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mornin’, and I sees work en ..gh for two women ahead o' me.
Maybe my head done ache and my narves done rampant; and
I hears a voice sayin’ in my ear, ‘Come or go what likes, Sibby,
dat ar work is got to be done! You's sick and tired a'ready!
Your lot’s a mighty hard one, sister Sibby’—Satan often has de
imperdence to call me ‘sister'—‘and if Adam was only a pearter
man, and if Tom wasn't lame, and if Judy and Clc'patry wasn't
dead, you could live mighty easy. But just you look at dat ar
pile o’ shirts to iron, 'sides cookin’ for Adam and Tom, and keepin’
your house like a Christian oughter!” Dat’s how he ’spils me
when I'se weak! Den I faces straight about and looks at him, and
says, in the words o’ Scripter, ‘Clar out and git ahind my back,
Satan!’ Dat ar pile o’ shirts ain’t high enough to hide Him dat is
my strength! And sometimes I whisks de shirts up and rolls ’em
into a bundle, and heaves ’em back into de clothes bask’t, and says
to ’em, ‘ You lay dar till to-morrow, will you? 1 ain’t no slave to
work, nor to Satan! for I can 'ford to wait, and sing a hime to cheer
my sperits, if 1 like’ And den Satan drops his tail and slinks off,
most gineral ; and I goes 'bout my work a singin’:
*¢ My Master bruise de sarpint’s head,
And bind him wid a chain ;
Come, brudders, hololujah shout,
Wid all your might and main !
Hololujah !’

“Does Satan always assail you through your work ?” asked the
young stranger.

“ No, bless you, honey ; sometimes he ’tacks me through my
stummick ; and dat’s de way he 'tacks rich and grand folks, most
gineral. If I eat too hearty o’ fat bacon and corn cake in times
gone, I used to get low in 'ligion, and my hope failed, and I den
was such a fool I thought my Christ had forgotten to be gracious
to me! Satan makes great weepons out o bacon! But I knows
better now, and I keep my body under, like Brudder Paul; and
nothin’ has power to separate me from Him I loves. I's had
sorrows enough to break down a dozen hearts dat had no Jesus
to shar’ 'em wid, but every one on 'em has only fotched me nearer
to Him! Some folks would like to shirk all trouble on dair way
to glory, and swin into de shinin’ harbor through a sea o’ honey!
But, sonny, dere’s crosses to bar, and I ain’t mean enough to want
my blessed Jesus to bar'em all alone. It's my glory here dat I
can take hold o’ one end o’ de cross, and help Him up de hill wid
de load o' poor bruised and wound.cd and sick sinners He's got on
His hands and His heart to get up to glory! But, la! honey!
how the time has flew ; I must go home and get Brudder Adam’s
dinuer ; for it's one o' my articles o' faith never to keep him
waitin' beyond twelve o'clock when he’s hungry and tired, for dat
allus gi’es Satan fresh ’vantage over him. Come up to my place,
some day, and we'll have more talk about the way to glory.”



