156 LIFE AS A SLAVE.

freely—with the white boys. I would, sometimes, say
to them, while seated on a curb stone or a cellar door,
““1 wish I could be free, as you will be when you get
to be men.” ¢ You will be free, you know, as soon
as you are twenty-one, and can go where you like,
but I am a slave forlife. Have Inot as good a right
to be free as you have?’ Words like these, I ob-
served, always troubled them ; and I had no small satis-
faction in wringing”from the boys, occasionally, that
fresh and bitter condemnation of slavery, that spgngs
from nature, unseared and unperverted. Of all con-
sciences, let me have those to deal with which have
not been bewildered by the cares of life. I do not
remember ever to have met with a boy, while I was
in slavery, who defended the slave system ; but I have
often had boys to console me, with the hope that
something would yet occur, by which I might be made
free. Over and over again, they have told me, that
““they believed Z had as good a right to be free as
they had ;” and that ¢ they did not believe God ever
made any one to be a slave.” The reader will easily
see, that such little conversations with my play fellows,
had no tendency to weaken my love of liberty, nor to
render me contented with my condition as a slave.
When I was about thirteen years old, and had suc-
ceeded in learning to read, every increase of know-
ledge, especially respecting the Frer Srtarms, added
something to the almost intolerable burden of the
thought—“I Am A Srave ror rre.” To my bon-
dage I saw no end. It was a terrible reality, and I
shall never be able to tell how sadly that thought
chated my young spirit. Iortunately, or unfortu-

msa_sc564 scm1446-0098 © Maryland State Archive

THE COLUMBIAN ORATOR—A DIALOGUE. 157

nately, about this time in my life, I had made enough
money to buy what was then a very popular school
book, viz: the “Columbian Orator.” I bought this
addition to my library, of Mr. Knight, on t'i‘hames
street, Kell’s Point, Baltimore, and paid him fifty
cents for it. I was first led to buy this book, by hear-
ing some little boys say that they were going to learn
some little pieces out of it for the Exhibition. This
VOh'lme was, indeed, a rich treasure, and every oppor-
tumt}'r atforded me, for a time, was spent in diligently
perusing it. Among much other interesting matter

tl}at which I had perused and reperused with unﬂarrz
ging satisfaction, was a short dialogue between a mabs-
ter and his slave. The slave is represented as having
been recaptured, in a second attempt torun away ; and
the master opens the dialogue with an upbraiding:
speech, charging the slave with ingratitude, and de-
manding to know what he has to say 1n his own de-
fense. Thus upbraided, and thus called upon to re-
pl?r, the slave rejoins, that he knows how little any-
thing that he can say will avail, seeing that he is
completely in the hands of his owner ; and with noble
resolution, calmly says, “I submit to my fate.”
T:ouched by the slave’s answer, the master insists upon
his further speaking, and recapitulates the many acts
of kindness which he has performed toward the slave

and tells him he is permitted to speak for llimself:
Thus invited to the debate, the quondam slave made
a spirited defense of himself, and thereafter the whole
argument, for and against slavery, was brought out.
The master was vanquished at every turn in the argu-
ment ; and seeing himself to be thus vanquished, he
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