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Chapter 4 – Section 1 
Life in the Colonies


MALE SPEAKER: Well here is a little thing of devilish prettiness, silver, looks like jewelry, might be a hat pin or something like that, but it’s not. This is an object which marked the passage of a human being to a thing. This is a branding iron and once these initials were burnt into your flesh you are no longer a person, you are an object, you are a commodity, you belong to someone, you are a beast of burden.

MALE SPEAKER: Your journey started months earlier in Africa. It’s described in one of the few surviving accounts by Oliodo Equianu, one of the millions to experience the nightmare. Captured as a small boy, he was separated from his sister, then dragged to the coast, and to the waiting slave ship.
MALE SPEAKER: When I looked around the ship and saw a multitude of black people of every description chained together every one of their countenances expressing dejection and sorrow. I no longer doubted of my fate and quite overpowered with horror and anguish. I fell motionless on the deck.

MALE SPEAKER: To make the venture profitable the slaves were stacked in two layers within the hold of only about two feet between the planks below and the planks above them.

MALE SPEAKER: The air soon became unfit for respiration from a variety of loathsome smells and brought on a sickness among the slaves, of which many died.  This deplorable situation was again aggravated by the goring of the chains, and the filth of the necessary troughs, in which the children often fell and were almost suffocated. The shrieks of the women and the groans of the dying rendered it a scene of horror, almost inconceivable.
MALE SPEAKER: If you were one of those who made it to land alive, your troubles have just begun. Naked, but for a loincloth, you were once again paraded and poked at, your teeth inspected like horses. Violence, the threat or the application of it ran the system. Women were the objects of particular terror. In one year a Jamaican overseer of a plantation, aptly called Egypt, gave 21 floggings to women, each no less than 50 lashes.  Equianu says it was common at the end of the beating to have the victims kneel and thank their masters for the treatment. Only Sundays offered some moments of joy. The market and the music allowed slaves to recreate some sense of community and the Africa they had left behind. At no time was their more joyous music, than at a funeral, because death at last was liberty. Death was the return home. It was very important for such a momentous journey to have something like this, something African that they made in Barbados. A necklace of teeth, shells and bones, discarded trinkets, copper and bronze rings. So a people, who legally had no possessions at all reserved what they had hidden away for this last important journey so their spirits could return to Africa with dignity. 
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