was in the hands of strangers—strangers who had nothing'fo
do in accumulating it. Not a slave was left fiee. All re-
mained slaves, from the youngesi to the oldest. If any one
. thing in my experience, more than another, served to deepen
h-%v‘ my conviction of the infernal character of slavery, and to fill
me with unutterable loathing of .slaveholders, it was their base

Qﬁ: ingratitude to my poor old grandmother. She hagd served my
- old master faithfully from youth to old age. She had been

" the source of all his wealth; she had peopled his plantation
K_ with slaves; she had become a great-grandmother in his ser-
- vice. She had rocked him in infancy, attended him in child-
hood, served him through life, and at his death wiped from his

icy brow the cold death-sweat, and closed his eyes forever, She

was nevertheless left a slave—a slave for life—a slave in the

er ﬁﬁﬂaéhildren, and her great-grandchildren, divided, like so
many sheep, without being gratified with the small privilege
of a single word, as to their or her own destiny. And, to cap
the climax of their base ingratitude and fiendish barbarity, my
grandmother, who was now very old, having outlived my old
master and all his children, having seen the beginning and end
. of all of them, and her present owners finding she was of but
little value, her frame already racked with the pains of old
age, and complete helplessness fast stealing over her once ac-
tive hmbs,[ they took her to the woods, bl_lllt her a little hut,
put up a little mud-chimney, and then made her welcome to
the privilege of supporting herself there in perfect loneliness ;
thus virtually turning her out to die! If my poor old grand-
mother now lives, she lives to suffer in utter loneliness; she
lives to remember and mourn over the loss of children, the
loss of grandchildren, and the loss of great-grandchildren, They
‘are, in the language of the slave’s poet, Whittier,—

1\§ hands of strangers; and in their hands she saw her children,
h

AGAIN REMOVED FROM MASTER HUGH'S.

‘Gone, gone, sold and gone,
To the rice swamp dank and lone,
Where the slave-whip ceaseless swings,
Where the noisome 1nsect stings,
Where the fever-demon strews
Poison with the falling dews,
Where the sickly sunbeams glare
Through the hot and misty air:—

Gone, gone, sold and gone

To the rice swamp dank and lone,
From Virginia hills and waters—
Woe is me, my stolen daughters!’

“The hearth is desolate. The children, the unconscious
children, who once sang and danced in her presence, are gone.
She gropes her way, in the darkness of age, for a drink of
water. Instead of the voices of her children, she hears by day
the moans of the dove, and by night the screams of the hideous
owl. All is gloom. The grave is at the door. And now,
when weighed down by the pains and aches of old age, when
the head inclines #o the feet, when the beginning and ending
of human existence meet, and helpless infancy and painful old
age combine together—at this time, this most needful time,
the time for the exercise of that tenderness and affection which
children only can exercise toward a declining parent—my
poor old grandmother, the devoted mother of twelve children,
is left all alone, in yonder little hut, before a few dim embers,”

Two years after the death of Mrs. Lucretia, Master.. -
Thomas married his second wife. Her name was
Rowena Hamilton, the eldest daughter of Mr. Wil-
liam Hamilton, a rich slaveholder on the Eastern
Shore of Maryland, who lived about five miles from
St. Michael’s, the then place of my master’s residence.

Not long after his marriage, Master Thomas had a
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