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¢ Two or threo days after, ho camo to me, and says ho,
¢ Charity, how should you like to be sold to Mr. Kinmore? 1
told him 1 would rather be sold to him than to anyhody else,
because my hushand belonged to him. My hushand was a
nice good man, and we sct stores by one another.  Mr. Kin-
more agreed to buy us; and so Land my children went there
to live, He was a kind master; but as tor mistress Kinmore,
she was a devil!  Mr. Kiomore died a few years after he
bought us , and in his will he give me aud my hushand free ;
but | aever knowed anything about it, for yewrs afieeward, |
don’t know how they managed it. My poor hu.band died, and
never knowed that he was free. But i's all the sane now.
He's among the ransomed.  He used to say, * Thank God, it’s
only a fittle way howme ;5 I shall soon be with Jesus.” O, he
bad a fine old Christinn heart.”

Here the old woman sighed deeply, and remained silent for
a moment, while her right hand slowly rose and tell upon her
lap, as if her thoughts were wmournfully busy. At Jast she
resumed.

¢ Sixteen children P’ve had, first and last; and twelve I've
nursed for my mistress.  From the tume my first baby was
born, I always set my heart upon huving freedom for suine ol
m children. I thought it was of more consequence to them,
than to me ; for [ was old, and used to being a slave.  Buw
mistress Kinnmore wouldn’t let me have my children.  One
gfter another—one after another—she sold ‘em aw ay from me.
O, how many times thet wuman’s broke my heart!”

Here het voice choked, and the tears began to flow.,  She
wiped them quickly with the corner of her apron, and continued :
“ I tried every way I could to lay up a copper to buy my chil-
dren ; but I found it pretty hard ; for mistress kept me at work
all the time. It was Charity ! Charity ! Charity ! from morning
till aight.  Charity, do this, and Charity, do that.

4 I used to do the washings of the famuly ; aud large washings
they were. ‘I'he public 10ad run right by wy little hut ; and 1
thought to myself; while I stood there at the wash tub, 1 might,
just as well as not, be earning something to buy my children.
So I set up a lutle oyster-bourd; and when anyhody come
along, that wanted a few oysters and a cracker, I left my wash
tub and waited upon him.  When [ got a hitle money laid up,
I went to my mistress and tried to buy one of my children.
She knew how long my heart had been set upon it, and how
hard I had worked for it.  But she wouldn't let me have one'!
She wouldn't let me have one! So I went to work again; and
set up late o’nights, in hopes I could earn enough to temp her.
When I had two hundred dollars, 1 went to her again ; but she
thought she could find a better market, and she wouldn’t let
me have one, At last, what do you think that woeman did?
She sold me and five of my children to the speculators! O,
how I did feel, when I heard my children were sold tv the
speculators I

I knew very well that by speculators the poor mother meant
men whose trade it is to buy up coffles of slaves, as they buy
cattle for the market,

After a shor! pause, her face brightened up, and h~r voice
suddenly changed to a gay and sprightly tone.

“ Surely, ma’am, there’s always some good comes of being
kind to fotks. While I kept my oyster-board, there was 2
thin, peaked-looking man, used to come and buy of me. Some
times he would say, ¢ Aunt Charity,” (he always called me
JAunt Charity) you must fix me up a nice littie mess, for 1 feel
poorly to.day.” 1 always made something good for hinr ; and
if ke didn’t happen to bave any change, I always trusted him.
He liked my messes mighty well.  Now, who do you think
that should turn out to be, but the very speculator that bought
me! He come to me, and says he, ¢ Aunt Charity’ {he always
called me Auat Charity), you’ve been very good to me, and
fixed me up many a nice little mess, when Pve been poorly ;
and ncw you shall have your freedom for it, and I'll give you
your youngest child.” ”

“That was very kind,” said I, “but I wish he had given
you all of them.”

With s look of great simplicity, and in tones of expostulation,
the slave mother replied, “ O, be couldn’t afford that, you
know.”

¢« Well,” continuel she, “after that, T concluded I'd come to
the fre- states. But mistress had one child of mine, a boy about
twelve years old. 1 bad slways set iy heart upon buying
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Richard. He was the image of %is father ; and my hushand was
a nice grod man ; and we set e.ores by one another.  Besides, I
was always uneasy in my mind about Richard. He was a spi-
rty Jad; and I knew it was very hand for him to be a slave,
Many a time I have s2id 10 him, ¢ Richard, let what will happea,
never lift your hand agamst vour ma-ter.)

“But I knew it would always be haid work for him to be a
dave. I carmed all my money to my mistress, and told her 1
had mere due to me; amd iffall of it wasn't enough to buy my
poor boy, I'd wark hard and send her all my earmings, till she
aad T Aad paid enough.  She Anew she could trust me. She
knew Char s always kept her word.  But she wasahard-hearted
woman.  She wouldn’t let me have my boy.  With a heavy
heart, I went to work to eain more, in hopes I might one day be
able to buy him. To he sure, 1 didn” get much more ume, than
[ did when T was a slave ; for mistress was always calling upon
me; and [ didn't like to Jisoblige her. I wanted to keep the
right side of her, in hopes she’d let me have my boy., One day,
she sent me of an errand. I had to wait some time.  When {
come back, mistress was counting 8 heap of illsin herlap,  She
was a rich woman 5 she rolled in gold. My hittle girl stood be~
hind her ehair; and as mestress counted the moneyv—ien dollars,
—twenty dollars—fifty dollars—I see that she kept erying. 1
thuught may be mistress had struck her.  But when | see the
tears keep rolling down her cheeks all the time, I went up to her,
and whispered, « What's the matter ' She pointed to mustress’s
lap and said, ¢ Broder’s money ! Broder’s mmeney * O, then I
udersiood it all! T said to mistress Konnore, ¢ Haze you sold
my hoy ' Without looking up from counting her money, she
drawled vut, ¢ Yes, Chanty; and I got u great price for him > »

Here the coloured woman imitated to perfection the languid,
indulent tone of southern ladies.]

« 0, my heart was too full! She had sent me away of an
errand, because she didn’t want to be troubled with our cries. 1
hadn’t any chance 10 see my poor boy. I shall never see him
again in this world, My heart felt as if it was uniler a great load
of lead. I couldn’t speak my feclings. I never spoke them to
ner, from that day to this.  As I went out of the room, I lifted
up my hand, and all I could say was, ¢ Mistress, how could
youdo nu??

The poor creature’s voice had grown more and more tremuloua
as she proceeded, and was at lengih sufled with sobs.

After some time, she resumed her story ; ¢ When my boy was
gone, I thought | might sure enough as well go to the free states.
But mistress had a hutle grandchild of mine. His mother died
whea he was born, 7 thought it would he some comfort to me,
of T eould buy lLittle orphan Sammy. So [ carried ali the moncy
I had to my niistress again, and asked her 1f she would let me
huy my grand-on. But she wouldn’t iet me have him. Then
had uothing more to wait for; so I come on to the free states,
He-e T have taken in washing; and my davgbhter is smart at her
needle ; and e get a very comfortable living.”

« Do you ever hear from any of your children 1’ said 1.

% Yes, ma’am, I hear from one of them. Mizstress Kinmoro
scld one to a lady. that comes to the north every summer; and
she brings my daughter with her.”

« Dur’t she know that it is a good chance to take her freedom,
when she is brought to the north ¥ said I.

« To be sure she knows ¢tat,” rephed Charity, with significant
emphasis.  “ But my davghier is pious. She’s member of a
church. Her mistress kno.vs she wouldn’t tell a lie for her right
hand.  She makes her promise on the Bitle, that she won’t try
to run away, and that she will go back to the south with her:
and so, ma’am, for her honour and her Chr.stianity’s sake, she
goes back into slavery.”

«Is her mistress kind to her 27

“Yes, ma’am; butthen every body hkes to be free. Her
mistress 18 very kind.  She says I may huy her for four hundred
dollars: and that’s a low price for her—two hundred paid down,
and the rest as we can earn it.  Kutty and I are trying to lay up
enough to buy her.”

“ What has become of your mistress Kinraore? Do you ever
hear from her.”

«Yes, ma’am, 1 often hear from her; and smnmer before
‘ast, as I was walking up Broadway, with a basket of clean
clothes, who shoud I meet but my old mistress Kinmore!  She
gave a sort of a siart, and saud, in her drawling way, ¢ O, Charity,
18 wyou? Her voice sounded deep and hollow, as if it come




