Slaves and their Religion:

Prayers

He delivered Daniel from the Lion’s den, 

Jonah from de belly ob de whale,

And de Hebrew children from de fiery furnace, 

And why not every man? 

Slaves and their Religion:

Forbidden Knowledge

“They wasn’t no church for the slaves, but we goes to the white folks’ arbor on Sunday evening, and a white man he gits up there to preach to the niggers. He say, “Now I takes my text, which is, Nigger obey your master and your mistress, ‘cause you just like the hogs and the other animals—when you dies you ain’t no more, after you been throwed in that hole.” I guess we believed that for a while ‘cause we didn’t have no way finding out different. We didn’t see no Bibles. 

Slaves and their Religion:

Burning in Hell

“We was so scared of Solomon and his whip, though, and he didn’t like frolicking. He didn’t like for us niggers to pray, either. We never heard of no church, but us have praying in the cabins. We’d set on the floor and pray with our heads down low and sing low, but if Solomon heard he’d come and beat on the wall with the stock of his whip. He’d say, “Ill come in there and tear the hide off your backs”. But some old niggers tell us we got to pray to God that He don’t think different of the blacks and whites. I know that Solomon is burning in hell today, and it pleasured me to know”. 

Slaves and their Religion:

" The girl's mother said, "The baby is dead, thank God; and I hope my poor child will soon be in heaven, too."  

"Heaven!" retorted the mistress. "There is no such place for the like of her and her bastard."  

The poor mother turned away, sobbing. Her dying daughter called her, feebly, and as she bent over her, I heard her say, "Don't grieve so, mother; God knows all about it; and HE will have mercy upon me." 

Slaves and their Religion:
The slaves generally compose their own songs and hymns; and they do not trouble their heads much about the measure. They often sing the following verses: 

Old Satan is one busy ole man;  
..He rolls dem blocks all in my way;  
But Jesus is my bosom friend;  
..He rolls dem blocks away. 

If I had died when I was young,  
..Den how my stam'ring tongue would have sung;  
But I am ole, and now I stand  
..A narrow chance for to tread dat heavenly land.

Slaves and their Freedom : 
Freedom

“I been preaching the gospel and farming since slavery time. I jined the church ‘most 83 years ago when I was Major Gaud’s slave, and they baptizes me in the spring branch close to where I finds the Lord. When I starts preaching I couldn’t read or write and had to preach what Master told me, and he say tell them niggers iffen they obeys the master they goes to Heaven; but I knowed there’s something better for them, but daren’t tell them ‘cept on the sly. That I done lots. I tells ‘em iffen they keeps praying, the Lord will set ‘em free."

Slaves and their Freedom :
"I argued that we were growing older and stronger, and that perhaps we might, before long, be allowed to hire our own time, and then we could earn money to buy our freedom. William declared this was much easier to say than to do; moreover, he did not intend to buy his freedom. We held daily controversies upon this subject."  

Slaves and their Freedom :
"I have spoken of the pains slaveholders take to give their slaves a bad opinion of the north; but, notwithstanding this, intelligent slaves are aware that they have many friends in the Free States. Even the most ignorant have some confused notions about it. They knew that I could read; and I was often asked if I had seen any thing in the newspapers about white folks over in the big north, who were trying to get their freedom for them. Some believe that the abolitionists have already made them free, and that it is established by law, but that their masters prevent the law from going into effect."

Slaves and their Masters

The Coon and the Dog

“Every time I think of slavery and if it done the race any good, I think of the story of the coon and the dog who met. The coon said to the dog “Why is you’re so fat and I am so poor and we is both animals?” The dog said: “I lay around Master’s house and let him kick me and he gives me a piece of bread right on.” Said the coon to the dog: “Better, then, that I stay poor.” Them’s my sentiment. I’m like the coon, I don’t believe in ‘buse. 

Slaves and their Masters

Buck Brasefield

“They was pretty good to us, but old Mr. Buck Brasefield, what had a plantation ‘jining us’n, was so mean to his’n that ‘twa’n’t nothing for ‘em to run away. One nigger, Rich Parker, runned off one time, and whilst he gone he seed a hoodoo man, so when he god back Mr. Brasefield took sick and stayed sick two or three weeks. Some of the darkness told him, “Rich been to the hoodoo doctor. ” So Mr. Braseielf got up outen that bed and come a-yelling in the field, “you thought you had old Bukc, buy by God he rose again.” Them niggers was so scared they squatted in the field just like patridges, and some of ‘em whispered, “I wish to God he had-a died.” "

Slaves and their Masters
"Dr. Flint was an epicure. The cook never sent a dinner to his table without fear and trembling; for if there happened to be a dish not to his liking, he would either order her to be whipped, or compel her to eat every mouthful of it in his presence. The poor, hungry creature might not have objected to eating it; but she did not object to having her master cram it down her throat till she choked. This poor woman endured many cruelties from her master and mistress; sometimes she was locked up, away from her nursing baby, for a whole day and night" 

Slaves and their Work

We raise de wheat, 

Dey gib us de corn; 

We bake de bread,

Dey gib us de crust;

We sif de meal,

Dey gib us de huss;

We [peel] de meat,

They gib us de skin;

And dat’s de way

Dey take us in;

We skim de pot, 

Dey gib us de liquour;

And say dat’s good enough for nigger. 

Slaves and their Work
"It is easy to find out, on that day, who clothes and feeds his slaves well; for he is surrounded by a crowd begging, "Please massa hire me this year. I will work very hard, massa." If a slave is unwilling to go with his new master, he is whipped, or locked up in jail, until he consents to go.... Should he chance to change his mind ... woe unto him if he is caught! The whip is used till the blood flows at his feet; and his stiffened limbs are put in chains, to be dragged in the field for days and days...."

Slaves and their Work
"Her sufferings, afterwards, became so intense, that her mistress felt unable to stay; but when she left the room, the scornful smile was still on her lips. Seven children called her mother. The poor black woman had but the one child, whose eyes she saw closing in death, while she thanked God for taking her away from the greater bitterness of life"

Slaves and their Work
"I WOULD ten thousand times rather that my children should be the half-starved paupers of Ireland than to be the most pampered among the slaves of America. I would rather drudge out my life on a cotton plantation, till the grave opened to give me rest, than to live with an unprincipled master and a jealous mistress"

Slaves and their families

Papa’s Death

“My papa was strong. He never had a licking in his life. He helped the master, but one day the master says “Si, you got to have a whooping,” and my poppa says, “I never had a whopping and you cant whop me.” And the master says, “But I can kill you,” and he shot my papa down. My mama took him in the cabin and put him on a pallet. He died”

Slaves and their families

Broken Families

“I seen children sold off and the mammy not sold, and sometimes the mammy sold and a little baby kept on the place and give to another woman to raise. Them white folks didn’t care nothing ‘bout how the slaves grieved when they tore up a family”. 

Slaves and their families
Autobiography of Frederick Douglass

"I do not recollect of ever seeing my mother by the light of day. She was with me in the night. She would lie down with me, and get me to sleep, but long before I walked she was gone. Very little communication ever took place between us. Death soon ended what little we could have while she lived, and with it her hardships and suffering. She died when I was about seven years old, on one of my master's farms, near Lee's Mill. I was not allowed to be present during her illness, at her death, or burial. She was gone long before I knew about it. Never having enjoyed, to any considerable extent, her soothing presence, her tender and watchful care, I received the tidings of her death with much the same emotions I should have probably felt at the death of a stranger..."

"To a slave mother, New Years comes laden with peculiar sorrows. She sits on her cold cabin floor, watching the children who may all be torn from her the next morning; and often does she wish that she and they might die before the day dawns. She may be an ignorant creature, degraded by the system that has brutalized her from childhood; but she has a mother's instincts, and is capable of feeling a mother's agonies."

Slaves and their Masters' Mistress

The Old Parrot

“The mistress had an old parrot, and one day I was in the kitchen making cookies, and I decided I wanted some of them, so I tooks me out some and put them on a chair; and when I did this the mistress entered the door. I picks up a cushion and throws [it] over the pile of cookies on the chair, and Mistress came near and the old parrot cries out, “Mistress burn, Mistress burn.” Then the mistress looks under the cushion, and she had me whupped, but the next day I killed the parrot, and she often wondered who or what killed the bird”.

Slaves and their Masters' Mistress

"My grandmother's mistress had always promised her that, at her death, she should be free; and it was said that in her will she made good the promise. But when the estate was settled, Dr. Hint told the faithful old servant that, under existing circumstances, it was necessary she should be sold."

Slaves and their Masters' Mistress
"From others than the master persecution also comes in such cases. I once saw a young slave girl dying soon after the birth of a child nearly white. In her agony she cried out, "O Lord, come and take me!" Her mistress stood by, and mocked at her like an incarnate fiend. "You suffer, do you?" she exclaimed. "I am glad of it. You deserve it all, and more too." 

Slaves and their Masters' Mistress
"Yet perhaps she had some touch of feeling for me; for when the conference was ended, she spoke kindly, and promised to protect me. I should have been much comforted by this assurance if I could have had confidence in it; but my experiences in slavery had filled me with distrust. She was not a very refined woman, and had not much control over her passions. I was an object of her jealousy, and, consequently, of her hatred; and I knew I could not expect kindness or confidence from her under the circumstances in which I was placed. I could not blame her. Slaveholders' wives feel as other women would under similar circumstances. The fire of her temper kindled from small-sparks, and now the flame became so intense that the doctor was obliged to give up his intended arrangement"

