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and the thought was present, that God was angry with
the white people because of their slaveholding wick-
edness, and, therefore, his judgments were abroad in
the land. It was impossible for me not to hope much
from the abolition movement, when 1 saw it supported
by the Almighty, and armed with Deara

Previous to my contemplation of the anti-slavery
movement, and its probable results, my mind had
been seriously awakened to the subject of religion. 1
was not more than thirteen years old, when I felt the

need of God, as a father and protector. My religious

nature was awakened by the preaching of a white
Methodist minister, named Hanson. Ie thought

that all men, great and small, bond and free, were
ginners in the sight of God; that they were, by na-

ture, rebels against His government; and that they
must repent of their sins, and be reconciled to God,
through Christ. I cannot say that I had a very dis-

tinct notion of what was required of me; but one
thing I knew very well—I was wretched, and had no

means of making myself otherwise. Moreover, 1
knew that I could pray for light. I consulted a good

colored man, named Charles Johnson ; and, in tones
of holy affection, he told me-to pray, and what to
pray for. I was, for weeks, a poor, broken-hearted
mourner, traveling through the darkness and misery
of doubts and fears. I finally found that change of
heart which comes by ¢ casting all one’s care” upon
God, and by having faith in Jesus Christ, as the Re-
deemer, Friend, and Savior of those who diligently

seek Him.
After this, I saw the world in a new light. 1
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aee.med to live in a new world, surrounded by new
oib_]ects, and to be animated by new hopes and de-
sires. I loved all mankind—slaveholders not ex-
cepted ; though I abhorred slavery more than ever
My great concern was, now, to have the world con:-
ver{:ed. The desire for knowledge increased, and es-
pecially did I want a thorough acquaintance TWith the
contents of the bible. I have gathered scattered pa-
ges from this holy book, from the filthy street gutters
of Baltimore, and washed and dried them, that in
the moments of my leisure, I might get a,’word or
two _Of wisdom from them. While thus religious]

seeking knowledge, I became acquainted with a gooﬁ
old colored man, named Lawson. A more devont
man than he, I never saw. He drove g dray for Mr
J ames Ramsey, the owner of a rope-walk on Fell’s-
I_’omt, Baltimore. This man not only prayed threc
times a day, but he prayed as he walked through the
streets, at his work—on his dray—everywhere. His
life was a life of prayer, and his words, (when he
Spoke to his friends,) were about g better world

Uncle -La.wson lived near Master Hugh’s house : and‘
becmr‘ung deeply attached to the old man, I we,nt ofj
ten wzth him to prayer-meeting, and spent much of
my leisure time with him on Sunday. The old man
coult"l read a little, and I was a great help to him, in
making out the hard words, for I was a better rea:]er
than he. T could teach him ¢, letter,” but he could
teach me “¢/e spirit ;” and high, refreshing times we
had together, in singing, praying and glorifying God
'I‘hese' meetings with Uncle Lawson went 01? for a..
long time, without the knowledge of Master Hugh or
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