200 LIFE AS A SLAVE.

Sunday school. Here, thought I, is something worth
living for ; here is an excellent chance for usefulness
and I shall soon have a company of young friends,
lovers of knowledge, like some of my Baltimore friends,
from whom 1 now felt parted forever.

Our first Sabbath passed delightfully, and I spent
the week after very joyously. I could not go to Bal-
timore, but I could make a little Baltimore here. At
our second meeting, I learned that there was some
objection to the existence of the Sabbath school ; and,
sure enough, we had scarcely got at work—good work,
simply teaching a few colored children how to read
the gospel of the Son of God—when in rushed a mob,
headed by Mr. Wright Fairbanks and Mr. Garrison
West—two class-leaders—and Master Thomas; who,
armed with sticks and other missiles, drove us off, and
commanded us never to meet for such a purpose again.
One of this pious crew told me, that as for my part,

I wanted to be another Nat Turner; and if 1 did not
look out, I should get as many balls into me, as Nat
did into him. Thus ended the infant Sabbath school,
in the town of St. Michael’s. The reader will not be
surprised when I say, that the breaking up of my
Sabbath school, by these class-leaders, and professed-
ly holy men, did not serve to strengthen my religious
convictions. The cloud over my St. Michael’s home
grew heavier and blacker than ever.

Tt was not merely the agency of Master Thomas, in
breaking up and destroying my Sabbath school, that
shook my confidence in the power of southern reli-
gion to make men wiser or better; but I saw in him
all the cruelty and meanness, after his conversion,
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which he had exhibited before he made g profession
of religion. His cruelty and meanness were espe-
cially displayed in his treatment of my unfortunate
cousin, Henny, whose lameness made her a burden to
him. I have no extraordinary personal hard usage
toward myself to complain of, against him, but I have
seen him tie up the lame and maimed woman, and
whip her in a manner most brutal, and shocking ; and
then, with blood-chilling blasphemy, he would quote
tllle passage of scripture, “That servant which knew
his lord’s will, and prepared not himself, neither did ac-
cording to his will, shall be beaten with man y stripes.”
Master would keep this lacerated woman tied up by
her wrists, to a bolt in the joist, three, four and five
hours- at a time. He would tie her up early in the
morning, whip her with a cowskin before breakfast :
Ieiave' her tied up; go to his store, and, returning t(;
his dinner, repeat the castigation ; laying on the rug-
ged lash, on flesh already made raw by repeated blows.
He seemed desirous to get the poor girl out of exist-
ence, or, at any rate, off his hands. In proof of this

he‘ afterwards gave her away to his sister Sarah, (Mrs?
Cline;) but, as in the case of Master Hugh, Henny
Was soon returned on his hands. Finally, upon a pre-
tense that he could do nothing with her, (I use his
own words,) he “ get her adrift, to take care of herself”
I-i[ere was a recently converted man, holding, with
tlght.grasp, the well-framed, and able bodied slaves
lett him by old master—the persons, who, in freedom

could have taken care of themselves ; yet, turniné

loose ’?he only cripple among them, virtually to starve
and die. |
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