£ Master Thomas’s house, and
live-with Mr. Covey, on the -
"183_3 i was now, for

ebut one week before
ey gave ma a Vefy severe

my htde finger. The detalls of this:
s follows: Mr. Covey sent me, very
e morning of one of our coldest days
th'of January, to the woods, to get a
od. He gave me a team of unbroken
tald me which was the in-hand ox, and
f-hand" one. He then tied the end of
pe arcund the horns of the in-hand ox,
me the __i:ythe'r.'end_of it, and told me, if
started to run, that I must hold on
3 IDpé-g Ihad never driven oxen before,
ourse [ was very awkward. I, however,
doin getting to the edge of the woods
He difficulty; but I had got a very few
the.woods, when the oxen took fr ight,
ed full tilt, carrying the cart against
id over stumips, in the most frightiul
tExpected every moment that my braing
De dashed our against the trees. After run-
us for a considerable distance, they finally
he carg, dashing it with great force against
2nd threw themselves into a dense thicket.

Frederick Douglass .

‘How I escaped. death, I do not
know. There | was, entirely alone, in
a thick wood, in a place new to me.
My cart was upset and shattered, my
. oxen were entangled among the young
. trees, and there was none to help
me. After a long spell of effort,
succeeded in getting my cart right-
ed, my oxen disentangled, and
again yoked to the cart. I now pro-
ceeded with my team to the place

where I had, the day before, been chopping-

wood, and loaded iny cart pretty heavily, think-
ing in this way to tame my oxen. I then
proceeded on my way home. [ had now con-
sumed one half of the day. T got out of the

-woods safely, and now felt out of danger. |

stopped my oxen to open the woods gate; and
just as I did so, before I counid get hold of my
0% rope, the oxen again started, rushed through
the gate, catching it between the wheel and the
body of the cart, tearing it to pieces, and coming
within a few inches of crushing me against the
gate-post. Thus twice, in one short day, [
escaped death by the merest chance. On my
return, [ rold Mr. Covey what had happened,
and how it happened. He ordered me to return
to the woods again immediately. I did so, and
he followed on after me. Just as [ got into the

1. in-hand . . . off-hand: In 2 ream of animals used for
pulling loads, the animal trained 1o work on the left
side is the in-hand one; the animal on the nght s the
off-hand ¢ne,
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A Load of Brash (‘19'12); Louis Paul Bessar, Oil on canvas, 28 W % 36 %",
National Museuam of American Art, gift of John Gellaily, Smithsonian

Instirueion, Washington, D.C/Act Resource, New York.

woods, he came up and told me to stop my cart,
and that he would teach me how to trifle away
my time, and break gates. He then went to a
Jarge gum-tree, and with his axe cut three large
switches, and, after trimming them up neatly
with his pocket-knife, he ordered me to take
off my clothes. I made him no answer, but
stood with my clothes on. He repeated his
order. I still made him no answer, nor did T .
move to strip myself. Upon this he rushed at
me with the fiecceness of a tiger, tore off my
clothes, and lashed me till he had worn out his
switches, cutting me so savagely as to leave the
marks visible for a long time after. This whip-
ping was the first of a number just like it, and
for similar offenses.

1 lived with Mr. Covey one year. During
¢he fiest six months, of that year, scarce a week
passed without his whipping me. I was seldom
free from a sore back. My awkwardness was
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ty (fak'al-ta) n; a natural power or abifity

almost abways s excuse for
whipping me. We were worked
fully up to the point of endyr.
ance. Long before day we were -
up, our horses fed, and by the
first approach of day we were
off ro the fleld with our hees
and ploughing teams. Mr,
Covey gave us encugh o eat,
but scarce time to eat it. We
were often less than five min
utes taking our meals. We w
often in the'field from the
approach of day il its 1a t
lingering ray had lefrus;
at _saving—fﬂdd_éi:_ time, 13
often caught us in the fi
binding blades.> B
Covey would be out wit
us. The way he used to sta
was this. He would spenc
most of his afternoons in b
He would then come out £
in the evening, ready to urge us on with hi
words, example, and frequently with the w
Mz Covey was one of the few slaveholders w
could and did work wirh his hands. He was
hard-working man. He knew by himself ju
what 2 man or a boy could do. There was
deceiving him. His work went on in his ab
almost as well as in his presence; and he.h
the faculty of making us feel that he was

seldom approached the spot where we were
work openly, if he could do it secretly. He 4
aimed at taking us by surprise. Such was his
cunning, that we used to call bim, among
selves, “the snake.” When we were at _Wo'xk

7. saving-fodder . . . binding blades: They are g2 ¢
bundling {“binding™) corn-plant leaves (“blgdes
as food for livestock (“fodder”).




nfeld, he would sometimes crawl on his
nd knees to avoid detection, and all at
e would rise nearly in our midst, and
out, “Ha, ha! Come, come! Dash on,
a!” This being his mode
ick, it was never safe to
single minute. His
s were like a thief in the
He appeared to us as
ver at hand. He was
_every tree, behind
stump, in eévery bush,
st every window; on the
tion..-He" would some-
mount his Horse, -as if
ta . St. MLchael s, a
ceof seven. mlles and in

ave his horse tied
woods. “Again, “he
om:ttmes walk up to
ive ‘us orders as
‘ 1§ upon the point -
ng on a long journey, turn hLS back upon
nizke as though he was going to the
ger ready; and, before he would get half
ety he.would turn short and crawl into
corner, or behind some tree, and there
till the gomg down of the sun.

at any one time of my life more than
‘ another, [ was made to drink the
£rest dregs of slavery, that rime was during
8t sbx months of my stay with Mz Covey.
tre worked in all weathers. It was never too
Or 100 cold; it could never rain, blow, hail, or
5100 hard for us to work in the field. Work,
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work, work, was scarcely more the order of the
day than of the night. The longest days were too
short for him, and the shortest nights too long for
him. I was somewhat unmanageable when I first
went there, but a few months
of this discipline tamed me. Mr.
Covey succeeded in breaking
me. I was broken in body, soul,
and spirit. My natural elasticity
. was crushed, my intellect
. languished, the disposition
to read departed; the cheerful
spark that lingered about my
- eye died; the dark night of
‘slavery closed in upon me; and
‘behold a man transformed into
a brute!

Sunday was my only leisure
time. [ spent this in a sort of
beast-like stupor, between sleep
and wake, under some large
tree. At times I would rise up,
a flash of energetic freedom
would dart through my soul,

" accompanied with a faint beam

‘of hope, that flickered for a

- moment, and then vanished.
I'sank down again, mourning over my wretched
condition. I was sometimes prompted to take my
life, and that of Covey, but was prevented by a
combination of hope and fear. My sufferings on

this plantation seem now like a drearmi, rather

than a stern reahty

was much worse, durmg the ﬁzst six moriths

of my stay at Mr. Covey’s, than in the last six.
The circumstances leading to the change in Mr,
Covey’s course toward me form an epoch in my
humble historyg¥ou have seen how a man was
made a slave; you shall see how a slave was made
a man. On one of the hotrest days of the month
of August, 1833, Bill Smith, William Hughes, a
slave named Eli, and myself, were engaged in

languish {I3ng gwTsh) v 10 become weak
intimate (Tn'te-mat) v to make known indirectly; hint




