
OF MARY ROWL INDSON. •3

many christians together, and some of them
my neighbors: There I met with my broth.
er, and my brother in law, who asked me if
I knew where bis wife was ? poor heart
he had helped to bury her, and knew it not:
She being shot down by the house, was partly
burnt, so that those who wcre at Boston at
the desolation of the town, and came back
afterwards and buried the dead, did not know
her. Yet I was not without sorrow, to
think how many w-re looking and longing,
and my own children among the rest, to
enjoy that deiiverance that I had now re-
ceived ; and I did not knc'w whether ever I
should sce ti.rm again. Being recruited
with food and raimnnt, we went to Boston
that day ; where I met with my husband,
but the thott;zhts of our dear children, oné
being dead, anid the other we could not tell
where, abated our confort each in other. I
was not beforesa nomuch hermed in by the
merciless and crel heathen, but now as rnuch
with pitifu!, tender hearted and compassion- k
ate christians. In that poor and beggar!y
condition, I was received in, I was kind]y
entertained in several houses: So much love
I received from several, (many of whom t
knew not) that I am not capable to declar.e it.
But the Lord knows therm al by natpe
The Lord reward them seven fold into theif
bosoms of his spirituals, for their termporals.
The twenty pounds, the price of my redernp-
tion, was raised by some Boston gentlewoin


