168 LIFE AS A SLAVE.

my mistress. Both knew, however, that 1 had be-
come religious, and they seemed to respect my con-
scientious piety. My mistress was still a professor of
religion, and belonged to class. Her leader was no
less a person than the Rev. Beverly Waugh, the pre-
siding elder, and now one of the bishops of the Meth-
odist Episcopal church. Mr. Waugh was then sta-
tioned over Wilk street church. I am careful to state
these facts, that the reader may be able to form an
idea of the precise influences which had to do with
shaping and directing my mind.

In view of the cares and anxieties incident to the
life she was then leading, and, especially, in view of
the separation from religious associations to which she
was subjected, my mistress had, as I have before sta-
ted, become lukewarm, and needed to be looked up
by her leader. This brought Mr. Waugh to our house,
and gave me an opportunity to hear him exhort and
pray. But my chief instructor, in matters of religion,
was Uncle Lawson. He was my spiritual father ;
and I loved him intensely, and was at his house ev-
ery chance 1 got.

This pleasure was not long allowed me. Master
Hugh became averse to my going to Ifather Lawson’s,
and threatened to whip me if I ever went there again.
I now felt myself persecuted by a wicked man; and
I would go to Father Lawson’s, notwithstanding the
threat. The good old man had told me, that the
“Lord had a great work for me to do ;” and I must
prepare to do it ; and that he had been shown that 1
must preach the gospel. His words made a deep im-
pression on my mind, and I verily felt that some such
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work was before me, though I could not see Aow I
should ever engage in its performance. “The good
Lord,” he said, *“would bring it to pass in-his own
good time,” and that I must go on reading and study-
Ing the scriptures. The advice and the suggestions

of Uncle Lawson, were not without their influence
upon my character and destiny. He threw my
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entirely diverged. He fanne

d my already intense
love of knowledge into a flame, by assuring me that

I was to be a useful man in the world. When I would
say to him, “ How can these things be—and what can

Ple reply was, “ Zhust in the Lord?
m that “I was a slave, and a slave rog

Yy

. given,” «]f
said the good old man, “agk the

o faith, AND HE WILL GIVE IT To YoU.”
Thus assured, and cheered on, u

tiOIil of_' hope, I worked and prayed with a light heart
believing that my life was ,

;wisdom higher than my own. With all other bless-
Ings sought at the mercy

God would, of His great
time, deliver me from my bondage.

under the guidance of g

seat, I always prayed that
mercy, and in His own good

I went, cne day, on the wharf of Mr. Waters ; and
g a large scow of stone,

we had finished the work, one of the men
umber of ques-

H

g

B e o T o T s
L L
= . — ‘. :- r-..-l ~- 3 ' -




