184 LIFE AS A BLAVE.

any appeal to books, to laws, or to authorities of any

. A Y o3 & .
kind, it was enough to accept God as a father, tOI%

gard slavery as a crime.

I was not ten years old when I left Col. Lloyds..
plantation for Baltimore. [ left that plantation with's

inexpressible joy. I never shall forget the ecstacy
with which I received theintelligence from my friend,
Miss Lucretia, that my old master had determined to
let ine go to Baltimore to live with Mr. Hugh Auld,
a brother to Mr. Thomas Auld, my old master’s son-
in-law. I received this information about three days
before my departure. They were three of the hap-
piest days of my childhood. I spent the largest part
of these three days in the creek, washing off' the
plantation scurf, and preparing for my new home.
Myrs. Lucretia took a lively interest in getting me
ready. She told me I must get all the dead skin oft
my feet and knees, before I could go to Baltimore,
for the people there were very cleanly, and would
laugh at me if I looked dirty; and, besides, sh? was
intending to give me a pair of trowsers, which I
should not put on unless I got all the dirt off. This
was a warning to which I was bound to take heed ;
for the thought of owning a pair of trowsers, was
oreat, indeed. It was almost a suflicient motive, not
only to induce me to serub off the mange, (as pig dro-
vers would call it,) but the skin as well. So 1 went
at it in good earnest, working for the first time in the
hope of reward. I was greatly excited, and could
hardly consent to sleep, lest I should be left. The
ties that, ordinarily, bind children to their homes,
were all severed, or they never had any existence In
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my case, at least so far as the home plantation of Col.
L. was concerned. I therefore found no severe trial at
the moment of my departure, such as I had experi-
enced when separated from my home in Tuckahoe.
My home at my old master’s was charmless to me ;
it was not home, but a prison to me ; on parting from
it, I could not feel that I was leaving anything which
I could have enjoyed by staying. My mother was
now long dead ; my grandmother was far away, so
that I seldom saw her; Aunt Katy was my unrelent-
ing tormentor ; and'my two sisters and brothers, owing
to our early separation in life, and the family-de-
stroying power of slavery, were, comparatively, stran-

gers to me. The fact of our relationship was almost '

blotted out. I looked for Aome elsewhere, and was
confident of finding none which I should relish less
than the one I was leaving. If, however, I found in
my new home—to which I was going with such bliss-
ful anticipations—hardship, whipping and nakedness,
I had the questionable consolation that I should not
have escaped any one of these evils by remaining un-
der the management of Aunt Katy. Then, too, I
thought, since I had endured much in this line on
Lloyd’s plantation, I could endure as much elsewhere,
and especially at Baltimore ; for I had something of
the feeling about that city which is expressed in the
saying, that being “hanged in England,is better than
dying a natural death in Ireland.” I had the strong-
est desire to see Baltimore. My cousin Tom—a boy
two or three years older than I—had been there, and
though not fluent (he stuttered immoderately,) in
speech, he had inspired me with that desire, by his

msa_sc564 _scm1446-0086 ©Maryland State Archives

B .. -
- r e g = —
i'#m-:—-‘
- gy S - = -

- -— .- = =
R T T P re =,

- A e T e e S T
B e e R o -
- & e - ; il

Y . - - - - i




