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prison, from time fto time, our quarters were much
more comfortable than we had any right to expect
they would be. Our allowance of foiod was 'sr{fmll and
coarse, but our room was the bestin t}w Jall—n?at
and spacious, and with nothing about it necessarily
reminding us of being in prison, but its heavy 10(3-1{3
and bolts and the black, iron lattice-work at the win-
dows. We were prisoners of state, comp'm:ed with
most slaves who are put into that Kaston jail. DBut
the place was not one of contentment. Bolts, bars
and grated windows are not acceptable to freedom-
loving people of any color. The suspense, too, was

painful. Kvery step on the stairway was listeneq to,
in the hope that the comer would cast a ray of light
on our fate. We would have given the hair off our
heads for half a dozen words with one of the waiters
s Sol. Lowe’s hotel. Such waiters were In theiway
of hearing, at the table, the probable course o.f th}ngs.
Weo could see them flitting about in their white jack-
ets, in front of this hotel, but could speak to none
of them.

Soon after the holidays were over, contrary to all
our expectations, Messrs. Hamilton :and Freelaud came
up to Easton ; not to make a bargain Wlﬂl- the ¢ Geor-
via traders,” mor to send us up to Austin Woldfolk,
?LS ‘s usual in the case of run-away slaves, but to re-
lease Charles, Henry Harris, Henry Baily and .J oI'm
Harris, from prison, and this, too, without .the inflic-
tion of a single blow. I was now left entirely alone
in prison. The innocent had been taken, and the
guilty left. My friends were separated from me, and
apparently forever. This circumstance caused me
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more pain than any other incident connected with our
capture and imprisonment. Thirty-nine lashes on my
naked and bleeding back, would have been joyfully
borne, in preference to this separation from these, the
friends of my youth. And yet, I could not but feel
that I was the victim of something like justice. Why
should these young men, who were led into this scheme
by me, suffer as much as the instigator? I felt glad
that they were released from prison, and from the
dread prospect of a life (or death I should rather say)
in the rice swamps. It is due to the noble Henry, to
say, that he seemed almost as reluctant to leave the
prison with me in it, as he was to be tied and dragged
to prison. DBut he and the rest knew that we should,
in all the likelihoods of the case, be separated, in the
event of being sold ; and since we were now complete-
ly in the hands of our owners, we all concluded it
would be best to go peaceably home.

Not until this last separation, dear reader, had I
touched those profounder depths of desolation, which
1t 18 the lot of slaves often to reach. I was solitary
in the world, and alone within the walls of a stone
prison, left to a fate of life-long misery. I had hoped
and expected much, for months before, but my hopes
and expectations were now withered and blasted.
The ever dreaded slave life in Georgia, Louisiana and
Alabama—from which escape is next to impossible—
now, in my loneliness, stared me in the face. The
possibility of ever becoming anything but an abject
slave, a mere machine in the hands of an owner, had
now fled, and it seemed to me it had fled forever. A

life of living death, beset with the innumerable
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