64 LIFE AS A SLAVE.

humane and virtuous community,is Col. Lloyd’s plan-
tation exposed. That plantation is a little nation of
its own, having its own language, its own rules, regu-
lations and customs. The laws and institutions of the
state, apparently touch it nowhere, The troubles
arising here, are not settled by the civil power of the
state. The overseer is generally accuser, judge, jury,
advocate and executioner. The criminal is always
dumb. The overseer attends to all sides of a case.

There are no conflicting rights of property, for all
the people are owned by one man; and they can
themselves own no property. Religion and politics
are alike excluded. One class of the population 1s too
high to be.reached by the preacher; and the other
class is too low to be cared for by the preacher. The
poor have the gospel preached to them, in this neigh-
borhood, only when they are able to pay for it. The
slaves, having no money, get no gospel. The poli-
tician keeps away, because the people have no votes,
and the preacher keeps away, because the people have

no money. The rich planter can afford to learn politics

in the parlor, and to dispense with religion altogether.

In its isolation, seclusion, and self-reliant indepen-
dence, Col. Lloyd’s plantation resembles what the
baronial domains were, during the middle ages in
Europe. Grim, cold, and unapproachable by all oenial
influences from communities without, ¢here it stands ;
“fall three hundred years behind the age, in all that
relates to humanity and morals.

This, however, is not the only view that the place
presents. Civilization is shut out, but nature cannot

be. Though separated from the rest of the world;
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though public opinion, as I have said, seldom gets a
chance to penetrate its dark domain; though the
whole place is stamped with its own peculiar, iron-
like individuality ; and though crimes, high-handed
and atrocious, may there be committed, with almost
as much impunity as upon the deck of a pirate ship,—
it is, nevertheless, altogether, to outward seeming, a
most strikingly interesting place, full of life, activity,
and spirit ; and presents a very favorable contrast to
the indolent monotony and languor of Tuckahoe. Keen
as was my regret and great as was my sorrow at
leaving the latter, I was not long in adapting myself
to this, my new home. A man’s troubles are always
half disposed of, when he finds endurance his’only
remedy. Ifound myself here; there was no getting
away ; and what remained for me, but to make the
best of it? Here were plenty of children to play with,
and plenty of places of pleasant resort for boys of my
age, and boys older. The little tendrils of affection,
so rudely and treacherously broken from around the
darling objects of my grandmother’s hut, gradually
began to extend,and to entwine about the new objects
by which I now found myself surrounded.

There was a windmill (always a commanding object
to a child’s eye) on Long Point—a tract of land divi-
ding Miles river from the Wye—a mile or more from
my old master’s house. There was a creek to swim in,
at the bottom of an open flat space, ot twenty acres or
more, called “the Long Green”—a very beautiful
play-ground for the children.

In the river, a short distance from the shore, lying
quietly at anchor, with her small boat dancing at her
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