390 IIFE AS A FREEMAN.

prompt and generous assistance, rendered upon my
bare suggestion, without any personal efforts on my
part, I shdll never cease 1o foel deeply grateful ; and
the thought of fulfilling the noble expectations of
the dear friends who gave me this evidence of their
confidence, will never cease to be a motive for perse-
vering exertlon.

Proposing to leave England, and turning my face
toward America, in the spring of 1847, I was met,
on the threshold, with something which painfully re-
minded me of the kind of life which awaited me 1n
my native land. For the first time in the many months
spent abroad, I was met with proscription on account
of my color. A few weeks before departing from
England, while in London, I was caretul to purchase
a ticket, and secure a berth for returning home, in
the Cambria—the steamer in which 1 left the United
States — paying therefor the round sum of forty
pounds and nineteen shillings sterling. This was
first cabin fare. But on going aboard the Cambria,
I found that the Liverpool agent had ordered my
berth to be given to another, and had forbidden my
entering the saloon! This contemptible conduct met
with stern rebuke from the British press. For, upon
the point of leaving England, I took occasion to ex-
pose the disgusting tyranny, in the columns of the
London Times. That journal, and other leading
journals throughout the United Kingdom, held up
the outrage to unmitigated condemnation. So good
an opportunity for calling out a full expression of
British sentiment on the subject, had not before oc-
curred, and it was most fully embraced. The result
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was, that Mr. Cunard came out in a letter to the pub-
lic journals, assuring them of his regret at the out-
rage, and promising that the like should never occur
again on board his steamers; and the like, we be-
lieve, has never since occurred on board the steam-
ships of the Cunard line.

It is*not very pleasant to be made the subject ot
such insults: 'but if all such necessarily resulted as
this one did, I should be very happy to bear, pa-
tiently, many more than I have borne, of the same
sort. Albeit, the lash of proscription, to a man ac-
customed to equal social position, even for a time, as
I was, has a sting for the soul hardly less severe than
that which bites the flesh and draws the blood from
the back of the plantation slave. It was rather hard,
after having enjoyed nearly two years of equal social
privileges in England, often dining with gentlemen
of great literary, social, political, and religious emi-
nence — never, during the whole time, having met
with a single word, look, or gesture, which gave me
the slightest reason Lo think my color was an offense
to anybody—now to be cooped up in the stern of the
Cambria, and denied the right to enter the saloon,
lest my dark presence should be deemed an oftense
to some of my democratic fellow-passengers. The

reader will easily imagine what must have been my
feelings.
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