' than right, T was grateful for it, and tried to merit the kind-
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that grow out of slavefy, are more than I can describe. They

V- o | ~ are greater than you would willingly believe. Surély, if you
‘THE TRIALS OF GIRLHOOD-_ -~ credited one half the truths that are told you concerning the

helpless millions suffering in this cruel bondage, you at the"
- North would not help to. tighten the yoke. You surely would

- refuse to do for the master, on your own soil, the mean and

- cruel work which trained bloodhounds and the lowest class

~ of whites do for him at the south. _ _

-~ Every where the years bring to all enough of sin and sor-
Tow; but in slavery the very dawn of life is darkened by
-these shadows. Even the little child, who is accustomed to
“wait on her mistress and her children, will learn, before she
. is twelve years old, why it is that her mistress hates such-and
such a one among the slaves. Perhaps the child’s own
-mother is among those hated ones. She listens to violent out-
breaks of jealous passion and cannot help understanding
what is the cause.. She will become prematurely knowing in
evil things. Soon she will learn to tremble when she hears _
her master’s footfall. She will be compelled to realize that
she is no longer a child. If God has bestowed beauty upon
her, it will prove her greatest curse. That which commands
admiration in the white woman only hastens the degradation
of the female slave. I know-that some are too much brutal-
ized by slavery to feel the humiliation of their position; but
many slaves feel it most acutely, and shrink from the mem-
ory of it. I canmot tell how much I suffered in the presence
. of these wrongs, nor how I am still pained by the retrospect.
My master met me at every turn, reminding me that I be-
~ longed to him, and swearing by heaven and carth that he
. would compel me to submit to him. If I went out for a breath
of fresh air, after a day of unwearied toil, his footsteps
~dogged me. If T knelt by my mother’s grave, his dark
" shadow fell-on me even there. The light heart which nature
~ had given me became heavy with sad forebodings. The other
~slaves in 'my master’s house noticed the change. Many of
- them pitied me; but none dared to ask the cause. They had
‘no need to inquire. They knew too well the guilty practices

DURING the first years of my service in Dr. Flint’s fam- -
ily, 1 was accustomed to share some-indulgences with __th(? _
children of my mistress. Though this seemed to me no more

ness by the faithful discharge of my duties. Bl_lt I now en--
tered on my fifteenth year—a sad epoch in the 11f_e; of a slave -
girl. My master began to whisper foul words in my ear. -
Young as I was, I could not remain ignorant of their import. |
1 tried to treat them with indifference or contempt. The mas-
ter’s age, my extreme youth, and the fear that his condug:trr
would be reported to my grandmother, made him bear this
treatment for many months. He was a crafty man, and re-
sorted to many means to accomplish his purposes. Some-
times he-had stormy, terrific ways, that made his victims -
tremble; sometimes he assumed a gentleness that he thought _
must surely subdue. Of the two, I preferrgd hlS stormy
moods, although they left me trembling. He tried 'hl.S utmost
to corrupt the pure principles my grandmotf}er had instilled.
He peopled my young mind with unclean 1mages,,'such as
only a vile monster could think of. I tumed from him with -
disgust and hatred. But he was my master. I was compelled
to live under the same roof with him—where I saw a man
forty years my senior daily violating the most sacred com-
mandments of nature. He told me I was his property; that I
~ must be subject to his will in all things. My soul revolted _
against the mean tyranny: But where could [ turn for protec-
tion? No matter whether the slave girl be as black as ebony
or as fair as her mistress. In either case, there is no shadow
of law to protect het from insult, from violence, or even
from death; all these are inflicted by fiends who bear the
shape of men. The mistress, who ought to protect the help-
less victim, has no other feelings towards her but those of
jealousy and rage. The degradation, thf; wrongs, the vices,
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under that roof; and they were aware that to speak of them
was an offence that never went unpunished. . -

I'longed for some one to confide in. I would have given
the world to have laid my head on my grandmother’s faith-

ful bosom, and told her all my troubles. But Dr. Flint swore

he would kill me, if I was not as silent as the grave. Then,
although my grandmother was all in all to me, I feared her
as well as loved her. Thad been accustomed to look up to her
with a respect bordering upon awe. I was very young, and
felt shamefaced about telling her such impure things, espe-
cially as T knew her to be very.strict on such subjects. More-

over, she was a woman of a higly spirit. She was usually very

quiet in her demeanor; but if her indignation was once
roused, it was not very easily quelled. I had been told that

she once chased a white gentleman with a loaded pistol, be-

cause he insulted one of her daughters. I dreaded the conse-
quences of a violent outbreak; and both pride and fear kept
me silent. But though I did not confide in my grandmother,
and even evaded her vigilant watchfulness and inquiry, her

presence in the neighborhood was some protection to me.

Though she had been a slave, Dr. Flint was afraid of her. He
dreaded her scorching rebukes. Moreover, she was known
and patronized by many people; and he did not wish to have

his villany made public. It was lucky for me that I did not -

live on a distant plantation, but in a town not so large that
the inhabitants were ignorant of cach other’s affairs. Bad as
are the laws and customs in a slaveholding community, the
doctor, as a professional man, deemed it prudent to keep up
some ontward show of decency. '

O, what days and nights of fear and sorrow that man

caused me! Reader, it is not to awaken sympathy for myself

that I am telling you truthfully what I suffered in slavery. 1
do it to kindle a flame of compassion in your hearts for my
sisters who are still in bondage, suffering as T once suffered.

I once saw two beautiful children playing together. One
- was a fair white child; the other was her slave, and also her

sister. When I saw them embracing each other, and heard

' their joyous laughter, T turned sadly away from the lovely .
- sight. I foresaw the inevitable blight that would fall on the ™ - -
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Tittle slave’s heart. I knew how soon her laughter V{Ould‘ be
“changed to sighs. The fair child grew up to be a still fairer
woman. From childhood to womanhood her pathway was

- ‘blooming . with flowers, and overarched by a sunny sky. -
- Scarcely. one day of her life had been clouded when the sun

‘rose on her happy bridal morning.

" How had those years dealt with her slave sister, the little

playmate of her childhood? She, also, was very beautiful;

. ’but the flowers and sunshine of love were not for her. She

drank the cup of sin, and shame, and misery, whe_reof her

" persecuted race are compelled to drink.

In view of these things, why are ye silent, ye free men
and women of the north? Why do your tongues_f_a_}t_er in
maintenance of the right? Would that T had more ability! But

) .my heart is so full, and my pen is so weak! There are noble

men -and women who plead for us, striving to help those

" who camnot help- themselves. God bless them! God give

them strength and courage to go on! God bless those, every

" where; who are laboring to advance the cause of humanity!

VI |
' THE JEALOUS MISTRESS.

1 wourp ten thousand times rather that my children
should be the half-starved paupers of Ireland than to be the
most pampered among the slaves of Amer_ica. Iy‘vould rather 7

~drudge out my life on a cotton plantation, till th'e grave
: 'opened to give me rest, than to live with an ungnn(:lple.d
master and a jealous mistress. The felon’s home in a peni-
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teﬁﬁaxy is preferable. He may repent, and turn from the error

of his ways, and so find peace; but it is not so with a favorite
~ slave. She is not allowed to have any pride of character, It is
deemed a crime in’ her to wish to.be virtuous. _

Mrs. Flint possessed the key to her husband’s character

before T was born. She might have used this knowledge to’

counsel and to screen the young and the innocent among her

slaves; but for them she had no sympathy. They were the ob-

Jects of her constant suspicion and malevolence. She
watched her husband with unceasing vigilance; but he was
well practised in means to evade it, What he could not find
. Opportunity to say in words he manifested in signs. He in-
vented more than were ever thought of in a deaf and dumb
asylum..1 let them pass, asif T did not understand what he
meant; and many were the curses and threats bestowed on
me for my stupidity. One. day he caught me teaching myself
to write. He frowned, as if he was not well pleased; but I

suppose he came to the conclusion that such an accomplish-

ment might help to advance his favorite scheme. Before

long, notes were often slipped into my hand. I would return
them, saying, “I can’t read them, sir.” “Can’t you?” he
replied; “then I must read them to you.” He always finished
the reading by asking, “Do you understand?” Sometimes he
would complain of the heat of the tea room, and order his
Supper to be placed on a small table in the piazza. He would
seat himself there with a well-satisfied smile, and tell me to
stand by and brush away the flies. He would eat very slowly,
pausing between the mouthfuls. These intervals were em-
ployed in describing the happiness I was so foolishly throw-
ing away, and in threatening me with the penalty that finally
awaited my stubborn disobedience. He boasted much of the
forbearance he had exercised towards me, and reminded me
that there was a limit to his patience. When I succeeded in

avoiding opportunities for him to talk to me at home, I was.
ordered to come to his office, to do-some errand. When

. there, I was obliged to stand and listén to such language as
he saw fit to address to me. Sometimes I so openly ex-
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lently eniaged, and I wondered why he did not strike me.
- Circumstanced as he was, he probably thought it was better -
“policy to be forebearing. But the state of things grew worse

and worse daily. In desperation I told him that I must and
would apply to my grandmother for protection. He threat-

- ened me with death, and worse than death, if I made any
.- complaint to her. Strange to say, I did not despair. T was nat-

- urally of a buoyant disposition, and always I had a hope of
'~ somehow getting out of his clutches. Like many a poor, sim-
 ple slave before me, I trusted that some threads of Jjoy would

yet be woven into my dark destiny. _
- Ihad entered my sixteenth year, and every day it became
more apparent that my presence was intolerable to Mrs.

. Flint. Angry words frequently passed between her and her

husband. He had never punished me himself, and be would
not allow any body else to punish me. In that respect, she
was never satisfied; but, in her angry moods, no terms were

 too vile for her to bestow upon me. Yet I, whom she detested
- 80 bitterly, had far more pity for her than he had, whose duty
(it was to make her Life happy. 1 never wronged her, or

wished to wrong her; and one word of kindness from her

. would have brought me to her feet. :

After repeated quarrels between the doctor and his wife,

‘he announced his intention to take his youngest daughter,
- then four years old, 10 sleep in his apartment. It was neces-
- sary that'a servant should sleep in the same room, to be on -

hand if the child stirred. I was selected for that office, and

| - informed for what purpose that arrangement had been made.
- By managing to keep within sight of people, as much as pos-
- sible, during the day time, I had hitherto succeeded in elud-

ing my master, though a razor was often held to my throat to
force me to change this line of policy. At night I slept by the

side of my- great aunt, where [ felt safe. He was too prudent
- to.come into her room. She was an old woman, and had been
in the family many years. Moreover, as a married man, and-
~ a'professional man, he deemed it nhecessary to save appesr-
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' ances in some degree. But he tesolved to ‘reinove the obsta- -

- clein the way of his scheme; and he thought he had planned

it so that he should evade suspicion. He was well aware how-
much I prized my refuge by the side of my old aunt, and he

had the ittle child in his room alone. The next morming, I

was ordered to take my station as nurse the following night.

A kind Providence interposed in my favor. During the day

Mrs. Flint heard of this new arrangement, and a storm fol--

lowed. I rejoiced to hear it rage.
After a while my mistress sent for me to come to her
- room. Her first question was, “Did you know you were to
sleep in the doctor’s room?”
“Yes, ma’am.”
“Who told you?”
“My master.” o =
“Will you answer truly all the questions I ask?” -
“Yes, ma’am.” o -
 “Tell me, then, as you hope to be forgiven, are youinno-
- cent of what I have accused you?” - - :
“Tam.”. ‘ ' S
She handed me a Bible, and said, “Lay your hand on your
heart, kiss this holy book, and swear before God that you tell
me the truth.” _ -
I took the oath she required, and I did it with a cleay con-
science.. , o . T
~ “You have taken God’s holy word to testify your inno-
cence,” said she. “If you have deceived me, beware! Now
take this stool, sit down, look me directly in the face, and tell
‘me all that has passed between your master and you” .

- 1did as she ordered: As I went on with my account her
color changed frequently, she wept, and sometimes groaned.
She spoke in tones so sad, that ¥ was touched by her grief.
The tears came to my eyes; but I was soon convinced that
her emotions arose from anger and wounded pride. She felt
that her marriage vows were desecrated, her dignity in-
sulted; but she had 1o compassion for the poor victim of her
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husband’s perfidy. She pitied herself as a martyr; but she
was incapable of feeling for the condition of shame and mis-

~ery in which her unfortunate, helpless slave was placed.

- Yet perhaps she had some touch of feeling for me; for
. when the conference ‘was ended, she spoke kindly, and

promised to protect me. I should have been much comforted
~ by this assyrance if I could have had confidence in it; but my-
experiences in slavery had filled me with distrust. She was
not a very refined woman, and had not much contro] over
her passions. I was an object of her jealousy, and, conse-
quently, of her hatred; and I knew I could not expect kind-
ness or confidence from her under the circumstances  in
which I was placed. T could not blame her. Slaveholders’

7 wives feel as other women would under similar . circum-

stances. The fire of her temper kindled from small-sparks,
and now the flame became so intense that the doctor was
obliged to give up his intended arrangement.

‘was an object of her especial care, though not of her espe-
cial comfort, for she spent many a sleepless night to watch

- over me. Sometimes T woke up, and found her bending over

~ me. At other times she whispered in my ear, as though it was
her husband who was speaking to me, and listened to hear -
what I would answer. If she startled me, on such occasions,
- she would glide stealthily away; and the next morning she
would tell me I had been talking in my sleep, and ask who I .

fo

~ - was talking to. At last, I began to be fearful for my. life. It .

had been often threatened; and you can imagine, better than

I'can describe, what an unpleasant sensation it must produce

to wake up in the dead of night and find 2 jealous woman
“bending over you. Terrible as this experience was, I had

fears that it would give place to one more terrible. :

. My mistress grew weary of her vigils; they did not prove

satisfactory. She changed her tactics. She now tried the trick -

- TknewIhad ignited the torch, and I expected to sufferfor
it afterwards; but I felt too thankful to my mistress for the
- .timely aid she rendered me to care much about that. She
- 1iow took me to sleep in a room adjoining her own. There T
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of accusing my master of crime, in my presence, and gave
my name as the author of the accusation. To my utter aston-
ishment, he replied, “I don’t believe it; but if she did ac-
~knowledge it, you tortared her into exposing me. ”'Tor‘tur'ed
into exposing him! Truly, Satan had no diffic__ulgr in ldlStlI.l-
guishing the color of his soul! I understood his object in
making this false representation. It was to show me that 1
gained nothing by secking the protection df-my-r.mstress;
that the power was still all in his own hands. I pitied Mrs.
Flint. She was a second wife, many years the junior of her
husband; and the hoary-headed miscreant was enough to try
the patience of a wiser and better woman. She was com-
pletely foiled, and knew not how to proceed. She would
gladly have had me flogged for.my supposed false oath; but,
as I have already stated, the doctor never allowed any one to
whip me. The old sinner was politic. The application of the
lash might have ted to remarks that would have exposed him
in the eyes of his children and grandchildren. How often did

I rejoice that I lived in a town where all the mhab__ltants knew
each other! If I had been on a remote plantation, or lost-

among the multitude of a crowded city, I should not be a liv-
ing womman at this day.

: The secrets of slavery are concealed like those of the In-
_quisition. My master was, to my knowledge, the father of
~eleven slaves. But did the mothers dare to tell who was the
father of their children? Did the other slaves dare to allude
to it, except in whispers among themselves? No, indeed!
They knew too well the terrible consequences. '

My grandmother could not avoid seeing things Wthh ex-
cited her suspicions. She was uneasy about me, and tried
various ways to buy me; but the never-changing answer was
‘always repeated: “Linda does not belong to me. She is my
daughter’s property, and 1 have no legal right to sell her.”

The conscientious man! He was too scrupulous to sell me;.

but he had no scruples whatever about committing a much
greater wrong against the helpless young girl placed under
his guardianship, as his daughter’s property. Sometimes my
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persecutor would ask me whether L would like to be sold. T

~ told him I would rather be sold to-any body than to lead such - .
. a life as I did. On such occasions he would assume the air of

a very injured individual, and reproach me for my ingrati-

* tude. “Did I not take you into the house, and make you the

companion of my own children?” he would say. “Have 1

- ever treated you like a negro? I have never allowed you to

be punished, not even to please your mistress. And this is the
recompense I get, you ungrateful girl!” I answered that he

- had reasons’of his own for screening me from punishment,

and that the course he pursued made my mistress hate me

- and persecute me. If T wept, he would say, “Poor child!
~ Don’t cry! don’t ery! I will make peace for you with your

mistress. Only let me arrange matters in my own way. Poor,

foolish girl! you don’t know what is for your own good. I
- would cherish. you. I would make a lady of you. Now 2o,
- and think of all I have pronised you.” .

- 1 did think of it.

Reader, I draw no 1magmary pictures of southem homes.
P'am telling you the plain truth. Yet when victims make their
escape from this wild beast of Slavery, northerners consent
to act the part of bloodhounds, and hunt the poor fugitive
back into his den; “full of dead men’s bones, and. all un-
cleanness.” Nay, more, they are not only willing, but proud,
to give their daughters in marriage to slaveholders. The poor
girls have romantic notions of a sunny clime, and of the
flowering vines that all the year round shade a happy home.

- To what disappointments are they destined! The young wife
soon learns that the husband in whose hands she has placed
~ her happiness pays no regard to his marriage vows. Children
- of every shade of complexion play with her own fair babies,
~and too well she knows that they ‘are born unto him of his
- own household. Jealousy and hatred enter the ﬂowery home,

and it is ravaged of its loveliness.
Southern women often marry a man knowmg that he is

'} f'_the father of many little slaves. They do not trouble them-
_selves about it. They regard such children as property, as
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marketable as the pigs on the plantation; and it is seldom

that they do not make them aware of this by passing them

into the slave-trader’s-hands as soon as possible, and thus

getting them out of their sight. I am glad to say there are

some honorable exceptions. :

I have myself known two southern wives who exhorted

their husbands to {ree those slaves towards whom they stood
in a “parental relation;” and their request was granted. These
husbands blushed before the superior nobleness of their
wives’ natures. Though they had only counselled them to do
that which it was their duty to do, it commanded their re-
spect, and rendered their condict more exemplary. Conceal-
ment was at an end, and confidence took the place of
distrust. '

Though this bad institution deadens the moral ‘sense,

even in white women, to a fearful extent, it is not altogether
extinct. [ have heard southern ladies say of Mr. Such a one,

“He not only thinks it no disgrace to be the father of those -

little niggers, but he is not ashamed to call himself their
master. I declare; such things ought not to be tolerated in any
decent society!” a '

v
THE LOVER.

Wy does the stave ever love? Why allow the tendrils

of the heart to twine around objects which may at any-mo--
ment be wrenched away by the hand of violence? When sep- -
arations come by the hand of death, the pious soul can bow A

in resignation, and say, “Not my will, but thine be done, O

INCIDENTS IN THE LIFE OF A SLAVE GIRL 481

‘Lord!” But when the ruthless hand of man strikes the blow,
- regardless of the misery he causes, it is hard to be submis--
- sive. I did not reason thus when I was a young girl. Youth
- will be youth. I loved and I indulged the hope that the dark
- clouds around me would turn out a bright lining; 1 forgot
" that in the land of my birth the shadows are too dense for
light to penetrate. A land - '

~ Where laughter is not mirth; nor thought the mind;
Nor words a language; nor ’en men mankind.

* Where cries reply to curses, shrieks to blows,
And each is tortured in his separate hell.

. There was in the neighborhood a young colored carpen-
ter; a free-born man. We had been well acquainted in child-
hood, and frequently met together afterwards. We became -
-mutually attached, and he proposed to marry me. I loved
~him with all the ardor of a young girl’s first love. But when

Ireflected that I was a slave, and that the laws gave no sanc-
tion to the marriage of such, my heart sank within me. My
lover wanted to buy me; but I knew that Dr. Flint was too
wilful and arbitrary a man to consent to that arrangement.
From him, I was sure of experiencing all sort of opposition,
and I had nothing to hope from my mistress. She would have
been delighted to have got rid of me, but not in that way. It
would have relieved her mind of a burden if she could have
seen me sold to some distant state, but if T was married near
home I should be just as much in her husband’s power as I
had previously been,—for the husband of a slave has no
power to protect her. Moreover, my mistress, like many oth-
ers, seemed to think that slaves had no right to any family -
ties of their own; that they were created merely to wait upon
the family of the mistress. I once heard her abuse a young

. slave girl, who told her that a colored man wanted to make
- her his wife. “I will have you peeled and pickled, my lady,”
~ said she, “if I ever hear you mention that subject again. Do -
~you suppose that I will have you tending my children with
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the c}u'ldren of that nigger?”’ The rgirl to whom she said this

had a mulatto child, of course not acknowledged by its fa- '

ther. The poor black man who loved her would have been’
proud to acknowledge his helpless offspring. '

Many and anxious were the thoughts I revolved in my
- mind. I was at a loss what to do. Above all things, I was.de-
sirous to spare my lover-the insults that had cut so deeply

into my own soul. I talked with my grandmother about i, -

and partly told her my fears. I did not dare to tell her the
worst. She had long suspected all was not right, and if I con-
firmed her suspicions I knew a storm would rise that would
- prove the overthrow of all my hopes.

This love-dream had been my support through many - -

als; and I could not bear to run the risk of having it suddenly

dissipated. There was a lady in the neighborhood, a particu- .

lar friend of Dr. Flint’s, who often visited the house. 1had a
great respect for her, and she had always manifested a
friendly interest-in me. Grandmother thought she would
have great influence with the doctor. I went to this lady, and

told her my story. I told her I was aware that my lover’s

being a free-born man would prove a great objection; but he
wanted to buy me; and if Dr. Flint would consent to that
arrangement, I felt sure he would be willing to pay any rea-
sonable price. She knew that Mrs. Flint disliked me; there-
fore, I ventured to suggest that perhaps my mistress would

approve of my being sold, as that would rid her of me. The

lady listened with kindly sympathy, and promised to do her
utmost to promote my wishes. She had an interview with the

doctor, and I believe she pleaded my cause eamestly, butit

was all to no purpose.

- How I dreaded my master now! Every minute [ expected
to be summoned to his presence; but the day passed, and I
heard nothing from him. The next mormng, a message was

brought to me: “Master wants you in his study.” I found the’

door ajar, and I stood a moment gazing at the hateful man

- who claimed a right to rule me, body and soul. I entered, and-
tried to appear calm. I did not want him 0 know how my
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- heart was bleeding. He looked fixedly at me, with an ex-
--pression which seemed to say, “I have half a mind to kill you -
“on the spot.” At last he broke the sﬂence, and that was a re-
" lief to both of us.

- “Sor you Want to be married, do you?” said he “and to a -

7 free nigger.”

- “Yes, sir.” S
. “Well, I'll soon convince you whether I am your master,
or the nigger fellow you honor so highly. If you rmust have a

“husband, you may take up with one of my slaves.”

- What a situation I should be in, as the wife of one of Ais’

. slaves, even if my heart had been interested!

T replied, “Don’t you suppose, sir, that a slave can have

“sorne preference about marrying? Do you suppose that all
~men are alike to her?”

“Do you love this nigger?” said he, abruptly
- “Yes, sir.”
* “How dare you tell me so!” he exclaimed, in great wrath.

-_ After a slight pause, he added, “I supposed you thought
- more of yourself; that you felt above the insults of such pup-
-_r-'p1es

I replied, “If heisa puppy I am a puppy, for we are both ~

of the negro race. It is right and honorable for us to love

-each other. The man you call a puppy never insulted me, sir;

and he would not love me if he did not beheve me to be a
virtuous woman.’
He sprang upon me like a tiger, and gave me a stunning

blow. It was the first time he had ever struck me; and fear

did not enable me to control my anger. When I had recov-
ered a little from the effects, I exclaimed, “You have struck
me for answering you honestly. How I despise you!”

There was silence for some minutes. Perhaps he was de-

ciding what should be my punishment; or, perhaps, he .
‘wanted to give me time to reflect on what I had said, and to
-whom I had. said it. Fmal}y, he asked, “Do you kiow what

you have said?” _
- *Yes, sir; but your treatment drove me to it.”



484 - THE CLASSIC SLAVE NARRATIVES

“Do you know that 1 have a right to do as I like w1th
you,—that 1 can kill you, if I please?”’

“You have tried to kill me, and i w1sh you had; but you ]

have no right to do as you like with me.’

“Silence!” he exclaimed, in a thundering voice. “By
heavens, girl, you forget yourself too far! Are you mad? If
you are, I will soon bring you- to your senses. Do you think

any other master would bear what I have borne from you

this morning? Many masters would have killed you on the
spot. How wouid you hke to be sent to ]aﬂ for your inso-

lence?”

“T know I have been dlsrespeetful sir,” 1 replied; “but
you drove me to it; I couldn’t help it. As for the jail, there

would be more peace for me there than there is here.”
“You deserve to go there,” said he, “and to be under such

treatment, that you would forget the meaning of the word

peace. It would do you good. It would take some of your .

- high notions out of you. But I am not ready to send you there

yet, notwithstanding your ingratitude for all my kindness

and forbearance. You have been the plague of my life. I have
wanted to make you happy, and I have been repaid with t_he
basest ingratitude; but though you have proved yourself in-
capable of appreciating my kindness, I' will be lenient to-

wards- you, Linda. I will give you one more chance to

redeem your character. If you behave yourself and do as I re-

quire, I will forgive you and treat you as I always have done;
but if you disobey me, 1 will punish you as 1 would the-

meanest slave on my plantatzon Never let me hear that fel-
low’s name mentioned again. If I ever know of your speak-
ing to him, I will cowhide you both; and if T catch him
turking about my premises, I will shoot him as soon as I
~ would a dog. Do you hear what I say? I’H teach you a les-

son about marriage ‘and free niggers! Now go, and let this be -

the last time I have occasion to speak to you on this subject.”

‘Reader, did you ever hate? I hope not. I never did but .

once;-and I trust I never shall again. Somebody has called it
“the atmosphere of hell;” and I believe it is so.
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For a fortnight the doetor did not speak to me. He thought

- to mortify me; to make me feel that T had disgraced myself

by receiving the honorable addresses of a respectable col-
ored man, in preference to' the base proposals of ‘a white
man. But though his lips disdained to address me; his eyes

- were very loquacious. No animal ever watched its’ prey more
- narrowly than he watched me. He knew that I could write,
. ‘though he had failed to make me read his letters; and he was
~now troubled lest I should.exchange letters with another

man. After a while he became weary of silence; and I was
sorry for it. One morning, as he passed through the hall, to
leave the house, he contrived to thrust a note into ‘my hand.
I thought [ had better read it, and spare myself the vexation
of having him read it to me. It expressed regret for the blow

~he had given me, and reminded me that I myself was wholly

to blame for it. He hoped I had become convinced of the in-
jury I was doing myself by~ incurring his displeasure. He
'wrote that he had made up his mind to go to Louisiana; that

- “he should take several slaves with him, and intended I
~ should be one of the number. My mistress would remain
- where she was; therefore I should have nothing to fear from
- that quarter. If T merited kindness from him, he assured me
C that it would be lavishly bestowed. He begged me to think

over the matter, and answer the following day.
. The next morning I was called to carry a pair of scissors

- to his rooth. T laid them on the table, with the letter beside
_them. He thought it was my answer, and did not call me

back. T went as usual to attend my young mistress to and
from school. He met me in the street, and ordered me to stop-
at his office on my way back. When I entered, he showed me
his letter, and asked me why I had not answered it. I replied,

- “T am your daughter’s property, and it is in your power to

- send me, or take me, wherever you please.” He said he was -
-very glad to find me so willing to go, and that we should

- start early in the auturhn, He had a large practice in the town, .

-and I rather thought he had made up the story merely to
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frighten me. However that might be, 1 was detenmned that 1
would never go to Louisiana with him.

Summer passed away, and early in the autumn Dr. Flint’s
eldest son was sent to Louisiana to examine the country,
with a view to emigrating. That news did not disturb me. 1
knew very well that I should not be sent with kim. That I had
not been taken to the plantation before this time, was owing
to the fact that his son was there. He was jealous of his son;
and jealousy of the overseer had kept him from punishing
me by sending me into the fields to work. Is it strange that I
was not proud of these protectors? As for the overseer, he
was a man for whom I had less respect than 1 had for a
~ bloodhound. '

“Young Mr. Flint did not bring back a favorable report of

Louisiana, and I heard no more of that scheme. Soon after -

this, my lover met me at the corner of the street, and [
. stopped to speak to him. Looking up, I saw my master
watching us from his window. I hurried home, trembling

with fear. I was sent for, immediately, to go to his room. He

met me with a blow. “When is mistress to be married?” said
he, in a sneering tone. A shower of oaths and imprecations
followed. How thankful I was that my lover was a free man!
that my tyrant had no power to flog him for speaking to me
in the street!

Again and again I revolved in my mind how all thxs
would end. There was no hope that the doctor would consent
to sell me on any terms. He had an iron will, and was deter-
mined to keep me, and to conquer me. My lover was an in-

telligent and religious man. Even if he could have obtained

permission to marry me while I was a slave, the marriage
would give him no power to protect me from my master. It
would have made him miserable to witness the insults I
should have been subjected to. And then, if we had children,
I knew they must “follow the condition of the mother.”

What a terrible blight that would be on the heart of a free,
intelligent father! For Ais sake, I felt that T ought not to link

his fate with my own unhappy destiny, He was going to Sa- |
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vannah to see about a little property left him by an uncle;
and hard as it was to bring my feelings to it, I earnestly en-
" treated him not to come back. I advised him to go to the Free
States, where his tongue would not be tied, and where his in-
telhgence would be of more avail to him. He left me, still
hoping the day would come when'T could be bought. With
me the lamp of hope had gone out. The dream of my glrl—
~ hood was over. 1 felt lonely and desolate.
Sl T was not stripped of all. I still had my good grand-
- mother, and my affectionate brother. When he put his arms
round my neck, and looked into my eyes, as if to read there
- the troubles I dared not tell, I felt that I still had something
- to love. But even that pleasant emotion was chilled by the.
.- reflection that he might be torn from me at any moment, by
_some sudden freak.of my master: If he had known how we
“loved each other, I think he would have exulted in separat-
~ing us. We often planned together how we could get to the
- north. But, as William remarked, such things aié easier said
‘than done. My movements were very closely watched, and
- .we had no means of getting any money to defray our ex-
. penses. As for grandmother, she was strongly opposed to her
- children’s undertaking any such project. She had not forgot-
~ten poor Benjamin’s sufferings, and she was afraid that if
~another child tried to escape, he would have a similar or a.
worse fate. To me, nothing seemed more dreadful than my
present life. I said to myself, “William must be free. He shall
“go to the-north, and I will follow him.” Many a slave sister
~has formed the same plans.




