130 LIFE AS A SLAVE.

was 80 much that was harsh, cold and indifferent, the
slightest word or look of kindness passed, with me,
for its full value. Miss Lucretia—as we all continued
to call her long after her marriage—had bestowed
upon me such words and looks as taught me that she
pitied me, if she did not love me. In addition to
words and looks, she sometimes gave me a piece of
bread and butter ; a thing not set down in the bill of
fare, and which must have been an extra ration,
planned aside from either Aunt Katy or old master,
. golely out of the tender regard and friendship she had
for me. Then, too, I one day got into the wars with
Uncle Abel’s son, ¢ Ike,” and had got sadly worsted ;
in fact, the little rascal had struck me directly in the
forehead with a sharp piece of cinder, fused with iron,
from the old blacksmith’s forge, which made a cross
in my forehead very plainly to be seen now. The
gash bled very freely, and I roared very loudly and
betook myself home. The cold-hearted Aunt Katy
paid no attention either to my wound or my roaring,
except to tell me it served me right; I had no bu-
siness with Ike; it was good for me; I would now
keep away “ from dem Lloyd niggers.” Miss Lucre-
tia, in this state of the case, came forward ; and, in
quite a different spirit from that manifested by Aunt
Katy, she called me into the parlor, (an extra privi-

lege of itself,) and, without using toward me any of

the hard-hearted and reproachful epithets of my
kitchen tormentor, she quietly acted the good Sama-
ritan. With her own soft hand she washed the blood
from my head and face, fetched her own balsam bot-
tle, and with the balsam wetted a nice piece of white
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linen, and bound up my head. The balsam was not
more healing to the wound in my head, than her kind-
ness was healing to the wounds in my spirit, made by
the unfeeling words of Aunt Katy. After this, Miss
Lucretia was my friend. I felt her to be such y and I
have no doubt that the simple act of binding up my
head, did much to awaken in her mind an interest in
my welfare. It is quite true, that this interest was
never very marked, and it seldom showed itself in
anything more than in giving me a piece of bread
when I was very hungry; but this was a great favor
on a slave plantation, and I was the only one of the

- children to whom such attention was paid. When

very hungry, 1 would go into the back yard and play
under Miss Luecreiia’s window. When pretty se-

Ver‘ely pinched by hunger, I had a habit of singing,
which the good lady very soon came to understand

as a pe:tition for a piece of bread. When I sung un-
der Miss Lucretia’s window, I was very apt to get

well paid for my music. The reader will see that I
now had two friends, both at important points—Mag’
Daniel at the great house, and Miss Lucretia at home.
From Mas’ Daniel I got protection from the bigeer
jboys; and from Miss Lucretia I got bread, by :ing-
ing when I was hungry, and sympathy when I was
abused by that termagant, who had the reins of gov-
ernment in the kitchen. For such friendship I felt
deeply grateful, and bitter as are my recollections of
slavery, I love to recall any instances of kindness, any
sunbeams of humane treatment, which found way to

my soul through the iron grating of my house of
bondage. . Such beams seem all the brighter from
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