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Harriet's religious character | have not yet touched upon. Brought up by parents possessed of strong
faith in God, she had never known the time, | imagine, when she did not trust Him, and cling to Him,
with an all-abiding confidence. She seemed ever to feel the Divine Presence near, and she talked
with God "as a man talketh with his friend." Hers was not the religion of a morning and evening
prayer at stated times, but when she felt a need, she simply told God of it, and trusted Him to set the
matter right.

"And so," she said to me, "as | lay so sick on my bed, from Christmas till March, | was always praying
for poor ole master. 'Pears like | didn't do nothing but pray for ole master. 'Oh, Lord, convert ole
master;' 'Oh, dear Lord, change dat man's heart, and make him a Christian.' And all the time he was
bringing men to look at me, and dey stood there saying what dey would give, and what dey would
take, and all | could say was, 'Oh, Lord, convert ole master.' Den | heard dat as soon as | was able to
move | was to be sent with my brudders, in the chain-gang to de far South. Then | changed my
prayer, and | said, 'Lord, if you ain't never going to change dat man's heart, kill him, Lord, and take
him out of de way, so he won't do no more mischief.' Next ting | heard ole master was dead; and he
died just as he had lived, a wicked, bad man. Oh, den it 'peared like | would give de world full of
silver and gold, if | had it, to bring dat pore soul back, | would give myself; | would give eberyting! But
he was gone, | couldn't pray for him no more."

As she recovered from this long illness, a deeper religious spirit seemed to take possession of her
than she had ever experienced before. She literally "prayed without ceasing." "'Pears like, | prayed all
de time," she said, "about my work, eberywhere; | was always talking to de Lord. When | went to the
horse-trough to wash my face, and took up de water in my hands, | said, 'Oh, Lord, wash me, make
me clean.' When | took up de towel to wipe my face and hands, | cried, 'Oh, Lord, for Jesus' sake,
wipe away all my sins!' When | took up de broom and began to sweep, | groaned, 'Oh, Lord,
whatsoebber sin dere be in my heart, sweep it out, Lord, clar and clean;' but | can't pray no more for
pore ole master." No words can describe the pathos of her tones as she broke into these words of
earnest supplication.
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