278 LIFE AS A SLAVE.

keep a watch over my deportment, lest the enemy
should get the better of me. |

But with all our caution and studied reserve, I am
ot sure that Mr. Freeland did not suspect that all
was not right withus. Itdid seem that he watched us
more narrowly, after the plan of escape had been con-
coived and discussed amongst us. Men seldom see
themselves as others see them; and while, to our-
selves, everything connected with our contemplated
escape appeared concealed, My. Freeland may have,
with the peculiar prescience of a slav-ehold(.ar, mas-
tered the huge thought which was disturbing owr
peace in slavery.

I am the more inclined to think that he suspected
us, because, prudent as we were, as I now look back,
T can see that we did many silly things, very well
caloulated to awaken suspicion. We were, at tin}es,
remarkably buoyant, singing hymns and -nmkil}g joy-
ous exclamations, almost as triumphant in their 13011@
as if we had reached a land of freedom and safety.
A keen observer might have detected in our repeated

singing of

« 0 Canaan, sweet Canaan,
I am bound for the land of Canaan,”
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something more than a hope of reaching heaven
We meant to reach the north—and the north was our

Canaan

«T thought I heard them say,
There were lions in the way,
I don’t expect to stay

Much longer here.
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HYMNS WITH A DOUBLE MEANING. 279

Run to Jesus—shun the danger—
I don’t expect to stay
Much longer here,”

was & favorite air, and had a double meanine. In
the lips of some, it meant the expectation of a speedy
summons to a world of spirits ; but, in the lips of owsr
company, it simply meant, a speedy pilgrimage to-
ward a free state, and deliverance from all the evils
and dangers of slavery.

I had succeeded in winning to my (what slavehold-
ers would call wicked) scheme, a companjr of five
young men, the very flower of the neighborhood, each
one of whom would have commanded one thousand
dollars in the home market. At New Orleans, they
would have brought fifteen hnndred dollars a piece,
and, perhaps, more. The names of our party were
as follows: Henry Harris; John Harris, brother to
Henry; Sandy Jenkins, of root memory; Charles
Roberts, and Henry Bailey. I was the youngest, but
one, of the party. I had, however, the advantage of
them all, in experience, and in a knowledge of letters.
This gave me great influence over them. Perhaps
not one of them, left to himself, would have dreamed
of escape as a possible thing. Not one of them was
selt-moved in the matter. They all wanted to be
free; but the serious thought of running away, had
not entered into their minds, until I won them to the
undertaking. They all were tolerably well off—for
slaves—and had dim hopes of being set free, some
day, by their masters. If any one is to blame for
disturbing the quiet of the slaves and slave-masters
of the neighborhood of St. Michael’s, Z am the man.
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