourers, have been in a great measure abandoned
while the coffee cultivation, which each cottager can carry on for himself,
still flourishes, and forms the staple of the island.”

*If that is all,” I answered, “ the slaves themselves would not seem to
be in any great danger of starving, however it might be with some of
their late masters. But pray, air, what do you think of the throat-
cutting, and other enormities?” * These,” he replied, “are bugbears
inherited from our grandmothers. The wild %avages, many of them
prisoners of war, formerly imported from Africa, when thiey sose in
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insurrection, as they sometimes did, naturally enough began, if they
conld, by cutting their masters’ throats. An insurrection, even now-a-
days, as it i8 sure to bo met_by bullets, bowie knives, hangings and
burnings, is likely enough, while it lasts, to be prosecuted by the same
methodg. The negro is an imitative creature, and easily adopis the
example which his master sets. But to suppose that our slaves, if volun-
tarily set would take to robbing and murdering their white neigh-
bours, in of bestirring themselves, like other poor folks,—like the
Irish emigrants, for instance, landed on our shores in no respect their
superiors, except in freedom,—to earn an honest living by their labour,
for themselves and their children, seems to me quite ridiculous. It is
paying a very poor compliment, indeed, to the courage and superiority
of us whi doubt whether we, superior as well in numbers as in
everything else, could not inspire awe enough to maintain our natural
position at the’ of the community, and to keep these poor people in
order without making slaves of them.”

“But suppose,” said I, “ the emancipated slaves should prove as barm-
less as you imagine. Suppose they should actually labour enough to
save themselves from starvation ; yet, scattercd upon little patches of
groungﬁwould they not live in idleness and poverty, leaving the present
productive plantations abandoned, and reducing ‘the whole south toa
squalid misery, such a8 we see in the present villages of free hlacks? »

“The present free colourcd people in the United States,” said Mr. Ma-
son, “are a poor, persecuted race, placed, especially in the southern
states, under very anomalous circumstances, and yet, even among them,

have known some very deserving persons. It would, however, be
more reasonable to deduce the position which our suppose& emancipated
slaves would be likely to assume, from that at present occupied by the
mass of our white people who do not own slaves. I must confess there
is mot much to of in the condition of the goor white pcople
throughout the southern states. It is freedom which makes tho chief
difference between the slaves und those poor whites. Here in North
Carolina a very great number of them can neither read nor write, nor
tell their own age; nor are they, in any intellectual or moral respect
(except that consciousness of being their own masters, which goes so far
towards making a man), superior to the generality of the plantation
slaves, Yet however there may be some among our rich planters who
would think it a very good thing to reduce these poor white men to
slavery, he would be a bold fellow indeed who would dare to propose,
much more to undertake it. That, indeed, would seem_scarcely neces-
sary, for already the operation of our system is terribly depressing to
them, as well as to the slaves. It hangs like a millstone about their
neoks, gince it makes almost every kind of manual labour disgraceful ;
and apart from manual labour, how few other chances have the poor to

ire that capital necessary to give them a start in the world! And

%e%: with all these drawbacks and impediments, it is still this class of
ke freo whites which forms the substratum and basis of our
southern civilization, such as it is, My father began life a ﬁoor man.
He has often told me that he came the first time to Carleton-Hall bare-
footeg}nnot being, in fwﬁ,‘the owner of a pair of shoes. The fathers or
grandfathers of almost all my neighbours were poor men also. Itisa
common saying that a plantation seldom remains in the same family
beyond the third generation. It is out of this class of the poor that the
new proprietors spring {ip, and it is into this class of the poor that the
families of the formier proprietors subside. But consider how this class



THE WHITE SLAVE, 167

of the poor is sunk, deteriorated, and weighed down by slavery! No
wonder that in wealth, industry, mtelhﬁggoe, everything that makes a
community r ble, we are so far behind the free states. Not only
have our poor {ree people vastly less chance fo rise than the people of
the samo class at the north, but by holding the bulk of our labourers in
perpetual slavery we cut off the very main_source whenoe fresh ener
and strength ou%hga to flow in upon us. Here, in my opinion, isd|
great evil which this system inflicts upon the community, as well as the
greatest wrong which it inflicts on the individuals. It is very easy to
say, that compare my slaves with as many families of ggor white le
within a range of ten miles about, and they are better fed, better
gloahet‘i), lzef?ﬁer lodged, and vastly freer from l():alt‘gr ﬂ-l]lld v?:‘l(‘l;my' Thn"g is

rue; but there goes 4 man now—-, eter, how’dy, my good fel-
low?” Such were the wards with chﬁr. Mason noddody to an im-
mense brawny black man, who passed us just at this moment driving a
cart. “There goes a man, now, who, if he was his own master, and in &
country where his colour did not deprive him of equal rights, would,
before he died, have a plantation of his own, and one worth owning,
too. That fellow has a head ; his opinion upon any question of cultiva~
tion, or upon any apﬁlication of plantation labour, is worth more, any
day, than mine and that of my two overseers put together. And do you
suppose that slavery under any form can agree with such a man as
that? There is a considerable class who seem to be born to be the mere
ingtruments of others; and if only such persons were born slaves, it
might not be of so much consequence.” “But among those born in
servitudo there are all sorts of characters. Why, Mr. Mason, it might
bave happened to me or to you to be born aslave. There are slaves
here in North Carolina quite as white as either of us; and do you sup-
pose that under any circumstances we should have rested content under
such a fate We might have submitted, rather than jump out of the
frying-pan into the fire, and yet have found the frying-pan not by any
means our natural element,”

CHAPTER XLIL

RETURNING the next to Carleton-Hall, we found, sitting in the
porch, a gentleman whom, from his dress and manner, I at once per-
ceived to belong to the clerical profession. My host, who met him with
great cordiality, introduced him to me as the Reverend Paul Telfair,
rector of the Episcopal church of St. Stephen’s. .

There was something in Mr. Telfair’s presence which stro:_lﬁlly im-
pressed me the moment I set n:yileyes upon him., He was a slight but
rather tall youxlg man, not, I should judge, above three or four-and-
twenty. His pale but ﬁgmdsome features lightened up, when he spoke,
with a radiant smile, which seemed to spread around him a serene halo.
His address was pprfectldy simple and unpretending, and yet it had in it
at once such dlfgmty and winning sweetness, ag to put one in mind of a
real minister of grace and messenger from heaven,
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“ > gaid Mr. Mason, “is the son of that Miss Montgomery, now
Mrs. Telfair, whose mother was once the owner of Poplar-Grove, and at
not finding whom still resident upon it yon seemed so much disap-

ted. Inever saw that lady,” he continued ; “ but knowing the son as

do, I am not surprised that you should so much have missed the pre-
sence of the mother.” )

It appeared, in the oourse of our subsequent conversation, that the
Montgomer{ls;dhaving removed, after the loss of their property, to
Charlesto endeavoured to support thewselves, though much to
the scandal of some of their rclations, by setting up a female school. It
was not long, however, before Miss ﬁontmonﬁery attracted the admira~
tion of a wealthy gentleman of that city, a Mr. Telfair, whose wife she
became, and by whom she had an on}ff son,—the young clergyman who

so favourably impressed me, and in whose face, striking as it was,
there had yet appeared something familiar, which I now traced back to
my recollection of the mother.

Besides,” added Mr. Mason, “since you {ake so much interest in my
system of plantation arrangements, let me tell you that Mr. Telfair is &
main spoke in the wheel. Not only does he do all the marrying and
christening, services thought, both at Carleton-Hall and Poplar Grove,
to be'quite indispensable, but the keeping those who misbehave at home
on Sunday is one of the most effective punishments which I can inflct.
It is a great proof,” he added, * of my young friend’s gifts, not only that
he has so completely eclipsed the itinerant Methodists, and the vinegar-
visaged Presbyterian exhboriers, who used formerly to_predominate in
this neighbourhood, but that even black parson Tom himself, for a long
time the admiration, not only of my two plantations, but I may say of
the whole county, has been content to restrain his gifts, and to subside
into the humble position of clerk and catcchist.”

Mr. Telfair, as I afterwards learnt, had, through the influence of his
mother, upon whom, during her state of poverty, religious ideas had
made a decp impression, been devoted from an carly age to the work of
the Christian ministry. From a child he had estcemed himself set aside
for that service; and having heen adwmitted to holy orders, had given
himself up, without stint, to religious Jabours the greater part of the
time, as rector of St. Stephen’s, a few miles distant.

Ono of the old parish churches of colonial times, when the Church of
England was the established religion of North Carolina, and, indeed, of
all the sonthern states, St. Stephen’s, since the revolution, had gone into
a state of great decay and dilapidation. But, though the roof had fallen,
and the doors and windows had disappeared, the solid brick walls of the
old church had yet remained standing. Mr. Telfair, having chosen this
neighbourhood as a sort of missionary ground, had caused the old
church to be repaired, mainly at his own expenre, and had with untiring
zeaggﬁthered together a congregation, and revived the almost forgotten
m rabip, according to the decent ceremonies of the Church of Eng-

_As was well befitting the disciple of one who had cspecially addressed
himself to the poor and lowlﬂ, the despised and the rejected, the moral
and religious condition of the slaves had been from the heginning a
subject of very great interest with Mr. Telfair. In Mr. Mason he had
found a zealous oo-ogemtor and active churchwarden, and the example
of the one, and the bland and persuasive exhortations of the other, had
not been without a marked influence in the ncighbourhcod on the
conduct of the masters and the condition of the‘servants.
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But whatever amelioration the system of slavery might be ]
it was impossible for Mr. Telfair, or any other mnnm# omé':ﬁ;?ﬁl a:tfi
humanity, to regard it with any patience as » permanent condition of
things. The intimate relations into which he was brought, both with
the masters and the slaves, made him thoroughly aware of the false
position in which both were J)laoed by it, and for want of any other
apparent method of getting rid of so great an evil, he had entered with
very great eagerness into the scheme of colonization. He was himself
the president of a county colonization society ; his personal exhortation
had led to the emancipation of several favourite slaves, with the view of
sending them to Liberia, and his nflowing imagination, overleaping, in
the eagerness of benevolent hope, all bounds of time and space, seemed
to regard as an event almost al hand the removal of the b]fx_mk and
coloured population from the United States, and ihe civilization and
Christianization of Africa. So thoroughly did he seem himself con-
vinced, and so did he warm and light up with the subject, that, however
visionary his hopes might appear, nothing could be more agreeable than
to hear him give utterance to them.

"These brilliant hopes, however, we found for the moment obscured by
an_ominous shadow. Mr. Telfair spoke without bitterness, yet not
without indications of the most poiguant regret, of the late doings of the
northern abolitionists, as having put back the cause of ema;(;l‘fatxon, he
feared, for many, many years. He himself had just been made person-
ally to fecl their effects. He had established, in connection with his
church, a Sunday school for the slaves, in which, besides oral instruction.
some of them had been taught to read. A committee of planters had
just waited upon him to require him to discontinue this course of
instruction,—in fact, during the present state of excitement, and, until
further notice, to discontinue his slave Sunday school altogether, “Ah,
Captain Moore,” said Mr. Telfair, addressing himself to me, * this is but
an unfavourable time for you to visit the southern states. You sec what
it is to have slavery in a country. In faet, it makes slaves of the whole
of us. It now appears that the liberty of the press and tho freedom of
speech, about which we have made so many boasts, cannot be allowed,
consistently with the public safety, in countries where slavery prevails.
There is, at this moment, no more liberty of speech or of .wnt_m%m any
slave state,—and from the accounts we get of mobs and riots in Boston,
New York, Philadelphia,and elsewhere, the case does not seem to be much
better in the free states,—than there is at Rome, Vienna, or Warsaw. 1
suppose that, in either of those cities, a man is at full liberty to express
his opinion, in words or print, of domestic slavery as it exists in America.

he only questions forbidden to be discussed there are those relating to
the domestic policy of those cities and countries. So here you may
denounce Popery and Russian despotism as loudly as you please ; but
pray be very careful what you say about domestio slavery. In any
mixed company I should not think it safe, just now, to say what I have
said here. In fact, I find myself al o marked man. A printed
letter of mine to a friend, on behalf of the colonization scheme, in
which, in ]l)’roof of the evils of slavery, 1 had quoted from Washington,
Jefferson, Patrick Henry, and other distinguished patriots, when just
ready for publication, was seized the other day at Richmond, by the
gpnu’t’uttee there, and ordered 1o be burnt as an incendiary publica-

ion,

“ Indeed,” said I, “then that unfortunate letter of yours was pro-
bably part of the bonfire that lighted my en®ance into Richmond ;”
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and I went on to give him an account of my adventures in that city.
“Not_content with burning my letter,” so the good clergyman con-
tin “if, in faot, it was not rather Washington and Jefferson for
whom the burhing was meant, the Richmond committee have reported
me to our county committee as a suspected n, on whom an eye is
to be kept; and these good gentlemen, besides putting a stop to my
Sunday school, have also taken my newspaper reading under their
supervision. For some months past I recei through the
postoffice a newspaper, printed at New York, called the ‘ Eman-

J > It is, I understand, the chief organ of the new society of
abolitionists there. It had been sent to me gratuitously, and I
read it with a deal of interest, wishing to discover what its con-
ductors would be at, But this my good friends, or rather mazitierst1 of
the committee of vigilance, consider altogether too dangerous. They
cannot allow the poace of the country to be so perilled. They have
forbidden the postmaster to give out the paper any more, and they have
forbidden me to take it out or to read il. This is the degree of liberty
that exists at present in North Carolina!”—words spoken with an
indignant emphasis, and some little bitterness, in spite of the serene
self-control which Mr. Telfair in general exhibited.

“ And how does it happen, gentlemen,” said I, “ that the evils of sla-
very, which it would appear have been not only prett‘y largely felt, but
pretﬁy freely discussed among you, from the time of Jefferson down-

, and nowhere, as I have been told, more_fully and freely than in
some recent debates in the Virginia legislature, how does it happen that
this subject has become all at once prohibited? Pray, I should like to
learn, what is the mighty differcnce, after all, between colonizationists,
like our good friend Mr. Telfair here, and these northern abolitionists,
whose interference, he seems to think, is likely to prove so serious a
damage to the cause of emancipation? Isn’t it slavery that you are
both alike hostile to? Isn’t it emancipation that you are both alike
aiming at?” “The difference between us,” replied Mr. Telfair, “is
sufficiently pnl¥a.bl% though I don’t so much wonder at your asking
the'question ; for I can perceive, especially since the late excitement
broke out, a growing disposition _to confound us tofther, and to set
down as incendiary, and as hostile to the welfare of the south, the bare
sentiment of dis| to slavery. But with respect to] us coloniza-
tio! the case is this: we admit the evils of slavery to_be very great,
£o great, that duty to ourselves, our children, to the entire population,
black and white, requires from us the greatest efforts to get rid of them.
But we do not see how it is possible to get rid of these evils so long as
the black population remains among us. It is a very common opinion
in America, that it is impossible for two distinct races of men to live
together, at least two races so distinet as the whites and the ne%-gqs, on
anythmg approaching to terms of equality. It seems to be believed

so long as the‘bﬁcks remain among us, we must either make slaves
of them, or they will turn about and make slaves of us. The late pre-
sident, Jefferson gave expression_to this common opinion, by his
remark that we hold the slaves like a wolf by the ear, whom it is
neither safe to hold nor to let go. I must confess that I, for one, and a
considerable number of our colonization friends would probably concur
with me, do not exactly assent to this view of the case. It seems to me
thai we whites are_the wolf, and the unfortunate ne| the lamb
whom we have ea\_xal:: by the ear, and whomﬁf we only had the will,
we might let go withous any sort of danger. hy can’t we allow free-
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dom 1o the negroes as woll as to the Irish or the Germans? But with
the inveterate prejudices of our people, it scems uscless to preach that
doctrine. The poorest, meanest, and most degraded of our whites would
be all up in arms at the very idea of it. The more low, bruial, and de-
graded a white man is, the more strenuously does he insist on the
natural superiority of the white men, and the more he is shocked at the
idea of allowing freedom to ihe ‘niggers” Our colonization system of
emancipation yields to this invincible feeling. =Before emancipating the
slaves, or simultaneously with their emancipation, we propose to remove
them out of the country. Regarded by the larger number as com-
plotely visionary, and even by us who belicve in it, expected to operate,
at_least at first, only by very slow degrees, this scheme has not been
calculated 1o produce much alarm. Xven very vivid pictures of the
evils of slavery, and strong declamations against il, have becu permitted,
80 long as they have been regarded only as the expression of speculative
opinions and _of individual sentiment, accompanied, as thoy generally
are, by the admission, wore or less distinet, that, however great these
evils may he, there is no hope or means of their removal so_long as the
two races remain in juxtaposition.

. “But the new sect of the abolitionists has broken through all these
limits, In tho first place, they begin with denouncing the holding of
slaves as a sin inconsistent with any just pretensions to the character of
a Christian. Now, there was a time, and that not mauy years ago, when
the great hody of the southern slave-holders would have laughed at this
denunciation, because only a small portion of them made any {)ret(_ansion
to be Christians, while with larﬁo numbers the open avowal of infidel
opinions was not uncommon. But by the multiplied labours of the
various sects within the last twenty-five years, the profession of Christi-
anity, and in some rospects, too, I hope, tho practice of ii, has very
grcatiy increased among us ; and for our good slave-holding people to be
told that they are no Christians, touches them in a very scusitive point.
In fact, from our excessive squirming at the charge, I cannot but suspect
myself that we feel a little as though there was sorue truth in it.

“Then again, these abolitionists say your slaves have a right to be
free, and it is your duty to set them frec at once. You nced not trouble
yourselves about the consequences of doing your duty ; do it, and leave
the consequences to . L

“What n difference it makes whether a_thing is said in earnest, or
only by way of flourish and clap-trap! What a difference when a
maxim is to be applied to our own case, and when to that of others!
Our good southern democrats have been preaching for half a century,
more or less, that all men are born free and equal—a maxim which they
have set forth as the very basis of their political system ; but now, when
they are asked, not in flourish, in jest merely, but in real carnest, them-
selves to carry their own doctrine into practice, you see how the wolf
shows his teeth !

“You will judge from all this,” added Mr. Telfair, “that I do not
share the ferocious prejudices against the abolitionists, of which you
have seen already, since you cume a.mong ushso many specimens. They
have done me the honour to send me, by the mail, quitc a_number of
thoir publications, besides the newspaper that I spokeof. I have read
them all attentwe’ly, and I can safely say, that the vulgar and current
charge against them of stimulating the slaves to revolt is totally un-
founded. The revolt which they have attomptgd to stimulate, and the
revolt, I am very much inclined to think, of which our committees of

M



162 THE WHITE SLAVE.

vigilance are most afraid, is, a revolt of Christian consciences against the
and enormities of slavery. )

“ But, although I admit the rectitude of their motives, T do not any
the less on that acoount condemn their conduct. You can judge from
my own case the awkward position in which they have placed eve
southern well-wisher of the n s. The only resull, I am afraid, will

tighten the bonds of the slaves, to check all efforts that have
been making for their mental and moral improvement, and to put the
most serious obstacles in the way of that seheme of colonization, which
is the only remedy for the sore evils of slavery which the south seems in
the least to tolerate.”

JLCHAPTER XLIIL

MEz. TELFAIR, perhaps from professional habit, seemed to run upor
such subjects as occupieu his mind, into a sort of lengthened discoursc,
and I let him go on without interruption. Mr. Mason, 1 had observ
during this conversation, had not let drop a single word ; and after Mr.
Telfair had left us, I felt some curiosity to draw himout. 1 accordj.n%:y
put to him several questions, by way of getting at his opinion of the
colonization scheme. “I am a member,” he said, “of the Colonization
Society—secretary, in fact, of the same branch of which Mr. "Telfair is
president ; one of my servants, a superior man, who cvinced o
sition to go, I set free, and sent to Liberia; but I am sorry to suir he
died of the seasoning fever within a month or two after his arrival. I
always thought the Colonization Society a thing, as a sort of
brooding hen, under whose wings the callow humane sentiment of the
south might f_fa,ke shelter, and be cherished and kept alive against a time
of more eflicient action. I mever expected anything important from
what it miﬁht do directly, but a good deal from its keeping the evils of
slavery, and the necessity of some remedy for them, constantly before
the public mind. The best thing it has done yet certainly is, its having
hatched out of its northern eggs these same abolition socicties, which are
making 8o much stir just at this moment.”

“Indeed,” I asked, “ and is that the fact?”

“8o far as I am informed,” said Mr. Mason, “all the most active per-
sons in these abolition societies first had their intention drawn to the
subject by the colonization scheme. Of that scheme several of them
were originally warm champions, But on further consideration, it
seemed too much like carrying coals to Newcastle, the transporting some
two or three millions of WY 6 from their homes, where their labour is
greatly needod, and is capable of beinghprodnctively applied, across the
ocean to an uncultivated wilderness, where the native supply of labour
already far exceeds the demand. As the slaves must be emancipated
before they can be_colonired, it seemed quite effort; enough to emanci-
pate them here, witheut being obliged to providein addition for their
transportation out of the country, at immense and ruinous cxpense,
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depriving the southern states of that productive labour which is the very
thing they stand most in need of. 1t was these ideas, combined with those
of the sin and wrong of slavory, a wrong and sin 1o be abandoned, not
gm;lup.llg, but at once, that no doubt gave rise to the abolition

societies.”
“But,” I asked, “in view of such results as those mentioned by Mr.
’I‘elfa.ir,_’howy,yan you speak of the springing up of these societies as a

“T hope,” said Mr. Mason, looking round with an air of some
uneasiness, but whether real or assumed I could bardly tell—*I hope
there are no lurking members of the committee of vigilance within ear-
shot. Our overseers have a habit of playing the ¢vesdropper among the
negro cabins, and how soon the same system may be extended to us
masters is more than [ can tell. But to answer your question,”—and
here be sunk his voice almost to a whisper,— the firs{ step towards the
cure of any serious disorder is to understand the rcal natureof ii, and
especially to bring the patient himself to a true sense of his own con-
dition. And that is a result which these abolition societies are already
beginning to produce. Even those who have thought most about it
have never hitherto been fully aware of the real naturc and extent of the
evil we had to deal with,  We kunew, indeed, that our American goddess
of liberty lay asleep and dreaming, like Milton’s Eve, with a foul toad at
her car ; yet we thought that, after all, it was but a toad, which, however
ugly and venemous, the growing light of day, as the sun was getling
towards high noon, would drive to skulk into sume hole or other. But
these northern abolitionists having undertaken to poko the creature a
little by way of hasteuing his progress, choosing for that purpose the
famous nationul declaration of ours thal all men are created free, with
certain unalienable rights,—see how this, as we thought comparatively
harinless thing, starts up a horrible and blood-thirsty monster, threaten-
ing to swallow down the poor trembling goddess of American hiberty at
asingle gulp! I do not mean the liberty of black men or coloured men,
—for here In America they never had any,—but the liberly of us white
men, us masters. . L. .

“'Phe pretended danger of slave-insurrection is made occasion for
suppressing all liberty of thought, specch, or writing, derogatory to the
institution of slavery. I'hat dunger does very well to frighten fools
with, and it is by frightening fools that knaves gcnerally get themselves
entrusted with power. But the insurrection, as Mr. Telfair very well
remarked, which the leaders in this business are most afraid of, is not
an insurrection of slaves, but an insurrection of conscience—an insur-
rection which they intend to find the means, if they can, to anticipate
and prevent.

“Iere now,” ho added, taking up a newspaper, “here it is openly con-
fessed and stated in so many words by the Washinglon Telegraph, a
leading champion of the rights and interesis of the slave-holder, and a
chief promoter of all the prevailing alarm: ‘ We hold *—here he read
from the paper—‘ that we have most to fear from the gradual operation
of Xublw opinion among ourselves, and that those are the most insidious
and dangerous invaders of our rights and interests, who, coming to usin
the guise of friendship, endeavour to persuade us that slavery 1s a sin, a
ocurse, and an evil. Our greatest cause of apprehension is from the
0?0?&1510]1 of the morbid sensibility which appeals to the consciences
of our people, and would make them the voluntary insiraments of their
owndestruction’ And the way in wgich it is proposed to pre!ent.theso
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appeals to the morhid sensibility of conscience is prefty distinctly set
forth in another paragraph, which I find guoted from the Columbia
Telescope, a*South Carolina paper: ‘Let us declare that the question of
slavery is not, and shall not be, open to discussion; that the system is
deep-rooted mmong us, and must remain for ever ; that, the very moment
any private individual attempts to lecture us upon its evil and immorality,
and the necessity of putting means in operation o secure us from them, i
the same moment his tongue shall be cut out and cast upon the dungbill.

“Mhis appeal to southern consciences, which it is proposed to put down
by this summary process, has revealed the true state of the case. The
great mass of our peoi)]e, whetber at the south or the north, even
those who speak of slavery as au cvil, do not really regard it so.
Compared with tho emancipation of the slaves, they regurd it as a
positive good. They may possibly admit that s]aver'y is bad, but they
are quite certain that freedom would be much worse. Then again, there
a]ilpears to be among us a vastly larger class than anybody supposed,
who hold that slavery is no evil at all in any sense, but a positive good ;
2 good thing for the slaves, who are thus enabled to live free from care,
in sleek and happy contentment, and a good thing for the masters, who,
in being raised above tho necessity of base and servile employments, arc
thus enabled to preserve the dignity of freedom. T'his romantic view of
the case might not, perhaps, so well bear discussion, but you see they
do not intend to allow any.” Yet, without a full and free discussion of
our existing system, in all its bearings and operations, how can we
reasonably hope or expect to bring about any beneficial change? The
struggle which you now see heginning, and which this northern appeal
to southern consciences has provoked, is plainly, to my mind, the tinal
and decisive struggle hetween the extension and perpetuation of slavery
on the one hand and emancipation on the other. The institution of
glavery in this country is vastly more potent than anybody had sup-
posed. It not only has complete control of the governments of all the
southern states, so as to he enabled to enact whatever laws it pleases,
but, by means of its vigilance committees and its system of lynchings, it
completely overrides both laws and constitutions in the exercise of a
despotic and arbitrary power, derived from the discretionary disciplino
of the plantation, but totally inconsistent with all established ideas of
English or American liberty. Not content with this, it is eagerly
clutching at all the powers and patronage of the general government,
which it soeks to transform from a bulwark of freedom to a bulwark of
slavery ; and not content with this, it seeks to dictate to the northern
states a course of action in conformity with this same view. Having
completely suppressed, at least for the time being, all liberty at the
south, of speech, writing, or reading on this forbidden subject, it is en-
deavouring to uccnmphsﬁ the same thing at thenorth. Northern poli-
ticians are stimulated, by hopes of currying southern favour, to put
themselves at the he;:uf of anti-abolition mobs, and northern merchants,
by the hope of securing southern customers, to hold public meetings to
call upon the state legislatures to pass laws to restgrioé the liberty of the
press. That very thing I see has just heen done in the degenerate city
of Philadelphia; and Boston and New York are very loudly called upon
to imitate the (fl,sgmeful exum&e. Yes, Mr. Moore, seasonably or un-
seasonably, the great battle has begun,— e great struggle on which the
future fate of America is to depend. ."I‘he slavery or the freedom of our
coloured inhabitant# is an intcresting question: that, however, has
alrerdy hecome but a merely subordinate one. The first great question
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is, shall not merely the political, but the inteilectual, moral, and re-
ligious control of this country pass into the hands of the upholders of
perpetual slaverr? or shall our old American notious that all men are
equal before God, and ought to be equal before the law, continue to cir-
culate? Shall the control, not only of our politics und legislation, but
of our newspapers, our churches, our literature, our public sentiment,
pass into the hands of the hard, the cruel, the tyrants by nature, the
mercenary, the scoflers at justice and human_rights, the sleek, comfort-
uble time-servers, cqually ready, for a consideration, to read prayers to
God or to the devil ? or shall the votaries of human advancement, the
friends of man, the truc servants of the God of love, havo liberty to live,
speak, and labour among us? The first question is about our own
Tiberty, and that not alone tbe liberty of acting, but the wmere liberty
even of wriling, reading, talking, and thinking.”

‘Warming with his subject, and stridin; uP and down the room, Mr.
Mason bad uttered all the latter part of this long discourse, not without
many gesticulations, and in a tone of voice rising at times a little above
the ordinary koy. But he suddenly checked himself, and added, in a
subdued tone, “ I, for my part, had rather have been born the most miser-
able negro in North Carolina, than, having enjoyed, as I have, the advan-
tages of education and the privileges of freedom, to find myself, from
being the master, as I had imagined, of my own sla vcsi my own thoughts,
and my own course of conversation and reading, all at once eonverted
into a deputy slave-driver, under a committee of vigilince, composed, as
those committees generally are, of the greatest fools and the greatest
scoundrels among us, and obliged to read, talk, and think under their
mquisitoml jurisdiction.” .

“Pardon me,” said I, “Mr. Mason, if I take the liberiy of puiting
one question. ow is it possible that, entertaining the opinions which,
since T have enjoyed the pleasure of your hospitality, I have heard you
so freely express—how is it possible that you can coutinue a slave-
lolder?”  “As to that,” answered Mr. Mason, “ you must have ob-
served before now that the opinions and practices of men do not always
run in parallel channels. A man's own opinion and his own choice
have often very little to do with tho position ‘which he occupies, The
{‘eople on this and the other planiation came to me by inheritance.

'ou certainly would not have e, to escape from a position personally
disagreeable, scll out my interest in slaves, pocket the monoy, move off
1o the north, and leave them to their fate.”

“ No, certainly,” T replied; “if they are to remain slaves, I hardly
think t’}_ney woql(i gain anything by a change of masters.”

“Their remaining slaves,” said Mr. Mason, “is not at present a thing
within my control, Tn the first place, there exists still an undis-
charged mortgage, in which they are iucluded. But that T hope to pay
off within the uext six months. Then the portions of these two youn
sisters of mine are a lien upon the estate, for the discharge of which
have yet made ouly a partial provision. Then, again, here in North
Carolina, a master cannot set his slaves free at his own will and plea-
sure. e must first have the consent of the county court, and now-a-
day- that is not a thing so easy to be obtained. X

 However,” he added, “ since I have gone so far in making a confi-
dant of you, I will tell you yet another secret. I do not mean to
remain a slaveholder cxcept just so long as is necessary, to escape from
that position with honour o myself and benefitgto all the parties con-
cerned, All my arrangemcents are made with that view. To give me
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any freedom of action in this matter, it is necessary first to clear off the
ericumbrances, the ‘debts due, and the portions of my sisters.

sisters are to Set off in a few days for the north, there to be placed for
their education. Imean to invest their money at the north. I hope
will marry and settle at the north. They shall have no slave-

g husbands if T can holp it, and that for more reasons than one.
I don’t want my sisters to be the mere heads of a seraglio, with some
‘black or brown favourite, perhaps quite carrying the day over them in
real preference. Their poor mother—you are to observe they are only
half-sisters of mine—suffered quite enough in that way. The peor
woman actually fretted herself to death with jealousy and vexation, for
which, T am sorry to say, my honoured father gave her too much canse,
In fact, he had very patriarchal ideas. You may easily perceive, from
the variety of complexion, that, among the servants here and at Poplar-
Grove, there is a considerable infusion of Anglo-Saxon blood. 1 don’t
doubt that a large part of the lighter coloured among them can claim
more or less of blood relationship to myself; and therefore 1 feel the
more called upon to act the part, not of a mean, selfish despot, but of
the head of a family, the chief of a tribe, whose clansmen are his Eoor
rélations, who have a family claim upon frim for the judicious conduct
of their joint affairs. X

“ My plan is this: Assoon as the debts are paid, and I have laid b;
enough money to purchese a_good tract of land in Ohio or Indiana,
mean to emigrate with thra whole family. To set them free here, even if
ibere were no legal obstacles in the way, would not, in the present state
of feeling towards free coloured people, and the littlo chance they can
have to rise in the world, be much of a favour. It would be too much like
setting them free as the ’coons are, as one of them once said to me,
making a sort of free vermin of them, rather than free men. And with
the ignorance and incapacity winch a life of slavery has engendered, and
the prejudices and obstacles they would have to encounter in any of the
free states,—in some respects more violent and oppressive than those felt
here,—it would hardly be much of a favour {o send them out by them-
selves, to seck their fortune at the north. Mo give them a fair chance
to prevent them from bringing a disgrace on the idea of cmancipation, 1
intend to go with them, and {0 be the leader and founder of the colony.
That is the work for which I reserve myself. 1 live a bachelor, as you
sen ; nor do I ever mean to marry, so long as I live in a slave state.
‘With all these people to settle and provide for, I have quile family
enough, quite encumbrances enough on my hands, without that.”

. What an_honest glow of enthusiasm, confidence, and self-respect
kindled in Mr. Mason’s face as he spoke! How the nobleness of the
man grew upon meas he thus detailed hisplans and intentions ! Here,
indeed, was the spirit of Fenu‘me Christianity. Here was a man indeed.
How small a number of such men would suffice to save the southern
Sedom from perdition ! to make it truly a land of joy, of justice, of
gewe, glenty and of hope, instead of what it now is—tixq stumbling-

lock of free(iom, the opprobrium of civilization and Christianity !

the;
boldi
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- CHAPTER XLIV.,

IN leaving Mr. Mason’s hospitable mansion, where I had protracted
mm beyond all reason, I felt like ﬁa.rttgxg with an old friend. As he
) my hand and said farewell, he e me remember that much
ilad passed between us in confidence: and that any hint, dropped
incautiously, as to his oiiigions and intentions, might affect him most
injuriously, endangering peaceful residence in the country, and it
might be his life. . .

Returning to the stage tavern, whence I had made this agreeable side
visit, I prepared to pursue my southern journey. I resolved, however,
while forwarding my ba.gﬁ\ge to Charleston :3' the stage-coach, to pro-
ceed mtyself leisurely on horseback ; for I had some curiosity to strike
upon, if I could, and to retrace the road which I had followed in my
escape from rlavery. It being made known that 1 wished to purchase a
horse, I soon found myself besel by a dozen jockeys or more, who did
their best to impose upon me, one after the other, animals lame, halt,
blind, and broken-winded. But I succeeded, by the aid and assistance
of my friend, the Yankee stage-driver, whom I found very knowing on
the subject of horse flesh, aud who, to explain the fact that so many
broken-down animals were offered, observed to me aside, und with a
knowing wink, that_these southern folks trealed their horses almost as
bad as they did their niggers,—in mounting myself to my satisfaction ;
and with a few shirts and other necessaries stuffed into my saddlo-bags,
I started afresh on my journey. 3

A few days’ travelling, without the occurrence of amlythm remark-
able, brought e into_the vicinity of Camden ; and as I carefully scru-
tinized the road, I did not fail presently to_recognize that very same
little hedge-tavern where Thomas and rayself had been taken as pri-
soners, and whence, by the aid of the blue-eyed little girl, we had effected
our cscape, carrying with us the spoils of Egypt, in the shape of the
clothes and money of our captors. 'With mind excited as mine had
been by the incidents of that eventful escape, the whole scene, with all
its surroundings, stamps itsclf wonderfully on the memory. I could
recall exaclly the general appearance of the road, as we had been
dragged along, fastened to tho saddles of our captors, and of the little
hedge-tavern, as it had first appeared in sight, and no sooner did I again
see 1t than I recognised it at once for the very same; indeed, there was
the less difficulty in doing that, since, in the whole of my horseback
journey I had not found a single house which had any appearance of
newness about it, nor were houses of such frequent occurrence as to
tend much to confuse one’s recollection. Twenty ycars had made very
little change in that part of the country. As the house still had the
external appearance of a tavern, or at least of a whisky-shop, I deter-
mined to stop a while to reconnoitre, ° .

.A stout and rather good-looking boy of twelve or fourteen, without
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hat or shoes, and with no other clothes than a shirt, not lately washed,
and the taitered fragments of a pair of pantaloons, so much too large
for him as probably to have been his father’s, took my horse as I dis-
mounted at the door, and promised to provide him with water and
corn. Walking into tho single room which served for kitchen, bar-
room, dining and sleepin? room for the farily, the only other room in
the house being rescrved for guests, I observed an old crone of a woman
sitling by the window, zealously plying a loomi in which she was
weaving a piece of coarse homespun. T'wo small children, who were
rolling and tumbling on the floor, spoke to her as “ granny.” She might
doubtless have once been the istress of the family, but scemed now
to have resigned the more immediate charge of matters Lo a younger
woman, probably a daughter of hers, as the children, while calling the
old woman “granny,” called the younger one “mammy.” This younger
woman stood at a tnfﬂe, mixmg corn cakes in a great wooden tray. She
was very poorly dressed, and without shoes or stockings, but with an
expression of good-nature on her face, and an expressive, soft blue eye,
which marked her, however rude and poverty-siricken, as one of those
tender-hearted females who can never look upon distress without doing
what they can to remove it. Entering into conversation with the
women about the weather, crops, distance to Camden, and whether txl'le?
could give me anything for dinner, and so forth, I presently inquired,
ag if incidently, whethe they had iong lived at this place. “O, law,
yes,” said the old womar at the loom. * Why, my Susy, there, who,
you see, has already a family growing up about her,—she was born in
this house, and three or four more children, too, older than she, and as
many more younger; but they are all gone now, excepl only her that
sta,ys by her old mother.” .

“Not dead, I hope?” I asked, in a sympathizing tone.

“0, no! not dead,” said the old woman, “but as good as dead {o me;
all gone, all uoved off, some 10 Florida, and some to Alabama, and some
to Texas, and that’s the last L shall ever hear of them.” Aud here fol-
lowed a deep sigh. .

“But don’t yon somotimes get a letter ” T inquired.

“ (et a letter !” said the old woman, with a toss of the head, such as
left little doubt in my mind that she had becn a smart picce in her day,
very different from her good-natured daughter—get a letter! And
which of my sous and danghters, do_you suppose, knows how to write,
or to read either, for that matter? Foor people here in Carolina don’t
have any chance at leuming; 1o schools, and nothing to pay the teacher
with, if we had any, That’s what has made them all move off' to seek
a living clsewhore.  Susy here knows how to read ; T reckon you must
have heard of it somewhere; but how do you suppose it happencd P
‘When she wax a young girl, here was a Yankee pedler stopped once at
our house, one of those fellows as goes travelling with a horse and
waggon, selling wooden clocks,—and there’s one of them now” (here
she pointed to the corner where the machine hung), “only it hasn’t
gone any this ten years,—and pins and needles, and tin-ware, and they do
say wooden nuimegs, though I don’t know as this one that 1 am speaking
of ever sold any. Awful cheats, though, some of those Yankee pedlers
are—Mul !” said the old lady, dropping her shuttle, and holding up
‘hoth ds, and looking at me with a very wor-hegone expression,
“That’s one reason our folks are all so poor, and that even those who
own slaves have to keep moving off to Alabama, Lecause these cheating
Yankee pedlers carry off all the money out of the country ; ab least,
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that’s what I heard Colonel Thomas, the member of Congress, snIy the
last time he was round this way electioneering.  Howsomever, I don’t
know any harm of this particular Yankee that I was speaking of. He
used to come round about onco a year; and he sold his things a good
deal cheaper, and I can’t say but that they were just as good as you
cun buy in Camden-Town. Well, one time this pedler cumne to our
house, sick with a_mighty smart fever, I thought he would die, sure
enough; and I rather reckon he would, if Susy, there, though she was
then only twelve or fourteen years old, thad not looked after him just ar
if he had been ber own Iather. And o, you see, when he began to get.
well, as it was a good while before he was able to travel again, he toock
to teaching the child to read, as he said, out of gratitude. He put her
on the track, and gave her a spelling-hook out of those he carried
round to sell’; and a nice new Bible,—get it, Susy, and show it to
the stranger,—~which he said his mother gave him just beforo he set out
from Connecticut; and so, you sce. whenever uny pedler, or Mcthodist
minister, or other person of learning that wasn’t 1oo proud, came along,
Susy would get a lesson from them, till she learnt to read as glib as
could be; and now she teaches her children too.  You wouldn*t, bolicve
it, but that Loy Jim there,” pointin;i‘_to the hoy who had taken my
horse, “knows how to rcad! All his mothers doings; and if he
can on]ly,now and then get hold of a newspaper, he is as proud as a
peacock.

All this long history of her daughter, on the part of the old lady,
served to confirm me in the conjecture I had formed, {hat the bare-
footed watron before me, dislingnished by such remarkable literary
accomplishments and motherly tenderness, and to the firsi-rate excel-
leney of whose corn-cakes I was myself shortly after able 1o testify,
mnust be the identical little girl to whom Thomas and myself had owed
our cscape on that night, so memorable to me, on which I had started
on my northern travels in pursuit of frecdom.

To make matters sure, while she was setting a {able for my dinner in
the other room, 1 inquired of her if she could recollect how, a great
many years ago,—it must have been before the time that the pedler
taught her 1o read,—two men, one black, the other white, had been
brought prisoners to her mother’s house, and confined for the night in
this very room. As I went into the matier somewhat in detail, T could
casily perceivo, as the circumstances were recalled to her memory,
though she said nothing, a gleam of wondering recognition lighting up
a face, which, though it could not be called handsome, more especially
as the uncombed hair hanging about _her head gave her a sort of wild
appearance, had yet upon it an unmisiakeable stamp of good-hearted-
ness, which did not fail to make a very agreeable impression. But
when, in the course of the story, I came “to speak of the little girl who
stole in at night, and, while their keepers slept, cut the honds of the
prisoners, alarm and anxiety spread over her before smiling features ;
and though she strove hard to preserve an unconscious self-coniposure,
it was easy to perceive that she experienced mo little terror, ns if she
were now in danger of being called to account for that act of childish
&'nems;ty. However, 1 very soon quieted her fears on that score.

reat, indeed, was her astonishment, when I informed ler that-I was
the self-same white prisoner whom she had released, and what was
more, that I was both ready and able to make some return to her for
the favour she had then done me, »

. Upon taking the liberty after this introduction, and the assuranco
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that. I wished fo befriend her, to inquire a little into her domestic
affairs, I learnt, chiefly indeed from this old woman, who insisted upon
doing pretty much all the talking, that her husband, though a good sort
of & man enough, was shiftless and idle, and that the support of the
family devolved pretty much on the women. The husband, indeed,
wanted to emigrate, but_the old woman, with a degree of home feeling
not very usual, so far as I have no'emexl‘71 with that class of the American
mwu unwilling to go, and the daughter would not without the

. It seemed to be the great object of the daughter’s ambition to
send her eldest boy, Tom, to school. She had already taught him all

ew, and he was presently called in to give a specimen of his
ammnplisﬁments by remgm a cl‘;apter from the pedler’s Bible, which
the good mother produced from a closet, and which, carefully covered
with cloth, was evidently preserved with it care.

There was, it seemed, in that neighbournood, what was called a
manual-labour boarding-school, lately set up by the Methodists, of
which religious sect the bay’s mother was a zealous member. This
school was principally designed for the instruetion of those of limited
means, who, by labouring a certain number of hours in the day, might
aoquire, along with their learning, some mechanical trade, a.mi_a,t the
same time diminish the cost of their board and instruction. This cost,
even without such reduction, did not much cxceed the moderate sum of
a hundred dollars a year. ﬁut though, by great economy, my bene-
factress hiad already laid a-ide, as she told me, about thirty-seven dollars,
where the rest of the hundred was to come from—and, she wanted the
boy to have at least a year’s schooling—she did not know; and besides,
it would take about the whole of her present savings to fit out with
clothes, books, and other necessaries.

I bade the good woman make herself easy on that score, and the boy
having washed and dressed himself, and caught a scrubby pony belong-
ing to the family, we set out together that same afternoon to visit the
school, which was at no 1Igl‘m'o distance.

The founder and chief teacher of it, lately a travelling minister of the
Methodist connection, but who had now devoted himself cntirely to
this new work wnsi)l found, originally from the north, Ho had been
bred a shoemnjxer, ut feeling a call m:'naoh, had quitted his onTi.na.l
vocation, and after many wanderings finally reached South Carolina,
of which circuit he had become one of the preachers. In point of
edncation and manners, the contrast was very marked indeed between
this good man_(for such 1 soon satisfied myself he was) und my late
clerical acquaintance, Mr. Telfair; but in zeal, enthusiasm, and the
desire of benefiling those about him, both physieally and s;iliritually,
there were strong points of resemblance between them. On the whole,
T was well satisfied that my young protégé should be trusted in such
good hands. 1 paid down for him his board and {uition for a year, and
1n case it should be thought best for him to remain a second year, 1 left
with the teacher an order on the merchant in Charleston, on whom I
had letters of credit. I also desired to be informed by letter, thrpugh
the same source, of the boy’s progress and promise, with a view, if he
Kroved deserving, of doing something more for him. Having sent him

ome with money enough to fit him out; without intrenching on his
mother’s little store, I turned my horse’s head towards Charleston,
resolved to take my route as nearly as I could in the general direction
of my former travels in that region.
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CHAPTER XLV.

As T began to approach the neighbourhood of Loosshachee, I per-
ceived, at o distance on the road, a group of men_ on horseback, upon
whom, as they moved at a very slow pace, I gained rapidly. As I drew
nearer, the group presented a very striking appearance. Theroe were
twelve or fifteen fierce-looking white men, very variously mounted, with
rifles in their hands, and well provided with pistols and howie knives,
their dresses bedaubed with half-dry mud, as though they had been
engaged in some naun.t.lc expedition. A negro fellow, who followed on
foot, and by the side of whom, with a sharp eye upon him, rode a white
man armed to the teeth, held in leash some four or five savage-lookin
dogs, which T casily recognized as of the breed usually trained an
employed for hunting runaway slaves. But the most remarkable objects, .
and thosze upon which the attention of the white men of the company
seemed 10 bhe fixed with looks gloomy and ferocious, though not un-
mingled with trinmph, were near the centre of the group, a little in
front. Here I perceived the apparently lifeless body of a white man,
whoso pale features hore still 2 scow] of brutal rage upon them, that
contrasted strangely with their death-like fixedness. The clothes,
muddy and torn, as if in some recent struggle, were all dabbled with blood,
which seemed still 1o ooze from a fatal wound in the breast. The body

been secured on the back of a horse, which was led by a negro man
whose blank and stolid features, upon which, however, I thought I could
trace a certain obscure gleam of repressed satisfaction, presented a curious
contrast, as did that of the black man who led the hounds, to the fierce,
furious, and indignant looks of the white men.

Side i)y side with this dead body rode a black man, wounded and
bleeding, and evidently a prisoner, for his feet were tied together under
the horse’s belly, and his hands bound behind him. He was a man of
most powerful and athletic frame, verging on old age, with an enormous
bushy beard, weak, apparently from his wounds, and almost fainting, so
that 1t scemed with great difficulty that he kept erect; yet, in spite of
his feebleness and ca%tglvity, and the vengeful glances, mixed with occa-
sional curses, which his captors directed at him, still preserving, in a
certain hmlg’htfy and dogged aspect of defiance, the look of one who had
been long accustomed to ibert?y.

.There was another captive in the com on foot, with a rope round
his neck fastened to the saddle of one of the white men, of alighter colour
than the mounted priconer, barefoot and barehcaded, as was the other,
and with very scanty clothing. He did not appear o be wounded ; but
his back was all cut and bleeding, as if he had just undergone a most
severe flagellation, and his woful, rupplicating, subdued look made the
Z%lllgn, defiant air of his fellow-captive on horssback the more remark-
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Riding up by the side of the mounted master of the hounds, who
broléﬁht up the rear of this strange cavalcade, 1 inquired what had hap-
pened. Tt wal apparent from his manner and language, notwithstand-
ing the rude company in which I found him, thai he was a person of
cultivation, noi unaccustomed to civilized society, Indeed, it soon
appeared thal he was the owner of a neighbouring plantation, who, with
some of his friends and neighbours, and other rougher professional
agsistants, engaged for the occasion, had been out on a grand slave-hunt.
The dead man thoy were bringing back was, he told me, no other than
his own overseer. i

This overseer was, he said, a very smart, driving fellow, a Yankee,
who had first visited that “part of the country as a pedler, but who had
afterwards turned schoolmaster, and then overseer. It was generally
observed, that these Yankee overseers wonld contrive to get the fmout
work outl of the people, and being somewhat in debt, he hud employed
him on that very account. DBut in the great ambition of Mr.
Jonathan Snapdragon—for such was his name—to sustain the reputa~-
tion of the section of the country from wluch he caine, he had rather
overdone the matter. The price of cotton was unusually high, and in
hope of making an extraordinary crop, this Yankec overseer had resolved
to work a couple more acres to the hand than had ever before been
attempted on that plantation. What mado the matter worse, the corn,
of which the crop in all that section of the country had been light the
preceding year, fell short, and it became necessary, in addition to the
1ncreased tasks, to put the pmrle on half allowance. llowever, by
means of a pretty liberal use of the whip, in which the Yankec overseer
was a great adept, and which he seemed to take a real delight in, things
had worried along till just at the Pinch of the season, when it all
depended upon three or four weeks of most assiduous labour, whether
the weeds or the cotton should gain the ultimate ascendancy. Just ab
this crisis of the fate of the crop, when their services were most wanted,
all the prime male hands had scurvily skulked off a few nights since into
the woods, leaving the overscer with the women, children, and sick, to
contend against the weedsas best ho could; and that, too, said my com-
municative planter, looking sl me with the air of umost ill-treated man,
and as if sure of my sympathy, with cotton at sixteen conts the pound,
and r;mnsmg to be higher yct by the time the crop was ready for the
market.

There had, he told me, been prowling about in thal ncighbourhood,
for a great ymaany years past, perhaps twenty or more, to the infinite
annoyance of the whole couniry, a runaway negro, known cornmonly
among the people as Wild Tom. Fle was believed o Lelong to old
General Carter, a rich planter, of Charleston, who had long ago offered
a standing reward of a thousand dollars for his capture, dead or alive.
The story was, that he had run away from Loosahachee, one of General
Carter’s rice plantations some distance below, after having first killed
the overseer 1n some quarrel about whipping his wife ;. and the burnin|
down of the expensive rice-mills at Loosahachee, which had happene:
no less than five or six_times within the last iwenty yeurs, had been
commonly ascribed to his artful and daring malice and revenge.

Great efforts had been made at {imes to take this dangerous outlaw.
and many ingenious plans had been formed to entrap him, but all had
hitherto failed, not without the desperate wounding of several persons
who had met him in pegsonal encounter. He seemed to have various
lnrkmg-.pluces, scattered over a considerable range of country, froin one
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to another of which he fled, as occasion required, thus eluding all
attempts at lis capture. Sometimes, when the pursuit after him had
been very hot, he would soem to disappear for months, or even a year or
two, but was pretty certain 1o make his re-appearance when least
expected and least welcome. Hud he merely confined himself 1o the
petly depredations necessary to support himself and his bund of con-
ederates, the matter would haye been of less conscquence; hut he was
believed o keep up an underhand communication with almost every
plantation in the neighbourhood, and to be a general instructor in mis~
chief and insubordination, un aider and abottor of runaways, and
harbourer of fugitives. . . .
This same Wild Tom had been scen, within a short {ime past, lurking
about in the neighbourhood ; and it was suspected that the luie stampede
hud not taken placo without his aid and assistance. 1t was deemed
& much easier thing to find and to take him encumbered by a dozen or
twenty raw recruits than if alone, or only aitended, as he generally
was, or at Jeast was generally supposed to be,—for in all that was
commonly reported of him, there was a great deal more of con-
jecture than oi‘_knowl%t{,ge —by one or two trusty, tried, und expe-
rienced companions. ith my uew acquaintance, the planter, —
{rom whomn I was deriving all this information, in which, since he had
made mention of Wild Tom, I began to feel the deepest interest, — the
recovery of his people was a matter almost of life and death, pecuniarily
speaking, since, unless they were recovered, it would be necessary for
him to abandon half or more of his crop, and that too with cotton at
sixieen ceuts the pound, and promising to be higher; for ‘hired free
labourers were things unknown in that part of the country, nor could
even slave labour be hired at that season of the year, when everybody
was straining for deur life aganst the weeds, and when the ordinary
supply of almost cvery plantation was checth to be diminished by tho
absenco of a certaiu number of incorrigible fellows, who make it 4 rule,
Jjust at that season, to absent themselves for a summer vacation in the
woods, being wnlimg to risk the severest punishment they might
cncounter when taken, for the sake, at that particular scason of the
year and the ‘crop, of a few weeks of agreeauble woodland retirement.
And here, indecd, a strong resemblance might be traced belween them
and very many of their masters, who, as the hot weather and unhealthy
season came on, were accustomed o abandon their plantations, and to
ﬁoi'lqro awny for a few wecks, as grand as runaway Caffce himself, at
Philadelphia, New York, or Saratoga, to the astonishment of admirin
and curious Yankees, in the assumed character of millionaires an
nabobs ; thongh sure to pay for it by pinchingat home all the rest of the
year, and living in almost as much terror of duns, writs, and executions,
as their unhappy slaves do of the lash. In this extremity, therefore, my
new acquaintance had offered a large reward for the recovery of his ‘xgo-
lo; to which inducement was added the standing reward for Wild
'om ; also other Tewards which had been offered for other runaways
from other plantations in the neighbourhood, more numerous this year
than usual on account of the short supply of corn, and th:egreater
breadth of cotton, which the preyailing high price had csused to be
planted. A gmnd’ hunt had accordingly been proclainied, and at short
notice » company of near a hundred men had been collected, planters,
overseers, loafers, poor whites, with four or five professional slave-
catchers, and several packs of hounds, armed p the teeth, and prepared
tomake a search of the neighbouring swamps, in which it was customary
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for the runaways to take refuiq. lying hid by day, and coming out by
night to supply themselves by killing cattle and otherwise, and to com-
municate with their wives and friends who remained behind. The sea-
son, indeed, was very favourable to this operation, an uncommonly long
drought having dried up the swamps to a considerable extent,and made
them much more accessible than usual. L .

. The entire company had been aoccordingly divided into five or six divi-
sions, each to carry on operations hy itself, and each provided with its
pack of di 'sht.ha.t into whose company I had fallen—1 speak here not
so much of the dogs as of the men—being one of them. t had been
the success of the other partics my informant could not tell. What X
saw before me indicated, in a general way, the mixed fortune which his
party cncountered. .

It had been appointed to them as their duty, to search a swamp of no

extent, but very inaccessible on account of the unusual depth of

e mud water, In many places over 2 man’s head, in the centre of
which was a small island of firm land, believed to be a favourite lurking-
place_of Wild Tom’s, who was supposed to know better than anybody
else the most convenient approaches to it.

Within half a mile from tho swamp the dogs had started the lighter-
coloured of the two prisoners, upon whom they came suddenly as he lay
concealed in the long grass, hoping to escape observation. As the party
were close by, the dogs were prevented from tearing him, and he was
made prisoner without ‘rauble. The mud ou his feet and legs, and the
wetness of the scanty fragments of clothing that he wore, afforded prett;
strong indications that he had lately come from the swamp island,
which it was the object of the- ’fqny to search. He was charged with
this, but affected the most stolid ignorance of the existence of any such

d, or swa.m;ilelther. ‘When guestioned whenoe he came, and whom
he belonged to, he acknowledged himself a runaway from a rice-planta-
tion below, who had lately wandercd into this vicinity, of which he
professed an entire ignorance, declaring himself to be dying of hunger,
and not to have eaten anytung hardly for a week—a story to which his
r;l{liuzs and comfortable w)ect did not give much crodit. He acknow-

ged having heard of Wild Tom, who indeed figured largely in the
current legends, white and negro, of all that region; but denied most
positively ever having seen him, or knowing anything of any other run-

aways,

Tfese protestations, however, did not satisfy, and to make him con-
fess, he was tied up and whipped till he fainted; but while begging for
meroy he still insisted on the truth of his story, and that he had nothing
further to tell.

This experiment having failed, he was placed on the stump of a fallen
tree, and a ropo being put round his neck and fastened to u branch
above, he was threatened with instunt hanging if he did not confess.
8till he continued dogged as ever, when one of the company pushed him
off the stump, and allowed him fo swing till he grew black in the face.
He was then placed back upon the stump, the rope loosened, and him-
self supported by the two or three slaves who uccompanied the Xm .
At length, begmnmiit: recover himself, whether out of terror of eatl{,
or the confusion of his ideas and the destruction of his self-control
the pressure of blood upon the brain, he began to confess freely enoug

he had just come from the swamp island, and that Wild Tom was
there ; but he denied all knowledge of any other runaways, or that Wild
fom had anybody with him.
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The pros(l)eot of capturing this celebrated outlaw, the glory thus to be
gained, and the public service to be rendered—nol to mention the
thousand dollars reward—produced a great sensation in the com B
though, till it had first been ascertained by further iq&luiries from the
confessing prisoner, that his formidable chief had neither rifle, pistol,
nor fire-arms of any sort, no arms in fact but a knife, there did seem to
be some little lack of vigour in proceeding with the business; so my
planter informant told me, lowering his voice, and casting a knowing

lance, with a significant smile, at two or three of the fiercest lookin
Fellows in the cavalcade before us—one in particular, who bestow
every now and then very savage looks on the mounted prisoner, and
seemed with difficulty to keep his hands off him.

To make all sure, eight or ten of the company were sent to patrol on
horseback round the ed%es of the swamp, together with all the dogs but
one, while five or six of the strongest and most resolute sed to
penetrate the interior, and to storm the island retreat. The prisoner,
with the mﬂe still about his neck, the other end made fast to the waist
of one of the stoutest of the company, was required to serve as ’%uide;
and though he protested that he knew nothing in particular of the a]
proaches 1o the island, he was threatened with instant death in case he
did not conduct them safely and expeditiously across. The fellow, how-
ever, whether through ignorance or design, led them inio very deep
water, in some places fairly up to their necks, through which they were
obliged to wade, holding their rifles and powder horns over their heads;
and, in spite of every effort to keep him quiet, as the purly drew near
the island, ho would insist on crying, as if giving directions as to the
gassage, but, as was strongly suspected, with the real design of alarming

is confederate. And, indeed, before the party could make ﬁood their
footing on the island, he had already taken the alarm, and had plunged
into the water on the other side. He had guined a considerable dis-
tance before hic was seen, and as he dodged behind the greab trees of the
swamp, several rifle shots fired at him failed to take eflect. In plunged
the others in fresh pursuit, while the fugitive, engrossed by this da.nﬁ(ler
behind, made the best of hiz way through the mud and water till he
gained the firm land on the other side of the swamp, where he encoun-
tered a new danger ; being seen by onc of the scouts patrolling along the
edge. As he bounded through the piny woods like a deer, a rifle shot
grazed his side, and though it did not bring him down, yet it materially
checked the swiftness of his flight. Four or five horsemen were soon
upon his track. Snapdragon, the overseer, leadimi in the chase, soon
came up with the flying negro ; and after vainly calling to him to yield
and firing his pistols with only partial effect, sprang from his horse an
attempted to seize him. Snapdragon was a powerful man, but he had
now found his match. Wild Tom, if indeed it were really he, exhausted
and wounded as he was, caught his assailant in his arms, and as they
rolled upon the ground, the negro’s knife was not long tinding its way
to the overscer’s heart. But &mty the dogs and the other pursuers
were upon him, and before he could disengage himself he was made a
prisoner, and securely bound. It was not ggg before the whole party
was.assembled, when some of the more violent proposed to revenge the
dead overseer by putting the new prisoner to death on the ngt. But
the pleasure and glory of making a parade and exhibition of their prize,
and the necessity, too, in order to secure the promised reward, to identify
him as General Carter’s runa , had stayed t}jis summary procedure 3
and it had been resolved forthwith to hasten to the willage, whiel®
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served as seab of justice for the county, to commit the prisoners to
Jal °

‘We were already in the near vicinity of the county seat, which proved
to be a more considerable village than usnal, and from which, as if by
some premonilion of our coming, issued to meet us a most miscellancous
multitude; of all colours, white, brewn, and black ; of every age, from
infants scarcely able to go alone to old negroes with heads perfoctly
white, making their way stafl in hand; and of almost every variety of
equipment, from the well-dressed and well-mounted planters to little
negro_boys, perfectly naked, riding on sticks by way of horses, and
shouting and screaming like so many witch urchins.

Great time it was at the village of Eglinton, to which three or four
other parties of the grand hunt had Jately returned not unsuccessful.
As we approached the jail—a Little wretched brick building, containing
a single room of ten or twelve feet square, with one little grated window,
whence proceeded a steam and stench perceptible at a considerable dis-
tance—we found it crammed completely full of recaptured negroes,
some of them severely wounded, tumbled pellmell into this black hole,
which contained also two white women, conumitied on some charge of
theft; the slaves to be detained until their masters should come forward
and pay the promised reward for their capture, together with certain
fees and charges which the law allows in snch cases.

By way of refreshment after their fatigues, and in commemoration of

their prowess, these successful men-hunters had indulged in pretty
copious dmugill,s of peach brandy and whisky, and the dead body of the
overseer, conveyed to the fuvern and laid out upon the table, soon
wrought up those who gazed at it into a state of furious indignation.
. As it was absolutely impossible to thirust any more prisoners into the
jail, the two taken by the company to which 1 had atlached myself,
after being fettered and handcuffed, had been fastened by heavy chains
to the iron bars of the prison window-grating.

It was only by the greatest cfforts that 1 mastered my emotions, as
ma.kin‘i; my way among the crowd of blacks and whites that gathered
around him, I approached the one supposed to he Wild Tom. T bent
upon him a scrutinising cye. e was greatly altered; yet 1 did not
fail to rccognize the features, too strongly impressed upon my mind
ever to be forgotten, of my old friend and compatriot of twenty years
before. I had expected it; yet what an agony shot through my heart
to know it! It was necessary, however, to control myseclf, and I did.
T spoke a few words, when, satisfied by my tone and look that I felt a
sympathy for him, he laid aside, for a moment, thatair of proud defiance
with which, like a lion in the toils,he had'glanced round on the crowd,
-and with a tonc of entreaty begged me for o drink of water. By the
ﬁromlse of half a dollar, I induced one of the negroes to bring me a

gourd full ; but just as the wounded prisoner was slowly raising it
with his manacled arms_to his lips, a well-dressed white man struck it
with a stick which he held in his hand, and dashed it to the ground. I
could not refrain from some words of protest against this piece of wan-
ton cruelly ; but the man'with the stick turned upon me with a volley
«of oaths, inquired who I was, that dared to comfort this infernal negro
murderer, and by drawing the eyes of the comp:m{ upon me as a
stranger, ﬁegan to make my position very uncomfortable.

Just at this moment we heard o loud shout al the tavern door, at no
great distance, followeg up by a vigorous fight and a great uproar, as it

* geemed, between two parties inio which the crowd assembled there had
becondv uivided. This drew off all those who had collected about the
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prisonors except the negro man who had bronﬁt the water, and who
still stuck by, tokeef me in remembrance of the half dollar; and br
the promise {o double it, I succecded in obtaining another gourd-full,
from which my poor captured friend was enabled without inferruption
to quonch his fevorish thirst. As he drop'l)od the empty E’m" he
turned to me an eye of wcknowledgmeut. 'hank Heaven, that in his
(ha‘t}l‘t‘sﬂ' and extremity I was enabled to do for him even so much
as this! .
1ucapable as I was of affording a,nly succour, I fult an invincible desire
to make myself known {o him. fell, indecd, that to his noble and
enerous soul it would afford a glow of satisfaction, even in the depth of
ﬁh own distress, to know of the welfuro of his old friend and confede-
rate. 1 stepped close to hum, and placing my hand on his srm, 1 said,
in a whisper, “' ‘homas,hdo you know me? ltemember Loosuhachee!
Remember Anu, how she wus murdered, and how you vowed vengeunce
ovar her grave! Remember Martin, the oversecr, and how we buried
him and the bloodhound {ogeuher! Rememher our parting, when L
went north and you went south! I am Archy; do you know me ?”
How kecnly he fixed his eyes upon me as T began! With what
dovouring glances he gazed at me as I went on! I, 100, was greatly
altered—far more than he; but, before 1 had spoken my name, I saw
ihat he knew me. Butb 10 an instani, his eye glancing from me, that
momentary glommn of joyous surprise which had lighted up his face
pussed suddenly away, and his fentures again resumed that sullen look
of dengnce, which seemed to say to his captors, “ Do your worst; I mn

1 felt at that same moment a hand rudely laid on my shoulder, while
a vowce, which I recognized as that of the sume man who had dashed the
cdubnsh of wuter from Thomas's grasp, excluimed, with avolley of ouths,
* What the devil are you doing here in close confab with this murderer ?
[ tell you, siranger, you don't leave here without giving an account
of yourself!”

t the samo time a number of mon, rushing up to Thomas, bogan to
unfasien the chains from the prison ’bars, end to conduct him towards
the door of the {avern.

The fight had been between the more drunken and infuriated portion
of the company, who, enraged at the sight of the deud overseer, wished
to iry and caecute Thomas at once, and those who had wished to await
the arnval of General Carter, for whom a messenger had been sent, and
to delay final %roceedings till the prisoner had been identified as
the verituble Wild Tom, and General Carter’s property, lest othorwise
there might be some difficulty in recovering tho promise& reward.

The more violent and drunken party had, however, prevailed ; a court
of three frecholders had been organized on the spot, and Thomas, again
surrounded by a rabblo of blacks and whites, was now brought before this
angust tribunal. I was myself, at the same time, taken into custody as
a suspected person, with an intimation that my case should be attended
to as noon as that of the negro was disposed of. . .

* Whom do you belong to?” Such was the first question which the
honourable court addressed to the prisoner.

* I belong,” answered Thomas, with much solemnity, “to the God who
made us all!” A reg}y so unusual was received by some with a stare,
by others with a laugh, redoubled at the repartee by one of the judges,
“To God! Ab, [ rather reckon you belong toghe devil ! Anyhow,
he’ll very soon have you.”

N
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To reiterated demands as to whose groperty he was, Thomas steadily
replied that he was a freeman, when. the same witty judge raised a new
lmﬂneby requesting him to show his free papers. .

The.court, after iunng 8 witness or two, pronounced him guilty of
the murder of the overseer, after which he was asked, with a sorf of
mock solemnity, if he had anything to say why sentence of death should
not be passed t?on him. . )

“Go on,” said the indignant culprit; “ha.nF me, kil me, do your will!
1 was held = slave for the best years of my life. My wife was flogged to
death before my eyes. As afrceman, you have hunted me with hlood-
hounds, and shot at me with_rifles, and placed a price upon my head:
Long have I fooled you; and paid you in your.own coin, That
white man to-day was nab the first who has found me too-much for him.
One by one, two hy two, three by three, 1 defy, and would whip the
whole of you, but the whole dozen mounted u.pti armed, with dogs to
boot; were too much for-one poor black man, with nothing but lLis feet,
his hands, and his knife: They have not always been too much; but Iam
getting old. Better die now, while 1 have strengtl and courage to defy
your worst, than fall into your hands a broken-down old man.”

ese words of defiance wrought up the assembled mob of planters
and overseers to a fury e'Ferl‘em:ly devilish. “Hanging is too good for
him,” some of them cried out, and presenily the awlul ory was raised,
“Burn him! burn him!” Ne sooner was the horrible idea suggested,
than volunteers were foun1 to prepare to carry it into execution. 1t was
in vain that I, and indeed vwo or three of those who had been engaged
in the capture of Thomas, and among them the planter by whose side I
hed ridden, and from whom I had heard the story of it, remonstrated
nfmt this horrible and illegal cruelty, 'The same brutal scoundrel
who had dashed the water from Tlomas’s lips now stood forward-as the
leader and manager in this new atrocity. It was neoessary, he said, with
the country agitated by abelition incendiaries, some of them, Lo repeated,
—and here he cast a malignant glance at me,—in communication with
this very outlaw, now that they bad him in their power, to make an
exg.mm’e of him, This Wid Tom had been the terror of the whole
neighbourhood for years. The stories of his exploits, circulating among
the negroes, kiad done infinite damage, and might make many imitators.
It was necessary, therefore, to countoract this impression by having his
career terminate in a way to inspire awe and terror,

A pikc of light wood, was seen collected, and the victim of slaveholding
vemnpe was placed in the midst of it.

‘g}il: was then lighted, and the smoke and flames began to wreathe
 his head. But even yet unsubdued; he looked round on his
shouting tormentors with a smile of contemptuous defiance.

e to endure the horrid spectacle, I attempted to rush:from
among the crowd; but 1 found myself watched, and directly I was
seized, and, by orders of the self-appointed master of the ceremonies of this
horrible soere, conveyed close to the burning pile, as one on whom the
spectacle of such an execution might make a sal:lxtury impression. .

Themas recognized me,~at least I thought s(ﬂ-—fmm amid the flames,
and he lifted up his arm, as if to bid me farewell,

0, the homg' ble agony of that moment! Had I been in the
»of my friend, could I have suffered more? heart-strings
to ; the blood rushed in a.torrent to my n. Nature
donld not endure it, .U-dropped fainting and senseless to the ground.
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CHAPTER XLVL

WHEN 1 recovered my senses, I found myself on & bed, with four or
{ive black women abeut me, am;lgng varions restoratives; and, as I
upened my cyes, they burst oup with great shouts of delighi.

I found afterwards that, during my faintiug Gt, my mcket:b::_ well
as my saddle-bags, had heen thoroughly ed, in hopes of obtainng
some proofs o corroborate the suspicions rawed against me by the
sympathy I had exhibited,

. But the only papers found were somo leiters of credit and introduc-
tion addressed from Iaverﬁool to mercantile bouses of established cha-
racter in Charleston and Now Orleans, in which I was described ns an
En§hah traveller, on a tour partly of bnsiness and tYla.rtl,v of pleasuro.

_Upon the production and public rending of these loiters, a great
difference of opimon had sprung up smong the sovoreigns assembled at:
Eglinton, acting mn my case as a comnuiteo of ance with fall,
powers, of the extont of which so terrible an instance had just heen
exhibited before my eyes.

The mere fact that [ wus an Englishman went very far with many of.
tho ruder sort to confirm the supposition that I must be au abolitionist
and a oons&'xramr. The draught of water which I had persisted in pro-
curing for Thomas was r ¢d by several as a very suspicions circum-
stanoe. The words 1 privately addrossed to and the :J\
ance of some understanding betwoen lum and myself, weigh ven{:
heavily against me. The remonsirances 1 had made against the cruel
death to which he had just beem subjected, wore set down as, ai the
very best, a llilrem; piece of mmpertinent mwrfereuoe—especm.lly couung*
from an Enghshman. L.

"The same ruffian who had already twice inlerfered between Themas
and myself, and who had caused my seizure as a suspeoted person, now
nssumed the part of chief progecutor. He argned with great 200l that
I must be an omi of tll:e English aholitionists, and perbags ¢f. the
English government, sent ont on purpose o stir up a slave revelty and,
from what had _ between: me and Wild Tom, apparently in oor-
respondence with that dangerous outlaw, and the least that could be
done, 1n his opinion, with any proper regard for the public safety, wes
to give me a sound flogging, and to ride me on.& rail out of the county,

Eul proposal was very favourably reeeived; and nothing but the:
sirennous exertions of the planter w, aoquaintance 1 an:
the road saved.me from falling.a vietimx to it. As I had entered Eglin.
ton in his company, he {0 consider me, in some sort, as under
his proteotion ; and he accordingly took up my cause with no lttle.
zeal, My overtaking him on thy 80 he argued, was & matieg-of
pure accident ; my 1nterference on of the bloody murdeper, B
whom such just, ,mdq&snsl.vmgmoohsgbmmken,mo
a piace of mu%mys let was,not % be supposed that a
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stranger, and an Englishman, could enter inlo all of their feelings.
‘While adopting all yropor mesns promptly to suppress and punish all in-
terferemce with the domestio institutiens of the south, for which nobody
was more zealous than he, they ought {0 be cureful how they over-
the lbmits of reason and prudence. If 1 had been only a
, it would be safe enough to maltreat me to any extent, oven
% turn me _ahvei”as they just had done the “nigger.” Those pitiful
ankots might be whipped, kicked, and otherwise punished, to any
extent, with reason or without, and there would not be the least danger
of any rumpus about it, for fear it might dimnish the trudo with the
south, But to meddle with an Englishman was quite another affair,
England did not allow any of her people to be waltreated with uupu-
nity. 1t was apparent from my letters that I was a person who had
mo{xe? and friends, and those concerned in any irregular violence in-
flicted upon mo might find themsclves called upon to answer for it.
To be sure, the United States conld whip the British again, as they Lad
doue in the last war, But still, in the present eacited state of tho slave
population, & war with Englmui was not exactly desirablo. Such, as he
orwards informed me, was the general tenor of the argument by
which my plantor friend lud saved me from the clutches of the vigl-
lance commities. Had he or they suspected my true lustory, how
different the result might have been !

‘While this discussion had been going on, T had been conveyed to the
tavern, still in a senseless ¢ mdition, where the negro women, with their
usual good nature, had exerted themsclves, as 1 have mentioned already,
for my recovery. My planter friend soon made his appearance. e
#gw that 1 was noyet in a condition 10 resume my jout'ue{;v1 ; and asthe
willage, and especially the tavern and its neighbourhood, s ill conlinued
8 soene of drunken uproor, such as made my further stay there neither
conducive to m{i health nor perhaps compatible with my safety, he
insisted upon taking me to his own hou This invitation, under the
circumstances, I was glad to accept; and keeping my room for tliree or
four days, I gradually recovered, and irew strong again.

M{lhost,, who of course was without any clue to_ the special interest
which I had in tho death of Thomas, seemed rather surprised at the
serious effect which that incident had produced upon me; nor could he
otherwise expluin il exvept by stﬁposmg that alarm for my own personal
safety had » great sharo iu it. He therefore cxerted all his eloguence,
as well to resssure me personally as {0 vindioate the reputation of the
souphern states against any oonclusions which I might hastily draw. He
assuted me, upon his honour, that such scenes as I had witnessed were
not by any means common. Once in a while the indignation of the
people, roused to the hxihgst itch by some atrocious villany on the part
of some negro, did vent iteelf in the way 1 had witnossed. But this
burning alive wag quite an exoe&txona.l circumsiance. He had nover
known more than iwo or threo other instances of it, and those provoked
by some horrible misdemeanor, such as the murder of a whito man, or

rape of a white woman. He hoped I should be candid enough to
admit that s few such instances could not be vonsidered as seriously
detracting from the claims of the southern states tostand in the highest
. zenks of civilization and Christianity, The fact was, the negroes were
ajoh o set of unmiligated savages, that occasional oxamples were necos-
u? to inspire them with a wholesome degree of dread, .
was not at present, in a state of mind to conduct un argument with
much advantage. Beeides, notwithstanding my host’s personal kind»
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ness {owards me; I very soon discovered—what the circumstances under
which T had first met hiim might have given me rufficiont assurance of,
that upon the subject of the evils or wrongs of slavery, ho was perfectly
impenetrable. Romembering, therefore, the evangelical injunction of
nob casting pearls beforo swine’s feet, I contented myself with letti
him understand that, however 1t mght be in Amenrca, which I
admitted to be a great country, the practices of slave hunts m
burnimg were wholly mcompatible with my English ideas of civi

or Chnstianity. This statement of my sentiment received by my
host with a gracious smile, a condescendmg wave of hard, and the
observation—evidently intended to be apologetical for my heresies, and
exculpatory of them—that the prejudices of John Bull, upon some points,
were unaccountable, )

These mutual explanations oocurred very soon after reaching the
planter’s house, As hopelesuhapparontl , of convicling me, as I was of
making any nupression upon him, he allowed the subject to drop; and
durmg tho remamder of my stay with him we conversed upon indiffe~
rent nuatters only. As soon as I felt able to ride, I hastencd to resume
my journey—not without a fnendly warning from m%vhost to be
cautious how I gave utterance to my Enghsh prejudices. hen travel-
Iing m Turkey,—<o he remnarked, without seemmg to be aware how
little credituble the comp uison was to his state of South Carolina,—1t
was best to do as they did m Turkey, or, at least, to lot the Turks do as
they chose, without interference or observation,

CHAPTER XLVIL

SHORTLY after armving at Charleston, which T reached without any
further udventure worthy of note, 1 waited upon the mercantile gentle~
men to whom I had letters of eredif. Ugon entering the connting-
house, I found another stranger there, whow, from his bearing and
al»pearancc, I recogniced at once as the master of some merchant-ship.
He was speaking with great vehemence, and apparently complniang of
some 1njury. =

1 gathered from what he said that his vessel belonged to Boston, in the
state of Massachuretts, and that, having encountered a severe storm while
on a voyage to the Ilavana, he fhad been obliged to put into Charleston
to refit. Not only was his cook a cqloured man, but of the eight sailors,
by whom the brig was manncd, no less than five were_ocoloured, as
the captan said, natives of Massachusetts, born on Cape Cod, and as
able seamen as ever trod a deck. ..

These coloured men—so the oafptain was complaining in &re.tig hard
termy—had just been taken out of his ship and carried off to jail; and
he wished to know of the Charleston merchants, who it seemed we
the correspondents of his owners, whether there was no sesurity
against this outrage, as mconveniont to hun ag it was injurious to thg
men,
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“Why,” said the merchant, to whom he addressed himself, with a sig-
nifieant glance at his partner, and a mischievous sort of fook at the
mmﬁ jhere has just arrived bere, I understand, a commissioner
l'm.'ti“l %l;uwtmappmnt?d by tl;‘eﬁs governor o{l:hati s:iwl.tf, under a
7080 Tegislature, fo bring this very question ol mprison-
msut of coloured seamen of that stato to a legal 1sue. The commi

is gwmg at such a botel,” naming the very one @t which I
ut g i3, unless he has been turned away, for notieo hasulmﬂgg
to dll the hotcl-keepers not to harbour him. You ha
apply to him, and quick too, or you muy not fiud him. e is
the very man for you, d:urs # the very case for him. _Try and see
mwm% h?m‘ and the Uni bos'lwy, and the state of Massachusetls,
o on

‘The iromyml, s’neering tone'in which this was said, was evideut enough
tomp; but the honest sea capbaim, to whom it was addressed, scomed
o take it all in good earnest, and ly started off m purswit of the
oomuussioner,

Haviug arranged my business matders with these merchants, and

rov1 for meeting such drafts as mght be rmmde on behalf of my

orth inn protépé, 1 ventured to inqune whother the arrest of
whiclh T had Jl.\!tp heard the captain complaining was really made under
any law.

O, yos, certainly,” wen the answer. “All negroes and ecolonred
yeople who arrive here on shipboard are teken nt once to jail, and kept
there ull the ship is read{ to depart, when, by paying their board, jal
foes, and costs, they are allowed to go in her.”

“ And suppose they can’t pay P” said L.
th“ 0, the captain, you know, must have his men, and he pays for

em.”

“ But su the ain docs not choose to i

“tWhv, l:m ;;io,?t the fces are raised g?'yselhng the men at
auction.”

* Sell free men at suclion,” sad % “driven into your ports by stress
of weather, and imprisoned mevely for not being white !

There was someﬁxm m the tone in which I spoke that brought o
oligm ® %ﬁoll"wrby to gggg,ing muéhmth s ethgek. 11? 9ndeavocnéired u}
apo) or w by su 0 anger of insurrection, i
ﬁPao raloured men, from the north or e]sgmero, should be permitted to

in contect with o slave popiilation far exoeeding tho whites in
n , 88 'was the case in Charleston and the nejghbourhood =

“ what in it,” T asked, “about this Masschusetts commissioner,
to whom you referred the captair P~

“ Why,” sad the meréhant, with o ognten%g:suom sort of asmile, “ the

Jppa-m_vners, fin these prison fees and expenses o charge
et for oroee e por et o et st S
4 r 1 oUW a Boston man up,
;’m him in the m&,——amf 80 they have got this commissioner

\] iy question in the courts. They pretend that
% has no right to make & law for the unprisonment of free
“pers aoltusefts, not charged with any crime, but mercly

fom » gens: w:gmwnm} account of therr colour.

: en is the case likely to come to trial P” I asked.
me to trinl 1” said the-Carolina merchant, rolling up the whites
u?’hiu?e;yev; “and do ¢'ou supposo we are going to allow the caso to be
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¢ And why not ?” 1 asked; “and how can you help it #”

“Ten to ono,” he answered, “the cause, if tried, would go agamst
us.  The law m question has already been pronounced unconstitutional
by onc of the Umted States yudges, and he, too, & South Carolina man ;
but whother wuconstitutional or not, we_ think it neeessary, and the
nigﬁors and the Yankee merchants must learn to put up with it. As”
to helpmg it, that 15 a very simple mditer. The comnrissioner
Massachusotts has already had notice to take himself off, and all the
hotel keepers, as 1 mentioned to the captain, not to ontertain him, wh
thowr poril.  We shan't tolerate any such abolutionist :epies and con-
srxmtors here in Charleston, In faot, if the old gentleman had not had
the Yankeo shrewdness to bring & daughter of g with im by
way of tSwlrotector, ho might before this time have found himself tumbled
out of the city, neck and heels, comfortably dressed in a coat of tar and
feathers, There is not a lawyer here who wounld daro bring a suit for
him. Most of our merchanis are northern men,—I an one mysolf,”
said my informant,—* but we are nll Carolinians 1n feeling; in'fact, if
we expect 1o live here, wo have to be 5o, and I shall be on *hand to do
my par, and 1f tho old gentlemsn hesitates aboul it, to help Lim 1n
finding bus way out of the city. Tho matter has been settled at a public
mecting. 1Te’is not to bo allowed 1o <leep here another night.”

“ And what do you imagine tho stato of Massachuseits and the Boston
mcrchants will say at being so unceremoniously kicked out of the court-
house doorway P

¢ O, as to tho merchants, they will probably do like a well-bred Caro-
lina negro, who takes off’ lus hat when he gots a kick for hus msolenoe,
and grins out, with a low bow, a ‘'Thank ye, master”’ Kicking ngrees
quite as well with Xankeo merchants as with niggers; and both niggers
and morchants are quito used to 1t | As to the state of Mawachusetts,
80 long as that stale continues to be controlled, as at present, by the
mercanile and manufacturing influence, there is no danger of any
trouble from her. She will pocket the wusult very quiotly. The pol-

cader» in Massachusetts, of both grues, are exceedingly anxious
to hire themselves out as negro driversto the south. What would be-
come of Boston or Massachusetts without the southern trade ? As the
poor Yaukees live on the crumbs which fall from our tablo, they are not
to be 8urt.mu]ar about the ternis on which they are allowed to g:ck them
up. Of gourse, if they are allowed 1o ';S)ick up tho crumbs, thaoy nust
expect now and fhen 1o cat a little dirt” R
Iy Carohina acquaintance scemod to make o rather low estimste of
the spint of Massachusotis ; yet when I recollected what I had paysclf
soen_and heard 1 passing through Boston a few weeke before, 1 would
not but admit that this cael ion upon mercantile ty and

cupidily was a pretiy safe one.
As Ireached the hotel, on my return {rom the mbtrchani’s, I found
a groab crowd collecled in the streets. A garriage steod at the door, and

Presontly, a {all, whito-haired old gentleman appeared, with a
eaning on his arm, very eeremoniously atmby half-a-dozen znp
tlemen, m white kud gloves, whom I afte understoed to be a
detachment of the vigilance eommitw&spegially appointed to esoart the
e emase Vool drove o Subg+isn
r were placed in the carriage, w drove ¥
shouts, 8eers and execrations of the assembled multitude ; and m
I have E‘:emi thus is the last that Massachusetts has ever done X
vindioating the rights of her imprisoned seamer® -
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~English seamen, as T have been told, sometimes suffer under the same

ls}w. . 1f such are the facts, Great Brifain will no doubt find the meuns

of bringing these insglent slaveholders to reason; and perhaps, through

agency, tho timid and trembling northern states muy sooner or

ter regain a free entry into the of Charleston. Tt would mdeed

% ourions circumstance if British a1l and interferonce should be found

e anly mesns of securinﬁto the northern merchants and seamen, as

apsinst the domineering influence of theirsouthern masters, their rights

m%oomhtution of the United Stales. Such an inicrference on

of humanity and sailore’ righls nught almost pass for an offset to

e wrongs formerly inflicted by Grest Britain in the impressment of
American senmen,

CHAPTER XLVIIIL

s

HirrerT0, during my jo.rneysouthward, the excitement of the various
aivoguras hrough ‘Whith | hid passon, ae well as ho cooupation whioh
I found for my thoughts in revisiting the scenes of my youth, under

X stances £0 ¢l nge%hhad kept my mind from dwelling upon the
ﬁ%l':ssness of the search which I had undertaken. Augusta, in the
state of Gﬁg}lgw. was the last point to which, in my researches many years
before, 1 been able to trace my wife and child. It was now some
twenty Jem ginoce they had entered that town as part of a slave cofile
destined for the south-western market. This was the last trace I had
of them. To Augus& therefore, 1 now directed my oourse, not, how-
ever, without the most depressing feelings, and a ful consciousncss
that when I reached that place I should be without the shightest clue to
guide me any farther.

1 left Charleston in the for Augustng long before daylight.
As the day began to dawn, I found myself one of four passengers. At
first, we were pretty silent, each trying to sleap in his corner, or else eye-
ing his fellm:‘famgers, 2sif wishing to ascertein their character before
making any advanoes fowards aoquaintanco, At breakfast we began to
thaw out a little, and by dinner time we were quite somable.

1t uppe_lmf that two of the passengers were northern men ;
one of them the editor of a New York newspaper, the othor a Boston
ugent, employed in the purchase of cotton for some mercantile houses
or manufacturing companies,of that city. The third nqer was @

erson of ve{y st.nﬁn appeprance, with a face of great intelhgence, a
rk eye that seomed Wnetmta. you at o &hnoe, a captivaling smile,
manners exceedingly soft and winning, and gomething in his whole
. 2 man aqousmmoﬁ to mingle freely in society.
He was ¢ tly e b{‘_the other {wo for a wealthy planter, and
neither did nor eaid anything to contradict the assumption, receiving
an air of gracious condescension the court which they paid to hum.
.&r a variely of topies, the conversation, as is common in America,
e down upon tics, and especinlly upon {he nomination lately
L
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made for prosident and vice-president by & convention of the demoeratio
or Jarkson party assembled at Baltimore. Mr. Van Buren, the nomines
of that convention for the presidency, was very sharply criticized by the
two noriliern men, on tho groumhpnn(jlpally, that in a convention
revising the state constitution of New York, he had been in favour 4f"
allowing the blacks to vote. The planter, or supposed planter, adopt
in the course of the onnversation, a non-commiital course, w!
acoording 1o the criticisms made on Mr, Van Buren’s character, m;
almost have rivalled the adroitness of that gentleman lgmnsell
nommnation of Mr, Richard M. Johnson for ouueﬁrendency

to give still less satisfuction ; indeed, it was mentioned that s portion of the -
members of the oonvenuom which it was made had beon greatly dis-
sotisfied at it, and had refused to give it their support. Some hints that
were dro exocited my curiosity as to the grounds of their opposition,
and I followed up the matter by a good many questions, Theo tion
to Mr. Johnson was made, I was iold, by the delegation from Virginia.
They did not object to the political orthodoxy of Mr. Johnson, who,
1ndeed, was a democrat of the first water,~to say the truth, so the New
York editor told me, considerably too much of a democrat to suit the
tastes of the Virginians, He was not respectable enough for them:
quite too vulgar in his tastes and habits; end they had insisted upon
nominating a certain Mr. Rives in his place.

Upon my mquring more specifically 1 what the vulﬁanty of Mr,
Johnson conwsted, it came out that he entertained im his house a num-
bﬁrlgf black and brown wives, and was the father of a family of coloured
children.

Very much to the surprise of my two northern telluw-pnssen;ars, who
exhausted all their rhetoric in condemnation of Mr. Johnson’s cosrke-
ness and vulganity,—~a practical amalgamator for vice-president |—the
supposed plantor avowed himself a supporter of the Van Buren-John«
son t)]mmina,’aon ; and ho undertook to offer some apologics for the latter
gontleman, . L

“The herror of you northern people,” he said, nodding his head to
the Boston cotion-broker, “and the hue and rc{;{ ou have lately raised
on the subject of amalynmation and the intermixture of ihe races, may
be all very simnare, but for us in the south, with so many living evidences
of our frailly multiplying about us in every direction, to attempt to
make a bugbear of amalgamation, or to wink it into non-existonce, by
any ostrich-like process of sticking our hoads into the sand, and refusing
to recognize as a fact what everybody hnows, and what is 1 fo
the varying complexion of overy considerable family of slaves in the
oountry, 18 oertunlf a ‘very greab absurdity.

“ For my part, I like to see a little consistency, 'Wa southerners
defend slavery becausc, as woe say, it is a law of nature that when two
races aro brought together in the same community, stronger
nobler race should predominate over the weaker. But if, in sucha case,
it is tho Jaw of nasure that the men of the weaker race should bo made
slaves of by those of {he stronger, is it not just asmuch also a law of nature
that the women of the weaker race should become ognoubines to the
meu of the stronger? Does not it always so operate P and is not thak
the means which nature takes gmduany{o extinguish the inferior race,
and to substitute an improved, mixed race in the place of it:? '

. “Some of us undertake to defend slavery out of the Bible, and to
Justify it by the example of the patriarchs. Vegy well; if the cxample
of the patriarchs is to justify me in holding sln;.g willit not 'g.lsg j

J
L]
‘
.
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%ﬂeﬁmcmtic eandidate for the vice-presidency in raising up to himsclf

y by the help of his nunid-servants ? .

“In sir,” {urning to me, who had teken an early opportunity to
VoW an Englishisan, “10 13 precisely bocause our democratic
mdlm for the vice-presidency follows the example of the patriarchs

_# little too closely, tha.{)a,ll thus flueand cry is rawed sgunst hun.  Itis
not his taste for {nkwk women, it 1 nob his family of coloured cluldren,
ﬂwhﬁ these innocent gontlemen here from the north know nothing

“gbant $he mutter, but, if so, any white boy in the ciby of Charleston of
sixteen yeurs ofd and upwards could enhighten them,—it is not these
little poocadilloes {hat refleot nnyything upon Mr. Johnson'’s vharacter.
They are as much parts of our domestic institutions here ai the south
a8 the use of the cow-hide ; just a8 to ns routherners as chewing

obaeoo ; just about ag common, aud yust as little thought of, But the
pinch is here. Mr. Johnson, bemgz o hachelor, with uo white wife or
white children to control him, and, withal, one of the best-natured men
in the world, niust needs so far inmtate the example of the patriarchs a8
actually to rerogmize a number of coloured daughters as hss own children.
He has ruised and educated them in his own house. He has even made
sfforls 10 introduco them mto respectable sorwtly. Phe spirtt of the
Kentucky women—the women, you know, are all natural anstocrats—
defoaicd him in that; but he ha- prooured whitc husbands for them,
and thewr childegn, under *he Iaw of Kentnoky, will be legally white, and
entitled to all the righte and privileges of whito persons. It 15 this in
which the scandal of Mr. Johnson's conduct consiste. If, instead of
aoting the aficciionate father by his daughters, he had quietly slng;ped
#hem all off to New Orleans to be sold et auetion, to be made coneubines
of'by the purchuaers, instead of marrying them respectably, and securin
for their children the full privileges of Kentucky citasenshup, wo shoul
never have henrd thal brought against him, sither morth or south, as a
reason why he ought not to be vice-president. I do not imagine that
gither of our nnrtﬁern friends here would have made the least objection
%0 him on that score!” .

“ But you don’t undertake {0 gay,” stammered out the Bosion cotton-
broker, “that any respeelable man al the south does that? That, 1
thought, was one of the slanders of the abolitiomsts.”

“1 do undortake to say,” was the answer, “that a man may do 1l
witlv,ut any tarnish to hw bihtg,e and if ho should apply the
next doy to be admitted » member of any of our most pious
Christian dhurchos, that would never be made a ground for rofusing
him. Chureh discipline is mighty striol in some matters, 1 oxice knew
& man excommumioated from a Presbyterian chureh for sending his

to a duncjnr&g-m}mol,. but I never yet Leard of any southern
that ventured to inquire into the paternity of shave cluldren, or
relations of femaleslaves towards their owners. The violent death
of's slavesby the hand of the owner may, under cortan circumstances,
load to a | investagation more or striot; but, short of that, a
Turkish 13 not more safe from impertinent intrusions and in-
uiries, whethar vivil or coclesiastical, than oue of our slave-holding
gs. &[(f honest Diok #)&lgnm hed not Aoknowlel?god 't)hose chlfl%zgn
#ode his, do you suppose anybody—un way o G
=«ayoulil have ventured to charge them upokf"mp? H’l::’ offence consists
At in having the children, but m owning them.”

“J am afraid,” sad tee ow York editor, “you will give our English

here,” nodding %6 me, “rather o low idea of southern 1norals.

.
'
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There are some liltle family- seorets that ought not to be spoken of
before everybodg .

“ Pity,” said the other, * {) ou had not thought of that before. -Tuthat
case, you might have let Dick Johnson alone. All I insist upon is,
that, bating the lack of a little hypocrisy and grimace, and making dw
allowance for a little extra goodnature, he is not 80 very much: wem
than his neighbours.”

“ But,” retorted the New York editor, “ as a southern man and «: m
holder, can you undertake {o say that such couduct as his—this a
to put "blacks and whites on an ethty-—m not dmgm'oue to the insf
tutlons of the country ?”

“Not so dmagerous by half,® was the pmm% rep Jn “aa the attempt-
ing to oommm%e and confanndm :thie nass of the slavas the children of
free fathers, inheriting from the s gido & spirit not ver{ consistent
with tho condition of servitade. What do yeu think is likely'to be.the
oconsequence of having among our shwes the deseendants of such men,
for'instance, as 'Thomas Jefferson ?

“Thoinas Jefferson ! uonsense !” exclaimed the New Yorker.

“Nonsense or not, I can only-say, that I once saw a very deocent,
bright mulatto woman, at least three-quarters wlnte, eold at a.uchon,
who claimed to be a granddaughter of that famous ex dent, and, &3
far as resemblance goes, "her 'face and figure sustai hmpretenmns
At any rate, the woman brought-an extra hundred dolars or-so beyond
her otherwise market value, as the purchner faectiously observed, an
account of the goodness of the breed.”

The two northern passengers seemed a.little shocked at this story, the
force of which they attempted to evade by insistin ﬁm the womgn
nmust have been an impostor, and that. ‘perhaps this idea was got:up‘for
the ver, purpose of enlivening the sal

“Well,” said the other witha la.ugh “4hat certainly is very ‘possible.
Gouge and MeGrab were nnquestxonubfy shrewd fellows, and in the way
of trade, up to almost anything.”

cd' interest in the conversation was here redoubled. Gonge and
MeGrab! ‘McGrab was the. mme of the slave-trader by whom my wife
and child had been purchased and transported to Augusta, and it wasag
his property that my a?ent formerly employed in ‘that business had
obtained the last trace of #

I hastened to inquire when and ‘where'it wasthat my fallow-passenger
had witnessed this sale of J eﬂ‘erwn’s dl -granddaughter

“Q, at Augnsm, in ?, simce,” was thesnswer.

“ And pray,” I agked, “ who is thxs MeGro. that you -nf-? - § have
an interest in getting some trace of adlave-dealer of ¢ nams.”

He.readily replied that MeGrab was a Beotolnmn by birth, ‘buta
South Carolinian by education, engaged-seme. years 489, along with his
B ner Gouge, in'thesapp! of bhumbom'matkatmth slaves, The

end-quarters of their © m &t Augusta. MoGrab scoured the
more northern slave-states, nttending sheriff¢¥:and-executors™sales, snd
“driving such private bargains-as: lm eould:to keep up thwsupplr L
‘he forwarded from time ‘to “thme b0 .his purtner Gouge, who
ehteﬂy to the business of selling =t:A t the rartmnhb
been many years dissolved, snd M hunulf a.long’ time ' demd,
was still mus atAugmta, retired frvim b annbss and:.one of ﬂae
iest men in the plave.
ought to know something,” he addad unb to me, “ of $hese
business, formmyyounaer days was three or_four
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their clerk and bookkeeper, and for a while thewr er I owe old
Gouge a grudge, and if {ou hive any claim agunst them, and T can any
way a~s186 you, you shall bo welcome to my services”

‘CHAPTER XLIX.

THr stage coach stnpped for dinner at a dirty, uncomfortable tivern,
tho manag(ment of which seemed to be togcther m the hands of the
slaves of whom there was a great supei abundance, the landlord heing a
sorl of gentleman guest 1 s own house The head acrvani of the
establishment, a large, portlly, soft~spoken mmlatio, but very shibbhly
and dirtily dressed, seomed, for some reason o1 other—perhaps fiom my
politencess to him—to lake qute a fancy tome  After dnner he called
me aside, and mquired 1f I was acyuunted with the gentleman who had
sat oppodite to me at the table This was the supposed planter, m qtaﬁe
companion, 1n his younger days, as he had mformed us, clerk and hook-
keeper, and_afterwards partner, of Gouge and McGrab “No,” I
answered, “I did not know lnm,nexeept as my fellow-traveller irom
Charleston, I should like very well to know his name »

“ As to s name,” said my mulatto friend, “ 1t would not be so easy
to tell thag. He goes by a good many names Most every time he
comes thic way he has a new one. Have a care of hnn, master, he’sa
gambler I thought T°d tell you, lest you might get cheated by him »

As this information seemed to come from pure good-will on the part
of my mformant, T had no reason to distrust it correctness I knew
very well that gambling was not only practiced 1n these southern slave
states, as 1t 18 1 tho overgrown capitals of Lurope, as a mecans of re-
heving the ennui of 1dlencss, but that here, as there, a regular (lass of

rofessional f,'amblers had sprung into existence, who hived by flecemng
the u~skilful and unwary, It was by no means unusual for members
of that tratermity to have all the external marks of gentlemen, nor was
there any improbabilily mn the suggestion that my new acquamtance

onged to 1t
Though he had inchned to daffer, in the course of the morning, from
our two northern compamons on some questions of politics and mo-
rality, 1 could not but admire the grace and art with which he con~
trived, m the course of the afternoon, to worm himself nto their confi-
dence "When the stage coach stopped for the night at another tavern
still more dirty, uucomfortable, and every way untidy—if that coul
well be—~than the one at whioh we had dined, he p d, after supper,
& game of cards b{ way_of whiling away 1he {ume e other two were
rendy enough for it, and the three were soon busy at the game, m which
thegewere jomed by one or two planters of the vicnity, who happened
to lounﬁmf ut the house For mlysclt, 1 pomitively declined to
join them, declaring thet I never touched a card, and never played at
. eny game for money ; and percerving from my manner that I was quite
lp on that pom‘t, the alleged gambler remarked, with some sig-
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nificance, that T had taken g very wiso and safe resolution for a stranger
travelling through the southern states, ..
After watching the gawe for some time, I retirel to bed ; and rising
ret(; early the next morning, since the journey wus to be renewed ab
ive o'clock, 1 found them si I at it: the iwo northern dupes hg.ﬁllga‘rd
with want of sleep, and their very lengthoned faces, distorted with ill-
suppressed anxiety and suffering, seeming to huve grown ten years older
in that single night, 'I'hey bore, iu fact, but a distant resemblance to
the two spruce, sleek gentlemen with whom I had ridden the day he«
fore. 'The other seemed as fresh and self-possessed as ut the moment
he had sat down; and as 1 entercd the room, he took up and pocketed,
with a ‘%raceful uoncbalauce that was quite admirably, the lust stakes,
and as it proved too, the last money, of his two companions. L.
Having sat down, as I after s learnt, with only {en dollars in his
pochet, as his whole means and stock in trade, he had made a good night
of it. '1n the morning he had not less than two 1housand, besides a fine
mulatto boy of fifteen or sixteen, whomn one of the planiers had wade
over {o hun by way of squaring accounts. . .
Tindng our two com\muions quite drained, e insisied upon (im.vmg
their tavern bills himself, and upon lending cach of them fifty ollars,
as o fund to go upon 1ill they could obtain further remittances ; :pui
tlus he did with as uneonscious an air of sympathy and commiseration
as 1f 1hicy liad lost their money by some accident, instead of his having
Limself been the agent of their loss, by means, not merely of his superior
coolness and skill, but probably also { some other tricks of his profes-
sion. Not the master, who {osses a dollar 1o his sluve by way of Clrist-
mas present, could do it with a greater air of generosity. )
1t was curious 1o remurk the crestfallen air of the Boston cotton-
broker and the New York editor, after the loss of their money. The day
before, they had held up their heads; they had bhad their opinions, and
preity posilive ones, 100 ; nor had they been at all slow or modest in
asserling thew, To-day they secmed quite sunk into nobodics, the
slitfening all taken out of them, moody and silent, with nothing to eay
about anything, cyeing the person to whom their money had been
trunsferred, and 1o whom, the duy before, thoy had paid such court as a
rich planter, with a singular mixture of dishke and terror, much like
that with which I had often scen an unfortunate slave eye a master
whom he feared and bated, but from whom he felt it impossible to

eseape. .

Indeed I could not but think, thai sirip those two northern gentle-
men of their finc clothes, and set them up in their ﬁesent crostfallen
and disconsolate condition on the auction-block- of Messrs. Gouge and
McGrab, or some other slave-dealers, especially with the cool, keen eye
of their late depredator qron them, and they might very easntliv have
passed muster as two “while niggors,” born and bred in servitude, and
sﬁtu}nd fellows at that, easily 1o gg kept in order, and from whom very
little mischief or trouble need be apprehended.

Pinding these twq disconsolate in&vidnals sad, solemn, and as dry as
a squeezed lemon, and quite insensible to all his eﬂ”ortsnin amuse them,.
the gambler, whose victims they had me, directed his conversation
to me. I cannot say but that I decidedly enjoyed their predifament.

, my fino fellows,” said I to myself, “ you now have & little experience .
what a nice thing it is, this being.stripped and plundered! You think
it mighty hard to part with a_few hundred (f:) ars, the earnings, by
means I don’t know how particularly bonest, of perhaps only a few ”
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weeks~money lost, t0o, not less by your own consenting fully, than by
the skill and tricks of a man more knowing and adroit than yourselves.
Now learn to sympathize with multitudes of poor fellows 1 natural
gifts and endownients not so very much, if’ ai all, your ibferiors—some
of them, indeed, vastly your superiors—regulurly st rql))ped and plundered,
minuie by minute, hour hy hour, day b{fdn.y, week by week, month by
month, year by year, through a whole lifetime ; and that. too, by pure

d.and force, without any consenting folly on their purt; plundered,
too, not only of the earnings of thoeir hands, bul, it may bo, of the very
wives of their affectious, and children of their love, sent off 10 a slave-
auction to suit the convenience, or to weet the nocossities, of the men
that call themselves their owners ; and with just aboul as much right
and title of ownership as this gambier hus in you—the rghi of the weak
over the strong, and of the crafty over the simple!”

CHAPTER L.

As thelato clerk, book-keeper, and partner of Gouge and MoGrab,now,
a8 it seomed, professional blackleg and ganbler, might bo able, from his
former councotion with that respectable glave-trading firm, to afford me
information cssential to the search in which I was engaged, I recawved Ins
advances very graciously. In fact, the manliness of sentiment which he
had evinced the day before 1n the defonce of his favourile candidate for
the vico-presidency had inclined me in his favour ; and as 10 his present
pursuits, I was disposed to think them quite as honest and respectabls
as the slave-trading business in whioh he had formerly boen engaged, or
as the slave-breediug business, by which so many southern gentlemen
of unquestioned respectahlity gainoed at least a part of their hvelihood.

I found hum, in a very agrecable companion, {ree, mn u great
measure, from those local provincialisme and narrowunesses almost uni-

.among even the best educated ond most liberal-minded Americans ;
keen in hus observations, acute in his judgments (a vein of rly salire
bnﬁx;:rmg through Ins conversation), bui good-natured rather than

Such wes the beginning of a companionship which gradually ripened
into aomotlﬁnf of amt?t?ential intimacy. I did not conceal from Mr.
dohn Colter (for' that. was the name by which he chose to be known to
« 8) mv};ih?:;vzgdge of b}la‘& rutl;arfdulﬁbi(;lus p{qfessimn ; a.‘;tt;l thot;ame mﬂ]e,

accept, at their value, his graces, talents, agroeable

parts, and the frequent indications which?\e e, ab foast in words, of a

naturally generousand kindly disposition. nol make allowance for

his position and circumstences ? 'Why not regard lam with as wuch

oharity as 15 asked-generally for slave-holders ? .

As if to confirni'me in {his toleration, by which he was evidently not

3 little fiattered, and tq which he did not seem much acoustomed, in the

agf_ & second t’s stoppage, in a ramhble by moonlight, Mr.
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Colter having at hand no more pigeons lo pluck, let me pretty fully
into his istory.

1t appeared that he was the son of a wealthy planter, or of one who
had once been wealthy, and who, winle he lived, had maiutained the
reputation of being so. He had, of course, been. brought np in habits
of great {;rot‘usmn and extravagance. 1lis literary instruction had not
been neglected, and he had been sent to iravel a year or iwa in Europo;
where he spent a great deal of money, and fell into very dissipated habits,
and whence he was recalled by the death of his father, whose estote,
when it cameo to be settled, proved insolvent, the })la.nmhons- and slaves
heing covered by mortgages, and a large family of children left wholly
unprovided for., ;

us thrown entirely on his own_resources, he had great difficulty in
finding means to live. The generaliresource of decaycd families was to
emigrate to the new lands of the wost; but this was hardly possible,
unless one could take a few slaves witht him, and be had none, nor the
means of procuring any, his character for profusion and extravagance
being too well establishod for any of his father’s old friends 10 be williug
to trust him. Indeed, since thie estate had turned out insolvent, it was
curious to remark, notwithstanding his father’s numerouns acynaintance,
and the ostentations hospitalily with which for so many years he had
kept open doors, how very few friends the family had.

{ieim; a good scholar, he might have found occupation as tutor in
some family : but this wus looked upon as a servile position, incompatible
with the dignity of a southerner, and only fit 10 be filled by fellows from
tho north. ~“ The Romans, you know”--so he remarked to me—" in-
trusted the cducati®n of their children to slave pedagogues ; we generally
get ours from New England” As to going into mercantile busi
that would require captal ; and that business, 100, was mostly engro:
hy adventurers from the north, who generally procured their olerka
and assistants from the same (ﬁlﬂar( er. .

At length, unabie to do any better, he had obtained employment from
the rich-slave-trading firm of Gouge and MeGrab, rising presently to be
their first clerk and bookkeeper, aud being finally admitted as a partner.

But this kind of business be had found objectionable ou several ac-
counts. In the first place, it was not consid¢rxd respectable, though on
what grounds he was puzzled to tell. 1ie could well understand how I,
an Englishman, and even how one of these Yankee fellows--it it were
possible to find one, which might be doubled, with courage cnough to
say that his soul was his own—might find something objectionable in this
business of trading in human muscles and sinews, buying and. sellix_ls_
men, women, and children, at auction or otherwise. For himself, he di
not pretend to any great getg ormorality, be left that to the other
members of the firm. McGrab wae not actually a_Methodist, but his
wife and children were devoutly so, and as the old' man himself fre«
quently attended theirmeetings, the Methodists expected to get him, too;
at last. Gouge was a very devout Bwﬁti:ghwho had been regularly cons
verted and dipped, and had built a. church at Ax:ﬂxsta, almost entirely
at his own expense; but with all his piety he had never been able ta
see any harm in the ’b\wneas, buying and selling fellow church members
with as little scruple as the mere unconverted heathen. Indeed;
thought slavery and slave-irading a very ‘good thing every way, not ]
in'the concrete, but in the abstract also. Didu’t St. Paul say, « Slaves;
obey your masters?” And didn’t that settle the question that.some
were to be slaves, and some were {0 be masters, and that the slaves hmd’



‘192 THE WHITE SLAVE.

nothing to do but to obey ? Such was the way that Gouge reasoned,
putting the matter with wonderful force and unction ; so much so, that
once—when on a visit to New York in search of three or four prime
house-servants, who had been purchased in Baltimore, but had broken
prison the night after, and whom Gouge had traced to that city—fallin
into an argument on tho subject at the hotel where he was stopping, an
having a very grave address and clerical aspect, he had been mistaken
by & clergyman, who happened to be present, for a D.D., and had been
invited to preach on the divine origin of slavery, in one of the most
fashionable churches of that city.
 8till,” said_Colter, * in spite of the reasoning and the texts of my
pious partner, I never have becn able to eetﬂ)prove either of slavery or the
glave trade in the abstract. 'What, indeed, could be more contemptible,
than for a parcel of intelligent and able-hodied white folks to employ
their whole time, pains, and ingenuity, in ertly forcing, parily teasing,
and partly coaxing a sel of reluctant, unwilling negroes mto half-doing,
in the most slovenly, slouchy, deceptive, and unprofitable manner, what
those same white people might do fifty times better, and with fifty times
less care and trouble, for themselves P Viewed thus in the abstract, the
whole system, I must say, seems to me a very pitiful affair. But in
what respect the slave traders are less respectablo than the slavo raisers,
or the slave buyers, I am unable to see; and yet it is a fact that Mr.
B, of Virginia, who only saves himsclf from emeratgon and a
sheriff’s sale by selling every year a half a dozen or so of prime young
hands, male and female, for the southern market, pretends to look with
a oertain contempt on the trader 10 whom he sells them, while Mr.
C. D, of Georgin, who invesis all his surplus cash, #nd all that he can
borrow besides, in the purchase of fresh slaves, pretends to look with a
similar contempt on the trader of whom he buys them.” Tor some
reason or other,—so Mr. Colter humorously remarked,—the old maxim,
that the receiver is as bad as the thief, did not seem to hold good of the
slave trading business ; for what reason, except that it is so much casier
to see the mote in a neighbour’s eye, than the beam in one’s own, he was
quite unablo to tell. X
Then, again, there were things about the trade very unpleasant. To
be sure, with the worst part of it he had little to do. The buying up
the slaves iu the more northern states was principally managed by
McGrab. The getting them away from their homes, and the separation
of families, was often a troublesome and disagreeable business; at least
it would _1mve been to him, though McGrab never complained of it.
The principal management of the sales at Augusia had been in the
hands of Gouge, who understood, as well as anybody, showing off the
stock to the best advantage. Very fow persons could out-do him in passing
off a ‘consnmptive or scrofulous hand as every way sound, or a woman
of forty-five for a woman of thirty. His (Colter’s) share of the business
chiefly consisted in having charge of the slave pen at Augusta,
where the stock was kept to be fatled and put in order for market.
In_dul%gnce and plenty were the order of the day at the pen, the object
being to keep the people as cheerful, and to put them into as good plight
as possible. ~Yel some scenes would ocour there—such as the separation
of mothers and children hitherto kept together—rather distressing to a
man of sensibility, like himself; so said Colter, laying his hand upon
his heait, with a sort of theatrical, mocking air, which made it diffioult
to tell whether he was in jest or carnest. ™ To confess the trutl,” he
added,_“ I always had 8 foolish susceptibility about me to the tears of
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women and children, which a little unsnited me for the business. Not
heing by any means ‘Ylous, I’ve tried iy hand at several things, first
and Jast. but have had too much respect for the memory of my mother,
who instilled into my youthful mind a great veneration for religion, to
make any pretensions to that,—J was not ablo, like my partner Gouge,
to shelter myself behind St. Paul and the patriarchs ; and mi;cna.tuml,
carnal, unconverted heart, as Gouge said, would sometimes bctray me
into very bad bargains. .

“1In fact, the first scrious ?unrrel that I had with my partners—and
wlnch led to nmy going outl of the concern—grew out of an incident of
thav sort.  MeGrab had brought in a superior lot of people from North
Carolima, and mmong them an uncommonly fine youug woman, with
a nice hittle boy, just old enongh to talk—very light mulattoes ; i fuct
they might have passed for wlute, The deep melanchioly of her great
Llack eyes, and, in nie of a sadness which no snule ever enhivencd, the
swoeb expiression of her face, made an iinpression on my suseeptible heart
tlie very first moment that I saw Ler. 1 should have desired to retain
her as my own, but this I knew was a picce of eatravagance to which my
piriners wordd never consent. especially ax I was already indebted to
the firm for two othier girls selected from the stock.  She Lad evidently
Leet raised very delieately, the body servaut of a kuly whose goods had
been cold on execution; and MeGrah, relaxing into a grim smile,
chuelled over her as about the inest meee he had ever purchased—and
sieh a bareain too! He had hought her and ber boy for five hundred
and 1ifly dollars, while she alone was worth wt least two thousand, and
the boy mught sell for a hundred more,  She understood needlework
very well, and would fetch a thousand dollars any day ax seamstress or
Dbody servant; hut at least twice as mueh, said McGrab—winking with
one eye al Gouge, whose solemn face lighted up mto a sort of smile at
the anticipation—-at least twice as mieh in the New Orleans market as
a faney wrticle !”

Struggle as T might, it was impossible for me, at these cruel words.
to suppress a deep sigh.  The keen eye and quick observation of Colter
had not failed to perceive that the mention of the young woman and
Ler eluld from North Carolinag had touchied we in some tender point,
and he seemed to have dwelt with more detail on the incident, as it with
desizn to probe me.

* What is the matler ?” he exclunned, coming to a stop, and looking
me full in the face. “You seem to be strangely affected.  1f you are
soing to sigh and mourn over every handsome young woman sold as a
funcy arlicle in the New Orleans market, you will have a pretty sad
time of it.”

It was only by the greatest effort that I conirolled my voice, {o in-
quire if he remembered the young woman’s name.

“ 0, yes,” he replied ; it was somne time ago,—twenty years, I dare say:
})(u't nimes and faces I very seldom forget. The girl, I think, was called

Jassy.

At the sound of that dear name my heart beat violently; but sup-
ﬁortmq myself against a tree under which we stood, “ Can you recol-

wt,” [ asked, * the name of the child ?”

* Let us see,” said my companion, reflecting for a moment. “O, yes,
I haveit. 1 think she called the child ¢ Montgomery.’” L

That was the name we had given to our hoy, out of compliment to
Cassy's kind mistress; and I no longer doabted that it was of my wife
and my child that he spoke. b4 i

o
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CHAPTER LI

MASTERING my cmotion as well as T'eould, T hegged Colter 10 go on
with his story. But this he was in no hurry to do.

“You seem,” hi¢c said, eyeing me closely, “to have some more than
ordinary interest in_ thir affuir. You mentioned, 1 recollect, this not
being your first visit to America, but that you had formerly travelled
here, some twenty ycars ago. Twenty years ngo you must have been a

oung man, and young men are easily captivated ; and yon young Eng-
ishmen, when you get among us, notwithstanding all we hear about
English virtue and deccrum. are no more anchorites than the rest of
us. But even the chaste Joseph, or Scipio, or the Yope of Rome him-
self, mﬁzlt readily be pardoned for melting a little before such atirac-
tions. There is a soff, wmmni;, captivating wafr about some of those
girls that makes them perfectly irresistible. don’t wonder at the
envy, rage, and jealousy of our white women; they can’{ help being
conscious of their own inferiority in these respects. Of course, il makes
them cross and fractious,—natural enough; but that does not help the
matter, nor render them any the more agreeable. So they have to be
content with being mistresses of the house and the servanis, while some
slave girl, black, yellow, or white, as the case may be, is mistress of their
husbands’ affections. .

“There are a good many of these girls whom it is 3nit.e enough 1o
spoil the temper of the bext-natured woman in the world to have in the
house with them,

“As to this Cassy, in whom you seem to take such a particular inte-
rest, she would do credit to anybody’s choice. I say thix as hoth con-
noisseur and amateur in ihese matters, and indeed professionally, as a
dealer in the article,—in all which respects T reckon my opinion to be
worth something. The boy was a fine boy, too. I wonder who his
father was! Fact,” suid he, looking me full in the face, with a comical
sort of an air, “I ghouldn’t be surprised if there was some resem-
blance !”

Perceiving, however, that his attempted jocularity did not suit tho
temper of my mind, and his keen glance detecting, probably, the tear
that stood in my eye, he modified his tone a little.

“They do, sometimes, get a tight hold of our hearts. It is all very
well for us to lord it over the men, as if they were brutes, monk%'s, in-
ferior aniwals; but the women are very often too much for us. Why, I
have known, before now, the most fierce, brutal, savage fellow, who
feared neither God nor man, made a complete haby of—as manageable
s a tame bear who danges to order—by some little black or ycllow girl
of fiftegn or twenty, who has thus contrived to play the Queen Esther
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on the plantation, and to stand often between the fury of her lord and
master and the backs of her dingy kindred. This is one of its allevia~
tions not much dwelt upon by those who undertake to apologise for
slavery, but which, perhaps, does more than everything else put toge-
ther to infuse a certuin modiewmn of kindly feeling into the relation of
master and slave. That is the way that nature takes to bring both
master and slave to their natural equality. Cupid, with his bow and
ArToOWs, is the sworn encmy of all castes and patrician distinctions.

“ l’ra.y, sir, did you cver rend ZEdwardss History of the West

ndios 1

“Yers, 1 have.” L.

“ Then, perhaps, you recolleet an ode inserted in it, addressed to the
Sable Venus. Edwards, you know, was a Jamaica planter, a grave his-
torian, un advocate of the slave drade, perfoctly orthodox on that whole
subject, but a man of s¢nse and observation, experience and sensibility,
who had both scen and felt too much to undertake to found an argu-
ment for slavery, such as we bear now-a-days, on the pretended anti-
pathy betiwveen the races, and who, in wishing to give a correct view of
thestate of things in the West Indies, thought it best to assume the dis-
guise of verse aud allegory. Ilappening to meet with the book, lately,
at Charleston, the ode guite struck my fancy, and, by way of joke, 1
wroto off several copics, and sent them to a number of our leading
southern statesmen at Washington, I dare say 1 can repeat it, pre-
serving the ideas at lcast, if not always the words, and changing, as 1
did in my copws, the scene from Jamaicn, where Edwards lays it, to
this meridian, which it suits just about as woll.” .

So suying ‘he repeated, with a sort of mock earnestness suited to
their tone, the following stanzas, of which he afterwards gave mc a
ocopy :—

THE SABLE VENUS.

AN ODE.

Come to my bosom, genial fire,

Soft sounds and lively thoughts inspire ;
Unusual is my theme ;

Not such dissolving Ovid sung,

Nor melting Sappho’s glowing tongue—
More dainty mine 1 deem.

Sweet is the beam of morning bnight,

Yet sweet the sober shade of night,
From rich Angola’s shores ;

While beauty, clad in sable dye,

Enchanting fires the wondering eye,
Farewell, ye Paphian bowers !

0, sable queen! thy wild domain
T seek, and court thy gentle reign,
So soothing, soft, and sweet ;
‘Where mclting love, sincere delight,
Fond plcasure ready joys invite, @
And unpriced ra.ptuzres meet.
0
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The prating French, the Spaniard proud,
The double Scot, Hiberman loud,
And sullen English own
The pleasing softness of thy sway,
And here transferred allegiance pay,
For gracious is thy throne.

From ecast to west, o’er either Ind,

Thy sceptre sways : thy power, we find,
Teyond the tropics felt ;

The blazing sun, that gilds thc zone,

‘Waits but the triumphs of thy throne,
Quite round the burning belt.

‘When thou, America to view,
That vast domain, thy conguest new,
First left thy native shore,
Bright was the morn and soft the breeze;
With wanton joy the curling seas
The beauteous burden bore.

‘Thy skin excelled the raven’s plume,

Thy breath the fragrant orange bloom,
Thy eye the tropic’s beam ;

Soft was thy lip as silken down,

And mild thy look as evening sun,
That gilds the mountain stream.

The loveliest limbs thy form compose,
Such as thy sister-Venus chose

In Florence, where she's seen :
Both just alike, except the white—
No difference at all at night

The beautcous dames between.

O, when thy ship had touched the strand,
‘What raptures seized the ravished land !
From e\ cry side they came ;
Fach mountain, valley, plain, and grove,
Haste eagerly to show their love ;
Right welcome was the dame.

Virginia’s shouts were heard aloud,
Gay Carolina sent a crowd,
Grave Georgia not a few;
No rabble rout. I heard it said
Some great ones joined the cavalcade;
The muse will not say who.

Gay goddess of the sable band,
Propitious still this grateful land
With thy sweet presence bless :
Here fix secure thy constant throne ;
‘We all adore, and thee alone,
The queen of love confess.

For me, if I no longer pay

Allegiance to thy sister’s sway,
T act no fickle part:

1t wgre ingratitude to slight

Superior kindness. T delight
To feel a grateful heart.
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Then, playful goddess, ceasc to change,
Nor in new beauties vainly range ;
For whatso’er thy hue,
Try every form thou canst put on,
11l follow thee through every one ;
So stannch I am, so true.

Do thou in gentle Phibia smile,
In artful Beneba beguile,

In wanton Mimba pout,
In sprightly Cuba's eyes look gay,
Or grave in sober Quashaha,

1 still should find thee out.

“There,” said he, repeating the last stanza, and giving to it all the
benetit of a very graceful clocution, “that’s a chorus equal to nnyt.houéﬁ
in Tom Moore, in which three quarters of our young men, and a
many of the old ones, too, for that matter, might join, and yet half of
them, perhaps just fresh from love-making to some sable inamorata,
will talk to you about the antipathy of the races, and just as likely ag
not, wind up with a discourso on the horrors of amalgamation! What
a world of cant, humbug, and hypocrisy, we do live in!” .
# As I remained silent, he still went on,—“ Supposing, though, this
Cassy to have been a swectheart of yours,—and 1 can’t conceive why
clse you show so much interest in her,—still I can hardly set Epu down
as a votary of the sable Venus. She rather belonged to the white race;
but, you know, here at the south, we reckon all slaves as ‘ niggers,” what-
ever their colour. Just catch a stray Irish or German girl, and sell her,
—a thing sometimes done,—and she turns a nigger at once, and makes
just as good a slave ax if there were African blood in her veins.”

“I£” T said, commanding myself as well as T could, “ you really sup-
pose I have any such interest as yon speak of in the girl and her child
you 111'1ng as_well leave off this fooling, and tell me what became o
them. e will, if you please, discuss these matters of unti({mthms, and
amalgamation and the sable Venus, which you seem so fond of, at some
other more convenient opportunity.” A

“Well,” said he, “so far as I personally am concerned, I stand quite
clear. 1f I had actually foreseen that, twenty J'ear.s after, I was to be
hauled over the coals by yourself in person,~and, having been watching
your eye for the last half hour, I judge you to be one I should not care
about Tunrrelhng with,—I could not, on the whole, have donc better by
the girl than I did.

“Should I say that I made no amorous advances to her, you would
scarcely believe me. I did; but she replied with such a mere agony of
j;sq.rsmam_itentrenty, as quite extinguished all my passion, and converted
it info pity.

. “Isoon found that her most immediate and pressing source of suffer-
;ns was the apprehension lest she might be separated from her boy, and,
indeed, there was some occasion for it. A New Orleans trader, with
whom we had often dealt, had evinced a great disposition to buy her,
After a careful examination of her person, taking more liberties than I
shall care to mention to you, he pronounced her a prime wench, a first.
rate article, A number one, extremely well adapted to the New Orleans
market, and he offered to pay two thousand do’f]m for her, cash, which
Gouge agreed to take, provided he would givg an additional hundred
dollars for the boy. But the trader did not want the boy, who would
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only be a drawback upon the value of the woman when he came to sell
her: at least,.so he pretended, and he insisted that the boy ought to be
thrown into the bargain. A lady of Augusta, in scarch of a small boy to
bring ulp a8 body servant to her infant son, offered to give reventy-five
dollars for him. The chance scemed to be that the boy would be sold to
the Augusta woman, and the mother to the New Orleans trader. Aware
of this, in the greatest dixtress she appealed to me to savo her from this
separation. It so happeped that during Gouge’s ahsenco at a sherifl’s

le some ten miles in the country, where he thought some hurgains
mlght be picked up, a lady and gentleman called at the pen in search of
a_female attendant for the lady. The gentlenan was a Mississippi
planter, resident somewhere in the neighbourhood of Vicksburg, return-
ing home with his new wife, whom be had lately married at the north.
1 pointed out this Cassy to their notice, and s{\e besieged them with
pressing entreaties, making the little boy kneel, and put his tiny hands
together, and pray first the lady, and then the gentleman, to buy him
and his mother, and not to let the New Orleans trader take his mother
away from hin,

- “ The lady, after due inquiries of Cassy as to her accomplishmonts and
capabilities, declared her to be just the person she wanted. She had
beon bred up at the north, did not like niggers, and could not bear to
have a black wench about her; whereas this one, she said, was as nice
and as white almost as ¢ New England girl, and the boy might soon be
t&ughlt to clean the knives, wait at table, and muake himself otherwise
useful.

»“1 offered to take, for the two, two thousand and fifty dollars; a price
which the husband thought enormous. He could buy three first-rate
fleld hands for that. Somehody that was not quite so young and good-
looking would answer his wife's purpose just as well, and mi%ht perhaps,
100, bo a safer bargain all round—an intimation clear enough to me, but
‘which the wife did not seem to understand. She still insisted upon
buimﬁb‘ass ; and being yet in the honeymoon, she carried the day;
and the bill of sale was signed, the money paid, and the mother
and child delivered to their new owners, just as Gouge rode up to

the pen.
“ BVehen the hard-hearted old rascal found out that I had sold the
mother and child together for twenty-five dollars less than he could have

ot by sclling them separately, you can’t imagine what a fuss he made.

his pious Baptist church member, who had been mistaken in New
York, as I havo told you, for a doctor of divinity, thrown quite off his
balance, cursed and swore like a pirate. If I had firly given them away
be would not have been more abusive. I should have thought that for
the moment at least he had fallen from se, only that was no part of
his creed. He was no Methodist; he an McGrab used to have some
warm disputes sometimes on that head. Mec(Grah thought that even the
best man might sometimes fall away ; but Gouge insisted very positively
m the perseverance of the saints, of whom he did not doubt himself

one.

“ I dwelt upon the hardship of separating the mother and her child,
and told Gouge he ought to be satistied, as we made a handsome profit
on the transaction as 1t was. I had ascertained—so I told him—that
the woman was pious, and that, apart from her dread of being separated
from her child, she had a irea.t horror of being sold for the New Qrleans
market; and I insisted, that as a matter of rehgion and conscience it
was better to dispose of her, as I had done, to a private family, and most
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robably a kind mistress, than to sell her to the New Orleans slave-
%)ruder. Here 1 thought I had my Hns partner al advantage, and I
followed it up by quoting the text, * Thou shalt not oppress the widow
and the fatherless” Though I was not so well read in the Scriptures as
(Gouge, it came into my mind as guite to the purpose. But highly in-
dignunt that such a_graccless fellow as 1, who belonged to no_church,
and made no pretensions to have anyreligion, should presume to dictate to
him on that subject, Gouge turned upon me with a perfect fury. The
text, he suid, did notapply. He had once had 2 Jong talk on that very sub-
ject with Parson Softwords. As slaves could not. be married, there could

—so0 the parson thought—no widows umong them ; and as to the chil-
dren, not being born in lawful wedlock, they could not become fatherless
—for they liad no fathers—being in the eye of thelaw, ashe had heard the
Icarned Judge Hallett observe from the bench, the children of nobody. As
10 pious niggers, that was all moonshine ; he did not believe in any such
thing. He belonged, in fact, to % pretly numerous sect in these parts,
called Anti-mission Baptists, or Hard Shells, who don’t think {the Lord
over iutended the heathen to be converted, or negroes to be anything but
slaves, or anyhody 1o he saved except their own precious selves, and that
entirely by faith and grace, wholly independent of works, As to the girl’s
making such a fuss about parting from her child, that, Gouge said, was
a pmc;: of great nouscnse. Wasn’t she young enough to have a dozen
more ¥

“The upshot of the matter was, what with Gonge’s brutality and
purse-proud insolence, and iy hot, temper, which I had not then learned
so well how 1o command, that we soon got into & violent quarrel, which
eunded in my giving him a caning on the spot, and of course in the
breaking up of the partnership,

“1 was, indecd, quito too soft for that business. As to the men, I
should have done well enough with them; but the women, old and
young, were alwuys getting up such scenes, and were always so full of
complaints about heing separated from their daughters, and their mo-
thers, and their babies, and their hushands, that {0 a man who had the
least of a tender spot in his heart it was perfectly intolerable.

“hus onsted from the slave-trading business, it became necessary for
me to find some other occupation; but that was mot so casy. The
occupations that a southern gentleman can adopt without degradation
arc very few indeed. My manners, address, the good songs I could
sing, and good stories T could tell, had made me rather a favourite in
society ; and as I never drank, and understood a thing or two about
cards and dice, billinrds and faro tables, I was able {0 replenish wy
pockets in that way ; and finally, for want of a better, that became my
regular profession.” -

. And,” said ], wishing {0 pay him off a little for his late tantalisings,
is this one of those few occupations which a soutbern gentleman can
adopt, without, degradation P .

. “The gentility of gambling can’t be denied,” he said, “ since it is very
freely practised by the larger part of southern gentlemen, Oncein &
while the legislatures are seized with a fit of penilence or virtue, and
pass laws 1o break it up: but nobody ever thinks of paying any atten-
tion to those laws, or attempting to enforce them, except, now and then,
some poor plucked pigeon, who undertakes to revenge inmsplf in that
way. But though gambling is just as gentecl as slave-holding, some-
howor other, by an inconsistency like that iy the case of the slave-
traders, we who make a profession of it, though we associalg copstantly
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with gentlemen, are not, I must confess, reckoned to belouiz precisely to
th?.t cl’:'lss, except, indeed, we get money enouglh to buy a plantationand
retire.”™

“Tt is charged,” said I, “ upon those of your profession, that, not con-
tent with the fair chances of the game, you contrive to take undue
advantages.”

“Yes; and so do half of the gentlemen players, as far as they know
how, and have the opportunity. There is always a tendency, in gumes
of cimnce, to run a little into games of skill. Suppose we_do plunder
the planters—don’t they live by plundering the negroes® What right
have they to complain ?  Isn’t savice for the goose sance for the gander?
I tell you, our whole system here is a system of plunder from beginning
toend. 'Tis only the slaves, and some of the poor whites who own no
'slaves, who can he said to earn an honest 1ivinﬁ. The })lanters live on
the plunder of the slaves, whom they force to labour for them. The
slaves stenl all they can from the planters, and a good many of the poor
whites connive at and help them in it. A parcel of blood-sucking
Yankee pedlers and New York agents overrun our couniry, and carry
off their share of the spoils; und we who have cool heads and dexterous
hands enough to overreach the whole set—planters, Yankees, and New
Yorkers—we stand, for aught T see, upon just a~ sound a moral basis as
the rest of them. Everything belongs to the strong, the wise, and_the
cunning; that is the founction-stone of our southern system of socicty.
The living upon the plunder of others is one of the organic sins of
this community ; and the doctrine, I believe, has been advanced hy a
celebrated northern divine, that for the organic sins of 2 community,
nobody is individually responsible. Now, if this good-natured sort of
docirine, which, for my part, 1 don’t find any fault with, is going to
save the souls and the characters of (ouge and ‘MeGrab, or of the plan-
ters who patronise and sup}mrt them, shan’t we professional gentlemen
also have the benefit of it p*

CHAPTER LIIL

I was not very difficult to discover nnder the volubility and vivaeity,
4 little forced, of this philosophical blackleg, into whose intimacy I had
been so suddenly introduced, a deep-seated and bitter chagrin, and even
shame, at living as he did; iqucve_r he might urge, by way of apology,
that it was only one of the applications of the fundamental principle of
every slave-holding community. This, indeed, was an idea upon which
he seemed o pride himself, and wpon which he dwelt with a good deal
of pertinacious ingenuity. To gain a living by the plunder of the weak
and simsle wag, he admitted, in the abstract, not to be defended. Yet,
if he did not do it, somebody else would. His abstinence would now
save them. The weak and simple were destined to be plundered : and
plundered t-he{)_would be by somcbody. Bred up as he had been to
extravagant habits, could he be expected to renounce an employment—
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liabl2 indeed to some flnctuations and uncertainties, as well as to some
moral objections, but, on the whole, one that paid—and to run the risk
of starving, just to gratify his conscientious scruples? Ife trusted, he
xaid, that, though a professional gaumbler, he had a conscience. His
quarrel with Gouge and MeGrab, and his abandonment of the siave-
trading business, at which he mnght have made a_fortune, was, he
thought, evidence enough of that.  Dut there was a limit to all things.
A man must live, and live b{ such means, oo, as his position and gift:
allow him to adopt ; and, all things considercd, he did not see that he
could be expected to give up his profession any more than the slave-
holders their slaves.  Nor can I say that I did, either. =~

On the whole, besides the necessity 1 was under of using him, and the
additional information he might give me in the search in which I was
cngaged, there was something in his straightforward, downrizht way of
looking at things, as well as in his lively conversation and agreeable
manners, which rather pleased me. .

I therefore proceeded to make a return of hix confidence, at which he
scmed 1o be a good deal flattered. Complimenting his sagacity, I
admitted my intimacy with a female slave, many years ago, whom
from his description of her, and the circumstances he had mentioned, 1
belicved to be the very one whom McGrab had purchased in North
Carolina, and whom he had sold to the Mississippi planter ; and Iadded,
that I behieved her boy to be m{ child. What was the name of the
plinter. and could he aid me any farther in finding them out ?

© And suppose you find them,” he asked,  what do you intend 1o do #?

“ Buy them,” T auswered, “if T can, and sct them free.”

“ Befter think twice,” he replied, “before you set out on any such
adventure. 'I'ime, you know, makes changes. You can’t expect to gét
back the young girl you left in North Carolina. (), the deceitful
bhageaze ! Didn’t she tell me, with tears streaming down those great
black cyes of hiers, and such an air of truth that 1 couldn't help belicving
her, that she had a husband, the only man she had ever known anything
about, who was the father of her child, and who had been carried off by the
slave-traders a year or two before, and whom =he expected yet to mec,
bv some good providence, somewhere in the south! Don’t flatter your-

If with the idea of any constancy to you. Even had she wished it, it

suld hardly have been in her power. Like as not you will find her, if
al all, zrown as plump as a beer-barrel, housekeeper, and something elsc
hesides, 1o her master ; or may be, by this time, cook or washerwoman,
anid the mother, as Gouge said she might be, of a dozen additional
~luldren, and perhaps with an agreeable variety of complexions ; though,
for that matter, slave-women of her colour are in general mighty
squeamish and particular—quite as much so as the white women—as to
anv counection with men of a darker hue than themselves.” .

Pamful 1o me as these suggestions were, I conld not but admit their
lngh degree of probability. To what might not twenty years of servi-
tude have reduced the wife of my heart! Mo what humiliations, dis-
hononrs, miserable degradations, corrupting connections, might she not
have been subjected, temptipius she was by her innocence, beauty, and
gentleness, and exposed, without the least shield of law, religion, or
public opinion, to the unbridled appetite, I do not say of any lecherous
debauchee, but of :m{ polygamous patriarch, amorous youth, or luxu-
i’lou‘s respectability who might have the fancy or the means to purchase
her !

It made my heart grow sick and my brain spid to think of .it.
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“ And then the bo{;” continued my tormenter. “If you had him as
I saw him ; a.bright little fellow, just able to speak, full of life and joy,
and unable to understand what made his mother cry so, yon might ho
to make something of him. He was a child such as nobody need

ed of. But what do you suppose he is by this time, with the
benefit of a slave education? If, my dear sir, you intended to act the
father by him, or the friend by her, you should not have left them all
this time in slavery.”

I bastened to explain, in gencral terms, that my leaving them as they
were was, at the tiine of my soparation from them, a thing entirely be-
yond my control; it was notin my power to do otherwise; but that, so
soon as I became possessed of the means, I had made every effort to
discover and to purchase them ; that I had traced them to Augusta,
where all clue to them had been lost ; but that the clue which he had so
unexpectedly and accidentally put into my hands, had recalled all the
Qastiajal.-nd, as 1 was unmarried, childless, and with nothingd else in par-
ticular to occupy my thoughts, had inspired me with {resh desire to find
them out, and, 1f possible, to make them free.

h te a romantic fellow, I see,” rejoined my companion; “quite
another Dick Johnson. True enough tho idea is not very agreeable of
of having one’s children kicked, cu ed, and lashed through the world
at the discretion of brutal overseers, pecvish mistresses, or drunken,
ol ned masters, w.th no possib’le opening to rise if they woul
and with no chance before them but to prpga.ga.te a race of slaves.
dare say it seems so to you, with lfrour English education, and especially
as you have not any qul children for your affections to fix upon.
But here we don’t mind it. A man is expected to sacrifice his own pri-
vatbe paternal feelings, if he has any, for the good of the class to which
he belongs. I dare say, in the course of time, the only representa-
tives of many of our most distinguished southern statesmen and
wealthiest families will be found among their slave descendants.

“Take my advice, and give over a ridiculous, Quixotic_expedition.
However, if you will persist in it, I will help you what little I can.
The Mississippi planter, to whom the girl and her child were sold, was
named Thomas. I have scen him several times since in my travels.
Indeed, some handsome sums_of money have before now passed from
his poci_(etto mine. He still lives, or did lately, ut no great distance
from Vicksburg. I have friends in that town to whom I will give you
letters, and by whose assistance you can find him out. Perhaps your
girl and her boy are still living in his family. But have a care that you
don’t catch a r.”
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CHAPTER LIII.

LEAVING my new acquaintance behind at Augusta, where, as he said,
he had basiness to attend to, and provided with vhe letters which he had
promised e, I set out for ‘ficksburg.

Greal was 1y joy at once more getting on the track of the lost ones;
yel I could not but be harassed with many distressing doubts and un-
certa.i‘ntws as to what, eveu if I found thewm, might be the results of my
search.

The first part of my journey from Augusts led me through a district
worn out and partislly abandoved; a fuc simile,—and from the same
causes,—of what I had seen so much of in Virginia and the Carolinas.
Crossing the Oconee, and_presently the Oakmulgee, I reached a new
country, of which the earliest settlements did not date back more than
twenty years; but which already presented, here and there, specimens
of the destructive agricultural system of the south, in gullied fields,
ospociully on the hill sides, from which the soil had been completely
washed away, over_ which still stood erect the blackened trunks of the
tenants of the original for killed by the process of girdling, but
whioh, though dead and blasted, remained ‘yet tirmly rooted in the soil,
sternly smiling, as 1t wero, over the scene of destruction ; the virgin soil,
ab first so fertile, having been washed into the anhbou.‘rmg hollows,
and leaving exposed nothing but a barren surface of red aud arid clay.
Can there be a wore striking symbol than one of these abandoned
fields,—~the dead, giant trunks still towering over it, as if by way of
memento of what 1t vnce was,—of the natural effects of the plundering
system upon which the whole organization of the slave-holding states is
based, and which extends even to the land itself, rifled of its virgin
strength by a shiftless system of ignorant haste to be rich,—~and then
abandoned to hopeless sterili? ? Lo

Having_crossed the Flint, I entered then upon the primitive forests,
the hunting-grounds of the Creeks, but from which the insatiable
cupidity of the greedy Georgians, backed by the power of the federal
governient, was already preparing forcibly to expel them,~—a thing soon
after etfected,~—in order to replace the wild, free tenants of the forest by
ssangs of miserable slaves purchased up and transferred from the worn-out
nelds of Virginia and the Carolinas.

Upon presently reaching the banks of the Alabama, I emerged from
these soon-to-be-violated solitudes, and thence 1o the banks of the Mis-
sigsippi, traversed a_country which the Indians had been already com-
pelled to resign, and which was rapidly filling up with & most miscella-
neous population from the more northern slave states; scions of the
“first families” of Virginia, with such numbers of slaves as by some
hocus-poous they could save from the grasp of their creditors, coming to
refound their fortunes in this new country; gangs of slaves sent out
under overseers by the wealthier slaveholders of 4he old stutes, to open *
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new plantations, where their labour might be more productive ; Goor%a
“Crackers,” with their pale, tallow-coloured visages; with other wretch-
ed specimens of white poverty, ignorance, and degradation, coming from
North Carolina, squatters on these new lands; Yankee traders, anddoctors,
and lawyers, quacks, and_pettifoggers, with land speculators, slave-
traders, gamblors, horse thieves, and all kinds of adventurers, including
a reasonable mixture of Baptist and Methodist preachers,—all, except
the preachers, and not all of them, with but one idea in their heads, the
growing rich suddenly; and with but two words in their mouths,
namely, “niggers” and cotton. . L

It was, indeed, in these new settlements, had one leisure and curiosity
for the purpose, that the slave-holding system of the United Btates
might be seen operating unrestrained, and exhibiting its true characler
and richest development. All the old slave states had been originaily
planted as free communities on the British model, slavery having been
superinduced thereupon asan excrescence or accessory ; and, by tradition
and habit, there still remain in those states,—though fast dying out
under the influence of the slave-breeding 'imsmess,—somo ood ol
wholesome English ideas. But the states of Alabama and Mississippi
have been thoroughly slave states from the hegiuning, filled up by a
eolluvium of immigrants from the older slave states, mostly young men
who, in leaving their homes, would seem to have left behind them, as
mere prejudices, every »rinciple of humanity, justice, or moderation,
ready, like so many ferocious_sharks, to devour everything and every-
body, and even each other. Nowherelin any part of the globe calling
iteelf civilized, I doubt very much if anywhere, at any time, have
forocious enormities, and cold-hlooded murders, with pistols, rifles, and
bowie-knives, been so much a matter of every-day occurrence. Nowhere,
between Lynch law committces on the one hand, and private murderers
on the other, has life been so utterly insecurc. As to the security of
B}roperty let the New York merchants who have traded to those states,

t the English holders of Mississippi bonds, answer. Not that the
holders of those bonds deserve any commiseration. Those securities were
created,—and the purchasers of them knew it, or ought 1o have known
it,—to raise funds with which to enable the Mississippi planters to
increase their stock of slaves ; and it is but a righteous retribution, that
Englishmen who lent theirr money for so nefarious a purpose should be
cheated out of every penny of it. .

In the older slave states, the slaves living often on plantations on
which they were born, and the connection betwcen them and their
owners being frequentiy hereditary, they cannot but establish certain
ties of sympathy with those owners mora or less strong, and customs of
indulgence, and especially family relutions among themselves, which
have a partial operation to alloviate their condition. But in the mi-
gration southward, accomplished to a great extent through the agency
of slave-traders, all theso ties and connections are broken up; all the
horrors of the African slave-trade are renewed ; all the rudiments of
ideas previously existing in Maryland and Virginia, and North Carolina,
Kentucky, and Tennessee, that the n,eFroes, after all, though they be
slaves, are still men, and as such entitled to a cortain degree of human
sympathy and regard, and even to belooked upon as capable of im-

rovement, of religious instruction, and perhaps, sometime or other, of
iberty ; these shoots of the sentiment of humanity, which, though ten-
der, and, as it were, scarcely daring to_show themselves, and nipped, of
late, by disastrous {rosts, yot give promise and hope of a rich future har-
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vest,—all these germs of consolation, in the transfer of the wretched
slaves to the states of which I now are assiduously plucked up as
pernicious weeds in the nettle-bed of slavery, Every better sentiment,
every voice of tggmpathy, is carefully extinguished, the idea being sedu-~
lously inculcated by courts, and legislatures, and politicians, and news-
papers, and by at i1 or more of those who call themselves minis-
ters of the Gospel, that the negroes are in nature, what they are treated
as bebi:ag—_—mere merchandise, mere property, mere animals, intended to
be used like horses and oxen, in making cotton, and like horses and
oxen, to be kept for ever under the yoke, the bridle, the goad, and
the whip, never fit for or capable of being anything but slaves.

The old English idea that liberty is to be favoured*—that idea which
abolished slavery in Europe, and which once had considerable influence
on the courts and legislatures of the more northern slave states,—has,
in these new hotbeds of cotton and despotism, been totally extinguished.
Once a slave, a slave for ever,—black father or white father, whatever
the complexion,—beyond the possibility even that the slave-owning
mr_ent. shall be able to emancipate his own children. Such is the dia-

lical doctrine of despotism, announced by Chief Justice Sharkey,—
and never was judge more significantly named,—{rom the bench of the
Supreme Court of Mississippl. And already this doctrine begins to
find many advocates among the inhabitants of the new slave-breeding
Guinea, mto which Virginia and Maryland have degenerated; nor,
when the pinch comes, will there be wanting northern merchants cager
to please their southern customers; northern politicians, for the pros-
pect of oflice, ready to worship Satan himself ; northern editors, whe
publish papers for circulation at the south ; northern doctors of divinity,

y to yield up, if not their own mothers,—for though he might say
it in the heat of the moment, not even the famous Dr. Dewey 18 quite
brave enough to stick to thut,—yet, at all events, ready to surrender
their own brothers into servitude, to keep tho slaveholders quiet and
good-natured : plenty of such supple tools will not be wanting to preach,
throughout the pretended free states, subscription to the perpetuity of
servitude as the corner-stone of the American Union !

Let those who would trace the onward march of American slavery,
since the time of Washington and Jetterson, call o mind the difference
between the principles avowed by them and those set up ab the present
day by the Mississippi Sharkeys and Virginia slave-breeders for the
market, who nominate the presidents, dictate the legislation, make tools
of the politicians, and aspire, not unsuccessfully, to control the moral
and religious sentiment of America!
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CHAPTER LIV.

As I entered the town of Vicksburg, an appalling prospect met my
eyes: five men hanging by the neck, just swung off, as it would seem,
from an extempore gallows, and struggling in {he agonies of death; a
mili company drawn up in arms; a baud of black musicians play-
ing “Yankee Doodle;” a crowd of by-standers, of all ages and colours,
apparently in the greatest state of excitoment; and a frantic woman,
with a young child in either hand, addressing herself, with vehemen?
gesticulations, to a man who seemed to have the direction of the pro-
ceedings, and whom I took—though T did not perceive that he wore
a.na official dress or badge—to be the high sheriff of the county.

n reaching the hoter, I learnt, however, fo my great astonishment,
that this was no regular execution by process of law, but entirely an
amateur performance, got up by a committee of cilizens, headed by the
cashier of the Planters’ Bank,~one of those institutions whose bonds
are not unknown in England, though I believe they bear no particular
price at the present moment,—the very person, in fact, whom, from the
office he had assumed, I had supposed to be the high sherifl. I learnt
all this with astonishment, hecause the victims had appearcd io be
white men. Had they been black or coloured, their being hung in
some paroxysm of popular passion or fear would not in the least have
surprired me.

Inquiring a little further into the history of this singular proceeding,
I was told that the men who had been lung were gamblers, part of a
ga.ng of cheats and desperadoes by whom that town bad long_ been in-
osted ; that the citizens, determined to tolerate such a nnisance no
longer, had ordered them_ to depart, and, when they refused to do so,
had proceeded to force their houses and destroy their.gambling tools,—
an operation which the gamblers resisted by force, firing upon their
agsailants, and having actually shot dead a lcadmgha.nd very estimable
citizen, in the act of forcing his way into one of the houses.

The gamblers, however, had all been taken, except two or three, who
had managed 1o escape, The blood of the oomp:m{ was up. 'The sight
of their slaughtered leader, copious draughts of brandy, the recollec-
tion of their own losses at the gaming-tablo, und ‘the dread of being
challenged and shot, or shot without being challenged bf' the gamblers,
two or three of whom were known as very desperate fellows,—all these
motives oo-opemtmf, and it being very doubtful whether, if the matter
was referred to the legal tribunals, those who had riotously broken into
the houses of other I11)eople, even with the professed object of destroying
roulette-tables, might not run quite as much risk of condemnation as
those who had fired, oven with fatal eﬁ'qcthu von their burglurious as-

sailants. All these things considered, it finally becn determined,
“hs the shortest and most expedient method of setiling the husiness, 1o
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ttﬁke' th&g:'mblers to the skirts of the town, and to hang them there on
o ins!

= To those, indeed, accustomed to the curt proceedings of the slave code,
under which suspicion serves for evidence, and power usurps the place
of judicial discrimination, all the delays and formalities of the ordinary
administration of penal jurisprudence must seem tedious and absurd;
and hence the constantly increasing tendency in the south to substitute,
in the place of that administration, in the case of white men as well as of
slaves, the sum’ rooess of Liynch law. It is vain, indeed, to expect
that men constantly hardened and brutalized in the struggle to extort
from their slaves the utmost driblet of unwilling labour, and accustomed
freely to indulge, as against these unresisting victims, every caprice of
brutal fury, should retain any very delicute sense of the proprieties of
justice as among themselves. .

Before 1 had yet learnt more than a general outline of the story, the
principal uctors in this affair, finding it necessary to sustain their dig-
nity and to recruit their self-reliunce by fresh draughts of brandy,
reached the hotel at. which I was stopping. _ They were followed by the
woman, with the twolittle children, whom I had noticed as I passed the
place of execution, and whom I now found to be the wife of one of the
victhms., It was in vain that she besought permission to take down and
10 bury the body of her husband. This was denied, with brutal threats
that any person who dared {0 cut them down till they had hung there
twenty-four hours, by way of example, should be made to share their
fate. Such, indeed, was the passionate fury of the multitude, that the
poor woman, in alarm for her own life, fled to the river bank, and,
placing her two children in a skitf, entered herself, and pushed off,
thinking this a safer course than to remain longer at )Vicksburg.

After the tumult had subsided a little, I showed the bar-keeper the
direction of the letter of introduction I had brought, and inquired if he
knew such a person. . X

No sooner had he read the name than his faco assumed an expression
of .holli'ror and alarm, “Do you know that person?” he eagerly in-
quired. .. .

I told him I did not. This was first visit to this part of the coun-
try. The letter had becn given e by a gentleman whom I had met at

Augusta.

“gl‘;:ay don’t mention the name” he replied; “say nothing of it to
anybody. This letter is addressed to ono of the persons whom you saw
liung as you came into the town, He kept a roulette iable, no uoubt,
and understood a thing or two; but was a generous-hearted soul for all
that; and every wuﬁ quite as much a gentleman as half those concerned
in hanging him. = Should you mention his name, you might yourself be
seized as one of the ganf, and hung with the rest.” .

Congratulating myself on this Iucky escape, I then ventured to in-
q}nﬁg of the bar-keeper if he knew a planter in that vicinity of the name
of Thomas.

There had been, he told me, a planter of that name,~and from the
account he gave of him, I was satisfied it was the one of whom I was in
seurch,—who lived formerly a few miles off; but within two or three
years past he had moved to a distance of some fifty miles, in Madison
ocounty, up the Big Black. . .

"The friendly bar-keeper aided me the next day in_procuring a horse,
and 1 set out_for Madison county, again passing, as I left the town, the
five murdored gamblers still swinging from the gatlows, ‘
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Procceding up the Big Black, I presently found that the spirit of
extempore hanging was by no means confined to Vicksburg, but raged as
a sort of epidemic in all that of the state of Mississippi.

The counties of Hinds and Madison were cxcited to a pitch of terror
borderm%_m madness, by the rumour of a slave insurrection. Some over-
seers, lurking among the negro cabins, had obtained some hint of a con-
spmmg ;s and twowhitesteam-doctors from Tenn through the instiga-
tion of two or three of the regular craft,—who ed these “ steamers,”
with no litile jealousy and indignation, and who insisted that they were
nothing but horse thieves in disguise,—had becn arrested, along with
two or three negroes, as concerned in the plot.

A vigilance committee and volunteer courts had been speedily orga-~
nized, and the black and white prisoners condemned to death. Brought
out to be h@ng‘ed,. they had been urged to confess, which they had done
very extensively, in the hope, probably. of saving their lives; and from
thelr confessions, dressed up hy the lively imagination of the court and .
the bystanders, ihe plot, whether real or imaginary, had been made to
assume a most alarming shape.

According to these confessions, it was not a mere negro or servile plot,
but had been got up by a gang of white desperadoes, negro thieves,
horse thieves, gamblers, and other ingenious gentlemen who lived by
their wits, to whom wero ascribed ideas as to the rights of the cunningest
and the _stronfcsb—-pl acisely those to be expected in a slave-holding
community. They were to put themselves at the head of the insurgent
negroes, were to rob the banks, and thus, like so many Catalines, to
make themselves masters of the countng

Unable to reach my destination the first day, I sought hospitality for
the night at the house of a planter, one of the most respectable men, as
1 was afterwards told, in all that vicinity, but who, instead of putting
hiself forward, as was expected of him, to take the lead in unravelling
ghe plot and punishing its authors, had chosen to remain quietly at

ome.

He had great doubts, T found, whether there was, in fact, any plot,
and whether the whole thing was not a chimera of the imagination.
Alarms of negro plots, founded on alleged overheard conversations, and
throwing everybody, especially the women and children, into the most
horrible panics, were at much epidemics, he told me, all through the
south, as the autumn bilious fevers. He was too much accustomed to
those alarms, which had always, so far as he knew, ended in smoke, or
the han?ng of a few negroes on suspicion, to pay much attention to
them. Yet he admitted that the increasing number, at the south, of
desperate and uneusy white men, without property or the means to
goyuire any, miﬁht. be likely, as the present resource failed of helyj)inﬁ
one’s self 1o a plantation by squatting on Government lands, to lea
hereafter to frightful commotions.

‘We were quietly discussing this subject over a culixOf tea, when two
or three truculent-looking white men rode up to the house; and one of
ihem, dismounting, handed a dirty and rumpled piece of paper to my

0st.

As he read it, his brows began to lower. I{ was, in fact, 2 summons
or t'equ.limt;i(;)r:a ‘i.‘ron% l1;‘:1(9 c%mmytee q{hvigihn:izo fc;xl-l h“f speedy personal
appearance before them, bringing with him, also, the stranger—meaning
me—who had been traced to his house. ) .

. Upon his inquiring_of the bearer what the commitice of vigilance
wanted of him, the Shswer was, that his not taking any part in the
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proceedings had been thought very strange, and that somo of the
confessmghpnsoners had stated something by wlich he was implicated.

"o all this he coolly replied, that he was ready to answer for his con-
dnot before any regular eourt‘, but he did not recognise the authority of
the committee of vigilanco. “As to this gentleman, my guest,” he con-
1inued, “ I am a justice of the peace, aud if you will bring proof against
him of any violation of the laws, 1 will issue a warrant, for his arrest;
but., except on some lawful warrant, I shall not suffer him to be taken
from mny house.” . .

The only ground of suspicion against me seemed to he, that I was a
stranger, who ought not to be allowed to traverse the country, in its

wesent state of alarm, without giving an account of myself. But as my

ost. did not think this a sufficient ground for the issue of a warrant, the
messengers of the vigilance committee shortly deparied; not without
furious threats of returning soon with men enough to take us hoth by
force, and pretty plain intimations that after this resistance io the
authority of the committce, which could be looked upon in no other
light than as plain proof of our concern in the plot, we could reasonably
expect nothing short of hanging, Six white men and cightecn negroes,
they added, hiad been hung already, and many more had been arrested.
No rooner had these fellows gone, than I turned to my host to thank
him for his protection ; but almost before replying to me, he ordered two
Lorses to be saddled. “I wish I could protect you,” he added; “ but
though I mean to stand a siege myself, and shall rely, if compelled to
surrender, upon my numerous friends and conuections to shield me, it
would not be safe for you to remain. .

“ Your horse is hardly fit for a new start ; but I will give you a fresh
one, and will send yours back to Vicksburg. You shall have my negro
man Sambo for a guide. IIe knows the country well, and, if v,ni\;body
can, will carry you safe to the banks of the Mississippi, for which you
had better make by the shortest cut. Steamboats are passing continually
up and down. Get on board the first that comes along, and forego your
travels in these ‘I)arts for the present.” X

No sooner said than done. In fifteen minutes I was again on the
road ; and travelliug all night, under the skilful guidance of Sambo, fol-
lowing unfrequented paths, swimming creeks and rivers, and fording
swamps, by morning we reached a lonely wood-yard on the banks of the
river, where the steamers were accustomed to stop for fuel. Before
long, u boat bound to New Orleans made its appearance, and, upon a
signal for that purpose, she checked her course for the moment, and sent
a gkifl to take me on board.

A few days after arriving in New Orleans, I read in the newspapers
how the house of Mr. Hooper—for that was the name of my generous
host—had been attacked ; how he had barricaded his doors and win-
dows ; iad wrapped his infant child in a feather bed, and, not venturing
1o employ uny of hisslaves to assist him, had alone defonded the house,
keeping. the assailants at bay for some time, and dangerously wounding
one of their number ; nor had he surrendered till the breaking of his
aim by a musket-ball had made it impossible for him any longer to load
and fire. His case—as I afterwards learned, when he was brought before
the vigilance committee—had boon a subject of vehement controversy ;
but as his connections wore numerous and powerful, the committee di
not dare to proceed to extremities against him.

P
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CHAPTER LV.

HavING written a letter of inquiry to Mr. Thomas, since the dis-
turbed state of the country had interrupted my personal visit, while
waiting an answer, passing in one of my walks through a principal
street of New Orleans, I was attracted to enter a large warehouse, where
a sale of slaves was going on at auction. )

The auctioneer was en at the moment in the sale of plantation
hands and mechanics. There stood on the block a blacksmith, a first-
rate hand, as the auctioncer described him, who had paid his muster, as
rent for himself, twenty dollars a month, clear of all expenses, for the
last five years; and upon whom the bid had already risen to fiftecen
hundred dollars. A report, indeed, circulated in the room, that he had
already paid that sum, out of his_exira earnings, to purchsse his
liberty ; which amount his muster, 2 Bostonian, settled in New Orleans,
had coolly pocketed, and had then sent the man to be sold at auction.
The circulation of this story checked the bidding, since this breach of
faith, it was thought, might provoke the man to run away. The auc-
tioneer steadily denied the truth of it; but being called upon to ask
the man himself, he refused 1o do s0, observing, with a langh, that the
evidence of a slave would not be received against his master.

My attention was presently atiracted to a group of female slaves, ap-~

arently of a superior class, and most of them very light~coloured.

ne woman, in particular, soon fixed and absorbed all my atiention.
Those eyes! That mouth! Mer figure was more plump, and fuller;
the face was older than I remembered it ; but her raven hair, and pearl-
like teeth perfectly preserved, still gave her a youthful aspect.” Her
height was the same, and there was the same grace in every gesture and
movement. I watched her with the intensest interest. Was it possible
that I could be mistaken? No; ’twas she,—'twas Cassy,—’twas the
long-lost wife I sought ; found at last; but where ?
ess, reader, 10 thy heart the wife of thy bosom, and thank God
that you were both born free ! After twenty years’ soparation, I had
again found mine, ripe in womanly beauty, exposed for sale in a slave
auotion room ! Yet even there, reduced to that depth of degradation
and misery, she was still calm and self-collected ; evidently, by her
manner, imposing a oertain restraint on the crowd of licentious idlers,
callous speculators, and anxious inquirers after human conveniences,
to whose inspection, and now gross, now rude, and now teasing inquisi=
tion, she, in common with the rest, was subjected.

The present, however, was not a moment to give way to feeling. It
'was necessary to act. Summoning up all my energies, I rapidly con-
sidered with myself what course I best might adopt. 'T'o draw Cassy’s
attention to myself in any way would be a haz&u‘({oun operation ; for I
felt certain that as I had recognised her, so she would not ful to recog-

Tuise me; and so publié and peculiar a place as a slave auction room
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was hardly a desirable spot for our first interview, which, coming upon
her with even greater surprise than upon myself, might have led to a
scene very embarrassing, if not hazardous. .

Looking round the room, as these thoughts ran through my mind,
whom should T see, as if forlune ur_providence had determined to
favour me, but my late acquaintance, Mr. John Colier, who was walk-
‘ng about the room examining the various groups of slaves, oeially
the females, with the air, to use his own expression, of both connoisseur
and amateur, and with pretty evident indications of his own opinion as
;gti hlis special compelency to pass judgment as to the value of the

cle.

Catching my eye almost at the same instant that mine rested on him,
he approached me with an air of much interest, and inguired what |
did there, and what had been the success of my Mlssxsmpm travels? “I
feared,” he added, in a low tone, “when 1 read the account of thst
hanging affair in the ncwspapers, that 1 had got you into a scrape. 1
am glad to find you know how to take care of yourself. Here 1n the
south-west il is pretty necessary to have one’s eye-teeth cut, and one's
eycs open.”

“You are just the man,” I answered, “whom I wanted to see. Your
iwsim'nnce may vow be invaluable towme. I have found her ! She's
iere ! ”

“Here! The deuce she is! Where? Offered for sale? Have you
bought her ?” i

I yointed out Cassy as she stood with the other women, with down-
cast_eyes, and _upparenily absorbed in thought. Colter .Bnded himself
on the strength of his memory, never forgetting, as he said, a face which
he had once seen ; but what could his memory be, in this case, comﬁired
1o mine? Afier two or three glances at her, he admitted that likely
enough I might be correct; but, to make all sure, while I walked in
another direction, he approached her, called her by nae, reminded her
of Augusia and the slave prison there, and fully satisfied himself, in a
short conversation, that she was in fact the same person about whose
sale he had quarrelled with Gouge; and thai person, from circum-
stances already mentioned, I was satisfied was my Cassy.»

Upon his inquiring of her why she was here, and if she was now to
be sold ? she answered, that she was brought here for that purpose; but
that they had no right to sell her, for she was free. Her former owner, a
Mr. Curtis, had given hor free papers muny years ago; but he was lately
1(‘10«31:41 lalllld certain persons, claiming to be his heirs, were now attempting

sell her.

Colter promised to inquire into the case, and to befriend her in the
maiter; for which she expressed great gratitude, adding that she had
all along felt confident that heaven woulﬁ send her aid in some ss‘ln;ﬁpe..

He then hastened to report to me; and while he and I were
cussing the subject, and considering what was best to be done, the
auctioneer, having finished the sale of the plantation slaves, began upon
th,i.ﬁ“’“l’ of females in which Cassy stood. .

. The one first placed upon the auction block was a finely-formed black
girl, neatly dressed, her good-humoured face well sel off by a bright-
coloured handkerchief twisted turban-fashion about her head. Though
apparently very young, she held in ber arms, and caressed with much
fondness, a_sprightly infant of seven or eight months, a.lgultze richly
dressed, and of a colour a good deal lighter thamthe mother’s. °
. “Jemima,” shouted the anctloneear, “ first-rate chambermaid; hold

P
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your head up, my dear, and let the gentlemen see you; brought up in
one of the familics of Virginia, a good seamstress, too”—reading
from a E:,]per or list containing the names and descriptions of the arti-
cles ox;”ml ec—u;;g?!y fifieen years of age, warranted sound and healthy in
every !

“ And do you sell ihe mgoo«e too, mother and child in one lot ?”

ed a thin, squint-eyed, har -featured follow. . i

“You know the law don’t allow us,” said the anctioneer with a wink,
“ to offer the mother and child separately. Whoever buys the girl has
the privilege to tzke the child, if he chooses, at the usual rate—a dollar
a pound for sucklings, that's the regulur price cverywhere; that
youi km;w, old fellow, as well as I. You've bought ’emu before now, I
Teckon.”

This drew out a laugh at the expense of the questioner, who, how-
ever, did not seem to notice it ; and the auctioneer having nodded assent
to his inquiry, whether, if not. so taken, the child might be had sepa-~
rately, the sale went on.

¢ Only three hundred dollars offered,” eried the auctioneer; “ only
three hundred dollars for this first-rate chambermaid and seamstress,
raised in one of the first families of Virginia, sold for no fault, only to
raise the wind.” .

“ Pretty common case with those first Virginian familics,” said a
voice f};om among the crowd ; “ they only live by eating their niggers

“ Warranted”—so_the auctioneer went on, without noticing the in-
terruption, which raised another laugh among some of the company-
*“ warranted healihy, sound, and honest.”

“ But no virgin,” responded the voice from the crowd—a sally which
provoked another and still more violent explosion of laughter.

“With pnvxleﬁe to take the child at a dollar a pound,” continued the
auctioneer. “Three hundred and fifty! Your hundred! Thank you,
&ir,” with a bow and a bland smile to the bidder. “Four hundred an
fifty? Did I hear it? Tour hundred and fifty! Five hundred! Can’t
gunse, gentlemen i_grea,t heap of ’em here to sell to-day. All done at

ve hundred? Five hundred! Going! Yive hundred dollars for a
rime Virginia wench, who begins young, and promises to be a great
reeder; only five hundred dollars! Why, upon my honour, gentle-
men,” pausing, and laying his hammer across his breast,—“upon my
honour,”—this with a very decided emphasis,—* she’s worth seven hun-
and fifty for anybody’s use; a handsome, young, good-natured,
stont, and healthy chambermaid and seamstress, raised in one of the
first families of Virginin, and sold for only five frundred dollars! We
shall be obnied to stop the sale, ée_ntlemeu, if you don’t bid better. All
done at five hundred dollars? Going at five hundred dollars! Gone !”
And the hammer fell. “Gone for five hundred dollars, and mighty
cheap at that, to Mr. Charles Parker.” Here a fat, 1olly-l(_)oking,_
youngish gentiem:m stepped forward, and the black girl, looking in-
tently at him, and as if pleased with his appearance, smiled confidingly
on her new purchaser. “Mr. Parker, of course, takes the child,” the
-auctioneer continued, addressing his clerk ; *“add thirty-five dollars for
* the child, at a dollar a pound.”

“Not ab all!”—so the purchaser inter})osed; and as he spoke, how

suddenly and sadly the girl’s countenance fell! “ I've bop'{,ht; her for a
“'Wet-nurse; 1 don’t war$ the brat—wouldn’t take it as a gift.” .
I could %ee, as he spoke, how the mother’s arms closed on the child,
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a8 if with a convulsive grasp. I expected a scene, but the same little
squint-eyed, hard-featured fellow, whom I had noticed before, stepped
up to the lIl)ux'chaser saying in a whisper, “ Take it—take it! "I’ll take
it off your hands, and give a dollar to boot.”

the purchaser cast a doubting sort of a look at him, some one in
the crowd remarked, “ O, that’s old Stubbings, the ::)ig;i:pr iw.by broker;
he makes a business of buimg nigger babies; he’s good!”  And so, ac-
cepting the offer, Mr. Parker took possession of his ne\mrchm, the
young mother’s smiles returning, with a profusion of thanks and “ God
bless ye's,” when she found she was to take the child with her; wholly
unaware, as she scemed to be, of the understanding by which the infant
was to become the property of Stubbings, the speculator in that line,
who promised Parker, in a few whispered words, {o arrange maiters so
as to take the brat off quietly the next day, withvut giving the girl a
chance to make a fuss.

“ And now, gentlemen,” said the anctioneer, well satisfied, apparently,
that the affair just disposed of had ended so quietly, © I have now to
offer you n most rare chance for a housekeeper.” Ilere he read from
the hst,— Cassy; understands housekeeping in all its branches; per~
fectly trustworthy, and warranted a member of the Methodist church?
1 can’t exactly say, gentlemen, that she's young, but she’s in excellent
preservation for all that. Auswers to the Enr ish descriplion of ¢ fair

. You needn’t laugh ; shie’s neat door to white—she answers, I say,
to the English description of ¢ fair, fat, and forty.’ Step up, Cassy, girl,
and show yourself!” . .

O, my God! What did I not suffer at that moment! Yet it was
necesssary to be quiet.

Cassy had heen separated from the group where I had first seen her,
and brought forward by sowne of the assistants of the auction-room, to~
wards the place of sale. But instead of mounting the block, as directed,
she stood still beside it; and as all eyes were drawn towards her, she
spoke oul in a geutle, but very firm and steady tone. How that voice,
as familiar to my ear asif 1 had heard it every day for the last twenty
years, instead of hearing it now for the first {ime afler o twenty years’
mtierval,—how it went through my heart! “No?” she said, “Iam
free. - By what right do you pretend to sell me?” . .

This exclamation, as may well be supposed, produced quite an excite-
ment in the auction-room. As I gla.nue«f my eye rapidly over the
company, it was easy to discover several who seemed to sympathize
with this claim of freedom, and the auctioneer was loudly called upon
for explanations.

“ A very contmon case, gentlemen,” replied the auctioncer, “ very com-
mon. The woman, no doubt, thought hersclf free; no doubt she has
lived as free for several years past: bui that was all by the mere indul-
gence of her lale owner. He's dead, and now the heirs have taken
possession, and offer her for sale. That’sull.  Step up, Cassy, ste
on the block ; youn see there is no help for it.  Gentlemen, who bids ?*

“Stop a moment !” said Mr. Colter, who now quiited my side and
slepped forward—*not quite so fast, sir, if you please. I appear here as
this woman’s friend.  She is a free woman.  Gentlemen will please to
take warning: anybody who buys her, buys a lawsuil.”

The peremptory manner in which this was spoken scemed to throw
cold waler upon the sale. Nobody made an offer, and the auctioneer,
to shield himself from the charge of aticmpting 1o sell & free womgp .,
found it necessary to go into further explanatins.
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4-This woman, he stated, had formerly belonged to Mr. James Curtis, &
very worthy cifizen, lately deceased, and well known to many of the
company. He had allowed her, for several years past, to live as a free
woman, and no doubt the gentleman—it was Colter he alluded to—
might have every reason for _supgosinn% her to be so; but the fact was,
she had no free é)aﬁers, or if she had any, they were not in due and
proper. form ; and Mr. James Curtis having died suddenly without o
wxlE his brother, Mr. Agrippa Curtis, of the well-known Boston firm of
Curtis, Sawin, Byrne, and Co., had succeeded to all lni;groperty; and
finding his ownership of this woman unquestionable, directed her
to be sold; “and here comes the owner himself,” said the auctioneer,
: ,;\;1% 13is”}3osi;on lawyer with him; no doubt they can satisfy you as to
itle.

As he spoke I observed two individuals entering the room, one a very
small man, with a head abopt as large as that of a respectable tabby cat,
and with little wandering unquict eyes, und a compressed, pursed-up
mouth, that might call to mind the said iabby, caught in the act of
stealing cream, but while secming to anticipate a box on the ear for her
villany, still licking her chops all the while, as though the cream was
all the sweeter for having heen stolen. This T afterwards understood was
Thomas Littlebody, Esq., of Boston, counsellor at law and legal adviser
of Mr. Agrippa Curtis, or Grip Curtis, as he was more commonly called
among his familiars—the Y)rincipal in this business, a bald-headed man
about forty, the impenctr.ble and immovable stolidity of whose features
wmade it difficult o form any conjecture, from that source, as to his
character, beyond the probability of his not being likely to be carried
away by any great excess of sensibility.

“ A very pretty story,” said Colter, stepping up to these two worthics
28 they entered the room and approached the anctioneer. and eyeing
them with a look that secmed to make them rather uncomfortable.
“The company seo how it is. [ am glad to find no Louisianian is con-
cerned in this pitiful, kidnapping business. The woman is as free as you
or I This story about the flaw in the papers is all a humbug; nothing
in the world but one of your scurvy, low-lived Yankee tricks, to put a
fow hundred dollars into the pockel of a scoundrel. Yet, tosave trouble,
I'm willing to buy off this pretence of claim for a hundred dollars.
Gome, Mr. Auctioneer, go ahead with your sale. One hundred dollars
~~that’s my bid.”

“(One hundred dollars !” repcated the auctioneer, asif mechanically—
“ gentlemen, I'm offered one hundred dollars !

I offer tilis,” said Colter, looking proudly round on the company,
** to buy off these Yankee blood-suckers, and to secure the freedom of a
free woman, Wae shall see,” he added, “ whether, under these circum-
stanoes, any southern gentfemn.n will bid ngﬁxinst me, or ”—brushing by
Mr. Curtis and his lawyer, and darting at them a malign scowl, such as
I hardly thought possible from so hundsome a fuce—" any swindling
Yankee either.”
+Thomas Littlebody, Esq., the Boston lawyer, started back some three
or four pacos, a8 if this must have certainly been meant for him. Mr.
Grip Curlis, with that gravity and immobility which seemed to be &
Fart of his nature, stood his ground better ; and o’pqning his great owl-
ike eyes, observed, with a drawl, “ 1 hoPe you don’t intend to insinuate
snything against my moral character !* .
«av', I shall, though,” rojoiped Colter, “ if you undertake to bid at your
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dwn anction. It’s quite enough to palm off a free woman upon this
respecta,blc company, without turning lmfr-bidder at the sale!”

“One hundred dollars is offered, gentlemeon—one hundred dollars 1”
repeated the auctioneer; but there was no further bid.

'he little squint-cyed baby-broker, who lad watched the whole pro-
ceeding with keen interest, as if here might be a chance for him to turn
an honest penny, once opened his mouth, as if going to bid; but at a
look from Colter, he shul it as_suddenly u}) as if’ his tongue had been
pricked with a bowic-knife; and I think Colter showed him tho handle
of one from under his vest. At all events, the apparently intended bid
died away inaudible.

“As gentlemen don’t seem inclinved 1o purchase,” said Mr. Grip
Curtis, stepping forward to the auctioncer’s side, “ 1 withdraw this wo-
man from the sale.” . .

These words filled me with lively alarm; but Colter's practice, I
found, had made himn a matceh for any Yankee of the lot. He (x)p‘ly
produced the advertisement, closing with these words, “ To be sold with-
ot reserve,” and insisted that the sale should go on. In this, the com-
pany and the auctionecr sustained him: and as no other bids were
made, presently the anctioneer’s hammer fell. “ Sold,” he said, “for
one hundred dollars, 1o Mr, P

_“ Cash,” answered Colter, handing out one of the very hundred dollar
bills which he had won a few weeks before from the Boston cotton-
broker. “Makoe out a receipted bill of this Boston man’s claim to this
woman, as sold to Mr. Arclier Moore, of London.”

The hill was speedily made out, and, in spite_of a certain degree of
dissatisfaction vigible meanwhile even through the solemn stolidity of
the forled Bostonian, Colter motioning to Cassy to come with us, to
whicli she responded with all alacrity, and we three left the sale-room
togethor ; but not before the laughing and good-natured auctioneer had
another woman on the auction-block, a lady’s maid of sixteen, raised in
a good Maryland family, warranted intact, and title unquestionable,
upon whom he solicited a generous bid.

I shall not undertake to describe the scene between myself and Caasy,
whon she came to recognise in e, as she speedily did, her ]ong-losf
husband. Her joy at the mecting was no less exalted than ine; but
her suprise was greatly diminished by a confident expectation which, it
soemctl, she had all along entertained, and which had formed with her a
sottled article of belief—the hope of sanguine souls casily transforming
itself 1to faith—that sooner or later she should certainly again find me.
And so, like a true wife and lover, she had kept, in all this long absence,
the best place in her heart einpty, swept, and %l«mlshe(.i, and waiting to
receive me; and now she clasped me to it, rather as him whose return
from a long wandering she had day by day and ni[;ht. by night patiently
expected and waited for, than as one irretrievably lost, and unexpect-
ed g, however welcomely, found. A

, tie of love, and natural bond of marriage, union of hearts, which
laws and priestly benedictions may sanction 1f they choose, but cannot
make; so_neither can time, nor separation, nor prosperity, nor suffer-
ing, nor all that unbridled power may inflict, or helplessness submit to,
nor aught save death, nor death itself, undo thee !
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CHAPTER LVI.

THE new mistress—into whose hands, by tho humane interference of
Mr. Colter, Cassy bad passed from the slave-pen of those pious and
respeclable gentlemen, Gouge and MeGrab—was, as 1 knew already,
from Colter’s account of the matter, the newly-marricd New Engl:m(i
wife of Mr. "Thomas, a Mississippi cottun-planter,

Born on s little New Hampshire farm, the child of poor parents, but,
like so miany other New England girls, anxious to do something for
herself, the new Mrs. Thomas, when she first becaine acquainted with her
future husband, had been employed as one of the teachiers at a fashion-
able boarding-scbool, at which ho had placed, for their education, tvwo
young daughters of his by a former wife.

The current iden in New England of a southern cotton-planter is
very much that whic!y prevails, or used to prevail, in Great Britain of &
‘West Indian. He is imagined to be a fine, bold, dashing young fellow,
elegant and accomplished, amiable and charming, with plenty of money
and nothing to do but to amuse himself and his friends—an 1dea forme
from a few specimens to be seen at walering-places, who, for the sake of
dashing away for a fow weeks at the north, run after by all the young
women, and old ones too, with marriageable daughters on their hands,
and stared at by all the grecnhorns—are willing to starve, pinch, and be
dunned at home, with now and then a visit from the sherifl, for all the
rest of the year.

The young Mrs. Thomas that was to be, as yet Miss Jemima Devens,
delighted at the idea of having captivated asouthern planter, and of

ing suddenl‘y from poverty to riches, hastened 10 accept the otler of

heart and _fortune, which Mr, Thomas made her after a week’s

acquaintance, in the course of which they had met three times. Un-
fortunalcely, she did not stop to consider that, southern planter or not,
Mpr, Thomas was old enough to be her father, had a vulgar, stupid,
sleepy look, could not speak English grammatically, and was an cenor-
mous consumer of tobacco and brandy; his affection, even during his
courtship, divided pretty equally, to all appearances, hetween chewing,
smoking, mint juleps, and Miss Devens, notwithstanding his frequent
protestations that he cared for nothing in the world but her.

That he was really in love with ler, so fur as it was possible for such,
an oyster to be in love, was no doubt true; and for a young lady without
connections or money, dependent on her own efforts, with no charms or
accomplishments beyond those posscssed by a thousand other compe-
titors, and beginning also to verge to the aze when the sinking into old
maidhood comes to be considered as u possible, however awful contin-
rency,—for such a ﬁoqu lady to be fallen in love with, even though it
be by an oyster in the similitude of a man, is 2 thing not 1o be despised ;

«agnd tho said human oysger having the reputation of being rich, and able

1o support per in idlencss and luxury, what proportion of girls of the age
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and in the position of Miss Devens, whether in New England or Old,
or elsewliere, would refuse to accept him for a husband ?

Miss Devens did confess to some littte misgiving on one point. She had
a great horror of negroes—a natural antipathy, as she thou%l_lit ; though
she did remember, that when a very little girl, they used to gilten her
into good behaviour by threatening to give her away to an old black
woman, the only black person anywhere in the neighbourhood of the
village 1n which she was born, who lived all alone by herself, in a little
hut surrounded by woods, where she sold root beer in the summer-time
to the passers-by, dealt in all sorts of herbs, as to which she was reported
10 be wondrous knowing, and had, besides, at least among the children,
the reputation of beiny a witch.

The idea of going to live upon a plantation where she would have
nohady about lier hardly but black people did stagger her resolution a
little ; till Mr. Thomas reassured her by suggesting how comfortable it
was 1o own one’s own servants, whom onc could make do just as one
pleased, and by the information that there were plenty of lighi-coloured
people among the slaves, and that she should have a maid of her own
as near white as possible—a promise on the strength of which Cassy
liad been bought for her, as already mentioned.

The new Mrs. Thomas had pictured to herself, as her destined fulure
home, an elegant, villa, splendidly furnished, surrounded with beautiful
aud fragrant tropical shrubbery, except the inevitable nuisance of the
negroes,—to which she hoped to accustom herself in time, or for which
she was willing to aceept the orange blossoms as an antidote,—a perfect
southern paradise. Mr. Thomas, 1t is true, good, easy man, had nover

yromised her anything of the sort; buti as young ladies often will, she

add {aken it all for grantod as a malter of course. Judge, then, of her
disappointinent, when, on reaching Mouut Flat,—for that was the
name which Mr. Thomas had gliven 1o his planiation, determined, as he
snd, to stick to the truth, and yet not to he out-done by any of the
Mount Pleasants, Monticellos, and _other high-sounding names of the
neighbourlmod,——gludge of her surprise to find her expected villa in the
shape of four log houses, connected together by a floored and covered
passage, without carpets, paper-hangings, or even plaster, and with roofs
so imperfect that in every heavy storin of rain, every room of the four,
cxcept only that used as her bed-room, was completely afloal. Some
detached log-houscs, at a liftle distance on _either side, served as
additional sleeping-rooms, and others, a little in the rcar, as kitchen
and storehouses ; and still farther back, but still in sight of the principal
mansion, was a_long string of miserable little huts, the town, as they
called it, occupied by the plantation slaves. As to shrubbery, there were
no enclosures at_all about the house, except one, half decayed, of what
seemed to have been intended as a garden, but which was now quite
grown up with weeds and bushes. The hogs, the mules, a few half-starved
cows, and @ whole bevy of naked negro childreu, ranged freely about
the hiouse ; and though there seemed once to have been some attempts
at shrubbery, that was now all ruined and destroyed. .

The former Mrs. Thomas, belonging, ns she always took pains to let
the company know, 1o one of the first families of Virginia, was in fact a
very notable woman, whose masculine temper and active spirit had
counterbalanced, so far as domestic affairs were concerned, the dozy
disposition of her husband. By dint of bustling, scolding, and the free:
use of the cowhide, which she wielded with a gr:ﬂ:e and dexterity hardlye
to be attained except by those females who have had the advsntage of a
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thoroughly southern education in the best families, she had contrived to
keep things in tolerable order; but shortly after her death, some six
%ears before, the man whom she had emﬁloyed to keep the garden and

he grounds about the house had been_taken off and placed in the cotton
field, and everything in the house and around it had since been left to
take care of ilself; and with the results that might. have been expected,
there not being in the house a whole piece of furniturc of any descrip-
tion, and the entire aspect of things as untidy, uncomfortable, neglected,
and dilapidated as can well be imagined.

To complete the dismay of Mrs. Thomas, and what gave a good deal
of a shock to her New England ideas, among the black children whom
she found running and romping in {ront of the house al the moment of
her arrival—the whole group having, in fact, assembled 0 welcome horhe
master and the new mistress—were quite a number of boys and girls
eight or ten years old, naked as they were born, or with only some m;i;
ment of a tattered and filthy shirt hanging about them, begrimed wit:
dirt, and shouting and chattering, ns she said to Cassy, like so many
imps of the evil one himself,

ut within the house a still mone disagreeable reception awaited her.
She found the keys and the general direction of alfairs under the
management of a tall, portly, middle-u,s:cd black woman, commonly
called aunt Emma, of formidable size aund strength, who, haviug been a
favourite upper servant, and sort of Erime minister, of the late Mrs.
Thomas, had succoeded, on her death, to the general control of the
household. In the kitchen ruled supreme aunt Dinah, another big
black woman, whose face plainly enon§h batrayed the irritability of her
temper, stimulated froin time to time by pretty free draughts of whisky.
Tt is not necessary to mention the other servants, who were in complete
subordination to those two, but all of whom, with aunts Kmma and
Dinah ut their head, it soon appeared, were parties 10 a conspiracy toset
at nought the authority of the new Mrs. Thowus, and to wake her a
mere cipher in her own house.

By sote means or other, probably from one of Mr. Thomas’s daughters,
whom the new-married pair had brought home with them, they soon

t hold of the information that the new mistress was nothing but the

aughter of a poor mau, who worked for his living with his own hands,
and herself only a_ poor sclivolma’am ; nor could u contempt wore
sovereign of such humble, plebeian, pitiful origin be evinced by the
daintiest female aristocrat that ever wore white kid slippers, than by
the black housckeeper and the black cook. .

“Pretty times these, indeed! very fine times, cerlainly !” exclaimed
aunt Emma, with a most ominous shake of the head, and imitating with

eal exactness the tone, manner, and words of her deceased mistress

e first Mrs. Thomas, whose representative and successor she seem
to consider herself to be, and equally hound to look out for the honour
of the family,— fine times these, aunt Dinah ! that you and I, raised
in one of the first families of Virginia, should have one of these good-for-
nothing, no account, poor folks put over our heads,—and a Yaukeo too !
O, aunt Dinah, who would a-thought it, that two quality niggers like
you and I, raised in one of the first families of Virginia, and always
acoustomed to decent society, should have to take up with a Yankee
mistress? What in heavens and earth could possess poor Massa Tho
that, having once had such a wife as old mistress was, belonging to one of

~the first families of Virginia, he must needs go and bring home this litile
Yankge npbody, to dxslfrwe us and him too ¥ Such was onc of a great
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number of similar outbursts, which Cassy, and indeed Mrs. Thomas
herself, could hardly fail to overhear, since the discontented housekeeper
made very little privacy of her griefs.

So far, indeed, did she carry it, that when the new Mrs. Thomas, after
being in the house for three or four weeks, intimated to aunt, Emma her
inlention to assume in person the position of housekeeper, and called
upon her to give up the keys, she snapped her fingers with significant
conternpt in the face of her new mistress, and absolutely refused. Her old
mistress—no poor body but born of one the first families of Virginin—had
brought her into Massa Thomas’s family, and had made her house-
keeper, and on_her death-bed had made her Lusband promise that he
would never sell her, but that she always should be housckeeper ; and
housekeeper she meant to he in spite of all the Yankeo women and poor
white folks in creation.

Missis might be content to manage those servants she had brought in
hersell. She had brought in one. to be sure, though, according to all
accounts, poor dear Massa, Thomas had to bay her with his own money,
and to pay a pretly round price, too. Bul what right had she 10 come
in and undertake to domineer over old mistress’s servants?  And here
aunt. Ennna burst out into a loud laugh, partly in defiance, and partly in
derision, at heing called upon to give up the keys by such a poverty-
stricken Yankee interloper,--she,—so she wound up, folding her arms,
and drawing herself up to her full height, exactly as the late Mrs.
Thomas used to do,-—she who had been raised i one of the first
families in Virginia! But aunt Emma soon sunk down frowr this high
pitch, subsiding into a flood of 1ears at the thought, as she expressed 1
of what poor denr, dead mistress would say, she, born in one of the fi
families of Virgima, who hated a Yankee as she did a toad or a snake,
always speaking of them as i fact no better than a set of free niggers, .
—an opinion in which aunt Emma seomed very cordially to join,~—to
(l-nm(l;( b:l‘ck, and find her turned out, and the keys in the handsof a

ankee !

There is nothing like a strong will, and by virtue of it the slave may
sometimes usurp the place of the master, The new Mrs. Thomas made
rrievous complants 10 her husband, insisting that aunt Emma should
he whipped and sent into the field. But the good-natured, casy old
gentleman was 0 accustomed to he himself managed by her, and sq
tickled at the idea of auni Emma’s contompt for the Yankees, which he
himself more than half shared, that he showed a strong disposition to
take her part; nor was it till afier a six months’ sh_'ugigle, and a long
«eries of curtain lectures, in which partienlar the wife had the advan-
tage of the housekeeper, that shoe finally sucoceded in getting possession
of the keys, and aunt Emina fairly out of the house. She insisted very
strenuously upon having her sent down the river and sold ; or at least
that she should be set 1o work in the field, and espceially that she
should have a sound ﬂﬁgmg for her insolence ; but Mr. Thomas would
consent to neither. Mrs. Thomas was welcome to flog aunt Emma
as much as she pleased. The late Mrs. Thomas did sometimes use the
cowskin on her, he believed ; but during the six years that she had been
housekeeper for him, he never had had oceasion to do it, and he shouldn’t
begin now. The most he could be persuaded to do, was to put her out
of Mrs, Thomas’s sight, by Liring her out somewhere in the neighbour-

,—poor Mrs. Thomas complaining, in a sort of prophetic spiri
that he wanted to kcop her near by, when she, Ris poor wife, was dead .
and gone, as she soon should be, to have her for his housekeeper again,
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But, though the black housekeeper was thus at last got rid of, the
black cgok proved a more formidable enewny. Aunt Dinah’s skill in
cookery was by no means contemptible, and Mr. Thomas, who was some-
thing of an epicure, had become so accustomed to her particular dishes,
that nobody else could suit him. All poor Mrs. Thomas’s efforts to dis-
lodge aunt Dinah from the kitchen proved, in consequence, unavailing.
She had nothing to do,—s0 Mr. Thomas told her,—but to keep out of
the kitchen, a.ng let aunt Dinah alone. But that Mrs. Thomas could
not do. She had a great passion for bustling, managing, meddling, fret-
ting, and scolding, and scarcely a day passed without an encounter
between her and aunt Dinal, whom she accused, not altogether with-
out reason, of not having the slightest idea either of order or neatuess,
—accusutions which aunt Dinah was accustomed to retort by a sort of
growling observations to herself, that poor folks conldn’t be expected to
understand or duly value the kitchen management of quality cooks.

So far did this feud go, that Mrs. Thomas declared at last her appre-
hension of being poisoned, and for some months wonld eat nothing ex-
cept what Cassy prepared for her with her own hands; though whether
it was aunt Dinah’s dirt, or something more fatal, that she dreaded,
Cassy conld never clearly make out. .

In the midst of all these tribulations, which, as she complaincd, were
wearing her out by inches, and bringing her fast to the grave, aggra-
vating the foever snd ague by which she constantly suffered, poor Mrs.
Thomas had no confidant or consoler except only Cassy. The nearest
neighbours were three or four miles off, The ladies of these establish-
ments—where there were any, for several of the neighbouring planters
preferred a slave housckeeper to a white wife —were from Virginia
and Kentucky, holding Yankees in almost as much contempt as aunt
Dinah did—a prejudice which Mrs. Thomas had too little force of cha~
racter, or power of making herself either useful or agreeable, to be able
to overcome. Iler husband was pretty poor mmpa.n{ at best. How-
ever it might have been in the days of his courtship, his wife hard Jong
since ceased to compete, in his affections, with his more favourite cigar,
mint julep, and chaw of tobacco; and to get rid, as he said, of her eter-
nal complaints about nothing, he kept out of her way as much as pos-
sible. Her step-daughter, a girl of fourteen, seemed to be in the con-

iracy with aunt Dinah against her, as were the washer-woman, seam-
:&em, and all the rest of the house-servants: and such was the state of
nervous uneasiness in which they kept her, breaking out occasionally
into exhibitions by no means very lovely, that she expressed one day 1o
Cassy her apprehensions, lest these ugly black creatures would not only
be the destruction of her health and good looks, which suffered a good
deal under the effects of the ague, but the ruin of her soul also. She:
ivn.s sure that living on a plantation was no place to fit folks for

caven.

Cassy was impressed with a strong fecling of gratitude towards hor
unfortunate mistress. She greatly pitied, as well the infirmities of her
temper, soured by sickness and dxsa;:fomtment, and failure in every-
thing, s the miseruble loneliness and substantial state of slavery into
which she had sold herself; a state all the more disagreeable to her
naturally busy and bustling temperament, since the post assigned her
seemed to be, though beuaring the name of mistress, to do nothing and
to be nobody. Excrting herself by every means to calm, comfort, and
divert her—an office for which she was well fitted by her own uniform,
sweet, and sunny disposition—Cassy became entirely indispensable to

hl
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her suflering mistross, This placed her in a rather delicate position as
to the other servants, who were inclined to include her in their hostility
and antipathy to Mrs. Thomas, But her sweet temper and friendly
disposition soon overcame all that. Some little favours and judicious
compliments—sinco she always took a decided pleasure in making others
ha,pp{l—securegl for her even the good-will of the formidable aunt
Dinah herself, into whose dominions she was thus able to venture with
an impunity never vouchsafed to the mistress.

Little as there was, any way, of Mrs. Thomas, either of intellect or
heart, this assiduity and good-will on the part: of Cassy, though even she
was not safe from occasional bursts of impaticnce and ill temper, were
by no means thrown away upon her. Finding that Cassy had necver
been taught to read—an accomplishment which none of her former kind
mistresses had thought necessary—she volunteered to teach her,and her
little boy also ; and she persevered in it, notwithstanding the occasional
jocular threats of Mr. Thomas to have her prosecuted under the act
against teaching slaves to read. Indeed, she seemed to take so much
consolation in having at last found something to do, that, besides
teaching Cassy various kinds of needlework, In which she was an
adept, she also gave her lessons on a piano, which Mr. Thomas had
bought at the north, at the time of his marriage, and which came round
by water. Nor was it long before Cassy’s correct car for music made
her L}L‘ greater proficient than her mistress, which, indeed, was not saying
much.

So things passed away during three or four years, till a bilious fever,
which ca.rrieg off Mrs. Thowmas, omx];osed Cassy to new vicissitudes. She
wag no longer needed at Mount Flat, and in hopes to get back the large
sum he had paid for her, Mr. Thomas sent her off with her child to
New Orleans to be sold.

Among the purchasers who there presented themselves was a Mr.
Curtis, as Cassy afterwards learned, o native of Boston, and well con-
nected there. Like many others from the same city, he had come to New
Orleans while still quite young. Afterwards enterin i into business him-
self, and succeeding in 1t, instead of marrying, he had, as is customary
enongh with the northern adventurers in that city, fallen into the
habits of the place, and formed a connection with a handsome, young,
hight-coloured slave, whom he had purchased, and for whom he enter-
tained so stron%efm affection, as to have felt very seriously her recent
death, leaving behind her a little daughter some three or four years
younger than our boy Montgomery. . .

Being of a domestic disposition, and desirous of filling up this break
in his houschold ostablishment, Mr. Curtis, when his grief was a little
assuaged, had beconie a visitant, with that view, of the slave-warchouses;
and Cassy having at once very decidedly struck his_fancy, he made a
purchase of her and of her child. 1 relate all this very coolly; but
imagine, reader, if you can, how I must have felt, when, ignorant of the
event, I first heard the story from Cassy’s own lﬁrs! .

Duly installed in the superintendence of Mr. Curtis’s household,
which at this time was on a small and modest scale, and in the care of
his little daughter, it was not long before Mr. Curtis intimated to her,
in a very dehicato way,—for he was thoroughly amiable, and in every
respect a gentleman,—bis disposition to place the relation between them
on a more intimate footm?. X .

He appeared a good deal surprised, contrasting, it is probable, Cassy’s,
behaviour with his former eaperience, at the cbolness w1th>wb1Jch
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advances were received, and her attempts to seem not to understand
them; but as he prided himself—and not without reason—on his per-
sonal aitractions and winning ways with the women, and was, besides,
s0 much more a man of sentiment than of gmsmon, as to prize the pos-
session of a woman’s heart, however humble, far beyond that of her
person, this only piqued his vanity, and made him the more resolved to
make a conquest of her.

Nor, indeed, when the master condescends to mako love to the slave,
the man of the superior class to the woman of the inferior one, a king
to a subject, a nobleman to a peasant, or even, if he takes the fancy, to the
wife of a citizen, are such conquests In general very difficult. In the case
of the slave woman, however transient the conuection, it still for the
moment elevates her from her own humble level to that of her lover;
and in so doing does more to raise her in her own eyes, and those of
her class, than any conneclion she can possibly form within that class,—
a connection called marriage, perhaps, but only by co ; since it is
not so any more than the other, being, like that other, in the eye of the
law, but a transient cohabitation, creating no rights of any sort, giving
no paternity to the children, and dissoluble not only at the caprice of
the man, but at that also of the master and his ereditors,

That very same pride, in fact, which impels the woman of the su-
ge:mr class to shrink with a horror, which seems to her instinctive,

m any connection with the men of the inferior class, as a degradation
from her own leve. a sentiment not regulated by colour, but by condi-
tion, since a white woman of refinement and education would just as
soon think of marrying a megro as one of your ngwl‘g'-unpo Irish
clod-hoppers, even though he mi%ht be an Apollo in figure, and, when
the dirt was washed off, a perfect Adonis in complexion,—thal same
pride impels the slave woman readily to throw herself into the arms of
any man of the superior class who condescends o honour her with his
nolice; that very desire for a standing in the world which makes the
free woman so coy and reserved, making the slave woman yielding and
easy,—since, looked at merely with that eye of prudence, by which, more
than_ by choice, sentiment, or passion, the conduct ‘of women in this
behalf 1s everywhere reguiated, a left-handed marriage with any man
of the superior rank is every w:‘xly more advantageous than anythin%to
be hoped from any right-handed marriage—even if that were possible,
which it is not~with a person of her own degraded condition.

There wnsﬁindeed, nothing but Cassy’s affection for me—exposed now
to a test such as female constancy, in civilized countries, is seldom tried
by—and a romantic idea which she had taken up that, sooner or later,
we should certainly again find each other, that could have made her

roof aguinst the efforts of Mr. Curtis to win her aflections ; efforts, as

e laughingly told her, enough to have made him husband of half the
white girls in New Orleans or Boston either. o

Besides being & man of sentiment, of a delicacy not to be extinguished
even by a residence in an atmoeghere so corrupt as that of New Or-
leans, Mr. Curtis had also a good deal of romancein his composition.
He could not but applaud a constancy and tenderness of which he de-
sired himself to become the object; but he begged Cassy not to throw
away her youth and her charms in an unavailing widowhood—since the
separation between her and me was in all respects equivalent to death—
nor, out of a mere fancy, to persist in refusing a position for herself and
her child the best that she could hope; since he promised, in fact, to
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reward her compliance by a gift of {reedom, in due time, to herself and

the boy. e .
If s{e had any reTgnance or dislike to him, he would not push the
matter; but ought she, oul of a mere fanciful caprice, to re this

gratification to him, and provision for herself? .

Finding that she was a Methodist, he even promised to call in a mi-
nister of that persuasion to consecrate their union, if she had scruples
on that score ; and he strongly advised her to ask the counsel of the one
at whose chapel she us_unlli attended. .

Though the Methodists hold that a marriage between two slaves, cele-
brated by one of their ministers, is, in the eye_of God, every way com-

lete and binding on tho .parties—who, according to Methodist ideas,
Enve souls to be saved as well as white peoplo—yet, notwithstanding the
famous text, “ Whom God hath joined together let not man put asun-
der,” thoy have been obliged, in thg slave states of America, to concede
the supremacy of man; and 1o admit that Kurtles separated by the com-
mand _of a master, or the operation of the slave-trade, may rightly
enough marry again, even though they know their former partners to
be living. They cxcuse this by saying, that they do it of necessity;
since the people, having little tasto for celibacy, will form new con-
nections : and they may as well sanction what 1e1y: cannot help; the
same excuxe which they give for allowing their church members to
hold slaves—the pious brethren will do it whether or mno; a policy, in
both cases, secming to look rather to the numbers than to the purity of
the church, and, perhaps, partaking something more of the wisdom of
the serpent than of the harmlessness of the dove. But upon this high
point of ccclesiastical policy I shall not venture to express a decided
opiunion,

The Methodist olergyman, whom Cassy consulted on this occasion,
strongly urged her to accept of Mr. Curtis’s ofters, which Le assured her
she might do—considering all the circumstances of the case—with a
perfectly safe conscience, especially if he was called in to consecrate this
new connection, which would thus become a perfect marriage in theeye
of Heaven, however human laws might not so regard it.

Bat spite of the urgency of Mr. Curis, and the advice of the minister,
still, every time that she pressed our hoy to her bosom, the image of her
lost husband rose up before her, and something said in her heart, He
lives! he loves you ! do not give him up!

So things weni on for a year or more, Mr. Curtis still patiently wait-
ing the effects of time and perseverance, when he was seized by a violent
attack of yellow fover, which brotgﬁ?t him to death’s door, and from
which he recovered only after a ous and protracted convalescence.
14 was now Cassy’s turn to show her sense of the kindness and delicacy

" with which she had been treated, and of the favour with which her
master had regarded her. Night and day she was his constant, and
most assiduous nurse ; and the physicians, of whom, at different times,
three or four had been called in, all agreed that it was nothing but her
tender care—all that a sister, a mother, a wife could have bestowed—to
which he was indebted for his life.

Having heen religiously educated in his childhood, the near prospect
of death and the leisure and solitude of his tedious and painful recovery
served to recallmany ideas which the tumult of business th(;fmety of
ﬁout. the gross, sensual, wprlg‘liy atmosphere in which he had so long

ved, well-nigh extinguisked, It was plain, u%doed, that Mr. Curtis
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rose from his sick bed—whether from the effect of physical or moral
causeg, or of both combined—in many ects an altered man, as if
indoed twenty years or more had suddenly been added to his age: not .
less amiable or genial, but graver, and with thoughts less bent on him-
self : though he could never, at any time, have been accused of being

a sel man.

One of the first things he did, when he was recovered cnough io sit
ug, was to execute a duplicate deed of manumission for Cassy and her
child, to go into_effect as soon as the law would _allow, she meanwhile
tos:germtend his houschold, recciving a certuin monthly allowance.
He also, as Cassy understood, executed at the same time a deed of manu-
mission of his little daughter Eliza, who still remained under Cassy’s
care, growing up a nice companion and playwate for our little Mont-
gomery.

‘When the children arrived at the proper age, Mr. Curtix had sent
them to New England for an education ; first Montgomery, and after-
wards Eliza, who was sent on to the care of Mr. Curtis’s brother
Agrippa, and placed by him, at Boston, in a select, fashionable, aristo-
cratic female school.

Montgomery, having spent two or three years at a New Englind
academy, had been afterwards placed m1 a counting-house in New
York, and had _lately, through the patronage of his kind benefactor,
been estublished there in a business for himself connected with the New
Orleans trade.

Cassy’s mo_nthlly; allowance in the way of wages having, in the course
years, and with the addition of interest, which Mr. Curtis scrupulously
allowed her, accumulated to a considerable sum, he had lately invested
it for her in the purchase of a small house and garden, in the suburbs
of the city, to w ich}—as Mr. Curtis contemplated travelling at the
north and in Europe for his health—she had some time before removed.

Everything thus, she said, had gone well with her, 4= 1{ she had been
a chosen favourite of Providence; except, indeed, the long-deferred
fulfilment of her still cherished hope of again finding me. But this long
course of singular prosperity had at length been suddenly and most
frightfully overcast. . .

_ News came that Mr. Curtis, while on his way to Doslon, in ascend-
ing the Ohio river, had been seriously injured by the bursting of a
boiler; and this was followed, not long after, by information of his
death. 'When this oceurred, which was ouly a_few weeks previous,
Montgomery was employed in his business at New York, and Eliza
was still al school at Boston, She was a beautiful and clegant girl;
her liquid dark eyes, long black lair, and brunette complexion, in
strung contrast to the prevailing type of beauty in those regions in
which light hair, light eyes, and blond complexions so generally pre- *
dominate. She had, besides, a grace and elegance of movement very
seldom seen in New England,—where everybody is more or less awk.
ward,—and all the frecdom and vivacity of a bird, without the least
touch either of that blunt, masculine rudencss, or of that embarrassed
self-consciousness which spoils the address of so many of the Boston
women. These, by the way, are Eliza’s criticisms, not mine; and I
shall, therefore, not hold myself answerable for their correctness.

She passed for the only daughter of Mr. Curlis, the rich merchant of
New Orleans, by a Spanish creole wife of his who had died many years
ago; and as the reputation of an heiress was thus added to her personal

* attraclions, you may-be sure that sbe received a great many atientions;
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nor was she without offers even of marriage from some youn igs of
‘the Boston anlstoorwy ; but to these she paid no sort &oattgnsgglf a8
sl;%éa:ud Montgomery had been promised to each other from early ohild-

On receﬁvin% information of the accident to his brother, Mr. Agrippa
Curtis had set off for Pittsburg, where he was; and in three or four
weeks he returned with the news of his brother’s death,

While mourning with all the energetic Erief natural to her age and
onﬁn over this sad news, Eliza found herself strangely n:gleected
by her Iate fond school companious, not one of whom came near her;
and while she was wondering what the matter could be, she received a
note from the teacher, with the information that he could not allow her
in his_school any longer. It seems that a report had suddenly spread,
that Eliza had African blood in her veins; that she was not Mr.
Curtis’s lawful child, nor his heir, but only the daughter of a slave
woman,

Most fierco was the inc!.i%nation expressed by the mothers of Eliza’s
school companions, especially by the da.u&hter of a drunken tallow-
chandler, who had ‘married in her youth the keeper of a small grocery
and f_rog-sha(ﬁ), but whose husband, ham gone into the business of
distilling, had acquired a great fortune, had bought a house in Beacon-
street, and being, like his wife, of a pushing and aspiring disposition, -
had, ﬁy'u libe ent)lquxture of money, Maced her at the head of the
fashion in Boston. 'This aristocratic lady thought it a most scandalous
shame,—and she found many sympathizers,—~that people of good fami
should be so shockingly impos uxion, as to have such a colou
trollop insinuated into the same school with their well-born daughters.
‘Wasn’t there a school down in Belknap-street especia.llﬁnban ed for.
coloured folks, and why hadn’t she been sent there P is sketch'of
this Mrs. Highflyer,—for that was the name of this fashionable Boston;
la.d{,—[ must also credit to E]iq:}lwho, to confess the truth, was a
deal of a rogue and a mimic, with an eye to the ridiculous, and a ttle
tendency to caricature.

Nolﬁ;iy seemed {0 sympathize more oomplet:}{ with Mrs. Highflyer
than MI” Agrippa Curtis himself, thou&h he had known perfectiv well
Eliza’s origin from the beginning, and had been himself the lperson to
introduce her into Boston society, and the fashionable school she had.
attended. His relation to his deceased brother, of whose property he
gave himself out as the heir, made it improper for him, he said,-to
express himself freely as to hig singular conduct, in the introduction
into the fushionable society and respectable families of Boston of such a
‘low person ; though, in fm& his brother was a strange, unaccountable
man in many respec’mha.n to him quite unfathomable. But he did:
not hesitate to express himself in the most decided terms to poor Eliza,
when she called upon him for protection and advice, going so far ag
act to order her out of his house, as a vile cheat and impostor,

The keeper of the fashionable boarding-house where she ed was
prompt to imitate these aristocratic examples; in fact, the boarders
themselves were all up in arms, especially the women,—for the men did
not seem to have so much objection to her,—~threatening to leave if she
were not turned out; and the poor ) might, perhaps, have been
obliged to sleep in the street, had not a little milliner, to whom she had
formerly shown some kindnesses, taken her home, even at the risk of
offending all her fashionable customers. < »

She wrote at once to Montgome;y, at New YPork, who cgme gn im=
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mediately to her assistance. Happening to meet Mr. Agrippa Curtis in
Smto-meet,nbautthgnmeof'_cﬁxm,heexpr to him, in
pretty Blam terms, his sense of conduct. That gentleman—he
msed r such in hoston, notwithstanding a prevailng rumour that
mercantile firm of Curtis, Sawin, Byrne, and Co., 1o which he be-
lom had laid the foundation of their fortune by an underhand con-
n with the Brazilian slave-trade—retorted, in great dudgeon, that
not to be lectured by any cursed runaway nigger, tho son of
; & polite allusion to Montgomery’s descent, a circumstance
with which ﬁ‘; Grip Curtis bad become well acquainted in visite to
bis brother at New Orleans. Montgomery replied bﬂakpochng the
own on the spoty and one of the bystanders having the good
nsture to hand him & stick,—for Mr, Agnﬁpa, Curtis, though highly
reapectable, was not very popular,—as the fellow rose up, my boy pro-
oeeded to 'Slve him a severc caning, lo the great apparent satisfaction of
at least half of the assenubled merchauts, some of whom made a ring
around them, in order, as they said, to have fair play; perhaps, too, for
the hetter chance of enjoix_ng Mr. Grip’s capers and contortions, which,
a8 Montgomery wrote to his mother, were lughly ridiculous.

Mr. Aggﬁpa Curtis immediately madea complaint at the police court,
before which Montgomery was had up and fined iwenty dollars, He
also commenced a private suit, laying his damages at ten thousand dol-

.in hopes to prevent Mmtgomen‘:}s getting bail; in which, however,
he did not succeea. .

As Montgomery, 50 soon as he had got bail in Mr. Grip Curlis’s suit,
ms_pre};:;mg to hkp Eliza with himn to New York, & letier to her
arrived from a Mr, Gilmore, & lawyer in New Orleans, who had all along
been the confidential adviser and law agent of Mr, Curtis, informing her
of Mr. Curtis’s death, and that certan business affairs indispensabl

j‘zgquired her immediate presonce at New Orleans, and enclosing a drul{
pay her passage and vxpenses. Om reaching Now York a sinnlar lot-
ter was found there for Montgomery. Neither of the young people had
won to imnagino that these letters were not writien in perfect good
They knew Mr. (iilmore as a portly, round-faced, smilipg, bene-
volent-looking, white-haired, oldish gentleman, of whom M®. James
rtis thought very highly; and as thoy had abuundant reasons for sup-
posing that he had o some provision_for them by will, it secmed
rensonable enough ihat their presence at New Orleans might be neces-
sary. But some business arrangements required Mon omor{’s previou.
.attention, and sending on Bliza by packet, he pro; to follow himself
s 800n a8 he could.

Arriving safoly at New Orleans much about the same time that I did
El!lzd had_gone directly to Cassy’s house, who, in a day or two, had
wal

é

od on Mr. Gilmore to inform him of her arrival. The dec Mr.
Curtis had several times assured Cassy, and pariicnlarly just before he
left Noew Orleans the last time, that he had in his will remembered her
snd Montgqme? and had provided handsomely for Eliza. She made
some inquiries of ’Mr Gilmore on this subject ; but the lawyer answered
her evanively, telling hor that it would be nocessary for Eliza to call at
hlsll‘x:“” nit; a %ertta‘nhpdhouz th: next day. od 3 sleen
he went; bu not return. passed a sleepluss night of
anxiety and alarm, and was preparing the next momin¥ to go to M,
Gilmore’s in pursuil of her, when, by the hand of a black boy, she
received a little crumpled note from Eliza, written, apparently in
haste, with a pencil oia blank leaf torn from some book, stating that she
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was held as prisuner in Mr. Gilmore’s house, as lus <lave, bought, as he
. X use, | ave 1 gh

pl'tgtendedi of Mr. ATP (L'ums1 who had just arri

olaiming the entire in ermnee of his brother’s property, and herself as
apart of it! Cassy was horror-struck at this terrible news; but while
sho wus considering whom_to apply to, and what could he done, Mr.
Agrippa Curtis, accompanied by his Boston lawyer, by Mr.

and two or three black sorvants, entered her house, claiming to take
possession of that and her, as his property; and it was as a sequel fo
this scizuro that she had been exposed for saloin the auction-room whera'
I had so providentially found her, and but for which, spite of her Pro-
testations to claims of freedom,—whioch she had nomeans to substantiate,
since the very person in whose hands her free-papers had proved
traitor and kidnapper,—she would doubtless have beon sold iuto some
new bondage. . .

Such was the story of which, at our first interview, Cassy gave me a,
brief and hasty outline, the particulars of which I afte: learnt
more at length., |
. Th‘?v:inlg ‘God, T pressed her to my heart onco more,~my own, my own

rue wife !

But my boy, my son, and her whom Cassy claimed and wept for as
her dear, dear daughter,—what should be doue for Eliza and Montgo-
mery, tho one alrendy betrayed K and entrapped, the other in great
danger to be so? b . ’

Again I called Colter into our cou_noih'gd again 1 found him pro;
to sympathize, and ready to act; quite delighted, indeed, as he said,
help m counfer-working these’ two Yankee scoundrels, who bad no
doubt conspired together to destroy Mr. Curtis’s will, and to divide the
estute between them ; seeking to reduce Cassy and Eliza, and gro
Montgomery 100, to slavery, not so much for the sake of what they
would sell for,~he didn’t suppose that even these cursed skinflint .
kidnappers, mean opmion as he had of Yankees geucrally, from what he*
bad seen of them at the south, were quite mean enough for that,—bus
because that would be the most convenient way to dispose of them ; for
if allowed to retain their froedom, they might yet make trouble, espe-
:mlly i® some unexpected duphoeate of the will should ever happen to

urn up. .

As tg Montgomery, indeod, it scemed that Mr. Grip Curtis had &
special grudge agunst lum. In fact, a3 we afterw heard, he bad
bought, immediwately after his arrival at New Orleans, an immense ogw-
hide, in order, when the young man was once in his power, and seourely
tied up, to tako satisfactory revenge upon him for his State-strest

beutin, [
Witg respect to Eliza, it afterwards turned out, that the verﬁ respeot-

able and prous Mr. Gilnore had been o caplivated ab first sight byom

personal charms and Boston accomplishments, as to have come ab

to the conclusion 1o appropriate her and them to his own use, undeg' -

pretence of ownership, and by the rights which the law %vu )

master. I say pious Mr. Gilwore, for during a visit to New York s

two or three years before, he had been converted to Unitarian C

nity by the preaching of that same eloguent Dr. Dewey, whose pa

zoal T have already Liad g sasion to refer to; and he had since exerted

himself with so much zeal to get up a Unitarian society ab NewOrloans,

as to have acquired the n_l{mame‘ of the Deacon, by which he wis gene-

rally known among his lighter-minded acquaintances, e

Q2

0
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CHAPTER LVIL

" ON Mr, Colter's suggostion, and in order to have the assistance of the
1uw, if we could gel any from that quarler, I proceeded with lum to
ask the advice of an eminent counsellor,

‘With respect to Cassy, as 1 had bought up Mr. Grip Curtis’s pre-
tended clmm to her, she scemed safe enough ; especially as, by the law of
Louisiana, more humane and reasonable in this particular than that
of any other slave-state, a master, after allowing his slave to live as free
for ten years, even without any formal emancipation, cannot after that
renew his claim of ownership ; and it wonld not be diﬁjcult {oprove that
Cassy had for more than ten years past been recognised as free by the
deceased Mr. Curtis. #But case ‘of Eliza, and_especially of Mont-
gomery, appeared 1 be surrdhded by many legal difliculties.

No one in Louisiana, as appeared by an extract which the lawyer rcad
to us from the Code Noir, or Slave Code, can emancipate a slave, except
b al act of the logislature, unless that slave has attained the age of
i cg’em'a, and hes behaved well for ab least four years preceding his
emanoipation. Nor, according to the decision of the courts, are any
emancipations, in case of slaves under thirty, to be established by the
mere allowance of freedom. By another provision of the same code,

dren born of a mother then in a state o sla.vm&y follow the condition
their mother, and are consequently slaves, an ’belong to the master
the mother; or as the civil code of Louisiana expresses it, “the chil-
dren of slaves and the ﬂounlx of animals belong to the proprietqr of the
mother of them by right of accession.” Such unquestionably was the
fact as to both Montgomery and Eliza; indeed it was by purchase as a
slave that Montgomery ori ly come into the possession of the
Goceased Mr. Curtis; and as neither he nor Eliza were yet thirty years
uge, nor near it, it did not geem possible that Mr, Curtis could have
executed in their behalf any valid act of emancipation. They, therefore,
remained a part of his estate; and in default of any testamentary pro-
vision, thoy passed to Mr. Agrippa Curtis, who, ag his only brother, his
father and mother being dead, was his sole heir. There was, indeed, a
provision by which slaves under thirty years of age might be emanci-
ted, provided the owner, upon explaining his motives for it to the
udge of the parish and the police jury, could obtain the assent of the
udge, and of three~-fourths of the jury, to the sufficiency of those motives;

t a8 this could only be done in caso of slaves born in the state, even i
Mr. Curtis had taken advantage of it in Eliza’s case, it could not have
afforded any benefit to Montgomery.

The law of Louisiana, following the civil law, from which it is mainly
derived, and more humane in this respect than the English common law,
which prevails in the rest of the states, in cusoa father, by acts or words,
recognises and wknowlegsu as such children of his born out of wedlock,
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gives to them, under the neme of “natural children,” a claim upon him
or sustenance, support, and education in some means of earning a
livelihood. But on the other hand, the right of a person, having lnwgul
relations, to dispose of his property bly ift, either &uring is life or after
his death, is very much restricted. In England, and in all the United
States exce%t Lomsmm? 8 man may Ewe or will his property to whor

e pleases; but there, if he have lawful children, he can give or wﬂ
nothing to his naturaf children, thouﬁljl acknowledged to be such, beyond
& bare suhsistence; and though he have no .law‘ful children, yet ifgo
havo rpa.rents, brothors, or sisters, he cannot alienate bir gift or will above
one-fourth of his property at the utmost; the palpable object of which
departure from the civil and Spanish law formerly in foroe is to prevent
the mixed race from acquiring property by inheritance through paternal
affection; while the provision restricting emancipation is evidently
intended to keep ax many of them as possible 1n the condition of

slavery.

It might be, the lawyer told us, that Mr. Curtis, in sending the two
children to a free state, had in so doing made them free; and perhaps
that was one of his objects in sending them. Had they remained af
the north, they could not have been reclaimed; but it was not yet a
sottled question, whether, by returning back to ]ﬂouisia.na, they did not
roveri to slavery. The Suprewne Court of that etate had, indeed, onge
decided, as had been done in several other of the slave-states, that o
slave once carried or sent into a free state hecame free beyond all power
of reclumation ; but that decision was made under the influence of old-
fashioned ideas, which were fast passing into oblivion ; and whether the
present court would stick to that opinion was more than he could ven-
ture to say. =

As possession was nine points of the law, and in all questions relating
to slavery, as the lawyer facetiously added, very nearly len points; Mg
Gilmore, in having Kliza in his hands, had decidedly the advantags}
and the ia.wyer informed us, in passing, that he had long known M,
Gilmore as a cunning, deceitful, cheating rogue; very smooth a
plausible, and full of Yankee cant about duty, justice, and religloniim
willingness to do what was right; but who seemed to have very litile
concern for any duty or justice that did not tend to feather his own

nest. )
+ We ought, he told us, if possible, 10 prevent Montgor s falling
into the same tm‘f) In case of any atbtempt to seize him ast'.]::i'qve, em
though he should ullimately sustain his right to freedom, he might
gel into great difficulty. By the Slave Code, according to an extract
that he read, “free people of colour ouﬁht never to insult or strike
white people, nor presume to_conceive themselves equal to the whites:
but ofi the contrary, they ought to yield to them on every occasion, .a
never speak to or answer them but with respect, undor penalty of imh
prisonment, according to the nature of the offence.” ey
Now, the best we could make of it was, that Montgomery was a freg
ooloured 'Berson. In Virginia and Kentucky, in_the fourth descent from
a negro, all tho other ancestors being white, the African taint, inthe
eye of the law, is extinguished; and those thus desconded pass inpo the
mass of white inhabitants, all the rights of whom theg attain, aven
though one of their great-grandathers or great-grandmothers had been
a pure negro. But in several other of the states, and Louisiana amona
them, the African taint never can be got rid of. The most minute an
imperceptible drop of African blood, ﬁ?)weverﬂxluted by the best white
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Blood of thé nation, still suffices to degrade him in whose voins it rung
into the class of the free coloured, who * are not to presumo to conceive
themselves equal to the whites” but who are specully required “to
¢ d to them on every occasion, and never rpeak 1o or answer them
o with respect, under penaity of mmyrisonment.” If, therefore,

tgomery, serzed ns & slave, should, in vindication of his
inres fully to any of the catchpoles, and especially
F

. bein,
I ]i m dmeslmc'-'
nm‘he'vénture tv i the knocking-down process, which he had

on

) “‘}T;“" ( 0

. once tried already on the person of Mr. Grip Curtis, even though we

© shonld succeed in mantaining his right to frecdom, Lo mught still find
Thimsel to very dikagreeable conrequences.

The first thing, thereforo, to be done in Montgomery’s case was, to
prevent his falling into the hands of his claimants. Asio Ehzy, if we
could contrive some way of getting her out of Gilmore’s hands, we
&k&gld 1hen be in a much better pontion tor mamtmmng her clum to

om.

Montgomeory, as it fortunately happened. had written to lus mother
%gst at leaving New Y ork, mentioning, mmong other {hings, the name of

e packet in which he was to sail; and 1lis letter, by the like good
luck, we found 1n the post-oflice on jeavine the lawyer’s oflice,

Colter immediately einployed a boat to proceed down the river, carry-
ing a noto to Montﬁomery gom hys mother.  The passage of 1he packet
from New York h'd been un@isually short.  She was found a few miles
below the city, and uccording to the recommendation in the note, Mont-
gomery immediately left her, and heing set on shore by the Lout, came
‘ap by land ; and late that same ¢vening he arrived at a retired and quet
house in_the suburbs, indicated in the letter, at which Colter had pro-

- oured lodgings for myself and Cassy. .

The precaution we had 1aken was fortunate indeed. Mr, Grip Curlis,
#¢ we afterwards found out, had employed some agent iu New York to

b ontgomery’s movements, and bemq mforined of the vessel in

‘which he came, spon afier Montgomery had left, he boarded hor, with a
gang of assistants, on purpose 1o seize him.
. My som, I have thee too! Snateched from the grasp—saved for the
moment at least, from the already purchasred cowlnde of an infurated
and ve scoundrel, claiming 10 own thee !—Clamnng to own my
son, wy boy, my child !~no longer, as 1 left him, a pratthng infant, hut
now full-grown in figure, features, every youthful grace and manly
beauty, it to compare with anybody’s son.

Never for me can the high ecstasy agaiu be cqualled of hat moment
in which I pressed my long-lost boy 1o my bosom! But for his youth~
ful heart, how chioked with a%nr:iy the pleasure of this, to me ~o joyous
meeting! 'What was it to find even a father, whom, though he had

s oflen of him from his mother, ho had no }Jer.sonal remembrance
of, when &t the same fime he learnt the dreadful situation of Ehza,
his p'laymnte, his girl-friend and confidant, his lover now and promised

.“How the blood mantled into his cheeks! How his dark eyes—his

o m&:r’s,butmthout their downoast mildness—flashed fire at the thought
of danger and distress! It was with much difficulty that we de-
tained him for & moment; and that only by nassurances that Colter
dmu}ly had spies about the_house, so that if Eliza were removed, wo
should be able to trace her. He knew, he said, Mr. Gilmore’s house, and
the adjoining premises, horoughly, Xle knew also the servants in the
ly, having becn, as & boy,a decided favourite of Mr. Gilmore’s black
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housckeeper. IIc would contrive some means to enter the house that
ve‘r)y night, and, at all personal risks, 10 effect Eliza's rescue.

fiho thorough scoundrehism of 3r. Grip Curtss, and lus confederate
Mr Gilmovre, all doubts were now removed. At Monigomery’s last
doparture from New Orleans, a year or 8o before, to establish himself in
business af Now York, the deceased Mr. Curtis liad placod in his handa
a sealed packet, with written directions that 1t should be opened whenever
his will war produced and proved 1n court, or within &iﬂ.y days after
hix death, in cave no will should be produced. 1t did nol appear that
Mr. Curtis entertained any suspicions of the possible ill-fuith of his
brother, or of Mr. Gilmore, or that they would conspire together to
defeut hus infentions, and mmmapprﬁ&riate his property. 1t was only to
guard against accidents that be had taken this precaution.

On opening tlus package, which Monigomery now produced, we
fouud it o contam a duplicate of Mr. Curtis’s will, exocuted m due
form, by wluch he bestowed u&?n Eliza, whom he acknowledged and
uamed int as hi< natural daughter, one-fourth part of hisentire property,
which consisted prineipally in houses in the city of New Orleans, esti-
mated in the will to be worth 1wo hundred thousand dollars. This one-
fourth was all which, by the laws of Lonisiana, he could give; the other
three quariers going to hs brother, who, with Mr. Gilmore, was made
his exeeutor.  But not conten! with even this large inheritance, 1his
unworthy brother had conspired, it seoms, with Mr. Gilmore, not only
to cheat Ins brothers orphan daughter out of her portion, but, by way
of effectually stoppang her mouth, and preventing all recium_a,tnons, to
reduce her to slavery and c«mclﬁ»inn.ge; Gilmore, besides_his part of
her portum, to have her person_alvo for his fhare of the spoils.

The will, after reciting that Mr. Curtis had vainly several times at-
tempted 1o obt in the assenl of the purish judge and threc-fourths of
the pohee jury to the manumission of Fliza, as the law required in case of
slaves under tharty feurs of age (that res)l»:wla.ble body not thinking the
ciremnstance that she was lus only daughter and child a sufficient mo~
tive to Justify it), Hroceedul to stute that he had sent her to be educated
at Boston, with the hiope. mtention, and dewire thereby to make her
freo ; which he declared her 1o be, so far as it was lawful {lm his power
1o make her so, But 1 cnse ibe Jaw should, notwithstanding his
auxiety to divest himself of it, reserve to him and hs estate any property
in, or right to, the <ervices of Bhza until her attaining to thirty years of
age, then, in that case, he devised and bequeathed those services
C°asny——de~cribing lier as g free woman, manumitied .mahnj years sinog
hﬁ'nhmsolf, and since employed as his housekeeper—in lc«gqﬁdenoa
that, as slie had so long acted the part of a mother towards Eliza, she
Wouigl contmue 1o do the same. . .

This was all the mention made of Cassy in the will; nor was ihere
any mention of Montgomery, beyond a declaration of his freedom ; :
from a mmmte. aper, contained in the parscl, it appeared ihat
Curtis had deposited the sum of twenty thousand dollurs with a Londan
bankoer, Payn. le, in case of his death, to Montgomery, for the joint
bonefit of himself and his mother—a contrivance resorted to, apparently,
for defeating the stringont restriotions of the Louisiana law on the
po]:tcir of devising property by will in the case of persons leaving near
rolations. .

The parcel ulso contained an official copy of a formal act of emanci«
pation, exccuted many years ago, in favour of Cassy, before a notary
public; Mr. Gilmore being one of the witnessgs.
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The will wound up with a mosi solemn adjuration to the #wo exccu-
tors to watch sedulously over the welfare of the testator’s daughter,
Hel:’omsrdmns,b; during the confinuance of her minority, they were

0

1o be.

. Whatattention they had paid to this adjuration we have seen. They
, were infamous scoundrels, no doubt. Who questionsit? Yet they had
v1heir temptations. T'wenty-five thousand dollars apicce; to Gilmore
the possession of a beautiful girl ; to Grip Curtis, the gratification of his
furious revenge, as well upon the mother as on the son. And it was
only three persons that they sought to reduce to sluvery. Pray how
, mmuch worse were they than so many other of your northern Gilmores
-and Curtises, who—without any direct and positive temptation at all,
ond the uncertain hope of otfice, or of currying favour with southern
customers—are r to do their best towards the making and keeping
of three millions of slaves; even to tho hunting down and delivering up
.10 the pretended claimanty—without stopping to_inquire whether the
im is any better founded than that sel up by Gilmore and Curtis to

_ Eliza—any panting fugitive, man, woman, or child, who niay take re-
‘ fuge amongs them P Auny man ready to do that—any man who does not
blush at the very thought of it—what is he but a Gilmore and Grip

Curtis in his soul ®

CHAPTER LVIIL

TPoon Bliza! Poor child indeed! FEven at that distance, separated by
the whole length of the city, Montgomery's heart felt the wild beating
of hers, knew that it was er hour of need, und would allow us to detain
him no longer. Rescue her he must and would,

Imagins, you who can, the terror and misery of that young girl, going
trustingly to the house of her father’s friend, and there meeting » man
1ike Mr, Grip Curtis, of whose faithlessness and brutality she had already
had some expericnce in Boston, and being told by him—which state-
nient Mr. Gilmore confirmed—that she was a slave, Mr. Gilmore’s slave,

. 80ld to him by Mr. Grip Curtis, to whom she had come by inheritance
from his brother and her father ! )

5 _“ And, my dear,” said Mr. Gilmore, chucking her familiarly under the

" chin, with the leer of an_old reprobate ashe was, “ that you may fully
cemerehend the precise legal condition in which you stand, just hear
what the law of Louisiana says upon the subject.” Here he took down
a book from a shelf. *I'his, my girl,” he continued, “is the Code Noir,
ot Black Code, of this state, and thus it lays down the law:  The con-
dition of a slave bem%'merely a passive one, his subordination to his
master’—it reads Ass, child, but it means ser too—* is not susceptible of
any modification or restriction, in such a manner that he owes to_his
master, and to all his family, a rw?ect without bounds, and an absolute
obedience; and he is, consequently, to cxecutoe all the orders which
he receives from him, hig said master, or from them.’”
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“The civil code,” so this learned lawyer continued, “ lays it down
much in the same way,” Hero he read from another and a larger book, .
“*A slave is one who is in the power of a master to whom he belongs.
The master mag sell him, dispose of his person, his industry, and his
labour; he can do nothing, mssem nothing, and acquire nothing, bub:
what must belong to his master. That, my girl, ix the law of Louisizha
and under that law you are my slave, I hope you will see the nocessity .
of conforming yourself to your condition and to my wishes, We- mhst.
all submit,” he added, with a snuffle, “to the decrees of Providenee, and
the law of the land.”

Many young ladies in Eliza’s situation would have screamed ; ma.nﬁ
would have gone into hysterics; many would have fainted ; some woul
have gone mad. She did neither. She merely expressed her fixed de-
termination never, by any act or consent of hers, to give the smallest
countenance to anybody’s pretension to make a slave of her. .

Locked ;H» for the night in an attic of the house, the next morning
she persuaded a black girl, who brought her a crust of bread, to take
charge of the note to Cassy, of which mention has been made. Mr. Gil-
more had directed that nothing should be given to her but bread and
water, in hopes to bring down her spirit. Judging others by himself,
the luxurious old villain had imagined that this putting her on sho:
allowance would be the surest way of bringing her to lerms. As there
seemed but little prospect of human deliverance, fallen as she had into
the hands of wolves in she%p’s clothing, it only remained for her to in»
voke the (rod of the fatherless to guard and protect her. During heg
second night’s solitary imprisonment, her dead father secmed to stand -
beside her, and, with the same kind smile so familiar to her memory, to
say, with Dis finger J)omting to the distance, “ Fear not, daughter, a de
liverer comes;” and as her eyes followod in the direction of the finger,
she scemed to sce Montgomery emerging from tho darkmoss, and rushs .
ing towards her with outstreiched arms. In her eflort to rise to meet
him, she awoke and found it but a droam. And yet, how much it con-
soled her! In the failure of realities, how much, indeed, of human hap-
piness has to be found in hopes, wishes, and aspirations embodied into
dreams and visions !

Hitherto she had seen nothing more of Mr. Gilmore, nor of anybody
but the same black gir] who onoe a day brought her bread and water,
and who, though shy of any communication with her, as she seemed to-
be watched from the passage, yet mamiqd to hand her a note from
Cassy, conveyed by Colter’s assistance, bidding her escape from the

“house if she could, telling her where to md assuring her that friends

were watching for her in the neiil}-ll?our L.
About the very hour, on_the third evening of Eliza’s imprisonment,
that Montgomory—whom I followed, not willing to be separated from: |
him, or to trust alone in so hazardous an enterprise—loft our lodgw’
ings to seek her out, Mr. Gilmore, having fortified his courage wit
wine, turned the key of the door, and entered her solitary chambar.
She hiad heard his footstep on the stair, and had propared lo mee
retreating into a corner behind a smail table, which, with a chair and"
an old mattress on the floor, formed the entire furniture of her prison,
As he came directly towards her, she bade him stand off, at the same
time drawing and holding up a small stiletto, which Montgomery, in a
playful mood, had hung around her neck by a gold chain, just as she
was leaving New York, tellicg her that as she was to make the passage
alone {0 New Orleans,she must have some weapon with which to defend
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herself; and, a8 it ed, she had worn it when she went by appoint-

ool 34 tho sght of the iny dagger; but sto ped, drew thoond
) of the tiny r; but stop) ew the only
ir fowards him, :g down uffon it, and bogan to, read her a lecturs,

..one half law and the other half divinity, on the folly and wickedness

_of resistance to legal authority, and the necessity of submission to the

. divine ordinances. Thomas Littlebody, Esq. the distinguished Boston
l:\ggﬁz, or even the Reverend Dr. Dewey himself, could not have done
i T,

He told her that resistance and opposition were as uscless as they
would be sinful and criminal ; that it was in vain to hope assistunce or
relief from any quarter; that Cassy, no better off than herself, had been

. 8old into slavery the day before; an Montgomery, having arrived
“that very evening from New York, was by this time in the hands of
. Mr. Agrippa Curtis, who, having punished him sufficiently for his inso~
lence, mtended to hire him oub to work on a plantation up the Red

“River. She never need cxpect to sce him more.

i At thesc cruel words, the falsehood of which she had no means of
knowing, poor Eliza turned deadly pale, alarmed more for her lover than
herself, and the stiletto was_just dropping from her hand, when Mont-
gomery, pushing open the door, which stood ajar, himself entered the
Y00!

m.

On reaching the strest, hefore Mr. Gilmore’s door, we had found the faith-
-ful Colter on the w-tch. He had obtained Trom the servants a know-
ledge of the room in which Eliza was imprisoned. The whole three of

us, late as it was, on pretence of urgent business with Mr. Gilmore,
gained entrance into the house, and while Colter and myself waited by
the door below to securc an egress, Mantgomery, who knew the house,
Erooeeded directly to the room where Eliza was. As he trod lightly, he
ad approached the door, and pushed it open without sttracting the
attention of Mr. Gilmore, who sat with his back towards it, quite en-
ssed in watching the effeots on poor Eliza of the falseh he was
and of the law and theology which he was endeavouring to
Xﬂress upon her.
As sho saw Montigomery, she utterod a slight scream, and az Mr.
Gilmore turned his heud to see what might be the matter, hefound himself
seized by the throat. Monigomery pitched him head foremost into the
corner where the mattress lay, and tumbling the chair and table upon
him, caught Eliza by the hand, and in the twinkling of an eye, had her
down thestairs, and out at the door. Wefollowed in the rear; the whole
thing being done in the bricfest, most quiet, and most orderiy manner,
and without the slightest noise or confusion.

In half an hour our whole réscued, happy family were united,—Eliza,
Montgomery, OCassy, and myself. But we were gtill in New Orleans ;
and peither in that mt{a’l;gr_ elsewhere in the United States of ‘America,
that Wountry meanly ting to he free, but sunk beneath the dark

of despotism, was there any olive-tree rising above the waters, any
rest to be found for the soles of our feet.
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(HAPTER LIX.

THF very naxt morning, by Colter s assistince, kind and sealous 1o
the Il we aerc on o steamboat bound up the mver, m ahich we
r whed Piitsburg without awcadent or adventure Thence we crossed
the ucuntams 1o balhmore, and hwstening 10 dcw York took passate
i onc of the Liverpool packcts, feehng no securily, mght nor day, till
the sood blue deep waler of the ocean 1t lenaih rolled beneath ns nor
indued hardly then <o long as the wigmhcant «trpe of the Amencan
flag w rved 1bove onr head

W hen we touched the britash <hore we fi1t «afe  Thwmk God thore
1« 1 Jand that mnpartially shelters fumtives alike fromn Duropc m and
from Awmericm tyrinny —Hungﬁn mn exalcs and Amerwcan slaves!

Before lomnvamg Now Orleans Eliza bid executed 11 wer of attorney
to Mr Coltur—to whom the copy «1_Mr Curtiss will (ntrusted to
Mcutgomery wisdelivered —to proccdd under 1t av law fcr the recovary
ol her shiare of her fuher 1nheritance with an agrecment for an cqual
divt 1on 1 tween tham of whatover mzht b gotl

Coloroncountercd 11 the obstacles which the practised (hicanery of
Calm e conld *)l we m s way but hie entered mnto the contest wmath

rct pimt andeed 1t ccmed to have for hon bl the exertcment of the
~imes 1o which he was acenstomed Mo studied the liw lumself, the
bettor to yush it and whethct or not his eapuricnce m lus former pro-
{¢s on was my hedp 1o bim 1 his now one he presa tly made hamself
known s 1 very shrewd wd minann, member of the bar Pursuing
Gilmorc up mmd down, through every jurk and twnmg, to ud m
which we sunt orcasional supplics of moncy, he finally ¢stabbched the
vahdity of the will md ler 2 contest of five vears, romntted to Eliza
her bt of the proceeds having wedl € wned the other lnlf for hunsolf
e o1l contintes to ¢<njoy 1 2ood praciice at the New Orlews bar and
I cven been 1l €d of 16 1 ¢ indidate for Congress, but s nol thought
10 he southern cnough m his of 1nmons

Mr Grip Curtis  whon gunst Montgomery lor asswult and battery,
after himgermg ldons 1 the Boston courts f)irihree or four years, b
Jdist caano on for t-nl Mir Agrippa Curtis had rctamed on his ade
threo or four cclebrited Boston lawyers_and the one who clowd the
case irgued with great cnergy, that the Tmon would certamnly be dis.
solved, ind soadly uprooted from 11s foundations, if the jury did not
visit with signal damages such an mstance of coloured msolence towards
a citizen eviry way so amiable and highly rcspectablc, and such a stanoh
supportcr of the Union as Mr Agrnppa Curlas But all uus grave,
weighly irgument though aided by 1 most flowing oration, full, as the
ncwspapers hd 1t of the most brilhant and beautiful tropes and ﬁguret,
from the jumor counwl, resulied much to theu disaj pomtment, only
m a verdict of twenty five vents dumages which with costs to one quar-~
ter part of {hat amount were duly pmd over to Mr Agrippa Curtis’s
attorney The jury by some fortunate avcident, happen be com-~
posed of very low people, mechanis and others, thcre was only a
:m lc whole<ale merchant upon 1t, and be not (ngaged 1n the southern
rule
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As to Messrs. (Yilmoro and Curtis, they bad a faute common with
those who get their money over the devil’s shoulder. Mr. Curtis seitled
in New Orleans, engaged in b speculations; had at one timo the
reputation of a millionaire ; but farled, carried down Mr. Gilmore with
hmaua.ng a goodly number of his Boston friends, including thg old firm.
of Ourtis, S8awin, Byrue, and Ce. 'The establishment of his” brother’s
will, and the consequent nocessity of disgorging, gave him the fimshing
blow. For severul years he lived a d.m%nwo and rumed man, :.gﬁy
much under the weather-hoard, Some of Gilmore’s trickeries towards
white clients coming to light,—for cheating coloured people, whether
out of their hiberty or their property, hurts no man’s reputation ab
New Orleang,~he lost his practice, and sunk pretty much to Mr. Grip
Curtis’s level.

But within a year or two past, since the pussage of the new fugitive
slave act, by which the American Union has recenily boen saved from
total desiruction, these iwo worthy gentlemen having {urned patriots and
Union-saviours, have quite recovered themselves, Under the firm of
Gilmore and Curtis,~und Mr, Colter writes me that it is privately
whm{ircd that they have a judge as a secrel partner,—thoy have
established themselves at Philadelphia in a general slave-catching and
kidnapping business, Gilmore hins obtaed the appointnent of o slave-
catehing commissioner for the eastern district of Pennsylvania,and Mr.
Grip Curtis that of assistant to a deputy marshal, appointed for <lave
cases exclusively ; wnd, of courso, all three, comissioncer, catchpole, and
judge, play beautifully iuto each niher’s hands.

I'need only add, that Mont%)mer{ follows with profit, at Liverpool,
tho mercantile pursuits to which he had been educated, and that a
family of five bea,uuful and promising children, of which he and Lliza
aro the happy parents, does not afford much countenance to the nou-
sensical glilymo ogical theory that the mixed race is hybrid and sterile
under which cortain American siatesmen arc endeavouring to lin
shelter t the growing inevitable danger by which iheir favourite
system of slavery is {lireatened.

T In vain, Americans, do you seok to make nature a party to your
detestable conspiracy against the rights of humanily, and your own
flesh and blood. In vain do your laws proclaim that the children <hall
follow the condition of the mother. The cluldren of free fathers are
not thus to be cheated of their birthright. Day by day, and hour by
hour, as the ohain becomes weaker, o the disposition and the power 1o
spap it become stronger. Day by day, and hour hy hour, throughout
the civilized world, sympathy diminishes for you, the-oppressors, and
:ﬁmﬁamy inoreases for your oppressed victims, becoming, as they do

y by day, not by a figure of speech merely, or by a pedigree derived
from Adam, but ar s mafter of notorious and coniemporary fact, more
and more your brethren, flesh of your flesh, and blood of your blood.

CaﬁnPyou stand the finger of scorn pointed at you by all the civihized
wor, .

Oan_you stand the still small voioe of conscience, day by day, and
hour hy hour, reechoing in your own hearts those uncomfortable
epithets—slavo-driver, slave-breeder, slave-huuter, dough-fuce?

As to you, graybeards in_iniquity, wath hearts seared, faith blighted,

withered, and love dried up, continue, if you will, you and your
Asran, to bow down to the golden calf that first seduced you!
oIt is your sin, your weskness, your want of faith, that have kept your
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nation wandering this forty years in the wilderness. With imaginations
too dull and gross to raise you to the height of any mental Mount
Pisgah ; incapable to see, even in your mind’s cye, the distant prospect
of god things to come ; longing sccretly in your hearts to return to the
flesh-pots of Egypt; well content to make bricks for the Pharoahs;.
yourselves slaves hardly less than those whom you oppress; co

souls, frightened by tales of giants and lions, it were vain to expect that
you.sixou d over enter the promised land ; cravens, fil only to dic and to
rol in the wilderness! .

But already is coming forward a new generation, to whom justice will
be romething more than a mere empty sound ; something as imperious}
forced upon them by their own sense of right, as by the clamours anﬁ
demands of those who suffer. In vain do your priests and your politi-
cians labour to extinguish, in the minds of the rising gencration, the
idea of any law higher than their own wicked bargains and disgraceful
enactments. When to uphold slavelx it becomes necessary to preach
atheism, we may be certain that the day of its downfall is nigh. This
must surely be the darkness which precedes the dawn ; for what greater
darkness than this is possible ?

To you, then, uncontaminated children, I appeal; and in mine speak
the cries of mxihonp. That which hath been hidden from the wise and
tho prudent, the voice of love and mercy shall reveal unto you.

Love and mercy did I say? There hardly needs that; a decent self<
respect, a regard for yourselves only, might suffice. X P

The ‘whip flourishes also over your heads. The white slaves in -
America are far more numerous than the black ones; not white slaves
such a~ T was, pronounced so by the law, but white slaves such as you .
are, made such by a base hereditary servility, which, methinks, it is
{ime to shake oft.

The question is raised, and can be hlinked no longer: Shall America
be what tho fathers and founders of her independence wished and
hoped—a free democracy, based upon the foundation of human righ
or shall she degencrate into a miserable republic of Algerines, domin
over by a livtle self-constituted antocracy of slave-holding lynchers and
b]lackguards, utterly disregardful of all law, except their own will and

casure ? .

r Yes, my young friends, it is to this destiny that {):u are called. Upon |,
sou the decision of this question—no longer to be staved off by any, '
pohitical temporizing—is devolved. Those who would be free themselves

—s0 it now plainly appears—cannot safely be parties to a.ni' scheme of

oppression. The dead and the living cannot be chained together. Those
. chains which you have helped to rivet on the limbs of others, you now.
find, have imperceptibly been twined about yourselves; and drawn so-
tighily, teo, that even your hearts are no longer to beat freely. N

Take courage, then, and do as I did. Throw off the chains! And’
stop not there ; othery are also to be freed. It seers a doubtful 1
but (-ourmi,;e, trust, and perseverance, proof against delay and disa; i,
ment, faith and h(:ipe, will do it. I am old, and may not live to see
bl_llfl. my five grandchildren, born, thank God, in free England, iy,
will. et

PRINTED BY COX (BROTHERS) AND WYMAN, GRYAT QUEEN BYREBRL,
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GEORGE ROUTLEDGE & CO,
FARRINGDON-STREET.
o be obtained by order of ull Booksellers.

In 2 voule. 8vo, Price 10s. cloth lettered.

ALF HOURS WITH THE BEST AUTHORS; with

Bicvraphical and Criucal Notices. By CHARLES KniGHT. A new,
Edition, llustrated with Dortraits.

“Iu the wbove work is given a course of general rending taken from the best and

the lughest works 10 _all hiteraturc—gems from the 1ich trcasury of mstruction and
amuscinent, which the master nunds of the world, and clp‘cciully of our own natwon,

have heaped up for an cxhaustless and imperishable store.”

In 3 vols. Post 8vo, Price 15s. cloth lettered.
1\ ICHAUD’S HISTORY OF THE CRUSADES, The First
English Kdition Translated from the French; with Notes. Me-
moir and Preface by W. Ronsox.
. “Michaud’s work has an European rcputation.”

“ Micliaud is faithful, accurate, and learned; his mind is lofty and generous, and .
exncrly suitable 1o the proper filing up of a history of the Crusades.”’—ALIsON.
(Blackwood’s Magazine.)

In 1 vol. Feap. 8vo, Price 8s. cloth lettered.
THE CATACOMBS OF ROME. By Cuaries MACFARLANE,

‘With numerous 1llustrations.

«I have at{cmpted to puy in a popular and attractive form o very solemn and fne
teresting subject, closely connected with our rebgion and our church, and to cons
densc in a few pages the most striking and important contents of muny voluwinous
wotks.’—FEztract from Preface.
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In 1 vol. Prico 7s. cloth letiered.

THE HISTORY OF BRITISH INDIA. By Crartrs Mac-

Fagrayz. From the Larliest Period to the Present Timo. With
Copious Notes,

“ The book is well written, like all Mr MacFarlane's works.”— @lobe.
*1s clever and vigorously written.”—Daily Newe.
G;olt‘l: pattern of cheapnoss as well as of hterary merit.”— Nuval and Mililary

In 2 vols, Feap. 8vo, Price 5s. cloth lettered.

ANCROFT’S HISTORY OF AMERICA; from the Dis-

covery of the American Continent, and i1te Emalbiest Colomzation, 1o
the War of Independence.

« Among the historians of the United States, we give to Mr. Bancroft the first
place.”~ Westminster Revrew.

 Baneroft’s Colomal History has established for himself a title to a place mm'.m]gl
the gieat lustorical writers of the age. The reader will find the pages filled wit
‘nteresting and 1m+ortant matter; he wil meet with a brilliant and daring style,
acute reasoning, ana pioturesque sketches of character.”—Prescort’s Lssays.

In 1 vol. Royal Bvo, Price 9s. cloth extra.

HISTORY OF THE POPES. Bf{e Lrororp Ravge. In-

cluding their Church and State, the Reorganjzation of the Inqusi-
tion, the Rise, Progress, and Consolidation of the Jesuits, and the means
taken to effect the Counter-reformation m Germauy, to revive Romanism
in France, and to suq;p:oﬁs Protestant Principles in the South of Europe.
Translated from the last edition of the Gennan by War1er J. KeLry, of
Trinity College, Dublin.

“ This translation of Ranke we consider to be very superior to any other m the
English language,”— Dublin Renew.

* A work singularly mteresting at the present time.”

“ One of the most valuable contributions that bave been made to hustory during
the present contury.”—=Monikly Renew.

In 2 vols. Post Svo, Price 7s. cloth lettered.

CHANNING’S (Dz.) LIFE AND CORRESPONDENCE.

Edited by his Nephew, WiLriav Hexpy CrANNING. A new Edition,
with a Po: t. .

“1has nephew has compired his bmﬁ?hy with singular jndgment. He has fol-
Jowed the method of hart i hus Lafe of deott far as 1ble, {he narrative
1wwoven with letters and disnes , the subjeet speaks for humeelt, and only such inter-
mediate observations of the ditor are given as are ncoessmy to form a connected
whole o . ..., Thg‘m teresting as rovelations of the progress of culture, the
means and pnrc:m one whose words have wiuged thewr way, bearing emphatic
muuﬁa over both hemispheres— who, for many years, successtully advocated ime
portant truths, and whpse xemey @ one of the taost honoured of New England’s
qﬁ'ﬁ dinnes.”
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In 3 handsome vols. 8vo, cloth gilt, Price 15s. (originally published in
4to, at bl. 5s.)

‘VALPOLE’S MEMOIRS OF THE REIGN OF GE()RGE"-
JI. Edited, with an Introduction and Netes, by the late Lonp -
Horrasp, With numerous Portraits. 8econd edition, revised. '

“ We are glad to see an octavo edition of this work. The publisher has conferred
a boon on the public by the republication.”—-Brilannia,

« A work of greater iuterest than hae been placed before the public for a con-
siderable time. The memoirs abound in matter which is both useful and amnasing.
The politrcal portions of the work are of undoubted value and interest, and emb
a considerable amount of very curious historical inforraation, hitherto inaccessibie,
even to the ont determined and persevering student,”—2orning Post,

In 3 vols. 8vo, cloth lettered, Price 14 1s. .

USSELL’S (Dr.) MODERN EUROPE. The History of
Modern Furope, with a view to the Progress of Socicty, from the

Rise of the Modern Kingdoms, with a Continuation to the Death of the
Emperor Alexander. By WiLrsan JoNgs. £

“ Althongh the space of time that has elapsed since the terminntion of Dr. Rus"
aell's labours is comparatively short, yet such are the stupendous events which are
crowded mto it, and such their extraordinary importance, us to render o succinet aud
luminous exhibition of them a maticr of general interest. Nor is it possible that -
they should ever cease to interest the inhubitants of Xurope. Posterity will find in
8 faithful record of themn not merely oatter of surprise and astonishment, bit
materials of instriiction to the statesman, the philosopher, and the philanthropist,
In this hope the continuation of Dy, Rusacll's Ilistory of Modern Ewrope, a work of
grent merit und of descrved popularity, hus been drawn up in 6 manner which
publishers trust wall meet with the approbation of the reader.”

In 4 vols, Bquare 8vo, ¢cloth gilt, Price 13s.; or in 2 vols. 12s, 6d.

ACFARLANE’S FRENCH REVOLUTION. Being the

History of the French Revolution from 1781 10 the Coronation of

Napoleon in 1804 By Cmasres Mackariaxg. Ilustrated with nus
merous Woodcuts,

“¢They are very well narrated in Mr. MacFarlane’s ITistory of the French Revolu.
tion, lately pubhished by Knight & Co., in four small but comprehensive volumes,
which is much the troeat, and therefore the best book we have seen on the subject.
Mr. MacKarlane has not only consulted, but weighed and com ’
writers, and, of course, has arrived at the same couclusion as we have, us to s
equivocating, mystifying, falsifying Jesu.tism of M. Thiers, though he does not ssérs
£o have suspected the peculiur i wuder whieh he wrote. ~ He is not quite %o
well on lus guard agawst the deeper deception of Mignet, whom, evén after reluting
him, he treats with more respect than his shallow philgsophy and solemn insincerjfy
deserve,”—Quarierly Review. PR




4 CHEAP EDITIONS OT POPUTAR STANDARD WORKS

L]

In 1 thick vol Medram 8vo ~loth letlered reduced to 7s
(Published at 22 )
ISTORY OF FRANCE. Micuerpr  Translated from
the 1rench by ¢ H Swnam, ksq

“ Michelet's yreat work contains the growih of feudalism and develops the rih
ions philosopliical and artistic spint of the muddle age until we arrive to nsc
fﬂ hh&elet’l own lauguage at *the great work of equality a1 d of uwvil order slowly
ted by the republic and crowned aud [io-

red by the mon irchy
mm m i:nrope by the victories of N ipoleon *

Medium 8vo, cloth lettercd 1cduced to 3¢ 61 (Published ot 72)

ROCTOR’S HISTORY Ok ITALY, from the 1l of the
. u“ostem T'mpire to the ¢ mmcnccment of the Wurs of tho I ¢
volution

* This listory has heen geatly csteemed anl it 18 the only complete llistory of
Ttely 14 our Janguage, 1t combines all that s valuable w Sismonm g Justones and
the latest authorities on the subject

In 1vol cloth gilt, Price 2 64

MACFARLANE’S LIFE OF THE DUKE OF MARL-
BOROUGH, with Illustrations
“The obtnect ‘ﬂrm ':? éll;e above volume 18 to place n the hands of or render

accessible commumitv a cheap and compendious account of the
doings and saywngs of on of the greatest of Lnglish warniors and statesmen

In 1 vol cloth gilt Price 2s 6d
MACFABLANE’S LIFE OF THE DUKE OF WELLLING-
10N, with Illustrations

“ The times 1n wanich we hive scem to call for an ammated revival of our military
rhrgwen and of the suence, shill valour, and achievements of our fathcrs as well cn
battle-fleld as on the occan *

In 1 vol cloth gilt price 2s 62 ¢
RANKLIN (Sre Joux) AND THE ARCTIC RDGIONS

Bewng an Account of the vanious Expeditions sent for the Discovery
of the North West Passage and more detailcd particulmis of those sent
out to Discver the 1 ate of Sir John Frankhn and the vesscls under hig
command By P. L Siumoxps With an Illustaation and Maps.

KIRKE WHITE'S REMAINS. BY SOUTHEY,
In 1 vol. cloth gilt, Price 4¢ 64 , or B glt edges.
IRKE WHITE'S POETICAL WORKS; to whichare addcd
his REMAINS, FRAGMI'N1S, and many picces not usnally n
cluded 1n previous editrons of lus works with Lafc ~ By Ropert Sournry,

With Illustrations, by Buket Foster  And Portrait of the Author,
ky W. Harvey Besutifglly printed on & supcrfine pag ¢
] '
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LONGFELLOW’S POETICAL WORKS, ILLUSTRATED.

Tn 1 vol. eloth gilt, Price 6. 6d , or Ts, 6d. gilt edges.
ONGFFLLOW’S POETICAL WORKS, beaufifully illus-
4 trated with upwards of Thurty four Engravings, fiom designs by
John Gilbert, and Stecl Plates, executed 1n the fiast style of art, fiom
desygms by Thomas. Printcd on a superfine paper.
* The g eatest rarc has been taken, and wo expense spured, to produce the most
complete and best edition of tins miost popular poet; 1t containg many pieces nok

cont uned in_ iy other editron, and the illusirations ave equal, 3f not supesior to any
work of the Awnd.

In 2 vols, Bvo, cloth, cmblemaircally gilt, rcduced to 12s. 64,
TPublished at 1/ ga )
ARLETON’S TRAITS AND STORIES OF THE IRISH
J PLASAN1RY. A new Piotonal elition, wath an Autolnographweal
Introduction, kxplanatory Notes, and numcious [llustrations on Woud
and Stecd, by Phaz, &,
The followsng Tales and Skelckes are comprised sn this edition —

Ned M*hcown, The Donah, or the Ilorse Stealers.
11 ¢ Three tasks Phil Purcel the Pig-drver

Shane ¥ udl’s Weldding Geography of an 1ish Oath.
Tasry M 1arlind 8 Wahe, The Lianham Shee

The Yattle of the Fachons, Gomg to Mavnooth,

The Station Phelim 0’ 1vole’s Comatship,

Tue Party 1ight and Funeral. 1he Poor Scholar,

‘I he Tough Derrv Prigiim, Wild.0os¢ Lodge.

The Hudge Schoot Tubbcr Perg, or the Red Well.
The Midnight Mass # Neul Malone

“Mr Calcton } as caught most accmately the hights and shades of Irish life, his
tales arc full of vigurous |1 turcaque description and genume pathos, They may he
velericd to as furnehing n vay cowrect porttart of lush peasaum g "—Quarterly

Revien
“ {ruly —intcnsely Irish.”— Blackwood®

NEW EDITION OF SHAKSPEARE'S WORKS. BY W. HAZLITT.

In 4 vola ¥ 8o, cloth, emblematically gut, plamn edges, Ihice 10z
HAKSPEARE'S DRAMATIC WORAS. A new edition,
with Note, and Life, priinted in o new type, irom the test of Johnson,
Stecvens, and Reed, and edited by W. HazLis.
1 he sume edrtion, bound m calt, ma1bled edges, Price 24s,
¢ 1lns cdition row complete has our hearty ippro.al, 1ts chenpness 19 not to by LS
excclicd and the inding, puntaig, and paper, are uneaceptianable  In theee difys
%} u];:{mln, tlus Shuksp ure is behiud no book yet offured o U 8 public ' —Moruing
era

1

In 1 vol. Feap. 8vo, eloth galf Tuce 25 64
HAKSPEARE'S DOUBTIUL PLAYS AND POEMS.
Pimted unrform with lis Diamatic Woiks, to which at foms & dup-
plemental yolume
*<7he Doubtful Plays of ¢hhepeme mye printcd umform with Varhitt’s edution of
Tus unconbied worhs ‘b s the mere fact of thon hwing been 1cpeatedty punted
88 1S p odncbishs, en 1tics thum 1o popular perpeiu tion, und buowse thoe is w ke
l’l:‘ sumpuion thit, i gicat o1 loss propurtion, several of them ut leust actually passed
jough by hunds.”
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Ja 1 vol. Price 6s 64, or gilt edges, 7s.
ONGFELLOW’S COMPLETE POETICAL WORKS.

(The Liverpool Edition.) An entire new Kdition, with numerous
‘Woodcuts, Ons vol. Square X cap. cloth, with an emblematical binding.

In 1 vol. Price 4s. 8d. cloth lettored.

OOUNTRY HOUSE (The). Containing—The Poultry Yard,
The Piggery, The Ox, and The Dairy. Complete in 1 Vol. Illustia-
ted with numerous Woodcuts.

“ Railroads, steani-boats, and other rapid conveyanees, which have added so
largely to urban populations, have at the same hme ufforded the means to a nume
rous body, whose iudustry is carried forward 1n tow us, of seehing health and amuse
ment in rural pursuits; to these, ns well as to the settled country res.dents, thus

. book can be confidoutly recommended.”

THE BEST STANDARD ENGLISH DICTIONARY,

In 2 vols. Royal 8¥p, 1,000 pages each vol. cloth extrs, Price 21. 2. 3
helf niorocco, cloth sides, 21. 10s.

RAIG’S UNIVERSAL ETYMOLOGICAL TECHNOLO-

GICAL, AND PRONOUNCING DICTIONARY OF TIIL

ENGLISH LANGUAGE, embracing all the t{erms used in Science,
Iaterature, and Art.

The rapid strides made of latedyears in the arts and manufactures, as
woll as in science, has ocungioned the introduction into our language of
a vast number of new words, some of them of forcign extraction, others
the invention of new theorists or scientific discoverers. This extension
of our Innguage has, to a certain gegree, made all the Standurd Dic-
tionaries extant imperfect, A new and entirely complete work was
therefore considered a great desideratum, and il has lately been com-

s pleted, after scven years of hard and laborious mental exertion, under
I the superintendence of Jorx Ckaa, Esq., ¥.G.8., and Geological Lec-
turer at the Glasgow University.

Y¥rom numerous literary evitiques, the undermentioned are selected as
giving  fair and impartial character to this important publication,

“We have withheld our opinion of this work wudtil its rapid progress has enabled
us to give 1t om full and {mm attention. 'We now unhemtatingly pronounce 1 as
wone of the best and most complete works 1t has fallen to our dufy to enticise for
'nu% .’ Glusgow Citicen,

“ Tihe ‘l’ncuunuy is the only one that gives the pronunciation and derivation of

8, .

work before us fills up & decided demderatum in the Fnglish language. Tle

udeod be most unreasonable who did not own the debt due to the author 1

ns the singular information of the traveller, the deep learning of the diviune,

curious play of the plilologst, the suceinet defimtions of the mathemati the

technical terms of the facturer, the ter logy ot the naturahst, the newly-

formed instruments of the musiciat®, the gentle scinee of the herald, and the
abstruss information of the phymologist.”’—New Quarierly Kevrerw,

For the convenience of many parties, an edition of the above is issucd

in One Shulling V'arts, publishe monthly.
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In 1 vol. Feup Price 95, 6d, cloth lottered

LONGFELLOW’S ('OMPLETE PROSE WORKS. Con»
taining his Hypeaion, Kavanagh, and Qutre Mcx

« (ne of {he most plensinz charactensties of Lonefellow’s works 18 thew miensc
hamunty A mwn 3 heut bents in every hue, he loves, pities, and fevls with, asg
well as {for lus tcllow ‘human mortals.” e 18 a broder, speakiog 1o mea as
trothers, und as brothers are they 1esponding (0 s voice,”— Gilfillan

In 1 vol, Price 2., 64 cloth Iettered, or 3¢ gilt edges.

PALMYR A (The Full of), and Rome and the Eaa:]!ly Christinna,
A Now Indition, wmith Lngiaviugs.  Imblematically gilt

“ Jhus work seems to he rapidly gaming the reputation which 1t so well deserven
Tiso the 1uryned avthor ot the Lettess, 13 supposed to have wisited Palmyra
tow wds the close o1 the third century, to have becowme acquanted wath Zeuobia and
hor cowst to have seen the ety inots glory, and to hive withessed its dstruction by
Amchin (AD 27 Tiasanot 2 work of an ordinary character—it 18 a &noduchon of
& thou lttul able, praginative, aud above all, o pue wd right mmded puthor, of
clear thouhts und sound senso.”—North Ameiicun hevow,

In 1 vol. Price 3s. cloth, or 8s, 6d. glt edges.
OMER’S ILIAD. Translated by Yope. A new Edition,

puntud 1n a supeiror menncr, on superbine paper. With 1llustra-
tions.  Lwoyal dRmvo.

In 1 vol, Taice 3¢ cloth, or 3s. 6d. gilt edges.
OMER’S ODYSSEY. Translated by Pope. A new Edition,

puntcd an a supcrior mannel, ou supeitine papct. With Ilustra.
tions. Ruyal 8%mo.

In 1 vol Price 2s. 6d cloth, or 3s. gilt edges

ASHINGTON IRVING’'S MAHOMET AND HIS SUC.
CLSSORS. A new Edition in one Volume With an Illustration,
Foolscap &vo.

* As a prece of hterarv work, we can award high pruse to tus Tafe of Mahomet;
the nanatne flows on witt out interraption from the fist page to the last, and
occsonilly if 18 brmghtened by Jmlnﬁl of unusuil beauty, diction, and prctorial
effect 1 the grouping of 1deas and of s mons.”—l‘lwuum
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In 5 vols Royal 8vo, Puco 21# cloth lettered
PENNY MAGAZINE (New Suiwes) The New Scries of 1lus

Popular Work (the {orcrunner of the numerous Ilustratcd 1 ublin
tons that have appeared of late years) contamms sbout 2 600 pages of
letter press, and upwards of 1,100 wood engiavings, executud 1 the first
style of art.

“The wor' 18 o perfect itvary 1n itself, 18 particnlarly adnpted to all 2 1 g
abroad Public Iibiaries Mechumes® f1stifutions Navad and Muitary S lools 18 a
m ?ul ”nkencnt medium o conviy and dissemnate sound and substiwu 1

udze

In 1 vol. Price 3s. 67 cloth gilt edges.
UEEN OF FLOWERS, oo Memoirs of the Rose. Bew
tifully Ilustrated with Colour d Engravings of thuy Celebiate 1
Flower.

“This work has ccened many additins and corrections and 1t 1s hoped that this
new and lustrated edition will be decmed worthy of geneial approbation ”

L}

In 1 vol. Royal 8vo, Price 10s cloth gilt

OPE’S COMPLETE POLTICAL WORKS; wclading Tus
Iranslations 1 dited by He P Uy 3, M A, With a Biogiaphcal
Notice of the Authu

“TPopt's works however often pernsed afford fiteh delight and may he con
sldeicd us oue of the bouks buat adapted to excite a love ot ikrature — W arton

In 1 vol. Prrce 24, 6d. or 3s. gult edges,

OLTVER GOLDSMITH, a Biomaphy. DBy WasmiNgTon

Ty The Viear of Wakeficld the Descited Villie the
Traveller and the Mmmox Poums. Complcte mn one Yolume, and 1llu,
taatcd wath an Cugraving X oolscap 8vo

“Werewd the ¢ Vicar of Wakeficld m mth and m nge weicturntoit min
\!

and a,, un, and hless the mumorv of an anl who contaives 8o well to reconcne us
10 haman natwa¢ * —Sir Wallor Scolt

»
In 1 vol Price 2s Gd. or 35 gilt edges.

KALOOLAH, or, Joutneymgs mn the Djebed Kumu A book
of Romantic Adventurc, 1llustiated by four beautifully Colovicd
Tngravings. Feap 8o

“ The most singular and captivating narratwe since Tobimson (ruso ' —Home

Jog rnal M
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UNIFORM SERIES OF THE AMERICAN POETS. .

Price 2s. each, gilt edges.
]’ OWELL'S (Jaues Russerr) COMPLETE POEMS. With
p| & Short Memoir.

“ His works, he they ns widely rcad as they dcserve, should bs in every dwelling
of the land.”—Literary World.

“ Tis celebrity is daily increasing.  Mr. Towell never writes without thougbt, or
publishes for the suke of pruise or profit.”"— Philadelphia Guzetie.

ONGFELLOW’S COMPLETE POETICAL WORKS.

4 Inclading his Translations, “ The Spanish Student,” and his new
poem, * The Sea-side and Fire-side.” Royal 24mo.

“ Louzfellow’s Works are eminently picturesque, and are distinguished for nicety

of rpithet and elaborate scholarly finsh. e hus feeling, a rich imagination, and &

cultnated taste’—R. ¥, Griswold. )

\VIIITTIER’S POETICAL WORKS. Reprinted from the-,

Last Americon edition. Royal 24mo.

“ TTis produclions are all distinguished for munly vigour of thought and lan-°
gunge.’— 2R, . Griswold.

SIGOURNEY’S POETICAL WORKS. With Introductory
Prefaco by F. W. N. Baviey, Esq.

« Tler writings have endeared her name 10 the lovers of virtue and of song cvery~
where: ns a writer of verse she has hygh moral aims, snd though Uns circamstanee,
with ordisary talent, might entitle her to consideration, she can add the efiex tual
claim of Lterary eacelience, The poetry is chuructcrized by ease, tenderness,
chastened fancy, and u deheate susceptilnlity of whatever is beautiful in nature or
charming in truth.”’— Chambers. '

TLLIS’S POETICAL: WORKS. Reprinted from the Diast;
lovised American Fdition, in which the Author has ewbodied -
Toems never before Published.

«Phe poetry of Mr. Willis is distinguished for exquisite finish and melody : kis™
Iangunye 18 pure, varied, and rich ; his imagmation briitiunt, and his wit of the fluest
descriplion,” —R. W. Griswold.

RYANT'S COMPLETE POETICAL WORKS. With Life.
by Griswold, and Preface by ¥. W. N. Bayrer, Esq. Royal 2imo.

OLMES’ POETICAL WORKS. With an Introduction by

SCOBLE,
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Tn Royal 24mo, Price 25 each cloth gilt edges.

AMPBELL’S PLTASURES OF IIOPE, Gertrude of Wyo-
mmg and Misccllan ous Poums, to which ate addcd, COLLINS S
and GRAY S POLR [ICAL. WORKS

* Had Gray written nothung but ns Flegy lhigh as he stands I am nci sure that
he would oot stand lugher—it 18 the coiner stons of bis glony --Lord Byron

LONGFELLOW’S HYPFRION AND KAVANAGH.
Prunted 1n Lazge Lype

LONGFELLOW’S OUTRE MER, or, a Pilgrimage beyond

the Sea.

ROUTLEDGE’S ILLUSTRATED STANDARD JUVENILE BOOKS

‘The greatest care has bcen takin in producing the present series. They
have been emeofully edited, but at the s ume trme no Liberty his becn
taken with 11¢ Autl ors meamng, or torm of expression Thcy are
printed 1n & laage type on supciiine paper, and 1llustrated in the first
style of art, by II K Browne, John Guilbert, W Harvey II Wairen
Corbould dc., and ar¢, without exception the Cheajcst Best, and
Most Com} lete Liditions of these Umiversally Popular Worhs ~

s d
Bound in Cloth, extia Galt Back..... .. 8 6 each,
Ditto Gt Edges cvveeee voo 4 0,
Intto Coloured Plates .. . . § 0
Or in Moxocco, €xtra .. .. veee o o 6 ,

CONTENTS OF TIEL SERIES.

SWISS FAMILY ROBINSON, or Adventures on a Desert

Island A New Edition The I'wo Series comjlct 1n Onc Volume,
entnely Reviscd and Improved  Fight Illustiations 1y John Galbert,

EVENINGS AT HOME, or, The Juvemle Budget Opened.

Ry L Amen and Mrs, Barsaurp, a New wnd R wised Edition
Lght Engravings, 410 pages

ANDFORD AND MERTON. By Tromas Day. A New

Ldition, entirely Revised and Corrected  Light Illustiations, 416
pages .

OBINSON CRUSOE, ncluding His Tarther Adventures.

Complete Edition, mith Life of Dr For. Illustiited by Phus
432 pages.

GUIZOT’S (Madame¢), MORAL TALES FOR YOUNG
PROPLYT. Translated fioin the latest Fiunch T dition, by Mrus
L Bursr Illustrated by Campbell
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ANS ANDERSEN’S FAIRY TALES AND LEGENDS.
Complete Edition, Illustrated by H. Warren. Translated by
MinaMe pe CHATELAIN.

TB.A.VELS OF ROLANDO; or, A Tour Round ihe World.

By Locy Arcen.  Newly Corrected and Revised by Cecir, HanriEy,
AM. Illusirated by Harvey. 502 pages.

OMANCE OTF ADVENTURE; or, True Tales of Entcr-
prise, for the Instruction and Amusement of the Youug. Illustrated
by Campbell.

MISS MINTOSH’S WORKS.
In Feap. 8vo, Price 2s. each, cloth lettered; 2s 64 cloth, gilt edges.

D VENINGS AT DONALDSON MANOR. Illustrated with
Beautiful Steel Engravings, executed in the First Stylé of Art.

CONQUEST AND SELF-CONQUEST; or, Which Makes
the ITero? With Iljustrations.

PRAISE OR PRINCIPLE; or, For What Shall I Live?
With Illustrations from desigus by John Gilbert.

GHARMS AND COUNTER-CHARMS. With Illustrations.

‘G_RAcia AND ISABEL; or, To Seem snd To Be. With
Illustrations from Designs by John Gilbert.

JUV'ENILE TALES FOR ALL SEASONS; or, Blind Alice,
Jessie Graham, Florence Armott, and other tales. Illustrated by
Xenny Meadows.

« The works of Miss M‘Intosh have become popular in the best sense of the word, :
The simiple beauty of her nwiratives, combining pure sentiment with high principls,
and m\,ﬂ vicws of life and duties, ought to win for them a hearing at every fireside
in our land. They placc her beside the Edgeworths and the Barbaulds, and the
Opies, who have g0 long dehghted and instructed us; and as there is little doubt
that, as she becomes known, 80 will her works be valued us highly as any of the most

ular works of the above jusily famed authors, causing her name to become a.
ousehold word, as a pleasing and instructive writer.”
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Uniform in size with Dean and Darton's Large Coloured Books for Chil-
dren, with greatly improved Ilustrations, New Types, and Well-Co-
loured pictures, an entirely New Series of Thirteen different Books.

PRICE 64. EACH.

UNT MAVOR'S PICTURE BOOKS FOR LITTLE
READERS :—

1 The Old Cornish WOmAD......ccuveerinrensertanerns 8 large cuts.
2 Alphubet of Foreign Things.. .. 26 cuts.
8 Uncle Nimrod's First Visit.. .. 24 cuts.
4 Siory of Reynurd the Fox .. . 8 luge cuts.
5 Old Mother Bunch ........... .. 8 large cuts.
6 Alnhnbet of the Exlnbiuon,. .. 16 cuts.
7 Uncle Nimrod’s Second Vst
8™)phabet of Englich Things.
9 Ploucquet’s Rtuffed Birds an

10 The Exhibition and Grand London Sights,.,... 16 cuts,
11 Uncle Nimrod’s Third Visit.........coeerveernrnene 8 cuts.
12 Dolls and Sights of the Crystal Palace .. 15 cuts.
13 The Cut’s Ten PAtY..cccvirinernnrerinsvnrenressnne 8 lurge plates.

Snch Pictu-es 88 are here given will gladden the eyes of our Juvenile
Friends, and .nake thoem remember the wonderful sight now passed
away.

X In 1 vol. Price 3s. 6d. cloth lettercd.
I OUDON’S (Mrs) YOUNG NATURALIST'S JOURNEY;

4 _or, the Travéls of Agnes Merton and her Mamma. Second Ldition,
Revised and Corrected. Illustrated with numecrous kngravings.

* Our young readers are pssurcd that all the anecdotes here related of the animals
are stricily tiue, though (hévincidents of the jowrncy and the persons introduced are
purtly 1iaginary.”

Price 2s. 0d. each, cloth lcttered.

:M-YRTLE’S MAN OF SNOW; and other Tules. Wit m any
) Ilustrations. Square, cloth gilt.

MYRTLE’S THE PET LAMB, Bertha and the Bird, &c.
Illustrated by Absolon. Cloth gilt. .

'I\ YRTLE'S LITTLE AMY’S BIRTHDAY, and other Tales.
g\ 1llustrated by Absolon, Square, cloth gilt.

‘M-YRTLE’S STORY BOOK OF COUNTRY SCENES.
i\ Illustrated by Absolon. Square, cloth gilt.

MYRTLE’S LITTLE FOUNDLING, and other Tales. Witlh
Plates by Absolon. Square, cloth.
The sbove, with Plates Beautifully Colonred, and Gilt Edges, 34, 0. each.

#»o* These stories were invented, at different times, for the amuscment of
a little girl six yewrs old, The pleasure she took in them induced
their collection iyto w sexies, and has led to their publication.
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Tn 1 vol. Price 3s. 6d. cloth dettered.

IPHE BOY’S OWN STORY BOOK. With numerous Illus-
trations by Wm. Harvey.
It has been the design of the editar of the abeve volumes to present to his reader
some 9f Lhe best stories that adorn our hteruture, in a form peculiarly attracuve to
the eyes of youth.”

In 1 vol. Price 4s. cloth, emblewatically gilt, or 4s. 64, gilt edges.

I ANCIENT CITIES OF THE WORLD, in their Glory
and their Desolatfon. Ry Rev. T. A. Buckrey, M.A. Illastrated
with namerous Engravings.

“This is a very good work, presenting such a life-stirring and picturesque serics
of panoramas as will impress the mund powerfully, aml excite & desire to leurn more
of the great countries of which these renowned cities were the capitals.  Neatly
lllns,l.mted and carcfully written, it is ¢ #he book’ to put ino the bunds of every
one.”

CHEAP EDITIONS OF STANDARD RELIGIOUS WORKS.
In 1 vol. Prico 4s. 0d. cloth lettered.

ALMET’S BIBLICAL DICTIONARY, Abridged, Modern-
ized and Re-edited, nccording to the Most Recent Biblical Re-
searches, by Tnsovont Arors Buckuky, B.A. The volume contains up-
wards of 700 pages, and is printed in a New, Beautiful, and Clear Type.

“The present work is not designed io compete with the many learned and volu-
minous cyclu‘)mdms. aud other hooks of reference, already in circulation, but simply
to place in the hunds of the great mass of the people some sounder and more ex-
tenstve information thaa the cheap Wblical dictionavies hitherto published could
furnish. The advantage of muking an_established the g k of such a

ublication, at the sume time modernisiug its whole churacter, is too obvious to necd
« digeussion,”

In 1 vol. Price 4s. 6d. cloth lettered.

LIFE OF CHRIST, OUR GREAT EXEMPLAR. By

JereMy TavLon, being the History of the Life and Death of Our
Saviour, Jesus Christ, Revised and Edited, with a Life of the Author, by
TuroporE A. BuckrLry, M.A. With a Portrait, 750 pages.

“1 am acquainted with no work of Taylor’s (I may say with no work of any other
author) in which more practical wisdom may be tound, a greater knowledge of the
human heart, and u more dexterons application, not only of the solemn truths of
Christianity, but of even the Jeast important circamstunces related in the Life of Ove
Saviour, in the development of sound principles of action, and to the correction and
guidance of our daily conduct.”~—Eziract from Life by Bishop Heber.

“When the name of Jeremy Taylor is no longer remembered with reverence,
geuius will have become a mockery, and virtue an cmpt’nhudc."-ﬂuh.tt.
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In 1 vol, Price 5s. cloth,
ICTORIAL LIFE OF OUR SAVIOUR. By Dz. Kirto.

In one Handsome Volume, with many Illustrations.

“To meet the demand which is happily increasing for subjects connected with
Sacred History, this work of sterling value has been 8roduced by one of our most
Jearned students of Bible Literature. The ¢ Life of Qur Saviour’ 1s drawn from a
close ination and comparison of the Four Gospels, and elucidated by an accurate
snd extensive knowledge, on the part of Dr. Kitto, of all those hubits and custons of
the East which are so neccssary to be understood in order fnllz to comprchend the
Scripture uarrative. It is {llustrated with & large number of beautiful engravings,
copied by our first artists from the most celebrated productions of antiquity.” -

In 1 vol. Price 2 cloth, or 2. 6d, gilt edges.

TAMILY PICTURES FROM THE BIBLE. Edited by
Dp. Cummrxe. And an Tutroduction. Illustrated with Irontis-
piece and Vignette by Georgo Measom. Foolscap 8vo.

“ This work is a gallery of portraits of Seripture Families—a studio full of groups
and muﬁels—wm'l;‘y ot our study, becanse they are casts from perfect ongnals;
where flaws and defects exist in auy family, they are clearly marked for our avoid-
ance; where excellency and benuty are, these are presented clear and voluminous s
and, at the same time, the elements that compose and generate them are wndicated
with unmistakeable precision.”—Fztract from Dy Cumming’s Preface.

In 1 vol. Feep. 8vo, cloth lettered, Price 2.

CBEEVER’S (Dr.) MEMORIALS OF THE LIFE AND
TRIALS OF A YOUTHFUL CHRISTIAN in Pursuit of Health,
a3 developed in the Biography of NaTHANIEL CHEEVER.

The same Edition, cloth extrs, gilt edges, Price 2s. 6d.

*The subject of this me¢moir “ied at sea while in pursuit of health, ‘There isa.
valuable account of 8 medical examnation at Cuba, hut the book 18 mainly occupied
with religious journals and experiences. The well-known names of the editors
certify and distinguish is claims upon the community.”—JLiterary World,

In 1 vol. Frice 7s. cloth lettered. .

ITTO'S (D) BIBLE HISTORY OF THE HOL
LAND. Being an Accomut of the Physical Geography, Natural
Eni:itory, Arts and Antiguities, of the Holy Land. With numerous Illus-
ons.

* The object of this work is to furnish a {rustworthy analysis of the interesting
yesults of Enstern travel. The fanilities of modern communication huve wonderfully
incrensed our desire to learn more of these lands, which possess the deepest interest
€~ all Christian readers.” ¢
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In Feap. 8vo, cloth lettered, Price 2s.

EL'[JAH THE TISHBITE. Translated from the German of
Dg. F. W. KnumMuacHER, A new edition with Portrait of the Author.

In Foap. 8vo, cloth lettered, Price 2s.
AWKER'S (Dr.) MORNING PORTION. The Poor

Man's Morning Portion. being a selection of a verse of Scripture,
with Short Observations for every day in the Year. A new edition.

1n Feap. 8vo, cloth lettercd, Price 2.
AWKER’s (Dr.) EVENING PORTION. The Poor Man’s

Evening Portion, being a selection of a verse of Scripture, with
Short Obscrvatious for every Day in the Yoar. A new cdition.

In Feap. 8vo, cloth lcttered, Price 3s. Gd.
AWKER’S (Dr.) DAILY PORTION. Being the above

two works bound together.

In 1 vol. 12mo, cloth lettered, Price Ss.

OMAINE'S LIFE, WALK, AND TRIUMPH OF FAITH.
A new edition, with the Life of tho Author.

In 1 vol. Feap. 8vo, cloth lettered, Price 2s.

OGATSKY’S GOLDEN TREASURY FOR THE CHIL-
DREN OF GOD, consisting of Devotional and Practical Observa-
tions for every Day in the Year. A new cdition, printed in large type.

. In 1 vol. cloth lettcred, Feap. 8vo, Price 2s.
‘TENK’S PRAYERS, and Offices of Devotion for Families and

for particular persons on most occasions. A new edition. By the
Rev. Cuarres SmumoN. With a Preface by the Rev. Atbert Barnes.

In 1 vol. Price 2s. cloth, or 2s. 6d. gilt edges.

ODDRIDGE’S RISE AND PROGRESS OF RELIGION
IN THE SOUL. A New Edition, Just Published, printed in a
Large I'ype, on Good Paper.
«Jg a body of practical divinity and Christian experience that has never been
surpassed by any work of the sume mture.”—Clevelund.

« And first, as & universal storehouse, I recommend * Doddridge’s Lectures® as
necessury in the conduct of theologcal pursui ."—-Bialco‘ of Durkam’s Charge.
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BARNES’ NOTES, BY DR. CUMMING.

Now Published, the Entire Series of Dr. Cumming's Complete and
Accurate Edition of

HE REV. ALBERT BARNES’ NOTES (Explanatory and
Practical) designed for the Heads of Families, Students, Bible
Classes, and Sunday Schools. KEdited, and carefully Revised by the
Rev. Joun Cumming, D.D., Minister of the Scotch Church, Crown Court,
“ Mr, Barnes is one of the dest and most phished scholars and biblical
commentators living, and his vavious works have been receved with the most
cordial favour whercver they have been read. His volumes are a most valuable
contribution to the biblical literature of the country.”

New Volume, now ready.
In 1 vol. Price 4s. 6. cloth lettered.
ARNES’ (Arserr), NOTES ON THE BOOK OF REVE-

LATION. Map and Woodents, 512 pages, cloth cxtra. Uniform
in binding with the 10 vols, New Tcstament, and 4 vols, Old Testament.

Tux EDITILUN MAY BE HAD BOTH IN SINGLE AND DouBLE VOLUMES,
The Edition in Single Volumes contains :—

The Notes on the New Tcstament, in 11 vols. 180
e Book of Isaiah, in 3 vols. without abridgment ...... 07¢6
~— Book of Job, in 2 vols. . 06 0
Tae CoMPLETF COMMENTARY, IN THIS ForM ....... 206
Any of thesc Volumes will be gold separatel
“The Notes on (hc Gospels of Matthew and Mark, 1 vol 02 ¢
Luke and John, 1 vol. .. 026
Acts of the Apostles, 1 vol 026
R 1 vol. 020
First Corinthi 1 val. 020
s e SecoNd Corinthiuns and Galatians, 1 vol. ......... 026
Th loni Timothy, Titus, and Philemon,1vol. ... 0 2 0
e et s FLEUTEWS, 1 VOle wivvvreienneeranins snenee 020
e s Jumes, Peter, John, and Jude, 1 vol. ...c.cccviciviriniicnene 08 6
———n RRVELATIONS 0 4 G
The Edition in Double Volumes contuins :—
The Notes on the New Testament, in 6 vols. 160
e s~ BoOK Of Isnriah, in 8 vols : 0786
e Book of Job, in 1 vol. 046
Tur CompreTs COMMENTARY, IN THIS FORM .......coveeees wsasisenne veenes 117 0
Any%olnme may be had separately, as follows :—
The Four Gospels, in 1 vol. containing 900 pages .. 040
Acts and Romans, in 1 vol. » 76, . 040
Connthinns and Galatians, inlvel. 78, . 0.4 0
Ephesians to Philemon, in 1 vol. ”» 6206 03 6
‘Hebrews and General Epistles, in1vol. 788, . 050
Tnr REVAELATIONS, mlvol. 618, .. 046
The Book of Isaiah, in8vols. , 1220 , .. 07¢6
The Book of Job, inlvolh 83 4 e 0 4 6

#4% In ordering the above it is particularly necessary to specify
“ Cumming's Fpiriox.”

“sTANDON: GEO.“ROUTLEDGE & CO., FARRINGDON ST.
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.Nlm complete in 3 vols. post 8vo., price 155 , cloth
lettered,

MICHAUD’S

(The first Enghish edition.)

|

Translated from the Original by W. Robson, ((;5

‘With Notes, Preface, aud Memoir of Author, 1
WITH AN

INDEX AND MAPS.

A\

¢ THis is ap excellent translation of the best history of the

which European hiterature bas supphed. € onwidenng
the great value of the work and the mgh reputation 1t bears on
the Continent, we are much sarprived that it has not been
reviously mtroduced to the Iinghsh reader. We arc at a
ges to account for the fuct, and congratulate our countrymen
that it makes 1ts appearance at length 1n so0 authentic a form,
and at so low & price. The Translator and Publishers are
entitled to our best thanks for having catered so well for our
instruction and entertainment. Michaud’s History 18 the
most complete record of the Crusades yet given to Emope.
It distances all competitors, and leases no hope ot a supertor.
In the words of the author’s biographer, ‘it may be sad,
without exaggeration, that 1t is one of the most valuable
historscal works that our age has produced.” By 1ssuing 1t m
» cheap but neat form, the Messrs. Routledge bave mncreased
i\ the obligation conferred on the pubhc, and we shall be glad to
% learn that they have been amply rem d."'—Eclect
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c

4 ¢ Michaud's admirable book—a book that all Europe has /
acoepted~—hus been carcfully translated by Mr. Robson.’— > 3

y]

*We commenl ‘ Michaud’s Crusades’ to the notice and
patronage of our readers, assuring them that they will find 1t
not simply a close and faithful, but also an elegant rendciing
int our mother ton%ue of one of the most valuable of the pro-

+ Michaud’s book 1s a standard one, and this cheap and
woll-axecuted translation is a valuable addition to our English

|
HISTORY OF THE CRUSADES, j
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dustions of modern French Historans "’—Lescester Mercury. %
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