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22 NARRATIVE OF A REFUGEE SLAVE.

thoughts, loves the good and makes them happy

;

while he is angry with the had, and will punisli them
for all their sins." This made me feel very unhappy,
because 1 was sure that I was not good in the sight of

God. I thought about this, and couldn't get it out of

my mind a single hour. So I went to James Galley,

a colored man, v/ho exhorted the slaves sometimes on
Sunday, and told him my trouble, asking, "what shall

I do?'' He told me about Jesus, and told me I must
pray the Lord to forgive me and help me to be good
and Iiappy. So I v.^ent home, and went down cell ay

and prayed, but I found no relief, no comt^ort for my
unhappy mind. I felt so bad, that I could not even
study my book. My master saw that I looked very

unhappy, and he asked me what ailed me. I did not

dare noiv to tell a lie, for I wanted to be good, that I

might be happy. So I told master just how it was
with me; and then he swore terribly at me, and said

he would whip me if I did not give over praying. He
said there v/as no heaven and no hell, and that Chris-

tians were all hypocrites, and that there was notljing

after this life, and that he would not permit me to go
moping round, praying and going to the meetings. I

told him I could not help praying; and then lie cursed

me in a great passion, and declared that he would
whip me it" he knew of my going on any more in that

foolish wav. The next ii'vAii I Vv'as to a meeiins;,

which was led by Jack Gammon, a free colored man,
and a class leader in the Metiiodist Church. I was
so much overcome by my feelings, that I staid very
late. They prayed for mo, but I did not yet find any
relief; I was stiil very unhappy. The next morning,
my master came in, and asked me if I went the night

before to the meeting. I told him the truth. Ho said,

'^•didn't I tell you I would whip you if you went nigh
these meetings, and didn't I tell you to stop this foolish

praying." I told him he did, and if he would, why,
he might whip me, but still I could not stop praying,

because I wanted to be good, that I might be happy
and go to heaven. This reply made my master- very
angry. With many bitter oaths, he said he had pro-
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