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Week ending Aug.b, 193‘;’. Mary A. Poole, 1
S-260 B Tdentification No. 0149-4366
5-200 A s Federal Writers' Project,Dist.2.

WPA Project 3609, Mobile, Ala.
CHARLIE AARONS, EX-SLAVE, SAYS HE LOVED
YOUNG MARSTER JOHN.
(Written by Mary A. Poole. )

Some friends driving to 0Oak Grové, Ala,, gave the
writer the opportunity on August 4th to interview an old ex-slave,
Charlie Aarons, who is quite venerable in appearance, and who, when
asked his age, replied:

"Madam I dont know but I sure been 'round here long
time", and when asked how old he was at the thﬁe of the Surrender
he answered: |

"] weis a man able to do0 & man's work so I *spects I was
eighveen or twenty years old." N

Uncle Charlie as he is known among his own color and the
wiite people who knows him, told the writer he was born at Peters-
burg Va., and his parents, Aaron and Louisa, were owned by a Mr. |
J.H.White, who had a store in the city, but no pléntatian. His
parents had three children, two boys and ome girl, and when Uncle
Charlie was about ten years of age, he waa sold by Mr, White to a
speculator named Jones who brought him to Mobile. He recélled being
placed on the block, at the slave mart on Royal and State streets,
end the anxiety of hearing the different people bidding for him,
and being finally sold to & Mr. Jason Harris, who lived near
Newton Station in Jasper County, Miss,

Uncle Charlie never saw or heard of his parents or
brother and sister agein and never knew what became of them.

Uncle Charlie said Mr., Harris was a pretty rough master,

end somewhat close, All rations were weighed out and limited. He

P



Week ending Aug.6, 1937. Mary A. Poole, 2 2
S-260 Identification No.0149-4366
S5-200 Federal Writers' Project,Dist.2,
- . WPA Project 3609, Mobile, Ala.
CHARLIE AARONS, EX-CLAVE, SAYS HE LOVED
YOUNG MARSTER JOHN.
(Written by Mary A. Poole.)

hed a white overseer and a negro driver, who was the meanest of all,

Mr. Jason Harris had about sixty slaves, and a large
plantation of a hundred &acres, the men and women worked in the
fields from six to six, except on Saturday, when they had half day
holiday to clean up generally.

The home 4of the Harris family was a large two story
house and the quarters were the regular log cabins with clay
chimneys. They cooked in their cavbins, but during the busy season
in the fields vheir dinners were sent out to them each slave
having his own tin pail marked with his name., Water would be sent
out in a barrel mounted on an ox cart.

The old men and wamen looked after the children of the
slaves while their parents worked in the fields,

When the writer asked Uncle Charlie, if his master or
mistress ever taught him to read or write, he smiled eand said:

"No, kiadam, omly to w

When asked if they had ariy special festivities at
Christmas or any other holiday, he replied:

"No, we had no specisl jolifications", |

Sacvurday nights they could sing and dance in the wgquarters
and have prayer meetings, then on some Sundays, they could2hitch
up the mules to a big wagon and all go to the white folks church:

and again there would be camp meetings held and the slaves from

ell the surrounding plantations would éttend, going to same in
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CHARLIE AARONS, EX-CLAVE, SAYS HE
LOVED YOUNG MARSYER JOHN.

(Compiled by Mery A. Poole.)
these large wagons, sometimes having four mules to a wagon. They then
would have & jolly time along the way, singing and calling 10 one
another, end making friends.

Uncle Cherlie, said, he drove meny a load of cotton in
the large mule wagons from Newton Station to Enterprise, Mississippi.

Yhen sasked if that wasn't a chance to run away, he
replied: |

®Git away, why Madam, those nligger dogs would track you
and all you.got was a beating.™

Uncle Charlie seemed to look off in the distance and
said, you know, Madam, I never sew a slave rebuked until I came to
iiississippi, end I just couldn't understend et first, but he grinned
and said: "Lordy, Madam, sone 6f those niggers were onery, too, and
& nigger dfiver was a driver sure anough.”

When the lMaster's son John Harris went to war,'Charlie
went with his as his body énard, end when asked what his duties were,
he repiied:

*I looked after Marster John, tended the horses and
the tents. i’recalls well, Kadam the siege of Vicksburg."

The writer then asked him if he wasn't afraid of the
shot emd shell all around him.

"No, Madem" he replied, "I kept way in the back where
the cemp was, for I didn't like to feel the earth trembling 'meath’

Ly feet, but you see, Madaum, I loved young Marster John, and he loved
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me, end I just had to watch over that boy, and he came through all
right." '
| Uncle Charlie said when they were told the Yankees were
coming through from their headquarters in Meridian, Mississippi, and
warned of their raids, they all made to the swamps and staid until
they hed passed on, but that the Yankees did not disturb the Jason
Harris plentation.
After the Surrender Charlie ceme to Mobile and worked
at the Yenkee Camp, living in the quarters located in Hollyls Garden.
He drove their wagons and was paid $14.00 & month and his kéap.
~ifter his discharge he worked on steémboats and followed different
lines of work, being employed far severel years at Mr, M.L.Davis® |
saw mill, and is at present living on the Davis place at Oak Grove,
slay, an 0ld Southern home, with quarters originally built for the
employees of the mill and still known as the "quarters™, and like
other ante-bellu, homes they have their privafe burying ground on
the pleace.
Uncle Chearlie was married four times, but now a widowey,
He had four children, two boys who are dead, and two girls, one
Carrie Johnson, & widow, living in Kushla, Ala,, and the other, Ella
agrons, & grass widow, living in Moblle, Ala.
Uncle Charlie says he saw Jeff. Davis as &n o0ld man,
efter the war at Mississippl City Miss,, and then his face 1lit up,
end he seid; "Weait a minute, Madam Ivsaw_another president, leAPe
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think,~ Yes, Madem I sew President Grant." "He ceme through Mobile
from New Orleens, and my} there was & big parede that dey.™ -

When asked abéut Abrahem Lincoln, Uncle Charlie'thought
awhile, and amswered:

®According to what was issued out in the Bible, there
was & uvime for slavery, people had to be punished for their sin, and
then there was & time for it not to be, and the Lord had opened a
good view to Mr. Lincoln, end he pramoted a good idea.™

When he was asked about Booker T. thhingtoﬁ he replied:

"It was traversed out to him until the white folks tgok
part with him end helped him carry on." -

Uncle Charlie thinks the present day fblks are bad amd -
wicked, and dont realize anything like the old folks.

| Cherlie is a Baptist, became one when he sought the

Lord and thinks all people should be religlous.

EIBLIOGRAPHY: Personal contact with Uncle Charlie Aarons,
Oak Grove, Alsa,
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OLD JOE CAN KEEP

HIS TWO BITS.

ANTHCNY ABERCRCLBIE, EX-SLAVE

Uncle Ant'ny sat dozing in the early morning sunshine on his

~igtety front vnorch. He ig a2 thin little o0ld men with patches of vhite
00l Tere and tirere on hig hald heed, and an exnression of tindness and

‘‘‘‘‘ tlenese on nis vrintled old face.

{

Ag 1 went caubiously un the gtens, which avwneared ncne too

cfe, his cane vhich had peen leaning azeinst his chair, fell to the
"loor with a cletter. He gvote with o start and vezan fumbling sround

Witﬁ his tremblinz end heny hands.

"Uncle Ant'ny, you don't see so well, do yout" I gsked es I re-
he stic% for him. "No ma'am, I sho' don't," he replied. WI
~in't

seed none outen one of my eyes in near 'bout sixty vears, and de

wetor say I zot o catelec on de mther one; hut L tmows you is white

i

To7%s. I e2lways is been puny, Hut L recvon 1 does nurty well considerin'
2 ig & hundred vears old."

"How do you know you are tihat old?" I ingired of him. Without
{

sitetion he srswered, "lxnovs I s dat old 'caseny mistis put it down

~

i1 de Bible. I wes born on de fourth dey end I was a full growed man
en de weromue on in '81.
"egsun, ny mind tinder omes and zoes, but I can 2lways 'member

- 3 . - A b Y e} .- pJ ]
2t glave'y time., Hts de trings what hennen in dese davs &t s so

€2
P

o for e to disremenber. I B'lonsed to lLarster Jinx Avercrombie. His

stotion wes '"Mout sivteen miles north of lierion in 3ibh county. When
c con, vouns Jin, we'ied, old :sarse Jiwm give nme to him end he fotched

to Perrv county.

] - -
o', old marster didn't o war ‘eca'se e wes corrunted; ®
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' ves deaf ‘in bofle 'ears and couldn't see good nuther. - But he-didn't care

meh 'bout ‘me “‘caze I was puny like and.and warn't much..'count qin.;fe

"My mistis, Miss Lou, was raisin' m@ up to be a carriage driver,
en! she was v,je's-‘ as good to me as she could be. . She useta dose me up
rid castor oll, jimson root, smd dogwood tea -when Ifd be feelin' .po’,ly,

she'd always take up for me when Marse Jim ge;: in behind me 'bout
Joren'n. I reckon though 1 was apurty worrisome. niggmer“in dem davs, al-
rvs gettin' in some kind of mischief. e -

"O yassum, I usetag to meetin'. Us niggers didn't have no
reetin’ house on de plantation, but kerse Jim 'lowed s to build a bresh
error. Dentwo years atter]de surrender I took cons* deretion and 3! 1ned
w wid de Lgwd. Dgt'slow lome I live so long. De Lawd done told ‘me,
'Antn'y, you got s hundred and twenty miles to trebel. Dat mean you gwine
5 live 2 hundred and twenty years', irf yoﬁ stey on de straight an' narrow
roed.  But if you don't, you gotter go jes' de seme as 211 de yuthers'"

"Tell me sonmething about your master's slaves end his overseers,"
I ng%ed of him.

"Well' he said, "Marse Jim had 'bout taree hundred _slaves, and he
‘2. one mighty bad overseer. But he got killed down on de bank of de
trecz one night. Dey never did find out vho killed him, but larse Jin
tivays b'lieved de field han's done it. 'Fore &t usnggers weta go
lorm to de aeek to wesh ourselves, but atter de oirerseer got killed down
m dar, us Jes' leave off dat W&Shi;'l', 'cause some of 'em seed de over-
sesr's ha'mt down der floatin' over de creek.

"Dar was another ha'nt on de plantation, too. Marse Jim had some

‘rouble wid a big double-j'inted nigger named Joe. One day he turn on

»rse Jim wid e fence rail, and Marse Jim had to pull his gun an' kill
tliz, Well, dat happen in a skirt of woods what I get my lightwood what
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I use to start a fire. ©One day I went to dem same woods to get some 'simmons.

Apother nigger went wid me, and he clumb de tree to shake de 'simmons down
shilst + be pickin'’ ‘em up. V'Fore long I heared another tree shakin' every
time us shake our tree, dat other tree shake too, and down come de 'simmons
trom 1t. I say to myself, 'Dats Joe, 'cause he likes 'simmons too,' Den I
grab up my basket and holler to de boy in de tree, 'nigger turn loose and
irep ~down from dar, and ketch up wid me if you can. I's leavin' here right
pow, 'cause 01d Yoe is over dar gettinh' ‘simmons too.'
"Den another time I was in de woods choppin' lightwood. It was ‘bout
undown, and every time my ax go ‘'whack’' on de lightwood knot, I hear another
wiack 'sldes mine. I stops and lis‘'ens and don't hear nothin'. Den i starts
noppin' ag'in I hears de yuther whacks. By dat time my houn' dog was crouchin
bt ny feets, wid de halr standin' up on hie back and I couldn't make him
git up nor budge.

"Dis time 1 didn' stop for nothin'. I jes' drap my ax right dar,
' me and dat houn' dog tore out for home lickety split. When us got dar
jorse Jim was settin' on de poreh, an' he say: 'Nigger, you been up to
omep'n you got no business. You is all outen breath. Who you runnin‘' from?'
n I say: ‘'llarse Jim, somebody ‘'sides me is choppin' in yo' woods, an' I
't see him. And Marme Jim, he say: ‘'Ah, dat ain't nobody but Ole Joe.
4 he owe you anythin'?' An' I say: 'Yassan, he owe me two-bits for helpin'
Bz shuck corn.' 'Well,' Yarse Jim say, 'don't pay him no mind: it jJes' 0ld
come back yo pay you.'
' "Anyhow, 4 didn' go back to dem woods no mo'. V1d Joe can jes' have

j ¢t two-bits what he owe me, ‘'cause + don't want him follerin' 'roun’ atter

g

¥ %hen he do I can't keep my mind on my business."
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CHILLUN COUNTED.,"
(Photo)

I walked along a dusty road under thelblazing sun. In the shade
of a willow tree a Negro man was seated with his legs drawn up and his
oriis crossed upon his knees. His head rested face downward upon his arms,
as nhe had the aspect of one in deep slumber. Beside him munching on a
few straggly weeds, a cantankerous mule took 1little notice of his sur-
roundings.

"Can you tell me where Aunt lMolly Ammond lives?" I asked in a loud

rice. The Negro stirred élowly, finally raising his head, and display-~
ing three rabbit teeth, he accompanied his answer with a slight gesture
of his hand.

"Yasguh, dar her house raght across de road; de house wid de
climbin' roses on hit."

"Thank you," I said.

"Yossuh," was the drawled response, and the Negro quickly resumed
i zis former vosture.
Aunt l.olly Ammonds is as gentle as a little child. Her voice is

1307t and each phrase measured to the slow functionings of her aged mind.

"Honey," she saild, "you ain't gwineter believe dis, but I is de

']..

s211y of thirty chilluns. Jesus got 'em counted an' so is me. I vt
‘kvn in a log cabin dat had a loft, an' itvgﬁg on liarse Lee Cato's plan-
‘ttion five miles wes' of Eufaula. My pappy's name %48’ Tobe Cato anj mny
mxny's\ggngophia. I had one sister, Marthy, an' two brothers, Boégfca
{21¢ Toge. My peppy made all de furniture dat went in our house an' it |
»mre mighf good furniture too. Us useta cook on de fi%gblace. Us would
oz ash cakes. Dey wuz made outen meal, water and a little pinch of
:Qrd; on Sundays dey wuz made outen flour, buttermilk an' lard. Iammy

"uld rake all de ashes out de fi&ﬁplace, den kivver de cake wid
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de Hot ashes an' let it cool till it %ﬁﬁjdone.

"Yag Missy," she continued,™ recollects dat I &E@j'bout twelve
or.Po'teen when de s'render come, kaze a little atter dat I ma'ied
Pastor Ammonds. We walked ober to Georgetown an' it %Q%/de fus' time
I eber had shoes, and L got dem fum ole Massa. I rememberBdat I ma'ied
in a striped calico dress."

"Aunt Molly," I said, "you're getting a little shead of your
storm@tell me something about your plantation life before the war."

K "Well, honey, lMassa Lee's place was 'bout three miles long an'
two miles wide, and we raised cotton, cawn, 'taters and all sorts of
vegetables.. We had a mean oberseer dat always wanted to whup us, but

-~

Z
nassa wouldn't 'ilow no whuppin'. Sometimes de masss would ride over

e

ie place on a hoss, an' when he come up on de oberseer ajgussin‘ at a

igzer, Massa say, 'Don't talk rough to dat nigger when he doin' de

tes' he can.’"v//

"y pappy had a little garden of his own back of his cabin, an!
“e raised some chickens for us to eat, an' we had aigs nearly ev'y

nornint. /

f%me little

e

niozers when dere mammy an' pappy wuz in de fiel's. Twarn't herd.:

o/
"De only work I done on de plantation wmz to nuss

"Nawsuh! I ain't never seed no slave in chains. liggssa Lee

iz a good man. He had a chureh built called de brush house, dat

"ad a flo' and some seats, an' a top made aiten pine boug ghs, an' nassa's

e
Pt

lir. Cato, would preach eve'y Sunday. We sung songs lak Ciiﬁggggg

ne,

be Voice Of Jesus Say, ((’ ﬂ(/I'ﬂe Gwine Hone §9w939‘$9,ggﬂ?/-We wazZ ATy

L e/
211 babtized in de creek, but none of us wZ taught to read or write.

"No-suh, I ain't never seed no slave run away. Us %%%/treated
, WAL
‘ine. Our folks wmz quality. We had plenty som'n t'eat, but dem

slaves hadda vork powerful hard though. Atter dey come home fum de

10
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fiel's dey Qgg go tired dat dgy go raght to sleep, gxcept when de massa
iod barbecues. Chrigtmas %%éjde big time; derevgggjseveral days to
res! an' make merryin' an' iots of dem no count niggers got drunk.

"When"ﬁs slavesvﬁgg sick, liassa Lee would send to Eufaula to
fetch Dr. Thornton to give us some medicine. We had de ves' treatment
ever.

"Yagsuh, white folks, dem days is long ago. All my chilluns
done died or wandered away an' my ole man been dead goin' on twenty
vears. I been here a long time by myself."

- Ukunt llolly," I interrupted. "There's one thing I've always
ff%een wanting to ask one of you ex-slaves, and that is! what you thought
07 veople like Abraham Lincoln, Jefferson Davis and Booker T. Washing-
‘ton.

| A vpuzzled expression came over the face of the old Negro. "White

folks," she said after a moments deliberation, "I don't believes I is

“ad de pleasure of meetin' dem gent'mens."

wesh. Copy,

§/25/37.

11
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*Aunt ™ charity Anderson. (Ex-slave) -

Charity Anderson, who believes she is 101 years old, was boin
at Bell's Landiné on the Alabama River, where her owner; Leslie
Johnson, operated a wood-yard, which supplied fuel'io the river
steamers, and s tavern where travelers whiled awey the delays cf
s dublous riverboat schedule.

Rheumatic and weak, she no longer ventures from her house
in Toulminville, on the outskirts of Mobile, but sitg’with her
turbaned head and bespectacled eyeﬁ,rocking the long hours away
in a creaky old chsir and knitting or sewing; or Just gazing into
= past painted by the crackling flames in the fireplsace, |

"T has so much trouble gittin' up and down de steps and ober
2 groun', I Jist makes myself happy heah, céuée,;ﬁhaﬁk de tawdo
*se on Zion's March," 1s her resigned comment.

"Missy, peoples don't live now; and niggers ain't gét no

manners, and doan' know nothin' *bout weitin' on folks. T kin

remember de days w®*én I was one of de house servants, Dere was

. ' ’
2ix of us in de ole Massa's house}he, Sarsi, Lou, Hester, Jerry
~nd Joes Us did'n* know ncothin® but zo0d times den, My Jjob was

lookin" atter de corner table whar nothin' but de desserts set,

—

«oe and Jerry, dey was de table bovs, Dey neber tetched nothin’

‘vid dere hsn's, but used de waiter to pass things wid."

"My ole Massa was a good man, He trested all his slesves

#ind, and took gnod kere of 'em. But, honey, all de white folks

wvan't good to dere slaves, I's seen po' niggers 'mos® tore up by

“ngs and whupped 'tell dey bled w'en dey did'n' do lak de white
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folké sey. ‘But, thenk de Lawd, I had good white félks and dey sho?
Adid trus®' me, tood I hed charge of all de deys to de house, and
I walted on de Missis' and de chillun, I leid out all de clo‘'se
on Sat'dy night, and den Sunday mawnin's I'd pick~up all de dirty
things. Dey did'n' have & thing to do. Us house servants hed g
hahd job keepin' de pickaninnies out;:; de dinin' room whar ole
‘assa et, csuse w'en dey would slip in and sten' by his cheer,
w'en he finished eatin' he would flx a plate for 'em and let 'em
set on the hearth,

"No mam, Missy, I 2in*t neber worked in de flelds, Ole Masss

he neber planted no cotton, and I ain't seéa;none planted 'tell.

after I was free, But, honey, I could sho’*nuff wash, iron and
- . ——————

nit and weave. Sometimes I weaved six or seven yahds of cloth,
e ————— e c———— ; . e ——

~nd do my house work too. I lernt the chillun how to weave, and

wesh, and iron, and knit too, and I's waited o”r’"de for'th generation
of our fambly, I Jés' wish I could tell dese young»cﬁillun how to
d0e Iffen dey would only suffer me to talk to dem: I'd tell dem to
he more 'spéctful to dere memmies and to dere White'folks and say |
'ves mam' and 'no mam', instid of 'yes' and ‘'no' lak dey do now,

"A11 dis generation thinks of is 'musement. I neber had seen

2 show in my whole life *tell Jes' dis pas' yeah when one of dem
rarnival things wid de swings, and lights, and sll de doin's &ey
“ave stop rizht in front of our house heahl
*And I 23n't neber been in no trouble in 211 my life-ain't
~een in no lswsults, snd I ain’t been no witness eben, I ellus
.

treat ebrytody as good ss I kin, and I uses my manners as zood as

T knows how, and de Lawd sho' has took g£nod keer of me, Why, w'en

13
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my house burnt up, de white folks helped me se dat in no time you
couldn't tell I ebber leos' a thing.

"But, honey, de good ole days is now gcone foreber, De ole
Anys was railly de good times, How I wish I could go back to
de days w'en we lived at Johnson's landing on de riber, when de
folks would come to'ketch de stéanboats and@ we neber knowed how
many to put on breskfas', dinner or supper fo*, cause de boats
mought be behin* times, I ain't neber had to pay a fafe to ride
2 steamboat needer, I was a good lookin' yaller gal in dem days
and rid free wherever I wanted to go.

*But whut's de use dreamin®' *bout de ole times? Dey's gone,
and de world is gettin' wicked*er and wicked'er, sin grows bolder
and bolder, end 'liglon colder and eoldéfc | «

“liash, Copy
ReLeDo
4-23=-3"7
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GUS ASKEW, TX-SL.VE OF BUFLULA

"Dat wes one time when de ban' was playin' and flags was flyin!
dat us 1il' niggers didn't get no joy outen it, " Gus .:skew snmiled
..t the thought of the occasion as he sat on the sunny steps of his
confortable house in Hufaula. Gus was telling about the investment
of Zufaule during the ‘Jar between the States.

"Gen'l Grierson and his men marched right through town," Gus
went on with his story of his boyhood. M"iiIr. Lincoln done said we
vas free, but us Lil! nisgzers was too skeered to lissen to any ban'
tusic, even iffen the so'jers had come to set us free., ‘'TPears like
us was ellus gittin' in somebody's way in dem days and gittin'
skeered of somevpin'. 3ut we went on away from the so'jers and had
= pood time 'mongst ourselves like we always done when there wasn't

ony cotton pickin',. Cotton pickin' time was when we didn't have

“ny chance to do any playin'.
"~fter the surrender I didn't have to do eny more cotton vickin'

»né I went blacksnithin' for Joe Sturgis. He was the first black-
was the second. IJow my son done took on
le work. They sin't so rmuch sence all dese here autorobiles done
»ot so plentiful and mieght 'nigh ruint de business. But for seventy
egrs I riz wid de sun and went to dat blacksmith shop. I's enjoy-
‘ng a little nisery now, so I's takin' my rest.”

Gus .skew was born a slave of the idwards family in Henry
sounty in 1853, He was brought to Lufaula just before the close of
wne war and stayed on &s a blacksmith after he was freed. In his
seventy yvears of herd work he saved enough to buy his home and some

sorpprty which meintains him and his wife since age and infirmity
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forced hin to turn over the work to his son. He has been merried
54 years, numbers his white friends by the hundreds and is held in

sreat respect by his own race,

16
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Uncle Tom Baker,® Jid ot
a . .

) ,
"Svho, I recollects about de slabery days," said uncle Tom

as he whittled shavings from a soft piece of white pine. "I
lived on a plantation down in gggggngpunty an' I remembers a
story bout somp!n det happen to me a way back dar.®
"I was a water boy for fifty fiel! han's dat worked in de
sun all day long, an' I hadda carry many a bﬁcket-éﬁzfg§/spring”ﬂfwﬂyﬁikgﬂ'
’é;ii%zs\‘one fiel' ober —gﬁﬁ;ﬁ&%ég of dem was workin'. De |
spring run down between some willow trees an' it was powerful
cool down dere in de shade; I use'lzplie on de moss an' let
my bare belly git cool an' put my face in de outlet of de spring -
an' let de weter trickle over my haid. Jus! egbout de time I

zits a little res¥ one of dem niggers would callgwnwater Boyl

Bring dat bucket!‘i Den I greb up de buckel an' run back out

)

in de not sun.

"One day, on my les! trip, I was mighty tired an' I flop ,
i "f{}»- PR

down on dat moss wid de swest a-dripoin! from my body, en! Lfot

o)

{

I knowed 1t I done Tell slgp to sleep. When I woke up, it was
elnos' derk, an' I couldn't hear de slaves a-singin' in de fiel's,
so I knowed dat dey had gone home. I sheke my haid, an' look
zoout me, an' my eyes came to res' on a iittle black bear cub
s=drinkin' outen de spring. He so was a cute little boogar an!

I made up my mind right den to try an' kotch him. I wss jus! a

little nigger 'bout ten yesr old an' didn't have no sense, but I
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sho' wanted dat little bear. He ain't seed me a-settin! gﬁ:fiso

I snuck up real cautioug like, an'! afore he knowed it I had dat
i

vy ’
little debil a-squealin' in my I“ﬁﬁﬁ Jus! about to start home

wid him, when I hears a rustlin' in de bushes an' afore I went

ten feets, here come s big, black bear a-locin'! along right outen
dem willow trees. I drop dat little critter7gﬁze I knowed dat
é&;fiis mammy aﬁ' she was ravin' med. When I let de l1ittle feller

daae wrL1e
fall it mustthurt him somp'n awful gaze he howl .we' dan eber, an!

went a limpin' up to his_mammy. Well, suh, dat ole womaAhéhe got
so med she made Pot me Tak two bolts of lightninty But dese here
feets of mine begin a-doin' dere stuff. I knowed she was a-gainin!
on me so I lets out a whoop for help. S:he chased me 'cPoss dat
empty field an' 'bout dat time I seen big Jim a-comin' through a
row of-éggziﬂquurry Big Jim, ' I calls, 'a bear is zgfzgﬂme!'.véig
dim was de biggest nigger on our place. He must havé weighed as
nauch as a half a vale of cotton.’WE was Jjus! 'bout gittin! to de

{kiﬁé- 207w @QIM%@L&J ) =
>xeZe 0f de eewn when dat bear ketched me. He give me & slap wid

p ot
his paw ant' I goes down wid my aewf a-scoopin'! up de dus'. Ly
back felt like somebody done put¥ a hot iron on it. Dat besr wag
s mean one. I was expectin! her to chaw me up an' I drawed my
pody up in a knot and kivered my4haid wid my hands an'! waited. But
dat bear neber touch me agin'.‘ﬁi kinda snuck my eye aroun' an' I
saw big Jim havin' it out wid her. Jim, he had a long knife an' dey
was e-tumblin'! an' a-rollin' in de dust, while I sot dere wid ﬁy
eyes a-poppin' outen my hald an' my back feelin' like it was broke.
Jim he wrap his lezs roun' dat bear an'’fore you knowed it he had

done stuck dat ole critier a dozen times wid dat knife.

WAbout fifteen minutes later me an! Jim was a-walkin' back
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W‘L’j .
through de .gewn fiel'! an'! I guess we looked a sight,’naze I was

21l tore up an' Jim he looked like he dohe mess up wid a fambly of
wildcats. He was bleedin'~£gzg§21d to foot. When we walked into
de big house to git stbme treatments an'! medicine ror our aurts,
sistls was a-stendin' dereg aﬁéJgaen she seed me an' Jim, she almost
fzint. She say: 'Whut done happen to my niggers?!

"Atter me an' Jim got rixed up I wes jué' as'happy, kaze I done

seed de bes'! fight dere eber was)an' I had me a little orphan besr,

cub."

Wesh. Copy
R.L.D.
5-00-37
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HE MISSES DEiM
"SET-DOWN HAWGS"

In Prichard, a suburb of Mobile, lives an old, vlind Negro,
"Uncle Henry" Barnes, who says he was born in 1358, near Suggsville,
Jlarke County, Alabana,

"Cose I was borned a siave, but I don't 'member much 'bout
hit, 'caze I was 11'1l. Dere is one t'ing I does 'member, an' dat
was when dey cuf watermelons at de oberseer'!s house gn! dey want
us 11'] niggers run races to git our plece, I Jes wouldn't run
an' my mammy she whup me 'caze I so stubborn en'! when I git my
nlece o' melon, I fly down de 1an%‘whar our log cabihs was. Dem
cabling was daubed wid clay, an! de chimbleys wes bullt outten clay
°n' stick., Our beds was homemade an' had t&ee,legs wid de yuther
side naill to de wall., I 'member atter I got a big boy, my mamny
mad a bed made outten lumber an! I slep! in dat bed 'twel I was
crowed an' ma'ed,

"I tmembers ust!s Ole lilstis, liss Dell, liiss Dell was a good

p A
r mornint at de

13 -
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Aanr
unaay
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~
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n

lstis an' she useter

=

iz House an' a8ll us 1li'l niggers went up dar for her to teach us
'bout de Bible an' Jesus,

"llarce John was good tn all he slaves an! he wouldn't stan!
10 rush er meanness to his niggers, Iffen de olseer got mean,
Cle liarster weuld turn him off, Ole Kerster allus tuk good keer
»f he slaves, ‘'caze when dey got sick, he hab de doctor, Jes lak
"hen de white folks got sick, One o} Marse John's boys, Marse

Jennie, was a doctor, an' he was a good doctor, cep'n! he gin us

’
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bad med'cin', but he cyured you,

"Cose us hab our med'ein'! sich lak elderbush tea, Hit was
red 'mos' lak whiskey an'! us used hit for feber. Den dere was red
cassafrac tea fer spring feber, an' dey made Jerusalem oak candy

Tull o' seeds an' gib to de chilluns to eat so dey could git rid

N
o%ﬁorms. Den us had mullen an' »lne-top tea f;r colds an' feber.} X
Aﬁ' when us had ;% swellinf dey made a vnoultice oé mullen leabes
to take de snelli,nf out,

"Sometimes I wishes dat I could be back to de ol' place, 'caze
s d1d hab plenty to eat, an' at hog-killin' time us had mor'n a
olenty. Ole liarster kiil elght or ten set-down hawcss at one time,
an' de meat, an' de lard an' de hawgjlowl an'! de chixx'lin's - m'm!
I kin see ! em now,

"What a set-down hawg? Hit's a hawg what done et so much corn
e got so fat dat he feets can't hol' him up an' he Jes set on he
nin! quarters an' grunts an' eats an' eats an' grunts, 'twell dey
znock him in de head,

"Dem was sho' good times, 'caze us had all us could eat den
=n' plenty sugarfg;ne to make !'lasses outten. An' dey made up |
Discults in de blg wood trays. Dem trays was made outten tu?elo
um an' dey was light as a fedder, Us had plenty den, all de time,
an' at Chrismue an' Wéﬁn de white folks get ma'ed, dey ki1l hawegs,
turkeys, an' chickens an' sometlmes & yearlin', En dey cook de
nawgs whole, barbecue ‘em an'! fix 'em up wid a2 big anvle in he mouf,
“hen devbig weddin' come off, dey cook in big pots, sol's to hab

'nough for eber'body., Cose us didn't hab eatin! lak dat all de

l
"ime, 'caze de reg'lar rations was tree pound of meat an' a peck

R
FANN
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of:neal feﬁ eber! han! from Satfdayvtwell Sat‘day{

"De niggers was 'lowed to hab a 11'l patch of dey own, dat dey
could:wuk at night an'! Bat'day ebgnin'! ;What dpy'makeﬂon dis patch
was dey'h, an'! Ole_Marster payv'em»money for hit, Nobody didn't \
| meke de ﬁiggers wuk dey patchez ~ i1ffen dey want de grasé to XYook
| ‘em, dat's all r%ght wid Ole Marster. Ole Marster hab a blg gyarden !
'mog! big as a fiell, whar dey raise gréens an! collards an' turnups
fer de whole place,

‘“My granpappy was a carpenter an' Ole Marster contrac' him out
to de yuther plantations to build dey houses., De grown niggers had
to be up 'fo! day. Dé oberseer blow he horn fust ﬁo'git up by an!
de nex' time he blow dey hatter be ready to-go to de fiel!t, i

"Dere was é ol!' 'oman what kep' 21l de 1i'l niggérs, whilst
dey mammies was in de fiel!, Dis ol' 'oman cookéd fer de 1i'l
ung an' fed 'em all day, an' déy mammies tuk 'em at night,

"Us's clo's was made outten osnaburg cloth an' dyed wid cop'rus

an! sometime dey mix terbaccy an' peach<tree leabes wid de dye.“ Us

ad a big orchard wid apples an' peaches an' pears, more'n us an'! de

nawgs togedder could eat up.

4 ?

"When a nigger died, dey was buried in de graveyard lak dey do

G
now, an' dey shouted sn' hollered an' sometime < 'oman she faint

n' hab to be tote home., De song dey sing mos' a2t de fun'ral was:
=rk from de Toom,

"Us sho! did hab plentf singin! o' hymns an'! shoutin'! at night
iin de cabins. Iffen de men want to break a night res' he go possunm
:huntin' or rabbit huntin' jes! so he git pass from Ole Marster an!

Rr°s at de fiel' nex! mornin' on time wid de yuther han's.



"I knowed Ole Marster went to de war, 'caze I heerd de folks
talﬁipf bout hitvan' WOnder»iffén Ole.Marster‘gwine git kilt, Den I
heerd 'em say de niggers was free, but us didn't leave Ole Margtér
for 'bout a year atter de s'render, Deén us went to lib-on.de‘jcung
mistig! place,atlBarlbw Bend, aften she ma'ed lir; Bob Flynn.' Right
dar I stayed twell I was grown‘and ma'ed. Den de fust move to town,
us come up de Alabama Ribber to Jamesd' Landin', I members all de
big boats on de ribber. Dey sho! was fine Funé. |

"Den, I 'members atter I growed up dey tell 'bout how de
Yankees comin' here an' how dey pester de white folks an' de niggers,
too. Broke in dey smoke-houses, burn 'em up an' t'row i'ings away
an' lef! nobody nottin' to eat. I don't 'mémber dat ‘'‘caze I was too
111,

| "Ledy, you ax me iffen us knowed anyt'ng 'bout hoodoo? Yes,
ma'am dere sho' was folkses what could put spells on you. I sho!
was skeered o' dem kin' too., Atter I was nearly groﬁﬁ, dere was
a gal name Penny what been down sick a long time an' dere;was a cun-
Jer doctor wukkin' on her tryin' cyure her, but her wan't 'greesble,
co he let her die. Den ;?iboy, naﬁé Ed, he had a mis'ry in he foot,
~n' hit went up he leg an' he cripvle, Dere was a2 hoodoo doctor in
de forks o' 'Bigbee Ribber come tend on him, an' he tol! ebber'body
olt outten de.house 'cep'n' him an' Ed an' de Debil. He cyured Ed
smack well,

"My mammy said I was borned wid a 'zérnin' eye to see sperité,
an' I seed sump'n lak a cow wid no haid, So mammy made me stir de
fresh lard when dey was rendin' hit, 'caze dat cyures you of seein!
de sperits, Atter I stirred de lard, I didn't see 'em no mo',

"One time I was splittin'! rails wid a nigger what could do any--

thin', but he was a bad man an' I was 'feered of him. I tol' him,
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iffen I héd a pain or anyt!ihg hurt me, I sho! would kill him wid
my ax, I wudda split dat nigger wide open, Jes' lak I split dem
rails, 1ffen he try dat hoodoo on me.

"Télkin' 'hout fishin', I 'members when us would be plowin'.

cown by de ribber, when hit come dinner-time an' whilst de mules

carp bilte,

Dey was so fﬂ

widout no grease, Den us ketch

corn,

Dey all pas!

.

sn' gone, Sometimes I giﬁvgffp=: " e folks mos' is

dead, an' I 1is here yit,;libih’?éﬁ but I 'spec s hit won't
he long twell I is ober de }~rizbﬁé:r W ;
Vagh, Covoy E
E,L.D.

5-11-37
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NATHAN BEAUCHAMP, HALF BREED. . ¢
(Photo)

I walked up a little patqborderedﬁvith small stones, an atmo-
sphere of solitude surrounding me. In the sky, large, white cumulous
clouds like great bolls of cotton, floated leisurely northward. Far
down the road a ramshackle buckboard disappeared over a slight hill;
directly in front the path ran at twenty yards into the dilspidated steps
of a Negro cabin, while an 0ld colored man in a vegetable garden to the
left to the cabin broke the stillness with the 1ntermitten§fmetallic
sounds of his spade digging into thirsty soil. I knew at a glance that
this was Nathan Beaﬁﬁhamp.

"Hello, Uncle Nathan,® I called.

“Mornin', white folks," he answered, as he discontinued his spade~
ing and raised his hand in a friendly gesture.

I walked over to where Uncle Nathan was standing and stopped in
tne 1little furrows of brown earth. Already a thick coat of dust had
formed on my shoes.

"Uncle Nathan,® I said, "I'd like to have & brief chat with you

sout slavery days, if you can spare a few minutes from your garden here?®
"Yagssuh, boss," he said, punctuating his reply with a spat of
tobgcco that waé soon nothing but a dark mark in the parched ground,
's1ad to be of any 'sistance.
We moved to the shade of a large oak where we sat down together:
om a sturdy, home-made bench. |
"Well, white folks," he went on after taking a long turn at the

f Upper hanging on the tree which shades a well. *I'1l tell you a story
i of my mammy an' pappy. Nathan Beauchamp, my pappy, belonged to Massa
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Green Beauchamp at White Oak Springs, near Eufaula.
Massa Green was a member of de législature when de capital wuz
at Tuscaloosy. He had many a acre of land an' hund'eds of slaves.
’Pappy use to dribe de wagon in to Eufaula to git supplies an' on de way
he would meet up wid an Injun gal a-carryin’ tig baskets dat she wuz a
golin! to sell dere. He would ask her iffen she wanted to ride, an' she
always say yes. So one day pappy came to de messa and tell him dat dere
Wiz an Injun gal on de St. Francis Indian Village dat he wanted fo' a
jwife, an' de boss say all right so pappy married de Indian gal. Her
3name wuz Mimi. So I ig half nigger an half Injun. My mammy died ‘'bout

five year atter freedom, but I can remembers dat she had long black hair,

and I remembers de way de sun sparkle on her teeth when she smile. Atter
ghe married pappy, she still carried her pretty baskets to Eufaula to
s¢1l. Sometime she walk all de way dere and back, twenty fo' miles. I

been 1ibin' here in Eufaula fifty year or mo'! white fo'ks, an' I owns my

little cabin an' de lan' around it. T'an't much, but i1ts enough to keep

e a-goin', dis wid de little sto' I owns."®

fash. Copy,
5/14/37.
W H.
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DE BES' FRIEND A
NIGGER EVER HAD.

[ Plnts)

Oliver Bell says the first thing he remembers was seeing his

rother whipped. He was born in slavery, but most of his knowledge of the
evila, as well as the Joys of ante-~bellum days, is by hearsay only.
*I was borned on de De Graffenreid Place," he said, “nine miles

| rest of Livingston-Boyd Road. My mother was Luella De Graffenreid an' my
frepvy was Edmund De Graffenreid. Den dey changed my name to Bell. I had
| me brother, Nat, an' two sisters, Jestina an' Clara. I has 'bout six-
{icen chilluns, all born on de same place an' most of dem{iivin'kié dere
8:1. My chillun by my firs' wife are Ed, Jack, Holly, Bueck, Clarence,
§5a11y, Liza, Mag an' luella. Dey ma was Mandy Powell, frum York. Den my
second wife, Bettie Borwn, gived me de res' of my chilluns. Le's see, dey
fic imny, J. W. Alfonso Wallace, Henry, Edna an'—? ————— ." He hesitated,
#rlained, "Dat's as many as I kin' 'member jest now.

"My gran'ma's name was Cely De Graffenreid an' my gran'pa's name

{iss Peter. He was a shoemaker fur de place an' made plows, too. He was

iworker an' he learnt me how to pull fodder an' chop corn an' cotton

Men 1 was jJest a little scamp jes' a little black nigger.

"ls all b'longed to lir., Tresvan De Graffenreid an' Mistus Rebecca;
1" dey was all good to us. Ol' Mistus read de Bible to us an' got us
wtized in de river at Horn's bridge, but dat was atter de surrender. In
iihvery times dey didn't like for us to sing and play loud in de quariers.
VEWey, I ‘members when us had de big prayer meetin's. Dey would shut de
0r so de voice won't git out, an' dey would turn de washpot down de door.
it wee to keep de voice inside, dey tol' me."

Oliver mused a moment, recalling the old times.

"Us chilluns useta have a good time singin' an' a-playin'," he
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gaid. "I 'members one of our little verses run somethin' lak dis?
#Shoo, shoo, shoo gander
Th'ow yo' feathers ‘way yvander."
"Us had ol' corn hollers, too, but I fergits um now. I does
remember, though you could hear dem niggers holler a whole mile.

"No'm, it warn't so bad wid us. ‘De white folks was good to us
nigeers. Us had 'nough to eat, lak greens, frum de big house. Us had
our rations weighed out; peck o' meal, three pounds of meat, half gallom
of 'lasses, made at home in wodden mills; an' dat was for a week. An'
sometimes, on a Sunday us had a little sugar, coffee an' flour. No'm,
us didn't know what rice was.

"What I seed of slavery was a bad idea, I reckon, but ev'ybody
thought dey marster was de bes' in de lan'. Us didn't know no better.

A man was growed plum' green 'fo he knew de whole worl' didn't belong to
ris ol' marster. |

"Us didn't have no bought medicine in dem days; Jes' whut us got
tutta de woods lak slippery ellum fer fever an' poke salad root; dey
te'p a lot. An' May-gpple root would he'p you same as castor oil.

"Didn't nobody he'p us learn nothin' much, but mos' of my chilluns
¥ent to Booker T's school. Dey say he's a mighty smart man, an' my chill-
uns thinks so, too. It's all right; I wish I could read an' write; den
I'd tell you things you'd lak to know."

His face clouded for the briefest moment.

"I tell you de fust thing I 'members, an' I don' know whut started
{t, One day my mammy done sumpin' an' ol' marster made her pull her
iress down 'roun' her waist an' made her lay down 'crost de door. Den
‘e taken a leather strop an' whooped her. I 'members dat I started eryin'
a0’ Mistus Beckie said, 'Go git dat boy a biskit.'

*I reckerlecks my mammy wes a plow han' an' she'd go to work




Alabamag -3 - 29

soon an' put me under de shade of a big ol' post-ocak tree. Dere I sat
gll day, an' dat tree was my pufse, It still standin' dere yit, an' I
won't let nobody cut it down.

"Mammy 8ay I never did learn to walk: jes' one day she sot me
down under de oak, an' fust thing she knowed she look up an' dere 1 was
valkin' down de middle of a cotton row. |

"!'Nother thing I 'members when I was a little boy; dat dey was
'vidin' de corn atter de s'render. Dr. DeGraffenreid measured de corn
out to all of 'em whut was share han's. He'd take a bushel an' give 'em

2 bushel. When he mos' through he'd throw a ear of corn to dis one, an'

give himse'f a ear; den he break a ear in two, an' he take part an'’

give dem part. Dat was close measurin', I tell you.

"Us lived in de third house frum de big house in de quarter, an'
then I was a boy it was my job to set out shade trees. An' one day de
fu Klux come ridin' by an' dey leader was Mister Steve Renfroe, (Alabama
bendit of Reconstruction days). He wore long hair an' he call my pappy
wt an' ax him a heap of questions. While he sittin' dere his horse

§11 up nigh 'bout all de trees I done sot out.

A4+ 4+
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talkin' to my
?vmo miles souf of here, an' dere he met O1' Man Enoch Sledge an' Frank
;5ﬂedge. Dey was darkies whut b'longed to Marsa Simmy Sledge's father,
§;W‘ Doctor Sledge. Slaves on dat plantation was 'lowed pretty good pri-
llege atter de s'rrender an' was workin' on halvens. Uncle Enock an' |
enk was in town tradin' some, an' Mr, Renfroe didn't want 'em to have
Mything. When dey lef' town, dey pass de Ku Kluxes raght on de slough
ridge. Migter Renfroe ax Enock to give hilna piece of string to fix

s saddle wid; den shot him. Frank run to de river, but de Ku Kluxes

oched him an'® shot him, too.
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"De niggers went down to de river dat night an' got de bodies an'
buried 'em in de ol' Travis graveyard. My mammy an' daddy is buried
dere, too.

¥Didn' nobody do nothin' 'bout Mister Renfroe 'till he went on
an' got to messin' wid Marss Simmy Sledge's things; stole a pair of miles
an' de white folks rambled atter him 'till dey foun' him in Linden. Dey
got 8o hot atter him dat he went to his camp in de flat woods down on
Bear Creek. Dem was skeery times, 'case dat man never had no mercy for
nobody.

"Dey's a cave down by de burial grounds whut deblaves dug when
dey run away, an' Mister Renfroe stayed dere. It's on de river bank an'
its dug up, You digs an' starts low an' pushes de dirt out an' digs up

an' make a big room up so de water won't git you. I knows whar dey's

two of de caves on de place; my cow fell in one yestidy.

"When O1' Marster Amos Travis come out here from Californy, he
teken a lakin' to me an' wanted me to leave t'other side of de place an'
nove down dis sidé of de big house to take keer of dis swamp an' look

atter de han's. But I wanted a big house wid four rooms an' two brick
{chimneys, an' I had to talk five years to git it. I's got some rose-
Ibushes now dat wes at de big house raght atter de s'rrender, an' dey's
; trowin' in my yard now.
¥Speakin' 'bout graveyerd, I was passin' dere one night, ridin'
i 'bout midnight, an' sumpin' come draggin' a chain by me lak a dog.
flgot down off'n my horse, but couldn't see nothin' wid no chain, so I
lﬁ%t back on de horse an' dere raght in front of me was a Jack-Me-Lan-
‘;%rn wid de brighteé; light you ever seed. It was tryin' to lead me off,
;?m' ev'y time I'd git back in de road it would lead me -6ff ag'in. You

th
+

o' will git los' 4if you follow a Jack-Me-Lantern.

“One of dem led a man down to de creek by dem double bridges;
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sald he foun' he was travelin' in de wrong direction, gittin' frum home
gtidder clo'ster, so he Jes' sit down under a tree an' walted 'till day-
light. I ain't skeered of nothin' but dem Jack-Me-Lanterns, but dey stirs
you up in yo' min' 'till you can't tell whar you's at; an' dey's so

pright dey nigh 'bout puts yo' eyes out. Dey is plenty of 'em over by de
graveyard raght over yonder whar all my white folks is buried, an' mammy
m' pappy, too. Dey's all dere 'cept Marsa Jess Travis; he was de nex!'

vhut come in line for de place, an' he was de bes' frein' dis here nigger

ever had.

"Fac' was, dat's whut he call me; 't'was nigger'. He an' Nistue
| lag 1ived raght dere in de bigmuse; den dey move into town an' dat's
| vaar he died. Me an' Marsa Jess made a 'greement an' he said if he was
: fe longes' liver, he'd see me buried, an' if 1 be de longes' liver, I see
j im buried. So dat day I went to his office in de co'thouse an' he say he
ngnt to talk wid me. He say, 'You 'members us ‘gfeement?’ An' I say,
E "Thut 'greement, Marsa Jess?' An' he say, 'Bout buryin'.' Dén I say,
i $ho','I 'members dat.'
"Den he got up an' give me some papers 'bout some lan's an' I say,
é‘Whut do all dis here mean, Marse Yess?' He say, 'nothin' nigger, ‘'cept
f;fs Jes' goin' outtas business.' Den I say, 'Goodbye, Marse Jess,' an' he
igwy, 'Goodbye, nigger,' an' I walked on 'crost de street. Den Mr. Killian
JJMY, 'Oliver, whut's happened over at de co'thouse?' An I say, 'Ain't no-
;}ﬂﬂn' as I knows of.' Den he say, 'Yes, dey 1s; Jes' look at de peoples
Wine in a hurry.' Den I turn 'roun' an' run back an' dere lay Marse Jess.
. Smith was gettin' him up an' Marse Jess say to me, 'Well, nigger, I
dn't do whut I tended to; I missed it.' An' I say, 'Boss, fer God's
‘’ke go to de hospital; I'1ll ge wid you an' stay wid you.' Mistus Mag,
e agt me to beg him, but he shuck his head an' say 'If I had a-wanted to

fve I wouldn't of shot myself.' He res' a minit, den say, 'Nigger, write
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liiss Calline an' tell her I says to always be good %o you as long as you
lives.'

"Yassum, I was raght dere, done jes' whut I tol' him I.d do;
kep' my 'greement an' followed him to de grave. Co'se dat 1as; ‘bout
liarse Jess ain't no slavery tale, but . thought you ;aéwatter hearin'
2ll ‘bout de family whut owned dis ol' place; an' Marse Jess was de bes'

white frein' a nigger ever had; dis nigger, anyhow.!

Tashington Copy,
5/17/ 37,
L. H,
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NELSON BIRDSONG
REMEMBERS HIS MASTER.

Nelson Birdsong who lives on Front Street in the old suburb of
Summerville, about three miles from Mobile, Alabama, was born a slave.
A tall dark Negro man, with white hair and whiskers, he says he was
born at Montgomery Hill, Alabama in Baldwin County, and that his people
and he were owned by Mr. Tom Adkins.
| Nelson said he was very small at the time of the Surrender, and
could not tell very much about slavery days. In fact, he adds, *You
know, missie, o0ld folks in dem days did'nt 'low chillun to stan' 'roun!
wvhen dey wuz talking. We chillun wuz lack a shot out of a gun when any-
body come in. We wuz glad when folks come in 'cause we ¢'ud run out an'
play. Chillun now-a-days knows as8 much as we did when we wuz twenty-'
five years old."” | |

Nelson does remember his "massa® saying he neber wuz going to 'let
dat little nigger work.'

He did not remember much about coming to Mobile, but "seemed lack
his mammy worked for Mrs. Dunn on Monroe street, and later dey moved
out in o0ld Napoleonville," (which is now Crichton, Alabama a suburb of
Mobile.) He saild his "Pa and Mammy den worked fo' gris' mill out dere,
and also owned a big gris' mill in de fork whar de big fire station
is now" (whiéh 18 located at the intersection of St. Francis street
and Washington Avenue, the latter formerly Wilkinson street.) This
grist mill was burned in the 1870's.

Nelson says the first work he remembered doing was "nussing a baby
boy of Mr. Bramwell Burden, a gran'son of old man Burden.®

Nelson has owned his little farm and three-room house until the

Last two or three years. He sald he "scuffled and tried to pay de
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caxes, ¥ but had got so 0ld and his knees had give out on him, and I
geed I wuz agoin' to lose mah place so I turned it over to a man to keep
up mah taxes, so I'd have a place to 1lib. De relief gibes me a little
he'p now, an' me an' my wife makes out de bes' we can.®
The house is the famillar type of two-room Negro house, with a porch
across the front, and a shed room on the back. The bedroosm had been
papered with dcraps of wallpaper of varied designs and so o0ld that most
of it had fallen off. The mantel is covered with the colored comics
gection, cut in a fancy pattern of scallops. At the entrance of the house
is a sack nailed to the floor and used for a foot mat, and at the two
upper corners of the door are horse shoes for good luck. Nelson said he
is a member of the African Methodist Episcopal Zion Church, and has been
a Methodist all his 1life; that he and his wife Virginia, had only two
chillun' and dey were befe dead."
Nelson's wife, Virginia, came from a family of slaves, although she
~was not one herself. She sald her folks were owned by Mr. Joe Pickett
of Camden, Wilecox County, Alabama. She said she Just can remember Mr.
Joe taking her in his buggy,and she called him "Toe-Toe," as she couldn'e
say his name plainly. 8he also sald as she grew older she always spoke
of Mr., Joe, as "ny Papa," instead of "my master," for "he sho' was good
to me.® She remembers her mother being chambermaid on the "0ld Eleanora,®

2 boat on the Alabama river, and as a small child golng back and forth

on the boat with her. When they finally settled in Mobile, her mother
worked for the family of Dr. Heustis who lived in the corner house now
occupied by the new Federal Court House and Custom House, at 8t. Louis
and St. Joseph streets.

3SIBLIOGRAPHY: Personal interview with Nelson and Virginia Birdsong,

Summerville, on Front Street.

fesh. Copy
Vs/s/z72. 7’
L. H.
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GABR'EL BLOW SOF'!

GABR'EL BLOY_LOUD!
(With photo of Ank Bishop)

When HGabr'el teke his silver trump," he is zoing to blow
soft for the saved and loud for the lost souls, according to Ank
3ishop who was bprn into slavery eighty-nine years ago, &and lives
in Livingston, Alsbamea. The days before the war were as good as
the present, Ank believes. He tells of them in the following story
of his life: )

Wiy name is Ank Bisghop, en I was born in 1849, August loth, at
Tard, Alsbsmea. Ly mother's name was Amy Larken, an' my father was
Tom Bishop. I had three brothers, AlLf, Volen an' Jim, an' two sis-
ters, Cely en' l[atildy. Us belonged to Lady Liza Larkin at Varg,
Pight nigh Coke's Ch;pel. /-

"y mother wecs brouzht out from South Cart'lina in & speculator
arove, an' Ledy Liza‘bought her at de azuction at Coke's Chapel. Sie
~ef! her mammy an' ceddy back dere in South Car'lina en' never did
cee 'em no more in dls life. She wes bldded off an'! Ledy Lizs got
er, Jjes' her one froa all her fanily. She was got fer Lady Liza's
wouse gz1l. But souetimes she cooked or was de washer, den agtin
‘e milker. Twes 1y job for to min' de caves. Sometimes I went to
..fs Ed VWestern's sto! &t Gaston, three miles from us houée, to see
i°fen wes any mall for Ledy Lize, but 'twa'n't none.

"Dey was good to us ‘caze Lady Liza's son, lir. Willie.Larkin,
.28 Ge overseer for his ma, but cose sometime dey git among 'em an'
tarashed 'em out; One time one de niggers runned away, old Caeszar

Townsy, an' dey sarnt for Dick Peters to come an' bring his "nigger

logs." Dem dogs was trained to ketch & nigger same as rabbit dogs




Alabama - 2- ' B 36

is tresined to ketch a rabbit. So lr. Willie Larkin told Stuart for
to say to o0ld man Dick Peters when he come, 'I'm gone,' but for him
to come on. !'I'm gwineter keep de road,' he say, 'an'! cross 'Bigbee
at loscow landin'.' So ol! Dick Peters, he kept de road lack he

tole him to, an' he cross 'Bigbee at lioscow landin' over in de cane-
brexe. But dem nigsger dogzgs dian't never ketch ol!' man Caesasr. He
stayed rignt wharever he was at 'twell after S'render, an' de War
done ceested. Den he come out, but iffen he had a been caught, dey'a

used nim up pretty rouzh, but he steyed nid twell de time done pessed.

Y}

"All ce women on Ledy Liza's place had to go‘to de fiel! evty
day en'! dem what had suckerlin' bsabies would come in 'tout nine o'eleck
in de aawnin! zn' when de pell ring at twelve an' suckerlin' 'em.
One women tended to a&ll or 'em in one house. Her name wss Ellie Lar-
zin, an' dey c¢zll aer 'Jaumy Lzrkin.! She 2ll time sarnt me dovn in

2e Tiel! for to zit 'em come sucxle de chillen, 'cage dat mede hit

(

a&G on ner wnen dey Zetls nonsry an' cry.

¥Us didnt't zet to zo to church none, an' us ws'n't larnt nothin'.
z'2 nigh "bout ninety an' I can't read a line. I 20t some chillun
»in ree; one cen't wnut is sixty-five, out Henry ne fifteen ent' he
<in. De e, shie zo LY <& neue of Peerlie Beasley, she cen't reed
aeitner, tul szels & 004 Iiel! nan' an' she patcneo dece breecnes

e e o S - =8 1 ~md tS o~ b
Voovieorin' ent' Glg ole sairt. Liss, I

gin't zot a coat to ny nsane.
Jen't 0o to church, so I docn KXnow cat dis eny better'n slev'!y tiae.
Citls nerd, enywey you ot to travel, zct yo! nose dn ¢e groun' rock
a1l de tine. "nen gay AQszy coiie, sin't nothin' pey wid., Come git de
rent, Gen you out do's az'in. Bred an' pawn in Sumter County, wore

out in Sumter County, 'specks to die in Sumter County, an' whut 1s

I Zot?  &in't ot nothin!, &ain't zot notnin', ein't zot rothin'.

"Iut I'n & vellever, an' Gls here voodoo an' hoodoo an' sper!ts



2in't nothin' but & lot of folk's outten Christ. Ha'nts aintt |
nothin! but somebody Gied outten Christ an' his sper't ain't at
res!, Jes' in a wend'rin' condition in de world.

7 Wpis is de evil sper't what de Bible tells shout when hit

say & pefson has got two gper'ts, a good one an' a evil one. De
go0d sper't goes to a place of happiness an' rest, an' you coan!

see hit no mo!', but de evil spertt ain't got no place to go.

Hit's dwellin'! place done tore down .when de body died, an! hit's
Jest' a wend'rin' an a weitin' for Gebr'lel to blow his trump, den

¢e worl' gwineter coue to ah en'. But when God say, 'Tske down de
silver mouf trum. an' blow, Gabr'el,' an' Gabrvel say, 'Lord, how
ioud shell I blow?!' Den de Lord‘say, 'Blow easy, Gabr'el, en ca'm,
not to 'larm my lilies.! De secon! time Gabr'tel say, 'How loud nmus
I blow, Lord?! Den Ge Lord szy, 'Blow hit as loud as seben claps
of thunder &ll added into one eecho, 80 as t0 wake up dem damnsble
sper'ts sleepin' in de greve-ya'ds what ain't never uade no peace
wid cey Goé, Jes' al:zyin' dere in dey sins.!

"But de Christen Army, hnit sits up wid de fue! trump, an' den
vzt 1s deef is de evil ones what anybody kin see anytime. I ain't
sseered of 'em, though. I passes 'em an' goes right on plbwin',
‘wut iffen you wents 'en to'git outten your wsay, all you gotter do
is Jes! turn your head lesst bit an! look back. Dey gone jes! lack
iat! TVhen my fug' wife died 'bout thirty years azo, I was goin' up
10 Gaston to see Sara Drayden, ole Scot Drayden's wife; an' I tuck
out through Kennedy bottom 'bout sundown right after a rain. I
seed sompin acomin' down de rbad tbout dat high, 'bout size a little

vleck shaggy dog, an' I says, 'What!'s dat I sees comin'! down de
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Hit kep!

Aln't nobody 'roun! here got nc black shaggy dog?

road?

ccomin' zn' kep' ecittin' bigzer an' bigger an' closer an! closer,

-n' time hilt got right to me 'twuz as big as & ha'f growed yezrlin',
It had four feet an' drop years, Jjes! lack a dog,
an!

clack as & crow.
but "twa'n't no dog, I knowe dat. Den he shy out in de bushes,
ne come rizht back 1n de road, an' hit went on de wey I was comin!

Trom, so0 I went on de way hit was comin' from. I zin't never seed

izt thing no mo'. But I'ze gotter pretty good notion 'bout who

nit ttwuz.t
Teeh. QORY

“eLeDe
CeGm ST
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SINEY BONNER, EX-SLAVE

"Hear dat whistle?" The speaker was Siney Bonner, an ex-
gslave, now living in the Norwood section of Birmingham, She had
stopped for a "confab" where a group of other elderly Negroes of
the neighborhood had gathered., "De whistles on dem Big Jacks what
pull dese highsteppin' I.C. trainsqmind me of dem steamboats what
used to pull up at de landin' at ole Pickensville on de Tombigbee
River,

#1Cose dar wa'n't no railroads dem days an' de onlies' way
folks had trabbelin' about was de steamboat which passed most every
wveek, and de stage coach which passed twice a week,

"Lawsy, man, dem was de days, and many de time atter my daddy,
whose name was Green Bonner, heard dat steamboat blow below Plckens-
ville he would hitch up de mules to de waggin-and foller Massa John
on hossback down to de landin' to fetch back de supply of sugar and
coffee and plow-tools needed on de plantation. Dey would take me
'long to hold de mules and watch de waggin and i1t was a reglar picnic
to me to see de blg shiney boat and watch de goin's on,

"Massa John Bonner sho! did 'pend on my daddy. De massa pald
a thousand green-back dollars for him down to Mobile. !'Nuf green-
backs to wrap him up in, he said, so he named him Green Bonner,

*Yes suh, we was all Baptis' - de deep water kind, and every
Sunday dey used to pilé us into de waggins and pull out bright and
early for Big Creek Church on the Carrollton road, Everybody fetched
a blg basket of grub and, sakes aiive!?ﬂsech another dinner you never

see, all spread out on de grassy grove by de ole graveyard. Mos'® all
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de quality white folks belonged at Big Creek and when dere slaves
got sho' nuff 'ligion, dey have 'em jine at Big Creek and be bap-

BTN s st

vized at de swimmin! hole. ) Some of de niggers want to have dere

oSt

, owﬁ“ﬁééiin'é;'but Lawd chile, dem niggers get happy and get to
shoutint! all over de meadow where dey bullt a bresh arbor. Massa
John quick put a stop to dat. He say, 'if you gwine to preach
and sing you must turn de wash pot bottom upt!; meanin', no shoutin?'.
Dém Baptis! at Big Creek was sho! tight wid dere rules too. Turn
you out sho! if you drink too much cawn licker, or dance, or cuss.

" Massa Jonn had a big fine bird dog. She was a mammy dog and
one day she foun'! six puppies out in de harness house. Dey was
mog' all girl pupples so massa gwine drown 'em. I axed him io give
tem to me and purty soon de missus sent me to de postoffice, so I
put de pupples in a basket and took tem wid me. Dr. Lyles come by
whar I was settin' and he say, 'Want to 3611 dem pups, Siney?' I
tell him, uh-huh. Den he say, 'What 'nomination is dey?'. I tell

‘him, dey's Methodis' dogs. He dldn' say no mo'. Bout a week atter
dat ole missus sent me to 'de pos!office ageain, so I took my basket

~ of pupples. Sho' nuff, 'long come Dr. Lyles and he say, 'Siney,

- see you still ain’t sold dem pups!. I say, *Naw=suh'!. Den he

- axed me ag'in what 'nomination dey bt'long to. I tole him dey was

ﬂBaptis' dogs. He say, 'How come? You tole me las'! week dem was

;Met%odis' pups'. Ha-hal Bress God!, look like he had me., But I

~ say, gas—suh, but you see>Doctah, dey got dere eyes open since den.

iHe la%f and go on down to his newspaper office.

"How old is I? Law chile, I don't know. Uiy mammy say I was
fifteen year old time of de surrender. I 'members dat mighty well.

lagsa John call sll de niggers on de plantation 'round him at de
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big house and he say to 'em 'Now, you all Jjes'! as free as I is. I
ain't your marster no mo!. I'se tried to be good to you and take
keer of all of you. You 1s all welcome to stay and we'll all wuk
togedder and make a livin' somehow. Ef you don! want to stay, dem
dat go will Jes!'! have to root, pig, or die!'. Some stayed and some
lef!'. My daddy stayed wid lMarse John till he was called home to
glory. Now dey all gone but Siney, and I'se Jjes' here, waitin!
for tem to call me,

¥Yas suh, I been 'round Carrollton a heap. Atter Marse John
and my daddy bofe died, I wuk'd 'round from place to place. Used
to wuk for Mrs. Roper at de old Phoenix Hotel. I recollect when
de new brick court house was built. De ole cote house had been
burned and dey '?%;gpd a nigger named Bill Burkhalter for settint
it on fire. D%*éi;ht gsent him to de pen' an! some officers started
wid him to Montgomery. When dey got to Sipsey River a mob ketched
up wid 'em an' took Bill and hung him dere in the swamp. !'Bout
dat time a bad cloud coile up. Dey axed Bill did he have anything
to say. He say, 'I ain't burn no cote house, an' ef you all kill
me, my face gwine always ha'nt you'. Whilst he still hangin!

dere in dat swamp de lightnin' flash and de thunder an' win

was

(e

somp'n awful. Nex' mornin! when de sun come up, bress my soul,
right dere on de winder in de cote house tower was a photygraf of
de face of de nigger dey done hung for burnin' de old cote house.
Yas suh, I done seen dat wid my own eyes an' I speck dat picture
still dere.

"But lawsy me, I got to get goin', kase I'se cookin' me a
megs of poke sallet I picked down by de railroad tracks dis mornint,
Dat poke.sallet and ydung ernions gwine to be mighty good, and dey
sho 'mind me of dem good old days in Pickens county.*

R.L.D.
5=7-3T
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-~ John lorgan Smith, ~
Can Editor.

NO BELL BRUNG HIM

JENNIE BOWEN. Cp
(Photo)

Jennie Bowen was surrounded by numerous little colored childrem
rs 1 came uvon her sitting on her front porch. She answered my questions
t“rough a mouth void of teeth and with a constant blinking of her brown

ves with theilr rnuddy whites. Her 1little grand-child had to act to some

[¢9]

vtent as an interpreter, as her sveech was at times most indistinect.

)

"Yassum, I remembers lots of things dat happened back in de days
5 Sty

(]

7 de Cibil War," she said. "I remembers de nlece whar 1 lived. It were
ie rrettiest house you ever seed. It were on a high hill overlooking a
s7211 creek and de flowers 'roun' in de yard was somp'n to see, sho' ‘'nuff.

"I was bawn in 1847 on liasse Fisher's and Mistis Fisher's plan-

s
w4 2 o : Py ~
stion near Camden, Alabema. - Us slaves lived im a row of white washed
ce»ins in de rear of de big house. We useta have a mean oberseer, white
5is, an' all de time dere was slaves on our place a runnin' away.

"I acted as nuss for masss's three chilluns, an' dey lesrnt me
*t reed an' write. iy papny wss named Burl Fisher an' he come f'um
v inny when Cep'n Fisher brung him. Ly manmy was nemed Grace Fisher,

' 9 cardin'

' she was ‘roun' de Piz house mos' of de time 2 weavin' an
"1 for de slaves, who wo' calico snun in de surmer an' wool in de
“Later,

®An ole nicger man ruﬁg 2 bell for us to it up by, an' to call
21el' han's in de evenin's. Atter Burrender, dis ole niggzer stayed
%t on de nlantation an' was a vorkin' in de fiel's one day when de

‘ser hoy runz de bell for de nigpers to come in. All of 'em came

~'n dis ole man an' later on dey ax him why he don't come when dey

de bell. He answer: 'Tain't no mo' vell ringin'for dis nigger,

rze I ig free.'
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"De Fighers was Pres'terians an' dey had dere own church on de
nlace. Eve'ybody had to go 6n Sunday; de white folke sittin' in de
front, de colored folks.in de back. De onl'es' holidays us niggers had
vaes Chris'mas an' New Years; On dese days us all exchanged gif's.

"My pappy an' memmy atter de war farmed on shares wid Cap'n
fisher. I was ma'ied 'bout dis time, white folks, to Sam Bowen, who
long been daid. Us hed a big weddin' én' de two Mistis Fishers (Massa's
Zeughters) baked us s cake an' I sont a piece to all my whife frien's
for dem to dream on. Atter I come to lobile, I changed my ‘ligion to
vein' a Babtist.

"I had ten chilluns, but seven of dem is daid. I 18 even got
7o' great gran' chilluns.

"Yagsum, us had po' white trash back in dem days of de warQ
Dey lived near our place, an' some of 'em didn't have no niggers at all.
Dey worked deyse'f in de fiel's. Us didn't fobl 'long wid dem kinds of
neople dough white folks. Us kep' mostly to ourselves.

"Yassum, us house niggers et in de kitchens, dat was separated
t'un de main buildin' by a walkway, kivered at de top but not at de
cides. All de slave chilluns had a grown nigger woman and a young gal

"“out sixteen to look atter dem. We-glls had a good time an' us was

~anpy an' secure.t

vash. Copy,
L, H,
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"WHAT I KEER
W
b > ABOUT BEIN' FREE?™

y
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Nannie Bradfield 18 a fat little o0ld woman almost as
broad as she is long, With a pleasant face and a broad smile which
displays white teeth still good at the age of eighty-five. She
lives alone in a dilapidated cabin which rests in a c¢clump of trees
by the side of the railroad. The sagging roof is patched with
oleces of rusty tin of many shaves and sizes.

"Nannie," I said, "aren't you afraid to live here alone?"

"How come I be skeered? Ain't nobody gwine bother me

S
legen it be a spirit, and dey don't come ‘'roun' &evn on rainy

ngghts, den all you got to do is say 'Lawd have mercy!  What you
vant here."' and dey go 'way and leave you 'lone.
"Any how I's gittin' pretty old and I won't be here so

ve'y much longer so I Jjes' as well start gittin' 'quainted wid de
soirits."

"Tell me something about your self and your family, Nannie,"
I said. "Dere ain't nothin' much to tell 'cep I was porn in slav'y
times and I was 'bout twelve year old in May when 'mancipation come.
4y Pe and Ma b'longed to sars James and Miss Rebecca Chambers, Dey
slantation was jes' on de aige of tovn and dats what I was born.
.ars James' son, Ws4lliam was in de war and old Miss would send me
to town whar all de SQQQers tents was, to tote sompen good to eat
to dem. I don't 'member much 'bout de war 'cep de tents snd de bum
‘nells shootin'. I was little and couldn't do much but 4 waited
on #iss Liz'beth, my young kilss and waited on table, toted battie

caxzes and sich like . No ma'am I don't know nothin' 'tall 'bout de

"atterollers or de Klu Xluxers but ! know all 'bout de conjer
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doctors. Dey sho' kin fix you. Dey kin take yo' garter or yo
stockin' tep and drap it in runnin' water and make you run de res!
of yo' life, you'll be in a hurry all de time, and if dey gits
nolt of & piece of de seat of yo' draw's dey sprinkles a little
conjer powder on it aﬁd burns it den you can't never set down in
no peace. You Jes' like you settin' on a coal of fiah 'tiil you
#it somebody to take de spell offen you."
"Nannie were you glad when the war was over and you were free?"

"Yhat I keer 'bout bein' free? Didn't old llarster give us
vlenty good sompin to eat and clo's to wear? I stayed on de plan-
tation 't1i11 I mah'ied. My o0ld iliss give me a2 brown dress and hat.
“ell dat dress put me in de countr&, if you mahie in brown you'll
live in de country." ‘

"Marry in brown you'll live out of town?" I guoted. "Dats
it my remembrance ain't so good and i fergiﬁs.

"No ma'am, I ain't got no chillun, but Bradfield had plenty
un um, I was his fouf wife. He died 'bout three years ago and he done
well to live dat long wid all dem w%%gns to nag him. De Bible say

it's better to climb on top of the house and set, den to live in-

side wid a naggin’ ‘oman."

{ashington Copy,

8/16/37.
:—al H
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( Hheto) IN SLAVERY TIME, 7
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(Marthe Bradley). 7
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Aunt Martha as she is known to all her "white folks," claims to be 100 years
old. She was a slave to Dr. Iucas of Mt. Meizs neighborhood long before the War

between the Stabes. Dr. Iucas is one of the well known Lucas family, with whom

General LaFayette spent some time while touring the United States in 1824,

e

U0ur Marster wuz sho good to all his 'niggers" She said. Us allus had plenty

to eat and plenty to wear, but de days now is hard, if white folks gin you a
nickel or dime to git you sumpin' t! eat you has to write everything down in a book
before you can git its I allus worked in the field, had to carry big logs,had strops
on my arms and them logs was put in de strop and hauled to a pile where i:ﬁey all wuz,.
fne morning hit was rainin' ad I didn' wanna go to the field, but de oversee'! he
come and got me and started whooping me, I jumped on him and bit and kicked him 'til
e lemme go; I didn't know no better then, I didn't know he was de one to do dat.n
But Marster Lucas gin us big times on Christmas a.nd July. Us 'ud have big
¢inners and all the 1emc3nade us could drink. The dinner'd be spread out on de
cround an' all the niggers would stand roun' and eat all dey wanted. What was lef!
us'd take it to our cabins. Nancy Lucas wuz de cook fer eber! body. Well, she'd
sho cook good cake and had plenty of 'em but she wouldn't lak to cut dem cakes often.
She keep Yem in e..se.fe. One day I go to dat safe and I seed some and I wanted it so
%ad $i11 I jes' had to have some. Nancy say to me, 'Martha, did you cut dat cake? 'I
say, No sir! dat knife just flew 'roun by itself and cut dat cake.!
"One day I wuz workin' in de field and de overseer he come 'roun and say sumpin'
tc me he had no bizness say. I took my hoe and knocked him plum down. I knowed I'se

‘one sumoin' bad so I run to de bushes. Marster Iucas come and got me??garted

#1000in' me. I say to Marster Iucas whut dat overseer sez to me and Marster Iucas

ida' hit me no more. Marse Lucas wuz allus good to us and he wouldn' let noj)ody run

%er his niggers, "
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"There wuz plenty white :g\lks dat wuz sho bad to de niggers, and specially dem

overseers. A nigger whut lived on the plantation jinin' ours shot and killed an
overseer; den he run ‘way. He come to de river and seed a white man on udder side
and say, 'Come and git me.'! Well, when dey got him dey found out whut he'd done,

and wuz gwine to burn him 'live. Jedge Clements, the man dat keep law and order, say
re wouldn't burn a dog 'live, so he lef!. But dey sho burn dat nigger flive for I
seed him atter he wuz burned up.

"Js'd go to meetin' to de Antioch Church some Sundays. Us'd go to de house and
zit 2 pass. When us'd pass by the patterole, us jes' hold up our éé,ss and den us'd
z0 on. Dar wuz a 'vidin'! 'twixt de niggers and de white folks. De white preacher!d
oreach; den de colored man. Us'd stay at church most all day. When we didn' go to
caurch, us'd git together in the quarters and have preachin'! and singin'! amongst
ourselves.”

"In cotton pickin' time us'd stay in de field till way atter dark and us'd pick
by candle light and den carry hit and put hit on de scaffold. In de winter time
us'd quilt; jes'! go from one house to anudder in de quarter. Us'd weave all our
ever! day clothes but Marster Imcas'd go to Mobilé ever' July and Christmas and git
nr Sunday clothes, git us dresses and shoes and we!d sho be proud of 'em.®

#In slavery time dey doctored de sick folks dif'funt frum what dey does now.

! seed 2 man so sick dey had to put medicine down his tho'at lak he wuz a horse.
Jet man got well and sho lived to turn a key in de jail. Ef it wuz in dese days
iat man would be cay'd to de hospital and cut oper lak a hawg. "

"ere wuz & slave whut lived in Macon county:i He run 'way and when he wuz
:ciched dey dug a hole in de ground and put him crost it and beat him nigh to

¢
lezth,"

fash, Copy,
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(onors arzan BROWN
"I¢Nigh a Hunderd™

_ Uncle Allen is a thin 1little man with & short white beard
that hides nothing of his ready, toothless smile always evident
when conversing with "de white folks"™ and contributes to his dig-
nified mien when solemnly lecturing to "de niggers" about their
"no 'count ways."™ He is as deaf as the‘proverbial vost, and, once
launched into & discourse, rambles on to its end without regard
to interruptions. asked to tell something of his early life, he
said:s

"T is nigh on to & hunderd yeahs old, Suh, énd I was brung
to dis country‘from Virginny whar I was bawn. Ly mamy's mehster
was novin' from Virginny to Texas, and when Eg go dis fur he sole
ne and my nemmy to llahster licRea, Den Mahster McRea he give me to
.iss Julia; den liiss Julia she mah?ngMahs Henry Young and I was
dere ca'iage driver. Ilfahs Henry soon went off to de wawh and was
v11t in de battle of Gettysbu'g and dat nearly bout kilt liiss Julia.
X‘A—MW~"A'ter de Surrender nothin' neber was.de same. Jest hahd
 ££aes mos'ly. Neber been any times lak de days when I was drivin'
vy ca'iace amonsst de Eufeula high stepvers, and I reckon dere
nzoer will be ag'in,

"De ole man too ole and bruck down to wuhk now, and I gits

nlong wid whut de welfare gives ne,"
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Alsbama
GUS SAW MASSA'S

HAT SHOT OFF.
i ro i i
"They is all gone, scattered, and old massa and missus have died."® That was
the sequence of the tragic tale of WUncle" Gus Brown, the body servant of William

R

N A

by

Brown; who fought beside him in the War between the States and who knew Stonewzll

Jockson.

"Unele Gus" recalled happenings on the old plantation where he was reared.
dis master was a "king" man., he said on whose plantation in Richmond, Virginia, Uncle

waitéd on the tables at lerge feasts and functions of the spacious days before

r. He was entrusted to gc with the master's boys down to the old swimming hole
s

the Wa

go in "washin." They would tazke off their clothes, hidégiﬁ the bushes on the
side of the bank, put a big plank by the side of the o0ld water hole and go in diving,

svinming and have all the fun that youngsters would want, he said.
Aoparently his master's home was a plantation house with large columns and with

211 the glitter and glamour that the homes around Richmond have to offer. About it

rere large grain storage places, for the master was a grain dealer and men on the

vlantation produced and ground large quantities into flour.
Gus worked around the house, and he remembers well the corn shuckings as he
J

which occasions the Negroes gave vent to emotion in the form Qé/

Yo Tt e TNA

- _;Q
“zocing and music. "On those occasions we all got together and had a regular éood

vine, " he said,

Uncle, "he was asked," do you remember any of the 0ld superstitions on the
The o0ld bossman taught

~lentation? Did they have any black cat storiestt
"Yo sir boss, we was educated Negroes on our pl.ntation.

-z Tegroes not to believe iﬁ that sort of thing."
014 massa had told his folks befo'! de war

"] well remember when de war came.

-ezn dat it was comin', so we was ready for it."
3eforehand the master called all the servants he could trust and told them to get
They did that, he explained and

zether all of the silver and other things of value.
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afterward they took the big box of treasures and carried it out in the forest and hid
it under the trunk of a tree which was marked. None of the Negroes ever told the
Yankees where it was so when the war ended the master had his silver back. Of course
the war left him without some of the things which he used to have but he never
suffered.

.M“Then de war came and we all went to fight the Yankees. I was a body servant to
the mas'ter, and once a bullet took off his hat. We all thought he was shot bu£ he
wasn't, and I was standin' by his side all the time "

| "I remember Stonewall Jackson. He was a’blg man with long whiskers, and very
brave, We all fought wid him wntil his death."

'r "ﬁe wan't beaten, we wuz starved out! Sometimes we had parched corn to eat and

sometimes we didn't have a bite o' nothin', because the Union mens come and tuck all

the food for their selves. I can still remember part of my ninety years. I remembers

. we fought all de wey from Virginia and winded up in Manassah's Gep."

/
"When time came for freedom most of us wuz glad. We liked the Yankees. They
vuz good to us, "You is all now free.? 'You can stay on the plantation or you can go.'

Te 2ll stayed there until o0ld masse died. Den I worked on de Seaboard Airline when it

come to Birmingham. I have been here ever since."

"In 2ll de years since de war I cannot forget old massa. He was good and kind.

He never believed in slavery but his money was tied up in sleves and he didn't want

‘, to lose 211 he had.!

| _
- ¥I knows I will see him in heaven and even though I have to walk ten miles for a

o L. H,

tite of bread I can still be happy to think ebout the good times we had then. I am
& Confederate veteran but my house burned up wid de medalsand I don't get a pension.®
"Thank you, mister bossman fer the quarter. It will buy me a little grub. I'se
too 0ld to work but I has to."
The reporter left him sitting with his 1ittle pack and a long fork in his hands; '
in his eyes, dimmed with age, a faroff look and & tear of longing for the 014
Plentation.

Wash. Copy,
5/5/31.
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o OLE JOE HAD REAL 'LIGION.

(PHOTO)

Walter Callowey lives alone half a block off Avenue F, the
thoroughfare on the southside of Birmingham on which live many of
the leaders in the Negro life of the city. For his eighty-nine
years he was apparently vigorous except for temporary illness.

A glance at the interior of his cabin disclosed the fact that

it was scrupulously neat and quite orderly in arrangement, a
characteristic of a great many ex-slaves. As he sat in the sun-
shine on his tiny front porch, his greeting was: "Come in, white
folkég. You ain't no doctor is you?l®

To a negative reply, he eXplaiﬁed as he continued, "Fo! de
las! past twenty-five years I been keepin' right on, wukkin' for
de clty in de street department. !Bout two mont's ago dis mis'ry
attackted me an' don't 'pear lak nothin! dem doctors gimme do no
good, De preacherf(he come to see me dis mornin' an' he say he
know a white gemman doctor, what he 5w1ne to sen! him to see me.

I sho! wants to git well ag'in pow'fﬁl bad, but mebby I done
live long 'nuff an' my time ‘bout come.’

Quizzed about his age and antecedents, he began his story: .
ifell, sir, Cap'n, I was born in Richmond, Virginny, in 1848, Befo!
I was ole 'nuff to 'member much, my mammy wid me an! my older brudder
was 8old to Marse John Calloway at Snowdoun in Montgomery county, ten
miles south of de town of Montgomery.

"larse John hab a big plantation an! lots of slaves. Dey
treated us purty good, but we hab t¢ wuk hard. Time I was ten years
ole I was makin' a reg'lar_han' 'hin!' de plow. Oh, yassuh, Marse
John good 'nougﬂ to us an' we git plenty to eat, but he had a

Oberseer name Green Bush what sho! whup us iffen we dontt do to

sult him. Yassuh, he mighty rough wid us but he didn't do de
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whuppin' hisse'f. He had a big black boy name Mose, mean as de
debil an! strong as a ox, and de oberseer let him do all de
whuppin'. An', man, he oodld sho! lay on dat rawhide lésh. He
whupped a nigger gal 'bout thirteen years ole go hard she nearly
dle, an! allus atterwa'ds she hab spells of fits or somp'n. Dat
méke Marse John pow!ful mad, 80 he run dat oberseer off de place
an' Mose didn' do no mo' whuppin.

" Same time Mgrse John buy masmmy an' us boys, he buy a black
man name Joe. He a preacher an' de marster let de slaves buil!

a bresh arbor in de pecan grove ober in de big pastur', an' when
de wedder warn't too cold all de slaves was !'lowed to meet dar on
Sunday !fo' preachin'.

"Yagsuh, ole.Joe do purty good. I speck he had mo' 'ligion
dan some of de hifalutin! niggersl'tendin' to preach nowedays. De
white folks chu'ch, hit at Hope Hﬂil ober oﬂ de stage road,an'
sometimes dej fetch 'dere preacher teo de plantation to preach to
de slaves. But dey'druther heah Joe,

"Nawsuh, we didn' git no schoolin! 'cep!'in'! befo! we got big
'‘nough to wuk in de filel' we go ‘'long to school wid de white
chillun to teke care of iem. Dey show us plctures an' tell us all
dey kin, but 1t didn't ‘mount to much. |

*When de war started *mos' all I know 'bout it was all-de
white mens go to Montgomery an' Jjine de army. My brudder, he.
'‘bout fifteen year ole, so he go !'long wid de ration wagon to
Montgomery 'mos! ebry week. One day he come back from Montgomery
en' he say, 'Hell done broke loose in Gawgy.! He couldn't tell
us much 'bout what done happen, but de slaves dey get all 'cited
'caze dey dldn' know what to 'spect. Purty soon we fin' out dat
some of de big mens call a meetin' at de dapitol on Goat Hill in
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Montgomery. Dey 'lected Mista Jeff Davis president an' done
busted de Nunited States wide open.

"Atter dat dar warn't much happen on de plantation 'ceptin!
gangs of sQ}QJers passin! th'ough gwine off to de war. Den 'bout
ebry so eften a squad of Confederate sol! jers would come to de
neighborhood gatherin' up rations for Gin'ral Lee's army dey say.
Dat make it purty hard on bofe whites an' blacks, takint'! off some
of de bes! stock an' runnin! us low on grub.

"But we wuk right on’twell one day somebody sen'! a runner
sayln' de Yankees comin'. Ole mistis tell me to hurry ober to
Mrs. Freeman's an' tell 'em Wilson's Yankee ralders was on de
way an' comin' lsk a harrikin. I hop on a mule an! go Jjes' as
fag' as I can make him trabel, but befo! I git back dey done
retch de plantation, smashin! things comin! an'! gwine.

"Dey broke in de smoke house an'! tuk g11 de hams an' yuther
rations dey fin' what dey want ant® burn up de res'. Den dey
remshack de big house lookin'! fo! money an!' Jewelry an' raise
Cain wid de wimmin folks 'caze dey didn't fin' what dey wanted.

Den dey leave dere ole hosses an'! mules an! take de bes'! we got.
Atter dey done dat;, dey burn de smoke house, de barns, de cribs an!
some yuther prop!'ty. Den dey skedaddle some place else.

"I warn't up dar but I heern tell dey burn up pilee an' piles
of cotton an' lote of steamboats at Montgomery an! lef' de ole town
Jes! tbout ruint'. Twarn't long atter dat dey tell us we!se free.
But lawdy, Cap'n, we ain't neber been what I calls free. !'Cose ole
narster didnt own us no mo', an' all de folks soon scatter all ober,
but iffen dey all lak me dey still hafter wuk Jes! as hard, an some
times hab less dan we useter hab when we stay on Marse John's plan-
tation,

"Well, Cap'n, dat's 'bout all I know. I feel dat misery comin?
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on me nowe Will you please, suh, gimme a 1lif! back in de hous;z
I wisht dat white gemman doctor come on iffen he comin',®
Wash. Copy

R.L.D.
6-10-37
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ESTHER KING CASEY.

(Pt

Living with her grandchildren at 801 Washington Avenue, Birming-

an, Alabama Esther XKing Casey, former slave 4f Capt. Henry King of
Americus, Georgia, recalls from fading memory a few vivid scenes of the
days when men in gray moved hurridly sbout the town, suddenly'disappeare&
for & while and then returned, one by one, with weary, halting tread and
hollow faces, while gloom and despair hovered over the town like a pall®
of desolatiom?

Less vivid in her memory are the stories told her by her grand-
wwther of a long voyage across the ocean, of the arrival in a new land
called Mobile, and of slaves being sold at public auction. Less vivigd,
500, are the memories of her own journey to Georgia, where she, with
ier parents and brother, were brought to be the slaves of Captain King.

"I was only four or five years old wheg we came to Captain Kiné's
nir house," said the old woman, brightening with pridé\in her ability to
reccollect. Her manners bore the marks of culture and refinement, ahd

“er gpeech was surprisingly void of the wsual Negro dialect. She is an

zvevmle of the former slave who was educated along with the white child-:
ren in the family.

"There were eight or ten slaves in all," Egther continued. "We
lived in a house in the backyard of Cavptain King‘s Big House. My mamma
"ss the cook. Papa was a mechanic. He built houses and made tools
*27 machinery. Captain King gave me to the 'white lady;' that was Migs
%¢on, the Captain's wife. Captain XKing was a fine man. He treated all
I us just like his own family. The 'white lady' taught us to be res-
‘tctable and truthful.®

When asked if she had ever been punished for misbehavior the

i
ol woman smiled and said: "Once the 'white Mady' whipped me for play-
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ing with the jailér's children. 5She had told me not to play with them
necause they were not good company for me. he saild that she wanted to
reise me to be good and truthful, and that the jaller's little white
children told lies and talked bad."

Esther. remembers well the mobilization of gray-uniformed troops

2% the courthouse which stood only a block from
7 *he King residence. "The town was filled with soldiers for -several
lays," she said. "They assembled about the courthouse and had speak-
ings. One day 1 passed there with my papa and saw Abrgham Lincoln hang-
i?g from a noose in the courthouse square. _Of course, it was only an
ﬁgagy of Abraham Lincoln which was ﬁsed to show what the soldiers "™
qouxht of him. Papa told me that the soldiers shot the effigy full of
hullet holes vefore they left town.

"Before Captain Xing left he brought a man with him from fhe
courthouse to velue hts property. The slaves were valued, too. I re-
uenbEE“Captain King lifting me high above his/head and saying to the
nent 'I wouldn't take a thousand dollars for this little gem.'"

Sne vaused a moment. The light in her eyes showed that she was
relgeeing the thrill of that childhood incident.

HThen Coptain King left with the other soldiers. Papa stayed
end took care of the 'whitellady' and the house. After a while my bro—/
ther ran away and joined the troons tovfight for Cantain King. He came
fzek after the war, but Captain King did not. Several years later I
sem a man down in south Georgis who told me that he belonged to Captain
{n2'g troops. He said that he was standing near him when he was killed.

"After the proclamation the slaves were free. Most of them leasea
T to piantation owners. I stayed with mamma and the 'white lady.'"

kirs., King had taught the little slave girl to read and write,
14 when schools were opened for the freed slaves she told the child's

“iher to send her to school. Fees of fifty cents a month were charged,
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vaich Mrs. King paid as long as the child remained with her. At eighteen

vears of age the girl had agquired sufficient education to qualify to
teach in the public schools for Negroes. After three years of teaching
¢ie married Jim Casey, an ex-slave, who took her to his "three-plow"
ferm in south Georgia.

"No man ever lived who was finer than Yim," said the old woman.
Wiy daughter used to say that I loved him mhre than God, and that God
vas jealous and took him away from me." :

After her only daughter's death in 1919, Esther was brought to
SZirmingham by her grandson who has kept hef comfortably ever since. Her
neir s just turning gray, though she was born in 1856, The little

uriar pipe, which she endeavors to conceal from strangers, is the only

outward evidence that she has anything in common with otherSof her gene=-

retion.

Wssh. Copy,
5/4]37.
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DE MASTERS 1g{oop . %}/" A
Mok

Aunt Amy paused as she worked among the small plants

garden, removing a weed here and there, She pushed back the sun-
bonnet that shaded her eyes and began:

"I was bawn on Governor Reuben Chapmanﬁs place five miles
north of Livingston on May 14, 1843. My name 1s Amy-Chapman.‘ My
mother\ﬁas Clary Chapman an' my pappy was Bob Chapﬁén. Dey both
come from Virginny; my mammy frqm Petersburg an' ny pappy f'um
Richmond., Dey was driv' down to Alsbamy lak cattle an' Marse

Reuben bought 'em, He had a 16t of "slaves caze he had a heap of

plantations, but him an' his wife stay most of de time in Huntsville

an' dey had a héap of white oberseers., I hg},a,plenty of chilluns
bgt not as many as my mammy,

”ﬂho was my husban'? Law chile, I ain't never had no special
usban!, I even forgits who was de pappy of some of desé chilluns
nf mine,

"Us had a mean cbersecer, an' since Marse Reuben warn't never
nt home, dem oberseers useter treat us somp'n awful, One day
arse Reuben come home an' when he foun' out dat de oberseer was
ean to de slaves he commence to give him a lecture, bﬁt when Miss
“erlicia tuk a han' in de business, she dldn't stop at no lecture,
~he tol! dat 6berseef dis: 'I héar you teke my women an' turn dere
clothes ober dere halds an' whup 'em. Any man dats got a family
n!' would do sich a thing oughter be sham' of hisself, an' iffen

Tov, Chapmsn can't make you leave, I kin, so you see dat road dere?
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Yell, make tracks den.! An' Mistis, he lef' raght den. He didn't
valt for no coaxin'., He was de meanes! oberseer us ever had, He
tuk my ol'est brother an' had him stretched oﬁf Jus! lak you see
Christ on de cross; had him chained, an' I sot down on de groun'!
by him an' cried all night lack Mary an' dem done. Dat oberseer
vas de fus' one dat ever putt me in de fiel', an' he whupped me wid
de cat er nine talls when I was stark naked,

-/

"Den dere was anudder mean man named who was always$ a-beatin!
nigger women caze dey wouldn'!t mind him,

"Us warn't learned to read an' write, but Mr. Perry Brown's
cslaves were. He owned a big plantation, Us dldn't go to no nigger
church, caze dere warn't hone. I was babtized in Jones Creek, an!
Dr., Edmon's a white preacher, J'ined me to de Jones Creek Babtist
Church long fo'! de war, an' de song I lacked /bes' was a white folks
song. Twarn't no nigger song. It was lack dey sing it now, 'cep!
10! lovely, kiss, mo! lovely.

Dark was de night

Col! was de groun'!

On which my Savior lay

Blood in draps of sweat run down

In agony he prey,.

Lawd, move did bitter cup

If sich dy sacred will

If not content I'1ll drink it up

Whose pleasure I'11 fullfil,
"An' anudder one us niggers useter sing was mighty pretty:

In evil long I tux de light

An' led by shame an' fear

When a new object stoppred mylflight
An' stopped my wild career,
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I saw him hangin'! on .a tree

In agony an' blood

He fixed his languild eyes on me

As near his cross I stood.

Sho! never till my latter breath

Kin I forgit dat look

He seemed to change me wid his death
Yit not a word he spoke. A

My conscience felt an' owned de quilt
An'!' plunged me in despailr

I saw my sins his blood had spilt
An' helped to nasil him dere,

Yassum, I kin tell you things about slavery times dat would
make vyo'! blood bile, but dey's too turrible, I Jus' tries to for-
zit.

"I could tell you 'bout -bein' run myself wid dem nigger dogs,
hut I akn't gwineter do it. I will tell you dough 'bout a mean
san who whupped a cullld woman near 'bout to death., She got so
mad at him dat she tuk his baby chile whut was playin' roun' de
rerd and grab him up an' thlowed 1t in o pot of lye dat she wasgs
nein'! to wash wid, His wife come a-hollin' an'!' run her arms down
t= de bollin' lye to git de chile out, an' she near 'bout burnt her
~rms off, but it didn't dc no good 'caze when she Jerked de chile
sut he was dald,

"One day I seed ole Unker Tip Tce all bent over a-comin' deown
2e road an' I ax him whut all him an'! he say: 'I's been in de
stocks an' been best till de blood come, Den ole Liassa 'ninted
"y flesh wid red papper an' turpentine an' I's been most dead but
T is somewhat better now.! Unker Tiptoe belonged to de meanes! cl!
narster arcund here,

"But, honey, I ain't never tol® nobody all dis an' ain't gwine

“r1ll you no mo'., Ride me home now, caze I's cripple; a cow was de
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She drug me roun' dat new orchard whut I planted

cause of 1it.
Mistis I wished you would

last' fall, She done run away wid me.
do me a favor an' write my son in Texas an' tell him dat I say

iffen he 'specks me to make him anymo! of dem star auilts, he

better come on here an' kiver my house., De roof sho' does leak

had, !

ash, Copy
T.E.B,

&1/ 30
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. Alabama Mary A. Poole

STORY OF ELMA CHAPMAN, EX-SLAVE.

Living in a small room in the rear of a house at 361 Augusta
Street, lMobile, Alabema, the writer located an interesting ex-slave,
Emma Chapman, ;;&C;hen first approached was somewhat reticent. I
coon leafned I had arrived just as she was ready to have her
breakfast, which consisted of bread and coffee, and insisted she
eat first and talk afterwards, as she had made Just about enough
fire in the open fireplace to boil the coffee,

While she followed my suggestion I glanced about the room and
found 1t very neat and tidy and an unusually comfortable looking
double bed, a mirrored door chifferobe and two trunks one rocking
crair and a couple of straight chairs, a table containing all cook-
inz utensils and food containers. The walls were covered with
sheets of manilla wrepping pavper, tacked on,’énd part of the cell-
ing patched wilth odds and ends of corrugated paper. Emma is small
in stature, of light complexion with greying hair arranged in nest
breids around her head, very clean in appearance,

Emma sald she was about 13 years of age at the time of the

sSavam o

currender, and that she was born on the plantation of Rev. Mr.

.ontgomery Curry of Charleston, S. C. Wnen she was about 3 years

of age Mr, Curry moved to Pickens County, Alsbams, about 5 miles

from Carrollton and 8 miles from Pickenville. Y“hen I asked why

o

they moved to Alabama, Emma laughed, and sald they expected to find

o ———1 4 1 e s s PN e gk a3 8

noney growing on trees. in Alabama, and that she as a child came

near being “snake)ﬂin",many a time, diggling around the roots of old

 trees, trying to find money.,

Rev, Montgomery Curry, said Emma, was married to Ann Haynie,

vroge parents were Aaron and Francis Hudson Haynie, and Emma's
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grandmother was Lucy Linier, who was born in Virginia and was sold
to Mr. Haynie to pay a debt. Lucy Linier was nurse for his daughter
Ann and when she married Mr, Curry, she brought Lucy with her to her
new home., The Curry;::£ad three bhildren, a boy and two girls, and
it was Lucy Linier's daughteryPatsx,who acted as thelr nurse.

The home of Rev. and Mrs. Montgomery Curry was a two-story log
house with wide open hall running the entire length of the h%;se;ufﬂﬂ .
with rooms opening off either side. The kitchen was out ;ﬁ;;llgrﬁktaﬁﬂwﬁxwl
from the main house, with the dalry between the two, under a large
hickory tree. '

The slave quarters were also built of logs, with space between
for a shed room and small garden plot and a few chickens, The slave
women did not go to the fields on Saturday as that was their day to
clean up around thelr homes. They usually washed thelr clothes at
night and hung them on the bushes where they'%ere left to dry in the
sunshine, maybe a couple of days, as no one could or would éisturb
them, Qs

Rev, Montgomerx4was a Bavtist preacher and had no overseer, ex-
cept Lucy Linier and her husband, Emma's grangparents, who kept a
supervislon over the sliaves about 40 in number. There was no whip-
ting allowed on the eurry plantation, and after the death of Re%4/LL¢4£/
Curry7Mrs. Ann Curryf (his widow) ran the plantation under the same
s7stem, The patrollers had no Jjurisdiction over the Curry slavesg
they were glven permits by the Curr;T: to go end come, and Emma
sz1d if one of those patrollers whipped one of "ole Miss'Sslaves,
she would have sure sued them,

Emma laughingly sald the slaves on other plantations always

s21d the Curry slaves were "free niggers," as they could always get
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permits, and had plenty to eat and milk to drink. The slaves cooked
their breakfastSin thelr own cabins, but dinner and supper was cooked
in the kitchen and each came with thelr pan to be filled and had
their own gourds which were grown on the place to drink their milk
and of which they could have full and plenty.

During the war they cooked for the:gonfederate soldiers encamped
nearby and great quantities were prepar;ag;a-t Emma was one of those
celegated to carry the food to the camp., All l1she ever saw of the
Yankegrg were two who stopped at the house and asked for something to
eat, Mrs, Montgomery invited them in and served the best she had.
One of the men wanted to take the last mule she had and the other
caid "No, Mrs. Montgomery is a widow and from the appearance of her

' slaves she has treated them well."
Mrs. Montgomery told them that someone had stolen her saddle
. horge and the soldier who had remonstrated with the other replled:
. "Mladam, your saddle horse will be returned in three weeks," and sure
enou%k one night about midnight they heard a horse whinny end Emma's

crandfather sald "there 1s old‘gpunk," and there was old spunk walting

P
-

cutside.

r Emme sald the first whipping she ever had, was after the Surren-
- Zer_gliven her by her own father when they left Alabama and went to

1live near Columbus, liss,

~E She had always lived in the house with the "old Miss" and her

voung Miss, and when she had to leave them, she cried and so did they.
Her grandmother Lucy L;hier nursed "Miss Ann"; Lucy's daughter

Patsy, nursed "Miss Ann'g" children, and was the special property

of Fannie Montgomerifqiz; married a Mr, Sidney Lipscomb and whose

thilldren Emmae helped to look after, so the three generations were

interwoven.
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Emma only wishes she could go back to plantation dayq; all her
trials and suffering came after she left "Ole Miss," and went to
iive with her father and mother, George and Patsy Curry, who had fourteen

rhiildren and of which Emma was the eldest. Her father who wasgs s
“&'uL [

- suadroon in cast was 1u!lb to his family, and especlally so to henﬁ~?ﬁﬁw5
wode her work like a manﬁcutting timber, splitting ralls, digging,
»lanting and all work of the farm,

Now, Emma is the only member of her family leftgﬁodug;ijhe
neriled three times, having only two children, a girl and a boy,
these by her last husband, Frank Chapman, now dead, and Emma hes
no knowledge of her children's whereabouts., She gave them an edu-

27tion so they could write to her 1f they wanted to., The girl

“rr some rich folczj hls last letter several years ago, in which
h= enclosed $25.00 stated he was going on a trio to Jerusalem with

ore of the young men of the family,
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John liorgan Smith,
(PHOTO) Editorial Department

I HEARD LIKCOLN SET US FREE

-

"White folks, I'se glad you drapped by to have & talk wid me.

I wes gittin' powerfully lonely," seid Henry Cheatam,'who lives in

/

c.zrysville, & iiobile suburb. "gho! I'll be z2lad to tell you some
cpout de sleave days. I sho! 'members plenty. Well, to begin wid,
I vas born in 1850 near West Point. Dat's in Clay County, lilssis-
sippi, you know. I b!'lonzed to Ikir. Tom Hollingsheed who wes killed
in de Cibil Wer. I 'members &ll de slaves agoin' in to take a last
look at him atter dey done brung his body home.

"y mammy's name was Emmeline Cheatem, an' my pappy's wes Sam/,
Jaestam. I don't remember ny grendpsppy an' grandmemmy atall.

"Us slaves 1libed in log cebins what was daubed wid clay tov
feep de rain an' win' out, en!' de chimneys was made of clay ant'
:ticks.{ De bedas wes home-nede an'! nailed aégn' ae wall wid legs on
ce outer side. De liassa's house was bullt of logs too, but it wes
auch bigzer'n de nigger cebins an'! sot wey out in front of ourn.
~trer de masse was kilt, old Lilss had a nigger oberseer an' dat was
Ce meénest debil dat eber libbed on de Lawd's green yearth. I
roiise myself when I growed up det I wes agoin' to kill dat nizger
i’7en 1t wes de les' thing I eber cone. Lots of times I'se seen
2l beet my memmy, sn' one éay I seen -him beat my Auntie who was
o1 vid a chile, an' dat men dus & roun' hole in de groun! an'! put
=r stuamick in it, an' beet en' beat her for a helf hour straight
.11 de pavy couie out ragnt dere in de hole.x

"hy de Lilstis 'low such trestment? A heap of tiwmes ole Ifiss
idn't know nuthin'! 'bout 1t, an' de slaves better not tell her,
'¢:ze dat oberseer whup 'em iffen he Tfinds out dat dey done gone an!

tW.', Yassuh, white folks, I'se seed some turrible things in my




time. " when de ﬁlaves would try to - run away aaﬁqlﬁ’fﬁf_‘ _
chsins 6n dere legs wid big long ﬂpikes Ttween: ﬁBTé fea%s,“”b ” 4“
couldn't git. away. Een f%ézéeenugreat@bunaaegwafuslav§3apﬁtgupaa,
on d? bloek7an!~sallgjusi lak:dey'waghea#é{ *sémetimESﬁéaéehillﬁngg;pq
wouldabe‘sepfaheﬁﬂfrom éerenmaws an'upaw3@ﬂ‘i ‘ . =
"I come;prétty~near to bein? tuk%away:fr¢m¢my,maw.~.whenvda~-%f
slaves wés bein! 'vided, ane*of\éleeniss';dattems was”ageiﬁlwto"k
Texas, &ant I.was-géin!ﬂ;o have to:gowwhen>samebe&yshoileréa *Freé€,
dom?, an' I shoJ wee . glad ‘caze: I could: gtay wid my mammny now.. -
“In dose days us had plenty of good,. plain food; sudh as;%;ot
likker, greens, cornbread, 'taters, peas,vpears,'an* at hegwkillin‘
us had ehittlin‘s an' pig jowls an' back bone:: -Den us ‘would: ceﬁch
tpossums at night when éey come- ‘up in de eorn- fiel‘ Us nsber aeaa S
no flour.daagh. g BT e SR / . . | ! ' o
HAs for fishin', we neber didAnone, ;céze”we~had&a work too . |
nardéd. VWe workedfrom\‘%an to cantt.! @it up at sunrise,:gc to de -
Tiel' an!' stay $ill dark. In de miéale of de.dayidey*woald;sen??our
somp'n tleat to de fiei' wid a barrel of water. But for breakfas’
en! gupper, us hadda cook our own' grub dey giB use
'”Our'clg;é;warn't meny. Us chilluns wo! a one-=plece suit
nzde outen ausenberg, an? us would h&b to teke dat off at night,
vzsh 1t an! put 1t back on de nex! day. As for shoes, ehillun,mgber
h£d none. -You see, white folks, I was Jus!' a chile, Juslfbig“eneugh J'
to tote water to de'fiel's. | ‘ |
"I '‘members when de Yankees was acomin! th'ough I’hOpeﬁ‘tQ

cz!'y de hosses to de woods an' hoped to hide de meat an' bury de

velutbles, 'ecaze dem Yankees tuk whatevef dey: waated, ant -you. be;ﬂer a‘
not say nothin' neither Tcaze dey’ had dem long: sxyarae ah&nginf

tere gldegs . ot - ».‘fu St



newgs ﬁb

vhen déy W

an oleTﬁﬁﬁﬁﬁggﬁ
Dat 1s, de niggers dat was somp n.’ Dey would also use dis horn For
gOSSHm an? ccon huntin' at’ night: De 11!l niggers at night went to
de big house to spin an! weave. "I'se spun &' many roll an' ‘carded s
manyiba£76f co€t5nf” I'sé-éiéd'ﬁéﬁéig”méﬁy“iéfiéf ééndiét%iwfﬁ%ﬁ%.
ctrings onto a loné stick: an' droppin dem down into moulds filled
wid tdller.’ Ttge nid meny a night in ‘de fence corners When I’d,be

eroint sbﬁ“ers“to 2it my mammy scmé“'b3660g De péttyrdllé¥S‘wdﬁia

De out”lbbkiﬂ*%fbr*glaves'aat‘aidﬁit’héb'no”ﬁ%Ssifrdm‘ae?éf55§§é3€%,

en?! I'a hear dem acamin’ an' I'd hide till dey pass on, 'eaigfi§?§ﬁ
ey coteh ‘e T ‘ghot ‘zwine have a souna‘beat;p AR
"De owners always tuk care of us, ana,when us got sick aey

would git a doctor, ant ole Miss wes all right but dat oberseer wag

would slip down de hill an' turn de wggg#ggg_gggggm up'ar&s 80 de

soun! of our volces would go Lnaer de pot an' us'd have a singin'
tn! pray1n'~raght dere. o e
flfos! of de slave could go 56ﬁéiiﬁ§§{tb*&é“ﬁhité‘?ﬁiﬁ%ﬁéhﬁfﬁh
vaen dey gits a pass from dere Massa, but dat mesn oberseer always
tried to keep us from goin' so's us couldn't learn nothln' He
iin't went us to learn to read or write neither. | “

ANo'm us didn't have nothin*’lak matchEs 111 I was*

used f£lint rooks ‘an'” cotton to start de fires.

"Ug aidn't have nothin! but : faod'an' clothes. We dian't ﬁé ;

v

T e - . = FE ?_f“f_j B S e “'_ Lo gk ;f:;‘ R L Rl % J‘? ‘::ii; ¥ ;
no zarden of our own an' dere wan't ho celebratin', ‘Yceptin' at I

| 2llin'. Dat was de bigges' day of de yesr.

P . A R L. T

iﬁDeY’had certain number»ofjblows zor' certain niggers-

& debil. He wouldn't 'low no meetin' on de place. Sometimes us f"ﬁ’

s
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"On Sat'day afternoon we was 'lowed to play, but I can't
'member nore of de games, Us Jus! played lak all 1i'l niggéfs=did
den. At night time us Jus' went to our cabins an! went to bed,
tcaze we warn!t 'lowed t» do no singing. Mos'! of de singin' was

done in de fiel's,

"Cornshucikin! time come when dey wanted to glt de seed corn
for plantin', an! us would commence de shuckin' when it commence
rainint,

"You axed me 'bout funerals an' weddin's. Us niggers nebber
sa'led an' don't '"member any big weddin's of de white folke., But
dey burled folke den de same as dey does now, in a box, Dey would
sury de slaves same as dey done de white folks, but us didn't eben
have no babtizin' on 'count of dat oberseer. He didn't lak for us

/

o glt no religion. Cose all slaves dldn't have hard treatment lak

ct

us did, 'caze dere oberseer an'! Marster warn't as mean as ourn,
"No'm we didn't know nothin' 'bout no hoodoo stuff in dem days.

ey only had homemade medicines, dat 1s unless dey got sho! nuff

oowerful elck an' den dey would go to see a doctor., Us used bone-

set tea made from a weed., Lawd, 1t was bitterer dan quinine, an'

veed to glt rid of worms,

"But, lilss, I knows dere 1s gostes, ‘'caze when I was a little
Loy my mammy come in from de fiel! an' lald across de bed an'! I
Ves sittin! in front of de fireplace an' a bilg somp'n lak a cow
v1dout no haid come in de do' an'! I commence to beat on it wid my

=

Jists, Den my meammy say: 'What matter wid you, nigger?! Den dat
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critter he walk raght out de do'. I looked outen de window an!
dere 1t was a-goin' in Aunt Marfals cabin, I neber did see it no
mots Den anudder time a white man died an'! my mammy was a stayin!
714 his sister an'! dis spirit lak an %ggl come«fo my mammy an'! tol!
ner to tell de whilte lady to read de Blble backards three times,
'caze dere was one talent 'tween her an'! Jesus. Atter dat she were
conforted, Anudder time, my pappy, San Cheatam, who was a wicked
wan, was a-sittin' in front of de figﬁ an' a bilg brindle Gog come

to de do' an! started barkin', My pappy say: 'that in de Hell

IS

an dat?! an' snapped his fingers at de dog. De dog he den dropped
izid, Bome follkke say det dere ain't no sich things as gostes, but
I know dere is, 'caze dere 1s good spirits an' bad spirits,

"Dem was good ol!' days, illstis, even iffen us dld have a hard

( tize, an' I don't know iffen it warn't better'n 1t is now, I has to
\ aiuos!' go hongery, an' I cen't git no he'lp from de government, 'caze

is over 65 years old, Fact 1s, I belleve I druther be alivin!

‘‘‘‘‘‘ in! to worry about. An'! as for beatin'!; dey beats folks now

71

]hﬂct dere dan today 'ceze us at least had plenty somp'n tleat an'!
[ vmn - ; ! A

{ 17fen dey don't do raght, so what'!s de difference. Yassum, lilstis,
.

rked as long as I wes able an' didnit axe nobody for nothin',

O

ot now it's difflrent, 'caze I ain't able to do no work, Ilgce
ted to do raght and aln't never been in but one fight in my 1life,
. now belongs to de Corinthian Babtist Church, an! I's;%lryin' to

»ive so when de good Lawd calls I'lLL be ready to answer wid a clean

Y
ey
EN

¥I'se had two ¥ives, but I was only a young nigger when I had

70
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ée fust un, an' had two chilluns by her, den I lef' her lcaze she
warn!t no 'count, Deats been forty year ago, an' I ain't neber

ceen my ghilluns in 211 dem years. Iy second wife I got when I
iived thlrty miles below Birpingham, Alabama, at de ol' Benk Kines,
Dets been thirty-five year ago an' us is still together, Us ain't
sweber had no chilluns, No'm, I don't know nothin' 'bout Abe
Lincoln 'ceptin' dey say he sot us free, an' I don't know nothin!

"bout dat nelgher,

sesh, Copy
T,F.B., & R.L.D.
c/8/37
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hetos-2) CHILLUN IN EV'Y GRABEYARD.

Laura Clark, black and wrinkled with her eighty-six yeérs,
nmoved limpingly about the tiny porch of her cabin on the outskirts of
Livingston. Battered cans and rickety bozes were filled with a pro-
fusion of flowers of the common variety. Laura offered me a split-
vottomed chair and lowered herself slowly into a rocker that creasked
even under her frail body. "Po'ly, Migs, po'ly," she responded to my
query about her health. ®Fain't lack de old davs. I's crippled and
. wos' hlin' now atter all de years wha* I got.

"I was born on Mr, Pleasant Powell's place in North Ca'lina, and
vien I was 'bout six or seven years ole, I reckon hit 'twas, Mr. Garret
‘rom right up yonder in de bend 'bout eight miles from Livingston gwine
ro'th on de Liviﬁgston and Epes road, bought gen of us chillun in North
%ﬂ}iﬁguggdﬂggnywtwqwwhite men, and one was Mr. Skinner, to fotch us
"eck in wageins. En he fotch ole Julie Powell and Henry to look atter
us. Wa'n't none of dem ten chillun no kin to me, and he never bought
Wy manmy, 80 I had to leave her behine.

| "I recollect Mammy said to old Julie, 'Take keer my baby chile
1jﬁat was me) and iffen I never sees her no mo' raise her for God.' Den
P12 fell off de wagzin where us was all settin' and roll over on de'
roun' jes' aeryin'. But us was eatin' candy what dey dbne give us for
"o eep us quite, and I didn'¢ have sense 'nuff for to know what ailed
2y, but I knows now and I hé%qg seed her no mo' in dis life. When

I “eered from her stter S'render she done dead and buried. Her name was
“schel Powell. MNy pappy's name I don't know ca'se he done been sole to
9evhars else vhen I was too 1little to recollect. But my mammy was de
Other of twenty-two chillun and she had twins in her lap when us driv'

T, Ny gran'ig;mmy said when I lef! 'Pray, Laura, and be er good gal,

vaﬁﬁﬁy Pickens Tartt, ¢

e
Bl



and mine bofe white and black. Ev'body will lack §;§(and_iffen,you\,ﬁ\
never see me no mo' pray to meet me in heaven. Den sﬁe cried. Her name
was Rose Powell.

"Us all started den for Mr, Garrett's plantatidn down yonder in

de rend, ten chillun and two ole uns, and two white men, and us was

travellin' solid a month. Fuss thing Ole Marsa say was 'Now be good ter”

dese motherless chillun.' Den he went to war, and de overseers forgot

211l 'bout dey promise. When Ole Marsa come back he done got his arm

shot off, but he let bofe dem overseers go, ca'’se dey done whupped dat.
ole 'oman whgt come wid us 2;? deaf. She brought her two little boys,

‘Colvin and 'Lias, but Joe, dey pappy, didn't come - he was sole 'fo
Lias was bawn. Joe never seed 'Lisas.

“\\\JI sets cross de road here from dat church over yonder and

can't go 'ca'se I'm cripple' and blin', but I heers um singin':
A motherless chile sees a hard time
Oh, Lord, he'p her on de road.
Er sister will do de bes' she kin
Dis is a hard world, Lord, fer a motherless chile.
"And I jes' busts out eryin'. Dat was de song I had in view to
!

nsthin' lack no reel, 'ca'se I been b'longin' to de church for fifty-

five years, and I ésa; fancy no reel. I'm z2lad I got hit to my mine
'fo' you lef'. But my recollection is shaller. I ain't never read no
viree in no Bible in my life, ca'se I can't reaa. Some my chillun kin,
thourn, My husban' died and lef' me wid nine chillun, none of um
cruldn't pu,g de others.outer de fire iffen dey fe&l in. I had mo'n
la*, hut some come here dead and some didn't. I got chillun dead in
mﬁ&ingham and Bessemer. Dey ain't a graveyard in dis here settlement

'roun' Prospect where 1 ain't got chillun buried. Hettie Ann, right

W dere ter Mr. Hawkins' graveyard, and my boy whut got killed settin!

9_, s
sinz for you, hit's so mournful. I knowed 'twa'n't no regl, 'twa'n't { A

3
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on de side de road eatin' his dinner, he buried in Captain Jones' place

. in de bend yonder.

N "Yassum, I been drug about and out through de shackles so bad I
done forgot some of dey names, and 1 mos' blin' now and can't hear
zood neither. But my eyes 1s good nuff for to see ghosts, but I don't
 b 1ieve in 'em, ‘ca'se I'd see dem chillun sometgme effen dey was
 ﬁhoséés. I know I:d see my boy, ca'se dey showed me his head whar dat
willer boy hit him in de head wid a spade and split his head wide open,
slip up behin' him and all he said was "Squeek,' jes' lack a hog, and
he was dead. And de murderer live right here but dey move and now I’m
nere. When hit rain us jes' gets under de bed 'ca'se de house ain't
-0t no top on hit.

"I can't say Marse Garrett wa'n't good to us motherless chillun
wt de overseer, Mr. Woodson Tucker, was meary as anybody. He'd whup
vou nigh 'bout to deaf, and had a whuppin' log what he strip 'em bmck
nezed and lay 'em on de log. He whup 'em wid a wide strop, wider'n my
‘nen', den he pop-de blisters what he raise and 'nint 'em wid red pepper,
salt, and vinegar. Den he put 'em in de house dey call de pest house
and have a 'oman stay dere to keep de flys offen 'em 'twell dey get
tole to move. Den dey had rez'lar men in de fields wid spades, and
If7en you didn't do what you git tole, de overseer would wrop dat strap
'roun' his han' and hit you in de hald wid de wooden handle 'til he
211t you. Den de mens would dig a hole wid de spades and throw ‘em . in
*i* rizht dere in de fiel' jJes' lack dey was cows--didn't have no
“nepral nor nothin'.

"Us had a heap of houses in de guarters right on bofe sides de
“i- douge. Us could step outer one house to 'tother. But, Miss, I
1iin't work so hard or have no trouble either. I was in de house atter

-erse come home and foun' me splittin' rails and plowin'. He 'lowed
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dey done put me in too hard a éﬁip, aﬁd I was‘too_1ittle,'so he tuck

- me to de house to draw water aﬂd wash dishes, 'ca'se I was a little
motherlesS”gal. Ole Mafsa done a good part by me, and I was marfied
to my fuss husban', Cary Crockett, right dere in de parlor. He tole
de overseer dat us was human and had feelin's same as him, so he re-
jected de paterrollers and made 'em zit off de place. I was treated
zood, ‘ca‘se I 'membered what my gran'‘ma say, and whatever dey tole me
to put my han' to, I did, and i was obedient and wasn't hé;éheaded lack}>A
sone de res.' I had no trouble, and wasn't 'buked none. But ;'s had
mo' touble las' ten yeérs wid my own chillun den I ever did in slav'y‘
time. Dey gives me sich bitter words till I can't swaller 'em and I

jes' sets and cries. I can't read no songs to comfolt me, Jjes' ketch

'em from de preacher on de stan' and hole 'em, dat's de way I ketch

27 larnin'. ' /

"Las' sermon L hyard, he tuck his tex' en said, 'Don't nobody
fen -
rob God.' Den he say, 'E;(you 1s goin' to 'tend to serve God, serve

- Zim in de full, 'ca'se God don't never bat a eye, nor turn His haid
2nd he kin see you. He frowns at ev'y sin, but He's a sinfergivin'
“or.' I use to know a heap 'bout de Lord, but I'm so cripple' and

' since de ca'f jumped on my foot I can't go to church no mo', so

“iin
I done forgot.

"You ax 'bout dem flowers m de po'ch - I sho' wish dey was mine,
72 could have ‘em 'ca'se dey ain't room nuff wid dem for me ter sit
il

“rr L degire. Us ain't got no meal and here 'tis jes' Tuesday - no

©!' '£111 Saddy. Sho' 1s bad; us jes' 'pends on de neighbors and botrys."
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| Jack Kytle,
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DE YANKS DRAPPED el

OUTEN DE SKY. e

"Aunt" Hattie Clayton said, "I'se gittin' erroun' de ninety
noteh, honey, an' I reckon de Kingdom ain't fur away."

She lives in a tiny cabin not far from Opelika. Her shoulders
sre bent; her hair gray, but she still does a large amount of house-
vork. She likes to sit on the tumbledown front porch on summer after-
noons, plying her knitting needles and stretching her aged legs in the
wern sunlight.

" Twuz a long time ago, honey," she observed when talk of slave-
rv days was brought up, "but I 'members as ef 'twuz yestidy. Ly ol'
sistus wuz de Widder Day. She owned a plantation clos't to LaFéyette
an' she was mighty good to us niggers. |

"O1' liistus boughten me when I was Jgs' a little tyke, so I
don't '‘member 'bout my pavpy én' mammy .

"Honey, I ‘'‘members dat us little chilluns didn't 5o to de fiel's
trel us was big 'nuff to keep up a row. De oberseer, liarse Joe Harris,
nede us work, but he wag zood to us. O1' liistus, she wouldn't let us
wu whin 1% wuz rainin' an' cold."

Asked about pleasufes of the old plantation 1life, she chuckled
ent recalled: \

"I kin heah de banjers yit. Law me, us had a good time in dem
tcvs. Us danced most eb'ry Sattidy night an' us made de rafters shake
vid us foots. Lots o' times Ole Mi%@s would come to de'dances en'

loo: on. An' whin er braggulgger Doy cut g cute bunch uv steps, de

wntolks would give 'im a dime or so.

<

"Honey, us went t' de church on a Sundays. I allus did lak

sia-in' and I loved de ol' songs lak, 'Ol' Bhip of Zion, an' 'Happy
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Land.' O1!' Mistus useter take all de little scamps dat was too 1little
for church an' -read de Book to dem under de big oak tree in de front
yahd. "

"Aunt Hattie," she was asked, "do you remember anything about
the War between the States?"

"You mean de Yankees, honey?"

"Yes, the Yankees.®

Her coal black face clouded.

?' "Dey skeered us nearly to death," she began. "Dey drap right

outen de sky. O1' Mistus Keep hearin' dey was comin,' but dey didn't
{ .
nebber show up. Den, all ter once, dey was swarmin' all ober de place

\wid delr blue coats a_shinin' al! deir horses a#rarin'.
"Us chilluns run en hid in de fence corners en' behin' quilts -
;dat was hangin' on de line. An' honey, dem Yapkees rid deir horses rat

;mmo Ol1! lMistus flower beds. Dey hunted de silver, too, but us done

2id dat.
"I 'members dey wuz mad. Dey sot de house a-fire an' tuk all de

vittals dey could fin.' I run away an' got los', an' whin I come back

2all de folks was gone."
~JbAunt Hattie said she "wint down de big road an' come to a lady's
house where she remained until she married.

"Us moved to B9F§yette an' den to Opelika," she concluded, "an'

-

I bin' here eber since." .
She 1ives with one of her numerous granddaughters now. She
4 J)
finis her great happiness in de promise and the moments when she can sit

in the shade and dip her mind backyinﬁo memory.

"ash. Copy
i/ 25/37.
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"SHORTY" WADLEY CLEMONS

He was bent over the lawn, carefully trimming the border
into a neat line. A small black figure in overalls, clean but
worn blue chambray shirt, the misshapen remains of shoes and a
nondescript hat, from under which protruded thin white sideburns.

"Good morning, Uncle,"” I said, "Mr. Lee was telling me
about you. He sald you lived back in slavery times, Is that
right?"

"Yes suh, I sho' did. I'll be 92 years old de second of
August, and I was a slave for 20 year, I had a good ole massa
and mistis, de bes' dere was, Ole massa was a great big man, an'
he wa'n't scared of nothin' dey was. He wouldn't go nowhere withé
out me. He always took me wid him, My grandme was a cook and my
me was a house girl. |

"We lived in Pine Hill, a summer resort in Jefferson County,
Georgia, across the river from Louisville. From home we could
look over and see de beople walkin' about in Louisville,

"I remembers de day de Yankees come to Louisville. We could
see them goin' dbout from one house to anudder, settin' fire. Den
dey come on to de river and sot fire to de bridge. Dey wouldn't
use our bridge. Dey bullt dese here pontoon bridges and dey could
build dem before you could look away and look back. Den dey come
across de river to pine Hill,

"Ole massa had his hosses an' mules hid down in de swamp
but my uncle Tom went and got 'em an' brung 'em to de Yankees at
de big gate., He didn't had to do it, He was Jes' mean, He hadn't
been much good to massa since de war commenced; lay off in de swamp

nos' of de time, Arter he brung massa's hosses an' mudes to de



Alabama -2 - .

Yankees he went wid dem into massa's bedroom and dey Jes' throwed
massa and mistis close all outa' de closet and wardrobs and he give
em' mistis gold yearings and bré.celets and dey took de yearings
and put dem on de hosses' years and put de bracelets on de hosses'
ankles,

"Ole massa was sittin' on de long porch smokin' one of dese
Meerschaum pipes wid a stem way so long and dat pipe was white as
snow, He had a big can of tobacco on de table in front of him.
In dem deys people made dey own tobacco and I wisht I had some of
it now,

"Massa had 'bout thutty fattening hogs and de Yankees jes'
went in de pen and cut dem hogs in two. He had Jes' lots of
turkeys and guineas an' de Yankees shot dem down. He had thutty
hives of bees in one long row an' one Yankee run up to de firs'
hive and jJjump in it head first, and de bees stung him till he died.,
De udders pull him out and took him to de well and poured water
over him but he stayed dead so dey just dug & hole down by the
side of the road and bur;‘?’ him in it. Yessir, dat's de trufe!

"Dey stayed dere all night and camped out and cooked massa's
good smoked meat and burnt down de barns and done all de devilment
dey coulds, I couldn't see no use in dere doin' what dey did, but
dat's what dey done,

"Massa had 71 slaves when dey was made free. De next county
wasn't £1it for much farming and atter we was freed my Uncle Andy
went dere an' bought a place. De land sold for 50 cents de acre
atter de timber was cut off. Uncle Andy had a brudder Sam and

Sam had a steer. Dey plowed wid de steer.
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"Uncle Andy'worked at de sawmill in daytime an' at night
he cut two cords of wood before he go to bed. He make two bales
of cotton de first year and de next year he make four. Den he
ﬁuk up preachin', He was a Methodist preacher.

"Den ole massa die and ole mistis lose all her land. Uncle
Andy was right good fixed so he took keer of her a year or more
'fore she died, Den when she died, he went to pay all de expenses
of de funeral but de white folks won't let him kase dey say he done
his share already.

-"My massa's name was Willlam Clemons and dey name me Wadley ,
for ole man Wadley, de president of de Center Road.

"Dem days is gone a long time an' I still heah, but dey was
good times den. I had plenty to eat, plenty close to wear and when
I gets sick, ole massa come to give me some medicine and I don't
need no doctor,

"People worship God in dem days and not bother wid church
houses so much. Ev'ry Sunday ole massa get out by de back do' and
teach us Sunday school. Den'we cut tree limbs and make brush arbors
for preaching. In de summer atter crops been laid by, us all,
black and white, go to camp meetin' and stay a week. De white
preacher preach on one side and de nigger on de udder. We carry
lots of vittles and feed everybody. Niggers sho' was better off
in slavery times,."

80
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Y MASTER WAS A MEAN MAY. [o% ¥

"3\ "Sho, I remember de 818VeXy days. How could I forgitsi® ‘

‘,&\f‘;& Slowly Uncle Will spoke these words as he made his way up a few rickety

vith the aid of an old broomstick to his cabin door. "We can jes! set in de swing

effen you wants to hear a little 'bout dem ole days, kaze I can sho tell it.” o |
#Fell, first, Uncle Will, what's your full name and where are you from?® .fv |
"My name am William Colbert and I'se fum Jawja. I was bawn in 1844 on my

nessa's plantation in Fort Valley. My massa's name wuz Jim Hodison. At one time he

nad 155 of us niggers."

Uncle Will, a gaunt, black figure with two weeks growth of gray hair upon

his face, spoke in a soft, quaking woice scarcely audible ten feet away. His eyes

¢d e faroff, sad expression of one who had known suffering., They were set deep

s0

k¥ in bony caverns.

"Well, Uncle Will, tell me something about the slave days. Was your master
z00d to youl" |
¥Nawsuh, he warn't good to none of us niggers. &ll de niggers 'roun' hated

§ © be bought by him kaze he wuz so mean. When he wuz too tired to whup us he had de

terseer do it; and de overseer wuz meaner dan de massa. But, 'Mister, de peoples
Tz Ge same as dey is now. Dere wuz good uns and bad uns. I jus' happened to belong
“a bad un. One day I remembers my brother, January wuz cotched ober seein'! a gal

2 e next plantation. He had a pass but de time on it done gib out. Well suh, when

tnessa found out dat he wuz a hour late, he got as mad as a hive of bees. So when

Mther January he come home. de massa took down his long mule skinner and tied him

“ic rove to & pine tree. He strip! his shirt off and saids \
'"Now, nigger, I'm goin' to teach you some sense."!

"Wid dat he started layin' on de lashes. January was a big, fine lookin' nigger;
“finest I ever seed. He wuz jus' four years older dan me, an' when de masse begin a

#tin! him, January neber said a word. De massa got madder and madder kaze he couldn't

€2 January holla.
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"¥Phat's de matter wid you, nigger?" 'he say.! "Don't it hurti"!
"January, he neber said nothin', and de massa keep a beatin! till little

streams of blood started flowin' down January's chest, but he neber holler. His

lips wuz a quiverin' and his body wuz a shakin', but his mouf it neber open; and all
de while I sat on my mammy's and pappy's steps a cryin'. De niggers wuz all gathered
about and some uv 'em couldn't stand it; dey hadda go inside dere cabins. Atter
while, January, he couldn't stand it no longer hisself, and he say in a hoarse, loud
whisper:

'MMsssal Massal! have mercy on dis poor nigger."!

Will's eyes narrowed down to fine creases as his thick lips came together in
snacking noises, and the loose skin beneach his chin, and jaws seemed to shake with
the impact of dread memories.

¥Den," he continued, after a orie: pause in which time there was no sound
cxcent the constant drop of a bead of water in a lard bucket. "de war came." De
Yankees come in and dey pulled de fruit off de trees and et it. Dey et de hams and
cemn, but dey neber burned de houses. Seem to me lak dey jes' stay aroun' long
enough to git plenty somp'n t'eat, kaze dey lef' in two or three days, an' we neber
seed 'em since. De massa had three boys to go to wer,. but dere wuzn't one to come
2ome. All the chillun he had wuz killed. Massa, he los! 211 his money and de
louse soon begin droppin' away to nothin'. Us niggers one by one lef! de ole place
and de las' time I seed de home plantation I wuz e standin' on a hill. I looked
teck on it for de las' time through a patch of scrub pines and it look! so lonely.
Dere warn't but one person in sight, de massa. He was a-settin' in a wicker chair
in de yard lookin' out ober a small field of cotton and cawn. Dere wuz fo'! crosses
in de graveyard in de side lawn where he wuz a-settin'. De fo'th one wuz his wife,
! lost my ole women too 37 years ago, and all dis time, I's been a carrin' on like
ie massa=- all alone.'
lzzh, Copy,

5(5/31.

L. 4,
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EX-SLAVE, "AUNT TILDY® GOLLINS.

In’the Negre seetion 5f Unientowﬁ, lecally kﬁown ae_féabbit_Ygrq'
(named by the Negrees themselves), 1ives “Auht Tilay" Collins, a»tjpieal
"black mammy“*ef orthodox type. ~éhe is a talkative old eoul, running
over with slavery tales and greatly beloved by a wide range of acquain-
tances among both races. Although eighty—four summers have passed over
her snow-white head, Aunt Tildy s spirit is unconquered by time end her
vhysical aefivity is truiy remarkable for her age. She does her own
housework and’cares for her‘home without assistance. In‘front of‘her one-
room cabin is a neat garden of vegetables and flowers combined, with mern—
ing-glories trained carefully over the fence nearly all the ‘ay around.
There is a saying in the South, that cotton will grow better for a Negro .

han for any other race, and ihis might well be extended to include morn-

inr-glories in Aunt Tildy's case; since none in Uniontown are quite so
Zine in growth or brilliance of celoring. |

Like nearly all old Negroes, Aunt Tildy goes to sleep very readily.
She was doiing in a rocker on her small porch, while the scent of wood
saoke and the odor of boiling vegetables issued from the cabin. An iron
‘0%, hanging from a crane in the fireplace, sending forth clouds of steam
and an appetizing aroma. She clings to old fashioned equipment and dis-
%ins a stove for cooking. Her "biled" vegetables or meats in the hang-
inz pot, with baked potatoes and "pone" bread from the oven make up a
el that leaves little to ,be desired{ as many'visitors who have shared
%r repasts well know.

As the gate squeaked, Aunt Tildy awoke with a start and a smile.

"Come in, white folks, I was Jes' a-settin’ here waitin' for my

reens to bile, an' I musta drapped off to sleep. Set down in dat cheer
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right dér, an' tek off'ydur hat; you sho' is lookin' well, an' I'ge proud
to see you. | |

"Yos, ma'am, I sho' was borned in slavery times, an' I wish to
Gawd I could git now what 1 useter hab den, 'caze dem was good times for
de black folks. Dese free niggers don't know what 'tis to bewtuk gaod
keer off)mm. | B

"Co'se I means dat! I was borned on a big plantation near 'bout
to Linden, an' my Ole Marster was name Harris, yassum, Dick Harris,an!
ny Ole liistis was Miss Mgndy. Bofe dey boys fit in de wah, an' I 'members
vhen dey went off wid de sojers,,ole Migtis she cry an' hug dem boys an'
iss 'em goodbye, an' dey was gone a long time. I was a leetle gal whenst /
dey went to de wah, an' I was mos' a grown 'oman when dey come home, an'
dey bofe had whiskers. Young Mass%/ﬁichard he limpin' an' look mighty
sale, en' dey say he been wounded an' stay in prison on Mister Johnson's f
island, summuz up de ribber; but Marse Willis, he look all right, ‘ceé}n’
mdskefs. Ole Marster had a bilg house, an' dat same house standin' dar

rizht now. Us had plenty to eat an' plenty to wear, an' dat's mo'n what
b

sum folks got now.

. [ R
"Ole llarster was good to all he niggers, an' my peppy, bofe belonged

to 2im. Dey was a slave-yard in Uniontown, an' ev'y time a spec'later

J

<mflwid a lot of new%;iggerg, Ole Marster he buy Tour or five niggers,
:n' dat's how he come,buy my pappy, atter de spec'later ﬁrung him an' a
"iole passel of niggers from North C'lina. My mammy here[igready 'long to
Cle harstef, her was born%d his'n.

"Somet;ée a no 'count nigger tek an' runned erway; but de ober-
tecr, he put de houn's on he track, an' dey run him up a tree, an' de
otergeer fotch him back nex' mawnin', all tuckered wmt, an' he glad to !

tov home for a spell an' ‘have hese'f. Ole Marster had a good oberseer,

0. 'Coge he wan't no quality, lak Ole liarster an' Ole Mistis, but he



Algbama - . ' - 3.’.“

vas a good, kin' man an' he didn't had no trouble on de whole plantation.

"Us alluz had a Chris'mus tree in de quarter, jes' lak de white

f0lks an' dey was presents for ev'ybody - nobody wan't lef' out, big or
o

1ittle. Dere'wasAmeetln house on de plantation an' Ole Marster had a

rule dat all de chilluns had to go to Sunday school soon as dey was big

nuff, an' dey had to go in clean white clo's?f too. Us chilluns hate

[}
(.
\ T
&ub de skin off gittin' us clean for Sunday school, an' dey comb our heads
/ . ’

vid a jimerow. You ain't neber seed a jimcrow? Hit mos' lak a cyard

o see Sunday come, 'caze Mammy an' Granmammy dey wash us an' near 'bout

%mat you cyard wool wid. What a cyard look lak? Humph! kiissy, whar you

i

been raise - ain't neber seed a cyard? Dat jimerow sho' did hurt, but

us hadder stan' hit, an' sometimes atter all dat, Mémmy she wrap our
rinky halr wid é%;ad an' ‘twis' so tight us's eyes couldn't hardly shet.
)My Granmemmy, her de head cook ‘oman gt de big house, an' us
hed to minf her E9k us did ligmmy. IAhqpe Granmammy in_de kitchen, atter
I ot big pen' she sho' did keep me humpin'. Chilluns had to mine
e olders.in deﬁt’dayqp-gey wan't lak dey is now, don't mine nobody,
not eben dey Pa. = |
"When de surrender come, Ole Marster he tole all de niggers dey
s Tree now, an' some was glad an' some was sorry an' welst dey might
Eeso?ry, iffen dey knowed whét a hard time dey goner had knockin' 'roun'!
te »orl' by deyself} no Ole karster an' no Ole Mistis ter look atter hed
;' feed 'em when dey sick an' when dey well. Look lak ter me, when de
s:rrender parted de white folks an' de black fdlks, it hurt 'em bofe.
Jev oughter be tergedder, jes' lak de ood Lord ‘tended dey be."
Aunt Tildy sighed deeply and, gazing afar off, said: "Iffen Ole
-erster wag 1ivin' now, I'd be all right an' not hafter worry 'bout nuffin!

In spite of her eighty-four years, Aunt Ti1dy makes her living as a

LLi-rife and serves as a “"doctor a‘man" in cases of minor ailments; but
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ner practice is so closely interwoven with "conju'in'" that it 1s diffi-
cult to say which is the more important to her. For examplé’ she pre-
scribes wearing matches in the hair or a little salt on the mole of the
nead for headache. Her sovereign remedy for rheumatism is "'nint de j'ints

%
vid 2 little kerosfne oil an' put some mullen leaves on it." "A good

dost of turpentine is good for mos' ahyth;nghde~matter.wid you." A coin

vith a hole in it, usually a dime, tied around the ankie will keep you

fron getting "pizen" Furthermore, thiﬂi$§m¢ tréatment warns against the
i11 effects of getting "conju'ed’ “Iffeﬁiycu gits conju'ed, de dime

turn black, an' you kin go to dé conju' doéfor,an' git de conju' took off.%
#Is you got to go, Missy? Come back agiin. I'szjallué%proud to

see you," Aunt Tildy called after me from the é&ge of the porch..

Tash. Copy, |

8/4/37.
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She Just Can Remember
Her Husband's Name

(PHOTO)

Sara Colquitt, who used to till the flelds in slavery days,

-

now has a héndmaiden of her own. BSara does not know the date of
her birth in Richmond, Virginia, but she says it was more than

a century sgo. (1937). The "girl," whom her daughter has employed
to take care of the nearly blind and heipless centenarian, 1is well
past eighty herself, yet she keeps her charge neat and clean and
the cabin in which they live tidy. Sara's daughter works in the
fields nearby at Opelika, Ala. to keep the family going.

"Mr. Bill Slsughter and Miss Mary Slaughter was our marster
and mistess and dey had two chilluns, Marsa Robert and Marsa
Brat," Sara said. "I had four brothers and sisters, Tate, Sam;
Jennie, and Tenner, Us lived in log cabins wid dirt floors and b
dey was built in two long rows. Us beds was nailed to de wall
2t one end and us used corn shucks and pine straw for mattresses.

"Miss Mary was good to us, but us had to work hard and late.
I worked in de fields every day from 'fore daylight to almost
plumb dark. I usta take my littlest baby wid me. I had two
chilluns, and I'd tie hit up to a tree 1limb to keep off de ants
and bugs whilst I hoed and worked de furrow. All us niggers was
fed from de big kitchen and wasn't hongry, but sometimes us would
cteal more food dan was give us anyhow.

"I was one of de spinners, too, and had to do six cuts to
de reel at de time znd do hit at night plenty times. Us clothes

was homespun orsanburgs, what us would dye, sometimes solid and
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sometimes checked,

- "13ides working de fields and spinning, sometimes I'd hope
wld de cooking up at de Big House when de real cook was sick or
us had a passel of company. Us cooked on a great, big fireplace
what had arms hanging out over de coals to hang pots on to bile.
Den us had three-legged skillets what set right over de coals
for frying and sech like. Us cooked sho! 'nuff bread in dem
days, ash cakes, de best thing you ever et. Dey ain't nothing
1lke dat dese days. |

"I was sold oncet before I left Virginia. Den I was brung
jown to Alabama and sold from de block for $1,600 to Mr, Sam
Rainéy, at Camp Hill, Ala. I still worked in de filelds, but I
would cook for de white folks and hope around de Big House on
special 'casions. Our'overséer was Mr. Green Ross, and he was
a bad one, too. Mean, my goodness! He'd whup you in a minute.
He'd put you in de buck, tie your feet and den set out to whup
you right.

"He would get us slaves up 'fore day blowing on his big
horn and us would work 'twell plumb dark. All de little niggers'd
get up, too, and go up to de Big House to be fed from wooden
bowls. Den dey'd be czlled ag'in 'fore us come from de fields and
put to bed by dark. I useta stop by de spring house to get de
milk, it was good cold too, and tote it up to de Big House for
dinner,

“i had two chilluns. Dey was named Lou and Eli, and‘dey wes
took care of like de rest. Us useta have some good times., Us
could have all de fun us wanted on Sa'dday nights, and us sho!
kad 1t, cutting monkeyshines and dancing all night long sometimes.

Some would pat and sing, 'Keys not arunning, Keys not arunning,®
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and ué sho'! dild more'n dance, I'm telling you. Sometimes our
Mistess would come down early to watch us dance.

"Next to our dances, de most fun was corn-shucking. Marsa
would have de corn hauled up to de cribs and piled as a house.
Den he would invite de hands 'round to come and hope shuck 1it.
Us had two leaders or generals and choose up two sides. Den ué
see which side would win first and holler and sing. I disremem-
bers the hollers jest now. My mind is sorter missing. Marsa
would vass de Jug 'round, too. Den dey sho' could work gnd dat
pile'd just vanish. |

"Us used de white folks' church in de morning. I j'ined de
church den, 'cause I always tried to live right and wid de Lord.,

HWhen de Yankees come through Dadeville, Ala., us heard
'bout hit and Marsa hid his money and lots of his fine things in
de colored folks's houses. Dey never found ‘'em neither. |

"Lemme see who I married? I mighty nigh forgbt who 1t was
T did marry. Now, I knows. Hit was Prince Hodnett. |

"No'm, I don't want no more slavery. I hope dey don't | |
have no more such, ‘'cause hit was terrible. %

"Yes'm, I'd be proud to have my pitcher took." ‘

So pridefully Sarsa's chalr was dragged out on the porch by
her mald, and the "pitcher was took.!

R.L.D.

9-9-37
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THEY CALLED US
MCCULLOUGH'S FREE NIGGERS

Mandy McCullough Cosby puffed reflectively at her mellowed corntodb

sttt

pipe and began her story:

e

/

"My Massa, Bryant McCullough, was a Chambers county man. He had so
(fany slaves I can't tell you de numbah. He didn't know hisself how many
he had. I is now ninety-fivg vears old an' what I remembers»mos' is de
vey de chillun roll aroun' in de big nurses room." Mandy lives at 1508-
Pine Street, Anniston, Alabama. She was cutting collards for dinner and
left her dishpan and butcher knife to receive her caller.

"Mist' McCullough, he raised niggahs to sell-an' the little black
¢xillen play aroun' until 'bout sundown, dey is give dey supper. A long
trecuzh out in a cool place in the bak yard is filled wif good, cold
uttermilk an' cornbread crumbed in, an' dey éach 1is give a spoon, an'
tev eats dey £ill. Den dey is ready fo' ved. Some of dem jes' fall ovah
on e croun', ésleep, and is picked up, and put on dey pallet in de big
chillens rodm. Dey was old woman called de nurse, look after 'em. Dey

©it 7004 care fo' de master expects dey will bring good money.

i

"01' Miss, she don't lak to see dem sold, an' she cry ever' time,

°e <o tender-hearted. But list' MeCullough is jes' lak mens is today.

¢ 'es' laugh an' go on.

"But he was good to his black folks. Folks called us 'McCullough's

2
L:‘,:*.( 3 An 1

niggers.! Wasn't much whippin' went on 'moun' our plantation, but
#o7e pleces close to us, they whipped until blood run down. Some

sleces they even mixed salt an' pper in water an' bathed 'em with it.
pe

ra -7 4
colt

1t water'd heal, but when the pepver got in there, it burned lak

o

“Ie, an' they'd as well get on to work quick, cause they can't be still

n’-‘}_’:\ R
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"One woman on a plantation not so far from us, was expectin , an'

_ they tied her up under a hack-a-berry tree, an' whipped her until she

died. DMNos' any time at nimht ef=you'go 'roun “that tree, you could

hear that baby cry. I spect you could hear it yet.

"Everybody said that was murder, an' that something ought to be
’yﬂone about it, but nothin' ever was."

"Mist!? MeCullough always give his folks plenty of sumpin' t'eat ant

then he say, 'I's lookin' for plenty uv work.' -'Niggahs Tfat an' greasy

cen't do nothin' hut work.

"lly mother was a loomer. She didn't do nothin' but weave. We all

hed reg'lar stints of spinnin' to do, when we come from the fiel'. We

set down an' eat a good supper, an' ever 'night. until ten o'clock we

spin cuts of cotton, an' reel the thread, an' nex' day, the rolls is

: /
carded an' packed in a basket to be wove. ’

"Spinnin' wheels was in every cabin. Dere was 80 many of us to be

Wi care of, it took lots of spinnin'M®

feshington Copy,

83/ 37,
L ¥




Ruby Pickens Tartt,
Livingston,Alabama
Luther Clark, Editor.

nX-SLAVE El.A CROCKETT

N ( 80 YiARS OLD )

Cn the old east road from Livingston to Epes, about six miles north-
east of Livingston, is the "double house" built of widely assorted mate-
rials, where Emma Crockett lives. The older part of the house is the
"settin' room" where the stick-and-clay chimney of its earlier days has
bzen revnlaced by a new brick chimney. A roof of corrugated sheet metal
tons the warned, roughly hewn logs which form the walls. The "new room"
is built in the later shanty style - pine boards, unplaned, and nailed
usright to & frame of 2X4's, the cracks of the fl:t joints "stripped" with
narrow siding. A rocf of “bought” shinglés covers this room. Con-
nectinz the two rooms is an open hall roofed with heavy boards "rived"

rom pine blocks. Despite its conglomerate architecture this is a

bztter "colored folks'" house than many in the Black Belt. These"double
houses" often have no roof for the hall and some also lack a floor, the
rell being made entirely of earth, sky and imagination.

ommea settled herself on the top step at the front of the hall to
tell to me, after first ironing a tiny wrinkle out of her "string zpron'®
vith her hend.

" iiss, I'm 'bout sebenty-nine or eighty year old," she told me,
“in I belonged to karse Bill Hawkins and liiss Betty. I lived on deir
lzntztion right over yender. Ly mammy was called Cassie Hawkins and

.y was Alfred Jolly. I was Emme Jolly ‘'fore I married JOla Henry
roctett, Us had five chillun znd dey's two of ‘em livin' in Bummin'-

Wiy, Pznnie and lery.
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"Sometimes I kain't git my min' together so as I kin tell nothin'.
I fell out t'other day and had a misery in my head ever since. I wish
I could read, but I wa'n't never l'arnt nothin' 'ceptin' atter Surrender
Iiss Sallie Cotes she showed us how to read printin'; but I kain't read

no writin. I kain't tell you so much 'bout de wah' ca'se my recollec-

tion zin't no 'count dese days. All I knowed, 'twas bad times end folks

cot whunsped, but I kain't say who was to blame; some was good and some

was bed. I seed de patterollers, and atter Surrender de Ku Kluxes dey

< . s
core den, but didn't never bother me. Seey, I wan't so o0ld and I
minded ev'ybody, end didn't vex 'em none. Us didn't go to church none,

out I zoes now to de lew Prophet Church and my favorite song is:

Set down, set down, set down,

S5et down, set down,

Set down, chile,set down.

Soul so happy till I kain't set down.

liove dz member, move Dan-u-el,

ilove de member,move Dan-u-el.
Dan-u-el, member, don' move so slow.
D:n-u-el, member, don' move so slow.
Got on my rockin' shoes, Dan-u-el.
Got on my rockin' shoes, Dan-u-el.

Shoes gwine to rock me home,

Shoes gwine to rock me home,Dan-u-el,
Shoes gwine to rock me home,Dan-u-el,
Shoes gwine to rock me home,Danue-el,
Dan-u-~-el.

Shoes gwine to rock by fsith,
Shoes gwine to rock by faith,Dlan-u-el,
Shoes gwine to rock by faith,Dan-u-el.

i.ove de member, move Dan-u-el.
I.ove de member, move Dan-u-el.
Got on my starry crown, Dan-u-el.
Got on ny starry crown, Dan-u-el.
" Dat's all I kin tell you today,honey. Come back when dis

tleary leave my head and I gwine to think up some tales and old songs.

93
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" But i dién't never fool wid no hoodoo and no animel stories neither
I 2idn't have no time for no sich foolishness. And I ain't scared of
nothin' neither.

" I lives here wid my grandchile now on lir. Bob Davis' place,

s zits enough to eat, I reckon, but ifs tight, I tell you dat"!

VR

Jzshington Copy.
DiC

July ©,1937.
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LOUB L . GITTIN' MY PENSION SEERY

From all accounts, Aunt Cheney Cross musf'be quite ninety .

: R y
years old. "In Jewin' de war," she says, "I had done long pass my
thirteenth birthday." Today Aunt Cheney 1s a true reflection of
glavery days and the Southern mammy,.

Away from highwsys and automoblles, she lives several miles
from Evergreen on a small farm in the plney woods with her "baby
boy."

Talk with Aupt Cheney reveals that Evergreen's city marshall,
'Harrj L. Riley, "put out to hope" this ¢ld family servant who had
"tended" to his father, George Riley; his mother, "Miss Narciss,"
and "Miss Lizzible," his sister, She also helped bring his own
"chillun" into the world,

Aunt Cheney had promised Mr, Riley tﬁat she would come in towﬁ
on Q_Bertain Saturday morning in May, 1937, and would bring a let-
ter from her young "mistis" for me to read.

It was past noon on that particular Saturday when she came up
the backisteps, a little out of breath,“but smiling, "Lawd, honey,"
she said,%“here 'tis pas'! dinner time an' I'se jes! makin' my
arrivement here, No'm, I don't wants no dinner, thank you Jjes' de
snme, Whut makes me so late here now, I stopped by Miss Ella

liorthcutt's, BShe's my folks too, you know, an' she done made me

eat all I kin hole! No'm, honey, I can't eat no cabbage., Me an!
M\‘

cabbage never is set horses together much, but I will thank you
for the ice tea."

Settling herself down in a low chalr, she sighed and began
tsking off her shoes, "Honey, you don'tmind ef I resses my feets

does you? My white folks is sp'ilin' me here today. I'll be
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lookin' for 1t tomorrow, too, an' I won't be gittin' it," Her
black eyes twinkled in her shiny, old,.vrinkled face as she
talked on,

"I'"tole Mr, Harry I'se comin'., An' here I is! How'd I
come? I come on IMacz and Charlie, dat's howl! Yes, ma'am! Dese
two boys here, dey brung me," Pushing her feet out for inspec-
tion, she leaned forward, smiling and pleased. "Dese here foots,
dey's Mack an' Charlie, Dey's my whole pennunce for gittin' about.
Don't you worry none. Lr., Harry he'll git me back home 'gainst
dark come on,

"Lawd, honey, I don't want to know no better folks'n Mr, Harry
an' lliss Emmg I follow dem good folks clean up to lMuscle Show!(wfj;j;
Yessum, I sho'! did., At fust, I tole'm I couldn't go nohow, But .
dey pull down on me so hard, look lack I couldn't he'vp myself,

"I stayed on up dere at Muscle Show fwell I got so homesick
to see my baby boy I couldn't stan! it no mo'. Now, cose, my
baby boy he wuz den Ge father of his own, a boy an'! a girl, but
“o me dat boy 1s still Jes' my baby, an' I had to come on home,"

Aunt Cheney's little, o0ld body shook with laughter as she
“eaned back and sald: "Yes, ma'am! I ain't been home no time
=tall neither,’twell here come lr, Harry back to Evergreen wid
ils own self, Yes, Lawd! I kin see'm now, comin'! up de big hard-
vood road, his haid raired back, asmokin' a sugarette lack he's

e —
o aillinery! Lawd, Lawd! Me nor Mr, Harry neither one ain't
never gona be contentious nowheres but right here., An' dat's
ie Gawd's trufe!

"Iffen Mr, Harry hadn't come on back here, I never woulda

¢eed no pension., Dat's de Gawd's trufe, too. MNobody here didn't

“now my eggzack age, cause dis wasn't my originally home, All dem
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whut did know close onto my age done dled out an' I knows it., ©So
when Mr, Harry put out to hope me, I says in my heart 'Thank Gawdl'
"I tole Mr., Harry dat iffen anybbdy in de world knowed my
age, 1t was my young mistis, an' I didn't know eggzackly where
she at, but her papa was Captain Purifire (Purifoy). Back yonder
he was de madistra of our town, an' he had all of dem lawin' books.,
I figgered dat my birthright would be down in one of dem books, I
knowed in reason dat my mistis still got dem books wid her, 'cause
dey ain't been no burnin's dat I done heard about. I knowed, too,
dat Mr, Harry was gona fine out where she at,
"I 'members Captain Purifire jes' lack a book. I does dat!

Now, dose, when he come on in home from de war he didn't 'zackly fawr

‘hisse'f den, 'cause when I seed him comin' roun' de house he look

so ragged an' ornery I tuck him for de ole Bad Man hisse'f., I tuck
out behind de smoke house, an' when I gdt‘a good look at him th'ew
a crack it look lack I could recognize his favor, but I couldn't
c2ll his name to save my life., Lawd, honey! He's a sight! hll
erowed over an' bushy! You couldn't tell iffen he's man or beas!,
I kxep! on alookin' whilst he's comin' roun' de corner, an'! den I
eard him say 'Cheney, dat you?' I'se so happy, I Jes' melt down,"
Aunt Cheney was really living over her past. "You see, it's
lack dis", she said: "My fore parents, dey was bought, My Mistis
an' my daddy's mistis, too, was Miss lMary Fields, an' my daddy was
Henry Fields, Den de Carters bought my daddy from Miss Mary Fields,
well, dey mix up an! down lack dat, twell now my young mistis, what
use to be 1little Frances Purifire, she's married to Mr. Cunningham,
"I was brung up right in de house wid my white folks, Yessum,
I slep! on de 1ittle trundler bed what pushed up under de big bed,

In dqurinst de day. I watched over dem chillun day an' night, I
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I washed 'em an'! fed 'em an' played wid 'em. One of de babies had
to take goat's milk. When she cry, my mistis say, 'Cheney, go on
an' git dat goat.! Yes Lawd! An' dat goat sho'! did talk sweet to
dat baby! Jes!' lack 1t was her own, She look at it an' wag her
tall so fas' an' say: "Ma-a-a-a-al!" Den she lay down on de flo!
whilst-us holes her feets an'! let de baby suck de milk, All de
time dat goat bees talkin', 'Ma-a-a-a-a,' twell dat beby got satchi-
fied. '
"When us chillun got tuck wid any kind of sickness or zeezes,
us tuck azzifizzity an' garlit, You know, garlit what smell lack
onions., Den we wore some roun' us necks., Dat kep'! off flu-anz,
"Dese days it look lack somepin t'eat don't tas'e lack dat
we cooked back yonder. De coffee us used had to be fresh groun'
ever'day. An' when 1t commence to bile, ; put dese here knees down
on de flo' befo' de fire an' stir dat coffee for de longes'. Den my
gran'ma she hung dat pot up on dem pot hooks over de fire an'
washed de meat an' drap it in. ZTime she done pick an' overlook de

greens an' den wrinched 'em in spring water, de meat was bilin',

llDen she take a great blg mess of dem fresh turnip greens an' squash

'em down in dat pot., Dey Jes' melt down an' go to seasonin!,

INex' thing I knowed, here come my mistis, an'! she say: !Now
Cheney, I wants some pone bread for dinner.!' Dem hick'ry coals in
dat fire place was all time ready an' hot. They wouldn't be no
inger prints lef' on dat pone when Cheney got th'ew pattin' it out
nelther, Better not! Look lack dem chillun jes' couldn't git ‘'nuff
of dat hard corn bread.

"Plenty of fancy cookin' went on 'roun' dat fire place, but
somehow de pot licker an' pone bresd longside wid de fresh butter-

milk stirs my mem'ry worse'n anything.
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"A1l dis good eatin' I'se speakin'”"boﬁt tuck place befo! de

Yankees ralded us. - It was den, too, dat my mlstls tuck me down

| to de spring back of de howe. Down dere it was a holler tree

étump, taller'n you is. B8Bhe tell me to clam' up to de top of dat
holler tree, den she han' me a blg heavy bundle, all wrooped up
an' tied tight., Hit sho'! was heavy! Den she say: !'Drap it in,
Cheney.! I didn't know den whut she's up to, but dat was de
silver an' jew'lry she was hidin',

"Yes honey, I 'members dat Yankee raid lack it was Jjes!
yistiddy. I'se settin' dere in de loom room, an' M#,., Thad Watts'
111' gal, Louise, she's standin' at the winder., She say: !0-o-oh!
Nannied! Jes' look down yonder!'! !'Baby, what is dat?! I says,
'Dem's de Yankees comin'!' !'Gawd hep us!' I says, an' befo! I kin
tetch my bref, de place is kivvered. You gouldn't stir 'em up wid a
stick., Feets sounded lack mutterin' thunaer. Dem bennits stick
up lack dey Jes' settin' on de mouf of dey guns., Dey swords hangin'
on dey sides singin! a chune whilst dey walk. & chicken better
not pass by, Iffen he do, off come his head!

"When dey pass on by me, dey put! nigh shuck me outé my skin,
""here's de men's?! dey say an' shake me up., !'Where's de arms?!

Dey shake me twell my eye balls loosen up., 'Where's de silver?'
Lawd! Was my teefs dreppin' out? Dey didn't give me time to ketch
1y bref., All de time, Miss Mary Jes' look 'em in de eye an' say
nothin'!

"Dey tuck dem enfield rifles, half as long as dat door, an'
mis! in de smoke house winder, Dey Jack me up off'n my feet en!
drag me up de ladder an' say: 'Git dat meat out.' I kep! on
th'owin' out Miss Mary's hams an' sawsidges, twell dey holler 'stop!',

I come backin' down dat ladder lack a squirrel, an' I ain't stop
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backin' twell I retch liss Mary,

"Yes, Lawd! Dem Yankees loaded up a waggin full of meat an!
tuck de whole bar:rel of 'lasses! Takin' dat 'lasses kilt us
chillyn! Our mainest 'musement was makin' 'lasses candy. Den us
ceke walk 'roun' it. Now dat was all gone. Loox lack dem sogers
had to sharnen dey swords on ever'thing in sight. De bilg crepe
mullen bush by de parlor winder was bloomin' so pink an' pretty,
an' dey Jes!' stood dere an' whack off dem blooms lack folkses
heads drappin' on de groun',

oga T

"I seed de sargauz when he run his bennit clean th'ew lilss
liary's bestest feather bed an' rip it slam open! Wid dat, a win'
blowed up an' tuck dem feathers ever! wh}ch away for Sunday. You
couldn't see where you's at. De saréé;%; he jes' thl'owed his head
hacx en' laugh fit to kill hisse'f, Den fust thing next, he done
suck a feather down his win'pipe! Lawd, honey, dat white man sho!
struggled, Dem sogers th'owed water in his face. Dey shuck'm an'
neat'm an' roll'm over, an' all de time he's gettin! limberer an'
tluerer., Den dey Jack him up by his feets an' stan'm on his hald.
Den dey pump him up an' down, Den dey shuck'm twell he spit. Den
e come to, |

"Dey didn't cut no mo'! nmattrusses, An' dey dldn't cut nothin!

P
s

wuch up in de parlor, 'cause dat's where de lieutenigt an' de saré%nt.
clen', But when dey lef'! de nex' day, de whole place was strewed
~id mutilation.

"I 'members well beck dere in Jewin' de war how ever'! oncet a
>nth that come 'roun' a blg hex, longer'n I is an' wider too, was
“icx to our soger boys on de battle fiel'. You never seed de lack

°T sawsldges dat went in dat box! Wid ceke en' chicken an' pies,
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an! Lawd! de butter all rolled up in corn shucks to keep it fresh,

. Ever'body from ever'where come to fix dat box an' he'p plle in de
stuff, Den you hear 'em say: 'Poor sogers! Put it in here!'! Den
ever‘thing look sorte misty, an' dey haids droop overqlack. Den
you see a mother's bres! heave wid her silent prayer,

"Directly atter de surrender, de Ku Kluxes sho! was bad atter
de Yankees, Dey do all sorts of things to agglivate 'em., Dey's
continual! tyin' grape vines crost de road, to git 'em tangled up
an' make 'em trip up anf break dey own necks, Dat was bad too,
'cause dem poor Yankees never s'picioned no better'n dat dem vines'
Jes! blowed down or somepln, |

"Long about den, too, seem lack ha'nts an' spairits was ridin'
eﬁer'thing! Dey raided mostly 'roun' de grabeyard. L&@d, honey,

I ain't hankerin' atter passin' by no grebeyards, Cose, I knows I
¢0ot to go 1n dere some day, but dey do maeke me feel lonesome an'
kinder Jubus,

"I ‘members one night, way back dere, when I'se walkin' down de
blg road wid Bud, an' he say: 'Look! Didn't you see me give dat
road? Dat ha'nt done push me clean outa my plece.! Now let me
tell you somepin. Iffen you ain't never been dat clost to a hant,
you don't know nothin'! I 'lowed he gwine follow me home., When I
got dere I shuck mustard seeds down on my flo!,. Whén you sprinkles
'em lack dat he can't git outa dat room twell he done count ever!
lag! one of dem seed, Well sir, de nex' mewnin' all us could see
vas somepin 1ack a lump of jelly layin' dere on de flo'! 'mongst dem
tceds, Look lack he done counted hisse'f to a pulp.

"After dat night, I puts a big sifter down at my do'., You

“now ha'nts has to count ever'! hole in dat sifter befo'! dey can come
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th'ough, B8ome folks puts de Bible down dere, too. Den de.poor
gspairit has to read ever! word of dat book befo! he crosses over,

"I reckon 'bout de terriblest thing ever happen to me was
dat big lookin' glass. De lookin' glass was all lald out in de
top of my trunk, waitin' for my weddin' dsy. One night I'se standin'
by de trunk wid hit wide open. I seed somepin black befo! my eyes
an' den a screech owl 1it in my winder an' screech right in my face.
I'se so scared I sot right down in de middle of dat lookin'! glass,
Hit bus! in a million pieces! Mamma th'owed up her han's an! holler,
'Git up from dere, gal. You gona have seven years of bad luck,

Shoo dat hootin' owl away befo! you dles in your tracksl'! Den I
swoons off, I feels dem hadnts gittin' ready to ride me clean down
in my grabe, !'Bout den somepin kep' sayin' to me, over an' over:
'"Th'ow dem pieces of lookin' glass in rungin' water,! Den hit say:
'Burn your mammy's ole shoe an' de screech owl leave.! Atter I
does dat my min' was at res',

"Soon as my daddy hear 'em firin' off for de Surrender, he put
out for de plantation where he fust belong. He lef' me wid my mis-
tis at Pine Flat, but Ytwanit long twell he come back to git me
an! caryry me home wid him, —I hate§to leave my mistis, an' she
didn't went to part from me. She say: !'Stay here wid me, an' I'll
zive you a school %%rnln'.' She sey to Captain Purifire: !'You go
buy my 1i'l nigger a book., Git one of dem Blue Back Websters,!
she say, 'so I kin eddicate her to spell.! Den my daddy say: 'Eer
"enma tole me not to come home widout her an' she has to go wid me,!

"I never will fergit ridin' behin! my daddy on dat mule way in
ie night, Us lef! in sich a hurry I dldn't git none of my cloze
hardly, an' I ain't seed my mistis from dat day to dis!'

b
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L prate sﬁ?h;f IN DE WHITE FOLKS PARLOR. -~

(Photo)

Near Eufaula, Alabama on a bluff stands a little three room cebin
neetly furnished with plain, well worn, but nicely kept furniture.
Surrounding the house are small beds of pretty flowers, and rows of fresh
vegetables. Here resides in peace and tranquility Aunt Matilda Pugh
Deniel, an old Negro slave, aged 96 years. Aunt Matilda was a full grown
uxom gal when the War between the States was raging.' She belonged to
Inited States Senator, James L. Pugh, and was born on his plantation,
near Eufaula. Even though time has dimmed her sight, and slightly di-
rinished her hearing powers, she is still active of mind and accurate in
her memories. We will let her speak for herself?

"Yassuh, white folks, I remembers lots of. things dat happen in de '

slabery times. I works aroun' de house for mistis, who wuz de daughter
of Gen'l John Linguard Hunter befo! she ma 1ed de massg.amyhen I wuz a
little pig-tailed nigger, I usta play roun' wid Massa's chilluns. We
dlay injuns in de woods, an' buil' daus down on de creek an' swing in de
'Yuﬂ.an' sometime we sho do devilish things. We hid red pepper in ole

‘Black Bob's chewin' bscca, an' you ought to seed de faces he made. It

rakes me laugh ti1ll yit. Den we tuken a skunk dat us 1little white an®

black debils kotched an' turn him loose in de slave quarters. You
wzkt ter seed dem niggers come a flyin' outer dere. Dey come out like
& swvarm of wet antses.

"Atter I grew up I ma'ied Joe Daniel, a house nigger, an' GYen'l
inter, de Mistis's pappy 'formed de ceremony. We wuz ma'ied in de
narlor, an' I wo' a party dress of Miss Sara's. It sho' wuz purty; made

Wien white tarleton wid a pink bow in de front. I had a pink ribbon
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'roun' my haid too, an' Joe, he look proud of me. Atter de weddin' all
de niggers on de plantation gathered about an' we had a soiree in de
back yard., Me an' Joe moved to de quarter den, but I sill worked in de
house. Mistis warn't goin' ter let nobody wash dem Julep glasses but me,
!

an' warn't nobody a goin' ter polish dat silber but dis here nigger,

NVawsuh, L
"Durin' de war us warn't bothered much m, but atter de surren=

‘der, some po' white trash tried to make us take some lan'. Some of

'er1 come to de slave quarters, an'®! talk to us. Dey say 'Niggers, you
is jus' as good as de white fo'ks. You 1s 'titled to vote in de
'lzctions an' to have money same as dey,' but most of us didn't pay ne
'tantion to ‘em.

"Den Massa James an' Mistis moved to Washington, an' Miss Sara
vented me to go wid her to be her house maid. She sald she'd pay me
noney fo' 1t, but I couldn't leave my ole man, Joe, kaze he had a case
o7 consumption. Joe died a year later an' lef'! me wid fo' little
c:illuns. Us stayed 'roun' on de plantation an' de new massa paid us
+o0d money fo' workin', but soon de house kotched fire an' burn to de
:roun', an' I have to move to Eufaula. I bought dis little house wid
dz money I saved. I has kinféizis in Detroit dat sen's me a little
nonsy, an' some good peoples in Eufaula helps me out some so I is in
purty good financial shape. I ain't neber 'sociated wid no trashy
1irzers an' I ain't neber 'ten' to. I is goin' to be a proud an' good

nizeer to de las'.

}.;8 5he COPY’
5/13/37.

n Ty
e [lg



;.Alabama . Preston Klein,
Lee County,

ioidy | Jack Kytle, Editor.
o (\\'-., ' . K
&ﬁ‘ PLANTATION PUNISHMENT. !

Q @ M;{.g , ’

Carrie Davis said "Honey, dere was a lot of cruel things done in
clavery times."

She was washing when I arrived at her shanty near Smith's Station,
Alebama. She asked, as so many of the old Negroes do, "Has you come to
relp me?' I sald: "No, Carrie; I want youto tell me about slavery.'

She shook her gray head, recalled: "Dem was good an' bad times,
.istus; good an' bad. I had a purty good marster; but de marster on de
n"entation dat 3j'ined our'n was mighty mean. He was a bad man, no
ratter 1f de slaves behaved or not.

: (\"Honey, I 'members dat he had regular days to whup all de slaves
&“ﬁ strops. De strops had holes in 'em so dat dey ralsed big blisters.
\Jer dey took a hand saw, cut de blisters and mwashed 'em in salt water.
{1 C1' Kistus has put salve on aheap of backs so dey could git deir
| “iptg off. VYe shirts'd stick, you see. De slaves would come to our
i&uce for water an' listus would see ‘'em. )
Asked about her life as a slave, she said: "I wgs borned in
Zevris County, Georgia, an' was 'bout ten or twelve when freedom come.
.7 wammy an' pappy was kartha an' Nathan Perry and had seben chillun.
‘e=ides me, dere was Amy, Ids, Xnoxie, Jim, Abraham, an' Franklin.
"Us 1ived in de Perry quarters. De cebins was ﬁade of split
7, put up edgeways and daubed wid mud inside an' out. Dey was 'bout

" rred yards from de big house, whar larster Billy an' Nistus Nancy

(&3

w- lived. Deir chillun was Clara Maria, Melinda, Sara, Alec, Fim, an'
il Dey was real good to us, too. Us et at de big house. Course
2954 wag cooked on de fireplace, but us had meat and greens bug
nich biscuits. Us had collards an' cabbage, too.

"Sometimes us would have wild game, 'ca'se de men hunted lots
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sn' “otched rabbits, 'possums and coors, Dey also kotched a lot of fish.

"No'm, our beds warn't so good. Dey was homemade and de sides
ves scantlings wid legs nailed on. Den slats was nalled on top of it to
cut our shuck-and-straw mattresses on.

"y grand-parents was fronm Virginny. When I was a slave I was
v7ed a8 a house-girl and to help keep de yardé?laenadn bring in water. Us
gnre mostly slips, wove in homemade looms; an' dey was orsanburg an'
morespun.  We wore 'em Sunday and lionday de same. Us shoés was made at

¢ tanyard and dey was brogans as hard as rocks.

"I 'members dat some of our white neizhbors was poor and didn't
}mwe no slaves. Dey would help us work. De overseer couldn't whip dem,

|t e would made dem work hard and late. I 'members, too, dat de over-

seer waked us up wid a trumpet.

(‘ "Dey useta tell us dat if us didn't wory dey was golng to sell us
| _

%0 7elp feed de rest; and bless yo' soul, us niggers'd go to work, too.
‘ Jest
warster wasn't mean Hel would/lock de slaves in de crib fer punishment.

1,
ll;en

claves was sold, I seed many a nigger put on de block for five and

3t “undred dollars.

"Us couldn't leave de plantation widout a pass; and you better not

% 'em koteh you wid a book. Us walzed to de white church an' set in

fe Tmal

Zo lr, Davey Snell preach and baptize, and dey had foot-washin's.

4.0
12s 4

[¢

nizgers'd git so happy dey would shout. Den dey would keep

“itin' in de flelds next day and git a whipping.

"If a nigger got out widout a pasg, dey sot de hounds on you; and

&

N
<0

""“rollers'd tear you un, too, if you stayed out too late.
"Us had sech good times on Sattidy nights; frolic, dance an' corn-

lost of 'em would be drinkin' and sing and holler:
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fgx; 'Sheep's in de cotton patch;
| Got 'im out Monday.
Had it been a white man;
Got 'im out Sunday.'
#¥1d4 Kimbrough was‘oub leader, and he could sing 'Dixie,' too.
"Christmas mornin' us'd have a better breakfast and dey would
cive ugs rations at de big house. When any of de slaves got married dey

vent up to de white folks' house an' Jumped over de broom. Dat was

“"i2 ceremony at de weddinﬁ.-{And if marster wanted to mix his stock

\

jof slaves wid a strong stock on 'nother plantation, dey would do de

;:ens an' women jest lak horses. I 'members dat when two niggers married,

\

. G2y ot a big supper;}

"~

"All us chilluns had a big time? played 'Pretty Pauline,' 'Turn,
Sharlie,!' an' sech-lak. '
"No'm I never &id see nor b'lieve in ghosts.
(im\ "When us got sick kistus'd give horse-mint, life-everlasting,
;inlienrod, an' holly tees, yessum. And us wore asafoetida and pop-
/.

L uell seed,
\_/

"When de Yankees come, dey handcuffed our folks and took 'em off.

-tvster had his meat, corn, fodder, and sech hauled in de swamp near
t¢ nlantation. Dem Yankees went as straight to it as if dey had seed
us ot it dere. Dey burned it all'up and took some niggers from de
SUer farme

"When freedom come, I 'members dat marster told us dat us was free,
"% dat we could stay on if we lacked. lost of us stayed on wid him
“or ¢ spell. Now and den de Xu Klux Xlan'd come around and beat on a
Ygger,

"I married Charlie Gibson and had two chillun, twelve-é;énd-

R

Yins and nine great-grandchilluns.
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' "Honey, I's heard Abraham Lincoln's name, but don't know nothin'
;'bout him. I got tired livin' 'mong wicked peoples; and I wanted to be

cered, Dat's why I j'ined de church and still tries to de right."

J-2hington Copy,
,‘*/1 6/3’7 .
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Francois Ludgere Diard R
John Morgan Smith

Q&ﬂ AUNT CLARA DAVIS IS HOLESICK FOR OLD SCENES

"I wes bawn in de year 1845, white folks," said Aunt Clars,
"on de llosley plantation in Bellvy jus! nawth of lionroeville. Us
hed a mighty oretty place back dar. Massa Mosely had near 'bout
five hundred acres an' mos' near to one hundred slaves,

"Was larse Loseley good to us? Lor!, honey, how you talk,
Co'se he was! He was de bes! white man in de lan', Us had evely
thing dat we could hope to eat: turkey, chicken, beef, lamb,
noXe, vege}ables, fruits, aigs, butter, milk....we jus' had evéey
thing, white folks, eveiything. Dem was de good ole days. How I
longs to be back dar wid my ole foiks an' a playin' wid de
chillune down by de creez. 'Tain't nothin' lak it today, nawsuh.
“hen I tell you 'bout 1t you gwine to wisly you was dar too.

o "White folks, you cen have yo’”ggtomobiles an!' paved streets
en! electric lights, I don't went 'em. You can have de busses
1n9n' street cars an' hot vevements an' high buildin"caze I ain't

ot no use for 'em no way., But I'll tell you what I does want,

. I vents my ole cotton bed an' de moonlight nights a Bhinin' through

ce willow trees en' de cool grass $§§§£££ my feets 2s I runned
sroun'! ketchin' lightnin' bugs. I wents to hear de sound of de
sounds in de woods etter de 'possum, an' de smell of>fresh mowed
7y, I wents to feel de sway of de of wegon a-goin! down de red,
¢vsty roed en' listen to de wheels groanin' as dey rolls slong. I
“rnts to sinx my teeth into some of dat good ofg(;;h ceke, an!
Tteex de good oféngrghum of en my mouth, White folks I wants to

fee de boats a paésin' up an' down de Alebemy ribber an'! hear de

slrves a singin' at dere work., I wants to see de dawn break over
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de black ridge an' de twlilight settle over de place spreadin'! a

sort of orange hue over de place. I wents to walk de vaths th'lew =

de woods an' see de rebbits en' watch de birds an' listen to
frogs at night. But dey tuk me awey f'pm dat a long time ago.
ITrern't long befo! I ma'ied an' had chilluns, but don't none of
2~:'em 'tribute to my suppote now., One of 'em was killed in de big
\'lvsr wid Germeny and de res! is all scattered out.,.eight of 'em.
;Kow I jus!' live f'om han' to mouth; here one day, sbmewhere else
“Q ée nex'., I guess we's all a=-goin! to d;e iffen dis 'pression
¢on't let us 'lone. Maybe someday I'll git to go home. Dey

~ tells me dat when & pusson crosses dat‘fibber, de Lewd gives

nim vwhut he wents. I cone tol' de Lawd Ifﬁbﬁ!t went nothin!
imuch, sonly my home, white foika@ .I don'tvthink dats mueh to
ayé{;or. I supnose he'll sen' me back darg .I been a-waltin'! f

“or him to call.®

" enh, Cony
~.L.D.

g f
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‘/{:éeorgg Dillard born in Richmond, Va., in 1852, now 1d1es about

/ﬂas little home at Eutaw and recalls days when he was a slave-

I

The

emories bring smilee to his wrinkled, black face.

e va"g

”Honey, dar was a dance every Sattidy night,  he chnckled, "an!

é
%

{2ll de niggers nigh 'bout broke dey legs adancin.'®

___ﬂ——

"And didn't you dance Just as hard as the others, Uncle George?“

"Well, Mistus, I was rigﬁz’spry, but I was at my best in de

job of pickin' de banjer. I shorﬁly did love to pick dat box while de .

otiier niggers danced away. N | | o
George said his family came from Vi#§inia to Mississippi and . “?

that he came to Greene County about 60 years ago. His two magsters were

a »r. Dillard and Bob Steele.

George explained that he was a f1eld hand and had to work hard B
nost of the time.

"But us had plenty to eat," he said. "De food was cooked in 01%

Listus' kitchen an' sont to de fiel' on a big cart. I 'member dat a

bell would ring for us to git up, an' we would work as long as it was

Geylizht "

George said that lir. Steele owned about 200 slaves and that he O
alvays had plenty of everything. The plant@tion,
tout 2,000 acres. ‘

"Ol'

he sald, consisted of

Massa had a church right on de plantation for us niggers,”
% eontinyed.

to-

"leny's de time I danced late in de night an' den had.
i% up an' go"'to church wid de rest.  All of us had to go. L white

O s St s L

o

‘Vn\ould preach, but I_allus enjoyed de singin' most of all."

..




George believes earnestly that ghosts exist but admits they

~ have never bothered him.

"Dey is all aroun' " he mgintains, ”but dey don’t follow me.

No'm,I's not 'fraid of em° but I knows plenty of niggers dat ll run

if a ghost so nuch as breshes by ‘em. "

[ o ’Ebggie 0ld darkey sald that "atter freedom come to de worl'“ he

{ﬁontinued to 1ive with his master and worked a share erop. He said that
|

.r. Steele was always fair and good to him; always giving him the best
of everything. ’
George married Celia Shelton, and to them ﬁere born twenty—four
cuildren. | |

"It waes a bunch of dem," he said, "but I loved eﬁrj one;' I had
a nice weddin' an' de white folke helped me to gkt myself a 'oman an'

then to git married to her." , | 4

ilash, Copy,
8/2/57.
L K,
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ERNY: Mobile, Ala.,
§§} ELLA'S WHITE HEN IS
" HEAPS OF COMPANY
o™
N

ot

Ella Dilliard, an old Negro woman who lives at 756 Canal
Street, Mobile, says she was a small girl during slavery time,
and does not know the hardships of it, because she was owned by
good people. Her mother's name was Mary Norris, owned by Mrs.
Calvin Norris, who lived in Selma, Ala., but had a homestead in
Moblle. Her father belonged to people by the name of Childress,
and his name was Green Childress. She doesn't remember much
sbout him because his white people took him to Texas.

Ella said that her mother was her madame's hairdresser,
and that Mrs. Norris had her mother taught in Mobile. Bo Ella's
life was very easy, a3 she stayed around the big house with her
mother, although her gpandmother, Penny Anne Norris, cared for
her more than her mother did. One of the things she remembers
quite distinctly was her grandmother's cooking on the fireplace,
and how she would not allow any one to spit in the fireplace.
She sald her grandmother made corn-pone and wrapped it in shucks
and baked 1t in ashes.

Ella sald she d4id not know many colored people, since the
guarters were quite a ways from the big house, and that the plan-
tation was managed by an overseer, She sald the quarters were
built in rows with streets between them.

She also remembers the first boat she ever saw. that was
vaen she was brought to Mobile after the surrender, and when she

saw the boat she said to her mother: H#Look at that house sitting

on the water.4
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Ella sald that there were three cooks at the big house, their
names being Hannah, Judy,and Charlotte, and the zardener's name
was Uncle John. Ella also sald that one thing that she remembers
so well about the kitchen in the big house was a large dishpan,
that had a partition in the middle of it, one side you washed the
dishes in, and the other side was used for scalding them.

The slaves always had Saturdays to wash their clothes and do
things for themselves., Ella, not having lived among Negroes, does
not know much about thelr habits and customs, but she does remem-
ber seeing the big white covered wagons that the slaves were
carried in to be sold; and remembers hearing talk of the "Patty-
rollers.” She sald when the slaves were sold, they were put on
a block, and that the man who were buylng would look in their
mouths Just like they did horses.

Ella said she was bofn in Greensboro, Alabams, but the plan-
tation where she later lived was on the Alabaﬁa river near Selna,
Ala, She doesn't know how many acres it comprised, or how many
slaves that her master owned. She remembers her madame made her
stop calling her mother "mammy," and her father "daddy." She
said: "You know, Miss, that the white children now-a-days calls
their parents 'mammy and daddy' like the colored people used to.
The children now do not respect thelr parents as they should,
and in fact everything is so different the truth done 'be under
the table.' You know, miss, I am telling'the truth, because the
3ible says, 'Woe be unto the one that lies; Judgment is on the
landt,

"In those days people had to work to live, and they raised
most everything they used, such as cattle, hogs, cotton, and

foodstuff. Then the women spun the thread out of the cotton, and
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wove the cloth,"

Ella helped her grandmother at the weaving by picking up the
shuttles for her. She sald they generally used the cloth as it was
woven. The shoes were made on the place and were called red bro-
gans.

As for the churches, the white foiks had the bush arbor camp
meetings, where the people would go and camp in little cabins for
weeks, so they could attend the church. They had newspapers then,
Ella said, "but 'course they ain't like you have now, ® there
warn't so many as there 1is now.

"You asked something, miss, about medicines. I don't remem-~
ber much about any medicine, because Mr. Calvin Norris was a doc-
tor, and he always treated us when we were sick. There was a
Dr. Browder who ‘tended the plantation.' .

Ella 1s a bright colored, small woman, whose eyes are very
keen. BShe says that a short time ago she had dome trouble with
her eyes, and she got something from the drug store to bathe
them with, but it 4id not help them. So she caught some pure rain
7ater and "anointed" her eyes with that, and now she can see to
thread a needle, Her 1ife has been very colorful in many respects.
She recalled as a small child, that, during the war, a minie-ball
came through a brick wall of the servant house where they were
living, but it fell without harming any of the servants. B8he sald
vhen Wilson's raid was made on Selma, that the Yankee men went
through the houses Just like dogs, taking whatever they wanted.

"I 'members Mr. Parkman putting two sacks of money down in
his big well, and him getting 1t out with hooks after the Yankees
left.n

Later when she was brought to Mobile she worked for Judge
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Oliver Semmes for twenty years. Judge Semmes was the son of Ad-
miralvRaphael Semmes, and she sald he was a blessed, good man.
For the past fourteen years she has been working for the Frank
Lyons family of Mobile.

Ella lives in a double tenement house, having one room and a
small kitchen. The room is full of old furniture and odd things.
On the mantle is a lovely o0ld china pitcher thaet once was owned
by Judge Semmes and which Ella prizes very much. The thing that
puzzles Ella most among the modern inventions, she said, are the
aeroplanes, and the way lce is made., She sald:

"Miss, we never had any ice way back yonder. We had nice,
0ld, open brick wells, and the water was Just like ice. We would
draw the water and put around the milk and butter in the dairy.
It's a mystery to me how they make that ice, but, my goodness!

I guess I need not worry my head about things, because I am

not here for long. All my family is dead and gone now, and the
only companion I have is this here 1ittle white hen, HerAname is
Mary. You see, I bought her last year to kill for Christmas, but
I couldn't do it. She 1s so human; and you ought to see the eggs
she lays. I even have a few to sell sometimes. I Jjust keeps
Mary in the room at night with me, and she is heaps of company
for me. ™

BIBLIOGRAPHY: Personal interview with Ella Dilliard, 756 Canal
Street, Mobile, Ala.
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Birmingham, Alabama.
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RUFUS WOULD TALK
A 1.OT FOR A DIME.

Foreword: This Negro, Rufus Dirt, was found on one of Birmingham's

busiest streets begging for coins. Because of his 1nability
to read, he was unable to even give the number or location

of hig home. All he knew was "Jes' som'ers on Southside,
bosse ™

"I'1l drop a dime in your hat uncle if you'll stand here andv
talk to me for a few minutes.® |

"Sho'! boss, iffen you wants, I'1l talk all day fo' dat much
money. I'se been here fo' a long time an' I knows plenty to talk ‘'bout.
What does yo' want to know?"

I explained my interest in slavery days an%xy search for
ex-slaves, but he began telling me before I had time f-er,\finish. His
ebility to talk had somehow escaped what his age had done to his hair,

. vhich was sparse as well as snowy white. Hié eyes were a glazy red. One
hand and arm seemed to be crippled, but the other waved around in the air
a8 he talked and finally settled on my shoulder.

"Boss, I don' rightly know jes' hew old I is. I was a driver
(Negcro boss of other slaves) during slavery and I reckons I was about

twenty sompin'. I don' remember nothin' in particular that caused me to

get dat drivin' job, ceptin' hard work, but I knows dat I was proud of

it 'cause I didn' have to work so hard no mo'. An' den it sorta' made
e other niggers look up to me, an' you knows us niggers, boss. Nothin'
iskes us happler dan' to strut in front of cther niggers. Dere ain't
nothin' mueh to tell about. We jes' moved one crop atter de other till
llayin' by time come and den we'd start in on ‘m%inter work. We done
les' 'bout de same as all de other plantations. |

"My massa's name was Digby and we live at Tuscaloosa befo'

% var. An' ‘bout dat war, white folkspdem was some scary times. De
~
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nigger women was a-feared to breathe out loud come night an' in de day
time, dey didn't work much 'cause dey was allus lookin' fo'!' de Yankees,
Dey didn? come‘by so much 'cause atter de first few times., Dere wa'nt
no reason to come by, Dey had done et up eéer'thing and toted off what
dey didn' eat. Dey tuk all Massa's stock, burned down de smokehouse
atter dey tuk de meat out, an' dey burned de barn, an' we'all think ever!'
time dat dey goin'! to burn de house down, but dey musta forgot to do dat,
"When de war was finally over an! I was free, my family went
to Vicksburg, Mississippl where we made & livin' first one way an' den

de other, I don' know how long we stayed dere, but I was livin' in

118

Bunzin'ham when dere wa'nt nothin' much here a'tall, I watched all de big .

buildin's 'round here go up and I see'd dem build all de big plants and
;I'se still watchin!, but I still don' know how to tell folks where places

is, 'cause I don' know how to read numbers, I goes anywhere I wants to

s 7 e B SRR iR Ay R RN TN

‘go an! I don' ever get lost, but Jes' de same, I can't tell nobody
vhere I am, I don' even know where we is standin' talking like dils right
now, An' boss, I ain't begéin' 'cause I'se too lazy to work, I'se
| forked plenty in my time t111 I crippled dis arm in de mines and befo!
;my eyes got so bad," and with a grace and gentléness that may be called
& characteristic of his generation, he added, "I hopes I'se told you
‘¥het you wants to know, "

He had, I felt well repaid for the dime I had given him,
s he walked off down the street, I noticed for the first time the large
trowd that hed gathered around us. Evidently slave tales carry more
interest than this writer realized, -

fash, Copy
5/14/ 37
LK,
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S sy Uniontown, Alabama.

CABINS AS FAR AS

YCU COULD SEE.

"Ma®" Eppes sat on the steps of her weatherbeaten, unpainted little
cebin, duplicate of the dozens that make up Rat Row, Negro guarter of
Uniontown, and looked down the vista of memory to her childhood when she
1ived in "where de log cabins stretched as far as you could see in de
slave qua'ters."

Degspite her eighty-seven years, Katherine Eppes, known to every-
one as "lMa," came as sp52ﬁy to her tiny porch as her rotund body would
permit. She smiled broadly at her interviewer and seated herself slowly.

"Sho', honey, I can tell you mo'n anything you want to know 'bout

h}

ve big fight, 'ca'se L been here a long time,"

she began her story.
 "Dey ain't many lef' to tell 'bout dem days. My mammy an' pappy was Feter
an' Tmma Lines an' us all belonged to liares .Frank and Miss Sarah Lines.
I was born on dey plantation five miles below Faunsdale 'bout 1850 so
aevr tells me.
"I is right ol' but thank Gawd LI still got my teefies an' my
cna'r lef'." Proudly the 0ld woman unwrapped her "head rag" to display
& thick mop, wooiy white but neatly parted into squares. Dozens of

[ little plaits, wrapped with yards of twine, just as her hair had been

(ressed in the slave quarters before the War, adorned her head. She sat
fWN& uncovered head unblinking in the bright June sunshine, as she took

éupthe tele of her health. "I sees pretty good, too, but I's so hebby

Pom

o

~ein't able to toe myse't 'roun' as pert as I useter.

"It was diff'rent back in dem days when I belonged to rich white
“0lzs. Dey had pienty of niggers an' dey was log cabins in de quarters
les' ag far as your eyes could see. Marsa Frank an' M;ss Sarah was good

t s black folks, too. Dey son, young marsa Frank, fit in de big war.
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Atter de war was.over I stayeﬂ on. de Lines - place . twel} atter I ma' iad,
an' O1' Miss gin me ay weddin dress an 8 leng veil down to ‘my foets. | 4
"When us was chillun 1n de quarters we did a mighty lot of

playin'. Us useta play 'Sall away Rauley'. a whole lot. Us would hol'
han's an' go 'roun' in a ring, gittin' faster an' faster an' dem what |
fell down was outa de game. T

"My memny wukked in de Big House, aspinnin' an' anussin' de white '

‘hillun. A1l of dem called her ‘memmy.' Ah 'members one thing Jes'

lack it was yestiddy. Migs Sarah went to 'Mospolis (Demopolis) to visit

pa———

AR e

vid her slster, an' whilst she were gone de oberseer, what go by de

name of Alle‘n, whupped my Mammy cros “her back twell de bloed runned out. A
"When Miss Sarsh comed back an' foun' 1t out, she was de maddes :

vhite lady I eber aeed. She sont Wde oberseer, an' she say.» 'Allan, _

that you mean by whupping Mammy? You know I /g.on 't allow you to tech my

"}house gservants.' She jerk her dress down an' sta\{n' dere lookin' like a

‘isojer wid hér white shoulders shinin' lack a snow bank, an' she say: 'I

iruther see dem marks on my own shoulders dan to see 'em on Mammy's. Dey y

vouldn't hurt me no wuss.' Den she say: . 'Allen, teck your fambly an'

¢lt offen my place. Don't you 1e{ sundown ketch you here. 'So he lef's.

Y wasn't nothin' but white trash nohow." | '
"Ma" Eppes sat silent for a time as she recalled the vision of

liss Sarah standing straight and regﬁl in her dismissal of the overseer.

Fif}rall»_y she turned WlR with an abrupt change of subject. | \
"Honey, is you a Christian?" she asked earnestly. "R hopes you is, ;

ca'se you 18 too fine lookin' for to go to Hell. I b'longs to de Bap-

s' Church, an' dey calls me Ma Eppes 'ca'se I'sgode mother of de chureh.
loves to sing de gospel Hymns."

She began to sing in a high, cracked voice, her body swaying with

o L,
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the rhythm. The song rose until her nelghbors had gathered to form quite.
an audience. With much moaning between every line, she sang:
"I am a sojer of de Cross,
A follerer of de Lam'.
I'm not afeard to own “is name,
Nor to 'fen' His cause."
(Chorus)
"I wan' you to come,
I wan' you to come,
I wan' you to come
An' be saved."
She was still singing as I left her, the neighbors joining in the

choruses. Suppers would be late in the row of weatherbeaten cabins, be-

cause the spirit of song was on the gathering.

igshington Copy,
8195/37,
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A HORN FOR A HEADACHE.

Reuben Fitzpatrick, of Bugene Street, Montgomery, was born Jan. 9, 1854, (83
years old). He says:

"My Marster wuz Mister Gholson frum Bullock county. He had lots uv slaves 'cause
he wuz a rich man. I wuz jes' a boy ten years ole an' he wuz a squire dat tried cases,
so he rode all over de country to dif'funt places. I rode wid him to hole his horse.
He wore a high top black hat and had a bufgy wid a top dat let back. When we went
ve wuz gone a long time .an' when night come he would fix it fer me to sleep wid some
uv de niggers in de quarters where we stopped. I sho' lacked to go 'bout wid him."

"My motﬁer wuz de cook. She had fule over all the cookin'. She spinned thread
an'! reeled it off too."

"When de Yankees come through de country I seed 'em all runaih! so I thought it
wuz jedgment day an' I runned sn' hid under de chimney an' stayed dere 'tel night.

| Dey didn't tarry long, but dey drove de horses right ép on de piazza, and throwed

ever' thing out de houses, eben knocked down de smoke 'ouse doors. Dat's de f{%fe'.“
"ne time I was taken to the sla’ve market and I was screwed on the block and

ir. Hartin bought me and my Mamma. The man that was selling us would holler "Who'll

bid? Who'll bid?" We wuz supposed to be spry and fidgety so as to make the men

vant to buy us. My fust Marster was Wash Jones. He wan't good to us, He would hit

us wid his cane jes' as if it had been a switch. Ben Jones didn't like the way
larse Wash treated us niggers, He bought us for his son."

"We didn't have no doctors much in dem days, but us had a horn us use when we
8ot sick, If ;Vi/ d the headache that horn would go right over the spot and it
Puldntt be no time 'fore the pain'd be gone. We'd use that horn anytime we wuz
{ling an' 1t'd sho! do the work. I used to have the horn but I don't lmow Jes!

Yere it is now."



“White folks,“ said Heywood Ford, ’I'se gonna tell you a story
"bout a mean oberseer an' whut happened to him durin' de slabery days.
It 21l commenced when a nigger named Jake Williams got a whuppin‘ fer |
steyin' out atter de time on his pass done gib out. All de niggers
on de place hated de oberseer wuss daﬁé&zen, caze he was sO mean an'
useta try to think up things to whup us for. |

¥One mornin' de slaves was lined up ready to eat dere breakfas'
an' Jake Williams was a pettin' his ole red-bone houn'. ‘'Bout dat
time de oberseer come up an' seed Jake a pettin' his houn' an' he say?
'Nizger youﬂain't got timé to Eg-a-foqlin"long dat‘dog. Now make
nim git.' Jake tried to make dé“dog g0 homé, but de dog d1dn't want
to leave Jake. Den de oberseer pick ﬁp 5 rgbk'an' slam de ddg inhde
reck. De dog he den went a-howlin' off. |

“Dat night Jake he come to my cabin an' he say to me: 'Hei-
wrood, I is gohna run away to a free Staté. I ain't a-gonna put up wid
iis treatment no 1onger. I can't standimch mo': I gibs him my han'
an' I say: 'Jake, I hopes you gits dere. Maybe I'll see you ag'in
sometime. ! .

| "'Heywood, ' he says, 'T wish you'd look atter my houn'® Belle.

Feed her an' keep her de bes' you kin. She a mighty good possum an'

coon dog. I hates to part wid her, but I knows dat you is de bes'
nusson 1 could lea#e her wid,' An' wid dat Jake slip out de do' an' I
seed him a-walkin' foward de swamp down de long furrows of cawn.

"It didn't take dat oberseer long to fin' ouf dat Jake done run
e¥er, an', when he vdid, he got out de blood hou‘n's an' started off

alter him., It warn't long éfore Jake heered dem houn's a-howlin' in

N
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de distance. Jake he was too tired to go any further. He circléd troun'

an' doubled on his tracks so as to confuse de houn's an' den he clumb

a tree. T'warn't long afore he seed de 1light of de oberseer’ comin'

th'c;g;l de woods and de dogs was a-glttin' closer an' closer. Finally

dey smelled de tree dat Jake was in en' dey started barkin' 'roun' it.

De ovberseer 1lif' his lighted pine knot in de air so's he could see Jake.

He say: 'Nigger, come on down fum dere. Ybﬁ done wasted 'nuff of our

time.' But Jake, he neber move nor make a sﬁund an' all de time de dogs
xeppa howlin' an' de oberseer keppa swéariﬁi. 'Come on down,' he say

agin; 'iffen you don't I'se comin' up‘an' knock you outen de tree wid

a stick.' Jake still he neber moved an' de oberseer den began to climb

de tree. When he got where he could almos' reach Jake he swung dat

stick an' it come down on Jake's leg an' hurt him tur‘ble. Jake, he rai-

sed his foot an' kicked de oberseer raght in de mouf, an' dat white man W
vent a tumblin' to de groun'. When he hit de earth dem houn's pouncedk
on him. Jake he den lowered hisself to de bottom limbs so's he could

cee what had happened. He saw de dogs a-tearin' st de man an' he hollal
'Hol' 'im, Belle!' Hol' 'im, gall!' De leader of dat pack of houn's, white
folks, warn't no blood houAkCG She was é plain 0ld red-bone possum

|

an' coon dog, an' de res' done jus' lak she done, tearin' at de ober-

seer's th'oat. All de while, Jaké he a-hollerin' f'um de tree fer dem
dozs to git 'im. 'Twarn't long afore dem dogs to' dét man all to pieces.‘
fe died raght under dat maple teee dat he run Jake up. Jake he an'

det coon houﬂ; gtruck off fhrough de woods. De res' of de pack come

i0ne .

"I seed Jake atter us Higgers was freed. Dats how come I

‘nowed all 'bout it. It musta been six years atter dey killed de ober-

seer. It was in Kentucky dat ! run across Jake. He was a-sittin' on

sone steps of a nigger cabin. oun' dog was a-sittin' at his side.
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I tells him how glad I is to see him, anf den I look at de dog. 'Rat
ein't Belle,' I says. 'Naw,' Jake answers, Dis her puppy.' Den he

tol' me de whole story. I always did want to know what heppen to 'em."

~

Tesh. Copy,
6/3/37. '
L. H,
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: WANTS MY FRIENDS TO GO WID ME

(Pnoto) | -
Wants my friends t0 go wid me, New Jerusalem;
Woncer ef I'1l ever zit to heaven, New Jerusslem!
Neppy-headed, humble little Bert Frederiek sang the o0ld song
in & volce thzat trembled and broke on the high notes. His black

beamed when he hed finished, and "de 0ld times" came flooding

i
o
[¢]
[¢}]

into his ming.

o
o
[y

"Honey, Ol' lzster uéta sing dat good song to us niggers; an'
ne allus could sing it so purty.®

Uncle Frederick, like &1l the other gray-besrded Negroes of
ire Old South, is occupied mostly these days with getting ready to
neet "de Sweet Jesus." As well as he can remember, he was around
12 years old when "de hawn of freedom sounded. "

He shook his white hesd when the interviewer asked his aze, a
«w0w smile spreading bver his Tace.

"Honey chile, you's axed me a riddle. I dlsremember ‘tout dat.
Pe bes! I xin tell you is dat I is elghty-odd-but as to 'zackness, I
zantt tello

Soume years azo, Uncle Frederick suffered s broken back in an
tocldents  Since then'he has been unable to stand erect, but can
trzizinten his back wnen seated. Therefore, he poliﬁely asxed to
¢i% down when he was asked to pose ror a picture.

His Tirst mester, he says, was Dr. Rich Vernon, who lived in
C.iubere County. Afterward, he was sold to William Frederick.

He chuckled zs he recalled the old days.

"I was a shirt-tail nigger," he lsughed. '"Dat is, I wore Jes!




a long eghirt Ytwel Igwas.a.biggﬁc@mp;morgaﬁan,twelﬁe;year«@ld.mﬁHoney;
I was a sight to look atit

N

"Whut did I do about de plantation? Well, I driv de cows an'

\? sneep to pasture an' seed dat no eagles kotched de lafibs. Ug had '
¢

0iz eagles 'roun' den, an' us had to be keerful wid de small stock.

Zf us warn't, ol! ezzle ud 8woop down an' tote off a whole lamb.
L "Us had a time in dem days. I 'members dat us had a pen to

ketch wild turkeys in. An' us kotched a few of dem, too, "

Uncle Fredeérick's mother was Harriett Lumpkin, who lived below
Opelika. He had three sisters, ilary Dowdell, Amne Carlisle and
Eaia Boyd; but all are dead.

"When de Yankees come 10 Alzbsma," he recalled, "Ql! lisster
tocl! de niggers to hitch up all de wagonsg an' load all de food an!
cech on 'em. Us had 'bout forty acres of/éwahp land, so us hid de
stuff dere.

"'Fore long I seed & long string of black an! White.hbrses, wid
nuleg behin' dem. Dey had packs on dey back. In de packs was grub
te Yenkees had tuk off'en de white peoples. ®

"Did you enjoy the old slavery days, Uncle}!

"Yes, chile, dey was good deys. Some of de white peoples was
©td to de niggers, but my OL' Kaster warn't dat kind. Dat de reason
22 would let all de niggers sit aroun! whiist he was‘singin'; en' he
fouid sing.!

Uncle Frederick putters sbout his tiny home in Opeliks, nanaging
Lo row & profusion of flowers and vegetables despite his bent back.
I¢ vies hoeing in hig garéen whén the interviewer came upon him, but
‘¢ cuzerly laid Gown the noe'when told what was sought.

"Uncle, I want to talk with you asbout the old timesg. "

P
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"Lordy me, chile," he beamed, his eyes twinkling, "you done
foun'! de raght nigger!?
weshe Copy

c.s
OL‘D'
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DEM DAYS WiZ HELL T

Delia Garlic lives at 43 Stone Stréet,“Montgomery, and insists
ghe 18 100 years old. Unlike many of the old Negroes of the South,
she has no good words for slavery deys or the old masters, declaring:
"Dem deys W&z hell.n

She sat on her front porch and assaslled the taking of young
children from mothers and selling them in different parts of the
country.

"I %&i.growed up when de war come, ' she sald, "an'! I wiz a
mother befo! it closed. Bables wuz snatched from dere mother's
breas! an! sold to speculators. Ghilluns\;%%/separated from sis-
ters an! brothers an! never saw each other ag'!in.,

"Course dey cry; you think dey not cry when dey vtz gold lak
cattle? I could tell you 'bout it all day, but even den you could-
n't guess de awfulness of 1t.

"It's bad to belong to folks dat own you soul an! body; dat
can tie you up to a tree, wid yo! face to de tree an' yo! afms
fastened tight arount' it; who take a long curlin' whip an' cut de
blood everi lick. )

"Folks a mile away could hear deﬁ awful whippings. Dey waz .\ " .
a2 turrible part of livint'.t -

Delia sald she was born at Powhatan, Virginls, and was the
youngest of thirteen children.

A

"I never seed @, of my brothers an' sisters 'cept brother
William, " she ssid. "Him an' my mother an! megggf”brought in a
speculator's drove to Richmon' an'! put in a warehouse wid a drove

of other niggers. Den we\%éé all put on a block an! sol! to de

hignes! bidder.
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"I never seed brother William ag'in. Mammy an' me %%%/sold
to a man by de name of Carter, whokgﬁg/de sherlff of de county.

"No'm, dey warh't no good times at his house. He ﬁﬁf’a
widower an' his daughter kept house for him. I nursed for her,
an' one day I ¥ playin' wid de baby. It hurt its 11'1 han' an!

commenced to cry, an'! she whirl on me, pick up a hot iron an! run

it all down my arm an! han'. It took off de flesh when she done 1it.

"Atter awhile, marster married ag'in; but things warn't no
better. I seed hls wife blacklin! her eyebrows wid smut one day,

so I thought I'd black mine jes! for fun. I rubbed some smut on

130

ny eyebrows an' forgot to rub it off, an'! she kotched me. She waz v n.

powerful mad an' yelled: ‘'You black devil, I'll show you how to
mock your betters.!?

"Den she pick up a stick of sgtovewood an'! flails it ag'in' my
heade I didn't know nothin' more 'till I come to, lyin' on de
floor. I heard de mistus‘say to one of de girls: 'I thought her
thick skull and cap of wool sould take it better than that.?

"I kept on stayin' dere, an' one night de marster come in
drunk an' set at de table wid his head lollin' aroun'. I wasz vz
waitin' on de table, an' he look up an! see me. Ivgéﬁ'skeered,
an'* dat mede him awful mad. He called an overseer an'!' tol! him:
'Take her out an' beat some sense in her.!

"I begin to cry an' run an' run in de night; but finally I
run back by de quarters an!' heard mammy callint' me. I went in,
en' raght away dey come for me. A horse was standin' in front of
de house, an' I WMz took dat very night to Richmon' an' sold to
a speculator ag'in. I never seed my mammy anj@ore.

"I has thought many times through all dese years how mammy
looked dat night. She pressed my han' in bofe of hers an' sald:
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'Be good an' trus' in de Lawd.'!

8Trustin' was de'only hope of de pore black critters in dem
days. Us Jjest preyed fer strength to endure it to de end. We
didn't 'spect nothin' but to stay in bondage 'till we died.

"I was sol! by de speculator to a man in McDonough, Ga. I
don't ricollec¥ his name, but he was openin'! a big hotel at Mc-
Donough ant' bought me to walt on tables. But when de time come
aroun'! to pay for me, his hotel done fall. Den de Atlanta man
dat bought de hotel bought me, too. 'Fo! long, dough, I was solﬁﬁo
a man by de name of Garlic, down in Loulslana, an' I stayed wild
him 't111 T Wiz freed. I waira regular fiel' han', plowin!' an!
hoein!'! an! choppin' cotton.

"Us heard talk 'bout de war, but us didn't pay no !'tention.
Us never dreamed dat freedom would ever come."®

Delia was asked 1f the slaves ever had any parties or dances |
on her plantation,

¥No'm,® ghe replied, %"us didn't have no parties; nothin' lak
date Us didn't have no clothes for goin' 'roun. I never had a
undershirt until Jjest befo! my first chil' was borned. I never
had nothin' but a shimmy an! a slip for a dress, an' 1t ‘Wiz made
cutten de cheapes! cloth dat could be bought; unbleached éloth,
coarse, but made to las!,

"Us didn't know nothin' ‘cept to work. Us We& up by three or
four in de mornin' an' everybody got dey somethin' to eat in de
kitchen. Dey dldn't give us no way to cook, nor nothin' to cook

in our cabins. Soon as us dressed us went by de kitchen an' got

A -
e T :

“our plece of cornbread. Dey wazn!t even no salt in dem las' years.
te it
Jat piece of cornbread waz all us had for breakfus!, an' for supper,

us had de game,
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*For dinner us had boiled vittles; greens, peas an! some-
times beans. Coffee? NQ'm, us never knowed nothin' 'bout coffee.
"One mornin' I 'members I had started to de fiel',an' on
de way I los' my plede of bread. I didn't know what to do. I
started back to try to fin' it, an' it was too dark to see. But
I walk back raght slow, an' had a dog dat walked wid me. He
went on ahead,‘an' atter awhile I come on him lyin' dere guardin®
dat plece of bread. He never touched it, so I gived him some of it.
"Jug'! befo! de war I married a man named Chatfield from another
plantation; but he was took off to war an' I never seed him ag'in.
Atter awhlile I married a boy on de plantation named Miles Garlic.
"Yas'm, Massa Garlic had two boys in de war. When dey went
off de Massa an! missis cried, but it made us glad to see dem cry.
Dey made us cry so much.
"When we knowed wey;§; free, everybody wanted to git out. De
rule ;ééqdat if you stayed in yo! cabin you could keep it, but if
you lef', you los' it. Uliles witz workin' at Wetumpka, an' he
slipped in an' out so usg could keep on 1livin' in de cabin.
"My secon!'! baby soon come, an' raght den I made up my min'
t0 go to Wetumpka where Miles was workin' for de reilroad. I
went on down dere an' us settled down.
"Atter Miles died, I lived dere long as I could an! den come
to Montgomery to live wid my son. I'se eatin! white bread now
an' havin' de best time of my life. But when de Lawd say, 'Dells,
well done; come up higher,' I'll be glad to go.™
Yagh, Copy
A.L.D,
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1(y>cx1 Livingston, Alabana.

MULES BE EATIN' AND

NIGGERS BE EATIN'.

sho oty

Sﬁe sat 1n the door of her ema;}-oebin,_a—sher9~&§e$anee*ﬁrem

Livingston, Alabama in philsophical reflection. Time has not softened
ner memories. As_-she told these.facte-an-eoessionatexpression-of
bit ternese-passed..over her face. ; {

"Lie sh7 “gaid, el

¥ty Angie Garrett,® -
8¢ '

de W' eoeTmrrgs in De Kalb, Migsissippi. My mother was Betty Scott,

v

an' I didn't know my father's name. I had four brothers, Ember, Johnny,
Jimmie, and Henry; and three sisters, Delphie, Lizzie Sue, and Frankie,
and my grandmother was Sukie Scott. She lived five miles from Gainesville
across Noxubee Creek (in-fudiy—Slm=deoxwives) an' I lived wid her. Never

| Lors”
- 2xed 'bout my gran@j§;ddy, 'caze wa'n't no tellin'. My mammy lived right

tere in Gainesville an' belonged to Mr. Sam Harwood.

"I b'longed to de Moorings and Cap'gn Mooring run on a boat to Mo-

S I

?ile from Aberdeen, Mississippi-—-¢$ueq on de 'Bigbee river and "twus call-
Y

d deCremonia. I was de house galy an¢ nuss,, ang I glep' on a pallet in

01¢ Liss's Poom. I had a plenty to eat 1ong as us was on dat boat, -and
. \
\v

2t sno' was good. But when us was in De Kalb, vittles was giv' out at

e smoke house, a slice o' meat and piece of bread and peas, and 'twus
sernt out ter de fiel'. DMules be eatin' and niggers be eatin'.bwui
"I nussed de Moorings 1little boy Johnny. De little gal, died. Mr,
fctt in De Kalb had 'bout fifty slaves and a big plantation and a over-
| Seer qame! Barnes. He was a haughty man, and niggers was skeered to
%21 ‘caze he would come in a-cussin'.
: I T

“Us would git up 'fo' daylight. 'Twus dark go out, dark when

u:in.ers make a little fire in de fiel' some mawnin's, hit beeze so

-4} “3n us let it go out 'fo' de overseer come. Ef he seed you he'd

133



Algsbama -2 -

nake yer lay down flat on yo' belly,foots tied out and han's tied out

€ W win G p&\g-‘/ aasd g Tl
and whoop yer, wdd sdepper leather strap wid a handle,a' é .- “Q’ftg“‘
'cross~g~ekeer. I been whooped 'tel I tell lies on myself to make ‘'em

quit. Say dey whoop 'till I'd tell de troof, so I had ter lie 'bout hp:

ihe

ge'f ke\ep ;e;nﬁfrom killin' me. Dis here race is mo' F}ee' de chillun we a;,
tep S b dem

Isreal‘&didn't have ter shoot no gun te» set wm free.

s20' was glad....l welked WEFs Lo Gainesville frum D& KalB; MIsstmstppi

Ug wa'nlt 'lowed—t8 learn nothin' gometimes us sing and have a little
pragyer meetin', but 'twus mighty easy and quiet like. Gran'ma Sukey use'’
~ to sing"Travel on, travel on, Soon be Over."
| "Ef any us died in dem days, buried us quick as dey could and got
out of dere and got to work. At night dey blow'd de horn for 'em to
bring in de cotton w'ut de women spinned. Dey made all de clofi¢ Us work-
ed nizhts too, but us rested Sundays. Us didn't git no presents at Christ-
nas, Sometimes us had a corn shuckin', and no celebration for no marriage.
Dat was called "jumpin' de broom," jes' taken up wid 'em. Dey all want
Jou to have plenty of chillun, though.
"Us wo' asfedity 'roun' us neck keep off de small pox and measles.
Us didn't have much medicine and some of um was always full of bad com-
Peints lac' Carrie, my neighbor, whut you axed about. 1 bees a-hurtin',
Wt I can't never git in edgeways for her. Always got a lot excuses; doan
isver ‘spects to die 'thout folks knows whut alls her. But she brought
% soue black-eyed peas today, and L lac's um 'caze dey biles sof', and
-5y 'ef de devil brought hit, God sarnt hit.' Sometimes I bees hongry,
' I say, 'Whut is I'm gwinter eét?', and along come somebody wid sumpin'.
"Wish you couid of heered dat calliope on de Cremonia. Dey dance

33}3@ +3

“ime 'mos' all night, but dey didn't act lac' dey do now. 'Twus
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nice behaviour. Look lac' ev'ything goin' back ter heatheniség; and hits
on de way now. But de good Lord he'ps me. He hol's my han'. I ain't
zot nothin' 'gin nobody. I doan see no need of Pussin' and fightin' an'
a-drinkin' whiskey. Us 1livin' in a new worl' and I go on makin' de bes'
I Xin of hit. BSome I lac, some i doan'.
"I got one daughter, Fannie Watson, a good washer and ironer right
here in Gainesville, and I got a son,too, say he ain't gonna marry 'tel
he kin treat de 'oman good as she kin treat herse'f. I makes him wait
on me, and he gits mighty raw sometimes, but I tells him I'm jes' much
older den he is now as I was when he was bawn. Den he gives me a 0ld
- dirty dime, but now wid dese here tokens, you gotter pay some of hit fer
spendin’. Dey tells me hit's de Governor, and I say ‘'let him carry 'em;
he kin tote 'em, I ain't able.' Well, oncelain't always, and twice ain't

ferever.,

"No'm, I doan never go ter church no mo'. De preacher's here is

goin'

bline about money. Dey ain't interested in dey soul. Some folks
b'longs ter de church an' ain't been changed. De church ain't all of

2it, I 'members day uv ‘'mancipation. Yankees tole us we was free, and
dey call us up frum de fiel' to sign up an' see ef us wanted to stay on

wid 'em. I stayed dat year wid de Moorings, den I bargain for lan', but

touldn't never pay fer hit. Turned loose 'thout nothin'.
"But dey was a coal black free born nigger name George Wright,
12 a floatin' mill right here on de 'Bigbee River, stayed at de p'int

07 de woods Jes' 'bove de spring branch, and hit did a good service.

b

Ut ne got in debt and he sole his five boys. Dey washs own chillun,
¢ he could sell 'em under de law. De names was Eber, Eli, Ezekiel,

"och, and Ezra, an' he sole 'em ter de highes' bidder right yonder

». .
=0nt of de Yos' Uffice for cash. And Jack Tom was another free nigger
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nere and he bought some of ‘'em, and dey othners de white folks bought, and
I never heerd no complaint and I seed ‘em long as dey lived. Dey was
a neap of things went on. Some I lac's to remember, some I doan. But
I'd rather be free now. I never seed Mr. Linecoln, but when dey tole
me 'bout him, I thought he was partly God.

"But Mr. John Rogers right here,(he's dead an' gone now), he was
whut he was and wasn't 'ceitful. Go to him ef you got into anything,
énd ne more'n apt to tell you whut to do. He was wile when he was
young, but he settle down and was de bes' white man to de niggers I ever
know'd. He'd he'p me right now ef he was livin' and seen me wearin'

dis here rag nasty, he sho' would.

Washington Copy,
5/15/37.
L. H.
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Mr, Renfroe Hangs

1 J
(PHOTO)

"Howdy Cap'n! Kin you tell me how to fin'! Jedge Ab's co'té?
I knowed 'zactly whar hit was in de ole co'te house, but I gits )
all bumfuzzled tryin' to fin' anybody in dis new buildint, " /

'His neme was Henry Garry, He wore a sult of faded and ex-
tensively patched Confederate gray and a cap of the regulation
prorter's style, His face bore the expression worn only by those
of hls race who had lived and tolled in a much earlier and in many
instances, happier day. In ﬁhe presence of "white folks" he was
at ease, indicating an intimete association and relatlionship amo;g
them and in their service.

"What businesshave you in Judge Aberyathy's court? You don't
lock like a criminal," was the response. N

"Oh, nawséh, I ain't neber done nothin' to nobody no time, But
I sho! don't know what did new.generation of nigguhs comin' to, Hit
var bad '‘nough when dey couldn' git nothin! but bootleg cawn licker;
now dey kin buy all de gin dey wants right here in Bummin'ham, an!
dem rapscallions git out on Satfd'y night, f£ill up on gin an' git
all 1it up lak a me&tin'! house., Den de fust thing dey know dey glts
tangled up wid somebody wid a razor or a meat axe or somp'n an!
'leng come de law, locks 'em up an' de debil's to pay."

"But why should all that disturb you? They haven't run you in
have they?" he was asked,

"Nawsuh, hits dat triflin' nevvew of mine. Dat boy kin sho!
glt into mo' kin's of trouble dan a pet monkey. He in Jall now for
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some debilment or/%zyher an' I 'spect I'se gwine to hab to git him
ouf aglin, Dats what I'se gwine to see Jedge Ab ‘'bout, Wisht I
could git dat boy back down in Sumter County on Marse John Rogers!
plantation, Dat's whar he b'long at., Betcha Marse John wouldn'
take none of hies foolishment, "

"Are you famillar with the people and history of Sumter County?"
he was quizzed further,

"Lawd man, I was bawn in de back yahd whar Marse John Rogers
live right now, Dat was right atter de surrender an'! my mammy
b'long to de Vandegraaf family who useter live dar an'! owned all

dat plantation, My daddy's name was Daniel Grady. Dey come f'um

Virginny long time 'fo! de wah, All dém ole peoples is dead now,
Onlies' kinfolks I hab lef! down dsh is a/cousin. She mos! a
hundert yeshs ole an'! s8till 1libs on her 1itt1e farm a few miles
from Gainesville, An' Cap'n when I éays libs, I means llbs, Ain't
nothin' dat grow outten de groun' nor in de groun' in Alabama dat's
good for folks to eat but what she got it an! plenty. I goes down
dar to visit her twicet a yeah, an', man alive, hit am a sin de
'mount of grub I puts away endurin' dem two weeks I stays dar,
Yagsah, I'se ibout due to go down dah now, 'caze dat gyarden sass
en' spring chickens Jjes' 'bout ripe,

"My memmy was a seamstress for de Vandegraaf plantation an'
nace all de clothes for bofe black and white, She neber did leave
de plantation atter de slaves was freed but stayed right dar till
she died, ahe an' my daddy bofe., But dey was good hones', 'spectable,
¢iu'ch-goin'! people, my daddy an' mammy was., De little log chu'ch
house 1s gtill dar an' de niggers still keeps up de services, De
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ole pastor nearly a‘hundertiyeahs ole now, but it would s'prise
you how spry he gits 'bout an! conduc'svée meetints,

"I don'f know ‘bout uyther parts, but from'what my mammy tell
me de slaves 1n Sumter County mus! hab had a mighty good time, had
plenty of ebery t'ing an' nothin' to worry 'bout, Seems lak dar
warn't no trouble 'mongst de whites an! blacks ftwell atter de wah,

Some white mens come down from de Norf' an' mess up wid de niggers,

139

I was a mighty little shaver, but I ‘'members one night atter‘supperffff

my daddy and mammy an' us chilluns was settin' under a big tree by
our cabin in de quarters when all at wuhst, lickety split, heah

come gallopin'! down de road what look lak a whole army of ghos'es.
’Mus' hab been 'bout a hundert an' dey was men ridin' hosses wid de
men and hosses bofe»roﬁed in white, y
.Cap'n, dem mens look lak dey ten feef high an! dey hosses big
~as elephants, Degy didn't bodder nobody at de qua'ters, but de
leader of de crowd ride right in de front gate an! up to de big
‘dug well back of our cabin an'! holler to my daddy. !Come heah
fnigguh! Ho-ch!, 'cose we skeered, Yassuh, look lak our time done
come. | | |

UMy daddy went ober to whar he}settin'”on his hoss at dd well.

Den he say, 'Nigguh git a bucket an' draw me some cool water,®
Doddy got a bucket, £ill 1t up an' han' 1t to him, Cap'n, would
yeu b'lieve 1t? Dat man Jes' 1if' dat bucket to his mouf'! an'!
neber stop twell it empty. Did he hab 'nough? He Jes' smack his
mouf an' call for mo', Jes' lak dat, he didn' stop twell he drunk
three buckets full, Den he jes! -wipe his mouf an' say, 'Lawdy, dat
sho! was good. Hit was de fust drink of water I'se had sence I was
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killed at de battle of Shiloh,!
y "Was we good? Cap'n, from den on dar wasn't a nigger dare
f%fiok his head out de do! fot! a week.‘ But nex! day we fin! out
j dey was Ku Kluxes an' dey foun' de body of & white man hangin' to
a pos! osk tree ober by Gran'! Prairie, His name was Billings an!
he come from de Norf., He been ober 'roun! Livingston messin' up
~ de niggers tellin' 'em dey had been promiéed forty acres and a
‘5.%mule, an'! def Oughf to go 'head an' take 'em from de white folks.
"But dat carpetbaggeﬁkouldn' do nothin' wid oie Slick 'dough,
Slick? Yassah, dat what ebe'ybody call him. He hang 'roun' de
co'te house at Livingston an! listen to de lawyers argufy, He try
fto 'member all de big words dem lawyers use, When dat carpetbagger
ﬁcome to town dat niggei Slick was carryin! his bag to de hotel an'

' when» dey pass de mineral well in de street, de man axed Slick,

'"hat dst water good for? Hab 1t been tested?' Slick say, 'Ch
yassah, dat water been scanalysed by de bes! fenologists in de
| country, an' dey say hit's three quarters carbolic acid gas, an!
{ de yuther seben elghts is hydrophobia. 1
\v "Yassah, dat ole cannon in de co'te house yahd at Livingston
was drug outten de Tombigbee ribber whar de Yankees done sunk 1t
time of de wah. De Men's useter load 'er up an' shoot 'er off on
blg days at Livingston, Dey had to spike de ole gun, ‘dough, to keep
de debllish boys 'roun! town from shootin'! it off jes' fo! fun;

"Git rid of de carpetbaggers? Oh, Yassah, dey vote 'em out.

/Well sah, tell you how dey done dat, De 'publicans done paid all de %

t”niggers' poll tax, an! gib 'em a receipt so dey could vote same as

‘de whites, Dey made up to !'lect de officers at de co'te house all
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. niggers an' den sen' yuther ones to Montgomery to make de laws.,
Same day de 'lectlion come off dar was a circus in Livingston an' de
Demmycrats 'suaded de boss man of de circus to let all Sumter County
niggers in de show by showin' dere poll tax receipts., Yessah, when
de show was ober de 'lection was ober too, an' nobody was 'lected
'rcepin'! white Depmycrats.,

"1Cose dat made Sumter County a mighty onhealthy place for
corpetbeggers an' upplty niggers,

"Yo! ax me 'bout de 0ld songs de slaves useter sing., Well, I
dgon't 'members many of dem, Atter de S'render all de ole slaves
vhat stayed on de plantations 'roun' Gainesville useter gather at
de landin' dar waitin' to see de steamboats pull in from down de
Tombigbee on dere way to Columbus, (Miss.), an' somebody'd start
% song, an', Law man, how dem nlggers siné. Here one I heerd my
memay sing so much I learnt 1t

" "Read in de bible, understen!
lethuselah was de oldes' man,
\ He lived nine hundred an' sixty nilne
\ Den died an' go to Heben in de Lawd's due time.
Methuselsh was a witness

For my Lawd,
For my Lawd,
B
u "Read in de Bible, Understan'
Semson was de stronges' man,
N Went out to battle to fight one time
N Killed a thousan' of de Philistines.

Samson was a wltness
For my Lawd,
For my Lawd.

"Danlel was a Hebrew chile,
Went to de Lawd to prey a while,

De Lawd tole de angels de llons to keep,
So Daniel lay down an' went to sleep.

i A e e e e et e T

\ An' dat's anoder witness
.. For my Lawd,
For my Lawd.



Alabsma - - - ‘- 6 -

~  "Now 'bout de ghos' tales. I neber heerd many ghés* yarns
'f"cep' 'bout de chinyberry tree whar dey hung Mistah Steve Renfroe.
He was ‘'lected High theriff dat time dey got all de niggers to go

to de circus 'stead of goin! to de 'lection. He a fine lookin' man
ant ride a blg white hoss an! ebe'ybody lak him a lot 'cep'! de
carpetbaggers an'! boddersome nlggers., No matter whar, if he meet

. one of 'em, he look 'em squar' in de eye for a minute, den 'bout

) all he say would be 'Get to hell outten heah!' An' man, iffen dey
could fly dat would be too slow trabelin' for ‘em, gettin' outten
~de county. But atter while he got in trouble 'bout money matters,
Dey say hé got color blind, couldn! tell his money from de county's.
So dey '‘rest him an' put him in Jail,'but he bust right out an'! runn
- off, Atter while he sneak back an! 'cazg/his Ku Klux frien's

wouldn! help him outten de trouble when he got back in Jail, he
zive 'em away an' tell what dere tweubiswhen—ho—goi—book—inmjaiis
he-give—arawsy—wri=—tobi-whert—dere name was, One night a gang

took him outten de Livingston Jall an' go 'bout a mile outten town
an' hang him to a chinyberry tree., I'se hyeard iffen you go to
dat tree today an' kinda tap on hit an say, 'Renfroe, Renfroe;
what d1d you do?! De tree say right back at you, 'Nothin',!
"Nawsuh, folks down 'roun'! Gainesville didn! pay much min'
to signs an' conju' an' all dat stuff, My mammy wouidn‘ let us
tote a axe on our shoulder th'ough de house, an' she wouldn'! ‘'low
a unbrella to be opened in de house, say hit bring bad luck, She
neber fall to hab cown-fiel'! peas an hawg-jowl for dinner on New

Yeah's Day. She say hit a sign you hab plenty to eat balance ob
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de yeah. She put a’ball of;azzifitiity on a string an' make all us
chillun wear 1t 'roun'! our neck to keep off sickness, If a owl bes
gin to hoot ober in Tombigbee bottom too close to de house, she put
de shovel in de fire to make him stop. |

"Wall, sir, I come to Bummin'ham mos' forty yeahs ago when
liarse Josiah Morris Finish de Morris Hotel. I fust run de elevators
a while, den dey wukked me in de saloon what useter be Jes! back of
de office., I been heah eber sence. I 'speck 'bout de las' thing
dat '1l1 happen to dis ole nigguh will be to haul him away from de
iorris Hotel in a black box,

"But Lawdy, Cap'n, I got to git up to Jedge Ab's co'te. Lissen,
Cap'n, iffen I gits dat no'count nevvew outten Jail I sho! would
lak to glt him.a Jjob., You don't know nobody what don't want to

7
nire nobody to do nothin'! does you?! '

“ssh, Copy
6/8/37
7,E.B,
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<i?q ié/ Eﬁltorlal Bepartﬁéﬁt;
DEY PLANTED DE S /}ﬁ
SILVER IN DE FIEL'. ’?Niﬁk

UNo, honey, I neber seed my memmy. She died when I was

Dewm, an' my Mistis Mary Mitchell raised me in de Big House; I
ias named a'ter her sister, Miss Georgia. I slep' in her room
en' I was a house nigger all my days; I neber went to a nigger
chu'ch 'tell I was grown an' ma'd, didn' sociate wid niggers
'cause I was a nu'smaid. I raised liiss kiolly, her las' baby.

nT was bawn at "Elmoreland', liassa Americus Kitchell's |
zlace, mor'n ninety yeahs ago, an' a'ter freedom I stayed deh
'tel ole llassa died an' my Kistis moved to Eufaula to live wid
her son, Lighs lerry. |

#"1Bout all I know of de wawh is wheﬂhdey said - 'de Yan-
iees is comin', de Yankees is comin'.

Us sho' was skeerd, an' dere'd be some fas' doin's about

‘e place. All de cattle an' hawgs an hosses we driv' to de
svamp on de nawth creek, an' de feather beds down dere too an'

Li¢ 'en in de bresh an' leaves. Ly listis tied her trinkets in

i

ccks an' put 'em in outlandish places lak de hen-house an de

ber lof'e An' de silver, dey planted in de fiel.”

<ashe Copy,
e7/37.
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J. R. Jones,

G ED
e FANNIE GIB{@A/,EX-SLAVE.
Born: About 1880,
Place of birth: Roanoke, Alabama.

Present Residence: 1923 - Fifth Avenue, Columbus, Gecrgia.
Interviewed: December 18, 1936.

Fannie Gibs.Awas born the slave property of Mr. Benajer Goff,
a planter of near Roanoke, Alabama, She says that during her
girlhood she ®piddled in de fiels an hepped in de kitchen o?

de big house.™

She has very pleasant memories of slave days, and ®wishes to
God dat she wuz as comforbly (comfortably) fixed now as she

wuz den."

Her ante-bellum owner she pictures as a very humane, Christian
gentleman - - & man that took great interest in the material

and spiritual welfare'of his slaves,

Two hymns, sung by "Aunt" Fannie for her interviewer, are

appended.
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Going Home To Live With The Lord.

Goin' home soon in 4e mornin?',
Goin' home soon in de mornin',

I's goin' home to live with de Lord,

In de mornin' so soon,
In de mornin' so soon,

I's goin' home to live with de Lord.

I's goin' home to live with de Lord,
I's goin' home to live with de Lord,

I's goin' home soon in de mornin’',

0, de Lord is a-waitin' for me,
0, de Lord is a-waitin' for me,

I's goin' home soon in de mornin',

Sung for interviewer by:

Fannie Gibson, ex-slave,
1923 Fifth Avenue,
Columbus, Georgia,
December 18, 1926.

14
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Where Were You When You Found The Lord?
My brother, where were you,
My brother, where were you,
My brother, where were you,

When you found the Lord?

| was low down in the valley,
| was low down in the valley,
| was low down in the valley,

When | first found the Lord.

My sister, where were you,
My sister, where were you,
My sister, where were you,

When you found the Lord?

| was low down in the valley,
| was low down in the valley,
| was low down in the valley,

When | first found the Lord.

This song can be extended indefinitely
by addressing the question to various
members of one's family, and to friends.
Sung for interviewer by:

Fannie Gibson, ex-slave,

1923 Fifth Avenue,

Columbus, Georgia,
December 18, 1936.
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Alesbama e o Ila B. Prine,
B Td Mobile, Alabama.

Famny

FRANK GILL, A SLAVE BOY ESCAPES WHIPPING

BY PULLING TAIL OF FROCK COAT.

A o
' A low, stout, sleek headed Negro man, sat in an old rocking
chalr in an end room of a long row of rooms of a tenement house at
708 South Hamilton Street, Mobile, Alabama. This 0ld darkey said,
when asked by the writer 1f he lived during slavery times: ¥ I not
only lived durin' slavery times, but I was here before a gun was

fired, an' b'fore Lincoln wes elected. I tells you, Miss, de fust

time I 'members anything - a tale of any kind. ¥ was livin' in
Vicksburg, Lee County, Mississippi, an' maﬁ maw an' paw's names
w25 Amelia Williams an' Hiram Gill, I couldn't tells you whar dey
ver from, dough, But I does know dat Mista Arthur an' George Foster
owned us, up 'ti1 I vag a big boy. De?#;ay‘it was, dereﬁﬂ?&her, 01!
ntazy, was a widow an' her had dese two béys, an' she had money,
I tells you she had barrels ob money; so when de two boys got old
enough she divided de slaves, an' property 'tween 'em. MNe an' mah
raw fell to Arthur Foster, and sum ob our kindred fell to George
“seter. Mister George was a Captain in de army an' was killed neas
Vicksburg:" |

“be 01' Missy's place shore was big, 1 couldn't say how
reny acres dere was, but hit run four or five miles, an' she owned
b.nireds ob slaves. She had lots ob log cabin quarters, whut had
le cracks daubed wid mud, an' den ceiled wid boards. I'se tellin!
v:' dey was twice as warm as de houses we 1lib in now. Dey had
crizhleys bullt ob mud an' sticks, an' had big wide, fireplaces,
i:% we cooked on, an' de beds was homemade, but Lor' dey was heaps

¢tronger dan dey is now, in dese times. Dem beds was morticed to-

TET er.,
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"As I sald b'fore 1 was a boy between fourteen or fifteen

years old b'fore de slaves was divided, An' when I was on de 01

de horses. Anudder thing I nad to do, dey would send me for the

Qail. I had to go twelve miles atter hit an' I couldn't read or

write, but 1 could bring everybody's mail to dem Jes' right.' I

rnowed I had better git hit right. You see I could kinder figure,

so I could mgke out by de numbers.
¥01l' Missy an' M%ster Arthur both was good to me an' all

de slaves, dey 'low de slaves tc make dere own patch ob cotton, an'

.

reise chickens, an' he would sgell hit for dem. Cotton was de main

crop, in dem days, hit would sell as high as twenty-five ecents a
pound. ‘'Course dey raises corn, pears, an' other things on de
nlantation, too, but dey made de cotton.  Master Jesus! dey sum=-
times made from fifty to one hundred an' fifty bales.

"I 'members how all de women had looms, both black and white,
veavin' cloth for de clothes; an' den dey raised sheep to git de

wool to make dem gray uniforms. Lord, at sheep shearing time! htt

vas big times. Let me tell you, Miss, dem uniforms was made out
ob all wool, too, but L cain't 'member whut dey used to dye ‘em
cray, but I 'members dey dyed wid red oak bark, walnut bark, an'
also a brush whut growed down on the branch, also dey used de
lsurel leaves to dye yellow, as well as clay. Dey sot de dye wild
salt, an' hit really s¥vayed in.

“Let me tell you, dey really fed us slaves good, up 't11

P —

such a length o' time atter de war broke out, dem food began to git
searce.
"You see de Government taxed 'em, an' dey had to gib so much

tn feed de soldiers. Even den us had a good time, I 'members how
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de 11'l chillun played ball, and marbles, 'specially marbles, hit

e —
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was our big game. Even atter night, dey had a big light out in

de backyard, an' us would play. Sometimes us would.hunt at night,

and well I 'members one Sat'day night I went huntin'’ wid mah uncle,
an' didn't git in 'til daylignht nex' mawning, an' I was sleepy an'
didn't git de shoes all cleaned before church time. So ol' Marsar
celled me an' tuk me to de carriage house to gib me a whippin'.
01' Marser‘'s boy was about de same age as me an' he beg his paw
not to whip me, an' I was beggin', too, but he carried me on, an!
when we got in de carriage house, 01' Marser had to climb up on
de side wall to git de whip, an' he had on one ob dos long tailed
coats, an"nit left dem tails hangin' down, so 1 Jes' grabbed hold
sb dem, an' made him fall, an' den 1 run to de O1' Missy's room,
'ca'se I knowed when I got in dere, dat O1' Marser would neber hit
e

"De 01' Missy got up out ob de bed an' wouldn't let O1'
.arster whip me, an' she got so mad dat she tol' him dat she warn't
coing to churcn wid him dat morning, an' dat lack to kill de O1!
.arster, 'ca'se he shore loved an' was proud ob Ol*' Missy. She
23 a beautiful woman. Dat ended de whippin', an' dats de only
t'1e I "members him tryin' to whip me.

"O1' Missy didn't 'low dem to whip de women either, an' dey
mouldn't 'low de women to roll logs either. But dey did work dem
in de fiel's. 'Course dey kept de young woemn wid babies ‘roun’
¢z nouse, an' dey eat de same grub as de white folks eat.

"Talking 'bout }2%_223&121 dem was great times, ‘ca'se if
sone ob de neighborin'’ plantations wanted to get uﬁwa house, dey
mould invite all de slaves, men and women, to come wid dere masters.

D¢ women would help wid de cookin® an' you may be shore dey had
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gsomething to cook. Dey would kill a cow, or three or four hogs, and

den hab peas, cabbage, an'

everything lack grows on de farm. An!
if dere was any meat or food lef' dey would gib dat to de slaves

to take home, an' Jes' b'fore dark de o‘seer_pr 01' Marster would
2ib de slaves all de whiskey dey wanted to drink. Sometimes atter
de days wdrk, dey would hab a frolic, such as dancin', an' ol' time
games.

"Dey would hab dese same kind ob gatherin's at cornshuck-
ing time, an' cotton pickin' time, but dere warn‘t so much foolish-
ness at cotton pickin' time, 'ca'se dey didn't call one anudder
den, ‘ceptin' when de cotton got so far ahead ob dem, an' was 'bout
to s8et in fer a wet spell, or rainy season.

‘"You axed me ‘'bout de patty-rollers? You see, de City
policemen walkin' his beat? Well, dats de way de patty-rollin' was
nnly each county had dere patty-rollers, an' dey had to serve three
months at a time, den dey was turned loose. And if dey cotch you
out widout a pass, dey would gib you thirty-nine lashes, 'ca‘'se dat
vag de law. De vattyrollers knowed nearly all de slaves, an' it
wurn't very often dey ever beat ‘'em. |

"You know folks was jes' de same den as dey is now, both
black, and white. Some folks you could neighbor wid den, Jes'
lack you can now, an' dere was good folks den, Jes' de same as dey
is now.

"Christmas time was de bes' ob all, ‘'ca‘'se us allus had a
b1z dinner, en' de Ol' Marster gib de women calico dresses an'
s..oes, an' de men shoes an' hats, an' would gib us flour, an' sugar,

nolasses, an' would buy beer, whiskey an’ wine.

"De O1' Marster tuk good keer ob us too, when any ob us got

sick he send for de doggpr, den when dey order de medicine to be
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ciben at night, he'd see dat us got hit. But nowadays if you git
sick, you hab to git de Doctor, an‘’ den pay him yo' se'f. Den de
Ul' Marster had to find clothes an' shoes for us, but now us has
to scuffle an' git dem de bes' way us can.

"You know, Miss, I'se been here a long time, Ll eben 'memberq
Jefferson Davis. I'se seen him a many a time. He nad a home ‘tween
nere (Mobile) aﬁ' New Orleans, an' you knows he fust tuk his seat
in Montgomery, an' den moved to Richmond, Virginny.

"/ members, too, how I useta to thint_dat de Baptist was de
only religion. You see John de Baptist come here bapizging, an'
ever'body had to offer up sacrifices, a goat or a sheep or’sumpin',
Jes' lack de man who was going to offer up his son for a sacrifice.
Sut you knows, Jesus come an' changed all dat, De folks in dem
times didn't hab nobody to worship} an' den one come, who said,
“Father, hand me a body, and I'11l die for dem," Dat‘s Christ, an'
e was baptized, an' God gib Jesus dis whole world. So I believed,
iat was de only religion. | \

"I 'members how us would hab big baptizingé an' shout. Us
sllus went to church in de white folks church, dey had church in
e mornings, us had oursm dé afternoons. Us would hgab to hab a
nass, dough, 'ca‘’se de church was epight miles away from de plantation.

"Dere was plenty old songs us usefa to sing, but 1 can't

'member ‘em. Dere is dis one dat goes--
'Wonderful Peter,
Wonderful Paul,
Wonderful Silas,
Who for to make a .
Mah heart rejoice.
On Good Shepherds, feed a‘' mah sheep.
Don't you hear de young lambs a bleatin'?
Don't you hear de young lambs a bleatin'?

Don't you hear de young lambs a bleatin'?
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S0LD AT THREE
MONTHS FOR $350.

Jim Gillard was eleven years old when the War between the States

vegan. Thus, the memories of the conflict are fresh; with the retreat !

trom Rome, Ga., to Balem, Ala., as a refugee transcending the others.
Jim was born on a plantation at Pendléton, S. C., and was sold

for $350 when he was only three months old. He was one of eight children

belonging to James and Hannah Giilard.

‘Atter bein' sold, I fust lived ‘bout three miles from Rome, Ga.,f
lin recalled. "Den, when de Yankees come into Georgy us refugeed fust o
to Atlanta, den to Columbus an' later to Salem. Us was at Salemvwhen de
far ended." ”

Jim remembers catching partridges as a boy, taking them to the /
train and selling tﬁem to Charlie Crowder forféen ceﬁts each.

"Game was plentiful in demvdays,'”he gaid, "an' I never had any
trouhle catchin' dem birds.

"No'm, our houses wasn't nothin' to brag about. Dey was built
of hewn logs an' had slab floors, havin' two rooms an' a shed cook room.
ls veds was lak tables, wid four legs nalled on to de sides an' den cordead
wer de top wid ropes dat was tightened wid a big key. Us had shuck
kitresses to sleep on.

"Us cooked on a great big fireplace. I 'members dat dere was

lenty of meat in de winter, 'ca%e 01' Marster used to kill as many as
Mrty hogs at a time. Us had meat an' bread an' hdme-made light bread an'
"hite folks was mighty kindgi-illl. I '"members us was carried to'Sun-
! School every Sunday at 3 o'clock in de evenin'!. Ol1' Mistus'd teach
bde lesson. De white chilluns had dere Sunday School at 9 o'clock in

mornin,!
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I allus went to Sunday 8chool, but on de week days us little
niggers would slip off an' go huntin' when we could.”
| Jim recalls that "de little niggers" ate from tin plates on the
slantation; but declared he didn't mind that beosuse the food was always
good.

"Yes'm, us had purty good clothes. Dey was dyed brown wid walnut

leaves an' hazelnut bush, an' on Sunday us had striped gingham pantse an'

shoes. My father was de shoemaker an' had a gov'mint tan yard whar he
would make ol' hard brogans fer $8 a pair.

“Mj marster an' Mistus was Steven an' 'Lizbeth Wilson. Dey fust
lived in a big log house, but den moved intb a planked louse. Dey had nine
chillun; Ann, Steven, William, Liza, Humie, Eddie, Laura, Marg an'! Lizzie.

"I 'members lots 'bout Mistus 'Lizabeth, 'case she useter read de
Bible to us niggers. She would talk to us 'bputﬂd;\Good Book an' have
prayer meetin' wid us.

"My dad useter look atter de fiel' hands. No'm, he war'nt no over-
seer, but O1' Marster allus had confidence in him.

"I 'members dat when dey would be a funeral, us'd sing; marchin' befo!
le body 'fore us'd get to de grave an' singin','Hark come de tune a dole-
ful sound, my years a tender cry; a 1ivin' man come view de ground whar
Tou may shortiy lie.!

"Us frolics on Sattidy night was fine an' us'd daﬁce 'twel mos' day.
lrster's brother would fiddle for us, an' at Christmas time us would have
x days to frolic. Us also had a big time at de cornshuckin's, an' us'd
R00p an' holler an' sing mos' all night. De big niggers had plenty of
Uguor de boss give 'um. High tables was filled up wid corn an' de niggers

Wld shuck 'twel it was all done.

"My aunt married up at de big house an' dey give her a big dance.

*/ had de fiddle and had a great big time. Dey Jes' jumped over de broom



to marry, so atter slaviéi'y{'*d}efy had‘!;o g1t married agin.

"I acted as housebo& 1n ‘élﬁav'ery times. An' all de little niggers
did have lots of fun. | '

"When de slaves got ailin', I "mer'ﬁbérs dat Marster had Dr. Werd
an' Dr. Dunvrood:y; to come to see us. _

"I 'members, too, how de Yankees come to Spring Villa, 'bout eight
nles from Opelika, an' sald to some mens, 'Halt'. De mens wouldn't stop
so de Yankees throwed dey guns on dem. Two white ladies threw a white
flag an' dey wouldn't shoot, but dey carried Mr., John Edwards to Spring
Villa an' made a cross on his wrist; den turned him loose ‘c%se”his wife
was rale sick. '

"When de Yankees come, us niggers buried a cigar box wid de Jjewelry
in it under a certain pine tree 'twel dey went on.

"Atter de big war, I married Jane"Dav_/i?s ‘fust time}l den Carrie
Cooper. Us had two chillun an' one gran' chile, Emanuel Trotter, ten
year' old.

"Yassu'm, Mr. Abraham Lincoln died a warrior for dis country. I

1 . . , :
b'longs to de church, 'ca’\se if a man dies outter de Ark he 18 not saved,

an' I want® to be saved.®

Washington Copy,
| 6/23/37,
L. v,
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TODAY'S FOLKS DON'T e R e
KNOW NOTHIN' |

ILife as a child 1s not clear in the ninety-year old memory of
Mary Ella Grandberry, who lives in Sheffield, but she remembers
that she did not have time to play as do children of today.

"I don't know jes' how 0ld I 1s," Mary Ella sald, "but I
knows dat I'm some'ers nigh ninety yars ol'. I was vorned 1n Bar-
tonﬁwéggpggg. My father an!' mother éome from Richmond, Virginny.
M&»mammy was name Margaret Keller an' my pappy was Adam Keller.

My five sisters was Martha, Sarah, Harriet, Emma an! Rosanna, an{
my three brothers was Peter, Adam, Jr., an' William.

*Us all live 1n a 11i'l two-room log cabin Jes! off the Big
House. Life wan't ver! much for us, 'caze we had to work an!
slave all de time. Massa Jim's house was a little ol! frame buil-
din' lack é ord'nary house isg now. He was a single man an' didn't
hab so ﬁerr'ble much, it seem. Hé had a whole lot, too, but jes!
to look at him you'd thank he was a po! whité man. Dere was a lot
o! cabins for de slaves, but dey wasn't fitten for nobody to 1lib
in. Wwe Jes' had to put up wid 'em.

"I don' 'member much about when I was a chil'. I disremembers
ever playin'! lack chilluns do today. Ever since I kin ‘member I
had a water bucket on my arm totin! water to de han's. Iffen I
wan't doin' dat, I was choppin' cotton. Chilluns nowadays sees a
good time to w'at we did den. Ever! mornin' jes' ‘'bout hip of day
de oberseer was 'roun! to gee dat we was ready to git to de fiel's.
Plenty times us had to go widouten breskfas!, 'caze we didn' git up
in time to git it 'fo' de man done come to git us on de way to de
| fiel', Us wukked *'twell dinner time Jes' de same before we got

{'anythang to eat.
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¥De food we et was fix Jes' lack hit is now. Ny mammy fixed
our grub at home. De on'y diffe'nce 'tween den an! now was us didn!
g1t nothin' but common things den. Us dldn' know what hit was to
git blscults for breakfas! ever'! mornin'. It was cornbread 'twell
on Sundays den us'd git fo! biscuits apiece. Us got(faé:baok>mos'
ever! mornint!. Sometimes us mought git a chicken for dinner on a
Sundey or some day lack Chris'mas. It was mighty seldom us gits
anythin' lack dat, dough. We lacked possums an' rabbits but dey
didn! come7twell Winter time when some of de men folks'd run 'crost
one in de fiel'. Dey never had no chanst to git out an' hunt none.

®Dere was no sech thang as havin'! diffe'nt clo's for winter
an' Summer. Us wore de same thang in summertime as in de winter-
tilme. De same was true 'bout shoes. Us wore brogans from one yeah

to de yuther.

"My Ol' Massa was a putty good man but nothin' exter. One

e e

thang 'bout him, he wouldn' !'low none of de oberseers to whup none |
of us, lessen he was dar to see hlt done. Good thang he was lack /
dat, too, 'caze he sabed de blacks a many a lick what dey'd got
iffen he hadn'! been dar. lMassa Jim was a bach'lor, an' he ain't
never ha@ much truck wid women folks., Iffen he had any chilluns,

I never knowed nothin' 'bout !'en.

"De oberseers was terrible hard on us. Dey'd ride up an' down
de fiel' an' haste you so twell you near 'bout fell out. Sometimes
an' most inginertly ever!'! time you 'hin' de crowd you got a good'
lickin!' wid de bull whup dat de driver had in de saddle wid him.

I hearn mammy sey dat one day dey whupped po! Leah7twell she fall
out like she was daid. Den dey rubbed salt an'! pepper on de blisters

to make 'em burn real good. She was so go' !'twell she couldn' lay

on her back nights, an' she jes' couldn' stan' for no clo!'s to tech

N1
X

D
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back whatsomever.

#Massa Jim had 'bout one of de bigges' plantations in dat
section. I guess he had nigh onto a hun'erd blacks on de place,
I never knowed 'zackly how many thar was nor how big de place was.

"De folks now'days 1s allus complainin' !bout how dey 1is
havin' sech hard times, but dey Jes' don! know nothin'. De&
should hab come up when I did an' dey'd see now dey is libin!' jes'
lack kings an' queens. Dey don' have to git up 'fo! day when hit's
go dark you kin Jjes' see your han's 'fo' your eyes. Dey don' know
what 1t's lack to have to keep up wid de leader. You know dey was
allus somebody what could wuk fasterwAan de res! of de folks an!
dls fellow was allus de leader, an' ever'body else was s!pose to
keep up wid him or her whatsomever hit was. Iffen you didn' keep
up wid de leader you got a good thrashin! when you gits home at

night. Hit was allus good dark when de han's got in from de fiel'.

Cot'se iffen dar was a lady what had a baby at home, she could leave
Jes' & little 'fo' de sun sOt.

"Younguns now'days don' know what it 1s to be punigh!'; dey
thank 1ffen dey gits a 1li'l whuppin! from dey mammy now dat dey is
punish! terrible. Dey should of had to follow de leader for one
day an' see how dey'd be punish' iffen dey gits too far behin!.

De bigges! thang dat us was punish! for was not keepin'! up. Dey'd
whup us iffen we was caught talkin' 'bout de free states, too.
Iffen you wan't whupped, you was put in de 'nigger box' an! fed
cornbread what was made widouten salt an' wid plain water., De box
was Jes' big 'nough for you to atan! up in, but hit had air holes
in hit to keep you from suffocatin'. Dere was plenty turnin® .-~

'roun' room in hit to 'low you to change your position ever'! oncet

in & while. Iffen you had done a blgger 'nough thang you was kep!

)

R

r
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in de 'nigger box! for months at de time, an!' when you got out you
was nothin'! but skin an' boneg an' sourcely able to walk.

*Half de time a slave dldn' know dat he wag sol' !'twell de.
massa'd call him to de Big House an'! tell him he had a new massa
from den on. Ever! time dat one was scl!' de res' of tem'd say,

T hopes nex' time'll be me.' Dey thought you'd git a chanst to
ran away to de free states., I hearn my mammy say dat when she

come from Virginny dat she come on a boat built outten logs. VShe
say she never was so sick in all her life. I seed a 'hole wagon
load of slaves come through our farm 6ne day what was on dere way
to Arkansas. Dey was de mos' I ever seed travel at de same time.

"De white folks didn't 'low us to even look at a book. Dey
would scol'! an' sometimes whup us iffen dey caught us wid our head
in a book. Dat i1s one thang I sho'ly did want to do an' dat was
to learn to read an' write. Massa Jim promised to teach us to}
read an'! write, but he neber had de time. g

"Dere wan't but one chu'ch on de place what I lived on, an'! de
colored and de white both went to hit. You know we was neber !lowed
to g0 to chu'ch widoutten some of de white folks wid us. We wan't
even 'lowed to talk wid nobody from anudder farm. Iffen you dig, youf}
got one of de wus' whuppin's of yoﬁr life. Atter freedom Magsa Jim |
tol' us dat dey was 'fraid we'd glt together an' try to run away to
- de No'th, an' dat dat was w'y dey didn' wan' us gittin' together
talkint,

®A few years 'fo' de war my pappy learnt to read de Bible.

(lary Ella apparently forgot her previous comment on penalties for
learning to read). Whenever we would go to chu'ch he would read
to us an' we'd sing. 'Bout de mos' two pop'lar songs dey sungwas

"Steal Away an' I Wonder Whar Good Ol' Dan'el Wag. Steal Away is

sech a pop'lar song what evertbody knows hit. De yuther one is done
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mought! nigh played out, so I'll sing hit for you. It goes lack

dis:
Ve

// "I wonder whar was goad ol! Dan'el,
/ I wonder whar was good ol! Dan'el,
;
j I wonder whar was thankin'! (thinking) Peter,
% I wonder whar was thankin' Peter.

klﬁ | (Chorus)

QA

% I'm golnt away, golin'! away.
I'm goin! away, goln' away,

I wonder whar was weepln' lary,

4 I wonder whar was weepln' Mary,
i

3 I'm goin' away, I'm goin' away,
% I'm goin' away to live forever,
a,fl'll never turn back no mo!'.

"De slaveswould glt tired of de way'dey was treated an! try to
run away to de No'th. I had a cousln to run away one time. Him an!
anudder fellow had got 'way up in Virginny 'fo' Massa Jim foun' out
whar dey was:ﬂjﬂoon as Magsa Jim foun' de whar'bouts of George he
went attéf“ﬁim. When Massa Jim gits to George an' 'em, George per-
tended lack he didn' know Masgsa Jim. Massa Jim as’ him, "George
don't you know me?' George he say. 'I neber seed you !'fo! 1q ny
life.* Den dey as' George an' 'em whar Jid dey come from. George
an' dis yuther fellow look up in de sky an' say, 'I come from above,
whar all 1s love.! Iffen dey had owned dey knowed Massa Jim he
could have brung tem back home. My pappy tried to git away de
same time as George an' dem did, but he couldn' see how totake all
ugs chillun wid him, so he had to stay wid us. De blacks an'! de
whites would have de terrtbles' battles sometimes. Dat would be
when de blacks would slip off to de No'th an' was caught an' brung

beck. De paterollers'd ketch de colored folks an' lock 'em up

161
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twell de owner come atter 'em.

#Iffen a slave was cotched out after nine ofclock he was whupped.
Dey didn' low:nobody out atter it was dark 'lessen he had a pass from
de Massa. One night, 'fo' George an' dis fellow (I dlsremembers his
naume, £ﬁ£ I thinks it was Ezra) runned away, George tried to git over
to de bunk whar he lived an' one of de oberseers seen him an! dey put
him in de 'nigger box' for three weeks:) Jeg! as soon as he got out
agaln, George an' dls Ezra slipped off. Dey had a sign dat dey would
give each yuther eve'y night atter sundown. George would hang de
lantern in de window, an! den he would take it outen de window ant
hang it raght back in dar ag'in. I couldn't never make no sense
outen 1t. I axed him one day whut he was adoin' dat for. He say
dat 'fo! long I'd know 'zackly what it all about. Dis was de sigﬁ
of how long dey have to walt 'fo' dey try to git away.

PAtter de day's work was over, de slaves didn't have nothin!
to do but go to bed. In fac'!, dey didn't feel lack doin' nothin!
else. On Satiday dey sot up an' washed so's dey could have some
clean clothes to wear de comin!' week. We wukked all day, ever! day
'cep'n gome Sat'days, we had a half dsy off den. Us didn' git many
sn' on'y when us as' for f‘em. On Sundays us Jjes' laid ‘roun' 'mos!
&ll day. Us didn't git no pleasure outten gein'! to church, 'caze
we warn't 'lowed to say nothin'. Sometimes even on Christimas us
didn't git no res'. I 'members on one Chris'mas us had to build
a lime kiln. When us git a holiday us rested. Iffen dere was a
weddin' or a funeral on our plantation us went. Odderways we don't
€0 nowhar.

"De war come when I was & big gal. I 'member dat my uncle an!

Cousin Jined in wid de Yankees to hope fight for de freedom.

- De Yankees come to our place an' runned Massa Jim away an' tuk de

|

house for a horsepittil. Dey tuk all of Massa Jim's clothes an'
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gived.dem to some of dere frien's. Dey burned up all de cotton,
hay, peas an'! ever!thing dat was in de barns. Dey made de whlte
folks cook for de colored an'! den serve '‘em while dey et. De
Yankees made 'em do for us lak we done for dem. Dey showed de
white folks whap it was to work for somebody else. Dey stayed on
our place for de longes'. When dey did leave, dere warn't a mouth-
ful to eat in de house. When de war was over, Massa Jim told us
dat we had to find som'ers else to live. Co'se gome of my folks
———
* had already gone when he come home. Us lk f' MassasJim'sg an' moved
to anudder farm. We got pay for de wuk what we did on dis yuther
place. Raght atter de war de Ku Klux got atter de colored folks.
Dey would come to our houses an' scare us mos' to death, Dey would
teke some of de niggers out an' whup 'em an' dose dat dey didn't
whup dey tlied up by dere fingers an' toes. Dese Ku Klux would come
to our windows at night an!' say: !'Your time aintt long acomin','!
De Ku Klux got so bad dat dey would even git us in de daytime. Dey
tuk some of de niggers an' throwed 'em in de river to drown. Dey

kep! dis up 'twell some folks from de North come down an' put a

stop to 1t.

H

ma'led Nelgon Granberry. De weddip' was privete. I don't

-

chilluns, but my husban!' got fo!'., I haven't heered from

b
(o}

1ave

o

eny of 'em in a long time now. I guess dey all dald.

"Abe Lincoln was de bes! preslident dat dis country eber had.
Iffen 1t hadn't been for him we'd still be slaves raght now. I
don't think so much of Jeff Davis 'caze he tried 16 keep us slaves.
Booker T. Washington was one of de greates! niggers dat ever lived,
he always trled to ralse de standard of de race.

"I Joined the church 'caze de Blble says dat all people should
Join de church an! be Christians. Jesus Christ set up de church an!
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gald dat ever'body what wanted to be saved to come unto him. 8in
is de cause of de world bein!' in de fix dat it's in today. De only
way to fight sin 1s to git together. Iffen we can do away wid sin
reght now, de world would be a paradise. In de church we learn de
will of God an'! what he would have us do.

"Dere was no po' white trash in our 'munity; 4 dey was kep!
back in de mountains.®
Wash. Copy
R.L.D.
6-9-3T7

164



| S a3 g 8.y x4
_ Alabama FRRES £ Ila B. Prine 165
Woodrow Hand

US CHILLUN WORE
SHOES LIKE GROWNUPS

"Aunt" Esther Green, of 554 Texas Street, Mobile, Alabsma,
was all too ready to talk about her slavery days in spite of her
assertion that she didn't remember much about the war,

"I was Jus' a chile," she says. "You can figure for yoursélf.
Somebody tole me I was born in 1855, so I couldn't of been very

0ld. 1 was born in State Line, Mississipoi, and was owned by
i/’ ':f
AF LI

»>

udwarawgglfs. He owned my mother, Rachael Davis and her mother, -

ieigpda Davis., I never did know who my pappy was 'cause I never

did see him,

"To de bes' of my recollections, my whitefolks was allus good
to us niggers, He neber allowed no o#eréeers and he never whipped
none of dem, 'ceptin' maybe a switching once in a while for us
1i%tl1'luns when we didn't behave. I never saw a growed up nigger
¥ninped in 81l my 1life., Ole Massa Jus' didn't b‘lieye in dat.

Yassa was shorely a good man., Lots of times he would get us littie
nisgers up on de norch at de big house and have us dance for him,
Ve sho used to have a big time out on dem big_y&i}glggyghes.

"T never had no work to do myself, 'cause I always stayed in
Ge blz house wid Miss Mary Davis, ole Massa's wife, I was in de
hmire one day and ole Massa asked me if I wanted to eat at de table
vid dem, so I pulled up a chalr and spite of de fact dere was all
. #nis of good stuff to eat in front of me, I called fpr lye héminy.

I shic 414 love dat stuff better'n anything else I ever et. Ole

2522 and de res' of dem Jus' laugh fit to kill. I reckon dey
ionght I was erazy sho! nuff!, but I et hominy jes! de same,

"As to de number of slaves ole Massa had, I never knew, Us

haﬁl@g cabins to stay in. De cracks was chinked up wid yellow
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mud to keep de cold out and de chim'ney was made of straw and de

same kind of mud, but dem cabins was warmer dan de house 1s nowadays.

We didn't have no furniture 'ceotin' a home-made bed which was nailed

to de wall on one side and two legs out in de middle of de floor. De

nattresses was made of straw and hay. AlI de cookin' was done on de

vlg open fireplaces what had blg potracks to hang de pots on. |
"Massa rationed out de food every week and we usually got a

neck of meal. We had nlenty of 'taters and peas and other vegetables

dat we growed on de place. At Chris'mas time, we was g;zgwgggnggg_

‘/’

nolasses to make cakes., Us always had plenty of plain food. And too,

ée men would go huntin' at night and come back wid lots of big fat
'oossums and. rebbits by de dozen, and mos' of de time, dey would even
ceteh a coon,  And old Ben, a nigger who had turkey traps, was always
“ringin' in lots of dem bilg fat birds.

"De men and women worked in de field all day, but I never picked

¢ 31t of cotton all my 1life, At night de women would spin and weave

cloth, but I never did learn to do dat. Den dey would dye de cloth

— S ——— s

ilfrerent colors, mostly red and blue though, and make dem into
cletes, Us chilluns had a one-plece dress or slip, Our shoes was

=11 nomemade too., Massa had one man who tanned de lea ther, He
‘1d take it and put 1t 1nto—é long trough for a long time and den
“ratever was done dat was supposed to be done to it, he would take
it out and cut i1t and make shoes. Us chilluns' had shoes same as
de ~rown folks,.
"On Sundays, we would go to de white folks church, Dere was

*’2d built onto de church and we would sit on benches out under de

“hed ond listen to de preacher. De white folks would have lots of

s

bigzmptizings, but I never did see no niggers baptized den,

"0le Massa had a big fambly, three boys and six girls. My own
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ma had eight chilluns. Us was always healthy and never had to have
~ e
much medicine, szout de only thing I remembers ever takin' was tea
made from de root of de china berry tree. It made good tea for
~crms, but was to be used only at certeln times of de moon. My man
" also used Jerusalem Oak seed for worms., I never fools wid trjin' to
éortor nobody's chilluns now-s-days, things is all so different:Z

"My Grandma, Melinds, and ole Ben and his wife was three ole
reonle Massa freed long time before de war., When all de niggers
vos freed, Massa called em up to de house and tole dem dat dey was
1oose to go wherever suited dem, but mos' of dem stayed on de place
two or three weeks, and den one mornin' I woke up and 8ll of dem
“ad left durin' de night. I was de only nigger left on de place and
I jus! cried and cried, mostly because I was Jus' lonesome for some
of my own kind to laugh and talk wid,

"I don' remember exactly what I did éfter de Surrender, but
it wag about four yearé aftepwards dat I come to Mobile and I been
Jere every since.

"T's a member oé;de Moblle Delaware Baptist Church, but I
cen't attend very regular 'count of bein' all crippled up wid de
reeumatisms, I reckon dat alling is natursl though, cause I been

Zer= a long time snd I's got forty grandchilluns and more dan dat

"nv sreat-grandchilluns, "
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A CONJU' WHAT DIDN' WUK.

"Yessum, dem niggers sho; was scared when ole Buck showed up
in de fiel'," Jake Green, former slave, laughed with a vigor that
denied his elghty-five years as he described "a conju' what didn' wuk."
Jake has a vivid memory of those days before the Civil War, though he
was only a small boy when it started.
"Me an' my mother an' father b'longed to o0ld man Lam Whitehead

)

jes' a few miles from Coatopa, 'bout ten miles east of Livingston, Ala-

hema, " he began hie=genereiogy. "My mother was Molly Whitehead, my¥

father was Dan Whitehead. I don't know nothin'! 'bout my graﬂhammy an'

gran'pappy, but I had a heap of unkies:

“Mr. Whitehead owned Dirtin Ferry down to Belmont, an' dey had

| a darkey dere named Dick what claim sick all de time. So de ﬁassa%mah

said, 'Dick, dam it, go to de house. I can't get no work outten you.'
So Dick went on. He was a fiddler so dey Jes' tuck his vittuls to him
for seven years. Den one day, 0ld Massa say to de overseer man, ‘'Let's
slip up dere an' see what Dick doin'. 8o dey did, an' dere sot Dick,
fat as he could be a-playin‘’ de fiddle an' a-singin’,

'Fool my Massa seben years.

Gwiner fool him seben mo'.

Hey diddle, de diddle, de diddle, de do'.’
"Bout dat time Cle Massa poked his head in de do' ssid 'Dam iffen you
¥1l. Come on outten dere, you black rascal, an' go to work,'dn' I

dr't never hyard of Dick complainin' no mo'.

"But dey wan't so mean. Sometimes us got whupped but Massa had

- To' men he didn't *low nobody to hit, white er black. Dey was Unker

‘ frch, he was de main carriage driver; my father, he was de house sar-

vant; Unker Julius, de fo'man of de plow han's an' Unker Ed‘erds, de fo'=

"an of de hoe han's. Whenever anybody wanted to hire anybody to work

for 'em, de Massa send dem fo' out an' hire 'em by de day to chop cotton
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or pick. An' dem fo' niggers could chop much cotton in a day as de

mule could plow. Whenever dey'd stop de plow at twelve o'clock, dem
niggers was right dere to lay de hoe handles on de plow, an' dat's
crhoppin'. All four could pick a bale of cotton a day. Whenever any-
vody say, 'Mr. Whitenead, I want a bale of cotton picked today,' he'd
serd dem fo' men an' dey could pick five hundred pounds apiece an' leave
de sun still runnin'. Dey was pickers in dem days!

"Cose dey haed to begin, an' all us got up 'fo' day. Twan't nothin®
strenge to be standin' in de fiel' by your plow waitin' for de sun to
core up. Ev'body was early risers in dem days. Dey was pretty good to
ug, but ole Mr. Buck Brasefiel', what had a plantation 'Jjinin' us'n,
wag so mean to his'm dat twan't nothin’ for 'em to run away. ©One nigger
Rich Parker, runned off one time an' whilst he gone he seed a hoodoo man,
8c when he got back Mr. Brasefiel' tuck sick an' stayed sick two or
trree weeks. Some of de darkies tole him, 'Rich been to de hoodoo doc-
tor.' So Mr. Brasefiel’ got up outten dat bed an' come a-yellin‘ in
de fiel', 'You thought you had ole Buck, but by God he rose agin'. Dem
niggers was so skeered, dey squatted in de fiel' jes' lack partridges,
en’ some of 'em whispered, 'I wish to God he had a-died.’

| "““Iwan't long atter dat come S'render, but dat nigger done lef'

dere, an' didn't nobody know whar Parker was at. Some of de niggers
Gone bought an' pald for dey mule an' me an' Pappy was rentin' an’
m¥in' on sheers, when here come Parker, Jes' hyared ‘bout S render.

‘® say 'Why didn't somebody come tell me ‘twas S'render?' Den he start

'Slav'y chailn, slav‘y chain.

Thank God atmighty I'm free at las',
Free at las', free a} las'.

Thank God a'mighty I m free at las'.’'

"But dat wan't none of Old Massa's niggers. He had one, do' call
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pnim John, an' hit come a traveler an' stayed all night. Ole Massa
p'inted out John, an' seld, 'He ain't never tole me a lie in his life.
De treveler bet Massa a hund‘ed dollars ‘ginst fo' bits he'd ketch
Jonn in a lie 'fo'! he lef'. Next mawnin' at de table de mice was pretty
vad, so de traveler caught one by de tail an' put him inside a kiver-1lid
dieh what was settin' dere on de table, an' he tole Ole Massa tell John
ne could eat sumpin' out of ev'y dish atter dey got th'oo but dat kiver-
11d one, an' not to take kiver offen hit. An' John said, 'Nossuh, I
wvon't. But John jJes' nachully had to see what was in dat dish, so he

" reise de 1id, an' out hopped de mouse. Den hyar come 014 Massa an'

exed John 1ffen he done what he tole him not to do, an' John 'nied hit.

Jen de traveler look in de dish an' de mouse wan't dere, an' he said,

'See dere, John been 1lyin' to you all de time, you jes' ain't knowed

nit, an' I reckon he right 'caze us had to lie."

fasrington Copy,
8/2/37.

Ly H,



Alsbema | R.P. Tartt,

| Jack Xytle
[vaiots' b1V T 73“7’ ¢
{

I KNOWS I'S EIGHTY FIVE BUT
' SPECTS I'S MORE DEN DAT

Charity Grigsby lives in a tuibledown shgnty about nine miles
from Livingston on the old Epes road. She was sewing on a quilt
wvhen I arrived; humming an old plantetion song that ran:

Angels in de water, walkin' by de light;
Po'! sinners stend in darkness an' cannot
see de 11ght!

A broad smile flowed across ner black facg as I entered the
cebin. She pleced her needle aside, exclaimed: "Law me, honey,
I'e always proud when de white folks drap aroun'!; an'! dat's
iirectlj so. M

"Charity," I seid, "I want you to tell me about glavery times"

She lowered her head in thought & mément, said:

"Honey, what would I tell?"

"Just all you remember, Charity."

And this is what she told:

"Honey, I was borned Charity Grigsby, but I married Nelson
rizory; eint't much 'stinguish in de names; but 'twuz a2 little. Ny
22y was Dant'l Grigsby en'! my memmy was Mary loore. See, us be-
lonzed to QL' Mister Jim Moore right up yonder 'bove Sumtepville
ne-r Ransey Stetion.

"You goes up de Gainesville an' Livingston Road an' turns off
&t 7e cross road 'bout nine miles from Livingston. Den you goes

tue west. It ain't far from dere; bout six mileg, I reckons.

¢1dn't have no overseer lak de rest. He had dem boys of his'n what
t€e7 to us. Dey was John an' William an' Jim. Dey was ell tolteble

%00i to us; but dey would whoop us Lf we wasn't 'bedlent; jes'! like

t
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e mother raigin' a wshile.

"I can't say how old I is; 1t's done got away from me; but I
was 2 stroppin' gal durin' de war. I knows I's eighty-five an' I
tgpects I's more dan date I's de mammy of 'leven chillung; I knows
aat; tut ain't but five of dem a-livin'. As you knows, I lives wid .
two of dem; Mattie an'! Evie. Dey treats me good. Hattie an' Ellen
en'! my boy lives in Besgsemer. Dat is all nmy iﬁdividualachilluns,
but I's got a few others. i dan't recollect much to tell; Dbeen a
zood while since de war; but when you calls it to my 'memberance I
can think it up.

"Honey, dem nigger dogs; dey sho! did run. Sometimes dey
kotched a nigger, but dey didn't never run me. I was in de house
weavin! an! spinnin' lak mistus showed me; an' I didn't never get in
no trouble wid nobodye. - 7

"An' den again, Marse Jim wes purty tol'able good to us, but
.r. BErvin Lavendar was sho' mean to his niggers, an' hisg plantation
worn't far from our'n. He had a pack of dogs what run de niggers;
sn' dem was skeery times, I tell you. Us didn't l'arn no schoolin!
nor 7o nowhere nor have no corn shuckin'! nor nothin'; jes'! 'quired
o stey in de cebing. I hyesred 'bout Bre'r Rabbit an' hoodoo; but
I never takes up no time wid dat foolishness; never seed no seﬁse
in it, Us got on &ll right 'thout dat. |

"Some of de other niggers 'sides me was all de time in trouble,
touzh, ir. Fulton, who lived clost to lir. Lavender, had a nigger-
river an!' overseer name Sanders, an'! I bet he was de meanest one of
-<cr ¢11, You know, honey, dey planted wheat fields in de fall in dem
Ceys on' cut it in de spring. It would come off in time 'nuff to
iske corn.

"Tere was a flock of birds lak blackbirds; only dey was wheat
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birds; an' dey went in droves an' fly way up yonder. Us had planks
to slap together to keep de birds out er de wheat, because dey et it
up.

"Well'm, one day uir, Sanders tol! one of de women what was one
of de sucklers on de place, dat if she wouldn't do what he axed her
to dey was a black coffin over her haid. She 'fused him; so when
he was loadin' his gun dere in de wheat fiel', he was holdin'!' de
zun barrel propped under his chin, jes! so, and de other end settin!
on de ground. Well sir, it went off an' he killed hisse'!f stid of
gzt sucklin' woman; an' dat was a awful time, 'cal'se de niggers
rot skeered an' run, an' dey sot Mr. Lavendar's pack of nigger dogs
on 'sm. De dogs kotched some an' chewed 'em nigh 'bout to death.

It worn' none of us, but it were close.

"Ug laid low, didn't go out nowhere. Us wasn't 'lowed to; '
couldn't g0 to0 prayer meetin' or nothint.

"You ax what dat song I singin! when you come? Dat waslall of
it, an' dat's 'nuff fer me, 'ca'se It's true. What dey gwin to be
no mo' fer? Jes':

Angele in de water, walkin' by de light;
Po' sinners stan' in darkness en' cennot see de light.

"I don' want no mo! myse'f; jes' dat; dat's all. How coue you-
wents come mo'? Don't det much satiefy you? But hbney, de sun
fetiin! low an' my chilluns will soon be comin' from de 5wamps. Aint't
no bLresd cooked fer 'em. I'1l tell you some mo! when I gets my mind
on it, t'ca'se it's been a good while since de war.

"Yas'm, us has 'nuff to eat; but if us could get anymore, us
Yould lek it. You know how 'tis; can make out wid mighty little.

 Usoerts greensg; lookin! forwards‘ig roas'in years comin' in."

! -
SoL,D
e e
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'\?5’3\ SHO! I BELIEVES IN

% SPIRITS, SAYS CHARLES

gSv

14

"Mistis," said Charles Hayes from his porech in Maysville, near

ilobile, Alabama, "I was a little bitty nigger when de war broke out,
en' T belonged to Messa Ben Duﬂéén who lived at Day's Landin' on de
Alzheny Bibber,

“liarse Ben's house was de regulation plantation wid slave
cuarters. Most of de things us used was made raght dere on de
nlantation, sich as:! %beds, buckets, tools, soap, brogans, breeches,
en' chairs. Our mattresses was either made outen cornghucks or
cotton bolls. Us cooked on an oven firevlace, an' eve'y Sadday
nizht us would go to de big house for suppliesf Marse Ben was good
to his slaves an' he 'lowed dem to have a little pibt of groun' nex!
to de cabins whar dey could raise dere own little Crope
= "My mammy was a fiel! han' an' my pappy was a mechanic an' he
use to be de handy man aroun' de big house, makin' eve'thing f'um
churns an' buckets to wagon wheels. My pappy also useta play de
71ddle for de white folks dances in de big house, an' he played it
for de colored frolics too. He sho could make dat thing sing.

"Us useta have all sorts of cures for de sick people, f'rinstance,
18 used de Jerusalem weed cooked wid molasses into a candy for to give
o e chilluns to zit rid of worms. Den ua'd bile de root an' make
» %inde tea for de stomach worms. You know de kinds dat little
runnieg an'! little chilluns has dat eats all de food dat goes in to
ie stomach, an' makes de chile or dog eat plenty but don't git no
cenefits flum all dey're eatin'. Horehound, dat growed wild in
“lrke County, was used for colds. Mullen tea was used for colds

an' swollen j'ints. Den dere was de 1life everlastin' tea dat was
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also good for colds and horse mint tea dat was good for de chills
" an' fevers. Co'se, Mistis, us niggers had a regular»famﬁly doctah
;_dat 'tended to us when we was sho 'nough down raght sick, but dese
, remedies I's tellin' you 'bout us used when warn't nothin' much

. 21lin' us. It was always to de owner's interest, Mistis, to have
‘de niggers in a good, healthy condition.

"Does I believe in spirits, you:.says? BSho I does. When Christ
walked on de water, de Apostles was skeered he was a spirit, but
Jesus told dem dat he warn't no spirit, dat he was as 'live as dey
wodes He tol!' 'em dat spirits couldn't be teched,»dat dey Jus'
nelted when you tried to. So, Mistis; Jegsus musta meant dat dere

wes sich a ghing as spirits.
) "Atter de war my pappy an' memmy stayved oﬂ de Duncan plantation
an' worked on share crops. Dere was a gphool on de groun's for us
sleve chilluns, an' my gran'mammy, Salina Duncan, taught detgible,
'ca'se she was f'um Virzinny an' had been learnt to read an! writé
by ner Mistis up dere.

"y fus! wife was named Alice Bush, an' us had ten chilluns;
ny second one was named Caroline Turner an' us d4idn't have but eight.
Sotr my ole womens 1s dzid now, white folks)an‘ I stays here wid
one of my daughters. You see, my eyesizht is almos' gone due to one
iy vnerd I was a workXin' in de forge, a hot piece of iron flew up
m' londed in my eye. !'Twarn't long befo! -4t started to hurtin!
in my udder eye. Now both is 'bout to give out.'

7 2. Copy
R.L.D.
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THE _STORY OF AUNT LIZZIE HILL g/ -

Aunt Lizzie Hill, 94 years of age, moved from the Spurlock
nlantation, four miles out, to the city of Eufaula about 20 years
qgo{ She was of such vigorous constitution, that until recently,
she carried on her regular occupation of laundress or "Wash-zoman,"
as she calls herself. Too feeble to work regulerly, che ndw is
crred for by a niece with whom she lives. |

Sitting before the fire in a rocking-chair, smoking o clay
mine = her neat clothing, snow-white hsir and wrinkled, kindly fece
make é nlessing picture of contentment. Her mind is, epparently,
unimpeired, 2nd she readily responds to her recollections of slavery:

*Sho, Missey, I 'members 'bout it! I was most grown when freee
fom come. My Marster (fichard Dozier) #hd my Mistis was good to
=11 dey niggers and dey raised me right.(\l had twovlittle mistises
'mout 2s n0ld 2s me, and I played wid dem 911 ée time end slep' on a
~«112t in dev room ev'y nieht. Dey slep' on %e big bed., My clnthes
wie Jes' as g2ood end clean as deyrn, and I et what dey et,."

ihe little 2zirls, she explained, were sbout six and elght years
~%2 rhen this association began, 818 it continued until close of the
wr, when all were nearly grown.>

"stter freedom come," continued Aunt Lizzie, "Memmy moved to
“utrpert end tuk me erway fum d Mistis; but I runned E;;ay and
vzt back to Mistis, and walked =211 de fourteen miles down de big
a1 2t night - I runned most ob de way. JThree times I done dat,

"ut “amuy come and tuk me back to work in de field ev'y time, I

121 to stay wid 01@ Mistis, DUey cslled her 'Miss Everlina' and
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ev'ybody liked her, Bofe my little mistises got mai'ed and den

214 Marste; and 0ld Mistis moved off to Texas, and I ain't eber

see? none ob 'em no more., I's had a hard time workin' in de field
csince de war. Fo' freedom come, I nebber worked cep'n in de house =~

T was a 'house-girl' =nd didn't do no field. work."

~2ch, Copy

::{QLD.
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0ld Gabe had been long in this»world - close to one hundred
vears, He had experienced much but one incident had out-lasted all
the others - even the stroke that made him older and more feeble.,
Trat exverience had caused Gabe and his "ole woman" to stray far
from the fold and to walk all the way back to its shelter.

Thet was back in Reconstruction days, whén he was not "bandy
in his knees" and long before Anna left him alone in his cabin with
st memories of earlier and happler days.

Gabe was "birthed in Cusseta, Georgla," the son of two faithful
214 slaves, Hetty and Gabe Hines,-and they "all 'longed to Marsa
«i11iam Shipp an'! liss Ma‘y. He told his story thus: '

"Endurin' of de Wah, I wes big en;;;j;; be water toter on de
clantation. No, Li'l Missy, I doan 'zactly know how old I is
'ceotint by de sagueakin' an'! achin! of my bones, I 'members lots
'Sout doze days, \Q§m was happy times, Li'l Missy, Arter we all

ves freed, I went to Silver Run to live and dar I mahied Anna.

J

Stz lef! me nine yeahs ago an' that broke the happiness, I miss
“=r evlvhar, Jes! keev a-missin' her though nine yeahs hev gone
z2nce dey tuk her from de cabin an' lef! her up thar on de hill.
Jere's nights when de mis'ry in dese ol'! bones Jist gits past
stundin' an' on sich nights she come ter me and holp me wid de
iinnymint Jes' as she useter do. But she caint stay long when she
Arile,

"I wuz a-tellin' 'bout Silver Run, Arter we was mahled and
"te 21ttin' use to bein' free niggshs, an' hapry in our cabin, one

rlght a gen'ulman from de no'th was to see us an' he tol! us if



Alebama - 2 - 1

ve'd go wid him he'd pay us big wages an! gin us a fine hoﬁse to
boot. |

"Fer two nights we sot dere by dat chimbly a-thinkin' a sight
to do or to don't and ponderin'! this way and t'other one, Den we
'cided to go. We lef evly thing dar 'ceptin! whut we tied up in a
bandana han'chlef, and we tied that onto a stick for de gen'ulman
frum de no'th wouldn't let us take no baggage., We was goin' to
Columbus, Geotgla but we didn't know dat. |

"Li'l Missy, when we got dar, whar he was a-takin'!' us, we foun!

the blg wages to be flfty cents a month, and dat fine house tu'ned

e e o o T

out to be mo' like a stable., Instid of our cabin and gyarden and

chickens and our trees, we had a turrible place, right out under
the hot sun wid wateh mlles away down a hill, And he wan't no
gqulggﬂ'from de no'th!

"Missy, I nebber will be able to tell myself whut made us do
nit no mo! den I'll ebber be able to tell how skeered I wuz one
night when de wind howled an' de lightnin' was sprayin' ober de
nlace an' de rain was so turrible hit was a-sobbin'! in de f}
e knowed de debbil was ridin' de win' dat night,

"We was a-sittin' dar befo! de firep me an' my ol'! woman, when

ve heard a stompin' like a million horses had stopped outside de do!,

Ve tipped to de do' an' peeked out an‘)li'l Missypwhut we seed was

4]

S

(@]

turrible our eyes Jee! mos' vopped out our haid, Dere was a
z1ilion hosses all kivered in white, wid dey eyes pokin'! out and a-
settin' on de hosses was men kivered in white too, tall as glants,
an! dey eyes was a-pokin' out too. bere was a leader an' he heldt

& bu'nin' eross in his hand,
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"When we seed dat, we fell on our po! knees, skeered mos!
to def an! we axed de Great Marster to holp two po' ol' niggers an!
holp ‘em quick, |

"De fust thin? we knowed dem Eu Kluxes had de gen man from
de no'th out of his hidin' plasce 'hind our house an! a-settin' on
one of dem hosses, Dey nebber spoke wid him, Dey Jes! tuk him off
somewhar, we nebber knowed whar, but he di'n't come back no mo!.

111'1 Missy, we heard arterwards dat dis gen'lman from de
no'th wuz no qual'ty a-tall, Dat he was de wu'st leadah of all
de debilment bein'! done; one of dem carpet-baggin! meh.

"Nex! day arter de Ku Kluxes cotched dis man, his wife lef!

Columbus in a hurry, sayin'! she couldn't socliate wid de Columbus

ladles 'caze dey was so po'. Dey was po'! Dey is no denyin' that.

Ve was all po! caze the Yankees done ruf;t Columbus, But, 1i'l
iisay, dey? s a big dif'ence in bein! po' an' qual'ty an' bein' jJes
oo! white trash,

v "What a1d I do then? Well, 1i'l Uissy, we lef! Columbus arter
vhut happen'd an' we walked to Eufaula, whar twas safe to be. For
forty yeahs I w! uked for de city and Anna, she tuk 1n wgshin' En-
durin' dat time we was gettin' along pretty likely, when one day
Gabriel blew his horn for Anna, and Gabe was lef'! alone.

"Iy ol' woman's gone., Li'l Missy, mos! ev'y one I knowed 1s
ds1d. Dis heah cabin ain' home to me no mo', H;ts lonely ev'y whar,
Leybe I'd orter be thinkin' 'bout Canaan, but hits ol' times crowds
ils ol' darkey's heart,: Li'l Missy, may be whin I gits to whar
Amna 1g hit will be ol' times all ovah ag'in.®
nash, Copy
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"Aunt Adeline, a tall, gaunt bright—skinned Negro woman, lives
on Frye 8t, Mobile, Ala. The day I oalled she was nodding in a cane
bottom rocking chalr on a wide porch that extended across the front of
e cottage almost hidden in a grove of glant oaks.A She opened her eyes,
which were covered by a palr of steel—rimmed glasses with one lens
badly cracked, The news that a.search was being made for old people
who had lived‘during slavery da&s acted 11ke‘an electric sheck on the
0ld woman, who immediately sat up straight and said: -

"Lor;,yes'm,I libed in dose days, and I tells you I 'members all
'bout dem. Do come in and set down. De fust white people I b'longed
to was a man namedAJenes, who was a colonel in de war, but I can't

tell you much 'bout dem, 'caze I was jJes'! a 11'l gal den. I was Jes'

tlg 'nuff to tote water to de fiel' to de folks wukking and to min'

ce gaps in de fence to keep de cattle out when dey was gatherin' de

ooy,

croos, I don't 'spec! you knows anything 'bout dose kind of fences.

Dey was built of rails snd when dey was gatherin' de crops dey Jes!
tux down one seetion of de fence, so de wagons could git through.

"A'ter de war broke out ole Mister Jones went off to hit, and

I 'nembers de day he lef'., He come to de fiel' to tell all de han'se
goodbye, wid a big white plume on his hat, Dat was in'Bnllxgg_ggggzg,
aiqsisglggif A'ter ol' Mister Jones lef' for de war, den de_nigger,

drlvers an' oberseer begun to drive us 'round lack droves of cattle,
N

Every time dey would hyar de Yankees was coming dey would take us

- )

out in de woods and hide us. Finally dey soldmggmgﬂ;er earrying us

f¥ay from Bolivar County. Some of us was sold to people in Demopolis,

Alebama, an! Atlanta, Georgia, an' some to folks in Meridian and
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Shubuta, Mississippi. I don't any more know whar my own folks went

to dan you does,

"I 'members afore leaving ole Mister Jones! place how dey a

. ' y
grabbed up all de chillun dat was too 1i'l to walk and puttin'! us in ,le
wagons, Den de older folks had to walk, and dey marched all day long.

Den at night dey would strike camp, I has seen de young niggers what was

liable to run away wid dere legs chalned to a tree or de wagon wheels,

Dey would rake up straw and throw a oquilt ober hit and lie dat way
all night, while us chillun slep' in de wagons. |
"When us come to de big river at Demopolis, Alabama, I 'members
seein' de blg steamboats dere, and.dey}said dat de soj)ers was goin'
away en dem, Hit was in Demopolls us was sold, and a man name;ggg_

Collins of Shubuta, Migsissippl, bought me.

"Aunt" Adeline said that the houseg the slaves lived in on the
Jones plantation wefe board houses, and that Mr, Jones owned a big
plantation and lots of slaves, She said that they had home-made beds,
nalled to the walls, with mattresses made out of shucks,

After having been sold to Mr, Collins, of Shubuta, Mississippi,
"Aunt" Adeline said that life was yery hard, not so much for herself,
tut she saw how hard the other slaves worked. She was the house girl |
and helped clean house, wash dishes, and take care of the children,
After finishing that work, she had to spin thread. Each day she would
heve to spin so many cuts, and if she dlid not finish the required
nber, she was punished; |

She sald that her mlstress kept the finished work on top of a
large wardrobe, and "Aunt" Adeline said that many times she would
steal a cut of thread off of that wardrobe to complete the day's task
o zeep from beilng punished,

As she grew older she did have to go to the field and pick cot-
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ton. YAunt" Adeline does not remember 1t pleasantly. She sald:
"I Jes' hates to hab to welghtanything today, 'caze I 'members
so well dat each day dat de slaves was given a certaln number of

pounds of,potton to pick. When weilghing up time come and ycu didn't

hab de number of pounds set aside, you may be sho! dat you was goin'
to be.ﬂE&Eﬁfﬂ- But hit wasn't all bad times 'caze us did hab plenty

to eat, 'syecially at hog killin' time. Dey would hab days ob hog

killin' and de slaves would bake dere bread and come wid pots,

pepver, and salt. A'ter cleanin' de hogs, dey would glb us de livers
and 1lights, and us would cook dem ober a fire out in de open and hit
sho! was good eatin'. De usual 'lowance a week of pickted pork was

slx or seven pounds, and iffen you had a big family of chillun dey

glb you more, Den dey gib you a pggg of meal, sweet ‘tatng,’ggr-
%Pumwizfup, and plenty of buttermilk, Aﬂ[Chrlstmas times, dey gib
you extra syrup to make cakes wid and sweet 'taters to make 'tater
oone, And, Lor', dey would hab big cribs of pun'kins., Hit makes
ne hongry to think 'bout dem good ol' pun'‘kin pies.

"And did dey raise chickens? You knows in Mississippl dat de
minks was bad 'bout killin' deﬁ. I 'members one time de minks got
in de'chicken house and killed nearly every chicken on de place., Ole
iilster Jones had de cook to clean and cook dem, and he come out in

te fiel' an' eat wid dem to let de slaves know Gat hit was all right.

Den 1e had dem good ol' cushaws and lye hominy, too,

"De clothes was madéwgﬁt ob_homespun in one plece. I 'members
| I allus had mine split up de side so I could git 'bout in a hurry.
De vomen had pantalettes made snd tied to dere knees to wear in de

ﬁﬁlds to keep de dew off dere legs. De shoes was made of cow hide

’nd was called red russets. De way dey got dem darker was to take

& "oz 'grigtle' snd hang up in de chimbley. When hig git full of

JmnIL“”
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soot, we rub de shoes wid dat. Den dey used de darker shoes for dere

Sunday best.

"You asked me about huntin'? Lor', yes dey hunted in dem times.
in°e ,

Up in dem swamps in Mississippl dere was bggrs as big as cows, and‘

S —

deers aplepty. Dey bofe was bad about comih' in de éorn fiel‘s and

tearin'! down de corn. You could hyar dem at nights out in de fiel's.

Dey also caught plenty of possums and coons,

"Of course, us ng_g}gg but dey had ge doctor.‘ In dose days
de doctor would cup you and bleed you. I séen é many & person A’M'/LUA
cupved, De doctor had a 11'1 square 1ookin'.blockvof wobd wid tiny v
1i'l khifes, attached to hit. On top was a trigger lack is on a gun,
and de doctor would put de block of wood at de nspe of dere neck an' |
pull dat trigger. Den he hab a plece of cotton wid somepin' on hit
to stop de blood when he had cupped you léhgl'nough. Dey would allus
gib us calamus (calomel) to clean us out, énd den de nexi mawnin' dey
¢elb us a blg bowl of gruel made out ob mesl and miik. Den us'd be
all right,

"De slaves warn't 'lowed to go.to church, but dey would whisper

frmnﬂ and all meet in de woods and pray. De only time I 'members my
e .

Tay was one time when I was a 11'l chile, he set me on a log by him
an! prayed, an' I knows dat was whar de seeds ob religion was planted
inmy min', Today I's happy to tell folks 'bout Jesus and thank Him
for iis goodness to me. Hit won't be long twell I meetyHim face to

foce and thank Him,"

SIELICGRAPHY: Personal interview with "Aunt" Adeline Hodges, 3 Frye
Street, Moblle, Alabama,
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CAROLINE HOLLAND
HAD MANY MASTERS.

Wt A W3

"Yassuh, I wuz a slave," spoke Aunt Carry from her vine-shaded
porch at No. 3 Sharpe Street, Montgomery, Alabama. "I wuz borned in
1849 on Mr. Will Wright's plantation or the Mt. Meigs road. Massa Will

had a big slave house an' us niggers sho' use to have a good time
playin' 'roun' down at de slave quarters. We had a row of houses two
stories high, an' dey wuz filled wid all sorts of niggers. When I wuz
twelve year o0ld, I wuz made nu'ss fer my mistis's little girl an' at
de fus' I couldn't do nothin' but rock de cradle. I didn't know how
to hol' de baby. Us niggers had gardeens (guasrdians) dat look ‘atter
us lgk dey did atter de hosses and cows and pigs.

"One night atter we had all gone to bed I heered a noise at de
window, an' when I look up dere wuz a man a climbin' in. He wuz a
niccer. I could tell eben do I could scarce see him, I knowed he wuz
a nizger., I could hear my mistis a breathin', an' de baby wuz soun!
asleep too. I started to yell out but I thought dat de nigger would
¥111 us so I jes' kep' quiet. He come in de window, an' he see us 2
sleepin'! dere, an' all of a sudden I knowed who it wuz. 'Jade,' I
Whispers, 'What you a doin' here?' He come to my bed and put his rough
2an' ober my mouf.

"Listen you black pickaninny, you tell em dat you saw me here an'
111 x111 you, 'he say,'I th'ow yo' hide to de snakes in de swamp. Now
Séet up.!

"Wid dat he went to de dresser an' taken mistis' money bag. Atter
2t he went to de window an' climb down de ladder an' I didn't do

nothin' but shake myself nearly to d eath fum fright. De nex' day de
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oberseer an' de pattyrollers went a searchin' th'ough de slave quarters
an' dey foun' de money bag under Yade's cot. Dey tuk him an' whupped
him for near fifteen minutes. We could hear him holla way up at de

big house. Jade, he neber got ober dat whuppin'. He died three days
later. He wuz a good nigger, 'peer to me lak, an' de bes' blacksmith
in de whole county. I ke'pa-wonderin' whut made him want ter steal dat
purse. Den 1 foun' out later dat he wuz a goin' to pay a vhite man ter

carry him ober de line to de No'thern States. Jade jus' had too big
ideas fo' ;Mniggéf. I us'ta see Jade's ghos' a walkin' out in de
sarden in de moonlight; sometime he sit on de fence an' look at his ole
cabin, den sometimes he stroll off down de cotton fiel'. When de Lawd
zit th'ough a punishin' him fo' a stealin' dat money, I guess he won't
meke us no mo' visits. He jus' go right on in heaben. Dat's what
¢hos'tes is, you know; peoples dat can't quite git in heaben, an' dey
hadda stroll 'roun' 1little longer on de outside repentin':

"Soon atter dat my gardeen tuk me to Tallasee when de massa died.
.7 zardeen wuz a good man. He wuz always a-makin' speeches fo' de
slaves to stay under bondage till dey wuz twenty-one. One dey he wuz
in front of a ato' talkin' ‘bout de slaves an' a man come up to him an'
said he don't like de way Capt. Clanton talk (dat wuz my gardeen's
nane)s Capt. Clanton ask him whut he goin' ter do 'bout it an' de man
twz out a pistol an' kil't de Cap'n raght dere on de spot.

"Den I wuz sold to another man, a Mr. Williamson, 'bout de time
‘e var broke loose, an' #Massa Wllliamson tuk me ober ter 1lib wid some
' peoples. He said he had mo' slaves dan he could take keer of. Dis
M e Abernathy plantation. While de massa wuz a standin' in de slave
diarters a takin' to Mr. Abernathy, I noticed a boy wid a bad eye. I
Udn't lak him at all an' I tol' de massa I don't wanna stay, kaze I

idn't lak de way dat boy Lum wid de bad eye looked at me. Den Mr.
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Abernathy brung up a boy 'bout sebenteen year old; a big strong lookin'

boy named Jeff. He say 'Jeff, look out after Carry here. Don't let her
zit into no trouble.' Fum dat time on till 'bout five year ago, Jeff

he always look after me, kaze atter de war I ma'ied him. Now I ain't

got nobody but myself.

Wash. Copy,
5/12/37.
L’ H.
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Alabama . Preston Klein
C+1 493 Opelika, Ala.
VPR Dey Brung Whuppin's
on Deyselves
(Photo)

Jane Holloway was ill. For weeks she had been 1n bed, and
the untidy condition of her cabin brought profuse apologies when
I entered.

%Jane, do you remember me?" I asked.

"I don't know, honey. I been sick so long wid de fluse
I can't 'member much of anything,® she answered peering up at
me from her pillow. Suddenly she smiled? Shucks. Cotse I 'mem-
bers you, honey. Your daddy shof was good to my boys. Watt
worked for him so long. Res' yourself in dat cheer and I'1ll tell
you all asbout myself and slavery times what I can recollect.

WItse all alone now 'ceppen for my grandson. He ain't but
twelve and he can't hope much. But I guess I got no right to com-
plain I guess I done got me plenty outa life.

"I was borned up in North Alabasma. Iy mammy was Carrie Hol-
loway and my pappy was Traylor Holloway. I had a brother Maryland.
Dere nebber was but de two of us. Us lived in a mud and log house,
Jes'! one room but it sho! had a big fireplace. Us had a good old
tine den, effen us Jes' had knowed 1t, 'caze us was always fed
z00d. Dey had long wooden troughs what dey poured our bread and
ilk in and us eat it wid a wooden spoon. When dey yell, 'Chillun,
chillun! Bread!! you bet we jes'! burnt de wind getting dere, !caze
Us was always hongry.

"ve had high tester beds in all de houses, what was 'bout
& mile from de Blg Hcuse. It had four rooms and was all planked up.
-r. Billy Taylor was mighty good to his niggers. He didn't have so

iiany gliaves, he Jes! had a little plantation. Our oberseer was
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good, too. He had to whip some of dem sometimes, but dey wouldn't
work. Dey brung it all on deyselves.

"When de Yankees come enduring de war, de men come arunning
and a screaming dat de Yankeeg coming. And dey 4id come on
horseback and tcok all our provisions what was in de smokehouse.
Dey took everything we had in de way of victuals and stock, too.

"I J'ined de ¢hurch when I was ten years old, Ycaze I was
trying to live right and do what de Bible said. De white folks
had deir services in de morning and in de evening would let us
nizgers have ourn."

Jane forgot her misery long enough to come out to the porch
of her comparatively comforteble cabin and she was "plumb proud"
to have her "pitcher took."

RH.L.Ds
¢-9=37
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DEY KEP' NIGGERS IN

GOOD CONDITION TO SELL.

Standing in the middle of the road at Prichard, suburb of Mobile,
and gesticulating while talking to a small group of interested liste-
ners an old Negro man ended his talk to the 8mall gathering and punct—
uated his last sentence with a spat of tobacco.}%Yﬁ [ A -

"No'm," he continued after I had put in my appearance and asked
him a question, *I doesn't know whether‘; was a slave, but jus' de same
I seed Gen'l Grant's army when it went th'ough Virginny. Jus' as sho'
as you is standin' dar, ledy, I seed dem mens all dressed in blue suits,
e-marchin' side by side, gwine down de road pas' our place. It tuk 'em
three days to gd by our house.

"An' I remembers when dem Yankees come to our ole Mistis' house

an' take a ladder an' clumb up to de roof an' tear de boards outter de

ceilin' to git dem big hams an' shoulders my white folke done had hid
up dar. When de Yankees find dat stuff dey give it ali to de niggers.
Den atter de sdlgers lef' ole Miss called us to her an' tol' us we was
free, but for us to give back some of de meat an' things dat de Yankees
dorie give ué; 'case she didn't have nothin' to eat'roun' de place.
'Course we was glad to do it, 'case Mistis sho' was good to us.

Hr

T remembers ebery Sunday mawnin' dat she'd make de older slaves

bring all de little niggers up to de big house, so she could read de

Bible to ‘em, and den she give us plenty of dem good biscuits and taters

2t Susanne cook for us. She'd say: 'Git ‘roun' dere, Susanne, and

ne's dem 1little niggers' plates.' I really thougﬂ'Mistis was a angel.
"Talkin' 'bout niggers bein' free, Ole Miss tol' us was free,

%t 1t was ten or twelve years atter de surrender befo' I knowed whut

%% meant. I was a big boy goin' to school befo' I had an understandin'

John Morgan Smith, Editor.

& N { “;’ .
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as to what she meant.

"0le Miss taught de niZgers how to read an' write an' some of ‘em
got to be too good at it, 'case dey learned how to write too many passes
so's de pattyrollers wouldn't cotch ‘em, an' on dem 'ecasions was de
onlyes times dat I ever seed one of our niggers punished.

"Mistis never 'lowed no mistreatin' of de slaves, 'case dey was
raisin' slaves for de market, an' it wogldn't be good bizness to mis-
treat 'em. Lor!' M@ss, my white folks was rich; dey had as many as five
or six hundred niggers; men women an' chilluns. De plantation was big,

-t I doesn't remember how many acres it was, but I does remember dat de

cabins was all built in rows, an' dere was streets laid out among de
cabing. De chimneys was built outten dirt an' sticks, an' you know up
in Virginny it got powerful cold, so when dey built de cabins dey th'owed

dirt up under 'em to keep de wind an' snow out.

"I was bawn in Henry County, Virginny, near Danville, an' I's
been to Vicksburg, an' Petersburg a many a time wid my pappy to de wheat
in' 'bacca market. Lor', honey, Virginny is de bes' place on earth for
200d eatin' an' good white folks. If anybody tells you dat de white folks
fas mean to dere niggers, dey neber come from Virginny, 'case ﬁs was too
lear de free states, an' I done already tpl' you dat dey raised niggers
% sell an' dey kep' 'em in good condition. In dose days white falks an' o
tlack folks was black folké. Jus' lak Booker T. Washington was a riber
Yetween de niggers of dis generation an' learnin'. He had all dat was
‘Ine an! good,}an‘ he give de bes! to his people iffen dey would take it,
%t was de way wid de white folks den; dey didn't do no whuppin'.
"I's de onlyes rat lef' in de pond, an' 'case I ain't hung in de

[}
"Wke house, Polks thinks I's not as 0ld as I say I 1s, but chile, I s

“en nere a long time. I 'members how black Sam useta preach to us an'
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when 1 growed up { useta think warnt nobody Christians cep‘n us Babtists,
but I know better now, an' de longer I lives de mo' I realizes dat de
churches go 'way 'case dey leaves off de ordinances of Jod, although us
has a Bible an' mo' Christian readin' dan ever befo'.

"My mammy's name was Eliza Rowlets an' my pappy's was Joseph
Holmes. My pappy had de same name as de peoples dat owned hii an' my
gran'mammy name was Lucy Holmes. Gran'mammy Holmes lived to be over a
hundred years o0ld, an' she was de'fust pusson I ever seed daid. In dem
days it tuk three days to bury a pusson, 'mase dey dug de gréves as deep
as de corpse was tall.

“Land sakes a-livin' us had great times, an' I forgot to tell you
dat us had home-made beds wid two sides nailed to de wall an' de mattres-
ses was made outen wheat straw.

“As for huntin' I done plenty of it an' one thing I got to git
forgiveness for was when 1 lef' Virginny, I lef' 'bout fifty or sixty
snares set to cotch rabbits an' birds.

"My mammy had eight chilluns an' we was raised in pairs. I had
a sister who come along wid me, an' iffen I jumped in de river she done
1t too. An' iffen I go th'ough a briar patch, here she come along too.

#'Bout de fruit; it makes my mouth water to think about dem
cheese apples, dat was yaller lak gold, an' dose Abraham apples, an' de
therry tree as big as dese oaks here. I's eaten many a big sugar and
Steetheart cherry. But dere was another kind called de Gorilla dat
growed as big as de yaller plums down dis way. Now let me tell you
somp'n 'bout Virginny; 'Dey had dere laws 'bout drink. Dey had de bes'
Peach an' cherry brandy an' mos' any kin' you eber heared of, but dey
Han't '1ow you to make drink outten anything you could make bread wid;
8ich as corn or rye. Us had our brandy same as you would coffee, 'case

It was cold, an' some mawnin's my pappy would git de brandy out an'
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my mammy would putt a little water an' sugar wid it an' gib it to us chil-
luns. Us neber thought nothin' 'bout drinkin'. I kinda believes lak dat

ole infidel Ingersoll who said dat anything dat was a custom was dere re-

ligion.
"Now you axed about hog-killin' time? Dat was de time of times.

For weeks de mens would haul wood an' big rocks, an' pile 'em together as

high as dis house, an' den have several piles, lak dat 'roun' a big hole

in de groun' what had been filled wid water. Den jus' a little atter mid-
night, de boss would blow de ole hawn, an' all de mens would git up an'

git in dem big pens. Den dey would sot dat pile of wood on fire an' den
start: knockin' dem hogs in de haid. Us neber shot a hog lak us does now;
us always used an axe to kill ‘em wid. Atter knockin' de hog in de haid,
dey would tie a rope on his leg ran' atter de water got to de right heat,
fum dose red-hot rocks de hog would be throwed in an' drug aroun' a while,
den taken out an' cleaned. Atter he was cleaned he was cut up into sections
en' hung up in de smoke house. LaWsle, lady, dey don't cure meat dese

days; dey jus' uses some kind of liquid to bresh over it. We useta have
sho' 'nuff meat.

"Den come cawnshuckin' time. My goodness, I would jJus' love to be
far now. De cawn would be piled up high an' one man would git on dat pile.
tWas‘usually a kinda nigger foreman who could sing an' git de work outten

€ niggers. Dis'fo‘man would sing a verse somp'n lak dis:

/
!

*Polk and Clay went to war,

;Polk come back wid a broken jaw.
*1 all de niggers would sing back at him wid a kinda shoutin' sound. Near
bout 811 de times de fo'man made up his own songs, by pickin' dem outen
siuckin'? It war de Jug dat dey brung aroun' eve'y hour. Dats de

"yes time de slaves really got drunk,
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"In dem ole days I went to plenty of dances an' candy pullin's
durin' de Yule season, but 1 doesn‘t do dat no mo'. I's a preacher
an' when I fus' lef' Virginny, I come to Georgy an' stayed dar twenty
years whar I kicked up plenty of dus'. I even taught school dar. Den
L come to Alabamy an' lived in Evergreen for ‘'bout twenty mo' years.
Since I been in Mobile I's worked for sich men as ole Simon, Damrich, an'
Ven Antwerp, an' all deré chillune has been in dese here arms of mine.
I's been a square citizen an' dere hasn't been a time dat I is had to call
on nobody, but Uncle Sam when ole man ‘pression €0fched me. But thank
de Lawd I is still able to git about an' have all my senses 'cep'my eye-
sight, an' it's jus' a little po'ly. I is got all my teeths 'cep' one,
an' my mammy was always proud of my hair.. See how silky an' fine it is?
Not quite white, dough. I hope ! lives long enough for it to turn white
a8 snow. I think St. Peter will lak it better dat way.

Washington Copy,
- 8/17/37.
L. H,
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In the m%?ﬂizqu the road near Prichard, an incorporated suburb
of Mobile, stoo%\ap aged Negro man, gesticulating as he told a tale of
other days to a smﬁll audience. Tall, straight, with gray hair and
mustache, he was a plcturesque figure. He does not know whether he was
born in slavery, he said, but he knows his age to be about eighty-one.

"I doesn't know whether I was a slave, but jes' de same I seed
Gineral Grant's army when hit went th'ough Virginny,* he said 2Jes' as

)

sho' as yo' is standin' dar, lady, I seed him and ! seed dem men all

dressed in dem blue sults a-marchin' side by side, gwine down de road

pas' our place. Hit tuk dem three days tuh git pas' our house,

"An' does I 'member when dem Yankees éﬁiﬂEEQ O1' Mistiss house an!
tuk a ladder an' clim' up tuh de roof an' tear de boards outta de ceilin'
tuh git dem big hams an' shoulders dey had hid up dar? I sho' does.

De women folks makes de slaves hide wid de meat; an' when dem Yankees
fin' dat stuff dey jes' gib hit all tuh de niggers, an' I.'members too,
! how O1' Miss calls us all to her atter dey lef' an' yole us dat us was
- free, but she tole us dat us hab tuh gib back ob de m;at an' 'serves
'case she didn't hadb a bit tuh eat. 'Cose we was glad tuh do hit 'case
01" Mise sho' was good tuh her slaves.

"I 'members ebery Sunday mawnin' dat she make de older slaves -
bring all de 1little niggers up to her big whitgjtwo—story house, 8o
She could read de Bible to us, an' den she gib us plenty dem good bis=-

Susanne, cook for us. She'd

‘ults an' 'taters dat she had.g3~cook,'
8ay 'Git 'roun' dere, Susanne, a£7<hé'p dem 11'l niggers' plates,' I,
fallly thought 01' Miss was a angel.

"Talkin' 'bout niggers bein' freed, Ol' Miss tole us us was free

Wt hit wag ten or twelve years atter de Surrender, befo' I knowed whut
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she was talkin' 'bout. I was a big boy goin' to school befo' i had

any understandin' as tuh whut she meant.

801' Miss taught de niggers how to read an' write, an' some ob
dem got to be too 'ficient wid de writin', 'case dey larn how tuh
write too many passes 80 de pattyrollers wudn't git dem. Dat was de
. onlieat time I ebber knowed O1' Miss tuh hab de slaves punished.

- ¥01' Mies nebber 'lowed no mistreatin' de slaves, case dey was
raisin' slaves for de market, an' hit wouldn't be good business to
nistreat ‘em. Lor' mah white.folks was rich; dey had as many as five

ESaieindiling

or six hundred niggers, men, women and chillun. De plantation was big
but LI don't 'member how many acres I does ‘'member de cabins was all
built in rows, an' streets was laid out 'tween de cabins. De chimbeys
was built outta dirt an' sticks, an' sticks, an' yo' know up in Vir-
ginny hit got turrible cold an' de snow would pile up, so when de
cabing was built, de men th'owed dirt up under de house to keep de
snow an' cold out. Yo' might think dat dirt would wash out from under
de house, but hit didn't. Hit jes' made dem so warm an' com'fo'ble
we did'nt suffer.

*Dat was de way wid de white folks den; dey didn't do no whippin'
an' mistreatin' ob de slaves. Oh, once in a while 61' Miss might slap

de cock's face an' tell her tuh bear down 'roun' dere, an' if she want=

ed de servin' boys to hurry, she would say 'Cutch hit,' meanin' fer
dem to cut some steps an' git 'bout in a hurry.

B "I's de ol'est rat in de pon', an' ‘'case 1 ain't hung in de
smokehouse, folks think I's not as ol' as L says I 1s, but chile, I's
I 0een heah.V I 'members how Sam useta to preach to us, when we was at
01' Migs's place, an' when I growed up, I 'members how I usets think
nobody was a Christian 'ceptin' us Baptists, but I knows better now.

An' ge longer 1 1ib de mo' Ivrealiie dat de chu'ches go away'case dey
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1eabes off de ordinances ob God, 'tho us has got de Bible an' mo'
KChristian litterchoor dan eber befo'.
| "my Ma's name was 'Liza Rowlets, an' mah daddy's name was Joseph

T S —
Holmee. My daddy had de same name as de people whut owned him, an' my

éﬁn‘ma's name was Lucy Holmes. ~Gran‘ma Lucy 1libed to be a hundred yeahs
0ld, an' she was de fust pusson 1 ebber seed daid. Hit tuk three days
tuh bu'y a pusson den, 'case dey dug de graves as deep as yo' is .tall,
which means mo' than five feet deep. Lor' sakes a-livin' us had great
times. I forgot tuh tell yo' dat us had home-made beds wid two sides
nailed tuh de wall, an' de mattresses was made outta wheat straw. Dat's
'ninds me dat dere wa'n't no pore cattle in dem times, ‘'case yo' could
go whar dey thresh de wheat an' git all de steaw yo' wanted an' feed de
dry cattle on hit. An' you wouldn't believe de fruit us did hab! Yo
don't nebber see de like down dis way. Sich as apples, cherries, quinces,
 peaches an' pears.
"As fer huntin', I done plenty of it, an' one thing i got to git
forgiveness fer was when I lef' Virginny, I lef' 'bout sixty or seventy
snares set to ketch rabbits an' birds.

"My ma had eight chillun an' we was raised in pairs. I had a

sister who come along wid me, an' if I jJumped in de ribber tuh swim, she

2

tid hit too; if I clum' a $ree, or went th'ough a briar pétch, she done
it right behin' me. Ma wanted to know why her clo's was so tore up,
an' when dey was pretty, we 'd make hit right wid Ma by havin' a rabbit
or coon wid us, an' sometimes a mud turtle, An' as fer 'possums an'
toors, us ketch dem in plenty.

"'Bout de fruit, hit makes mah mouf watah tuh think'bout dem
.ﬂwese apples dat was yaller lac' gold, an' dose Abraham apples de lack
f which ain't now to be had. An' dose cherry trees ae big as dese oaks,

"1d long 1limbs. an' big sugar an' sweetheart, an' black heart cherries.
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Den dere was annudder kin' of cherry called de gorilla, dat was roun an'
growed as blg as de yaller plums down dis way.
"Now, let me tell yo' sumpin' 'bout Virginny. Hit had hits own
lew ‘bout drink. Dey made de bes' peach an' cherry brandy an' més' any
Y ST TEE
xin' yo' ebber heerd ob, 'ceptin' dey didn't 'low yo' to make drink out
ovb anythin' you could make into bread. Now yo' understan's, sich as

corn and rye.

#Us had our brandy same as yo' would coffee, 'case hit was cold an?

sore mawnin's us would git up an' de snow would be halfway up de do', an'

die men would hab to ditch hit out, so us could git out of de house. On

t den rail cold mawnin's my daddy would git de brandy out an' my ma wud put
}a]i'l water an' sugar wid hit an gib to us chillun. An' den she'd take
émmw in her mouf' an' put hit in de baby's mouf an' hit wud open hits

?mws an' stamp hits foot rail peart lack.

"Us nebber thought nothin' of drinkin'. I kinda believes lack dat
fol' infidel, Ingersoll, who said dat anythin' dat was de custom, was de
feligion.

‘ "Folks was a heap kinder-hearted den dey is now, 'case dey kep'

f?g doge to hunt up people los' in de snow. Dey all seemed mo' happy

E o

o

¢ dey was all busy. At night instid of wastin' dey time, dey wud go
2m}de big house an' spin an' weave an' make c¢lo's.

' "I kXin hyar dat ol' loom hummin' now, an' see great cards ob cloth
Fooin' out, an' dem was clo's den dat was made from hit. Hit tuck fire

It -1t dem offen’ yo' dey was so strong. I doesn't 'member whut dey
Qéﬁ‘?er dye, but L knows dey used copperas as sizin' to hol' de colors.
ore of de cloth was dyed red, blue an' black, I jes' can't 'member 'bout
F ¢7c, but dey used copperas. 'Dat was de qualification of de intelli-

Erce ob ge prifmitive age', in usin' dat copperas. Dey not only made

¥7 clo's, but also made out hats. Of co'se dey dey wa'n't very hatty, /
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put was mo' ceppy. Dey made 'em wid tabs ober de ears, an' to tie
under de chin, an' was dey warm, I'll say!

"Now, when yo' axes ‘'bout hawg killin' time, dat was de time.

Fer weeks de men would haul wood and big rocks, an' pile hit all to-
gether as high as dat house; den hab sev'ral piles like dese 'roun’ a
big hole in de groun' whut had been filled wid watah. Den jes' a 11i'l
atter mid-night de boss would blow de ol' horn, an' all de men would
git up an' git in dem hog pens. Den dey would set dat pile of wood on
fire, an' den start knockin' dem hawgs in de haid. Us nebber shot a
nawg like dey does now. Us allus used an ax to kill 'em wid.

"Atter knockin' de hawg in de haid, dey would tie a rope on hits
leg, an atter de water got to de right heat from dose red hot rocks
wvhut had been pushed out ®b dat pile oB nu'in wood into de watah, dey
wud th'ow de hog in an' drag hit aroun' awhile, an' take him out an'
kab him clean in ‘'bout three pair o' minutes. Atter he was clean dey
hung him up, an' den later cut him up an' hung him in de smoke house, an'
smoke him wid great oak logs. Huh, dey don't cu'ah meat now, dey jes'
use sum kinda bresh an' liquid, but dey don't hab meat lack us did.

"Den comewggigggg§;g} time. Mah goodness I jes' would love to
be dere now. De co'n would be piled up high an' one man would git on
dat pile. Hit usually was one who was kinda niggah fo'man dat could
sing an' get de wuck out of de odder niggera. Dis fo'man would sing a

verse gomethin' lack dis?

( "Polk an' Clay went to War,
An' Polk come back wid a broken jar.®

"Den all de niggers would sing back to him, an' hallo, a kinder
S1outin' goun'. Ginerally dis fo'man made up his songs by pickin' dem
“ from whut he had heard white folks tell of wars. But Miss yo' know
"hut was de motor powah of dat co'n shuckin'? Hit was de ol Jug dat

Waskumng 'roun' ebery hour. Dat's de onliest time any ob de slaves
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reilly got drunk.
N "I wish I could 'member dose ol' songs, but all dat hallo done
- lef' me, 'case de onliest singin' I hears now is de good ol' sisters
vsingin' an' sayin' ‘'Amen.‘
"In days gone by 1 went to plenty of dances an' candy pullid%
but I doesn't do dat any mo'. I's a preacher, an' when I fu'st lef'

S At g £ et g

Virginny I come to Georgia an' stayed dere twenty yeahs, an' I kicked

e ..

up a plenty of dust in Georgia. I eben _taught school an' built a plenty
on ——~ -

of chu'ches dere. Den I come/to Alabammy, an' libed in Evergreen fo!
about”f;;nty mo' yeahs, an' I built a two-story brick chu'ch dere.
Since I's been in Mobile I's wu'ked by dat Bienville Squah for twenty-
eight years, for sich men as ol' man Simon, Damrich, an' Van Antwerp,
en' all dere chillun has been in dese arms. I's been a squeh citizen
an' dere hasn't been but one time in mah life I;s had to call on any-
body, an' dat was when 1 _had tuh call on Uncle Sam when ol' man De-
pression got me. But thank God I 8 still able to be 'bout an' have
2all my faculties, 'ceptin' my eyesight is 2 1i'l porely. I still has
all mgh teeth, 'ceptin' one, an' my ma allus tuck pride in mah haih,
yo' see how fine an' silky hit is, an' hit ain't snow white yit. Dere

is one thing to be thankful fer. Dat is ‘case I's 8o near home."

Bibliography: Personal interview with Joseph Holmes, Yrand Avenue,

Prichard, Alabama.
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"CHASING GUINEA JIM
THE RUNAWAY SLAVE

Seven miles East from Livingston on State Road No. 80, thence
Left two miles via a dim road through the woods to a cultivated
section, the beginning of a large plantation area, stands the old-
timey cabin of Josh‘ggsz a well known and influential figure in
the colored communitfj\’Vigorous and active despite his more than
30 years, Josh exemplifies the gentleness with which time deals
Qith those dwelling in a healthful spot and living the simple lives
of a rural people. I found him nodding on his front steps.,

"Josh," I said, "I've come to get you to tell me some old
var-time stories, and I want to ask you some questions about you
end Alice and how you-all are getting along. I Jjust want to know
&ll about you and your family as far back as you can remember."

"All right, Miss Ruby, I's glad to tell you what I knows,"
said Josh "and 1t ain't gonna be a lot of fibbin', but Jes' lak
everything was, I's telling you lak you axed me," ¢

"Now, 'bout how us is getting along. I's‘telling you de
troof, ef I was took 'fore God, I'd say jes' lek I's saying now,
ef my chillun ever et a moufful Gat wasn't honest, dey et it
somewhar else, 'ca'se I ain't ever stole a moufful somepin' t'eat
for 'em in all my 1life. It's honest vittles dey et,and varmints
I's ¥illed in de woods, 'ca'se us raised chillun fast, and us had
¢ neap of 'em, sixteen, if I 'members right, and soon's I found
out dat I could help feed 'em dat way, I done a-heap of hunting,
ind everybody knows I's a good hunter., Alice used to make me go
€very Fricday night; den us always had a 'possum or two for Sunday."

"Why," I agked, "didn't you go Saturday night?"
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"Well, I'1l tell you," Josh said, "Alice is a good Christian
woman, and she knowed I'd hunt mighty nigh all night, and she didn't
want nobody see me coming in Sunday morning wid no gun and no dogs;

so I went every Friday night and went in de week too, and dat holp

s 1ot to feed de chillun. I don't owe nobody, not a nickel."0 ¢

"I lak to got'in debt, when de Government come in and tried to
help us wid dat cotton doings, Dey cut it down so on me, tell I
couldn't make nothing; but I's getting on all right now, and so 1is
my chillun, Us is got fourteen living, and dey's all been to school,
but ain't but one been to Booker Washington's school, but dey kin all

‘Q,“: & — .

N

x%adwih write, and some of 'em teaching school out here in de country.
De déctor, he come clear out here to see us, 'ca'se I always pays him.
He jes' here wid Alice last night. It's nine mile and two of dem's

back here in de woods ﬁﬁbough Marse Johnnie's place, but he come when
us went atter him 'bout midnight,;;hjdat's a comfort to know he come."

I asked, what was the matter with Alice.,

"Well, I'11 tel]l you, Miss Ruby. She was back dere wid me in de
xitchen, and I got {frough eating and I come out and set down in de
swinger to git some air, De moon was shining, and Alice come ocut,
saying loud as she could:'Who is you? Who 1s you?! De chillun run
to her wid a lamp en I run, en 'twan't nobody dere. Wéll, Alice said
'twas a bilg man standing right 'side her dressed in black, and she
called it Death, Us couldn't do nothing wid her, and she didn't know
nobody, me nor de chillun, so I went to Livingston atter Dr, McCain,
and he come and set wid her 'bout a hour. He said 'twas de 'cute
'digestion or somepin' lak dat. I knowed 'twan‘t no sperrit; I don't
b'lieve in nothing lak dat."

"Well," I said, "I don't know, Josh, I've been hearing some

-

ghost tales that freeze the blood in my veins,"
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“Yassum,“ sald Josh, ”1f‘you wants to hear ghost tales, I kin
sho tell 'em, ca'se I seed dis here wid my own eyes, 'Tain't no
made—up nothing?needer; Jes' somepin' I geed Jes' lak I tells you.
“Green Hale and Isham Mathews b'longed to New Hope church, and
de Reverend Bird Hall pastored dere., Dey axed me down to hear him
preach one night, and us 3X£ee, me and Green and Isham, was riding |
along side and side. I's riding a mule, but it was a fast mule,
and Green couldn't keep up, en Isham saild: 'Somebody been hunting.'!
I looked up and 'twas a sapling right 'cross de road., He said,
'Fellow oughten leave nothing lak dat. When de moon git low, it
hit him in de face.! De moon was straight up and down den, and I
gaid: 'Dat's right'!, and I's telling you de troof, dat sapling
jes' riz up, turned aroun' in de air, en de bresh part tickled my
mule and Isham's hoss in de face. If you ever seed 'em buck and !
rere and Jump up, dey sho dld. Den dey took off down de road, and
we didn't hold 'em back, and here come Green., We lef! him behind,
'cauge his mule couldn't keep up. If you ever heard a mggmpray more i?
earnester dan old Green, I ain't! He come down de road a-yelling: i
‘Lord, us live togedder, let us dle togedder,' He meant for us to
wait on him, but I couldn't hold dat mule, and I wan't trying to
hold him! I was gitting away from dar!
""hen us come togedder, us was a mile from whar us done been,
den us had to decide what to do, Isham sald for us to?%id him, and
Green sald no, us nearer to his house; but us wan't near to nobody
and I was so scared, hadn't been for Alice, I'd a jes' stayed right
¥har us was 'tell sun-up. I said, 'No, every man better take keer
his own self,' en us did. "hen I got home, I didn't take nothing
off dat mule but myself. I jes' left him standing at de do' wid de

seddle on, What skeered Green so, was a man, he sald, what was
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ridin' right 'side him en didn't have no head! 'Twas a good thing
he didn't tell me dat den, I'd jes' nacherly drap dead!

"No'm, I don't 'zackly believes in ghoséés, but I heared Mr,
Marshall Lee say he was riding on home one night and a woman stepped
out in de road and say: 'Marshall, let me ride.' He say: 'My
hoss won't tote double.' She Say: 'Yes it will,' and she Jump up
behind him, and dat hoss bucked and Jjumped nigh 'bout from under
him, but when he got home, she wan't dere. He saj, his siBter had
jes! died and it mout been her,

"1Nother time, one Friday night, Alice say us better git a
'possum for Sunday., She say she didn't want none caught atter mids
night on Sadday. I went down whar I knowed dey was 'simmons, and dem«
dogs never treed nothing; dey Jjes' run 'round dat 'simmon tree lak
dey gone crazy. I'm telling you de troof, somepin' Jump outer dat .
tree, had a head back'erds en for'erdsand]pok lak a flame shooting
out 1t eyes! 'Twan't lak no possum I ever seed,"twan't lak nothing.
Dem dogs, Liz and Roger en Cuba, made a bluge at me, Cotton was
walst high, and I run down de cotton row and cross de road and dey
trail me, I say: What ail you, dogs?! And dey Jes' come on a- /
barkin', and dey run me to de bridge bver Konkabyer, So I clumb on
de banisters, I seed dey hed my trail and dey gonna ketch me, so
I turn 'round and tore out for de slough. Dey lost my trall dere
end when I got home, 'bout daylight, de thorms and de briars and all
done tore my clothes plum off me. ‘'Twas t'ree days 'fore I ever seed
dex dogs ag'in,

"And I kin tell you socmepin' else. It's jJes' lek I say, I's

élways been a hunter, en one night I went down in de post oak woods

hunting by myself. Dis is a fact; 'tain't no lie. It's what I done,

I thag a mighty good dog, and I jes' kept walking and walking, and I
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got mighty nigh to Mr, Reé%;ead Jim Lee's place, and I walked on
and atter while I seed I'd*lost my dog. I couldn't see him nowhar
and I couldn't hear him nowhar, and den somepin' say to me, Jes!
lek dis: ‘'Josh, blow your horn!' Jes' lak dat, lak somebody
talking to me. Well I give three loud, long blows and set dere
awhile longer but dat dog didn't come. C€o'se I knowed he'd come
sometime, and so I Jes' set dere on dat log and I Jjes' turned a
fool, I reckon, but 'twas jes' lak somebody talking to me, lak it
'peared to me was whispering: 'Josh, you out here in dese woods by
yo'self, You blowed dat horn and your enemy heard you, You's a
fool, you is.' And I whispered back: 'Dat's a fact.' I couldn't
hear what it was a-whispering to me, but us jes' talk back to one
'nuther, and 'bout dat time I léok up and here come three men
ridin' on new saddles wid shiny buckles gwine, 'saueechy, scueechy!',
jes!' lak dat, I hea??de hosses feet Jes'! as nachel as could be,
I thought sho I seed iem, and it 'pears to look clean outer reason,
but dem men come riding right on up to me, e&nd I Jjump over dat log
and lay down flat on de other side, and it look lak I could see
right through dat log and heared 'em say: 'Dar he is, dar he isd,
and I seed 'em p'inting dey finger right whar I was. I knowed dem
hosses gwineter step over de log on top me, and I's telling you de
troof, I jump up from 'hind dat log and run 'bout two miles, and
1f it hadn't been for dat slough, I don't know whar I'd a went.
I come to myself in de middle of dat water, up to hyar, waist high,
“nG dar was my dog, old Cuba, done treed a 'possum,

"De fust thing I 'members 'bout slave'y time, I wan't nothing
tUt a boy, 'bout fifteen I reckon, dst's what Merse Johnnie Horn
¢¢7s  Us belong to Marse Ike Horn, Marse Johnnids pa, right here

°n dld place whar us is now, but dis here didn't belong to me den,
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dig here was all Marse Ike's place. Marse Ike's gin got outer fix
and we couldn't git it fixed. Colonel Lee had two gins and one of
'em was Jes! below old Turner house. Recolleck a big old hickory
tree? Well dar's whar it was,
"I was plenty blg 'nough to drive de mules to de gin. Set on

de lever and drive ‘'em, Jes lak a 'lasses mill, so dat night Marse
Ikxe told us he want everybody go wid him to Colonel Lee's gin nex!
morning, and didn't want nobody to git out and go ahead of him,
Dat held up de ginning; made us not to go to de ginhouse téll sunup.

| "Us got de mules and jes' wailted,'Twixt daylight and sunup,
us all standing dar at de gate and we heared a little fine horn up
de road. Us didn't know what it meant coming to de house. And
bimeby Mr. Beesley, what live not fur from Marse Ike, he rode up
and had five dogs, five nigger dogs, what dey call 'em, and soon
es he come, Marse Ike's hoss was saddled up and Marse Ike and him
rode off down de road and de dogs w}d 'em, 'head of us. Us follcwed
'lcng behind 'em, stay close as dey'low us, to see what dey was up ;ﬁ
to, When dey got close to de ginhou;e, ginhouse right 'side de |
rcad, dey stop us and Mr. Beesley told o0ld Brown to go ahead. 01ld
brown was de lead dog and had a bell on him and dey waé fasten
togedder wid a rod, Jes' lak steers, He turn 'em loose, and den
te nooped de whiv and hollered at old Brown and told him ‘'nigger'.
Cld Brown hollered lak he hit. He want to go. And dey was a fence
on bofe sides made it a lane, so he put old Brown over de fence on
d¢ zinhouse side, and told Brown to 'go ahead'. He went ahead and
run all aroun' de ginhouse and dey let him in de gin-room and he
grabbled in de cottonseed in a hole.

"Den somebody holler 'Guinea Jim',

"I looks and I didn't see him., Didn't nobody see him, but

06



Alsbama -7 -

ey know dat's whar he been hiding. Mr, Beesley told old Brown

he jes' fooling him, and 0l1d Brown holler ag'in, lak he killing
him, and Mr, Beesley say: 'Go git dat nigger' and old Brown
started 'way from dar lak he hadn't been hunting nothing, but hg/,
went aroun' and aroun' dat gin and Mr. Beesley told him he nat<fer
do better dan dat or he'd kill him, 'cause he hadn't come dar for
nothing.

"Brown made a circle aroun' dat gin 'way down to de fence dat
time, and he was so fat he couldn't git through de flence. You
kxnow what sort of fence, a rail fence it was. Den he stop and
bark for help. Now I seed dis wid my own eyes. Dey put Brown
on top de fence and he Jump way out in de road, didn't stay on
¢e fence, He jump and run up and down in de road, and couldn't
find no scent of Jim. You knows how dey used to mske dem rail
fences?

"Well, Brown come back dar, and dis is de trufe, so help me
:awd.~ He 5ark, look lak, for dem to 1lift him baci up on de fence,
tné bless God, if dat dog dion't walk dat rsil fence lak he walking
a log, as fur as from here to dat gate yonder, a2nd track Jim jes'
lek ne was on de groun'. iHe fell off once, and dey had to put him
vack, &nd he run nis track right on to whar Jim jumped off de

Ka)

fnce way out in de road, 0ld Brown run right cross de road to de

otner fence and treed ag'in on t'other side de road toward Konksbia.

Cld Brown walk de fence on dat side de road a good piece, jes' lak

“# done on de other side, and dem other dogs, he hadn't never turned

¢z loose,

"When Brown he jump off dat fence, he jump jes'! as fur as he kin

o e fiel' side, lak he gwine ketch Jim lak a gnat or somepin' and

2 O};J
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he never stop barking no more, Jes' lek he Jjumping a rabbit, Den,
lir, Beesley turn dem other dogs loose dat he hadn't never turned
loose, 'ca'se he say o0ld Brown done got de thing strailght, And he
had 1t stralght, Dem dogs run dat track right on down to Kénkabia
and crossed 1t to de Blacksher side. Dey was a big old straw field
dar den and dey cross it and come on through dat field, all dem dogs
barkin' Jes' lak dey looking at Jim. 'Reckley, dey come up on Jim
running wid a pine bresh tied behind him to drag his scent away, but
it didn't bother old Brown.

"When dem dogs 'glin to push him, Jim drap de bresh and runned
back toward Konkabla. Now on Konkabia dere used to be beavers worse
den on Sucarnatchee now, Dey was a big beaver dam 'twixt de bridge
and de Hale place, and Jim run to dat beaver dam. You know when
beavers bulld dey dam, dey cut down trees and let 'em fall in de
creek, and pull in trash en bresh same as folks, to dam de water
up dar tell 1ts knee-deep. De dogs seen him, old Brown looking at
him, jes' 'fore he jump in 'bove de dam right 'mongst de trash and
things dey'd drug in dar. Brown seed him and he jump in right be-
nind him, Jim jes' dlve down under de raff, en let he nose stick
outer de water, Every once in a while Jim he put he head down
under, he holding to a pole down dar, and once lr, Beesley seed
3ty he Jes' let him stay dar.

“Brown would swim 'bout 'mongst de bresh, bhackerds and for'erds,.
ind terreckly Mr, Beesley tole old Br&%n, %Go git him.? Den all de
i2n got poles and dug 'bout in de raff hunting him, Dey knowed he
wos dar, en Marse Ike had a pole giggen aroun' trying to find him
too, Den he told Mr. Beesley to give him de hatchet and let him fix
"¢ mole, He sharpen de pole right sharp, den Marse Ike start to
Juz sroun' wid de pole, and he kinder laugh to hiss?f, 'ca'se he

Znowed he done found Jim. 'Bout dat time Jim poke he head up and
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gay: 'Dis here me', and everybody holler. Den he ax ‘em please,
for God's sake, don't let dem dogs git him. Dey told him come on
oute.

"You see, Jim belonged to Miss Mary Lee, Mr. John Lee's Ma,
and his Pa was kilt in de war, so Mr., Beesley was looking out for
her. Well, dey took Jim outer daf, and Mr, Beesley whipped him a
1ittle and told him: 'Jim, you put up a pretty good fight and I's
gwine to give you a start for a run wid de dogs.'

HJim took out towards Miss Mary's, and Mr, Beesley helt old
Brown as long as he could. Dey caught Jim and bit him right smart.
You see dey had to let em bite him a little to satisfy de dogs.

Jim could have made it, 'cept he was all hot and wore out.

"Dat's 'bout all I knows, 'cept us belonged to Marse Ike Horn,
and fust us belonged to Mr., Price Willlams, what run de hotel in '
Livingston., He took my gran'ma to Mobile, den he died, Us Ma
belonged to dey two chillun, Miss Naney Gulley, Mr. Jake's wife,
en Miss Burt Blakeney., Marse Ike Horn was dey uncle, and us all
come 'round to him, and us been here ever since. My mammy was
Ann Campbell, and my pappy was John Horn, and us ain't never had
no trouble wid nobody 'bout nothing.

"We's having a barbecue on de fo'th of July and us wants you
Yo come down to 1t, if Alice gilts along well, and I's gwine tell
you 'bout Rod and Big John, and John Graverson when dey runned
avay and about how 0ld man Jim Devers, Alice's step-pa, hid em in
de cave under he house whar dey had as nice hams as I ever et,
co'se a 1ittle tainted, but sho was good. Dem niggers was fat as
beavers, jes' settin' dar eatin' dat meat.,

"And 'bout de time Marse Ike slip up on a heap of niggers at a
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frolic 'twixt Sumterville and Livingston and put a end to de frolic.
De niggers having a big dance, and Marse Ike and de patterrollers
having a blg run, said dey wanted to have éome fun, and dey did.
Said he eased up on 'em wid a white sheet 'round him and a big bresh
in he hand, and somehow or 'nother, dey didn't see him tell he spoke.
Den he holler ‘By God, I'm bird-blinding,' and he say dem niggers
tore down dem dirt:chimleys and run t'rough dat house. He say he
ain't never heerd sich a fuss in a corn field in his born days.
What he mean 'bout bird-blindin'? When you goes in de canebrake 1t
so thick, you takes a light to shine de bird's eyes and blind ‘em,
den you kin ketch 'em., Dat what he call bird-blindin'. Yassum,
Marse Ike in dat too., He couldn't stand for 'em to have no fun
'thout he in it, |
"Come back on de fo'th of July, apd I's gwine tell you some

sho-nuff tales, You sort of caught me when my min' wa'n't zackly
on 1t, I ain't had no sleep, Jjes' settin' 'side de bed by Alice,
ketching a nod now and den. I's too sleepy to sing you no song,
but one I laks 1s dis: It sults me now in my age:

My lates' sun is sinking fas!

My race is nearly run,

My strongs' trial now is pas',

My triumo' jes' begun.

"You come back and I'll sing de res', I's got to see 'bout

things now,"
R,L,D,

7-14-37
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IS MASSA GWIN'ER SELL US?

(“Mammy, is O1' Massa gwin'er sell us‘ﬁomorrow?
Yes, my chile. 6&;7r&f6ﬁ“’“?/
Whar he gwin'er sell us? '
Way down South in Georgia.'
Aunt" Emma L. Howard sat in a huge, old-fashioned rocking chair
at her home, 170 Elmwood 8t., Montgomery, and sang the old slave song.
“hen she had finished, her memory recalled the time, years ago, when she

was = slave on the plantation of William and CGeorgiana Shepherd in Lown-

des County, between Mac's Switch and Morgansville.
"Dat was one of de saddest songs we sung eﬁ:§urin‘ slavery days,"
she mused. "It always did make me ory."

She thought a moment, smiled. _

T 'members I was de only light nigger in de fembly," she said
nroudly. "I was brung up in de house wid de white chillun. Twice a
veex I went to my memmy's cabin an' took a bath. I had my own sof' shoes
an' my own nightgown an' jacket an' played games wid my massa's chilluns.®

he explained her duties about the Big House as sweeping the
raadling porches and yards. Sometimes she churned. Afterward she would
Join the white children and(%i?gfgbmost of the day.

"We played hot-scotch,hring-'roun’-the—rosy‘an' lots of yuther
thin's I can't '‘member," she explained. "I musta been 'bout seven years
0ld den. ™

Emma says she is 84 or 85, but she looks older. She remembers
"ery 1ittle about her brothers and sisters. §he can only recall "Sist'
lellie, Sigt! Harriett an' 8ist' Liza.! ﬁhwrjhelped Aunt Evalina
In the kitchen.

Emma 1ifted her eyes toward the ceiling, endeavoring to recall



the exact number of servants her master owned.
"Edie was de4lauhdress,“ éhé fécailed, “an'vArrie; shé @és’de
weaver. Den dere was Becky; Melig; Annt Mary; E4, John)and ﬁhcle GgQrge
the house man, who married Aunt Evalina. Jake was dé over—lodker.(over~

seer.) He was a great, big cullud man. Dar was more, but I can't

Ynember. 1 was Jes' a little shaver den.'
She remembers that the Big House was huge and white with a beauti-
ful parlor and guest room, where the visitors were entertained. Gigantic -

vnite columns rose in front of the house, and"clusters ef magnolias

surrounded it. The slave houses were located about two hundred yafds
veck of the house. |
"iassa Shepherd an' Mistis Georglana was both good an' treated
de servants kin'," Emma said. "I 'members dat I used to keep de flies
offen «istis Georgiana wid a big fan, an"?nce I went to sleep. She jest:
laugh when she foun' me sleepin' dar beside her.
"liassa would only whup a slave fer two things," she recalled.”
One thiing was if things warn't done up jes' right at hog killin' time,
and de other was iffen a~nigger warn't clean when he 'ported for work
on lkonday mornin's. 01! Massa didn't do de whuppin's hisse'f. Jake did
it, but wiassa sat dar on his horse to see dat only a certain number of
Heks was give. -
"How did we feel 'bout a white man yho would be over-looker? We
elled him 'po white trash.' He wasn't thought much of by anybody.."
Emma said that every one went to church on Sundays and thatrshe
ized to sing the old religious hymns. When freedom came all the Shep-
rd servants had been taught to read and write, she said, and each
@lly had enough money to buy a little home. "De marster’ would meke

21 family keep pigs, hens and such; thefp he would market the products

"d dblace the money aside for them, Emma explained.
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Talking further about work about the plantation, she said:

"Louisa cleaned de parlor an' kept Mistis' room nice," She
took up a recital of work on the plantation. "Atter dat she didn't do
anythiﬁyfbut gsew, an' Sist' Liza hoped her wid dat. After de weavin',
ve done sewin!, and it took a lot of sewin' for dat family. Eve'body
had two Sunday dresses, summer and winter, as well as clothes for
eve'day.

"For de men's suits de wool had to be took off an' carded an'
cot ready to make. But we had plenty of wool from our own sheep.

"When dey kilt de hogs for winter.meat, dey took some of de
hands out of de field an' let dem hope. We had a smokehouse full of
hams and middlin's, an' when rainy spells came, us chillun would rake
up chips an' leaves an' make a smudge of smoke to keep de meat sveez.

"lNassa Shepherd and Miss Gegg§i§§%byﬁihzgéﬁ mighty kin' heart-
ed an' treated their servants gooq,/«once when Marse Shepher@ sent us
ctilluns down to de station wid a note, he say, 'Now, go fas'.) But
ve nlayed 'long the way an' picked flowers. When we come steppin'’
~ back, he say, 'I told you to hurry.' I held out de flowers an' say,
'See, us brung you some flowers;' but he take up a little switch an'
nevtle my legs good.

"llassa always give us plenty of eve‘thing.v On Friday us work-
ed an' washed, an' on Sattidy us cleaned for Sunday. Den on Sunday
w2882 would go 'roun' an ' have a mouthful at every house to see dat
eve'thing was done up Jes' right, an' if they wasn't, somebody got a
"wonin' next day.

"When us went to church on Sunday, liassa Shepherd, liss
Ceor~iana an' us three chilluns rode in de rock-a-way. Dat was a

tarrisge shaped mos' lak a bowl. De carriage was pulled by two big
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horses, an' de coéchman what sat up on de high seat had on a long
double-breasted coat, shiny black boots an' a tall silk hat. Massa had
on a silk hat, too, but he wore a tight-waisted coat. An' ligs Georgi-
aha, she look lak a bokay.

"S8he didn't lak to wear hoops, because she had sprained her
ankle once an' walked wid a limp. Bhe liked to wear thin, cool,
flowery dresses wid lots of ruffles an' lace. She also wore a scoop
of white straw,mighty sof' over de years an' flarin' high an' spreadin’
over de face. It was filled wid flowers an' tied wid long streamers
of ribbon."

Emma said that Mr. Shepherd died during the second year of
te war, and that 1t was whispered he was polsoned because he was so
c00d to his niggerqﬁoﬂ-ﬁhupillii-v"“Just before the war closedf)she
sahif;&@. Shepherd married again and f;tér moved to Texas.

"I was took on as a cook by a rich family named Marchiel, in
wontzomery," she said. "Dey treated me lak I was deir own daughter.

L vas "lowed to go out three nights a week, but no more, an' I had
to he home by ‘leven o'clock.

"I got engaged to be married an' de boy had to ax for me. I
'‘nenber dat liassa Marchiel say: 'If you don't take good care of her
Iill take her back.' When de younges' daughter married she lef' me
“er veil an' wreath, an' dey give me a weddin' dress an' shoes.

"iy husban' was a carpenter, an' we lived in dis house. When
te died, I went to work for a family dat once was de richest family
in de State. Dey comes to see me every few days, an' nex' week dey
ere comin' for me to spen' de day wid dem. De reason I has stayed
S0 well is dat folks has always been so good to me."
lzsh. Copy,

6/2/37.
L. &,
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,\%fg\ MY GRANDMA RAISED
_:,_\5@» PLENTY CHILLUNS.

Uncle Everett Ingram mused: "Honey chﬁf, my‘ig"ran'mammy was ée
beatehest woman to have chilluns dat you ever seen. I has hyared dat
gshe raised so many of dem dat she brung a mighty heap Jan de block; some-
wnere near a thousan' dollars.® | |

Uncle Everett is a familiar figure in East Opelika, where he has
lived for years. He was "a right good-sized 'scamp at freedom time" and
remembers much of what he has seen and heard. He was born in Russell
County, the son of Prince and Fanny lngram. They had seven other chil-
dren; Jerry, Clara, Rubin, Jep, Lula, Eugene and lucy.

Everett says of his life:

"Our house in de slave settlement was made 6f. logs an’ had one
room. 1t had a mud an' stick ehimney, a plank floor an' a boxed-up
 bed wid one leg at de foot. De mattress was stuffed wid shucks an'
straw,

"liy gran'pappy, Prince Walden, an' Lucy, his wife, come from
Rugsell County, too, an' beldnged to de Covingtons. Later dey was sold
to Dr. Walden, at Uchie. When dey come to Ucme de'eounty @ginlLﬂf
_{ndians. My gr:n:pgx;py ugeta drink likker wid 'em; but gran'ma, she was

fzeered an' runned away to Columbus, Qgggy. On her way dere, my mammy

%8 borned in de woods.

*I 'members dat when I was a strip of a boy, dey *cooked ash-cake

Pt ——

M leaves an' de chilluns et pot-licker an' bread an' greens outen wooden

e [ e

trays wid wooden spoons. Dey would sit under de trees an' eat. Each
family haa dey own bowl, an' us et a-plenty, too. In cold weather mammy
%ept 811 de cnilluns in de house by de fire.

“Master had us a two-room house, 'ca'se my mammy was de cook an' |

779"91‘- Dey made dey own silk den, too, an' raised de 811k worms. Us
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useta get mulberry leaves to feed de silk worms wid. Us used indigo,
which us cooked é.n' used for dye. Us would wear any kind of clothes on
everyday an' Sunday; an’ didn't have no shoes ‘til us was big chilluns,
"O1' Marster an' O1' Mistus, Mr. Bill an' Miss Lucy Ingram, lived

in a big weather-boarded house wid a wide hall an' a chimney at each

end. De v_l‘:_;.tcnen was off from de rest of de house.

8] 'members dat de overseer useta whip mammy an' pappy, ‘ca‘se

dey fignt so meih. He useta take my mammy to de carriage to whip her.
ligsrster was in de war den. When he come home, de overseer tuk mammy by
de han' to de house an' tell Marster ‘bout havin'®' to whip her. He'd
jest shake his head, sad-lak. He was mighty good to all of us.

"My gran‘pappy was put in de speculator drove, put on de block
an’ so0ld. | .

"I 'members dat Mistus read de Bible to us an' my mammy was con-
verted by de white preacher. He baptized her. De colored folks used

de white church an' set in de back.

"An' honey, dey shorely did have good times dancin' on Sattidy
nights; an' sometimes dey would dance 'till Sunday mornin'. W.r;énilme
corn needed shuckin', it was hauled up near de crib, an' on a purty
moonlignted night Marster would pase ‘roun’ de likker. It wouldn't
be long 'til dey was all happy an' had what dey called a general. De

general led all de hollers an' songs. Dey shorely did get dat corn

thucked fast, too.

"Gran'mammy was a great doctor; useta give us turpentine an' cas-
tor 011 an' Jerusalem osk fer worms. She'd give us all kinds of teas,
t00. I'members dat gran'mammy was also a _midwife.

"De Yankees comed through de yard in May an' tol‘* us: 'You's free.’
De Yonkees wasn't so goodﬁ hung my mammy up in de smokehouse by her

thumbe; tips of her toes jest touchin' de floor, 'ca‘se she wouldn't
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'eree to give up her older chilluns. She never did, neitggfg)

"Daddy stole both de older chilluns, dough, an' went off. De
Verkees stole provisions an' stock an' hauled ‘em off. De news got to
Uchie an' everybody hid out; Marster wid 'em. Dey hunted de money
wrut was hid n de colored folks beds; nearly $2,000. De Jewelry was
dere, too. Dey foun' some money at de big house an' sald: 'Dis money
air't worth a damn;' but dey tuk it Jest de same.

*I married Hattie Graves. Den I j'ined de church an' was

S&Vedo "

fes ington Copy,
8//37,
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FRLoNs KU XLUX RIDES WHEN DE 5 !
.
NIGGERS STARTS TROUBLE. ‘ 3
(Pho%o)

On a high knoll overlooking the winding Chewalla Creek is a
little one room shack. Its rusty hinges and weather-veaten boards have
seen many a glowling sunset; have stood against many high winds and rains)
they have for many years sheltered Aunt Hannah Irwin, ex-slave. Now the
0ld Hegro woman 18 too 0ld and feeble to venture ve}y often from her
small home. She lives almost in solitude with her memories of the past,
end an occasional visit from one of her old friends who perhaps brings
her some fruit or a little money.

"Yas'm, I'11 be pleased to tell you 'bout whut I remembers aroun?
de time of de War." Aunt Hannah sat stolidly in a chair that virtually

croaned under her welght; and gave utterance to this gentiment through

e lerze thick mouth, while her gold ear rings shook with every turn of
her head, and her dim eyes glowed with memory's fires. "Dere ain't

men I can tell you, dough,® she went on, "kaze I wuz only twelve years

0ld vmen de war ended.
"I wuz bawn on Marse Bennett's plantation near Louisville, Ala-
2ene, lia Memmy's name wuz Hester an' my pappy wuz named Sam.

2 4
"I remembers -one night raghtnatter de war when de re struction

Wz a-zoin' on., Dere wuz some niggers not far fum our place dat said
ey vuz adzoin' to take some lan' dat warn't deres. Dere massa had been
H1t in de war an' warn't nobody 'ceptin® de mistis an' some chilluns.

J
"2 a-takin' things dat don't belong to 'em. Dat night de white lady

N . ? '
‘ell, Honey, dem niggers, mo dan one hundred of 'em commenced a riot an

Ste come ober to our place wid a Wild look on her face. She tell llassa

Bennett, whut dem niggers is up to, an' wid out sayin a word massa
a
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| Pennett, putt his hat on and lef' out de do'. Twarn't long atter dat
“vhen some hosses wuz heered down de road, an' I look out my cddn window
| wnich wuz raght by de road, an' I saw a«@g;in' up through de trees a &

- vhole pack‘of ghosties; 1 thought dey wuz, anyways. ?ng wuz all dressed
| in vhite, an' dere hosses wuz white an' dey galloped fastef, dan de wih' !&V
" reght past my cabin. Den I heered a nigger say: 'De Ku Klux is atter
4 sonebody.

"Dem Ku Klux went ober to dat lady's plantation an' told dem
niggers dat ffen dey ever heered of 'em startin' anything mo' dat dey
‘ wz e-zoin' to tie ‘em all to trees in de fores' till dey all diedvf'um

beins hongry. Atter dat dese niggers all ‘roun’ Louisville, dey kept

nizhty quiet.
— "No m'am, I don't believes in no conjurin!. Dese conjure women
say dat dey will make my hip well iffen I gives 'em half my rations I /
:its fum de gover'ment, but I knows dey ain't nothin' but low-down, no-

count niggers.®

"Speaking of the Ku Klux, Aunt Hanngh. Were you afraid of them?"

// "Naw'm, I warn't affered of no Xu Klux. At fu'st I though dat

iey was ghosties and den I wuz afeered of 'em, but atter I found out dat

.assa Bennett wuz ome of dem things, I wuz always proud of 'em."

- "Well, what aégd% the Yankees?"/ghe was asked. "Did you ever
see any Yankeesj and(&hat did you think of the ones that came through

vour nlace? Were you glad that they set you free?!

]

o "I suppose dem Yankees wuz all right in dere place," she continued,

"ot dey neber belong in de SBouth. Why, Miss, one of 'em axe me what
nz den white flowers in de fiel? You'd think dat a gentmen wid a1l dem

Eﬁgnwtions on hisself woulda knowed a fiel' of cotton. An' as for dey

£
st tin!

me free! Miss, us niggers on de Bennett place was free as
. A

200N as we wuz bawn. I always been free.

taSﬂ. Copy"

S/e5/an,” "

1, u,
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Nﬁﬁ fﬁﬁ N}}ﬁwﬁf”g ¥ HEAPS OF DEM YALLER '
&

GALS GOT SONT NORF.

"When de War fus' started,® said Martha Jackson who was born
Covmvemmrecwet
in 1850, "dey wouldn't let none of de cullud people go to chu'ch !thout
dey had a pass, and mighty few white folkses would give ‘em a pass.
Dere was a heap of men (hit mou't have been six or twelve, my recollection
is short, but anyhow 'twuz jus' a big crowd) whut went back'erds en fer-
verds Jes' lack sher'fs and de calls de'se'fs de'Patterrollers.! Ef
de white folks give de niggers a pass, den dey could go, and ef dey was
to go'thout one, dem Patterrollers would have 'em a—-runnin‘ thoo de woods
jes' lack dey was a lot of deer, and ef dey ever cotch 'em, dey'd take
‘em to dey Marster and he'd jes' natchelly wear '‘em out!
"Den dey didn't 'low 'em for to go nowhurs much, eben when de plan-
tation j'ined one ernudder, 4id, 'dey'd ketch 'em over dere and fetch ‘em
back and dey'd git whooped ag'in, and dat's 'zéckly how come a heap uv

'em run'd away. I knowed a nigger onc't whut was gone nigh 'bout a

year, and he wa'n't gone nowhur but right up de big road a piece, livin'

in a cave whut he dug outer de side uv a clay bank. And Miss Betty say,

: S
'Yerthy, whur you reckon Dan at?' And I never ﬁaid nothin'. De Patter-

:.rollers couldn't fine him or nobody, and he ain't never showed hisse'f
11‘ daylight 'tel he peered up atter de S'render.

"And I knowed a woman name Tishie, Miss Mollie's house sarvant.
She run away 'case dey 8o mean to her, I reckon, and de culjud folks
harbored her and hid her up in de grain house wid de peas and sech lac',
Stedder down in de corn crib. And who wwer ‘twuz 'trayed her I ain't
Sayin' but a crowd uv dem Fatterrollers come and got 'er one night, and

tuck her away, and 1 ain't nebber seed Tishie no mo'.

"And one uv OYe Marsa's niggers "little boy¥ he go by- he tuck




Alabama -2 -

I\
o
homd

on might'ly, 'case dey say he wanted to marry Tishie. I know he fotch

ner up in de quarter fer ter git her sumpin' to eat atter de white folks
done sleep. But couldn't nobody marry, 'twa'n't 'lowed, 'outer one or
t'other uv de Ole Marsa 'greed to buy bofe uv 'em and ef dey didn't 'gree.

you sho'

better keep 'way fum dey place. And VYle Marsa and Miss Mollie
didn't nebber 'gree.

"I hear some uv 'em say one dem Patterrollers had 'bout three sets
er cullud chillun over dere, and some uv ‘'em favor'd Tighie, and ev'y
time hit come time fer 'em yaller gals ter work in de fiel', dey got
garnt Norf. I reckon 'case he never wanted see his own blood git beat
up, and dat Jim Barton was er cru'l overseer, sho's yer bawn. |

"'Twuz a heap of dem yaller gals got sarnt Norf frum 'roun' here
sho' was.M

Martha says most of the meaness of pre-war days on the plantetions
nay be charged wp to cruel overseers.

"Ole Marsa's wife's sister had s husband whut kep' de meanest
cverseer durin' de war dat L ever is seed," she declares. "Dat man would

meke 'em niggers on de plantation plow up a gre't big fiel' big as all

over yonder and den check hit fer corn. And checkin' corn in runnin' s

8traiznt row clean 'cross de fiel' bofe ways, and hit make a check 'bout

] tvo feet square. Den he'd make de niggers drep a grain uv corn right in
g de 1iddle uv ev'y check, and ef hit didn't come up straight as deese here
? lirgzers on my han', he 'd& snatch hit up and make 'em eat hit right den
:iaﬁfdﬁre, stalk and all 'thout ever bilin' hit a anything. And that'll
imﬁﬁty ne'r th'ow you in de middle uv a spell uv sickness sho's yo' bawn.
' "But dat didn't make no diffe'ns to dat man. And stidder dat,
:h@ﬁ nizh 'bout beat 'em ter deaf ef dey 'sputed his word 'bout hit, but

'.: d "o
| °" dey didn't 'spute, 'case dey was so skeered when dey drappin' hit

f 4t 11t ain't gwinter come up straight lack he say, dat dey couldn't drap
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nit good as dey could uv drapped hit. 'Case dey so skeered dey couldn't.
"Dem niggers Jes' natchelly shuck lack dey havin' de black ague

chill soon as dey heered him a-comin'. And when de Patterroles tole him

de niggers was a-risin', 'case dey foun' papers 'bout in de cabins, he

nigh 'bout kilt 'em. Bome of dem niggers run 'way down in de woods lack

deers and clam' up in de trees, 'case he sot dogs on 'em and some uv 'em

stayed in a cave in de clay bank and tuck to comin' up to us house nights

after vittles. And dat overseer man would send 'em Patterrollers jes'

lack dey was de sher'f down to foteh 'em back, and he'd say 'Dead or alive,

doan' make no diffe'nce.' And sometimes dem doge be done nigh 'bout

chewed dem niggers up. Den he'd whoop 'em sho' ‘nuff.

| "'Twuz a long and a wide stiff leather strop w'at he had whut hung
back uv his do', and hit had big roun' holes in hit, and he'd git him a
pot of warm salty water and set hit down by his side. Den he had 'em
;\:'cctch de nigger and put his feet in de long block, and somebody helt dey
han's, and he strip 'em stark naked, and he stretch 'em ‘cross a log, and
he dip de long stiff leather strop wid de roun' holes in hit in de briny
8alt water, and den look out ‘'case he comin' down on dat po' nigger's
‘nekkid bottom, De holes in de strop dey sucks flesh up th'oo ‘em, and de
inigger's a hollerin' en ev'ybodyvso skeered dey right ashy, en dey

¢an't nobody say a mumblin' word ‘case dey so skeered.

"Lawdy, Lawdy, dem was tribbolashuns! Wunner dese here 'omans

"8s my Antie en she say dat she skacely call to min' he er whoopin' her,®

t,
Case she was er breeder woman, en brought in chillun ev'y twelve mont's
-Ljes' lack a cow bringin' in a calf. En she say dat whut make her mo'

"el'ble to her Ole Marster. He orders she can't be pat to no strain
'tasen yy dat.

det.

En she say she give him praise en his gretty grave fer
But~dem others he worked 'em day en night, Sad'dy en Sunday too

< !
u'se sho' ter hear dem women uv er night battin' de clo'es on er log in
°reek wid de stick.
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"But fo' long dat man tuck rale sick, en he b'lieved in con-
jurashun but spite everything he done he got worser en worser and fo!
long he died. |

"So dey sarnt down in de woods and all over de plantation er
looxin' fer de niggers to come to de Big House 'case dey overseer was
dead. En here dey comes a-shoutin' and a-clappin' de han's and a-
holl'rin' sumpin' awful.

"*0le John Bell is de'd en gone
I hopes he's gone to hell!'
"En dat was de onles' time I.s ever seen dem nlggers happy on

dat plantation 'tel atter &'render."

fashington Copy,
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OR WE OWN THEM? “Ei’;:f:

"Yas, chillun, I 'members de wah; ‘'caze I was here when de Yan-
G

rees come t'rough an' I was owimBaamy/ obout fourteen year ole. Ole

’

DID THEY OWN US

L.erster he went off to de wah wid a whole passel of sojers, en' he been
cone a long time, en' nobody to home to look atter de plantation, 'cep
Ole L-istis en' Unker Jude, what was Ole Marster's fust slave he ebber
omed. Ole Marster en' Unker Jude was borned de same day, en' Ole
Lerster's pappy gin Unker Jude to him, whenst dey was leetle bitsy
babies. When Ole Marster mai'ed Ole Mistis, dey was young folks, en!
dm'move'fir he own plantation. He tuk Unker Jude wid him, en' Unker
Jude was de ca'i'ge dri%er. When Ole Marster went off ter de wah, he
tole Unker Jude ter look atter Ole Mistie en' evy'ting on de place .
'twell he come back! Whilst Ole liarster gone to de wah, Unker Jude was
oberseer for Ole liigtis, en' he made de niggers wuk harder dan Ole lMar-

ster Gid, to make co'n, en' oats, en' fodder, en' meat fer de sojers.

"Ole Mistis made de womens cyard bats, en' spin en' weabe on

te loon., What er loom look lak? It look lak er loom, dat what it look
lely vhat you speé7it look lak? All de womens, white en' black, wuk
saré makin' Jeans fer de sojers clgér)en' makin' linsey fer de women's
@és(} Us didn't had no udder clégYp'cep dem linséy, but dey sho was
200d uns en' las' er long time, iffen yer didn't stan' too close ter
(e fire en' scopch 'em, |

"Us kep' hearin' of de Yankees comin', en' one mawhin' Ole Mis-
tis she say: 'Jane, you go down ter de front gate en' stay dar en'
Patch en' gee iffen de Yankees comin' down de big road, en' when you

Sees 'em, you run tell me quick.'

"Bimeby, I seed de Yankees comin' about a mile down de road, en'
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I run tell Olé Mistis, en' she call de womens en' dey run down t'rough
de orchard to de big woods, en' I run tell Uhker Jude en' he onhitch
de mules en' lead 'em down ter de big gully behin' de fiel!.
10le Mistis tole me to run back to de house, quick, fo' de Yan-
rees get dar, en' git her gole watch en' chain outen de bureau drawer:
vut de Yankees come in whilst I was gitten de wateh en' chain, en' one
ob 'em grabbed it outen my han'! en' put it in his pocket en' tole ;%:
macer Yankee: 'I'se gwine tek dis homeéter my gal.'
"De nouse en' de yard was plum full of Yankees en' dey rid dey
. nosses en' tore up ev’yyiing, lookin' for money en' jewelry. Dey ax
ne vhar it was hid, en' I tole em' I didn't know en' dey said I was

lyin', en' iffen I didn't tell ‘em, dey would kill me 'lak er dam Re-

vel', en' I sho was skairt.

"Dey et up all de sump'n' to eat in de kitchen en' tuk all de
sect en' meal outen de smokehouse en' didn't lef' us nuddin', en' dey
vent to de crib en' tuk ev'y year co'n en' all de fodder en' put it in
vecins en' tuk ‘em off.

"De Yankees ax me don't I wanner be free en' I say: 'No, suh',
en' dev say ev'body gwine be free en' I won't hab ter wuk fer Ole liar-
ster no mo'. Den dey ax me whar Ole liarster at, en' I say: 'He gone
to wan', en' dey ax me whar Ole listis, en' I say: 'I dunno whar she

'em

at; rhe done gone off summuz.' Dey ax me whar de guns, en' I tole
us ¢idn't hab no guns.

"Dem Yankeeé mighter been dar till yit, iffen one ob 'em hadn't
Id his hoss ober a bee gum en' Man! dem bees en' dem Yankees sho did
%ess un! In about a minute dere wan't no Yankees nowhar 'cep down de
5 road whar de dus' jes' foggin' up! ‘'Bout a week some mo' Yankees

one, Hhut dey muster heared 'bout de bees, 'caze dey lef' dey hosses

Oiside de big gate en' walked Wwp to de house, but dey didn't stay long
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lcoze dey war't nuffin' lef' atter de fu'st Yankees done to' up ev'ything.
“En' vhen dey ready to go dey tuk dey guns en' stood way off en' shoot
de hee gums all to pieces, en' de%flewed aroun' en' us had to stay ‘way
'twel night. Unker Jude, he wuk all night long, makin' bee gums outen
2 hollow log, en' nex' day he hive ebery one ob dem bees en' put 'em in
ie new gums, en' de bees dey tote all de homey en' put it in de newth**N”
fes' as dey could mak£ comb fer it. Dem bees sho' was smart.
"When de wah done gone, Ole Marster he come, wid one he arms shod
nlur off, en' Ole Mistis she cry, she so glad to see him en' Unker Jude
ne cry en' hug Ole llarster, en' us all cry en' tek on, we so glad Ole
L.arster come back en' so sorry he arm shot off. Ole liarster tell all
de nigzers dey free now en' don't hatter wuk fer him no mo', en' some
er de young niggers went off atter de Yankees, en' neber did come back,
2t de res' ob us jes' stayed right whar, we 1is. Us had a mighty hard
tize for a long time, but de white folks had de smame hard time en' us
iiécn't mek no diffunce. I mai'ed Rufus en' us raise a big fambly right
der on Ole Liarster's plantation, en' outen us's twelve chilluns, ain't

nery one eber seen de inside ob de jailhouse. I raise my chilluns jes'

oo

1 Ole lligtis raise her'n en' dats de way to raise 'em, to wuk en'

“een outen debilment. Ole Marster dead en' gone en' Ole kiistis too, but

T

zeubers 'em jes' lak dey was, when dey looked atter us whenst we be-

lon_ed to 'em or dey belonged ter us, I dunno which it was. De times
"es better fo' de wah. Us had good things to eat en' plenty of it, en'
"2 led zood cl%%kaen' clean °1€f fer Sunday. Dat's mo'n some triflin!
il ers zot now.

"I goes to church en' sings en' prays, en' when de good Lord

“ .
L

€2 e, I'se ready to go, en' I specs to see Jesus en' Ole liistis en'

Ue -arster when I gits to de He'benly Lan'."

w1 N
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[slaly 4

?, ""‘"/'D'? .

Ly H'



Alabama | —~ Ruby Pickens Tartt 22
: Livingston, Alabama.
Sty ) .

R e &4

HOODOOIN' DE DOGS

Uncle Hilliard Johnggp and his wife Callie live on the Johnson
place about three anéf;mhalf miles from Livingston, Ala., the same
place Hilllard was brought as an infant of two in slavery days. H®@
and Callie tend thelr own little patch of ground and they own a
mule, White friends patch up the gaps in thelr financial structure
and everybody knows them, Uncle Hillliard pulled up his mule in
front of my house and climbed down from the high seat, leaving
Calllie sitting placidly in the sun.

He came around to the kitchen door and announced that he was
here, "'ca'se he got de word I wanted to ax him somepin.”

"Uncle Hilliard," I said, "I want to hear all about you and
your femily and whom you belonged to in slavery time."

"Well, Miss Ruby, iffen you is knowed me all dese years and
still don' know who I'm is, and my family 1s, and who us belonged
to, dey ain't no use of me stoppin' now to tell you. !'Sides, I's
sick, I's been to de horspital in York, Dr, Hills', and he wants to
overate., I's skeered of de knife and ain't got no money neither.

"I can't eat nothin' but tomato soup. Dem sho! is nice ones
you got dere on de she'f, and oyster soup and rice soup and all lac
cat, Can't eat no rough vittles iac collards., I ain't gittin' on

well atell, but I'll 'blige you a while, I was thinkin' other day

'bout you and dem ole sperichel hymns I leads out to Mount Pilgrim,

lou's got Oh Lord, I'm a Waitin' on You ain't you? I knowed you
had dat 'bout And I Can't Do Nothipn' Until You Comes, Sho Can't.
Tell, here's one you ain't got, 'ca'se hit's a really old sperichel
my gran'maw use to sing., I's sorter hoarse today, but hit go:
"Jes! carry me and bury me
I'1]l rise at de comin' day.

Jes! carry me and bury me,
I'1]l rise at de comin' day."
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"Now dat's jes! de chorus and de verse say:

"When I was in my worldly ways
Nobody had nothiN' to say.

Now I'm ridin' de pale white hoss
Evybody got something to say."

"Den de chorus ag'in, and hit's a pretty one sho's you bawn,"

I mentioned the figure of speech "pale white hoss", but he
"didn't know nothin' 'bout no figures!

"And another one, dey is 80 many, let me see. Here one but
I jes'! can't call to mine a heap of verses:

"Trouble here and dey's trouble dere,
I really do believe dere's trouble ev!ywhere.
Swing low, chariot, I'm gwine home.
Swing low, chariot, I'm gwine home."
"Den hit goes on and tell 'bout de mosner, says:
"Oh, dey's a moaner here, dey's a moaner dere,
I really do b'lieve dey's a moaner ev'!ywhere,.
Swing low, chariot, I'm gwine home.
Swing low, chariot, I'm gwine home.
"Oh dey's a sinner here, dey's a sinner dere,
I really do b'lieve dey's a sinner ev'ywhere.
Swing low, chariot, I'm gwine home
Swing low, chariot, I'm gwine home.
"Oh, dey's a Christun here, dey's a Christun dere
I really do b'lieve dey's a Christun ev'!'ywhere
Swing low, chariot, I'm gwine home,
Swing low, chariot, I'm gwine home.

"Den dey's a heap of 'em to dat song lac a "deacon" and a
"nember" 'and a "prayer" and a "singer", Jes' a whole passel dem
verses, but I reckon dem will do today.

"Now what else you want, 'ca'se dem mules 1s tired and I is
too., 'Sides I got to see a man and Callie in de wagglin and she's
"ot too. You knows Callie, she my wife, my second wife, and us
got twelve chillun in all, growed and married., Us still 1live on
de Johnson nlace theee and a half miles from Livingston right han'
slue de ole Boyd road west from town. Us belonged to Miss Ella

vohnson, she was us young Mistis, and Mr. Nep Johnson, dat's de

R28
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onliest ones I ever-knowed; My mammy, Frances Johnson, and my
pappy, Alf Johnson, come from down 'bout Cuble Station. Young
Mist'iss bought 'em I reckon and my gran'maw, Rachel Johnson.
Fus' thing I knowed, us was livin' on Johnson place. Dey was
good to us, 'bout seventy-five of us all together, I reckon., All
I 'members, dey looped de bridle rein over my feet aﬁ' let de
mule drag me all over de orchard. It hurt my head. And dey beat
some of ‘em up scan'lous, but dey was pretty good to me, I reckon.
See, I wa'n't so ole, Jes' a young boy in slavery time, but I re-
call young Massa told Tom, a young nigger dere, one time not to
go to de frolic.

"#Clean up dem dishes and go ter bed,' he say., And Tom said
'Yassuh! but Marse Nep watch Tom th'oo de do' and atter while
Tom 8lip out and away he went, wid young Massa right 'hin' him,
He got dere and foun' Tom cuttin' groun' shuffle big as anybody,
Young Massa called him, 'Toﬁ&q he say, 'Tom, didn't I tell you you
couldn't come to dis frolic?' ‘'Yassuh,' says Tom, 'You sho! did,
snd I Jes' come to tell 'em I couldn't comel!

"Young Massa didn't hurt Tom none, but I is seed 'em strip

'em plum nekked and high ‘bout kill 'em., I did see ‘em kill old
Collin, but dey done dat wid a shot gun jes' ‘'ca'se dey couldn't
control him, Did they have nigger dogs, you say? Yassum, dey
sho! did, but I'm tellin' you de troof now some of de black folks
gnowed how to git away from dem nigger dogs Jjes' lac dey wa'n't
dere. Mr, Joe Patton, you know Mr, Joe Patton don' you? Young
lir, Joe, I'm talkin' 'bout what's over here in town and use to be
de sher'ff, Well, in his day, he done seed a nigger hoodoo dem
dogs 'ca'se dey had nigger dogs after S'render too. I kin tell you
What I seed, but what dey done now, I doan' know, I couldn't tell

You dat, - But hit was a fair day, falr as 'tis now, and dey sot de
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dogs on dat nigger and 'fo' yer knowed hit dat nigger done lef!
dere and had dem dogs treein' a nexked tree. 'Twa'n't nobody
dere., Dey calls hit hoodooin' de dogs. And I'se seen hit more
times than one., Time I tell you 'bout, Mr, Patton was ag'in,
'"Twas a feller right here in town, I forgits his name but he
was a tall nigger, married Dennis Coleman's daughter., You 'mem-
vers Dennls Coleman, had dat gel call Hettie? Well, he married
Hettie, and he whooped her up mightily. She 'ported on him to
ie sheriff, and he went to git him., I can't think what dat nigger
zo by now, but anyhow lir, Patton couldn't ketch him and he sot de
dogs on him and dey couldn't keteh him. Dey knowed whichaway he
went, down 'bout Bear Creeit on Miss Mamie Smith's place in de flat-
wooas. 'Twa'n't no trouble to ketch nobody down dere, but dem dogs
couldn't do hit, and fus' thing you know he run back to Hattie's,
"Now Jes' give me a few tomatoes, lilss Ruby, and I mus' cut
“is short. Dey's a cloud comin' up over yonder by Peter's washpot
~nd dat's when us gits a rain. I got a fur piece to go for a old
nén. Yassum, I'se nigh 'bout seventy-nine years old and porely."
1237
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RANDOLPH AND THE LITTLE CRIFPLE '

Randolph Johnson, age 84, although he admits he was "jes'

Morgan Smith

2 1little piceninny” when the War between the States began, still
recalls with vivid clarity the days of his childhood on the old
nlantation. Unlike most of the former slaves, he never worked
herd. His hours were too filled with the joy of olaying, for he
belonged to a little crippled boy about his own &ge and guarded
over him all the time. &t night the little white master and his .
suell black playmate slept in the same room; the dllllphhaving a
nallet that he spread on the floor. During the day both little
vhite and black played in the shade of the cedars on the grassy
lavm. The kindly white owner of the plantation was always good
to 2andolph. Wever a cross word was gpoken to him, he says.

"3ut one day," Randolrh said, "de little massa took very sick.
ey wouldn't even let me see him, I had a feelin' trouble was a
conin', kaze little massa neber did have no real life like other
toys., He was always a lopkin' lak a sick puvny. I gues de Lawd
Jus' wmnted him fo' hisself, and he took him,

"..dder dat I was put to work on a mule dat turned de wheel
o de cotton gin., He jus' walk aroun' in cireles lak de mﬁie dats

mullint oa syrgg/gzg;s,/>ben de “ar ceme, and all de good clothes
BT |

2% e had made on de loom turned to tatters. De food got low;

? e of de slaves run away and some of our houses was burned by de
' V.iees, atter de war, de massa came back and told us niggers dat
wezﬁuhf slaves no mo'., Said we could go, but if we wanted to stay
wecﬂuld do dat too. He gib' each fambly dat stayed a mgle, & cow,
$715 tools and money enough to run 'em till dey could git de crop

f'rvested, He was de best massa dat any nigeer ever had,
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" "Den I come to Bummin'ham. I worked on de railroad dey

- vias puttin' through. I was a big nigger and I could make de others
stepe. I.was about six feet three inches and weighed near 200 pounds.
I mowd my ole massa would have been proud of me if he coulda seed
e a-workin' on de railroad and a liftn' dem ties and a sweatin'
;14 dem rails; I wished I coulde been in his cotton field and a-

- neerd him talkin' fair like instid ob listenin' to dat foreman
fxgibin' us de debil 'bout bein' lazy when we was a workin' our selfs
-ne&rly to death. Den one day I saw de foreman slap & nigger fo!
drinkin' at de dipper too long. De nigger picked up a shovel and
elon him}in de haid, and run. Back in de slabery days dey didn't
to soriethin' and run. Dey run befo' dey did it, kaze dey knew

ict§ if dey struck & white man dere want goin' to be no nigger.

%In der1 days dey run to keep from doin' somethin'! IlNowadays dey

on 1t and den dey runs.
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The Patriarch Abreham ' .
Saw_the Stars Fall U
Photo

A lot of water passes under the bridge in 112 years. I thought
of that as I talked to Abreham Jones, 1ll2-year-old ex-slave of
Villege Springs, Alabama. "Uncle Abe" says he was born August 1,
1825, 1in Russell County, Alabama. Perhsps the day, the month and
the year may not be exactly accurate. But they are near enough. He
recells the falling of the stars, the removal of the Indlens from
Russell County and the settlement of Auburn and other towns in that
section. Hls great age is not apparent in his looks, actions or
naturel faculties. His hair is thin and white, but no more so than
that of many men half his age, and his hearing is good. The mellow
voice 80 characteristic of his race, is strong. He stands as
straight as a soldler. And he works regularly to earn a living for
nis family. When we found him he was laylng a flagstone walk 1in
hard cley soll, and there was power in the swing of his pick and
his tamping axe His regular daily chores ilnclude milking a cow
and chopping wood. -

He describes the phenomenon of falling stars as an event that
cccurred when he was ';little shaver 'bout eight year' old." Noven-
ver 1%, 1833 was the date.

"Yes, sir, I saw de stars fall. Some folks say dey didn't
never fell but I seen 'em. Dey fell jJest like pitch from a torch,
'l-2-2=2-2ip, 2z-2z-z-z-zipl! and big cracks come in de ground. I
weeg settin' on de end of de porch, and I watched 'em. Dere was so
heny grown people crowdin'! into de house, 'twa'n't no use fer me

to try to git in so I jest sot still. We had a big sill under

‘ur house, more dan a foot thick, and so many people crowded in
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de house till dere weight broke de sill. Dey was cryin' and
hollerin' but de stars didn't hurt nobody; dey Jest fell and went
out, and I don't know where dey went den; maybe into dem cracks
in de ground. De cracks stayed a long time and it was dangerous
for de people to go about at night; dey might fall in de cracks.
One of dem I remember was two feet across and so deep dey could-
n't find no bottom wid a long pole. I reckon dem stars kept
fallin' for about a hour. Folks thought de end of time was
comin' and ever'tody got right after dat.

"Back at dat time de couniry was not settled much and dere
was lots of Indians. My grandpappy was a full-blooded Indian
put I don't know what kind. De Indlans was good people but if
dey thought you had done 'em wrong dey'é kill you right now. I
sew gome of dem when dey left dat country. Dey women carried de
bebies in some sort of sacks, hung down in front of 'em, and de
men carried some of de bigger chillun on dey shoulderse Dey
didn't have no property--jest lived wild in de woodse.

WA few years after de stars fell, a passel of people from
de other side of Columbus, Georgle, moved over and started de
town of Auburn so dey could have a place for a school.

"Before de war my people took me up to Blount County; and
vhen de war come dey left me to run de grist-mill. I was de

—~—— =
fust men in Algbama to try to grind a bushel of oats. I ground
'em too, A lady brung de oats and ast me could I grind ‘em, and
I told ner I would try. She say dey didn't had nothin! for de
chillun to eat. I ground de oats, and told her, 'Ole Mistis, I
knows jest how 'tls and I'1ll be glad to give you a peck of meal
1f you will use it.! She say, 'of course I will; jest put it in

Wit the oat meal, and I sure will appreciate it.' Her husband



Alabama -3 - Dy

was 0off to de war and she didn't had no way to feed de chillun.

I was workin' on de road a long time afyizmég_war and was
tellin' de men about dat when her son hear me. She had told
him about 1t and so he went home and told her he had found me.
gshe sent word back for me to go to her house and let her see if
I shore 'nuff was de ssme man. So I went and when she seen me
she say, 'Yes, he i1s the same man,'! and she called her husband
and de other chillun and told 'em sbout it. Her husband say,
'Well, dey 1s Jest one thing we kin do. If he ever need a place
to stay or vittles to eat, we must see dat he gits dem.!

"In slavery time I belong to kassa Frank Jones, and Timothy
Jones was de overseer on de place. Frank Jones had two plenta-
‘tlons, de one whar I was born and another one close to Columbus.
People ax me sometimes what kind of house I was born in and I
tell 'em I wa'n't born in no house; and I warn't, I was born in
ae middle of de big road.

"It's gittin' to where it's mighty hard for me to go now and
do de work to make sompen for us to eat. I can't git about so
feet and my head bother me & lot. I been workin' a long time now,
and you does glt tired after a hundred years of workin'l®

On hils wrists were circlets of heavy cord. I asked him why
they were there and he explained:

"To keep de pain out. Dey keeps 1t out purty good but if you
cen git a little leather band wid a buckle on it, dat 1s better
yet. I wears dese all de time."
ieshs Copy
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EMMA TELLS HOW TO

MAKE THEM "TEETHE EASY.'

Emma Jones, eighty-three years old, was born in the Chattahooghee

Velley between West Point and Columbus Georgia. She is very alert though

quite deaf.
"White folks," she began, "I belonged to Marse Wiley Jones and

nig wife, Migtis Melba.

"I lived in a little two-room log cabin with high t?:ster beds
enc. nettreses filled with cawn shucks. Our food den was af

way better dan
te stuff we eats today. It was cooked on a fireplace made outen rocks
vid iz hooks fastened into de side to swin ‘ﬂii pots aroun' on. Us
g I

cooked noe-cakes on a three-legged skillet dat sot ober hot coals an' us
nad e ig oven for to bake meat an' cawn bread.in. Dere ain't nothin' lak
it novzdays? no'm.

"Ole liassa had a big garden an' we useta git de vega'bles we et
f'v2 wis zarden. De folks was plenty good to us. Sometimes de mens would

& ] J g
bunt 'nossums an' pabbits an' wild turkeys, We sho' loved dem ‘possums

y I

mothered in 'taters.

"An' talkin' 'bout medicines. Let me tell you a sho''nough cure
or = beby dats havin' a hard time teethin'. Jus' putt a string of coppers
roon' e neck an' he won't have no trouble at all. Us useta do dat to
¢ li%tle white chilluns an' de black uns to; 'specially in hot weather
: . i
fen cey jus seem to have de misery.

) N i

"Atter us got to be big gals, us wo' cotton dresses an' drawses in

ot venther, an' when it git col' we had to wear long drawses an' homespun

%l ¢resses an' home-knitted socks and shoes dat,cobbler made in his

/

£ You know, white folks, we useta make near 'bout eve'ything dat

*$ needed to run a body raght on our plantation. Us had eve'ything. On

e us wo'! zingham an' calico dresses an'! I ma'ied in a Swiss dress.
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"I worked as a house gal an' when Miss Sarah ma'ied I went with
~er t0 nuss her chilluns. Besides Miss Sarah dere was Mista Billy, Mista
Crick, Misg Lucy end liss Emma. Dey had two uncles an' a Aunt of deres
lived dere taob.

\ "We had a happy fambly. At nicht some of de house niggers would
otrer ‘roun e fire, an' mistis would read us de scriptures, en' de
vnite chillu;s git tired an' slip out de do' but us little niggers
coulén't 'ford to do dat; us hadda stay dere whether us liked it of not.
Sosetives de massa let de nizzers dence an' frolic on Saturday nights,

)

tut ve warn't 'lowed to go offen de plantation, none certin' de ones dat

ned o wife or husban' on anudder plantetion: den dey could only stay for
time. Sometimes us could go off to church, an' I remembers a

in de creek. Some of dem niggers most got demselves drowned.
e vern't usedito so much water an' dey would come up outen de creek a

o e de
€

~ittin' an' a-ceughin' lak de debil had a holt of 'em. Dere was so

muen stoutin' I 'spose ever'body fo'ten miles aroun' could hear dem
niers a-carrin' on in de creek. !

~

"Durin' de war, my mammy helped spin cotton for de soldiers'

ciotes, an' when de Yankees come through, us hid all de valuaebles in
de w00ds, :Us had to feed dem an' dere hosses too. Dey et up near 'bout
aing we had on de place.

"Dere warn't no schools in dem days for us colored folks. Us

wrief f'um de scriptures, an' by listenin' to de white folks talk.®
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. o AUNT HANNAH HAS A
HUNDRED DESCENDANTS

Aunt Hannsh Jones lives with her dgyghter in a small four room
house on Tuscaloosa Street, Greensboro. ‘”Lawdy, she said, "It's
been so long dat I's mos! forgof "bout dem slafery days, but I was
bawn, in Bunker Hill, Amelia County, Virginny. My pappy was named .
Simon Johnson an' my mammy was Rhoda 3ohnson: My Marster was Alfred
Wood an' my mistis was Miss Tabb; Wood. When Massa died, de 'state
wves 'vided an' I fell to de son dat was too sick tb take care.of de
nlzce an' de slaves. Soon I was tuk to Richmond an' sold to JedgeA
licore of Alabammy for twelve hundred dollars. Dat was de fust
time I ever seed a slave so0ld. I was sixteen years old. When
Jedge Moore's plantation was so0ld de niggers went wid de place an'
1t was bought by Marse Isaiah an' Marse Bill Smarr. It was called
de Gillum Place and dat is east of Prairieville. I was house girl
an' hope wid de sewin' an' de spinnin'. ‘

"Us had good houses built outten cedar logs an' de quarters
looked jus' lak dis street dat I lives on now. We had good beds
=n' nlenty vittels to eat: greens, cawn bread, meat an'all kinds

of sweets. BSome time de men folks would ketch a 'possum or rabbit.

‘arster had a big vegetable garden an' we was 'lowed to he)p our--
selves f'um dis here garden. Us had two eve'y day dresses, an'
e done our washin' at night. When I was ma'ied, de ceremony tuk
nlrce at my Mammy's house an' I wo' a pretty white dress.

"Our oberseer was Harvey Williamson an' he went 'roun' at
2ine o'clock to see iffen us niggers was in beid., Sometimes atter

“e done been 'roun', us'd git up an' have some fun. At de break

0% day 211 de slaves would git up an' go to work, Dose golin' way
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down in de fiel's would have to git up even befo! it was light so's
to be dar when de dawn broke to commence de déy's work, Den dey would
come back at twelve o'clock for dinner an' res' awhile, den go back
zn' work till sun down.

"We.useta have a man on de place éat played a banjo, an' we
would dance an' play while he sang.
Dis was one of his songs:?

| White folks says a nigger won't steal
‘ But I cotched six in my cawnfiel!
- If you warit to see a nigger run.
/ Shoot at dat nigger wid a gattlin' gun.
\“"My last Marsters was two brothers an' dey had one sister,
Liss Sarah Smawl

"fe didn't hawe no Jail on de place, an' most of us never went

offen de plantation, Jjus' stayed 'roun' an' had a good time playin!

gonzgst ourselves. | Us niggers had a church dar on de place an'! a

- white man preached to us, but in Virginny we went to de same church

'#s de larster did. I didn't Jine no church dough till I come to Alabamyi)

"None of us slaves ever tried to run away to de nawth 'calse dey
ves good to usi} |
"Te useta hawe a doctor dat'd come roun' eve'y two weeks to see
now de slaves was doin' an' iffen we was sick he would give us some
meé¢icine. Some of de women would tie assfedity 'roun' de chilluns
necxs to keep de sickness away. | »
"Some Saddays we had to work after dinner, but most of the time
Larster would let us have a good time. On Christmas dayx.us had‘a
Lig celebration an' didn't do no wotk ot all,
"Didn't nobody have no time to learn us how to read an' write.
"I don't know nothin' ‘bout Mr. Lincoln 'cep'n he freed all us

®leves, an' when we heard dat us was free sll de niggers marched
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to Prairieville an'! had a celebration.

"Honey, I's had nine chilluns, twenty five gran' chilluns,

k twenty seven great gran' chilluns an' thirteen great great gran-

; ‘enilluns, san' I is expectin' mo' to come along pretty soon. I

~uess meybee I'11 have 100 descendents fo' I shuffle off.

Wash. Copy

8=-25-37
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WHEN SHERMAN PASSED THRQUGH

Aunt Josephine claims to be the oldest Negro in Eufsulsa,
Zhe says é;;—;;;f;;;n ninety-four years ago in North Georgia on
e plaﬁtation above Atlanta, She lives now in Eufauls, Alsbama
rith a great-granddaughter,

"I used to belong to Marse Rogers," she said. ™After sur-
renfer, Merse Rogers moved to dis country, and bought & planta-
tion 'twixt Merse Josiah Flourney's and Genersl Toney's, UHe
¢s1d his plentation j'ined‘theirs." She wes 8 nurse-maid all
of her life, even in Slsave dasys, and never was a "field nigger."
.eved if she saw any soldiers during the war she said she saw
"thousands, ™ 7

"] and my Mistis and her baby hid in de swamps three davs
wrile Sherman and his 2rmy was passin; through,™ she explained.

"nree Rogers wes in Vireinny end when he got back home, there

w2entt, nothin® left but a well. Everything had been burned up.

e house was gone and so was de smoke house; everythingz," OShe

n77ef that the well was a "™dry well” where melons and butter angd
mil% 2nd meats were placed, in Summer, to keep them cool.

"Those three days my little brother hid in this well, while
tre enldiers were passin',” she said,

"Fore God, Missy," she exclaimed, "™when we got dat little
nPerer cut ob dat well, he hsd almost turned white!™

iurt Joseohine is still & "nurse meid." She rocés her great-
{re=t-creste-grandchildren,

Ve e} ~
aEern -V(}ny
TN

LRI IR W ST
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‘ %ee County

10111 N ” o ack Kytle
It Ain't De Same
(Kb

Lucindy Lawrence Jurdon bustled feverishly about her tiny
Lee County cabin when she learned her picture was "goin' to be tuk,"
She got out her old spinning wheel; sat down before it and beamed,
Her daughter coming in from the field, exclaimed: "Mé, I done tol!
you dis lady was comin' to see you; an' you wouldn't believe me."

After she had posed, she seated herself to tell about slavery
deys. Her 61de§t grandson was sick in the next room'with pneumonlaj;
the cabln wag stuffy and bare.

Lucindy saiad:

"Honey, I ias borned in Macon, Georgy, on de twenty-eighth day
of some month or other; I can't 'member which, But de year was 1858.

"My pappy an' mammy, Emsnuel andQPatsy Lawrence, come from Jas-
ver County, Georgy. I had a sister named Jennle an' a brother named
Frhillip, but I was de oldest.

"0l' Marster had 'bout three or four hundred scres on his plan-
tation, His name was Marster LeRoy Lawrence, and he shorely was good
to 21l us niggers. His daddy was Mr, Billy Lawrence; an' de marster
had four chilluns,

"Us lived in a two-room'log house wid a lean-to next it, Us
vas well off in dem times, but us didn't have éense enough to know
it. I 'members dat us always had plenty of good victuals,

"Honey, us had meat broiled on hot rocks, roasted 'taters, ash-
caxe an sech; On Sundey us had ash-cake cooked %n collard 1éaves;
an! beef was served us when de killin' time come. Marster always
?lved de niggers plenty to eat,

"I can sit here an' picture dat house of marster's; a bbf, 8ix-
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room house wid wide plank weathér-boarding. Beside de house was a

big garden, and it had palings iround it.

; "My mammy was a fine weaver and did de work for both white

an' colored. Dis is her spinning wheel, an' it can still be uéed.

I use it sometimes now. Us made our own cloth an' our stockings, too.
"No'm, us neger did learn nothing. If us tried to read or

write dey would whack our forefingers off, Us lived forty miles

from de town an' 1t would take more dan two déys to git to town,

De women folks had to fix lunches every time dey went.

LT ——

"My grandmammy had sizteen chilluns., I 'mbmbers dat when us

‘courted us went to walk an' hunted chestnuts. Us would etring dem

{"an' put 'em 'round our necks an' smile at our fellers,

"On Sattidy nights dey would have dances an' dance all night

/
\

\long. Somebody would clap hands, beat pans, blow quills or pick de

/banjer strings, When us had cornshuckin s, dey would plle de corn

up, ring 'round it an' shuck, drink likker an' holler: ‘'Boss man,

boss man, please gimme my time; 'Boss man, boss man, fer I'm most

broke down,
ot art MNP

gw "I 'members dat one ol' sick man was freed 'fore freedom come.

fDey let him go whar he wanted to, so he dug a hole in de ground an'

—

|
L.

used it fer a room. He put rafters inside to help hold it up an'
1t slanted down at de back."

Lucindy mused a moment, concluded? "Dém was good days, honey;
Mehty good. But us shorely is in a bad fix now an' needs help
nizhty bad, It jJest ain't de same no more,"

1,1.D,

7-21-37
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THE FULFILLED WISH OF

MAMMY LUCY KIMBALL.

I made two visits to the home of Mammy Lucy Ximball. The first

ves Guring the month of April, 1937, the next was nearly a month later.
0n tne first trip I had a very successful talk with the old Negro woman,
wt on the last, she wasn't at home, and so the informetion I sought had
to wait. 1 was very disappointed that I couldn't see her on my second

venture, but 1t was impossible.

G i

Mammy Lucy had not grown very feeble when I last saw her, and her
nethodical mode of living can be attributed to her consciousness of the
enerehle age of elghty-five years which she had reached. She was born in-
to slavery in 1851 at Swift's Landing near the town of Blakeley, in Bald-
rin County. She was a slave in the Charles Hall family of that counfy
pefore and during the War between the States. In 1907, she came to work

or the Tv S . Fry and Santos Rubira families of lobile.

Following the War between the States, Mammy Lucy Kimball worked
“ verious families at the summer resorts of Baldwin County.

When a young girl, Mammy Lucy performed the duties of a children's
urse, and worked as a dining room servant. She had some education, and as
~¢ 2ed vorked in families of refinement and culture all her life, her
eaner vweg that of a well educated verson. However, like the average edu-
el serro, she still displayed the characteristics of the Negro of the
te-tellun days.. She said thét she strictly adhered to 0ld fashioned
Pinis, such as! going to church twice a week, not believing in doctors,
& alvavs taking home-concocted remedies.

I a2sZed her if she believed in carrying a rabbit's foot for luck,

"ich ghe responded:



- Algbema - -2 -
| 245
"Honey, you don' think I'm like these other Negroes, who still
velieve in that 0ld nonsense? I might tell the children that a rabbit
foot brings good luck because it:1is an o0ld custom for superstitious per-
sons to carry one, but, honey, you'd have just as good luck if you carried
orick-bats in your coat. My white people in Baldwin County never brought
ne up to believe in such things.”
"Well, Mammy Huey," I asked, "do you remember any strange or weird
tainzs that happened— during the Civii War?!

"Yes," she answered slowly, ®I remember during the Civil War some

0f the mischievous Sibley boys who were kin to the Hall family over in
Beldwin County, tied a strange long black thread to the ankle of a black

b0y naned Slow Poke.

"Some Negroes were going to town that night to fetch supplies and
enoni them was Slow Poke. The boys Jokingly asked him if he had hils rab-
01t Toot with him as he might need it té keep the rattling noises away
et ni-ht. Slow Poke showed them his rabbit foot and, displaying his
ening teeth in a broad grin he said that ''‘there warn't goin' to be
no -lhiosties atter himd The boys deftly tied a string to Slow Poxe's
enile vhile some 6f their friends held his attention. On this string were
eitneed three cow bladders. Slow Poke hadn't cone far when he heard the
“leffers rattling at his heels. He immediately decided that there»was

-

e v"nle troop of ghosts after him, and so began to hit his fastest gait
tori fhe middle of the dark road. EHe ran till he reached Montgomery Hill
f22 iiles distant, where the string finally wore out. His peovle didn't
fin7 Min t111 three days later. Then they took him home and gave him a
e whippiﬁg for running away."

heamy Luecy talked of the Hall and Sibley families and of the

°00%1 fhat they once had, and what happiness she found in being slave to

S0 919G people. She remembered all the summer resorts on the eastern
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@éO?e of liobile Bay when they were in their glory before the Civil War,
mﬁ.ﬁow the lobile ferries landed bringing over all the fashionable Mo-
uile families to their summer homes on the bay. She remembered hearing

sother Ryan, the poet-priest of the south, preaching at the dedication of

==

et

;statholic Church at Montrose and the storm in the '70's which almost
ieolished Alabama City (now Fairhope). She reéalls the landing of the
Confederate troops at Hollywood for wood when they left liobile at the
sithreak of the war on thelr way to Fort Pickens, Florida,to enter active
service.

I found Mammy Lucy to be neat and prim as she must have been thirty
verrs ago, when she first went to work for the Fry and Rubire families.

She gt111 walks with the agility of a young person, and hermnd is fer-

tile with fresh thoughts and with the deeds of the past. "I have found
nenpiness,® she said. "People have been,gdod to me and I, in return,

rove tried to be ﬁand tc those around me. I have lived =2 plain life and
“zve heen rewarded with a ripe age that still finds me feeling young. I

ste’l never grow old in my thoughts and actions, but always keep a place

in nr mind to welcome something new. I will have had a complete life if

-

Icen 1ive only two weeks longer. There is something I'd like to see.”

After a few more minutes I left her and returned home. There was

4.

vething I wanted to ask Mammy Lucy; something that preyed on my mind

e
-

[¥e]

v ioys. I wanted to esk her what the thinz was that she wanted to see.
S0 e go zentle and courteous; my interest seemed officious »rying in-
“v pffairs., Someday I shall go to see her again, I decided,and bring
7 : subject casually. Then she'll never know of my unworthy. curiosity.

Three weeks later I walked to the door of lammy Lucy's cabin and
“me norch stood a Negro girl watering a few pots of flowers.

"Is liammy Lucy at homef" I asked.
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The girl was silent for a moment, then she spoke in a high—pitched
"wining voice! "Mammy Lucy, she died."
1O0h, I'm sorry," I said. "When did she die?"
IFo! days ago," was the reply.
I walked down the path of pebbles toward the bay. The question
would never be answered but I xnew that Mammy Lucy died content.
Vzsn. Copy,

| 6/4‘/570




Mabama Mary A. Poole
N ~ : Mobile, Ala.

. "SATAN DONE GOT DIS

3 JUKING GENERATION™

Ellen King lives in a two room cabin nestling back in the
woods near Mauvilla, Als., about twelve miles gbove Mobile. A
little Negro boy led me along a circultous path to the ex-slave,
showing the weight of her 86 years. After talking awhile she
became interested and told that she was born at Enterprise, Miss.
on the plantation of Mr. and Mrs. Harvey., but could not recall
their given names, or the names of their children, of which there
were three, two girls and one boy.

They lived in a big white house and the cabins in the slave
guarters were bullt of planks, with streets between and little
gardens in front of them. Some planted vegetables and others
flowers.

The Harveys were good masters, they had plenty to eat, and
zo0od homespun clothes to wear and home-tanned leather shoes.

The women gathered leaves, bark, and indigo to dye the cloth to
make thelr dresses of different colors.

The plantation was large and had several sléves. Aunt
Ellen, however, could not recali the number of acres or the
nunber of slaves, but knew there was a crowd of them. The Har-
vey's ruised wheat, cotton and corn, and lots of live stock.

Aunt Ellen sat quiet for a few moments and sald:

"Lady, when I sits and thinks of all the good things us had
t2 ezt and all the fun we had 'course we had to work, but you
<nove lady, when a erowd all works together and sings =nd laughs,
firet thing you knows work's done."

Aunt Ellen recalled the Yankees coming through and tellilng

248
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all the slaves they were free, and that a lot of the slaves went
with them, but Aunt Ellen laughed and said:

"My Pa and some of the others got scared and hid in a big
cave and just stayed there until the soldiers left, and, lady,
he still stayed on atter the war with the Harveys, and I was
married there in the white folks church. They gave me a big
wedding, lots to eat, plenty of music, singing and dancing. Jest
like they used to say, we danced all night to broad daylight.'"

Aunt Ellen was asked how many times she was married and she
replied:

"Twice, first one dead and dop't know where t'other 1s, and
nad no children by either.*

When asked about religion Aunt Ellen said:

"Lady, I prayed and prayed and religion came to me, and I
Jined the Big Zion Methodist Church; in Mobile, Alza., but moved
here to iauvilla where there was no Methodist Church, so I Jjined
the Baptist Church."

Aunt Ellen says the people of today are going back not for-
vard, YAll they study;is idleness and to do devilment these
dzys. Young generation done gone, Satan got 'em, too much t Juking!
these days, have no time to study 'bout the Lord and their dying
day. All they do, is Juke, Juke, juke! When they closed the
schools up here in Mauvilla, they had children 211 Jjuking.

The writer was somewhat at a loss to know Just what Aunt
Z1l2n meant by "juking," but thought best to let her talk on and
7% make a direct inquiry, and after a little Audt Ellen continued:

"No, 1ady, we used to call figgers for our dancing, had a
blz fiddle and two small fiddles, and a set in one room and one in

t!'other, None of this twisting and turning. I Just can't stand
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all that juking, Just won't look at it."
By "Juking" Aunt Ellen meant rough dancing of the generation
of today.
Aunt Ellen firmly believes the old-time religion was best
for all, and tried to sing in a waverlng volce the following:
"Down by the river side,
Jesus will talk -and walk,
Ain't going to study the world no more,
Ain't going to study the world no more,
For down by the river side, -
Jesus will talk and walk.¥

BIBLIOGRAPHY: Personal conversation with Aunt Ellen King,
Mauvilla, Ala.

R.L.D. |
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 Daphne L. E. Curtis,
Fairhope, Alabama.
Demps A. Oden, Editor.
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¥ ' THE ORPHAN SLAVE-GIRL
R

In the suburbs oftzg}rhOpe, in a rough but neatly-kept cottage
of two rooms, lives Mandy¥leslie, a hardrworking Nezro woman whose _
enersy belies the seventy-seven years to which she credibly lays claim.

Twice widowed and her children scattered to the winds, Mandy is a

tillar of strength and comfort to several white households, where she gﬁkﬁ;_

reles weekly calls to eare for the laundy work, "wash and iron,"

as sﬁ;ﬁ‘i
cails 1t. The washing 1s done in the back yards, where a hot fire
under an iron pot boils the garments to a state that permits Mandy's
rubbing over a fluted wash-board to make them spotless. Strung on 11nes
in the sun, the clothes are ready for ironing next day. .
Using old-fashioned sadirons, hested at an open fire, Mandy turns
wht g "done-uph product that any moderp,laundry might envy. During the
ircning process, which takes place in fhe hall or a spare room, the
2igtress of the house is entertained with a steady streem of bilography,
coszent, and information from the lonely old woman who relishes this
tpiortunity to talk to somebody, especiglly if there happens to be a

visitor who is hot familiar with her story. A typical evisode runs

e g

"Wossum, I 'members de war, but I don't lak no wars. Dey give
“Ivs trouble and dey's full of evil doings. Wnen de Yankees come
rovi here, dey took my mammy off in a wagon, and lef' me right side
“¢ ren, ond when she try to zit out de wazon to fetch ne, dey hit her
=24 gnd she fell back in de wagzon and didn't holler no more. Dey
el Frigt ope up de Dig road wid Mammy lying down in de wagon - she
Ut e Teen dead, ';:i§§ I ain't never seed her no mo'.

"Unker John Leslié and Aunt Josie and all dey chillun come along

~ ¢ 7rion, zwine up North, dey seid, and dey said dey found me standing




| isov side de road crying for my mammy. Aunt Josie, she say: 'Pore little

1.7, you gwine wid us. Us ain't got much, but us cen't let you die.'

b

i»d Unker John, he say: ‘'Poor chile, us mustn't leave her disaway.' He

1i7% 1e up in de wagon and us drive twell de mule gin plun' out, and den
_ P
us gton and took up on a place not fur Tym Mon'gomefy, on Mr., Willis Biles'

-

plzce. Us live der twell I was grown woman, and Mr. Biles sho' was a good
wan 0 live wid and he treat us right every year.

"Den I married Taylor end us kep' on living wid Mr, Biles and all
t'pec of us's chillun was borned dere. Den Taylor died wid de fever,
ond me had insho'ance what us pay a dollar a mont' for de longest and he
"it take care me and de chillun when he gone. Bless God, dat money
Ciin't teke care nobody 'cept de doctor and de burying-man. Dey bofe got

fer nort and lef' me jes' two dollar and seventy cents, dat's all. Ir.

)

W ;
ilee sny dey ought to be whipped for chéArgin' me lak dey did. Den he .

2% o0 see 'em, and cussed ‘em out, and dey sont hgck twenty dollar. I

int® wagte no more money on insho'ance, no ma'am!

"I had a hard time keeping my chillun and working de crap too; but

r, Ziles, he 'low me a2 mule, jes' lak he do Taylor 'fore he died, and us

e foor bhazs of cotton de fust year and five bags de nex' veang I pick |@
er~ lnck of it myself - jes' me and dem 1little chilluns.

"Den Rufus he come along and he thought us had all de insho'ance

ale!

nd he court me so hard and so reg'lar dat I act a fool and married

Ta

e turn out to be de no-countest nigger dat ever lived. !'Stead of

- . bl
My

a o~

©emmortine me, us had to support him for nigh 'bout ten year, me and

¢127un. He had a misery in he back, and couldn't do no hard work lak

Ou-{ o~

snd nhoeing. Ithirt he back to pick cotton and pull fodder, and

fanl
A |

. 1 .
cet ‘roun' and make a few baskets and eat lak a hoss.

e

-r. Willie Biles he died, and he boy, Mr. Joe, he took de place and
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run it for he ma. Mr. Joe told Rufus ‘tmaﬁ’ﬁ nothing de matter wid him but
cann lazy, and if he don't git out and he'p me work,,he:génnqase$,¢e Ku
¥Klux on him. Den us got scared and moved‘nigh Tbout to Uhicntown;.and

Gm live wid Mr, Bob Simmons for seben years hand-ruming, and he treat us

Ergﬁm every fall 'bout de settlement. Mr. Bob he say 'tain't nothiﬁg.de:k

retter wid Rufus Jes' lak Mr. Joe say, and Rufus say he-gwihe.mbverto
tovn whar he kin git work to suit him.

WUs move to town, and Rufus he gohe all dﬁ& looking for a job A
and don't find nothing to suit him. I has to také in~waéhing from de
vhite folks to feed us and dey charge two dbllars rent for de 1little shack |
us live in. 'Twan't right to do dat;"cause 1l ain't never paid no house-

rent in all my bo'n days, twell den.» And de fust t'ing I know, dat trif-

linz Rufus he done sell de mule and wagon and got drunk and lost -de res'
of de money. Us was sho' in a bad fix., Why didn't I quit Rufus? Yossum, -
I 'enects I ought to done dat; but he so humble when he sober up and bray |

20 strong. He say de Lord done call him outen he meanness and he gwine

=

preach Jesus. He make lak he need dem preacher clothes, and us skimped
alon end saved 'nough to buy Rufus de suit of clothes wid a long-tail
coat. He got a high-up hat{ and a Bible, and he sho did look gran'. Us

¥2e nroud to see him all fix up and going out to labor in de ¥wineyard of

"Us give Rufus de las' t'ree dollars us could scrape[égland he got \1/’5

& e train and went to Mon'gomery, but us ain't seen hair nor hide of

I

Y ni»zer sence. In 'bout a year us got a letter fggfﬁim in Juliet, K,\
2 in I1linois, wharever dat is, and he say he in de pen'tenshry for

€1 rear, 'cause dey 'scuse him stealing a woman's jew'lry, and would I

el

t.r. Biles and Yr, Simmons to do what dey can to get him out. He re-
2% 2nd been washed in de blood of de Lamb sence he been in jail. And

°°7 if anybody write me dat he runned off from Mon'gomery wid 'nother
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woan and dat he got a wife in Chicago, it's a lie.
"Dat fix me wid dat triflin' nigger, and Vir, Sam Broady, what's a
£

[1.vyer, he got me a 'vorcement and gin me back my fust name, Leslie. Now

I's t'rough wid marrying. My chillun done all gone and got married, and

I come hack here wher I come from.: . }Twix' here and Brantley, ig de place.
"How 01d I is? I was five vear old, come de Surrender- how old

¢st make me? Sebenty-seben? Dat's right and I be sebenty4§§gg; dis timegf\

nex! vesr. How I know I be living dis time nex' year? 'Cose, I will be |

117in:! I always nctice dat when I lives t'rough March, I lives de res'

of ce vear, and ain't March jes' now gone, huh?

"How de way wais' ironed suit you, Missy?!

fssh. Copy,

v lenm
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DELLIE LEWIS KNOWS

CURES AND "CUNJER.,"

"To begin at de beginnin', white folks," said Dellie Lewis, "I
vas bawn on de plantation of Winston Hunter at Sunflower in Washington
Sounty, Alabama. Its on de Southern Railroad. De fus' thing dat I re-
nenbers was when de Gran' Trunk Railroad cut dere right of way through
nesr Sunflower. Dey had a chain gang of prisongrs dat warn't slaves

e

avorkin' on de road, an' me an' anudder little nigger gal was sont wid
biz cens of buttermilk to sell 'em. One day a handsome white genéman
rode to our house an' axe me fo' a drink of cool water. He was de fo'-
nan on de road. Jus' as soon as I handed it to him he done fell offen
higs hoss on de groun'. I run to de lMigtis an' she got some of de
nigzers 'roun' de place to ca'ay de gent'man to de big house, a1 ' do
vou now it, white folks, dat man, he neber open his eyes again! He Xkep-
ipacallin' de liistis his mammy, but he neber open his eyes to see dat
sie vern't his mammy. He died a little later wid a conjested chill.

"Den I remembers one of de Alabama River floods, dat swep' ober

e lan' an'’

washed away lots of de food. De gover'ment sont some sup-
nlies of meat, meal an' 'lasses. De barrels was marked U. S. an' one !
nivver, bein' tired of waltin' an' bein' powerful hongry tol' us dat

‘e L. 8., on de barrel meant Us, so us commence' to eat. When de ober-—

sezr coue to gib us de meat an' 'lasses, us be done et it all up.

"Ws slaves useta git up at dawn; de oberseer blowed a cow hawn to
c2ll g to work. De Hunter slaves was 'lowed to go';yisitin' udder
sleves atter work hours an' on Sundays, an' iffen we was to meet a patty-
roller, an' he axe us whar we f£'um an' who we b'long to all us had to
Sa?i@m’iﬂé's Hunter niggers; an' dat pattyroller didn't do nothin',

%ze de Hunter niggers warn't neber whupped by no pattyroller. Some
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niggers when dey was kotche? eben dough dey warn't Hunter niggers,
dey'd say it jus' de same,c%ﬁie dem pattyrollers was always 'fraid to
fool 'long wid a Hunter nigger. Massa Hunter, he was somp'n'.
"Durin' de Christmas celebration, us all had gif s. Us had

quilting bee's wid de white folks, an' iffen a White gent man thowed
2 quilt ober a white lady he was 'titled to a kiss an' a hug jum her.
Atter de celebrafin' we all had a big supper.

\{"An* speakin' of cures, white folks, us niggers had ‘em. My
crandmammy was a midwife an' she useta gib-~ women cloves an' whiskey

to ease de pain. She also glb 'em dried watermelon seedg to git rid

of de grabel in de kidneys. For night sweats Grandmammy would put an
axe under de bed of de éick puseon wid de blade asittin' straight up.
An' iffen yo' is sick an' wants to keep de visitors away, Jus' putt a
fresh laid alg in front of de do' an' dey won't come in. If you is
anxious fo' yo' sweetheart to come béck f'um a trip put a pin in de

sroun' wid de point up an' den put a aig on de point. When all de

insides runs outen de aig yo' sweetheart will‘ggﬁurnnx

256

"Yossuh, white folks, us useta hab‘games. Us useta play; 'puss in

de cawner’'next do' neighbor' an' 'fox an' geese.' I kin gib you
soiie of de songs we useta sing:

"01d sweet beans and barley grows,
014 sweet beans an' barley grows,
You nor I nor nobody knows,
Where old sweet beans an' barley grows."

"Go choose yo' east‘
Go choose yo' wes',
Go choose de one dat you love best,
If she's not here to take her %art,
Choose de nex' one to yo' heart.
"I is always been a 'piscopalian in belief, white folks. I
"2'ied Bill Lewis when I was fifteen year old in Montgomery an' us had

taree chilluns. I is strong in my faith.
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"In merecy, not in wrath,
Rebuke me, gracious Lawd

Les' when Dy whole displeasure rise,
I sink beneath Dy rod."

"Yagsuh, I remembers de war. I seed de Yankees %@archin' through
our place an' down de road dat led to Portland in Dallas County. Dey
vas mighty fine looking wid all dere brass buttons and nice lookin'
uniforms. Dey didn't gib us much trouble. bey had a Cap'n dat was
rood an' kin'. I heered him say dat dere warn't agoin' to be no stealid
o' atrampin' through folks' houses. Dey slep' outen de yard for one
nicht; den dey went on in to Portland.

"Mr. Munger was outloberseer, but he had money of his own. He
was better dan mos' oberseers, an' dere warn't no po' white trash, dem
onery buckers libed further back in de woods.

"When us was sick Dr. Lewis Williams, who was de doctor of de
nassa, 'tended to us slaves. I remembers sittin' in de doctor's lap
vhile he tried to soothe my allments.

"Us house servants was taught to read by de white folks, but ﬁy
;ran'—mahmy, Alvain Hunter, dat didn't have no learnin' but dat knowed
de Bivle bacﬁards an' farwards, madg us study. When me an' my brother
vas learnin' outen de Blue Back Speller she say:

"iHow's dat? Go ober it.!

"Den we would laugh an' answery 'How you know? You can't read.™
"1Jus! don't soﬁn' raght. De Lawd tell me when its raght.
Tou-all can't fool me so don't try.'
"When de marriages was preformed, de massa read de ceremony an}
te couples would step off over a broomstick for luck. Den we all had
& bir supper, an' dere was music an' dancin' by de plenty."
Bash. Copy,

5/28/37.
L. H,
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"LIGHTNIN' M

Ignorant of the date of his birth, which occurred at
Cahaba the old State capita%) Lightnin' was an overgrovm, gangl-
ino youth of fourteen or thereabouts when the Civil War began.
~orn into slavery, he was the property of one <oel Latthews,

“+
l».)

cetion planter, whose fields lay near the then new cajital city.

. Lightnin' is hapriest when spinning some yarn of the old
e LA e Al ‘
ceys far an interested audience, and when one such inguired as
to how he came to be called ®Lightnin'," the old man broke into

tcothless grin and launched at once into another of the stories

“on t0o nis heart.
"Dat's liassa Joel's doin's, boss. I jist natcherly wa'nt

wior any too peart an fes' on my foots, an de fus' thing liassa

=
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eber sot me to fetch him was a cool drink o' water. De

O

=7
v oA

L

Leter done got wa'm 'fo' I brung it to him, an stid'er scoldin,
he _ist bus' out laffin' an sgy: “Boy, you is so slow L gwineter
call you after the fas'est thing on earth. Frum now on yo'

nere is Lightnin'.® 4n I been Lightnin' eber since. Co'se I
inoed hassa voel was throwin' off on me, 1il' as 1 was, but it
leos lak I wa'nt bawn in no big hurry an I jist been movin'long
~lou=like eber since.

"lassa Joel musta been bawn on a sunshiny day ‘'cause he
sno' vas bright an' good natured. Ebeg nigzer on de place love
~L.lak he yas sont from Heaben. Lios' eber day he come to de
Lhisters wid de fambly doctor to look atter de niggers, fer he

-7 4 well-fed, healthy nigger, next to = mule, is de bes' proper=-

~.uin e man kxin 'ves! his money in." An' us slaves fared as



good as anybody. y , | S
"Naw suhi Massa J@&l a:.n't neber hit me a lle in his llfe,'“ S

He say a well nlgger whut doan wuhk, slo a.m't got no eats an

care comin' his way, an ought. er be sont domm de Rlbher. |
“Is I been mah':.d? Ya.s suh. I done had fo' w:.ves, a.n o

raise 'leben chillun. But 'taint 1lak in de o_le days. Chil lun |

all gone, an de oie niggef got no white folks, makes it m:x.ghty

hand to git along . 'Bout all de .0le man kin do is flSh an I

Ugoeg dat an gits a 11 1 Somp in to eat. 'Fe young lassa ‘Eom

passed on- he was Massa Joel's boy- I ain't neber wanted fer nothin's

I vias Massa Tom's body guard. Us' hunted an fished together, piay-

:d wid de white chillun an sometimes I rid behin' him on de hoss,

or on de fore seat wid de ca'iage driver when de fambly went to

ciu'cho® :

“But dat's all in de pas', an de good Lawd say no man kin
oring back de pas'. So I reckon, ef you all '11 'scuse me, I
etter go fish my *c.rot:_\;ine an git somp'in to make *’\ skillit

srelle™

~1

“lash, Copy, | : r
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PRESIDEN’T BﬂCM’}IAI\I.

On a bright &pril afternoon, while strolling along the Louis-
ville and Nashville benana wharf and watching the crisp breezes
from the gulf make small waves lick at the p‘ilings, I met an old
Legro mén who was fishing for éroakers off the pier. He had, sitting
peside him, a baskel containing wicker canes for wmaking and repairing
cieirs. In the course of our conversation, I asked him his age.

"I'se eighty year old, white folks,™ he replied. |

"iell,® I said, ®you must have been a slave back in the days
velfore the Awar." |
(j‘ "assuh, boss. I were eight year old when Gen'l Grant freed
Ce nizzerse )He spo;ce the words in a clear, strong voice and with
¢ slizht rolling motion of his gray brlst.ly head.

W34t General Grant didn't free the slaves,’ Uncle," I protestedQ

“Oh, yassuh he did too, white folks,®™ he éaid respectfullys
Zo' I wuz right dere when de gen'l come into Richmond and sot us
ree M |

What about Abrahan Lincoln?™ I asked.

"iell, I guess he done a part of it, but he didn't do no
“l_atin', kaze he hadda 'tend to de business in de White House. He
el'' Ce freein' part to Gen'l Grant. I don' guess Mir, Abe lived
lon enough ter help us\niggers much. He went to de Forg's Circus
Ll ot hisse'f shot.“/

“ihat's your name?® I asked.

"2illy Abraham Longslaughter. De niggers all calls me Billy,

Ul ole llacsa Longslaughter afore he died called me Willieam,®




Alabama

"Where were you born, Ticle Billy?"
"On ole Massa Longslaughter‘is plant.ation near Richmond Virginny.
“Can you read and write?" |

"Dey neber teach me no readin' and writin' ka&ze 1 had to work’

1

cvestions continued with the regularity of: a metronome;) neverthe-

de fields." His rusty hand rubbed across his wbo}]_y head, as(my
/

ies:-;, Uncle Billy seemed always glad to answer them. I couldn't
helr but notice with what ease he moved about. Hekhad the agilify
of & wan twenty years his Junior though his face peing caverned '
Witi *«.rf:?_nl«:les) gave him the appearanfe of great age. |

/nere 1s your home now, Umcle Billy?® I continued.

"l.ost any place I goes, white folks. Ma Wifé, she died 'bout
roryy year ago in Virginny, and I been a trabelin' eber since.”

"Jhat do you do for a living begides fish?" I asked.

"Oh,™ he said, "I canes a few chairs,® pointing to his basket
ol ciair-canes beside him on the stringer of the wharf. ™You sée,
2ite folks, when &all dis repression came on an' dere war'n't no
verl: fo' de people tuh do,‘ jes lak all de young scallawags I hops
.2 & train and goes on a tr'ip.")

".here do you go next, Uncle Billy?"
".7e1l, I guess I mought run ober to Mew Orleens if I can catch

~& @ ireight train a goin' dat away."

"Aoout your fixing chairs,™ I said. "Have you ever repaired
‘.. Jor well known people?%

"Lor', white folks, I caned a chair oncet fo' President Buc-
~f..2r and he used it ter sit on in de White House. I'se made many

¢ cielr fo' famous people as I trabeled about. I guess I jus' keep

°: & Join' as long as I'se able, and when I goes on dat last trip
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across de quiet riber, I'se goin' ter make one for ole Gabriel,

so's he can res' hisself in between times he blows on dat-hawn."™

iash. Copy,

1/27/37.
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PSYCHOLOGY OF A RUNAWAY SLAVE

Of course you know that we always called the older colored
men "Uncle® and the older colored women *Aunt,® It was proper
manners,

014 "Uncle" Egg;g was the oldest slave on the plantation,
"Uncle® Toby having dled. Louls was a "Guinea nigger." His
ancestors had been brought from the Guinea coast of Africa. He
had the characteristic marks of his tribe, being short, stroné\and
very black, with heavy neck, thick lips, flat nose and eyes like
those of a hog. He had great knowledge of wild plants, claimed to
understand the language of birds and beasts, He prided himself on
his powers as a hunter and also claimed intimate frlehdship with
ghosts and spooks., Being what was known as a "yard servant," he
had picked up much of the talk of his white masters and spoke his
own version of thelr language,

Old %22;8 was what was called a "runaway nigger." He would
run away in the latter part of the summer once in every two or three
Years and come back in time to help dig sweet potatoes, I was out
in the sweet potato patch one morning when he returned. The doctor
wag there, also. When Louls-walked up he simply sald, "Hello, Louis;
are you well?" '

"Yas sir, Marster,"

"Well, take that basket and go to picking up potatoes." Not
& word was sald about his running away. After the hands had knocked

off work and Louls was sitting in front of his cabin, I went to him
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for an interview,

"Uncle Louls, what makes you run away? You don't get whipped
of abused in any way."

The 0ld slave scratched his grizzled head, puffed at his clay
pilpe and pondered the subject for some time before he replied:

"Marse Davie, I does cause de woods seems to call me. When
de fall insec's 1s singin'! in de grass an' the !simmons is gettin'
soft an' de leaves 1s beginnin' to turn, I Jes natcherly has ter go.
De wild sloes, de red haws an' de crab apples is ripe. De walnuts
an de hickory nuts an de beach mast drappih! an de blue smoke comes
over de woods, an de woods blirds an de yard birds goes souf wid de
cranes an ducks an wil'geese an dé blackbirds an de crows goes in
droves - it seem lack all dat 1s jes callin' me."

"Fhere do you go?" I asked. |

"lorsy, Marse Davie, I never goes off de plantation. I always
go tc de woods back o' de pastler. Ole Master knows whar I is an so
does Henry., Don't you know dat holler dat come down on de lef'! han'
side of de branch « de fus holler you comes to, not more dan two
hundred yards in de woods?® I knew it well.,

"Don't you 'member a big green oak tree growin' on de right
han' side of de holler bout a hunder yard up de path?*

"Well, sir, dat tree 1s my home, I done togg;d some poles an
some sedge gress up dar an made me & bed - but you can't see it from
de groun', When I gets up dar I can see all 'roﬁn'. I seen you an
Yorgse Joe de las! time you go fishin', I lays dar all day and listen
to de birds an critters talkin'. A chicadee tole me you was comin!

long befo! I seen you. Den a jay bird caught a sight of you an he
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tole me, Can't nobody come along widout d4e birds tellin' me, Dey
pays no min' to a horse or a dog but when dey sples a man dey speaks.,
I done teme' a squi'l so he comes see me ever'day.

"De birds an critters sho is good comp'ny. I done made frens
wid up all but de owl and de hawk, Dey 18 Jes natchally bad an de
other critters hates 'em. A ole red-breast' hawk come an 1it in a
dald pine tree. I seen him so plain til I knowed what he was thinkin!
sbout., ‘He was Jes mad clean down in his craw and was cussin' ever'thin',
A 1ittle pewee bifd seen ﬁim an begin to fuss, A crow fly over and
hear de pewee, den fly down close an take a good look at mister hawk
den he fly up and start callin' de other crows. In a little while a
whole drove of crows is flyin' 'roun dat pine tree. Den de jJay birds
come an dey is callin' for a fight, but de ole hawk never move. Den °
de mocking birds come an dey salr right in and starts pecking at de
hawk until he dove into de woods and gets away, an all de birds begin
to talkin' 'bout bugs an things."

The 0ld man was wound up for an interminable talk on hils
favorite theme, the talk of critters, and to change the subject I
asked: "Uncle Louls ain't you afraid of ghosts?®

"Lor', chile, I ain't feared of no ghos! or spook, as I's

- seed lots of both. All a ghos'! do is jJes show hige'f. You never

hear of one doin' nothin' to nobody., Dey is sociable an wants to be
( near 1livin' people. When folks gets scared it hurts do ha'nt's
I feelin's an dey goes somewhere else. Dey has all de feelin's dey
had when dey was livin', You wouldn't stay by wid folks dats fear'd
of you an want to run away from where you is,

"Las'! night, when I was up in my nes', an my fire had died out,
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21l 'sept one little chunk, an de moon was shinin'! like day, I

lay down, I did, an I take a 11'l nap o' sleep. Den I wakes up
sudden an looks 'roun ag'in, Well, sir, de norf side of de hill

was covered wid ghoses an spooks;dey was layin' down, standin' up
and leanin' agin trees, but mos'ly dey was Jes sittin' on de groun',
all lookin'! at me hérd as dey could, widout battin' an eye.

"De neares'! one to me was & little white obman. She war
sittin' flat on de groun', holdin' a baby in her lap. She look
mighty pitiful an I say 'please Misslis, can I hope you an yo’baby?’
I'i be bleeged 1if you tell me.'! Her lips move but I couldn't hear
no sound. Den I lay me down an drap off to sleep agin. When I wakes
up de ghosses 1s all dere an de little white ooman look lak she want
to say somethin', but can't, an I say, 'I ain' nothin' but a poor
runaway nigger, but my Marster 1s a mighty kin' man, he'll sholy hep
youé but she didn't say nothin'! an I goes back to sleep. De next
time I wakes up de sun was risin! an I Jes lays dere an watches de

ghosses an spooks got thin, an fade away like a fog.* -

The old Negro was siiting in the twilight, talking in a low,
impressive monotone, in a language we both understood but which I
find difficulty in transcribing after all these years that intervene.
A screech owl was "miseryflying® in the family grave yard back of
the guarters, a fitting abligato to the narrative. Though creepy
Bensations crawled up my spine, I still had my doubts,

"Uncle Louis, do you really believe you saw all that, and
didn't dream it while you were curled up in your nest?" I asked,

The 0ld man seemed aggrieved at my doubts as he replied:
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"It ain't no beleevin' about 1t. I knows what I knows an
I sees what I sees. De ghos' is what lives when de body is done wore
out, but it don't die."

"It's all imagination," I sald, in defense of reason and nature,
as I understood these things.

"I wants to ax you what does de imaginih', It's your ghos!
that does the lmagin' so you can see other ghosses an spooks.!

In recognition of Louls! knowledge and powers of reasoning
my brother William wrote a diploma in Latin and presented it to him,
After that he was called "Doctor“Louis.

I recall that it was about that time that I read a book on
nsychology but later discovered that there were those on the
vlantation who had a better working knowledge of the subject than

ves taught in the book.

Bitlicgraphy!

0ld Plantation Days, an unpublished work by the Venerable
David Elred Holt, late Archdeacon of the Sacremento Diocese,
(Frotestant Episcopal) of California and a native of Buffalo

?lentation, near Natchez, Mississippi.
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A WHUPPIN' WID DE TRIMMIN'S

"
"liornin' Bosgs," said uncle Tom lMcAlpin, *"how is you dis morn-

PN

in*?" The oldi;fg;; spoke cordially with a definite twinkie in his
nuddy eyes though his age had passed the fé?Qscore and ten mark.
His mind was alert; hls memory vivid, and his facultles of gpeech
quite unusual. Tom lMcAlpin was indeed a remarkable man. There was
really a sincere note of welcome in his voice as he came forward,
placed a large piece of cast-iron pipe against the steps of his
house, 1928 Ave. D. So., Birmingham, and looked up at me showing

s mouth of straggly teeth in a warm smile.

"Yassuh," he continued in hls high-pitched voice after our
selutations, "I'1ll be glad to serve you as bes' I kin wid my know-
ledge of de pas' years. Jus! you set down in dat chair,® he
pointed to what was left of an ante-bellum wicker seat; "I'll set
on dese steps an' us'll go over de whole thing from de beginnin's.

"Fus' thing I guess you wants to know is whar an' when I was
born, Yassuh, an' who I b'long to. Well, Boss, I was born in
Hertersville, Alabamy. Dat's five miles southwest of Talladegae.

T come into dis ole worl! on a sunny day in June, eighteen fawty ,
fo's I belonged to Dr. Augustus McAlpin, an' from dat day to dis,

I 1s seed many things come an' go, an' I is aimin' to see a lot mo!

befo! I crogs to de udder side.

"De docta J@s' had a small plantation, 'bout 100 acres, I

s'oose, an' he didn't have but 12 slaves, 'caze dere warn't no need
for no mo'. He was busy in town adoctorin' folks. He didn't have
N0 tlme to do any real farmin'.

"y job aroun! de place was to nuss de chilluns, white an!
nigzer, We all played 'roun! together. Sometimes we play coon an'

rabbit, fox an! houn' and snatch, but what was de mostes' fun was a-
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ridint ole Sut. Sut was a donkey an' us useta hitch him to a wagon,
an' six of de chilluns would ride in de wagon an!' I'd ride on his
pack. Sometimes us'd ride all de way into Talladega wid Sut.

"Nawsuh I ain't neber got no whuppin' but one, an' it was a
sho! ‘nough complete one, boss, wid all de trimmin's. It all
happened when de Massa told me hebetter not cotch dem hogs in de
corn, an' iffen he d4i1d, I was agoin' to git a whuppin'. well, boss,
dere was one ole hog dat I jus' couldn't keep outten dere so I tuk
a needle an' sewed up his eyes. 'Course I was Jjus! a little black
tun an' 4aidn't know whut I was adoin', but I sho' sewed up dat hog%
eyelids so's he couldn't see nothin'. Dat kep' him outten de corn
all raght, but when de Massa found it out he gave me a lickin! dat
I ain't forgot yit. Boss, dat was de onllies' lesson I ever needed
in my life. It done de wuk.

"Yagsuh, dere was pattyrollers 'roun' our place, but dey never
cotcned me, 'caze I was too swif! for ‘ems, Boss, I could take holt
of a hosses tall an' run 'roun'! de pasture an' keep up wid him. I
was sho' fag'! on my feets,

"Nawsuh, us wan't never given no money for nothin', but I
learnt how to make baskets an' I would take 'em in to Talladega on
Sat'day evenings an' sell 'em to de white folks for fifteen cents.
Jen when I needed somp'n lak 'bacca or a little piece of chocolate,
I could go to de sto' an' buy it. Lots of slaves on yuther planta-
2 tiong warn't 'lowed to make any money dough.

: "Nawsuh, I ain't never had no schoolin', ‘'ceptin' what I could

Zil outen de little white folks' books myself. Us niggers useta

- L0te dere books to school for 'em an' on de way I would look in

;de bock an' git & little learnin!,

"nen us nigzers on de McAlpin place et us et reght at de same
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table dat de white folks et ate Atter dey finlshed dere meal, us
gsleves would sit down raght atter dem an' eat de same kinds food.
Yegsuhoe

"Sho' I 'members de war. I 'members when de war commence, Jeff
pavis called for volunteers; den a little later when de south needed
mo' mens to fight, Jeff Davig! officers would go th'ough de streets,
an' grab up de white mens an' put ropes 'roun! dere wrists lak dey
was takin' Yem off to Jail. An' all de while dey was jus' takin!

‘em 0off to de war. Dey made all de white mens go. It was called
de 'scription. Some niggers went too. Dem niggers fought raght
side of dere masters. Some went as body guards an! some went as
goldiers.

Yassuh, Boss, I recalls de time dat de 'federate goldiers,
bless dere souls, hid adere few hosses in de basement of de old
uesonic Institute in Talladega an' hid dere amunition in de hollow
stone pillars. Gen'l Wilson an' his raiders come thtough dér, but

%(my never did fin' dem !'Federate supplies. Dem Yankees jus!'! lak to
; scare eve'ybody roun! de place to death. Dey shot up de town an!
; dem blue coats tuk eve!ything we had: cotton, sugar, flour, hans,

. prezerves, clothes, corn; eve'ything, Boss, eve'ything. Dey even

burred up some houses.

"But Boss, dere ain't never been nobody afightin' lek our
'Federstes done, but dey ailn't never had a chance. Dere was Jes!
120 many of dem blue coats for us to lick. I seen our !'Federates
20 071 laughin' an' gay; full of 1life an' health. Dey was blig an!
8ironz, asingin' Dixie an' dey jus knowed dey was agoin' to win.
bogg, I seen 'em come back skin an' bone, dere eyes all sad an!
tollow, an' dere clothes all ragged. Boss, dey was all lookin!

slexs De gperrit dey lef' wid jus! been done whupped outten dem,
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but it tuk dem Yankees a long time to do it. Our 'Federates was de

pes' flghtin' men dat ever were. Dere warn't nobody lak our 'Federates.
"I was in Richmond dat cold day dat Gen'l Lee handed his sword

over to de yuthér slde, an' I seen Jeff Davis when he made a speech

tbout startin' over. I seen de niggers leavin' dere homes an! awander-

in' off into de worl' to God knows whar, asayin' good-bye to dere

white folks, an' atryin!'! to maeke dere way de hes! dey kin. But, white

boss, it Jes' seem lek you let & nigger go widout a boss an' he Jes!

no good. Dere ain't much he kin do, 'caze dere ain't nobody to tell

him. Yasgsuh, I was sont to Richmond to bring home some of our wounded

Federates. Dey sont me 'eaze dey knowed I was agoin' to do my bes!,

an' caze dey knowed I warn't afeered of nothin'. Dat's de way I've

always tried to be, white boss, lak my whlte people what raised me.

God bless 'em.

Yasn. COpy
RQ L' D.

~ 1-10-37
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) Jack Kytle, Editor-
! I SHOUTED THREE DAYS -
(photo)

Bible records place Anne Maddox's age at 113. ghe lives in a
SN rrnmpre——,

tiny cabin with her youngest child, Zora, about eight miles from

(pelik:s., She is very feeble now and had to be wheeled out on the

front porch to have her picture made.
Anne lives exclusively in the past. To her, the present
world is Wfull of de devil an' gettin' worser every day." She likes

to telk about the old days, but her voice is feeble and berely above

"I'se heerd a heap o' tzlk 'oout iir. Abrehem Lincoln," she
ceig, "ant I}had a picture of him onc't; but I don't know nothin! ,
toout hin. !

Anne tskes her relizion seriowsly and is devoutly confident
ot she will "inherif de oromise."

"I jined de church in Gold Hill, Alebama," she reéalled, " an!
wrney, I felt so z00d I don't know jest how I did feel. I shouted

Lirce asve an' wouldn't ezt a pite. I couldn't even drink weter.M

Lo
i T

Tie 014 slave weas born in Virginis in 1824 and belonged to

w i

-

ool Tarord. She was later sold to Bill [faddox, of Alszbame.
iwien I come from Virginny," she said, "us travelled in wagons
clept in tents. Eve'y mornin' us wee maede to clean ourselves

0 ! Foe

b Ul

ug; den us wuz put on de block an' bid on. White peooles

€3]
€3]

v o dere from everywhere; de face of de earth was covered by dem.
- 7 thirteen Gen, an' I kin remember four wars.

"Iy sother and fsther wes Charli% an' Rhody Hesth, en! I had
V.0 vrothers cn! two sisters. Our houses wes lék horse stables;

“= o logs wid mud an' sticks dobbed in de creacks. Dey had no
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sloors. Dere wern't no furniture tcept a box fer de dresser wid s
niece of looking glass to look in. Us had to sleep on shuék mat-
trecces an' us cooked on big fireplaces wid long hooks out over

e fire to hang pdts on to bile,

"Us fried on three-legged skillets over de fire an' coocked
ash-cakes on de hearth wid hickory leaves on de gottom nex! to de
seerth.  'Tain't no sech good cookin' now as den. |

W'Bout four o'clock in de evenin' all de little niggers vas
cz1lled up in de big yard where de cook had put milk in a long
ooden trouzh an' crumbled ash—éake in it. Us hed pot licker in
de trougn, too. Us et de bresd an' milk wid shells an' would use
our nands, but it was good.

"01l' liarster hunted a heap, but us never did git none of what
ne prouzht in. Us had plenty. of clgthes, sich as was, but dey wes

soun ent' vove at home. Us had home-mzade shoes, hard brogans, called

Jzcicon ties.! Dey had brass ceps on de toe an' would rub blisters

"De plentstion had several hundred acres. I was up wid de fust
li-ht to drew water and nelp as house girl. When dat task was.done
I a2 to 20 to de fiel'. Dey blew a big hawn to '‘rouse de slaves in
te uornin's, sometimes 'fore day.

Iiarster was good to us niggers, dough. He never 'lowed us to
Je Lunped; Jist scolded us. If us went anywileres, us had to be back

sinditn. I once seed some claves workin' roads in cheins-wid -
.11 nenzin' on behin'. It wuz punishment fur nesnness.!

~:e g-1d the sleves on the Maddox plantation were never zllowed

“0 Zern to resd and write, declaring: "It wes too bad if dey kotched
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& nigger wid pencil an' paper in his han!"

"I was made to carry Marster's chilluns to school, den go back
fur vem, " she se2id. "OLl' listis read us de Bible, an! us went to
e whnite fdlks church an' sat in de back, wid de white pédpleé sit-
tin' up front.

¥“On, dem patterollers wes bad.‘ I sho! ﬁould run from dem‘
things, too.M

Anne's mind leaps in fast succession Irom one subject to another,
~né et times it 1s difficult to keep up with her intermingled thoughts.

s+ WOL1' larster give us plenty of licker," she seid, an' us laked det.

ne o de Tunniest things us had aroun'! de plentstion was a little

ozt dst could walk e fence jist lak us little niggers.

Hen

“hen de Yenkees come, gran'deddy was at prayer meetin' an' OL!

.erzter come runnin' en' told de nigzers to hitch up de mules an!

!

wezging., Dey was tol!' to hide all de food a2n' jewelry, but 'bout dat

=

3o

tiiz us seed de Yankees comin'. Dey aidn't dc us no herm; sho!' diad
stue pleceg, dough.

"Tryent long !'fore lerster csll 211 us niggers up to de house an!
T

e

tol' us Gst us wes free. He szi1d us could zo away or stay wid him.
1

T :tryed VYtwel I vug grovn an' married Doc lieddox. Us had five

c.illun, Velter, Feiler, Siney, Zora an' Johnny. I don't xnow how

2ong crentehilluns Itse got.!
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"Howdy Miss. We 1s sure got a purty day fer de scrubbint' job.
yit will dry as fas! as we turns hit loose,

"Now jes' look a yonder, ef she ain't got gold-fishes an' evert-
tning hesrt could wishl----- Is they got ary increases?----Yassum,----
dzt's good; mebby so you cen sell some. |

Wie got chillun?----well I is borned three head uv em, but dey all
died right now; didn't live a minute.

"Then I 'Jopted me a baby boy. A little bitty girl borned him,
on'! ghe didn't want him,---he was in her way. She said she'd kill him,
an' I didn't want her to git in no trouble, so I tooken him.

"3ut shot!'s you bawn I 1s sorry I done dat t'ing,---dat nigger so
triflin', ne is goin' on fourteen now, an' he ain't no help to me at
ells He only come home when he hongry, an' that's plenty often.

"An' dis yere husbin' whut I is got now, he 'sgpicions me 'bout

other men's all de time, and de boy an' him togedder, keeps ever'tling
riled up mos'ly, twell I'll be glad effen you was to say, you need me
to sleep on your place.

"Go to schooi? Yassum I sho did. I had three months a year
for thrse yeears, and a extra mgonth onc't;‘that my menmy paid for. Dat
wie ten months for mee I was de forwarded chile my mammy had.. "Tnen
€/ was any readin' to do my mammy sont fer me.

"Sie Kate kin turn oir more work then I kin, but I can mek more
0tisn. QOncet I won a contest wid a man an' made 480 pounds. Dey
lose & hundred pounds for doin' it.

'w¢ and Taylor, he's my other husband, the one that died, we used

0 o' mek bales near 'bout every year, but dis yer husband whut I got




hov, he don't do nothin' but jalous me, look la@he'd know I didn!
want no man, but jes! fer company; an' dat boy I brung up, he Jjus!
runs nights 'twell I am jes' plumb skeered. So one night I sont
for my sister's boy, she is my dead brother's wife, an' Miss, dat
rascal, he would steal my las' dime look likq@ lii ss he would steal
aehér offen your haid could he Jus'! git a holt, so I jes' sont him
backe I talk to him nice Defo! I sont him, but hit didn! do no good
so I up an' sont him.

tThen lliss Nellie (She that keeps the fillin' station) tooken
ain en' ne 3uolezwhole ginger ale an' a coky coly, an' she cotch him
wid emey NO'am he didn't git 'em oven, effen he had uv, he would uv
srunk ‘em both, he would fo! sure. |

'Uuﬂ/ﬂﬁm tellin' folks he married a rich widow. Huh:, lr. Corte

%

ne say ﬁmandy you is getting yot'se!f messed for snoﬁ He d4id so lMiss,

an' he done tole de truf!' fo' God, he sho did. I is sho messed up

wid 'em boTe. ,

"But lLiiss, hit was de bigges! cullud weddin!, you ever see, an!

e 25 black as I is. Dey was three tables for de white folks, an! I

2z

cont Ynow now many cakes, an'! liiss Besgsie give my my marryin' dress,

n' ister Harry he give me a dollar, ant??im? 0 yessum, he been

eriied pefoly ne is got eight head uv chillun. His fust wife's bring=
n' em up, up in Dallas County, an'! him carryin' on like he is down

ere,

"I zllus wantedchillun, a house plua full of ‘em, en I done los!
1l I could mek, so now effen I could of had me some widout 'em I

fver would of had ary husban' a tall. No'am.

".)e dance? No'am I is J'ined to de Church. liiss Emily she showed
€ :Gie white folks dancin' oncet, but I thought they was gettin' too

G20t tegedder. In my day they used to swing corners.
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nHouse parties, yassum I is served a many cf 'emm that's what
L

precks you down, though; day an' night an!' day an' nighﬂ.

nvell good bye Miss, I sure 4o thank you for my doller, ant' my

cup, en' ever!thing. I is shore enjoyed my day wlid yous, me an! you

1o real good frien's now, &ain't we? Hits been jes! like é»partyin'.
"Now I'll be gettin' to Sis Katie's, she will mo'n likely want

re to carry her Lodge dues up, An lilss, please you ast the bus man,

wid yo! telephone?please sir wait for me Jjes'! a minute.

BoDe

62531
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Frank Menefee/é% Opelika is eighty-four years old and still
healthy. He says{}”gids was brought up right in dem days but don't
have no sich now, 'dgze de switch was one of de best medicines ever
nade. "

He was bern in Loachapoka, Alabama. His mother and father were
Susan aﬁd Monroe Menefee. They had slx other children, Patsy, Sally,
Lula, Mary, Melvina, and Philmore. Susan Menefee came from Jefferson
County and Monroe from Gold Hill, Alabama, and belonged to Willis
llenefee, near Roberson's Mill.

"My mother's father an' mother was Milton and Patsy Footman
vhut come frum Meridian, Migs., and dey paid $3500 for dem,® Frank
boasts.

"I'se never seed inside a Jall, never pald a nickel in council,
2in't never gwine to steal nothin' whut don't belong to me an’ ain‘'t
never used a cuss word in my life. I always tried to do whut was
right an' I plowed ever' day us could. Us cooked on dem great big

fireplaces, 'bout six feet wide an' two an' three feet deep, with pots

an' kittles hangin' out cver hickory an' oak fires. Nobody better not
$pit in dat fireplace neither. Sho' never was better eatin' collards
dan dem. All the chillun had a tin plate an' a tin cup with butter-
milk in hit.

"I was whut dey called a shirt-tail fellow, had long shirt
iresses of orsenberg dyed with red mud an' cinnamon bark. In winter
ey doubled de orsenberg to be warmer. My daddy was a shoemaker. He
mede dem outer cowhides an' even lef' de hair on dem sometimes. Yuther

times he clean 'em in de wash-pot to glt de hair offen ‘em.

"Us had good Marsa and Mistiss, iffen you wukked an' 'haved
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yourse'f. Dey was marsa Willis an' Migs Hannsh Menefee. Dey jes'
nad two chillun Willis an' Willie. Willie weighed two hundred pounds
when he was very young too. De 'Big House' stood in a oak grove wid
one big oak tree raght by 1it.

“iir, Sadler, de overseer, was good, too, but you sho' had to
wak. He's got a great-great-grandson, Sam Sadler living now in /
Woverly, Alabama. De poor white peoples 'roun' dere used to hoﬁg/;s

é wuk. I disremembers our carriage driver's name but us had one dat
é drove kistiss about, an' de carriage house was close to de Big House.

"Marsa had seven or eight hundred acres in de plantation an' I

jes! don't know de number of slaves he did have. Dey got us up by
daylight an' 'fo'. Blowed a cockle shell to get us niggers up. Iffen
you d1dn't wuk, dey'tended to you. Dey slashed one nigger an' he died

nex'

week. Us plowed 'twell dark an’ lots an' lots of times all night
long wid a lantern tied to front an' back of de plows. We was picking
cotton all night long too, be ready to take dat wagon to de gin by

tares or four o'cloek in de morning. Sometimes dey would put de slaves
iin chains. When dey wuk clearing up new groun' dey had chains put

oun' dey ankles.

"On Sunday mornin' Mistiss would try to teach us niggers de

ible. Den us would go to church at white church an' sit in de back wid

e folks in front. De preacher was Rev'ren Frank Hugely. Dat Sunday

ornin' breakfast sho' was good to us niggers. Us had meat, sugar, lard

' tutter. I used to love to hear dem sing. When My Soul Be Resting

: ] a
I de Presence of My Lord, I'll Be Satisfied. I was bptised at eleven

'clock by Dave Hill an' I sho' got happy. I shouted an' sung: 'I'se

Fver drunk no whiskey in my life.' When any of de niggers would pass

B, 014 Kistiss would stand over de casket and weep. Us would pull off
T hats an' marsa was nice as he could be, too. Hit was a home-made
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pox dyed black. Mistiss'she would see to de fixin' of de shroud.

“De patrollers sho' would get you an' dats one thing made you
stick to your wuk.

"On Sadday nights us would frolic an' dance all night long 1ffen
you wanted to, bﬁck-dance, sixteen-hand reel and cake walk. Dey would
blow reed quills an' have all the licker dey wanted. Mistiss, dey ain't
jes' now drinkin' liecker. Oh, dem cornshuckings! Shuck corn, drink an'

;kwller all night long. BSometimes dey'a ging:
| "Dark cloud arising like gwine to rain,
Nothing but a black gal coming down the lane,
Nigﬁer stole a pumkin an' started Quter town;
igger heered it thunder, Lord, an' throwed dat
pumkin down.
iistiss, I don't wanter tell you no mo' of dat.
“When us niggers ma'ied, dey didn't have no preacher. We Jjes’
;Ejmmmd.over de broqr an' went on an' lived together. Iffen a gal went
wrong, dey beat her nearly to death. Iffen you moved de place when you
ma'izd, de other marsa had to buy you.

"De 11'l niggers had big times. Us used to play, Green grow the
willow tree, you swing my gal an' I swing yourn. Green grow de willow
tree, Dey used to sceer up us niggers 'bout "Raw Head an' Bloody Bones,
gvine to ketch us dat was so sceer bad iffen us didn‘t mind ‘em, but
L 2in't never seed nor believed in ghostes. Us didn't get sick much
'eaze us d1dn't have no trash to eat an' Mistigs giv‘ us ebony of yarbs

us wore sacks of yarbs ‘roun' our necks too.

"The Yankees did plenty of harm. Marsa shot at some of dem; an®

"llarsa called us all up an' told us we was Jes' free as him. He

"¢ 118 all a suit of clo'es, some money, a mule, a cow, wagon, hog and

(@)

orn to start off on. Us moved to Dr. Lawrence Smiths near La-

280
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Fayette, Alabama.

"Later years I ma ivd Jur: Drake at the cafe in Opelika, Alabama
and by de Jedge at twelve o'clock. She died, den i ma'ied Phobe Ethen |
Droke. Some says de church can't save you, but ¥ sho' feels safer in (‘
nit, an' I Jined 'caze L wants to be better dan I was an' try to be

gaved. "

‘ Washington Copy,
L. H‘
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John Morgan Smith, Editor.

(FECTOC)
ISAAM MORGAN.

"Mistis, 1 was bawn in 1853, ‘cordin' to ole Miss's Bible, near
Lotts Landing on the Alabama River.® It was Isaam Morgan who spoke from
his porch at 1657 Sligo Btreet, Mobile, Alabama. "I made a special trip
back dar a few months back to de ole place, an' Mistis' daughter looked
it up for me 'caze I done had forgot."

" Mp. James Morgan was my Massa, an' his wife, Miss Delia, was my

Vistis. My mammy's name was Ann Morgan, an' as for my pappy, I done for-
got his'n. I was raised raght dar in de white folks house, an' I had

jg_my own special place to sleep. I was de house boy, an' when I growed

older I driv' Mistis aroun' in de Ca'iage.

"Us niggers lived in sho-'nuff style. Us had our regular quarters

whar us livedn white log cabinse chinked wid mud, an' de slaves had buillt-

‘in beds an' a big open fireplace whar dey cooked. Us had plenty domp'n

'eat. All us had to do was to ask for it an' de Massa done de res'.
ur rations was gib out to us eve'y Sadday. Some of de bes' food us ever

ad vas 'possum an' taters. Us'd go out at night wid a big sack, an' a

ack of houn's an' twarn't long befo' we done treed a 'possum. Atter we
one treed him, de dogs would stan' aroun' de tree an' bark. Iffen de
ree was small, us could shake him out. Iffen it was big, one of de nig-
gers hadda climb up it an® git ole kr, 'Bossum hisself. |

" Funny fhings about ‘possums, Miss; de bigger dey is seem lak de
ittler de tree dey picks to go up. It is sho-'nuff fun, dough, to go a
rallin' th'ough de woods atter a 'possum or coon. De coon'}l give you
¢ bes' chase, but he ain't no good eatin' lak de ‘possum. I seen a
00 one time when he was cornered bite de tip of a houn's nose off.

"iassa Morgan sol' wood to de steam boats, an' us slaves hadda cut

® Wood, an' gplit it up into smaller pieces. Any time a slave worked
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over time or cut mo' wood dan he s'pose to, Massa pay him money for it,
caze whenever one of us slaves seen somp'n we lak, we did Jus' lak de
wvhite folks does now. Us bought it.

"¥assa never whupped none of his slaves; he Jus' tole us whut to
do an' iffen we didn't do it, he'd call us to him an' he would say in his
sorta way: ‘'Nigger! How many mo' times is I gotta tell you to do lak

you tole?' Dat's all he would say, an' believe me Mistis, he heda a way
%of lookin' at you dat made you Jump. When he bought a new slave dat
wesn't use to doin' what he was tol', 'twarn't long befo' massa had him
- in 1line.

*No‘m none of our slaves ever tried to run g‘way. Dey all knowed

. dey was well off. We didn't have no oberseer but once. He was a mean un

en jumped on him an' scairt him mos' to death. Atter dat de massa
ouldn't never have no mo' oberseers. He tended to dat business hisself.
"Yhut we do atter we finished work? Go to bed! Dat was de onl'es’
lace we was fittin' for. Us was so tired us wmldn't lie down two minutes
fo us was 'sleep. On seme moonlight nights us was 'lowed to pick de
otton. Den us'd git a little res' de nex' day.
"Massa an' his fambly used brass lamps an' candles for light , an'
b Tew of us slaves had brass lamps too, but most of de niggers used
yoreh lights.
"Bome of de plantations had a calaboose whar dey putt de slaves dat
Jculdin't behave. Dis calaboose was bullt of logs fastened together wid
“vU ropes an' sunk into de groun', but liassa didn't need no calaboose
nate hisuniggers behave.
"Yassum us had remedies for ailments. We used wild hoar hound
or de chills an' fever, an' sweet gum turpentine, an' mutton suet.
“van all good uns too. But shucks! Warn't nothin' much ever de matter

Us niggers.
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*Yassum we used rock an' cotton to start de fires on de plan-

L
tation, an' Massa had a flint fock rifle, too.

i e

#De slaves had dere own special graveyardwan‘ us'd make de cof-

fins raght on de place dar. When someone die, he was taken in a ox
cart to de grave, wid all de slaves a-walkin' 'long behine de cart
singin' de spirituals. |

"Our clothes was made mostly outen orsenbarg wove on de plan-

tation. We had wool clothes for de winter time dat was carded on de
place. We had shoes made by our own cobbiér an' tanned &e plantation.
We celled dese brogans.

"Atter de surrender, de Yankees camped near our place, an' bought
gaigs f'um us. Dey offered me»a hoss iffen I would go nawth wid dem, but
I jus' couldn't leave de Massa even dough I did wanted dat hoss mighty
bed. 1 was twenty-one years old when Mgssa came to me one day en' say!
'Iggam, you is a grown man now. You is got to boss your own business.
1t's up to you to fin' work. I can't keep you no longer. Good luck
Isaam. You has been a good nigger, an' you 1s gonna make somebody a
good worker.'

"Atter 1 lef! %assa 1 worked at diff'ent jobs, sich as® loader,

roustabout on different steamboats an' cotton picker. 1 worker on de

Eﬁﬁy Soyd, Lula D. an' de Gardner. One of de ole songs sang on de boats

 went gomp'n lak dis?

De John T. Moore

De Lula D.

An' all dem boats is mine

If you can't ship on de Lula D.
You ain't no men o' mine.

"l been ma'ied three times, Migtis, an' bLawd chile I done for-
ﬁgot de name of my fust wife. I guess she still livin' somewhere caze
BShe was too mean to die. My secon' wife was named Dora, an' she is daid.

£ 50t a wife now name Lily. She purty good.
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*Yes maam you can take my picture, but lemme git my hat, caze I
gin't got no hair on my haid, an' I looks better wid a hat. I%se got
to be fixed up stylish.*

Washington Copy,
10/11/37.
L. H.
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George Weshington extolling the virtues of a p'la.in, home -

spun suit‘;—granite-—jawed Andrew Jackson defying the British at
rensacola--horror and mass@cre at Alabama'’s old Fort kims-- .
savazes sku]iclng /nea.;_’ the fort, their bronzed bodies glistening
in the hot August sunlight.
These were among memories of parchment-skinned Uncle Tony
N ———
.,,-.C«EQE"E‘- who was interviewed on Oct. l? 1884 by Jim Thomas, another
slave and a record of the convérsation held in the files of &
fe.ily in }Zfld IeIdbile, Alabamas Uncié Tony was 105 years old then.
The story is told by Thomas, former slave of the Diard
72:41y. Uncle Tony was the slave of Mobile Judge H. Toulmin,
L;razadfather of the later Judge H. T. Toulmin, who was appointed
a ,udze by President Jefferson. _ P
According to Jim Thomas, Uncle Tony told him:
"Did I knowed Gen'l Andrew Jackson? Lord bless you honey,
vy, 1 lnowed him and remember Gen'l George Washington afore him.™
Uncle Tony explained that he accompanied General Jackson
“en the war-loving Tennessean marchéd from. liobile against Pensa-
cola in 1814. He said he was serving as a mgoner, and remembered
¢istinetly that the British surrendered on November 6. He recalled
Liat, during the battle, Jackson was standing talking with a group
‘ ¢l officers when an enemy shell emploded near him.
"llove away. general," the 0ld Negro quoted one of the
0.Ticers ag saying, "they*l‘l kill youl® 4'

And Jackson replied in a characteristic manners:




"Damm ‘em--I'11l have 'em.all in hell tomorrow! *

Concerning George'WaShlngton,'Uncle Ehny told Jim Thumas that
the great American leader visited the town of Frankfort, Ky., and
yhile there made an address. He wore a home-spun suit, which he
pointed out as an example of what people might do in utilizing their
DoduCtSe .

Frerkfort was highly excited when Washington arrived in the
cit;, and Uncle Tony told of a tiny urchin éxclaiming with bitter
disarpointment in his voices

"/hy, Pa, he ain't nothing but & mani®

Uncle Tony's memory of what occurred at Fort Mims was vivid,
according to Jim Thomas. The older slave related that he was one
off nany Eeqroes in the fort at the time. He s&id the defenders had
been sleeping of f a night of dissipation the morning William
wettherford's warriors attacked.

l.en, women and children were butchered in the ensuing
cloycihter and the buildings were fired. The massacre continued until
ncon, Uncie Tony said, when the Indians retreated with scalps and
sevefal Legro prisoners to their camping site, called the Holy
roma. Here, the half-starved Negroes lived in constant dread that
2y rould be butchered by war-inflamed Creeks.

Uncle Tony also recalled carrying thé mail from Fort Stod-
“ett, in Alabama, through the State and Mississippis. On several
¢teaslons he barely escaped being_scalped by Indians, he said.

The o0ld Negro related further that his father was a wagoner
“iter Cornwgllis when that general surrendered to Washington at
‘?or:town;

Concerning his age and birthplace, Uncle Tony told Thomas he




sas born in Danville, Ky., about 1779. Hem to Mobile in 1805
}wi'i:.h Judge Toulmin.

At the time of the interview the old slave was extrer;zely
rephle and lame, and walked with the aid of a cane. His skin was
spied and wrinkled, and cateracts on his eyes had totally de‘a“z\:;.ved

.1 of his sight. Despite these handicaps, however, Thomas said
ihe old man's mind was exceptionally clear, and his recollection of

evehs occurring almost a century before were remarkable.
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UNCLE MOSE - A true Story.

The early spring sunshine sifted through the honey-suckle
vines clustering around the cabin door, and made a network of
dancing light upon the floor. A little Negro boy sat on the
steps uazing silently up the dusty road and idly listening to
the insistent buzzing of insects hovering about the honey-
suckle blooms.

"Don't yer see nothin' of her yet, Jerry? came in a
nuerulous voice from a bed in a corner of the cabin.

"Naw, Unc' ose. She ain't in sight yit, but it's mos'
time fer 'er."

"Hit é® 'pear lak dis mis'ry is er gittin' wus 211 de
time," the voice went on.

"Miss Sally say dat limerumunt gwine he'p it," essayed
Jerry consolingly.

"It don' do no good ‘cep'in jess whilst Aun' Judy is er
rubbin'. De rubbin' does mo' good dan de limerumunt.®

"Dar she is, rat now!" exclaimed Jerry presently.

"Praise de Lawd! fer dé ole man sho is hongry en' got de
mis'ry from his haid to his heels."

"Dar's ernudder lady wid Lilss Sally. OSarter looks lak er
palst

"us' be some er ole master's gran'dahters come on er
visit. Whyn't yer come an' sit some cheers out an' dus' em'

an' straizghten dis quilt 'stead er settin' dar lak er black

patch on de sunshine? Don' yer know how ter ack when de quality

is comin'?" By the time the chairs had been arranged to his
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notion the visitors were at the door.

"Good morning, Uncle Lose," said the older woman brightly,
25 she put a covered basket down on a table by the bed.

She had a strong, sweet face and smooth white hair, and the
sreacious dignity of a queen. "I hope you rested well last
nizht and are feeling very much better. I have brought some
one to see your Now guess who she is," and she placed the zirl
where the sunshine fell across her face.

Uncle ose turned his head on the pillow, and gazed eagerly
at his visitor. Then his o0ld black face wrinkled into a smile.
"lawd, honey, you sho' mus' be one er Lars' Zddard‘s dahters,
frum de Tavori®

"You are right, Uncle Lose. It's kiss Caroline.®

"I'm so sorry to find you in bed, Uncle Mhose," said the
2irl, coming closer, while liiss Sally began tagﬁigg an appetiz-
in, brezkfast from the basket and putting it on the table.

“Father told me not to come home without seeing Uncle lLosee.
He talks of you so often."

The old man beamed with pleasure. "“Den Lr. iddard's done
rersive me for not choosing him dat time," he said with a
chuckle. "Did you ebber h'yar 'bout dat time I choosed mah
tunstert®

"Jow, Uncle kose none of your reminiscence until Jerry has
:iven you your breskfast. Then I know that Caroline will be de=-
lighted to hear all about it," and Liss Sally smiled indulgently.
“tere, Caroline, put these flowers in water where Uncle Mose can
Se¢ them, while I measure some medicine for hig."

"Dat sho wuz er good breakius', kiss Sally," said the old
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nezro with a sigh of content, as Jerry gave him the last bit of
waffle. "Ole Aun' Jincy allers wuz er good cook, en her ma be=-
fo' ter. Couldn't nobody beat Auﬁ% Lucy cookin' in dem days.
Ginger cakes? ©She made defgég' ginger cakes! Miss Sally, you
'member dat time Ole Marster give me an Lars' Wat er whole silver
dollar en we walked two miles to liars' W%%er's sto' en spent
eviry bit er it fer ginger cakes? Er whole dollar's wuth er
zinger cakes, an' Aunt Iucy rat dar at ho@e er cookin' de bes'
ones 1s dae country! Liars' Wat sho wuz er-sight!" and Mose léy
looking with dim eyes into a happy, long-vanished past.

“ow tell me about when you chose your master," said Caroline,
drawing & chair closer to the bed.

"0, dat time; I 'members dat mornin' jess lak it wuz yistiddy.
Eit wuz in the spring-time lak dis, en ole Mose wuz er 1il' black
rascal lak Jeriy dar. I wuz playin' roun' de cabin do' en h'yer
cone Jim de ke'ge driver, en say ole larster wanted me rat erway.
I sho wuz skeered! But I couldn't think o' no meanness I had
done so I jess helt up mah haid en marched up de road ter de Big
fouse. Zn dar I foun' Ole Marster standin' on de steps, en in er
row on de po'ch wuz Mars' Eddard, en kars' Ted, en kars. Wat, en
lars. Tom. 'Come h'yer Lose, 'say Ole Marster in dat big way er
his'n. 'Come h'yer en choose yer marster. I'm gwine to give yer
ter de one you picks out.' I 'gan at Mars' Eddard. He wuz older
'en me an' sorter se'rus lak so I passed him by. I looked at
sars' Ted er lony time sorter hes'tatin', but den I jess chanced
ter look at Mars' Wat, en dem blue eyes er his'n wuz fa'rly dancin'

wid sump'n sorter lak ole Nick en I say ter mahself' dats de
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marstér fer hiose, so I say out loud, 'I chooses Mars' Wat,' en
bress yer heart, honey, I ain' nebber been sorry er minute sence.
But de res' er Ole larsters' boys nebber did fergive liose fer
dat," and he chuckled at the remembrance.

Caroline laughed. "Thank you, Uncle Mése, I've enjoyed
hearing about it. I must go and see liammy now. Next time I
come I hope you will be better.®

"De ole man ain' had his foots ter de flo' in five weeks
dis comin' Sadd'y liiss Ca'line. Good bye, hiiss Ca'line honey,
come ergin.!

"And now, Jerry, you rﬁn tell Aunt Judy to come up at once
snd rub Uncle Liose's ankles," said 'Miss' Sally as Caroline left
the cabin. "I'1ll warm this liniment and héve it all ready."
She stopped before the open fireplace and pzked up the embers
into a little blazing fire, and putting the saucer of turpen-
tine on the floor at some distance, she stood up and turned
toward the bed. dJust then a spark from the fire fell into the
saucer, and the turpentine blazed up. ‘'iss' Sally, startled,
sprans back, but in so doing, her light cotton morning gown
cane in contact with the blazing turpentine and was quickly
iznited. She caught up her skirts and tried to put it out with
her hands, but could not. For several second?'Miss cally stood
tace to face with an awful death.

"Ly God-er-klighty!" cried Uncle lLiose, and with the agility
0r youth aﬁé health he spranyg from the bed dragging a blanket
Witi him, and throwing it around her, wrapped it close, ex-

tinguishing the flames just as ‘aunt' Judy and Jerry appeared
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in the door. |

"De Lawd in Hebben!" cried fat Judy her swift glance taking
in Hiss Sally's white face, burned garments and helpless hands,
and 'Uncle' liose tottering back to his bed.

"Po' lamb! now jess look at dem han's! Lemme tie 'em up in
wet sody this minute! You sho mos' got burned up, honey."

"I would have, but for Uncle Liose," sfd 'Mis' Sally faintly,
as she sank into a chair.

Aunt Judy turned stormy eyes upon the poor groaning old man.
"T'd lak ter know how cum Unc' Liose jess foun' out he kin walk?
She inquired belligerently. "I 'lowed some time ergo dat liose
wus possumin'. I sho ain' gwine to waste mo' elbo' grease on dat
0ld hyp'crite."

"Hush, Judy," said her mistress sternly, "Uncle Liose is no
hypoerite. He has inflamatory rheumatism. It was a miracle,"
she added reverently.

"Dat's hit!" exclaimed Mose, eagerly. "Er miracle! Hit wuz
de Lawd-er-MHighty let Liose git up den. Fer how you reckon I'd
~eoer Tacr kars' Wat ergin' ef I had to tell him I jess lay in de
baid en let my 1il' mistress burn <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>