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" PREFACE.

IN presenting the following pages to the public,

without the trace of an excellent scholar or eloquent
orator, I fully realize my inability to compete with
writers of the nineteenth century. With this incom-
petency in view, I have hesitated and delayed until
three-score and. thirteen years are closing over me.
Yet as I am still spared to toil on a little longer in
the great field so white to harvest, praying the Lord
of the harvest to arm and send forth more laborers,

because they are too few, I ask an indulgent public

to allow my deep and abiding sympathies for the
oppressed and sorrowmg of every nation, class, or
color, to plead my excuse for sending forth simple,
unvarnished facts and experiences, hoping they may
increase an aspiration for the active doing, instead

of saying what ought to be done, with excusing self

for want of ability, when it is to be found in Him
who is saying, “My grace is sufficient for thee, for
my strength is perfect in weakness.”

) LAURA 8. HAVILAND
Qc'ronzg, 1881. *
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.~ LIFE-WORK

OF

LAURA S. HAVILAND.

CHAPTER [.
EARLY LIFE

AT the earnest solicitation of many dear friends I have
consented to leave on record some ocf,”the. incidents that
have fallen under my pel‘\OIl‘il observation dltl‘ll.lO' three-
score and ten years. .

My father, Daniel Smith, was a native of Easterii New
Xorl\ and for many years an apprmed minister in the
Society of Friends. He was a man of ability and influ-
ence, of clear perceptions, and strong reasoning powers.

My mother, Sene Blancher, was from Vermont; was of
a gentler turn, and of a quiet spirit, benevolent and kind
to all, and much beloved by all who knew her, and was
for many years an elder in the.same Society.

It is due to my parents to say, if I have been instru-
mental, through the grace of God, to bless his poor and
lowly of earth, by adapting means to ends in relieving suf-
fering humanity, it is largely owing to their influence.

Soon after their. marriage, they removed to Kitley
Township, county of, Leeds, Canada West (now known as

_ Ontario), where T’ was born, December 20, 1808. I
well remember the perplexrtles and doubts that troubled
my young mind in trying o find the whys and wherefores

~ of existing-facts; yet T was naturally a happy and playful -

child. ‘Some remarks made by my parents over a portion

>



10 . A WOMAN’S LIFE-WORK.

of Secripture father was reading, in which was the sen-

"tence, ‘““and they are no more twain, but one’ flesh ’—
» y ;

“that is a close relationship; twain is two, no more two
but one flesh”—struck me with wonder and. amazement.
“Yes,” replied mother, ““that is a oneness that is not to
be separated, a near relation between husband and wife;"
‘no more twain, but one flesh.” ‘What God has joined
together let not man put asunder.”” It seemed as if every

- word fastened upon my mind a feeling of awe at the new
‘thought, that father and mother were one person. ¢ Then

they think just alike, and know all about the other, if true;
father' and mother believe it, and they found it in the
Bible;-and that,” I thought, “must be true. Now for the
test - If father and mother are one, they must know each

" other’s thoughts and whereabouts.” ~After father had been

out a few minutes I asked mother where he was.  Not
far off; may be he’s gone to the barn.” But he was not
there. At my report she said, “Perhaps he’s gone to
David Coleman’s, or some of the neighbors.”  This settled
the matter in my mind, that they were not one. But I
gave the same test to try father, which also proved a fail-
ure. But not quite satisfied without further investigation,
I asked mother for permission to go to David Coleman’s to
play an hour with his little girls. Little did she know
that the object of her little five-year-old skeptic was to
present the test to their father and mother, to see whether
they were one, and found the same result each time. '
This settled the question in my mind that one thing in
the Bible was untrue. Father and mother were mistaken .
in that part of the Bible that said husband and wife were
no more two, but one. For a long time after this, when-
ever the Bible was referred to as authority, I would think,
It may be true, and may not, because I tried one thing
it said that was not thue.”
Another mystery was hard for me to solve. In asking
mother where we should go if we should jump off the
) :




EARLY LIFE. 11

edge of the world, she replied, “ There is no jumping off

place, because our world is round, like a ball, and "takes
one day and night to roll around, and that makes day and
night.” After the little child of six years had studied over
this mysterious problem a short time, she returned with the
query, “ Why do n’t we drop off while underside? and why
don’t the water spill out off Bates’s creek and our well?” She
rephed “Water, as well as every thing else, is always kept
in place by a great law, called gravitation, that our Heav-
enly Father made when he made the world,” and she said
I would understand more about it when older. But this
did not satisfy me; I wanted to know all about it then.
As soon as father came in queries were repeated, but he
closed as mother did, that I must wait until I was older,
which made me almost impatient to be old enough to know
how these things could be.

Another subject occupied my childish mind a long time,
and was investigated to the extent of the miniature ability
I possessed. And that was the interesting fact that I dis-
covered one bright evening while looking at the stars, that
our house was just in the middle of the world; and when
we.went to grandfather’s (a distance of seven miles), as
soon as it was night, I was out in the yard measuring the
distance by stars, but to my surprise, grandfather’s house
was just in the middle. For I tried it all around the

house, and :went to the barn with my uncles, and could B

discover ng variation. Consequently I must have been
" mistaken at home. But on our return I could not find by
the stars but that we were just in the center of creation.
Whenever I went with, my parents to'a neighbor’s for an
evening’s visit, my firsf*and foremost thought was to see
how far to one side they were. But I always found my-
self just in the center of this great world; just as grown-
up children: are prone to think their own nation is ahead
in arts and sciences, of all other nations—their own State

ahead of all other States in moral and intellectual improve- .

&
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ments——thelr own town or city, hke Boston, the ¢ hub of
the universe.” In fact, we are about the center; our pets
more knowing, and our children smarter, than can be
found elsewhere. But as the study of astronomy gives
ability to look upon the vast universe of thousands.of
worlds much larger than our own, revolving in their orbits,

it develops our intellectual faculties, and enables us to view
the concave appearance of the ethereal blué from a stand-
point widely differing from the occupancy of the center.
And when supreme self is melted away by faith in the
blood of the covenant, our spiritual vision becomes clearer
and our miniature minds are expanding, and we learn to
make due allowances for the acts and opinions of others,
that we have called peculiar, because they do not quite ac-
cord with our own usages and tastes.

In 1815 my father removed.with his family to Cam-
bria, Niagara County, Western New York, then a wilder-
ness. Soon after we were settled in our new home, we
lost my baby brother Joseph, which: made a deep impres-
sion upon my young heart, and gave me great uneasiness
in regard to my own future happiness, should I be taken
away. 1 found great relief, one day, while listening to a
conversation between father and grandfather, as to what

* age children were responsible to their Creator. Father
" .gave his opinion that ten years, in the generality of chil- .

dren, is the age that God would call them to an account
for sin. ‘Grandfather said that was about the age he

“thought children were accountable, and all children that

die previous to that age are happily saved in heaven.

"% Yes,” said father; ¢ where there is no law.there is no trans-

gression.” At this great relief to my troubled heart, I ran

" out to'play with my brother Harvey, to tell him how long
‘we would be safe, if we should die, for father and grand-

father said children that died before' they were ten years

. old would go to heaven, and I would be safe almost two

years, and he would be safe a good while longer (as he
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was two years and a half younger than myself). ¢Oh,

yes,” said he; “and Ira will be safe a great many years, -

" *cause he’s little, if he should die as little Josie did.” “This

 earliest conviction of sin vanished like the morning cloud.
- This idea was so deeply embedded in my young mind, that
whenever-I heard of a child’s death, my first inquiry was
for its age. - If under ten, I was at ease over its safety;

~ but if over ten years, I was distressed unless I could hear
of ‘some words from the one taken away, that would indi-
cate a preparation for the change of worlds. The vivid-
ness of those early childhood ' impressions are frequent re-
minders of the importance of giving clear explanations to
children, in regard to important religious truths, as their
young hearts are much more 1mpressnble than is generally
conceded.

EARLY IMPRESSIONS OF SLAVERY AND RELIGION.

During the first six years in our-new home, there was
no school within three miles of us, and all the privilege we
enjoyed of this kind was a spelling lesson given daily to
three of us, the two little girls of our nearest neighbor and
myself: Our mothers pronounced the words for us alter-
nately, at their house and ours. In this way we spelled
our book through a number of times. This privilege, with
four months in school previous to leaving Canada, proved a
great blessing. As I possessed an insatiable thirst for knowl-
edge, I borrowed all the easy readers I could find in the
newhborhood I was especially ‘interested in memoirs of
children and youth, which increased my frequent desire to
become a Christian. I wished to read every book that
came within my reach. I read a-few of father’s books,
designed for more mature minds. I became deeply inter-
ésted in John Woolman’s history of the slave-trade, of the
capture and cruel middle passage of negroes, and of the-
thousands who died on their voyage and were thrown into
the sea to be devoured by sharks, that followed the slave-ship
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day after day. The pictures of these crowded slave-ships,
with the cruelties of the slave system after they were
brought to our country, often affected me to tears; and I
often read until the midnight hour, and could not rest un-
til I bhad read it twice through. My sympathies became
too deeply enlisted for the poor negroes who were thus en-
glaved for time to efface.

The third or fourth I had ever seen of that race was
¥ an old man called Uncle Jeff. He seemed to serve any
S one who called upon him for chores, in our little village
S cf Lockport, that grew up as by magic upon the Erie
: ‘ Canal. Uncle Jeff was frequently employed by merchants
to cry off their stale articles”on the street. . At one time
the old man, whose head was almost as white as wool, wag
crying, * Gentlemeén and ladies’ black silk stockin’s of all-
B colors for sale,” holding them up to view as he passed
AR , alorig the street, followed by a group of boys crying out,
b ‘“Nigger, nigger,” and throwing grass and clay at him.
_ At length he turned to these half-grown boys, looking very
nov sad, as he said, ““Boys, I am just as God made me, an’
B 50 is a toad.” At this the boys slunk away; and I felt
very indignant in seeing the men who were standing ‘near
only laugh, instead of sharply reproving those ill-behaved
children.

-Another colored man, named Ben, came to our town
with a family who opened an inn. He, was employed
mostly in the kitchen, and while Ben was asleep on the
kitchen floor, some rude boys put a quantity of powder in
the back of his pants, and placing a slow match to it left
the room, but watched the process of their diabolical sport
through a window, and soon saw their victim blown up, it

_was said, pearly to the ceiling. His hips and body were
‘5o badly burned that he was never able to sit or stoop after
this wicked act. He always had to walk with a cane, and
whenever too weary to stand, was compelled to lie down,
as his right hip and lower limb were stiffened. Yet little
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Rotice was taken of this reckless act, but to feed and poorly -
clothe this life-long cripple, as he went from' house to house,
because he was of that crushed and neglected race. '

'RELIGIOUS IMPRESSIONS AND EXPERIENCE.

In the Autumn of my thirteenth year, with our parents’
permission, brother Harvey and I attended a little prayer-
meeting at our Uncle Ira Smith’s house, near by. Here
was singing, experiences given, with prayer and exhorta-
tions, in which young ,people, as well as those more ad-
vanced in years, took Part. All this was newsto me, hav- _
ing never attended any other meeting than of Friends, usu- -
ally called Quakers. My father being a minister and
mother an elder in that denomination, they were very
conscientious in training their children in all the usages, as
well as principles, of that sect. At this Methodist prayer-
meeting a young girl, but little older than myself, related
her experience, and prayed so earnestly for her young as-
sociates, that it took a deep hold on my mind; and on my
way home, on that beautiful evening, I resolved to seek the
Lord until I could know for myself that my sins were for-
given. Oh, how I wished F was a Christian, as was Han-
nah Bosworth. She was so young, and yet she told us
how earnestly she sought the Lord, and found Jesus so
Pprecious in the fgrgiveness of her sins. It was said in that
meeting that God was no respecter of persons, and that [
had read in ‘the Bible; and then Jesus had ;aid, ““Suffer
little children to come unto me, and forbid them not;”
“and now, this very night, I will begin to seek the Lord,
and I never will give up trying, if it takes as long as I
live, until I receive an evidence that I am the Lord’s child.
I want to realize that peace and joy those men and women
expressed in that meeting.” As all had retired, I placed
a candle in my brother’s hand, and hurried him to bed,
that I might know positively that no human ear could
listen to my first attempt to address my Heavenly Father.
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I knelt for the first time in my. life, in the rear of our
corn crib, but no words could I find for prayer, and a feel-

ing of fear came over me, and I arose to my feét. . I

looked all around me, but no one was in sight; naught but
trees and shrubs of the garden below, and the ethereal blue,
bedecked with the beautiful moon and sparkling stars, above.
Is it possible that He who created this beautiful world can
notice a little girl like me? And the thought occurred
that I had better wait until I was older. But the remarks
to which I had just listened came vividly before me, and
I renewed my resolve to pray to Him who had said, ¢ Suf-
fer little children to come unto me,” and again knelt for
prayer; but that feeling of fear increased, until it seemed

" as if some one was apout to place a hand upon my shoul-

der, and I again foumd myself on my fekt. But as no one
was in sight, I queried whether this was'not the enemy’ of
my soul, to keep me from prayer, and fell upon my knees
a third time, determined to remain in the position of prayer
until my first petition to my Heavenly Father was pre-
sented. And the prayer of the publican Wwas repeated
over and over again,*‘ God be merciful to' me a sinner.”
‘These words above all others seemed just, for me. I was
a sinner, and mercy was what I wanted. I returned to
the house with a still more fixed resolve to continue ask-

ing, with a firmer purpose never to give over until the evi-.

dence of pardoning love was mine. As I retired, I knelt by

- my bedside, and repeated the same.prayer, with a few addi-

tional words, imploring the aid of the Holy Spirit to teach
me the way of life, and penitential tears began to flow. Be-

* fore I'slept niy pillow was wet with tears, and was turned

for a dry place. ‘As I was reading the Bible through by
course, it became more of & companion than ever before.

The next prayer-meeting was attended, and as they
knelt during the season of prayer I felt an impression to
kneel with them. But the cross was very great and I did
not yield. I thought if I did so it would be reported to

>

15

RS

A e N G



L4

O O s = =

0y par;ts and they would p[ebably forbid my coming to
“These little meetings, which I so highly prized. - But this

. was unprofifable reasoning, increasing the burden instead

‘of-bringing the relief sought. I wept on my way home, and
in'nty cvening supplication renewed my promise to be more
faithful, let others do or say what they would, if the like

- impression was ever again experienced. \Vlth permission

I attended the next prayer-meeting at my uncle’s, and, as
if to test my faithfulness, two young women of my inti-
mate associates  canie in, and sat one on each side of me.
At the first scason of prayer, as I did not have that im-

, e - . EARLY LIFE. 17
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pression, I felt quite at ease, and thankful to my Father

in heaven for excusing me. But the next united suppli-
cation, I felt that I must unite with them in kneeling, and
while one tried to pull me up by the arm, with saying

“I’d be a little dunce if I was in thy place,” the other -

sister pinched the other arm, ‘“Now, Laura Smith, be a
little Methodist, will thee? I°’d “be ashamed if T was thee; ;

every body will make fun of thee.” But I kept. my posi-

tion and made no reply, but sccretly prayed for strength .
in my great weakness. But iny fears were fully realized. -

It was at once reported that Laura Smith would be a Meth-

odist if allowed by her parents. And for a long time no -

permission was given to attend those little prayer-meetings,
my parents assigning this reason: *This Methodist excite-
ment is unprofitable, especially for children. They have
an overheated zeal, that is not according to knowledge, and
we do not think it best for thee to attend; we want our
children at a suitable age to be actuated 'by settled prin-
ciple, not mere excitement.” This reasoning by my 'dear
father strongly tempted me to give up my resolutions al-
together. Until I was eighteen I felt no liberty whatever
in unburdening my troubled heart to my dear parents.
They were unacquainted with-the longings of my poor soul.
Like the lone sparrow upon the house-top, I mourned many
weeks, sought the solitary place for reading my Bible, and
o - 2
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prayer; often watered my pillow with tears, and longed
for the day, and during the day longed for the night, in
which I might .pour out my sorrows to my Heavenly
Father out of sight of human eye. I was conscious that -
‘my sadness was troubling my dear parents. Oh!.how I
prayed for light to dispel this darkness and doubt—some-
times ready to conclude. that, as it was my duty to ohey

, my parents, the Lord would excuse me in waltmg until I

was of age. Yet in reading the many precious promises
of the Lord Jesus, ‘ Come unto me, all ye that labor and
are heavy laden, and I will give you rest;” ““Seek, and ye )
shall find,” I found fresh courage. But why do I not find

- this rest for this weary heart? Why do I not find the

way tp seck for the hidden treasure I so much longed for?
These queries were continually revolving in my mind, with-
out a satisfactory solution. "Sometimes I almost concluded
that God was too good to send the beings he created for his -
own glory to perdition to all eternity, and all would ulti-

mately be saved; at other times, I could not reconcile
universal salvation with, the parable of Lazarus and the
rich man, and was ready to conclude that salvation was for
the elected few, and there were those who could not be

" \saved, and I was among the lost. In one of these seasons

%of almost despalr, I ventured to attend a Methodist meet-
ing ‘held in a private house; in company with my uncle.
{Being at his house, I did not go home for permlsswn The
"minister was a plainly dressed man; the opening hymn was

- new to me, but every line seemed especially for me:

“God moves in a mysterious way,
His wonders to perform.”

Tt was read and sung in an impressive manner. The

fourth stanza seemed specially suited to my case:

“g udge not the Lord by feeble sense,
But trust him for his grace; -
Behind a frowning providence
He hides-a smiling face.”
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This gave new light, new courage, and fresh hope sprang
up, like streaks of the morning sunbeam in the Eastern
_ sky, preluding the full blaze of the orb of day. _ The prayer
and the text upon which he based his remarks were all
flowing in the same channel. The exhortation was to the
‘discouraged and despairing soul. to remember that the
darkest time -of night was just before the break of day, a
¢ remark I had never before heard. Ireturned home stronger [
- than ever before, and ventured to tell mother of the good
sermon preached by Isaac Puffer. But she was again
troubled, and reminded me of those we read of in Scrip-
ture, who would compass sea and land to gain one prose-
lyte, that when gained, ‘‘ were twofold more the child of
hell than themselves.” She also said that ‘my uncles would

- be well pleased to have mq go with them. I assured her that

* neither of my four Methodist uncles had ever intimated a
word to me on the subject. ¢ But,” said she, ‘“actions
§9f§xetimes speak louder than words.” This was not de-
signed to discourage me, but darker than ever was the
cloud of unbelief that filled my heart. Was Isaac Puffer
a child of hell? then there is nothing in religion, with any
body. It was all a farce—all mere ‘‘ overheated zeal, not
according to knowledge.” All mere * religious excitement.”
I well-nigh distrusted all religion, and father’s and mother’s
religion was the same -as others, of no value. I had
groped my way in midnight darkness, trying to find the
true way, when there was none. In this despairing state,
~ while on my way to my grandfather’s on an errand, I halted

to listen to the mournful notes of the forest birds at my
left; T looked upon the field of waving grain at my riglit,
_ and burst into a flood of tears as I exclaimed, Oh, what a
sin-strieken world is this! Every head of wheat is bowed"
in mourning with poor me! Is there no_balm in Gilead?
~ is there no physician there to heal this sin-stricken world,
this sin-sick sonl of mine? Like a flash the answer came,
Yes, Jesus is that balm ; he shed his own precious blood
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for me on Calvary, that I might live now, and for ever-
more!  Yes, the healing balm is applied, and I.am saved!
Oh, what a fountain is opened for cleansing! My peace
was like an overflowing river. It seemed as if I could

‘ almost live without breathing—my tears were brushed

away by the breath of heaven. "I stood a monument of

amazing mercy, praising God with every breath. All na-

ture praising, instead of mourning as it did a few moments
before. O, how changed the scene' The birds now sent forth
their notes of praxse' The leaves of the forest clapped
their hands. for joy, and the branches waved with praise!
Every head of wheat was now bowed in sweet submission.
O, what a leveling of all nations of the earth was this

baptism. I had been prejudiced-against the Irish people,
as I never had seen one of that nation until they came to
our town, Lockport: (as it was then called), by hundreds,
to work on the Erie canal, that ran through a part of
father’s farm; and as they were frequently passing our
house drunk, I was afraid of them. But now every soul
seemed so precious, I thought I could toil all my life long
if I could become instrumental in bringing one soul to the
Bavior who died to save sinners, though they might be the
greatest drunkards in that or any other nation. - Jesus shed
his blood to redeem all ‘who would by faith accept salva-

' tion so freely offered. The African and Indian races were "

alike objects of redeeming love. That was a fathomless
fountain. After spending a little time in this reverie, I
went from this hallowed place to accomplish my errand,.
and met a neighbor, who looked at me earnestly and said,
“Laura, what’s the matter? are you sick?” “O, no;
I’'m not sick,” and hurried on.” And the first greeting I
received from grandfather was the same query, who re-
ceived the same reply. I left for home as soon as the
errand was accomplished, but as I was passing out of the
door I met my Uncle Americus with the same query, who
also received the same answer. Oh, how I wished father
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and mother could understand me, and the overwhelming
sorrow I had waded through in search- of this satisfying
portion. = . ‘ '7
If any little differences arose among my younger |
brothers and sister, all melted away with a word from me. :
This unalloyed ‘peace remained with me a number of days, ‘} ,
and when the time arrived for the appointed prayer-meet- |
ing at Uncle Ira’s, T had a great desire to attend it, and l
hoped, by asking for permission to. go, mother might ask |
for my reason.” In this I was disappointed with a.deniak [ ,
However, I continued to pray to Him who owned me as
his child, to prepare the way in his own time. My anxiety
' increased to do something for iy dear Savior, who indeed -
was chief among ten thousand. I could drop a few words'
here and there, but with great timidity, but nothing of my
experience in this new life; that was hid with Christ in God.
I was anxious to attend that little prayer-meeting, where '
my mind first-was arrested on the subject of my soul’s best
interests. I often dreamed of earnestly praying or exhort-
ing in that prayer-meeting, and would awaken myself in
the exercise. I had a longing desire to invite to this gos- ;
pel feast others, especially my young associates. f

As Isaac Puffer had an appointed meeting at a brother(
Crane’s, half a mile distant, on Sabbath at four o’clock
P. M., I asked father for permission to -attend, hoping
thereby to find liberty to open my pent-up feelings to my
dear parents, who so little understood me. But my hopes
were vain. Father said, in reply, ¢ Laura, I want thee
never to ask me to'go to a Methodist meeting again.”

0O, what a blow -was this for my trembling frame! The
door closed more tightly than ever before. Not one word
could T utter. T left the room, to find my old resort in

~ the grove,. to weep bitter tears of disappointment.. But
widely different was this burden, now resting upon. my
hea‘rt, from that mountain weight of sin and_ transgression
borne a few weeks previously. I read a few days’ before

. -
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of the baptism. of the Lord Jesus,' our perfect pattern. )

But he came to fulfill. Then I read of Philip and the
apostles who baptized after his ascension; and to my young
\ and limited understanding I accepted the water baptism as
. an. outward acknowledgment of the saving baptism of the
" Holy Ghost.- I fully believed I had received the spiritual
baptism, but I greatly desired to follow the Lord Jesus
wherever he might lead. I read ¢ Barclay’s Apology” on

" that subject; yet my childhood mind dwelt much on what
I read in these Bible examples. "But to no human being
did I present these imprgssions. And I also found the ex-
ample of singing, that I believed was wocal, as I read,
«“And they sang a hymn and went out.” And it seemed
right, for the present, for me to unite with the Methodists,
were it ‘not for the opposition of my parents, that I felt
sure would not exist could they but understand me. It
also secmed clearly impressed upon: my mind that, if my
mind should become clear to unite with that branch of the
Christian Church, it would be for cighteen or twenty years

" at longest: But why not always be my place, if it is my
duty now? was a query that I much dwelt upon. I ear-
nestly prayed that God would send Caleb McComber to us,
an intimate friend of my parents, and a noted mxmster

among Friends.

Within a week my heart leaped for joy at the an-
‘nouncement by my father that Caleb McComber was in
the nelghborhood

“ What has brought him here at this time? His -

" brother (Dr. Smith) is all right; he has made no trouble
" of late in drinking,” responded mother.
« do not know, I am sure, what has mduced him to
"come here at this time, as there is no meeting of business
" on hand, for him to take this journey of nearly a hundred
miles to attend,” rejoined father. .
- Ah, the Lord has heard and answered prayerl He
\ has heard the cry of this poor child. ¢ Bless the Lord, O -
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my soul, and forget not all his beneﬁts I could, with
David, praise him with a full heart, and sought a lone

place to return thanksgiving and praise to him who had-so
signally answered my petition, and was confident that the .~
same All-seeing Eye and Directing Hand would prepare

the way for the desired interview.

The following day being the Sabbath, we listened to a

sermon by Caleb McComber that was thought very singular
at that day for a Friend. His text was 1 Corinthians xii,
. 6 and 7; “And there are diversities of operations, but it
- is the same God which-worketh all in all.” He referred to
the diversities of denominations, that were as families-com-
posing the one true Church. And in this diversity of
" operations there were those whose impréssions of duty
were clearly given in regard to complying with outward
ordinances, water baptism and the Lord’s-supper; and if
these impressions were not complied with, a loss would be
sustained in spiritual life. And he exhorted to faithfulness
in obeying our Lord and Master. This discourse appeared
as dircetly addressed to this trembhng child as did that
of Isaac Puffer.

At the close of the meeting, said one of the elders to /
_another, ““Did thou ever hear just such a sermon from a
Friend? I thought it sounded like a Presbyterian di
course.” Said another: “ What ails Caleb to-day.

. thought he preached like a Methodist.” While these re-
marks were made I felt confident we had listened to a ]

i

message from the Great Head of the true Church by his
servant :

" As he dined w1th our nearest nelghbor, in" company
with his halfbrother, Dr. Isaac Smith, and wife, we all
walked in - companly . nearly to our home, and the two
young women invited me to call. I accepted, with the
excuse, for a drink of water (hoping for an opportunity
of telling that good man that I desired to have a talk with
him, and for that purpose would call after dinner).
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But while waiting for the glass of water, said- Caleb
McComber, ¢ Child, how old art thou ?”

The reply -was, “* Thirteen.” :

: “I want thee to tell thy father and mother to come
} ‘here at three oclock  this afternoon, and I want thee to
;f come with them.”
i I gladly performed my errand, and at three P. M. we
! were there. After a little space of silence he addressed -
{ the heads of families present, then directed his remarks to .
{ us’ (the-two young women and' myself), at first rather
{ general. Then he.said: I want to say to one of you that
~ ' thou hast passed through an experience far beyond thy
years; thou hast known what it was to ask for deliverance
from sorrow and darkness, and thou hast also known what
it was fo receive the answer of peace from thy Heavenly
Father that the world knows not of. Hold fast that thou
hast received, that no man take thy crown. Be faithful
in the little, and more will be given. Bear in mind that
little thiﬂgs are little things, but to be faithful in little
things is something great.”

With exhortations to faxthfulness and encour‘wement :
this was to me an undoubted evidence that He whgse ear
is ever open to the cry of his children had mest signally

. answered prayer in this elear and definite searching of my
heart. Very near and dear was that faithful nursing-
father brought to this little child’s heart. With all free-
dom, I could have related to him the obstacles that appeared
in the way of duty with me. But at that hour my feelings
‘were too deep for utterance. Instead of remaining longer,
as was my impression, I returned home with my parents,
with the view of returning for a more private interview
when I could better command my feelings. »

‘When about to return, I began to reason over the pro-
priety of going back. Certainly that good man had said
all T could ask, both in his sermon and in the religious
opportunity in the family. And now<there might be danger
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of going too far. And there are thes¢ two young women,

knelt while others led in prayer. Now they would make

from going. I feared John Bunyan’s *lions in the way ;”
but if I had been faithful I would have found them chained,
as were his.. For it was hard for me to give up the more
private interview, as I was very anxious to secure an in-
terview between that minister and my .dear parents, as I

_was sure he understood me much better than they. But
. I neglected my duty in this. O, how weak was hum

nature ! : g

T Had previously thought I would never again oﬁ'end .
my loving Savior, but would follow him through evil as
- well as.good report. O, how precious his cleansing blood

appeared to me! It seemed as if the drops that fell in his
agony in the Garden of Gethsemane possessed power to
cleanse & world of sin and pollution. Yet I was not faith-
ful in the little. Although my parents never after forbade
my going to a Methodist or any other meeting, yet I saw it
grieved them as I frequently attended those prayer-meet-

- ings, but never to the neglect of dur own, and was often
 impressed to speak or offer prayer, but did not yield. I

found, to my sorrow, that these omissions produced poverty
of soul, and often cried, <O, my leanness! my leanness!”
In secret many tears were shed over the loss of that joy

 that'had been my experience. - ,
Little by little the candle of the Lord that shope so . °

brightly became dim, and at the, close of one year I sought
the society’ of the gay and mirthful, more effectually to
drown my bitter regrets for having turned aside from the
path 5o clearly marked out for me. I fully realized that
the dark cloud overshadowing me was the result of diso-

bedience.

In eompiﬁy ‘with a few of my companions; I attended
: " '3 ] :

- who made sport of me in that prayer-meeting, where I.

" more_sport than ever, as there are so many there I could
_ not speak to him without their knowing it, and I shrank

i
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the funeral of an mfant in our town. The service was
conducted by a Baptist minister, who had just come into
the place. There was nothing in his remarks that attracted
my special attention. After the meeting closed, and people
were leaving, the minister passed on a little distance, and
‘turned back, as if something had been forgotten. Pressing
through the crowd, he ascended the porch, and came directly
to me, Iookmg earnestly at me, as he reached his hand for '
mine, saying:
“1 felt as if I could not leave this place without asking
_this young woman a few qnestlons "Have you ever expe-
+ rienced religion?” g
This came upon me hke a clap of thunder, he, bemg
“an entire stranger, asking a question I never had occasion
to answer. I hesitated, as I had never intimated a word
of my experience to any human being. , My first thought
was to deny, but like a flash came the words. of Jesus,
" “He that denieth me before men, him will I also deny -
before my Father and his holy angels.” No; I can not—
I will -not, though I dle. With thﬁs thought I frankly
replied :
~«J think T have
“Do you now enJoy 11;""
" +I do not.”
This relieved me from the dilemma of bemg a dxsgrace
"/ "to the cause of Christ, as a number of my gay companjons
‘were with me, also those Christian young people to whom
I had listened with interest in prayer and exhortations.
But searching remarks from ‘him followed. _ Still holdmg
my hand, he said: =~
" «“You have known of earnest pleadmg for the  pardon
of sin; and you have known what it was to rejeice, as -
your pra.yers were answered. = You have known your
duty, and did it not, and have brought yourself into
darkness. Do not occupy this dangerous ‘ground longer.
Retum to your first love. Do your first work over; and
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He who is abundant in mercy will again accept - you. May
God grant his blessing upon you! Good bye.”

And he left me bathed in tears.

These earnest words reopened the many wounds that
niany neglected duties had made. I could not doubt but
Elder Winchell was-as truly sent from God to deliver this
message as was Caleb McComber, for whom I prayed in
my distress. But now the Holy Spirit had sought me out,
unasked for, to warn me of the danger in the effort to oc-
cupy neutral ground, as I had- concluded to do until I was
of age.. I saw more clearly that I was responsible to my
Savior, who had done great things for me, whereof I did
rejoice with exceeding great joy. -

Again my Bible became my daxly compamon, with

prayer for my Saviors directing hand. But my parents .

were again troubled, as those first impressions returned in
full force. I intimated my condition of mind to my par-
ents, but, with my natural timidity, not as freely as I ought.
They still atttibuted these impressions to the influence
of my Methodist uncles, and considered their duty was
to place these restraints upon their child. Father and%
mother had requested to become members of the Friends’!
- Society while three of their .children were under seven i
years, and requested for us, making us equivalent to |
birthright members, according to the usage of our So-
-ciety. From the time of my Christian experience, I was
never in sympathy with the system of birthright member-
ship. I bel_leved it to be a source of weaknéss, instead of
~ spiritual life in this or any other Christian body, and that -

~ all members of the Church militant should become united

by a heart-felt experience. I fully realized~the loss I was
*warned to shun by yleldmg to the earnest desires of my
dear parents, who. were conscientious in their restraint.
: They said, in after years, that they were laboring under a
mistake, as was their timid child, in not more ﬁnthfully‘ 4
following those early impressions of duty. "I was not faith-
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ful in the httle, consequently more was withheld. My great
mistake was the lack of faith, in not fully returning to my

* Father’s house, where the little wandering prodigal would

|
{

" have been received, and the new best robe again granted,

and the rough way would have been made smooth, and
the impassable mountain that seemed to rise so high would
have melted away before the life-giving beams of the Sun
of righteousness. But I yielded to my timidity, and the
conclusion was reached to live a quiet Christian life, with

; my Bible and secret communing with my dear Lord and

Savior in secret prayer, as I could not give up a strictly

\-ﬁlglous life.. But dimly did the lamp of life burn, com-

red with its former brightness. ‘
The greatest souree of retrograding in the divine life is
unfaithfulness in the’ performanee of known duty. Many
of the clouds that ovemhadow us we bring by withholding -
more than s meet, a.nd it tends to poverty of soul. The
talent wmmtted 1o our charge is to be occupied, and is :
a.lways*dpubled whrep occupied by its possessor; but,-as I
saw ma.hy in whoni I had confidence as living a quiet
Christian life—and- this was more congenial to my natural
feeling—I reached the conclusion to make my Bible and
secret prayer my companions as long as I lived, and a
Christian life in the Society of my parents’ choice.
At the early age of sixteen I became acquainted with
Charles Haviland, Jr., a young manr who was acquainted -
with the Savior’s pardonmg love, whose father and mother-

- were ‘both acknowledged ministers in the Somety of

Friends. From him I accepted a proposition of marriage,
and on the 3d-of 11th month, 1825, our marriage was con--

- | summated at Friends Meeting, in Lockport, Niagara
" County, New York, according- to.the usage of Friends.
* - The following Spring we commenced housekeepmg in our

own home, in Royalton Township, nine miles east of Lock-
port, dnd my- dear parents and family rémoved to Mich-
igan. Temwry Although parting from them was severe, :
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yet with my young and devoted husband I was contented
and happy as was possible to be, with so many reminders
of the cloud that rested over me in my spiritual horizon, .
with all my constant striving for its removal. Phebe
Field, an eminent minister among Friends, appointed a
meeting in our neighborhood, in which she dwelt upon
the necessity of receiving daily nourishment from the
true and living Vine to become fruit-bearing branches, and
remarked that there were those whose religious experience
seomed divergent from the manner in which they were
brought up, and through unfaithfulness had well-nigh lost
sight of the highway of holiness, in the mistaken view of
neutrality, when there was not an inch of such ground all
the way from years of responsibility to the grave. We are
gathering with Christ or scattering abroad. This earnest
discourse so clearly defined my own condition, that I re-
newed my many broken vows, and was almost persuaded. to
yield the unsubdued will, and hope was indulged that the

. Father of unbounded mercy, in his illimitable love, would

again reveal himself in breaking the-bread of life.
September, 1829, we removed to Michigan Territory,
and settled in Raisin, Lenawee County, within three miles’
of my parents, brothers, and sister, with our two little
sons, to share with others the privations of a new country,
as well as advantages of cheap land. As there were a
number of our Society in this vicinity, a Friends' Meeting
was organized, in which we all had an interest, and en-
deavored to maintain it in the usual order of our Society.
But no true peace was mine, I was still a wanderer from
the true Church militant. I once.knew the good -Shep-
herd’s voice, but was now too far a.way to recognize it. In

these sad remembrances I sought a subterfuge behind

which to hide in a false rest. Eagerly I read a book on
that subJect, and drank its plausible arguments without
stint. It was a panacea, a temporsry opiate to- quiet the
vacillating condition of a restless. mind ; yet my Bible was
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not laid aside, and many portions of Scripture were vig-
ilantly brought to prove this specious error to be a radical

. truth; and two years in this dead faith I lived a dying

life. But I foynd my investigations were not for the whole
truth, but was dwelling upon the love and benevolence of

[ God to the exclusion of justice as an attribute of the Lord,
| as well as mercy, and decided to accept the whole truth,

and abide its searchings; and sought for it in the written
Word diligently, -as for hidden treasures. In reading

aul’s epistle to the Hebrews, chapter vi, I found, “It is
impossible for thoss who were once enlightened and have
tasted of the heavenly gift, and were made partakers of
the Holy Ghost, and have tasted of the good Word of
God, and the powers of the world to come, if they shall

- fall ‘away, to renew them again to repentance, seeing they

crucify to themselves the Son of God afresh, and put him
to an open shame.” Oh, how these words thrilled my -
whole being! Again and again they were reviewed. No
hope' -no ‘hope for a lost soul like mine! were like burn-
ing coals upon my poor heart. I was once enlightened
and tasted of the heavenly gift; but how dark have been
these years. Oh! how soon did the lamp of life. become
dim through disobedience. I can never again drink of that
fountain . of love that once filled my soul to ovetﬂowmg
But I had fallen away, and could never again be renewed,

‘having crucified to myself the Son of God afresh, and put

him to an open shame, by not honoring such & glorious
Redeemer, as was my own personal Savior. O, what de-
lusion! to have indulged in the vain hope that I was serv-
ing him in a silent, quiet life, and then cover over all this
unrest with the idea that God was too abundant in mercy
't cast off any for whom he died to save. Day and night
this terrible thought followed meor months, “I am a lost
soul! irretrievably lost. No hope! Eternally lost!” -

As I had never intimated to my;dear companion the .
‘vacillating condition of mind, and the ’etfort in finding rest,”
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wife was a lost soul; neither should our little ones on ar
riving to years of religious understanding ever know that
their mother %.s_-a lost soul. The midnight hour often
witnessed many bitter tears of regret over the awful
thought. So near perfect despair, I looked upon beast,
bird, or even the most loathsome reptile, and grudged
their happiness of living and dying without responsibility.
These sad forebodings seriously affected my health, and my
anxious husband and parents feared some serious disease
was preying upon me. I sometimes thought the sooner I
sank into the grave the better, as my doom must be me
O, that I could but claim the privilege-of the prodigal, i
returning to the Father’s house, and of being accep
though a great way off. ‘O that I wever had been born
= Othat I had followed that loving Savior's voice, so often
+ sclearly heard. It is now too late, too late! O that I had -
“returned to my first love when within my reach. But I
rejected the teaching of the Holy Spirit, and justly am I
‘now rejected. In this distressing despair T' opened a little
~ book—the Christian experience of one whose exercises of
mind traced through my own experience, even to my pres-
ent despairing state, as nearly as I could have related it -
in my own words. Through the instrumentality of a sim-
ilar experience in another, who was restored and was long g
useful Christian, I was encouraged to return, and found
the healing bilm. Never can I forget the thrill of . jo
that ran through my whole being as I laid aside that littl
book. I saw that I had misapprehended the meaning o
the passages of Scripture that seemed to descibe my condi-
tion, and that served to confirm my despair. . I saw that
those referred to, had so far fallen, and so often rejected
the Holy Spirit’s teachings, as not to realize their condi-
tion, and therefore lost sight of the necessity of a Redeemer. .
#This 'was not, nor ever had been, my condition. Then
I read Esau’s seeking the blessing, “ carefully with tears,”

neither should he be troubled with the knowledge that hij




¢ .

32 "A WOMAN’S LIFE-WORK.

“that I had also long dwelt upon as my condition. Here,
{ too, was a vivid thought, that he sought the lost blessmg
to subserve sélf, instead: of glorifying God. Here the
bright star of hope pierced through the eloud. Is it pos-
. sible that I can go-with confidence to that Father who h
" 80 long borne with this unbehevmg, doubtmg, rebellious
child? Why has he not cut off this cumberer of the ground
long ago?. His longsuffering and unbounded nmx;cy, (0]
how free! how upfathomable! With many tears of grati-
" tude, mingled with new hope, new aspxratlons, the bright
beam. of -day radiating from: every promise, I could now
fully accept the Lord Jesus as my mediator and restorer.
. By faith, I could fully trust the poor prodigal in his hand.
O, what losses we sustain: through unbelief. I have felt
most easy in leaving my experience on record, as 4 warn-
ing to young Chrlstxans to shun the depth of despair into".
~ which I sank through unfalthfulness and unbelief. *“By "

; grace ye are saved, - through faith.” Increasing  faith,
strength, and peace, with resbored health, was my rich
/ ‘experience.

ANTISLAVERY WORK. i
: Our famxly, with others, umted _with Ehzabeth Mar-
. garet Chandler, who orgamzed in our neighborhood the

- first. anti-slavery society in our State. Th;s was unsatis-
. factory ‘to the ruling portion of our Society, as it had

cleared its skirts many years ago by emancipating all.
‘slaves within its pale. Elizabeth M. Chandler was of the

. Hicksite division of Friends, and as Presbyterians and

other’ religious- dencminations came into our anti-slavery

- society, meetings were frequently opened with prayer, and
.-\, - . that was thought to be “letting down the principles’ of
R \Eclent Friends.” And the subject of slavery was con-

ered too exciting for Friends to ‘engage in, by many
iends of that day. I began to query whether it would
not be a relief to me, and also to my friends, to become
dlsconnected with that body, as I saw c]early my pa.th of

‘ 1
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duty Would not be in accordance with the generality oﬁ\
our Soeiety. After making it a subject of earnest prayer,}
T became settled as to the course to pursue, and concluded :
to unburden my heavy heart to my parents as I had done,
_to my beloved companion, which I did after our Sabbath
meeting. We mingled our tears together. Father referred -
- to the same proscribing spirit- they exercised over me in
my early experience, that was now exercised over them.,
Father and mother wished me to defer sending in my re-|
quest to become disconnected with our Somety, as they,
too, might think best to pursue the same cofirse. This
was a severe trial for each of us. Father had been an
acknowledged minister of the Gospel nearly thirty years, !
'md mother occupied the station of an elder nearly the
same time. We, too, had become active members in this |
branch of the Christian Church. But the cohelusion was |
* fully reached within two months after our little conference \

over this important step, and the following letter of resig- \ :

nation was sent to our business meetmg

“We, the unders1gued do say there is a dmersxty of
sentiment existing in the Society on the divine authority
- of the Holy Scriptures, the resurrection of the dead, and
day of judgment, justification by faith, the effect of .
Adam’s fall upon his posterity, and the abolition of slavery,
which has caused a disunity amongst us; and there being
no hope of a reconciliation by m-vesngatlon, ministers be-
ing told by ruling members that there is to be no other
test of the soundness of their ministry but something in"
their own breasts, thus virtually denying the Holy Scrip-
tures to be the test of doctrine;—we, therefore, do wish
- quietly to withdraw from the Monthly Meeting, and thus -
resign our nght of membershlp with the Society of
Friends.”

«

This resignatxon was signed by Daniel Smith, Seme |

Smith, Charles Haviland, Jun., Laura S. Haviland, Eze- ;
- kiel Webb, Sala Smith, and fourteen others. A few re-
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turned, but the greater united with other Christian bodies.
jA few months after this there was & division in the Meth-
odist Episcopal Church, on account of slavery. - They
were called Wesleyan - ‘Methodists. As this branch of our
Father’s family was the nearest our own views, we were
soon united with them. Our testifications from Friends
~were said by other denominations to be sufficient to be ac-
cepted as Church letters, as our offenses. named therein
were ‘non-attendance of meetings for dlsclphne, and at-
- tending meetings not in accordance with the order of our
Society.” This was the import of nearly or quite all who
were disowned of our company. At that day, all were
dealt with as offenders, and were regularly disowned, as
1 our discipline at that time made no provisions for with-
o drawals. About a year after thls, the yearly meeting of
b Friends in Indiana divided on the subject of slavery. No
slavery existed in the society; yet its discussion was deemed
improper, and created disunity sufficient for severing that
body for a number of years, when they were invited to re-
turn, without the necessity of acknowledgments. = -
"About this time we opened a manual labor school on
our’ premises, deSIgned for indigent children. With that
object in view, we took nine children from our county
house (Lenawee), and I taught them, with our four chil-
\dren of school age, four hours each day. The balance of
the day was divided for work and play. The girls I taught.
\house-work sewing, and knitting. - The boys' were taken
linto the farm work by my husband snd brother Harvey
-;Snnth As our county superintendents of the poor gave
- us no aid, we found our means insufficient to continue our
work on this plane. After one year of this work we se-
cured homes for the nine children, except two invalids,
" who were returned to the county house. We then placed -
\ our school on a higher plane, on the Oberlin plan of open-
r\ing the school for all of good moral character, regardless ot

L e——

sex or color. At that day (1837) there was not a school
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iﬂ our young State that would open its. door to a colored
person. And as my brother, Harvey Smith, had attended

the Oberlin Institute, he united with us in this enterprise, .
and sold his new farm of one hundred and sixty acres, and ;

expended what he had in erecting temporary buildings to |

accommodate about fifty students. The class of students

was mostly of those designing to teach. Our principals |

were from. Oberlin during. the first twelve years of the -
* Raisin Institute.” The first three years it was conducted
by P. P. Roots and his wife, Anna B., who were excellent

-Christians. 'When they left, to open a similar institution
at West Point, Lee County, Iowa, John Patchir became
their successor, and conducted the school with equal ability
three years. After uniting in marriage with a teacher in
Oberlin, he was assisted by his wife. These thorough
teachers earned for our institute the name of being one
“of the best in our State. Students were sought for teach-

ers in our own and adjoining counties.- Although our |

abolition. principles were very unpopular at that day, as
we generally had from one to three colored students in our
school, yet the thorough discipline given in the studies drew
the young people of the best intellect from the surrounding
- -country. There were those who came from fifty to one
hundred miles to prepare for teaching or for a collegiate

‘course.  Hundreds of young people who-enjoyed the priv=""
ileges our school afforded came to us with their prejudices .

against colored people and our position in regard to them ;
but they soon melted away, and went they knew not

where. It was frequently said if we would give up the .

vexed abolition question, and let the negroes alone,- Raisin
Institute would become the most popular school in the State.

As a sample of many others, I will notice a young lady
. from Jackson County, who was brought to us by her father
to become qualified for tea.chmg But her sensibilitiés were

80 shocked at meeting in her grammar-class a colored man
that she returned to her room weeping over her disgrace,

.
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and resolved to write her father to come and take her
home immediately. But the other young women persuaded
her to attend the recitations assigned her, when to her
surprise the same young Colored man was in the advanced -
arithmetic class. And while impatiently waiting for her
father to come and-take her from this * nigger school” (as
she ‘and many others called it), a letter came from him
advising her to remain, as he had expended so much in
fitting her for two or three terms there; although if he
had known that a negro would have been allowed to attend

_her, olass he would not -have taken her. there. She soon

became reconciled, and before a half-term closed, when she
threatened to leave at all events (as she read her father’s
letter), she came to that colored man to assist her in intri-
cate parsing lessons. Before the close of the first term she
as frequently apphed to James Martin, her colored class-
mate, for assistance in solving difficult problems in mathe-
matics as to any of the others. She was one of our best
students; but this' deep-rooted prejudice went, she knew
not how, as with very many others. -

As to religious privileges in our school, our prayer-
meetings were held bi-weekly, Sabbath and Wednesday

.evenings, and ministers of various denominatious frequently

appointed meetings in our school on the Sabbath.  While
the Rev. John Patchin had chargé of the institution he
generally preached Sabbath évening, instead of the prayer-
meeting.

In the third year of our’ school our two older sons made
a profession of réhglon, with a number of other students,
which was cause of gréat rejoicing. Surely, we were
blessed. above measure. Within two years after we were
blessed with another shower of divine favor in. the conver.
sion; of our two older daughters. Not, unfrequently were
these four children’s voices uplifted in vocal supplication at
the family altar. We were surely repaid more than a
hundred-fold for all our teiling, and heavy burdens borne
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in founding Raisin Institute. As the fleeing fugitive ever
found a resting-place and cheer in our home, we richly
earned the cognomen of * nigger den;” yet Heaven smiled
and blessed our work. We had many sympathizing friends
. in the Society from which we were -disconnected as mem-
bers, even with those who had deemed us too radical.
There was unity with us in our work that brought us to-
gether in after years.

e T
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" CHAPTER II.
- BEREAVEMENTS.

OuRr last chapter left us rejoicing in success, but how
. soon did deepest sorrow take its place. A dream seemed
sent to prepare me for the severe ordeal so near at hand.
. I thought I was standing in our front yard looking east-
ward, and an angel sitting on a bay horse appeared in the
‘place of the sun’s rising, coming to ~éarth ‘o sofie . mission,
gliding over the tree tops toward our house, whefe were
father, mother, my sister Pheebe, and my husband, who °
held in his arms our little babe. I started to inform them
that an angel was coming to earth on some errand, when
his advance was so rapid I was likely to lose sight of him,
and halted to watch his flight. He seemed to alight in
our yard near me, and smiled as he said, ‘“Follow thou
me.” “I will,” I responded, as soon as I bid Charles and
our folks farewell. The beautiful personage assumed a
firmer tone; as he said, ‘‘Let the dead bury their dead, but
follow thou me.” At this command I responded, I will,”
and followed him to the graveysrd, where he left m¢.  And
I awoke with that angelic figure, with that sweet, yet sol-
emn, voice ringing in my
I related the dream, ﬁth its clear 1mpress10n in my -
mind, to my husband, who replied, ‘That is a significaut
dream, and I think mdxcates death. I think we shall be
called to part with our infant daughter Lavina; and it is
quite evident that cﬂnsumptlon is fast hastening our sister :
~ "Phwbe to her long home.” . She was my own sister, who -
* married my husband’s brother, Daniel Haviland. He
continued his remarks, by making suggestions as to the
course we would feel it best to pursue about a burying-




. myself with being visionary; yet a few of these most im-
Ii

o oW oWw e
. .

\

‘A SIGNIFICANT DREAM. . 39

place for our httle daughter, in case of a refusal of Friends
to allow a plain marble slab, with her name and date of
birth and death in their burying-ground; and suggested
the corner of our orchard as a pleasant place, to which I
assented. After spending half an hour in this conversa-
tion, he went out to his work. I prayed for my Savior’s
hand to lead me in whabever trial it was necessary for me
to pass through.

Little did I think of the heavier stroke which was
first to fall. A few days after this dream I was chargmg

pressive _dreams
instruction. My husband was seized with a heavy cold,

accompanied by a severe cough, that was increasing; yet.
he was able to be about the house and barn, giving direc-
tions, as to outdoor work, but nothing appeared alarming,
when I was aroused by a startling dream of a coffin being

" brought into our front room by four men, of whom I

inquired who was dead. The answer was, ““ A connection
of yours.” *I want to see him, for that coffin appears to
be for a small man,” was my reply. “He is a small
man,” was the rejoinder, ‘‘and you shall see him.” Upon
this, the closed coffin was brought to me, and I arose and ;
followed the pall-bearers to the graveyard. As the people

were standing around the open grave to see the coffin

lowered, I saw a little child standing on the very edge of . -

the grave opposite to me. I exclaimed, ‘Do take that
child away, for it will cave into the grave after its father!”
At that instant the light sand under its feet gave way,
and, as it struck the coffin, the loud, hollow sound awoke
me, trembling as with a fit of ague, and with the strong
lmpresswn that I was soon to part with my beloved com-
panion and infant daughter, although both were sweetly

“ sleeping by my side. With this thrill through my whole -
“being, I resorted to prayer for their restoration to health,

if consistent with the divine will.
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Although my husband had enjoyed good health a num-
ber of years, and. had not for seven years previously called
upon a physician, yet I now resolved. to persuade him to call
for one at once. As the clock struck four, and as I.was
leaving the bed to light the fire, my husband awoke, and ©
said he had enjoyed the most refreshing sleep he had had
since taking this cold, and felt so well he thought he soon
should be rid of it: Whenever I spoke the chattering of
my teeth revealed my agitation, and he expressed fear lest
I should be ill from the hard chill. But little did he
understand the upheavmgs of my troubled heart. Soon a:

geet the 1dea. of sendmg for a physmmn At length he
consented, as he said, to please me, as he thought this
cough would soon give way. But while I went to our
boy’s study-room to awaken our son Harvey to go for the
doctor, a severe pain in the region of the lungs was
cutting every breath.

The doctor was soon with us, but he thought there
were 10 discouraging symptoms apparent. I sent for Fa-
ther Haviland, who also thought, as -did the doctor, that I
was unreasonably troubled ; but during the following night.
he expressed doubts of recovery himself, and' requested his
will to be written, which was done. As his fever increased,
great effort was made to control our fetlings in his pres-
ence. - At one time, as he awoke, he discovered fhs/t-fallmg
- tears, and said: “ Do not weep for me, my dear wife; re-

- member those beautiful lines:
¢God moves in mysterious way,

' His wonders to perform.
‘We are not to

‘Judge the Lord by feeble sense,
But trust him for his grace;
Behind a frowning providence
He hides a smiling face.’
Our separation will be short at longest. Then we shall be
reunited where there is no sorrow—no more dying—in that




1um-

alled

> call
.was
and

had

soon
g of
* lest
he

1 he
this
our
the
was

)

DEATH OF HUSBAND. 41

':glorious home. Two days ago there seemed a little cloud ;

but prayer was answered, and the cloud was all remowed
The overshadowmg now is that of peace and love.? He
called for the children. Lookmg upon us all, he said, “O,
how dear you all are to me!” Calling each by name, he
gave advice and exhortationd as none but a departing hus-
band and father could leave with his family—a legacy more

precious than all the golden treasuges of earth. Then he
added: “I want you, my dear children, to promise me
that you will meet your father in heaven. Will you meet
me there?” Taking our little babe in his arms, he kissed
her, and said, ¢ Dear little Lavina will soon he with her
father,” and closed with_the prayer: ““O Lord, I commit
my dear wife and children into thy hands. Thou art the
widow’s God, and a loving Father to fatherless children.”

The words of the dying Christian, beginning
“What’s that steals, that steals upon my frame?
Is it death—is it death ?”

were sung by his bedside, and as the last line,
“All is well—all is well,”

was reached, he raised his hands, and repeated, *“ O, hal-
lelujah to the Lamb!” Then, turning to me, he added,
“My dear¥ want these lines sung at my funeral.” His
last words were, ‘‘ Come, Lord Jesus, thy servant is ready,”
and with amzveet smile his happy spirit was wafted home,
March 13, 1845.

His' disease was inflammatory erysipelas, at that tlme .
entirely new, and not understood by our physicians. * It
passed through our portion of the State, a sweepmg epi-.
demic, in the Spring of 1845, and proved fatal in most

cases. My dear mother, who was with us during this weck -

of'sorrow, was taken home with the same disease, and in one

week her happy spirit took its flight to God who gave it.

She, too, left us in the triumphs of faith. She bad not

left us an hour before brother Daniel came for me to go.
4
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to his dying wife, as she was calling for mother, and he did
- not dare inform her that mother was dangerously ill. I
took my little emaciated babe upon a pillow, and went to
my dear sister, who was s0 soon to leave us. Her first
query was, ‘“ How is our dear mother ¥
““ Mother is a happy spirit in heaven,” was the reply,
““and sister Phoebe will soon meet her there.”
Her reply was: It is well; but I had hoped to meet
her once more in this, world—yet we’ll soon meet, to part

- no more forever. She soon followed brother Charles; but

I trust we will all meet one day, an unhbroken band. O

how I wish I could see brother Ira!” an absent brother "
for whom she had often expressed great anxiety in regard }

to his spiritual and everlasting welfare.

. The same burden of soul for the same brother had also

rested on the heart of our sainted mother, whose funeral took
place two days later. Within one week sister Pheebe died in

peace. Here was the third wave of sorrow rolling over us.

From this house of mourning I was removed to my
home with. the same disease that had taken my husband
and mother; and a number of our neighbors Were going
the same way. My father and fatherinlaw thought me
dangerously ill—chills and fever, with stricture of the
lungs, that made respiration painful. They were very

anxious to have the best help that could be obtained at
once; for,” said father,  what is done for thee must be

done quickly.” I told him that every one who had been

taken with this disease had died, as physieians of each -

school did not un@er‘stand it. But I would return to my
home, as they suggested; but felt most easy to trust my-
-self with water treatment; and would like to take a shower-
‘bath every two hours, and try that treatment twelve hours.
This was ‘done, and every bath ‘brought relief to respira-
tion, and my lungs became entirely free, though my neek:
and throat were still badly swollen and inflamed. Cold
applications, frequently applied, soon overcame ‘that diffi-
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culty, and in three days the disease seemed entirely con-
- quered.

A relapse from takmg cold, however, threw me into a
stupor; but I was aroused by an expression of a neighbor,
as he said: ‘‘She is not conscious, and never will be, un-—
less something is done; and if she were a sister of mine a
doctor would be here as soon as I could bring him.”

«I will see if I can get an expression from her,” said
my brother Harvey.

¢ If we can only learn mother’s wish it shall be granted ?
said my anxious son Harvey.

" As T heard their remarks a strong 1mpresslon came over
me that if I were placed in charge“6f a physician I should
not live two days, but if I could tell them to shower my head
and neck often I would recover. As I looked upon my
anxious fatherless children around my bed I made an effort
to speak, but my parched and swollen tongue could not for -
some time utter a word. “The answer to earnest prayer
came from Him who numbers even the very hairs of our
head. As my brother took my hand, saying, “If you wish
a physician press my hand, or if you wish water treatment
move your head on the pillow,” I could not move my head
in 'the least, and my only hope was to say no. When
.asked if-T wished a doctor sent for, I prayed that my tongue
might utter words of direction for the sake of my father-

) 'Icss chlldren, -and said, “No.”

“PDo you want cold compresses, or shall we gent]y
shower over a thin cloth on the swollen and inflamed por-
tion of your neck and head?”

@ Shower.”

¢Cold or tepid?”

“Well.” :

“If you mean well-water, how much?”

! *Big pitcher.”

. “How often?”. .
fTwenty minutes.”
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Said my son Harvey, ‘It shall be done, if I sit by her
every minute to-night.” .

I felt a positive impression that my Heavenly Father
had answered my prayer directly, and granted an assur-
ance, in the token of recovery, and I praised the Lord for
his “loving kindness, O, how free.” With this assurance
I fell back in a stupor, except a dreamy consciousness of
their showering, which was faithfully done, with' the assis-
tance of my brother. At twelve o’clock I awoke, and in-
quired -where all the people were that filled -the room a
little while before, and was surprised to learn the hour of
night. They said, as my breathing became more natural,
the neighbors had left and the children retired. I could
speak easily, and the putrple appearance of the skin had
disappeared. In the morning the pain was entirely gone,
but the soreness was still severe. But. with frequent
changes of compresses during the-day, the swelling very
much subsided. I wondered why father did not come, as
he had not been to see me since sister Pheebe’s funeral
My brother informed me that he had a chill during the
funeral, and had not been able to leave. As he had a
few fits of the ague some weeks previously, I supposed it
was a return of that disease. The day following brother
Sala came, and in reply to my inquiry after my father,
said he was no better, but sent me a request to be very
careful of myself, and hoped I would soon recover, and

. left in seeming haste to see brother Patchin. But I sent
for him to come and tell me more about father. He soon
came with brother Patchin and brother Dolbeare. He then
told me that father had the same disease that had taken
my husband and our mother, and he also said that it was
father’s request that for the sake of my large family of
children, who were recently bereft.of their father,. that I
would give up the idea of coming to.sée him.

But I cou]d not be_satisfied without going to see my
dear father once more, and yet, the pleading of my dear
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children was almost too much to forego. ‘We have just.
lost our father; now what should we do if our mother -
should be taken from us?” ¢ But if I'am rolled in quilts and
laid on a bed in the wagon, I am confident I can be taken
to father's house safely”—distant nearly three miles. In
this way I was taken to my dying father, though unable
to walk across the room without assistance. As soon as
he learned of my coming, he directed them to lay me on
the bed until I was rested.  In a few minutes he sent them
to bring me to him. As my son and brother led me to
his bedside, he placed the cold purple ﬁngers over my
pulse, and said, “I am so glad to see thee, but I feared it
would be too much for thee to bear. There is a little
feverish excitement about thee yet. I am more concerned
for thee than for the rest of my children, on account of
thy large family, that will so much need their mothers
counsel and care. I want to say to thee, Look up to the
widow’s God for guidance, for wisdom from him is so much
needed, with the heavy responsibilities now resting upon
thee. Do not allow these bereavements to crush thy feeble
frame. I have feared they had already seriously affected
thy health. I know thy anxiety to bring up thy children
in the nurture and admonition of the Lord. And he will
grant ability to lead them to the Lamb of God, who shed
his precious blood for us all.” With other advice, he be-
came weary, and said,  Now take. her back to the other
-room, and lay her on the bed until rested.” - And during
the few hours he lived he frequently sent for me to talk a
few minutes at a time, watching my pulse each tjme, until
within a few moments of the last farewell to earth.

There were six of his children present, to whom he
gave his farewell blessing, leaving a bright evidence that
all was well with him. “In me there is no merit. I am
fully trusting in the merit of my crucified Savior, who
shed his own precious blood ‘for iy redemption. I can
say with Job, ‘I know that my Redeemer lives,’ and be-
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cause he lives I shall live also.” His last words, almost
with his last breath, were, “ Here she comes,” and left
this tabernacle for the building not made with hands, eter-
nal in the heavens. Father and mother were lgyely in their
lives, and in their death were only two w‘ divided.
It seemed that my last earthly prop was gone. Three
weeks later my youngest child followed her father ‘and
grandparents to the spirit home. Within six weeks, five"
of my nearest and dearest ones were taken from me.
There was hardly a family within two miles of us but
was bereft of one or two loved ones by this epidemic.
Five widows (myself included) at one time were standing

‘around the death-bed of a near neighbor. Our female

principal at that time, Emily Galpin, was taken with this
epldemlc, and died after three days’ illness. A few hours °
previous- to her death she requested a season of prayer, in
which her husband, Rev. Charles Galpin, led. Her pros-
pect was bright, and, clearly foreseeing the ransomed throng
she was.soon to join, said she, “Oh! hcw vain, how transi-
tory, does all earthly treasure appear at this hour—a
mere bubble upon the water.”. About a half an hour be-
fore she left us, she said, “Hark! don’t . you hear that
beautiful music? Oh! what music; I never heard any-
thing like it! Do n’t you hear it?” ¢ No, we do not hear
it.” Being in an ecstacy, she exclaimed, ‘Look at that

.- heavenly choir. Do n’t you see them? Do n’t you hear -

that sweetest of all music?” “We do not see them nor.

- hear-them.” ¢ There—they have left.” A few minutes "

before her happy spirit took its flight, she again looked up
very earnestly. - ‘““There they are again. Oh, how sweet!,
how beautiful!” And taking leave of her husband and-
two children, sister and brother—m-]aw, and of all present,
committing her dear ones to the keeping of the Lord Jesus, .
with the request that the two lines,-

. “Rock of Ages, cleft for me,
. Let me hide myself in thee,”
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be placed upon the marble slab to mark her resting p]ace,
she fell asleep in Jesus.

Such fatality never before, nor since, visited Raisin as
in 1845. In-those days of sorrow commingled with the
_rest of faith, that brought peace and joy even in affiic-
tion, my only reliance was the widow’s God, for- wisdom I
so much needed in the double responsibiliti% now resting
upon me.

After the death of my sweet babe, twenty-two months
of age, and my restoration to health, I looked over amounts
of mdebteduess with dates when due. I made an estimate
of costs of harvesting and marketing the twenty acres of
wheat and other grains; and what must be retained for
family use ; and found I would be able to reach only about

. half the amount duc the following Autumn. T called on

all our creditors within reach to inform them of proba-
bilities, unless I could find sale for a portion of the stock.

But none of the creditors wanted any of it. Said one,-
to whom the largest amount was due, ‘“ You do not think
of taking your husband’s business and carrying it forward,

do you?” T replied, «“I" thought of trying to do the best
I could with it. With*a look of surprise, he said firmly,

““You are very much mistaken, Mrs. Haviland; you can not
do any'such thing; you had much better appoint some man

in whom you have confidence to transact your business for
you.” I informed him I had seven minor children left .
me, and I found seven hundred dollars of indebtedness,
and it would cost money to hire an agent. Then, I ought
to know just where I stand, to enable me to look close]y .
to expenditures. ‘‘Well, you can try it, but you’ll find
your mistake before six months have passed, and you’ll see
“you had better have taken my advice.” I knew I was not
accustomed to business of this sort. = All the other cred-
itors whom I had seen spoke very kindly. - Although these

+ words were not unkindly spoken, yet they were saddening

to my already sad heart,

»©
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I was too timid to go to the probate judge with any
sort of ease for instruction. In looking around me for
some female friend to accompany me, I could find but very
few who were not undergoing like triaks with myself, conse-
quently I must submit to these new experiences, as what-
ever was right for me to do was proper. I depended upon
an allwise guiding Hand, who is ever ready to reach
it forth to the trusting child. I wrote to one, a few
miles distant, to whom was due eighty dollars the ensuing
Fall, that forty dollars would be all I should be able to
meet. He called in a few days, and introduced himself
saying that he had received a statement from me that I
could only pay him the coming Fall fifty per cent on the
eighty-dollar note he held against my husband. Said he,
in a hurried manner, “I called to let you know that I
must have it all when it is. due, as I have a payment to
make on my farm at that time, and I have depended on
that” T told him I would gladly pay him every penny of
it the coming Fall, but it would be impossible, as there
were other demands equally pressing. ‘‘Very well, that is
all T have to say, madam; I can not accept any such
arrangement; I-shall put in a way to bring it. Good- by

He left in haste for me to ponder all these things
" over, in doubts as to my ability to meet all these rough .
" places of outside life. Perhaps I had better leave this
business with some man to deal with men. But prayer to
the widow’s God and comforting promises were my com:
-panions. Here was my only refuge and shelter in these
storms. As I retired with a burdened heart, that I was
endeavoring to cast at the feet of my Savior, the widow’s
burden-bearer, I had a sweet dream of an angelic host, that
filled my room with & halo of glory, settled on every face,
and those nearest my bed appeared in the form of persons
dressed in beautiful attire; others. 'were sweet faces that
looked upon me with smiles of peace. As one took my hand,
a familiar feehng sprang’ up, that gave me confidence. to
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ask for the name. My name is Supporter.” And look- .

ing at the one standing near, “ And what is his name?”

“That.is a woman, and her name is Influencer-of-hearts.”

Pointing to another still more glorious in appearance,
“And who is that que?” <That is Searcher-of-hearts.”
“Then you all bear Ee name of your missions to earth,
do you?” ““We do/” replied Supporter. As I looked
over this host that filled my-room I burst into a flood of
tears for joy. I exclaimed, ‘Oh! what missions are yours!
so many wayward hearts to influence, so much of sin and
wickedness that reigns in this world to search out.” At
this said Searcher-of-hearts, *Support her, for she necds
it.” I do,” and he reached for my other hand, and as
both' of ‘my hands were held by Supporter, I realized a

© wave of strength to pass over me, filling my soul. I awoke
in an ecstacy. Yes, I will cast my care on Jesus and not -

forget’ to pray. Calm and sweet was this confidencé in

being cared for, and supported by an almighty arm.
A few days after I saw thee exacting man coming

-through my gate, which, for ‘'a moment, caused a dread ; .

but the second thought was, afl, all is with my Savior. I
met him with the usual greeting, and said,  You have
called to see about that claim you have against me.”

“Yes, I bave called to inform you that I shall not want -
- any thing from you next Fall, and perhaps shall not want

more than half next year, as I have received one hundred
dollars that I had supposed was lost, and as I was coming

- within two miles I thought I would call and let you know

of my conclusion.” While I thanked him for the favor,

secret praise ascended to Him who melts away the mount- .

ain that seems impassable, making a° way where" there
seemed no way. ‘ :

This may seem a small matter, but for me at that time-
it was a reason for rejoicing at this unexpected turn of af;

fairs. It was but one of many similar cases, and none -
can more fully realize the blessing of these reliefs than the ~

5
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widow of nearly twoscore years, who mever previous to
‘widowhood knew the burden of outside work in providing
for a large family, which was now added to continued care,
of the Raisin Institute. Many night plans, for day execu-
tion, were made. I soon found sale for forty acres of the
one hundred and sixty, which relieved me of the most
pressing demands. '

At times responsibilities were so gteat, and burdens so
crushing, that I was almost ready to falter. My greatest
anxiety was to guide my dear children aright. The four
older ones had resolved to follow the dear Redeemer, but
the slippery paths of youth were theirs to walk in. The
consideration of these multiform eares at ore time seemed
of crushing weight. I questioned whether the burden I
had so often left at thie foot of the cross I had not taken:
up again, and whether I had as fully consecrated self,
with my dear children, to the Lord as he required. I was
endeavoring fully to yield all into my Redeemer’s hands
for safe-keeping. This was my constant prayer, yet this
heavy burden during a few days seemed unfitting me for
the every-day duties devolving upon me. In family devo-
tion I openéd to the fifty-fourth chapter of Isaiah, where
I found precious promises that I accepted for my own, and
the heavy burden for my children was uplifted. Never
did I experience greater liberty in prayer, or exercise a
stronger faith. .Surely the silver lining to this cloud ap-
pears. ‘“All' thy children shall be taught of the Lord”
were precious words. I was afflicted and tossed with tem-
pest, but a sweet promise followed. All the way through
that chapter the Comforter appeared with rich promises.:
With these before me I could freely leave all my burden’
with the Lord. I saw by the eye of faith all my seven
children made acquainted with their Creator in the days
of their youth. Although T never ceased asking, yet there
has seemed an accompanying assurance. When from ten
to sixteen years of age, my seven children ylelded by liv-
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ing experience to the Savior’s loving invitation, ¢ Come -

unto me,” that hour and day was victorious through
faith. That weight of burden never again returned! The
entire yielding all into the care and keeping power of Him

who doeth all things well, at that hour was complete. I

could say, ““He leadeth me,” without a shadow of doubt.

As fugitive-&laves were still making their resting-place
with us, I hired one of them, named George Taylor, a few
months through hay-making arid harvest. - He had ‘made
his escape from a Southern master who was about to sell
him farther south. Once before he had made an unsuc-
cessful attempt: at freedom, but was captured and placed
in irons, until they made deep sores around his ankles.
As he appeared - very submissive, the sorest ankle was re-
licved. Being so badly crippled, he was thought safe.
But supplying himself with asafetida, which he occasion-
ally rubbed over the soles of his shoes, to elude the scent
of Dbloodhounds, he again followed the north star, and
finally reached our home. His ankles were still unhealed.

He had succeeded in breaking the iron with a stone, dur-

ing the first and second days of his hiding in the woods.
He was an honest Christian man of the Baptist persuasion.

MARRIAGE OF TWO CHILDREN.

On June 6, 1846, my oldest son, Harvey S., was mar-
ried to Huldah West, of Adrian, and my oldest daughter,
Esther M., was at the same hour married to Almon Cam-
burn, of Franklin, both of our own county. The mother’s
earnest prayer was, that these children might prove each
other’s burden-sharers, thereby doubling the joys, as well
as dividing the sorrows, of life.. My daughter’s husband
was one of our students, and in some of her studies a
classmate. ,

We were fortunate in again securing brother Patchin
to finish the academic year in our institution. Though the
cloud looked dark that overhung our instftutionl, by the
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sudden deaths of my husband, and sister Emily Galpin‘,ﬁ

which caused her . bereaved husband to leave. as soon as

his place could. be filled by a successor, we had the con-

sciousness that our school was taking a deep hold on the

minds_of the community at large, as well as exercising a

marked influence upon :the young people who were enjoy-
ing its privileges. . We found ‘an increasing interest in
abolition principles throughout our community. In this
we praised God and took courage.

L
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CuarPTeER III.
ANTI-SLAVERY EXPERIEN('?ES:

Trs chapter introduces the reader to representatives
of a large proportion of slave-owners of the Southern
States, who were perverted by a system well-named ““ the
sum of all villainies.”

Willis Hamilton, an emancipated slave, the hero of this
narrative, who fled to Canada with his slave wife, Elsie, to
seek for her the protection of the British lion from the mer-
ciless talons of the freedom-shrieking American eagle, was
emancipated three years previous to the date of this chap-
ter, together with- nineteen others (the reputed goods and
chattels of John Bayliss, a Baptist deacon, near Jones-
borough, Tennessee). ~ Slaveholder though he was, John
Bayliss evidently thought his black people had souls as well
as those of white skins, for he allowed his house servants
to remain in the dining-room during evening family wor-
ship, thus giving them instruction which, as the sequel will
show, made the slave the teacher of the master; for one

. morning, as “ Aunt Lucy,” an old and privileged servant,

was passing through his room, she said:

““Massa John, I’s bin thinkin’ a heap o’ dat ar what
you read in the Bible t’ other night.”

‘““Ah, what’s that, Aunt Lucy?” said the deacon.

“Tt’s to do oder folks as you’d want’em to do to you,.
or somehow dat fashion. I tell you, Masga John, *t-would

be mighty hard for you white folks towwork great many

years and get noffi’’. Den, if you dies, whar ’d we go to?
I specks we’d go down'de Tiber, like Jones’s poor people

_ did la®’ week »
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< Well, well, Aunt Lucy, that was“too bad; but Jones,
, was in debt, and I suppose they had to be sold.”

“O yes, I s'pose s0; but dat you read in de Bible sort
o sticks' to me—I can’t help it,” said this faithful old
mother in’ Israel, as she went out to her-work. ,

. In a moment or two Mrs. Bayliss -entered e'i'o‘om,
. and the deacon said:
-« \Vife, what kiud of a text do yor think Aunt Lucy
has just given me?” :
. ““Text? : . R
© “Yes, text.”- ' . ’

“'What’s got into her hesid now?” ' :

‘“She says she’s been thinking about what I read in

. prayer-time the other evening, referring to the golden rule,
and that xt sort o' sticks to her. - She spoke, of the excite-
ment over Jones's black people who were sent down the
_river the other day, and I tell you, the way she applied
her text, it ‘sort o’ sticks’ to me.”

%O hush!” indignantly exclaimed Mrs, Bayliss. ““Aunt
- Lucy ’s mighty religious, and has so many notions of her
own she’s not worth minding, any how.” b

“But she asked me what would become of my black a
people if I should die, and if I thought they would ever’
be torn apart as Joness were. I tell you, wife, I have
witnessed such scenes too often to feel right .in nskmg "
contingency of that kind,” said the deacon, gravely. ,

- “Don be a fool, now, Johr Bayliss,” angrily exclaxmed
‘his wife, ““about Aunt Lucy’s fuss over Jones’s niggers.”

“ Well,” said the deacon, ‘I don’t wonder at her feel -
ing grieved; they belonged to her Church aiid ma.ny of
them were her relatives.” |

Here,, #r the ﬁk bemg, the eonversatlon ended ; but
the soul 6f John ‘Bayliss, awakened by the simple, straight-

X ﬁn"ward speech of his bond-woman, refused to be quieted,

* ;and he made this the subject of earnest prayer until the . -
path of duty became 80 clear beforeﬁim thixg he could not - -

[P
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do otherwise than manumit his twenty slaves, although
bitterly opposed by his wife (who refused to free the three
held in her own right).

Elsie, the wife of Willis Hamilton, belonged to a neigh-
boring planter. She was sold to a drover for the Southern
market, and was being torn from her husband and two
little daughters. Willis, in his agony, went from house to
house, imploring some one to buy her, so that she might
remain near her family. Finally one Dr. John P. Chester,
who was about opening a hotel, agreed to purchase Elsie
for 8800, if Willis would pay $300 in work in the house,

.‘and fare the same as the other servants in board and

clothing. With these conditions Willis gladly complied ;
but after they had spent a few months in their new home
‘Deacon Bayliss examined their article of agreement and
found it to be illegal. He told. Willis that Dr. Chester
could sell Elsie at any time, and he could establish no
claim to her, even had he paid the $300, which, at the
wages he was receiving, would take him nearly nine years
to earn, with the interest, and advised him to leave Dr.
Chester 4nd work for wages, as he had doné since his
manumission. * This advice was immediately acted upon,
Willis being permitted to spend his nights with his wife.
Every thing passed off pleasantly for a few weeks, until
one of the houseservants told Elsie that she overheard
Master John sell both her and Millis to a slave-trader, °

.~ who would the following night convey them to the Tiver
“with a drove ready for New Orleans. Frantic as the poor

woman was With terror and grief at this ‘information, she
managed to perform her duties as usual until supper-time; °
and when all were seated at the table she slipped out un-

- observed, ran through a corn-field into the woods, sending

word to Willis by a fellow-servant -to meet her at a certain
log. _ The moment Willis received the. message he hastened
to her with flying feet; and here the wretched husband

B
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“and wife, but a few days before so fuil of plans for a
pleasant future, held their council in tears.

Willis, in his sudden fnght and excitement, could only
exclaim: ‘“What shall we do? Where shall we go?”
Elsie, cooler and more composed, suggested going to Deacon
Bayliss for advice. This Willis quickly did, and soon re-
turned, it having been arranged that he should bring Elsie
there and secrete her in the attic until the excitement of
the hunt was over. After this they assumed the names
of Bill and Jane, a brother and sister who answered to
their own description of color and size on Willig's free

" papers—the whole list of the twenty slaves emancipated by
Deacon Bayliss being recorded on each paper.

After five weeks hiding at the southern terminus of the
¢ Underground Railroad,” they took up their line of march
for Canada. In a Quaker settlement in Indiana they found
friends to whom they revealed their true relationship, and
here they spent a year with a Quaker family named Shu-
. gart. But the slight protection afforded by the laws of
Indiana did not.tend to give them a feeling of security, and
so they started again for the promised land with their infant
daughter Liouisa. On this journey they were assisted on
their way, and made easy and comfortable compared with
their hasty flicht from Tennessee, from whence they walked
with swollen and blistered feet, and cvery nerve strung to
its ‘utmost tension from the fear of pursult by their South— '
ern persecutors.

As times were hard in Canada, Elsie consented to come
to Michigan with her husband if he could find a Quaker
neighborhood. In their search they found our house, and
my husband, Charles Ha Jr., after learning their
condition, leased Willis %:3" acres of ground, mostly
openings, for ten years, the -improvements he would
make thereon. Here they lived for three years, when one-
day Elsie saw a strange man peering through the fence. -




e e W < O W & o ¥ = 3 <4

—
[

I’
L]

‘W

w

O N

b

ORI ST o PR e ]
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Her first thought was ‘‘a Southerner,” and snatching her
two little.ones she ran for our house, only a few rods distant.
The man pursued her, and she cailed for help to a neighbor
in sight, at which the skulking sneak took himself off to
the woods. This incident so thoroughly aroused their fears
that they took another farm, a few miles distant, for three
vears; then a farm near Ypsilanti for a few years; from
whence they removed to Monroe, where they induced a

friend to write to Willis's old friend and master, Deacon

Bayliss; making inquiries after their two daughters, Who
were left behind-in slavery. They received & prompt re-
ply, purporting to come from Bayliss, informing them that
their daughters were still living where they left them. He
would see them, he. said, by the time he received their
next letter, which he hoped would be soon, that he might
be the happy bearer of glad news to the children from
their father and mother. He professed great joy at hear-
ing from them, wished them to write all the particulars
ahout themselves, but cautioned them to write to no one
but him, and all would be safe. He requested them to
inform him in what town they were living, as he noticed
their letter was dated in one town, mailed in another, and
he was directed to address them in a third. Their friend,
however, strictly cautioned them not to reveal their definite

- whereabouts, but to answer all other queries. Willis wrote

that as his farm lease had expired there, he would have to
seek another farm, and did not know where he would be, but to

address a letter as before and it would be forwarded to him. -

Their next move was to return to their first Michigan
home on my premises, a few months after the death of my
husband, taking up their abode in the little log-house built
for them & few years before, and working my land on
shares. Another letter was soon received from their friend
Deacon Bayliss, as they supposed, and they urged me to
reply; but I firmly refused to write to any one in the land
of the slaveholder, lest the message should fall into the
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hands of enemies, and advised them to leave their daughters
in the hands of the Lord, who would yet provide a way
of deliverance for them as he had for their parents. In
their great anxiety, however, to hear from their children,
from whom they had been separated so many years, their
plea was strong and persistegt; but I remained immovable
to all their entreaties, and told them of a slave family,
who, after living twenty years in Indiana, had but recently
been captured and returned to hopeless bondage. Upon
this they yielded to me for the time being, but in a few
weeks came again'w ith pleadings made eloquent by suffer-
ing. As they had felt the vicelike grip of the peculiar
system on their own hearts and lives, they realized too
keenly the fate that- might any time overtake their
daughters. . But I still resisted all their entreaties, and in"
a few days after they applied to J. F. Dolbeare, one
of the trustees of Raisin Institute, who, thinking. there
was no danger, wrote all they desired, téling“the sdp-
posed Deacon Bayliss all their past life in the free States
and all their plans for the future. This they kept from _;
me for a time, but Elsie’s heart refused to be quieted, and
she finally told me about it, first telling her husband she
believed it their duty. ¢ For,” she says, ‘I have thought ~
more: about it since Aunt Laura told me she dreamed of
three poisonous green vipers which she poked:so near. the
fire that their sacks were burnéd to a crisp and the poison
all ran out, so that she thought them powerless for harm, -
but they still kept sheir threatening attitude; and who
knows but these vipers may, be slaveholders?” Willis said
he had felt like teliing me all the while, and bot.h came to

~ me with their story.

I much repretted. this unwise "Btep, but fotbore a.ll critic
cism, and told. theng:we would hope for' the best. ‘A.few
days after'a stmnger apwmd at our gate and mq,uu'ed for
a stray horse, which he said left him at Tccumseh. -None
havmg been seen he We nmxlar mqum at Hamilton’s.
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He also asked for a glass of water, and while receiving it, .
says to Elsie: ‘‘ Auntie, where does this} road lead to, that
crosses the river east?” ‘To Palmyra,” she replied, and
frightened at being addressed as ‘“ Auntie,” in the Southem
style, hastened into her Bouse
The second night after this, at eleven o'clock, a car-
riage drove up to a log-house on one of the cross roads,
and three men appeared simultaneously, two at the front
and one at the rear window, but quickly disappeared.
They had evidently mistaken their place, as it was a white
- fanilly up with a sick child. It was a dark night, and
. there was a dugway ten feet deep perpendicular, near the
fence to which their'team was hitched; which the valiant
and mysterious trio did not discover, and when they re-
entered their carriage and attempted to turn around they
tumbled into it, horses, carriage, and all. This little inci-
dent so disarranged their plans that they were until day-
light returning to Adrian (only six miles distant), with
their broken trappings and bruised horses. They told the
liveryman, Mr. Hurlburt, that their horses took fright and
ran. off a steep bank, and .begged him to fix the damages
a# low as possible, as they were from home, belated, etc.
Mr. Hurlburt assessed them thirty dollars; but he after--
wargs - smd,qhad he Lnown theu' business he would have ~
* doubled it. " .

O  Three days after thls fortusate mishap Willis Hamllbon .

received a letter inclosing three dollars, purporting to be
from John Bayliss, who had come up-:into Ohio on busi-
* ness, and was on.his way to visit them when he was sud-
denly taken, very ill,’and was -pronounced by the phyel-
cians in a critical condxtxon—-—m fact,. they gave him
but little enéouragement for recovery, ‘and he desired
~ Willis to come and visit him, and bring his ‘wife and chil-
- dren, as he lmght want him for two weeks. He closed by

E
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say the Lord’s will be done I shall have every tram_

_watched until you come. God bless you.

" ¢ Respectfully yours, JoHy Baviiss.”
Of course I was given this letter to read, and I sug-
gested the utmost caution in obeying this request, for, as
the old rat in the fable said, there might be ¢ concealed

‘mischief in this heap of meal.”” I called for the other two

letters, and found they were written by the same hand.
Willis says: ““Oh! I know the old boss too well; he’s
true as steel; he won’t have anything to do with trap
business. Besides, [’ve ‘gnt my free papers, and I’m not
afraid to go, but I wont take my wife and children.” I
proposed that Mr.-Dolbeare or some’ neighbor go with him.
That pleased him, but Mr. Dolbeare could not go. As
my son Daniel and I were going to Adrian, I proposed to
get either Mr. Backus or Mr. Peters, both strong anti-
slavery friends in the city, to accompany him to Toledo.

- As we were about starting, Joseph Gibbons, a neighbor,
came with the suggestion that Willis remain at home, and

James Martin, who was about his color and size, go in his
stéad ; as Gibbons agreed with me in believing there was
a deep laid plot. To this all parties agreed, and Willis

_ gave'me the letter and the. three dollars towards the fare

of whoever should go with James, who was an intelligent

"young colored man in our institution. Everything being -

in readiness we now started for Adrian, where we arrived
just in time to jump on board the train, and censequently
had 106 leisure to seek out and make the proposed arrange-

. ments with our above mentioned friends, but sent ‘word

back to Willis that we would return the following morning.
~ Onece fairly settled on our journey the responsibility so
suddenly thrust upon me made me cry out in my hearf

for wisdom beyond my own, and I prayed for a guiding

hand to direct our actions in case we should find ourselves
in the camp of the enemy, face to face with traffickers in
human souls and bodies, who consudered no scheme too

¢
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vile or desperate for them to undertake, the success of
which would in any way subserve their own interests. .

We arrived at Toledo at 7 P. M., and as we left the
cars James was addressed by a man with the question:
“Is your name Willis Hamilton ?” (and without waiting
for'a re[ﬂy), “Is your wife: with you?”

“ No, sir,” said James. ’

-“Perhape I am mistaken,” said the questioner, “ho

was the porter of the Toledo hotel.

“Who do you wish to see?” said James.

«Willis Hamilton is the man I am sent for, by his old
" friend John Bayliss, who is at the Toledo hotel, so ill that
he is not expected to live.”

“Where is this Mr., Bayliss from?” said James,

“Tennessee, I believe.”

“Very well, if there is such a man here I want to see
hini.”

“Come with me, and I’ll take you to his room, said
the porter. .

While this conversation was passing between the porter
and James we were following in the rear, but apparently
paying no attention to them.. Our plan was for Daniel to
keep James in sight if possible, and whatever he heard of .
the sick man to report to me in the parlor. “We entered
the hotel nearly together. I was shown into the parlor
and James was taken up a flight of stairs from the bar-
room. Daniel was following, when the porter told him
the bar-room for gentlemen was below. He said, “I am
taking this man to see a friend of his who is very sick,
and no strangers are allowed to enter the room.” Of
course, my son could do nothing but return, so no furtber

* observations could be-taken by us until the reappearance - . -

of James. For two long hours we ameither saw nor heard
anything of him, and becoming very anxious and restless
"I told Daniel to ask for James Martin, as he had business
- with him. ~Twice he made- this request, but the porter
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only said, ‘‘ Yes, yes, you shall see him in a minute,” and
dodged from room to room to keep out of sight.

Grownng desperate, I finally told my son to tell the
porter ¢“if that young colored man is not forthcoming at
once, a writ of habeas corpus will be served on him in fif-
teen minutes, as we must see him immediately. Also tell
Mr. Woodward, the proprictor, that your mother is here
with a message for Mr. John Bayliss, who we understand

_is very ill at this house.” Mr. Woodward instantly sum-

moned the porter, and we heard him say in an excited
undertone: ‘‘There’s trouble ahead unless that young black
fellow .comes down immediately; tell them to send him
down at once,” In a moment the porter, three gentlemen,
and James made their appearance, evidently to the sur-
prise of twenty half drunken Irishmen who had been chat-
tering all the evening, but were now so'still you could
have heard a pin drop, to see Hamilton (as the sequel
shows they supposed) brought down so publigy and with-
out fetters. It afterwards transpired that Willis Hamil-
ton, upon coming down stairs, was to have been put into
a close carriage, sent away, and his family then sent for
under the plea that he was detained with his sick friend, -

~ and this was the intelligent crowd who were to aid in the

success of the p]an

I had seen a carriage stand ﬁfteen or twenty minutes
at the bar-room door and ﬁnally leave without a passenger,
and -Daniel saw the same carriage at the rear door equally
long, which also left there empty. Upon coming down
James Martin evidently took in the situation at a glance,
for, giving my son a pinch, he said: ‘“Mr. Haviland, let
us go into the dining-room and call for'supper.” This was
to give the drunken rabble time to leave so that he could
relate his adventures with the Southerners after supper.
But by this time the porter came to me to mqmrc if I
wished to see Mr. Bayliss, the sick man. I replied in the
affirmative, upan which he said: ‘“He is very low; no
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stranger has been allowed to enter his room for three days,
but his doctor is here. Would you like to see him?” I
would,” I replied. A tall gentleman now entered the
room and addressed me: ¢ Madam, are you the lady who
wished to see me?” I am, if you are the physician who
has charge of John Bayliss of Tennessee, wha we learn is
very ill, by a letter which Willis Hamilton received yes-
terday.”

“Iam Dr. Tay]or of this city, and have the case - of
Mr. Bayliss in my care. His son-inlaw is here taking
care of him, and they are all greatly disappointed at not
seeing Hamilton this cvening, as Mr. Bayliss has sent for
him and his family, and they can not imagine why he
does not come.” -

“Well, I can tell you why. We feared a trap, as
Willis’s wife was formerly a slave.”

“I do n’t see,” said the doctor, ‘“how you cou]d sus-
peet any thing wrong in that letter, as I understand they

Lave written them before, and you should have compare(l '

the letters to see if they were written by the same person.”

“We did so, and found they were written by the same
person. But there are other points to consider: 1st, John
Bayliss stands somewhat 'in the relation of a slavcholder,
‘a8 in a former letter he spoke of three aged slaves living
with him, and wished Hamilton and wife to stay with him
two weeks ‘if he lived, which was doubtful, and wished
them to be sure and bring their -children, though we all
know that four little noisy children are not agreeable com-
panions ina sick-réom.”

Herc my learned doctor gave hls head a vigorous
gcratch, and said: ¢ Well, madam, Mr. Ba)lm’:s probably

childish from age, and his severe illness makes him more °

50. A nervous temperament like his, affected by disease,
often enfeebles the mind, as body and mind are in clese

relationship philosophmlly Now, he is just childish enough =

to. want to see those clnldren playmg around his room, and




64 " A WOMAN’S LIFE-WORK.

he says he would make them handsome presents; and as
money seems 'to be plenty with him and apparently no -
object, I judge they would be well paid for coming.”

I did not appear to question this view of the case, but
inquired how long Deacon Bayliss had been ill.

¢ About seven days, madam,” replied the doctor.

¢ What seems to be the nature of the disease?” .

“It was at first a violent attack of bilious fever, but
for the last three days it has assumed a fearful form of
typhus.”

I told -him that Hamilton and lns wife were both very

" anxious about their old friend, and wished me t6 see him
personally, and give him their reasons for not coming.

1 should be glad,” said the docter, ¢“to allow you to
see him, were it not for his cxtreme nervousness, but I
dare not risk it. It seems hard to think the.dying request
of this' poor old man can not be granted. He seems to
cousider this family almost next to his own.”

“Yes,” I said, ““it is also hard and humiliating to hu-
mane and. patnotlc Americans that a system of human
boudage exists in this country which causes these horrible
fears and suspicions .to loom up like specters before the
mental vision of this persecuted and down-trodden race.” .

- ““That is very true,” said Dr: Taylor; ““slavery is the

_darkest spot on our national escutcheon. But in this case

there is no cause for suspicion; for I am sure there is no
plot with yegard to the Hamilton farmly, and I call God
to witness 'that every word I tell yoy is truth. ‘As to the
three slaves you’spoke of, he told me during the first of
his ‘sickness that he emancipated all his slaves, twenty in
number, but that his wife' had- three in her right, which
she refused to free, and these have always remained in the
family. © He manumitted his slaves from puvely conscien-

- tious scruples; -and- I believe that if there is a Christian

that walks God’s earth .he is one, for he has manifested
such patience and resignation during his severe illness
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that he has entirely won my affections. Now, don't you
think you can induce Hamilton to bring his family here?
I do not believe he will live three days.”

“I will be honest with you,” I replied. ¢ Although

you have talked like a candid man, I do not believe I

could trapsfer sufficient confidence to the family to induce
them to come unless I should see hlm, as they charged
me over and again.”

At this my tender-hearted Esculaplus sighed deeply,
and said: “I am sorry that they or their friends should
entertain any distrust, as I fear he may not be conscious
two days longer. A council of physicians was called this
afternoon, and three out of the four gave:it as their opin-
ion that he could not survive, at the longest, beyond three
days; and I believe him liable to drop away within

. twenty-four hours, although it is barely posmble he may
live a week.”

“Well,” T replied, ‘““one cause of susplcxon, both with -

my neighbors and myself was that, although the letters

-from John Bayliss were all written by the same hand, the

last one was equally well written as the others, although
he was represented as so very low, thh little hope of
“recovery.”

Here my ready-tongued doctor very thoughtfully placed

his hand to his forehead, but in a moment replied: I will
tell you how that was. His fever was off at the tlme,
which enabled him to carry a steady hand.” .

“ Well, of course,” I replied, *“ we do not know that
any plan exists to remand these people back to slavery,
but we only judged of the possibilities. And for my part
T do not believe in regarding.the wicked enactments, of

men which contravene the laws of eternal right given by .

God, who made of one blood all nations who dwell upon
the face of the earth, and of Christ, who left the realms
of glory to bring blessings to mankind, and a part of whose

mission was to unlooge the heavy burdens and let the op- -

6
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pressed go free. And in view of the golden rule given
by the great Lawgiver, I would not for my right hand
‘become instrumental in returning one escaped slave to
bondage. I firmly. believe in our Declaration of Independ-
ence, that all men are created free and equal, and that no
‘human being has a right to make merchandise of others
~born in humbler stations, and place them on a level with
. horses, cattle, and sheep, knocking them off the auction-
- Dblock to the highest bidder, sundering family ties, and out-
raging the purest and tenderest feelings of human nature.”
¢ That is dll right,” said the doctor, “and I understand
your feelings. Slavery is the greatest curse upon our oth-
erwise happy countty. But in this case there need be no
fear of any couspiracy to injure your colored friends; and
I did hope, for the sake of Mr. Bayliss, they would come
and .visit him, and gratify his dying request.” =~ | -

He then gave me some of the alarming symptoms of
his patient, enlarged on the sympathy he felt for him, and
finally proposed to go up and consult with his son-in-law
‘on the propriety of allowing me to see him in his present
exceedingly nervous state. He said if he was not spoken
to perhaps I might be allowed to look at him, as he _was
kept under the influence of opiates, and was to-night i ina
heavy stupor, and not disposed to talk to any one.

“““Would such an arrangement be any satisfaction to
you?”
. I replied that, while it was immaterial to me, it would
probably satisfy the Hamilton family; and, after a few
minutes’ consultation in the swk-room, he returned with
the conclusion: that I might enter the room, but that no
loud” word must be spoken, nor the sound of a footfall
permitted.

““But, you can not see his faoe, as it is covered with
cloths wet in vinegar to draw the fever out, and he is now
in a doze, and I do not wish to disturb him.”

He then described the terrible paroxysms, bordenng on
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spasms, suffered by his patient, in Which it took four.men
to hold him, and was eulogizing his wonderful fortitude
and Christian patience, when the son-in-law suddenly came
rushing into the room in his shirt-slceves and stocking-feet,
and exclaimed :

“ Doctor, doctor, do come quick ; father’s got another
gpasm, and I don’t know what to do.” '

““Yes, yes,” said the doctor, “I’1 come; don’t leave
your father a moment;” and jumped up, apparently in
great excitement. But at the door he halted to tell me
that these spasms indicated mortification, when' the son-in-
law again opened the door with a bang and the exclamation :

“ Doctor, why don’t you hurry? Father is vomiting
again, and I’'m afraid he is dying.”

At this they both rushed frantically upstanrs In about
fifteen minutes the doctor returned, saying he had given
his patient a double dose of an opiate, and would let him
rest awhile. He then launched out into a description of -
his treatment of Mr. Bayliss; how. he had blistered him,
and performed a surglcal operation on him which had
given him great pain; said he was attendmg him to the
neglect of his -other patients, and after exhausting a
large amount of eloquence on the subject returned to the
sick chamber. In a few moments he came back with the
information that I could now be admitted, and conducted
me to the room. -

: As soon as we stepped within the door the doctor
halted, but I stépped to the center of the room, as if I
had forgotten that I was only just to enter, and gazed at
the bed and. then at the lounge opposite. - The doctor
stepped to my side and said, “ That is he on the bed yon-
der.” T stood a moment and took a mental inventory of
the sick man, who appeared full six feet tall and very
slender, not at all answering to the description of the
short, heavily built John Bayliss, of two hundred pounds
avoirdupois. Of course, & fit of sickness might reduce a
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man’s flesh,sbut it dld not appear to me as e':peclally hkcly
to increase his height. :As his face was covered with wet
cloths I could not sce. the round physiognomy of John
- Bayliss, but passing my hand over the face'I found it ]ong
and thin featured. I whispered to the docter that -1 .
would . like to notice his pule. He said I'coud do so on
the jugular vein. I did so, and found the skin of this
feverstricken’ man to be the natural temperature, but I
: whispered to the doctor. that I was. not so accustomed to
noticing the pulse in that locality as at the wrist. After
some resistance by the sick man, who finally yielded with .
a"long undertone groan, T found his wrist, and the full,
strang, regular pulse .of a well man. There was now" no

- . doubt in my mind that T was alone at this midnight hour,

. far from home, in a room with three slaveholders.

‘As I .stepped from the bed the doctor asked me if I
was satisfied. The thought flashed through my mind that
I had always contended that deception was lying, and that
" no circumstances could justify it. But other thoughts also.
camé,and I replied that I was satisfied.

At this the son-in-law, who had apparently been sleep-
ing on the lounge, roused himself and commenced rubbing
his eyes, and lookmg at the doctor, said, ‘“Oh, doct.or, do
you think father is any better ?” A

“I can not -conscientiously give you any hope, nephed
the doctor.

“Oh, dear"’ he exclaimed, ¢ what shall Ido? . I am
.almost sick miyself, taking care of him day and night. If
I had only known that they were near Tecumseh, where I
lost my horse, I would have seen them; but I hoped to
have found him betber when I retumed instead of which
‘he was much worse.” .

At this I stepped towards lnm, and said: “If you are
the gentleman who was inquiring for a horse in our neigh-
borhood a few days ago, you called at Hamilton’s house
and' asked for a drink of water.”
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. “What, that place where a black woman brought me
a glass of water?” . .
“Yes; that was Hamilton’s wife.”
«Is it possible! that little log house where there was a
pile of pumpkins in the yard ?”
- “Yes,” Isaid. '

“Oh! if I had only known it,” he exclaimed, “we
would have had them here to help us. What trouble we.
have had. I reckon father will die, and I shall have to go
home alone. God knows we have had a bad trip of it.”

The careful doctor now began to fear we would disturb
" the patient, and we were abouf leaving the room when he
suddenly exclaimed, ] want you to see what black bilious.
matter Mr. Bayliss vomited a while ago;” and, stepping
back, he brought me a white bowl two-thirds full of what
might have been the contents of a coffee-pot, with a bottle
of black ink thrown in, and a few spittles floating on top.
This, he told me, indicated mortification. 'We now passed
into the parlor, where we could talk without disturbing
. the patient.. *‘Now, madam,” as you are fully satisfied
" with regard to Mr. Bayliss’s illness, can’t you .do something
" to- get the Hamiltons here ?”

“I am willing,? I replied, “to do all in my power, but
see no better way than to inform them of the state of af-
fairs upon my return, and the train will leave for Adrian
at eight o’clock to-morrow morning.” The doctor went up

- stairs to see what word they wished to send, and soon re-
“turned with the request that I should write to Hamilton to
come immediately, and the porter would go with the letter
for ten dollars, and his father would send another ten dollars
to Willis. I'still insisted that my original plan was the
best, as the road through the cottonwood swamp was'
" almost impassable.

The son-in-law now’ entered and after walkmg across .

- the floor & few times, with sighs and groans and bemoanmg ‘
‘hiy dire calammes, said hls father wished the letter written.
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He returned to his father and the doctor went for writing

material. They closed the door behind them for a consul-
tation, I supposed.

The reader will remember that dunng all this time I -

knew nothing of the experience of James Martin with this
afflicted trio, but had been compelled to grope my way
. blindly. As the doctor and son-ip-law went out my son
came in. He had overheard something about the writing,
and said, excitedly : *“ Do n’t write, mother; there is no sick
man here. That tall man is Elsie’s master, and they
" threatened James's life when they:had him-up stairs.”

“Dame] I know there is no sick man here,” I said;
““ but they do not think I dream of any plot. It is now
midnight, and it is not wise to let them know that we dis-
trust them. - Sit down and let us talk natura]ly

The doctor now returned .with writing material, and I
sat down to write while he conversed with my son on the
weather and kindred topics. Now my intention in writing
to Hamilton was to serve these slaveholders by defeating

them. I knew, too, that disguising my hand-writing was

not enough to reveal to the Hamilton’s that the letter was
a sham, and whatever I wrote would be subjected to the
perusal of my employers before it was sent. At this hour,
too, a messenger could not probably be secured, even for
twenty dollars. But as I seated myself at the table and
took my pen in the manner in which I could appear to
serve the.slaveholders, but in reality defeat them, it came
to me like a flash, and I cheerfully wrote all they dic-
tated, not omitting the fact (?) that a council of physi-
.cians had decided that John Bayliss could not live to
exceed three days; and after handing it to the doctor and

soninlaw to' read, I requested .permission to add a few

lines on my own responsibility, which was readily granted, as_

I explained to them that Elsie would not_be prepared with
regard to clothing, either for herself or children, to be away
80 long, aud I could easily loan her suﬂictent garments. »

- s . - .

8

-
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This, of course, was as happy a thought for them as
for myself, and was so received. ‘* Indeed, madam,” said
the son-in-law, * that will be very kind in you. They can
get ready so much quicker.” So I added to my letter to
Willis as follows: ¢ Tell Elste to take for herself the black
alpgca dress in the south bed-room, and the two pink
gingham aprons and striped flannel dresses in the bureau -
in the west room for the little girls. To come to Adrian,
take the double team and farm wagon.” I signed my
name and handed the letter to the delighted stranger. He
then gave my son a lighted sperm candle to light us over
to the Indiana House, at that time the best hotel in Toledo,
and kept by Salter Cleveland and wife, anti-slavery friends
of ours. This light, however, served them to follow us,
as well asguide us to our haven of safety.

After settling ourcelves with our friends to tell our ad-
ventures I had a chance to hear James Martin’s story. /
After the failure of my son to follow James and the porter
up stairs, James was of course entirely in the hands of the
enemy. At the head of the stairs they were met by an
elderly gentleman with a* lamp, who offered to conduct
James to the sick room, and he was told to enter the first
right hand door. On opening the door he found no one
indside. * ¢ Oh,” said his guide, ** they have moved him to
.the next room, as was suggested by the céuncil of phwx-
cians this afternoon; we will find him there ;” ;” and opening
the door the stranger assumed an attitude of command

“and told him to go in. James, however, replied : “I shall
not go in, sir; you can see as well as I that the room is
empty.” The stranger gave a surprised look at the interior
of the room and said: “Oh, I guess they moved him to
the farther room, as some one suggesbed after all. As
there is no other room he can be in, you will certainly
[find him there.”
‘ By this time, of course, James began thoroughly to
~ distrust his conductor, and hesitated about going farther;
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but desiring to make all the discoveries possible, and. #hink-
ing if violence was attempted he could run down stairs to
us, he passed on to the third door, and threwing it wide
open found this room also empty. = He was about turning
back when two other men suddenly appeared through a
door at the left, and the three surrounded him, one level-’
ing a revolver at his head, another at _his breast, and the
third pointing a dirk at his side, all indulging in. an’in-
disériminate volley of oaths and threats. Said his grey-
haired guide (who afterwards p ed. to bg John P. Ches-
ter, Elsie’s master, the same "enacted to me the
role of the sympathetic ph; swxan), e If you stir or speak
one word we’ll kill you.” Go into that room, or you’re a
xdead man.” In this position they entered the root and locked

the door. * Now, Hamilton, we 've got you, damn you.”

My pame is not Hamilton, but James Martin,” was
James’ reply. B

“Damn’ you,” rejoined Clester, -“I know you; you o
were once a slave in Tennessee.” .

¢“No, sir, I never was a slave, nor was I ever in a slave .
state. I was born and brought up in the State of New -
York.”

*“ Then you'’re a d-—d spy, and I've a great mmd
to shoot you this minute,” said Chester.

. ¢ If you call me a spy because I came here toseeMt ‘
. John Bayliss for Mr. Hamilton, then you'can do so, for thisis -
why I am here, and I came here with no intention of harm
to any one. I am entirely unarmed, I have not so much
as a penknife with which to defend myself, but I tell you, -
gentlemen, I have friends here in this house.”

At this they dropped their weapons as by an electric
shock, and Chester exclaimed, * You shan’t be hurt! you
shan’t be hurt!” Then turning to his son: “Tom, put up
your plstol ”
~ “But,” says Tom, “I propose to search him agd s‘ee
whether he’s clear of arms.”
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R qu“! you shan’t do it. I reckon it’s as he says.”
“James, seeing that they were thoroughly intimidated,

: . now felt at his esse. The Southerners, of course, did not

know but's posse of armed men awaited their actions
mgbead of one little woman and a lad of seventeen. Ches-
ter now addressed James in a subdued tone and manper;’
- asking him to sit down, ‘““and I’ll tell you all about it.
Mr. John Bayliss is here and he is very sick; he is not
expected to live. But I am Elsie’s master; my name is
Jobhn P. Chester, and I bought :her out of pure benevo-
lence to.save her from going down the river with a drove.
Willis was going from house to house beggmg for some
~one to buy his wife, crying and taking on like he was
nearly crazy, and I felt'sorry for him, ahd told him if he
would help me buy her’ by paying three hundred dollars
in work for me, I could do it; and he entered into a writ-
ten agreement with me that I was to feed and clothe him
the same &8 my other servants, and give him a good price
. for his work ; but - before he had been with me a year he
took my property and ran away with it, and now I want
o' get it back.”

““Why don’t you go and get it then?” said James.

« Oh, there’s such a set of d——d abolitionists there I
can’t do it,” said Chester. ¢ Hamilton wroté to me that he
had put in ten acres of wheat this fall on shares on a
widow lady's farm, and' that he bad a yoke of oxen, two

- | cows, pigs and chickens.”

*“Yes,” said James, * that is all true.”

““Well,” said Chester, “you can have all he has there,
besides any amount of money you please to name, if you
< will assist’ me in getting him and his family here. - Will
you do it?”

James replied, very carelessly, « Well, I do n’t know
but I will for enough .

““ You see,” said Chester, ‘if T can get them here, -I
can get help from one place to another in Ohio, and when'

~ 1 . - =~ . B
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I strike Kentucky I’d be all right.” In laying plans and
' making arrangements they consumed two hours' time, and,
as the reader will remember, I became nervous and sent

for James, after which I bad my expenence with the doe-

tor and the sick man.

Afer finding ourselves qmetly seated with our fnends
in their private parlor, before we had fairly finished re-
lating our adventures, the night watch came in with the
report that three men were pacing around the house at
about equal distances, whom he suspected to be burglars.
Orders were given to keep the outside rooms lighted, and
if any attempt was made to enter to ring the alarm bell
and assistance would be forthcoming. Morning light, how-
“Ever, revealed to the watchmen that their suspected burg-
lars were the tliree Southerners, who had stopped at the
Indiazia House a few days, but not finding -co-operation
probable in their slave-hunting business, had changed their
quarters to the Toledo Hotel. I recognized my doctor and

the gon-in-law; and -the other, a tall, slender young man.

of twenty-two, was my sick and suffering deacon, who an
hour prevnous had been so near death’s door. Their object,

of course, in guarding the house, was to see that we sent no-
. messenger to_defeat the letter I had so kindly written for

them. But on this” matter I gave myself no concern, as
Elsie was as well .acquainted with my wardrobe as I was,
and would knqw at once that it contained no such articles
as I mentioned ; also that the house had no south 'bed-
* room, and no bureau in, the west room, neither.was there
a.double tesm nor a firm wagon on the place. Consequently
T'had no fears that the. letter was not faithfully fulﬁllmg
'its mission.

A few mmutes before we leﬂ: the hotel. for the
8 o'clock ‘train to return home a colored man came to
. James, evidently quite excited, and said:  We have just
-~ heard there is & colored man here having trouble with

“slave-holders ; if this is true, there are enough of us here

[
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" to do whatever is necessary.” James did not reply, but

looked inquiringly at me. I replied, ‘ There is trouble,”
and taking him into a back room, gave him a brief sketch

of James's experience. I told him I did not think it prob-
able that violence would be offered in daylight, but as Mr.
Cleveland and son were both ill, we would like to know

who "our friends were at the depot. He assured me we /. »
. should have all the aid we needed. - * While at the depot,”

said he, *“ we shall watch both you,and the slave-holders,
and whatever you desire us to do, madam, say the word,
and it shall be done.” "I thanked him, but dld not think
there would be any difficulty.

The free Southerners were at the depot as soon as we
were. - In’the ticket office- James gave up going, as he

" thought they intended -going with us. But this I did not-

care for, and told James he must go now, as there was no
other train uatil night, and: there was no telling what they
might do under cover of darkness. When we got to the

- cars the doctor and son-in-law jumped aboard, bat the sick

man was determined to take his seat with me, and foliowed
my son and myself from coach to coach, and whenever .
we showed any signs of seating ourselves prepared to sept

. Mimself opposite. I looked at his snakish eyes, and con-
" eluded to lea::;:& sick deacon to see James, who still lm-

gered in the ticket office.

I again urged Mim to go with me, as I should take an-
other coach when I returned and get rid of the Souther-
ners. When I.returned I ran past the coach I had left, -
and Daniel beckoned to me, saying, ‘* Here, mother, this
is the car we took” * “Yes,” T said, “but I see a lady

ahead that I M to sit with.” At this the sick man

jumped: up and eXclaimed, “I’ll be d——d if I don’t"
take . that seat then.” But Daniel pressed his way" past

- him, and noticed his heavilyladen overcoat pocket. By

the time my. son reached me there was no room mnear us
for the sick deacon, so he returned to his first seat.

.
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* During all this time about a dozen men, black and
white, were watching us closely. I beckoned the one who
called on us at the hotel to come to our apartments, and
+ told him to tell James to come immediately to my door.
He came, and I opened the door and told him to enter, as
the train was about moving. ‘When he was inside he says:
“I am afraid we will have trouble.” Just then the con-
ductor passed, and I said to him: “I suppose we will be
perfectly safe here, should we have trouble on our way to
Adrian.” ¢ Most certainly,” he said (raising his voice to
~ the highest pitch). I vouch for the perfect safety and

protection of every individual on board this train.”

Near Sylvania, a small town ten miles from Toledo, the
train- b&l@\to gand the tmck and our chwalrous friends
statloned themselves about three feet from us; and Ches-
ter, pointing to James, said in a‘low, grum voice: “We'll _

see you alone some time;” and, turning to my son, “ You,. .

too, young man.” Then directing his volley of wrath to
me, he roared out: ‘‘But that' lady there—you nigger
stealer—you that’s got my property and the avails of it—
I’ll show you, you nigger thief;” and drawing a revolver
from his pocket, his son doing the same, they pointed them
towards- my face, Chester again bawling out, ‘‘You see
these tools, do you? ‘We have more of ’em here” (holding
up a traveling bag), “‘and we know how to use them. We
shall stay about here three. weeks, and we will have that
property you have in your possession yet, you d——d nig-
ger stealer. We understand ourselves. We know what
we are about.”.

“ Man, I fenr neither your weapons nor your threats;
they are powerless. You are not at home—you are not in
Tennessee. And as for your property, I have none of it
about me or on my premises. We also know what we are
about; we also understand,.not only ourselves, but you.”

. Pale and trembhng with rage they still shook their pis-

~




N

i)

)

&
\.7/d

- % ..._
im.. oly, ._
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tols in my face, and Chester, in a choked voice, exclaimed :
“I’l—I’Il—I won’t say much more to you—you’re a
.woman—but that young man of yours; }’ll give five hun-
dred dollars if he’ll go to Kentucky with me.”

Just then the.conductor appeared and cried out: ‘ What
are you doing here, you villaincus scoundrels? We Il have

you arrested in five minutes.” , At this they fled precipi-

tately to the woods, and the last we saw of these +tall and
valiant representatives of the land of chivalry were their
-heels fast receding in the thicket. ,

Of course, this brave exhibition of rhetoric and valor
called out innumerable questions from the passengers; and
from there on to Adrian, though already terribly fatigued,

we had'to be continually fmmmg replies md makmg ex-:

_planations.

Among ‘the people of Sylvania the news spread like .

wildfire, and it was reported that over forty men were at
the .depot with hand-spikes and iron bars, ready to tear up
the track in case the Hamilton family had been found on
the train beund for Toledo.

. When we arrived at Adrian my oldest son, Ha,rvey,
and Willis were there to meet us; and when we told Willis
that Elsie’s old master and his son had but an hour pre-
" viously pointed pistols at our heads and threatened our

lives, he could hardly speak from astonishment.. Harvey .

said my letter arrived before sunrise, but that no one be- 'b

lieved I had any thing to do with it. However, as the
porter swore he ‘saw me write it, Professor Patchin and J.

F. Dolbeare were sent for; but they also distrusted its Va-

lidity and the truthfulness of the-bearer.

‘Elsie had no faith in it at all. If,” said she, * the -

old nian is so very sick, as he hasn’t seen us for years,
" they could bring him any black man and woman, and call
- them Willis and Elsie, and he ’d never know the difference ;
and as for that letter, Mrs. Haviland never saw it. I be-
lieve the slave-_holders wrote it themselves. They thought,
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as she was a widow, she’d have a black dress, and you
know she has n’t got one in the house. And where’s the
pink aprons and green striped dresses? And there’s no
south bed-room in this house. It’s all humbug; and I
sha’n't stir a step until I see Mrs. Haviland.”

_Said another: ¢ These things look queer. There’s no -
bureau in the west room.”

The porter, seeing he could not get the family, offered
Willis ten dollars if he would go to Palmyra with him,
but he refused. He then offered it to ’my son Harvey if
he would take Willis to Palmyra. -

¢ No, sir; 'I shall take him nowhere but to Adrian, to
_ meet mother,” was Harvey’s reply.

After their arrival in Adrian the porter again offered the
ten dollars, and Iawyer Perkins and others advised Harvey
to take it and give it to. Willis, as they would protect him
from all harm. But when I came I told him not to touch

it; and the porter, drawing near, heard my explanation of

the letter, and the threatening remarks of the people, who
declared that if slave-holders should attempt to take the

- Hamilton family or any other escaped slave from our city.

or county they would .see trouble. He seon gave us the

. benefit of his absence, and we went home with thankful

hearts that public sentiment had made a law too strong to

~ allow avaricious and unprincipled men- to cast our perse- :

cuted neighbors back into- the seething eauldron of Amer-.
ican s]a.very

" All that day our . house 'was thronged with vmwrs. ’

‘ eager to hear the story which was agitating the whole com-

munity, but about midnight I told my friends that rest
was a necessity, for never in my life was I so thoroughly -
exhausted from. t.n.lking, but, as the next day was-the

Sabbath, I would in. the evening meet all who chose to X

come in the Valley Schoolhouse (at that day the largest
in . the oounty) and. tell. them the whole story, and save -

: napeatmg it so many times. !
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When the evening came we met a larger crowd than
could find standing-room in the school-house, and report
said there was a spy for the slave-holders under & window
outside.

I related the whole story, omitting nothbing, and was
followed by Elijah Brownell, one of our ablest anti-slavery
lecturers, with a few spirited remarks. He suggested that
a collection should be taken up to defray our expenses to
Toledo and return, and fourwen dollars was soon placed
in my hands.

From a friend of our ]ettercamer, the porber of the
Toledo Hotel, we learned that thejplans of the slave-holders
accorded with those given James Martin in the sick-room.
After getting the Hamilton family in their clutches they
intended to gag and bind them, and, traveling nights,

. convey them from one ppoint to another until they reached
\ Kentucky. This was precisely on the plan of our under-
ground railroad, but happily for the cause of freedom, in
_ this case at least, not as successful. K

The citizens of :Adrian appomted a meeting at the
court-house, and sent for me to again tell the story of the
slaveholder who had so deeply laid his plans to capture,
ot only his fugitive slave Elsie-and her four ghildren, but
also her husband, who was a free man. Other meetings
were called to take measures for securing ‘the safety of the ‘
hunted family from the iron grasp of the oppressor, whose
arm is ever strong and powerful in the cause of evil; and
8o great was public excitement that the chivalrous sons of
the South found our Northern climate too warm fér their
constitutions, and betook themselves to the milder climate
_of Tennessee with as great speed as their hunted slave, -

" with her husband, hastened away from._ there fifteen years
before.

It may be asked how the Cheeters discovered that
Hamilton and his wife were in Michigan. We learned
_afterward that John P. Ch_ester‘ was the postmaster at
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Jonesborough, and receiving a letter at his office directed
to John Baylis§, he suspected it to be from friends of his
former slaves, and opened it. His suspicions being con-
‘firmed, he detained the letter, and both corresponded and:
" came North jn the assumed character of Bayliss. His
schemes miscarried, as we have above narrated, and Baylm‘s
probably never knew- of the desperate game played in
his name.

About two weeks after the departure of this noble trio
I received a threatening letter from John P. Chester, to
which I replied; and this was followed by a correspond-
_ ence with his son, Thomas K. Chester (the sick deacon). '
From these letters we shall give a few extracts..,

In a letter received under the date of . December 3;
1846, John P. Chester writes: ‘I presume you do not
want something for nothing; and inasmuch as’ you have
my property in your possession, and are so great a philan-
thropist, you will feel bound to remunerate me for that
property. . . . If there is any law of the land to
compel you to pay for them I intend to have it.”

In my reply, December 20, 1846, I wrote: -

~ “First, convince me that you have property in my-
possession, and you shall have the utmost ﬁn’thmg But -
if Willis Hamilton and family are property in iy posecs-
sion, then are Rev. John Patchin-and wife, pnnclpala of

" Raisin Institute, and other neighbors, property in my pos-

_ session, as I have dealing with each family, precisely in the
same manner that I have with Willis Hamilton and family,
and I do as truly recognize property in my other neighbors
as in the Hamilton family. Prove my position fallacious,
. and mnot predicated on principles of eternal right, and
»* they may may ‘be blown to the four winds of heaven. If
carnal weapons can be brought to bear upon the spiritual
. you shall have the liberty to.do ‘it with the six-shooters
“you. flourished. toward my face in Bylvania, Objo.” . . .
* 4% As for my being compelled to pay you for this alleged

a
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property, to this I liave but little to say, as it is the least
of all my troubles in this lower world. I will say, how- |
ever, I stand ready to meet whatever you may "think
proper to do in the case.” Should you think best to make
us another call, I could not vouch for your safety. The
circumstances connected with this case have been such that
great excitement has prevailed. A number of my neigh-
bors have kept arms since our return from Toledo. -1 can say
with the Psalmist, ‘I am for peace, but they are for war.’

‘“ At a public meeting called the next evening after our
reiurn from the Toledo trip, fourteen dollars was placed in
my hands as & remuneration for the assistance I rendered
in examining your very sick patient. I found the disease .
truly alarming, far beyond the reach of human aid, much v

- deeper than bilious fever, although, it might have assumed -
g typhoid grade. -The blister that you were 1mmedxatel‘y

to apply on the back of the patient could not extract
~ that dark, deep plaguc-spot of slavery, too appareut to be
" misimderstood.”

“ 1 received a long list of epxthets in a letter, beai'.-
ing date, Jonesboro, Tennessee, F ebruary 7, 1847, from
Thomas K. Chester, the sick deacon:

- - “I have thought it my duty-to answer your pack of

balderdash, . . . that you presumied to reply to my
father, as I .was with him on his tour to Michigan, and a
participﬁ'nt in all his transactions, even to' the acting the’
sick man's part in Toledo. . . .. True it is, by your
.cunning villdinies you have depnved us of our just rights,

" of our own. property. . . . Thanks be to an allwise

~ and provident God that my ﬁa.ther has more of that sable

. kind_ of busy fellows, greasy, slick, and fat; and they are

not cheated to death out of their hard earnings by villainous

and infernal abolitionists, whose philanthropy is interest,

and_ whose only desire is to swindle the slave-holder out:of

.. his own- property, and convert its labor to their own
infemal aggrandwement :




—

.y

82 . A WOMAN’S LIFE-WORK.

yrunpleasunt for me to indulge in
rticularly to a woman, and I would not now do

it, did-I not.feel a perfect consciousness of right and -

"duty, . ..-. Who do you think would parley with a
thief, a robber of man’s just rights, recognized by the glo-
rious Constitution of our Union! Such a condescension
_would dsmn an honest man, would put modesty to the
“blush. © What! to engage in a-contest with you? a rogue,

~ a damnable thief, a_negro thief, an outbreaker, a criminal
in the sight of all honestmen; . . . the ‘mother, too, of -
-, a-pusillanimous son, who permitted me to curse and damn

- you in Sylvania! I would rather be caugbt with another
man’s sheep on my back than to engage in such a subject,
‘and with such an individual as old Laura’ Haviland, a
damned nigger-stealer.

¢ You can tell Elsie that since our return my father
bought her eldest daughter ; that she is. now his property,

- and the mother of a likely boy, that I call Daniel Havi-

land after your pretty son. - She has plenty to eat, and has
shoes in the Winter, an article Willis’s children had nog

" when I was there, although it was cold enough to freeze .-

the horns off the cows. . . . What de you thjnk your

portion will be at the great day of Judgment? I think xt .

will be the inner temple of helf>

In my reply, dated Raisin, March 16, 1847, I lnforl_ned .

the sick deacon that my letter to his father ‘‘had “served
as a moral emetic, by the mass of black, bilious, and putrid
matter it bad sent forth. You must have been exercised
with as great distress, as extreme pain, that was ‘producing
paroxysms and vomiting, that you had in your sick-room
in the Toledo hotel, when your physician was so bastily
called to your relief by your'son-inflaw, as the matter that
"-lies before_me in letter' form is as ‘black, and much
more ‘bilious, and nearer ‘morhﬁcatlon than tha.t I
saw there.

~

“ We thank you for the name’s mke May he po_ueu ,
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the wisdom of a Daniel of old, although his lot be cast in
the lions’ den; and, like Moses, may he become instru-
mental in leading his people away from a worse bondage
than that of Egypt. .

.» ““According to your logic, we are mnot only robbing -
the slaveholder, but the poor slave of his valuable home,
where he can enjuy the elevating and soul-ennobling priv-
ilege -of looking ¢greasy, slick, and fat’—can have the
"privilege of being forbidden the laborious task of culti-
. vating his intellect—is forbidden to claim his wife and
children as his own instead of the property of John P.
Chester.”

I pitied the young man, whose bitterness of hate seemed
incorrigible, and gave advice which I deemed wholesome,
although I yielded to the temptation of dealing somewhat
in irony and sarcasm.

But the next letter from the sick deacon was filled and
running over with vulgm- blackguardism, that I would
ncither answer nor give to the public eye. It was directed
to ¢ Laura S. Haviland, Esq., or Dan.” As it arrived in

. my’absence, my son Daniel handed it to Rev. John Patchin,

who became so indignant in reading the list: of epxthet.s that
he preposed .to reply. *

The first sentence of his letter was:

* Sir,—As John Quincy Adams and Henry Clay were
seated in Congress, they saw passing on the street a drove
of jackasses. Said Henry Clay, ‘There; Mr. Adams, is a
company of your censtituents as they come from the
North.” ¢All right; they are going South to teach yours,
was the quick reply. And I think one of those long-
eared animals has strayed down your way, and your ma
nmight ‘have sent you to his school—I think, however, but
a few weeks, or your epistolary correspondence with Mrs.
Havdand would have been vastly improved.”

- From the report my gon gave me of the short epistle,
it was filled with sentences couched in the same spirit
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throughout; ¢for,” said he, “that rabid firc-cater has been
treated in a manner too mild. He needs something more
nearly like his own coin.”

I shortly after received a few lines from Thomas K.
Chester, informing me that he had my last letter struck
off in hand-bills, and circulated jn a number of the South-
ern States, ‘““over its true.signature, Laura S. Haviland,
as you dictated and your daughter wrote it; for, as strange

- as it may appear, I have the handwriting of every one of
your family, and also of Willis Hamilton. T distribute
these hand-bills for the purpose of letting the South see
what sort of sjsters they have in the North.” We learned
frem a number of sources that to this circular or hand-bill
was attached a reward of $3,000 for my head.

As for the letter that Chester had richly earned, nei-
ther my daughter nor myself had the privilege of perusing
it, as it was mailed before my return home. . But I pre-
sume the indignant writer designed to close the unpleasant
correspondence.

SECOND EFFORT TO RETAKE THE HAMILTON ?MILY.

After thé passage of the famous Fugitive-siave Bill of
1850, turning the whole population of the North into slave-
hunters, Thomas K. Chester, with renewed assurance, came
to Lawyer Beacher’s office, in Adrian, and solicited his serv-
ices in capturing the Hamiltons, as he was now prepared to
take legal steps in recovering his property. Said he:
© I ask no favors of Adrian or Raisin, as I have my
‘posse of thirty men within a stone’s throw of this city.
All T ask is legal authority from you, Mr. Beacher, and I
can casily get them in my possession.”

“1 can not aid you,” said Mr. Beacher ; - it would
ruin my practice as a lawyer.” ‘

«T will give you $100, besides your fee,” rejoined Chester.

“You have not enough money in your State of Ten-
nessee to induce me to assist you in any way whatever.”
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“ Will you direct me to a lawyer who will aid me?”

“T can not; I know of none in our State who could
be hired to assist you. And I advise you to return to
your home; for you will lose a hundred dollars where you
will gain one, if you pursue it.”

At this advice he became enraged, and swore he would
have them this time, at any cost. *‘And if old Laura Havi-
land intgrferes I'll put her in prison. I acknowledge she
outwitted us before; but let her dare prevent my taking
them this time, and I Il be avenged on her before I leave
this State.”

‘¢ All the advice I have to give you is to abandon this
scheme, for you will find no jail in this Statg that will hold

that woman. And I request you not to enter my office .

/

" again on this business, for if it were known to the public it
would ifjure my practice; and I shall not recognize you -

on the street.” :

In a lower tone Chester continued, “I request you,
Mr. Beacher, as a gentleman, to keep my name and busi-
ness a secret.” With a few imprecations he left the office.

My friend R. Beacher sent a dispatch to me at once
by Sheriff Spafford, to secure the safety of the Hamilton
family at once, if still on my prexmses, as my Tennessee
" correspondents were probably in or near Adrian. I in-
formed him they were safe in Canada within six months
after the visit from the Chesters. Mr. Beacher also ad-
vised me to make my property safe without delay, but
this had been done two years previously. ~ On. receiving
this information my friend Beacher replied, ‘“Had I known
this"I would have sent for her, for I’d give ten dollars
to see them meet.” Mr. Chester heard that the Hamilton

- family had gone to Canada, but he did not believe it, as

he also heard they had gone to Ypsﬂaﬁtl, in this State,
. where he said he should follow thém.

We learned in the sequal that he went to Ypsilanti,

and took rooms and board in a hotel, while calling on

s
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- every colcred family in town and for two or three miles
around it, sometimes as.a drover, at other times an agent
to make arrangements for purchasmg wood and charcoal.
During four weeks he found a family that answered the
description of the Hamilton family. in color and number.
He wrote to his father that he had found them under an
assymed name, and requested him to send a man who
could recognize them, as they had been away over eighteen
years. The man was sent, and two weeks more were spent
in reconnoitering. At length both were agreed to arrest
David Gordon and wife, with their four children, as the
Hamilton family, and applied for a. warrant to take ‘the -
family as escaped slaves. . The United States Judge, Hon.
Ross ‘Wilkins, who issued the warrant, informed one of
the most active underground railroad ‘men, George De
Baptist, of this claimant’s business. He inimediately tele-
graphed to a vigorous worker in Ypsilanti, who sent-run-
‘ners_in every direction, inquiring for a Hamilton family.
None could be found ; and the conclusion was reached that -
they were newcomers and -were cIosely concealed, and the
only safe-way was to.set a watch ‘at the depot for officers
and their posse, and follow whithersoever they went, keep-
ing in sight. This was done, and--the place they found °

"aimed for was David Gordon’s. On entering the house
the officer placed hand-cuffs on David Gordon, who in sur-
prise asked, “What does this mean?”

/" Said the officer, K3 understand your name is Willis
Hamilton, once & slave in Tennessee.”

Gordon replied, * No, sir, you ‘are mistaken; I never
‘was in that State; neither is my name Hamilton, but Gor-
‘don, and I have free papers from Virginia.,” . -

e Where are your papers? If they are good they shall
save you.”

Pointing to a trunk, ¢ There they are; ; take that key
and you’ll find them.”

‘While the officer was getting the papers, Chester went ..

[N
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to the bed of the sick wife, placed a six-shooter at” her
head, and swore he’d blow her brains out in a moment if
she did not say their name was Hamilton. ¢ No, sir, our
name is Gordon.”, Their little girl, standing by, cried out
with fear. He turned to her, with pistol pointing toward
her face, and swore he’d kill her that instant if she did
not say her father's name was Willis Hamilton.

At this juncture, the officer’s attention was arrested.
. What are you about, you villain? You’ll be arrested be-
fore you know it, if you are not careful. Put tp that
pistol instantly, and if these papers are good, I shall re-
lease this man, and return the warrant unserved.”.

He examined them and said, * These papers I find
genuine.” He then removed the handcuffs from David
Gordon, and with the discomfited Thomas K. Chester and
Tennessee compamon returned to the depot for ‘the Detroit
train. K

While on theu' way they met a colored man that Chester
swore was Willis Hamilton. Said the officer, *You know
not what you are about; I shall arrest no man at your
command.”

. On returning the unserved warrant to Judge’ “ﬂl\ms, ,

Chester charged him with being allied with the “d—d-
+ abolitionist, old Laura Haviland, in running off that family
to Malden, to keep me out of my- prope1 ty.” :

I knew nothing of the family, or of your business,
until you came into this office yesterday,” replied the judge.

In a rage z}pd with an oath, he replied, *“I know, sir, -
your complmty in keepmg slave-holders out of their prop-
erty, and can prove it.” He threw his hat on the floor
and gave a stamp,‘as if.to strengthen his oath.

- The judge simply ordered him out of his office, instead
““of committing ~him to prison “for contempt of court; and

with his companion he wenj. ‘back to his Tennessee home, - -

again defeated. }
Thomas K (/hester wrote and had publlshed scumlousv
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articles in Tennessee, and in a number of other Southern

+ States. They were vigorously circulated until the following
Congress, in which the grave charge was brought against
the judge, “ of being allied with Mrs. Haviland, of theintes
rior of the State of Michigan, a rabxd abolitionist, in keeping
slaveholders out of their slave property.” Avigorous effort
was made by Southern members to 1mpeach him, while
his friends were petitioning Congress to raise his salary.
Judge Wilkins was sent for to answer fo these false charges.
Although they failed to impeach him, yet on account of
these charges the addition to his salary was lost.

‘When these false accusations were brought into Con-
gress, and the judge was informed of the necessity of his
presence to -answer thereto, he inquired of Henry Bibb
and others where I was. They informed him that I was ab-
sent from home. On my return from Cincinnati with a few
underground railroad passengers, I learned of the trouble
Judge Wilkins met, and I.called on him. He told me of
the pile of Southern papers he had received, with scurri-
lous articles, designed to prejudice Southern members of
Congress against him. Said he, ““ Although they failed in
the lmpeachment they said they would come against me
with double force next Congress, and should effect their
object.” Said the judge, ‘I want your address, for if they
do repeat their effort, with the explanation you have now
given, I think I can save another journey to Washington.
The judge was never again called upon to défend himself
on this subject, as their effort was not repeated; neither
did their oft-repeated threat to imprison me disturb us.

- DEATH OF THE CHESTERS.

' Tu the third )"e'ar of the Rebellion, while in Memphis,
- Tennessee, on a* mission to the perishing, I found myself
in the city where my Tennessee correspondents lived a few
years. prevfo’us to-their deaths. From a minister who had
]ong been a resident of that city, and had ‘also lived near
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Jonesboro, where they resided during the correspondence,
I learned the following facts: A few years prior to the

- war John P. Chester removed with his family to Memphis,
where he became a patroler. His son Thomas transacted
business as a lawyer. I was shown his residence, and the
office where John P. Chester was shot through the heart

_ by a mulatto man, whosegfree papers he demanded, doubt-
ing their validity. Said the man, “Iam as free asyou are;
and to live a slave I never shall.” "He then drew a six-
shooter from its hiding-place and shot him through the heart.
He fell, exclaiming, ‘“O God, I’m a dead man.” The man
threw down the fatal weapon, saying to the bystanders,
‘‘Here I amg, gentlemen, shoot me, or hang me, just as you
please, but to live a slave to any man I never shall.” He
was taken by the indignant crowd, and hung on the limb of
a tree near by, pierced with many bullets. I can not de-
scribe the feeling that crept over me, as I gazed upon the
pavement where John P. Chester met his fate, and which
I had walked over in going to officers’ head-quarters from
the steamer. .Oh!  what a life, to close with such a
tragedy !

Thomas K. Chester bemg a few Tods stant ran to
assist his dying father, bus his life was gone ere he reached
him. A few months later hé was brought from a boat
sick with yellow fever, and died in one week from the
attack in terrible paroxysms and ravings, frequently requir-
ing six men to hold him on his bed. He was ill the same
length of time that they falsely represented a few years
before in the Toledo hotel. Said the narrator, *Thomas
K. Chester’s death was the most awful I ever witnessed.
He cursed and swore to his last breath, saying he saw his
father standing by his bed, with damned spirits waiting to
take him. -away to eternal burnings.”

After a iong walk one day, I called at the former resn-'
dence of the Chester famxly, and was sedted in the front
parlor. It is hard to imagine my feelings as I sat in the

8

.
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room where those two men had lain in death’s cold em-
brace—men who had flourished toward my face the six-
shooter. It was by this kind of deadly weapon the life of
one was takert; and as nearly as words can describe the
feigned sickness, the last week of the life of the other was
spent. No wonder the blood seemed to curdle in my veins in
contemplating the lives of these men, and their end. ~ It
is beyond the power of pen to describe the panorama that
passed before me in these moments. The proprietor of
the Toledo hotel lost custom by his complicity in their
efforts to retake their alleged slave property. A few

months after the hotel was burned to ashes. : :
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CHAPTER IV.
AN OHIO SCHOOL-TEACHER.

~__In the Autumn of 1847 a gentleman of evident culture
called for early breakfast, though he had passed a public
house about two miles distant. I mistrusted my stranger
caller to be a counterfeit; and told him, as I had the care
~ Sof an infant for a sick friend, he would find better fare at
the boarding hall a few rods away. But introducing him-
self as an Ohio school-téacher, and accustomed to boarding
around, he had not emjoyed his favorite bread and milk
for a long while, and if I would be so kind as to allow him__-- -
~.a bowl of bread and milk he would accept it as a favor.
He said he had heard of. our excellent school, and wished
to visit it. He was also actmg as agent of the National
Era, published at Cmcmnatl, in which he was much in-’
terested, and solicited my subscription. I told him I knew
-it to be a valuable periodical, but, as I was taking three
abolition papers he must excuse me.

He was also very much interested in the underground
railroad projects, and referred to names of agents and sta- -
tions, in Indiana and Ohio, in a way that I concluded he
had been on the trail and found me, as well as others, and
perhaps taken the assumed agency of the Era for a cov-
ering. He said it was found necessary in some places in
Ohio and Indiana to change the routes, as slave-holders had
traced and followed them so closely that they’had made

" trouble in many places, and suggested a change in Mich- -
igan, as there were five slave-holders in Toledo, Ohio, when
he came through, in search of escaped slaves. I replied
that it might be a good idea, but I had not considered it
sufficiently to decide. :
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Continuing his arguments, he réferred to a slave who
was captured by Mr. B. Stevens, of Boone County, Ken-
tucky. He saw him tied on a horse standing at the door
of an inn where he was teaching. In surprise, I inquired:

“Did that community allow that to be done in their
midst without making an effort to rescue the self-made
freeman ?”

“0 yes, because ,Stevens came with witnesses and pa-
pers, proving that he legally owned him; so that nothing
could be done to hinder him.” .

“That could never be done-in this community; and I

~ doubt whether it could be done in this State.”

“But what could you do in a case Tike that?”

_ ““Let a slave-holder come and try us, as they did six
months ago in "their effort to retake the Hamilton family,
who/ are still living here on my premises, and you see how
they succeeded ;” and I gave him their plans and defeat.
¢ them or any other slave-holders disturb an escaped
slave, at any time of night-or day, and the sound of a tin

horn wonld be heard, with a dozen more answering it in "

different directions, and men enough would. gather ‘around
the trembling fugitive for his rescue. - For women can
blow horns, and men can run. Bells are used in our school
and neighborhood; but if the sound of a tin horn is heard
it is understood, a few mxles each way from Raisin Insti-
tute, just what it means.”

Looking surprised, he answered “Well, I reckon you
do understand yourselves here.- But I don’t see how you
could retain one legally if papers and witnesses were
on hand.” . -

-¢ Hon. Boss Wilkins, Umted States judge, res1dmg in
Detroit, can legally require any fugitive so claimed to be
brought before. him, and not allow any thing to be done
until the decision is reached.. And there are many active
workers to_assist escaping slaves in that city, who would
rush to their aid; and in ten minutes see them safe in
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Canada. I presume if the slave claimant should come
with a score of witnesses and ‘a half-bushel of papers, to.
prove his legal right, it would avail him nothing, as we
claim a hxgher law than wicked enactments of men who

", claim the misnomer of law by which bodies and souls of

men, women, and children are claimed as chattels.”

The proprietor of the boarding hall desired me to a]lowu
him to inform the stranger of our suspicions, and invite
him to leave. But I declined, as I had reached the con-
clusion that my visitor was from Kentucky, and probably
in search of John White, whose master had sworn that he
would send him as far as wind and water would carry him
if .he ever got him again. Professor Patchin and J. F.
Dolbeare called to see him, and conversed with him about
his agency for the FEra, etc.; and brother Patchin invited
him to attend the recitations of the classes in Latin and

~ geometry. The second was accepted as mathematics, he

said, was Lis favorite study.
By four o’clock P. M., the hour of his leaving, the tide

- of excitement was fast rising, and one of the students offered

to go and inform John White of thie danger we suspected,
and advise him to take refuge in Canada until these Ken-
tuckians should leave our State.

- We surmised that the five slave-holders he reported in
Toledo were his own company, which was soon found to be
true. One of my horses was.brought into requisition at
once for the dispatch-bearer; but he had not been on his
journey. an hour before we learned that our Ohio teacher
inquired of a boy. on the road if there had been a mulatto
man by the name of White attending school- at Raisin -
Institute the past Winter.

“ Yes, sir.”

 Where is he now ?”

¢ He hired for the season to Mr. Watkms, near Brook-
lyn, in Jackson County.”

This report brought another offer to' become dispatch-
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bearer to the hunted man. The following day found John
White in Canada. A ' :

Two days after George W. Brazier, who claimed John
‘White ds his property, and the man who had lost the
woman and five children, with their two witnesses, and
their la}vyer, J. L. Smith, who recently made me an all-
day visit, entered the lowest type of a saloon in the town
near by, and inquired for two of the most besotted and
wickedest men in town. Being directed according to their
novel inquiry, the men were found and hired, making their
number seven, to capture John White. The field in which
he had been at work was surrounded by the seven men at
equal distances. But, as they neared the supposed.object
of their pursuit, lo! a poor white man was there instead
of the prize they were so sure of capturing. They repaired
to the house of Mr. Watkins, and inquired of him for the
whereabouts of John White. The frank reply was:

“] suppose he is in Canada, as I took him, with his
trunk, to the depot, yesterday, for that country.”

At this Brazier poured forth a volley of oaths about
me, and said he knew I had been there.

¢ Hold on, sir, you are laboring under a mistake. “We
have none of us seen her; and I want you to understand
that there are others, myself included, who are ready to

do as much to save a self-freed slave from "being taken

back to Southern bondage as Mrs. Haviland. Mr. White
is highly esteemed wherever he is known; and we would
not see him go back from whence he came without making
great effort to prevent it.” - »

* At this Brazier flew into a rage, and furlously swore he
would yet be avenged on me before he left the State.”

‘I advise you to be more sparing of your threats. We ;. -
have a law here to arrest. and ‘take care of men who make =

such threats as you ‘have here,” said Mr. Watkins,

With this quietus they left for Tecumseh, four miles
distant from us.
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" While at Snell's Hotel they displayed on the bar-r;mma

table pistols, dirks, and bowie-knives, and pointing to
them, sa® Brazier, ‘“ Here is what we use, and we’ll have

we leave this State, or be. avenged on her in some way.”
The five men then in haste jumped aboard the stage for
Adrian. As the authorities were informed of these threats,
and Judge Stacy was going to Adriah on business, he pro-

posed to leave with a friend he was to pass the import of -
these threats, fearing they might quit the stage while pass-

ing through our neighborhood, and under cover of night

commit their decds of darkness. I recéived the mote, and |

told the bearer I accepted this as the outburst of passion
over their defeat, and did not believe they designed to
carry out-these threats, and requested the excited family to
keep this as near a sccret as possible, during a day or two
at least, to save my children and the school this exciting

anxiety. But I could not appear altogether stoical, and
consulted judicious friends, who advised me to leave my
- home a night or two at least. This was the saddest mo-

ment I had seen. I felt that I could not conscientiously

. leave my home. “If slaveholders wish to call on me they

wxll find me here, unless I have busmess away.”  They in-

and they would send four young men students, to whom
they would tell the secret, with the charge to keep it

“unless disturbance should require them to reveal it. We

received information the following day that the five Ken-

“tuckians took the cars for Toledo on their arrival at
Adrian. Their threats increased the excitement already

kindled, and neighbors advised me not to remain in my
house of nights, as there might be hired emissaries to exe-
cute their will.. Some even advised me to go to Canada

-, for safety.. But rest was mine in Divine Providence.

The following week I accompanied an insane friend
with her brother to Toledo. = The brother wished me to go

d abolitionist, Mrs. Haviland, before .
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to Monroe on business for them. He soon informed me
that the five Kentuckians were in the same hotel with us,
and he overheard one say that I had no doubt*followed
them to see whether they had found any of their run-
aways, and that one -of their party was ‘going wherever
I did to watch my movements. This friend also saw them
consulting with the barkeeper, who sat opposite at break-

" ¢ fast table, and introduced the defeated stratagem of the

Tenpessee slave-holders' at the Toledo hotel a few months
previously. Said he, “I believe you are the lady who
met them there. Some of us heard of it soon after, and
we should have rushed:there in a hurry if there had been
an attempt to take a fugitive from our city. .They might
as well attempt to eat through an iron wall as to get one
from us. I am an abolitionist of the Garrison stamp, and
there are others here of the same stripe.” And in this
familiar style he continued, quite to my annoyance; at the
table. He came to me a number of times after breakfast
to find what he could do to assist me in having the back
take me to whatever poi?t I wished to go.

¢ Are you going east, madam?’ - *

«“Not to-day.” ]

“Or are you designing to-go south, or to return on the
Adrian train ?” )

I shall not go in either direction to-day.”

Leaving me a few moments, he returned with inquiring
whether I was going to Monroe, and giving as the reason
for his inquiries the wish to assist me. I informed him I
was going to take the ten o'clock boat for Monroe. I
learned in the sequel that they charged me with secreting
the woman and five children, and aiding their flight to

~ Canada; but of them I knew nothing, until my Ohio

e

~ teacher informed me of their flight, and while I was sus-

pected and watched by their pursuers, we had reason to
believe they were placed on a boat at Cleveland, and were
safe in Canada. . . '
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We learned that their lawyer made inquiries while in :
my neighborhood whether my farm and Raisin Institute
were entirely in my hands. When they became satisfied .
of the fact they left orders for my arrest upon a United ks

States warrant, to be served the following Autumn, if they ” v
failed to recover their human property. About the expira- :
tion, of the time set George W. Brazier went with a gang of
slaves for sale to Baton Rouge, Louisiana, and died suddenly
of cholera. There his projects ended, and John White

~ soon returned to his work in Michigan. -

These circumstances delayed my prospect of going to Cin-
cinnati and Rising Sun to learn the condition of his family,
But as ‘money had been raised by the anxious husband and
father and his friends, I went to Cincinnati, where I found
my friends, Levi Coffin and family. The vigilant committce
was called to his private parlor, tor‘consult as to the most
prudent measure to adopt in sccuring an interview with
Jaue White, John’s wife, whose master, Benjamin Stevens,
“was her father, and the vain hope was indulged that he
would not make an effort to retake the family should they
make a start for freedom. The committee proposed that I
should go to Rising Sun, and, through Joseph Edgerton €
and Samuel Barkshire and families, obtain an interview
with Jane White, as they were intelligent and well-to«to
colored friends of John White’s in Rising Sun.

Accordingly I weént, and called on Joseph Edgerton’s
eating-house. On'“naking my errand known, there was
great rejoicing over good news from their esteemed friend
Felix White, as John was formerly called. In conferring
with these friends and Samuel Barkshire, they thought t}e
errand could be takeﬁ td Jane, through Stevens’s foreman
slave, Solomon, )'A?no m}k frequently allowed to cross the
river on busines§ for Aris master, and was looked for the
following Saturday. But as we were disappointed, Joscpli's
wife, Mary Edgerton,. proposed to go with me to Benja-
min Stevens’s, ostensibly to buy plums. As there was no

9 .
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trace of African blood perceivable in her, and the Stevens
family, both white and colored, had seen her mother, who
was my size, with blue eyes, straight brown hair, and skin
as fair as mine, there was no question as to relationship
when Mary introduced me to Jane and her sister Nan as
Aunt Smith (my maiden name). It was also known to
. the Stevens family that Mary was expecting her aunt from
Georgia to spend .a few wecks with her. When we en-
tered the basement, which was the kitchen of the Stevens
house, twelve men and women slaves just came in from the
-harvest-field for their dinner, which consisted of ‘‘corn
dodgers” placed in piles at convenient distances on the
bare table, made of two long rough boards on crossed legs.
A large pitcher filled as full as its broken top would allow
of sour milk, and a saucer of greens, with a small piece
of pork cut in thin slices, were divided among the hands,
who were seated on the edge of their table, except a few
who occupied stools and broken chairs. Not a whole
earthen dish or plate was on that table. A broken knife
or fork was placed by each plate, aud they used each
other’s knife or fork, and ate their humble repast with ap-
parent zest. I have given this harvest dinner in detail, as
Benjamin Stevens was ealled a remarkably kind master.
It was frequently remarked by surrounding planters ¢ that
the Stevens niggers.thought they were white.”

As we were informed they had no plums for sale, Mary
proposed filling our ‘“duckets” with blackberries, as there
were an abundance within a short distance, and asked
Jane if she or Nan could not go and show us the way.

“ 41’1l go an’ ask Misus Agnes,” replied Nan, who sdon re-
turned with the word that Jane might go, as she wanted
" to make another batch of jam. ¢ But she says we must
get dinner for Mary and her aunt first.” A small table-
cloth was placed over one end of the table, and \wheat
bread, butter, honey, and a cream-pitcher of sweet milk
was brought down for us. Not a child of the nine little
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ones playing in the kitchen asked for a taste of anything
during or after our meal. All that was left was taken up
stairs, and we were invited to call on Mrs. Agnes, who re-

" ceived us cordially. She was teaching Jane’s oldest daugh-

ter, of seven years, to sew. After a few minutes chat with
the mistress, we left for blackberries.

When out of sight, I told Jane I was the one who
wrote a letter for her husband, Felix White, to her, and
directed it to Samuel Barkshire, who told me he read it to
her, but did not dare take it from his house, but took the
braid of his hair tied with blue ribbon, sent in the letter.
She looked at me in amazement for a moment, when she
burst into a flood of tears. As soon as she could command
her feelings she #aid her master had told her that he had
heard from Felix, and that he was married again, and was
riding around with his new wife mighty happy. - When I
gave her the errand from her husband she was again con-
vulsed with weeping. Said she, “I would gladly work
day and night, until my fingers and toes are without a

. nail, and” willingly sce my children work in the same

way, could we only be with Felix.” Poor heartbroken
woman, she sighed like a sobbing child. But two of her
children were out a few miles with one of the Stevens mar-

. ried children, to be gone two months, and she sent a re-

quest to her husband to come on the sly to assist in bring-
ing their children away-after the return of the absent ones,
so that all might go together. I assisted her in picking
berries, as she had spent so much of her time in talking

and weeping her mistress might complain. 1 gave her a .

little memento from her husband, and left the poor heart-

. stricken, crushed spirit.

The daughter and grandchildren of the master with-
held them from going to their natural protector, yet he
was called one of the best of slave-holders, Here was a
woman and sister whose widowhood was more desolate than

-even death had made my own. And her poor children

JiSte:
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were worse than fatherless. I returned to my home and
anxious children and fiends.

" But the grieved husband felt confident his intimate
friend William Allen, who would have left for freedom
long ago but for his wife and child, would assist Jane and
the children “could he know from him how many warm
friends there were in the North to assist them. His-friends,
as well as himself, were anxious to make another trial
without the risk of his going into the liow’s den. Means
being provided, three months later found me again in Ris- _
ing Sun. After a little waiting to see William Allen, I
took a boat and went four miles below on the Kentucky
'side, and ‘called at the house of his master to wait for a
boat going up the river within a few hours.

As they were having a great excitement over counter-
feiters, and were making great efforts to find the roguds,
and looking upon every stranger with suspicion, I waﬁ
lieved by my host to be one of them in disguise. Within
an hour after my arrival the sheriff and a deputy were
brought into an adjoining room. The lady of the house
appeared excited. Her little girl inquired who those
strange gentlemen were; she replied the sheriff and his dep-
uty. Ilooked up from.the paper I was busily reading, and
entered into conversation with the lady of the house, when
I overhead one man say, ““I don’t think there is anything
wrong about that woman.” This remark led me to sup-
pose I might be the object of the undertone conversation
among the gentlemen in the adjoining room. Soon after
the three gentlemen came into the room, with whom I
passed the usual ¢ good afternoon.” One, whom I took to
be the sheriff, made a few remarks over fine weather, ete.,
and all three returned to their room. Said one, in a low
voice, “I tell you that woman is all right; she’s no coun-
terfeiter.” My excited hostess became calm, and quite
social, and made excuses for having to look after the cook-
ing of her turkey, as she allowed her cook to spend this
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Sabbath with her husband in visiting onc of their friends:”

“And I always burn and blister my hands whenever I
make an attempt at cooking. But my cook is so faithful
I thought I would let her go to-day.”

As I gave up the idea of secing William Allen, I was.

about to go-to the wharf-boat and wait there for the five-
w'clock boat. But she urged me to take dinner with them,
as I would have plenty of time. After dinner they di-
rected me across a. pasturc-field that would shorten the
half-mile. Just out of sight of the house I met William
Allen, with his wife and httle girl of ten years. As they
were so well deseribed by Jolm————or Felix, as he was héte
known—I recognized them, and gave the message from
their friend, from whom they rejoiced to hear. He said
he longed to be free, and thought two weeks from that
day he could go over to Samuel Barkshire’s to see me.
During this time he would deliver the message to Jane.
At present, he said, it would be very difficult crossing, as
there was great excitement over men thiat passed a lot of
counterfeit money in that neighborhood, and they were
watching for them. I told him it was not safe for us to
talk longer there, as they were slaves, and I was not free
to be seen talking with them, and gave them the parting
hand, informing them that many prayers of Christian

people of the North were daily ascending for the deliver-
ance of the slave. “May God grant the answer!” was the

heartfelt reply.

During the two weeks ’\Iarv Scott was introduced, who
had recently bought herself, with her free husband’s aid.
She related to me the satl condition of her sister, Rachel
Beach, who was the slave.of Mr. Ray, the brother of
Wright Ray, of Madison, Indiana, the noted negro-catcher.
She ias the kept mistress of her master, who held her and
her five children, who were his own flesh and blood, as his
property. After her sister Rachel’s religious experience,

she was much distressed over the life she was compelled to

-~
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. lead with her master. She had often wept with her weep-
ing sister. 'When she thought of escaping, she could not
leave her five little children to her own sad fate. As I
was informed - that Mary Scott was a reliable Christian
woman, I gave her a plan, and names of pergsons and places
of saféty, with a charge not to stop over the second night—
if possible, to avoid it—at the first place named ; for it was
too mear her master’s brother, Wright Ray, as he would
make great efforts to retake them.

This plan was adopted. But they were kept two days
at Luther Donald’s station, whichi brought them into great
difficulty. He was so well known as the slave’s friend it
was unsafe to secrete fugitives on his own premises; and
he placed them in an out-house of one of his friends. On
the second night of their flight, when they were to be
taken to the next station, Wright Ray was on their track,
and entered the neighborhood at dark twilight, filling it
with excitement on the part of both friends and foes. The
cry of a—child brought a neighbor to their hiding-place,

~who told her she was unsafe; but he would take her and
the children to his barn, where they would be perfectly
secure. Soon after her new friend left her she felt in great
danger, and when her children were asleep in their bed of
stalks she ventured to pldce herself by the road-side.
Here she -heard horses coming, and listened to hear the
voice of their riders, to see if she could recognize her first
friends, as they had told her they were going to take them
to another place of safety that night; but, to her grief,
she heard. the voice of Wright Ray, with his posse. *Filled
with fear of capture, she groped her way still farther back
in the dark. After her pursuers passed she heard two men
coming, in low conversation. She prayed for direction,

o~and felt impressed; as she said, to tell these men her

" trouble. They proved to be her friends, who missed them as

3} they went to take their suppers.. As Ray and his company
were known to be in town, they knew not but they were

-

.
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captured. Runners were sent to the usual resorts of slave-
hunters, to see if any clew could be learned of the fate of
the misging family.

0, how I prayed God to deliver me in this my great
distress!” she said, in relating her flight in my interview
with her in Canada. She led her two friends to the'barn,
from whence her sleeping children were removed; but by
the time they reached the road théy saw the lantern, and
heard rustling of stalks by her pursuers. As her new
friend was a well-known friend to slave-hunters, she and
her children were still in great danger. She was dressed
in men’s clothing, and her girls dressed like boys, and they

. were taken out in different directions. Rachel and the
youngest child her guide took to a Quaker neighborhood,
while two men took each two girls on their horses and took
different roads to other places of safety; but no two of
the three parties knew of the others' destination. Two
days of distressing anxiety were passed before a word
reached the mother from her children. Not knowing but
they were back to their old Kentucky home, she could
neither eat nor sleep for weeping and praying over the
probable loss of her children. But her joy could not find
expression when two of them were brought to her. At
first sight of her darlings, she cried out, * Glory to God!
he has sent me two more. But where, O, where are the
other two?” The two men.who brought these in their
close carriage could give no tidings, as they had heard
nothing from them since leaving Donald Station. Rachel
continued weeping for her children because ‘they were not.
On the following day they were heard from, and that they
would be brought on the following day, P. M. '

A:number of the neighbors were invited to witness the
meeting. Among them was a strong pro-slavery man and
his family, who had often said the aboliticnists might as
well come to his barn and steal his horse or wheat as to keep
slave-holders out of their slave property; yet he was nat-
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urally a sympathetic man. This Quaker abolitionist knew
it would do him good to witness the, anticipated scene.
The knowledge of the prospective arrival of the children
was carefully kept from the mother until she saw them
coming through the gate, when she cried aloud, as she sank
on the floor, ¢ Glory; hallelujah to the Lamb! You sent
me all.” She sobbed as she clasped them -to her bosom,
continuing, in an ecstasy, ‘‘ Bless the K Lord forever! He
is so good to poor me.” The little girls ‘threw -their arms
around their mother’s neck, and burst into a loud cry for
joy. ¢ But the weceping was not confined to them,” said
our Quaker sister, who was present. ‘‘There was not a
dry eye in that house and our pro-slavely neighbor eried
as hard as any of us.”

After the excitement dled away a little, said one,
““Now, we must adopt a plan to take this famlly on to
Canada.”

The proslavery man was the first to say, “ 1’1l take
my team, and take them where they’ll be safe, if I -have
50 take them all the way.” : ‘

Another said, It is cold weather, and we see these
children have bare feet; and we must see about getting
them stockings and shoes and warm clothing.”.

And the little daughter of him who had so generously
offered his services in aiding, this family beyond the reach
of danger sat down on the carpet and commenced taking
off hers, saying, ‘She cat " have mine.’

** But, Lotty, what will you do?” sald the mother.

0O, papa can get me some more.”

o Yes, papa will get you some more,’ " said her father,
mpmg his eyes; “and your shoes' and stockmgs will - just

“fit that little girl” And the mother could hardly keep

her from leaving them. But she told her to wear them
home and put others on, then bring them back. .

Said our informant, I will warrant .that ma.n wnll
hereafter become a stockholder.” .= - .
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But the rescue ot the Beach family cost Luther Donald
his farm. He was sued and found guilty of harboring
runaway slaves and assisting them to escape. But not one
sentence of truthful evidence was brought against him in
court; although he did aid the Beach family when a stay
of three minutes longer in their dangerous hiding-place
would have secured their return to a life of degradation.
Friends of the fugitive made up the loss in part, and the
God of the oppressed blessed him still more abundantly.
He was diligent in business, serving the Lord.

- While rejoicing over the safe arrival of the Beacb

family in Canada, heavy tidings reached me from home
TIn a letter I was informed of the illness of my eldest son.
Before the boat arrived that was to bear me homeward a
second letter came with the sad intelligence of the death
of my first-horn. Oh, how my poor heart was wrung with
anxiety to léarn the state of his mind as he left the shores
of time. Why did not the writer relieve me by giving
the information I most needed? And yet I was advised
+to remain until the weather became more mild. I had a
severe cough that followed an attack of pneumonia, and
physicians had advised me to spend the Winter in a milder
.climate. But this "bereavement seemed impelling me to
return to my afflicted children, But more than all othesr
_considerations was to learn the state of that dear child’s
mind as he was about leaving the land of the dying for

the spirit world of the living. He had been a living Chris- -
tian, but dunng the year. past had become more inactive, .
and in a conversation on the subject a few days previous

‘to my leaving, he expressed regrets in not being, more

. faithful. He urged me to take this trip, yet I could not

but regret leaving home. Oh my son, my son Harvey,
would to God I had died for.thee!” In this distress, border-

mg upon agony. of soul, T walked my room o and fro, pray-

“ing for an evidence &f his condition. In“the conversation
above alluded to he. cexpressed- & sgincere desnre to’ returu
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Said he, «1 am too much like the prodigal, too far away
from my Savior.” How vividly did his words come before
me! Oh, how these words ran' through my mind in this
hour of sore trial. Is this the Isaac, I dwelt upon as I was
leaving my home, that I may be called to sacrifice? I
had in mind my son Daniel, who was fearful I would
meet trouble from slave-holders, as he remarked to his
brother Harvey, ¢ Mother is a stranger to fear, though she
might be in great danger.”

“\That fact, seems to me, secures her safet), replied
Harvey.

As I overheard this conversation I shrank from the
trial of leaving my home circle, in which death had made
such inroads, and for the time being doubted whether I
was called upon to make the sacrifice. ‘But prayer was
now constant for an evidence of my son’s condition, whether
prepared for exchange of worlds. He who spake peace to
the troubled sea granted the -answer of peage, with an
assurance that my prayer was answered, and that in his
own good time he would make it manifest.

I took the boat for Cincinnati, and-on the morning
after my arrival at the home of my valued friends, Levi

Coffin and wife, I awoke with a comforting dream, which

but for the circumstances I would not record. I find in the
written Word of divine truth that God, at sundry times,

- made himself known to his faithful servants in dreams.:

And he is the same in all ages, in answering their peti-
tions and meeting their wants. Tn the dream I thought I
was living in the basement of a beautiful mansion, Being
rather dark, damp, and cool, I looked for some means of
warming my apartments, when I discovered the windows
conveyed beautiful rays of sunlight sufficient to dry and
warm apartments designed for only a temporary residence,
as my future home was to be in the splendid apartments

‘above, which T was not to be permitted to enter until
the work assigned me in the basement was done. While

-’
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busily engaged in sweeping my room, and arranging my
work, I saw my son Harvey, descending from the upper
portion of this limitless mansion, which I thouvht Wwas now
his home. I hastened to the door to meet him.: As the
thought struck me ;f‘fat be had been a slave, I cried out,
“My son Harvey, art thou free?”
¢ Oh yes, mother, I am free; and I knew your anxiety,
and I came on purpose to tell you that I went to my Mas-
ter and asked if he would grant my pardon? And he
looked upon me and saw me in my blood as I plowed in
the ficld, and he said I should be free and live.” .
“Oh, what a relief is this glad news,” I replied. *
“I knew you desired me to go for my freedom long ago,
but I did not know that my liberty would be so easily
granted—just for asking. I am now free, indeed.”
This message delivered, he ascended to his glorious
_home above. I awoke with the words of this message as
clearly impressed upon my mind as if vocally spoken I
opened the Bible at the head of my bed, and the first
words that met my eye were these: ‘“I saw Ephraim cast
out in the open field; I saw him in his blood, and I said
live; and he shall live.” With promises given by him
with whom there is no variableness or shadow of turning,
my heart was filled with praise and thanksgiving for the
Comforter who grants peace such as the world knows not
of. Very soon a letter came with the detailed account of
the last hours of my son Harvey, in which he left a bright
evidence of his preparation for the future life. He sent
“for Rev. John Patchin, of Raisin ‘Institute, of whom he
requested prayer; at the close of which he followed in
fervent prayer for himself and loved ones. Then brother
Patchin inquired if perfect peace was his at this hour?
Tt is,” he answered; “I am ready to go,” and he soon
fell asleep in Jesus.
I remained a few weeks longer; but the close search for
counterfeiters made it difficult for William Allen to cross.
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- The request was repeated by John White’s wife for him to

come for them. I returned home with the consciousness
of having done all that I could in delivering the messages
asrequested. The husband and father could not feel recon-
ciled to give up his family to a life of slavery, and went for
them, and brought them a few miles on the Indiana side,
above Rising Sun. They secreted themselves during the
day in the woods, and with the aid of his friend and Solo-
mon Stevens’s slave, previously alluded.to, who was also
attempting to escape with the family, he made a raft upon
which they were about to cross a creek to reach the team
on the opposite side. Suddenly six armed men pounced

‘upon them, and captured the family, with Solomon. To

save John from the hazardous attempt to defend his family,
his friend held him back-in the thicket, knowing the effort
must fail. As he was not allowed to move he sank back
in despair in the arms of his friend. He had risked his
own life and liberty in his attempt to rescue them. He

learned that George W. Brazier swore he would chop him -
- into inches if he ever got possession of him again. After

his unsuccessful effort in Michigan he offered six hundred
dollars for his head, dead or alive. Benjamin Stevens also
offered six hundred dollars reward for his daughter and his
five grandchildren, with Solomon. He afterwards sold
them all for the very low price of one thousand dollars,
with the proviso that they were not to be sold apart.

" But poor Jane was not left long to grieve over her dis-
appointed hopes. She died of cholera. We heard she
went rejoicing in that hope that reaches beyond the vale.
They were taken to Lexington, Kentucky, but the grieved

. husband and father again made his way northward. He

wes two weeks in reaching a settlement that was said to be
friendly to fugitive slaves. Forty miles distant from ¥fs old
Kentucky home he assumed the name of James Armstrong:
The family upon whom he ventured to call appeared very
kind; and the man told him he would take him the next day

Pl
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to a Quaker settlement, but he suspgcted he was reported to
‘Wright Ray and posse, who came into the house and bound
him. .Placing him on one of their horses, they took him
through fields and back roads until they crossed the Ohio

river, and lodged him in the Woodford jail, a short dis- .

tance from the river, nearly oppombe Machson, Indiana.
Wright Ray had no-idea of having in his possession John
White, who had so recently eluded his grasp in his unsuc-
cessful trip with Brazier in Michigan. He found among
his papers in which were advertisements of escaped slaves,
Henry Armstrong advertised as belonging to the widow
Armstrong, of Maysville, Kentucky. With her Wright
Ray had an interview, hoping to arrange for the reward,
which she refused to give, for he had been away .so long,

he would be of little use, as Henry was willed free at

her death. But she told him if he could get enough from
him to pay him for his trowble, he might do so. Conse-
quently he made him an offer to release him for four hun-
dred dollars, and encouraged him to write to his friends

_ .in Michigan to aid him to that amount. He wrote to a
,/ son-in-law of Mr. Watkins, so as not to mention & pame
" of persons the men had to do ywith in Michigan, and the

letter was brought to us. We all understood the writer
to be our friend John White.

A few friends were consulted as to the measures to be
adopted. It was proposed that-I should go to Cincinnati,
and there make such arrangements as the friends might
think proper. As they proposed to bear my expenses, I
said, ““If you send me, I shall go to-morrow mornmg

“But,” replied the bearer of the letter, ““as it is the
Sabbath, I suppose I should hesitate.”

‘It was lawful on the Sabbath to lift.a sheep out of
the ditch in ‘the days of Moses, and is not a man better

. than a sheep?” -

«Y can not answer you. All I have to say is, follow

" the dictates of your own conscience.”
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1 toobthe stage at’ Toledo, and in three days I was
consultmg the vigilance committee in Levi Coffin’s council
chambéi. § As it would not do for me to transact business
with Wright Ray, Micajah White, nephew of Catherine
Coffin, offered to go as soon as the money was obtained.
Levi Coffin introduced me to Dr. Judkins, of whom I
hired the money, but hoped to lessen the amiount if pos-
sible, in the arrangement with Wright Ray. I urged on
the nephew the necessity of taking the first boat for Mad-
isom, as every hour endangered the safety of John White.
Whatever was done for him must be done quickly.
Wright Ray was found very willing to accept three hun-
dred and fifty dollars, which was placed in the hands of
the clerk of the boat until his prisoner was delivered to
his friends in Cincinnati, when Micajah White agreed to
see the money paid to Wright Ray. - This was done, and
within three weeks from the time I left home I returned

0y

with John ‘White. The day after John's release Brazier

appeared at- the jail, having heard that he was there.
But he was too late.

A few months after John White’s release from Wood-

ford jail George W. Brazier went to Baton Rouge, -Louis-
iana, with a gang of slaves for sale, and suddenly died of
cholera, just before the time fixed for his return. It was
said he intended to make a second effort to capture John

‘White, or to arrest me with United States warrant. Time

rolled on, and John F. White married a young woman in
Canada, his home a number of years. After the late war
he removed to Ann Arbor, Michigan, to educate his chil-
dren.” When we last heard of his first’ children, his oldest
daughter was married to Solomon, the ex-slave of Benja-
min Stevens. We rejoice that brighter days are dawmng
Ethiopia is stretching out her hands to God.
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CHAPTER V.
THE UNDERGROUND RAILWAY.

As my-married children had charge of the farm, and’) ’
.~ the younger ones were in school, and well provided for,

- I spent a few months in mission work and nursing the ‘
gck. My dear friends, Levi and Catherine Coffin, had
given me a very cordial invitation to make their house my
home whenever I was in Cincinnati. Soon after my ar-
rival, at early dawn, nine slaves crossed the river, and
were conducted to one of our friends on Walnut Hills for

" safety, until arrangements- could be made to forward them .
to Victoria’s domain. I called on them to see what was ‘ B
nceded for their Northern mareh, and found them filled
with fear lest they should be overtaken. As there was a
prospect before them of being taken down the river, they
concluded to ¢ paddle their own canoce.” They had with
them their five little folks, that seemed as full of fear as
‘were their trembling parents. A little girl of five years raised
the window-shade to-look out. When her mother discov-

~ered her‘she exclaimed, in a half-smothered” voice, “Why,
Em! youll*have us all kotched, if you don’t mind;” and
the little thing dropped behind a chair like a frightened
young partndge hxdmg under a leaf at the mother’s alarm . -
of danger. While making our plans, we were greatly, re-
lieved to find that th&"welhkknown Quaker conductor/’Wﬂf
iam Beard, was in the city, with a Toad of ptoduce from

his farm. This covered market-wagon was a safe car, that
had borne many hundreds to his own depot, and was now
ready for more valuable freight before the city should be
filled with slave-hunters. But few weeks elapsed before
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we learned of the safe arrival of these two families that
we fitted for their journey to Canada.

One of our vigilance committee came early one morn-
ing to inform us that there were two young men just ar-
rived, who were secreted in the basement of Zion Baptist
Church (colored). As their home was only twenty-five
‘miles from the river, it was necessary to make all possible
speed in removing them before Kentucky slave-hunters
shauld-block our track. I took their measures, to procure
for each a Summer suit, and went to our store of new and
second-hand clothing, at Levi Coffin’s, where anti-slavery
women met tri-monthly, to spend a day in making and re-
pairing clothing for fugitive slaves. In early evening I
took a large market-basket, with a suit for each, and had
them conducted to a safer hiding-place, until a way opened
for them to go to a Friends’ settlement, about eighty miles
distant, where George chose to- remain.and work a few
months. But James would not risk his liberty by tarrying,
and censured ‘George for running such a risk. “ You
need n’t think your new name’s gwine to save you when

ole massa comes.” :
) But little did James understand the deep-hidden reason

that kept his friend George behind. He worked faithfully .

nearly a year, kept the suit I gave him for his Sunday
suit, and used his old Kentucky suit for his work, patching
them himself, until patch upon patch nearly covered the
old brown jeans of his plantation wear. When warm
weather again retufned, without revealing his design of
going back to his master in Kentucky, for he knew his
abolition friends would discourage his project, he took the
eighty dollars he had earned since he left his master, and
wore the suit of clothes he brought away, and in the dark-
ness of night went to his wife’s cabin. Here he gave a
full history of the kind friends who had paid good wages

for his work, and said he was going to take all to his -

master, and . tell him he was sick of freedom; ‘‘and you

'
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mus’ be mighty mad,” he went on, ‘*’case I come back;
-and say, ‘If he’s a mind to make sich a fool of his welf,
as to be so jubus, ’case I talked leetle while wid Jake, long
time ago, as to run 'off an’ leave me, he may go. He
need n’t think I’ll take ’im back; I won’t have nothin’ to
say to im, never!” Ad’ I’ll quarrel ’bout you too;  an’
when all ov ’em is done fussin’ ’bout me comin’ back, I’ll

_ steal to you in a dark night, an’ lay a plan to meet on

 Lickin’ River; an’ we’ll take a skiff an’ muffle oars till
we get to the Ohio; an’ I knows jus’ whar to go in any
dark night, an’ we’ll be free together. I didn’t tell Jim

I'’s gwite to make massa blleve all my lies to get you; for
I tell you, Liz, I ain’t got whole freedom without you.”

"> Before eight o’clock A. M. George stood before his
master, with his old name and old plantation suit, present-
ing him with the eighty dollars he had earned for his
master since he had left his home, that he never wanted to
leave again. For he had found ‘“abolitioners the greates’
rascals I ever seen. I wants no more ov’ em. They
tried hard to git me to Canada; but I got all I wants

of Canada. An’ I tell you, Massa Carpenter, all I wants
is one good stiddy home. I don’t want this money; it’s

yourn.” »

His master was well pleased, and told all his neighbors
how happy his Tom was to get back again, and gave all
the money he had earned since he had been gone. It was
a long time before neighboring planters had the confidence
in Tom that his master-had, and they told him that Tom
should never step his foot on their plantations; but he told

" them all that he had perfect cenfidence in Tom’s honesty.
*“He came back perfectly disgusted with abolitionists; he
said they will work a fellow half to death for low wages.
And he even patched his old suit, himself; that he wore off.
And I have found the reason why he left. He and Liz
had a quarrel, and now he don’t care a fig about her;

. and I heard yesterday that her master says he’ll shoot
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him if he dares to come on his plantation. But he needn’t
wor®y ; for you could n’t hire Tom to go near Liz.”

Tom’s master told him all the planters were afraid of
him, and said he would play a trick on him yet..

“I’ll stay at home, then, and won’t even go out to
meetin’s, till all ov ’em will see I means what I says.”

““That’s right, Tom; they do n’t know you like I do.
Bat I told them ’t would do all the niggers good just to
hear your story about the meanness of abolitionists. You
know, Tom; that was just what'I told you, that they pre-
tended to be your fnends, but they were your worst
enemies.” N

“Yes, massa, I al'us bleved you; and if Liz had n’t
cut up the way she did I never’d tried ’em.”

All things went on smoothly with Tom. He was never
more trusty, diligent, and faithful in all that pertained to
his master’s interest. Three months still found him con-
tented and happy, and the constant praise he received from
his masfer to his neighbors began to inspire them with
sufficient confidence to permit him to attend their meetmgs
occasionally, though he ‘did not appear anxious to enjoy
that privilege until his master proposed his going, and then
he was careful to attend only day meetings. Neighboring
white people often talked with him about his Northern
trip, and all got the story he had told his.master, until
Tom became quite a pet missionary, as his reports went
far and near, among both whites and blacks. After Liz-
zie’s master became quité satisfied with her hatred toward
Tom, he allowed the hound, which he kept. over two
months -to -watch for Tom, to go back to the keeper.
Though Tom and Lizzie lived eight miles apart, they had
a secret dispatch-bearer, by whom they reported to each
other; but visits' were very few-and far between.

C)ne day, in her “clarm-up tlme,” Lizzie came across a
bundle containing a Sunday suit, placed in her cabin when
Tom left for the North which she took occasion to have a
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good quarrel over. Taking them into her mistress, the mas-
ter being present, she said, ““ Missus, what'll I do wid dese
ole close Tom lef, when he get mad an’ run’d off to spite nre ;
now I’ll burn ’em up or giv’ ’em to de pigs for ne¢, I aint
gwine to hav’ ’em in my way any longer.”

“Oh, don’t burn ’em up, can’t you send ’im word to
come and get 'em ?’ 7

I sends ’im no word, if he never gets ’em; I'd heap

better giv’ ’em to de hogs.”
. Turning to another house servant, her mistress said,
¢ Dil, you tell Page’s Jim when he goes to that big meet-
ing your people are going to have next week, to tell Tom
to come and take his truck away, or Liz mll pitch ‘em
in the fire for ’im,”

But there was no hurry manifest, after he got the
word. Tom’s master told him he had better go and get
his clothes or Liz might destroy them. Said our George,
“One Saturday evenin’ I went to have my las’ quarrel
with Lizzie. Iealled her bad names, an’she flung back mean
nares, an’ twitted me with runnin’ away to make her feel
bad, when she didn’t care a picayune for me; an’ T tole
her I never wanted to see her face agin, an’ we almos’ cum
to blows.” »

A few months after this there was a holiday, and Tom
was so faithful, his master gave him permission to visit
his aunt, six miles distant in an opposite direction from
Lizzie’s home, and she too got permission to visit her
friends five miles away, but not toward’s Tom’s master.
The plan laid in his midnight visit was to start after sun-
down, and go until dark in the direction of the-place each

“had their permission to go, and then go for Licking River;
and she was to go up the river, while he was to go down,
until they met. He was to secure the first skiff with oars
he could find to aid them down the river with all possible
speed to the Ohio. They succeeded in making good time
after they met, until day dawn overtook them, when they
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hid the skiff under a clump of bushes, and the oars they
took the precaution to hide some distance away in case the
skift was discoyered and taken away. They secreted them-
selves still further in the woods, but not so far but they
could watch their tiny craft through the thicket. Much
to their discomfiture a number of boys found their -skiff,
and had a long hunt for the oars, but not succeeding, fur-
nished themselves with poles and pushed out of sight to
the great relief of the temporary owners, so near being dis-
covered during the hunt for the oars. At ten o’clock,
when all was still, they crept out of their hiding-place, took
thejr oars, and hunted two hours before they found another
skiff. Though smaller and harder to manage than the one _
they lost, yet they reached the Ohio just at sunrise. Two
men on the opposite side of Licking River hallooed, ‘ Where
are you going ?”

“To market, sir.”

“What have you got ”

‘“Butter an’ eggs, sir.’

As he saw them in the skiff and pushing toward them,
he expected every moment to be overhauled, but he pulled
with all his might for the opposite shore, and did not dare
look back until they had reached the middle of the river,
when, to their great relief, the two men had given up the '
chase and turned back, and had almost reached the place
of their starting. He said Lizzie trembled so hard that

" the coat over her shook, so great was her fear. Said Liz-

zie, ‘I reckon the owner of the coat shook as hard as I
did when you was pullin’ for life. I specs you sent fear
clare down into them paddles you’s sweattin’ over;” and
they had a good laugh over fright and success.

With George there was no fear after entering the base-
ment of Zion Baptist Church, his old hiding-piace. As
soon as the report came to us that a man and his wife had
just arrived, I called to ledrn their condition and needs,
and asked thé woman who had charge of the basement to




LEAVE WITH SEVEN FUGITIVES. 117

tell them a friend would call to see them, as new-comers
were always so timid. A voice from the adjoining room
was heard to say, “Come right in, Mrs. Haviland, we are
mot afraid of you;” and as the fugitive clasped my hand
in both of his, I exclaimed, ‘¢ Whére have you seen me?”

“Don’t you mind Jim and George you giv’ a basket
“full of close to lag’ Summer? You giv’ me the linen pants
.an’ blué checked gingham coat and straw hat, an’ you giv’
Jim thin pants and coat and palm-leaf hat; and don’t
_you mind we went out in a market-wagon to a Quaker

' ~ settlement ?”

““Yes, but how came you here again ?” '

“It was for this little weman I went back.” Then he
went over his managing process, as above related.

As I was soon to go to my home in Michigan, it
was proposed by our vigilance committee that this couple,”
- with Sarah, who made her escape over a year previously,

should go with me. Sarah was to be sold -away from
her little boy of three years for a fancy girl, as she
.was a beautiful octoroon and attractive in person. She
knew full well the fate that awaited her, and succeeded
in escaping. She was an excellent house servant, and
highly respected by all who made her acquaintance for her
sterling Christian character and general intelligence. She
- had 'lived in a quiet Christiag family, who gave her good
wages, but she did not- dare to risk her liberty within ene
hundred miles.of her former home. ’

A few days after the arrival of George and wife a
mulatto’ woman and her daughter of sixteen, bound South
from Virginia, left a steamer and joined our company.,
While waiting for a certain canal-boat, the owner and cap-
tain being friendly to our work, another young man joined
us, These we received at different points to avoid sus-
picion. Before we reached the third bridge we were over-#
taken by Levi Coffin with another young man, whom he
had instructed implicitly to regard all the lessons I might
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give him. I gave them all a charge to say nothing of go-
ing farther than Toledo, Ohio, and talk of mo farther
back than Cincinnati.

While on our way George pointed at a wire, and told
his wife it was a telegraph-wire, at which she dodged back,
and for a moment seemed as badly frightened as though

~ her master had ‘been in sight. It was a lucky thing-
‘for us that no stranger happened to be in sight, as her

fright would have betrayed them. Even an assurance
from George that the wires could do no harm, could
hardly satify her, until he appealed to me to confirm his
statement, thht it was the operators at each end of the
wires that gave information. -

The ‘day before we reached Toledo one of the drivers
left, and the steersman employed our boy William, with
the consent of the captain. T told George to tell William
1 wanted to see him at the expiration of the time set for
him to drive. He came into’the cabin, while the other
passengers were on deck, and told me all the hands seemed
very clever, and the steersman told him he would find a
good place for him to work in Toledo, and that he would
see that he had good-wages. He asked him various ques-
tions, that led him. to disclose his starting point, Vicksburg,
Mississippi. As he was so very friendly he answered all
his queries, even to his master’s name. This I had charged
him not to give. As George and the other colored msn -

" saw the steersman and another man émployed on the boat

80 very intimate, and careful to keep William with. them,
they began to fear for their own safety. There came up

‘a sudden shower during William’s time to drive, and he

got thorougly drenched; and as he had no change of gar-
ments, the steersman and the other boys of the boat fur-
nished him out-of their-own wardrobe. It had now become
difficult for me to secure an interview with William, on ac-
count of his close friends, and I became as fearful of the tel-
egraph wires as was Mary, over whom we had a little sport.
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But William began to fear all was not right, and re--

_gretted having told this man of his condition, and made
an errand on deck, as he saw me sitting alone. He told
me all he had said to the steersman. I'told him to appear
very careless, and say nothing, but to appear as if he was
gofng with "the stcersman, as he had suggested. As we
‘shéuld "be in Toledo in three hours, I would go into the
city, and the women and George would follow me to a
place of safety Then I would return for my shawl, that
I should leave on the boat., By that time, the passengers
would all have left, and he and the other young man must
remain about the boat. Then I would watch the oppor-
tumty, and when I went out, I should tarn short corners,
but give them time to keep me in sight. Accordinly, I

returned for my shawl, but made no haste to leave until -

those close friends entered a saloon; then was our time; I
Ygave them the wink and left for a place of safety.

After I had put one and two in a place, my next work

was to solicit money to pay our fare to Canada, on a boat

- that was to leave at 9 A. M. the next day. Here were

six fares to pay to Detroit, as Sarah had sufficient to pay

her own. The friends in Cineinnati had paid their fare to-

Toledo. It was now nearly night, and I had but little
.time; but I succeeded by nine o'clock the next morning
leaving a colored man to conduct them to the boat; w 1th
hardly five minutes to spare I reached the boat, with my
living freight.

Once out in the lake we felt quite secure. Yet there
was a possibility of a telegram being sent to William’s
master, and danger of being overtaken by officers in De-
troit. Knowing of their anxiety to see Canada, I waited

until we were near enough to see carriages and persons on .

the road on the other side. "When I said to Georges wife
 There is Canada.” It ain’t, is it?” <It is, certainly.

It is where no slave-owner can claim his slave.” She ran .

to her husband to tell the good news. But neither he nor
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the balance of them believed her, and all came running to
me: ‘‘ That ain’t Canada, is it?” Being assured that the
land of freedom was in full view, with tears of joy they
gazed upon  their ‘“ House of Refuge,” and within forty

-minutes we were there. And to see them leap for joy was

rich pay for all my care in their behalf. George and Jake
had both armed themselves with deadly weapons, in case
of an attempt to capture_them, resolving on liberty or

-death. I left each with ﬁfty cents and returned to my
“own sweet -home.

"I found the ]argg bulldmg unfinished.  As the first
buildings .were temporary, they were unsuitable for stu- .

" _dents to occupy another \‘ther, which would be the elevg

‘enth Winter our school had been in successful operation.

. Brother Patchin, our principal, was called to another field -

‘previously met with a similar loss in the death of another -

. they canie to us, and many out of the hundreds who

as pastor and teacher, and would go if the new building
was not ready for use by the following academic year.
While these proBablhtles were under consideration, brother
J. ¥. Do "beare was taken from us, after a short illness.
As he was an important trustee, and an active Christian
worker, his loss was severely felt. We had a._few months

trustee, our valued friend and brother, Elijah Brownell, a8

‘minister of the Socxety of Friends. Surely dark-clouds
- again overhung our favorite institution, in which many,

of our students were taught in the school of Christ, before

had enjoyed the privileges of our  school, we had good
reasons for behevmg, yxelded their young hearts to the

’ lovmg Savior’s invitation while with us. With the undy-

" to -have our school suspended a year; but what could I 1

ing interests of the youth so near my heart, it was a trial

do? I must keep up the ten per cent interest on three
hundred dollars of my indebtedness, and could not con-
tract five hundred dollars more to finish the 'institution-

' buﬂdiﬁg erected on the acre of ground I had given for
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that object. It was inclosed, and a portion of the floors
laid, and doors and windows cased. This had cost over
one thousand dollars for a building thirty by fifty-six feet.
As the farm was still carried on by my married chil-
dren, I concluded to return to Cincinnati and engage in
nursing the sick during the cold season, as the cough to
which I was subject was returning. All things considered,
the conclusion was reached to suspend Raisin Institute one
year at least. An Oberlin scholarship was presented me
for my daughter Laura Jane, who decided to take a gen-
tleman’s collegiate course. Not only my financial pressure
‘seemed to direct toward that more southern field, but the
_ cause of those who were thirsting for liberty, and were al-
most daily leaving boats or crossing, the river, was also a
strong incentive to occupy a post near the Southern end
of the road whose Northern termmus was in Queen Viec-
 toria’s dominions.
‘Many of my friends thought me presuming to venture
50 mear those who had threatened my life repeatedly, and
in the hand-bills of the Tennesseans (report said) there
was offered $3,000 reward for my head. Thomas K.
© Chester stated in a letter that he had sent them to a
number of the Southern States, to let them know what
sort of sisters they had in the North. But J. F. Dolbeare,
on the night before his death, called me to his bedside,
and, taking my hand in his, said, *“ Sister Haviland, you
have passed through close and trying places in your work,
and your antislavery mission is not yet finished. Your
trials are not over. Greater dangers are for you to pass
through—I see it. O, may the Lord prepare you for the
work he has for you to accomplish! - He has sustained you

thus far. He will grant, you his protecting arm. I know

“it.” I haye often had occasion to remember the words I
listened to in that solemn hour, during thirty years that
have since passed.
A slave-owner from New Orleans, with his wife, three
n - :
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children, and their nurse, Maria, were bound for Cincin-
nati. When at Louisville, he was told if he was going
to spend the Summer in Cincinnati he’d be sure to lose
his servant-girl, “‘as that city is cufsed with free negroes
and abolitionists.” At this unpleasant information, Cham-
plin and his wife concluded to make their temporary home
in Covington, instcad of Cincinnati, to the great disap-
pointment of Maria, as she and her husband had been over
two years in saving all their little silver pieces, until the
amount was one hundred dollars, which was to be used in
taking her to Canada.

As this ““ Northern trip” had been calculated two or
three years before, and as they went to no place without
their faithful nurse, the slave couple also made their plans.
Her husband told her, as she would have a good opportu-
nity to secure her freedom, he would manage to secrete
himself on some through boat, and meet her in Canada;
and he could go with less money than she could, and in-
sisted upon her taking all they had saved. But after
Maria found they were going to hire rooms and board in
a hotel in Covington, she went to the trunk that contained
her clothes and the children’s, and to her great disap-
pointment her hundred dollars, that she had so securely
tied in a little rag and rolled in her garments, was taken
out by her mistress, who never pretended to go to her

- trunk for any thing, having no care Avhatever of her chil-

dren’s wardrobe. But she must hide her feelings by-putting
on a cheerful face, though she felt as though all her hopes
of freedom, of which she had 0 fondly dreamed were
Dblasted: forever.

She found her task, as usual, was to keep the wardrobe
of her mistress and the children in erder, and care for the

* children day and night. A few days elapsed, and she

asked her mistress if she would please give her money to_
purchase herself a pair of shoes, as she heard they were
cheaper here than at home. She said she would either get” .

F
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“her shoes or give her the money in a few days; but neither

shoes nor money came. Two and three weeks passed, and
Maria ventured to repeat her request; but the reply was,
“ Your shoes are good enough for a while yet,”

While her master and mistress were over -the river, she ‘

frequently took the children to the river, to amuse them in

looking at boats ahd in picking up pebbles on the bank, -

when her longing look was noticed by a white man, who
ventured to ask her if she would like to go across the
river. She told him, if she did; she had no money to give
to any one who would fake her. = After learning that her
master’s residence was in New Orleans, he told her, if she
would never let any one know that he had ever said or
done any thing about helping her, let what would happen,
he would' take her over without any thing, in the night,
whenever she could get away; but if it was ever known
there it would ruin' him. She promised; and as no one
was near, and the three children playing at a little dis-
tance, he-pointed her to a large root on the bank, under
which: si_xpfi,guld hide, and there wait until she heard a low
“whistle near the root, when she could come out and step
into a skiff without saying a word, and he would mufile
the oars so as not to bo heard, and take her to a colored
family he knew over the river, where she would be safe
antil they would send her on to Ganada.

¢ But how can I go on, when I’s got no money?”

“They know of a way to send such people as you
without money. You’ll get with those over there who
will see you safe; never fear.”
~ “I never can tell you,” she said, in relating her story,
“how strange I felt about sich good news as this, and
‘wondered if it could be true. I jus’ trimbled like a popple
leaf all -the evenin’. Master and missus was over in the
city to a lecture on Fernology, and did n’t get back till
twelve o’clock. I kep’ the chillen awake later’n common,
so they ’d sleep sounder. Then I tied my clothes up in a

-
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tight bundle, an’ had my shoes an” hat whar I’d lay han’s
on ’em, an’ put out the light. I was snorin’, when missus
looked in an’ said, ‘All’s asleep—all right;’ an’ I waited
till the clock struck one, an’ all still. I crep’ sof’ly out on
the street, and down _to the root, an’ waited for a whistle.
The clock struck two. O, how long! Will that man
come? Chillen may cry, an’ missus fin’ me gone. Had I
better wait till it’s three o'clock? May be he can’t come.
He said, if any thing happen he could n’t come to-night,
I mus’ go back, an’ try another night. An’’bout as I be-
gan to think I better go back come the whistle. I stepped
in, an’ we went over; but the clock struck three before we
got half across, an’ he was mighty fear’d he could n’t get

_back afore daybreak.” |

News reached us during the day that a woman crossed
the river early, and was so near it as to be dangerous for
a hiding-place ; and it fell to my lot to see her in a safe
place as soon as the darkness of night w. ould shield us from
being detected by Champlin and his aids, who were already
seen at street corners. I took a black Quaker bonnet and
a drab shawl and a plain.dressskirt in a market-basket,
with which to disguise our fugitive.

I found her in a dark room, where I fixed her up for

- a walk; and she told me of her loss of the hundred dol-

lars, but I told her all would be well without it. I in-
structed her to take my arm as we went, and take good
care to limp all the way, for we should pass plenty of
Kentuckians. Thickly veiled, we walked half a mile,
turning short corners to elude watchers, if any, from' our

. starting-point. As we went up Central Avenue to Long- .

worth, we passed through a crowd, one of whom said :
- “I’m going to line my pockets to-night. Thar’s five
hundred dollars reward out.”
Said another, in a'low tone, ¢ When did she cross?”
* Last night some time, they say.” .
My Quaker sister, limping at my side, was trembling, I
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sensibly felt, as she hung upon my arm, as we listened to
these remarks from her pursuers. I took her to.a very
intelligent colored famlly on Longworth Street, who were
well known to us as true friends. '

Although I had passed her pursuers w1thout fear, yet
when Levi Coffin informed me that Ruffin, the greatest
slave-hunter in the city, had just moved next door to
Burgess, where I left Maria, my fears were almost equal
to Maria’s. ‘“Laura, thou hast left thy fugitive with a
good family, but in a poor place,” said our venerable
friend. “But wait until to-morrow evening, when thou
hadst better give her another move, ag-I know they will

* use all possible‘care.. The following evening Levi and

friend Hughes were to be on Central Avenue near Long-
" worth Street; and as I came out with my Quaker woman,
they were to walk half a block ahead and turn on Ninth
Street to his house, and if sister Catherine’s sign appeared
~on the balcony of the second story, we were to ascend the
outside flight of steps, and take her up to the attic in the
fourth story.

*Champlin bhad doubled the reward, and was raving
with rage over the loss of their nurse. He said he would
have her if he had to ‘“set one .foot in hell after her,”
cursing and swearing in a perfect foam; and said a thou-
sand dollars should be “doubled but what he would have
her. As the streets were too well lighted, to give her the
appearance of a white person through the veil, I called
for a saucer of flour, with which I thoroughly powdered
her face. Before her veil was adjusted she happened to-
look up and saw herself in the large mirror before her,
‘and burst into a laugh over her white face and Quaker
bonnet. I gave her a shake as I placed my hands over
her shoulders: ‘Do n’t laugh loud, for your liberty’s sake.
Remember the next door neighbor would get his thousand
‘dollars reward from Champlin, if he could know you are
- here.” I won’t look at that glass ag'in, I looks so quare.”
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I took her on the front walk, and following our previous
plans, at the invitation of the white cloth- on the balus-
trade, we soon found ourselves in the attic..  She remained
here two weeks, not daring to move in any direction, as
the wealthy New Orleans planter’s biped bloodhounds were
seen.and heard from in almost every dxrectlon through
the city.

As there was in this case an unusual excitement, the
editor of the Cincinnati Commercial inserted a little note
in his paper, of the escape of the New Orleans nurse from
her owners, who, Were boarding at White Hall Hotel in
Covington ; and that the mistress had taken one hundred
dollars from the nurse previous to their arrival at their
destination. ' The day following this notice Champlin came
to the Commercial office and demanded the authority the

. editor had for charging his wife with stealing from their

servant. For whether it was he or any one else, it would
prove a dear job to vilify his wife like this, for he’d have
their life or $3,000; and swore nothing short would settle
it. He told the editor he would give him till ten o’clock
the next morning, when he should come prepared for the
settlement (referring to his pistols, which he knew how to
use). At once Levi Coffin received a call from the editor
for advice, as he was his informant. During this inter-
view, Catherine came into our room, saying, ‘‘ Laura, they

-are in a tangle with that New Orleans slave-holder, and

they want thee to help straighten it.” Going in, I was in-
troduced to the editor, and main proprietor of the Com-
mercial, and they related the difficulty.

“Now,” said Levi, “this young man has invested in’
this firm all he is worth, and Champlin will probably ruin
his business if he fails to give his authority for stating
Maria’s loss of her hundred dollars; and as I gave him
these facts, in case he gives my name as authority, he will
then come upon me, and make trouble, as Champlin seemed
determined upon vengeance.”
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After a little reflection over these statements and threats
I told them I did not sce but I came next, as I told Levi
these facts, which I took from Maria and the family where
she was first sccreted. And as I had no property in Ohio,
and the little I owned in Michigan I had arranged to
keep from slave-holders, I would stand in the gap and
our young friend might refer to me as authority, if com-
pelled to give it, rather than lose his life, or property even. .

Said Levi, ¢ This is liable to terminate in a serious affair.
It would lay thec liable to imprisonment if he is so dis-
posed, and thy children in Michigan would feel very sad
over such an event.”

I replied that I did not fear of remaining long in
prison, neither did I believe he was going to be permitted
to put me there, but at all events I was fully prepared to
allow my name to be given. With this conclusion our
young friend left us, saying that if he could manage that
exasperated man without naming me, he would do so.
We were all anxiously waiting to see the result of the
fearful meeting at the hour of ten the following day.
Champlin was there at the hour, with the stern query,
‘“Are you ready, sir, to give me your authority, or abide
the cousequences"”

“I am, sir, The colored family where she first stopped
informed us.”

“Do you take a nigger’s testimony?”

“Certainly I do. They are respectable and honest,
though poor.”

After pouring forth a volley of oaths, and saying he
would n’t stoop so low as to notice what a nigger would
say, for they were all a pack of liars, he left the office, to
the great relief both of the editor and ourselves. Very
soon he came to us with the pleasing report, how those
pistols, so full of powder, flashed in the pan.

But the slave-hunters were still so numerous, it was
thought best to dress her up for another walk, and I took
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her to a family near Fourteenth Street, and wrote a letter
in. Maria’s name to her master, dated it ahead, and from
Windsor, Canada West, and sent it inclosed in a letter to
o friend at that place, with directions to mail it to the
master at the date I had given. Maria informed her mas-
ter Champlin that Canada was not the cold barren country
he had always told her it was, for they raised great ficlds
of corn, and potitoes, peas and beans, and cverything she
saw in Kentucky; and that she had found the best of
friends ever since she left home, and signed her name.

In less than two weecks Kitty Dorun's nicce came in

great haste to inform us that “Champlin had got poor
Muaria, and Aunt Kitty is nearly erying her eyes out over
the sad news that a colored man brought over last night.”

“That is all a mistake.,” i

“Oh, no, it’s no mistake, for that colored man worked
near White IIall yesterday, and he said the report was
just flying.”

I hushed her loud words, and whispered, “I can take
you to Maria in ten minutes, I know just where she is.”

¢ Are you sure, and may I go tell Aunt Kitty ?”

“Go and whisper it, for there are but few friends who
know she is still in the city, because of the close search
made for her, that is still kept up.”

The next day she came to us with another story,
“That he didn't get Maria, but got a letter from her in
Canada. And that was the current report.”

I told her, I understood that too, and would tell ﬁle_r
all within a few weeks.”

The result of this letter was a withdrawal of all the
hired hunters within twenty-four hours, and during three
days’ quict two young men came from a few miles distant
across the river, who got the privilege of a holiday, and
of spending it nearly ten miles farther fjpm the river than
was their home. As they left the night before, they
would have until the next morning before being missed.

<
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As Cazy (one of our vigilance committec) came before sun-
rise to inform us of the new arrival, Catharine Coffin came
to my bed-room and gave me a call: *“Come, Laurd, here
arc more runaways; Cazy is here and they want thee.”
In lcss than five minutes there were four of us to decide
on the plan of securing the newcomers and the one on our
hands. “ What shall we do? Our funds are- out, we
haven’t a dime in our treasury,” said Cazy. | .
“We must get enough to take these two young men
~and Maria out as far as the Stubbs settlement to-night,”
I replied; “for you see all is quiet now over Maria, '\ml by
to-morrow the city will fill up again with QI'\\cllunto(L ”
“That is what I told Cazy before thou came inj but
he says he has a job on his hands he can not lcave,”
said Levi.

“Where is Hughes?”

“I don’t belicve I could get him to leave his work to

see to it; bhut may be he’ll go for you,” said Cazy.

“I’ll try.” And throwing on my shawl and bonnet,
called on Hughes, and told him he must go and take Maria
‘and two young men who had just arrived this morning.

“But what can we do without money ?”

“I’ll get it to-day. What amount is wanting?”

“It will take eight dollars to hire a close carriage and
tecam to go thirty miles to-night, and I must be back to
my work by eight o’clock to-morrow morning.”

“I’ll have that ready before night.”

“Then I'll call at Uncle Levis's at noon, and see

whether you arc sure of sucgess in getting the money; .-

then I will call at the livefy on my return to my work
and engage the carriage ‘and team, to be ready. by seven
and a half o’clock’ this evening.”

‘When he called at noon I had four dollars in money
and a traveling suit for Maria, and knew just where I
could get the balance, Now for the plan of starting. I
told him he must manage the two men and I would man-

-
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age for Maria. ‘“But there are two toll-gates that are

closely watched for colored people, and I want you to go

with us past those gates, as two white persons in front
would pass the load; not seeing any colored people, they
would make no inquiries. As Catherine’s health was poor,
and cholera was raging in the city, she was not willing I
should remain away over night, and Levi secured William
Beckley to follow us a little distance behind until we had
passed those gates, when I was to return with him. The
carriage, with our company, was to be driven up Central
Avenue as far as the orphan asylum, and halt for Maria
and myself; andas he passed the street she was on,
Hughes was to take out his white pocket handkerchief and
wipe his face, while William Fuller, at whose house Maria
was secreted, was to walk on the street af the time ap-
pointed to watch for the signal; when discovered, as he
turned toward the house, we were to step out on the
street, and walk the half block'where our carriage was in
waltmg

But in this we found it necessary to adopt my old rule
of being carclessly careful; as there were Kentuckians in
their rented houses each side of William Fuller’s, and they
were overheard to say three days before, that they believed
they had ¢ niggers hid at Fuller’s, for the blinds in the second
story had n’t been opened in two weeks.” The weather being
warm, and the rising of the full moon, and their next door
neighbors sitting on their front porches, all combined to
bring us into full view. As we were watching for the mo-
ment to start Maria took up her bundle of clothes; but I
told.her the least appearance, aside from common callers,
would create suspicion, and we must send them after her.
“But they’s all I got, an’ I will never see ’em ag’in,” said
Maria, sorrowfully.

“But your liberty is of more value than a cart load
of clothes.”

«Oh, yes, I knows it; but I can’t even change
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““Hand them to me,” and they were opened and tightly
rolled into the-shape of a six months’ baby in a trice ; and,
as I rolled it in a shawl, I said, ““I’ll carry the baby my-
self.” The watchful wife says, “ William is turning back,
and I will walk to the corner with you.” As we reached the
gate, the neighbors in full view, sister Fuller's little girl
called, “Mamma, I want to see the baby; I didn’t know
that woman had a baby.” The frightened mother tried to
hush her in a smothered voice, that I feared would betray
her excitement. ‘‘Let her go with us, mother,” said I.
‘But auntie hasn’t time now to let little sis see the baby;
wait till pext time we call, because we are late, and our
folks will be waiting for us.” And as we leisurely walked
along, sister Fuller invited us to come another time to
make a longer call.

After turning the corner, our sister and little girl left
us, and we quickencd our pace to the carriage we saw in
waiting. Friend Hughes stood by the hitching-post, but
looked wild with excitement when he saw me turn to the
carriage, as he koew there was no baby aboard; and as he
had hitched in a darker place than near the entrance, he
did not recognize us. But as I gave my baby a toss in
the carriage, saying, “This is part of our company; take
care of my baby,” he recognized my voice. ‘O, yes;
this is one of your tricks.” Soon we were seated, and on
our way. We passed the two fearful gates with a sharp
Jook by each keeper, and half a mile beyond I proposed to
return; but friend Hughes said there was a short piece of
woods ahead to pass through ‘then the coast would be clear
the" balance of the way, and he would rather I would go
through the woods with them. Just before entering the

A ~ grove we heard the loud talking, singing, and laughing of

ten or a dozen men we were going to meet.
‘As this boisterous company appeared before us, Hughes

* turned to the two men behind us, and said, ‘‘Are your

pistols ready?”
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““Yes, sah;” and each took from his own pocket a
six-shooter. :

¢ Boys, if those men attempt to take our horses by the
bits, and I say, Fire! will you do it?”

“Yes, sah.” :

'Said I, ¢ Hughes, be careful, be careful. Your excite-
ment will betray us if you are not very carefu.l ”

“We don’t know what rabble we are going to meet,
and I propose to be ready for ’em.”

¢ There is nothing known of this company, and I know
we are safe.” . .

“I don’t know it; and if they make the first move to
- stop us, be ready, boys.” )

: « All ready.”

There were two six-shooters behind me, and one in the
hand of Hughes, that I feared much more than all the
slave-holders in Kentucky.

But we were soon relieved by the remark of one, as we
werc passing, ‘“It was well we stopped that bent, from’
falling, or ’t would have killed Smith as dead as a ham-
mer.” We found by this that they had been to the raising
of a building, and a number of them were more ‘than
half drunk.

After going a mile or two farther, and our excitement
was over, I took leave of our company, with a charge to
keep quiet and all would be well, and returned to Levi
Coffin’s by twelve o’clock. The following morning we re-
ceived a good report from our conductor, Hughes, of the
safe delivery of this valuable freight in the Quaker set-
tlement depot, where they were forwarded to Canada.
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CHAPTER VI.

FUGITIVE SLAVES ASSISTED..

THE exciting intelligence reached us that Clara and her
three little ones were about to be captured by slave-holders
in the city, on Pearl Street. I called on her at once, and’
found the house was surrounded the night before by stran-
gers, who were followed to a hotel, and on the record the
name of her master’s son was found. Poor woman! She
had passed through great suffering in makmg her escape
with her two children; a third was born in Cincinnati—
yet it too must share the anticipated fate of its mother.
She had always been a houseservant, but found the death
of her master was about to make great changes, he being
deeply in debt. By the aid of a chambermaid she was
secreted on a boat, and kept the two children drugged with
opiates until she feared they would never come to life.
But after her arrival, under the care of a skillful physi-

" cfan, they survived. She had found good friends among
her own people and Church two years. I found her weep-
ing, with the two youngest in her arms, the oldest sitting
on a stool at her feet. With fast-falling tears she kissed

~ her babes. O ma's precious darlings, how can I spare
you! 1” .1 told her-if her master did not come for her until
it was dark enough to conceal her, arrangements were made
to come for her with a close carriage, to take them out of
the city to a place of safety.

«1 reckon you.can’t save us,” she sobbed.

I told her we would pray the Lord, who knew all her

deep sorrow, to open the way for us.

“Yes, I cried mightily to him to help me out o’ that
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dark land back yonder, and it ’peared like he did bring
me out; but if I had stuck closer to him I reckon he’d
kep’ me from this hard trial;” and fresh tears freely flowed.

With 1y hands on her shoulders, my tears mingled with
hers. In broken sentences, she referred to the separation

- of her husband when he was sold and taken down the river.

I left her, with a heavy heart, yet strong hope that her
young master (as she called him) would be defeated.

At twilight, I called to assist in getting them ready to
jump into the carriage that our friend William Fuller
would drive to the door within fifteen minutes; and being
ready, we were in the carriage turning the first corner

- within .a minute, and léft them in charge of an under-

ground railway agent, who took them on his train as soon
as their clothing and pocket-money were forwarded to them,
to the great relief of many anxious hearts.

A little past nine o’clock, her master and his posse
surrounded the house, and lay in wait until the stillness
of the midnight hour was thought most favorable to
pounce upon their prey and hurry them to the river,
where they had a boat in waiting for them. Then their
force was increased, and an entrance demanded. The
owner of the house (a colored man) refused admittance
without legal authority, although threats of breaking down
the door or windows were made; but they were resisted

. with returning threats of shooting the first man that dared

to enter without proper authority. As they were expecting
an attack, the women had left their home for the night.
The watch was kept around the house until morning ap-
proached, when the marshal, with his. official papers, was
brought to claim €lara and three children. But to their
great disappointment, in searching the house, no Clara or
children were there. In great rage her master left, swear-
ing vengeance upon him who had kept them in suspense

~ all night when he had spirited them away, for he knew he

had harbored his property in his house; but all the reply
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he received was, <“Prove it, if you wish.” They got no

track of them until they heard from them in Canada.

o) A fugitive by the name of Jack secreted himself on a
large steamer from the lower Mississippi, and left it on
landing in Cincinnati. Being so far from his old home,
he hired himself as a barber, in which business he was
very successful about two years, when his master learned
of his whereabouts. He made the acquaintance of ‘a free
colored man by the name of Robert Russel, who was an
idle, loafish mulatto, sometimes working at little jobs in
Cincinnati, and also in Covington. In the latter place he
fell in with—theslave-holder, who was watching for an op- ’ '
portunity to secure the aid of some one who would induce

~ Jack to come to the river, where he would hurry him onto
the ferry, and get him on the Kentucky side, when he could
easily return him to the far South. As he found Robert

Russel a man of no principle, he gave him ten dollars if

he would decoy Jack to the wharf of Walnut Street land- *

ing about noon, when men were generally at dinner. He

. succeeded, when the master with his Kentucky friends

slipped hand-¢uffs on poor Jack, and took him on the ferry
for a thief. The more Jack protested, denying the charge,
the louder they cried thief! thief! Some of his colored
friends consulted their favorite lawyer, John Jolliffe, about’
arresting Jack’s master for kidnapping, as he had taken’
him illegally, but they were told they could do nothing
with him in Kentucky. They were compelled to leave
their friend to his fate.

But the Judas who betrayed Jack ought to be brought
to justice; but how could they do it? As I was at that
time teaching a school of colored girls, in the basement of
Zion Baptist Church, a mumber’ of colored men came to
consult with me. I told them as Robert Russel was'a ren-
egade he was as liable to serve one side of the river as the
other, and would as readily bring a slave to the Ohio side
for ten dollars, as to decoy him back into the hands of his
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master for that money. They said Robert did not dare
come into Cincinnati, fearing that justice would be dealt
out in tar and feathers by the colored people. They
learned soon after e came to the city that he ran away
from Ripley to avoid being arrested for stealing. I advised
them not to take the law of tar and feathers, as they had
indicated, in their own hands; but to spoil the petting he
was getting from the slave-holders across the river, by
warning them against Robert Russel, for he would as read-
ily play the rogue one side as the other; and this they
could do in a little printed card that might be dropped on
the sidewalk through a few streets in Covmgton, and they

. would— wﬂm—om—ofmhmry—‘ﬁndm“—

pleased them, and they wished me to draft the card, and
they would print and circulate it. I told them I would
take my noon recess to prepare it, and at 4 o'clock my
school would be out, and they might come for it. I gave
it as follows:
Slave-Holiders of Kentucky!
BEWARE OF THE ROGUE, ROBERT RUSSEL!

Who absconded irom Ripley, Ohio, to evade the strong arm of
the law he richly deserved for misdemeanors in that town.
This man is a light mulatto, and betrayed one of his race for
ten dollars, in Cincinnati, bringing him into life-long trouble.
He wiil as readily take ten dollars from any of your slaves to
bring them to Cincinnati, and again take ten dollars to return
them to you, as he has no higher purposec to serve than
paltry self. R A Lover oF RIGHT.

- 'This was printed on a placard of ten by twelve inches.
They procured two hundred for distribution, but found it
more difficult -to get a distributer than they anticipated.
I told one of them to go to Levi Coffin’s and inform him
and his wife where I was going after my school was dis-
missed, and that I would distribute them through Coving-
ton, but to let no one else know of it, except their com-
mittee who secured the printing, as it would produce
increased excitement. . I went a mile from the river before -
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commencing my work, and left one or-two in every yard,
when no eye scemed directed toward me. I dropped them
by the street side until I reached the ferry that returned
me to my anxious friends in Cincinpati, just as the sun
dropped behind the Western hills.

The following day report gave an account of the even-
ing’s excitement in Covington. A company of slave-hold-
crs met to consult over tbis placard, and the conclusion
was reached to give Bob Russel until nine o’clock the fol-
lowing morning to leave the State or take the consequences.
Two slaves had left them within a couple of months, and
they charged him with taking them-overthe river. Some
of the more excitable were for ‘hauling him out of bed at
the close of their meeting (ten o'clock), and dealing sum-
mary vengeance for their recent losses, but as he pledged
himself to leave their State the next: morning never to
return, they left him to his own uncomfortable reflections.

A party consisting of four, from Xew Orleans, came
to Cincinnati to spend the Summer, and made their home
at a hotel. It was soon ascertained by the colored people

that their little nurse girl of about nine years of age, was

a slave, and as the master and mistress had brought her
there, she was by the laws of Ohio frec. They took the
opportunity to coax her away and place her among their

white friends, who they knew would take good care of .
her. Very soon there was great inquiry for Lavina.

They said she was just a little pet they brought with them
to play with and mind the baby, and they knew she was
stolen from them against her will; but that if they could
get sight at her, she would run to them, unless she
was forcibly held back by some mean person. Diligent
search was made among the colored people whom they
suspected, but no clew could be found of her whereabouts.
They were then advised to visit some prominent abolition-

ists, where they were satisfied she had been taken. So-

close to Elizabeth Coleman’s were they watching, that she
12 e ’
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felt unsafe, fearing they might come in and find her alone
with her little pet fugitive, so she took her to Samuel Rey-
nold’s by night.

The search continued. Samuel met the master on the

-street in front of his house, but had left orders to dress

Lavina in his little boy’s suit; and holding the master in
conversation awhile, he said he would call-for Jim, to bring’
them a glass and pitcher of water, having already tcld his
wife to give Jim a few necessary instructions how to ap—
pear very smart and active. As she came out to give

- them drink, Samuel gave the master and his two friends a

few lessons in Ohio law, informing him that all slaves

- brought into the State by their owners were free. The mas-
" ter contended that it would be very cruel to keep Lavina

from her mother (who belonged to him), and he knew if*
he could be allowed to see her it would be sufficient to
convince them of her attachment to him, and promised to
leave the child to her own choice. ¢ But,” said Samuel,
“Lavina is on our underground railroad.”- This was as new

to the New Orleans slave-holder as were the Ohio laws he

had Dbeen explaining. After discussing the right and
wrong of his clainr, Samuel called to his wife to send Jim
with a pitcher of water; and out came the little fellow.
“Pour a glass of water for this gentleman, Jim ;” and their

.heated discussion continied.. The master took the glass
* from Jim, who looked him full in the face, with one hand

in his pocket, while Samuel -was serving the other two gen-
tlemen with a glass of water. The women in the house

‘were filled with fear, as they deemed Samuel rather im-

prudent. But Jim returned with pitcher and glass, and

the master and his friends went back to the hotel none the’

wiser, either of Lavina’s whereabouts or of the operation of
this new kind of railroad. Lavina was well cared for, and

her master and mistress returned to New Orleans with "
‘& new experience, minus a nurse girl.

: A.nother fugltlve, by the name of Zack came ‘across

st g b o«
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the river from Virginia into Ohio. He had lain in the
woods by day, and traveled by the North Star at night,
when it was clear, but in rainy or cloudy weather he found
he was as liable to go South as North. There had been
much rain to impede "his progress, and he_suffered much
from hunger. He had advanced only a few miles from the
river, when he found a family of true friends, who re-

- plenished his clothing, and ‘was preparing food for his jour-

ney, when his master, with eight other men, found out
where he was, and came with officers to search the house
and take their prey. They came in the might and de-
manded entrance. ‘ Wife, what shall we do? There are
men under every window.”

“’Lét them search the two lower rooms first, and while

you go with them you tell Zack to slip into my foom while v

you are with them and I’ll see to him.”
“But I tell you he can’t be got out of this house with-
out bemg ‘caught.”

- “Go'on; I know that.” --And he left her and gave the
frightened man his orders But b¢fore he reached her room

she rolled up the feather-bed and drew the straw mattress to
the front side of the bedstead, and told Zack to jump in.
Her order obeyed, she threw back the feather-bed, and
before the master and officer entered her room she was
occupying the front side of the bed. The clothes-press,

‘wardrobe, and under the bed were all closely serutinized.

The husband, pale with excitement, was expecting, in

~ every ‘place_they searched, that poor Zack would be found.

But they all left satlsﬁed that-he was not in that house,
though so very sure they had found the right place. The

- noble woman said he shook with fear, so as to make the

bed tremble during the search, knowing but too well his
sad fate if he.should again fall into the hands of his master.
Every necessary measure was taken to hasten his progress
to Canada. *

In December, 1852 Ca.lvm Fau'banks, who had served




140 A WOMAN’S LIFE-WORK.

a term of three years in the Kentucky penitentiary for aid-
ing slaves to escape, called at Levi Coffin’s and informed
me of a letter he had received, giving information that an
interesting slave woman in Louisville, Kentucky, could
cross the river, if a friend would meet her at Jefferson-
ville, Indiana, and take her to a place of safety; and he
proposed to be the conductor. I advised him, by all means,
not to go so near Kentucky, as he was so well known through
that State. He said he expected we would oppose him. I
advised him to consult with Dr. Brisbane, as Levi was
absent. But he chose to-keep the matter quiet, and went
on his dangerous expedition. I was called away to College
@ Hill as nurse, and in three weeks, when I returned to
Levi’s, he called me into the store, saying, *“We have a
letter for thee to read; somebody is in trouble, and Samuel
Lewis, Dr. Brisbane and myself have been trying to find
out who it is, but can make out nothing by the letter.
The signature is of stars, that he says is the number of
letters in the name, but we can make nothing of it;” and
he handed me the letter, dated from Louisville jail.

. As soon as I counted the six stars in the first name, I
said, *“ Levi, it is Calvin Fairbanks! Read out the last
line of stars, and we’ll find Fairbanks.”

At this point Dr. Brisbane entered the store.

“Doctor,” said Levi, ‘‘Laura has found our riddle;
she says it is Calvin Fairbanks.”

Both were astonished, not knowing he was down the

river. I told them of. hls call in Levi’s absence, and of , _ ...

his errand.
+. “Poor man, how he w1ll suffer, for they wxll soon find
“him out, and they are so very bitter against him, I fear he

e :_;‘,,.wlll die in their penitentiary, for they will have no mercy .

" ‘on him,” said the doctor.

“He sends us.an appea.l for help, but I see no way we

can render him assistance,” responded Levi.

CoA

(% A few weeks later a colored man, who had been mis- .

[y |
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taken for a slave, was released from that jil. He came
to us telling of the suffering the prisoners endured, having
no bed but a pile of flithy straw ‘in their cells; and that
Calvin requested him to see his friends, and tell us he
must perish unless a quilt and flannel underclothing were
furnished him; and he also needed a little pocket money.
No one dared to take these articles to him, for only two
weeks previously a man by the pame of Conklin had
brought the wife and four children of an escaped slave
into Indiana, and was captured in the night. All were
taken to the river, and the poor woman and her children
returned to their owner, without her meeting the husband
and father, who had sent for them. Conklin was bound
* with ropes and thrown into the river, where he was found a
few days after. Four weeks before Williams, from Massa-
chusetts, followed two little mulatto girls who were stolen
from their free-born parents by a peddler, and found them
near Baltimore, Maryland. As soon as his errand was
made known a band of ruffians lynched him.
_ These two cases of murder, without the semblance of
_ law, had. produced much excitement in the North, and
now the Fairbanks case was increasing the exaspemtion
of the South.  But here was & suffering brother in prison.
O A few days of earnest prayer determined me to go to
Louisville jail with a trunk of bed clothes and under flan-
nels. I Jooked for strong opposition from my friends, but
10’ my Surprise when I proposed the plan to my friends
" Levi and Catherine Coffin, they favored my project. Cath-
erine did her full share in furnishing a trunk, a-thick
comfortable and pillow ; .others soon brought a change of
flannels; and as. Levi met friends and made known my
_ projegk- ‘ef poing to Louisville, the mitdh were brought to
. <22 -'the amount of fourteen dollars for Calvin, and enough to
-bear my expenses. Levi saw Captain Barker, who pos-
sessed an interest in the line of”paekets -funning to Louis-
ville, and he-offered”half fare, and promlsed to send for
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. me intime for the Ben Franklin, No. 2, to leave for Louis- ‘

ville the next day at 2 P. M.

Dr. Brisbane, on returning from an absence of a few
days, told Levi not to allow so rash a move, and said that
I must not go to Louisville in.this excitement, for it was
dangerous in the extreme; and he .referred to Conklin’s
fate, that was just as likely to be mine. This so discour-
aged Levi, that he said, “It may be we have -been too
fast in giving thee words of encouragement.” My reply
was, I find no geographical lines drawn by our Savior in
visiting the sick and in prison.”

Here was a suffering brother, who had fallen among
thieves, and I felt it my duty to go to his relief. There
seemed also a clear answer to prayer that I should be pro-

. tected; and if time would allow me to call on Dr. Brisbane

before I left for the boat, I would do so, as I desired to
see him. '

«If thou art going, I advise thee not to call on the
doctor, as I know how he feels about thy going, and all
thy reasons will not satisfy him in the least.”

I told him if the doctor or any one else would go, I
should feel easy to give it up, but otherwise I could not.

During this conversation Melancthon Henry came in,
as he said, “with his mite” of threc silver dollars for
brother Fairbanks. He said, ‘““You are going into the
lion’s den, and my prayer is that you may be as wise as a
serpent and harmless as a dove. I know the venom of

the serpent is there in power, but God will give his chil--

dren the wisdom without the poison.” Melancthon was a -
son of Patrick Henry, who had emancipated him with his
slave mother. He was a member of the Wesleyan Meth-
odist Church, to which I was at that time attached.
Soon after Captain Barker sent for me, and told me to
refer Colonel Buckner to him in presenting my note of
introduction, as he was favorably acquainted with the col-
onel, and he should mention me as one of his friends.
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Arrived at Louisville ab:)ut day-dawn, I took a hack,
and ordered the hackman to place the trunk on the porch
of the front entrance of the jailor’s residence. As the col-
onel’s wife answered the door-bell, I inquired for €Colonel
Buckner. She stepped back to call him, when in an un-
dertone I heard, “Who is it?” “I don’t know; she
came in the hack and is genteelly dressed, and I think
came from the boat.” g

He ““genteelly” met me, took Captain Barker’s letter
of introduction, and then introduced me to his wifec and
daughter, and to his wife’s sister from Boston, who was
there on-a visit with her daughter, making quite a lively
social circle. My errand was immediately made known,
and the colonel excused himself for overhauling the trunk
to take its contents to Calvin at.lce, as it was in the line
of ‘his duty as keeper of the prison to examine every thing
brought in for prisoners; not that he expecbed to find any-
thing improper for Fairbanks to receive. I told him I
designed returning to Cincinnati on the same boat I came
on, and it was going out at 4 P. M.

“Why go so soon?” he asked.

I replied, “ My errand here is accomplished, when I
sce that these things are delivered to Calvin Fairbanks;
and as I have a little pocket change, sent by his friends in
Cincinnati, I would like to see Calvin, as I shall write his
mother after my return.”

“I will see if the sheriff thinks it best. There was
a great excitement in the city when Fairbanks was arrested
and brought here, and Shotwell the injured mian who lost
his servant Tamor and her, child, is very much enraged,
and being a man of wealth and mﬁuence here, I dare not
take you in to see Fairbanks'on my own responsibility ;
but I’ll see the sheriff, and lf he says you can see him it
is all right.”

'With a little note from me he took the trunk of things
to Calvin, and brought back a receipt. - As he handed it
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to me he said, “I suppose ybu will recognize his hand-
writing, so you’ll know it’s from him?”
I replied that I had seen a note of his writing, but

was not familiarly acquainted with it, but was perfectly

satisfied with the receipt.

He said he had been to see the sberlﬂ', but he was ab-
sent, and would not return for two or: three days, *and I
think you had better wait,” he continued, ‘‘and see him,
as you can remain with us; it shall not cost you a cent.”

I told him my friends in Cincinnati would be. at the
wharf to meet me the following morning; and as I had
nothing further to accomplish, being satisfied that the
things and money had been received by Calvin Fairbanks,
I felt free to return.” But he urged still harder.

“It will be too bad for you to return without seeing
him, as you are the only friend that has called to see him
since he has been here; and I know he wants to see you,
for he asked if you were not coming in to see him, and I
told him I was waiting to see the sheriff; and I think you
had better wait till the boat makes another trip, as your
stay here is as free as air, and we would like you to stop
over;.then you can see the sheriff, and I reckon he will
not object to your going in to see Fairbanks, and yet I
dare not take you in without his approval.” :

I at length consented. They were all very polite, and
I rested as sweetly that night as if in my own room at
Levi Coffin’s, or in my own Michigan home. The next
day the colonel was very free to talk of the false ideas of
Northern people about slavery; spoke of Elizabeth Mar-
garet Chandler’s work on slavery, that I took from their
center table; said his wife’s Boston friends sent it her, but
‘it was nothing but a pack of lies.”

I told him that she lived and died neighbor to me,
and I esteemed her as a noble woman.

“ But she never lived in the South, and had no right

" to judge of their condition without the knowledge of it.”



A SECRET AGENT. 145

I was introduced to & young man who he said had been ;
suffering a few days’ imprisonment under false charges, but
on the examination, had that day, was found not guilty.
As the family withdrew from the parlor, this young man
seemed very anxious to deliver a secret message from Fair-
banks to me; he said he had made a confidant of him, and
told him to request me to see to forwarding Tamor’s trunk
of valuable clothing to a place of safety. He then told me

. the mark on the trunk, and the place in Louisville where

it was waiting to be forvarded. I said that T had told the
colonel I had no idea of Tamor’s whereabouts, as I had
supposed she was taken with Fairbanks until informed to
the contrary; and that I had no business here whatever,
aside from bringing a few articles for his present. relief.
After being absent awhile, he returned with a note pur-
porting to be from Calvin, inquiring whether I had made
the acquaintance of persons therein named. I told the

_ bearer I had not, and if he saw Calvin he could tell him

so. - He urged me to send Fairbanks a mnote, as the colonel

or any one else should know nothing of it; but I refused,

becoming satisfied that he was more of a dispatch-bearer
for the colonel than for Calvin Fairbanks. I learned after-
wards -that this was true, and that he was released for the
purpose of getting hold of additional evidence with which
to convict him, and perhaps convict myself also.

In the evening a gentleman of their city made a call
on the famlly, and to him I was introduced. He spent an
hour or two in conversation with myself and the others.
The jailer, Colonel Buckner, told me just before I left that
their city papers—Louisville Courier and Louisville Com-
mercial—inserted a notice to. the effect that < Delia Web-
ster, from Cincinnati, is here, and is quartered for a few
days in the city.” This little notice created much excite-
ment ; and as the gentleman alluded to knew Delia- Web-
ster personally, the colonel brought him in to make my
acquaintance and report accordingly. - As he passed out

13 -
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" of the parlor, he told the colonel he mlght rest assured
* that lady was not Delia Webster, and they had noth-

ing to fear from this Cincinnati lady, and Le  should

et the editors right. All this excitement was carefully

kept from me, as they wished to keep me as long as they
possibly could, hoping to glean some additional evidence
against Fairbanks, although the jailer told me they had
sufficient evidence to convict Fairbanks for a term of
twenty-five or thirty years at least, as this was the second
offense, and he .had no doubt but that he had been guilty
of many others. The papers next day came out with a
correction, ‘‘that it was not Delia Webster, but Mrs.
Haviland, from Cincinnati; and, as abolitionists generally -
went in pairs, she had better keep a lookout, or she, too,
would find an apartment in Colon¢l Buckner’s castle.”

Delia Webster was. arregted near the time of Calvin
Fairbanks’s first arrest, and for the same offense, and sen-
tenced to the same penitentiary, but in six weeks was
pardoned.

The colonel was disposed to spend much time in dis-
cussing the merits, or rather demerits, of abolition princi-
Ples, Whlch seemed to be a new theme for this Methodist

. classleader and Jmlor He said :-

-« T want to convince you that you abolitioners are all
wrong, for you go against colenization, and you can’t
deny it; and if there was ever a heaven-born institution

it is colonization.”

Do you claim that God has conferred the prerogative

“ to a man or set of men to draw a line, and say to you or

» £ You shall go the other side of that line, never to
retum P
O no, that is a different thing.. We belong to a dif-
ferént race.” :
- ¢ Whatever pnvnlege you claim for yourself orI cla\m
for myself, I tlaim for every other human being in the
universe, of whatever nation' or color. If the colored
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people choose to go to Africa I have no word to say against
their removal; it is their right and their privilege to go.
And if they wish to go to any other part of our world
they bave the same right with ‘me to go.”

O no, not to Canada; for you bave no idea of the
trouble it makes us. We expend thousands of dollars in
preventing our slaves from going there.”

. That is the defect in your policy. It is the existence
of your system of slavery that mskes you all this trouble.”
\“As I told you of Miss CHandler, so it is with you,
because you never lived in a slave State, and know noth-
ing of their contented and bappy condition. They have
no care; if they are sick the doctor is sent for, and they
are as tenderly cared for as our own children, and their
doctor’s bills are paid. I know if you would live here a
few months you’d see these things very differently. You
would see our slaves marching out to their work, singing
their songs and hymus as merrily as if they’d never had a
" troubled thought in their heads. Here’s my wife, born
and raised in Massachusetts, and now she thinks as much of
our institution of slavery as any of us who are raised here.”

“If your slaves are so happy and contented, why do-
they make you so much trouble in their effortgto. reach
Canada ?” )

0, there’s free niggers enough to be stirring up the
devil in their heads; for their notions are not fit to mingle
with our servants. And there’s the good the colonization
of these free negroes is doing. I know of one man that
manumitted two of his slaves on purpose to have them go
to Africa as missionaries; and there is the design of Prov- -
* idence in bringing those heathen negroes here to learn the
Gospel plan by Christ, to save the dark and benighted
heathen of their own country.” We have reports from the
two missionaffes that I told you were set free for that
object, and their master sent them off to schdél a year or
more to fit them for their work.” : : ’

0
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“But why not give them all an opportunity of educa-
cation, to enable them to read the Bible and books and
papers. That would improve the race at home; and in-
stead of sending them off, as you say, they would be
preachers here among their people.”

“I tell you that would 0t amount to any thing, as
there are but few that can learn any thing but work, and
that they are made for. Their thick skulls show that they
can’t learn books; and if you knew as much about them
as I do you’d see it too, but you are such an abolitioner
you won’t see it.”

I told him I had seen colored people in the North who
were well educated and intelligent.

4O yes, there are a few who can learn, but I speak
of the race. They are different from us, you know. Not
only their skin is black and hair curled and noses flat, but
they stink so.”

¢ But here is your house-servant, Mary, preparing your
meals, setting in order your parlor and private rooms, and
waiting on the persons of your wife and daughter—and her
hair is as short and skin as black .and nose as flat as any
you’ll find; and yet this disagreeable smell only troubles you
in connection with the principle of freedom and liberty.”

““You are such an abolitioner there’s no doing any thing
with you,” he rejoined, and left the room.

“He soon returned, and said:

¢ There’s another thing I want to talk with you abont
and that is amalgamation. If you carry out your princi-
ples, your children would intermarry with negroes; and
how would you feel to see your daughter marry a great
black buck nigger?”

*That is the least of my troubles in this lower world,”
said I. ““But as far as amalgamation is concerned, you
have twenty cases of amalgamation in the South to one
in the North. I say this fearless of contradiction; it
is a fruitful product of slavery. There are hundreds of



THE BIBLE AGAINST SLAVERY. 149

slaves held as property by their own fathers. You’ll find
it wherever slavery exists.  You find it here in your own
city, Louisville.”

Giving a shmg of his shoulders, he replied, ““I will
acknowledge this is a sorrowful fact that can not be
denied.”

This ended his talk on that subject.

After supper we were all enjoying a social chat before
a blazing grate in the dining-room, and I was sitting near
the kitchen door, that was ajar, where were their slaves in
hearing. In their presence I had avoided answering some
of his questions, but now a question was put within their
hearing, which scemed to demand a square reply, and
I gave it.

“I would like to know, Mrs. Haviland, where you abo-
litioners get your principles of equal rights. I’d like to
know where you find them.”

“We find them between the lids of the Bible. God
created man in his own image—in his own likeness. From
a single pair sprang all the inhabitants of the whole earth.
God created of one blood all the nations that dwell upoun the
whole earth; and when the Savior left his abode with the
Father, to dwell a season upon our earthly ball, to suffer
and die the ignominious death of the cross, he shed his
precious blood for the whole human family, irrrespective of
nation or color. We believe all are alike objects of re- .
deeming love. We believe our Heavenly Father gave the
power of choice to beings he created for his own glory;
and this power to choose or refuse good or evil is a truth
co-existent with man’s creation. This, at least, is my firm
~ conviction.”

No reply was made, but at"his suggestion, we repalrod

to the parlor, where other conversation was mtrodueed but - -

no reference made,to Bible arguments.
During the time of waiting to see the sheriff the jail-
ers’s wife frequently spent an hour or twe in social con-
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versation. She said they never bought or scld a slave but
at the earnest solicitation of the slave.

“QOur black Mary was one of the most pitiable obJects
you ever saw. She was treated shamefully, and was put
here in jail, where she lay three months, and was so sick
and thin there would n’t any body buy her. I felt so sorry
for her I used to take her something she could eat, and I
had her clothes changed and washed, or I reckon.. she
would bave died. She begged me to" buy her, and I told
Mr. Buckner that if she was treated half decent I be-
lieved she would get well. So I bought her and paid only
four hundred dollars; and now you see she looks hale and
hearty, and I wouldn’t take double that for her. But
there is poor black Sally, just four weeks ago to-day she
was sold to go down the river in a gang; and I never saw
any poor thing so near crazy as she was. She was sold
away from her seven childrex. As I heard her screams I
threw my bonnet and shawl on and followed her to the river,
and she threw herself down on her face and poured out her
whole soul to Geod to relieve her great distress, and save
her poor children. Oh how she cried and prayed. I tell
you no heart, not made of stone, could witness that scene
and not melt.. Many shed tears over poor Sally’s prayer.
A man standing by went to the trader and bought her, and
went and told her that he lived only eight miles away, and
had bought her, and she should come and see her children
occasionally. She thanked him as he helped her to stand
up, for she seemed weak. But in just two weeks from

- that day she died, and the doctors examined her, and said

she died of a broken heart. They said there was no dis-
ease about her, but that she seemed to sink from that day,
growing weaker and weaker until she died. That was just
two weeks ago to-day.

Her eyes frequently filled with tears as she related this
gad incident, and yet she could cheerfully say, <“Oh, Mrs.

. Haviland, go with me into the kitchen to see my nigger
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baby.” As we entered the kitchen there stood the mother
by her fat, laughing baby, bolstered up in his rude cradle
of rough boards. ‘“There, isn’t that a fine boy? he’s
worth one hundred dollars. I could get that to-day for
him, and he’s only eight months old; isn’t he bright?”

‘“ He is certainly a bright little fellow.”

As I looked at the mother I saw the downcast look,
and noticed the sigh that escaped a heavy heart, as she lis-
tened to the claim and price set upon her little darling.
It’s mother, Mary, was ebony black, her child was a light
mulatto, which was in keeping with the story of abuse to
which she was compelled to submit, or else lay in jail.

During the afternoon of Friday a Mr. Adams, from
South Carolina, came'to recognize and take his slave Jack.
Said the colonel: ‘“ He was decoyed by an abolitioner, and
now you can se¢ what your principles lead to. There’s
Jack in the yard” (pointing toward the man).”** His master’
has just been in jail with me and talked with Jack, and I let
him out, and be’s going around town with him to see if he
can get his eye on the rogue that enticed him away. You
see he’s a great, stout, smart-looking fellow, and the rascal
got sight at him, and saw him alone, and asked him if he -
would n’t like to be free, and be his own master. He said he
would. ‘Then meet me at eleven o'clock by that big
tree near the road yonder, and I'll" take you with me to
Canada, where you’ll be a free man.’ Jack met him at
the place appointed, and they went on till daylight, then
hid till night, and traveled on. ‘Now,’ said this aboli-
tioner, “if you will let me sell you in this little town
ahead, I'll be around here till near night, then I'll go on
to the next tavern (or I’ll tell them so), but I’ll stop in a
little wood this side, and wait for you till eleven or twelve
o’clock, and you can -meet me, and I’ll give you half I get
* for you, then we’ll travel all night again, when we’ll be
out of reach of their hunting for you. Then we can travel by

day-time, as you can call me masfer, and I'll call you my

/
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body-servant.’ Jack was now fairly in his hands, and did
as_he direeted. As he had divided -the money with Jack
he had confidence in this mean fellow, and thought he
would take hitn on to Canada. He met him according to
the plan, and, after trgveling all night agaid, ‘another

“proposition was made to sell him again, and he would again. °

divide and give him half, which now amounted to a large
sum for Jack: But this was not the end of sales; for
he played the same game .over and "over, until they
reached this city, when Jack was caught and put in jail.
After he’d been here three days he told me all abeut it,
and T took the money and wrote to Mr. Adams to come -
and get him. By the time that abolitioner got here he had
sold Jack seven times, and divided with him every time.
So, you see, that is just the fruit of your principles.”

I patiently waited until he finished his sbory, with its

charges, when it was my time.

' Colonel Buckner, I do not acknowledge this to be .
the work of an abolitionist, This was a selfish, unprin-
cipled man; he was making himself rich, and probably
was taking Jack down the river, and would have kept on
gelling him, and dividing, until he would have sold him
for the last time, and then have taken. from Jack all the
money he had given him from these clandestine sales, I :
have no word.of sanction to give to work like” this; I
should say his place-was here in jail instead of Jack. If
Jack had come to us hungry and naked, we should- have
fed and clothed him; and if sick with fatigue and,, foot-
sore, we should have given him a ride toward Canada, if

. he wished to go there; but as for this man, I will not own

him as.an abolitionist. T repudlate liis work altogether.”
“Oh, yes, he told Jack he was an abolitioner.”
“Then he was a hypocrite. I want to sugse
for you to consider. Perhaps a fine appearingémian comes
into your city, attends your Methodist mettings, and calls

himself a Methodist. He speaks well in your class meet-
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ings, speaks, prays, and sings in your prayer-meetings, and
you become very favorably impressed with him as a Chris-
tian. He engages, perhaps, as clerk or bookkeeper in one
of your large business houses across the street, and during
~ three or six months appears so candid and punctual in all
business transactiors, that they confide to his care impor-
tant business. But the opportunity arrives when he takes
a,dvantage of this confidence, and forges a draft of $3,000,
and it is cashed, and he is off, never to be heard from again.
Now as you learn of this dark deed, you have no idea of
acknowledging that man as a Christian brother, have you?”

¢“Oh, no, certainly not; we expect and know there are
. hypocrites.”

““8o do we expect hypocrites in our abolition ranks;
but becal'xse of counterfeit money we would not reject the
true coin.”

In the evening I was introduced to M. Adams, of South
Carolina, with whom we all scemed to enjoy free and easy
conversation. He was quite pleased to find his servant
Jack, and a secret thought stole over me that he was also
pleased to get with him two or three times his.value in gold.

Sabbath morning Ben Franklin No. 2 packet came in,
and I prepared to go to the boat, as the jailor said the
sheriff had not yet returned from the country.. Said the
jailor:

“I don’t like to have you leave without seeing Fair-
banks, as you are the only friend who has called on him.
I have a great mind to assume the responsibility of just tak-
ing you into the jail a few minutes before you go.”

“I would thank you very kindly,” I said, *“ if you think
it prudent but if not, I shall not urge you'in the least.”

f‘I reckon there can be no harm done. Come on, we’ll
go,” and I followed him'into the jail, and he called for
Fairbanks.

I met him under clrcumstances that had caused such
bitter prejudices against him that there was no shadow of

\
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probability that any thing like justice would be shown him.

Besides, there were forty sad faces before me, of persons
who, the jailer told me, had committed no crime, but were
placed there for safe keeping, as they had been purchased in
different places for the loaver market. A gang was being -
prepared by a trader, and these were all shades, from, the
ebowry bla.ck to those with fair skin, straight hair, and blue’
eyes, \ wnth hardly a vestige of African descent. With this
scene before ‘me, I could not restrain tears, neither were
Calvin’s eyes dry. As he held my hand in both of his, he

said :
“Let us keep good courage. . I think I shall be released

after my trial. I want you fto see my lawyer, Mr. Thrus-
ton; _he says he will take my case througk for six hundred
dollars.” " . ¢
I told him I had no power to mdemmfy alawyer. And *

after I received his note urging me to sec him, I sent a note L
back by the keeper to that effect. o

““But if you can see him, he may fall in his price two
hundred or three hundred dollars. Do n't leave w.ithoutu :
seeing him.” -

I told him I \\ould have seen him if he had been in
town on receiving his note, and yet I could see no import-
ant benefit in securing an interyiew with. the lawyer, as

~ his figures, unless greatly reduced were beyond our reach

in Cincinnati.

"¢ Perhaps he may reduce them if you see him.”

With these beseeching words, with” tearful eyes that
brought tears to the eyes of the eolonel as well, the colo-
nel said at once:
~ “I think yow ouf'ht to oomply with Fairbanks’s request
and stay oyer one more trip. You can stop with us and
be welcome. If you choose to call on-Dr. Field, as Fair-
banks has suggested, you can do so;. but I reckon it’s your

" duty to see his lawyer.”

Dr. F’eld was a practical sbohtaomst. Like Dr. Bris-

»
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bane and James G. Birney, it emancipated his own slaves,
and left Louisville on account of slavery, and made a home
in Jeffersonville,on the Indiana side of the river.

As it was now ten minutés, double the time sugg%ted
by the jailer while we were on our way to the jail,'I turned .
$0the keeper, and“told him as my interview was prolonged
. beyond its limit, I would go; and oii taking leave of Cal-
vin he pointed to four men standing a few feet from him,
- and said, *“ Do you know those men?” ." S
' I looked up and nodded to them a recognition. They
were fugitives who had been recaptured by virtue of the
- fugitive slave law passed in 1850, some of whom had made
“ their escape from slavery many years before. One, whose
name was Baker, with whom I was.well acquainted, had "
hair straighter- and skin fairer than very many of our
Anglo-Saxon race. These four answered ‘to the nod, smil-
ing through their tears. .- They had enjoyed a taste of free-
, dom, and now were-to be hurled back to a dark life of
bondiige more bitter to them than ever before. But not a
word could I utter to them. = The slight’ bow, as I was
turning away, was all; and yet that was sufficient to set
on fire a world of iniquity in the four officers.in front of
.the iron grates through ‘which we conveérsed with Calvin
" Fairbauks. These nﬁ‘icers beckoned to the jailer as we
_ were passing through to the outer gate, and upon his open-
-mg-lt ke said, “Will you please pass through the nrd
into‘our apartmests alone?”
- “Certainly,” I responded; and turning to me, he re-
marked, ¢ Those officers beckoned to see me a moment.”
I drew my arm from his, that he had so pohtely ten-
"dered in going to and from Calvin. In passm«r through
the yard I met their slave man,- -who sald in'a low tone,
“ Did you see Fairbanks?" | :
-T answered, in & like tone, «T did.”
“ Glory!” he cried, just loud enough for me to hear
Near the door I was met by Mary, who said but little
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_above a whnsper “Did you see hxm"” AsI gave a nod,

she said, *Good, good!” clapping her hands for j Joy-
I waited in the parlor for the return of the jailer, as

~he had said he would go to the river with me. He soon

came in, pale and trembling with excitement. ,
¢ Mrs. Haviland, those officers are all boiling over with
excitement. They wanted to know if I did n’t see how
just the sight of you was like an electric shock all over
that crowd of slaves. *¢Did n’t you see those four runa-
ways cry at the sight of her? said one of the officers. I
told them my attention was all taken up with your con-
versation with Fairbanks, and noticed nothing of others.
They say it is very evident that you are a dangerous per-
son, ahd deserve to be here in this jail just as much as
Fairbanks, and they are for arresting you at once; and I
do n’t know, Mrs. Haviland, that it will be in my: power

“to protect you. There have been threats in the papers

every day since you’ve been here; and Shotwell has had.
his officers out hunting in every hotel for you; but we
have kept it carefully from the public that you were with

me, until now these officers are determined to arrest you.”

Said I: ¢ Colonel Buckner, should your officers come
in this moment I have nothing to fear. The God of
Daniel is here at this hour. Should I be arrested, you
would n’t keep me in your jail three days I have no more
fear than if I were in my own room in Cincinnati.”

His trembling voice became quiet; and more calmly
he said:

“Well, itisa glonous thing to feel hke you do; but

‘T reckon you’d better go over the river to Dr. Field’s,

and when Mr. Thruston comes into the city I’ll send him

1 not be safe. There is
this morning & great excitement jall over town about you.
So one of the officers told me. But I'll go to the river
-with you right soon.”

~over to see you. I advise you n?ﬂto set foot on the Ken-




VISIT TO DR. FIELD. 157

We started for the door, when he halted: “I don't
thivk I had better go with you now, as these officers may
come out and make trouble, and I reckon you'd be safer

albne.”
'~ “Very well, I have no hesitancy whatever in going
alone;” and I bade him ‘ good-bye.”

As I was opening the door he reached his hand to re-
turn the *“ Good-bye—God bless you!” and I left the jail
and jailer.

I passed a large hotel, thh perhaps fifteen or Awenty
men standing on the sidewalk in front. ~ Alll scemed in a

perfect buzz of excitement. When I saw this company’

of men, the first thought was to pass over on the other side.
« But I will neither turn to the right nor the left, but pass
through their midst,” was an impression that I followed ;
and so busily engaged were they in their excited conver-
sation that they hardly looked to see the little passer-by,
the subject of their thoughts and words. Said one:

"¢ Great excitement in town to-day.”

“Xes, sir; you can see a group of men at every street
corner.”

I smiled to myself, as I thought, ** thtle do you think thus
is the little old woman you are troubling yourselves over.”

1 soon was in Jeffersonville mquiring for Dr. Field’s
residence, and was shown the house across the street, and
upon its front porch stood a little group—the doctor and

family, with two ministers—watching me; and as I opened -

. the gate and inquired if this was Dr. Field's residence:
~ «“Yes, Iam the Jason,” said the doctor. *We 've been
looking for you, Mrs. Haviland, every day since you 've
been in Louisville.”

This was an unexpected salutation, and I felt at home
again as I clasped their warm hands of friendship.

“How is it that you have knowledge of me?”

“Just walk in, and Il show you the papers; haven’t
you seen them ?* ' ’
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I told him I bad not, and knew nothing of it until
just as I was'leaving; the jailer-told me there had been
threats in the daily papers to arrest me. When I read
these little scurrilous articles, calculated to inflame an al-
ready inflamed public, I wondered, as well as the doctor,

- that they had not found my whereabouts and made trouble.

I hoped my Cincinnati friends had not seen this, as I had
written them the reason of my delay, and sent the letter
by the same boat that brought me to Louisville. - I enjoyed
sweet rest with these Christian friends, and attended with
them their afternocon meeting. The minister who preached

_was as earnest an abolitionist as the doctor, and brother

Proctor preached as radical an abolition sermon as I ever
listened to; it seemed like an oasis in a desert.

The day following I sent a note to Lawyer Thruston’s
office, and received in reply the statement that his illness
had prevented his leaving his room during two weeks past,
and urged me to come and see him without delay, and he

_ would stand between me and all harm. The doetor said,

as he was a lawyer of influence in their city; he advised
me to go; and as it was snowing a little, he gave me an
umbrella, with which I might screen myself while passing
the jail, as well as be sheltered from the snow. I found
the lawyer very affable in his manners, and he said they
would do the best they could for Fairbanks, and we might
pay what we could. I returned without difficulty to our
“‘Jaso;i.”

I wrote a little article under the caption of ¢ Correc-
tion,” and sent it to both the Commercial and Louisville
Courier. It was inserted, with the following editorial note:

¢ Notwithstanding the pretended laudability of her er-
rand to our city, we are still satisfied it was out of no good

" motive, as birds of a feather will flock together.”

Most .assuredly I was thankful to see the return of
*Ben Franklin, No. 2,” which took me from that nest of

~ unclean birds to those of more congenial and harmless
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habits. My anxious friends in Clincinnati had not received
either of my letters, and had read only these threatening
cards in the Cincinpati Commercial, copied from Louisville
dailies, that caused great anxiety. I sent a letter by both
trips that this boat made during the week I was in Louis-
ville, and Colonel Buckner took both and said he would
sec them delivered at the boat.

- 'While on the boat a gentleman and his' wife among:

the passengers were returning to their Eastern home, with
whom I formed a ‘pleasant acquaintance. Among other
topics of discussion was the value of hygiene and hydro-
pathy, in which a Louisville physician joined, narrating
his observations of the system during a-practice of fifteen
" years in Louisville. As he secemed to be an intelligent
and sotial gentleman, we all seemed to enjoy our new
acquaintances. I remarked to him that there seemed to
exist quite an excitement in his city during the week past,
over an old lady who took a few articles of under-clothes
and a quilt or two to Fairbanks.

¢, yes; were you in the city ?”

I was, and was surpnsed at the excitement produced
by her presence.” -

““Well, I suppose Shotwell did make a great stir over
his loss'of a house-servant. I understand he spent three
hundred dollars in his effort to find that woman, as he
thought she knew. where his sla\e was. . I have forgotten
her name.”

*Mrs. Haviland, from memnatn was the one threat-
ened in your dailies,” 1 replied. - :

“Oh, yes, that was the name. " T heard you say you are
gomg to Cincinnati; do you know any thm« of that lady ?”

‘1 .do; I have been acquainted with her from child-
hood.” .

- “You have! \Vhatsort of a lady is she?” .

“Well, if you should: see her, you wouldu’t think it

worth while to raise all this breeze over ber, or any. thing
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she could do. B8heis a little, insignificant looking woman,
anyhow; and yet I think she is conscientious in what
she does.”

“There wouldn't have been such a stir but for Mr.
Shotwell, who felt himself wronged in the loss of his house
servant” :

“But he is_considered one of your most influential citi- "
zens, I am told.”

“Yes, madam; I reckon we’ll have to excuse hnn, for
he is quite nervous and angry over Fairbanks.”

After quite a)lenvthy conversation on this subject, my
new lady friend, to whom I had related a portnon of my
‘Louisville experience, was waiting for an opportunity to
put a joke on the Louisville doctor, and called me by
“name. At this the astonished doctor said:

«T reckon this is not Mrs. Haviland, is it?”

“That is the name by which I am called.” ‘o

“Is this indeed the lady we’ve been talking about
and of whose appearance you gave such a brilliant
description?” And he laughed heartily. < Well, well,
Mrs. Haviland, don’t judge our city by this little ﬂurry of
excitement; for we have good, substantial people in our
town, and I hope youw'll visit our city again sometime, and
you’ll find it’s true. I reckon if those excited men had

~ arrested you, there would have rallied to your aid a differ-

ent class of men; for your errand was perfectly proper,
and you would have been borne out in it, too, by the more
sensible people of our city.”

But my Cincinnati friends were not so confident of my
safety. Said Levi Coffin, as I met him, “Dr. Brisbane -
has ‘said it was most likely that we should find thee in
prison; and our friend, James G. Birney, is also very

- much discouraged, and said he was sorry thou went at this

time of excitement, of both North and South, over the :

. lynching of Williams near Baltimore, the binding of Couklin

aid throwing him into the river, and now the illegal capture
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of Calvin Fairbanks in Indiana, and taking him over into
Kentucky and lodging him in jail there. But ¢hey have

no regard or respect for law. As we knew all this, we

Lave all boen exceedingly anxious. for thy safety.”

It was a season of rejoicing with us all that our suf-
fering brother in prison had received- present relief; and
no threats were put in execution in regard to myself. I
realized an answer to prayer before I left for that prison,
and not a moment while in Louisville did I in the least
doubt the keeping powér to be stronger thamsthe power of
(darkness. Our friend, James G. Birncy, being feeble .in
"health, sent for me to spend a day in his family; and a
rich feast I enjoyed in listening to the cxperience of that

noble Christian man, W, orthy was he to have presided

over our nation. ’
"Excitement does not cease, though the base is c]xangcd

Tidings came to us that fourteen newly-arrived fugitives

were houm in the basement of Zion Baptist Church. I

repaired at once to see what was neceded for their journey,

and found a very sick babe, two months old. The mother
said it was very sick before they left, and she did not
expect: it to live, but-their arrangements were made to go
for freedom, and she would rather bury her child on the
way than to stay behind till it left her. . It died that
night, and they were provided with a respcctablc coffin, and
the company, with others, formed a funcral procession to
the buryingground. After the buria] the thirteen fugi-
tives were taken to the Quaker settlement, twenty-ﬁve
miles distant, and from thence were forwarded to Canada.
The colored members of our vigilance committee. informed
me that an infant died in that basement once before, and
they. took up a part of the floor and buried the child in
the grave prepared for it, to avoid suspicion; for its par:
euts were the slaves of a wealthy Kentuckian, who was
making great efforts to capture. the family.
14
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CuaPTER VII.

CHRISTIAN AND EDUCATIONAL WORK.’

VERY many incidents of interest we must pass over;
but, suffice to say, there was seldom a week passed with-
out a slave or slaves leaving a boat or otherwise crossing
the river in quest of freedom.

I met on the street a sister White, who was much dis-
tressed about her son, who was almost gone with comsump-
tion, and yet was unwilling to see any minister or religious
person, to say any thing to him about a preparation for

. the chamge. ‘Do, plcase, go with me now to see my

dying son Harvey. May be he’ll listen to you.”

I went to her house, and found him too weak to talk
much. The mother introduced me as her friend who had
called on her. I took his emaciated hand, and said, ““I

" see you are very low and weak, and I do not wish to

worry you with talking, but you have but little hope of
bemg restored to health I should judge from your appear-

s ance.”

He turned his head on his pillow as he said, I can
never be any better—I can’t live.”

““ Then your mind has been turned wwax'd the future,
and may the enlightening influence of the Holy Spirit lead
you to the Gréat Physician of souls, who knows every de-
sire of the heart, and is able to save to the uttermost, even
gt the eleventh hour.” I saw the starting tear as he looked
earnestly at me, while I was still holding his feverish hand
in mine.  “ Will it be too much for you, in your weak
condition, if I should read to youa few of the words of
our Lord and Savior ¥’

O no, I'd like to hear you,”
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T opened to John xiv; and upon reading a few verses
I saw that the impression made was deepening, and asked
if it would worry him too much if I should spend a few
moments in prayer.

* 0 v, I'd like to bear you pray.”

Placing my hand on his forehead, I implored divine nid
in leading this precious soul to the cleavsing fountain, and
that his faith might increase, and in its exercise be ena-
bled w secure the pearl of great price.

As I arose from his bedside, he reached sut both hands
for mive, and said, ¢ I want you to come to-morrow. % He
wept freely; and I left with the burden of that precious
soul upon my heart.

The muther and sister, who were hoth professors of
religion, stood near the door weeping for joy over the con-
seut of the dear son and brother to listen to the few words
of reading and prayer.

The day foilowing I met the sick man again, and as
soon as I entered his mother's room she said, O, how
thankful we are to God for this visit to my poor boy! He
seems in almest constant prayer for mercy. Early this
morning he spoke of your coming to-lay.”

As 1 entered his room he threw up both hands, saying,
“God will have merey on poor me, won't he?”,

“ Most certainly,” I responded ; ¢ his word is nigh thee,

>even in thy beart, and in thy mouth.”

¢ Do pray for me,” he requested. '

I read a few wcrds from the Bible, and followed with
prayer, in which be joined with a few ejaculations. I Jeft
him much more hopeful than on the previous day.

The next morning his sister came for me in great haste,
saying, * Brother Harvey wants to sce you, quick.”

It was pot yet sunrise; but I hastened to’ cbey the
message, as I supposed he was dying. Not a word passed:
between us until we reached her brother’s room. Upon
opening his door he exclaimed, * Glory, glory to God,

’

——— -
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% Mrs. Haviland! Come to me quick, I want to kiss you;
for God brought me out of darkness this morning about
the break of day. O halleluyjah! Glory to Jesus' He
shed his blood for poor me;.and [ shouted louder than I -
could talk for a good many days. O, how I wish [ had
strength to tell every body that I am happier in one min-
ute than I ever knew in all my life put together!”

- He became quite exhausted in shouting and talking,-
and T advised him to rest now in the arms of the beloved
Savior. -

“Yes, I am in his arms. Glory to his name for what
he has done for me! I want you tu see my cousin George;
he is sick, and not able to come to sce me to-day.”

I told him I would within a few days, and left him,
) : with his cup of salvation overflowing.

RS About two hours before he died he looked at his
: mother, smiling, and said, * There’s Mary; don’t you see
; her, standing at the foot of my bed ?”

¢ No, my son, mother do n't see her.”

. 4«0, how beautiful she looks! It scems as if you must
P sce her,” and he looked very earnestly at the object.

“There, she s gone now.” . Fifteen minutes before he
. breathed his last he said, * Here she is agam, and so
. beautiful! Mother, can’t you see her?”

P ¢ No, son, I can *t sce her.” ‘ :
v . ¢« Beautiful, beautiful she is. There, she’s gone again.”
CT Just as the soul took its flight, he upraised both hands,

c . with a smile, and said, ** Here she is, with two angels with
v/ her. They've come for me;” and the hands dropped
/% - as the breath left hlm, with the smile remmea, on his

!
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The sister Mary, that died a number of years previ-
¢ ously, was about four years old; and his mother téld me
AT she had not heard her name mentioned in- the family for

. " months before Harvey's death.
l\ly time v fully occupied in caring for the sick and
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dying, as cholera had become very prevalent and fatal.

" Among the many who died with that disease were Levi

and Catherine Coffin’s daughter Anna, abéut ten years of
age, and a lady, the mother of three children, whose dying
request was that I should take charge of her children until
the return of their father, who was in California.

A few weeks passed, and my promise to Harvey White
was forgotten, until one morning it rushed upon me with
such force that I trembled. I hastened to see him, and,
to. my surprise, he too was very near to death with con-
sumption, and without hepe. His mother was a widow,
also an earnest Christian; but her son George would not
allow her or any of the ministers of her acquaintance to
talk with him on the subject of religion. But he was glad
to hear that his cousin Harvey had died so happy; and
she thought if I should tell him ahout Harvey he would
listen to me. He could speak but little above a whisper,
I told him of my reading to Harvey, and asked if he would
like to hear me read the same to him. He said be weuld;
and I read the same words, and told him hew earnestly
his cousin Harvey had prayed, and Geod, who-hears and
answers prayer, answered him, and he died a happy Chris-
tian. His feelings became tender, and I koelt by bis bed-
side in supplication. As I was about to leave, he said: -

“ There is a difficulty in my way, and I thiok you can
remove it; but I am more rested early in the morning, and if
you can come to-morrow morning I will tell you what it is.”

I told him I would be there if life and health were spared.

The following morning I met him more rested. He said:

I have tried to pray to God ; then it seems as if Jesus
Christ stands there, and if 1 pray to Jesus it don’t feel

- quite' clear, because [ want to go to head-quarters, and 1

am confused, and do n't know where to go or what to da,
and so I’ve given it all up; for it s all dark before me,
aud I''ve concluded to die in the dark.” -

This sorrowful condition of unbelief brought secret

a
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prayer for dnvme guidance'in words to plme the divinity
of the Lord Jesus as clearly as possible before him. I read -

@ few passages where he manifested his power by mira-

. cles, ¢ “ that ye may know that the Son of man hath power

on earth to forgive sins.” He heard me attentively, aud
suddenly exclaimed : '
- «Now I see it; now I see it; now I’ve got a foot;hold
Now I can pray. I want you to pray for me.”
He followed in"earnest prayer.. At the close he raised

. his clasped hands: ““I’ve found him’; I’ve got him. O,
how I wish I could have voice and strength to tell you

how happy I am! I want to go to my Savior; he is my .
all. But I can not tell' it here; I will tell it in glory.

+ It’s all light now; the darkness, is all gone.”

He seemed much exhausted, and took leave of his
mother and' sister, and sank into a stupor, and quigtly
passed away that afternoon.

I felt under renewed obhgutlons to praise Him for his
loving kindness in reminding ‘me, so vividly of the promise
I made to that dying young man, Harvey White. How
careful we should be to attend to.every little errand as we

~ are passing through our. life-work. I felt to upbraid my-

self for being so inattentive. to that request. Had that
precious soul left the shores of ‘time without hope in Christ,
I could never have forgiven myself for my negléct.

S Tlxerp are neglected duties that dot.my life here and there
* with regrets, that have been lessons to teach the necessxty

of greater faithfulness in the Master’s work.
The daughter of John Hatfield .came to me with the

word that there was & woman at their house who wished

to see me. Her father being a member of the vxgllance '

" committee I went without. delay, and found the woman in

great distress of mind.  She said she was a slave, but had
the privilege of working in Cincinnati at house-cleaning,

“ washing, or any jobs she could get, by paying her mistress

three «dollars per week. In this wa) she had m&naged to
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lay aside for hersdlf over twenty dollars during nearly two
years She had fa husband and nine children, *“ An’ lag’
year,” said-she, {*missus was gwine to sell my oldes” gal an’
her baby to get/money to keep her two gals in school Norf
somewhars, any she tuck her baby an’ run off for Canada,
an’ now she
came as fronf a fountain.
“Why dg n’t she come away as your other dﬁughter did ?"
I asked.
Oh’ 3

e can’t; missus won’t-let one o’ my ﬁ:.mlly

, ,come but/me. She let’s me come an’ do all her marketin’ -
_arter I

ts all her work a-goin’; so my man an’ chillen
goes on /wid it ; she lets me come to de city -to work, an’ I
pays hér three dollars every week. Now I’se full ¢’ trouble
over my Mary;” and she wept so freely that it was some
time /before she could give me this little sketch. I found
they/lived fifteen miles from the river, and she had placed
her/ moncy in the hands of a colored man by the name of

" "Bailey, to keep for her to use at some future time in going

Canada with her family. He had told her when the right
time came: he would have her money ready for her, and
would help her. T told h ?r I would gladly relieve her were

could do was to advise her to
bring her family in the covered market wagon, and throw
a quilt or blanket over them ; then the hay she always put.
in for her team over that, and a bag of apples, and
another of potatoes, or lauy thing she generally brought
into market, placed in front sp as to present the appear-
ance of a load of marketing. As she had been over so
often, she said, the ferryman hardly ever asked her for her
pass, for he knew her so well. ““Don’t you see you are
the very onme to bring yourself and family here? You
could drive over and take your fa’mily to either of three
places: to a colored family on Macallister Street, by -the

name of Hall; or to Levi Coffin's, on the corner of Ninth’

apd Walnut Streets; or bring them here to John Hatfield’s.

»

s she’s got to sell my Mary;” and her tears

»

®
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At either of these places you are as sure of goiug through
safe as if you were already in Canada.” . She hstened
with great attention, and her tears dried away as she
looked up, with her shining with hope, and said, «“I
do bleve I can do it; I never thought o’ that. I’ll go to
Bailey for my money fus thingy. an’ I'll go mighty scon.”

- T charged her not to name to Bailey or any other human
being this side or the other, the plan Rhad given her, ex-
cept to her own famxly She promwe&; and left with a
niuch lighter heart. -

A few days later I was requested to meet \iary French,
who would be at John Hatfield’s house at twelye o'clock. ~
Her friend said, ‘“She is nearly crazy, an’ I conxed her to _
see you. She’s log’ faith in every body I reckon, for 't was
a good bit afore I could get her to see you'agin. She
said she did sée you wonst, an’ you could n’t do nothin’ for
her. - She’s bin house-cleanin’ wid me, an’ it pea'rs like .
gne s'cryin’ all the time, day an’ might, an’ me an’ another
‘oman got her to see you,.if I'd glt you to come to Mr.

- Hatfield’s at noon.” Tffoqu he# wringing her hands and
weeping bitterly. As I looked upon':that poor, despairing
womay, that I had left so hopeful a fow days previously,

o - I felt that I could say or do nothing for her but:o point her

“ . 1o the Ged of Israel, who is able and’ mllmg to lead his .

: &oppreesed children. I said, # Were you ever a Christian ?”
" «1 was three years ago, an’ I lived a prayin’ lifea year;
then thezwhite folks did so bad it’ peared Jike I could n't
o live ’llglon, an’ I giv’ it all. up.” Missus sole my -paor gal
"+ down de river, to sen’ her two gals. to de Norf to school ; i
now 'she’s gwme to sell my Mary; kase they s runpin’ short -
o’ ‘money; an’ she missed sellin’ niy gel las’ year. - If I
had-n’t lef' de Lord maybe dis hard trouble would n’t comol,
’pon me.” And again she began to wnng her ha.nds with
eonvulslve weeping.

& - As T looked upon that poor, crushed spmt ther‘

moet frantic with grief of any persou I ever saw, a feel-
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. \
ing of confidence sprang up in me that she would become
free. Said I, “ You have known what it was to ask God

"to give you freedom from sin, apd make you frec from the -

bondage of Satan. Now go to him with ful purpose of

‘heart, and he will restore the joys of his salvation and

again will set you free in soul. Then, I feel confident that
the Captain of the soul's freedom will open the way for
freedom from this chain of slavery that now binds you as a
family. Now go to Jesus; he will do great things for you.
You lose confidence in your friends, you lose confidence in
yourself; but go to the Lotd Jesus, and believe he will
direct you, and he will do it. Let prayer be thy constant
work, then faith will increase—that will not fail.” At these
few words she became calm, and said, as she looked up,
“Can you_tell me where my daughter is?” *

“Certamly," I said, ¢I heard from her yesterday; she
is in Carthaginia, Indiana. I. had supposed she went
directly to Canada, and I was sorry she stopped so near to
the line—not more than one hundred miles off.”

1 was tole she went through this city with her baby.”

“It was true,” I answered. I was astonished to see her
wipe_her tears away and become calm so soon, and con-
verse with so-much composure.

“If we come soon can you go a piece wid us?”

“It will make no difference whether I am here

‘or not, if you go “to either of the places I told you of.

There are a great many safe places here, but I gave those
places you know so well, and can find day or night. I
shall» probably go to my home in Michigan next week, and

" it is uncertain when I return; but do n’t forget to carry

your burden to the Lord by constant prayer for his direct-

ing hand; aAd whatever way he opens, take it; if it should

be any other way than the plan I suggested, take it, re-

: gnrdless of what I have said, except to mind closely the
“ impressions you feel confident come from an All-wise Di-
.. rector. Do this, and I have great faith in your success.,

15
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Never have I had the strong faith that I have at this
moment, that if you go to the Savior for his help in this
time of your great need, hie will lead you out ‘of slavery.
I advise you not to wait for Bailey. If you come here
. you can all be taken to Canada without a dollar.”
. _ This seemed to surprise her. She said she could get a
few dollars, as she was earning good day wages.

*One thing more I would say," I went on, “and that
is, wherever I may be, whether in my Michigan homre, or
here in this city, I shall not forget to unplore divine aid
in the deliverance of thisifamily from slavery.”

- With this solemn interview we parted, and the burden
b ~ of prayer followed me to my home. Hardly a day passed
o without presenting that.poor family at a throne of grace
v for ‘their preservatioa.

' Two months later found me again in the exciting scenes
of Cincinnati. My first inquiry was for Mary French.
é : “Yes, I heard a few days ago that her mistress had for-
6

*

bidden her ever to come to thxs city agam, and had threat-
ened to sell the whole family down the river, and I suppose
they are all sold by this time,” said John Hatfield. He
said she remained in the city three or four weeks after I
saw her, to get money to start with, but. she was too late.
Her Mary was sold just before she returned home, and the
poor woman grieved so for' her poor girl, that he heari
her mistress abused ‘her, and threatened to sell them all.

( It seemed as if I could hardly endure the thought, when I
had indulged such strong hope of her success, but I could not
yet give her up, though I regretted exceedingly her delay,
as I felt great confidence that He who notes the falling
sparrow, and hears the ‘young ravens cry, would have
brought that family out of bondage. :

While In charge of the sick, word was brought by a

workman in a shop that there was ‘an exciting report in
town that & market wagon brought over a load of nine

.~ slaves early-that morning, and that a-reward of five hun-

{ . e . . ; h
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dred dollars was offered for infcrmation of their where-

abouts. While my heart leaped for joy, hopmg it might .-
be Mary French and famijly, yet as I was in a proslavery -

family, my feclings were kept to myself. The man of the
house said :

“ What a pity to lose that amount of property! But

according to your principles, Mrs. Haviland, I suppose yott
are glad- of it.”

“Certainly. AsI told vou the other day, the négroes

have the same rights from their Creator that we have, and:

‘no man or class of men has the right to take them away.”
“Now can’t you set aside these notions of yours? You
can easily find out where they are, and slyly report them,
and here’s vour five hundred dollars.”
* I would not for ten times thatamotnt. Would youdoit?”
¢ Certainly I would, and should think it my duty.”

«1 am astonished to hear this from one who profeasos o

to be a follower of the Lord Jesus; a part of whose mission
was to unbind the heavy burdéns and let the oppressed go

free. It is pain to me to hear you advance the sentiments

you do in the presence of your children; and a class-leader
in the' Methodist Protestant Church. . I can not hencefor-
ward acknowledge you as a brother in Christ.”

¢ Why, Mrs. Haviland! You are the most uncharita-
ble person I ever met. This hurts my feelings more than
any thing you have said‘in presenting your radical position.”

“I do hope and pray that the enlightening influences
of the Holy Spirit may lead to a far different view from
your present one. I am grieved to hear this from one who

~ is looked upon as a leader to the Lamb of God, who shed

his blood for the whole universe of man, regardless of color
or nation.” .

. His reply was, “I want to refer you to a' few more
- Seripture drguments that I have not mentioned. To-night,

1

from seven o'clock till nine, I want to talk vmh you on -

this subject."

‘-—”‘]ﬁmﬁu'iﬂ-ﬁ'l)# :
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I told him I wouid be ready, but I had one request,
and that was to make this a subject of prayer, as I should
myself, during the day. He said he would seriously look
it over, and ‘left for his business.

At nine o'clock my patient was comfortably cared for,
and I had been talking of gcing to Levi Coffin’s on an

" errand for & number of days. I asked permission of her
to be absent an hour for that purpose, and her consent for .

two hours was given. On my.way I called on John Hat-
field, to know whether this company of slaves was not the
Mary French family.

“Oh, no, that poor family has gone.down the river.
I heard some days ago that they were sold to a trader.”

*“The market-wagon was the plan I gave Mary, and I
hoped so much that it was her family.”

“ Yes, but we should be just as glad for otber slatves

panting for liberty, as for her,” and I accepted the remark -

as almost a half reproof for bemg more anxious for her
than for other slaves.

As I entered Catherine Coffin's room I inquired whether

she knew this morning’s company of the nine slaves to be

Mary French and family. ¢ I know nothing of the name,

but a woman and little child are up in our attic; but no-
" body knows it about this house but Levi and 1.”

* Please go up and tell her a friend is going to call on
her, 80 ‘as not to frighten her.”

o Go on ; she’ll know we would let no one but a friend
go up.” I walked slowly up to the fourth story, and lo!
on a box in ‘the corner sat Mary French, with her lhttle

“grandchild sitting at her feet. “Is it possible that is

Mary French?” I exclaimed. She sprang to me with out-,
~ stretched arms, clasped me with tears of joy. and leaning

her head on my shoulder. scbbed.

“ 0, my God. has saved me 8o far, but my pote Mary
was sole down de-ribber, when I1's here in de city to git
a little money to start wid. When I gets into missus’ door,

TT——— |~
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I ‘sort o felt somethin’ wrong, an’ axt ber,  Whar's Mary‘_?'.
She say, ‘I sole her las’ week,’ an’ I cried, ‘O my God!
save my pore chile Mary!’ au’ she kotched up de tongs
an’ beat me on my head ’til I loss my min’, and when I
come to I was layin’ ou de floor bleedin’. You see here is
a sore yit” (pointing to her head). There was a gash that
must have been three inches long by the appearance of the
scar and sore, yet unhealed. *‘Missus said I never, the
longes’ day I live, should set foot in Cincinnati, 'case free
niggers ruin me, an’ afore she have such a fuss as dis, she
put de hull of us in her pocket. I knowd what dis mean,
and I tried mighty hard to cheer up afore her. But my

‘tears was my meat and drink a few days. I ’membered

‘. your word to go to de Lord day an’ night, ‘case I could n't

come to\you no moe, Id three days he answered my
prayer, an’ jus’ tole me I's gwine to be free, an’ I tole my
husban’ so, but he could n't git faith in me. I tole ’im to
put faith in God, as I did now. But I did lose faith in

_my bes frien’ when Bailey tole me you an’ Hatfiel' be-

-

trayed my gal Mary, an’ got a hundred dollars reward ;-
den I was mos’ crazy: And when dat ’oman tole me to
go to you, an’ I tole her I did talk to you, and tole her
what Bailey said ’hout you an’ Hatfiel’, she said he was a

. bad man, an’ lied only to keep my money. She-begged
- me so hard I tole her if you’d tell me whar Mary is, I'd

have faith in you, an’ when you tole me so quick, all my

faith in you come back. How I wish you could see my

man, for he s so sure they 1l cotch us. 1 do n't know whar

he is, for we’s scattered among de good people. O, what .
a time I .had wid ’im to git 'im started. I loaded an’.un-

loaded four times afore he'd come. At las’ a pore white
man tole me he hear missus say she gwine to sell us all to

 de firg’ trader come along. I say,  What shall I do?’ -He
eay, ‘ If I was you, I'd run away.’ I say ‘Here’s my 'man

an’ chillen, can’t go widout 'em.” He say ¢ All go, an’ if
déy cotch you ’twon’t be no wuse dan to go to de trader,

-

" -
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and if I can do any way to help you I will, for I feels
sorry for you” When I tole my man, he was 8o skeered
he did o't know hisself scarsely. He was ready to do any-
‘how I wants 'im, an’ I went to dis white man, an’ ax ‘im
for his boy ten year ole, to go wid me to market, an’ take

all my family, an’ 1'd cover ’em:up in de market wagon. .

- ¢*An’ I'll tell your boy I wants'im to watch my team for
me, an’ I'll gib 'im a dollar” ©All right, only tell 'im
“what youll do, an’ tell."im to come an’ ax me; an’ he
musn’t know I knows about it.” An’ I tuk missus’ young

bosses, an’ put my man an’ chillen in, cover ‘em up; (len

put a bag o taters an’ apples an’ a basket o’ chickens in

front. An’I had dis little boy hy de chickens, 8o if he cry

or make a noise I shake de basket an’ de -noise «f de
chickens kill de ncise of de boy. An’' I drove de fifteen

[

miles to de ribber by daylight, and drove back of Covin'- -

ton till de smoke of de ferry boat rise; den I prayed God
to keep de ferryman from axin’ me for my pass. For I's
mighty feared .he would, ’case I had n’t been here in so
long. An’ jus’ afore sun up my man crawled out de back

of de wagon: I told de boy to hol’ de hosses till I fix-

somethin’. ' I whispered, ¢ Get back quick, for God's sake,’

ai’ he whispered, ‘ Let’s go back, I knows dey 'll-cotch ‘

us’ ‘Go back! Man, its death to go back; we'd be in

' _)all in no time waitin’ for de trader.” An’ he crawl back’

an’ I tuck 'im up agin, an! we trimble like a popple leaf.
Den de smoke jus’ rise on de ferry-bcat, an’ I drove on
wid de’ white boy. by my side.. I prayed dat de Lord
would n't’ let de ferryman ax me for my pass. If he did

I’s gwine to say, ¢ Dis white boy my pass;’ but he did n't .
.eay a ‘word, an’ I praise God for answerin’ my prayer.” -

I told her she had nothmg to fear from the five hundred
" dollars reward ; she was' in goed hands; all she had .to do
was to go when they were ready to take them; but L
would write a few lines for her to take to the first stopping

place aﬁer leavmg the clty, advising to go by way of .

AN
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Carthaginia. “ Write me from that town, and tell your
daughter to go on to Canada with you without fail.”

I left her with a lighter heart, rejoicing with that re-
joicing family, though yet trembling with fear. The time
appointed for the two hours’ discussion on the subject of
slavery arrived. My proslavery friend was not disposed
to open the conversation he desired in the morning. After
waiting until one hour had elapsed, I asked if he was pre-
pared to bring the Scripture arguments he had for my
consideration at this hour. He replied that he had thought
of but little else ‘during the whole day; but da the whole
doubted whether his reasons would stand the test, and de-
clined saying any thing fartherin defense of the position
he had advanced. A few weeks later he died of cholera.
I calléd on his widow, who said he died & happy soul, and
often spoke of his confidence in me as an honest-hearted
Christian, and she never heard him speak d:spam«nnw y
of the colored people after the long' conversation we had
on that subject. I regretted the loss of an opportunity of
seeing him after Mary French and family were safe in
Canada. . I wished to give him their history, as I felt sure

it would have been * like a nail driven in a sure place.” '
* He had lived in the South, and the subject of slavery had -

never been placed before Bim in this. way.

. The reward for the nine slaves was doubled on the
second day of their exodus. - All the clew the hunters got
of their ‘whereabouts was from the boy they met at the
ferry. He could not read the names on the streets, and
could only point as near as he knew in the direction where

they all left. He told them he didn’t know there were,

“any in the wagon,but “black Mary,” till they all got out;

then she told him to go to Waluut Street ferry, and he

“drove two or three- blocks when he stopped and cried, be-

cause he did n’t know where to find Waluut Street. Then

“a man came and told him to stop crying and he’d drive

‘him to the ferry. They went to Hall’s, ou Macallister

1N 1 b ¥t T 3 et ey 1




176 A WOMAN’S LIFE-WORK. o

Street, but not one was left there five minutes. They were .

conducted to different hiding-places, and not one was left

within a half a mile to a mile from that part of the city. -

Slave-hunters were paid from three dollars to seven dollars
a day for watching, around -thoee suspected streets and
those leading northward. The family were dressed in
disguise and taken out in three carriages, closed, and two
white men in front, that gave an impression at sight of a
load of white people. At noonlay, in this manner, they
rounded the corners, where werc standing some of their
hunt,ers who were receiving their seven dollars a8 day,
as was ascertained by a scheme gotten up by the colored
people.

The next evening-after the nine fugitives were taken
northward, they drove & double carriage into an alley
near North Street, and the same number of colored people,
so_closely watched for, were hustled in with haste and

driven off with specd. The call to *“ Stop, HALT,” was not -

heeded, until the police rushed at the increased cry, “ Stop
thief, stop THIEF,” and slackened their pace. DBut while
the excited crowd gathercd to sce the police arrest the

' - thicves, the colored man beside-the driver demanded the"

reason why he and his ladics should receive this insult to
hinder their pleasure ride. By throwing a light from their
dark lantern in the faces of their pursuers, the hunters
they had suspected were recognized, to their great annoy-
ance. There were those among them who would not have

" been exposed, perhaps, for half.the amount.of the reward.
A few days subsequent to this little episode I rectived

a letter from Mary, after their arrival at Carthaginia,
where she met her daughter, who, with her child, made
- their party number eleven. They.very soon reached the
“land of the free.” Nothing further was heard from them
until I ‘went. with my tyo daughters to Windsor, Canada
West, to attend thdir first of August celebration, in com-

vmemonuon of West India emanclpatmn. There were

7
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gathered a very large congregation in a grove, of both col-
ored and white people. While listening to an eloquent
" oration delivered by Samuel J. May, of Boston, I was
taken from my seat and borne away a few ruds, hardly
touching the tope of the bushes with my-feet. I turned
first one way and then the other, until I discovered the
sable face of Mary French, with big tears rolling down her
cheeks. Not a word was spoken until we were entirely

away from the congregation, and I said, * Mary, hav'n't

we gone far enough?” when she let me down, and caught
hold of my hands and kissed them, while tears of joy were
still falling. ‘O, how happy we is to be all free. Can’t
you go to Malden an’ see all my family? 1 knows my
man would come all dis way afoot if he knowed you'’s
here.” I told her I could not, as I must return the next
day with my two daughters. ’ '

¢Is dey heah?” : '

““They were sitting by my side,” said I; *those two

girls dressed in white are my daughters.”

““Sweet creturs! de little angels I'mus’ go sce cm
I’ got two gals here, too, an’ I'll brmg em to sce you.”
And soon_her handé were placed on the shoulder of each,
still weeping for joy as she said: *“ God bless you! You
tinks it strange to sée an old black ’oman come to you like
dis, but you would n’t if you know'd what your mother has

done for me an’ my family. If it had n’t been for her we '

‘should all been in slavery to dis day. I wants you to go
out dar whar you sce your mother standm afore a great
while. I’'m gwine back to her now.” She came with her
two girls, who were also very demonstrative in shaking
"and kissing my hands; but they laughed instead of weep-

ing as did their overjoyed mother. By the time my .

daughters came to us we were served with cake and ice
cream. As she and her daughters had on the ground a

little stand from which they made sales, their favors in °

» this line were repeated,

1
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- @ " Instead of ome year’s suspension, as we designed, we
ha

d deferred finishing our institute building in Michigan
from time to time, until four years bad elapsed. As the
Ohio school law made provision to support a colored school
in any town or place where there were as many as fifteen
regular scholars, my daughter Anna and myself taught a
school for them of one hundred scholars one term, in the
basement of Zion Church, Toledo. The expenses were paid
from the school fund. : .

With several fugitives, I started on my way to Toledo
from Cincinpati, and spent a day at our friend William
Beard’s. From thence we were taken to Newport, Indi-
ana, where vas a meeting appointed in behalf of Calvin
Fairbanks, in which I gave a sketch of my visit to Louis-
ville juil_iﬁ his behalf. T read the letter I had received
from ‘his lawyer on leaving Ciucinnati, containing a propo-
sition to do the best he could for him, and with that object
in view he staved off the case to the next session of their
court. At the close of the meeting fifteen dollars were
raised, Bishop Quinn, of the African Methodist Episcopal
Church, .giving one-third of it. As there was a fall of
snow a foot deep, the friends eoncluded to take us across a
swamp, which would save a number of miles; and as there
were indications of a thaw, one man offered his team and
_double sleigh if a certain colored man would go that night
and drive it. 'We were soon well protected from the pro-

spective inclement weather, with the buffalo-robe presented.

to me, and quilt§ around the balance of our load.

The shifting wind brought quite a snow-storm, that
covered us over about three inches deep. My company
being very cold, I advised to stop at a-house, the dim
light of which was so tempting to the shivering company.
I went to the door and asked permission to enter, giving
our number, and our object in* going through the swamp
before a break-up. The two old people granted the favor;
but when the onld lady saw the color of my. company she

)
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becaime rather suspicious. Said she, “ If these are slaves
we do 't want any trouble, because you know the Fugi-
tiveslave Law makes a deal of trouble in some places.”
I assured her they would have none of that character on
our account for these young people wereg going with me
to attend my school. When we were warmed and the
horses fed, we left our kind friends to borrow no more trouble
for fear of being disturbed with slave-hunters.

About three o'clock we came to a large half-finished
frame house, brilliantly lighted, and the man seemed to be
preparing his team for leaving. I called with our driver to see
if we eould warm ourselves and feed the team, giving our
reason .for crossing the swamp to save distance, and as
there were indications of a thaw in the afternoon, we chose
to come through that night. The man said that was his
reason for going for a load of lumber so early—he fearing
a break-up. They were-very kind, and insisted on our
resting _till daylight, and taking a warm breakfast. The
invitation was accepted with gratitude. I spent- my time
in conversing with our kind hostess, while my company
slept an hour

At nine o'clock we reached Carthaglma The first one
we met was a colored woman, of whom I inquired where
we could find a place to tarry for a night, and find prov-
ender for our horses. She took in our situation at once,
and pointed to a large frame house in sight, the house of
Samuel Jones, balf a mile distant. While she was giving
this information, a man ahead of us, with his carriage,
stopped and turned back, saying, ‘There is Mr. Jones
now, coming to see you, I reckon.” As he came to us, I
told him of the inquiry I made for a resting-place. “And
that is my house for you and- barn for your horses,” he
said. After giving each of us a shake of the hand, he
said, turning to me, “I know you, though I never saw
you before, and T will tell you of a circumstance, after we

get home, whereby you will recognize me.” We followed"

—— e
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him to his very comfortable home. We were soon seated
‘at @ luxurious table. Breakfast being over, he related a
circumstance in which I had taken a deep interest, and by
corresponding, the release from slavery of his relative was
effected. .
Brother Jones gave me ten dollars for brother Fair-
‘banks, in the Kentucky prison. Here we took leave of our
conductor, Henry Marshal, and a team and teamster were
provided to.take us on by way of Bellefontaine. The an-
ticipated warmer weather overtook us, and with a wagon
we left Carthaginia. Streams with floating ice made ford-
ing difficult, especially Mosquito Creek; but our driver
and Simon measured the depth of water, and with rails
pushed the floating ice from the ford, to enable me to drive
through. Working as they did with all their might to keep
the cakes of ice from running against the horses and from
. impeding the wheels, when we reached the swift current
of the stream a cake blocked the wagon so as to stop the
horses a few moments. One horse became discouraged and
‘began to lie down. At this the three women jumped upon
a large floating cake, from which they reached the shore
with the help of the men. Our teamster found his way
into the .wagon; and by pushing and crowding this way
and that he loosened the wheel, and with continued urging
and Simon’s wading to the horses’ heads, they finally pulled
_ through. We drove to a house, where the men changed
" their socks, and rubbed their horses with straw, they said,
two_hours, and then fed them. We pursued our journey
without further difficulties to our school in Toledo.
' Often did my whilom slave scholars refer to the excite-
ment at Mosquito Creek ford. I found the prejudice here
very bitter against a colored school; but the colored people
- had combined their weak forces and built a church, designed-
for school, as well as their occasional meetings. My school
averaged nearly twenty scholars during the term, at the
close of which we put in a petition for a support from the
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school fund. But a majority, of two ruled against us; for,
although the State law required them to support this school,
~‘they had already complicd with the requirement.
Although I had designed to return home and re-open
Raisin Institute, yet to press the board of education into
its duty I reopened their school for the second term; and
every time that board met I met with them with my peti-
tion, informing them, at their first refusal to adopt the
school, that this petition- of the importunate widow would
stand before them until it was granted. They frequently
inquired of the colored people how long I was going to
teach for them. The answer every time was, as I told
them, until the hoard of education took it. In their dis-
cussions in the board I understood it was frequently re-

marked by our opposers ¢ that the end of that negro sehool

would be when Mrs. Haviland left, and that would n’t be
long, for the negroes were too poor to pay her.” DBut it
was not for money that I taught thelr school, but to see
justice meted out to them.

There were fifteen families of the lower class of Irish
who lived in shanties near the canal that ran within a few
rods of our school-house, and as the most of our school
passed them, or would have to go half a mile fafther, we
got from one man in particular a systematlc cursing ; he-
ginning with cursing my feet, and cursing every toe on
. them, and cursing every nail on every toe, and so on, to
cursing my head, and cursing every hair on it. This reg-

ular set of curscs were for me every time I'passed when
" he was in his cabin, and frequently a number of others
standing hy would join l\ﬁ;. But as he or some of the

others were so often drunk, it was a long time before I -

could find the suitable opportunity to go to their cabins
and have a talk with them, as I desired. As some: of their
company were so hoisterously furious, the children did not
: -dare pass them unless I was with them, for in addition to
g tl;ey were sboned

/.‘

o]




»

182 A WOMAN’S LIFE-WORK., 5

i

When the second term was two-thlrds through I pro-

posed a picnic for the school and its friends, and had the"

scholars declaim a few pieces. An eloquent speech deliv-
ered in the House of Lords, when immediate emancipation
was discussed in the English parliament, was well com-
mitted and declaimed by one of the young men. A num-
ber of the colored people feared a mob, but the majority were
willing to risk any measure I thought best to adopt. I
trained them thoroughly in speaking, and they trained
themselves in singing, and the school selected a little girl
to be crowned as their queen of May, and on the 25th of
May we marched through town to a grove, with two beau-
tiful banners. The one borne by the young woman who
walked by my side bore the motto, *“ God is love,” and
next to it all the girls followed in couples. Then followed
the young men and boys in the same manner, headed by
the banner, upon which was inscribed, ¢ Knowledge is
power.” I instructed the children and young people to
~ walk straight forward, and not even turn their heads to
the right or left, and not to notice by lock or word any
remark that might be made, not even to talk to each other
until we reached our little stand in the woods. Not a
word of disrespect was heard, and some of the white peo-
ple who drove out with their carriages told me they had
not seen such order in marching in any of the May picnics
that the white schools had had that Spring. They were
highly delighted with our exercises. At the next session
of the board my school was recognized as a public one,
and the chairman, Rev. Dr. Smyth, was authorized to hire
me to teach the next term. He met me on the street and
said, “ Mrs. Haviland, the importunate widow’s prayer is
answered ; your petition is granted at last, and I am in-
structed to hire you for the next term.”

‘Then my work is finished with this term,” said L

- «My object is accomplished. I have business at home that

I hoped to have ‘entered upon when L closed last term;

-
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but as your board refused to do its duty I continued, al-
though I have not averaged twenty-fite cents a week dur-
ing the six months, as a large majority of the colored
people here are very poor.”

I know that, and I have contended from the first
that they ought to have a school; but I am suprised at
your not remammg in the schocl as you shall have a fair
compensation now.’

I told him I would give him the name of a competent
tcacher, who was now workm" himself through college at
Oberlin—John Mitchel—a \\orth) Christian young man of
their own color, with Wbom they could correspond and se-
cure his services. His Tarents were living in Toledo, and
he would be pleased to accept the position. I thanked the

board through their chairman for the favor they had’

granted in behalf of the colored people in Toledo.

It being the seventh day of the week, as I was passing
my Irish friends, and all quiet, and a company sitting on
the grass in the shade of their cabins, I accepted this as
my long-sought opportunity to talk with them. Address-
ing a group of half a dozen women, I said: I have long
desired to talk with you, as I am confident you do not
understand me in teaching this colored school. I have

felt it my duty to aid the most neglected class of pecple.

We are apt to indulge in prejudices against certain classes
or nations of people. Some people are prejudiced against
the German people. They ’ll say he’s nobody but a Dutch-
man, he’s not worth noticing;: and others are prejudiced
against the Irish, and will say, ¢ They are nobody but Irish
people, they are not worth noticing;’ and others are pre-

judiced against black people: ‘They are nobody but

negroes, and they are not worth noticing. And then there

. are some who are prejudiced against soldiers, or sailors, as

classes of men. People are too: apt to despise other na-

- tions and classes of men. All this is wrong; God made

us all as it pleased him, and it is not for us to find fault

B R PR
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with our Heavenly Father, who loves all the human fam- -

ily alike. 'As we acknowledge the fatherhood of God;, we

should~also acknowledge the brotherhood of man in all

nations and classes.”

Said one man to his friend sitting by, “In faith, Pat,
that’s good doctrine.” *¢Yes, indade, that’s the doctrine
Father Mathew prached, ye know.” ¢ Jamie, that’s all
right,” said another. One of the women concluded she
would know the truth of the reports they had gotten up
among themselves.

“ Au did ye not marry a naour""

“ Why, no! my husband was a white man, who died

. & number of years ago.” L.

* And was he a black man?” ,

““ He was a white man, and he left me with eight chil-
dren, all under age, and the youngest and the oldest have
followed their father.”

“In fath, ye’ve seen a dale of trouble, I’m sure; and
we heard that black man-we often saw comin’ from schule
with ye an’ that yellow lass an’ boy was your chilther.”

¢ That mulatto girl and boy live near my boarding-
place, and ‘they generally come and go with me to school
and return; and that black man is a young man who has
never had the privilege of going to school and learning to
read and write and the use of figures, until I opened this
school. Now he can read, write, and can use figures to

. good advantage.”

“But it’s a pity we did n’t know ye hefore. We’ve
been hearin’ all this about ye, an’ not a bit ‘of it true.
Our people was about to set fire,to your schule- house—in
faith, they said they’d glve yea dressin’ of tar an’ fithers,
an’ our praste forbid it.”

I knew nothing of that,” said I; ““but I wanted you
to understand me before I left, which will be in four weeks.

Then they will have a fine young colored man from Ober- - .

lin College to teach their school.”

A
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‘“But what a pity that is, for I’'m sure they Il not get
another such a tacher as you. Indade, I’'m sorry to hear
you’re to lave us; I'd-like to have my little gal go to
your schule, if ye’ll take ’er.”

The man who was the systematic curser came to his
" door: ‘“ Indade, missus, we did n’t know ye; an’ now we’ll
fight for ye, an’ we are sorry we didnt know ye for so
long.”

When I left them I shook hands with them all, for

by the time our conversation closed about all their little
community had convened, and I took occasion to speak
highly of Father Mathew, the great temperance reformer
of Ireland; and my little congregation pronounced as strong
blessings upon me as they had curses.  Even my system-
atic curser was among my best friends after that, and my
scholars, as well as myself, were treated with the utmost
respect ever aftér, and two of them sent for me when very
~sick and not expected to live, one of whom died a few
days after. As she was in great distress of mind, I read
to her some of those precious promises of our Savior, from
which she drew great consolation. It would seem to many
like casting pearls before swine to turn aside to present the
truth to such ignorant and disliking people; but it is ours
to obey these little impressions, and leave the result with
"the All-wise Director.

During my work in Toledo I called on a colored
woman to solicit a little change for a very sick man who
was vety low with consumption, and was being cared for
by a very poor family, and as she gave me twenty-five cents
a beautiful white girl was sitting by, who gave another
quarter. After school I called again and inquired for that
young woman who gave for that sick man, without giving’
me time to ask for her mite, and, to my surprise, found
she was an inmate of a house of ill-fame, and tried to
make Mrs.'Buck promise not to tell me where she was living;
for if I knew it I would never speak to her. 1 sent for her

16 :
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to meet me. the following day after school, at her house.
I found her sitting in the parlor waiting for me. As I
took her by the hand, placing the other on her head, I said,
“My dear girl, you are an unhappy child.” And she
burst into a flood of tears, and as svon as she could suffi-
¢iently command her feelings to relate her history I found
she was compelled by her stepfather to live away from
home. She had lived a year or more with a worthy woman,
who kept a boarding-house in Cleveland ; and there came
to board a few weeks a fine appearing young man, who
professed great affection for her, and proposed marriage.
He told her his father was a very wealthy merchant in
Toledo, and he ‘was there on business for his father. After .
he had won her affections he proposed to take her to To-
ledo, and place her in a boarding-house until she could
make up two rich silk dresses and other clothing suitable
for her, as he was not willing his folks should know he was
marrying a poor girl. He could easily take a dress pat-
tern from cach bolt of silk and his father never know it,
and any other goods she needed. As his father was going .
to New York for a new supply of goods, he would supply
her with other goods to make up until his father’s new
goods came, then he would- hire a dressmaker to make up
her silk dresses. All this she fully believed, as from a

- true and faithful lover, to whom she had given her heart’s

best and purest affections. She said, ““ A number of days
I hesitated, because I wanted to tell my mother all about
it; but, he persisted in leaving Cleveland secretly, and
return on our bridal trip to surprise my mother and that
cruel stepfather. At last I foolishly consented, to my ruin
and sorrow, for I havn’t seen one moment of peace since
I was deserted by that man;” and again bathed herself
in tears. Recovering herself, she continued, “I.wouldn’t

" bhave my mothér know this for the world. She is a good -

Christian woman. She’s a Methodist, and has seen a sight
of trouble with my stepfatber; and, if she knew this, it
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-would break Ber heart.” ,On further inquiry I found
he brought her to this house as an excuse” to .keep
her secluded until they were about to be married, when
he would pay her board a few-days in the finest hotel in
the city. ““The next day after our arrival he brought me
a beautiful lawn dress-pattern and a package of other ma-
terial for me to make up while waiting fof his father’s
goods. And not till then had he offered in word or act
- any thing amiss from a perfect gentleman. It was the
pext day after our arrival in this ecity, and to this house,
that he proposed to live two weeks as if we were married, -
as it would be about a week or two at longest when the
goods would be here, and he would get one of two dress-
makers to prepare me for my wedding. I cried two days
over this proposition, and by this time I had learned the
character of this house. Here I was, a stranger to every
body, but still had confidence in my new friend; and again,
to wy bitter sorrow, I yielded. But day after day of anx-
. ious waiting passed until two weeks expired, and no new
goods yet; but another lawn dress-pattern came for me to
make for myself, and another two weeks rolled away with
only hearing - (he said) that the goods were on the way.
But at the close of the third two weeks he was missing.
Daily T waited his'coming. At length I went on the street.
1 inquired for his name and the name of his father’s store,
when, to my utter astonishment, no such store or names
_were found in the city. Here in a strange place, deserted,
ruined, and filled with shame, I had no heart to go to my
fricnds.” She had been here six months. I advised her
not to remain in this house another twenty-four hours. -

~ “But-what shall I do? Mrs. Cassaday will lock me
up if she knows I am going to leave her. She called me a
fool for giving you that quarter; she says these €hris-
‘tians are down on us; and-if any of us should die, there
would n’t one of them come to pray for us.. I told her 1
_believed you would.” I told her to pack her trink, and
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if she was down town near the time for the boat to
leave for Cleveland, to call a drayman to take her trunk
to the boat and follow it, if possible, before Mrs. Cassaday
came in. I told her how to manage in going to her old
employer, and to tell her you were deceived by that young
man, but you found him untruthful. ‘As you say Mrs,
Cassaday kept you sewing most of the time, you can tell

her you were employed most of tke time in sewing; but .

do not, at present, tell her or your mcther of the life you
have lived, and place of your residence while here.” She
promised she wculd gladly take my advice, and leave for
Cleveland the first opportunity. As we parted she leaned
her head upon my shoulder, with fast dropping tears, and
said, *I shall always thank you for acting the part of a
mothér in helping me away from this horrible place.”
The following morning she called to leave word with Mrs.
Buck, that fortunately for her Mrs. Cassaday was out just
in time for her to call a drayman, that had just gone with
her trunk to the hoat, and she was now on her way to
Cleveland, happier than she had been in six months, and
that she shoul] do, in all respects, as I had advised. Here
was a beautiful girl decoyed and led from the paths of vir-
tue by an artful, desiging, and licentious young man, who
bascly sought her ruin by winning the affections of an

innocent girl. Hundreds and thousands of these girls are ’

in'like manner led astray, and might be saved if mothers
in Israel would take them by the hand of sympathy and
lift them from the mire of this moral pollution.

At another time a request was left with my hostess to go
to see a very sick woman, who was thought nigh unto death;
but for a little girl that heard the request I should not have
received it. She said, these poor white trash would curse

_.me in health, and when they thought they were going to-
die, they were ready then to send for me to pray for them;

and, as I was tired enough to rest after teaching all day,
she did not think I ought to go for their calls. I told her

~
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if she would be so kind as to deliver all errands of that
character I would be very thankful, and hastened to the
bedside of an old soldier of the cross, who, with her aged
companion, were visiting their children. She said she did
not expect to remain much longer in this world of check-

cred scenes; but her son had been here a short time.

only, and had not formed any acquaintances among Chris-
tian people, and their hired girl said * she was passing your
. school-kouse one morning and heard you opening your
school with prayer, and I told her to find your boarding-
place, and leave word for you to come after your school
closed, as I wanted to hear the voice of prayer once more.”

I read a chapter and offered prayer by her bedside. She

and her weeping husband and children thanked me for the
call, and desired me to call the day following, after “school.
* I found lier somewhat improved, and the next door neigh-
bor said Dutch Mary was-in the adjoining room, and
seemed much affected, and said that was the first she heard
read from .the Bible in seven years, and the first prayer
she had heard in that time, and she would he glad to sce
me, but she would not disgrace me by coming to her
house. Then the woman told her she would ask me to see
her in her room, and send for her when I came to see the
sick. woman. . '

I met her in great distress of mind. She told me of
“the wicked life she had spent during the last seven years
of her widowhood, and wanted to know if I thought there
was any hope whatever for her. ¢ Do you think God can
forgive me? I have never so much as opened my Bible
that lies in the bottom of my chest all these seven' years,
until yesterday I went home and took my Bible forF the

first time to read in these years; and I felt so condemned
" after I.read awhile that I laid it back, and didn’t kpow -

whether it was of any use; for I have lived such a
wretched life so long I doubt whether God can forgive me,
for I feel worse and worse. Do you believe he can?”

o
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¢ Certainly he is able to save to the uttermost. It is
the enlightening influence of God’s Holy Spirit that is
showing you the exceeding sinfulness of sin.”

1 read t her the readiness of the Lord Jesus to forgive
sin. “How ready to bless the humble and contrite heart!
Only believe this with all thy heart, and the blood of
Jesus is sufficient to wash away every stain that sin has
made. Thoutrh they be as scarlet, he will make them
white as snow.” We knelt together, and she too offered
earnest prayer for strength to live the new life, which she
firmly resolved to do. o - '

I saw her a week later,.and she said she informed those
men with whom she had committed thosc darkest of sins
of her firm resolution to live a virtuous life, and she locked
her door; but they persisted in troubling her through the
night, threatening to tear her house down or burn it.

¢ Three nights I suffered from them. But by constant
prayer, believing God would take care of me, I was de-
livered from them. And I have plenty of washing, iron-
ing, and house-cleaning to du; and I get along so ‘much’
better than I expected I could. I do want to go to mest-
ing; but so many know of my wicked life I am afraid to
go inside of a church.”

I told her to go to whichever Church she felt most at
home, and the Lord would open the way for her, and
enable her to bring up her little girl of eight ycars in the
nurture and admonition of the Lord.

" At the close of my school I left this field, so white to the

> harvest, to enter, as I supposed, upon a field of home mis-
. sions. At the expiration of a year I visited Toledo, and

: inquired of one who- occasionally employed Dutch Mary,
but knew nothing of my experience with her, how*she was
prospering. The ' cheering reply was, ¢ Splendidly; I
have n't heard a disparaging word of her for months, and
there .used to-be hard stories about her.” I heard she had
united with the Baptist Church, and I thiuk she is trying
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to live a Christian. If she had not left town on a visit to
her friends I should have seen her, but the report I heard
of her was hecartcheering. May God bless her, and all
who are receiving life-giving power who were dead in
trespasses aud sin. .

o
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CuapPTER VIII.

FUGITIVES IN CANADA.

WHILE visiting friends in Detroit and Canada previous
to reopening Raisin Institute, as I designed, I was earnestly
solicited by Henry Bibb, Horace Hallack, and Rev. Chas.
C. Foote, the committee authorized to employ a teacher,
to open a school in a new settlement of fugitives, eight
miles back of Windsor, where the Refugee Association had
purchased government land, on long and easy terms, for
fugitive slaves. .

. They had erected a frame house for school and meeting
purposes. The settlers had built for themselves small log-
houses, and cleared from one to five acres each on their
heavily timbered land, and raised corn, potatoes, and other
garden vegetables. A few had put in two and three acres
of wheat, and were doing well for their first year.

After prayerful consideration, I reached the conclusion
to defer for another year my home work, and enter this
new field. '

In the Autumn of 1852 I opened s'chgol, and gave no-
tice that at eleven o'clock the following Sunday there
would be a Sabbath-school for parents and children, after
which a little time would be spent in other religious exer-
cises, pursuing the same course I did-in Toledo, Ohio. This
drew a number of callers who had no children to see if any
could come to my Sabbath-school; and when I told them
it was for every body of any age who desired to come, my
school-house was filled to ifs utmost capacity. Many fre-
quently came five or six miles with their ox-teams to attend
these meetings, with their families. Every man, woman,
and child who could read a verse in the Testament, even




A MARRIAGE. 193

with assistance, took part in reading the lesson, and liberty
was given to ask questions. It was not strange to listen
to many crude ideas; but a more earnest, truth-seeking
congregation we seldom find. An aged couple, past eighty,
missed very few Sabbaths during the year I spent there.
The man was a fugitive slave, and his eompanion was an
Indian woman, converted under the preaching of a mis-
sionary among the Indians. She had taken great pains to
talk and understand the English language, and was an
interesting woman. )

As there was an increasing interest both in day and
Sabbath-schools, I gave liberty for all who-wished to enjoy
a sort of class or inquiry meeting, following half an hour’s
service for exhortation after Sabbath-school.

One couple desired a private interview with me, as they
had been married only after ““slave fashion.” They said:

“It is not right to live this way in a free country:
Now we wants you to marry us.”

“I am not legally authorized,” I said; *“but I will
send a note to brother Foote, and he will come at once and
marry you legally.” _

“We thought you preached, an’ made notes for us, an’
could help us out in dis matter too.”

Charles C. Foote came, and we called at their house at
the appointed time, with a few neighbors, to witness the
solemnization of the marriage that would have becn ac-
complished three years before had they looked at these
things from the same stand-point they now did.

A few days after another couple came on the same er-
rand. Said this man: -

“We wants you an’ Mr. Foote to marry us, case we’s
bin troubled ’bout dis many days, cise we wa’ n’t gwine to
let nobody know it; but God knows all ’bout us, an’ now
we’s free indeed, we wants evéry thing straight.”

“But why do you put me with Mr. Foote,” I asked,
¢ to marry you?’

17
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“Did n’'t you an’ Mr. -Foote marry dat brother an’
sister week afore Jas’?”

“Noj; ohly brother Foote.”

“ Brother Foote repeated the questions,” they answered ;
““then he pronounced them husband and wife; then they
were married according to law. But he axt you to pray
after he said dem words.” :

In all this ignorance they were like confiding grown-up
children, patiently listening to every explanation.

The unbounded eonfidence they placed in me was sur-
prising ; for they often brought their business papers for
nie to examine, to see whether they were right. One man
brought me a note, as the employer could not pay him for
his work in money. He said it was a note for groceries;
but the grocer refused to take it, and said it was not good.
I told him there was neither date nor name to it. I wrote
the man a letter, asking him to rectify the mistake, which he

did; but he gave his employee credit for only half the days

he had worked. They were so often deceived and cheated
in many ways, because of their extreme ignorance, that I
did not wonder at the conclusion one escaped fugitive had
reached. His master wasa Presbyterian minister, but he had
known him to whip his sister, the cook, after coming home
from Church; and he said then he never would have faith
in white folks’ religion. Since coming to this colony he
watched me a long while before he made up his mind that
white people could have a pure religion. But now he be-
lieved “ that the Lord hid his Spirit in the hearts of white
people at the North; but it was a make-believe_in slave-
holders.” to

I was surprised one day to meet the mother of three
of my scholars, who gave her thrilling experience in her
escape from slavery; but she had little more than com-
menced her story before I found her to be one for whom
I laid a plan with her sister, who had bought herself. As
I named a circumstance, she exclaimed in surprise, ¢ Why
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honey! is dis possible? God sent you here to larn my
Y p Y )

gals to read, aw’ we didn't know you,” and tears began to
drop thicker and faster, as she recounted the blessings that

had multiplied since her arrival in Canada. She had in"

the three years worked for a little home. Her two older
gitls were at work, and they were all so happy in their
freedom.

These fugitives often came five or six miles for me to
write letters to their friends in the South, with whom they
left a secret arrangement very frequently with white peo-
ple who were their friends, but secretly, for fear of the
ruling power, as were the disciples of Christ who feared
the Jews. Their notes, or articles of agrecment, were gen-
erally brought to me to draft for them.

In six weeks of steady attendance fifteen young men
and women could read the second reader, and write a legi-
ble hand, and draft a negotiable note. I took a specimen
of a number of my scholars’ hand-writing to an anti-slavery
convention in Cincinnati, Ohio, and left a few with the
Rev. John G. Fee, whose life had been threatened if he
did not desist from preaching a free gospel in his home
State—Kentucky. But the brave Cassius M. Clay told
Lim to go on, and he would go with him. He went to
one place from whence he had received repeated threats,
and trouble was anticipated ; but Cassius walked into the
church by his side, and placed the Constituson of the
United States on the Bible, and over both his brace of
pistols, with which he ayﬁ)rmed the audience he should
protect free speech. At the same time he cast a glance at
thes threatening group in-a farther corner, who left one by
one, until the church was cleared of all bat eager listeners.
Brother Fee said his object in requesting these specimens
of the fugitives writing was to exhibit to those who were
constantly asserting that negroes could not learn. He
wished them to see the legible hand-writing of those who
had only six wecks' training from their alphabet.



L]

196 A WOMAN’S LIFE-WORK.

After spending a few days’ vacation, I returned to the
toiling day aud night’in my school. As there were twelve
heads of tamilies anxious to read the Bible and hymn-book,

“and this seemed to . be the height of their ambition, I

opened an evening school for that class. It was steadily
attended four evenings in each week, and this, with one
evening devoted to prayer-mecting, filled the week, leav-
ing only one eveuning free; and frequently they came with
their -ox-teams to take me three miles to lead a prayer-
meeting for them in an adjoining settlement.

The Winter was quite severe, and I frequently was
awakened with the snow sifting in my face, and not un-
frequently found the snow half an inch or more deep over
my bed on rising in the morning; but my health was
firm, and I often thought I never enjoyed a year of toil-.
ing better than the one I spent here.

There were in this colony a mixed religious: ele
Baptist, Methodist, Preshyterian ree-will Baptist—
deeply interested in Sabbath-schools and class-meetings,
open to all _who wished to enjoy them. An orgauization
wag-proposed. The proposition came from the \Iethodlst
element, but I did not deem it wise to organize from any
one denomination, as divergent opinions would create con-
troversy ‘that would bring harm to many tender minds.
Consequently I proposed to organize a Christian Union
Church, wighout disturbing the Church relationship of any
one. I prepared an extract from Gerrit Smith’s concise
plan of organizing, on a liberal-scale, a Christian Union
Church, with but little change, and read it to them; and,
after a little discussion and explanation it was readily
adopted. I think the number of-new converts was thir-
teen, who expressed a desire to be baptized by immersion.
I exhorted them to. attend to their own religious impres-
sions, as I was not there to present particular religious
tenets, but to present the crucified, risen, and glorified
Savior. Brother Foote came and complied with their wish.
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I closed my evening school two weeks to hold a series
of meetings, in which a young Baptist brother assisted.
We all continued to work together for the highest good of
- all around us.

I noticed a settled sadness in the countenance of a

young man of twenty-five years, recently from Missouri.”

During recess he took but little interest in any thing out-
side of his book or writing lesson. After attending my
- school a few days he invitel me to.go to his board-
ing-place to spend the night, as he wished me to write a
letter for‘him. I found bis history was a sad one. le
was sold from his wife and four little children to satisfy a
heavy debt. - The master tried to reason with him, and
said the man he owed would not take any of his slaves but

—He called him aside to have further conversation
* concerning the propused sale; bis wife presented herself
also to plead that they might not be separated. DBoth
knelt before him, besceching with tears to allow them to
remain together. Said he, I tole 'im 1'd serve ’im faith-
. fully all the days of my life, if he’d only let us live
together ; and he seemed to give way a little, and said he
did not want to sell me, as I was his foreman, and he
thought he would make other arrangements. I watched
him closely as I had but little confidence in his words, and
armed myself with a dirk. One day he called me to go to
the woods with him, to show me the trees he wanted
chopped.  As I was going I saw the end of a rope under
his coatskirt. I kept at-a reasonable distance all the way,
and when we came to the tree he wanted I should clhop,
he attempted to come near me and I stood back; then he
told me plainly I must yield. I said I.never would per-
mit myself to leave my family, and, if he was so deter-
mined, I should never be of any use to any one, for life to

me was of no value if I am to be taken from my wife and

four little children. At this he, \‘:itll the other man, who
came out of the bushes, ran towards me, but I outran
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them. About seven miles distant he overtook me with a
number of his slave men, and told me I had to give up.
I flourished my dirk and told them that I would kill the
first man that touched me, or they should kill me. At this
they all stood back except the master himself. He flour--
ished his bowie-knife and I my dirk, for the space of a
few minutes, when he made a rush upon me, and he met

my dirk before I met his bowie-knife. ~As he fell back I

ran for the woods. In the darkness of the night I made
my last visit to my wife and little children.”

Here he became convulsed with weeping. When he
could command his feelings to pursue the sad story,
he said:

«Oh, that was an awful parting! The moment I en-
tered my wife’s cabin she threw her arms around my neck,
exclaiming, ‘Oh, my dear Bill, “don’t stay a minute, for
they say you’ve killed Master Riggs. They say he was
dyin’ this evenin’, and he’s dead afore this time, I reckon,
an’ they swear vengeance on you. Some said they’d chop
you in picces—some said they ’d burn youalive.” I told her
if God would help me to Canada I would write after awhile
to her father (he was free, having bought himself), and
may be he could manage to send her and our children to
me; and I tore her arms from my neck.”

Again he was overcome with grief. I advised him not
to write at present. J mever saw a more griefstricken
man. He was boardirig with Henry Bibb’s mother, who
said she knew he was'a man of deep trouble, ““for he
looked so sad and ‘groaned so.much nights; but I could 't
bear to ask him, because I thought it would be harder for

-~ him to forget it.” Having been a slave herself, she could

easnly anticipate the cause of his sadness. Notwithstand-
ing this, he made fair progress in reading, writing, and
arithmetic in one term.. During this time \lgorous efforts

were put forth for his capture.

While I enjoyed my work so much with ‘these people in
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the woods, in schools, in meetings, and in their improve-
ments generally, I do not say I found with-them perfection.
There were causes for reproof as well as of encourage-
ment. “They made great effort to improve their homes by
taking trees from their woods to the saw-mills to be cut up
into beards for better floors than split logs, and for parti-
tions to make their little houses more comfortable. Per-
haps their improvements could not find better expression

than the report of one of our neighbors, m reply to an -

inquiry of a friend in Detroit, as to how they were pros-
pering in their refugee colony. ¢ Fine, fine; we've all come
to life, an”are in a strife to see who'll make the bes’
house.”
Frequent arrivals of their friends from slavery often
produced much excitement. At one time a company of
_twenty-seven arrived;—brought by John Fairfield, a Vir-
ginian. He often went into the heart of slave-holding
States and brought companies away, passing himself as
their owner until they reached a free State. He tele-
graphed some friends in Windsor, and a dinner of reception
was provided in one of the colored churches, and a great
Jubilee meeting was held. One very old woman, between
eighty and ninety years old, shouted as she jumped around
among the people, “I’s young again. Glory! glory!
.Jesus is our Master for evermore, honey,” shaking hands
with the new-comers.” ¢ Glory to Jesus! I’s sixteen;” and
she clapped her hands as she gave another leap. Said John
Fairfield, ©* This pays me for all dangers I have faced in
bringing this company, just to see these old friends meet.”
Our young brother Campbell, the licentiate Baptist
minister who had labored with usin our series of meetings a
few months previously, returned, and with the three Baptist
families in that community conceived the idea that as I was
soon. to leave, they could organize a Baptist Church, and
induce nearly all in that colony to unite; and they went
to work industriously to secure the individual consent of
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our Christian Union members; but the plan was, with
one accord, rejected, except by our Baptist friends. As
they said nothing to me concerning it, each day brought
some complaints about their organizing a Baptist Church
““over our heads,” as a number expressed themselves. . But
I told them ““not to feel hurt over their desire to erganize
a Baptist Church. We will give way for them to occupy
half the time.” DBrother Maglothin, who had just come
with his family from Virginia, was an carnest Christian
man and a licensed Wesleyan minister, and he was ready
to take my place in keeping up_our Sabbath-schools and
mectings. -

Rev. N. P. Colver, of Detroit, had appointed the Sab-

bath to meet the friends in our school-house, for the pur-
pose of organizing a Baptist:Church and of ordaining brother
Campbell to take charge of it. I told all of our people to
be sure and attend it with me.  As I retired on the night
previous to the proposed meeting, I read the sweet promise
of the loving Savior, “I will be with you to the end,” with
an assurance of entire trust. »

The hour arrived, and our house was well filled, but
with many saddened faces. Brother Colver gave a short
discourse, and ordained brother Campbell, who was left in
charge of the Baptist branch of the little flock. At the close
of the exercises I remarked that I hoped we would all man-
ifest the same abiding interest in each other’s spiritual and
temporal well-being as we had heretofore done; that there
was a fair understanding between the brethren and sisters
that every other Subbath was to be occupied by brother
Maglothin, thus alternating” with brother Campbell; and
as the next Sabbath would be ‘my last for the present with

them, it would he my duty to explain the basis upon .

which our Christian Union Church was organized. My
earnest and constant prayer was and ever would be,
whether present or absent, that the love of the Lord
Jesus Christ would ever dwell richly in each heart of his
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followers in that -community, \nth whom I had spent a
year that I could class with the most pleasant of my life.

The following -Sabbath found our house well filled.

After singing an appropriate hymn, and prayer, I read
1 Corinthians -ii, with remarks; after which I read the

" license from the Wesleyan Methodist Conference, acknowl-

edging a qualification to preach the Gospel of our Lord
Jesus Christ. In it was granted liberty to organize a
company of believers into a- Church; and,I presented our
articles of agrecment to build each other up in the unity
of the Spirit and in the®bonds of peace, regardless of
name, in this ¢ Christian Union Church.”  To this we all
assented without a jar, and some of our B‘lptlst brethrcn
present voted in favor.

At this tlieir minister. arose with an ‘wl\no“ledwment'

that he had not understood the foundation of this organ-
ization before, and regretted very much what he had said
against it, and would ask pardon of all these brethren and
sisters and of myself. Before I had an opportunity to
reply their deacon and another followed, asking pardon
for what they had said, for now they saw the wrong. I
replied that if feelings had been hurt by whatever ‘had
seemed unkind, they were now healed by the same love
and unity that had so universally prevailed in our little
barid, that had given courage and strength all through the
year. - Here were sad faces brightened; and others fol-
lowed me, manifesting the healing power of love. The
Lord was in our minds reconciling to himself, and melting
away every apparent root of bitterness. :

I left them again united, but our little Baptist organ-
ization lived only till their fourth meeting. From their
own choice it was discontinued ; and, as the majority in
that community were of Methodist proclivities, it has never
ceased to be of that family name, being a few months after
reorganized under the auspices of the Methodist Episcopal
Church.
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I had,previous to ]ca\'ing this field, written to Willigm
Anderson’s wife, Myyia, directed to her father, and dated
in Adrian, Michigan, and I instructed letters from her to
be seut to that city in my care. Soon after my return a
letter came from her father, as William bhad directed. [
opened it, and found the very plausible plan of bringing
William’s wife and four children to him. Iler father
wrote of the loss of his own wife; and as the size and
color of Maria answered to the description of his own wife,
as recorded on his manumission papers, he proposed to take
Maria and the children a few miles away in the night,

-where they would he kept sccreted until the excitement

of huunting for them was over, when he proposed to take
them a night’s journey northward. By that time he hoped
that he could travel openly, with his free papers. I re-

~ plied as William requested, in his name, and forwarded
‘both the letter and a copy of my reply to him, with a re-

newed caution for him not to cross the Detroit River, as
it was possible that all these plans were devised by his
enemies; instead of the father-in-law and his wife. They
had desired him to meet them on their way, and also in-
quired for names of places and persons who aided him,
for the purpuse of passing through safely to some point
where they could meet to part no more until death itself
should separate them. I wrote him to wait patiently the
result, aud not allow himself to become too much elated
over this plausible plan, for I had written “that there
were many friends who assisted him, whose names he had
forgotten, neither could he call to mind the names of the

“many places he passed through, for he was taken from -

place to place in haste. They, too, would find no lack of
friends; and if they brought his family to Adrian, Mich-
igan, and inquired for Mrs. Laura S. Haviland, a widow,
they would learn where he could be found.”

Not many days elapsed before the answer came in the
person of a Southerner, accompanicd by Mr. Warren, of
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Detroit, with my letter in his hand, and with the state-
ment that I would know the whereabouts of William
Anderson. e =aid his family had arrived in Detroit with
his wife’s father, and that they were in the family of a
coloredd minister by the name of Williuns.

I told him I was acquainted with the Williams family,
and was very glad to hear of the arrival of William Aun-
derson’s family, over wliom he had been very anxious, and
inquired when they came.

“ Yesterday, about four d'clock,” was the reply. ““There
seems to be quite an interest in the family by the white
people.  Mr. Hallack gave me five dollars to pay Will-
iam’s fare to Detroit to meet his family, as I volunteered
to come for him. And here ’s a letter he sent to his
father-in-law; you can read for yourself.”

I tock it, and as I opened it recognized the letter I
wrote for him. ¢ Yes, this is all right; it is the letter I
wrote for William.”

Beginning to appear quite nervous, he said: “You sce
in that there is a statement that you would know. where
he’s at work; and,” taking out his watch, I sce we'’ll
have to hurry to get to Adrian by train time, and if you’ll
be so kind as to tell me where to find him, as they arc
very anxiously waiting for us, I shall be obliged to you.
It would be a great disappointment if we should fail to
reach Detroit when the next train goes in.”

He walked to and fro across the room, first to the
door, then to the window, in a hurried, excited manner,
while I was purposely detaining him to see him tremble.
I was quite satisfied that he was a bogus coin by the index
of his faice. When I told him, at length, that he was
working in Chatham, Canada West, and that I wrote this
direction to avoid any possible scheme or plot to rcturn
him to bopeless bondage, his face reddened and voice
trembled as he replied:

“I do v't know any thing about it, only what Mr.
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Hallack told me. That is every thing that I know in this

i matter.? &

, I wam what Mr. Hallack had informed him was all

o 4 right, and he could tell him to send the family on the first

' ’ “train ‘from Windsor to Chatham, and they would meet

] ~ William there. He bowed, “I thank you;” but looked
| , as if hisewords very much misrepresented him.

, By the time he was out of sight I had my horse and
b buggy ready, to follow him to Adrian, to telegraph Horace

v Hallack ghd George De Baptist to forward a dispatch to

Williart~ Anderson, Chatham, Canada West, to leave that
city without an hour’s delay,.as I was satisfied his enemies
from Missouri were after him, and probably would take
him as a murderer. The tele"ram was sent, and he

» obeyed its request.

Within two days my caller was there inquiring for
William, and was told by a number that he had been at
work in town some time, but left a couple of days before,
but knew not where he went. After a few days’ search
and inquiries in that town, he returned to Detroit, and
for the first time called on Horace Hallack to inform him
that he was in search of a colored man by the name of

: William Anderson, who was a free man, that had com-
S " mitted in the State of Missouri a cold-blooded murder of
R a Baptist deacon, for the paltry sum of five -dollars, and

; : he understood he had been quite recently in Chatham,
i Canatla, but had left that city. He would like advice as
i
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to what course to pursue to ascertain .his whereabouts.
Horace Hallack referred him to George De Baptlst who
*was well acquainted with leading colored men in many
localitics both in Canada and this side the river.

Our Missourian was now in good hands, as I followed
my despatch to them with a long letter, giving William
Anderson’s experience in detail. . George De Baptist told
him if he had been a slave, he would have taken every -
measure within his reach to protect him in his freedom.
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But as he said he was always free, and such a high-handed
murderer as he represented, he would go just as far to
bring him to justice. ‘I will tell you what I will do; I
will write to an intelligent colored man in each of the .
largest settlements of colored people, Chatham, Amhurst-
burg, and Sandwich, and will receive replies from each
within four days, and I will give you the result of their
mqulnes At the time appointed the Missourian returned
for tidings. '

. Said George, ““I have received answers from each let-
ter, and from -Amhurstburg and Sandwich they write

.- they have known or heard nothing 6f a man by that name;

_ but the man to whom I wrote in Chatham has known all
about him, being well acquainted with him, and he writes
that William Anderson had been talking of going to Sault
St. Marys, and that he left two weeks ago, rather mys-
teriously, without telling him or any any one else where
he was. going; but the greater probability was he went
there.” ‘ ,

_ He gave the letters to him to read for himself. Con-
sequently he hired Mr. Warren and another man, and
took the trip to Sault St. Marys, where he spent a week
inquiring for William Anderson; but he failed to get the
least clew to his whereabouts, and returmed to Detroit. -
He left a power of attorney with his friend Warren to ar-
rest him - in case he could be decoyed over the Detroit
river; if that plan did not succeed, he was to telegraph
him if he found his whereabouts in Canada. If these
plans failed, he left directions to arrest me with a United
States warrant. But about the time I was to have been
arrested Mr. Warren, the man who was empowered to ar-
rest me, died with cholera—a singular coincidence. Mr.
Warren’s brother expresséd deep sorrow and regret to find
the papers granting legal authority to transact such busi-

-~ ness in his brother’s possession at the time of his.death.

He allowed George De Baptist to see them hefore they
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were destroyed. This was the second time cholera defeated
L my arrest. )
b Pursuit was still continued for leham Anderson.
Three years after I fell in company with D. L. Ward, at-
i torney of New Orleans, in-a stage between Ypsilanti and -~
3 Clinton, Michigan. He was making sorhe complaints
about the North, which drew forth a few remarks from
. me. “Oh, Iam glad I’ve got hold of an abolitionist. It
B is just. what I have wished for ever since I left my home
g in New Orleans. *Now I want to give you a little advice,
and, as it will cost you nothing, you may accept it freely,
. and I hope you will profit by it; and that is, when you
" abolitionists have another Sims case, call on Southern legal
gentlemen, and we will help you through. We would
have cleared Sims, for that 'Fugitive-slave Law is defec-
tive, and we know it, and we know just how to handle it.” -
“Why did you introduce a defective bill?”
¢ Because we made up our minds to bring you North-
erners to our terms, whether it was constitutional or not,
and we have done it, because we knew we could do it;
not because we cared for a few niggers; for I say, if a nig-
ger cares enough for freedom to run for it, he ought to
¢ have it. Now we knew that was an unconstitutional thing
e before we put it before Congress; but we put it there to
let you know we could drive it down Northern throats, -
and we did it, too.” '
«T acknowledge,” I replied, ‘‘ that there is too much
. servility in our North; there is too much crouching and
cringing, but I am prepared to say there are more than
seven thousand that have nevér bowed the knee to your
Baal of slavery, and never will. We never shall do- hom- :
age to your Southern goddess, though you may cry loud -
and long in demanding its worship. You say if we have-
another slave case, if we come to you to help us through,
you will do it, and that if a slave wants his freedom bad
enough to run for it, you think he ought. to have it?”-

.
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« Yes madam, we will aid you, for we know just how
to handle that thing.”

¢ Supposing a man is about to be sold from his family,
and he falls at his master’s feet, and pleads in tears to re-
main with his family, and promises to serve him faithfully
all the days of his life, if he will only permit them to re-

main together; but the masteér persists in the sale; the -
slave makes his escape; is overtaken by his master, yet,

severely wounding him, he succeeds in gammg his liberty.
Now what do you say in regard to this supposed case?”

Looking me full in the face, he asked my name,
which was given. ~Said he, “I think I am acquainted
"< with that case. Is it not William Anderson, a runaway
“ from Missouri?”

“ William Anderson’s case is very similar to the one I
have described.”

““Oh yes, madam, and you are implicated in that af-
fair, but as you are a lady I will not disturb you; but
you are liable to great difficulty in that case, and I will
tell you we are going to have Anderson by hook or by
crook ; we will have him by fair means or foul; the South
is determined to have that man, and you’ll find your
House of Refuge will not protect him either.”

“ This is the way I perceive you Southern legal gentle-
men will help us. But you will never get Anderson from
Canada. Your determination will fail.”

““We shall not fail,*but I will tell you after I return
from our fillibustering tour, as we are going out next

"~ month. We are confident of success in that, too, for our _

‘fleet is in good condition. We shall then take Anderson,
if not before, and let you see how much your House of

" Refuge will do to hold that man from the South.” .
I never heard from D. L. Ward from that day. I had
written previous to this interview to the governor-general,
~ Lord Elgin, of the first effort to retake him as a murderer.
He replied that, ‘“in case of a demand for William Ander-
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son, he should require the case to be tried in their British
court; and if twelve freeholders should testify that he had
been a man of integrity since his arrival in their dominion,
it should clear him.” This information, however, I did not
reveal to cur Southern lawyer.

Three years later, in which time I had succeeded in fin-
ishing my Raisin Institute building, and reopened the insti-
4ution in charge of a principal from Oberlin College, the
sad tidings reached me that William Anderson was lodged

" in jail inthe city of Toronto, under charge of murder com-

mitted in the State of Missouri. He was awaiting his trial,
and Gerrit Smith was one of his legal advisers. I wrote

. immediately informing him of the previous efforts to search

out his whereabouts, and that his pursuers at that date
(1853) alleged that he was a free man, and had never been
a slave. In reply, Gerrit Smith wrote:

“Iam-glad you have given me so much of his history.
Poor Anderson! I visited him in jail. I will‘'send you my

* speech in his behalf. I hope the friends will purchase his

family. I have volunteered to do all I can for the poor

man. Lord Elgin is removed; the present governor-gen-
eral is a stranger to this case. God bless you.

“I am truly your friend, GERRIT SMITR.” .

A few days later, I received the‘thrilling speech of Ger-

rit Smith, like the man, full of pure and soul-inspiring

thought ; but I trembled with fear when two of the three

judges were in favor of returning William Anderson to the

. State of Missouri, and that Riggs the claimant was liable

to succeed; but through the efforts of his friends, and the
opposing judge, the case was appealed to a higher court,
and William Anderson was sent to England, where he re-
muined in safety until the war opened, in which time the
case was adjusted in his favor. The Missouri agent, Riggs,
failed, and the friends of liberty rejoiced: '

Three young men fled from Daniel Payne, Kentucky,
and succeeded in reaching Canada, where they had proven
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themselves worthy of their hard-earned freedom. A few
months elapsed, and their master came for them, and tried
to hire them to go back with him, promising to make over
to them munumission papers as soon as they returned. But
he failed to inspire Alfred and his.two brothers with confi-
dence in his promise of freedom and fair wages for their
work. He then secured the aid of ‘a colored man to invite
them to a dancing party in Detroit a few days after, but
the boys mistrusted that their old master had the handling
of this invitation, and did not accept. it.
As they had been annoyed two weeks by the various
- plans of *Master Dan Payne,” they concluded the next
time he gave them a call to appear more sqcial, and gave
their plan to forty or fifty of their friends, who were to lie
in ambush near the old barracks, where one of the brothers
was to have a chill, and appear too sick to go over the
river. But two days passed before the opportunity arrived
_that enabled them to carry out their plan. When Alfred
informed the ex-master of the illness of his brother, of
course he must hasten to the sick boy with a nice brandy-
sling for the chills, and he purchased a good quantity for
them all. While he was handing a glass of sweetened
brandy to the sick man, a company of men rushed in and
- held him, while Alfred and two brothers stripped him of
" his coat, vest, boots, socks, and pants, and tied him with
a rope in the same way the master had tied their mother,
when he compelled her to be stripped, and tied her with
his own hands, and whipped her until the blood ran to the
ground. Alfred and his brothers applied dexterously the
‘slave-whip, which they had provided for the occasion by
borrowing a plantation slave-whip kept by Henry Bibb
as a reminder of his slave life. Daniel Payne begged
heartily for mercy. Alfred replied: “ Yes, this is just the
way my mother begged for mercy; but you had no mercy
for her, and this is to show what she receeived at your

cruel hands.” They applied the lash untd the forty stripes
18
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their mother had received at his hands had been given.
Then they unbound him and gave him fifteen minutes to
dress and leave (‘apada, and gave him a quarter to go
with, keeping his watch and purse, which contained about
forty dollars. He crossed the river within the given time,
and sent an agent to call on the authorities, to whom he
entered a complaint of being robbed of a gold watch and
one hundred dollars, but made no complaint of the whip-
ping. He affected to be toc lame ¢ with rheumatism”. to
return to hiz Kentucky home for a number of days, in
which time the boys retarned his watch, but kept the
money. Alfred and hig’brothers said Mr. Payne was as’
untruthful about the amount of money as he was in call-
ing his old silver watch gold. Suffice it to say, the young
men were never after troubled or annoyed by Daniel Payne,

" of Kentucky. Although it was a course I would never

have inaugurated, yet it was largely in human pature to

-requite the cruelties heaped upon their mother when it was

beyond their power to protect her.

With very many pleasant remembrances, I left this la-
borious field cf lapor for home work, where I spent nearly
three years looking after the best interests of my childten,
and making preparations to reopen Raisin Institute, for
the moral, intellectual, and spiritual improvement of our
youth.
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CHAPTER IX.
RESCUE OF SLAVES.

A FAMILY of six left their old Kentucky home in search
of freedom. A ydung wife who/ was sold had made her
escape three years previously. I noticed a stranger pass-
ing through my gate, and as he was a mulatto, I went out
to see where he had gone. I found him sitting in the
porch, waiting to see some one of whom to inquire whether
he was at the right place. He handed a paper directed
to me by an under-ground railroad ticket agent, who in-
formed me there were six fugitives in his company. ¢Then
there are six of you?” I asked; “and where are the bal-

ance?” ¢ My two brothers are back a-ways,” he replied, .

““’cause we'’s feared it wasn’t the right place.”

Being assured all was right, he went back for them.
They had left their mother, with her two little grandchil-
dren, in Carthaginia, until the boys could find a safe home
for them, but they knew not whether they should go on
to Canada or find the object of their search short of that
place. They heard in Carthaginia that Michigan tvas the last
place she had been heard from, and that was a short time
after passing through that town. They were directed to me
as being most likely to know the whereabouts of the young
wife. " They had been in my home a number of hours be-
fore the elder brother dared make the inquiry. I noticed
the frequent heavy sigh and sad countenance, and I thought
he was probably very anxious over the safety of his mother,
and I assured him that she was in good hands, for I knew
them to be true friends. While he assented, yet all my
words of encouragement did not seem to cheer him, while

, the two younger brothers were happy. I went through

.
.
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my usual course of giving them new names. As they left
that entirely with me, I gave as the family name Ross,
and their given names Benjamin, Richard, and Daniel.
But I came to the conclusion that the older brother was
troubled over some friends he had left behind. At length,

“in a half hesitating and trembling manner, he ventured to

ask if I knew any thing of a colored girl by the name of
Mary Todd.

« Certamly I do,” said I; “and did you know her?”

*Yes, ma’am,” was his reply.

“Do you know whether hér husband was sold? She
worried a great deal about him.”

¢“No, they talked of selling him lately.” Then, after
a pause, ‘“She is n’t married again, is she ?”

“Why, no, she is a very steady, nice young woman.
Every one. in the neighborhood where she lives takes a
great interest in her. Perhaps you are acquainted with
her husband; why don’t he come? He promised to fol-
low her as soon as he could.”

-While his countenance lit up with joy, I had no sus-
picion of who he was until he said, “I am the man. I
am her husband.”

“ Why did n’t you tell me that before ?”

T was fraid of bad news if I got any.”

¢ Afraid she was married ?”

““Well, it ’s been mighty nigh three years, an I could n’t
go for a long time off the plantation, after she left.”

"As she was "twelve miles from our school, and by this
time it was nearly night, I hastened to inform brother
Canfield, a Wesleyan minister, that the older brother of
these fugitives was Mary Todd’s husband. Is it possi-
ble,” he asked, ¢ that Mary’s husband has come at last?”

Soon, quite an excitement was produced in our neigh-
borhood over the arrival of Mary Todd’s husband. The
next morning brother Canfield took him in his buggy to
meet his wife and little son lie had never seen; and a time
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of great rejoicing was in the whole neighborhood. As
they were married after slave style, brother Canfield sol-
emnized the marriage legally. The minister said we all
forgot the black skin, when we saw that couple fly to each
other’s arms. Surely,

¢ Skins may differ, but affection
Dwells in black and white the same.”

Mary had lived most of the time in the family of Fitch

. Reed, of Cambridge. They soon had a home for their

.mother, with her two little granddaughters, and were all
happy, industrious, and highly respected.

One of the common trials of life, to mar our happiness

in our family-like institution (February 23d) was the list-’

less waywardness of some of our dear students, in a deter-
mined purpose to attend a dancing party under. the guise
of an oyster supper. How many delusive snares are laid
to entrap and turn aside the youth into divergent paths.

We found it nécessary to suspend eight of our students for-

the remainder of the term. It is a painful duty of the
surgeon to amputate a limb, yet it may be an imperative
duty, in order to save the life of the patient, and restore
the body to health.

This evening g very remarkable fugitive slave came
from Tennessee He had been five weeks on the way, in
which time he had slept but one night, having traveled at
" night and buried himself in hay and straw in barns in the
day-time to keep from perishing with cold, and to avoid
detection. He says six years ago his wife and child were
sold from him, which caused him days and nights of bitter
tears. He then firmly resolved to make an attempt to
gain his freedom by flight. He was captured in Illinois
after a severe struggle. He showed us four pistol-ball
holes in the arm he was most dextrously using in"his own
defense, and two large scars which he said were gashes
made at the same time with a Bowie-knife, which enabled
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his enemies to capture him. After they secured him in
jail he was advertised in papers, which his master saw,
and came and took him back, and causéd him to be
whipped on the bare back until the flesh was so badly
torn that he was compelled to lie on his stomach four
weeks. During this time he was not able to turn himself.
After recovering his master put him in the iron works, of

#which he was proprietor. “If I hadn’t been one of his
engineers he would have sold me instead of giving me that
awful whipping that he thought conquered me; but he was -
mightily mistaken; for it-only- imbedded in my heart a
more bitter hate than ever. I appeared contented and
performed my work well. -After a few months; he said
one day, ‘I’ve made you a good boy, Jim, and now I’ll
let you go to the big city with me.” I was very obe-
dient, but he littld knew of my determination to leave him

. as soon as I could make sure work of it. That is the
reason I would not make friends with white people till I,
found Michigan, for we have heard that people in this
State are friendly to us, and that it is next to Canada.”

As this man was above mediocrity as to mtelhgence,
his two days’ stay with us had a salutary influence over
our school. He could not be prevailed upon to rest longer,
as he could not be easy until he reached Victoria’s domin-
jons. His clothes were made comfortable, and I called on
a few friends for a little pocket change, and sent by him a -
little note to the next station, “here he was aided on to
Canada.

Our Spring term opened with fair prospects. A number
of our students who were suspended last term returned to
us,, they said} to redeem themselves, and they were as good
as their word. .

During our long vacation I attended an anti-slavery
convention in Cincinnati, where I met a white slave man,
from Little Rock, Arkansas, who left his home in the night
and by morning took public conveyance as any other white

a
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man would. On reaching Cincinnati he found friends of
the slave to whom he revealed his condition. Levi Coffin
advised him to go with me to Michigan. As he was in
greater haste than I was, he proposed to go on at once.
Consequently I wrote a letter of introduction to my friends,
requesting them to furnish him with work. In two weeks
I returned and found my young friend, Charles McClain,
* (for that was the name I gave him in Cincinnati) at work
‘with a friefd, who said it was a pity that I had introduced
him as a fiigitive slave, for they would not have believed
_it if the stdtement had not come from me.

. He camk to our school and improved very much upon
what he had picked up from the white children who were
going to school, and by the aid of a colored minister who
could read and write, and by that means could read in the
second reader and write a little. He was often seen in
tears, and was very anxious to have his sister with him,

who was as white as himself and, like him, had straight

auburn hair, blue eyes, and perfect Caucasian features,
- without a vestige of African descent that could be detected.
A deep sympathy was enlisted in his behalf. He wis very
anxious to convey intelligence to that sister of the ease
with which he effected his escape, and that she too could
free herself as easily. A number of the friends offered to
aid, and one friend placed thirty dollars in my hands to
bring about this result. I wrote to a colored minister in
Little Rock, who replied, with a graphic account of their
rejoicing at, his success, and of his sister Ann’s anxiety to
come to him, but that she had no means. Charles wrote
to her that he would send means with instructions. As I
bad for-many years had a great desire to see more of the
system of slavery in its own territory, as so many people
“of the North were insisting upon our exaggerations, and
that we were judging the majority of slave-holders by the
“few unprincipled men we had seen, I concluded to become
the bearer of this message.

"
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With a well-defined plan of the streets and houses I
left my home, in confidence that the God of Daniel would
return me unharmed. After a little visit with my dear
friends, Levi and Catharine Coffin, in Cincinnati, I resumed
my joarney. I felt a little disappointed at the leaving of
a through boat an hour earlier than reported. Levi said,
¢ Perhaps thou’lt find it’s all for the best,” and so it was.
For the second day after leaving Cincinnati the vessel was
burned and sunk, with great loss of property, and many
of the passengers were seriously injured, and some fatally.
As I soon after passed the wreck of partially burned
furniture floating near the shore, and some hauled out
lying on the bank, I was thankful for the disappointment.

At Napoleon I left the boat for another to go up the
Arkansas river, and waited at the best hotel in the place,
kept by the widow Reeves. She was probably a fair speci-
men of Southern women. The appearance of the people
made me feel as if I was out of:these United States. There
was quite a company wamng to go up or down the river.
Among them were six or eight young people—Colonel
Thompson with his son and daughter, whom he was taking
home from their school in Helena, Arkansas, and a young
Dr. Jackson, who was very talkative and filled to over-
flowing with affectation. With a twirl of his little cane,
and half-bent bow, in a simpering manner he addressed
the four young ladies sitting on the sofa before him:

“How did you rest last night, ladles [

“Quite well, I thank you. »

““Indeed, I am very happy to hear it, for I did not.
I was dreaming all night of shooting and stabbing, and I
had an awful time. I suppcse it was owing to the awful
time-we had when I was here last over a nigger fight, or
rather a fight over a nigger. It seems he had started to
run away and they overtook him here, and he fought like
a tiger. He had armed himself with a six-shooter, and I
tell you he made the bullets fly lively, and they shot him

3
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before they could catch him. He shot one man dead and
wounded two or three others, and I was called upon to
extract a ball from the shoulder of one man.”

During this conversation, and much more not recorded,
I was writing a letter home, directed to a friend in Cov-
ington, Kentucky. There was an understanding, while in
Cincinnati, that Levi Coffin was to take my letters from

" our Covington friends, and mail them home.

To my great relief, the small boat,  Rough and Ready,”
came in, and was to leave for Indian TFerritory, up the
Arkansas River, in two hours; but a large boat was going
up the next day. I went on both to sce what they were,
and I found the large boat Jooked more like an old slaver
than a civilized craft, and made my choice without making
known the reason. There was in the hotel an old lady
going on the large boat, and she urged me to accompany
her, and a young woman was going on the “ Rough and
Ready,” who was anxious I should go with her, as she was
alone, and going to her mother in Little Rock. The old
lady said .she was alone, and was going to her daughter,
and asked Mlrs. Reeves to intercede in her behalf. ¢ Now,
Mrs. Smith; I'll make a bargain with you. There is a
rich widower on the big boat, and he’s got lots & niggers
and money. I’ll give him to you if you’ll go on that
boat; and, I tell you, he’s rich as Creesus.” I had to en-
ter somewhat into these familiarities, and told her I would
Dot think of being so selfish as to take him from her.

I finished my letter-writing, and her Pomp was told to
take my satchel to the boat with the young woman.

There were Colonel Thompson and son and.daughter, who -

made themselves quite too familiar to be comfortable. I

soon noticed the captain seemed quite disconcerted, and made

many excuses. His cabin help were set to cleaning and

setting things in order, and his cook sent ashore, for nuts,

candies, and fruits. 'We hardly had started wEZn Colonel
19
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Thompson charged me with being a reporter for some pe-
riodical. I assured him of his mistake. .

Said he, “I knew you were a reporter; and when Mrs.
Rceves was urging so persistently to have a dance, I whis-
i AR v+ pered to my young folks not to have any thing to do with
: it, for you’d have us all in some newspaper.”

T told him I was writing a letter to my folks.

Said he, “ You need not think you are going to fool us
in that way. I saw you write a few minutes, then stop,
and listen awhile to Dr. Jackson and those young ladies,
and then write again, then stop to listen to Mrs. Reeves,
and then . write again. I told my children they could sce
you had five or six pages for some paper; and you can
never make me believe that was all for a letter. Now, if
you will answer one question I’ll release you. Have n't
. you written an article for a paper some time?”

Y 1 hesitated, for the next query would be, What paper?
) At length I thought of the note of correction I wrote for
the Louisville Courier, while in that city, in behalf of
Calvin Fairbanks, while he was there in prisan. " I finally
ey ,told him T would not say I had never written any thing
’ for a paper.
¢« Now, if you will pardon me, just one more questlon,
s and if you will answer that I will be as good as my word,
and trouble you no more on that score. What paper
have you written for? I would like to know whether it
was a Helena - Ppaper or any one in our State.”
s . «Xo, not in this State,” said I; «I d1d write a little
©oo card for the Louisville Courier.”
i ' ¢« Ah, yes, that’s it; that is a good Democratxc paper.
. I am acquainted with the editor. I knew you were trying
.- to cheat us all the while. I wish you would write an arti-
cle for the Little Rock Demoerat. If you will I will send
the editor a letter of mtroduct\on and I know he will pay
you well for it.”

e DA b e e
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But I declined, and was very much relieved when the
Thompson family reached their home in Pine Bluff. Here
I saw their slaves come to meet l‘(t,hem'for their baggage.
They urged me to stop with them, and spend a week or
two, and they would take me out into the country to sce
some beautiful plantations, as they had an excellent car-
riage-driver. The young woman said: ‘“Pa has owned
him a number of years, and could always risk us with him
anywhere. Our plantation is not a very large one, as pa
has always had a store on his hands; but there are some
very large and beautiful ones bevond us.”

A senge of relief came over me as I saw them leave
the boat, and we were the next day landed in Little Rock.
Being after dark, I spent the night at the Anthony House.
Before sunrise I was at the house of our friends, who were
greatly rejoiced, and sent for the minister, with whom we

~consulted. After making all necessary arrangements, with
the signs fixed upon whereby I might understand when
the expected boat would arrive, whether any unfavorable
indications were noticed, ete., I inquired for a private and
convenient boarding-house, where I could remain a few
days waiting for tidings from a through boat: The family
they named happened to be where the young woman who
came on the same boat with me was boarding, with her
mother ‘and brother-in-law, who was keeping a tailor’s
shop. I inquired of this young woman and her mother
if they thought I could secure hoard there a few days,
while waiting for tidings from a brother. They theught
Mrs. Shears might not have a gonvenient room for me, but
they would be glad to have me in their room. Soon the
matter was settled. The son-in-law brought in sewing for
his mother and sister-in-law, and I made mysclf useful by
assisting them. The mother, Mrs. Springer, had a nice
‘ slially dress for me .to make, that she said she could n’t
have got made to suit her as well for eight dollars; and
urged me: quite hard to go in with herself and daughter

{
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in opening a shop for dress-making. I also did some sew-
ing for Mrs. Shears, who also became quite social.

Mrs. Shears was very cruel to her slaves, and com-
plained of the indolence of Jack, a boy of twelve years.
¢ But I have n’t got.him fairly broke in yet. Don’t you
think, after I paid eight hundred dollars in gold for that
nigger, and set him to shell a barrel of corn, he spent’all

“that day in doing nothing? I was just ready to go away,

when a nigger-drover brought a few he had left, and. said
he’d sell cheap, as it was the last he had on hand. e

- wanted nine hundred; but I told him I’d give him eight

hundred in gold, and at last he concluded to take it.
Well, as I told you, I set him to shelling on that barrel
of corn, and I don't s'pose he shelled a dozen-ears after I
was gone. Don’t you think, that nigger spent all that
day in bawling after his mother—a great booby, twelve
years old! He might have some scuse in his head. I
gave him one dressing, to begin with; for I found he’d
got to know who was master. I’ve had him six- weeks,
and he is n’t hardly broke in yet.”

Poor motherless child! No doubt she too wept bitterly
over the separation; but no word of pity, or even a sigh
of sympathy, must be allowed here. I must listen to this,

“and a great deal more, with stoical indifference.’

As Mrs. Shears had more company than usual, she
came to me one evening, and asked if I would take her
daughter’s bed in her room, shielded with curtains, for the
night. This was satisfactory to me.~ The following morn-
ing, at gray dawn, the two little boys, Jack and Jim,
came in with fire from the kitchen, with kindling. The
mistress rolled out of bed, and took her heavy-heeled shoe,
dealing blows upon their heads and shoulders, and said:

‘““ How come you niggers till this time o’ day in here
to build fires?”

¢« Aunt Winnie did n’t wake us.”

«“I’ll wake you up; here almost daylight, and not a
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fire built yct, when these four fires ought to have been
built an hour ago. And did o't wake up, ha? I’ll teach
you to-wake up.” '

And so she kept up the heavy blows, chasing them
round and round the chairs, and the boys crying, “I will
‘get up early, missus; I will get up early,” till it seemed
to me an unreasonable pumshment

Just as the two fires were going, and the little fellows
went to light the other two, the son, Joe Shears, came in.

““What are these niggers about, that these fires are not
albgoing long ago?”

0, they had to eleep thxs mornin’; they say Aunt
Winnie did n’t wake ’em.’

“I’ll wake the young devils; I’ll see ‘whether they ’ll
sleep till broad daylight. It’s their business to have these
fires going an hour ago;” and out -he went.

At breakfast, I noticed Jim, the waiter, was missing,
and Jack was not at his wood-chopping as usual. Soon
after, as I passed through the rear porch, I saw the two
little boys hanging, as I supposed, by their wrists, to a
pole over the bay in the barn. The door was just opened
by Joe Shears,-to commence his day’s work of whipping,
as I soon heard the cries of one, then the other, alternat-
ing in stripes heard with their cries, by spells, until noon.
During this time Joe Shears was sitting before the fire,
playing cards and sipping his brandy between the whip-
pings. * Whenever he was out the whipping and cries
were heard. . .

At noon little Jim was let down, very hoarse from
crying, and his eyes red and swollen. By his walk I knew
the little fellow had suffered intensely. But the little
wood-chopper was not at his post. Soon after dinner the -
lash was again heard, with the hoarse cry of little Jack;
and each time Joe Shears sat down to his card-table I
looked for Jack, but after a game or two of cards he was -
out again, and the lasb and cries resumed. I became so
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distressed that at four o’clock I took a walk on the street,
ostensibly to rest by ecxercise after a day of sewing, but
really to give vent to tears that had been all day pent up,
for all appearance of sympathy must here be restrained.
On my return I heard the battling of the paddle, with the
cries of poor Jack, so hoarse that I could hardly have
recognized it as a human voice had I not known what it
was. I got no glimpse of the poor child until the next
morning. '

As the tailor, Joseph Brink, came in, the sister-in-law said,
*“We ought to have a lamp or candle lit before this time.”

Said the mother,  We do n't feel half thankful enough
for this grate-fire. Just think, Joe Shears has been whip-
ping those two little boys all this blessed day, and I should
think they must be balf dead to-night.”

““What have they done?’ said Joseph.

I don’t know; do you, Mrd Smith?”

“Yes; you know I slept in Mrs. Shears’s room last
night; and the boys came in at nearly daylight with their
pan of fire and kindling, and the mistress wanted to know
why their fires_were not all built before, and they said
Aunt Winnie did 't wake them. And she whipped them
with her shoe quite a while; then Joe Shears came in, and
swore at them, and said he would wake them.”

“And that was it? Only think,” said Mrs. Springer;
“you know Aunt Winnie was sick yesterday. And just
because they had n’t these fires all built before daylight
they ’ve had them tied, up in the barn all day; that cow-
hide Mrs. Shears keeps hung on her door-knob her Joe
has swung over those two little niggers all day. I tell
you, if the devil don’t catch such people there’s no use
of having a devil.”

Her son-inlaw, in an undertone, sgid, ‘Be careful;
do n’t talk so loud, or it will make a fuss here.” )
“Well, I don’t care, I am mad. I tell you, Joe, hell
is lined this very minute with just such folks as these.”
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“Well, I think they are more cruel here than they are
in Georgia.”

““I’ve seen just such work in Georgia and in Alabama,
and it’s all over. I tell you, there’s more in hell to-night
for treating niggers this way than for all other sins put
together, and I know it.”

“Be careful; they’ll hear you, and it will make
trouble. It’s their property; it’s none of ours.”

“I don’t care for that; they are human beings, and
have feelings as well as other folks. There’s that little
nigger, Bob, they ’ve hired of Dr. Webb, down street;
they whip him and pound him about, and they 'll kill him
some day. And I think somebody ought to report to Dr.
Webb how they are treating that young nigger. Heis a
mighty nice-looking boy. He is almost white, and they’ve
got him all scarred up.”

““Well, what of that? The doctor himself is no better.
About three months ago his boy Tom was throwing wood
in his cellar, and he did something he didn’t like, and he
kicked him down the cellar, then jumped down after him
and took a billet of wood and was pounding Tom over his
head when two white men were passing by and saw the
whole affair; and as Tom fell the doctor came up out of
the cellar and went down town and reported his Tom had
a fit. But the two men went into the cellar after the
doctor left and found him dead and his skull broken in.
They reported what they saw and had a coroner’s inquest
over him, who found that Tom came to his death by too
severe punishment. They arrested the doctor and put him
in jail a few days, when his trial came off. The doctor was
fined five hundred dollars, and he paid it and went free.”

“Yes, that is the doctor we’ve been sewing for, is. it ?”

¢ Certainly.” ~ '

T tell you, hell is heaped with just such people.”

She went on in that strain that reminded me of St.
Clair's ¢ cursing up hill and down” that almost frightened
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the New England old maid of ¢ Uncle Tom’s Cabin.” I
trembled myself, expecting every moment that some mem-
ber of the family would hear her.

Two days later was washing-day, and the cook, Aunt
Winnie, told her mistress she was too sick to do the very
large washing for three boarders besides the family. I
heard the mistress cursing her, and telling her she could
if she had a mind to, and charged her with being lazy.

In came her son Joe. ‘“What’s all this fuss?”

«Q, it’s \mee says she’s sick and can’t do the wash-
ing this week

¢ Sick! I M see how sick she is;” and he took up a
billet of stovewood and commenced beatmg her over her
head and shoulders, and swearing that he would give her
something to be sick for. Mrs. Springer called my atten-
tion to 'the quarrel of Mrs. Shears with her cook before
Joe Shears came in. Then said she, *“Poor Aunt Winnie
will catch it nmow, I'll warrant. There, just hear those
blows; they sound like beating the table; he’ll kill her.”
And table, stools, and tin-pans or pails made racket enough
for the whole kitchen to Be falling down. The struggle
with a volley of oaths lasted a few minutes.

Mrs. Springer, up to boiling rage again, *Hear that;
what devils they are; don’t you believe Aunt Winnie will
die? Why, I can’t hold still.” In as careless a manner as
I could command I said, ““We can do no good by saying

“any thing. You know what your son said the other night.”

. ¢TI know it; but there isn’t a particle of humanity
about them. I feel as if I want to pitch into the whole
Shears family.” Soon all was quiet.

T believe Aunt Winnie is dead don’t you?”

T think not.”

I am going in there to see.”

As she got up to go to the kitchen she took the pitcher

“for water. ~While she was pumping the water near the

kitchen-door, Aunt Winnie staggered to the door trying to
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wind & cloth around her bleeding head, and one eye was
swollen shut. As she came in and reported how badly
she was bruised up, she wanted me to take the pitcher and

go to the pump for water; but I told her I would wait a -

little, for they might think we went on purpose to see
Winnie.

“Poor thing, I know she came to the door on purpose
to let-me see her.” And Mrs. Springer could not rest
satisfied until I drew the next pitcher of water, when the
poor woman reeled to the door with her hand on her head
and the cloth around it saturated with blood. I could
not sleep a wink after the.day of the unmerciful whipping
of those two little boys. Again the night after this unmer-
ciful beating of this poor woman was spent in weeping,
and prayer to Him who hears the cries of his oppressed
children. )

A few days after Aunt Winnie came to Mrs. Springer
and asked her if she would cut and make a green delaine
sacque for her, and cut a calico skirt, as she could make
that in the night, and charged her not to let her mistress
see it or let her know she had it, because her husband got
it for her and gave her seventy-five cents to get Mrs.
Springer to cut it; ‘“for he is going to take me away
three weeks from next Saturday night, ’cause the people

are so hard here; he says I shan't stay here any longer.” ’

“I am so sorry for her, I told her to come in when her
mistress and Joe Shears’s wife are away making calls, and I
would take her measure and cut and baste it: then for her
to come in after they are all in bed and I would fit it and
make it any time, keeping it under a sheet I've got to
make, and in that way I can keep it out of sight; and I
told ‘her you and my daughter will say nothing about it.
Said Winnie, ‘I knows that by her face” Do you know
how quick these black people read faces?” .

While she was sewing on Aunt Winnie’s sacque, Joe

Shears’s wife came into our room a little while, and the
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live long.” .
“Why? I’m sure he eats hearty.”

and he dop’t walk matural.”

% : mother-in-law’s room.

i treat their niggers like human beings.”

X know he’d scold if he knew it.”
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daughter looked out the back window, where Jack was
chopping, and said, “I don’t think your Jack is going to

¢“He looks so bad out of his eyes; I've noticed it a few
days past, and I’ve noticed he sort o’ staggers sometimes,

i . She jumped up and looked at him and hastened to her

'y ¢ Mother, Miss Springer says Jack is going to die.”

? “What makes her th