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EX-SLAVE STORIES Page One »
(Pexas) )

WILLIS EASTER, 35, was born
near Nacogdoches, Texas, He
does not know the name of his
first master, Frank Sparks
brought Willis to Bosgueville,
Texss, when he was two years
0ld, %¥illis believes firmly
in ®"conjuremen" and ghosts,
and wears several charms far
protection against the former,
He lives in faco, Texas,

"I%s birthed below Nacogdoches, znd dey tells me it am
on March 19th, in 1852, My mammy had some kind of paper what say dat.
But I don't know my master, Ycause when I%'s two he done give nme to
Marse Frank Sparks gand he brung me to Bo;q‘aevule. Dat sizeable pleace
dem davs. My mammy come ‘'bout a month after, "cause Marse Frank, he sgy
I's too much trouble without my mammy, |
“Manmy de bes' cook in de county and = master hand et spinnin!
and wegvin'!, She made her own dye, Walnmut and €lm makes red dye and
walmut brown color, and shumake makes black colo'r. Wnen you wants yallow
color, git cedar mos‘s out de ;orake. |
WAll de lint was picked by hand on our place, It a slow job to git
dat lint out de cotton and I's gone to sleep many a night, settin' by de
fire, pickin' lint, In bad weather us sot by de fire and pick lint and
patch harﬁess a.nd’shoes, or whittle out something, dishes asnd bowls and
troughe- end traps a:;d spoons,.
“All us chillen weared 1§wel_ white duckin', homemake, Jjes?! one
garment, It was de long shirt, You couldn'y tell gals from boys on de yeard,
"I's twelve when us am freed and for awhile us lived on Marse Bob

Wortham'!s place, on Chalk Bluff, on Horseshos Bend, After de freedom war,

.
-

ole
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dat old Brazos River done chongeits course up 'bove de bend, and move to
de west,

"I merries Nancy Clark in 1879, but no chilluns, Dere plenty deer
end bears and wild turkeys =nd antelopes here den. Dey's sho! fine eatin
and wish I could stick a tooth in one now, I's seed fifty antelope ot a
waterin'! hole,

"Dere plenty Indians, too, e Rangerse had cde time keepin' dem beci,
Dev come in bright of de moon snd steals and kills de stock, Nere a ferry
‘eross de Brazos and Capt. Ross run it, He.sho' fit dem Indians.

"Dem days everybody went nossback and de roads was jes! trails and
bridges was poles 'cross ‘e creeks. One day us went to a weddin', Dey sot
de dinner table out in de yard urder a big tree and de table was a big slab
of a tree on legs., Dey hud pewter plates and spoons und chiny bowls anéd
woden dishes, Some de knives and forks was make out of bone, Dey had bheef
and porx and turkey and come antelope,

"I knows 'bout ghostes. TFirst, I tell you a funny story. A old nan
named Josh, he purty 0ld and notionste. Every evenin' he squat down under
a 0oak tree, larse Smith, he slip up =nd henr Josh prayvin, 'Oh, Gawd, plense
take pore old Josh-home with vou,' Next day, Marse Smith' wrop heself in a
sheet and git in de osk tree, Old Josh come 'long and pray, 'Oh, Gawd,
please come take pore old Josh h&me with vou,' Marse say irom top de tree,
'Poor Josh, I's come to take you home with me,' Old Josh, he riz up and
seed dat white shape in de tree, and he yell, 'Oh, Lawd, not rigat now,

I hasn't git forgive for all my sins.! O0ld Josh, he jes' .shakin! and he

-2,—
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dusts out dere faster den a wink, Dat broke up he pravin! under dat tree,
"I never studied cunjurin', hut I knows det scorripins and things dey
cunjures with am powerful medicine, Dev uses hair nnd fingernails and tacks
snd dry insects »nd worms and bat wings and sech. Mamnmy allus tie aileather
string round de babies' necks when dev teethin', to maxe dem hnve easyv time,
She used a dry frog or pi:ce nutmeg, too.
"Mamay allus tell me to keep from bein' cunjure, I sing:
"1Keep 'way from me, hoodon znd witch,
Le~d ny path from de porehouse gate;
I pines for goliden harps and sich,
Lawd, I%11 jes' set down »nd wait,
014 Satan am a lier and cunjurer, too -
If rou don't watch out, he'll cunjure wvou,!

WDem cunjuremen sho! b=d. Dev mnke you have pneunony »nd boils and bed
luck, I carrise me a jack all de time, It =m de charm #rop in red flannel.
Donlt know what =m in it. A bossmen, he fix it for me,

" I eho! can find wster for de well, I got 2 1i'l tree limb whot am like
a V., I driv de neil in de end of each branch and in de crotch, I tskes hold
of egch branch and 1ffen I walks gvcr water in de bround, daot limb gwine turn
over in my hend till it points to de ground, Iffen money am buried, vou can
find it de same way.

"Iffen you fills 2 shoe with :alt and burns it, det call luck to -~ou.

I wears a dine on » string round de necic and one round de ankle, Dat to keep
eny conjuremsn from sottin'! de trick on me, Dat dime be bright iffen my

friends mam true. It sio! gwine git dark iffen cey does me wrong,

"For to make a jack dat am sho! good, git snzkeroot and sassafras and

3



Ex—~slave Stories Page Four #ﬂ 4&
(Texas) i,

s 111 lodest one and brimstone and asafoetida and resin and bluestone and gum
arabic and a pod or two red pepper. Put dis in de red flannel bag, st midnight
on de dark of de moon, and it ;ho' do de work,
"I knowed a ghost house, I sho' did. Everybody knowed it, = red drick

house in Waco, on Thirteenth and Washington St, Dey calls it de Bell house,
It sho' a fine, big houss, but folks couldn't use ii, De white folks what owns
it, dey gits one nigger and 'nother to stay round and look after things., De
white folks wents me to stay dere. I zoes, <very Friday night dere am s rustlin!
sound, like murmur of treetops, all through dat house, De shutfers rattles -
only dere ain't no shutters on dem windows, Jes' plain ss anything, I hears a
chair, rockin'!, rockin', ZFootsteps, soft as de breath, vou could hear dem plain,
But I stays a:d hunts and can't find nobody nor nothin' none of dem Friday nights.

"Den come de Friday night on de las' quarter de moon, Lons 'bout midnight,
soaething 1ift me out de cot, I heared a 1i'l child sobbin', and dat rocker git
started, =nd de shutters dey rattle softlike, and dat rustlin', mournin' sound
all through dat house, I takes de lantern and out in de 121l I goes, Right by de
foot de stairs I seed a woman, bit as life, but she was thin and I sesd right
throuvgh her, She jes' walk on down dat hall end pay me no mind, She make de sound
like de beatin' of wings, I jes' froze, I couldn't move,

"Dat woman jes' melted out de window 2t de end of de hall, =nd I left d-t

place!

T
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ANDERSON AND MINFKRVA EDWARDS,

a2 Negro Baptist preacher and
his wife, were slaves on ad-
Joining plantations in Busk
County, Texas., Anderson was
bora March 12, 1844, a2 slave

of Major Uatt Gaud, =2nd Miner-
va was born Februsry 2, 1850,

2 flave of Major Flannigan, As
2 boy. Andrew would get a pass

to visit his father, who belong-
ed to Major Flennigen, and there
he met Minerva. They worked for
their masters until three years
after the war, than moved to
Harrison County, married and
regred sixteen children, Andrew
and Minerva live in a sm2ll but
comfortable farmhouse two miles
north of Marshall, Minerva's
memory is poor, and she 2dded
little to Anderson's story,

"My father was Sandy Flanwnigan ond he had rum off from his
first master in Maryland, om the east shore, and come to Texas, =nd
here a slave buyer picked him up and sold chasnces on him, If they
covld find his Marvland master he'd have to go back to him and if
they couldm't the chances was good., Wash Edwards im Pamnola County
bought the chaance om him, but he run off from him, too, and come to
Major Flegnnigan's in Rusk County. PFim'ly lajor Flannigan had to pay
a good lot to get cleer title to him,
"My mammy was named Minerva and her master was Major Gaud, and
I was born there om his plantation im 1866 You cam ask that tex man ' R
at Marshall 'bout my age, 'cause hes's fix mr 'xemption papers since ‘
I'm sixty. I had seven brothers and two sisters, There was Framk,
Joe, Seady smd Gene, Presten snd William and Sarah and Delilgh, and
they all lived to be old folks and the vounges' jus' died last yesr.

Polks was more healthy when I growed up gnd I'm 93 mew and ain't dead;
fact is, I feels right pert mos' the time, -
‘ ' wle
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"My missy nam~d Mea~y and she znd Massa Matt lived in a hewed log house
what am still standin' out there near Hemderson., Our qusrters was 'cross the
road and set &1l in 2 row, Massa own three fam'lies of slaves and lots of
hosscs and shesp and cows end my father herded for him till he was freed. The
government run a big tan yard there on Major Gaud's place =nd one my uncles
was shoemgker, Jus' 'bout time of war, I was piddlin' 'round the tannery
and a government man sgy to me, 'Boy, I'll give?ou $1,000 for 2 drink of water,'
and he did, but it was 'federate money that got kilt, so it done mé no good.

"Mammy was a weaver and made 211 the clothes snd messa give us plenty
to eat; fact, he treated us kimd-a like he own boys, Course he whipped us
when we had to have it, but not like I seed dsrkies whipped on other place.
The other niggers called us Major Gaud's free niggers and we could hezr 'em
mognin' and cryiam'! round 'bout, when they was puttin' it on 'em.

"I worked in the field from one yezr end to t'other 2nd when we come
in at dusk we hed to eat and b in bed by nine, Mocsa give us mos'! anvthing
be had tc eat, 'cept biscuits, That zsh cake wasn't sich bad eatin' and it
was cooked by puttin'! cormmeal batter in shucks and bakin' in the ashes,

"We didn't work in the field Sunday but thev have so much stock to tend
it kep! us busy. Missy was 'ligious and allus tnok us to church when she
could., When we prayed by ourse'ves we daren't let the white folks know it
and we turned a wash pot down to the ground to cotch the voice., We prayed a
lot to be free and the Lord done heered us, We didn't have no song books and

the Lord done give us our songs end when we sing them 2t night it jus' whisp-

ering to nobody hear us, One went like this:
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"My knee bones am aching,
My body's rackin' with pain,
I '"lieve I'm a chile of God,
And this ain't my heme,
'Caunse Heaven's my aim,'

ilnssa Geud give biz corm shuckim's and cotton pickin's
and the women cook up big dinners and massa give us some whiskey,‘ and lots
of times we shucked all night. On Saturday mights we'd sing and dance and
we made our owm instruments, which was gourd fiddles and quill flutes,
Gen'rally Christmas was like amy other day, but I got Samta Clsus twict in
slavery, 'cause massa give me a sack of molasses candy once and some bis-
cuite once and that a whole let to me then,

"The Vinsons and Frys what lived next to messa seld slaves
and I seed 'em s0ld and chained together and druv off in herds by a white
man on @& hess, They'd sell babies 'way “rom the mammy and the Lord never
d1d 'temd sich as that.

A1 '"lieve im that hant business yet., I seed one when I was a
boy, right after mammy die. I woke up and se~d it come im the door, amd it
had & body and lege amd t211 and @ face like a mam snd it walked to the fire-
place and 1lifted the 1id off a skillet of 'taters what sot there and came to
my bed and raised up the cover and crawled im and I hellers so leud it wakes
everybedy. I tell 'em I seed a ghost and they say I crazy, but I guess I
kmows a hamt when I sees one, Minerva there cén tell you 'bout that haumted
house we lived im mear Marshall jus' after we's married. " (Mimerva says,
'Deed, I canm,' and here is her story: )

"The nex' year after Andersom amd me marries we meves to a

place what had 'lemzed to walte folks and the man was resl mean and choked
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his wife to death and he lef' the coun’ry »nd we moved in. ¥s heered
peculiTar noises by night ~nd the nizjers 'round there done told us it
w-S haﬁted but I didn't 'lieve 'em, but I do now. One night we seed the
woman what died come 211 'round with » light in the hond and the neighbors
sajd that candle light the house 211 over and it look like it on fire,
She come ev'ry night and we left our crop and moved 'wsy from th;re and
2in't gone buck yit to gather that crop. 'Fore we moved in that place
been empty since the womnn die, 'cause nobody live there, One nizht
Charlie Williams, wﬁat lives in Marshall, ~nd runs z store out by the
¢ & P. Hospital git drunk and goes out there to sleep and while he sleep-
in' that same woman come in and nigh choked him to Aeath. Alm't nobody
ever live in that house since we is there,"

iAnderson then resumed his story: #I 'member whern war starts and
massa's boy, George it was, saddles up ole Bob, his pony, 2nd lef'!, He
steys six months and when he rid up massa say, 'How's the war, Georgel'
and massa George say, 'It's Hell. Me and Bob has been runnin' Yankees
ever since us lef!,! 'Fore war massz didn't nevar sgy much 'bout slav-
ery but when he heered us free he cusses end say, 'Gawd never did ‘'tend
to free niggers,' and he cussed till he died, But he didmn't tell us we's
free till a2 whole year after we was, but one dar a bunch of Yonkee soldiers
come ridin' up and massa and miss v hid out. The soldiers Wleeé}into the
kitchen znd mammy was churnin' ond one of them kicks the churn over and
say, 'Git out, vou's Jus! as free 2s I is.,! Then they ramsacked the place
and breaks out 2l 1 the window lights 2nd when they leaves it look like a

storm done hit that house., Massa come bhzck from hidim' and that when he

starts on o cussin' spree what lasts 2s long as he lives,

(Y
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"Yoout four year azfter that war pappy took me to Harrisom

Countyv and I've lived herg ev r since and Minerva's ppyy moves from
the Flannigsn place to » Jjimin' farm 'bout that time and sev'ral yeers
later we wzos married, It was at her house and she had z blue mserge suit
and I wore 2 cutawzy Prince Albert suit aond they was 'bout 200 folks at
our weddin', The nex' day they give us gn infair and z big diuner,
/e raiceas sixtelen chillea to be growed and six of the bovs is still
livin' and workin' in Mershgll,

"I been precchim! the Gospel and fsrmin' since slevery time.
I jin=d the church mos' 83 year ago whem I was Major Gaud's slave and
they baptises me in the spring branch clost to where I finds the Lord,
When I stgrts preachin! I couldn't resd or write and had to presch what
massza t0ld me and he sz tell them niggers iffen they obeys the massa
they goes to Heaven but I kmowed there's something better for them, dut
darea't tell them 'cept on the sly. That I done lots. I tells 'em iffen
they kepps prayim' the Lord will set 'em free, But since them days I's
done studied some and I preached all over Panols and Harrisom County and
I started the Edward's Chepel over there in Mershall =and psstored it till

2 few year ago. It's nomed for ne,

"I dom't preach much now, 'cguse I cam't hold out to walk far
and I got no other way to zo. We has g $14,00 pension and lives on thht

aund what we can raise on the farm,

L L LY

R
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ANN J. EDVARDS, 81, was born

a slave of John Cook, of Arling-
ton County, Virginia. He manu-
mitted his slaves in 1857. Four
years later Ann was adopted by
Richard H, Cain, a cclored preach-
er. He was elected %o *the 45th
Congress in 1876, and remained
in Washington, D¢ C., until his
death, in 1887, Ann married Jas.
E. Bdwards, graduate of Howard
College, a preacher, She now
lives with her granddaughter,
Mary Foster, at 8304 BE. 4th St.,
Fort Worth, Texas,

"1 shall gladly relate the story of my life. I was born a slave
on January 27th, 1856, and my master's nsme was John J, Cook, who was a
resident of Arlinston County, Virginia. He moved to Washington, D. C.,
when I was nearly two years o0ld and inmediately gave my parents their
freedom. They separated within a year after that, and my mother earned
our living, working as a hairdresser until her death in 1851, I was
then adopted by Richard H. Cain, & minister of the Gospel in the African
Methodist Church.,

"I remember the beginning of the war well. The conditions made
a deep impression on my mind, and bhe atmosphereof Woshington was charged
with excitement and expectations. There existed considerable nced for
assistance to the Negroes who had escaped after the war began, and Rev.
Cein took a leading part in rendering aid to them., They came into the
city without clothes or money and no idea of how to secure employment.
A large number were placed on farms, some given employuent as domestics

and still others mustered into the Federal Army.

~1-
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"The city was one procession of men in blue and the air was full of
martisl music., The fife and drum could be heard almost all the time, so vou
nay imagine what emotions a éolored person of my age would experience, espec-
ially as father's church was a center for congregating the Negroéé and advis-
ing them. That was a difficult task, bscause a larse majority were illiterate
and ignorant.

"The ycar father was called to Charleston, South Carolina, to take
charge of & church, we became the center of considerable trouble, It was right
after the close of the war, In addition to his ministerial duties, father
managed a newspaper and became interested in politics. He was elect:d a delegate
to the Constitutional Convention of South Carolina in 13868, He was also elected
2 Republican member of the State Senate and served from 1868 to 1872. Then he
became the I'epublican candidate for the United States Representative of the
Charleston district, was elected and served in the 45th Congress from March 4,
1877 to March 3, 1879.

"You can imagine the bitter conflict his candidacy brought on. A Negro
running for public office against a white person in & Southern state that was
strong for slavery does not seem the sensible thing for a man to do, but he did
and was, of course, successful. From the moment he becamne delegate to the Con-
stitutional Convention a guard was necessary niht and dav to watch our home.
He was compelled to have a bodyguard wherever he went. We, his family, lived
in constant fear at all times, Many times mother pleaded with him to cease his
activities, but her pleadings were of no avail.

"In the beginning the resentment was not so pronounced. The white people

-2
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were shocked and dejected over the ocutcome of the war, but gradually recovered.
As they did, determina%tion to establish order and prosperity developed, and
they resented the Negro taking part in public ~ffairs. On the other side of
the cause was the excess and obstinate actions of some ignorant Negroes, acting
under ill advice. PFather was trying to prevent excesses being don;.by either
side. He realized that the slaves were uhfit. at that time, to take their place
as dependable citizens, for the want of experience and wisdom, and that there
wo.1d have to be mental development and wisdom learned by his race, and that
such would only come by a gradual process,

"He entered the contest in the interest of his own race, primarily,
but as a whole, to do justice to 211, No one could change nis course. He
often stated, 'It is by the Divine will that I am in this battle.'

"The climax of the resentment against him took place when he was chosen
Republican candidate to the House of Representatives. He had to maintain an
| armed guard at all times, Several times, despite these guards, attempts were
made to either burn the house or injure some member of the family., If it had
not been for the fact that the officials of the city and county were afraid
of the federal government, which gave aid in protecting him, the mob would
have succeeded in harming him,

"A day or two before election a mob gathered suddenly in front of the
house, and we all thought the end had come. Father sent us all upstairs, and
'said.he would, if necessary, give himself up to the mob and let them satisfy
"their vengeance on him, to save the rest of us.

"While he was talking, mother noticed another body of men in the alley.
Thgy were certainly sinister looking. Father told us to prepare for the worst,

i



Ex-slave Stories Page Four :
(Texas) 1'3

saying, 'What they plan to do is for those in front to engage the attention of
ourselves and the suard, then those in the rear will fire the place and force
us out,' He was calm throughout it all, but mother was greatly agitated and
I was crying. )
"The chief of the guard called father for a parley. The mob leader
demanded that father come out for a talk, Then the sheriff and deputies appeared
and he addressed the crowd of men, =nd told them if herm ceme to us the city
would be placed under martial law, The men then dispersed, after some discus-
sion among themselves,
"Father moved to Washington, took the oath of office and served until
March 4tk, 1879, He then received the appointment of Bishop of the African
Metnodist Church and served until his death in Washington, on Jan. 18th, 1837,

"I began my schooling in Charleston and continued in Washington, where
I entered Howard College, but did not continue until graduation. I met James
E, Idwards, anotner studenﬁ, who graduated in 1881, and my heart overruled my
desire for an education, We married and he entered the ministry and was called
to Dallas, Texas, He remained two years, then we were called to Los Angeles.,
The Negroes there were privileged to enter public eating establishments, but
& cafe owner we patronized told us the following:

"YAfter a time, I was compelled to refuse service to Negroes because they
abused the privilege. They came in in a boisterous manner and crowded and
shoved other pastrons., It was due to a lack of wisdom and education.'

"That was true. The white people tried to give the Negro nis rights
and he abused the privilege because he was ignorant, a condition ne could not

then help,
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"y husband and I were called to Kansas Cit- in 1896 and from there
to many other towns, Finally we came to aco, and he ned charge of a church
there when he died, in 1927, e had a plsasant married life and I tried to
do my duty as a pastor's wife and help elevate my race. We weve biessed with
three children, and the only one now living is in Boston, Massachusetts,

I now rédside with my granddaughter, lary Foster, and ﬁhis shack 1is
the best her husband can afford. In fact, we are living in destitute circum-
steances. It is depressing to me, after having lived a life in a comfortable
home. It is the Lord's will and I must accept what is provided. There is a
purpose for all things., I shall soon -0 to meet my Maker, with the satis-

faction of having done my duty - first, to my race, second, to menkind,

RN

Note: The biography of Richard H. Cain is published in the Biographical
Directory of the American Congress.



420008”

EX-SLAVE STCRIES Pa2ge One
( Texas)
/JiARY KINCHEON EDWARDS seys
she wss bern on July 8, 1810,
but she has nethin- te sub-
stantiate this claim, Hoew-
aver, she is evidently vary
eld. Her memory is peer, Wut
she knews she was reared bv
the Kincheons, in Baten Rouge,
Leuisiana, and th»t she spoke
Frenck when a child, The Kin-
cheons gave her te Felix Vaughn,
who brought her te Texac before -
the Civil War, Morv lives with
Begtrice Watters, nesr Austin,
Texzs.

"When I's 2 1i'1 'g_.a.l my name‘.@gmwmd I's bern
on the eighth of July, vin 1810, I lives with de Kincheon family ?ver
in Lousisrnz, Bston Pouge am de none of dat place. Dem Kincheons have
plenty chillen. O, dev hsve so manv chillen!

"I den't 'member much 'beut dem days. I's done forgot so many
things, but I 'members how de stars fell and hew scared us was. Dem
stars get te fzllin' and wos out 'fere dey hits de greund, I den't
know when dat was, but I's geed size den,

"] got give to Massa Felix Vauchn and he brung me teo Texas.

Dat leng 'fere de war for freedom, but I dan't know de year, De most
work I dene for de Vaughns was wet mass de baby sen, what nesme Elljah,
His mammy Jes! didn't have 'nough milk for him,

"Den I knit de socks and wash de clethes »nd sometimes I work
in de fields. I he'ped mske de basksts fer de cotton, De men git white-
9ak woed and we lets it stay in de wate- for de night and de nex' mernin'
and it seft and us split it in strips fer mgakin' of de baskets, Every-

bedy try see whe ceuld make de bes' basket,

-1-
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"Us pick !'beut 100 peund cetten in one basket, I didn't mind
plckin' cotten, 'cause I never did have de backache. I pick twe ond
three hunnert pounds a day and one day I picked 400. Sometime de prize
give Dy massa to de slave whet pick de mest. De prize am a big cake
or some clothes, Pickin' cetton net se bzd, 'cause us used to it and
have de fine time of i., T gits p» dress one dsy and =z pair shoes
Inether day for pickin' most., I o fast I take two rows zt de tinme,

"De women brung oil cleths to de fields, so dev mnke shady plrce
for de chillen te sleep, but dem wh=t big 'noigh has to pick, Sometime
dey sing |

"10-~ho, I's gwine hone,
“And cuss ds eld overseer,'

"Us have ash-~hopper znd uses drip-lve for mnke barrels sozp =nd
- nominy. De way us test Je lve sm drap de egg in it =nd if de egg float
de lye ready to put in de gresse for mskin' de soap. Us threwed greasy
ﬁones in de lye and dat make de bes' soap., De lye eat de bones,

"Us beil wild sage »nd mzke tea and it smell goed., It geed for
de fever =nd chills, Us git slippery elm sut de bettem and chew it.
Some ch:w it fer bad feelin's and seme jes' to he cheowin!,

"Semetimes us go te dances and missy let me wear seme her jewl'ry.
I eut dances dem all and folks didn't knew dat not my Jjewllry, After free-
dem I stays with de Vaughns and marries, but I forgit he name, Dat 'fore
freedem. After freedom I marries Osburn Edwards and has five chillenr, Deyv
all dezd new, I can still git 'reund with dis eld gnarly cane. Jes' you

git me geed and scared snd see hew fast I can git ‘round! ¥
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LUCINDA ELDER, 86, was born a
slave of the Cardwell family,
near Concord Deport, Virginia,
She came to Texas with Will
Jon«s and his wife, Miss Susie,
in 1860, and was their nurse-
girl until she married Will
Elder, in 1375, ZLucinda lives
at 1007 zdwards St., Houston,
Texas,

"You chilluns all go ‘'way now, while I talks to dis gen'man,
I 'clares to goodness, chilluns nowadsys ain':t got no manners 'tall,
'"Tain't like when I was 1i'l, dey larnt vou manners and you larnt to
mind, too. Nowadays you tell 'em to do somethin' and vou is jes!
wastin' you breath, 'l:ss vou has & stick right handy. Dey is my
great grancchilluns, and dey sho' is spoilt. UMaybe I ain't got no
patience no more, like I use to have, 'cause dey ain't so bad,

"fell, suh, vou all wanis me to tell wou 'tout slave times, and
I'11 tell you first dat I had mighty good white folks, and I hope dey
is gone up to Heaven, MNy mama 'long to Marse John Cardwell, what I
hear was ‘e riches' man and had de bigges' plantation round Concord
Depot. Dat am in Campbell County, in Virginny. I don't 'member old
missy's name, but she mighty good to de slaves, jes' 1like Marse John
was,

"Mama's name was Isabella and she was de cook and born right on
de plantation., Papa's name was Gibson, his first name was Jim, and he
'long to Marse Gibson what had a plantation next to Marse John, =nd I

knows papa came t0 ses mama on Wedneszday and Sat'day nights.
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"Lemme ses, now, dere was six of us chilluns. My mem'ry ain't so good
no more, but Charley was oldes', den coue Dolly and Jennie and Susie and me
and Laura., Law me, I guess old Dr. Bass, what was doctor for Morse John,
use to be right busy with us 'bout once a year for quite a spell,

"Dem times dev don't marry by ho license. Dev tekes a slave man and
wanan from de same plantation and vuts 'em together, or sometime a man from
'nother plantation, like my papa and mama, Mamma say Marse John give 'em a
big supper in de big house and read out de‘Bible 'bout obevin' and workin' and
den dey zm married, Course, de nigger Fes' a slave and have to do what de
white folks say, so dat way of marrvin' 'bout good as any.

"But Marse Jonn sho' was de good marse and we had plentv to eat and wear
and no one ever got whipped, Marse John say iffen he have a nigger what oughta
be whipped, he'd git rid of him quick, 'cause & bad nigger jes' like a rotten
'tater in a sack of good nnes --it spoil de others,

WBack dere in Virginny it sho'! git cold in winter, but come Zeptember
de wood gang git busy cuttin' wood and haulin' it to de yard. Dev makes two
piles, one for de big house and de bigges' pile for de slaves, hen dev git
it all hauled it look like a bit woodyard. While dey is haulin', de women make
quilts and dey is wool quilts., Course, dey ain't made out of sheerin' wool,
but jes' as good. Marse John hﬁve lots of sheep and when dey go through de
briar patch de wool cotch on dem briars and in de fall de women folks goes out
and picks de wool off de briers jes' like you picks cotton. Law ne, I don't

lkmow nothin' 'bout makin'! quilts out of cotten till I comes to Texas.

is fiffGenrse I maver done no work, 'cause Marse John won't work no one till dey

-
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is fifteen years old, Den dey worice three hours a day and dat all. Dey don't
work full time t 11 dey's eighteen. Ve was jes' -ame as free niggers on our place,
He gives each slave a pieee of ground to make de crop on and buys de stuff hisself,
We groved snap beans and corn and plant on a light moon, or turngps and onions
we plant on de dark moon,

"When I gits o0ld 'nough Marse John lets me take he daughter, Nancy Lee,
to school. It am twelve miles and de yard man hitches up old Be-s to de buggy
and we gits in and no one in dat county no prouder dan what I was,

"Marse John lets us go visit other plantations and no pass, neithsr., Iffen
de patterroller Qtop us, we jes' say we 'long to Marse John and dey don't bother us
none, Iffen dey comes b0 our cabin from other plantations, dey has to show de pat-
terroller de pass, and iffen dey slipped off and ain't got none, de patterroller
sho' give a whippin' den. But dey waits till dey off our place, 'cause Marse John
won't 'low no whippin' on our place by no one,

"Well, things was jes' 'bout de same all de time till jes' 'fore freedom,
Course, I hears some talk 'bout bdluebellies, what dey call de Yanks, fightin' out
" folks, but dey wasn't fightin' round us. Den one dey mamuma tnok sich and she had
hear talk end call me to de bed and say, 'Lucinda, we all gwine be free soon and not
work 'less we git paid for it.' ©She sho' was right, ‘'cause Marse John calls all us
to de cookhouse‘and reads de freedom papers to us and tells us we is all free, but iffen
we wants to stsy he'll give us land to make a crop and he'll feed us. Now I tells vou
de truth, dey wasn't no one leaves, 'cause we all loves Marse John.

"Ben, Jjus' three weeks after freedom mema dies and dat how come me to leave

;-Wﬂarse John, You see, Marse Bidbgon what owns papa 'fore freedom, was a good marse

o
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and when papa was sot free Marse Gibson gives him some land to farm, 'Course,
papa was gwine have us all with him, but when mamma dies, Marse Gibson tell him Mr,
Will Jones and Miss Susie, he wife, want a nurse girl for de chilluns, so papa
hires me out to 'em and I want to say right now, dey Jes' as good white folks as
ligrse John and 0ld Missy, and sho' treated me good, B

"Law me, I never won't forgit one day. Mr. Will say, 'Iucinda, we is gwine
drize vou over to Appomatox and take de chilluns and you can come, too.' Course,

I wes tickl~d mos' to pleces but h= didn't tell what he gwine for., You know what?
To see & nigger mng, I gettin' long mighty old now, but I won't never forgit dat.
Be had kilt & man, and I never saw so many people 'fore, what dere to see him hang.
I jes! shut my eyes.

"Den Mr, Will he take me to de big tree what have all de bark strip off it and
de branches strip off, end say, 'Lucinda, dis de tree where Gen. Lee surrendered.'
I has put dese two hands right on dat tree, yes, suh, I sho' has,

"Miss Susie say one day, 'Lucinda, how you like to go with us to Texas?' Law
me, I didn't know where Texas was at, or nothin', but I loved Mr. Will andMiss
Susie and de chilluns was all wrop up in me, so I say I'll go., And dat how come
I'm here, and I ain't never b~en back, and I ain't see my own sisters and brother
and papa since, .

"We come to New Orleans on de train and takes de boat on de Gulf to Galveston
and den de train to Hempstead. Mr.vWill farm at first and den he and Miss Susie
run de hotel, and I stays with dem till I gets maried to Will Elder in '75, and I
lives with him till de good Lawd takes him home.

"I has five chilluns but all dead now, 'ceptin' two,l done served de Lawd
‘ now for 64 years and soon he's gwine call old Iucinda, but I'm ready and I know

I'11 be better off when I die and g0 to Heaven, 'cause I'm old and no 'eount now
ey L) *
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BX-SLAVY STORIES
(Texps)

BX=SLAVES AUTUBLOGL.PHY

JOHN ZIXIS, was born June 26, 1l83&,

& slave of the Ellis Ifamily in
Johnson County neuar Cleburne, ~'exas.
e remained with his white folks and v~
was pald by the month for his labor-
for one year after ifreedom, when his
master died and nis mistress returned
to 1lississippi. Tle worked &s a labor-
er for many yeurs &round. Cleburne,
coming %o sSan .ngelo, Texes in 1928,
He now lives alone and ig very active
for his age.

John relates:

miy father and mother, John and Fannie Zllls, were
sold in springfield, liilssouri, to my marster, Parson Ellis,
and taken away from all their people and brought to Johnsen
County, Texase

miy narster, he was a preacher and & good mane Lone

of de slaves ever have better white folks den we dide
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"We had good beds and good food and dey teaches
us to read and write too. De buffale and de antelope
and de deer was mos' as thick as de cattle now, and we
was sent out after dem, so we would always have plenty
of fresh meate. 'We had hogs and cattle tooa. 4any of
dem what was not marked was just as much ourseas iffen
we had raised dem, fcuuse de range was all free,

"Some 0L de Ifish we would catch out of dat Brazos
River would be so blg dey would pull us in bdt finally
we would manage to gits dem oute De rabbits and de
'possum was plentiful too and wid de big gurden what our
marster had for us all, we sho' had good to eats.

"YI's done all kinds of work what it takes to run
a fa'me 1y boss he had only fourteen slaves and what
was called a small fa'm, compared wid de big plantations,
After our days work was done we would set up at night
and piok de seed out of de cotton so dey ceould spin it
into threade Den we goes out and gits different kinds
of bark and boils it to git dye for de thread 'fore it
was spinned into clothe De chillun jes! have long shirts
and slips made out of dis home spun and we makes our
shoes out of rawhide, and Iswdy! Dey was so hard we would
have to warm dem by de fire and grease dem wid -tallew tO
ever wear dem 'tall.

"We had good log huts and our boss had a bigger log
house. We never did work long into de night and long

tfore day like I heur tell some did. e didan' have none

of dem drivers and when we done anything very bad old
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margter he whoop us s little but we never got hurte.

"I didn' see no slaves solde Dat was done, I hear,
but not so much in Texase I never did see no jails nor
chains nor nothin' like dat elther, but I hears 'bout deme

"We never worked sat'days and de colored went to
church wid de whites and Jjine de ochurech too, but dey never
baptized dem so far as I kaows.

"We had lots to eat and‘big times on Christmas, mos?
as blg as when de white folks gits married. Umph, um}

One of de gi'ls got married once and she had such & long
train on dat weddin' gown 'til me and wy sister, we have
to walks along behind her and carry dat thing, all of us
a=walkin' on a strip of nice cloth 1rom de carriage to ce
churche We sho'! have de cakes and all dem good eats at
dem weddin' supperse.

"I nev'r heur tell of magy colored weddin'se i/e
Jes' jumps over de broom an' de bride she h&s to jump over
it backwards and iffen she couldn' Jump 1t backwards she
couldn't git married, Dat was sho' funny, seein' dem
colored gi'ls & tryin' tec Jjump dat broome

mour hoss,he tells us 'bout bein' free und he say he
hire us by ue wonth and we stuys dere « year and ne dies,
den ole miss she go back to lfississippl and we Jes' scatter
'round, some a workin' here and some & workin' yonder, mos?
times for ovur victuals and clothese I couldn' tell much
difference myself 'cause I had good people to iive wid and

when it was dat way de whites and de colored was better off
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de way I sees 1t den dey +s now, some of uem,

"I seem Jes' punyin' away, de doctors von' kaow
Jes? what's wrong wid we but I neber was use to woctors
anyway, Jjes' some reu root tea ur sage weed and sheep
waste tea Tor uec weugles um &ll ce coctoring we ¢gits vilkien
we was sleves und dat done Jjes' as welle.

My wife she been cead all dese yeurs un' I Jes!
lives here alones

"Chillun? Xo mam, I never had no chillun 'fore T
was msrried wn' I only nad uwelve after I was married}
yes mam, jes' nine boys and three garls, but I prefers to

live here by myself,'cause I gits along alright."
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LOEENZA EZELL, Beaumont, Texas,
Negro, was bora im 1850 om the
plantation of Ned Lipscomb, im
Spartanbturg Couaty, South Caro-
ling, Ioremza is gbove the aver-
age in intelligence and remembers
many incidents of slavery =ad Re-
construction days., He came to
Brehham, Texas, im 1882, snd sev=-
eral years later moved to Beaumont,
where he lives in a little shack
almost hiddean by vines and trees,

"Us plantation was jes! east from Pacolet Station on Thick-
etty Creek, im Spartamburg County, im South Carolina, Dat near Little

and Big Pacolet Rivers om de route to Limestone Springs, and it jes!

(g
A

a ordinary plantation with de main crops cotton and wheat,

"I 'lomng to do_ Lipscombs and ny manma, llaria__E;wIl, she 'long
to Yem, toc, 01d Ned I;ipsco:nb was 'momgst de 'Kqué'éé/'éitizans of dat
county, I%s borm dere on July 29th, im 1950/and I be 87 year old dis
year, Levi Ezell, he my daddy, =md he 'long to Landrum Ezell, a Baptist
preacher, Dat young massa and de old massa, John Ezell, was de first
Baptist preascher I ever heered of, He have three soms, Landrum and Jud-
scz and Brysom. Brysom have gif' for business and was right smart of
a orator,

"Deyts fourteem miggers om de Lipscomb place. Dey's seven
of us chillen, ny manma, three uncle and three snt and one man what
wasa't no xin to us, . I was oldest of de chillen, and dey called Sallie
and Carrie and Alice and Jabus amd Coy and LaFate and Rufus snd Nelson.
"0ld Ned Lipscomd was’ one de best masea imn de whole county,
You know dem 0ld patterrollers, dey call us '0Old Ned's free niggers,' and
aho' hate us, Dey cruel to us, ‘cause dey think us have t0o good a massa.

One time dey cotch my umcle snd beat him most to death,

. P
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"Us g0 to work at deylight, but us wasm't 'bused, Other
massas used to blow de hora or ring de bell, but massa, he never use
de horm or de whip, All de man folks wes 'lowed raise a gardem patch

with tobaccy or cotton for to sell im de market, Wasa't na.lJ:y massas

what 'lowed dere niggers have patches snd some didn't evem feed 'em
enough, Dat's why dey heve to git out and mustle at night to git food

for dem to eat.

"De 0ld masea, he 'sisted us go to church, De Baptist church
have a shed built behimd de pulpit for cullud folks, with de dirt floor
and split log seat for de womem folks, but most de mem folks stands or
kneels on de floor, Dey used to call dat de coop. De white preacher

back to us, but iffen he want to he turn 'round amd talk to us ewhile,

Us maes up songs, 'cause us couldn't read or write, I 'member dis one:

'De rough,rocky road what Moses done travel,
I*s bound to carry my soul to de Lawd;
It's a mighty rocky road but I mos' donme travel,

And I's bound to carry my soul to de Lawd,!
"Us sing 'Sweet Chariot,' but us didm't sing it 1like dese days.

Us sing:

'Swing low, sweet chariot,

Preely let me into rest,

I don't want to stay here no loamger;

Swing low, sweet chariot,

When Gabriel mgke he las' alarm .

I wants to be rollim' ia Jesus amm,,

0ause I don't want to stay here no lomger,'!

Us sing '"mother song what de Yankees take dat tune and make a

hymn out of it, Sherman army sung it, too, We have it like dis:

o
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'Our bodies bound to morter ard decay,
Our bodies bound to morter and decay,
Our bodies bound to morter and decay,
But us souls go marchia! home,?

HBefo! de war I jes'! big 'nough to drap corn and tote water,
When de little white chillem go to school 'bout Lalf mile, I wait till
noon and run all de way up to de school to rum base when dey play at moom.
Dey sev'ral young Lipscombs, dere Smith and Bill and John and Nathar, amd
de oldest som, Elias,

"Im dem days cullud people jes® like mules and hosses. Dey
dida't have mo last name, My mamma call me after my daddy's massa, Bzell,
Mamma was de good womam and I 'member her more dan omce rockim' ds little
cradle and singin' to de baby. Dis what she sing:

"Yilk im de dairy nine dsys old,
Sing-song Kitty, camtt you ki-me=~o?
Progs and skeeters gittin! mighty bol!
Sing-sonrg, Kitty, can't you ki-me-o?

(Chorus)
Keemo, kimo, darro, wharro,
With me hi, me ho;
In come Sally singin'
Sometime penny winkle,
Lirgtum »ip cat,
Sirg~-song,Kitty, cam't you ki-me-o?

Dere a frog live im a pool,
Sirg~song, Kitty, cam't you ki-me-o?
Sure he was de bigges'! fool,
Simgesong, Kitty, can't you ki-me-o?

For he could dance and he could sing
Simg-song, Kitty, caa't you ki-me~o?
And mgke de woods aroun' him ring

Sing-song, Kitty, can't you ki-me-o?'
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"0ld massa didm't hold with de way some mean massas treat dey niggers.
Dere a place or our plantatiom what us call 'De old meadow.' It was common
for rumawsy niggers to have place 'long de way to hide and res' when dey run
off from mean massa. Masse ueed to give 'em somethim' to eat whem dey hide
dere. I saw dat place operated, though it wask't knowed by dat dem, but
long time after I fimds out dey call it part of de 'Umderground railroad.'!
Dey was stops like dat all de way up to de morth,

"7e have went down to Columbie when I 'bout 1l year 6ld and dat where
de first gum fired., Us rush back home, but I could say I heered de first
guns of de war shot, at Fort Sumter,

"Vhen Gem'ral Shermsa come 'cross de Savammnah River im South Carolina,
some of he sojers came right 'cross us plantatiom. All de meighbors have
brung dey cottom and stack it in de thicket on de Lipscomb place, Shermen
mern find i1t and sot it on fire, Dat cottom stack was big as a little court-
house and it took two months' burmia',

"My o0ld messa run off and stay in de woods a whole week when Sherman

men come through. BHe did.n!t need to worry, 'cause us took care of every-

thin', Dey a fummy song us make up 'bout him rumnim' off in de woods. I

know it was make up, 'csuse my umcle have a hand im it. It went like dis:

fWhite folks, have you seed 0ld massa

Up de road, with he mustache oa?

Bs pick up he hat and he leave real suddem
And I 'lieve he's up and gone,

(Chorus)
1014 massa Tun away
And us darkies stay at home.
It mus® be mow dat Kingdom's comin!
And de year of Jubilee,

o
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'He look up de river and he seed dat smoke

Where de Limcoln gumboats lay.

He big 'muff and he 0ld 'muff and he orter know better,
But he gone and rum awsy.

Now dat overseer waat to give trouble

And trot us 'round a spsll,

But we lock him up in de smokehouse cellar,

With de key done throwed in de well,®t

“Eight after dat I start to be boy what rum mail from camp to
canp for de sojers, Ome time I capture by a bumch of deserters what wes
hidim* in de woods 'lomg Pacolet River, Dey dida't hurt me, though, but
dey mos' ecare me t0 death., Dey parolqho and turn me loose,

"All four my youmng massas g0 t6 de war, all but Elias, He
too old, Smith, he kilt at Mamgssas Juynction. Natham, he git he finger
shot at de first round at Fort Sumter, But when Billy was wounded at
Howard Gap in North Caroclina and dey drumg him home with he Jaw split open,
I 80 mad I could have kilt all de Yamkees, I say I be happy iffer I could
kill me Jes! ome Yankee, I hated dem 'cause dey lurt my white pecple.
Billy was disfigure awful whem he jaw split and he teeth 3ll shire through
he cheek,

"After was was over, old massa call us up and told us ws free
but he 'vise mot leave de plece till de crop was through. Us all stsy. Dea
us select us homes and move to it, Us folks move to Sem Littlejohm's, north
of Thicketty Creck, where us stay two year., Dem us move beck to Billy Lips-
comb, de youmg massa, and stgy dere two more year. I's right smart good
bamjo picker im dem day. I kin 'member one dem somge jes'! as good todgy as
whern I pick it. Dat was:

tEarly ia de morain'

Dom't you hear de doge a~barkin'?

Bow, wow, wow!
. e
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(Chorus)
'Hush, msh, boys
Dor't make a noise,
Massa's fest a-sleepin’,
Run to de baranyard
Wake up de boys
Let's have banjo pickin',
'Early im de mornin!
Don't you hear dem roosters crowinm'?
Cockma~doodle~do, .

"I come im contec' with de Klu Klux, Us lef'! de nlamtation
in '65 or '€6 and by '68 us was havin! sich a awful time with de Klu Klux,
First time dey come to my mamma's house at midmight and claim dey sojers
done come back from de dezd. Dey all dress up in sheets and make up like
spirit. Dey groan 'round and say dey beem kilt wromgly and come back
for justice, Ome man, he look jus'! like ordinary mm , but he spring up
'bout eightben feet high all of a suddemt, Another say he so thirsty
he ain't hmve no water since he beem kilt at M nassas Jynction. He ask
for water and he jes® kept pourim' it im, Us thirk he sho! must be a
spirit teo drink dat much water, Course he not drinkin'! it, he pourim' it
in a bag under he sheet. My mamms never did take up no truck with spirits
s0 she kmowed it jes' a man. Dey tell us what dey gwine do iffen we dom't
all go back t0 us massaes =2nd us all 'grees and dem dey a2ll dis'pear.

"Den us move to New Prospect on de Pacolet River,om de Perry
Clemmons' place. Dat in de upper edge of de county and dat where de second
swarm of de Klu Klux come out., Dey claim dey gwine kill everybody what am
Repub'cam. My daddy charge with bein! a lesder 'momgst de niggers. He
make speech amd 'struct de niggers how to vote for Grant's first 'lection,

De Klu Klux want to whip him and he have to sleep in a holler log every

nighto

=B
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"Dey's 2 old mem name Uncle Bart what live 'bout hglf mile from
us. De Klu Klux come to us house one night, but my daddy done hid, Den I
heer dem say dey gwine go kill 0ld man Bart, I jump out de window and
cut short cut through dem wood and warn him. He git out de house im time
and I save he 1life De fumny thing, I knowed 31l dem Klu Klux, Spite dey
sheets and things, I knowed dey voices and dey saddle hosses,

"Dey one white man name Irving Ramsey. Us play fiddle together
lots of time, When de white boys dance dey allus wants me to go to plgy for
dey party. Ome day I say to dat boy, 'l dome knowed you last night.! He
say, 'What ycu mean?! 1 say, 'You one dem Klu Klux.,' He wamt to know how
I kmow, 1 say, 'Member whea you go under de chestmut trcs =nd say, "Whoa,
Somt, whoa, Somt, to your hoss?" He say, 'Yes,' and I laugh and say, 'Well,
IVe right-up in dat tree.' ©Dey all knuwed I knowed dem dem, but I mever
told on dem. Whem dey seed I aln't gwimeter isll, dey never try whip my
daddy or kill Umcle Bart no more,

"I aim't mever beem tc school but I jes'! picked up readia', With
some my first momey I ever earn I bluy me a 0ld blue-back Webster. I carry
dat book wherever I goes, When I plows down a row I stop at de end to rest
and den I overlook de lesson, I tmember one ds very first lessons was,
1%vil commuaications 'rupts good morals,' I knowed de words 'evil' and
'200d' and a white manm 'splain de others., I beer done use dat lesson 21l
ny life.

"After us left de Pacolet River us stay in Atlemta a little

while and dem I go on to Louisiasa. I done lef' Spartamburg completely

-"Pee
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in ¥7€ Tut 1 dide't git into Texas t111 1882, I fim'lly git to Bremhem,
Texas and marry Rachel Pimchbeck two year after, Us was marry im church
and have sevem chillen. Den us sep'rate, I heem batchimg 'bout 20 yeer
ard I done los' track mos'! dem chillem. My gal, Iula, live in Beaumont,
and Will, he in Chicago,

"Every time I tells dese miggers I's from South Carolina dey
all sey, 'O, he bound to make a heap,' I could be a comjure doctor and
make plenty momey, but dat ain't good. Im slavery time dey's men like dat
'garded as beim'! dangerous. Dey make cherms and put bad mouth om vou,

De 0ld folks wears de rabbit foot or coon foot end sometime a silver dime
or a fishin' string to keep off de witches, Some dem old comjure people
make lots of money for charm 'geinst ruim or cripplim' or dry up de blood.

But I don't take up mo truck with things like dat.

SERRBRRRRD
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. BETTY FARROW, 90, now living

“with a 86n on e farm in Moser
Valley, a Negro settlement ten
miles northeast of Fert Worth
on Texas Highway No, 15, was
born a slave to Mr, Alex Clark,
plantation owner in Patrick Co.,
Virginia,

"I's glad to tell what I knows, but yous have to 'scuse
me, 'canse my 'collection am bad. I jus' den' 'member much, but I's
bo'n on Masta Alex Clark's plantation in Petrick County, Virginny,
on Jyne 28th, 1847, Det's what my memmy tol* me, You see, we cullud
folks have no scnoolin' dem days and I can't read or wrive, I nas te
depen' on what folks tells me,

"Masta Clark has rignt smart plantation in ole Virginny and
he owns 'bout twenty other slaves dat wo'ked de big plece. He had three
girls and four boys and when I's a cnile we'uns played togedder end weluns
'tached te each otner 211 our lives,

"In mammy's family dere was five boys and four girls, I don!
'member my peppy. When I's 'bout ten, I's set to work, peddalin' 'reund
de house, |

"tbeut three years 'fore de war marster sol' his plantation
for te go to Texas, I 'members de day we'uns started in taree covered
wagons, gll leaded. 'Twas celebration dsy for us chillun. We trevels
trom daylight to dark, 'cept to feed and res' de mules at noon., I don'
rec'lec' how leng we was on de way, but 'twas long time and 'twarn't no

celebration towards de las®, After while we comes to Sherman, in Texas,
te our new farnm,

-]
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"When we was dere 'oeut a yeer, dere am heaps et treubvle,
Dere was a miighbor, Shields, he's drivin' wood te town and goesn'cress
mesta's yard and dey have arg'ments. One dsy we chillen playin' and
masta settin' on de frent porch and Snields come up ae read. Masta steps
bim when ne starts 1o cress de yard and de fust thing we knows, we nears
‘beng! and dat Suields snoevs de masva aud we sees nim tall, Dey sen's
young Alex for de doctor and he makes dat mule run like ne never run !fore,
De dector comes in de nouse and looks av ae mastva, aud listens to nis negrt
and says, 'He am dead,! Dere was pewerful serrow in dat home,

"After dat, Masta Alex takes charge, and in 'beut ene year, ne says,
IWe tuns goiﬁ' to Fort Worth.' Se we goes, and ir I rect!lec's rignt, dat year
de war started., Arcer dat, dere was times dere wasn' eneugh to mske de
clethes, but we'uns allus nad plenty te eat, aud we gives lots or teed te
de army ﬁans.

"I don' 'memoer bein' tel! I!s 1ree., we'lyns stayed rigat dere en
de rarm, ‘cause it was ae only nome we knew and ne reason to go. I suays
dere tiil I's twenty-seven years oLe, den I marries and my husbsn'! rents
land., We'uns nes ten cnillun and semetimes we has to skimp, but we gets
on, When my husban'! dies fifteem years aze, I comes nere, 1is allus veen

300 busy tendin' to my 'sponsibilities for te git in de debilmen?!, and now

I's happy, tendin' to my great gren'chile,

S ARBRS
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JOHN FINNELY, 86, was born a slave
to Martin Finnely, in Jackson Co,,
Algbama. During the Civil War ten
slaves escaped from the Finnely
plantation, Their success led John
to escape, Ne joined the Federal
Army, John farmed from 1865 until
1917, then moved to Fort Worth, Tex.,
and worked in packing plants until
1930. He unow lives a2t 2812 Cliff
St., Fort Worth, his snle support
a $17,00 monthlyv pension.

"Alabama am de state whare I's born and dat 86 pezr-ago, in Jackson
County, on Massa Martin Finnely's plantation, and him owms 'bont ?5 other
slaves 'sides mammy and me, My peppy am on dat plantation but I don't
know him, 'cause mammy nevar talkks 'bout him 'cept to say, 'He zm here,'

"Massa run de cotton plantation but raises stock and feed and corn
-
and cane 2nd rations for de humans sich as us, It am diff'rent when I's
& young'un dan now, Den, it 2m needful for %o raise evergthins yous need,
'cause dey couldn't *pend on factory mede goods, Dey c¢0uld buy shoes and
clothes and sich, but we'uns could make dem so rmuch cheaper.

"fhat we'uns mnke? 'Low n2e to 'collect a&i'l. Let's see, we'uns
mzke shoes, 2nd lsather »nd clothes »nd cloth apd grinds de meal., And
we'uns cures de meat, preserves de fruit and meke 'lsssas g2nd brown suger,
All de harness for d4 mules and de hosses is make and de carts for haulin'.
An dat all? Oh, yes, mass> moke pesch brandy and him have he own still,

"De work »m 'vided 'twixt de cullud folks and u:s dlus have certai;
duties to do. I's =m de field hend and bafo' I's 0ld 'nough for to do dat,
dey has me help with de chores and errands,,

"Us have de cabins of logs with one room and one door and one window

hole and bunks for sleepin'. But no cookin' am done dere, It gn done in

-1-



Ex~slave Stories Page Two ‘5‘}
(Texas)

de cookhouse by de cooks for all us niggers and we'uns eats in de eatin' shed,
De retions am good, plain victusls and dere plenty of it and 'bout twict a
week dere somethin' for treat. Massa sho' am 'ticular 'bout feedin!, 'speciglly
for de young'u-s in de nursery. You see, dere am de nursery for sich what
needs care while dere mammies am a-workin', B

"Massa feed plenty =nd him 'mend plenty work., Dst cause heap of
trouble on dat plantation, 'cause whippin's o mziven and hard ones, too. Lots
of times at de end of de day I's so tired I's couldn't speak for to stop de
mule, I jus! have to lean back on de lines,

"Dis nigger never gits whupped 'cept for dis, befo! I's o field
hend, Massa use me for huntin' and use me for de gun rest., When him have de
long shot I bends over and puts de hands on de iknees and massa puts his gun
on my back for to git de good aim, Yhat him kills I runs and fotches and
carriesg de gamé for him. I turns de squirrels for him and dat dispw-y: de
squirrel allus go to udder side from de hunter =and I walks 'round de tree
and de squirrel see me z2nd go to massa's side de tree and he gits de shot.

"A11 dat not so bad, but when he shoots de duck in de water 2nd I
has to fotch it out, dat give me de worryment., De fust time he tells me
to go in de pond I's skeert, powe'ful skeert, I takes off de shirt and pants
but there I stands., I steps in de water, den beck 'gain, end 'gain, Massa
am glttin' mad., He say, 'Swim in dere and git dat duck.! 'Yes, sar, massa,'
I says, but I won't g0 in dat water till massa hit me some licks. I couldn't
never git use to bein' de water dog for de ducks,

"De worst whuppin' I seed was give to Clarinda. She hits m=assa
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with de hoe 'ceuse he try !'fare with her and she try stop him., She am put
on de log ond give 500 lashes, <he »m over dat log all day and when dey takes
her off, she gn limp and 2ct deadlike. For a weelk she am in de bunk, Dat
whuppin' cause plenty trouble and dere lots of arg'ments 'mong de white folks
'round dere, |

"We has some joyments on de plzntation, no parties or dancin' but
we has de corn huskin'! snd de nigger fights. Tor de corn huskin' everybody
come to one plece and day gives de prize for findin' de red esar, On massa's
plece de prize am brandy or you am 'lowed to kiss de gal you calls for.
While us uskin' us sing lots. No, no, Ils not gzwine sing any dem songs,
'cause I's forgit ~nd my voice sound like de brar of de mule,

"De nigger fights am more for de white folks' joyment but de
.slayes am 'lowed to see it, De massas of plantations match dere niggers
'cording to size and bet on dem, Massa Finnely have one nigger what weighs
'"bout 150 pounds aﬁd him powerful good fighter and he like to fight, None
lasts long witii him., Den 2 new niggers comes to fight him,

"Dat fight am held a2t night by 4e pine torck light. A ring am
made by de f8lks stendin' 'round in de circle. Deys 'lowed to do snything
with dey hands and head and teeth. Nothin' barred 'cept de knife and de
club, Dem two niggers gits in de ring and Tom he starts quidc, 2nd dat new
nigger he starts jus' as quick, - Dat 'sprise Tom =nd when dey comes togedder
it like two bulls -- kersmesh -~ it sounds like dat. Den it am hit and kick
and bite and butt gnywhere and any place for to best de udder. De one nn de

bottom hites knees or anything him can do. Dat's de way it go for half de
hour,
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"Fin'ly dat new nigger gits Tom in de stomach with he knee and 2
lick side de jaw at de same time and down go Tom end de udder nigger Jumps
on him with both feets, den gtraddle him and hite with right, left, right,
left, right, side Tom's head., Dere Tom lay, makin' no 'sistence, ZEvervbody
am saysin', 'Tom have met he match, him am done,' Both om bleedi;' and am
awful sight. Well, dat new nigger 'laxes for to git he wind and den Tom,
quick like de flash, flips him off and jump to he feet and befo' dat new
nigger could git to he feet, Tom kicks him in de stomach, 'gain and 'gein.
Dat nigger's body start to quaver and he massa sgy, 'Dat 'nough.' Dat de
clestest Tom ever come to gittin' whupvoed what I's know of,

"I becomes a rungway nigger short time after dat fight. Ne war am
started den for 'bout a year, or somethin' like dat, and.de Fed'rels am
north of ug, I hesrs de niggers talk Vbout it, and 'bout runnin' 'way to
freedom, I thinks and thinks 'bout gittin' freedom, =2nd I's gwine run off,
Den I thinks of de patter rellers gnd what happen if dey cotches me off de
plece without de pass, Den I thinks of some joyment sich 2s de corn huskin'!
and de fights and de singin' and I don't know what to do, I tells you one
singin' but I can't sing it:

"!De moeenlight, a shinin' star,
De big owl hootin' in de tree;

0, bye, ny baby, ain't yeu gwineter sleep,
A-rockint! on my knee?

WiBye, my heney baby,
A=rockin' on my knee,
Baby done gone to sleep,
Owl hush heetin' in de tree.

R1She gone to sleep, horey baby sleep,
A~rockin' on my, a~reckin' en my knee,'!

N o
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"New, back to de freedom, One night 'bout ten niggers run
away. De next day we'uns hears nothin', 0 I says to myself, 'Ds patters
don't cotch dem,' Den I makeﬁiup my mind to go and I leaves with de chunk
of meat and cornbread and am on my way, half skeert to death. I sho' has de
eyes open gnd de ears forwerd, watchin' for de patters, I steps off de road
in de night, at sight of anything, and in de day I takes to de woods, It
tskes me two days to make dat trip and jus' once de patters pass me by, I
am in de thicket watchin' dem and I's sho' dey gwine search dat thicket, 'cause
dey stops and am z-taldn' and_lookin' ny way. 'Dey staends dere for a 1i'l bit
and den one comes my way. Lewd A-mighty! Det sho' look like de end, but dat
man stop and den look and look. Den he pick up somethin' and goes back. It
am a bottle and dey all tgkes de drink and rides on. I's she' in de sweat and
I don't tarry dere loné.

"De Yanks am camped nere Bellfound and dere's where I gits to. 'Magine
my 'sprise when I finds all de ten runaway niggers am dere, too. Dat em on a
Sunday and en de Monday, de Yanks puts us on de freight train and we goes to
Stevenson,in Alagbama. Dere, us put to work buildin' breastworks, But after
de few days, I gits sent to de headquarters at Nashville, in Tennessee,

"I's water toter dere for de ermy and dere am no fightin'! at first
~ but 'fore long dey starts de battle. Dat battle am a 'sperience for me,
De noise am awful, Jus' one steady ¥aar of de guns and de cannons, De window
glass in Nashville am all shoke out frem de shakement of de cannons, Dere am

dead mens gll over de ground end lets of wounded and some cussin' and some

prayin'. Seme am mosnim' and dis and dat one cry for de water and,God 4~-mighty,

Do
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I don't want any sich 'gain, Dere am men carryin' de derd off de field,
but dey can't keep up with de cannons. I helps bury de dead and den I gits
sent to Murphysboro and dere it am jus' de same.

"You kmows when Abe Lincoln am shot? Well, I's in Neoshville den and
it sam near de end of de war and I am standin'! on Brogdway Street g;lkin'
with de sergeant when up walk a man and him shakes hands with ne aznd says,
'I's proud to meet a brave, young fellow like you.'! Dat man am Andrew
Johnson and him come to be president after Abe's dead,

"I stays in Nashville when de war am over and I marries Tennesszee

House in 1875 and she died July 10th, 1936. Dat make 61 vear dat we'uns

am togedder, Her old missy am now livin' in Arlington Heights, right

here in Fort Worth and her name 2m Mallard and she come from Tennessee, too,

"I cemes here fram Tennessee 51 year ago and at fust I forms and den
I works for de packin' plants till dey lets me out, 'canse I's too old for
to do 'nough werk for dem,

"I has eight beys and three girls, dat mske eleven chillen, and dey
makin'! scatterment all over de country se I's alone in my old age. I has
dat $17.00 de month pension what I gits from de State,

"Dat gm de end of de road.

PPTTTIN
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SARAH FCORD, whose agge is prob-
lemetical, but who says, 9Its
been here for a long time," lives
in 2 small cottage at 3151 Clayr
St., Houston, Texas, 3orn on the
Kit Patton plantation near ¥est
Oolumbia, Texas, Aunt Sarah was
probably about fifteen yaars old
when emgnicipated, She had elevan
children, the first born during
the storm of 1875, at ZEast Col-
umbia, in which Saragh's mother
and father both psrished,

"Law me, "ou wants me to talk 'bout slave times, znd vou is

cotched m= 'fore I's had my coffes dis mornin', but when you gits old

as I is, talk is 'hout 211 vou can do, soO 'gcuse me whilst I puts de

lf - coffee pot on de fire and tell vou what I cen,

9(93; "Now, what I telk vou is de truth, 'cause I onlv told one little
lie in my whole life ond I got cotched in it and got whipped both ways.
Oh, Lawd, I sho' never won't forget dat, mama sho' was mad, tema sends
ne ove- to Sally Ann, the cow women, to get some milk and onions, I
never did like to borrow, so I comes back with the milk and tell mama
Sally Ann say sh= egin't ~ot no onions for no africans., Dat méke marma
mad end she goes tell dat Sally Ann Sgmethin', She brung back de onions
and say, 'You, Sareh, I'll larn vou not to tell no lie,' She sho' give
me 2 hidin!,

"Now, I tells you 'bout de plantation what I's born on. You all
knows where West Columbia is at? Tell, dat's right where I's born, on
Massa Kit Patton's Plantation, dey calls it de Hozg place now,"{Owned
by children of Gov, Will Hozg.)

"Mamme and papa belonss to Massa Kit »nd mema born there, too,
Folks called her 'Little Jane,' tcause she no bigger!'n nothing,

e
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"Pspa's neme was Mike and he's a tannar and he come from Ten-
nesses and sold to Massa Kit by a nigger trader, He wasn't 211 black, he
was part Indian, I heared him say what tribe, but I can't 'lect now.
When I's growsd nema tells me lots of things, She say ds white folks
don't let de slgves what works in de fimld umarry none, dey jus' put; a
man and breedin' woman together like mules, Iffen the women don't like
the man it don't make no difflrence, she batter go or dey givas her g
hidin?',

"Massa Kit hes two brothers, Masss Cherles and M~ssa Matt,
what lives at West Columbis, Massa Kit on one side Vornev's (Creek =nd
Massa Charles on de other side. 2ssa Kit have a Arfican woman from
Kentucky for he wife, and dat's de t»uth, I ain't sayin' iffen she a
real wife or not, but all de slaves has to call her 'Miss Hachel,?! But
iffen a bird fly up in de sky it mus' come down sometime, snd Rachel
Jus'! like dat bird, 'couse Massa Kit go crazr and die and Massa Charles
teke over de plantation and he takes Rachel and puts her to work in ds
field. But she don't stay in de field long, 'cause Massa Charles puts
her in a house by herself and she don't work no more,

"If us gits sick us call Memmy Judy. She ce cook and iffen vou
puts a sugar barrel 'long side her and puts = face on dat barrel, you sho!
can't tell it fram her, she so round and fat. Iffen us git real sick dey
calls de doctor, but iffen it a zisery in de stomach or jus' de flux,

Memmy Judy fix up some burr vine tea or horsemint tea. Dey de male burr

vine and de female burr vine and does a woman or gal git de misery, dey

gives 'em de female tea, and does a man,or bov chile git 1it, dey gives

-

32



Ex~-slgve Stories Page Three
(Texas)

him de mele vine tea,

"Scuse me while I pours me some coffee, It sho' do fortify me,
You know what us drink for coffee in slave times? Parched meal, and it
purty good iffen vou know's how, i
"Us don't have much singin' on our place, 'cepting at church on
Sunday., Law me, de folks what works in de fields feels more like cryin!
at night, Us chillen used to sing dis:
"tihare vou goin', buzzard,

Where you gwine to go?

I's goiin' down to new ground,

For to mnt Jim Crow,!

"I guess Massa Charles, what trken us when Massz Kit die, was 'Dbout
e szme as 1l white folks what owned slaves, some good and some had, ‘e has
plenty to eat -- more'n I h=s now -~ and plenty clothes and shoss, But de
overseer was Uncle Big Jake, what'!s hleck like de rest of us, but he so mean
I 'spect de devil done make him overseer down below long time ago, Dat de
bad part of Massa Charles, fcouse he lets Uncle Jzke whip de slaves so much
dat some like my pepa what had spirit was 211 de time runnin' 'way, And even
does your stomach be full, and does you have plenty clothes, dat bullwhip on
vour bare hide meke vou forgit de good part, and dat's de truth.
"Uncle Big Jake sho' work de slaves from earlv mornin' till night,

When you is in de field you better not lag none. Wﬁ?n its fallin! weather

de hands is put to work fixin! dis and dat., De women what has 1i'l chillen

don't have to work so hard. Dey works 'round de sugar house and come 11 o'clock

dey quits and cares for de babies till 1 o'clock, and den works till 3 o'clock

w-Som
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and quits,

"Massa Charles have a arbor nnd dat's where we hns preachint. One
day old Uncle Lew preachin' and he say, 'De Lawd moke everyone to come in
unity and on de level, both whits snd black.,! ‘hen Massa Charles hears
"bout it, he don't like it none, and de next mormin' old Uncle Jake ‘git Uncle
Lew and put him out in de field with de rest.

"Messa Charles run dat plantation jus! like a factory. Unele Cip
was sugar man, my pspa tanner and Uncle John Austin, what have g wooden leg,
am shoemazker and mske de shoes with de brass toes, Law me, day hegps of
things go on in slave time what won't go on no more, 'cause de bright light
come and it ain’t dark no more for us black folks, Iffen a nigser run away
and dey cotch him, or does he come back 'cause he hongry, I seed Uncle Jake
stretch him out on de ground and tie he hands and feet to posts so he cen't
move none, Den he git de piece of iron what he call de 'slut' and whet is
like a bdlock of wood with little holes in if, and fill de holes up wit}\x
tallow and put dat iron in de fire till de greazse sizzlin' hot and hold it
over de pore nigger's back and let dat hot gllease drap on he hide, Den he
take de bullwhip and whip up and down, and a¥fter all det throw de pore nigger
in de stockhouse and chain him up a couple days with nothin'! to eat. Ny
vapa carry de grease scars on he back till he die.

"Massa Charles =nd Uncle Jake don't like papa, 'cause he ain't so
black, and he had spirit, fcause he part Indian. Do somethin' go wrong
and Uncle Big Jake say he gwine to give paps de whippin', he runs off. One

time he gone a whole yea =nd he sho' look like a monkey when he gits back,

with de hair standin! straight on he head and he face. Papa was mighty good
(
e



Ex-slave Stories Page Five
(Texas) '

to mama and me and dat dgonly reason he ever come back from runnin' 'way, .
to see us, He knowed he'd git a whippin! but he come asnywagy. Dey never ~
could cotch papa when he run 'way, 'cause he part Indisn. Massa Charles
even gits 0ld Nigger Kelly what lives over to Sandy Point to track i)apa
with he dogs, but pape wade in water and dey can't track him,

"Dey knows papa is de bhest tanner 'round dat part de country, so
dey doesn't sell him off de place, I 'lect éapa. sayin' dere one place
-special where he hide, some German folks, de name Ebbling, I think, While
he hides dere, he tans hides on de sly like and dey feeds him, and lots
of mornin's when us open de cabin door on a shelf jus' 'bove is food for
moma and me, and sometime store clothés. No one ain't see papa, but dere
it is, One time he brung us dresses, and Uncle Big Jake heered 'bout it
and he sho'! mad 'cause he can't cotch papa, and he say )to nema ‘he gwine to
whip her 'less she tell him where papa is., Mama say, 'Fore God, Uncle Jake,
I don't know, fcause I ain't seed 'hiix since he run 'wgy,' and jus' den papa
come 'round de corner of de house, Hé save mama from de whippin' but papa
got de hot gresse draspped on him like I told you Uncle Big Jake did, and
got put in de stockhouse with shackles on him, and kep' dere three three
days, and while he in dere mama has de goin' down pains and my sister,Rachel,

is born;

"When freedam come, I didn't know what dat was. I 'lect Uncle Charley
Burns what drive de buggy for MassaCharles, come runnin' out in de yard and

| holler, 'Everybody free, everybody free,! and purty soon sojers comes and
.  de captain reads a 'mation. And, Law me, dat one time MassaCharley can't

wBe
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open he mouth,'cause de captain tel! him to shut up, dat h='d do de talkin',
Den de captaip say, 'I come totell you de slaves is free and you don't have
to call nobody master no more,! Well, us jus' mill 'round like cattle do.
Messa Charley say if‘fen us wants to stay h='ll pgy us, all 'cepting my papa.
He say, 'You can't stay here, 'cause you is a had 'fluence.' -

"Papa left but come back with a wagon and mules what he borrows and
loads mama and; my sister and me in and us go to East Columbiz on de Braéos
river and settles down. Dey hires me out and us heve our own patch, too, and
dat de fust time I ever seed any money., Papas builds a cabin &nd a corn cribd
and us sho' heppy, 'cause de bright light done come and dey no more whippin's,

"One night us jﬁs' finish eatin supper and someone holler 'Hello.' You
know who it was h<.)ller? 014 Uncle Big Jake., De black folks all hated him so
dey wouldn't have no truck with him ond he ask my papa could he stay. Papa
didn't like him none, 'cause he done traat pspa so bad, but de old devil jus'
beg so hard papa takes him out to de corn crib a.n@ fix a place for him and he
stay most a month till he taken sick and died,

"I stays with papa end mame till I marries Wes Ford and I shows you
how de Lawd done give and take awsy. Wes and I has a cebin by ourselves near
I?apa's and I is jus' 'bout to have my first baby. De wind start dlowin' and
it git harder and harder and right when its de worst de bahy comes, Dat in
175 and whilst I havin' my baby, de wind tear de cabin where mams and papa 1s
to pleces and kilt 'em. My sister Rachel was with me so she wasn't kilt,

Well, I cen't complein, 'cause de Lawd sho" been good to me, Wes
and all 'cept four my chillen ié dead now, I has stx'boys and five gals.

- But de ones what is aslive is pore like dey mammy. But I praises de Lawd

'oamse do bright 1ight am turned on.

26
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KILLIE FORWARD, about 95 years old,
» was born a slave of Jason Forward, in
) Jasper, Texas. She has spent her en-
e, tire life in that vicinity, and now
lives in Jasper with her son, Joe }McRay.
Millie hns been totally blind for fif-
teen years and is v:ry deaf,

"Us us=d to live 'bout four nmile east of Jasper, on de Newton
Highwey, I reckon I's 'bout 95 year old and I thank de Lawd I's been
spared dis long. Some myv old friends sav I's 100, and maybe I is, I
feels like it,.

"I's born in Alabama and mammy have jus' got up when de white
folks brung us out west, Pappy's nawe Jim Forward and mammy name Mary.
Dey lef! pappy in Alabama, 'cause ne 'long to 'nother massa,

"My massa nane Jason Forward and he own a lot of slaves, I work
58 housegirl énd wait on de white women, Missus name am Sarah Ann Forward,
Massa Jason he own de fust drugstore in Jnsper, I have de sister, Susan,
and de brudder, Tom, Massa and missus, dey treats us jes' like cdey us
pepry and maumy.

"Us have more to eat den dan us do now, Us never was xnowed to
be without mezt, 'cause massa raise plenty pigs, Us have fish and possum
and coon and deer and everything. Us have biscuits and cake, too, but
us drink bran meal coffee, Massa and missus has no chillen and dey give
us feast and have biscuits and ceke. Befo'! Christmas massa go to town
and buy all kinds candy and torvs and say, 'Millie, vyou go out on de
gallery and holler and tell Santy not forgit fill your stockin! tonight.?
I holler loud as I can and nex' normin' my stockin' chock full.

-1-
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"After freedom come, us stavs right on with massa and missus. Massa
teach school for us at night. Us learn A B { and how spell cat and dng and nigger.
Den one day he git cross and scold us and us'didn't Z0 bacx to schnol no more, TUs
didn't bave sense 'nmough to lmow he tryvin' do us good.

"Den missus glt sick, but she dat good, dat wnen one c.llud man git
drown in de'river she sit up in bed and make he shroud and massa feed de whole
crowd de two days dey findin' de body. After him bury, missus git worse and
say, 'Jason, pull down de blind, de 1li,ht am so briznt it hurt my eyes.' Den
a big, white crane come light on de chimney and us chillen throw rocks at him,

but he jes! shaxe he hez2d and ruffle he feathers and still sit dere, I tells
you dat de light of Heaven shinin' on missus and iffen ever a wonan went dere,
she did, She de bes' white woman I ever see, De day siie die, I cry ell day,
"When de sojers go to de war, every man take‘a.slave to wait on him
and tase care he camp and cook, After de end of war, when de sojers gwine houe,
don't know how many Yankeea pass through Jesper, but it sound like de roar of
a storn comin'. ZEvery officer have he wife ridin' right by he side, Dey wives
come t0 g0 nome with dem, Dey thousands bluecoats, ridin' two abreas',

"When I young lady, dey have tourn'ments at Adrien Ryall ploce west

of Jasjer and de one what cotch de hoss bridle de most times, git crown gueen,
I gits to be queen every time. I looks like a queen now, doessn't I?

"After us git free a long time, me and Susan and Tom us work heard
end buy us de bluck land farm., But de deed git burnt up ~nd us didn't know
how to git 'nother deed, and a young nigger call McRay, he come fodlin' 'round

ne and makin' love t0 me, He find out us don't have.no deed no more and he claim

dat farm and take it 'way from us and leave me with 1i'l baby boy what I names
Joe Millie . 4
- McRay., But never 'gain, I never marries,

- 2.
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"Us done work in de cotton field and wash many a long day to
pay for dat farm. Bun dat boy growed to be a good man and I live with him and
he wife now, And he bor, Bob, am better still, He Jjes' work so hard and he
buy fine 1i'l home in Jasper and marry de bes' gal, mos' white, Deyvhave nice
fur'ture ané das and lights and everything.

"Dey treat us purty good in slavery days but I'd rathe: be free,
but it purty hard to be blind so long and most deaf, too, but I thank de Lawd
I's not sufferin!, I gits de pension of 'leven dollars a month., I's so old
I can't 'member much, only sometime, things comes to me I tho.gnt I forgot long
time sgo. 1I's h=d it purty hard to pav for de farm and den have it stoled
from me when I's old and blind, but de good Lawd, he know all 'bout it and we

all got to stand 'fore de jedgment some day soon.

WERR g
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LOUIS FOWLER, 84, was born a
slave to Robert Beaver, in

Macon Co,, Georgiz, Fowler did
not take his father's name, but
thet of his stepfather, J, Fowler,
After he was freed, Louis farmed
for several years, then worked in
packing plants in Fort Worth, Tex.
He lives at 2706 Holland St,,Fort
Worth,

"Dis cullud person am B4 yesrs old and I's born on de plante~
tion of Massa Robert Beaver, in 0ld Georgia. He owned my nammy and
'bout 50 slaves, Now, 'hout my pappy, I lets you judge. Look szt my
hair. De color am red, ain't it? My beard am red and my eyes is
brown and my skin am light yellow. HNow, who does you think my pappy
was? You don't know, of course, but I knows, 'cau§e on dat planta-
tion am a man dat am over six feet tall and h%s hair as red as a brick,
"My mammy am married to @ man named Fowler and he am owned by
Mass, Jack Fowler, on de place next to ours, Our place am middlin' big
and fixed first class. He has first-cless quarter for us cullud folks.
De cabins am two and some three rooms and dey am built of logs and chink-
ed with a piece of wood and daubed with dirt to fill de cracks., De
way weluns fix dat dirt am take de cley or gumbo which am stickv when i
am wet. Dat dirt am soakxed with water till it stick together and den
hay or straw em mixed with it. When sich mud am daubed in de cracks
it stay end dem cabins am sho' windproof and warm,
"De treatment am good and Massa Beaver have de choice name 'mong
he neighbors for bein' good to he niggers. No Work'on Sundgy, no work on

P
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Saturday evenin's, Dex times was for de cullud folks to do for demselves,
ilassa Beaver ha\fe it fixed dissway, he 'low sach family a plece of groun'
and dey can raise what dey likes,

"De rations am measure out and de massa allus 'low plenty of meat
and we has wheat flour, Mos' de niggers don't have whezt flour,“ but massa
raiees de wheat and we gits it, We kin have 'lasses and brown sugar but
one thing we'uns has to watch am de waste, 'cause massa won't stand for dat.

"De meat am cured with de hick'ry wood smoke =nd if you could git
Jus! one taste dat ham and bacon you'd never eat none of this nowadays mest .
It sho' have 3 dif'rent taste.

Hje makes de cloth and de wool 2nd I could card and spin and weave
1fore ‘.["s big 'nough to work in de field, My ma;nmir lzarned me to help her,
We makes dve from de bark of walmut and de cherry and red ogk trees, and .
some from berries but what dey is I forgit, Iffen weluns wants clay red, we
buries de cloth in red clay for a week and it takes on de cdlor, Den we
soaks de cloth in cold salt water and it stays colored.

"Massa bullded a log church house for we'uns cullud folks for to
&0 to God., Dat nigger named Allen Beaver am de preacherma and de leader
in all de parties, 'cause him can play de fiddle. No, Allen am not edum-
cated, but can he preach a pow'ful sermon, O, Lawd! He am inspire from de
Lawd and he preached from his heartfelt,

"Dere am only one time dat a nigger gits whupped on dat planta-
tion and dat am not given by masss but by dem patterrollers. Massa don't
gin'rally 'low dem petterrollers whup on his place, and all de niggers from

round dere gllus run from de patterrollers onto messa's land and den dey

D
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safe. But in dis 'ticlar case, massa make de 'ception.

"1Twas nigger Jack what Aey chases home and he gits under de cgbin
and 'fused to come out. Massa ssy, 'In dis case I gwine make 'ception,
'canse dat Jack he am too unreas'able. He gllus chasin' after some nigger
wench and not satisfied with de pass I give, Give him 25 lsshes but don't
draw de blood or leave de marks.!

"fell, sar, it am de great sight to see‘Jack git dat whippin'., Him
am skeert, but dey ain't mrtin' him bad. Massa make him come out and dey
tie him to a post and he 'starts to bswl 2nd beller befo' a lick am strurk,
Say! Him beg like s good fellow. It am, 'Oh, massa, massa, Oh, massa, have
mercy, don't let 'em whup me.. Massa, I won't go off any more.' De patter-
rollers gives him a lick and Jack lets out s yell dat sounds like a mule
bray and twice as loud,

"“Dere used to be a patterroller song what sent lize dis:

"jp -de hill and down de holler
White man cotch nigger by de collar
Dat nigger run and dat nigger flew,
Dat nigger tore he shirt in two.,'

"Well, while dey's whuppin' dat nigger, Jack, he couldn!t run and
he couldn't tear he shirt in two, but he holler till he tesr he mouth in two.
Jack say he never go off without de pass 'gain and he kept he word, too.

"De big doin's am on Christmas Day and de massa have present for
ea,éh cullud person, Dey am little things and I laughs when I thinks of them,
but de culiud folks sho! 'joy dem and it show massa's heart am right. For de

chillen it am candy and for de women,a pin or sich,and for de men, a knife or

sich, On dat day, preachermen Allen sho' have de full hesry, and he preach

and preach,
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"But de war starts and it not so happy on messa's plesce and 'fore long
he two sons goes to dat w;u'. De massa show worryment 'cause dey fightin!
here and dere and den come de day when dey fight right nex' to de massa's
place. It am in de field next to we'uns and de two boys, youngg Charley
and he brother, Bob, am in de fight. It am for sev'ral days de amy am
a~marchin' to de field and gittin' ready for de battle. Durin' dat time,
de two boys comes home for a spell every dgy. Early one mornin' de shoot-
in' staerts and it am not much at first but it sin't long till it am a
steady thunder ond it keep up all day.

"De missy am walkin' in de yard and den go in de house and out
'¢ain, She am a~twistin' her hands and cryin'. She keeps sayin', 'Dey
sho' gits kilt, my poor bobies,!' De massa talk to her to quiet her,
Dat help me, too, 'cause I sho' skeert, Nodoby do much work dat dey, but
stand round with quiverments and when dey talk, dey voice quiver, ihy,
even de buildin's quivered. Every once in de while, dere am an extry
roar, Dat de cannon and every t.ime I heered it, I jumps. I's sent to
git de eggs and have 'bout five dozen in de basket, holdin' it in front of
me with my two hands. All a sudden, one of dem extry shoots comes and down
dis nigger kid go and my head hits into de basket, Dere I is, cggs oozin'
all round me and I so skeert and fussed up I jus' lays and kicks, I wents
to scream but I can't for de egzs in my mouth, To dis day I thinks of dat
battle every time I eats eges. |

"De nex' day after de battle am over, mos' us cullud folks goes to

de field, Some of 'em buries de dead, and I hears 'em tell how in de low

places de blood stend like water and de bodies all shoot to pleces,

=
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"Massa's sons not kilt and am de missy glad! She hase allus
colored folks come to de house and makeus kneel down and she thank de
Lawd for savin'! her sons. Dey even go to other places add fights, but
dey comes home after de war am over,

"Surrender come and m~ssa tells us we can stay or go and if we stay
he pay us wages or we works on shares., Some go and some stz . Mammy and
me goes to de Fowler place with my stepfather and we share crops for three
year.

"I stays with dem till I's 18 and den I gits married, Dat in 1871
end my wife died in 1928 =nd we'uns heove four chillen. All dat time I's
farmed till 'bout 30 year ago vhen I works in de packin' plant here in
Fort Worth. I works dere 20 years and den dey say I's tool old and since
den I works at de odd jobs till 'bout five years ap0,

"Since I's quit work at de packin' plant it am hard for dis cullud
verson, I soon uses up my savin's and den I's gone hongry plenty times,
My chillen am 01d and dey havin' de hard time, too, My friends helps me
e little and I gits de pension, but it =m only $3.00 a month and, course,
dat ain't 'nough.

"After all dese years I's worked and 'haved, I never thinks I comes

to where I couldn't git 'nough to eat. I's an wishful for de Lawd to call

me to jedgment,

L 11 ]
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(Texsas)
CHRIS FRANKLIN, 82, wes born
a slave of Judge Tobert J.
Looney, in 3Bossier Parish,
Louisians, Chris now lives
in Beaumont, Texas, and sup-
ports himself by gardening
and yard work, He is thrifty
and owns his own honme,

"Yes, suh, dis is Chris’Franklin. ‘I signs my name C, C. Frenklin,
dat for Christopher Columbus Franxlin, T's born in Bossier Parishk, up in
Louisiana, jes! twenty-five miles de other sice of Shreveport, I's born dere
in 1858, on Christmas Day, but I's raise up in Caddo Parish, 01d massa move
over dere when I 'bhout z venr old,

"0ld massa ngme Robert J, Looney and he z Jédze and lawyer, He have g
boy name R, J., Jr., but I's talicin' Ibout de old head, de old 'riginal, De
missy, her name Lettie Looney. He weren't no farmer, jes' truck farm 1o reise
de livin'! for he household znd slaves, He didn't have over.a half dozen growed
up slaves, Course, dey rears a lot of younz'uns.

"My pappy's name Solomon Lawson, He 'long to Jedge Lawson, what live
near us, dhen frceiom come, he done take de name Sol Franklin, what he s3y
em he pappy's nene,

"Jedge Looney hnve de ord'nary frazme house, Dey 'bout six, seven rooms
in it, all under one roof, TNe dinin'rosm and cook room wasn't built off to
deyself, like mos' big houses., It was a raise house, rnise up on high pillar§
and dey co.ld drive a hoss and buggy under it, He live on de Fairview Road.

"Us slaves all live in one big slave cabin, built out of plank, It
built sort-a like de 'partment hoﬁse. Dey four rooms and each fam'ly have one
room, Dey have o lamp and » candle for our comfort, It jes! a 1i'l, ord'nary
brass lamp. Dey used to make 'em out of wex and tallow, Dey raise dere own

bees and when dey rob de bee gums dey strain de Loney and melt de wa) with
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tallow to make it firmer, Tev tie one end de wick on de stick ‘cross de mold
~nd put in de meltad wox and tallow,
" Dey hnave a2 table and benches, too, 3But a chair d= rare thirg in a cabin.

Jey makKe som with de split hick;ry or rawhide bottom, Dey have hay mattress,
De tickxin' am rice sacks, Us have mud chimney, Dey fix sticks like BRe lzdder
a-d mix mud and moss and grass in what dey calls 'ecats'., Mey have rock backs,
and, man, us have a sho! 'nough fire in 'em, Put 2 stick long as me gnd big as
a2 porch post in dat fireplece, Tn cold weather dat last all day and all night.

"When de parents workin' in de field, somebodv look after de chillen., De
nammiss come in and nuss dem when time come, “; vhite folks never put on 'strictions
on de chillen till dey twelve, fourteen vesrs 0ld, Dey 211 wear de straight-cut
slip., Dey give de 1i'l gels de slip dress and 1i'l panties, In wintertims dey
give de boys de 1i'l coat =2nd pants and shoes, but no drawers or unnerwem Dey
give dem hard russet shoss in wintertime., Dey have brass toes, Dey plenty dur'ble,
In sumnertime us didn't see no shoe,

" Ue:sa Looney jes!' as fine de man as ever make tracks., Jaristmas time
conm, he give 'em a few dollars ~nd say go to the siore and buy what us want.
He give 211 de 1i'l nigger chillen gif's, jes' like he own, He git de jug of
whiskey and plenty eggs and make de big eggnog for everybody. He treat us cullud
folks jes' like he treat he own fam'ly. He never take no liquor 'cept at Christmss,
He give us lots to eat at Christmas, too.

"Somet ime 0ld missv come out and cell 211 de 1i'l niggars in de house to
play with her chillen, When us eat us have de tin plate and cup. Dey give us
plenty milkk and butter and 'taters and sich, Us all set on de floor and make 'way

with dem rations,
-2
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"Dey had a 1i'l church house for de niggers and preachin'!.in de afternoon,
and on into de night lots of times., Dey have de cullud preacher, He couldn't
rend, He jes' preach from net'ral wit and what he larn from white folks, De
whole outfit profess to be Bapti;'.

"De marryin' business go through by what messa say. De fellow git de
massa's consen', lassa mos'ly say yes without waitin', 'cause marrvin' mean more
niggers for him comin' on, He git de jedge or preacher to marrv dem, Iffen de
man live on one plantation and de gal on 'nother, he have to git de pass to go see
her, Dat so de patterrollers not git him,

"De slaves used to have balls end frolics in dey cabins, But iffen dey
go to de frolic on 'nother plantation dey git de pass. Dat so dey can cotch
runaway niggers. I never heared of stealin' niggers, 'cept dis-a~way., Sometime
de runaway nigger git fifty or hundred miles away and show up dere as de stray
slave, Dat massa wheare he show up take care of him so long, den lay claim to
him, Dat call harborin' de nigger,

"Dey lots of places where de young massas has heirs by niggs> gals, Dey
sell dem Jes! like other slaves, Dat purty common. It seem like de white women
don't mind, Dey didn't 'ject, 'cause dat mean more slaves,

WSometimes de white folks heas de big deer drive, Dem and de niggers go
down in de bottoms to drive deers up. Dey rid big, fine hosses and stert de
deers runnin'. Dey raiée dere own dqgs. Massa sho' careful 'bout he hounds,

He train dem good and trest dem good, too, He have somethin' cook reg'lar for
dem, Dey hunts foxes and wolves and plenty dem kinds varmints,
"I seen sojers by de thousands., When 'manclpation come out massa come to

- back door with de paper and say, 'Yous free.' He furnish dem with all dey

3~
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needs and give dem part de crop. He lvide up de pig litters and such '"mongst
dem, He give dem de start, Den after two, three year he commence takin' out
for dere food and boots and clothes and sich,

"Defxight de pusson die dey has de wake and sing and pray all night
long. Dey all very 'ligious in dere profession, Dey knock off 211 work so de
slaves can go to de buryin'.

WDe white folks'low dem to have de froiic with de fiddle a %btenjo or
windjommer, Dey dances out on de grass, forty or fifty niggers, and dem big
g2ls nineteen y=2ar old git out dere bafefoot ns de goose, It jes! de habit
of de timeé, Ycause dey all have shoes, Sometimes dey call de jig dance and
some of dem sho' dance it, too, De prompter call, 'All git ready.,' Den he
holler, 'All balance,' and den he sing out, 'Swing vou pardner,! ond dey does
it. Den he say, 'First man head off to de right,' and dere dey goss. Or Le
say, 'All promenade,! and dey goes in de circls, Cne thing “ey calls, 'Bird
in de Cage.' Three joins hands round de gal in de middle, and dance round
her, and den she git out and her pardner git in de center and dey dance dat
way 2while,

"After freedom dey have de log cabin schoolhouse, De first teacher
was de cullud women name Mary Chapman. I near wore out dat 0ld blueblack
speller trvint! to larn 4 B C's,

I l:gves Caddo Parish in 1877 for Galveston, and leaves dere on de

four mast schooner for Leesburg and up de Calcasieu River. Den I goes to de

~Cemeron Parish and in 1879 I comes to Beaumont, I marries Kandy Watson in

1882 and she died in 1932, Us never have no chillen but 'dopts two, Us marry
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in de hotel dinint-room, !'cause I's workin' for de hotel man, J., B. Goodhue.
De Rev, Elder Vengble, what am de o0ld cullud preacher, marries us, I didn't
git marry like in slavery tim;."I's got a great big marriage certif'cate
hangin' on de wall of my house, =
"I 'longs'to several lodges, de EKnights of Labor and de Knights of Honor
aﬁd d; Pilgrims. I never hold no office, I's jes' de bench member., I's a member
of de Live Lake Missionary Baptist Church.
"I's got de big house of my own, on de corner of‘Roberts Avenue and San

Antonio street. After my wife die, I gits de éan to come and live dere with me,

Det's all I knows,

Ly
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ORELIA ALEXIE FRANKS was born

on the plantation of Valeriam
Martin, near Opelousas, Louis-
iana. She does not know her
age, but thinks she is near
ninety. Her voice has the mus-
icel accent of the French Nsgro.
She has lived in Beaumont, Texas,

.w years,

"I's born on Mr, George Washingtom's bithday, the twenty-second f
February but I don't know what year., My 0ld masse was Valerian Martim
and he come from foreign country. He come from Canada and he Canadas
French, He wife name Malite Guidry. O0ld massa a good Catholic and he
taken all the 1i'l slave chillen to be christen., Oh, he's a Christian
massa and I used to Ye a Catholic but now I's s Apostolic, but I's
christen in St. Johns Catholic Church, whet am cloas to Lafayette, where
I% born,

"My pa name Alexis Franks and he was American and Creole., My ma
name Fanire Martin and I's raise where everybody talk French. I talks
American but I talks French goodest,

"0ld massa ha big cane and cotton farmer and have big plantation
and raise everything, and ua all well treat., Dey feed us right, too,
Faise big hawg in de pen and raise lots of heef, All jes' far to feed
he cullud folks,

"Us quarters out behind de big house and 0ld massa come round through
de quarters every mornin' and see how us niggers is, If us sick he call
nuss, She old slevery woman. She come look at 'em, If dey bad sick dey
send for de doctar, Us house all log house, Dey all dab with dirt 'tween

de logs, Dey have dirt chimney make out of sticks and dab with mud, Dey

nl.
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"Lots of time we eat coosh-coosh, Dat make out of meal and water,
You bile de water and salt it, den put in de corrmeal end stir it and bile
it. Den you puts milk or clabber or syrup om it and eat it.

"0ld massa have de graveyard a purpose to bury de cullud folks in.
Dey have cullud preacher, Dey have funeral in de graveyard, Dat nigger
preacher he a Mef'dist, )

"0ld masse son-im-law, he overseer, He 'lew mobody to beat de
slaves, Us 11'l omes git spank when we bad, Dey put us 'cross de knee
and spank us where dey allus spank chillem,

"Christmas time dey give big dimner, Dey give all de old mem
whiskey, Everybody have big time,

"Dey make lots of sugar., After dey finish cookin' de sugar dey
draw off what left from de pots and give it to us chillen. Us have
candy pullin',

"Dey weave dey owmn cloth. Us have good clothes, Dey weave de
cloth for make mattress and stuff 'em with moss. ' Massa sho' believe to
serve he niggers good, I see 0ld massa when he die, Us see old folks
ery and us cry, too, Dey have de priest and burn de candles, Us sho'
miss old massa.

"I see lots of sojers, Dsy so many like hair on your head, Dey
Yankees. Dsy call 'em bl_u'a,jackets. Dey a fight up near massa's house,
Us climb in tree for to see, Us hear tullets go 'zoom' through de} alr
'round dat tree but us didn't know it was bullets, A man rid up om a
hoss and tell massa to git us pickaninnies out dat tree or dey git kilt.

De Ygnkees have dat battle and den sot us niggers free.
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¥0ld massa, he de kind man what let de niggers have dey prayer-
meetin!, He give ‘em a big cabin for dat. Shout? Yes, Lawd! Sing
like dis:

" Mourner, fare you well,
Gawd 'Mighty bless you,
Till we meets again,!

"Us sings 'nother song:

RiSinner blind,
Johnnie, can't you ride no more?
Sinner blind,
Your feets may be slippin'
Your soul git lost.
Johnnie, can't you ride no more?
Yes, Lawd, .
Day by day you can't see,
Johnnis, can't you ride no more?
Yes, Lawd,!"

BERB SR B E N RN
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ROSANNA FRAZIER was born a slave

on the Frazier plantation in Miss-

issippi. She does not remember

her masters given name, nor does

she know her age, although from

her memories of various events

during theCivil War, she helieoves

she 18 close to ninety, at least,

Rosanna is bdlind and bedridden,

and is cared for by friends in

a little house in Pear Orchard

Negro Settlement, in Beaumont,

T.mo

"My mammy was a freeborn woman nsmed Viny Frazier and she come
from o free country. She was on her way to school when dey stoled her,
when she de young gal. De spec'lator gang stoled her and brung her and
801d her in Red River, in Mississippi., Missy Mary, she buy her., MNissy
Mary married den to one man named Pool and she have two boys call Josh
and’&ll. After dst man dle, she marry Marse Frazier,

"My daddy name Jerry Durden and after I's born {asy drings ws
all to Texas, but my daddy belong to de Neylands, so we loses him, My
white folks moves to a big plantation close to Woodville, in Tyler County,
and Marse Frazier have de store and plenty of stock, He come first from
Georgia,

A1l us little chillen, black and white, play togedder and
Marse Frazier, he raise us, His chillen call Sis and Texana and Robert
and John., Marse Frazier he treat us nice and de other white folks calls
uy ‘free niggers', and wouldn't 'low us on dere piaces., Dey 'fraid dere
niggers git dissatisfy with dey own treatment. Sho's you born, iffen one
of us git round dem plantations, dey jus' cut us to pleces with de whip,
Some of dem white folks sho' was mean, and dey work de niggers all day

in de sun and cut dem with de whips and sho' done 'em up bad. Dat on
-1-
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other places, not on ours,

"Marse Frazier, he didn't work us too hard and give Saturday and Sunday
off, He's all right and give good food. People sho' would rare off from him,
'cause he too good, He was de Methodist preacher and furnish us church. Some-
times he has camp meeting and dey cook out doors with de skillicks, Sometimes
he has corn shucking time and we has hawg meat and meal bread and whiskey and
eggnog and chicken,

"De bdoks he brung us didn't do us no good, 'cause us wouldn®t larn
nothin'. Us too busy playin' and huntin' goa berries in de wood, de hucklederry
and graps and muscadine and chimquapins, A1l dis time de war was fixin' and I
seed two, three soldiers round spyin'. When peace 'clared missy's two boys
come back from de war. We stays with Marse Frazier two year and den I goes
and gits married to de man call Baker,

"I done been blind like dis over 40 year. One Sunday I stay all night
with a man and he wife and I was workin' as woodchopper on de Santa Fe route
ap Beaumont to Tyler County, After us git up and I starts 'way, I ain't gone
but 15, 16 yard when I hear somethin' say, 'R ose, you done samethin' you
ain't ought.,' I say, 'No, Lawd, no,' Den de voice say,'Somethin' gvine happen
to you,! and de next mornin' I%s blind as de bat and I ain't hever seed since.

"Some try tell me snow or sweat or smoke de reason. Dat ain't de
reason., Dey a old, old, slawfooted somethin' from Louisiana and dey say he
de conjure mam, one dem 0ld hoodoo niggers, He git mad at me de last plum-
ripenin' time and he make up powdered rattlesnake dust and pass dat through

my halr and I sho' ain't seed no more,
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"Dat not de ocliest thing dem old conjure men do. Dey powder
up de rattle offen de snake and tie it up in de little o0ld rag bag and
dey do devilment with it. Dey git 0ld scorpion and make bad medicine,
Dey git dirt out de graveyard and dat dirt, after dey speak on it, would
make you g0 crazy.

"When dey wants conjure you, dey snsak round and git de hair
comdin' or de finger or toenail, or anything natural 'bdout your body, and
works ds hoodoo on it,

"Dey make de straw man or de clay man and dey puts de pin in he
leg and you leg gwineter git hurt or sore jus' where dey puts de pin,
Iffen dey puts de pin through de heart you gwineter die and ain't nothin'
kin save you,

“Dey make de charm to wear round de neck or de ankle and dey
make de love powder, too, out de love vine, what grow ia de woods, Dey

biles de lsaves and powders 'em, Dey sho' works, I done try ‘em,
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PRISCILLA GIBSON is not sure of
her age, but thinks she wes born
sbout 1856, in Smith County, Mis-
glssippl, to Mary Puckett and
her Indian husband, They be-
longed to Jesse Puckett, who
owmed a plantation on the Strong
River, Priscilla now lives in
Jesper, Texas.

"Priscilla Gibson is my name, and I's bo'n in Smith
County, way over in Mis'ippl, sometime befo'! de War., I figger
it was 'bout 1856, 'ceuse I's ole enough to climb de fence and
watch dem musterin' in de troops when de war began. Dey tol!
me I's nine year ole vhen de War close, but dey ain' sure of
dat, even. My neighbor, Uncle Bud Adams, he 83, and I's clip-
pin' close at he heels,

"Mammy's name was Mary Puckett, but I never se=ed my
father as I knows of. Don' know if he was a whole Injun or
part white man, XNever seed but cne brother and his name was
Jeke, Dey took him to de War with de white boys, to cook and
min' de camp and he took pnéumony and die,

"Massa's name was Jesse Puckett, and Missus'! name Mis'
Katie, Dey hab big fam'ly and dey live in a big woode n-beam house
with a big up;stair'. De house was rignt on de highway from
Raleigh to Brandon, with de Strong River jist below us, Dey took

in and 'commadated travelers 'cguse dey warn' hotels den,

]



Ex—~slave Stories Page Two
(Pexas)

"Massa have humner's of acres, You could walk sll day and
you never git offen his lan'., An' he have gran' furniture =nd other
things in de house, I kin remember dem, 'cause I use' to he'p 'round
de house, run errands and fan Mis'! Katie and sich, I 'members chairs
with silk coverin's on 'em and dere was de gran' lights, big lamps
with de roses on de shades, And eve'ywnere de floors witk rugs and
de rugs was pretty, dey wasn' like dese thim rugs you sees nowadays.
No, me'zm, dey has big flowers on !em and de feets sinks in 'em, I
useter lie down on one of dem rugs in Mis' Katie's room when she's
asleep and I kin stop fannin,!

"Massa Puckett was tol'able good to ne slaves. We has clothes
made of homespun what de nigger women weaved, and de little boys
wo'! long-tail shirts, with no pants till they's grown., Massaz raiseda
sheepr and dey make us wool clothes for winter, but we has no shoes,

"De white folks didn' larn us read and write but dey was good
to us 'cep' when some niggers try to run away and den dey whips 'em
hard. We has plenty to eat and has prayer meetin's with singin; and
shoutin', and we chilluns played marbles and jump de rope,

"After freedom come all lef'! but me'cause Missus say she have
me boun' to her till I git my age. But I's res!less one night and
ny sister, Georgy Ann, come see me, and I run off with her, but dey
never comes after me, I was scart dev would, 'cause I 'membered 'bout
our neighbor, ole Means, and his slave, Svlvia, and she run away and
was in de woods, and he'd git on de hoss, take de dogs and-sat tem on

her, snd let dem bite her and tear her clothes.

00 0ol e e o o o o
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(\ GABRIEL GILBERT was bsrn in
@ slavery en the plantatien eof
x Belizare Breussard, in New
Iveria Parish, Leuisiana., He
dees nat knew his nge, but
v appears te be absut eighty,
He has lived in Beaumsnt,
Texas, fer sixteen years,

-

"y o014 massa was Belizare Breussard, He was my mome's nassa,

He had a big leg heuse what he live in, De places 'tween de leogs was

£111 with dirt., De quarters de slgves live in was make eut eof dirt, Dey
put up pesties im de sreund and bere heles in de pests and vut in pickets
teress from ene pest to the other, Dem dey build up de sides with mud,

De fleer and everything was dirt, Dey had a sche-lheuse built fer de white
chillen de same way. De cullud chillen didn't have no scheel,

"Dem was warm healthy heuses us grew up in. Dey used te raise
better men den ia dem heuses dén new, My pa name was Jeseph Gilbert, He
eld n;assa was Belleau Prince,

"I didn't knew what a stere was when I was growin' up. Us did;n't
have sters things like new., Us had weeden pan and spoen dem times, I never
see ne iren plew dem days, Nethin! was iren en de plew 'cept de share,

I tell dese youngsters, 'You in hebben new frem de time I ceme up,' When
& _maﬁ die dem days, dey use de ex cart te carry de cerpse,

"Massa have 'beut four hundred acres and lets ef slaves, He raise

sugar cane, He have g mill and make brewn sugar. He raise cetton and cern,

. tee, He have plenty steck en de place, He give us pleaty te ed, He was

cv@ wiee man. He wasn't brutish, He treat he slgves like hisself, I never

wle
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'member see¢ him whip nebady. He didn't 'lew no 11l treatment, All de falks
reund he plece say he niggers ruint and speiled,

"De 1i'1l white felks and nigger felks jus' play reund like brudder and
sister and us 211 eat at de white table, I slep' in de white folks heuss, th.
My gedfather and gedmether was rich white felks, I still Cath'lie,

"] seed sajers but I toe li;l te knew nathin‘ fbeut dem, Dey didn't werry
ne a-tell, I didn't git clese te de battle,

"y mammy weave cleth out cetten znd weel, I 'member de leem. It zo
'bssm—boem-bpen, ¥ Dat de shuttle gein' cross, " My deddy, he de smart man,
I'11 never be like him leng as I live in dis werld, He make shees. He build
heuse, He de amything. He and ny mammy neither sne ever been brutal;lze".

"De first woerk I dene was wvraisin' cetten and sugar cane and sweet and
Irish 'taters. I used to ceek sugnr,

"I m'arry or twenty-secsnd of February. Mv wife was. Medera Laber. She
been dead thirty-five year new, I never marry ne second weman., I leve my wife

e much I never want nobedy else, Us had six chillen. Twe am livin',

"Goin' back when I a slave, massa hove o stere. When de priest come dey

held ehurch in dat stere, 0ld massa have sev'ral bevs, Dey went after seme

de slave gals, Dey hrve ehillen by dem., Dem gals have dere cabins and dere
~.¢hillen, what am half -white,

| "After while dem beys marry. But dey allus treat dey chillen by de slave

 wemens geed, Dey white wife treat dem geed, tee, mest like dey dere ewn chillen.

%014 massa have plenty memey, Land am onrlv tws bits de acre. Seme plaees

t eost nething. Dey did hanlim' in ex-carts. A man what had mules had ssmething
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"Us have plenty wild game, wild geese and ducks. Fishin' am mighty
goed. Dey was 'gaters, tee, I seéd dem bite 3 man's arm eoff,

"ff a slave feelin' bad dey weuldn't make him werk., My uncle and my
nanmy dey never werk nethings te speak of. Dey allus have ssme kind cemplaint,
Ain't neo tellin' what it gwine be, but ysu ceuld 'lew semething ailin'! dem!

"I 'member dey a white man. He had a gif'. I den't care what kind ef
animal, a deg er a ho-ss, dat man he werk en it and it never leave yeu eor yeu
| heuse, If anybsdy have teethache er earache he take a breond new nail what
ain't never werk befe' and werk ciat round you teoth er ear., Dat dbreak up
de teetha;che or eargehe right awny. He have 1i'l pragver he sav., I den't
knew what it was,

"I's seed ghesties, I talk with dem, tee. Semetimes dey like people.
Semetimes dey like animal, maybe white deg. I allus fesl chilly when dsy ceme
round me‘.. I talk with. ny wife after she d‘ead. She tell me, 'Den't you fergit

~te pray.' She say dis werld cerrupt and veu get te fight it eut."
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MATTIE GILMORE lives in a
little cabin on E. Fifth Avenue,
in Corsicana, Texas, A smile
came to her lips, as she recal-
lsd days when she was a slave
in Mobile, Alabama. She hes
no idea how old she is. Her
master, Thomas Barrow, brought
his slaves to Athens, Texas, -
during the Civil War, and
Mattie had two children at
that time, so she is probably
about ninety.

"I's born in Mobile, Alabams, and I don't have no idea when. My
white folks never did tell me how o0ld I was. My own dear mammy died !'fore
I can remember and my stepma didn't teke no time to tell me nothin'., Her
name was Mary Barrow and papa's name was Allison Barrow, and I had sisters,
Rachel and Lou and Charity, and a brother, Allison,

"My master sold Rachel when she was Jjus' a girl, I sho' did cry. They
put her on a block and sold her off., I heared they got a thousand dollars for
her, but I never seed her no more till after freedom. A man named Dick Burdon,
from Ksufman County, bought her, After freedom I heared she's sick and brung
her home, but she was too far gone.

"We lived in a log house with dirt floors, warm in winter but sho' hot
in suumer, no screens or nothin!, hus' homemade doors. We had homemade beds
out of planks they picked up around., Mattresses nothin', we had shuck beds.
But. anyway, you takes it, we was better off den dan now,

"I worked in the fields till Rachel was sold, den tooken her place,
doin' kitchen work and fannin' flies off de table with a great , long limb,

I liked dat, I got plenty to eat and not so hot. We had jus' food to

make you stand up asd work, It wasn't none the good foolish things we has
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now. We had cofnbread and blackeyed peas and beans and sorghum 'lasses. 0ld
master give us our rations and iffen dat didn't fill us up, we jus' went lank,
Sometimes we had possum and rabbits and fish, iffen we cotched dem on Sunday.
I seed 0ld Missy parch coffee in a skittle, and it good coffee, too. We couldn't
go to the store and buy things, ‘cause they warn't no stores hardly.

"When dey's hoein' cotton or corn, everybody has to keep up with de
driver, not hurry so fast, but workin?! steady. Some de women what had suckin'
babies left dem in de shade while dey worked, and one time a big; bald eagle
flew down by one dem babies and picked it up and flew away with it. De mama
couldn'ﬁ git it and we never heared of dat baﬁy 'gain,

*I 'member when we come from Mobile to Texas, By time we heared de Yankees
was comin' dey got 81l dere gold together and Miss Jane called me and give me a
whole sack of pure gold and silver, and say bury it in de orchard., I sho' was
scart, but I done what she said. Dey was more gold in a bit desk, and de Yanks
pulled de top of dat desk and got de gold., Miss Jane had a purty gold ring on
her finger and de captain yanked‘it off. I said, 'Miss Jane, is dey gwine give
you ring back?' All she said was, 'Shet vou mouth,' and da's what I did,

"Dat night dey digs up de buried gold and we left out. ﬁb Jus' traveled
at night and rested in daytime., We was scart to make a fire, Dat was awful times.
All on de wgr to de Mississip', we seed dead men layi,' everywhere, black and
white,

"While we's waltin' to go c:ﬁss de Mississip' a white man come up and
asks Marse Barrow how many niggers he has, enl counts us all, While we's waitin?

de guns 'gins to go boom, boom, and you could hear all dat noise, it so close.
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When we gits on de boat it flops dis way and dat scart me, I sho' don't want
to see no more days like dat one, with war and boats.

"Fe fixes up a purty good house and quarters and gits settied up
round Athens. Ané it ain't so long 'fore a paper come make us free. Some de
slaves laughin' and some cryin' and it a funny place to be. Marse Barrow asks
my stepma to stay cook and he'd pay her some money for it. We stayed four ar
five years. Marse Barrow give each he slaves somethin' when dey's freed. Lots
of master put dem out without a thing, But de'trouble with most niggers, dey
hever done no managin' =nd didﬁ't know how, De niggers suffered from de war,
iffen dey did git freedom from it.

"I's already married de slave wa& in Mobile and had three chillen., My
msband died 'fore war am over snd I marries Las Gilmore and never has no more’
chillen, I has no livin' kinfolks I knows of, When we come here Las done
any work he could git and bought this 11'l house, but I can't pay taxes on it,
but, sho', de white folks won't put me out. I done git my leg cut off in a train
wreck, s0 I can't work, and I's too old, noways. I don't has no idea how old I is.

LY
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ANDEEYW GOODMAN, 97, was born
a slave of the Goodman family,
near Birminghem, Alabema. His
naster moved to Suith County,
Texas, when Andrew was three
vears old., Andrew is a frail,
kindly o0ld man, wiio lives in

his memories, He lives at
2607 Canton St., Dallas, Texns.

"I was born in slavery and I thinlkk them days was better £or the
niggers than the days we see nw, One thing was, I never was cold and
hongry when my 013 uaster lived, and I has been plentiy hongry ~nd cold
o lot of times since he is gone, 3But sometimes I think M~rse Goodmnn
was the bestes! man Gowd made in a2 long tine,

"liy mother, Marthe Goodanan, 'longed to Marse Bob Goodmesn when slie
was born, but my pow co@e from Tednessee and Marse Bob heired him from
of his kinfolks whst died over there, The Goodmans must h»ve been fine
folks all-a-way round, ‘'cause ny psw said them that raised him wss good
to they niggers,

"0ld }Marse never 'lowed none of his nigger familie: separsted, He
"loved he thought it right and fittin' that folks stoy together, thoush
I heard tell of some that didn't think so,

"My Missus was just 2s good 2s Marse Bob, My mew was a puny littl
woman that wasn't =dle to do work in the fields, and she puttered round

the house for the Missus, doin' little odd jobs, I played round with

some

e

little Miss Sallie and little Mr, Bob, 2nd I ate with them and slert with

them, I used to sweep off the steps and do things, and she'd brag.onm
and many is the time I'd git to noddin' 2and go to sleep, and she'd pick

me up and put me in bed with her chillun,

-1~
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"Marse Bob didn?t put his little niggers in the fields till they's big
'nough to work, and the mammies was give time off from the fields to come
back to the mursin' home to ,suck the bgbies, He didn't’never put the niggers
out in bad weather, He give us somethinz to do, in out of the wegther, like
shellin' corn and the women could spin 2nd knit. They made us plenty of good
clothes. In summer we wore long shirts, split up the sides, made out‘of
lowerings -- that's same as cotton sacks was made out of, In winter we
had good jeans and knitted sweaters and knitted socks,

"My paw was a shoemaker., He'd toke a calfhide and make shoes with
the hairy sides turned in, and they was warm and kept your feet dry. My
maw spent a lot of time cardin' and spinnin' wool, and I ellus had plenty
things,

"Life was purty fine with Marse Bob, He was a man of plenty., He had
a 1ot of land 2nd he built him 2 big log house when he come to Texss, He
had sev'ral mndred head of cattle and more than that many hawgs., We raised
cotton and grein and chickens and vegetables, and most anything anybody could
ask for, Some places the masters give out a peck of meal and so meny pounds
of meat to a family for them a week's rations, and if they et it up that was
all they got, But Marse Bob allus give out plenty, end said, 'If you need
more you can have it, 'cause ain't =ny going to suffer on my plece.®

"He built us a church, and a old man, Kernéth Lyons, who was a slave of
the Lyon's family nearby, used to git a pass every Sunday mornin' and come
preach to us, Hg was a man of good learnin' and the best preacher I ever

heard, He bgptised in a little old mudholé down back of our place, Nearly
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all the boys and gals gits converted when they's 'bout twelve or fifteen
year old., Then on Sunday afternoon, Marse Bob larned us to resd and write,
He told<ns1:XMLFault xmlns:ns1="http://cxf.apache.org/bindings/xformat"><ns1:faultstring xmlns:ns1="http://cxf.apache.org/bindings/xformat">java.lang.OutOfMemoryError: Java heap space</ns1:faultstring></ns1:XMLFault>