
Self discharge 
 
 
                              Thursday 17th  August 1856 
 
Pain. 
 
That was all I felt. As my he walked out the hut he turned back and smirked at me. My tears made 
him smile. I tried to scream but my words were inaudible, they couldn’t come out. I cradled myself 
on the floor, closing my eyes. Wishing this life I existed in was all just a horrific nightmare but when 
my eyes opened there was no change. I still saw the same beige duvet on the floor with the dirty 
area I call my living room. The same little brown hut on the Macon plantation. I tried to stand up but 
my legs failed to move, I was motionless. 
 
So, I laid there hitting myself and asking myself why? Why couldn’t I defend myself? Why did this 
happen to me? I am always wary and always keeping to myself as my late mother made sure I am 
never stepping out of line because we both know what they are capable of and that we are 
worthless to them. As replaceable as withered flowers. This is not life, it’s survival. I clench my fists 
in anger as I hate the way they make us feel. They are the ones that have instilled this fear in us. I 
curl up in a ball on the floor and lay there until I drifted away from this pain. 
 
                                  Saturday 30th May 1859 
 
 The noises outside awoke me. I have no motivation to move. From where I laid lifeless, I can hear 
his loud, rough voice shouting at the workers. He spewed derogatory terms at them, making sure 
they knew they were nothing. I could hear them shouting for mercy and asking for forgiveness. 
Forgiveness for being born black. They let him hear what he wanted. Their words hurt my ears but I 
understood. Tears came down like a flood from my eyes. If I was in that same situation, I would do 
the same. Their screams of mercy finally stopped and I could finally breath but my tears kept coming 
down, they wouldn’t stop as I felt their pain. I remember the feeling of the whips leathering my skin. 
I’m used to being beaten now. It's like second nature to me but that doesn’t stop the pain. I look 
down at my arm and see the dried-up blood that is dripping onto the floor. I touch the wound and 
wince at the stinging sensation it makes. As I try to stand up again to, I feel more blood but this time 
it trickles down from in between my legs. Shooting pains go to my stomachs as I groan. My hand 
shakes as I clench onto my stomach. I shuffle to the closest thing to me which was my little table and 
I cling onto it like I was holding on for my dear life. I used it to push me up from the floor. I touch my 
belongings on my table. I stroke the father feathers that lay there. The memory of my mother came 
up. The way she used to hold me. I started to feel the rage inside me. My precious mother gone 
before her time due to him. 
 
                                       Sunday 31st May 1859 
 
I finally decided to leave my hut. I feel my joints in agony. Just as I finally got my balance, I heard 
multiple screams and six shots fired. I hobbled over to my window and look past the cotton field to 
see two bodies lying there. This is the fourth murder this week and its only Tuesday. I fear for my life 
every day because there are killings here all the time. So, it’s not a matter of if I’m killed it’s when, 
it’s an inevitable fact.  My soul can’t bear it anymore. I sometimes imagine that I were someone else. 
That I was blonde and more importantly had white skin. Instead of my black hair with my brown 
skin. I wish I didn’t have to wonder when my next meal was and wish I didn’t have to worry about 
being raped or beaten or even worse killed. I’ll never forget that moment of torture. The way he 
forced himself on me makes my skin crawl. My screams were knife piercing yet it seemed that 



nobody could hear me. I know he heard him. He enjoyed the thrill of my pain. I look over to my food 
table and hobble over to it. I take the stale bread and force myself to eat it. I gained no nourishment 
from it. I open the window for some air but hid when I see the men on a warpath.  
 
 
                                       Wednesday 28th July 1865 
 
I wake up shaking and sweating. My mind can't stop going to the places I can't stand. My legs shake 
again and I slide out of my bed. My hands went over my ears without command to try and stop the 
demons I heard in my head. My head rocks. I break out in hysterics. My hand moves over to the 
cabinet beside me and I open it to pick up the long, sharp needle I stole from the big house. It was 
like something took over my body and was controlling me. i hold it facing me, thinking about all I’ve 
been through and if it’s all worth it. If this suffering is worth it. The needle was glistening and I stared 
at it in awe. The needle was as sharp as a knife it could slice through anything. It had me 
mesmerised.  
 
I shivered as a breeze flew into my body. The wind was whistling. It was whistling my name  
 
“Mary, Mary”.  
The more the wind whistled the closer the needle came to my chest. I took a deep breath. I always 
imagine the day I became free and that day Is finally here but not in the way I envisioned it to be. For 
once I’m going to take control of my own destiny. Her soul was contempt and she was finally set 
free. 


