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To the Editor of the N.Y. Tribune.

I was born a slave, reared in the Southern hot-bed until I was the mother of two children, sold at the
early age of two and four years old. I have been hunted through all of the Northern States, but no, I will
not tell you of my own suffering - no, it would harrow up my soul, and defeat the object that I wish to
pursue. . . .

My mother was held as property by a maiden lady; . . my younger sister was in her fourteenth year, .
.. She was as gentle as she was beautiful. Innocent and guileless child, the light of our desolate hearth!
But oh, my heart bleeds to tell you of the misery and degradation she was forced to suffer in slavery. The
monster who owned her had no humanity in his soul. The most sincere affection that his heart was
capable of, could not make him faithful to his beautiful and wealthy bride the short time of three months,
but every stratagem was used to seduce my sister. Mortified and tormented beyond endurance, this child
came and threw herself on her mother’s bosom, the only place where she could seek refuge from her
persecutor. . . . . My poor mother, naturally high-spirited, smarting under what she considered as the
wrongs and outrages which her child had to bear, sought her master, entreating him to spare her child.
Nothing could exceed his rage at this what he called impertinence. My mother was dragged to jail, there
remained twenty-five days, with Negro traders to come in as they liked to examine her, as she was offered
for sale. My sister was told that she must yield, or never expect to see her mother again. . . . That child
gave herself up to her master’s bidding, to save one that was dearer to her than life itself. . . .

At fifteen, my sister held to her bosom an innocent offspring of her guilt and misery. In this way she
dragged a miserable existence of two years, between the fires of her mistress’s jealousy and her master’s
brutal passion. At seventeen, she gave birth to another helpless infant, heir to all the evils of slavery. Thus
life and its sufferings was meted out to her until her twenty-first year. Sorrow and suffering has made its
ravages upon her - she was less the object to be desired by the fiend who had crushed her to the earth; and
as her children grew, they bore too strong a resemblance to him who desired to give them no other
inheritance save Chains and Handcuffs, and in the dead hour of the night, . . . that broken-hearted mother
was far on her way to the capitol of Virginia. That day should have refused her light to so disgraceful and
inhuman an act in your boasted country of Liberty. Yet, reader, it is true, those two helpless children were
the sons of one of your sainted Members in Congress; that agonized mother, his victim and slave. And
where she now is God only knows, who has kept a record on high of all that she has suffered on earth. . . .

Could not the master have been more merciful to his children? God is merciful to all of his children,
but it is seldom that a slaveholder has any mercy for his slave child. And you will believe it when I tell
you that mother and her children were sold to make room for another sister, who was now the age of that
mother when she entered the family. And this selling appeased the mistress’s wrath, and satisfied her
desire for revenge, and made the path more smooth for her young rival at first. For there is a strong rivalry
between a handsome mulatto girl and a jealous and faded mistress, and her liege lord sadly neglects his
wife or doubles his attentions, to save him being suspected by his wife. Would you not think that
Southern Women had cause to despise that Slavery which forces them to bear so much deception
practiced by their husbands? Yet all this is true, for a slaveholder seldom takes a white mistress, for she is
an expensive commodity, not as submissive as he would like to have her, but more apt to be tyrannical;
and when his passion seeks another object, he must leave her in quiet possession of all the gewgaws that
she has sold herself for. But not so with his poor slave victim, that he has robbed of everything that can
make life desirable; she must be torn from the little that is left to bind her to life, and sold by her seducer
and master, caring not where, so that it puts him in possession of enough to purchase another victim. And
such are the peculiar circumstances of American Slavery.

A FUGITIVE SLAVE.



