
NARRATIVE OF A REFUGEE SLAVE.
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was made to feel, in my boyhood's first experience,

that I was inferior and degraded, and that I must pass

through life in a dependent and suffering condition.

The experience of forty-three years, which were pass-

ed by me in slavery, was one of dark fears and darker

realities. John Hawes was my first master. He lived

m Hanover County, N. C, between the Black and
South Rivers, and was the owner of a large plantation

called Hawes' Plantation. He had over fifty slaves.

I remained with my parents nine years. They were
both slaves, owned by John Hawes. They had six

children, Richard, Alexander, Charles, Sarah, myself,

and John. I remember well that dear old cabin, with

its clay floor and mud chimney, in which, for nine

years, I enjoyed the presence and love of my wretched
parents.

Father and mother tried to make it a happy place

for their dear children. They worked late into the

night many and many a time to get a little simple fur-

niture for their home and the home of their children;

and they spent many hours of willing toil to stop up
the chinks between the logs of their poor hut, that they

and their children might be protected from the storm

and the cold. I can testify, from my own painful ex-

perience, to the deep and fond affection which the slave

cherishes in his heart for his home and its dear ones.

We have no other tie to link us to the human family,

but our fervent love for those who are with us and of

us in relations of sympathy and devotedness, in wrongs
and wretchedness. My dear parents were conscious

of the desperate and incurable woe of their position


