
NARRATIVE OF A REFUGEE SLAVE. ai

be done for slaves. We prayed with new fervency to

our Father in heaven to protect our precious babes.
Lucilla was very proud of me, because I con Id read
and v/rite, and slie often spoke of my teacliing our
dear httle ones, and tlien she would say, Avith tears,

"Who knows, Thomas, but th'^y may yet ho. free and
hapjryV Lucilla was a valuable slave to her mis-
tress. She was a seamstress, and very expert at her
needle. I had a constant dread that Mrs. Moore, lier

mistress, would be in want of money, and sell my dear
wife. We constantly dreaded a fmal separation. Our
allection for each other was very strong, and this

made us always apprehensive of a cruel parting.

These fears were well founded, as our sorrowing hearts

too soon learned. A few years of very pure and con-
stant happiness, for slaves, passed away, and we were
parted to meet but once again till we meet in eternity.

Mrs. Moore left Wilmington, and moved to Newburn.
She carried with her my beloved Lucilla, and my three

children, Annie, four years old; Lizzie, two and a.

half years ; and our sweet little babe, Charlie. She
remained there eighteen months. And Oh, how lonely

and dreary and desponding were those months of

lonely life to my crushed heart ! My dear wife and
my precious children were seventy-four miles distant

from me, carried away from me in utter scorn of my
beseeching words. I was tempted to put an end to

my wretched life. I thought of my dear family by day
and by night. A deep despair was in my heart, such
as no one is called to bear in such cruel, crushing

power as the poor slave, severed forever from the ob-

jects of his love, by the capacity of his brother. But
that dark time of despair passed away, and I saw
once more my wife and children. Mrs. Moore left

Newburn for Tuscaloosa, Ala., and passing through
Wilmington, on her journey, she spent one night in

her old home. That night I passed with my wife and
children. I^ucilla had pined away under the agony of

our separation, even more than I had done. That
night she wept on my bosom, and we mingled bitter

tears together. Our dear children were baptized in


