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NARRATIVE OP A REFUGEE SLAVE.

ing, the shuddering memory of which is deeply fixed in

my heart. Oh, that these happy, merry boys and girls,

whom I have seen in Massachusetts since my escape

from slavery, whom I have so often met rejoicing in

their mercies since I came here, only knew the deep
wretchedness of tha poor slave child ! For then, I am
sure, their tender hearts would feel to love and pray
for these unhappy ones, on whose early life hopeless

sufferings bear down a crushing, killing burden

!

These nine years of wretchedness passed, and a change
came for me. My master sold me to Mr. Jones of

Wilmington, N. C, distant forty-five miles from Hawes'
plantation. Mr. Jones sent his slave driver, a colored

man, named Abraham, to conduct me to my new home
in Wilmington. I was at home with my mother when
he came. He looked in at the door, and called to me,
"Tom you must go with me.'' His looks were ugly
and his voice was savage. I was very much afraid,

and began to cry, holding on to my mother's clothes,

and begging her to protect me, and not let the man
take me away. Mother wept bitterly, and in the midst

of her loud sobbings, cried out in broken words, " I

can't save you, Tommy ; master has sold you, you must
go." She threw her arms around me, and while the

hot tears fell on my face, she strained me to her heart.

There she held me, sobbing and mourning, till the

brutal Abraham came in, snatched me away, hurried

me out of the house where I was born, my only home,
and tore me away from the dear mother who loved

me as no other friend could do. She followed him,
imploring a moment's delay, and weeping aloud, to

the road, where he turned around, and striking at her
with his heavy cowhide, fiercely ordered her to stop

bawling, and go back into the house.

Thus was I s:iatched from the presence of my lov-

ing prrents, and from ihe true aff'ection of the dear
ones of home. For thirteen weary years did my heart

turn in its yearnings to that precious home. And
then, at the age of twenty-two, was I permitted to re-

visit my early home. I found it all desolate; the

family all broken up; father was sold and gone; Rich-


