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present night, my thoughts ran upon my
Josses and sad bercaved condition. All was
gone, my husband gone, (at least scparated
from me, he being in the bay ; and to add to
my gricf, the Indians told me taey would
iali him as he came homeward) my chuldren
gone,. my relations and firends gone, ow
house and home, and all our comtorts with-
in door and without, all was gone, (except
my life) and ! knew not but the ncxt me-
ment that might go too.

There remained nothing to me but one
poor wounded babe, and 1t seemed at presen’
worse than death, that 1t was in such a pui-
ful condition, bespeaking compassion, and {
had no refreshing for it, nor suitable thing
to revive it. Little do many think, what 1s
the savageness and bruitishaess of this barbas-
ous enemy, cven those that seem to profzss
more than others among them, when the En.
glish have falleninto their hands.

Those seven that were killed at Lancaster
the summer before upona Sabbath day, aed
the one that was afterwards kiticd upon a
week day, were slain and mangled in 2 bare
barous manner, by oneeyed john and Mark
porough’s praying Indiazs, which Gapt
Mosely brought tu Boston, as ths Idiann
told me. : -
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