348 LIFE AS A FREEMAN.

himself performed this part of the ceremony, and I was
told that he was unusually fervent. Yet, at the close
of his prayer, the old man (one of the numerous fam-
ily of Johnsons) rose from his knees, deliberately sur-
veyed his audience, and then said, in a tone of sol-
emn resolution, ¢ Well, friends, we have got hvm here,
and. I would now recommend that yow young men
should just take him outside the door and kil him.”
With this, a large body of the congregation, who

well understood the business they had come there to
transact, made a rush at the villain, and doubtless
would have killed him, had he not availed himself
of an open sash, and made oood his escape. Ie has
never shown his head in New Bedford since that
time. This little incident is perfectly characteristic
of the spirit of the colored people in New Bedford.
A slave could not be taken from that town seventeen
years ago, any more than he could be so taken away
how. The reason is, that the colored people in that
city are educated up to the point of fighting for their
freedom, as well as speaking for it.

Once assured of my safety in New Bedford, I put
on the habiliments of a common laborer, and went
on the wharf in search of work. I had no notion of
living on the honest and generous sympath?r'of my
colored brother, Johnson, or that of the abolitionists.

My cry was like that of Hood’s laborer, “Oh! only

give me work.” Happily for me, I was not long in

searching, I found employment, the third day atter
my arrival in New Bedford, in stowing a sloop with

o load of oil for the New York market. It was new,

hard, and dirty work, even for a calker, but I went
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at it with a glad beart and a willing hand. I was
now my own master — a tremendous fact —and the
rapturous excitement with which I seized the job,
may not easily be understood, except by some one

with an experience something like mine. The
thoughts — I can work! I can work for a living;

I am not afraid of work; I have no Master Hughhto
rob' me of my earnings” —placed me in a state of
independence, beyond seeking friendship or support

of any man. That day’s work I considered the real
starting point of something like a new existence.

Having finished this job-and got my pay for the
same, I went next in pursuit of a job at calking. It
8o happened that Mr. Rodney French, late mayor of
the city of New Bedford, had a ship fitting out for
sea, and to which there was a large job of calking
and coppering to be done. I applied to that noble-
hearted manfor employment, and he promptly told me
to go to work ; but going on the float-stage for the
purpose, I was informed that every white man would
leave the ship if I struck a blow upon her. ¢ Well,
well,” thought I, ¢ this is a hardship, but yet not a
very serious one for me.” The difference between
the wages of a calker and that of a common day la-
borer, was an hundred per cent. in favor of the
former ; but then I was free, and free to work, though
not at my trade. I now prepared myself to do any-

thing which came to hand in the way of turning an

honest penny ; sawed wood—dug cellars—shoveled
coal-—swept chimneys with Uncle Lucas Debuty—
rolled oil casks on the wharves—helped to load and

unload vessels—worked in Ricketson’s candle works
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