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-DEDICATION.

Mz. Hexry Hoir:

Dear Bme—

Wit you allow me, from feelinga of sincere gmt:tuda,
to dedicate to you my little Narrative, which, had it not .
been for you, T never should havé been eble to have pub-
lished ! and les me aasmra you that I shall ever entertain
the most devoted foelings of gratitude, for your kind and
- homane interference in my bebalf, when I was & hopeless
slave.

I remain yours, moat gratefully,
H. WATSON., ¢

(9



PREFACE.

Ir is mot to be expected that ome who has passed
through slavery’s fiery ordeal as I have done, can enter-
tuin the reader with as exquisite touches of sensibility, in
giving my experience, aa the sabject would warrant. A
Hogarth’s pen would acarcely sufiice to correctly delineate
sll the terrific scenes of alavery. Mortal man never yet
fully conceived of the whole of its horrors, and never will
be able thoroughly to understand its enormities, uniill the
arrival of that doy, when the deods of man sholl be accu-
rately portrayed by Him whose cye cnly penetrates the
dark recesses of alavery's prison-homse, and whose ear is
the only hearer of all of the words of anguish which
ascond from its gloomy e¢overns. 1 bave not attempted in
this narrstive to embellish or to exaggerste, My gim has
been simply to present a faithfnl record of afew ouly of
the transactions I have been eye-witness of, hoping thai a
perusal of them might add something to the already abun- .
dant testimony of the horrors of the'alave system. '



4 PRETACE.

Reader, I have been a slave ; for twenty-six long years
did the cruel iron of elavery enter my soul. I know no
good in the execrable eystem. If you think there is
any, my place ia vacant, and you can go and £ill it; but
before you ventore upon this step, let me tell you that the
hundredih part of the crucities of siavery are not speci
fied here. Whatever may be said of ite beauties, I am
asgured of this trath, that “ Blovery, disguise thysell as
thou wilt, still thou art & bitter cup.” .




NARRATIVE OF HENRY WATSON.

T wag bom in Virginia, sbout thirteon miles from *~
Fredericksburg, a2 noar na I can now recollect, in the year
1813. Mother was a slove, and bolonged to 2 man by the
name of Bibb, whose Christian name I eanmob remember.
My mother waa called Letty.» Slaves soldom have but one
name ; and I nover heard lier called by ooy othor. I was
at that time enlled Bill. T pever had ony brother or gister,
that I know of. Like the mast of my brothers in bondage,
I bhave no correct account of my age. “Blaves keop the
birth of their children by the different seasons of the year.
Children often sk their parents their age. 'The answer is,
“this planting corn timo, you ore #ix, cight, or ten,” just
a3 it may happen o be;'but even this knowledge was I
deprived of by my master, who was onc of those proud
Virginians, whoso principal business was to raise sloves for
the market; though I was permitted fo remain with my
mother on his plantation until I was about cight years of
age. My mother wns the cook at whot slaves call the
great house. I was allowed to remain with her at the
house. The lost time I saw hor, she placed me on the bed,
which was in & room odjoining the kitchen, and bid me
£o to glesp, eaying that she would be back aguin in o few
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moments. I did s0: and when I aweke in the morning I
found myeelf in the great house, wrapped up in a blanket,
before the fire. I could not account for this change that
bad been made with me through the night. I asked for
my mother, but no one spoke. I went out into the kitchen,
where she used to work. She was not there, and it was
ovident to me that ehe wos pone; where, I knew not. I
returned to the house, and implored my mistress, with tears
in my eyes, to tell me where my mother had pone, Bhe
refused, though a mother herself, to give me any satiafac-
tion whatever. Every exertion was made on my part to
find her, or hear some tidings of her; but all my efforis
were unsuccessful ; and from that day I bave nover seen or -
heard from her. This oruel seporstion bronghé on & fit of
mickness, from which they did not expect I would recover.
The old slave-wmman who took ¢are of me during my sick-
mesd, by wny of consolation, gave me as mach information
83 ehe could about my mother’s being taken away. She
told me ihat & slave-dealer drove to the door in & buggy,
and my mother was pent for to come into the house ; when,
getting inside, she was knocked down, tied, and thrown
into the buggy, and coarried away. As the old woman
related these things to me, I felt as if all hope was gone;
that T was forsaken and alone in this world. More forcibly
did I then feel the galling chaina of elavery, the cruelty
and- barbarism arising from it, than I ever have since,
I resolved, however, to bear with all patiently, tili I be-
came large encugh to ran away, and search for my mother.

I had recovered from my sickness but s few months,
when one day, looking up the road, I ssw & man riding
towards the house; Iran with the rest of the children to
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hide ourselves until the man had gone. When I had
remained concesled some ilme, I ventured cut again, and
found Mz, Bibb, my wmaster, locking for me, who ordered
me irto the house ; and when I got there, to my astonish-
. ment, I found the man whom we had hid ourselves from,
gitting in the room. After he had inspected me to his
- patisfaction, I waa ordered out of the room, and went to
play, and had forgotten the whole affair, when my mester
called me ngain, and ordered me to hold the stranger’s
horse. I did so, ond in o few minutes he came forth and
ordered me to mount bohind him. This, with his assist-
ance, I did ; but rode only a ehort distance, when I jumped
from the horse end van for the house as fast as I could.
He mcceeded, however, in overtaking me, and I waa agein
put on the horas, this time in front of him; and in this
way was 1 carried to Fredericksburg, T was then placed
in the possession of Mr, Janer, betler known as’ Parson
Janer ; the man that had bought me being the son of Mr.
Janer, who was one of those jolly, good-natured clergymen,
who, while he feasted his numercus gueats in the parler,
starved his glaves in the kitchen. After remaining there
awhile, it was determined to send me to Richmwod. The
asme man that brought me, came for me and ordered me
to take a seat on the stage-coach, and the next day I found
myself in Richmond, and stopped at the Eagle Hotel, kept
by Mr. Holmen, whers I remained two or ikree days, and
then was carried to the auction roem; cotering which, I
found meveral alaves, seatod around the room waiting for
the hour of sale. Some were in toars; othera were appa-
rently cheerful. This brought to my mind my mother, and
caused me to shed many tewrs; but they fell unheeded.



