998 {IFE AS A BLAVE,

and 1 was glad when the shade of the trees, and th.e
cool evening breeze, combined with my matted 11)19.113
to stop the flow of blood. Aftf-,r lying there' about
three quarters of an hour, brooding over the smgu}ar
and mournful lot to which 1 was doomed, my mind
passing over the whole scale or cir(.zle of b?hef an?
unbelief, from faith in the overru;hng prowdenc-e 0

God, to the blackest atheism, I again took up my jour-

' : v and sad than
nev toward St. Michael’s, more weary an
inythe morning when I left Thomas Auld’s for the

home of Mr. Covey. 1 was bare-footed and bare-
headed, and in my shirt sleeves. The way was t!lrough
bogs and briers, and I tore my :feet cfften during the‘
journey. 1 was full five hours in going the- geven Ol
eight miles ; partly, because of the dlﬁcul_tlea of the
way, and partly, because of the feebleness mtiiuiced by
my illness, bruiges and loss of blood. On gaining my
master’s store, I presented an appearance of wretch-
odness and woe, fitted to move any but a heart of
stone. From the crown of my head to the sole of my
feot, there were marks of blood. My hair was ?,11
olotted with dust and blood, and the bz:.cl{ of my shirt
was literally stiff with the same. Briers an thorns
had scarred and torn my feet and legs, leav:}ng blood
marks there. Had I escaped from a den of tigers, I
could not have looked worse than I did on reaching
at Michael’s. In this unhappy plight, 1 appeared 1.)6-
fore my professedly chrestean master, humbly.to 1n-
voke the interposition of his power and authority, to
protect me from further abuse and violence. 1 }md
begun to hope, during the latter part of my tedious
journey toward St. Michael’s, that Capt. Auld would
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now show himself in a nobler light than I had ever
before seen him. I was disappointed. Ihad jumped
from a sinking ship into the sea ; I had fled from the
tiger to something worse. I told him all the circum-
stances, as well as I could; how I was endeavoring to
please Covey ; how hard I was at work in the present
instance ; how unwillingly I sunk down under the
heat, toil and pain; the brutal manner in which Co-
vey had kicked me in the side ; the gash cut in my
head ; my hesitation about troubling him (Capt. Auld)
with complaints ; but, that now I felt it would not be
best longer to conceal from him the outrages commit-
ted on me from time to time by Covey. At first, master
Thomas seemed somewhat affected by the story of my
wrongs, but he soon repressed hisfeelings and became
cold as iron. It was impossible—as I stood before
him at the first—for him to seem indifferent. I dis-
tinctly saw his human nature asserting its conviction
against the slave system, which made cases like mine
possible ; but, as I have said, humanity fell before the
systematic tyranny of slavery. lle first walked the
floor, apparently much agitated by my story, and the
sad spectacle I presented ; but, presently, it was /Aés
turn to talk. Ie began moderately, by finding excuses
for Covey, and ending with a full justification of him,
and a passionate condemnation of me. ¢ He had
no doubt I deserved the flogging. He did not believe
I was sick ; I was only endeavoring to get rid of work.
My dizziness was laziness, and Covey did right to
flog me, as he had done.” After thus fairly annihi-
lating me, and rousing himself by his own eloquence,
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