72 LIFE AS A SBLAVE.

bringing all his predictions and warnings to pass.

On he proceeded with the prayer; and we with our .

thick tongues and unskilled ears, followed him to the
best of our ability. This, however, was not suflicient
to please the old gentleman. Everybody, in the
south, wants the privilege of whipping somebody
else. Uncle Isaac shared the common passion of his
country, and, therefore, seldom found any means of
keeping his disciples in order short of flogging. ¢ .Say
everything I say ;” and bang would come the switch
on some poor boy’s undevotional head. What yow
looking at there "— Stop that pushing ” —and down
again would come the lash.

The whip isall in all. It issupposed to secure obe-
dience to the slaveholder, and is held as a sovereign
remedy among the slaves themselves, for every form
of disobedience, temporal or spiritual. Slaves, as
well as slaveholders, use it with an unsparing hand.
Our devotions at Uncle Isaac’s combined too much
of the tragic and comic, to make them very salutary
in a spiritual point of view ; and it is due to truth to
say, I was often a truant when the time for attending
the praying and flogging ot Doctor Isaac Copper
came On.

The windmill under the care of Mr. Kinney, a kind
hearted old Englishman, was to me a source of infi-
nite interest and pleasure. The old man always
seemed pleased when he saw a troop of darkey little
urchins, with their tow-linen shirts fluttering in the
breeze, approaching to view and admire the whirling
wings of his wondrous machine. From the mill we
could see other objects of deep interest. These were,
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the vessels from St. Michael’s, on their way to Balti-
more. It was a source of much amusement to view
the flowing sails and complicated rigging, as the lit-
tle crafts dashed by, and to speculate upon Baltimore,
as to the kind and quality of the place. With so
many sources of interest around me, the reader may be
prepared to learn that I began to think very highly
of Col. L.’s plantation. It was just a place to my
boyish taste. There were fish to be caught in the
creek, if one only had a hook and line; and crabs,
clams and oysters were to be caught by wading, dig-
ging and raking for them. Here was a field for
industry and enterprise, strongly inviting; and the
reader may be assured that I entered upon it with
spirit.

Even the much dreaded old master, whose merci-
less fiat had brought me from Tuckahoe, gradually, to
my mind, parted with his terrors. Strange enough, his
reverence seemed to take no particular notice of me,
nor of my coming. Instead of leaping out and de-
vouring me, he scarcely seemed conscious of my pres-
ence. The fact is, he was occupied with matters
more weighty and important than either looking af-
tor or vexing me. IHe probably thought as little of
my advent, as he would have thought of the addition
of a single pig to his stock !

As the ehief butler on Col. Lloyd’s plantation, his
duties were numerous and perplexing. In almost all
important matters he answered in Col. Lloyd’s stead.
The overseers of all the farms were in some sort under
him, and received the law from his mouth. The

colonel himself seldom addressed an overseey, or al-
D
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