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a dear home, where love and sympatliy shall meet
him from hearts made sacred to liim hy his own irre-

pressible ailection and tenderness tor them. And so I

sought to love and win a trne heart in return. I did

this, too, with a full knowledge of the desperate agony
that the slave husband and fnther is exposed to. Had
I not seen this in the anguish of my own parents ?

Yea, I saw it in every public auction, vv^here men and
women and children were brought upon the block, ex-

amined, and bought. I saw it^n such occasions, in

the hopeless agony depicted on the countenance of

husband and wife, there separated to meet no more in

this cruel world; and in the screams of wild despair

and useless entreaty which the mother, then deprived

cf her darling chikl, sent forth. I heard the doom
which stares every slave parent in the face eacli

waking and sleeping hour of an unhappy life. And
yet I sought to become a husband and a father, be-

cause I felt that I could live no longer unloved and
imloving. I was married to Lucilla Smith, the slave

of Mrs. Moore. IFe called it and ive considered it a

true viarriage^ although we knew well that marriage
was not permitted to the slaves as a sacred right of

the loving heart. Lucilla was seventeen years old

when we were married. I loved her with all my
heart, and she gave me a return for my affection with
which I was contented. Oh, God of Love, thou know-
est what happy hours we have passed in each other's

society in our poor cabin. When we knelt in prayer,

we never forgot to ask God to save us from the misery
of cruel separation, while life and love were our por-

tion. Oh, how we have talked of this dreaded fate,

and wept in mingling sorrow, as we thought of our
desolation, if we should be parted and doomed to live

on weary years, away from each other's dear presence.

We had three dear little babes. Our fondness for our
precious children increased the current feeling of love

for each other, which filled our hearts. They were
bright, precious things, those little babes ; at least so

they seemed to us. Lucilla and I were never tired of

planning to improve their condition, as far as might
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