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The life of an African, written by himself, is certainly a curiosity, as it has been a favourite 
philosophic whim to degrade the numerous nations, on whom the sun–beams more directly 
dart, below the common level of humanity, and hastily to conclude that nature, by making 
them inferior to the rest of the human race, designed to stamp them with the mark of slavery. 
How they are shaded down, from the fresh colour of northern rustics, to the sable hue seen on 
the African sands, is not our task to inquire, nor do we intend to draw a parallel between the 
abilities of a negro and European mechanic; we shall only observe, that if these volumes do 
not exhibit extraordinary intellectual powers, sufficient to wipe off the stigma, yet the activity 
and ingenuity, which conspicuously appear in the character of Gustavus, place him on a par 
with the general mass of men, who fill the subordinate stations in a more civilized society 
than that which he was thrown into at his birth. 
 
            The first volume contains, with a variety of other matter, a short description of the 
manners of his native country, an account of his family, his being kidnapped with his sister, 
his journey to the sea coast, and terror when carried on shipboard. May anecdotes are simply 
told, relative to the treatment of his family, his being kidnapped with his sister, his journey to 
the sea coast, and terror when carried on shipboard. Many anecdotes are simply told, relative 
to the treatment of male and female slaves, on the voyage, and in the West Indies, which 
makes the blood turn its course; and the whole account of his unwearied endeavours to obtain 
his freedom, is very interesting. The narrative should have closed when he once more became 
his own master. The latter part of the second volume appears flat; and he is entangled in 
many, comparatively speaking, insignificant cares, which almost efface the lively impression 
made by the miseries of the slave. The long account of his religious sentiments and 
conversion to methodism, is rather tiresome.  
 
            Throughout, a kind of contradiction is apparent: many childish stories and puerile 
remarks, do not agree with some more solid reflections, which occur in the first pages. In the 
style also we observed a striking contrast: a few well written periods do not smoothly unite 
with the general tenor of the language. 
 
            An extract from the part descriptive of the national manners, we think will not be 
unacceptable to our readers. [A quotation describing African customs of singing and dancing 
follows.] 
 


