
10 NARRATIVE OF A REFUGEE SLAVET.

simple story may enlighten some who only need to

know our deep necessities, to give u& their willing

sympathy and aid and love.

My journey to VVihnington with the heartless Abra-
ham was a very sad one. We walked all the way.
I was afraid of my savage companion ; and yet my
heart felt so- desolate, and my longings for sympathy
so intense-, that I was impelled to turn to my cru'cl

guide for relief. He was striding along in stern gloom
and silence, too fast for my young feet to- keep pace

;

and I began lo feel that I must stop and rest. It was
bitter cold, too, and I was poorly clad to hear the keen
air of a January day. My limbs were weary with
travel, and stiff with cold. I could not go on at the

rate I had done, and so I turned to my guide and beg-

ged him to take me into some hut and let me rest and
get warm. He cursed me, and told me to^ keep silence

and come along, or he would warm me with the cow-
hide. Oh, I thought how cruel and hopeless my lot

!

Would that I could fall down here and die. And I

did fall down. We had just passed through a soft,

Avet place, and it seemed to me that I was frozen. And
I fell down on my dark cold way, unable to proceed.

I was then carried into a slave's cabin and allowed to

warm and rest. It was nearly midnight when I arrived

with my conductor at my place of exile and sufferings.

And certainly no heart could be more entirely wretch-
ed than I was when I threw my weary, aching bodj'*

on ray cold hard bed.

The next morning I was called into the presence of

Mr. Jones, my new master, and my work was assigned

to. me. I was to take care of the old gray horse, kept

for the use of the family when they wished to ride out,

to fetch water from the spring to the house, to go oiii

errands to my master's store, to tlea'. the boots and-

shoes belonging to the white members of the family,

and to the white visiters, to sweep the rooms, and to

bring wood from the wharf on my head for the fires

at the house and store. From the first dawn of day
till ten and eleven, and sometimes twelve at night, I

could hardly find one liioment's time for rest. And,


