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40 NARRATIVE OF A REFUGEE SLAVE.
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of July, and was truly glad to hear you arrived safe

ill New York. Please tell Brother Cousins I will write

to him in a few days, and I will send you some money.
My dear wife, do mind how you write. You must
not forget I am in a slave place, and I can't buy my-
self for the money. You know how it is, and you
must tell brother Cousins. I have not sold yet, but if

I can't sell, I will come somehow, by the help of the

Lord. John Holmes is still in my way. I want you
to write a letter and say in it, that you will be home
in two months, so I can let them read it, for they think

I will run away and come to you. So do mind how
^T^ou write for the Lord's sake.

THOMAS JONES.

The next letter was written to Sister Chavis, who
went on to New York, but got disheartened and came
back to Wilmington.

Wilmington, N. C, Aug. 4, 1849.

My dear Sister—I hope to see you in a few days,

and all my friends. I hope, dear sister, you will not

forget to pray for me, for, by the help of God, I will

see you in a few days. Your husband is coming on
soon, but I will be on before him. I would have been
on before now, but I could not get my money. I

have had a hard time to get money to leave with. I

am sorry to hear that you think we can't get a living

Avhere you are. My dear sister, a smart man can get

a living anywhere in the world if he try. Don't think

we can't live out there, for I know God will help us.

You know God has promised a living to all His chil-

dren. Don't forget that God is ever present, for tve

must trust Him till death. Don't get out of heart, for

I know we can live out there, if any one can. You
may look for me before your husband. Don't leave.

New York before I come, for you know what I told

you before you left Wilmington. If you come back
to this place before I get olF, it will make it bad for

me. You know what the white people here are.

Please don't come yet. I am your brother in the

Lord, till death. THOMAS JONES.
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