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__in Richmond’s brass foundery, and elsewhere ; and
thus supported myself and family for three years.
The first winter was unusually severe, In conse-
quence of the high prices of food; but even during
that winter we probably suffered less than many
who had been free all their lives. During the hard-
est of the winter, I hired out for nine dollars a month ;
and out of this rented two rooms for nine dollars per
quarter, and supplied my wife —who was unabilei to
work—with food and some necessary articles ot fur-
niture. We were closely pinched to bring our wants
within our means; but the jail stood over the way,
and I had a wholesome dread of the consequences of
running in debt. This winter past, and 1 was up
with the times— got plenty of work — got well paid
for it—and felt that I had not done a foolish thing to
leave Master IIugh and Master Thomas. I Was now
living in-a new world, and was wide awake to. its ad-:
vantages. 1 early began to attend the meetings of
the colored people of New Bedford, and to take part
s them. 1 was somewhat amazed to see colored
men drawing up resolutions and offering them for
consideration. Several colored young men of New
Bedford, at that period, gave promise of great useful-
ness. They were educated, and possessed what
seemed to me, at that time, very superior talents.
Some of them have been cut down by death, and
others have removed to different parts of the world,
and some remain there now, and justify, in their
present activities, my early impressions of them.
Among my first concerns on reaching New Bed-
ford, was to become united with the church, for I had
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never given up, in reality, my religious faith. I had
become lukewarm and in a backslidden state, but I
was still convinced that it was my duty to join the
Methodist church. I was not then aware of the pow-
erful influence of that religions body in favor of the
enslavement of my race, nor did I see how the north-
ern churches could be responsible for the conduct of
southern churches; neither did I fully understand
how it could be my duty to remain separate from the
church, because bad men were connected with it.
The slaveholding church, with its Coveys, Weedens,
Aulds, and Hopkins, I could see through at once,
but I could not see how Elm Street church, in New
Bedford, could be regarded as sanctioning the chris-
tianity of these characters in the ehurch at St. Mi-
chael’s. I therefore resolved to join the Methodist
church in New Bedford, and to enjoy the spiritual
advantage of public worship. The minister of the
Elm Street Methodist church, was the Rev. Mr. Bon-
ney ; and although I was not allowed a seat in the
body of the house, and was proscribed on account of
my color, regarding this proscription simply as an
accommodation of the unconverted congregation who
had not yet been won to Christ and his brotherhood,
I was willing thus to be proseribed, lest sinmers
should be driven away from the saving power of the
gospel. Once converted, I thought they would be
sure to treat me as a man and a brother. ‘BSurely,”
thought I, ¢“these christian people have none of this
feeling against color. They, at least, have renounced
this unholy feeling.” Judge, then, dear reader, of
my astonishment and mortification, when I found, as
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