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lation, in which there is a majority of non-slavehold-
ers. The general sense of decency that must pervade
such a population, does much to check and prevent
those outbreaks of atrocious cruelty, and those dark
crimes without a name, almost openly perpetrated on
the plantation. He is a desperate slaveholder who

ened to the core with sadness. Especially was Mary
a heart-sickening object. Her head, neck and shoul-
ders, were literally cut to pieces. I have frequently
felt her head, and found it nearly covered over with
festering sores, caused by the lash of her cruel mis-
tress. I do not know that her master ever whipped

will shock the humanity of his non-slaveholding
neighbors, by the cries of the lacerated slaves; and
very few in the city are willing to incur the odium of
being cruel masters. I found, in Baltimore, that no
man was more odious to the white, as well as to the
colored people, than he, who had the reputation of
starving his slaves. Work them, flog them, if need
be, but don’t starve them. There are, however, some
painful exceptions to this rule. While itis quite true
that most of the slaveholders in Baltimore feed and
clothe their slaves well, there are others who keep
up their country cruelties in the city.

An instance of this.sort is furnished in the case of
a family who lived directly opposite to our house,
and were named IHawmilton. Mrs. Hamilton owned
two slaves. Their names were Henrietta and Mary.
They had always been house slaves. One was aged
about twenty-two, and the other about fourteen.
They were a fragile couple by nature, and the treat-
ment they received was enough to break down the
constitution of a horse. Of all the dejected, emacia-
ted, mangled and excoriated creatures I ever saw,
those two girls—in the refined, church going and
Christian city of Baltimore—were the most deplora-
ble. Of stone must that heart be made, that could
look upon Henrietta and Mary, without being sick-

her, but I have often been an eye witness of the re-
volting and brutal inflictions by Mrs. Hamilton ; and
what lends a deeper shade to this woman’s conduct

1s the fact, that, almost in the very moments of 1161"
shocking outrages of humanity and decency, she
would charm you by the sweetness of her voice and
!1@1' seeming piety She used to sit in a large rock-
ing chair, near the.middle of the room, with a heavy
cowskin, such as I have elsewhere described ; and I
speak within the truth when I say, that those girls
seldom passed that chair, during the day, without a
blow from that cowskin, either upon their bare arms

or upon their shoulders. As they passed her, shc;
would draw her cowskin and give them a blow, say-
ing, “move faster, you black jip ! and, again, “ {a/ke
bhaty you black jip ! ” continuing, of you don’t move

Jaster, I will give you more.” Then the lady would

go on, singing her sweet hymns, as though her
righteous soul were sighing for the holy realms of
paradise.

Added to the cruel lashings to which these poor
slave-girls wer® subjected—enough in themselves to
crush the spirit of men—they were, really, kept
nearly half starved ; they seldom knew what it was
to eat a tull meal, except when they got it in the
kitchens of ‘neighbors, less mean and stingy than the
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