
NARRATIVE OP A REFUGEE SLAVE.
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aril, Alexander, Charles, Sarah, and John were sold

and gone. Mother, prematurely old, heartbroken,

utterly desolate, weak and dying, alone remained. I

.saw her, and wept once more on her bosom. I went
back to my chains with a deeper woe in my heart than
I had ever felt before. There was but one thought of

joy in my wretched co^^ ^ciousness, and that was, that

my kind and precious inother would soon be at rest in

the grave. And then, too, I remember, 1 mused with
deep earnestness on death, as the only friend the poor
slave had. And I wished that I, too, might lie down
by my mother's side, and die with her in her loving

embrace.
I should have related, that one of the earliest scenes

of painful memory associated with my opening years

of suffering is connected with a severe whipping which
my ma.^ter inflicted on my sister Sarah. He tied her

up, having compelled her to strip herself entirely

naked, in the smoke-house, and gave her a terrible

whipping—at least so it seemed to my young heart,

as I heard her scream, and stood by my mother, who
was wringing her hands in an agony of grief, at the

cruelties which her tender child was enduring. I do
not know what my sister had done for which she was
then whipped; but 1 remember that her body was
marked and scarred for weeks after that terrible scourg-

ing, and that our parents always after seemed to hold

their breath when they spoke of it. Sarah was the

last of the family who was sold ; and my poor mother
never looked up after this final act of cruelty was ac-

complished. I think of my only sister now; and often

try to imagine where she is, and how she fares in this

cruel land of slavery. And, Oh, my God, how dark
and wretched are these pictures! Can I think of that

poor sister without a sorrow too great for utterance?

Ah me ! how can the generous, loving brother or sis-

ter, blessed with freedom, forget the cruel sorrows and
wrongs of the slave brother and sister ? How fellow-

ship, even in the least act of comity, the atrocious

slave-holder? There may be some who do this from

ignorajice of such cruel wrongs. God grant that this


