1792 LIFE AS A SLAVE.

home. They had been shown to the neighbors, had
elicited due praise, and were now laid carefully away.
Spending my time between the ship yard and house,
I was as often the lone keeper of the latter as of the
former. When my mistress left me in charge of the
house, I had a grand time; I got Master Tommy’s
copy books and a pen and ink, and, in the ample spa-
ces between the lines, I wrote other lines, as nearly
like his as possible. The process was a tedious one,
and I ran the risk of getting a flogging for marring
the highly prized copy books of the oldest son. In
addition to these opportunities, sleeping, as I did, in
the kitchen loft—a room seldom visited by any of the
family,—I got a flour barrel up there, and a chair;
and upon the head of that barrel I have written, (or
endeavored to write,) copying from the bible and the
Methodist hymn book, and other books which had
accumulated on my hands, till late at night, and when
all the family were in bed and asleep. I was sup-
ported In my endeavors by renewed advice, and })y
holy promises from the good Father Lawson, with
whom I continued to meet, and pray, and read the
scriptures. Although Master Hugh was aware of
my going there, I must say, for his credlt,' that he
never executed his threat to whip me, for having thus,
innocently, employed my leisure time.

CHAPTER XIITI.

THE VICISSITUDES OF SLAVE LIFE.

DEATH OF OLD MASTER’S 80N RICHARD, SPEEDILY FOLLOWED BY THAT OF OLD

MASTER—VALUATION AND DIVISION OF ALL THE PROPERTY, INCLUDING THE
BLAVES—MY PRESENCE REQUIRED AT HILLSBOROVIGH TO BE APPRAISED AND
ALLOTTED TO A NEW OWNER—MY RAD PROSPECTS AND GRIEF~—PARTIN G—

THE UTTER POWERLESSNESS OF THE SBLAVES TO DECIDE THEIR OWN DES-

TINY—A GENERAL DREAD OF MASTER ANDREW—HIS WICKEDNESS AND

- CRUELTY—MISS LUCRETIA MY NEW OWNER—MY RETURN TO BALTIMORE—

JOY UNDER THE ROOF OF MASTER HUGH—DEATH OF MRS, LUOCRETIA—

MY POOR OLD GRANDMOTHER—HER BAD FATE~—THE LONE COT IN THE

WOODS—MASTER THOMAS AULD’S SECOND MARRIAGE—AGAIN REMOVED

FROM MABTER HUGH S—REASONS FOR REGRETTING THE CHANGE—A PLAN
OF ESCAPE ENTERTAINED.,

I musTnow ask the reader to gowith me a little back

In point of time, in my humble story, and to notice -

another circumstance that entered into my slav
experience, and which, doubtless, has had a share in '

ery

deepening my horror of slavery, and increasing my

hostility toward those men and measures that practi-
cally uphold the slave system.

after my removal from Col. Lloyd’s

It has already been observed, that though I was,
plantation, in

Jorm the slave of Master Hugh, I was, in fact, and

in law, the slave of my old master, Capt. Anthony.
Very well. '

In a very short time after I went to Baltimore, my

old master’s youngest gon, Richard, died; and, in
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