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SISTERS OF CHARITY.

redoubled. "We were so jammed together,that notonly wecouldnobturn,ormove, or lie down,but we could scarcelybreathe. Theheat,
coupled with a burning thirst, became insupportable,and a strong
breeze from the sea brought our misery to a climax. Atnight; the
cold wind frozeus andcoveredus withsea spray. The nextmorning
everyone was given a small ration of water and.a bit of manioc root,
and thus we passed six long days and Bix nights which seemed longer
still.

Hunger, thirst, sea-sickness, the sudden transition from intense
heat to icy cold, the impossibility of restingone's head for amoment
from want of room,in a word, all imaginable Biifferings and horrors
being concentrateduponus during that time, made me regretat lasteven the terrible journey across the desert. But still welivedon;
andat last hope revived in our hearts, for we were in sight of the
island of Zanzibar, and some change must come in our miserable
existence.

The wind swelled our triangular sail, and very soon we found
ourselves in frontof a large town. A salute of two guns made the
little vesselquiver from one end to the other, the sail was takenin,
and wecast anchor in thebay, and werestill.
Iheardmy companions in misfortune admiring the walledtown

withits white houses, and alternately expressing fear andhope. As
for me,Iwas too weak to look at anything. Akindof mist seemed
to be before my eyes,and the only thing whichkept me alive was the
thought that when we landed, they -would perhaps give me a little
water. O, whata terrible tormentit is to suffer somuch from thirst!
Idonot remember inAvhatway we were carried onshore,orhow long
we weredetained at the custom-house. The sight of the greatcrowd
of negro porters,all carrying heavy weights and uttering apeculiar
cry tokeep step withoneanother, added tomjexcessive weakness, so
bevvilderedme, thatIreally was unable to realise the thousandand
onenew objects which passed.before me, and moreoverit.was getting
dusk when we landed.

When we arrivedat the dep6t of slaves, which is~a great stone
house,it wascompletely dark. There Isaw that the conductorof the-
caravan,whomIhadconsidered themost powerfulmanonearth, was
cringingin .the most servile manner before another Arab, who ,was
evidently his superior,andseemed tobe loading him with reproaches,
but ina language which Icould not nnderstaud. Ifanciedlie was
scoldinghim onmy account, forIsawhim very often pointing atme
withhis finger. Atlast, turning to me in a familar tongue,he told
me to getup. Imade almost superhuman"efforts to obey him;but
couldnot succeed.'This slave is lost,'said this new andimportantpersonage;'it is
a greatpity, and veryannoying. Six yards ofcloth, the transportby
land and sea,and the custom-house dues—

at least five piastresgone
for nothing

' (twenty-five francs). 'Conductor,be so goodas not to
be guilty of such stupidities in future.' Then turning towards two
great negroes Avho were standing by, he added:

'Here, Khamis and
Marzouc,put this carcass in a bit of matting, and carry it to the
cemetery. It,is quiteuseless togo to the expense of feeding her any
longer, forone can't save her.'

No soonersaidthan done. The twoslaves seizedmeand wrapped
me upin. anoldmatting, which they took care to bind carefully with
cocoacords. Then theyhungmeup in this soi't of bundleon a long
stick,placedme on their Bhoulders, and carriedmeoff far from the
dep6t.
Iwas so effectually wrapped up in the matting that, thoughI

couldbreathe,Icould see absolutelynothing. The noise of the crowd
made me understandthatIwasbeing carried through the streets of
the town. To this sound succeeded that of rubbing against boughs
and brunches, whichwarnedme that we werepassing throughawood.
Atlast they came to a standstill, andIwas thrownon the ground. I
heard them digging in the sand,>ndIthen understood fully

kthatI
wasgoingto beburied alive.

The bed of sand which had beenthrown over me was so light,
thatIheard the recedingsteps of theportersreturning inhasteto the
town. Verysoona profound, silencesettled round me, andahorrible
fear tookpossessionof my whole being. It was true thatIhadsuf-
fered terribly of late. Except during]my childhood, whichIhave
already described, my lifehad been one prolonged martyrdom. But
the thought of dying under such horrible circumstancescausedme an
inexpressible terror. Imade the most extraordinaryefforts to get
clear of the cords which boundmy matting;butIhadnot strength
to-do it. Only, withimmense trouble,Imauaged at last to wriggle
the tipperpartof my bodyout of the sand,so asnot tobe quitestifled.
At the same time,Iset to work to cry out withallmymight;butmy
weak voice was lost in the silence, of the night. Once or twice I
thoughtIheard the footsteps of peoplewho were passingnearme.
ThenIcalledout stilllouder. Butnaycries,instead of bringing help,
only frightened thesenocturnal visitors, whomIheardrunning away
as fast as they could.

Again aroundme therewas asilencewhichcouldbefelt
—

a silence
as of death. Then suddenly thebushes near me began tobe moved
by some one or something, andIhada glimmer of hope. But,O
horror ofhorrors!in aninstant a whole troop of howlingjackals sur-
roundedme. Iknew the way they haunt the cemeteries, when once
they have tastedhuman flesh, and the veryblood frozeinmy veins
with terror.

My cries anddespairing efforts to escape keptthem abbay for a
little while;butby and by, encouraged by my forced immobility,I
heardthem barkingnearer and nearer. Presently theybegan scratch-
ing close to my body, and verysoon uncovered the lower partof it,
and began biting my feet. Igave one great cry,and lost allcon-
sciousness.

WhenIcame tomyself,Ifound that Ivras in'a roomwith white
hangings, such asIhadnever seenbefore inmy life. Iwas lyingina
comfortable bed, and covered with a white sheet. Two white-faced
persons, whomIdidnot know, were standing at theheadof mybed,
and carefully watching my movements. They were dressedin white
andblack;and seeing this,IimaginedIwas dead,and thatIwas in
the landof spirits (Peponi). My first thought was for mymother.

SUEMA,
OR

THE LITTLE AFRICAN SLAVE WHO WAS BURIED
ALIVE.

Chapter IV.
—

Continued.
Wbpassed several"days at Quiloa, days which gave me some respite
frommy sufferings. There,at least,no one ill-used me. Iused to
lie downall day in the darkest corner of the hut, andIhadplentyof
water quite close to me, which enabled me to quench the burning
thirst brought onby feverand grief,and which probably brought me
back to life. Ihad,however, no wish whatever to live;everything
became indifferent to me. Ihardly understood where Iwas for a
time,and retained only a vagueremembrance of my terrible sufferings.

All the weeks -which had elapsed since my separation from my
motherseemed to me like a horrible dream whichwas to come to an
endafter a time;andthenIfanciedthat everythingaroundmewould
disappear,and that Ishould wakeup some day by the side of my
darlingmother, in the little hut where we had been sad,it was true,
"but where wehadbeenso happy in comparisonwithour actualposi-
tion. Alas, from this dream there was no awaking but toa reality
which wasmore terriblestill.

One morning whileIwas indulging in these illusions, without
exactly realising whoreIwasor whatIwas doing, a slave came into
thehut whereIwas lying, andwithout speaking took me up inhis
arms and carried me on board a little coasting vessel bound for
Zanzibar. Allthe slaves who, like me, had been embarked in this
manner were filled with fear, and trembled violently. 'Ah,' they
exclaimedin the midst of their lamentations, 'we are lost. "We are
going to Zanzibar, where the whitemeneat thoblacks.'

AlthoughIhad become,asIsaid before,almost indifferent to
everything thatwent onaroundme,Icouldnot remain whereIwas;
but thehopeof a speedy death gaveme courage.

On this ship (or boutre, as it was called) our sufferings were

4


