
But my triumph was short. I dropped off to sleep, and waked up in the morning only to find my 

mother gone, and myself left at the mercy of the sable virago, dominant in my old master’s 

kitchen, whose fiery wrath was my constant dread. 

I do not remember to have seen my mother after this occurrence. Death soon ended the 

little communication that had existed between us; and with it, I believe, a life—judging from her 

weary, sad, downcast countenance and mute demeanor—full of heartfelt sorrow. I was not 

allowed to visit her during any part of her long illness; nor did I see her for a long time before 

she was taken ill and died. The heartless and ghastly form of slavery rises between mother and 

child, even at the bed of death. The mother, at the verge of the grave, may not gather her 

children, to impart to them her holy admonitions, and invoke for them her dying benediction. 

The bondwoman lives as a slave, and is left to die as a beast; often with fewer attentions than 

are paid to a favorite horse. Scenes of sacred tenderness, around the deathbed, never 

forgotten, and which often arrest the vicious and confirm the virtuous during life, must be 

looked for among the free, though they sometimes occur among the slaves. It has been a 

life-long, standing grief to me, that I knew so little of my mother; and that I was so early 

separated from her. The counsels of her love must have been beneficial to me. The side view of 

her face is imaged on my memory, and I take few steps in life, without feeling her presence; but 

the image is mute, and I have no striking words of her’s treasured up. 


