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Oh, how the memory of that year of constant toil and
weariness is imprinted on my heart, an impression of
appalling sorrow. My dreams are still haunted with
the agony of that year. I had just been torn from my
home; my yearning heart was deprived of the sweet
sympathy of those to whose memory I then clung, and
to whom my heart still turns with irrepressible and
unutterable longings. I was torn from them and put
into a circle of cold, selfish and cruel hearts, and put
then to perform labors too great for my young strength.

And yet I lived through that year, just as the slave lives

on through weary years of suffering, on which no ray
of light shines, save that which hope of a better, hap-
pier future gives even to the desolate bondman. I

lived through it, with all its darkness and sorrow.

That year I received my first whipping. I had failed

one day to finish my allotted task. It seemed to me
that I had done my best; but somehow, that day,
thoughts of home came so fresh and tender into my
mind, and, along with these thoughts, a sense of my
utter hopeless desolation came in and took such a strong

hold of my heart, that I sank down a helpless, heart-

broken child. My tasks for that day were neglected.

The next morning my master made me strip off my
shirt, and then whipped me with the cow-hide till the

blood ran trickling down upon the floor. My master
was very profane, and with dreadful oaths, he assured

me that there was only one way for me to avoid a re-

petition of this terrible discipline, and that was to do

my tasks every day, sick or well.

And so this year went by, and my duties were
changed, and my lot was made a little easier. The
c(»ok, Fanny, died, and I was put into her place. I

still had to get wood, and keep the fires in the house,

and, after the work of cooking, setting the table, clear-

ing away and washing the dishes, there was always
something to be done for my mistress. I got but little

time to rest; but I got enough to eat, which I had not

done the year before. I was by the comfortable fire,

a good part of tiie cold winter weather, instead of

bt^ing exposed to the cold and wet, without warm


