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  Negro slavery in the United States presents, in the day, many features abhorrent to humanity. Still—the institution apart—it is, with rare exceptions, the mildest form of this terrible scourge of the coloured race. It has grown milder with the increase of knowledge and the spread of information, and when extinguished, will have been 80 much more by the gentle arts of reason and persuasion, than by the abuse and violence which was formerly lavished against it. Man is a creature to be won from error, not to be driven into virtue. In former days, however, nothing could surpass the dreadful nature of this evil. In no part of the United States was slavery more abused than in the Carolinas, North and South, especially the latter. Peopled from Virginia and Pennsylvania, by not the most industrious and praiseworthy, because of the unsettled and roaming part of the population, many held estates who were not very deserving of the position they enjoyed. The scene of our narrative is laid in South Carolina, between the years 1774 and 1780, or at the date of the great struggle between Whig and Tory, or British and colonial interests,


  Between the two estates of Colonel Melville and Major Thornton was what is called a pine-barren; and here, one summer evening, Were congregated one of those motley assemblages to be found only in perfection on the spot now described by us, and known as Four Holes There were hunters and trappers in their rude costumes; there were farmers, English and German; overseers; that numerous class Known as loafers; and no small sprinkling of negroes, old and young, who of course kept very far apart from the rest of the congregation, though perhaps more deeply interested in the result of the deliberation than any of the others. It was 4 stump-meeting, assembled to hear the address of a stump-orator. The speaker was a tall, thin man, gaunt in features, with sallow cheeks and long black hair, which, added to his manifest earnestness, made no small impression on his auditors. Few, however, sympathised with him, for he was a Tory or British orator, striving to stir up the fading loyalty of the people of South Carolina. His address, which was long, and plentifully interlarded with Scripture quotations, was listened to, however, with much respect; and when he concluded, and, mounting his horse, rode away, after naming a place where recruits to the cause could find leaders, many were half-tempted to follow his advice.


  The whole of the assemblage had dispersed, when two old negroes met at the spot where the path diverged to the estates of their respective masters, and had a conversation, in their own broken language, on the subject in hand. The sentiments of the two negroes, Methuselah and Jacob, were at variance, from very natural causes. Colonel Melville, the master of old Jacob, was a gallant and noble-minded fellow, who, leaving Virginia from mere love of change, had settled with his family in the neighbourhood of Four Holes, South Carolina. Having a magnificent estate, it was his pride that he should leave it to his only daughter in such an improved condition as to bear comparison with any in the vicinity. This daughter, named Julia, was a very powerful instrument in working out his plans. A lively, good-natured, kind-hearted girl, full of the spirits and enthusiasm of youth, she allowed a great deal of this enthusiasm to lavish itself upon the negroes, of which her father owned a very large number. In this feeling Colonel Melville strongly coincided, and at an early age had commenced a course of treatment which met with its reward. The negroes were taught to love and respect their master, because he attended with watchful care to their comforts; never overworked them; appointed them tasks suited to their age and sex; and invariably issued his commands in the form of a request. »Old Jacob«, he would say, »I wish you would leave the corn-field to-day and mend the fences. By degrees even the very word flogging became unknown on his estate; and yet he never found that there was any lees work done, or that he suffered is pocket by the substitution of kindness for compulsion.«


  Major Thornton had inherited an estate and its accompanying negroes also at an early age; but his disposition was very different. Rude pleasures—hunting, shooting, horse-racing, drinking, the common vice of rich planters in that age—so absorbed his attention, that his slaves were wholly left to the mercy of the overseers. With them the whip was a tradition; they referenced it as a relic, and could believe in no other panacea against laziness, If a negro was ten minutes late in bed, he was flogged; if he appeared in the cornfield behind his time, ha was flogged; and in all other cases the same. The result was not so satisfactory as they might have wished. Beat into work, the degraded slaves did only what they were forced to do—they laboured while the lash was over them; but no sooner was the terrible instrument out of sight, than the negro seated himself, or leaned against a tree in obstinate idleness. With, therefore, loss of time, constant illness of the men, and runaways, the affairs of Major Thornton did not prosper, as, according to the overseers, they ought to have done. And yet these worthies, when the conduct of Colonel Melville came under discussion, would shake their heads, and prognosticate some terrible retribution on the head of him who had thrown aside the tradition of the lash, which, in their eyes, was venerable and sacred.


  It was some days after the meeting on the pine-barren, and old Jacob was standing beneath the shelter of the piazza which ran in front of the whole of Colonel Melville’s house. The sun was setting in its full tide of evening glory, shedding a glow over the whole scene, when the clatter of horse's footsteps were heard hurrying rapidly in the direction of the »Retreat«, as it was called.


  »Somethin« of »portance«, thought old Jacob, »make a man hurry hese'f in dat bay. I »spect he no spare »um hoss.«


  The cavalier came in sight at the moment. He was a young man of rather agreeable mien, clothed in something of a military costume, while sword, carabine, and pistols, strengthened the impression that he was a soldier. Pausing only when he reached the piazza, the young man hastily inquired for the master of the house, and giving no time to Jacob for reply, dismounted, and followed the negro into the parlour; not, however, before the sound of other horses was heard coming in the same direction. Mr. and Miss Melville were seated at an evening meal, of which coffee, venison, rice niffles, and various varieties of Indian corn cookery, formed the staple.


  »Sir«, said the stranger, entering abruptly, »I am a fugitive, flying for my life from a gang of Tories, who have vowed my instant death because I am myself known as a Whig officer of rank.«


  There was something so manly in the young man's address, his manner betraying no slavish fear, but an honest love of life, that father and daughter were at once prepossessed in his favour. The former turned towards Jacob, and bade him instantly summon every male on the estate to arms; and then pointing to a door, intimated to the colonial officer that he might by that ascend to a loft, where he could remain concealed until he came to relieve him. The young man gracefully bowed his thanks, and obeyed. A few minutes elapsed, during which Colonel Melville found time to give instructions to his head overseer, and then up rode the party in pursuit. Under pretence of taking one side or another, sometimes wearing British, at other times colonial colours, gangs of desperadoes overran the country at this period, plundering and committing the most frightful excesses. It was one of these, commanded by one Colonel Diprose, which halted, to the number of twenty horsemen, in front of the »Retreat.« Surrounding the house, and guarding every avenue, the chief was then shown into the principal apartment of the house.


  »Sorry to disturb you, Colonel Melville, said the Tory, »but General Thornton of the Colonials has taken refuge in your house, and it is my duty to arrest him.«


  »I was not aware of the honour«, replied Colonel Melville, somewhat surprised; »but if General Thornton be in my house, he is welcome to its hospitality.«


  »Colonel«, said Diprose sternly, »I should be sorry to proceed to extremities; but if I burn this house down about your ears, this rebel must be found.«


  At this instant one of the subordinates entered, and whispered to the captain. »We have fallen upon evil dogs, he said; »a hundred armed negroes, with some dozen whites at their head, are round the house. They seem determined fellows.«


  The Tory chief bit his lip, and then, after a pause, turned towards the master of the »Retreat.« »Sir, I perceive you are prepared to resist my authority: your force overpowers mine; but rest assured I leave not this neighbourhood until the general be found.’ With these words the discomfited trooper left the room, and mounting his horse, headed his band once more, crying, »To Squire Thornton’s. The father shall pay for the son.«


  A few minutes later, the young colonial general was seated between his kind hosta. He now explained that, having been from home for many years, studying at college until the troubles, he was desirous at length of paying a visit to his father, whom he had not seen for so long a time as almost to have forgotten him, On his way, he had been recognised by one of the spies belonging to Diprose's gang, who, looking upon him as an important capture, had chased him for two successive days through the forest. A conference was held, and it was resolved that Major Thornton should be in- formed of his son's presence, the difficult part of the matter being to decide how.


  Meanwhile the baffled troopers journeyed towards the house of Squire Thornton. Their progress was rapid, as the night was drawing in, and half an hour brought them to the mansion of the major. The negroes, save the household servants, were gone to bed in their sheds, where they were locked up for the night, dogs being also set to prevent the chance of their leaving their prison. The overseers slept near at band, armed to the teeth, while not even a stick was trusted in the hands of the negroes. Colonel Diprose found the major just about to sit down to supper, and, with his chief men, was instantly invited to join him. The Tories complied; and having posted sentries round the house, and seen to their horses, entered, and sat down to the meal with the squire. As usual, wine and the local spirits—rum and: whisky—were in abundance; and to these the troopers did even more justice than to the viands. At length they affected Diprose to a degree which increased his natural ferocity. Calling for one of the negro household servants, Methuselah appeared.


  »Black skin!« he said, »go over to Colonel Melville's, and tell him, that if General Thornton aint in our hands before midnight, I will burn his father’s house about his cars, and set the negroes free.«


  »I am not a guine to gib any sich aggrabating message«, muttered Tuselah to himself as he left the room, and retired to the kitchen.


  As for Squire Thornton, he had pledged his guests too deeply and too often to be able to have any very distinct understanding of what was passing around him. Still, the infatuated man continued to drink, while his companions, nothing loath, followed his example. We shall pass over the scene which occurred until within half an hour of midnight. At that hour Colonel Diprose, holding in his hand a lantern, and followed by the whole of his gang, issued into the courtyard of the house, and advancing towards the huts of the overseers, awoke these individuals, and bade them go and attend to their master. No sooner were the startled men within the passage, than Diprose entered the door, and turned to the negro sheds, guided by the veracious Methuselah, who had brought some pretended message from the »Retreat.’ Ina moment they were open, and the startled slaves heard a voice crying, »Star up ebery man ob you; you bin free.«


  Up rose the negroes with one accord, and poured forth into the open air, Their first act then was to make sure of the arms of the overseers, and any other articles which they could turn into offensive weapons. They then crowded round Methuselah, who (Diprose having retired with his men to the skirt of the forest) alone remained to direct them, Assuming much of the air and manner of the stump-orator of the pine-barren, the old negro addressed his companions. »I tell you, coloured people, dat you be free; free ob massa, free ob obersheer. Dat's »um fact. Well, spect you remain so. But free not enough. Do you forget him stripes? Why a nigger suffer white man beat him? His skin smood like anothers man. We'll see if de white man like him hickory-stick!«


  He then directed the inmates of the house to be seized, and brought before him. With a loud yell the negroes burst into the house, and soon reappeared, dragging each his victim. Abject and terrified indeed was the aspect of the major and his servants. He would have spoken, but the voice of Methuselah interrupted him. »’Um too dark to see him white man face. Bu'n »um house.«


  »Fiends! devils!« cried the master, struggling in the grasp of two powerful negroes, »apare my home. What ja it you seek? What want you?«


  »Revenge!« said the cracked and cold voice of the old slave. »Nigger want revenge for blow. Master slave now.«


  The order to fire the mansion was one too gratifying to the excited feelings of the slaves, upon whose minds rushed all the memories of years of toil, and suffering, and cruelty, not to be obeyed with fearful alacrity. Wood, straw, combustibles of every kind, were piled around and within the passage, and then a dozen torches were hastily thrown upon the whole. The house, all of wood, took instant fire, and soon a fierce blaze, illumining earth and sky, fields and forest, proclaimed the terrible revenge of the negroes. The miserable gang who had caused the outrage gave a loud cheer as they saw the result of their handiwork, and the wretched Major saw at once how the whole had happened. The negroes acted with calmness and precision as soon as the vast conflagration gave them the means of seeing clearly what they were about. Some employed themselves in tying the overseers to posts and logs, in convenient postures for inflicting the retribution they meditated; others sought in the outhouses the whips and thongs which erst had scarified their own backs; while, in the background, dusky forms of women and children were seen gazing, half in terror, on a scene, to them, so new and startling. Still further in the rear were the Tories, waiting only the finale of this event to start upon some other errand of blood. At length all was ready; and Mr Thornton being reserved for the last, the negroes, having so placed him that he could clearly distinguish the punishment of his subordinates, began. Never had slavish voice yelled forth such cries of anguish and pain, as those who so often had callously inflicted the same torture now gave vent to. They shrieked, they in-treated, they prayed; but all in vain: the full measure of one hundred lashes was meted out to each of them. This done, they were unfastened, and cast on the ground in agonies they could now understand.


  »Now him massa turn«, said Tuselah with a savage laugh; »and gib him two hundred.«


  »Hold! down with your arms!’ cried the clear voice of Colonel Melville.


  Methuselah and his gang turned. Around them, occupying every outlet, so that no hope of escape was left, stood the armed negroes of the colonel, with some two or three dozen white men, attracted from neighbouring farms by the blaze. In custody of these were the Tories. General Thornton sprang into the midst, loosened his father, and bore him from the fierce glare of the burning house, while old Jacob and his faithful followers disarmed the now trembling slaves of the major. »What needcessity of all dis?« said old Jacob. "He will dead for dis. It all dat stump chap, I »spect. Berry glad as Jacob no sich ole fool!«


  It was too late to save the house, though the fire was easily prevented from reaching the outhouses. This done, the whole cavalcade returned to the »Retreat«, where Julia welcomed both her father and the handsome general, in whose fate she had taken a marvellous and sudden interest, especially since she found he was to be a neighbour. Old Thornton was put to bed, from which it soon became evident he was never to rise. The shock was too much for a frame enfeebled by indulgence; and General Thornton found that he had come in time. The major was conscious of his end, and early the next morning summoned his son and his hosts to his bedside.


  »Neighbour«, said he, »how is this? My negroes hare revolted and murdered me, though I had an armed force to keep them down, while you put arms in the hands of your slaves, and they serve you as a protection.«


  Colonel Melville hesitated; but the dying man insisted on a reply.


  »Neighbour«, he said, »I have treated my slaves with uniform kindness and firmness. They love me, and would give their lives for me.«


  »I see«, replied Thornton; »there has been a great mistake somewhere. I have tried the whip, you the wish. I fancy, neighbour, yours is the true method. Colonel Melville«, said he, suddenly half-rising in the bed, »you must take my fellows in hand, and see what you can make of them.«


  »General Thornton will, I am sure, do his duty.«


  »I don’t know that; he is my son. You, however, have a daughter there; if she—«


  »Father, not now«, said the young man, colouring deeply. »Speak not of such things now. It is unkind to our host.«


  »Major Thornton«, said the colonel solemnly, »the wishes of a dying man weigh strong with me; and if, a year hence, your son and my daughter find no reason to quarrel with your desire, they shall manage our two estates in one.«


  The misguided man, whose thoughtlessness and vice had brought its fearful punishment, sank back with a smile of relief, and in a few hours expired, The same day the Tories were handed over to the authorities, accused of burning and instigating to murder; for which they were severely punished. The negroes were, at the earnest request of their master, just before he died, pardoned; and thus, for the time, ends our narrative of the WHIP AND THE WISH.


  At the expiration of a year, General Thornton and Julia Melville were married; and never did they forget, the tragedy which chiefly tended to bring about their union. One of their most earnest wishes ever was, to tench their children that kindness, gentleness, the arts of persuasion and of love, are ten times more efficacious than violence or the sword; and that human nature, white and black, is much easier, and more profitably, led by the WISH than driven by the WHIP.


   


  -THE END-
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