189 LIFE AS A SLAVE.

misunderstanding with Master Hugh, and, as a means
of punishing his brother, he ordered him to send me
home.

As the ground of misunderstanding will serve to
illustrate the character of southern chivalry, and hu-
manity, I will relate it.

Among the children of my Aunt Milly, was a daugh-
ter, named Henny. When quite a child, Henny had
fallen into the fire, and had burnt her hands so bad
that they were of very little use to her. Ier fingers
were drawn almost into the palms of her hands. She
could make .out to do something, but she was consid-
ered hardly worth the having—of little more value
than a horse with a broken leg. This unprofitable
piece of human property, ill shapen, and disﬁguref],
Capt. Auld sent off to Baltimore, making his brother
Hugh welcome to her services.

After giving poor Henny a fair trial, Master Hugh
and his wife came to the conclusion, that they had no
use for the crippled servant, and they sent her back to
Master Thomas. This, the latter took as an act of
ingratitude, on the part of his brother; and, as a mark
of his displeasure, he required him to send me imme-
diately to St. Michael’s, saying, if he cannot keep
¢« Hen,” he shall not have ¢ Fred.”

Here was another shock to my nerves, another
breaking up of my plans, and another severance of
my religious and social alliances. I was now a big
boy. 1 had become quite wuseful to several young
colored men, who had made me their teacher. I had
taught some of them to read, and was accustomed to
spend many of my leisure hours with them. Our at-
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tachment was strong, and I greatly dreaded the sep-
aration. But regrets, especially in a slave, are una-
vailing. I was only a slave; my wishes were no-
thing, and my happiness was the sport of my masters.

My regrets at now leaving Baltimore, were not for
the same reasons as when I before left that city, to be
valued and handed over to my proper owner. My
home was not now the pleasant place it had formerly
been. A change had taken place, both in Master
Hugh, and in his once pious and affectionate wife.
The influence of brandy and bad company on him,
and the influence of slavery and social isolation upon
her, had wrought disastrously upon the characters of

both. Thomas was no longer “little Tommy,” but,

was a big boy, and had learned to assume the airs of
his class*tesvard me. My condition, therefore, in the
house of Master Hungh, was not, by any means, 80
comfortable as in former years. My atcachments
were now outside of our family. They were felt to
those to whom I #mparted instruction, and to those
little white boys from whom I 7eceived instruction.
There, too, was my dear old father, the pious Law-
son, who was, in christian graces, the very counter-
part of ¢ Uncle” Tom. The resemblance is so perfect,
that he might have been the original of Mrs. Stowe’s
christian hero. The thought of leaving these dear
friends, greatly troubled me, for I was ogoing without
the hope of ever returning to Baltimore again; the
feud betweer Master Hugh and his brother being bit-
ter and irreconcilable, or, at least, supposed to be so.

In addition to thoughts of friends from whom I was
parting, as I supposed, forever, I had the grief of
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