
CHAPTER SECOND,

I enter now upon a new development of wrongs and
woes which I, as a slave, was called to undergo. I

must go back some two or three years from the time

when my master died^ind 1 was sold to Owen Holmes.
The bitterness of persecution which master Jones had
kept up against me so long, because I would try to

serve the Lord, had passed away. I was permitted

to pray and go to our meetings without molestation.

My master laid aside his terrible se\ crity towards me.^

By his treatment of me afterwards, he seemed to feel

that he had done me wrong in scourging me as he had
done, because I could not obey his wicked command,
to stop praying and keep away from the meetings.

For, after the time of my joining the Church, he allow-

ed me to go to all the meetings, and granted me many
other little favors, which I had never before received

from him. About this time, I began to feel very lonely.

I wanted a friend to whom I could tell my story of

sorrows, of unsatisfied longing, of new and fondly

cherished plans, I wanted a companion whom I could

love with all my v/arm affections, who should love me
in return with a true and fervent heart, of whom I

might think when toiling for a selfish, unfeeling mas-
ter, who should dwell fondly on my memory when we
were separated during the severe labors of the day,

and with whom I might enjoy the blessed happiness

of social endearments after the work of each day was
over. My heart yearned to have a home, if it was
only the wretched home of the unprotected slave, ta

have a wife to love me and to love. It seems to me
that no one can have such fondness of love, and such
intensity of desire for home and home affections, as

the poor slave. Despised and trampled upon by a
cruel race of unfeeling men, the bondman must die in

the prime of his wretched life, if he finds no refuge ia


