
NARRATIVE OF A REFUGEE SLAVE. 15

living

rnish-

v^ards.

itense

osses-

lours,

when
)f my
to be-

le first

d how
much
5 of a

^ bnsi-

ecord-

y kind
rocur-

with a
ell me
d with
Ivhat I

I. He
would
)ut of;

your-
se you
[uickly

id sta-

!xt ap-

e till I

? same
I with
evious

L spell-

t, and
that I

v^ed at

ley to

re and
le, the

wioney taken in return, and I left, feeling very rich

with my long desired treasure. I got out of the store,

and, looking round to see that no one observed me, I

hid my book in my bosom, and hurried on to my work,
conscious that a new era in my life was opening upon
me through the possession of this bef)k That con-

sciousness at once awakened new thoughts, purposes,

and hopes, a new life, in fact, in my experience. My
mind was excited. The words spoken by James Dix-
on jf the great advantages of learning, made me in-

tensely anxious to learn. I was a slave; and I knew
that the whole community was in league to keep the

poor slave in ignorance and chains. Yet I longed to

be free, and to be able to move the minds of otlier

men by my thoughts. It seemed to me now, that, if

I could learn to read and write, this learning might

—

nay, I really thought it would, point out to mo the

way to freedom, influence, and real, secure happiness.

So 1 hurried on to my master's store, and, watching

my opportunity to do it safe from curioi.s eyes, 1 hid

my book with the utmost care, under some liquor bar-

rels in the smoke house. The first opportunity I im-

proved to examine my book. I looked it over with
the most intent eagerness, turned over its leaves, and
tried to discover what the new and strange characters

which I saw in its pages might mean. But I found it

a vaioi endeavour. I could understand a picture, and
from it make out a story of immediate interest to my
mind. But I could not associate any thought or fact

with these crooked letters with which my primmer was
filled. So the next day I sought a favorable moment,
and asked James to tell me where a scholar must be-

gin in order to learn to read, and how. He laughed

at my ignorance, and, taking his spelling-book, showed
me the alphabet in large and small letters on the same
page. I asked him the name of the first letter, point-

ing it out, he told me A; so of the next, and so on
through the alphabet. I managed to remember A and
B, and I studied and looked out the same letters in

many other parts of the book. And so I fixed in a
tenacious memory the names of the two first letters of


