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the tears of agony that were wrung from onr breaking
hearts. The just God remember that niglit in the last

award that we and our oppressors are to receive.

Tlie next morning Mrs. Moore embarked on board
the packet. I followed my wife and children to the-

boat, and parted from them without a word of fare-

well. Our sobs and tears were our only adieu. Our
liearts were too full of anguish for any other expres-

sion of our hopeless woe. I have never seen that

dear family since, nor have I heard from them since I

partcu from them there. God only knows the bitter-

ness of my agony, experienced in the separation of
my wife and children from me. The memory of that

groat woe will find a fresh impression on my heart

while that heart shall beat. How will the gifted and
the great meet the charge against them at the great

day, as the Judge shall say to them, in stern displea-

sure, *• I was sick, destitute, imprisoned, helpless, and
ye ministered not nnto me, for when ye slighted and
despised these wretched, pleading slaves; ye did these

acts of scorn against me. Depart, ye workers of
iniquity.''

After my pm'chase by Owen Holmes, I hired my
time at ^150 per year, paid monthly. I rented a
house of Dr. E. J. Desert. I worked, loading and un-
loading vessels that came into Wilmington, and could

earn from one dollar to a dollar and a quarter a day.

While my wife and family were spared to bless my
home by their presence and love, 1 was comparatively

happy. But I found then that the agony of the ter-

rible thought, "I am a slave, my wife is a slave, my
precious children are slaves," grew bitter and insup-

portable, just as the happiness in the society of my
beloved home became more distinct and abounding.
And this one cup of bitterness was ever at my lips.

Hearts of kind sympathy and tender pity, did I not

drain that cup of bitter woe to its very dregs, when,
my family were carried off into returnless exile, and I

was left a heartbroken lonely man ! Can you be still

inactive while thousands are drinking that portion of

despair every yeardn this land of schools and Bibles?
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