160 LIFKE AS A SLAVE.

come; light had penetrated the moral dungeon where
I dwelt ; and, behold! there lay the bloody whip, for
my back, and here was theiron chain; and my good,
kind master, he was the author of my situation. The
revelation haunted me, stung me, and made me
gloomy and miserable. As I writhed under the sting
and torment of this knowledge, I almost envied my
fellow slaves their stupid contentment. This know-
ledge opened my eyes to the horrible pit, and re-

vealed the teeth of the frightful dragon that was ready -

to pounce upon me, but it opened no way for my es-
cape. I have often wished myself a beast, or a bird—
anything, rather than a slave. I was wretched and
gloomy, beyond my ability to describe. I was too
thoughtful to be happy. It was this everlasting think-
ing which distressed and tormented me ; and yet there

slave—I could not te]] her.
Jriends ; slavery m
were i1-1 a direction opposite
our private ‘thoughts and plans,

e ignorant; and I resolved to kn

DISSATISFACTION OF MY POOR MISTRESS 161

thing to do with the change in the treatment ado ted
by my once kind mistress toward me. I can eI:LBiI ’
believe, that my leaden, downcast, and discontente(}lr
look, was very offensive to her. Poor lady ! She did
not know my trouble, and I dared not tell her, Could
I have freely made her acquainted with the reg
of" my mind, and given her the reasons t]
might have been well for hoth of us.

me fell upon me like the blows of the
upon his ass ; she did not know that
the way; and—such is the rel

] state
1erefor, it
Her abuse of
false prophet
an angel stood in
ation of master and
Nature had made yus
ade us enemies. My interests
to hers, and we both had
She aimed to keep
ow, although know-

was no getting rid of the subject of my thoughts. All _ ledge only increased my discontent. M
nature was redolent of it. Once awakened by the -f- not the result of any marked cruel};y iny
silver trump of knowledge, my spirit was roused to i I received ; they sprung fr
eternal wakefulness. Liberty! the inestimable birth- ' being a slave at all. Tt
right of every man, had, for me, converted every ob- ' cidenits—that I hated.

teelings were
the treatment

om the consideration of my

was slavery—not its mere 4.

I had been cheated
ject into an asserter of this great right. It was heard through the attempt to kee i

in every sound, and beheld in every object. It was that slaveholders would ha
ever present, to torment me with a sense of my wretch- that they were merely

ed condition. Themore beautiful and charming were God, in making a slave of me. and
the smiles of nature, the more horrible and desolate of others; and I treated e ’
was my condition. I saw nothing without seeing it, ers. The feeding and clothin

the authority of

In making slaves
as robbers and deceiv-

and I heard nothing without hearing it. I do not ex-
aggerate, when I say, that it looked from every star,
smiled in every calm, breathed in every wind, and
moved 1n every storm.

I bhave no doubt that my state of mind had some-

. ' g me well, could not
atone for taking my liberty from me. Tl;e smiles (?f

my mia:*.tress could not remove the deep sorrow that
dwelt in my young bosom. Indeed, thege, in time
came only to deepen my sorrow. She had :;:hanﬂ'ed ,
and the reader will see that T had changed, too. aWe,
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