
16 NARRATIVE OF A REFUGEE SLAVE.

I

the alphabet. But I found I could not get on without
help, and so I applied tci James again to show me the

letters and tell me their names. This time he suspect-

ed me of trying to learn to read myself, and he plied

me with questions till he ascertained that I was, in

good earnest, entering upon an effort to get knowledge.
At this discovery, he manifested a good deal of indig-

nation, lie told me, in scorn, that it was not for such

as me to try to improve, that / was a slave^ and that

it was not proper for me to Itarn to read. He threat-

ened to tell my master, and at length, by his hard lan-

guage, my anger was fully aroused, and 1 answered
taunt with taunt. He called me a poor, miserable

niggar; and I called him a poor, ignorant white servant

boy. While we were engaged in loud and angry
words, of mutual defiance and scorn, my master came
into the store. Mr. Jones had never given me a

whipping since the time I have already described,

during my first year of toil, want and suffering in his

service. But he had now caught me in the unpardon-
able offence of giving saucy language to a white boy,

and one, too, who was in his employ. Without stop-

ping to make any enquiries, he took down the cow-
hide, and gave me a severe whipping. He told me
never to talk back to a white man on pain of flogging.

I suppose this law or custom is universal at the south.

And I suppose it is thought necessary to enforce this

habit of obsequious submission on the part of tl^e col-

ored people to the whites, in order to maintain their

supremacy over the poor, outraged slaves.

I will mention, in this connection, as illustrative of

this cruel custom, an incident which I saw just before

I ran away from my chains. A little colored boy was
carrying along through Wilmington a basket of food.

His name was Ben, and he belonged to Mrs. Kunkin.
a widow lady. A little mischievous white boy, just

about Ben's age and size, met him, and purposely
overturned the little fellow's basket, and scattered

his load in the mud. Ben, in return for this wanton
act, called him some hard name, when the white boy^

clinched him to throw him down with the scatterd-d'


