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LIFE AS A SLAVE. S

HOW WE TOOK OUR MEALS. 133
the general darkness into which they penetrate, and

| ot o nd cooled, was placed in a large wooden tray, or trough
the i?apressmn they make 1 vigily «GlEemaa like those used in ma]{in; maple sllgal'yflel'c in ?he,
beautiful. w intimated. I was seldom whipped .. north. This tray was set down, either on the floor of
As I have bEfmelHil%m iz ’ o1d master. - I suffered . | the kitchen, or out of doors on the ground; and the
—.—-aud nevell‘ setv er(; Yent}I' 1'ezeived except from hun- ~ & children were called, like so many pigs; and like so
g e I'GTELm were m t‘i‘:TO oreat physical many pigs they would come, and literally devour the
ger and cold. 14 estiather et wzuﬁiciency of food nor mush—some with oyster shells, some with pieces of
tr?ubles: I'({)OU{S | neﬂ‘ere dg,les; from hunger than from shingles, and none with spoons. Ie that eat fastest
. clothmgl, tu t Summ::ler and coldest ?vinter, I was got most, and he that was strongest got the best
f:ﬂdt' alglosiai;ei s:;:e of nudity ; no shoes, no stock- place; and few left the trough really satisfied. I
ep 7Bt ‘
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ings, no jacket, no trowsers ; nothing }mt coarse sa'ck-
oloth or tow-linen, made into a sort of §111rt, reaching
down to my knees.n This 1 wore mglft and day,
changing it once a week. In the (}ay time I could
protect myself pretty well, by keeping on the sunny
side of the house ; and in bad weather, in the corner
of the kitchen chimney. The great difficulty was, to
keep warm during the night. I had no ]:)ed. The
pigs in the pen had leaves, and the horses in the sta-
ble had straw, but the children had no beds. They
lodged anywhere in the ample kitchen. I slept, gen-
erally, in a little closet, without even a blf.mk:et to
cover me. In very cold weather, I sometimes oot
down the bag in which corn-meal was usually car-
ried to the mill, and crawled into that. Sleeping
there, with my head in and feet out, I was partly pro-
tected, though not comfortable. My feet have ‘been
<o cracked with the frost, that the pen with which I
am writing might be laid in the gashes. The manner
of taking our mealsat old master’s, indicated but little

yefinement. Our corn-meal mush, when sufficiently

was the most unlucky of any, for Aunt Katy had no

good feeling for mie; and if I pushed any of the
other children, orif they told her anything unfavora-
ble of me, she aiways believed the worst, and was

sure to whip me.

As I grew older and more thoughtful, T was more
and more filled with a sense of my wretchedness. The

cruelty of Aunt Katy, the hunger and cold I suffered,
and the terrible reports of wrong and outrage which
came to my ear, together with what I almost daily
witnessed, led me, when yet but eight or nine years
old, to wish I had never been born. I used to con-
trast my condition with the black-birds, in whose wild
and sweet songs I fancied them so happy! Their ap.
parent joy only deepened the shades of my sorrow.
There are thoughtful days in the lives of children—
at least there were in mine—when they grapple with
all the great, primary subjects of knowledge, and
reach, In a moment, conclusions which no subsequent
experience can shake. I was just as well aware of
the unjust, unnatural and murderous character of
slavery, when nine years old, as I am now. Without
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