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miscd me a whipping, and now he should be as good
as his word. And so he was. He whipped me, and
then forbade, with bitter threatenings, my praying any
more, and especially my going again to meeting. This
was Friday morning. I continued to pray for comfort
and peace. The next Sunday I went to meeting.

The minister preached a sermon on being born again,

from the words of Jesus to Nicodemus. All this only

deepened my trouble of mind. I returned home very
unhappy. Collins, a free man of color, was at the

meeting, and told my master that I was there. So, on.

Monday morning my master whipped me again, and
once more forbade my going to meetings and praying.

The next Sunday there was a class meeting, led by
Binney Pennison, a colored free man. I asked my
master, towards night, if I might go out. I told him
I did not feel well. 1 wanted to go to the class meet-
ing. Without asking me ivhere I was going, he said

I might go. I went to the class. I staid very late,

and I was so overcome by my feelings, that I could

not go home that night. So they carried me to Joseph
Jones's cabin, a slave of Mr. Jones. Joseph talked and
prayed with me nearly all night. In the morning I

went home as soon as it was hght, and, for fear of

master, I asked Nancy, one of the slaves, to go up
into mistress's room and get the store key for me, that

I might go and open the store. My master told her

to go back and tell me to come up. I obeyed with
many fears. My master asked me where I had been
the night before. I told him the whole truth. He
cursed me again, and said he should whip me for my
obstinate disobedience; and he declared that he would,

kill me if I did not promise to obey him. He refused

to listen to my mistress, who v/as a professor, and who
tried to intercede for me. And, just as soon as lie had
finished threatening me with what he would do, he
ordered me to take the key and go and open the store.

When he came into the store that morning, two of his

neighbors, Julius Dumbiven, and McCauslin, came in

too. He called me up, and asked me again where I

staid last night. I told him Avith his boy, Josepli.


