THE @ONFESSIONS OF NAT T3 RNER.

Mr. T. R. Gray’s pamplet of “ The Confessions of Nat
Turner, the leader of the late Insurrection in Southampton,”
| has been published at Baltimere. It makes 22 pages. It
professes to give, from the bandit’s ewn lips, ‘the cireum-
stances which formed him a lcader and a fanatic. Itsketch-
es the commericement, progress and termination,of an Insur-
rection, the bare recital of which makes the bloud run eold.
The description of the butchery ot the whites is terrific.-—
We cunnot make copious extracts from it, because it is put
-} under a copy right. But we may be permitted, without in-
fringing on the author’s privilege, to copy the following in-
cidemts :— | ' : -

‘*“ And by signs in the heavens that it would make known
to_me when I should,eemmence the great work—and until
-1 the first sign appeared, I should eonceal it from the know-
ledge of men.—And on the appearance efthe sign, (the eclipse
of the sun last February,) 1 should arise and prepare myself,
and slay my enemies with their ewn weapons. .And imme-
‘'diately on the sign appearing in the heavens, the seal was
removed from my lips, I communicated the great work laid
out for me to do, to four in whom I had the greatest confi-
dence, (Henry, Hark, Nelson, and Sam.) It was intended
by us to have begun the work of death on the 4th July last.
Many were the plans formed and rejected by us, and it affect-
ed my mind to such a degree, that 1 fell sick, and the time

' | passed without our coming to any determination how %0
commence.—Still forming new schemes and rejecting them,

| when the sigh appeared again, which determined me not to
-wait longer,’ (the strange appearance of thesun!)
# - R » - * *,
 Hark got a ladder and setit against-the chimney, on
which I ascended, and hoisting a windew, entered and came
down stairs, unberred the door, and removed the guns from
| their places. It was then observed that I'must spill the first
blood. On which, armed with a hatched, and ag¢eom-
panied by Will, 1 entered my master’s. chamber : it being
dark,I could not give a death-blow; the hatchet glanced
from his head, he sprﬂngvfrom the bed and called his wife :
it was his last- word. ill laid him dead, with a blow of
his axe, and Hrs. Travis shared the.sama fate as she lay in
bed. The murderof this family, five in number, was the
work of a moment, not one of them awoke; there was a lit-
tle infant sleeping in a cradle, that was forgotten, until we
had left the house and gone some distance, when Henry and
Will returned and killed it ; we got here, fovr guns that
would sheet, and several old muskets with a pound or two
of powder.” * * * ¥ 0k ,_
¢ From Mr. Reese’s we went to Mrs. Turner’s a mile dis-
tant, which we reached about sunrise, on Monday morning.
1 Henry, Austin and Sam, went to the still, where, finding
Mr. Peebles, Austin shot him, and the rest of us went to the
house ;: as we approached, the family discevered- us, and
shut the door. Vain hope! Will,-with one stroke of his
axe, opened it,and we entered. and found Mrs. Turner and
Mrs. Newsome in the middle of a room, almost frightened
tto death. Will immediately killed Mrs. Turner, with ome.
blow of hisaxe. Itook Mrs.-Newsome by the hand, and
with the sword I had when I was apprehended, I struck her
several blows over the head, but not being able to kill her,
as thesword was dull.. Will turning round and discovering
1 it, despatched her also. A general destruction of property
and search for money and ammunition, always succeded the
murders.”’ *  F - o X ¥ X ) ¥ b
¢ All the family were already murdered, but Mrs. White- |
head and her daughter Margaret. Asl came round. te the
1 door 1 saw Will pulling Mrs. Whitehead oui of the house,
‘and at the step he nearly severed her head from her hedy
with his broad-axe. Miss Margaret, when I discovered her,
1 had concealed herself in the corner, formed by the projec-
tion of cellar-cap from the house ; on my approach she fled,
but was soon evertaken, and, after repeated blows with the
sword, I killed her by a blpw on the head, with 2 fence-.
mil“l" - :
1 * What wretches ! 'Thié monster Will, furnishes deeds |
that would suit the pencil of Salvator Rosa.
One confession of Nat Turner is important :

He was asked * 1f he knew of any extensive or concerted
lan 7’ 'Hisanswor was, **1 donot.”” When 1 questioned
im as to tho insurrection in North Carolina happening a-

_bout the same time, ho denisd any khewledge of it; and
‘when I looked him in the face, as though I would search
his inmost thoughts, he replied, “ 1 see, sir, you doubt my
word ; but can you not think the same ideas, and'strange ap-
pearances about this time in the heavens might prompt eoth-

( ers, as vyell as myself, to-this uadertaking ¥ ~ - > =~ |



