879 LIFE AS A FREEMAN,

sive to attend the Lyceum, but was told, They don’t allow nag:
gers in here!’ While passing froth New York to Boston, on
the steamer Massachusetts, on the night of ‘the 9th of Decem-
ber, 1843, when chilled almost through with the cold, I went
toto the cabin to get a little warm. 1 was soon touchec;liupon
the shoulder, and told, ¢ We don’t allow mggers un here : . 051
arriving in Boston, from an anti-slavery t?m‘, hungry and tuﬁ’ ,
{ went into an eating-house, near my friend, Mr. Cfxtnpbeh. S,
to get some refreshments. I was mel'; by a lad in a W 1131:6
apron, ¢ We don’t allow nggers in herel’” A ;week or j;wod e-t-;
fore leaving the United States, I had a meeting appmntl?_ a
‘W eymouth, the home of that glorious band of t.l‘l}@ abo 111011:-
ists, the Weston family, and others. On attempting to falge
n seat in the omnibus to that place, I was told b): the dnw;ar._,
(and I never shall forget his fiendish hatc,).‘I don't all?-w :Wi
aers in here!’ Thank heaven for the respite I now enjoy :
iimd heen in Dublin but a few days, when a gentleman of grclat
respectability kindly offered to conduct me L;hmugh :;1,11‘ :1 1(;
public buildings of that beautiful city; and a l,lttrlez ﬂfte}\ $.;r t,
found myself dining with the lord mayor of ]':)uhhr}: ' tathz
pity there was not some American democratic christian a 1
door of his splendid mansion, to hnrl{‘out at my appmac]l,
« They don't allow niggers in here!? The truth is, the people
here know nothing of the republican negro hate }1re\fﬂle1}F‘ in
our glorious land. They measure and esteem men -:Lcco.xdn;g
to their moral and intellectual worth, and n{?t accordmg. to t ‘10.
ocolor of their skin. W hatever may be said of the aI‘letO(EI- e
cies here, there is none based on the ci:-lo}‘ of a mains 511:.11;
This species of aristocracy belongs preéminently to the .-.ml
of the free, and the home of the brave:’ [ have never ﬁ‘JUflj‘
it abroad, in any but Americans. It sticks to t}xem whc} exrtllt
they go. They find it almost as hard to get rid of, as to get

rid of their skins, .
] ' any
« The second day after my arrival ab Liverpool, in compal)
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with my friend, Buffum, and several other friends, I went to
Eaton Hall, the residence of the Marquis of Westminster, one
of the most splendid buildings in England. On approaching
the door, I found several of our American passengers, who
came out with us in the Cambria, waiting for admission, as
but one party was allowed in the house at a time. We all
had to wait till the company within came out. And of all the
faces, expressive of chagrin, those of the Americans were pre-
eminent. They looked as sour as vinegar, and as bitter as
gall, when they found I was to be admitted on equal terms
with themselves. When the door was opened, I walked in,
on an equal footing with my white fellow-citizens, and from all
I could see, I had as much attention paid me by the servants
that showed us through the house, as any with a paler skin.
As I walked through the building, the statuary did not fall
down, the pictures did not leap from their places, the doors
did not refuse to open, and the servants did not say, ¢ We don’t
allow niggers wn here!”’

“ A happy new-year to you, and all the friends of freedom.”

My time and labors, while abroad, were divided
between IEngland, Ireland, Scotland, and Wales.
Upon this experience alone, I might write a book
twice the size of this, “ My Bondage and my Free-
dom.” 1 visited and lectured in nearly all the large
towns and cities in the United Kingdom, and enjoyed
many favorable opportunities for observation and in-
formation. But books on England are abundant, and
the public may, therefore, dismiss any fear that I am
meditating another infliction in that line; though, in
truth, I should like much to write a book on those

countries, if for nothing else, to make grateful men-
tion of the many dear friends, whose benevolent ac-
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