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We were literally dragged, that morning, behind
horses, a distance of fifteen miles, and placed in the
Easton jail. We were glad to reach the end of our
journey, for our pathway had been the scene of in-
sult and mortification. Such is the power of public
opinion, that it is hard, even for the innocent, to feel
the happy consolations of innocence, when they fall
under the maledictions of this power. How could we
regard ourselves as in the right, when all about us
denounced us as criminals, and had the power and the
disposition to treat us as such.

In jail, we were placed under the care of Mr. Jo-
seph Graham, the sheriff of the county. Henry, and
John, and myself, were placed in one room, and Hen-
ry Baily and Charles Roberts, in another, by them-
selves. This separation was intended to deprive us
of the advantage of concert, and to prevent trouble in

jail.

; Once shut up, a new set of tormentors came upon
us. A swarm of imps,in human shape—the slave-
traders, deputy slave-traders, and agents of slave-
traders—that gather in every country town of the
state, watching for chances to buy human flesh, (as
buzzards to eat carrion,) flocked in upon us, to ascer-
tain if our masters had placed us in jail to be sold.
Such a set of debased and villainous creatures, I nev-
er saw before, and hope never to see again. I felt
myself surrounded as by a pack of fiends, fresh from
perdition. They laughed, leered, and orinned at us ;

saying, “ Ah! boys, we've got you, havo’t we? So

you were about to make your escape? Where were
you going to?” After taunting us, and jeering at us,
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as long as they liked, they one by one subjected us
to an examination, with a view to ascertain our value;

feeling our arms and legs, and shaking us by the
shoulders to see if we were sound and healthy ; im-

pudently asking us, * how we would like to have them
for masters?” To such questions, we were, very
much to their annoyance, quite dumb, disdaining to
answer them. For one, I detested the whisky-bloated
gamblers in human flesh ; and I believe I was as much
detested by them in turn. One fellow told me, *if
he had me, he would cut the devil out of me pretty
quick.” |

These negro buyers are very offensive to the gen-
teel southron christian public. They are looked upon,
in respectable Maryland society, as necessary, but
detestable characters. As a class, they are hardened
ruffians, made such by nature and by occupation.
Their ears are made quite familiar with the agonizing
cry of outraged and woe-smitten humanity. Their eyes
are forever open to human misery. They walk amid
desecrated affections, insulted virtue, and Dblasted
hopes. They have grown intimate with vice and
blood ; they gloat over the wildest illustrations of
their soul-damning and earth-polluting business, and
are moral pests. Yes; they are a legitimate fruit of
slavery ; and it is a puzzle to make out a case of great-
er villainy for them, than for the slaveholders, who
make such a class possible. They are mere hucksters
of the surplus slave produce of Maryland and Vir-
ginia—coarse, cruel, and swaggering bullies, whose
very breathing is of blasphemy and blood.

Aside from these slave-buyers, who infested the
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