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wind, and knowing not where I should land——whethi;
in slavery or in freedom—it is proper that I 5110}1
remove, at once, all anxiety, by frankly making
known where I alighted. The flight was a bol.d and
perilous one; but here I am, in the great city of
New York, safe and sound, without 1(355 of bl?od or
bone. In less than a week after leaving Baltimore,
I was walking amid the hurrying throng, and gazing
upon the dazzling wonders of Broadway. The
dreams of my childhood and the purposes of my
manhood were now fulfilled. A free state around
me, and a free earth under my feet! What a mo-
ment was this to me! A whole year was pressefl
into a single day. A new world burst upon my agi-
tated vision. I have often been asked, by kind
fiiends to whom I have told my story, how I felt
when first I found myself beyond the limits of | sla-
very ; and 1 must say here, as 1 have of!:en said t.g
them, there is scarcely anything about which I could
not give a more satisfactory answer. It was a mo-
ment of joyous excitement, which no words can de-
scribe. In a letter to a friend, wrltten.aoon after
reaching New York, I said I felt as one might be.sup-
posed to feel, on escaping from a den‘of hungry 1101.15.
But, in a moment like that, sensations are too 1n-
tense and too rapid for words. Anguish and gr}ef,
like darkness and rain, may be desi:zr'ibe(l3 but joy
and gladness, like the rainbow of promise, dety
alike the pen and pencil. '
For ten or fifteen years I had been dragging a
heavy chain, with a huge block attached to‘it-, cum-
bering my every motion. I had felt myself doomed

MEET WITH A FUGITIVE SLAVE. 337

to drag this chain and this block through life. All
efforts, before, to separate myself from the hateful en-
cumbrance, had only seemed to rivet me the more
firmly to it. Baffled and discouraged at times, I had
asked myself the question, May not this, after all, be
God’s work? May He not, for wise ends, have
doomed me to this lot? A contest had been going
on in my mind for years, between the clear conscious-
ness of right and the plausible errors of superstition ;
between the wisdom of manly courage, and the fool-
ish weakness of timidity. The contest was now
ended ; the chain was severed ; God and right stood
vindicated. I wAs A FREEMAN, and the voice of peace
and joy thrilled my heart.

Free and joyous, however, as I was, joy was not
the only sensation I experienced. It was like the
quick blaze, beautiful at the first, but which subsi-

~ding, leaves the building charred and desolate. 1

was soon taught that I was still in an enemy’s land.
A sense of loneliness and insecurity oppressed me
sadly. I had been but a few hours in New York,
before T was met in the streets by a fugitive slave,
well known to me, and the information I got from
him respecting New York, did nothing to lessen my
apprehension of danger. The fugitive in question
was “ Allender’s Jake,” in Baltimore ; but, said he,
I am “ Wmriam Dixon,” in New York! I knew
Jake well, and knew when Tolly Allender and Mr.
Price (for the latter employed Master HHugh as his
foreman, in his shipyard on Fell’s Point) made an
attempt to recapture Jake, and failed. Jake told me
all about his circumstances, and how narrowly he
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