192 LIFE AS A SLAVE.

ity, but his rule lacked the vital element of consist-
ency. Ie could be cruel ; but his methods of show-
ing it were cowardly, and evinced his meanness rather
than his spirit. 'Ilis commands were strong, his en-
forcement weak.

Slaves are not insensible to the whole-souled char-
acteristics of a generous, dashing slaveholder, who 1s
fearless of consequences; and they prefer a master
of this bold and daring kind—even with the risk of
being shot down for impudence—to the fretful, little
soul, who never uses the lash but at the suggestion
of a love of gain.

Slaves, too, readily distinguish between the birth-
right bearing of the original slaveholder and the as-
sumed attitudes of the accidental slaveholder ; and
while they cannot respect either, they certainly des-
pise the latter more than the former.

The luxury of having slaves wait upon him was
something new to Master Thomas; and for it he was
wholly unprepared. Ie was a slaveholder, without
the ability to hold or manage his slaves. We seldom
called him * master,” but generally addressed him by
his “bay craft” title—¢ Capt. Auld.” 1t is easy to
see that such conduct might do much to make him
appear awkward, and, consequently, fretful. His
wife was especially solicitous to have us call her hus-
band “master.” Is your master at the store ?” —
““ Where is your master ? ’—“ Go and tell your mas-
ter ’—
your conduct” — she would say ; but we were inapt
scholars. Especially were I and my sister Eliza in-

ﬁ

“1 will make your master acquainted withy
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born and defiant in her spirit than Eliza and myself ;
and, I think, her road was less rough than ours.

In the month of August, 1833, when I had almost
become desperate under the treatment of Master
Thomas, and when I entertained more strongly than
ever the oft-repeated determination to run away, a
circumstance occurred which seemed to promise
brighter and better days for us all. At a Methodist
camp-meeting, held in the Bay Side, (a famous place
for camp-meetings,) about eight miles from St. Mi-
chael’s, Master Thomas came out with a profession
of religion. He had long been an object of interest
to the church, and to the ministers, as I had seen by
the repeated visits and lengthy exhortations of the
latter. Ie was a fish quite worth catching, for he
had money and standing. In the community of St.
Michael’s he was equal to the best citizen. He was
strictly temperate ; perkaps, from principle, but most
likely, from interest. There was very little to do for
him, to give him the appearance of piety, and to.make
him a pillar in the church. Well, the camp-meeting
continued a week ; people gathered from all parts of
the county, and two steamboat loads came from Bal-
timore. The ground was happily chosen; seats were
arranged ; a stand erected ; a rude altar fenced in,
fronting the preachers’ stand, with straw in it for the
accommodation of mourners. This latter would hold
at least one hundred persons. In front, and on the
sides of the preachers’ stand, and outside the long
TOWS of seats, rose the first class of stately tents, each
viemg with the other in strength, neatness, and capa-
city for accrimmodating its inmates. Behind this
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