496 APPENDIX.

as my domestic affairs are concerned, I can boast of as comfortable
a dwelling as your own. I have an industrious and neat compan-
ion, and four dear children—the oldest a girl of nine years, and
three fine boys, the oldest eight, the next six, and the youngest four
years old. The three oldest are now going regularly to school—
two can read and write, and the other can spell, with tolerable cor-
rectness, words of two syllables. Dear fellows! they are all in
comfortable beds, and are sound asleep, perfectly secure under my
own roof. There are no slaveholders here to rend my heart by
snatching them from my arms, or blast a mother’s dearest hopes by
tearing them from her bosom. These dear children are ours—mnot
to work up into rice, sugar, and tobacco, but to watch over, regard,
and protect, and to rear them up in the nurture and admonition of
the gospel—to train them up in the paths of wisdom and virtue,
and, as far as we can, to make them useful to the world and to
themselves. Oh! sir, a slaveholder never appears to me 8o com-
pletely an agent of hell, as when I think of and look upon my dear
children. It is then that my feelings rise above my control. I
meant to have said more with respect to my own prosperity and
happiness, but thoughts and feelings which this recital has quicks-
ened, unfits me to proceed further in that direction, The grim hor-
rors of slavery rise in all their ghastly terror before me; the wails
of millions pierce my heart and chill my blood. I remember the
chain, the gag, the bloody whip; the death-like gloom overshadow-
ing the broken spirit of the fettered bondman; the appalling lia-
bility of his being torn away from wife and children, and sold
like a beast in the market. Say not that this is a picture of fancy.
You well know that I wear stripes on my back, inflicted by your
direction; and that you, while we were brothers in the same church,
caused this right hand, with which I am now penning this letter,
to be closely tied to my left, and my person dragged, at the pistol’s
mouth, fifteen miles, from the Bay Side to Easton, to be sold like a
beast in the market, for the alleged erime of intending to escape
from your possession. All this, and more, you remember, and know
to be perfectly true, not only of yourself, but of nearly all of the
slaveholders around you.

At this moment, you are probably the guilty holder of at least
three of my own dear sisters, and my only brother, in bondage.
Thesg you regard as your property. They are recorded on your
ledger, or perhaps have been sold to human flesh-mongers, with a
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view To filling your own ever-hungry purse. Sir, I desire to know
how and where these dear sisters are. Have you sold them? or are

. they still in your possession? What has become of them ! are they

living or dead ¢ And my dear old grandmother, whom vou turned
out like an old horse to die in the woods-—is she still alive? Write
and let me know all about them. If my grandmother be still alive,
she 18 of no service to you, for by this time she must be nearly
eighty years old—too old to be cared for by one to whom she has
ceased to be of service; send her to me at Rochester, or bring her
to Philadelphia, and it shall be the crowning happiness of msr life
to take care of her in her old age. Oh! she was to me a mother
and a father, so far as hard toil for my comfort could make her
such. Send me my grandmother! that I may watch over and take
care of her in her old age. And my sisters—let me know all about

« them. T would write to them, and learn all I want to know of them,

without disturbing you in any way, but that, through your un-
righteous @onduet, they have been entirely deprived of the power
to read and write. You have kept them in utter ignorance, and
have therefore robbed them of the sweet enjoyments of writing or
receiving letters from absent friends and relatives. ' Your wicked-
ness and cruelty, committed in this respect on your fellow-creatures,
are greater than all the stripes you have laid upon my back or theirs.
It 18 an outrage upon the soul, a war upon the immortal spirit, and

one for which you must give account at the bar of our common
Father and Creator.
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The responsibility which you have assumed in this Tegard is

truly awful, and how you could stagger vinder it these many years
is marvelous. Your mind must have become darkened, your heart
hardened, your conscience seared and petrified, or you would have
long since thrown off the accursed load, and sought relief at the
hands of a sin-forgiving God. How, let me ask, would you look
upon me, were I, some dark night, in company with a band of hard-
ened villains, to enter the precincts of your elegant dwelling, and
seize the person of your own lovely daughter, Amanda, and earry
her off from your family, friends, and all the loved ones of her youti1
—make her my slave—compel her to work, and I take her wages—
place her name on my ledger as property — disregard her peréonal
rights —fetter the powers of her immortal soul by denying her the
right and privilege of learning to read and write—feed her coarsely
—clothe her scantily, and whip her on the naked back occasionally ;
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