2714 LIFE AS A SLAVE.

Mr. F., I am not sure that some -k.ind readel" wrllll
not condemn me for being over ambitious, and g1 e‘at g
wanting in proper humility, when 1 say the t ]Et ;
that I now drove from me all thoughts of ma 11ntg
the best of my lot, and welcomed only such thoughts

as led me away from the house of bor{dage. The in-
tense desire, now felt, to be jfree, quickened by 1:;1ly
present favorable circumstances, brm-lght me to t ke
determination to act, as well as to th}nk and spea 1
Accordingly, at the beginning qf this year .1?3;)1, :
took upon me a solemn VoW, that the year _whm ) ::Lt
now dawned upon me should not close, \vlthou.t wit-
nessing an earnest attempt, on my part, to gain lmy
liberty. This vow only bound me to make my esrimpg
individually ; but the year spent ‘w1th 311 Free m;
had attached me, as with ¢ hooks o1 steel, ‘tolmy })'rot 1-
or slaves. The most affectionate anc} confiding fl‘lE‘,I-ld-
ship existed between us ; and I f’elt it my duty to gw‘e
them an opportunity to share in my virtuous detm(i
mination, by frankly disclosing to them my -plau% an
purposes. Toward Henry and J olm‘ IIH,I"I‘IS, I telt :.1
friendship as strong as one man call feel for a:.nothel :
¢or T could have died with and for them. To them,

therefore, with a suitable degree of caution, I began

to disclose my sentiments and plans; gounding them,

the while, on the subject of running away, provided
a good chance should offer. I scarcely need tell the

reader, that I did my wery best to imbue the minds of

my dear friends with my own vif\-}ws and ft_aelings.
Thoroughly awakened, now, and W1_th a definite vow
upon me, all my little reading, xffhlch had any ;Jealé
ing on the subject of human rights, was rendere
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available in my communications with my friends.
That (to me) gem of a book, the Columbian Orator,
with its eloquent orations and spicy dialogues, denoun-
cing oppression and slavery—telling of what had been
dared, done and suffered by men, to obtain the ines-
timable boon of liberty—-was still fresh in my mem-
ory, and whirled into the ranks of my speech with the
aptitude of well trained soldiers, going through the
drill. The fact is, I here began my public speaking.
I canvassed, with Henry and John, the subject of
slavery, and dashed against it the condemning brand
of God’s eternal justice, which it every hour violates.
My fellow servants were neither indifferent, dull, nor
mapt. Our feelings were more alike than our opin-
lons. All, however, were ready to act, when a feasi-
ble plan should be proposed. “Show us /Aow the
thing is to be done,” said they, “and all else is clear.”
We were all, except Sandy, quite free from slave-
holding priesteraft. It was in vain that we had been
taught from the pulpit at St. Michael’s, the duty of
obedience to our masters; to recognize God as the
author of our enslavement; to regard running away
an offense, alike against God and man; to deem our
enslavement a merciful and beneficial arrangement ;
to esteem our condition, in this country, a paradise
to that from which we had been snatched in Africa ;
to consider our hard hands and dark color as God’s
mark of displeasure, and as pointing us out as the
proper subjects of slavery ; that the relation of mas-
ter and slave was one of reciprocal benefits; that
our work was not more serviceable to our masters,
than our master’s thinking was serviceable to us. I
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