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ISAAC ADAMS
Age 87 yrs.
M.&g 01:18.

I was born in Louisiana, way before the War. I think it was about ten
years before, because I can remember everything so well about the start of
the War, and I believe I was about téﬁ years old. .

My Mammy belonged to Mr. Sack P, Gee, I don't know what his real given
neme was, but it maybe was Saxon. Anyways we all called him Master Sack,

He was a kind of youngish man, and was mighty rich, I think he was born
in Enéland. AAnyway his pappy was from England, and I think he ;vent back
before I was born. |

Master Sack had a big plantation ten miles north of Arcadia, Loylsiana,
and hig land run ten miles along beth sides. He would leave in a buggy and
be gonme all day and still not get all over it.

There was all kinds of land on it, and he raised cane and cats and wheat
and lots of corn and cc;tton. Hig cotton fields was the biggest anywheres in
that part, and when chopping and picking times come he would get negroes from
other people to help out. I never was no good at picking, but I was a terror
with a hoe! '

I was the only child my Mammy had, She was just a young girl, and my
Magter did not own her very long. He got her from Mr, Ad_dison Hilliard, where
my pappy belonged. I think she was going to have me when he got her; anyways
I come along pretty soon, and my mammy never was very wel‘l afterwards, Maybe
Master Sackc sent her back over to my pappy. I don't kmow.

Mamny was the house girl at Mr, Sack's because she wasn't very strong,
and when I was four or five years old she died. I was big enough to de littls

things for Mr. Sack and his daughter, so they kept me at the mansion, and I

helped the house boys, Time I was nine or tem Mr, Sack's daughter was gctt}ggai.
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to be a young woman ~-- fifteen or sixteen years old =- and that was old
enough to get married 'off in them days. They had a l‘ot of company just
before the War, and they had a whole bunch of house negroes a:oﬁnd all
th‘e‘ time,

0ld Mistress died when I was a baby, so I don't remember anything about
her, but Young Mistress was a winder! She would ride horseback nearly all
the time, and I had to go along with her when I got big emough. She never
did go around the quarters, so I don't.kizow nothing much about the negroes
Mr, Sgck had for the fields. They all looked pretty clean and healthy,
though, when they would come up to the Big House., He fed them all good and
they all liked hinm,

He had so much different kinds of land that they could raise anything
they janted, and he had more mules and horses and cattle than anybody around
tﬁere. Some of the boys worked with his fillies all the time, and he went
off to New Orleans ever once in a while with his race horses., EHe took his
daughter but they never took me,

Some of his land was in pasture but most of it was all open fields,
with just miles and miles of cotton rows., There was a pretty good strip
~ along one side he called the "old" fields. That'!s what they called the
lazid. that was wore out and turned back, It was all growed up in young
trees, and that's where he kept his horses most of the time, |

The first I knowed about the War coming on was when Mr, Sack had a
whole bunch of whitefolks at 'the Big House at a function., They didn't
talk about anything else all evening and then the next time they come
nearly all their menfolks wasn't there =- just the womenfolks, It wasn't
very long till Mr, Sack went off to Houma with some other men, and pretty

soon we knew he was in the War, I don't remember ever seeing him come
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bome, I don't think he did until it was nearly all over.

Next‘thing we knowed they was Confederate soldiers riding by pretty
nearly every day in big droves. Sometimes they would come and buy corn and
wheat and hogs, but they never did take any anyhow, like the Yankees done
later on., They would pay with billets, Young Missy called them, and she
didn't send them to git them cashed but saved them a long time, and then
she got them cashed, but you couldn't buy anything with the money she got
for them,

That Confederate money she got wasn't no good. I was in Arcadia with
her at = store, and she had to pay seventy-five cents for a can of sardines
for me to eat with some bread I had, and before the War you could get a
can like that for two cents. Things was even higher then than later on,
but thai's the only time I saw her buy anything,

When the Yankees got down in that country the most of the big men paid
for all the corn and meat and things they got, but some of the little bunches
of them would ride up and take hogs and things like that and just ride off,
They wasn't anybody at our place but the womenfolks and the negroes, Some
of Mr, Sack's women kinfolks stayed there with Young Mistress.

Along at the last the #egroes on our place didn't put in much stuff =
Jest what they would need, and could hide from the Yankees, because they
would get it all took away from them if the Yankees found out they had
plenty of_j;zom and oats,

The 'Yankees was mighty nice about their manners, though, They camped
all around our place for a while, There was three camps of them close by
at one time, but they never dici come and use any of our houses or cabins.
There was lots of poor whites and Cajuns that lived down below us, between |

us and the Gulf, and the Yankees just moved into their houses and cabins

and used them to camp in,

G
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The negroes at our place and all of them around there didn't try to get
away or leave when the Yankees come in, They wasn't xio place to go, any-
way, so they all stayed on. But they didn't do very much work, Just enough;
to take care of themselves and their whitefolks.

Master Sack come home before the War was quite over, I think he had
been sick, because he looked thin and oldénd. worried, All the negroes
picked up and worked mighty hard after he come home, too.

One day he went info Arcadisa and come h;me end told us the War was
over and we was all free, The negroes didn't know what to make.;of it, and
didn't kmow where to go, so he told all that wanted to stay on that they
could juét €0 on like they had been and pay hin.x shares.

About half of his negroes stayed on, and he marked off land for them
to farm and made arrangements with them to let them use their cabins, and
1ét' them have mules and tools. They'paid him out of their shares, and some
of them finally bought the mules and some of the land. But about half went
on off and tried to do better somewheres else,

I didn't stay with him because I was jest a boy and he didn't need
- me at the hduse anyway.

Late in the War my Pappy belonged to a man named Sander or Zander, Might
been Alexander, but the negroes called him Mr, Sander. When pappy got free
he come and asked me to‘ go with him, and I went along and lived with him, FHe
had a share-cropper deal wﬂh Mr, Sander and I helped him work his patch.
That place was just a little east of Houma, s few miles. |

When my Pappy was born his parents belonged to a Mr, Adams, so he took
Adams for hig last name, and I did too, because I was his son, I don't kmow
where Mr, Adams lived, but I don't think my Pappy was born in Louisiana,

Alabema, maybe, I think his parents come off the boat, because he was very

black -~ even blacker than I anm,
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I lived there with my Pappy until I was about eighteen and then I
married ahd. moved around all over Louisiana from time to time, My wife
give me twelve boys and five girls, but all my children are dead now but
five, My wife died in 1920 and I come up here to Tulse to live., One of
my daughters takes care and looks out for me now,

I seen the o0ld Sack P, Gee pia.ce about twenty years ago, and it was
all cut up in little places and all run down, Never would have known it
was one time a dig plantation ten miles long, |

I seen places going to rack and ruin all around -- all the places 1
lived at in Louisiana =- but I'm glad I wasn't there to see Magter Sack's
place go down. He wa'é. a good man and done right by all his negroes.

Yes, Lord, my old feets have been in mighty nigh every parish in
Lpuisiana, and 1 seen some mighty prgtty places, but I'11l never forget how

that old Gee plantation looked when I was a boy.
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ALICE ALEXANDER

Age 88 yrs.
Oklahonma City, Okla.

I was 88 years old the 15th of liarch. I was born in 1849, at Jackson
Parigh, Louisizna. My mother's name was'Mary Marlow, and father's Henry
lariow. |

I can't remenmber very.much "bout slavery 'cause I was awful small,
but I cén‘fémémber that my mother's master, Colonel Threff died, andrmy;méthér,
her husband, and us three chillun was honded down to Colonél Threﬁf‘s‘poor,w
kin folks. Colonel Threff owned about two or three hundred head of niggers,
and all of 'em was tributed to his vpoor kin. Ooh wee! he sho' Lad jest a lot
of them too! Master Joe Threff, one of his vpoor kin, took my mother, her
husband, snd three of us chillun from Louisiana to the lississippi Line.

Dovn there vie lived in a one-room log hut, and slept on hbmemade
rail bed steads with cotton, and sometimes straw, mpstly steaw summers and
cotton wiﬁners.‘» I worked round the house and looked after de smaller
chillun ==~ I mean my mother's chillun, Mostly we afe yeller meal corn bread
and sorghum malasses. I ate possums when we could get 'em, but jest couldn't
standfrabbit meat. Didn't know there was any Christmas or holidays'in den
”déysgv

: I can't kwmbuh nothing 'bout no churches in slavery. I was a sinner
and loved to dance. I remembuh I was on the floor one n¢ght dancing and I
had four daughters on the floo” wlth me and - my son was playing de music -
that got me. I jest stopped and said I wowldn't cut another step and I

I'm a member of the Baptlst Gbmrch and been fcr 25 ¢r 30 years. °

"to be gdad 'cause I was an awful sifﬁer~




Oklahoma, W?itersf Project

nother said he was the meanest man on earth. He'd jest'go out in de fields
and beat den nlggers, and my mother told me one day he come out in de field
beating her sister and she jumped on him and nearly beat him half to death and
old‘ llaster come up jest in timé to see it all and fired dat overseer. Said he
.did.ri't want no man working fer him dat“a woman vcould whip. |

After de war set us free my papvy movéd us away and I stayed round
dowm there till I got to be a grown woman and married. You know I had a |
oretty !f:'}r“x’e wedding 'cause my pappy had worked hard and commenced o be
orosperous. He had cattle, hogs, chickens and all those ’ghingg lik(-? that.

A éoile‘ge of dem niggers got together a.ﬁd packed un to leave Inouisiana.
E.Zc-; and my husbend went with them., We had covered wagons, a,nd_let me tell you
I walked nearly all the way from Louisiana to Cklahoma. We left in March but
did.nit g:v.t ﬂere till May. We came in séarch of educatioﬁ., I got a pretty
fair educa,.tion down there }aut didn'f take care ‘Qf it. We come to Oklahoma
looking ‘foxj' de same thing then that derkies go North iooking fer now. But
we.got dissapointed. What little I learned I quit teking ‘care of it and
seeing after i‘i;iandA‘lo'sF it all. |

| '3 love ;toﬁ'f’ish.A;v~1"'vfe"worked hard in my days. Washed and ironed. ~.

- for '3O'Vyears, andpald ‘f?r dis home that way. 1'28-8 sir, dis is my home. My
"mo’ﬁhér-died;ri:g}it:‘ heze ji?n dis house. She was 111 yeshs old. She 'is been’
dead ’bout 20 yeahs. |

I ha,ve three da,ughters here ma.rrled., Susszte Pruitt, Bertie Shannon,..

. a.nd. Irene Freeman E "rene lost her- hus'ba,nd and. he g dead- noW.
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PHOEBE BANKS
Age 78
Muskogee, Oklahoma,

In 1860, there was a little Creek Indian town of Sodom on the north bank of
the Arkansas River, in a section the Indians called Chocka Bottoms, where Mose
Ferryman had a big farm or ranch for a long time before the Civil War, That same
year, on October 12 I was bdrn on the Perryman place, which was northwest of where
I liveﬁ/now in Muskogee; only in tkem days Fort Gibson and Okmulgee was thé big-
gest towns around and Muskogee hadn't shaved up yet.

My mother belonged to Mose Perryman when I was born; he was one of the best
known Creeks in the whole nation, éhd one of his younger brothers, Legus Perryman,
was made the big chief of the Creeks (1887) a long time after the slaves was freed.
Mother's name was Eldee; my father's name was William McIntosh, becsuse he belonged
to a Creek Indian family by that name. Everybody say the McIntoshes was leaders
in the Creek doings away back there in Alabama long before they come out here,

With me, there was twelve children in our famiiy; Daniel, Stroy, Scott, Segal,
Neil, Joe, Phillip, Mollie, Harriett, Sally and Queenie.

The Perryman slave cabins was all alike - - - just two-room log cabins, with
a fireplace where mother do the cooking for us children at night after she get
through working in the Master's house.

Mo ther was the house girl - - - cooking, waiting on the table, cleaning the

house, spinning the yarn, knitting some of the winter clothes, taking care of the

mistress girl, washing the clothes -~ - -~ yes, she was always busy and worked mighty

hard all the time, while them Indians wouldn't hardly do nothing for themselves.

On the MclIntosh plantation, ny daddy said there was a big number of slaves

8

.
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and lots of slave children. The slave men work in the fields, chocvping cotton,
raising corn, cutting rails for the fences, building log cabins and firevlaces.
One time when father was cutting down a tree it fell on him and after that he
was only strong enough to rub down the horses and do light work around the yard.
He got to be a good horse trainer and long time after slavery he heluved to train
horses for'-the Free Fairs around the country, and I suppose the first money he
ever earned was made that way.

Lots of the siave owners didn't want their slaves to learn reading and writ-
ing, but the Perrymans didn't care; they even helpe@ the younger slaves with that
stuff. Mother said her master didn't care much what the slaves do; he was so
lazy he didn't care for nothing.

The& tell me about the/ﬂ@r times, and that's all I remember of it. 3Before
the War is over some of the Perryman slaves and some from the McIntosh place fix
up to run away from their masters,

My father and my uncle, Jacob Perryman, was some of the fixers, Some of the
Creek Indians had already lost a few slaves who slip off to the North, and they
take what was left down into Texas so's they couldn't get away. Some of the other
Creeks was friendly to the North and was fixing to get away up there; that's the

ones my daddy and uncle was fixing to join, for they was afraid their masters

' would take up and move to Texas before they could get away.

They call the old Creek, who was leaving for the North, "01d Gouge"
(Ovoethleyohola). All our family join up»with him, and there was lots of Creek
Indians and slaves in the outfit when they made a breaek for the North., The run-
aways was riding ponies stolen from their masters,

When they get into the hilly country farther north in the country that be~

long td’thé‘Cﬁefbkéé Indians, %hey'makevéémp‘on'a big creek and there the Rebel



Oklahoma Writers' Project Phoebe Banks —3- 1@ :

Indian soldiers catch up, but they was fought back.
Then long before morning lighten the sky, the men hurry and sling the camp
kettles across the pack horses, tie the littlest children to the horses backs

and get on the move farther into the mountains, They kept moving fast as they

just about the time they ready to ford another creek the Indian soldiers catch up
and the fighting begin all over again.
The Creek Indians and the slaves with them try to fight off them soldiers

like they did vefore, but they get scattered around and separated so's they lose

the battle. Lost their horses and wagons, and the soldlers killed lots of the

Creeks and Negroes, énd some of the slaves was captured and took back to their
nasters.

Dead all over the hills when we get away; some of the Negroes shot and wound-
ed so bad the blood run down the saddle skirts, and some fall off their horses
miles from the battlé ground, and la& still on the ground, Daddy and Uncle Jacob

keep our family together somehow and head across the line into Kansas. We all

get to Fort Scott where théfe was a big army camp; daddy work in the blacksmith

shop and Un¢1e Jaédb'join with the Northern soldiers to fight against the South.

He come through the war and live to tell me about the fighting he been in,

He went with the soldiers down around Fort Gibson where they fight the
Indians who sté&éd&wifﬁ the South, Uncle Jacob say he killed many a man during
the war, Qﬁd”shoﬁed ﬁe'the musket and sword he used to fight with; said he didn't
shoot the women and children - - - just whack their heads off with the sword,
and #imdéthébﬁid_llQée:tﬁé'bibod'dripping from the point! It made me scared at
his storles. o .

The captain of this company want his men to be brave and not get scared,

Chiide N R 5o i o
SAEE e
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so before the fighting start he put out a tub of white liquor (corn whiskey) and

steam them up so's they'd be mean enough to whip their grennie! The soldiers do

lots of riding and the saddle-sores get so bad they grease their body every night
with snake 0il so's they could keep going on,

Uncle Jacob said the biggest battle was at Honey Springs (1863). That was
down near Elk Creek, close by Checotah, below Rentiersville. ‘He said it was the
most térrible fighting he seen, but the Union- soldiers whivped and went back into
Fort Gibson., The Rebels was chased all over the country and couldniﬁ find each
other for a long time, the way he tell it. |

After the war our family come back here and settle at Fort Gibson, but it
ain't 1like the place my.mOthér told me about. There was big houses and buildings
of brick setting on the high land above the river when I first see it, not like
she know it when the Perrymans come here years ago.

She heard the Indians talk about the old fort (1824), the one that rot down
long before the Civil War. And she seen it herself when she go with the Master
for trading with the stores. ©She said it was made by Matthew Arbuckle and his
soldiers, and she talk about Companj:EfB, C, D, K, and the Seventh Infantry wheé
vas there and mgde the Osage Indians stop fighting the Creeks and Cherokees. She
talk of it, but that old place all gone when I first see the Fort,

Then I hear about how after the Arbuckle soldiers leave the old log fort,
the Cherokee Indians take over the land and start up the town of Keetoowah, The
folks who move in there make the place so wild and rascally the Cherokees give up
trying to make a good town and it kinder blow away.

My husband was Tom Benks, but the boy I got ain't my own son, but I found
him on my doérsiep when he's about three weeks old and raise him like he is my
own blood, He went to school at the manusl training school at Tullshassee and

the educatiGh e g6t get him a teacher job at Taft (Okla), where he is now.

11
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NANCY ROGERS BEAN
Age about 82
Hulbert ’ Okla,

I'm getting old and it's easy to forget most of the happenings of
slave days; anyway I was too little to know much about them, for my mammy
told me I was born about six years before the War. My folks was on their
way to Fort Gibson, and on the trip I was born at Boggy Depot, down in
southern Oklahoma. :

There was & lot of us children; I got their names somewheres here.
szs, there was George, Sarah, Emma, Stella, Sylvia, Lucinda, Rosg, Dan,
Pamp, Jeff, Austin, Jessie, Isaac and Andrew; we all lived in a one-room
log cabin on Master Rogers' place not far from the old military road near
Choteau, Mammy was raised around the Cherokee town of Tahlequah.

I got my name from the Rogers', but I was loaned around to their rel-
atives most of the time. I helped around the house for Bill McCracken,
then I was with Cornelius and Garline‘Wright, and when I was freed my Mis-
tress was a Mrs. O'Neal, wife of a officer at Fort Gibson. She treated
me the best of all and gave me the first doll I ever had. It was a rag
"~ doll withkcharcoal eyes and red thread worked in for the mouth., She
allowed me one hour every day to vlay with it. When the War ended Mistress
O'Neal wanted to take me with her to Richmond, Virginie, but my people
wouldn't let me go. I wanted to stay with her, she was so good, and she

promised to come back for me when I get older, but she never did.

A11 the time I was at the fort I hear the bugles and see the soldiers

marching around, but never did I see any battles. The fighting must have been

too far away.
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, Master Rogers kept all our family together, but my folks have told me
about how the slaves was solde One of my aunts was a mean, fighting woman,
She was to ve sold and when the bidding started she grabbed a hatchef, laid
her hand on a log and chopped it off, Then she throwed the bleeding hand
right in her master's face. Not long ago I hear she is still living in the
country around Nowata, Oklahoma, |

Sometimes I would try to get mean, but always 1 got me 2 whivping for
its VWhen I was a little girl, moving around from one family to another, I
done housework, ironing, peeling ootatoes and helping the mainkcook. I went
barefoot most of my life, but the master would get his shoes from the Gov-
ernment at Fort Gibson.

I wore cotton dresses, and the Mistress wore long dresses, with different
colors for Sunday clothes, but us slaves didn't know much about Sunday in a
religious way., The Master had a brother who used to vpreach to the Negroes on
the sly. One time he was caught and the Master whicped him something awful,

Years ago I married Joe Bean. Our children died as babies., Twenty
year égo Joe Bean and I separated for good and all,

The good Lord knows I'm glad slavery is over. Now I can stay peaceful

in one place --- that's all I aim to do.

\\\\\\\
.......
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fv PRINCE BER
Age 85 yrs.

Red Biré:. Okla,

I don't know how o0ld I was%whezi I found myself standing on 1:,he
toppen part of a high stump with a lot of white folks walking around looking
at the little scared boy that was me.‘-{' Pretty soon the old master, (that's my

- first master) Saul Nudville, he say ti;o me that I'm now belonging to Major Bee
and for me to get down off the auctiocn block, i

I do that. Major Bee he cqémes over and right away I know I'm going
tc like him, Then when I get to the Major's plantation and see his oldest
daughter Mary and all her brothers amd. sisters, and see how kind she is to
all them and to all the colored chllg%.ren, why, I just keeps right on liking
Yem more all the time.

They was about nine white i:hildren on the place and Mary had. to
watch out for them 'cause the motheré wvas dead.

That Mary gal seen to it t‘ihat we children got the best food on the
place, the fattest possum and the ho%*:test fish. When the possuin was all
browned, and the sweet !taters swimm‘ing in the good mellow gravy, then she
. cell us for to eat, Um-um~h! That fwae tasty eating!

And from the garden cd>me 'quhe vegetables like okra and corn and
ordons that Mary would mix all up iz‘ the soup pot with lean meats. That would
rest kinder easy on the stomach too, ¥specially if they was a bit of red
squirrel meats in with the stew!

Major Bee say it wasn't g¢od for me to learn reading and writing.

e

' Heckomed 1t would ruin me, But the}’ sent me to Sunday Sehool, Sometimes.

Waen't many of the slaves knew how

14

Yo read ithe Bible either, but they all got
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That religion I got in them way back days is still with me. And it
ain't this pie crust religion such as the folks are getting these days. The
old time religion had some filling between the crusts, Wasﬁ't so many empty
words like they is today.

They was haunts in them way back days, too. How!s I know? !Cause
I stayed right with the haunts one whole night when I get caught in a norther
when the Major sends me to another plantation for to bring back wmome cows
he's bargained for. That was a cold night and a frightful one.

The blizzard overtook me and it was dark on the way. Ircome to an
old gin house that everybody said was the hauntinest place in all the county.
32% I went in accoun of the cold and then when the noises started I was Just
too scared to move, so there I stood in the corner, all the time %il morning
come,

There was nobody I could see, but I could hear peoples feet a-
tromping and stomping around the room and they go up and down the stairway
like they was running a race.

Sometimes the noises would be right by my side and I would feel like
a hot wind passing around me, and lights would flash all over the room, No-
body could I see. When daylight come I went through that door without looking
back and headed for the plantation, forgetting all about the cows that Major
Bee sent me for to get.

When I tells them abéut the thing, Mary she won't let the old Major
scold, and she fixes me up with some warm foods and I is all right again. But
I stays me away from that gin place, even in the daylight, account of the

haunts.
When the War come along the Major got kinder mean with some of the

slaves, but not with me. I never did try to run off, but some of tem did.

Qne of my brothers tried and got caught.
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The old Master whipped him 'til the blood spurted all over his body,
the bull whip cutting in deeper all the time. He finish up the whipping with
a wet coarse towel and the end got my brother in the eye. He was blinded in
the one eye but the other eye is good enough he can see they ain't no use
trying to run away no more.

After the War they was more whippings. This time it was the night
riders - them Klan folks didn't fool with mean Negroes. The mean Negroes was
whipped and some of them shot when they do something the Klan folks:.didn't
like, and when they come a-riding up in the night, all covered with white
spreads, they was something bound to happen.

Them way back days is gone and I is mighty glad. The Negroes of
today needs another leader like Booker Washington. Get the young folks to
working, that'!s what they need, and get some filling in their piéa crust re-
ligion so's when they meet the Lord their soul¢ won'!t be empty like is their

pocketbooks today!



350051

Oklahoma Writers! Project , Ex~Slaves

£

LEWIS BOILER

Age €7 urs.

507 W. Durland
Oiclahona City, Oklahoma

I wos born 7 miles north of Pelestine, Texas. on Matt Swanson's
wlace in 1850, but I Izin not remember the date. Ly rmis tress was nams Celia
Swvanson. ly mis tress was so good to me till I jest lowved her.

My familf and all slaves on our vnlace was treated good. 1
Tew flogoings went on round and about. Ilaster was the overseer over his
derkies and didn't use no other'n., I waited table and crhurned in the Big
House.

I ate at the table with my mistress and her family ond nothing
vas evah said. Ve été bacon, greens, Irish votatoes and such as we git now.

A
Aunt Chaddy was the coolr and nurse for all the chillun on the nlace.

We used tc hear slaves on de other places hollering from whivnings,

1

but mester never whivped his niggers 'less they lied. Sometimes slaves from

other places would run off and come to our vlace. lizster would take them
back and tell the slave-holders how to treat them so dey wouldn't run off
again.

Mistress had a little stool for me in the big house, and if I got
sleevy, she put me on the foot of her bed and I stayed there til morning,
2ot up washed my face and hands and got ready to wait on the table.

There ves four or five hundred slaves on our place. One morning
during slavefy, my father killed 18 white men and ran away. They said he was
lagy and whipped him, and. he just kilied all of 'em he could, which was 18 of

lem, He stayed away 3 vears without being found. He come back and killed

7 before they could kill him., When he was on the place he jest made bludng,

17
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My mo ther wgrked in the;fifld ond weaved c%gﬁgf .Shirtsldat she
nede lasted 12 months, éven if wore and washed and ironed every day. Pants
could not be ripoed with two men pulling on dem with 21l their might. You
tolking 'bout clothés} them was some clothes $Bén. Clothes made now jest
don't come up to them near abouts.

Doing of slavery, ﬁe hed the best church, lots better than todey.
I a1 a Baptist from head to foo%, yes sir, yes sir. Jest couldn't be nofhing
else. In the firsf vlace, I mouldn't even try. - |

I knows vhen the war stafted and ceaseted. I tell you it was some
war. Wnen it was all over, the Yankees ‘come thoo'ﬂsinging, "You may die poor
but you won't die a slave."

When the War was over, master told us that we could go out ahd
take care of the crovs already pianted and plant the ones that need planting.
'cause we knowed all 'bout the place and we would go halvers. Te stayed on
3 years after slavery. We got a little money, but we got roon zud board
and didn't have to work too hard. ’It was enough difference to tell you was
no slaves any more. |

After slavery and when I was old enough I g0t married, I married
a gal that was a déughter of her master. Hg wanted to own her, but she
sho! didn't return it. He keot up with her till he died and sent her money
Jjest all the time. Befofe he died, he put her name in his wiil and told his
oidest son to be sure and keep uo with her. The son was sure true £0 his

promise, for till she died, she was forever hearing from him or he would

vigit us, even after'we moved to Oklahoma from Texas./%f

Our chillun and grandchillun will git her part since she is gone,

She wés sure a good wife and for no reason did I take the secoﬁd look at

fﬁOﬁﬁﬁﬁan.waThat,was love, which don't live no more in our hearts.
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I malte a few pennies selling fish worms and Qoing a little yard
vork and raising végetables. Not much money in circulation. When I gets
ny old age pension, it will make thihgs a little mite better. I guess the ‘
time will be soon.

Tain't nothing but bad treatment that makes people die young and

I ain't had none.

19
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ANG 19 \%ﬁ , - FRANCIS BRIDGES
. Age 73 yrse.
Oklahoma City, Okla.
I was born in Red River County, Texas in 1864, and that makes me
73 years olde I had myself 75, and I went to my white folks and they counted
it up and told me I was 73, but I always felt like I was older then that.‘

My husbend's neme is Henry Bridges. We was raised up children to-
gether and married. I had five sisters. My brothe: died here in Ok}ahoma
about two years ago. He was a Fisher. Mary Russell, my sister, sheulives in
Parish, Texas; Willie Ann Poke, she lives in Greenville, Texas; Winnie Jackson,
lives in Adonia, Texas, and Mattie White, my other sister, lives in Long Oak,
Texas, Whife Hunt County.

Our Master was named Master Travis Wright, and we all ate nearly the
same thing. Such things as barbecued rabbits, coon, possums Eaked Wifh swéet
potatoes and all such as that. I used to hang round the kitchen. The cook,
Mama, Winnie Long, used to feed all us little niggers on the flo', jest like
little pigs, in tin cups and wooden spoons. We ate fish too, and I like to
go fishing right this very daye.

We lived right in old Master Tright's yard. His house sat way up
on a high hill., It was jest a little old loz hut we lived in a little old
shack around the yard. They was a lot of little shacks in the yard, I can't
tell jest how many, but it was quite a number of ‘'em. We slept in old-fashion
beds that we called "corded beds", 'cause they had roves crossed to hold the

mattresses for slats. Some of 'em had beds nailed to the wall.
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Master Travis Wright had one son named Sam Wright, and after old
Master Travis Wright died, young Master Sam Wright come to be my mother's master;
He jest died a few years ago. "

My mother say dey had a nigger driver and he'd whip 'em all but his
daughtere I never seen no slaves whipped, but my mother say dey had to whip
her Uncle Charley Mills once for tel%:;%story. She say he bored a hole iﬁ de
wall of de store 'til he bored de hoie in old Master's whiskey barrel, and
he caught two jugs of whiskey and buried it in de banks of de river. When old
laster found out de whiskey was gone, he tried to make Uncle Gharleyrjfess up,
and Uncle Cherley wouldn't so he brung him in and hung him and barely let his
toes touch. After Uncle Charley thought he was going to kill him, he told
where de whiékey wase

We didp't go to church before freedom, land nol 'cause the closest
church was so far =- it was 30 miles off. But I'm a member of the Baptist
Church and I've been a member*fog some 40-0dd years. I was past 40 when I
heerd of a Methodist Church. My favorite song is "Companion." I didn't get
to go to school 'til after slavery.

I 'member more after de War. I 'member my mother said dey had
patrollers, and if de slaves would get passes from de Master to go to de dances

and didn't git back before ten o'clock dey'd beat 'em half to death.

I used to hear 'em talking 'bout Ku Klux Klan coming to the well to
get water. They'd draw up & bucket of wgter and pour the water in they false
stomachs. They false stomachs was tied on 'em with a big leather buckle.
They'd jest pour de Watér in there to scare ' em and say, "his is the first
drink of water I've had since I left Hell.," They'ad say all sech things to
scare the cullud folks.

I heerd my mother say they sold slaves on what they called zn amctton
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block., Jest like if a slave had any portly fine looking children they'd sell
them chillun jest like selling cattle. I didn't see this, jest heerd it.

After freedom, when I was old enough then to work in the field, we
lived on Mr. Martin's pﬁwhtatiéﬁ. We worked awful hard in the fields. Lawd
ves'm! I've heard 'bout shucking up de corn, but give me dem cotton pickings,
Pry'd pick out =11 de cron ofvcotton in one day. The women would cook and de
nen'd pick the cotton, I mean on dem big cotton pickinﬁé. Some would work for
they meals. Then after dey'd gather all de crops, dey'd give big dances, drink
whiskey, and jest cut up sumin terrible. e didn't kmow anything "bout holi~-
dayse

I've heard my husbrnd t~1z 'bout "Raw head an' bloody bones." Said
vhenever dey mothers wanted'%bvscnre tem to make 'em be good dey'd tell 'em
dat a man was outside de door and asked her if she'd hold his head while he
fixed his back bone. I don't believe in voodooing, and I don't believe in
hants. I used to believe infootly of 'enm vhen I was younge

I married Jake Bridées. e had a ordinary wedding. The preacher
married us and we had a license. We have two sons gpovm living here. My
husband told me that in slavery if your Master told you to live with your
brother, you had to live with him. My father's mother énd dad was first cousins.

I can 'member my husband telling me he was hauling lumber from Jeffer-

son where the saw mill was and it was cold that night, and when they got half=-
way back it snowed, and he stopped with an old cullud family, and he said way
in the night, a knock come at de door --woke 'em up, and it was an old cullud
man, and he saild dis old man commence inquiring, trying to find out who déy
people was»and dey told him best dey could remember, and bless de Lawd, *fore
dey finished telking de found out dis old cullud man and de other cullud woman

an' man dat was married was all brothers and sisters, and he told his brother
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it was a sheme he had married his sister and dey had nine chillun. My husbanq
sho! told me dis.

Itve heerd Yem say déy 0ld master roised chillun by those cullud women.
hy, there was one white man in Texas had a cullud woman, but didn't have no
chillun by her, and he had this cullud woman and her old mistress there on the
some nlace. So, when old listress died he wouldn't let this cullud woman leave,
and he gave her a swell home right there on the »nlace, and she is still there
I ruess. They say she say sometime, she didn't want vio Negro men smutting her
sheets up. g

I think Abraham Lincoln was a good man, and I have read a whole lots

'pout him, but I don't know much 'bout Jeff Davis. I think Booker T. Washington

is a fine man, but I aint heerd so much about him.
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JOHN EROWN
Age (about) 87 yrs.
West Tulsa, Okla.

Mo.st of the felks have themselves a regular birthdsy but this old
colored man just pick out any of the days during the year - one day Jjust about
as good ss ancther,

I teen around & long time dbut I don't kmow when I got here. That's
the truth. Nearest I figures it the year was 1850 - the month d.on'wt meke no
difference nohow,

But I knmow the borning was dewn in Taloga County, Alabams, near the
county seat town. Miss Abby wes with my Marmy that day. She was the wife of
k&aster'Jokm Srown. Ste was with all tke slave women every time a baby was
bern, or when a plague of misery hit the folks she knew what to do and what
kind of medicine to chase off the aches and »ains, God tless her! She sure
lovéd us Negrces.

Most of the ¥ime there wes more'n three hundred slaves on the
vlantation., The oldest ones core right from Africa. My Grandmother wes one
of them., A savege in Africa - & slave in America., Memmy tcld it to me., Over
tkere all the nszbives dressed naked and lived on fruits and nuts. Never see
many white mens.

One day a big shipr stopped off the shore and the natives hid in the
brush along the beach., Grandmother was there. The ship men sent a little
boat to the shore and scattered bright things and trinkets on the beach. The
natives wer® curious. Grandmother sald everybody made a rush for them things

soon as the boat left. The trinkets was fewer then the peoples. Next day the

white folks scatter some more. There was another scramble. The natives was
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feeling less scared, and the next day some of them walked up the gangplank to
get things off the plank and off the deck.

The deck was covered with things like they'd found on the beacg;u‘
Two-three hundred natives on the ship when they feel it move. They rush to
the side but the plank was gone. Just dropved in the water when the ship moved
away.

Folks on the beach started to crying and shouting. The ones on the
boaf was wild with fear. Grandmother was one of them who got fcoled, and she
say the last thing seen of that place was the natives running up ané down fhe
beach waving their arms and shouting like they was -mad. The boat men come up
from below where they had been hiding and drive the slaves down in the bottom
and keep them quiet with the whips and clubs.

The slaves was landed at Charleston. The town folks was mighty mad
Ycause the blacks was driven through the streets:without any clothes, and
drove off the boat men after the slaves was sold on the market, Most of that.
load was sold to the Brown plantation in Alabama. Grandﬁother was one of the
bunch.,

The Browns taught them to work. Made clothes for them, For a long
time the natives didn't like the clothes and try to shake them off, There
was three Brown toys = John, Charley and Henry. Nephews of old Lady Hyatt who
was the real owner of the plantation, but the boys run the place. The old
lady she lived in the town. Come out in the spring and fall to see how is the
plantation doing.

She was a fine woman. The Brown boys and their wives was Just as
good. Wouldn't let nobody mistreat the slaves. Whippings was few and nobody

get the whip 'less he need it bad. They teach the young ones how to read and

write; say it was good for the Negroes to know about such things, .
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Sunday was a great day around the plantation. The fields was for-
gotten, the light chores was hurried through and everybody got ready for the
church meeting;

It was out of the doors, in the yard fronting the big log where the
Browns all lived. Master John's wife would start the meeting with a prayer
and then would come the singing. The old timey songs.

The white folks on the next plantation would lick their slaves for
trying "co do like we did. No praying there, and no singing.

The Master gave out the week's supply on Saturday. Plenty of hams,
lean bacon, fléu:r, corn meal, coffee and more'n enough for the week, Nobody
go hungry on that place! During th; growing season all the slaves have a
garden spot all their own. Three thousand acres on that place - plenty of
room for gardens and field crops.

Even during the war foods was plentiful. One time the Yankee sol=-
diers visit the place. The white folks gone and I talks with them. Asks me
"lots of questions = got any meats - got any potatoes - got any this - some of
that‘- but I just shake my head and they don't look around.

The old cook fixes them up though. She fry all the eggs on the place,
skillet the ham and pan the biscuits! Them soldiers fill up and leave the
house friendly as anyboéir. ‘I ever seel

The Browns wasn't bothered with the Ku Xlux Xlan either., The Negroes
minded their own business just like before they was free.

I stayed on the plantation 'til the last Brown die. Them I come %o
Oklahoma and worke on the railroad 'til I was too old to hustle the grips and
packages., Now I just sits thinking how much better off would I be on the old
plantation, |

Homesick! Just homesick for that Alabama farm like it was in them

good old times!
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SALLIE CAHDER

Age 83 yrs.
Burwin, Okla.

I was born in Jackson, Tennessee, and I'm going on 83 years. My
mother was Harriett Neel and father Jeff Bills, both of them named
after their masters. I has cne brother, J., B. Bills, but all de
rest of my brothers and deters is dead.

No sir, we never had no money while I was a elave. We jest didn't
have nothing a~$all! We ate greens, corn bread, and ash cake, De only
time I ever got a biscuit would be when a misdemeanor was did, and my
Migtress would giv_e a buttered biscuit to de one who could tell her who
done it.

In hot weather and cold weather dere was no difference as to what
we wore, We wore dresses my mother wove for us and no shoes a~tall, 1
never wore any shoes till I was grown and den dey was old Bmgans wid
only two holes to lace, one on each side. During my wedding I wore a
blue calico dress, a man's shirt tall as a head :ag, and a pair of
brogan shoes.

My Master lived in a three-story frame house painted white, My
Migtress was very mean., Sometimes she would make de overseer whip
negroes for looking too hard at her when she was talking to dem, Dey
had four children, three girls and one boy.

I was a servant to my Master, and as he had de palsy I had to care
for him, feed him and push him around., I don't know how many slaves,
but he had a good deal of tem,

About four o'clock mornings de overseer or negro carriage driver

who steyed at the Big House would ring de bell to git up and git to work.

27
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De slaves would pick a heap of cotton and work till late on moonshihing
nights,

Dere was a white post in front of my door with ropes to tie the slaves
to whip dem. Dey used a plain strap, another one with holes in it, and
one dey call de cat wid nine tails which was a number of straps plated and
de ends unplated. Dey would whip de slaves wid a wide strap wid holes in
it and de holes would make blisters, Den dey would take de cat wid nine
talls and burst de blisters and den rub de sores wid turpentine amirred B
pepper.

1 never saw any slaves auctioned off but I seen dem pass our house
chained together on de way to be sold, including both men and women wid
babies all chained to each other, Dere wa§ no churches for slaves, but
at nights dey would slip off and git in dtiches and sing and pray, and
when dey would sometimes be caught at it dey would be whipped. Some of
de slaves would turn down big pots and put dere heads in dem and pray.

My Mistress would tell me to be a good obedient slave and I would go to
heaven. When slaves would attempt to run off dey would catch dem and
chain dem and fetch 'em back and whip dem before dey was turned loose
again. |

De patrollers would go about in de quarters at nights to see if any
of de slaves was out or slipped off, As we sleep on de dirt fleors on
pallets, de patrollers would walk all over and on us and if we even grunt
‘dey would whip us, De only trouble between de whites and blacks on our
plantation was when de overseer tied my mother to whip her and my father
untied her and de overseer shot and killed him,

Negroes never was allowed to git sick, and when dey would leok somewhat:

sick, de overseer would give dem some blue-mass pills and oil of some sort ‘
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and make dem oontinué to work,

During de War de Yankees would pass through and kill up de chickens,
and hogs, and cattle, and eat up all dey could find. De day of freedom
de overseer went into de fleld and told de slaves dat dé& ‘w‘a;—;r\;e, and
de slaves replied, "free ﬁow‘t" and he told dem: %free to work and live
for demselves." And dey saild dey didn't now what to do, and so some of

dem stayed on. I married Josh Forch, I am mother of four children and 35

-

grand children.
' I like Abraham Iincoln. I think he was a good man and president. 1

4idn't know much who Jeff Davis was. What I heard 'bout Booker T,

Washington, he was a good man,

Now dat slavery is over, I don't want to be in nary 'nother slavery,

and if ever nary 'nothern come up I wouldn't stay here.
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BETTY FOREMAN CHESSIER
Age 94 years
Oklahome City, Okle.

I was born July 11, 1843 in Raleigh, Ne Ce My mother was named
Melinds Manley, the slave of Gov.ernor.Manley of North Carolina, and 'my
father was named Arnold Foreman, slave of Bob and J ohn Foreman, two young
masterse They come over from Arkansas to visit my master and my pappy and
mgmmy met and got xharried, 'though my pappy only seen ny mammy in the summer
when his masters come to visit our master snd dey toqk him right backe I
had three sistérs and twe brothers and none of dem was my whole brothers and
sisterss I stayed in the Big House 211 the time, but my sisters and brothers
was gived to the master's sons and daughters whey dey got married and dey was

told to send back for some more when dem dieds I didn't never stay with my

memmy doing of slavery. I stayed in the. Big Hoﬁse. I slept under the dining -

room table witﬁ three other darkies. The flo! was well ‘carpeted. Don't
remembah my grandmammy and grandpappy, but my master was they master.

I waited on the table, keot flies off'n my mistress ond went for
the maile Never made no money, but dey did give the slaves money at Christmas
timee I never had over two dresses.. One was calico and one. ginghame I had
such underclothes as dey wore then.

Master Manley and Mistress had six sons an' six darters. Dey raised
dem all till dey was grown too. Dey lived in a great big house 'cross from
the ma.ns_ion, right in town before Master was ‘'lected Governor, den dey all
moved in dat mensione

Plgni;ation folks had. barbecues and "lay crop feasts" and invited
the city darkies out. When I first come here I couldn't understand the

folks here, 'cause dey didn't quit work on Baster Mondsy. That is some day

j
~
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in North Carolina even today. I doesn't remember any play songs, 'cause i was
almost in prison. I couldn't play with any of the darkies and I doesn't re-
member playing in my life when I was a little girl and when I got growm 1
didn't want to. I wasn't hongry, I waén't-paked and I got only five licks
from the white folks in my life. Dey was for being such a big forgitful girl.
I saw 'em sell niggers once. The only pusson I ever seen whipped at dat
whipping post was a white man.

I never got no learning; dey kept us from dat, but you know some of
dem darkies learnt anyhow., We had church in the heart of town or in the
basement of some old building. I went to the 'piscopal church most all the
time, t111 I got to be a Baptist.

The slaves run away to the North 'cause dey wanted to be free. Some
of my family run away sometime and dey didn't catch 'em neither. The pat-
rollers sho! watched the streets. But when dey caught any of master's niggers
without passes, dey jest locked him up in the guard house and ﬁaster come down
in the mawnin' and git 'em out, but dem patrollers better not whip one.

I know when the War commenced and ended. Master Manley sent me
from the Big House t? the office about a mile away. Jest as I got to the
office door, three men rid up in blue uniforms and said, "Dinah, do you have
any milk in there?" I was sent down to the office for some beans for to cook
dinner, but dem men most nigh scared me to death. They never did go in daf
office, but jest rid off on horseback about a quarter a mile and seem lak
right now, Yankeeé fell out of the very sky, 'cause hundeds and hundeds was
everywhere you could look to save your life. 0ld Migﬁ:ess sent one of her
grandchillun to tell me to come on, and one of the Yankees told dat child,
"You tell your grandmother she aintt coming now and never wlll come back there

"as a slave." Master was setting on the mansion porch. Dem Yankees come up on
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de porch, go down in cellar and didn't tech one blessed thing. O0ld Mistress
took heart trouble, 'cause dem Yankees whipped white folks _géing and coming,

I laid in my bed a many night scared to death of XKlu Klux Klan. Dey
would come to your house and .ask for a drink and no more want a drink than
nothing,

After the Wa®, I went to mammy and my step-pappy. She .do,ne married
again, so I left and went to Warrington and Ea.l]ifax, North Carolina, jest
for a little while nursing some white chillun. I stayed in Raleigh, where I
was born till 7 years ago, when I come to Oklahoma to live with my only living
child, I am the mother of 4 chillun and 11 grandchillun,

When I got married I jumped a broomstick, To git unmarried, all
you had to do was to jump backwards over the same broomstick.

Lincoln and Booker T. Washington was two of the finest men ever
lived. Don't think nothing of Jeff Davis, 'cause he was a traltor. ZFreedom
- for us was the best thing éver happened. Prayer is best thipg in the world.

Everybody ought to pray, 'cause prayer got us out of slavery.
UGS e uah o
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POLLY COLBERT

Age 83 yrs,
Colbert, Oklahoma

I am now living on de forty-scre farm dat de Government give me and it
is Just about three miles from my old home on Master Holmes Colbert's
plantation where I lived when I was a slave,

Lawsy me, times sure has changed since slavery times! WMaybe I notice
1t more since I been living here all de time, tut dere's farms ';ougd here
dat I've seen grown timber cleared off of twice during my lifetime, Dis
land was first cleared up and worked by niggers when dey was slaves, After
de War nobody worked it and it jJust naturally growed up again wid all sorts
of trees, Llater, white folks cleared it up again and took grown trees
off'r 1t and now dey are still cultivating it but it is most wore out now.
Some of it won't even sprout peas, Dis same land used to grow corn without
hardly any work but it sure won't do it now.

I reckon it was on account of de rich land dat us niggers dat was
omed by Indians didn't have to work so hard as dey did in de old states,
tut I think dat Indian masters was just naturally kinder any way, leastways
mine was,

My mother, Liza, was owned by de Colbert family and my father, Tony,
was owned by de Love family, When Magter Holmes and Miss Betty Love was
married dey fathers give my father and mother to dem for a wedding gift, I
was born at Tishomingo and we moved to de farm on Red River seon after dat

“and I been here ever since. I had a sister and a drother, but I ain't seen

dem since den.
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My mother died when I was real small, and about a year after dat my
father died. Master Holmes told us children not to cry, dat he and Miss
Betsy would take good care of us. Dey did, too. Dey tock us in de house
wid dem and look after us jest as good as dey could colored children, We
slept in a 1ittle room close to them and she allus seen dat we was covered
up good before she went to bed, I guess she got a sight of satisfaction
from taking care of us 'cause she didn't have no babies to care for.

Magter Holmes and Miss Betsy was real young folks but dey was purty
well fixed, Ee owned about 100 acres of land dat was cleared and ready for
de plow and a lot dat was not in cultivation, BHe had de woods full of hogs
end cows and he owned seven or eight grown slaves and several children, I
remerber Uncle Shed, Uncle Lige, Aunt Chaney, Aunt Lizzie, and Aunt Susy
Just as well as if it was yesterday. Mpgter Holmes and Miss Betsy was both
half-breed Choctaw Indians. Dey had both been away to school somewhere in
de states and was well educated. Dey had two children but dey died when dey
was little, Another little girl was born to dem after de War and she lived
to be a grown woman,

Dey sure was fine young folks and provided well for us., He allus had a
smokehouse full of meat, lard, sausage, dried beans, peas, corn, potatoes,
turnips and collards banked up for winter. He had plenty of milk and butter
for all of us,too.

Master Holmes allus say, "A hungry men caint work.," And he allus saw
to it that we had lots to eat,

We cooked all sorts of Indian dishes:! Tomefuller, pashofa, hickory-mut
grot, Tom-budha, ash-cakes, snd pound cekes hesides vegetables and meat
dighes, Corn or corn meal was used in all de Indian dishes., We made hominy

out'n de whole grains. Tom=fuller was made from beaten corn and tasted sort
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of like hominy.

We would take corn and beat it like in a wooden mortar wid a wooden
pestle. We would husk it by fanning it and we would den put it on to ceok
in a big pot. While it was cooking we'd pick out a lot of hickory-nuts, tie
'em up in a cloth and beat 'em a little and drop 'em in and cook for a long
time, We called dis dish hickory-nut grot. When we made pashofa we beat de
corn and cook for a littie while aré den we add fresh pork and cook until de
meat was done., Tom-budhs was green cormn and fresh meat cooked together and
seasoned wid tongue or pepper-grass. )

We cooked on de fire place wid de pots hanging over de fire on racks
and den we baked bread and cakes in a oven-skillet, We didn't use soda and
baking powder, We'd put salt in de mesl and scald it wid boiling water gnd
moke it into pones and bake it. We'd roll de ash cakes in wet cabbage
leaves and put 'em in de hot ashes and bake 'em. We cooked potatoes, and
roasting ears dat way also, We sweetened our cakes wid molassesg, snd dey was
plenty sweet too.

Dey was lots of possums and coons and squirrels and we nearly always had
some one of these to eat, We'd parboil de possum or coon and put it in a pen
and bake him wid potatoes 'round him, We used de broth to baste him and for
gravy. Hit sure was fine eating dem days.

I never had much work to do. I helped 'round de house when I wanted to
and I run errande for Miss Betsy, I liked to do things for her. When iéot
a little bigger my brother and I toted cool water to de field for de hands,

Didn't none of Master Holmes' niggers work when dey was sick, FHe allus
saw dat dey had medicine and a doctor iffen dey needed one, 'Bout de only
sickness we had was chills and fever. In de old days we made lots of our

own medicine and I still does it yet. We used polecat grease for croup and
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rheumatism, Dog-fennel, butterfly-root, end life-everlasting boiled and
mixed and made into a syrup will cure pneumonia and pleurisy., Pursley-weed,
called squirrel physic, boiled into & syrup will cure chills and fever,
Snake~root steeped for a long time and mixed with whiskey will cure chills
and fever also,

Cur clothes was all made of homespun, De women doﬁfe all de spinning
and de weaving but Miss Betsy cut out all de clothes and helped wid de
sewing, She learned to sew when she was away to school and she learnt all
her women to sew. She donme all the sewing for de children. Master Holmes
bought our shoes and we all had 'em to wear in de winter. We all went bare-
foot in de summer.

He kept mighty good teams and he had two fine saddle horees. EHe and
Miss Betsy rode 'em all de time, She would ride wid him all over de farm
and dey would go hunting a lot, too., She could shoot a gun as good as any
man,

Master Holmes sure did love his wife and children and he was so proui;
of her. It nearly killed 'em both to give up de little boy and girl, !
never did hear of him taking a drink and he was kind to everybody, both black
and white, and everybody liked him, Dey had lots of company and dey never
turned anyj:ody away. We lived about four miles from de ferry on Red Biver
on de Texas Road and lots of travelers stopped at our house,

We was 'lowed to visit de colored folks on de Eastman and Carter plan-
tations dat joined our farm, Zastman and Carter was both white men dat
married Indian wives., Dey was good to dey slaves, too, and let 'em visit
us, |

01d Uncle Kellup (Caleb) Colbert, Uncle Billy Hogan, Rev, John Carr,
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Rev, Baker, Rev., Hogue, and o0ld Father Murrow preached for de white folks
all de time and us colored folks went to church wid dem, Dey had church
under brush arbors and we set off to ourselves but we could take part in de
ginging and sometimes a eolored person would get happy and pray and shout
but nobody didn't think nothing 'bout dat.

De Patg¢rollers was de law, kind of like de policeman now. Dey sure

never did whip one of Master Holmes' niggers for he didn't allow it, EHe
didn't whip 'em hiss21lf and he sure didn't allow anybody else to either.

I was afraid of de Ku Kluxers too, and I 'spects dat Master Holmes was one
of de leaders iffen de truth was known. Dey sure was scary looking.

I was scared of de Yankee soldiers. Dey come-by and killed some of
our cattle for beef and took our meat and lard out'n de smokehouse and dey
took some corx., too. Us niggers was awful mad. We didn't know anything
'bout dem fighting to free us, We didn't specially want to be free dat I
knows of,

Right after de War I went over to Bloomfisld Academy to take care of a
l1ittle girl, but I went back to Master Holmes and Miss Betsy at de end of
two years to take care of de little girl dat was born to dem and I stayed
with her until I was about fifteen, Master Holmes went to Washington as a
delegate, for something for &e Indians, and he took sick and died and dey
buried him dere. Poor Miss Betsy nearly grieved herself to death. She
stayed on at de farm till her little girl was grown and married. Her nigger
men stayed on with her and rented land from her and dey sure raised a sight
of truck, Didn't none of her old slaves ever mae very far from her and
most of them worked for her till dey was too old to work,

I left Miss Betsy purty soon after Master Holmes died and went back to
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de Academy and stayed three yeass, I married a man dat belonged to Master
Holmes' cousin, His name was Colbert, too. I had a big wedding. Miss
Betsy and a lot of white folks come and stayed for dinner. We danced all
evening and after supper we started Again and danced all night and de next
day and de next night, We'd eat awhile and den we'd dance awhile,

My husband and I had nine children and now I've got seven grandchildren.
My husband has been dead a long time,

My sivster, Chaney, lives here close to me but her mind has got feeble
and she can't recollect as much as I can, I live with my son and he-is
nighty good to me, I kmow I ain't long for dis world but I don't mind for I

has lived a long time and I'1l have a lot of friends in de other world and

I won't be lonesome,



Oklahoma Writers'! Project Ex~Slaves

. \S}‘,‘g\
W % GEORGE CONRAD, JR.,

Agze 77 yrs.
Oklahoma City, Okla.

I was born PFebruary 23, 1860 at Connersville, Harrison County, Ken-

tucky. I was born and lived just 13 miles from Parish. My mother's name is

Rachel Conrad, born at Bourbon County, Kentucky. My father, George Conrad, was

born at Bourbon County Kentucky. My grandmother's name is Sallie Amos, é,nd
grandfather's name is Peter Amos. My grandfather, his' 0ld Mastef freed him
and he bought my grandmother, Aunt Liza and Uncle Cy. EHe made the money by
freighting groceries from Ohio to Maysville, Kéntucky. 0

Our Mgster was named Master Joe Conrad.” We sometimes called him
"Mos" Joe Conrad. Master Joe Conrad stayed in a big log house with weather
boarding on the outsidg. | |

I was born in a log cabin. We slept in wooden beds with rope cords
for slats, and the beds had curtains around them. You see my mother was
the cook for the Master, and she cooked everything —=- chicken, roastingvears.
She cooked mostly everything we have now. They didn't have stoves; they cooked
in big ovens. The skillets had three legs. I can remember the first stove
that we had. I guess I was about six years cld.

My old Master had 900 acres of land. My father was a stiller. He
made three barrels of whisky a day. Before the War whisky sold for 12%;& and
13¢ a gallon. After the War it went up to $3 and $4 per gallon. When War

broke out he had 300 barrels hid under old Master's barn.
4 ! Th'er; was 14 colored men working for old, Master Joe and 7 women. I
- think it was on the 13th of May, all 14 of fthese colored men, and my father,
went to the Army. When old Master Joe come %o wake 'em up the next morning

-=I remember he called real loud, Miles, Esau, Géorge. Frank, Arch, on down

‘the line, and my mother told him they'd all gone to the army. 01d Master went
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to Cynthia, Xentucky, where they had gone to enlist énd begged the officer in
charge to let him see all of his boys, but the officer said "No." Some way
or 'nother he got a chance to see Arch, and Arch came back with him to help
raise the crops.
| My mother cooked and took care of the house, Aunt Sarah took care

of the chiidren. I had two little baby brothers,>0harlie and John, The old
ilistress would let my mother put them in her cradle and Aunt Sarah got jealous,
and killed both of the babies. When they cut one of the babies open they took
out two frogs. Some say she conjured the babies., Them niggefs coudd con-
Jure each other but they couldn't do nothing to the whitefolks, but I don't
believe in it. There's an old woman living back tﬁefe now (pointing around
the corner of the house where he was sitting) they said her husband put a
spell on her, They call 'em two-headed Negroes,

0ld Master never whipped any of his slaves, except two of my uncles
-- Pete Conrad and Richard Sherman, now living at Falsmouth, Kentucky.

We raised corn, wheat, oats, rye and barley, in the spring. In
January, February and March we'd‘go up 'to the Sugar Camp where he had a grove
of maple trees. We'd make maple syrup and put up sugar in cakes. Sugar sold
for $2.50 and $3 a cake., He had a regular sﬁgar.house. M§‘old Master was
rich I tell you. o

Whenever a member of the white family die all the slaves would turn
out, and whenever a slave would die, w@itefolks and all the slaves would go.
My Master had a big vault, My Mistress was buried in an iron coffin that they
called a potanic coffin., I went Dback to see her after I was 21 years old and
she look jest like she did when they buried her. All of the family was buried
in them vaults, and I expect if ybu’d go there today the&'d look the same,
The slaves was buried in good handmade coffins;

I heard a lot of talk 'bout the patrollers, In them days if you went

~ away from home and didn't have a pass they'd whip you. Sometimes they'd whip
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you with a long black cow whip, and then sometime they'd roast elm switches
in the fire., This was called "cat-o-nine-tails", and they'd whip you with
dat. We never had no jaivls: only punisfnnent was just to whip you.

Now, the ﬁay the slaves travel. If a slave had been good some-
times old Master would let him ride his hoss; then,‘ so#nefime they'd stea.lha
hoss out and ride 'em and slip him baék before old Master ever found it out,
There was a man in them days by the name of John Brown. We called him an
underground railroad man, 'cause he'd steal the slaves and carry 'em across
the river in a boat., When you got on'the other side you was free, Tcause
you was in a free étate, Ohio, |

Wevused to sing, and I guess young folks today does too:

"John Brown's Body Lies A'moulding In the Clay."
and
"They Hung John Brown On a Sour Apple Tree."

Our slaves all got very good attention when they got sick, They'd
sgnd and get a doctor for 'em, You see o0ld Mistress Mary bought my mother,
father and two eh%hrowed in for $1,iOO and she told Master Joe to always
keep her slaves, not to sell 'em and always take good care of 'em,

When my father went to the army old Master told us he was gdne to
fight for us niggers freedom. My daddy was the only one that come ‘back out of
the 13 men that enlisted, and when my daddy come back old Master give him a
buggy and hoss.

When the Yanks come, I never will forget one of 'em wae named
John Morgan. We cérried old laster down to the barn and hid him in the hay.

I felt so sorry for old Master they took all his hams, some of his whiskey,
and all dey could find, hogs, chickens, énd jest treated him something terrible,

The whitefolks learned my father how to read and write, but I didn't

learn how to read and write 'til I enlisted in the U. S, Army in 1883,
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They sent us here (Oklahoms Territory) to keep the immigrants from
settling up Oklahoma. I went to Fort Riley the 1lst day of October 1883, and.
stayed there three weeks., Left Fort Riley and went to Ft. Worth, Texas, and
landed in Henryétta, Texas, on the 14th day of October 1883, Then, we had
85 miles to walk to Ft. Sill, We walke@ there in three days. I was assigned
to my Company, Troop G. 9th Calvary, and we stayed and drilled in Ft. Sill six
months, when we was assigned to duty. Ve got orders to come to Ft, Reno, OKkla,,
on the 8th day of Januvary 1885 where we was ordered to Stillwater, Okla., to
move five hundred immigrants under Capf. Couch, We landed there onrthe 23rd
day of January, Saturday evening, and Sunday was the 24th, We had general
inspectioﬁ Monday, January 25, 1885, We fell in line of battle, sixteen com=-
vaenies of soldiers, to move 500 immigrants to the Arkansas City, Kansas line,

We formed a line at 9:00 o'clock Monday morning and Cavtain Couch
run up his white flag, and Colonel Hatch he sent the orderly up to see what
he meant by putting up the flag, so Captain Couch sent word back, "If you
don't fire on me, I'1ll leave tomorrow." Colonel Hatch turned around to the
Major and told him to turn his troops back to the camp, and detailed thfee
camps of soldiers of the 8th g;ﬁhbay to carry Cavotain Couch's troop of 500
immigrants to Arkansas City, Kansas. Troop L., Tréop D., and.TrOOpjé. taken
them back with 43 wagons and put them over the line of Kansas, Then we were
ordered back to our supply camp at Camp Alice, 9 miles north of Guthrie in the
Cimarron horseshoe bottom, We stayed there about three months, and Capt. Couch
and his colony came back into the territory at Caldwell, Kansas June 1885,

I laid there 'til August 8, then we changed regimehts with the 5th
Calvary to go to Nebraska., There was a breakout with the Indians at Ft. Reno

the. lst of July 1885. The Indian Agency tried to meke the Indians wear citizens!
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clothes. They had to call General Sheridan from Washington, D. C., to quiet
the Indians down., Now, we had to make a line in three divisions, fifteen
niles a part, one non-commissioned officer to each squad, and these men was
to go to Caldwell, Kansas and bring him to Ft, Reno that night. He came that
night, so the next morning Colonel Brisbgne and General Hatch reported to
General Sheridan what the trouble was. General Sheridan called all the Indian
Chiefs together and asked them why they rebelled against the agency, and they
told them they weren't going to wear citizen's clothes. General Sheridan
called his corporals and sergeants'togetﬁer and told them to go behfid the
guard house and dig a grave for this Indian agent in order to fool the Indien
Chiefs. Then, he sent a detachment of soldiers to order the Indian Chiefs
away from the guard house and to put this Indian agent in the ambulance that
brought him to Ft. Reno and tzke him back to Washington, D, C.,, to remain
there 'til he returned. The next morning he called all the 4ndien Chiefs
to~the guard house and pointed down to the grave and said that, "I have killed
the agent and buried him there." The Indians tore the feathers out of their
hats rejoicing that they killed the agent,

On the 12th of the same July, we had general inspection with
General Foresides from Washington, then we was ordered back to our supply camp
to stay there 'til we got orders of our change, On August 8, we got orders
to change’to go to Nebfaska, to Ft. Robinson, Ft. Nibrary, and Ft. McKinney,
and we left on the 8th of August, |

This is my Oklahoms history. I gave this story tq‘the Daily Qklehoman
and Times at one time and they are suoposed to publish it but they héven't.

Now you see that tree up there in front of my house? That trée is
50 years old. It is called the potopic tree. That was the only tree around

———

here in 1882, This was a bald prairie. I enlisted over there where the City

Market sets now., That was our starting camp under Capt. Payne, but he died,
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I joined the A. M. E, Methodist Church in 1874, I love this song
better than all the rest:

"Am I a Soldier of the Crosst"

Abraham Lincoln was a smart man, but he would have done more if he
was not killed., I don't think his work was finished. I'11l tell you the
truth about Booker T. Washington. He argued our veople to stay out of town
and stay in the country. He was a Democrat. He was a smart man, but I
think a man should live wherever he choose regardless. I never stopped work
whenever I'd hear he was coming to town to speak, You know they wasﬁ't‘
fighting for freeing the slaves; they was fighting to keep Kansas from being
a slave State; so when they had the North whivped, I mean the South had 'em
whipped, they called for the Negroes to go out and fight for his freedom.
Don't kmow nothing 'bout Jeff Davis. I've handled a lots of his money. It
was counterfeited after the War,

I've been married four times. I had one wife and three womeﬁ. I
mean the three wasn't no good, My first wife's name: Amanda Nelson. 2nd: .

(= B
Po¥ahuntas Jackson. 3rd: Nannie Shumpard. We lived together 9 years. She

tried to beat me out of my home,
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MARTHA CUNNINGHAM
(white) Age 81 yrs.
Oklahoma City, Oklahoma

My fatherfs name was A. J. Brown, and my mother's name was Hattie
Brown, I was born in the East, in Saveer County, Temnessee. I had
~ twelve sisters and brothers, sll are d@ but two, W. S. Brown lives
at 327 W. Califoraia, and Maudie Reynolds, my sister lives at Minrovie,
California.

We lived in different kinds of houses just like we do noi. ‘Some was
of log, some frame and some rock., I remember when we didn't have stoves
to cook on, no lamps, and not even any candles until I was about six yéa.rs
0old, Ve would take a rag and sop it in lard to make lights.

All of our furniture was home made, but it was nice, We had just
plenty of every thing., It wasn't like it is in these days where you
have to pick and scrape for something to eat.

My grandfather and grandmether gave my mother and father two slaves,
an 0ld woman and man, when they married, My grandfather owned a large planta~
tion, and had a large number of slaves, and my father and mother owned several
farms at different places. Our mother and father treated our sla\;es good.
They ate what we ate, and they stayed with us a long time after the War. I
remember though all of the slave: owners weren't good to their slaves, I
have seen 'em take those young fine looking negroes, put them in a pen when
they got ready to whip them, strip them and lay them face down, and beat
them until white whelps arose on their bodies, Yes, some of them was
treated awful mean,

I saw mothers sold from their babies, and bables sold from their

mothers, They would strip them, put them on the auction bleck and sell

them -~ bid them off jJust like you would cattle. Seme would sell for
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lots of momey.

They wouldn't take the slaves to church. I don't remember when the
negroes had their first schools, but it was a long time after the War,

Wby, I remember when they'd have those big corn shuckings, flax pullings,
and quilting parties. They would sow acres after acres of flax, then they
would meet at some house or plantation and pull flax until they had finished,
then give a big party. There'd be the same thing at the next plantation and
so on until they'd all in that neighborhood get their crops gathered, I
remember they'd have all kinds of good eats =- pies, cakes, chicken, fish,
fresh pork, beef, -- Jjust plenty of good eats. |

I went over the battlefield at Knoxville, Tennessee, two or three hours
after the Yankees and the Rebels had a battle. It was about a mile from
our house, and I walked over hundreds of dead men lying on the ground. Some
were fatally wounded, and we carried about six or seven to our house. I saw
the doctor pick the bullets out of their flesh,

When the Yankees came they treated the sl;’.ve owners awful mean. They
drew a gan on my mother, made her walk for seversl miles one real cold night
and take them up on the top of & mountain and show them where a still was.
They would make her cook for ‘em. They took every thing we had. I was
about twelve years old at that time,

I stayed there with my mother until after my father died, then we moved
to Alabema, I was about 22 years old. I married a man named Kelley., He
and my brothers were railroad graders. We traveled all over Texas,

I nade the Run, Came bere in ¥89 with my mothef. husbend and eight
children. My husbend and brothers graded the streets for the townsite of

Oklahoma City and platted 1t off.
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When we made the Run, we just stood on the preperty until it was sur-
veyed, then we'd pay $1.00, and the lot was ours, I camped on the corner
of Bobingon and Pottawatomie Streets and Robinson and Chickasaw, I owned
the Northwest corner. I later sold both lots.

I am g Christien, Baptist mostly, I guese, and I believe in the Great
Beyond, I don't think you have to go to church all the time to be saved,
but you have to be right with the Man up yonder before you can be saved.

I am a Republican, and it makes my blood boil whenever I hear a negré
say he ig a democrat. They shodld all be Republicans.

I have been married twice. I married William Cunningham here in 1922,
He is dead; in fact, both my husbande are dead, so I don't see much need of

talking about them.
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WILLIAM CURTIS

Age 93 yrs.
McAlester, Oklahoma

"Run Nigeger, run,

De Patteroll git ye!

Run Nigger, run,

He's almost herel®

Please Mr, Patteroll,

Don't ketch me! :
Jest take dat nigger

What's behind dat tree.”

Lawsy, I done heard dat song all my life and it warn't no Jjoke
neither. De Patrol would git ye too if he caught ye off the plantation
vithout 2 pass from your laster, and he'd whup ye too. None of us dassn't
leave without a pass.

We chillun sung lots of sdngs and we played marbles, mumble peg,
and town ball. In de winter we would set around de fire and listen to our
iammy and Papoy tell ghosﬁ tales and witch tales. I donft guess dey was sho!

nuff so, but we all thought dey was.

My Mammy was bought in Virginia by our Master, Hugh McKeown. He

owned a big plantation in Georgia. Soon after she come to Georgil she
married my'pa. 0l1d Haster was good %o wus. We lived for a while in the

quarters'bdhind thé Big House, and my mammy was de house woman.

Somehow in a trade, or maybe my pa was mortgaged but anyway

old Master let 8 man in Vlrglnia have him and we u&ver ‘see him no more '$ill

after the War. It nlgh broke our hearts when he had to 1eave and old Master

' d'ne vert. ing he could to make itvum t0 us.‘

dﬁ't do: no work 'till 4 was

wa Afouriofﬂus‘chil
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about fifteen years old. 014 Master bought a tavern and mammy worked as house
voman and I went to work at the stables. I drove the carriage and took keer
of the team and carriage. I kept 'em shining too. I'd curry the horses 'till
they was:/slick and shiny. I'd polish the harness and the carriage. 014 Master
and Mistress was quality and I wanted everybody to know it. They had three
girls and three boys and we boys played together and went swimming together.
We loved each other, I tell ye.

0ld Master built us a little house jest back of de tavern agd'mammy
raised us jest like 01d Mistress did her chillun. When I didn't have to work
de boys and me would go hunting. We'd kill possum; éoon, squirrels and wild
hogs. 0ld Master killed a wild hog and he give mammy her ten tiny pigs. She
raised 'em and my, at the meat we had when they wes butchered.

They had lots of company at de Big House, and it was de only tavern

too, so they was lots of cooking to do. They would go to church on Sunday and

they would spread their dinners on the ground. My, but they was feasts. We'd
allus git to go as I drive the carriage and mammy looked after the food. We had

our own church too, with our own preacher.

We had a spinning house where 2ll the old women would card and spin
wool in de winter and cotton in de summer. Dey made all our clothes, What few
we wore. Us boys just wore long tailed shirts 'till we was 12 or 13 years
0ld, sometimes older. I wes IS when I started driving the fambly carriage and

I got to put on pants then.

| Our suits was made out of jeans. That cloth wore iike buckskin,
We'd wear lem for a year before they had to be vatched.
We made our own brogan shoes too. We'd kill a beef and skln it

and spread the skin.out and 1et 1t dry a whlle.v Wé‘d put the hide.ln lime

wate t‘Egetﬁthe:hair off, thﬂnnwe'd 011 it and work 1t ’till it was sofé-
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Next we'd take it to the ﬁench and scrape or 'vplesh! it with knives. It

vas then out in a tight cabinet and smoked with oak wood for about 24'
hours. Smoking loosened the skin. We'd then take it out and rub it to
softeﬁ it. It was blacked and oiled and it was ready to be made into shoes.
It took nearly a year to get a green hide made into shoes. Twan't no-wopder
we had to go barefooted.

Sometimes I'd work in the wood shop, dressing wagon spokes, We
nade spokes with 2 plane, by hand on a bench. 3

I didn't have much work to do before I was 15 excent to run errands.
One of my jobs was to take corn to the mill to be ground into meal. Some one
ould pﬁt ny sack of corn on the mule's back and helo me up and I'd ride to
the mill and have it ground and they'd losd me back on and I'd £o back home,

N I remember once my meal fell off and I waited and waited for some-
body to come by and help me. I got tired waiting so I toted the sack to a big
log and laid it acrost it. I led my rmale ugyo the log and after working
hard for a long time I managed to get it on his back. I climbed up and jest
as we started off the mule jumped and I fell off and pulled the sack off with
me. I couldn't do nothing but wait and finally old Master came after me. He
lmowed something was wrong.

014 Master was good to all of his slaves but his overseers had
orders to make 'em work. He fed 'em good and took good keer of 'em and never
made 'em work iffen they was sick or even fel%bwi. They was two things old
Master jest wouldn't 'bide and dat was for a slave to be sassy or lazy.
Sometimes if &ey wouldn't work or siipped off de farm dey would whip 'em. He
didn;t ﬁhip often. Colored overseers was worse to whip than white ones, but
Maste? allaé said;»“Eédn't you all rather have a nigger overseer than a white

7 I don't ﬁéﬁtlto whité‘man'dvér‘my'niggexs.”_ I've seen thelbvérséer whip
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some but I never did get no vhivving. He would striv 'em to the waist and
wain 'Yem with a long leather stroo, about as wide as two fingers and fastened
to a handle.

When de war broke out everthing was changed. ly young lfasters had
to go. T. H. licKeom, the oldest was a Lieutenant and was one of the first to
g0. It nigh broke 2ll of our hearts. Pretty soon he sent for me to come aznd
eeo him comvany. Old llaster let me go and I stayed in his quarters. He was
stationed at Atlante and Griffin, Georgia. I'd stay with him a weelTor two
ond I'd go hone for a few days and I'd take back food and fruit. I stayed
with him and waited on hinm 'till he got used to being in the army and they
noved him out to fighting. I wanted to go on with hiz but he wouldn't let
ne, he told me to go back and‘fake care of 014 llaster and 014 Histress. They
vas gettihg old by then. Purty soon Young llaster got wounded purty bad and
they sent me home. I never went back. I got a "vass" to go home. Course,
after theAwar nothing was right no more. Yes, we was free but we didnit Imow
vhat to do. We didn't want.to leave our old liaster and our old home. Ve
stayed on and after a2 while my vaony conme honme to us. Dat was de best thing
avout de war setting us free, he could come back to us.

We 211 lived on at the old vlantation., O0ld Master and old Mistress
died and young Master took charge of de farm. He couldn't a'done no thing
without us niggers. Hé didnlt know how %o work. He was good to us and
divided the crops with us.

I never went to school much but my white folks learned me to read

-end write,. I could always have any of their books to read, and they had

lots of lem.,

Times has changed 2 lot since that time. I don't lmow where the

world is much better now, that it has everthing or then when we didn't have



" Oklahoma Writers! Project

hardly nothiné, tut I believe there was more religion then. We always went
to church snd I've seen 'em bgptizé from in the early morning '£i11 afternoon
in the Chatshooche river. Folks don{} hardly know nowadays jest what to believe
they's so meny religions, but they's only one God.

I was eighteen when I married. 1 had eight chillun. My wife is

86, and she lives in St. Louis, Missouri.
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(phato)

LUCINDA DAVIS

Age (about) 89 yrs.

Tulsa, Okla,

"What yo! gwine do when de meat give out?
That yo! gwine do when de meat give out?
Set in de corner wid my lips pooched out!

Lawsy!

What yo! gwine do when de meat come in?
What yo! gwine do when de meat come in?
Set in de corner wid a greasy chin!

Lawsy! "

-

Dat'!s about de only little nigger song I know, less'n it be de one
abouts )

"Great big nigger, laying 'hind de’log -
Finger on de trigger and eye on the hawg!
Click go de trigger and bang go de gun!
Here come de owner and de buck nigger runl!
And I think I learn both of dem long after I been grown, 'cause I
belong to a full-blood Creek Indian and I didn't know nothing but Creek talk
long after de Civil War. My mistress was part white and knowed English talk,
but she never did talk it because none of de people talked it., T heard it
sometime, but it sound like whole lot of wild sh}oat in de cedar brake scared
at something when I do hear it. Dat was when I was little girl in time of
de War,
I don't lmow where I been born, Nobody never did tell me, But my
mammy and peppy git me after de War and I know den whose child I is. De men
at de Creek Agency help 'em git me, I reckon, maybe.
First thing I remember is when I was é, little girl, and I belong to
did hskaya-?hin'iha. He was big man in de Upper Creek, and we have a purty good

gsize farm, jest a little bit to de north of de wagon depot houses on de old

road at Honey Springs, Dat pléce was about twenty-inve mile south of Fort

Gibson, but I don't know nothing sbout whar de fort is when I was a little girl
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at dat time., I know de Elk River 'bout two mile north of whar we live, 'cause
I been there many de time,

I don't know if old Master have a white name. ILots de Upper Creek
didn't have no white name., Maybe he have another Indian name, too, because
Tuskayahiniha mean "head man warrior" in Creek, but dat what everybody call
him and dat what de family call him too,

My Mistress' neme was Nancy, and she was a Lott before she marry old
man Tuskaya=~hiniha, Her pappy name was Lott and he was purty neér white, Maybe
so all white. Dey have two chillun, I think, but only one stayed én de place.
She was name Luwina, and her husband was dead. His name was Walker, and
Luwina bring Mr, Walker's little sister, Nancy, to live at de place too;

Luwina had a little baby boy and dat de reason old Master buy me, to
look after de little baby boy. He didn't have no name cause he wasn't big
enough when I was with dem, buat he git a name later on, I reckon, We 511 call
him "Istidji." Dat mean "little man,"

When I first remember, before, de War, old Master had 'bout as many
slave as I got fingers, I reckon, I can think dem off on my fingers like
dis, but I can't recollect de names, |

Dey call all de slaves "Istilusti," Dat mean "Black man,"

014 man Tuskaya~hiniha was near ‘'bout blind before de War, and
bout time of de War he go plumb blind and have to set on de long seat under
de bresh shelter of de house all de time, Sometime I lead him around de
yard a little, but not very much., Dat about de time all de slave begin t.o
slip out and run off,

My own pappy was name Stephany. I think he take dat name 'cause
when he little his mammy call him "Istifani," Dat mean a skeleton, and he

was a skinny man, He belong to de Grayson family and I think his master name



Oklahoma Writerg! Project 53‘ 55

George, but I don't know. Dey big people in de Creek, and with de white folks
toox Ly memmy name was Serena and she belong to some of de Gougze family., Dey
was big people in de.Upper Creek, and one de biggest men of the Gouge was

name Hopoethleyoholo for his Creek name., He was a big man and went to de North
in de War and died up in Kanéas, I think, Dey say when he was a little boy

he was called Hopoethli, wh'icl"l méa.n "=00d little boy", and when he git groﬁ |
he make big speeches and dey stick on de "yoholo." Dat mean "loud whoover, "

Dé,t de way de Creek made de name for young boys when I was a little
girl, When de boy git o0ld enough de big men in de town give him a ﬁame. and
sonetime later on when he git to going round wid de grown men dey stick on
some more name, If he a éood talker dey sometime stick on "yoholo", and iffen
he make lots of jokes dey call him "Hadjo." If he is a good leader dey call
hin "Imala" and if he kind of mean dey sometime call him "fixigo."

My mammy and pappy belong to two mast_ers, but dey live together on
a place, Dat de way de Creek slaves do lots of timés. Dey work patches and
give de masters most all dey make, but dey have some for demselves, Dey didn't
have to stay on de master's place and work like I hear de slaves of de white
people and de Cherokee and Choctaw people say dey had to do.

Maybe my pappy and mammy run off and git free, or maybeso dey buy
demselves out, but anyway dey move away some time and my mammy's master sell
me to old man Tu'skaya.-'hiniha when I was jest a little gal., All I have to do
is stay at de house and mind de baby.

Master had a good log house and a bresh shelter out in front like
all de houses had, Iike a gallery, only it had de dirt for de flo'! and dresh
for de roof. Dey cook everything out in de yard in blg pots. and dey eat out
in de yard too. |

Dat was- sho' good stuff to eat, and it make you fat too! Roast de
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green corn on de ears in de ashes, and scrape off some and fry it! Grind de
dry corn or nound it up and make ash cake. Den bile de greens -- all kinds
of greens from out in de woods -- and chop up de pork and de deer meat, or
de wild turkey meat; maybe all of dem, in de big vot at de same time! Fish
too, and de big turtle dat lay out on de bank! |

Dey always have a pot full of sofki settin right inside de house,
and anybody eat when dey feel hungry. Anybody come on a visit, always give
'em some of de sofki, Ef dey don't take none de 0ld man git ﬁad, too!

When you make de sofki you vound up de corn real fine, d&n pour
in de water an dreen it off to git all de little skin from off'n de grain,
Den you let de grits soak and den bile it and let it stand. Sometime you
put in some vounded hickory nut meats. Dat make it real good,

I don't know whar old Master git de cloth for de clothes, less'n
he buy it., Befo' I can remember I think he had some slaves dat weave de
cloth, but when I was dar he git it at de wagon devot at Honey Svprings, I
think., He go dar all de time to sell his corn, and he raise lots of corn, too,

Dat place was on de big road, what we called de road to Texas, but
it go 2all de way up to de North, too., De traders stop at Honey Sorings and
0ld Master trade corn for what he want, He git some purty cﬁeckedy cloth one
time; and everybody git a dress or a shirt made off'n it, I have dat dress
'$i11 I git too big for it,

Everybody dress up fine when dey is a funeral, Dey take me along
to mind de baby at twoéthree funerals, but I don't know who it is dat die;
De Creek sho! tdke on when somebody die! /

Long in de night you wake up and hear a gun go off, way off yonder
somewhar, Den it go again, and den again, jest as fast as dey can ram de load

in, Dat mean somebody dead. When somebody die de men go out in de yard and
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let de people know dat way. Den dey jest go back in de house and let de fire
go out, and don't even tech de dead verson till somebody git dar what has de
right to tech de dead.

When somebody bad sick dey build a fire in de housve, even in de
summer, and don't let it die down till dat person git well or die. When dey
die dey let de fire go out,

In de morning everybody dress up fine and go to de house whar de
dead is and stand around in de yard outside de house and don't go in.

Pretty soon along come somebody what got a right to tech and handleT™de dead
and dey go in, I don't know what give dem de right, but I think dey has to
go through some kind of medicine to git de right, and I know dey has to drink
de red roz;t and purge good before dey tech de body. When dey git de body
ready dey come out and all go to de graveyard, mostly de family graveyard,
right on de place or at some of the kinfolkseg.

When dey git to de grave somebody shoots a gun at de north, den
de west, den de south, and den de east, Iffen dey had four guns dey used 'em;

Den dey put de body down in de grave and put some extra clothes in
with it and some food and a cup of coffee, maybe. Den dey takes strips of
elm bark and lays over de body till it all ocovered up, and den throw in de
dirt.

When de last dirt throwed on, everybody must clap dey hands and
smile, but you sho hadn't better step on any of de new dirt around de grave,
because it bring sickness right along wid you back to your own house, Dat
what dey said, anyways,

Jest soon as de grave filled up dey built a little shelter over

it wid poles like a pig pen and kiver it over wid elm bark to keep de rain

from soaking down in de new dirt.

Den everybody go back to de house and de family go in and scatter
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sone kind of medicine 'found de place and build a new fire, Sometime dey
feed everybody befo! dey all leave for home,

Bvery time dey have a funeral dey always a lot of de people 8ay,
"Didn't you hear de stikini squalling in de night?" "I hear dat stikini all
de night!" De "gtikini" is de screech owl, and he suppose to tell when any-
body going to die right soon., I hear lots of Creek people say dey hear de
screech owl closq to de house, and sho! nuff somebody in de family die soon;

When de big battle come at our place at Honey Springs dey jest git
through having de green corn "busk." De green corn was just ripened enough
to eat. It must of been along in July.

| Dat busk was jest a little busk, Dey waén't enough men around to
have a good one, 3But I seen lots of big ones, Onés whar déy had all de
different kinds of "anga," Dey call all de dances some kind of banga. De
chicken dance is de "Tolosabangal, and de "Istifanibanza' is de one whar dey
make lak dey is skeletons and raw heads coming to git you;

De "Hadjobanga" is de crazy dance, and dat is a funny one, Dey all
“dance crazy and make up funny songs to go wid de dance. IEveryboay think up
funny songs to sing and everybody whoop and laigh all de time,

But de worse one was de drunk dance. Dey jest dance ever whichaway,
de men and de women together, and dey wrassle and hug and carry on awful! De
good people don't dance dat one. Everybody sing about going to somebody elses
house and sleeping wid dem, and shout, "We is all drunk and we don't know what
we doing and we ain't doing wrong 'cause we is all drﬁnk" and things like dat,
~ Sometime de bad ones leave and go to de woods, tool

Dat kind of doing make de good people mad, gmd sometime dey have
killings sbout it, When a man catch one his women —- maybeso his wife or one

of his daughters ~- been to de woods he catch her‘and beat her and cut off

de rim of her ears!
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People think maybeso dat ain't so, but I know it is!

I was combing somebody's hair one time -~ I ain't going tell who—
and when I lift it up off'n her ears I nearly drap dead! Dar de rims cut
right off'n 'em! But she was a married woman, and I think maybeso it happen
when she was a young gal and got into it at one of dem drunk dances. |

Dem Upper Creek took de marrying kind of light enyways. Iffen de
founguns wanted to be man and wife and de old ones didn't care dey jest went
chead and dat was about all, 'cepting some présents maybe, But de Baptistsx
changed dat a lot amongst de young ones, -

| I never forgit de day dat battle of de QiVil War happen at Eoney
Springs! 014 Master jest had de green corn all in, and us had been having
a time gitting'it in, too., Jest de women was all dat was left, 'cause de”men
slaves had all slipped off and left out. My uncle Abe done got up a bunch
and gone to de North wid dem to fight, but I didn't know den whar he went,
He was in dat same battle, and after de War dey called him Abe Colonel. Most
all de slaves 'round dat place done gone off a long time before dat wid dey
masters when dey go wid old man Gouge and & man named McDaniel,

We had a big tree in de yard, and a grape vine swing in it for de
little baby "Istidji", and I was swinging him real early in de morning befo!
de sun up. De house set in a 1little patch of woods wid de field in de back,
but all out on de north side was a little open space, like a kind of prairie;
I was swinging de baby, and all at once I seen somebody riding dis way 'cross
dat prairie -- jest coming a=kiting and a;laying flat out on his hoss, When
he see de house he begin to give de war whoop, "Eya~a~e-az~he-gh!" When he
git close to de house he holler to git out de way 'cause dey gwine be a big
fight, and 0ld Master start rapping wid his cane and yelling to git some grub

and blankets in de wagon right now!
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We jest leave everything setting right whar it is, 'cepting putting
out de fire and grabbing all de pots and kettles., Some de nigger women run
télgit de mules and de wagon and some start gitting meat and corn out of de
place whar we done hid it to keep de scouters from finding it befo! now. All
de time we gitting ready to travel we hear dat boy on dat horse going on down
de big Texas road hollering, "HEya-a~a=he-he~hah!!

Den jest as we starting to leave here come something across dat
little prairie sho! nuff! We know dey is»Indians de way dey ie riding, and
de way dey is all strung out, Dey had a flag, and it was all red é;d.had a
big criss~cross on it dat look lak a saw horse. De man carry it and rear
back on it when de wind whip it, but it flap all 'round de howse's head and
de horse vitch and rear lak he know something going happen, sho!

'Bout dat time it turn kind of dark and begin to rain a little,
and we git out to de big road and de rain come down hard, It rain so hard
for a little while dat we jestvhave to stop de wagon and set dar, and den
long come more soldiers dan I ever see befo!. Dey all white men, I think,
and dey have on dat>brown clothes dyed wid walnut and butternut, and old
Master say dey de Confederate soldiers, Dey dragging some big guns on wheels
and most de men slopping 'long in de rain on. foot.

Den we hear de fighting up to de north 'long about what de river is,
and de guns soﬁnd lak hosses loping 'cross a plank bridge way off somewhar,
De head men start hollering and some de hosses start rearing and de soldiers
start trotting faster up de road, We can't git out on de road so we jest
strike off through de prairie and make for a c¥eek dat got high banks and a

place on it we call Rocky Cliff,

We git in a big cave in dat cliff, and spend de whole day and dat

night in dar, and listen to de battle going on.

60
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Dat place was about halfe-s~mile from de wagon depot at Honey Springs,
and a little east of it, We can hear de éms going all day, and along in de
evening here come de South side making for a g,‘it;;way. Dey come riding and
running by whar we is, and it don't make no difference how much de head men
hollers at 'em dey can't make dat bunch slow up and stop.

After while here come de Yankees, right after 'em, and dey goes on
into Honey Springs and pretty soon we see de blaze whar dey is bu;ning de wagon

depot and de houses.

De next morning we goes back to de house and find de soldiers ain't
hurt nothing much, De hogs is whar dey‘ is in de pen and de chickens come
cackling 'round too, Dem soldiers going so fast dey didn't have no time to
stop and take nothing, I reckon,

Den long come lots of de Yankee soldiers going back to de North, and
dey looks purty wore out, but dey is laughing and joshing and going on,

0ld Master pack up de wagon wid everything he can carry den, and we
strike out down de big road to git out de way of any more war, is dey going
be any. |

Dat old Texas road jest crowded wid wagons! Everybody doing de same
thing we is, and de rains done made de road so muddy and de soldiers done
tromp up de mud so bad dat de wagons git stuck all de time,

De people all moving along in bunches, and every.little while one
bunch of wagons come up wid another bunch all stuck in de mud, and dey put all
de hosses and mules on together and pull em out, and den dey go on together
awhile,

At night dey camp, and de women and what few niggers dey is have to

.git de supper in de big pots, and de men so tired dey eat everything up from

de-women and de niggers, purty nigh;
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After while we come to de Canadian town. Dat whar old man Gouge
been and took a whole lot de folks up north wid him, and de South soldiers
got in dar ahead of us and took up all de houses to sleep in,

Dey was some of de white soldiers camped dar, and dey was singing
at de camp., I couldn't understand what dey sing, and I asked a Creek man
what dey say and he tell me dey sing, "I wish I was in Dixie, look away —--
look away."

I ask him whar dat is, and he laugh and talk to de soldiers and
dey all laugh, and make me mad. T

De next morning we leave dat town and git to de big river. De rain
make de river rise, and I never see so much water! Jest look out dar and
dar all dat water!

Dey got some boats we put de stuff on, and float de wagons and swim
de mules and finally git across, but it look lak we gwine all drown,

Most de folks say dey going to Boggy Depot and around Fort Washita,
but old Master strike off by hisself and go way down in de bottom somewhar
to live,

I don't know whar it was, but dey been some kind of fighting all
around dar, 'cause we camp in houses and cabins all de time and nobody live
in any of ‘em,

Look 1ike de people all git away quick, 'cause all de stuff was in
de houses, but you better scout up around de house before you go up to it,
Liable to be some scouters already in it!

Dem Indian soldiers jest quit de army and lots went scouting in little
bunches and took everything dey find, Iffen somebody try to stop dem dey git
killed,

Sometime we find graves in de yard whar somebody jest been buried
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fresh, and one house had some dead people in it when old Mistress poke her
head in it, We git away from dar, and no mistake!

By and by we find a little cabin and stop and stay all de time,

I was de only slave by dat time, All de others done slip out and run off,

We stay dar two year I reckon, 'cause we make two little crop of corn., For
meat a man name Mr. Walker wid us Jest went out in de woods and shoot de wild
hogs. De woods was full of dem wild hogs, and lots of fish in de holes whar
he could sicken 'em wid buck root and catch 'em wid his hands, all we wanted;

I don't know when de War quit off, and when I git free, b&f I
stayed wid old man Tuskaya~hiniha long time after I was free, I reckon., I
was jest a little girl, and he didn't know whar to send me to, anyways.

One day three men rid up and talk to de old man awhile in English
talk; Den he called me and tell me to go wid dem to find my own familyx, He
jest laugh and slap my behind and set me up on de hoss in fronf of one de men
and dey teke me'off and leave my good checkedy dress at de housel

Before long we git to dat Canadian river again, and de men tie me
on de hoss so I can't fall off, Dar was all dat water, and dey ain't no
boat, and dey ain't no bridge, and we jest swim de hosses, I knowed sho!

I was going to be gone dat time, but we git across,

When we come to de Creek Agency dar is my pappy and my mammy to
claim me, and I iive wid dem in de Verdigris bottom above Fort Gibson till I
was grown énd dey is both dead. Den I marries Anderson Davis at Gibson Station,
and we git our allotments on de Verdigris east of Tulsa -- kind of south too,
close to de Broken Arrow town.

I knowed old man Jim McHenry at dat Broken Arrow town., He done some

preaching and was a good old man, I think,
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I knowed when dey stérted dat Wealaka school across de river from
de Broken Arrow town, Dey name it for de Wilaki town, but dat town was way
down in de Upper Creek country close to whar I lived when I was a girl,

I had lots of children, but only two is alive now. My boy Anderson
got in a mess and went to dat McAlester prison, but he got to be a trusty and
dey let him marry a good woman dat got lots of property dar, and dey living
all right now,

When my old man die I come to live here wid Josephine, but I'se
blind and can't see nothing and all de noises‘pesters me a lot in é; town,
And de children is all so ill mannered, too, Dey jest holler at you all de
time! Dey don't mind you neither! ' »

When I could see and had my own younguns I could jest set in de
corner and tell 'em what to.do, and iffen dey didn't do it right I could

whack 'em on de head, 'cause dey was ralsed de o0ld Creek way, and dey kmow

de 0ld folks know de best!
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WRun nigger, runm,

®“\ . De Patteroll git youl
%\ Run nigger, run,
Q)\ , De Patteroll comel

"§atch nigeer, watch-
De Patteroll trick youl
Watch nigger, watch,
He got a big gunit
Dat one of the songs de slaves all knowed, and de children down
on de "twenty acres" used to sing it when dey playing in de moonlight 'round

de cabins in de quarters. Sometime I wonder iffen de white folks didn't make

dat song up so us niggers would keep in line.

[

None of my old Master's boys tried to git away 'cepting two, and
dey met up wid evil, both of ‘'em.
One of dem niggers wag fotching a bull-tongue from a piece of new

ground way at de back of de plantation, and bringing it to my pappy to git it

sharped. My pappy was de blacksmith,

Dis boy got out in de big road tomyalk in de soft sand, and long come
a wagon wid & white overseer and five, six, niggers going somewhar. Dey st.opped.
and told dat boy to git in and ride. Det was de last any‘r;ody seen hinm,

Dat overseer and another one was cotched after awhile, and showed
up to be und.ergromid railroaders. Dey would take a bunch of niggers into town
for some excuse, and on de way gest pick up a extra nigger and show him whar
to 'go to git on de "railroad systém." When de runaway niggers got to de North

dey had to go 11; de army, and dat ’#oyfrom our place got kj.lled. He was a good

boy, but dey jest talked him into it. Dem railroaders Wae homest, and dey
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didn't take no presents, but de patrollers was low white trash}

We all knowed dat if a patroller jest rode right by and didn't
say nothing dat he was doing his honest job, but iffen he stopped his hoss
and talked to a nigger he was after some kind of trade.

Dat other black boy was hoeing cotton way in de back of de field
and de patroller rid up and down de big road, saying nothing to nobody.

De next day énother white man was on de job, and long in de even=
ing a man come by and axed de niggers about de fishing aﬁd huntingd Dat
black boy seen he was de same man what was riding de day befo! and he knowed
it was a underground trick. But he didn't see all de trick, bless Godl

We found out afterwards dat he told his mammy about it. She worked
at de big house and she stole something for him to give dat low white trash
I reckpn, Ycause de ﬂext day he played sick along in de evening and de black
overlooker - he was my uncle - sent him back to de quarters.

He never did git there, but when dey started de hunt dey found
him about & mile away in de woods wid his head shot off, and old Master sold
his mammy to a trader right away. He never whipped his grown niggers.

Datvwas de way it worked. Dey was all kinds of white folks jest
like dey is now. One man in Sesesh clothes would shoot you if you ﬁ-ied to
run away. Maybe another Sesesh would help slip you out to the undgerground
and say "God bless you poor black devil", and some of dem dat was poor would
help you if you could bring 'em sumpin you stole, lak a silver dish or spoons
or & couple big hams. I couldn't blame them poor white folks, wid the men
in the War and the women and children hongry. The niggers didn't belong to
them nohow, and they had to live somehow. But now and then ‘bhey was a devil

on earth, walking --in the: sight of God and spreading iniquity before him. He

was de low-down Sesesh dat would teke what 'a} poor runawaey nigger had to give
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for his chance to git away, and den give him 'structions dat would lead him
right into de hands of de patrollers and git him caught or shot!

Yes, dat's de way it was. Devils and good people walking in de
road at de same time, and nobody could tell one from t‘gther.

I remember about de trickery so good 'ceuse I was "grown énd out"
at that‘time; When I was a little boy I was a house boy, !cause my mammy was
the house woman, but when the war broke I already been sent to the fields
and mammy was still at de house. b

I was born on July 25, 1832. I know, 'cause old Master keep de
book on his slaves jest like on his own family. He was a good man, and old
Mistress was de best woman in de worldl

| De plantation had more than 500 acres and most was in cotfon and
tobacco. But we raised corn and oats, and lots of caffle and horses, and
plenty of sheep for wool.

I was born on the plantatioﬁ, soon after my pappy and mammy was
brought to it. I.don't remember whether the& was bought or come from my
Mistress's father. He was mighty rich and had several hundred niggers. When
she was married he give her 40 niggers. One of them was my pappy's brother,
His name was John, and he was my master's overlooker.

We called a white man boss the "overseer", dbut a nigger was a over-
looker., John could read and write and figger, and old Master didn't have no
white overseer.

Master's name was levi Dawson, and his plantation was 18 miles east

of Greenville, North Carolina. It was a beautiful place, with all the fences
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around the Big House and along the front made out of barked poles, rider style,

and ali‘whitewashed.
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The Big House set back from the big road about a quarter of a
mile. It was only one story, but it had lots of rooms.

There was four rooms in a bunch on one side and four in a bunch
on the other, with a wide hall in between. They was made of square adzed logs,
all weatherboarded on the outside and planked up and plastered on the inside.
Then they was a long gallery clean across the front with big pillars made out
of bricks and plastered over. They called it the passage 'cause it din't have
no floor excepting bricks, and a buggy could drive right under it. ’Mostly it
was used to set under and talk and play cerds and drink the best whiskey old
liaster could buy.

Back in behind the big house was the kitchen, and the smokehouse in
anotlier place made ofvplank, and all Waé whitewashed and painted White‘all
the time.

014 Miétréss was named Miss Susie and she was born an Isley. She
brought 40 niggers from hér pappy as a present, and Master Levi jeét haa 4
or 5, but he had got all his land from his pappy. She had the niggers and
he had the lande. That's the way it was, and that's the way it stayed! She
never let him punish one of her niggers and he never asked her about buying
or selling land. Her pspvy was richer then his pappy, and she was sure
gquality!

My peppy's name was Anthony, and mammy's name was Chenie. He was
the blacksmith and fixed the wagons, but he couldn®t read and figger like
uncle John. Mammy was the head hgﬁse woman but didn't know any letters either,

They was both black like me. 014 man Isley, where they come from,
hgd lots of niggers, bu&»ikddﬁ't think they was off the boat.

~ You cen set the letters up and I can't tell them, but you can't

fool me with the figgers, 'less they are mighty big numbers.

4
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Master Levi had three sons and no daughters. The oldest son wasg
Simeon. He was in the Sesesh army. The other two boys was too young. I
can't rememver their names. They was a lot younger and I was grown and out
befo'! they got big. “Lﬁﬁ
7 Y

0ld Master was a fine Christian but he like his jewleps anyways.

He let us niggers have preachings and prayers, and would give us & parole to
go 10 or 15 miles té a camp meeting and stay two or three days with nobody
but Uncle John to stand for us. Mostly we had white preschers, but-when we
had a black preacher that was Heaven.

We didn't have no voodoo women nor conjuie folks at our 20 acres,
Ve all knowed a2bout the Word and the unseen Son of God and we didn't put no
stock in conjure.

Course we had luck charms and good and bad signs, but everybody
got dem things even nowadays. My boy had a white officer in the Big War and
he tells me that man had a 1itl olﬁ doll tied around his wrist on a gold chain.

We used herbs and roots for common ailments, like sassaﬁgs, and
boneset and peach tree poultices and coon root tea, but when a nigger got bad
sick 0ld Master sent for a white doctor. I remember that old doctor. EHe lived
bn Gréenville aﬁd he had to come 18 miles in a buggye.

When he give some niggér medicine *he would be afraid the nigger
was like lots of them that believed in conjure, and he would say, "¥f you don't
take that medicine like I tell you and I have to come back here to see you I
going to break your dam black neck next time I come out herel®

Vhen it was bad weather sometime the black boy sent after him had

to carry a lantern to show him the way back. If that nigger on his mule got

t fur ahead so old dqctor couldnft see de light he sho'! catch de devil from

thgﬁ o}d dqctor ap@ f?om gld.MaSteg too0, 1eés'n he was one of old Missy's:
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house niggers, and then old Master jest grumble to satisfy the doctor._

Down in the gquarters we had the spinning house, where the old woman
card the wool and run the loom. They made @ouble weave for the winter time,
énd all the white folks and slaves had good clothes and gbod food.

Master made us all eat all we could hold. He would come to the
smokehouse and look in and say, "You niggers ain't cutting down that smoke
side and that souse &ak.you ought to! You made dat meat and you got to help
eat it upl®

Never no work on Sunday 'cepting the regular chores. Ths over-
looker made everybody clean up and wash de childrgn up and after the praying
we had gemes. Antny over and marbles and "I Spy" and de likes of that. Some
times de boys would go down in de woods and git a possum. I love possum and
swveet taters, but de coon meat more delicate and de har don't stink up de
meat.

I wasn't at the quarters much as a boy. I was at the big house
with my memmy, and I had to swing the fly bresh over my old Mistress when she
was sewing or eating or toking her nap. Sometime I would keep the flies off'n
old Master, and when I would get tired and let the bresh slap his neck he
would kick at me and cuss me, but he never did reach me. He had a way of
keeping us little niggers scared to death and never hurting nobody.

I was down in the field burning bresh when I first hear@-the guns
in the War. De fighting was de battle at XKingston, North Carolina, and it
lasted four days and nights. After while bunches of Sesesh come riding by
hémling wounded people in wagons, and then pretty soon big bunches of Yankees
come by, but dey didn't ack like dey was trying very hard to ketch up.

’DeyAhéd de country in charge quite sbme time, and they had forages

cgming round.allpthe,timé;“.By dat time old Master done buried his money andl

?%ll;de,sixver,and;de;big clock, «but the Yankees didn't féar to search out dat
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kind of stuff. All dey ask about was did anybody find a bottle of brandy!

When de War ended un most all de niggers stay with old Master and
work on de shares, until de land git divided up and sold off and the young
niggers git scattered to town.

I never did have no truck wid de Xu Kluckers, but I had to step
mighﬁyhigh to keep out'™n it! De sho! nuff Kluxes never did bother around us
'couse we minded our own business and never give no trouble.

We wouldn't let no niggers come 'round our place talking ‘bout
delegates and voting, end we jest all stayed oh the place. 3But dey was some
low white trash and some devilish niggers made out like dey was Ku Klux ranging
'round de country stealing hosses and taking things. 014 Master said dey
wasn't shore enough, so I reckon he knowed who the regular ones wase

These bunches that come around robbing got into our neighborhood
and old Master told me I better not have my old horse at the house, 'cause
if I had him they would know nobody had been there stealing and it wouldn't
do no good to hide anything 'cause they would tear up the place hunting what I
had and maybe whip or kill me, |

"Your old hoss aint no good, Tony,'and you better kill him to make
them think you already been raided on, "old Master told me, so I led him out
and knocked him in the head with an axe, and then we hid all our sgub and
waited for the Kluckers tb come mbst any night, but théy never dia come, I
borried a hoss to use in the day and &ook him back home every night for a-
bout -a year., | |

The niggers kept talking about being free, but they wasn;t free then
and they sin't now.

Putting them free jest like puiting goat hair on a sheep. When it

rein de goat come a running and git in de shelter, ‘'cause his hair won't shed
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the rein and he git cold, but de sheep ain't got sense enough to git in the
shelter but jest stand out and let it rain on him all day.

But the good Lord fix tle sheep un wid 2 woolly jacket that turn
the water off, and he don't git cold, so he don't have to have no brains.

De nigger during slavery was like de sheep. He couldn't take care
of hisself but his Master looked out for him and he didn't have ﬁoAuse his
brains. De master's protection was like de wooly coat.

But de ‘'mancipation éome and take off de woolly coat and leéve de
nigger wid no protection and he cain't‘take care of hisself either.T

when de niggers was sot free lots of them got mighty uppity, and
everybody wanted to be a delegate to something or other. The Yankees told us
we could go down and vote in the 'lections and our color was good enough to
run for anything. Heaps of niggers believed them. You cain't fault them for
that, 'couse they didn't have no better sense, but I knowed the black folks
didn't have no business mixing in until they kmowed more.

It was a long time after the War before I went dotm to vote and
everything quiet by that time, but I heard people talk about the fights at
the schoolhouse when they hed the first election.

I jest stayed on around the old place %long time, and then I got
on another piece of ground and farmed, not far from Greenville until 1900,
Then I moved to Hearn, Texes, and stayed with my son Ed until 1903 when we
moved to Sepulpa in the Creek Nation., We come to Tulsa several years ago, amd
T been 1$ving'with hip ever since.

I can't move off my bed how, but one time I was strong as a young

bull. I raised seven boys and seven girls. My boys was named Edward, Joseph,

Furney, Julius, James, snd William, and my girls wes Juvenia; 019V Chanie

- Mamie, Rebecca and Susie.
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I always been a deep Christian and depend on God and know his
unseen Son, the King of Glory. I learned about Him when I was a little boy.
014 Master was a good man, but on some of the plantations the masters wasn't
gocd men and the niggers didn't get the Word.

I never did get no reading and writing 'cause I never did go to
the schools. I thought I was too big, but they had schools and the young ones
wente.

But I could figger, and I was a good farmer, and now I bless the
Lord for 211 his good works. Xveryoody don't kmow it I reckon, but we all
needed each other. The biacks needed the whites,.and still doe.

There's a différence in the color of the skin, but the souls is all
vhite, or all black, 'vending on the man's life and not on his skin. The old
fashioned meetings is busted up into a2 thousand different kinds of churches

and only one God to look after them. All is confusion, but I ain't going to

worry my old head about ‘'em.



550085 | | ey

Oklahoma Writers! Project . Ex-Slaves

- ALICE DOUGLASS
NG 1% . hee 77 yrs,
Oklahoma City, Okla.

I was born December 22, 1880 in Sumner County, Tennessee. My
mother -- I mean mammy, 'cause what did we know 'bout mother and mamma,
Vaster and Mistress made dey chillun call all nigger women, "Black Mammy,"
Jest as I was saying my mammy was named }Millie Elkins and my nappy was
named Iszac Garrett., My sisters and brothers was Frank, Susie and Méllie,

They is all in Nashville, Tennessee right now. They lived in log houses.
I 'member my grandpapny and when he died. I allus slepot in the Big House in
a cradle wid white babies,

We all the time wore cotton dresses and we weaved our own cloth,

The boys jest wore shirts. Some wore shoes, and I sho' did. I kin see 'em
now as they measured my feets to git my shoes, We had doctors to waiﬁ on us
iffen we got sick and ailing. We wore asafedida to keep all diseases offen us,

When a nigger man got ready to marry, he go and tell his master that
they was a woman on sech and sech a farm that he'd lak to have., Iffen master
give his resent, then he go and ask her master and iffen he say yes, well, they
jest jump the broomstick. Mens could jest see their wives on Sadday nite.

They laid peoples 'cross barrels and whupped 'em wid bull whups till
the bdlood come, They'd half feed 'em and niggers'd steal fdod and cook all
night. The things we was forced to do then the whites is doing of their own
ffee’will now. You gotta reap jest what you sow 'cause the Good Book says it.

They used to bid nigrers off ahd then load 'em én wagons and take
'em to cotton farms to work, I ﬁevér seen no cotton till I come heah, Peoples
make big miration 'bout girls having babies at 11 years‘old. And you better'
have them whitefolks some babies iffeﬁ you didn't wanta be sold. Though a

funny thing to me is, iffen a nigger women had a baby on the boat on the way
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to the cotton farms, they throwed it in the river., Taking 'em to them cotton
farms is jest the reason niggers is so plentiful in the South today.

I ain't got no education a'tall., In dem days you better not be
caught with a newspaper, else you got a beating‘and your back almost cut off,
Then niggers got free, whitefolks killed 'em by the carload, 'csuse they said
it was a nigger uvrising., I used to lay on the flo' with the whitefolks and

hear 'em pass. Them patrollers roved trying to ketch niggers without vasses
to whup 'em., They was sometimes called bush whackers.f\fj

We went to white folks' church, I was a great big girl gefore we
went to cullud church. We'd stay out and play while they worshipped. We
jest played marbles = girls, white chillun end all,

The Yankees come thoo! and took all the meat and everything they
could find. They took horses, food and all. Mammy cooked their vittles., One
come in our cabin and took a sack of dried .fruit with my memmy's choes on the
top. I tried to make 'em leave mammy's shoes too but he didn't,

I steyed in the house with the whitefolks till I was 19. They lak
to kept me in there too long. That's why I'm selfish as I am., Within three
weeks after I was out of the house, I married William Douglass, Whitefolks
now don't want you to tech 'em, and I slept with white chillun till I was
19. You kin cook for 'em and put your hands in they vittles and they don't
sé.y nothing, but jest you tech one!

We stayed on, on the place, three or four years and it was right
then mammy give us our pappy's name. | We moved from the vlace to one three or
four miles from our master's place, and mammy cooked there a long time,

Abraham Lincoln gits too much praise. I say, shucks, give God the

praise. Lincoln come thoo! Gallitan, Tennessee and stonped at Hotel Tavern

with his wife. They was dressed Jest lak tramps and nobody knowed it was him
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and his wife till he got to the White House and writ back and told 'em to
look 'twixt the leaves in the table where he had set and they sho! nuff found
out it was him,

I never mentions Jeff Davis., He ain't wuff it.

Booker T, Washington was all right in his place. He come here and
told these vhitefolks jest what he thought. Course he wouldn't have done
that wey dovm South., I declare to God he sho' told 'em enough. They toted
him 'round on their hands. No Jim Crow here then.

I jined the church 'ceuse I had religion round 60 years ;gb. People
oughta be religious sho'; vhat for they wantz live in sin and die and go to
the Bad Man. To git to Heaven, you sho' oucht to work some., I want a resting
place somewhar, 'cause I ain't got none here, I am a member of Tsbernacle
Bantist Church, and I help build the first church in Oklahoma City.

I got three boys and three girls., I don't know none's age. I

give 'em the best education I could.
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DOC DANIEL DOWDY
Q\Q’ﬁ! Age 8l yrs.
%%\a Oklahoma City, Oklahoma

o~ -

’

I was born June 6, 1856 in Madison County, Georgia. TFather was named
Joe Dowdy and mother was named Mary Dowdy. There was 9 of us boys, George,
Smith, Lewis, Henry, William, myself, Newt, James and Jeff. There was one girl
and she was my twin, and her name was Sarah, My mother and father come from
Richmond, Va., to Georgia. Fathgar lived on one side of the river and my mother
on the other wide. My father would come over ever week to visit 1-15. Noah
Meadows bought my father and Elizabeth Davis, daﬁghter of the old master took
my mother. They married in Noah Meadows! house..

My mother was the cook in the Big House. They!d give us pot likker
with bread crumbs in it. Sometimes meat, jest sometimes, very seldom, I
1iked black-eyed peas and still do till now, We lived in weatherboard house.
Our parents had corded-up beds with ropes and us chillun slept on the floor

for most part or in a hole bored in a log. Our house had one window jest big

,enough to stick your head out of, and one door, and this one door faced the

Big House which was your master!s house. This was so that you couldn't git

out tless somebody seen you.

My job was picking up chips and keeping the calves and cows separate

so that the calves wouldn't suck the cows dry. Mostly, we had Saturday after-

" noons off to wash. I was show boy doing the war, me and my’ -sister) fcause we

was twins. My mother couldgnTbe bought tcause she done had 9 boys for one
form and neither my father, 'cause he was the father of tem. I was religious

and didn't play much, but I sho did 1ike to listen to preachings. I did used

to play marbles sometimes.
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We jest wore shirts and nothing else both winter and summer. They

was a little heavier in winter and that's all. No shoes ever, I had none till

after I was set free. I guess I was almost 12 years old then.

The overseer on our place was a large tall, black man. We had Plenty
poor white neighbors. They was one of our biggest troubles. They'd allus look
in our window and door all the time.

I saw slaves sold. I can see that old block now. My cousin Eliza
was a pretty girl, really good looking. Her mastaeslq was her father. When the
girls in the big house had beaux coming to see 'em, they'd ask, "o is that
pretty galt? So they decided to git rid of her right away. The day they sold
her, will allus be remembered. They stripped her to be bid off and looked at,
I wasn't allowed to stand in the crowd. I was laying down under a fig brush,
The man that bought Eiiza was from New York. The Negroes had made up nuff
money to buy her off they %elf, but they wouldn't let that happen. There was
a man bidding for her who was a Swedeland. He allus bid for the good looking
cullud gals and bought Yem for his own use., He ask the man from New York,
"Whut you gonna do with her when you git 'ert" The man from New York said,
"None of your damn business, but you ain't got money nuff to buy ter.® When
the man from New York had done bought her, he said, "Eliza, you are free from
now on," She left and went to New York with him. Mama and Eliza both cried
when she was being showed off, and master told 'em to shet up before he
knocked they brains out, |

Iffen you didn't do nothing wrong, they whipped you now and then
anyhow. I called a boy Johnny once and he took me 'hind the garden and poured
it on me and made me call him mastgi. It was from then ony I started to fear

the white man. I come to think of him as a bear. Sometimes fellows would be

a little late making it in and they got whipped with a cow-hide, The same man
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whut whipped me to make me call him master, well, he whipped my mamme. He
tied her to a tree and beat her unmerciful and cut her tender parts. I don't
knew why he tied her té that tree. |

The first time you was caught trying to read or wi'ite, you was
whipped with a cow=hide, the next time with a cat-o-nine tails and the third
time they cut the first jint offen your forefinger. They was very severe.
You most allus got 30 and 9 lashes,

They carried news from one plantation dby whut they call relay.
Iffen you was caught, they whipped you till you said, "Oh, pray Master!! One
day a man gitting whipped was sayiﬁg 01; pray master, Lord have mefcy!" Theytd
say "Keep whipping that nigger Goddamn him." Hé was whipped till he said,‘'Oh
prey Master, I gotta nuff.® Then they said, "Let him up now, 'cause he's
praying to the right man."

Vy father was the preacher and an educated man. You know the sermon
they give him to preach? - Servant, Obey Your Master., Our faverite baptizing
hymn was On Jordan's Stormy Bank I Stand. My favorite song is Nobody Knows
the Trouble I've Seen.

Ch, them patrollers! They had a chief and he git'em together and
iffen they caught you without a pass a:c‘ld. sometimes with a pass, they'd beat
you. But iffen you had a pass, they had to answer to the law. One oid master
had two slaves, brothers, on his place. They was both preachers. Mitchell
was a hardshell Ba.ptist. and Andrew was a Missionary Baptist. One day the
patroller chief was rambling thoo! the place and found some letters writ to
Mitchell and Andrew. He went to the master and said, "Did you know you had
some niggers that could read and writei" Master said, "No, dbut I might have,

who do you !spect?" The patroller enswered, "Mitchell and Andrew.," The old

master said, "I never knowed Andrew to tell me a lie thout nothinglh
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Mitchell was ca;l}ed. first and asked could he read and write. He was
scared stiff. He said, "Naw—sif.” Andrew was called and asked. He said,
"Yes-sir." He was asked iffen Mitchell could. He said, "Sho!, better’n me.b
The master told John Arnold, the patroller chief, not to bother tem. He
gloried in they spunk. When the 0ld master died, he left all of his niggers
a home apiece. We had Ku Klux Klans till the government sent Federal officers
out and put a stop to their ravaging and sent Yem to Sing Sing.

Doing the war my father was carpenter. His young master come to him
tcause he was a preacher and asked him must he go to the front amd my father
told him not to go Ycause he wouldn't make it. He went on jest the same and
when he come back my father had to tote him in the house Ycause he had one leg
tore off. The Yankees come thoo!, ramshacked houses, leave poor horses and
take fat ones and turn the poor ones in the corn they left. They took ever-
thing they could. They cusspgiggers who dodged 'em for being fools and make
Yem shov 'em everything they knowed whar was.

Our old master was mighty old and him and the women folks cried when
we was freed. He tcld us we was free as he was.

I come to Oklahoma in 1906, I come out of that riot in 1906. Some
fellow knocked up a colored woman or something and we wadéd. right in and be-
lieve me we made Atlanta a fit place to live in. It is one of the best cities
in America. |

I married Miss Bmmaline Witt. I carried her to the preacher one of
the coldest nights I ever rid. I have three chillun and don't xnow how many
grandchillun, My chillun is one a nurse, one in Arizona for his health and
the other doing first one thing and another,

I think Abreham Lincoln was the greatest human being ever been on
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earth %cepting the Apostle Paul. Who any better®n a man who 1iberatéd 4,000,000
Negroes? Some said he wasn't a Christian, but he told some friends once, "I'm
going to leave you and may never see you agein (and he didn't) so I'm going to
teke the Divine Spirit with me and leave it with you."

&eff Davis was as blocdy as he coculd be., I don't lak him a'tall,

But you know good things come from enemies. I dont!t even admire George
Washington. White men from the south that will help the Négrp is far and few
between., Booker T. Wéshingfon was a great man, He made somé blunders and
mistekes, but he was a great man, He is the father of industriai education
and you know that sho' is a great thing.

The white folks was ignorant. You know the better you prepare your-
self the better you act. Iffen they had put some sense in our heads Vstead
of sticks on our heads, welud been better off and more benefit to tem,

I had something from within that made me fear God and taught me how to
pPrey. People.say God don't hear sinners pray, but he do. Everybody ought to
be Christians so not to be lost.
ffwork in real estate and can do a lot of work. I don't use no
crutches and no cane and walk all the time, never hardly ride. I come in at
1 and 2 o'clock &. m. and get up between 8 and 9 a. m, 'cept Sundays, I get

up at 7 or 8 a. m, so I can be ready to go to Sunday School. I cook for my

own self all the time toco. I am a Baptist and a member of Tabernacle Baptist

Church, I am a trustee in my church too.
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AUG 19 1937 »
JOANNA DRAPER

Age 83 yrs.

Tulsa, Okla.

Most folks can't remember meny things happened to 'em Wheh
they only eight years old, but one of ny biggest tribulations comé about
dat time and I never will forget it! That was when I was took away from
my own mammy and pappy and sent off and bound out to another men, way off
two~three hundred miles away from ﬁhar I live. And dat's the last time I
ever see either one of them,'or any my own 6infqlks!

Whar I was born was at Hazelhurst, Mississippi. Jest a little
piece east of Hazelhurst, close to the Pearl River, and that place was a kind
of new plantation what my Master, Dr. Alexander, bought when he moved into
{ississippi from up in Virginia awhile before the War.

They seid my mammy brings me down to Mississippi, and I was
born jest right after she got there. My mammy's name was Margaret, and she
was born under the Ramson's, back in Tennessee. She belonged to Dave Ramson,
and his pappy had come to Tennessee to settle on war land, and he had knowed
Dr. Alexander's people back in Virginia too. My peppy's name was Addison,
and he always belonged to Dre Alexénder. 01& doctor bought my mammy !cause
ny pappy 1iked her. 0ld doctor live in Tennessee a little while before he
go on down in Mississippi.

0ld doctor's wife named Dinah, and she sho! was a good woman,
but I don't remember about old docto£ muche He was away 2ll the time, it
seem like.

When I is about six year old they take me into the Big House to

learn %o be a house woman, and they show me how to cook and clean up and take
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care of babies. That Big House wasn't very fine, but it was mighty big
and cool, and made out of logs with a big hall, but it didn't have no long
gallery like most the houses around there had.

They was lots of big trees in the yard, and most the ground was
new ground 'round that place, 'cause the old Doctor jest started to done farm=
ing on it when I was took away, but he had some more places not so far away,
over towards the river that was old ground and made big crops for him., I
went to one of the places one time, but they wasn't nobc;dy on 'em but niggers
and a white overseer. I don't k:nov.v how many niggers old vDoctor h;.d, but
Master John Deeson say he had about a hundred.

At o0ld Doctor's house I didn't have to work very hard. Jest had
to help the cooks and peel the potatoes and pick the guineas and chickens and
do things like that. Sometime I had to watch the baby. He was a little boy,
and they would bring him into the kitchen for me to watch. I had té git up
way before daylight and make the fire in the kitchen fireplace and bring in
some fresh water, and go get the milk what been down in the spring all night,
and do t'hingsl: like that until breskfast ready. Old Master and old Mistress
come in the big hall to eat in the summer, and I stand behind them and shoo
off the flies;

014 doctor didn't have no spinning and wea.ving niggers 'cause he
say they don't do enough work and he buy all the cloth he use for everybody's
clothes. 'He can do that Ycause he had lots of money. He was big rich, and
he keep a whole lot of hard mc;ney in the house all the time, but none of .the
slaves know it but me. Sometimes I would have the baby ih the Mistresst room
and she would go git three or four big wood boxes full of hard money for~ us
to pla;ywith. I would.make fences out of the money all across the floor, to

keﬁe‘p_@e_:bgby: Sat-isfi,ed,f and when he go to sleep I would put the money back in
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the boxes. I never did know how much they is, but a whole lot.

Even after the War start gig Doctor have that money, and he would
exchange money for people. Sometimes he would go out and belgone a long time,
and come back with a lot more money he got from somevwhar.

Right at the first they made him a high officer in the War and he
d;ne doctoring somewhggy at a hospital most of the time., But he could go on
both sides ofAthe War, and sometime he would come in at night and bring old
Mistress pretty little things, and I heard him tell her he got them in the
Horth, | -

One d~y I was fanning him and I asked him is he been to the North
and he kick ont at me and tell”to shut up my black mouth, and it nearly scared
me to death the way he lock at me! Nearly every time he been gone and come
in and tell Mistress he been in the North he have a lot more hard money'to
put away in them boxes, téo!

One evening long come a man and eat supper at the house and stay
all night. He was a nice mannered man, and I like to wait on him. The next
morning I hear him ask old Doctor what is my name, and old Doctor start in to
try to sell me to that man. The man say he can't buy me 'cause o0ld Doctor say
he want a thousand dollars, and then old'Doctor say he will bind me out to
him,

I run away from the house and went out to the cabin whar my mammy |
and pappy was, but they tell me to go on back to the Big House 'cause maybe I
am just scared. But about that time old Doctor and the man come and old
Doctor make me go with the man. We go in his buggy a long ways off to the
South, and after he stop two or three night at peoples houses and put me out

to stay with the niggers he come to his own house. I ask him how far it is

back home and he say about a hundred miles or more, and laugh, and ask me

if I know how far that is.
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I wants to know if I can go back to my mammy some time, and he
say "Shé', of course you can, some of these times. You don't belons to me,
Jo, I'se jest your boss and not your master."

He live in a birs o}d rottendy house, but he aint farming none of
the land. Jest as soon as he git home he goroff again, and sometimes he only
come in at night for a little while.

His wife's name was Kate and his neme was Mr. John. I was there
about a week before I found out they name was Deeson. They had-two children,
a girl about my size name Joanna like me, and a little baby boy name Johnny.
One day Mistress Kate téll me I the only niggef they got. I been thinking
mayve they had some somewhar on a plantation, but she say they aint got no
éléntation and they aint been at that place very long either.

That little girl Joanna and me kind of take up together, and she
was a mighty nice mannered little girl, too. ‘Her mammy raised her good. Her
mammy was mighty sickly all the time, and that's the reason they bind me to
do the work.

Mr, John was in some kind of business in the War too, but I never
see him with no soldier clothes on but one time. One night he come in with
them on, but the next morning he come to breakfast in jest his plain clothes
again. Then he go off again.

I sho'! had a hard row at that house. It was old and rackady, and
I had to scrub off the staircase and the floors all the time, and git:the
breakfast for Mistress Kate and the two children. Then I could have my own
breakfast in the kitchen. Mistress Kate always get the supper, though.

.-Some days she ngqff with the two children and leave me at the

_house all day by myself, and I think meybe I run off, but I didn't know whar

f?”ha’*?fé¢Qvtwégyeaxs4MrQ;J¢hn ¢ome¢heme.api_§tayf
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He done some kind of trading in Jackson, Mississippi, and he would be gone
three or four days at a time, but I never éid kmow what kind of trading it
WaS.

About the time he come home to stay I seen the first Ku Klux I ever
seen one night. I weas going. dovn the road in the moonlight and I heard a
hog grunting out in the bushes at the side of the road. I jest:walk right on
and in a little ways I hear another hog in some more bushes. Tliis time I
stop and listen, and they's another hog grunts across the road, "and about
that time two mens dressed up in long white skirts steps out into the road
in front of me! I was so scared the goose bumps jump up all over me 'cause
I di%'t know what they is! They didn't say a word to me, dut jest walked
on past me and went on back the way I had come. Then I see two more mens
sten out of the woods and I run from that as fast as I can gol

I ast Miss Kate what they is and she say they Xu Klux, and I
.better not go walking off down the road any more. I seem them two, three times
after that, though, but they was riding hosses them times,

I stayed at Mr. John's place two more years, and he got so grumpy
and his wife got so mean I make wp my mind to run off. I bundle up my clothes
in a little bundle and hide them, and then I wait until Miss Kate take the
children and go off somevhere, and I light out on foot. I had me a piece of
that hord money what Master Dr. Alexander had give me one time at Christmas.
I had kept it all that time and nobody knowed I had if, not even Joanna. Old
Doctor told me it waﬁfifty dollars, and I thought I could live on it for a

while,

I never had been away from that place, not even to another plant=-
ation in 2ll the four years I was with the Deesons, and I didn't know which-

a-way to go, so I jest started west.
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I been walkin\y.about all evening, it seem like, and I come to a
little town with jest a few houses. I see a nigger man and ask him whar I
can git something to eat, and I say I got fifty dollars.

"That you doing wid fifty dollars, child? ‘here you belong at,
anyhow?" He ask me, and I tell him I belong to Master John Deeson, but I is
running away. I explain that I jest bound out to Mr, John; but Dr. Alexander
my real master, and than that man tell me the first time I kmowed it that I
aint a slave no more}

That man Deeson never did tell me, ;and his wife never didl

Well, dat man vaskecl me about the fifty dollars, and then I found
out that it was jest fifty cents!

I can't begin to tell about all the hard times I had working for
something to eat and roaming around after that. I don't know why I never did
try to git back up around Hazelhurst and hunt up my pappy and mainmy, but I
reckon I was jest ignpra.n"c and didn't know how to go about it. Anyways I
never did see them no more;

In about three years or a little over I met Bryce Draper on a farm
in Mississippi and we was married. His mammy had had a ha_,rd.er time than I had.
She had five children by a man ’ghat belong to her master, Mr. Bryce and al-
ready named one of the boys -- that my husband -< Bryce after him, and then
he take her in and’ sell her off away from 21l her children!

One was jest a little baby, and the master give it laudanum, but
it didn't die, and he sold her off and lied and said she was a yoﬁng girl and
didn't-have no husband, 'cause the man what bought her said he _didn't want to

buy no women and take her away from a family. That new master name was Draper;
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The last year of the ,WarA Mr. Draper die, and his wife already dead, -

h and hegive "g,ll I'xivs, farm to his two slaves and set them :’c‘ree; Ome of .them
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slaves was my husband's mammy.

Then right away the whites come and robbed the place of every
thing they could haul off, and run his mammy and the other niggers off}

Then she went and found her boy, that was my husband, and he live with her
until she died, jest before we is married.

We lived in Mississippi a long time, and then we hear sbout how
they better to the Negroes up in the North, and we go up to Kansas, but
they ain't no better there, and we come down to Indian Territory Iin the Creek
Nation in 1898, Jest as they getting in that Spanish War.

We leased a little farm from the Creek Nation for $15 an acre,
but when they give out the allotments we had to give it up. Then we rent
100 acres from some Indians close to Wagoner, and we farm it all with my
family. We had enough to do it tool

For children we had John and Joe, and Henry, and Jim and Robert
and Will that was big enough to work, and then the girls big enough was Mary,
Vellie, Izora, Dora, and the baby. Dora married Max Colbert. His people
belonged to the Colberts that had Colbert's g;ossin' on the Red River way before
the War, and he was a freedman and got allotment,

I lives with Dora now, and we is all happy, and I don't like to
talk sbout the days of the slavéry times, 'cause they never did mean nothing
to me but migery, from the time I was eight years old.

I never will forgive that white man for not telling_me I was free,

and not helping me to git back to my mammy and pappy! Lots of white people

donse that;
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Age 85 yrs.
Tulsa, Okla.

I was born near Memphis, Tenn., on the o0ld Ben Moore plantation,
but I don't know anything about the 01ld South because Master Ben ﬁoves us all
up into Missouri (about 1l4-miles east of Wesiport, now Kensas City), long be-
fore they wmtarted fighting about slavery.

Mary Collier was my mother's name before she was a.-Mooi*‘.e.b About my
father, I dunno. Mammy was sickly most of the time when I was a baby, and
she was so thin and poorly when they move to Missouri the white folks afraid
she going die on the way. |

But she fool 'em, and she live two-three year after that. That's
what good Old Master Ben tells me when I gets older.

I stay with Master Ben's mar;'ieé. daughter, Mary, till the coming of
the War. Times was good before the Waf,"and. I wasn't suffering none from
slavefy, except once in a while the Mistress would fan me with the stick -
bet I needed it, too.

When the War come along Master he say to leave Mistress Mary and
get ready to go to Texes. Jim Moore, one of the meanest men I ever sca, was
the son cvaa.ster Ben; he's going take us there. | |

Demon Jim, that's what I call him when he ain't round the place,

- but when he's home it was always Master J im Ycause he was reckless with the
wh‘ip. He was a Rebel o:’t'ficer' fighting round the country and didn't take us

slé.ves to @eicas right v'away.‘ So I stayed on at his place not far from Master

vBen's plantation. ‘

Ma.s‘b‘er J’ im's vrlfe wag a demon, just 1ike her husband U‘sed the whip

'rx‘time Mas*l;er Jim ce h"me ne "hip me toauso the.
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Mistress say I been mean.
One time I tell him, you better put me in your pocket (sell me),

Master Jim, else I'se going run away'. He don't pay no mind, and I don't try

- to run away 'cause of the whips.

I done see one whipping and that enough. They wamn't no fooling
about it. A runaway slave from the Jenkin's plantation was brought back, and
there was a public whipping, ‘so's the slaves could see what happens when they
tries to get away. | -

The runaway was chained to the whipping post, and I was full of
misery when I see the lash cutting deep into tha£ boy's skin, He swell up
like a dead horse, but he gets over it, only he was never no count for work

no more,

While Master Jim is out fighting the Yanks, the Mistress is fiddling
round with a neighbor man, Mister Headsmith. I is young then, but I knows

enough that Master Jim's going be mighty mad when he hears about it.

The Mistress didn't kmow I knows her secret, and I'm fixing to even
up for some of them whippings she put off on me. That's why I tell Master Jim
next time he come home.

See that crack in the wall? Master Jim say yes, and I say, itts
Just like the open door when the eyes are close %o the wall., He peek and see

into the bedroom.
That's how I find out about the Mistress and Mister Headsmith, I

tells him, and I see hets getting mad.
What you mean?! And Master Jim grebs me hard by the arm like I was

trying to get away.
I see them in the bed.,

' That's all I say. The Demon's gdt-him ‘and Master Jim tears out of

89
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the room looking for tﬂe Mistress.

Then I hears loud talkiﬁg and pretty soon the Mistress is screaming
and calling for help, and if old Master Ben hadn't drop in just then and stop
the fight, why, I guess she be beat almost to death, that how mad the Master
Was.

Then Master Ben gets mad 'cause his boy Jim ain't got us down in
Texas yet. Then we stay up all the night packing for the trip. Master Jim
takes us, but tﬁe Mistress stay at home, and I wonder if Master Jim beat her
again when he gets back.

We rides the wagons all the way, how many days, I dunno. The
country was wild most of the way, and I know now that we come through the
same cou;ztry where I lives now, only it was to the east. (The trip was evi-
dently made over the "Texas Road." And we keeps on riding and comes to the
big river that's all brown and red looking, (Red River) and the next thing
I was sold to Mrs. Vaughn at Bonham, Texas, and there I stays till after the
slaves is freé. |

The new Mistress was a widow, no children round the place, and
she treat me mighty good. She was good white folks - like old Master Ben,
powerful good.

VWhen the word get to us that the slaves is free, the Mistress says -
I is free to go anywheres I want. And I tell her this talk about heing free
sounds like foolishment to me - anyway, where can I g0t She just pat me on
the shoulder and say I better stay right there with her, and that's what I
do for a long time. Then I hears‘ about hov the white folks down at Dalles
pa.ys big money for house girls and there I goes. -

That's all I ever do after that - work a:ls the houses 111 I gets

~ t00 old to hobble on these tired old feets and legs, then I just sits down.
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Just sits down and wishes for old Master Ben to come and get me, and
take care of this old woman like he use to do when she is Just a little black
child on the plantation in Missouri!

God Bless 0ld Master Ben - he was good white folks!}

a1
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"ELIZA EVAXNS
Age 87
McAlester, Oklz,

I sho'! remember ae days vhen I was a slave and belonged to de
best old Master what ever was, Mr, John Kixon. We lived in Selma, Dallas
County, Alabama,

My grandma was a refugee from Africa., You know dey was white
men who went slipping 'round and would capture or entice black folks onto
their boats and fetch them over hére and sell 'em for slaves, Well,
grendma. was a little girl 'bout eight or nine years old and her ﬁarents
had sent her out to get wood. Dey was going to have a feast, Dey was going
to roast a baby., Wasn't that awful? Well, they captured her and put a
stick in her ﬁouth. The stick held her mouth wide oven so she wouldn't ery
out. When she got to de boat she was so tired out she didn't do nothing,

They was & lot of more Lolored folks on de boat. It teok about
four months to get acfossbéh de boat and Mr., John Mixon met the boat and
bought her. I think he gave five hundred dollars for her, She was named
Gigi, but Master John called her Gracie. She was so good and they thought
so much of her dat they sgave her a grand wedding when she was married,
Master John told her he'd never sell none of her chillun, He kept dat proé
mise and he never did sell any of her grandchillun either. He thought it
was wrong to separate famblys, She was one hundred and three years old

/
vhen she died., I guess her mind got kind of feeble 'cause she wandered off

and fell into a mill race and was drowned;

Master John Mixon had two big plantations, I believe he owned about
four hundred slaves, chillun and all, He allowed us to have church one time
a month with de white folks and we had prayer meeting every Sunday. Some-

times when de men would do something like being sassy or lazy and dey knowed
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dey was gonna be whipped, dey'd slip off and hide in de woods. When dey'd
slip back to get some food dey would all pray for 'em dat Master wouldn't

have 'em whioved too hafd, and for fear the Patroller would hear 'em they'd
put their faces down in a dinner pot. I'd sit out and watch for the Patroller,
He was a white man who was appointed to catch runaway niggers. Ve all knew
him, His name was Howard Campbell. He had a big pack of dozs. The lead
hound was named Venus, There was five or six in the pack, and they was
vicious too.

My father was a carriage driver and he allus t-ok the fgmily to
church, My mother went along to take care of the little chilluns. She'd
take me too. They was Methodist and after they would take the sacrament
we would allus go up and take it. The niggers could use the whitefolks
church in the afternoon,

De Big House was a grand place. It was a two~story house made
out of 1oés dat had been peeled and smoothed off, There was five big
rooms and a big open hall wid a wide front porch clean across de front. De
porch had big posts and pretty banisters., It was painted white and had green
shutters on de windows., De kitchen was back of de Big House,

De slaves quarters was about a quarter of a mile from de Big House.
Their houses was made of logs and the cracks was daubed with mud., They
would have two rooms, Our bedsteads was made of poplar wood and we kept
them scrubbed whité with sand. We used roped woven together for slats, Our
nattresses were made of cotton, grass, or even shucks, My mother had a feather
bed. The chairs was made from cedar with split white oak bottoms,

Each family kept their own home and cooked and served their own
meals.. We used wooden trays and wooden époons. Once a week all the cullud

chillun went to the Big House to eat dinner, The table was out in de yard;
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My nickname was "Speck"., I didn't like to eat bread and milk when I went up
there and I'd just sit there. Finally they'd let me go in de house and my
mother would feed me. She was the house woman and my Auntie was cook, I
don't know why they had us up there unless :'_Lt was so they could laugh at us,

None of old Master's young niggers never did much work, He say
he want 'em to grc;w up strong. He gave us lots to éat. He had a bstore of
bacon, milk, bread, beans and molasses. In summer we had vegetables, My
nother could make awful good corn pone, She would take meal and put salt
in it and pour boiling water over it and make into pones., She'd Wwrap these
pones in wet ‘ca.b'bage or collard leaves and roll dem into hot ashes and bake
dem, They sho' was good. We'd have possum and coon and fish too;

The boys never wore no britches in de summer time. Boys fifteen
years old would wear long shirts with no sleeves and they went barefooted.
De girls dressed in shimmys. They was a sort of dress with two seams in it
and no sleeves;

014 Master had his slaves to get up abecut five o'clock, Dey did
an 6rdina,ry day's work, He never whipped them unless they was lazy or sassy
or hed a fight, Sometimes his slaves would run away but they allus come
back, We didn't have no truck with railroaders 'cause we like our home;

A woman cussed my mother and it made her mad and they had a fight,
01d Master had them both whipped. My mother got ten licks and de other woman
got twenty;five@ Old Mistreés sho' was mad 'cause mother got whipped. Said
he wouldn't have done it if she had kmown it, 01d Mistreas tanght mother
how to read and write and mother taught my father, I went to school jest
one day so I can't read and write now.

Weddings was big days. We'd have big dinners and dances once in a
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while)lvhen somebody died they'd hold a wake. They'd sit up all night and

sing and pray and talk. At midnight they'd serve sandwiches and coffee,

Sometimes we'd all get together and play ring plays and dence,

Once the Yankee soldiers come. I was big enough to tote pails and
piggins then. These soldiers made us chillun tote water to fill their can-
teens and water their horses. We toted the water on our heads. Another
time we heard the Ya.nkee'ls was coming and old-Master had about fifteen hundred
wounds of meat, They was hauling it off to bury it and hide it when the
Yankees camght them, The soldiers ate and wasted every bit of that good
meat., We didn't like them a bit. |

One time some Yankee soldiers stopped and started talking to ﬁe
-- they asked me wﬁat ny name was, "I say lLiza, and they say, "Lizg, who?"

I thought a minute and I shook my head, "Jest Liza, I ain't got no other
name, "

He say, "Who live up yonder in dat Big House?" I say, "Mr. John
Mixon," .He say, "You are Liza Mixon,"® He say, "Do anybody ever call you
niggert® And I say, "Yes Sir." He say, "Wext t'ime anybody call you nigger
you tell 'em dat you is a Negro and your name is Miss Liza Mixon." The more
I thought of that the more I liked it and I made up my mind to do jest what
he told me to'.'

My job was minding the calves back while the cows was belag milked;
One evening I was minding the calves and old Master come along., He say,
"That you doin' nigger?" I say real vert like, "I ain't no nigger, I'se a
Negro and I'm Miss Liza Mixon." 014 Master sho' was surprised and he picks
up a switch and starts at me,

Law, but I was skeered! I hadn't never had no whipping so I run

fast as I can to Grandma Gracie. I hid behind her and she say, "What's the

matter of you child?" And I say,"™aster John gwine whip me." And she say,
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"What you done?" And I say, "Nothing." She say she know better and 'bout

that time Master John got there. He say, "Gracie, dat little nigger sassed
ne." She say, "Lawsie child, what does ail you?t" I told them what the
Yanizee soldier told me to say and Grandma Gracie took my dress and 1ift it
over my head and pins my hands inside, and Lawsie, how she whipped me and I
dassent holler loud either. I jest said dat/%.e wrong personkd-i-én-u—l-?-

I'se getting old now and can't work no more. I jest sits here and
thinks about old times., They was good time4s. We didn't want to he freed,
¥e hated the Yankeé soldiers, Abe Lincoln was a good man though, wasn't he?

I yrieé”"to be a good Christian 'cause I wants to go to Heaven when I die.
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LIZZiE FARMER
o Age 80 years
o e SN McAlester, Okla.
: ?A“G L
o "Cousin Lizziel!M
"Mhat "
"I'se seventy years old."
- And I say, "Mmut's you telling me for." I ain't got nothing to
do with your agel®

I knowed I was one year older than she was and it sorta riled me
for her to talk about it., I never would tell folks my age for I i:nowed
vhite folks didn't want no old woman working for 'em and I just wouldn't
tell 'em how old I really was., Dat was nine years ago and I guess I'm
seventy five now. I can't work much now,

I was born four years before de War.—— "The one what set the cullud
folks free," We lived on a big plantetion in Texas, 01d Master's name was
John Booker and hs was good to us all, My mammy died just at de close of de
War and de young mistress took me and kept me and I growed up with her chillunj.
I thought I was quality sure nuff and I never would go to school ‘cause I
couldn't go 'long to de same schocl with de white chillun, Young mistress
taught me how to knit, spin, weave, crochet, sew and embroider. I couldn't
recollect my age and young Mistress told me to say, "I'se born de second year
of de War dat set de cullud folks free," and the only time she ever git mad
at me was when I forgot to say it jest as she told me to. She take hold of
me and shook me, I recollects all it, all de time,

Young mistress! name was Elizabeth Bodker McNew. I'se named after

her. She finally gave me to my aunt when I was a big girl and I never lived

wid white folks any more. I never saw my pappy till I was grown,
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In the cullud quarters, we cooked on a fireplace in big iron pots,
OQur bread was baked in iron skillets with lids and we would set the skillet
on de fire and put coals of fire on de lid. Bread was mighty good cooked
like dat. We made our own candles. We had a candle mold and we would put
a string in the center of the mdld and pour melted tellow in it and let it
harden. We would make eight at one time, Quality folks had brass lamps.

When we went to cook our vegetables we would put a big piece of
hog jowl in de pot. Weld put in a lot of snap beans and when dey was about
half done we'd put in a mess of cabbage and when it was about half done we'd
put in some squg_,sh and when it was about half done we'd put in some okra,
Then when it was done we would tske it out a layer at a time. Go 'way! It
makes me hungry to talk about it,

When we cooked possum dat was a feast, We would skin him and dress
him and put him on top de house and let him freeze for two days or nights,
Then we'd boil him with red pepper, and take him out and put him in a pan

and slice sweet 'taters and put round him and roast him, My, dat was good
eating,

It was a long time after de War 'fore all de n'iggers knowed dey
was really free. My grandpappy was Master Booker's overseer. He wcrulcin’t
have a white man over his niggers. I saw grandpappy whip one man with a long
whip., Master Booker was good and wouldn't whip 'em less'n he had to. De
niggers dassent leave de farm without a pass for fear of de Ku Kluxers and
patrolers;

We would have dances and play parties and have sho! nuff good times;

We had "ring plays." We'd all catch hands and march round, den we'd drop all

hands 'cept our pardners and we'd swing round and singt
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"You steal my pardner, and I steal yours,
Miss Mary Jane.
My true loveré gone away,
Miss Mary Jane!
"Steal all round and don't slight nbne,
Miss Mary Jane.
He's lost out but I'se got one,-
Miss Mary Jane!®
We always played at log rollin's an' cotton pickin's,
Sometimes we would have a wedding and my what a good time we'd
have., 014 Master's dsughter, Miss Janie, got married and it took us more'n
three weeks to get ready for it., De house was cleaned from top to bottom and

us chillun had to run errands., Seecmed like we was allers under foot, at

least dat was what mammy said. I never will fe:r;git all the good things they

cooked up. Rows of pies and cakes, baked chicken and ham, my, it makes my
mouth water jest thinking of it, After de wedding and de feast de white
folks danced all night and us cullud folks ate all night,

When one of de cullud folks die we would allers hold a "wake." |
We would set up with de corpse and sing and pra;.yv ‘a'.nd at midnight we'd all eat

and den we'd sing and pray some more,

In de evening after work was done we'd sit round and de older folks

would sing songs. One of de favorites was!

"Miss Cal'line gal,

Yes Ma'am

Did you see dem buzzards?
Yes Ma'am, .
Did you see dem floppin'!,
How did ye'! like 'em?
Mighty well,

"Miss Ca'line gal,

Yes Ma'am,

Did you see dem buzzards?
Yes Ma'am,

Did you see dem sailin!,
Yes Ma'am.

How did you kike 'em?
Mighty well.
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I've heered folks talk about conjures and hoodoo charms. I have
a hoss shoe over de door dat will bring good luck, I sho! do believe cer-
tain things bring bad luck., I hate to hear a scrinch (screech) owl holler
at night., Whenever a scrinch owl git in dat tree at night and start to
holler I gits me a stick and I say, "Confound you, I'1l make yet set up dar
and say 'Umph huh'," so I goes out and time I gits dar he is gone. If you
tie a knot in de corner of de bed sheet he will leave, or turn your hat
wrong side out too. Dey's 2ll good and will make a scrinch owl leave every
time, -

I believes in dreams é.nd visions too. I dreamed one night dat I
had tall palings all 'round my house and I went .out in de yard and dere was
a big bleck hoss and I say, "How come you is in my yard? I'll jest put you
out jest lak you got in.," . I opened de gate but he wouldn't go out and finally
he run in de door and through the house and went towards de East. Right after
dat my son died, I saw dat hoss again de other night., A black hoss allus
means death. Seeing it de other night might mean I'se gwineter die,

I know one time a woﬁén named May Runnels wanted to go to church
about a mile away and her old man wouldn't go with her. It made her mad and
she say, "I'll be dammed if I don't go." She had to go through a grave yard
and when she was about half way across it a icy hand jest slap her and her
mouth was twisted way 'round fer about three months., Dat was a lesson to her

fer cussing.

One time there was a nigger what belonged on a adjoining farm to

Master John Bookers and dey told us dis story:

"Dis nigger went down to de spring and found a terrapin and he say,
"¥hat brung you heret" Jest imagine how he felt when it say to him, "Teeth

énd tongue brung me hére, and teeth and tongué will bring you here.” He run
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to de house and told his Master dat he found a terrapin dat could talk, Dey
went back and he asked de terrapin what bring him here and it wouldn't say a
word., Old Master didn't like it 'cause he vjent down there jest to see a common
ordinary terrapin and he told de nigger he was going to gi;t into trouble fer
telling him a lie, Next day the ntgger seen de terrapin and it say de same
thing again. Soon after dat dis nigger was lynched right close to de ialace
he saw de terrapin."

Master John Booker had two niggers what had a habit of slipping
.cross de river and killing old Master's hogs. and hiding de meet in de loft
of de house., Master had a big blue hog and one day he missed him and he
sent Néd to look fer him., Ned knowed all de time dat he had killed it and
had it hid in his loft. He hunted and called "Pig-ooie, Pig." Somebody
done stole old Master's big blue hog. Dey couldn't find it but old Master
thought Ned knowed something 'bout it. One night he found out Ned was gonna
kill another hog and had asked John to go with him, He borrowed John's
clothes and blacked his face and met Ned at de river; Soon dey find a nice
big one and Ned say, "Johp, I'll drive him round and you kill him." So he
drove him past o0ld Master but he didn't want to kill his own hog so he made
lalk he'd like to kill him but he missed him. Finally Ned got tired and said.
1111 kill him, you drive him by me.® So Master John cj.rové~ him by him and
Ned knockv de hog on de head and otut his throat and dey load him on de canoe,
When dey was nearly 'cross de river Oid Master dip up some water and wash his
face a little, then he look at Ned and he say, N¥ed you look sick, I believe
you've got lepersy." Ned row on 1ittie more and he jump in de river and
Master had & hard time finding him a,ga.in; He had the overseer whip Ned for

that.
I think Lincoln was a wonderful man. Bverybody was sorry when he

~died, but I never heerd of Jeff Davis,
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DELLA FOUNTAIN

Age 69 years

McAlester, Oklahoms

I was born after de War of de Rebellion but I ‘'member lots o' things dat
my varents told me 'bout slavery. -

My grandmother was captured in Africa., Tradsrs come dere in a big boat and
dey had all sorts of purty gew-gaws == red handkerchiefs, dress goods, beads,
bells, and trinkets in bright colorse. Dey would pull up at de shore and entice
de colored folks onto de boat to see de purty things. Befo'! de darkies realized
it dey would be out from shoree Dat's de way she was captured. Fifteen to twenty-
five would pay dem for de trip as dey all brought good pricese |

I was born and reised in Louisiana, near Winfield. My mother's Master was
John Rogers 2nd his wife was Miss Millie. Dey was awful good to deirbslaves and
he never %hnpped hig grown niggers. o

1 ¥member when I was a child dat we didan't have hardly anything to keep
house wid, but we got slong purty well I guess. Our furniture was home-made and
we cooked on de fireplaces

We saved all our oak-wood ashes, and would put a barrel on a slenting scaffold
and put sticks and shucks in de bottom of de barrel and den fill it ﬁid de ashess
Fe'd pour weter in it and let it drip. Dese drippings made pure lye. We used dis
wid cracklings and meat scraps to make our soape

Father took a good-sized pine long and split it open, plened it down smooth

§  and bored holes in de bottem and drove pegs in dem for legs; dis was our battling
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bench.v We'd spread our wet clothes on dis and rub soap on ‘em and take a.paddle
end beat de dirt oute We got 'em clean but had to be careful not to ﬁeér tem out
wid de paddles

We had no tubs either, so father took a hollow log and split it open and put
partitions in it. He bored a hole in each section and drove a peg in ite He next
cut two forked poles and drove Yem in de ground and rested de ends of de hollow
log in dese forks; Weld fill de log trough wid water and rinse our clothes. We
conld pull out de pegs and let de water out.‘ We had no broots eithgf; 8o we made
trush brooms to sweep our floore. .

Pere was lots of wild game near our homes. I 'member father and two more men
going out and killing six deer in jest a little while. Dey was plentiful, and so
was squirréls.~coon. possuﬁs and quél. Dere waé iots of bears, t00. We'd be in
de field working and hear de dogs, and father and de boys would g0 to Yem and meybe
dey'd have a bear. We liked béar meat. It was dark, but awful good and swéet.

De grown folks used to neve big times at 1og~rollings. corn-shuckings and
quiltings. Dey'd have a big supper and a blg dance at nighte Us children would
play ring playsk pi&y with home—made rag dolls, or we'd take big leaves and pin
em together wid thorns and make hats and dresses. We'd ride saplings, £004 All
of us would‘pull a sapling down and one would cl;mb up in it near de ton and glt a
good hold on it, and ‘dey wovld turn it 1oose. It took a nurty good holding to stay
wid it, I can tell youa‘A | | |
| All de 1adies rode horseback. and dey rode szde—saddles.‘ I had a purty side~
saddle when I growed up. De saddle seat was flowered plush. I had a.purty riding
habit. too.} De skirt was so 1ong dat it almost touched de graund.

We spun and wove all our clothes. I had to spln three broaches ever night

before bedxime.' H@therwwould take bark and make dye to give us different colored
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dressess

Red osk and sweet gum made purple. Bois d' arc made yellow or ora;;;gAe., Walnut
pade a purty browne We knitted our socks and stockings, tooe. |

We celebrated Christmas by having a.'big dance and ege-nog for ever! bodys

During slavery young colcred boys and girls didan't do much work but just growed
up, care—~free and happy. De first work boys done was to learn to hitbch ui: de team
to Masier's carriage and teke de young folks for a drive. |

My older brothers and sisters told me lots of thinge dey done during slave
dayse My brother Joe felt mighty big after freedom and strutted aboute One day
he took his younger brother, 01 wid him to where faj;her was building & house. Dey
pleyed 'bout de house and come up to where a white man and fether was tai%ng. De
white man was rolling a little ball of mud in his hands and he Just pitched it
ovez\; or Ol's foote It didn't hurt him a mite, but Joe bridled up and he started
to git smart, and father told him he'd bresk his neck if he didn't go on home and
keep his mouth shet.' Father finally had to whup Joe to make him know he was black.
He give father and mother lots of concern, for dey was afraid the Ku Kluxers would
git hime One day he was playing wid a axe and chopped off brother O1's finger.
¥other told him she was going to kill him when she caught him. He took to de woodss
His three sibsters and two neighbor girls run him nearly all day but couldn‘At catch
hime Late in de evening, he come up to a white neighbor's house and she toldv .him
to go in and -git under de bted and day couldn®t find him. Curtains come down to d_e
floor and as he was tired he decided to risk ite He hadn't much more d,a.n got hid
when he heard de girls coming. He heard de woman say, "He's under de beds" He
knowed he was. caught, and he put up a fight, but dey took him to mother. Ho got |
& whupping, but he was shocked dat mother didn't kill him like she said she wase o
He didn't mind de.whupping. He growed up to be a good man, and wes de apple of my

: motherts e¥ee.: . oo
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Father knowed a man that stole his Master's horse out and rode him to a dance.
For some reason de horse dieds - De poor man knowed he was up against it, and he let
in to begging de men to help him git de horse on his back so he could put him back
in his stable and his Master would think he died dere. Poor fellow, he really did
think he could tote dat hdrse on his back. He couldn’t git anybody to help him, so
he went to the woods. He was shot by 2 patroller 'cause he wouldn't surrender.

Dey captured him but he died.

Paul Castleverry was a white preacher. De colored would go to church de sszme
as de whitese He give de colored instructions on obeying Masters. rHe sa&, "while
your Master is going £'om pillar to post, looking after your intrusts, you is
always doing some devilment." I 'spect dat was jest about de truthe

My sister played wid Miss Millie's little girl, Mollie. De big house was on
2 high hill and at de foot of de hill. Nearly e half-mile away was a big creek wid
a big wooden bridge across ite Soldiers come by ever' few days, and you could hear
deir horses when dey struck de bridge. Sister and Mollie would run upstairs and
look down de hill, and if it was Confederate soldiers dey would run back and tell
Migs Millie and dey would start putting out de best food dey had. If dey saw Yankee
soldiers, dey would run down and tell ‘em and dey'd start hiding thingse

De Yankees come through dere and took ever' body's horses. Lots of people took
deir horses and cows and hid ’eﬁ in some low place in de deep woods

Miss Millie had a young horse 2nd she had 'em teke him to de wheat field and
hide hime De wheat was as high as he was. De Yankees come by, and a man had
stopped dere just before dey come. He was riding an old horse, and he was wearing
a long linen-duster «-~ a duster was a 1ong‘coat dat was worn over de suit to pro~-
tect it from de dust.

Dis smarb-alefk hid behind de house and as de soldiers rode up he shot at

'em. Dey started shooting at him and he started running, and his coat was sticking
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straight out behind him. De soldiers surely wasn't trying to hit him, but dey
sure did scare him plenty. M%;;’Hillie was certaiQ;y dey was going to find her
norse, but dey didn'te. '

Master John Rogers was good to all his slaves, and fhey 211 loved him and
would a'died for hime One day he was sitting in his yard and Mollie come running
down stairs and told him de Yankees was coming. He never say nothing, but kept
sitting deres Dat morning he had a big sack of money and he give it to my mother
to hide for him. She ripped her mattress, and put it in de middle of it and
sewed it upe She den made up de »ed and put de covers on ite De Y;nkees gsearched
de house and took de jewelry and silverware and old Master's gold mug, but dey didn't
find his money.

My parents lived close to de 0ld plantation dat they lived on when dey was
slavese De big house was still dere, but it was sure dilapidated. Ever'body was
poor after de Wer, whites and blacks alike. I really think de colored was de best
off, for they knowed all 'bout hardships and hard work and de white folks didn'te

At first some of 'em was too vroud to do drudgery work, but most of 'em went
right to work and build up deir homes again. TFood, clothes, and in fact everything
needed, was scarces |

- Mother always say, "If you visit on New Years, you'll visit all de years We
always had black-eyed veas and hog jowl for New Year's dinner; for it dbrought good

lucke

The Nineteentn of June was Emancipation Day, and we always had a big picnic and

speechese.
I knowed one woman who was a conjur woman. Lots of people went to her to git

her to break a evil spell dat some one had over them. She'd dbrew a ﬁea~£rom~herhs

and give to 'em to drink, and it alwaye cured 'em.
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I've seen people use all linds @' roots and herbs for medicine, and I also
seen 'em use all kind of things for curese I've knowed ‘em to put wood lice in

fem 'round a baby's neck so it'd teeth easy.

a bag and tie
Black~haw root, sour dock, bear grass, grape root, bull nettle, sweet-gum

bark and red-oak bark boiled separately and mixed, makes a good blood medicines

do W
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NANCY GARDNER

Age 79 yrs.
Oklahomsa City, Okla.

Well, to tell you de truth I don't know my age, tut I was born in
1858, in Franklin, Tennessee, Now, you can figger for yourself and tell
how 0l1d I is, I is de daughter of Prophet and Callie Isaiah, end dey was
natives of Tennessee, Dere was three of us children, two boys and myself,
I'm de only girl., My brothers names was Prophet and Billie Isaish, I
don't 'member much about dem as we was separated when I was seven years
0ld. I'11 never forget when me, my me and my auntie had to leave my pa
and brothers, It is jest as clear in my mind now as it was den, and det's
been about seventy years ago.

Oh God! I tell you it was awful dat day when 0ld Jeff Davis had a
bunch of us sent to Memphis to be sold. I can see old Mejor Clifton now.

Be was a big nigeger trader you know. Well, dey took us on up dere tc Memphis
and we was sold jest like cattle, Dey scld me and ma together and dey sold
pa and de boys together. Dey was sent to Mississipri and we was sert to
Alabama, My pa, O how my ma was grieved to death about him! She didn't

live long after dat., She didn't live long enough to be set free. FPoor ma,
gshe died a slave, but she is saved though. I know she is, and I'll be wid
ler some day.

It was thirty years before my ps knew if we was still living, Finally
in some way he heard dat I was still alive, and he began writing me. Course
I was grown and married den and me ani my husband had moved to Missouri, Well,
my pa started out to see me and on his way he was drowned in de Miséouri River,
and I never saw him alive after we was s0ld in Memphis,

I can't tell you much 'bout work during de slave days 'cause you see

I was jest a badby you might say when de War broke out., I do remember our
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Master's name though, it was Dr. Perkins, and he was a good Master. Ma
and pa sure hated to have to leave him, he was so good to dem. He was a
rich man, and had a big fine house and thousands of a.cz;es of land., BHe was
good to his niggers too., We had a good house too, better dan some of dese
houses I gsee folks living in now. OCourse Dr. Perkins niggers had to work,
but dey didn't mind 'cause he would let dem have little patches of dey own
such as Ytatoes, corn, cotton and garden. Jest a little, you know. He
couldn't let dem have much, there was so many on Dr, Perkins p}antation.

I don't remember seeing anybody sick in slavery time, Ym"J. see I was
jest a kid and dere's a lot of things I can't remember,

I am a Christian, I jined de church nigh on seventy years ago and
when I say dat, I don't mean I jest jined de church, I mean I gave myself
up to de Heavenly Father, and I've been gwine straight down de line for Him
ever since, You know in dem days, we didn't get religion like young folks
do now, Young folks today jest find de church and den call theyselves
Christians, but they aint,

I remember jest as well when I was converted, One day I was thinking
'bout a sermon de preacher had preached and a voice spoke to me and said,
"De Holy Ghost is over your head. Accept it!" Right den I got down on my
lmees and prayed to God dat I might understend dat voice, and God Almighty
in a vision told me dat I should find de qhurch. I could hardly wait for
de next service so I could find it, and when I was in de water getting my
baptisement, dat same voice spoke and said, "Now you have accepted don't
turn back 'ceuse I will be wid you always!" 0 you don't know néthing Ybout

dat kind of religion}
I 'member one night shortly after I jined de church I was laying in

bed and dere was a vine tied Pround my walst and dat vine extended into de
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elements, O my God! I can see it now! I looked up dat vine and away in
de elements I could see my Divine Master and he spoke to me a.ﬁd said, "When
you get in trouble shake dis vine; I'm your Master and I will hear your cry.

I kmowed 0l1d Jeff Davis good. Why I was jest as close to him as I am
to dat table, I've talked wid him too. I reckon I do know dat scoundrel!
Why, he didn't want de niggers to be free! He was knbwn as a mean old rascal
all over de South, |

Abraham Lincoln? Now you is talking 'beut de niggers fr:lgnd! Why dat
was de best man God ever let tramp de earth! Everybody was miéhty sad when
poor 0ld Abraham was 'sassinated, 'cause he did a mighty good deed for de
colored race before he left dis world.

I wasn't here long during slavery, but I saw enough of it to kmow it
was mighty hard going for most of de niggei's den, and young folks wouldn't
stand for dat kind of treatment now. I know most of the young folks would
be killed, but they jest wouldn't stand for it, I would hate to have to go

through wid my little share of it agailn.
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OCTAVIA GEORGE :
Age 85 yrse. :
Oklzhoma City, Oklae

- I was born in Mansieur, Louisiana, 1852, Avoir Parishe. I am the
daughter of ;élfred and Clementine Jéseph. I don't know much gbout my grand=-
parents other than my mother told me my grandfatherls name was'_Fransuai, and
was one time a king in Africae .

Eost of the slaves lived in log cabins, and the beds were home-made.
The mattresses wers made out of moss gathered from trees, and we used t have
lots of fun gathering that moss to mske those mattressese

My Job was taking care of the white children up at the Big House
(that is what they called the house where our master lived), and I also had
to feéd. the 1ittle Negro children. I remember quite well how those poor
little children used to have to eate They were fed in boxes and troughs,
unde;' the houses They were fed corn meal mush and beans. When this was poured
into their box they would gather around it the same a8 we see pigs, horses a.nd
cattle gather around troughs todaye.

We were never given any money, but were able to get a little momey
this way: our Master would let us have two or three acres of land each year
to plant for ourselves, and we could have what we raised on it. We could noig
allow our,work.on these two or three acres to interfere with Master's work,
but we had to work our little crops on Sundayse Now remind you, all the

~ Negroes didn't get these two or three acres, oﬁly good masters allowed their
slaves to have a little crop of their om. We would take the money from our
little crops and buy a few clothes and something for Christmase. The men would

save enough money out of the crops to buy their Christmass whiskeye It was all
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right for the slaves to get drunic on Christmas and New Years Day; no one was
whipped for getting drunk on those days. We were allowed to have a garden and
from this we gathered vegebables to eat}y on Sundays we could have duck, fish
and porke.

We didn't know anything about any clothes other than cotton; every=-
thing we wore Waé made of cotton, except our shoes, they were made from pleces
of leather cut out of a raw cowhide.

Our Master and Mistress was good, they let us go to church with
them, have ou;; little two= or three-abre crops and any other tiing that the
good masters would let their slaves doe They lived in & big fine house and
had a fine barn. Their barn was much better than the house we iived in.
Master Depriest (our master) was a Frenchman, and had eight or nine children,
and they were sure meane They would fight us, but we were not allowed to |
fight our little Master or Mistress as we had to call them.

The overseer on Master's plantation was a mean old fellow, he
carried his gun 2ll the time and would ride a big fine horse and go from one
bunch of slaves to the other. Some poor white folks lived close to use They
‘could not owr slaves and they had to work for the r:"wh plantation ownerse. I
‘believe that those poor white folk are to blame for the Negroes stealing be-
cause they would get the Negroes to steal their master's corn, hogs, chickens
.end many other things and sell it to them for practically nothing. |

We had to work plenty hard, because our Maste_r had a la.rge” planta=
tion. Don't kmow jJust how many acres it was, but we had to be up at 5 o'clock
in the morning and would work until dark then we would have to go home and do
our night work, that is cook, milk, and feed the stoclke |

The slayes were punishe'd. for stealing, running off, not doing what



Oklghoms Writers?! Project -3 113

their master told them and for taﬁing back to their mastere. If any of these
rules were disobeyed their feet and hands were chained together and they were
put across a log or a barrel and whipped until the blood came from them.

There were no jails; the white man was the slaves! jail. If whipping
didn't settle the crime the Negro committed = the next thing would be to hang
him or burn him at stake.

I've seen them sell slaves. The whites would auction them off just
as we do cattle and horses today. The big fine healthy slaves were worth more
than those that were not quite so goods I have seen men sold ;‘rom their wives
and I thought that was such a crime. I knew that God would settle thing
somedaye

Slaves would run away but most of the time they were caughtes The
Master would put blood hounds on their trail, and sometimes the slave would
kill the blood hound and make his escapee. If a slave once tried to run away
and was caught, he would be whipped slmost to death, and from then on if he
was sent any place they would chain their meanest blood hound to him.

Funerals were very simple for slaves, they could not carry the body
to the church they would just talke it to the‘ grave yard and bury ite They
were not even allowed to sing a song at the cemetery. 0ld Mistress useA to
tell us ghost stories after funersls and they would nearly scare me to death.
She would tell of seeing men wit}_«gg_n_;hg&, end see cattle that would suddenly
turn to cats, and she made us believe if a fire was close to a cemetery it
was coming from a ghqst.

I used to hear quite a bit about voodoo, but that something I
never believed in, therefore, I didn't pay any attention to it.

When a slave was sick, the master would get a good doctor for him

if he was a good slave, but if he wasn't considered a good slave he would be
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glven cheap medical care. Some of the doctors would not go to the cabin where
the slaves were, and the slave would have to be carried on his bed to his
master'!s back porch and the doctor would see him there.

When the news came that we were free, all of us were hid on the
Mississippi Rivere We had been there for several days, and we had to catch
fish with our hands and roast them for food. I remember quite well when old
Master came down to there and hollered, Come on out niggers; you are free now
and you can do as you please! We all went to the Big House a.ng there we
found old Miss crying and talking about how she hated to lose ixer good niggerse

Abrahsm Lincoln! Why we mourned three months for that man when he
diedl I wouldn't miss a morning getting my black arm band and placing it on
in remembrance of Abrsham, who was the best friend the Negroes ever had. Now.
old Jeff Davis, I didn't care a thing about hime. He was a Democrat and none
of them mean anything to the Negro. And if these young Negroes don't quit
messing with the democratic bunch they are going to be right back where we
started frome If they only knew as I know they would struggle to keep such
from happening, because although I had a good master I wouldn't want to go

through it againe.



350086

Oklahoms Writers' Project ,, Bx-Slaves 115

MARY GRAYSON

Age 83 yrs.
Tulsa, Oklahoma

I am what we colored people call a "native. That means that I
didn't come into the Indian country frcm somewhere in the 014 South, after
the War, like so many negroes did, but I was born here in the 0ld Creek
Nation, and my master was a Creek Indian. That was eighty three years ago,
so I am told.

My mammy belonged to white people back in Alabama when she was
born - d.owﬁ in the southern part I think, for she told me tha.t after she
was a sizeable girl her white people moved into the eastern part of Alabama
where there was a lot of Creeks. Some of them Creeks was mixed up with
the whit es, and some of the big men in the Creeks who come to tg,lk to her
master was almost white, it looked like. "My white folks moved around a
lot when I was a little girl"¥, she told me.

When mammy weas about 10 or 12 years old some of the Creeks begun
to come out to the Territory in little bunches. They wasn't the ones who
was taken out here by the soldiers and contractor men -- they come on aghead
by themsklves and most of them had plenty of money, too. A Creek come to my -
mammy's master and bought hér to bring out here, but she heard she was being
sold and run off 1nfe the woods. There was an old clay pit, dug way back
into & high bank, where the slaves had been getting clay to mix with hog
hair screpings to make chinking for the big log houses that they built for
the master and the cabins they made for _themselves.~ Well, my mammy run and
hid way back in that old clay pit, and it wa,.s way é,fter dark before the master
m ‘the other man found her.

‘The Oreék man that bought her was a kind sort of a man, m.mmy sald,

and woul-_dn't let the master punish ‘her. He took her awsy and was kind to.her,

but he decided she was toe young to breed and he sold her to amother Creek whe
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had severel slaves already, and he brought her out to the Territory.

The McIntosh men was the leaders in the bunch that come ocut at
that time, and one of the bunch, named Jim Perryman, bought my mammy and
married her to one of his "boys®, but after he waited a while and she
didn't have a baby he decided she was no good breeder and he sold her to
Mose Perryman.

Mose Perryman was my master, and he was a cousin to lLegus Perryman,
who was a big man in the Tribe. He was a lot younger than Mosg, and laughed
at Mose for buying my mammy, but he got fooled, because my mammy got married
to Mose's slave boy Jacob, the way the slav‘es‘ was married them days, and went
ahead and had ten children for Mr. Mose.

Mose Perryman owned my pappy and his older brether, Hector, and one -
of the McIntosh men, Oona, I think his name was, owned my pappy's brother
William. I can remember when I first heard about there was going to be a war.
The older children would talk about it, but they didn't say it was a war all
over the country. They would talk about a war going to be "back in Alabamal,
and I guess they had heard the Creeks talking about it that way.

When I was born we lived in the Choska bottoms, and Mr. Mose Perryman
had a lot of land broke in all up and down the Arkansas _river along there. After
the War, when I had got to be a young woman, there was quite a settlement grew
up at Choska (pronounced Choe-skey) right across the river east of where Hagkell
now is, but when I was a child before the War all the whole bottoms was marshy
kind of wilderness except where farms had been cleared out. The land was very
rich, and the COreeks who got to settle there were lucky. They always had big
cfeps. A11 west of us was high ground, toward Gibson station and Fort Gibson,

and the land was sandy. Some of the McIntoshes lived over that way, and my

Uncle William belenged to ene of them.
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We slaves didn't have a hard time at all before the War. I have
haid people who.were slaves of white folks back in the old states tell me
that they had to work awfully hard and their masters were cruel to them
sometimes, but all the Negroes I kmew who belonged to Creeks always had plenty
of clothes and lots to eat and we all lived in good log cabins we built, We
worked the farm a.nd. tended to the horses and cattle and hogs, and some of the
older women worked around the owner's house, but each Negro family looked
after a part of the fields and worked the crops like they belonged to us.

When I first heard talk about the War the slaves were allowed to
.go and see one another sometimes and o:ﬁ"oen théy were sent on errands several
miles with a wagon or on a horse, but pretty soon we were all kept at home,
and nobody was allowed to come around and talk to us. But we heard what was -
going on.

The McIntosh men got nearly everybody to side m‘.th them sbout the
War, but we Negroes got word somehow that the Cherokees over back of Ft. Gibson
was not going to be in the War, and that there were some Union pgople over
there who would help slaves to get away, but we children didn't know anything
about what we heard our parents vhispering about, and they would stop if they
heard us listening. Most of khe Crecks who lived in our part of the country,
between the Arkansas and the Verdigris, and some even south of the Arkansas,
belonged to the Lower Creeks and sided with the South, but down below us
along the Canadian River they were Upper Creeks and there was a good deal of
talk about them going with the North. Some of the Negroes tried to get
away and go down to them, but I don't kmow of any from our neighborhood that

went to then,

Seme Upper Creeks came up into the Choska bottoms talking around

among the folks there about siding with the North. They were talking, they
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sald, for old man Gouge, who was a big man among the Upper Creeks. His
Indian name was Opoeth-le-ya-hola, and he got away into Kansas with a big
bunch of Creeks and Seminoles during the War:

Before that time, I remember one night my uncle William brought
another Negro man to our cabin and talked a long time with my paoppy, but
vretty soon some of the Perryman Negroes told them that Mr. Mose was coming
down and they went off into the woods to talk. But Mr. Mose didn't come
down. When pavpy came back Mammy cried quite a while, and we ¢hildren could
hear them arguing late at night. Then my uncle Hector slipped over to our
cabin several times and talked to pappy, and mammy began to fix up grub,
but she didn't give us children but a little bit of it, and told us to stay
around with her at the cabin and not go playing with the other children.

Then early one morning, about daylight, old Mr. Mose came down to
the cabin in his buggy, waving a shot gun and hollering at the top of his
voice. I never saw a man so mad in all my life, before nor since!

He yelled in 2t mammy to "git them children together and git wup
to my house before I beat you and all of them to death!" Mammy began to
cry and plead thht she didn't know anything, but he acted like he was going
to shoot sure enough, so we all ran to mammy and started for Mr. Mose's
house as fast as we could trot.

We had to pass all the other Negro cabins on the way, and we could
see that they were all empty, and it looked like everything in them had been
tore up. Straw and corn shucks all over the place, where somebody had tore
up the mattresses, and all the pans and kettles gone off the outside walls
where they used to.hang then.

At one placa‘we saw two Negro boys loading some iron kettles on

a wagon, and a little further on was some boys catching chiekens in a yard,
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but we could see all the Negroes had left in a big hurry.

I asked mammy where everybody had gone and she said, "Up to Mr.
Mose's house, where we are going. He's calling us all in,®

"Will pappy be up there too?® I asked her.

"No. Your pappy and your Hncle Hector and your Uncle William and
a lot c;f other menfolks won't be here any more. They went away. That's
why Mr. Mose is so mad, so if any of you younguns say anything about any
strange men coming to our place I'll break your necks!" Mammy was sure
scared!

We all thought sure she was going t.o get a big whipping, but Mr.
Mose just looked at her a minute and then told her to get back to the cabin
and bring a.li the clothes, and bed ticks and all kinds of cloth we had and
come back ready to travel. | |

"We're going to take all you black devils to a place where there
won't no more of you run away!" he yelled after us. So we got ready to
leave as quick as we could. I kept crying about my pappy, but mammy would
say, "Don't you werry ebout your pappy, he's free now. Better be worrying
about us. No telling where we all will end up!" There was four or five
Creek families and their Negroes all got together to leavs, with all their
stuff packed in buggies and wagons, and being toted by the Negroes or carried
tied on horses, jack asses, mules and milk cattle. I reckon it was a funny
looking sight, or it would be to a person now; the way we was all loaded
down with all manner of baggage when we met at the old ford across the
Arkansas that lead to the Creek Agency. The Agency stood on a high hill a
few mlles acress the river from where we lived, but we couldn't see it frem

our place down in the Choska bottoms. But as soon as we got up on the upland

east of the bottoms we eould leok across and see the hill.
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When we got to a grove at the foot of the hill mear the agency Mr.
Mose and the other masters went up to the Agency for a while. I suppese
they found out up there what everybody was supposed to do and where they
was supposed to go, for when we started on it wasn't long until several more
families and their slaves had joined the party and we made quite a big crewd.
The 1ittle Negro boys had to carry a little bundle apiece, but Mr.
Mose didn't make the little girls carry anything and let us ride if we could
find anything to ride on. My mammy had to help lead thetows part of the time,
but a lot of the time she got to ride an old horse, and she would put me up
behind her. It nearly scared me to death, beéa.use I had never been on a horse

before, and she had to hold on to me all the time to keep me frem falling off.
Of course I was too small to know what was going on then, but I

could tell that all the masters and the Negroes seemed to be mighty worried
and careful all the time. Of course I know now that the Creeks were all
split up over the War, and nobedy was able to tell who would be friendly

to us or who would try to poison us or kill us, or at least rob us. There
was & 16t of bushwhacking all thrcugh that country by little groups of men
who was Just out to get all they could. They would appear like they was the
enemy of anybody they run aeress, just to have an excuse to rob them or

burn up their stuff. If you said you was with the South they would be

with the North and if you claimed to be with the Yankees they would be with
the South, so our party was kind of upset all the time we was passing through
the country along the Camadian. That was where old Gouge had been talking
against the South. I've heard my folks say that he was a wonderful speaker,

too.

We all had to move aleng mighty slow, on account of the omes on foot,
and we wouldn't get very far in one day, then we Negroes had to fix up a place

to camp and get woed'ang(cook supper for everybody. Sometimes we would come to
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a place to camp that somebody kmew about and we would find it all tromped down
by horses and the spring all filled in and ruined. I reckon old Gouge's people
would tear up things when they left, or maybe some Southern bushwhackers
would do it. I don't know which. |

When we got down to where the North Fork runs into the Canadian we
went around the place where the Creek town was. There was lots of Creeks
down there who was on the other side, so we passed around that place and forded
across west of there. The ford was a bad one, and it took us a long time to
get across. ZEverybody got wet and a lot of the stuff on the wagons got wet.
Pretty soon we got down into the Chickasaw couﬁtxy, and everybody was friendly
to ug, but the Chickasaw people didn't treat their slaves like the Creeks did.
They was more strict, like the people in Texas and other places. The
Chickasaws seemed lighter color than the Creeks but they talked more in
Indian among themsklves and to their slaves. Our masters talked English
nearly all the time except when they were talking to Creeks who didn't talk
good English, and we Negroes never did learn very good Oreek. I could always
understand it, and can yet, a little, but I never did try to talk it much.
Mammy and paspoy used English to us all the time,

Mr. Mose found a place for us to stop close to Fort Washita, and
got us places to stay and work. I don't know which direction we were from
Fort Washita, but I know we were not very far. I don't know how many years
we were down in there, but I know it was over two for we wprked on Crovs
at two different places, I remember. Then one day Mr. Mose came and told
us that the War was over and that we would have to root for ourselves after
that., Then he just rode away and I never saw him after that until after

we had got back up into the Choska country., Mammy heard that the Negroes
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were going to get equal rights with the Creeks, and that she éhéﬁld. go to
the Creek Agency to‘ d;aw for us, so we set out to try to get back.

We started out on foot, and would g0 a little ways each day, and
mammy would try to get a little something to do to get us some food. Twe
or three times she got paid in money, so she had some money when we got
back. After three or four days of walking we came across some more Negroes
who had a horse, and mammy paid them to let us children ride and tie with
their children for a day or two. They had their children on the horse, so
two or three little ones would get on with s larger one ta guide the horse
and we would ride a while and get off and tie the horse and start walking

on down the road. Then when the others caught up with the horse they would

ride until they caught up with us. Pretty soon the old people got afraid to .

have us do that, so we just led the horse and some of the little ones rode
it.
We had our hardest times when we would get to a river or big creek.

If the water was swift the horse didn't do any good, for it would shy at the
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water and the litile ones couldn't stay on, so we would have to just wait urtil

someone came along in a wagon and maybe have to pay them with some of our money

or some of our goods we were bringing back to haul us across. Sometimes we

had to walt all day before anyone would come aleng in a wagon.

We were coming north all this time, up through the Seminole Nation,

but when we got to Weeleetka we met a Creek family of freedmen who were going

to the Agency too, and mammy paid them to tske us along in their wagon. When

we got to the Agency mammy met a. Negro who had geen pappy and knew where he

was, 80 we sent word to him and he came and found us. EHe had been through

most of the War im the Union army.
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When we got away into the Cherokee country some of them called the
¥Pins" helped to smﬁggle him on up into Missouri and over into Kansas, but
he soon found that he couldn't get along and stay safe unless he went with
the Army. He went with them until the War was ovef, and was around Gibsen
quite a lot. When he was there he tried to find out where we had gone but
sald he never could find out. He was in the battle of Honey Springg, he
said, but never was hurt or sick. When we got back together we cleared a
selection of land a little east of the Choska bottoms, near where Clarks-
ville now is, and farmed until I was a great big girl.

I went to school at a little sechool called Blackjack sechoel. I
think it was a kind of mission school and not one of the Creek nation
schools, because my first teacher was Miss Betty Weaver and she was not
a Creek but a Cherokee. Then we had two white teachers, Miss King and
John Kernan, and another Cherokee was in charge. His name was Ross, and
he was killed one day when his horse fell off a bridge across the Verdigris,
on the way from Tullshassee to Giﬁsen Station.

When I g0t to be a young woman I went to Okmulgee and worked fer
some people near there for several years, then I married Tate Grayson. We
got our freedmen's allotments on Mingo Oreek, east of Tulsa, and lived there

until our children were grown and Tate died, then I came to live with my daugh-

ter in Tulsgsa.
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ROBERT R, GRINSTEAD
Age 80 yrs.

Oklahoma City, Okla.

I was born in Lawrence Cbunty, Mississippi, February 17, 1857. My
father's name is Elias Grinstead, a German, and my mother's name is Ann Green-
stead after that of her master, I am a son by my mother and her Master. I
have four other half brother: William (Bill) oldest, Albert, Silas, and John,

I was only eight years of age at freedom and for thaf reason I was
too young to work ana Sn account of being the son of my Master's I received
no hard treatment and did little or no work, .Yet, I wore the same clothing
as did the rest of the slaves: a shirt of lowell for summer and shirt and
trousers for winter and no shoes, I could walk through a briar patch in my
bare feef without sticking one inlthe bottom of my feet as they were so hard ‘
and resistant,

I was the only child of my Master as he had no wife, When the War
brokxe out he went to the War and left the plantation in charge of his over-
seer and his two sisters. As the overseers were hard for them to get along
with they were oftener without an overseer as with one, and therefore they
used one of the Negroes as overseer for the most of the time,

Across the river was another large plantation and slave owner by the
neme of Master Wilson. We called him Master too, for he was a close friend
and neighbor to our Mistresses. There was one Negro man slave who decided to
not work after Master went to the War and the white overseer was fired and
the Negro overseer was acting as overseer, so my Mistress gave him a note to
take across the river to Master Wilson. The note was an order to whip this
Negro and as he couldn't read he didn't know what the note contained until

after Master Wilson read it and gave orders to ﬁis men to tie him for his whipe

ping. Aiter,this,_thq whipping was so sévere that they never had any more

% A
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trouble in making this Negro slave work and they never had to send him back
again to Master Wilson to be whipped. The fun part of this above incidence
was the Negro carried his own note and went alone to be whipped and didn't
know it 'til the lashes was being put on him,

My Master's plantation was aﬁout 2 miles long and l% mile wide and he
owned between 30 or 40 slaves. The Negro overseer would wake up the slaves and
have them in the field before they could see how to work each morning and as
they would go to work so soon their breakfast was carried to the field to them,
One morning the breakfast was taken to the field and the slave; were hoeing
cotton and among them was a lad about 15 years of ago who could not hoe as fast
as the older slaves and the breakfast was sat at the end of the rows and as
they would hoe out to the end they would eat, and if you would be late hoeing
to the end the first to ge to the end would began eating and eat everything.
So, this 15 year old lad in order to get out to eat before everything was gone
did not hoe his wow good and the overseer, who was white at this time, whipped
him so severely that he could not eat nor work. that day.

The Negroes went to church with the white people and joined their
church., The church was Baptist in denomination, and they ™ilt a pen in the
church in which the Negroes sat, and when they would take sacrament the
Negroes would be served after the whites were through and one of the Negro
group would pass it around to the others within the pen.

As there were no dances held on the plantation the Negroes would oftimes
slip off and go at nights to.a nearby dance or peanut parching or riece suppers
at nights after work., Some of the 8laves would be allowed to make for them-
selves rice patches which they would gather and save for the dances. To pre-
pare this rice for cooking after harvested they'would burn a trough into a

log, fhey called_@ortar and with a large wooden mallet they called pessel, and

which they would pound upon the rice until hulled and ready for cooking, This



(op

Oklahoma Writers' Project ' ' B 12

rice would be boiled with just-sait and water and eaten as a great feast with
delight,

During slavery some of the Negro slaves would kill snakes and skin
them and wear these snake skins to prevent being voodooed they said. When
some of the slaves woulé take sick and the home remedies would fail to cure
them our Mistress would allow one of the Negro men slaves to go to the white
doctor and get some medicine for the patient., The doctor would ask questions
as to the actions of the vatient and from said description would send medi-
cine without ever going to see the patient and his medicine wo;ld always cure
the patient of his disease if consulted in time,

After the news came that brought our freedom a white union officer
with 20 trained Negroi\soldiers visited the plantations and saw that the
Negroes received their\freedom, He would put on a demonstration with his
Negro soldiers by having them line up and then at a command they would all
rush forward and stand their guns up together on the stock end without a one
falling and get back into line and upon another command they would rush
forward and each get his gun again without allowing one to fall and again
reline up.

When I was large enough to pay attention to my color and to that
of the other slaves I wondered to myself why I was not black like the rest
of the slaves and concluded to myself that I would when I got grown like they
were as-I knew not then that I was the son of my Master.

During the War and as the men and our Master all went to the War the
Negroes or a Negro would have to g0 to the Mistress' homes each morning and
start fires and never, did I ever hear of a rape case under such close con-
ditions as Negroes going into the bed rooms each morning of the white mistress
to start fires.

My first wife was name Tracy Smith, As I had been free for over
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12 years. We had ordinary marriage ceremony. I have 11 grown children, 15 or
'20 grandchildren and 3 great grandchildren,

I think Abraham Lincoln was a fine 0ld gentlemen and as to Jeff Davis
I don't think he was what he should have been, and as to Booker T. Washington
I think his idea of educating or training Negroes as servants to serve the
white race apvealed more to the white race than the Negroes.

My vievv'_poi‘nt as to slavery is that it was as much detrimental to
the white race as it was to the Negroes, as one elevated ones minds toohighly,

-

and the other degraded ones mind toolowly.
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\\g\\¢° MATTTE HARTMAN
Age 78 yrs.
Oklahoma City, Okla.

I waé born January 2, 1859, at Gunalis, Texas. My father's name
was William Tensley and my mother's nsme Mildred Howard. They was brought
from Virginia. I did have 8 brothers and sisters but all of them are dead.

My Master was name William Henry Howard. Since I was too young
to work I nursed my sisters' children while they worked. The cooking was
done 8ll up to the gereral kitchen at Maste;'s house and when slaves come
from work they would send their children up to the kitcheﬁ to bring their
meals to their homes in the quarters. Our Miétress would have one of the
cooks to dish up vegetables and she herself would .slice or serve the meat
to see that it wasn't vwasted, as seemingly it was thought so precious.

As my mother worked 'round the Big House quite a deal I woﬁld
go up to the Big House witli her and play with the white children who seemed
to like for me to come to play with them. One day in anger while playing
I called one of the white girls, "old black dog" and they pretended they
would tell their mother (my Mistress) sbout it. I was scared, as they saw,
and they promised me they would not tell if I'd promise to not do it again,
and which I'was so glad to do and be let off so lightly.

For summer I wore a cotton slip. end for winter my mother lmitt'ed '
at nighté after her days work was done so I wore red flannels for underwear
and thick linsey for an over-dress, and had knitted stockings and bought
shoes. As my Master was a doctor he made his slaves wear sultable clothes
in accordance to the weather. We also wore gloves my mother knitted in
winter,

My Mistress was good to all of the sleves. On Sunday morning she

would make all the Negro children come to the Big House and ghe would stand
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on the front steps and read the Catechism to us who sat or stood in front
on the ground.

My Master was alsc good. On Wednesdays and Friday nights he would
make the slaves come up to the Big House and he would read the B}ble to them
and he would pray. He was a doctor and very fractious and exact. He didn't
allow the slaves to claim they forgot to do thus and so nor did he allow
them to make the expression, "I thought so and so.™ He would say to them
if they did: "Who told you, you could think!" _

They had 10 children, 7 boys and 3 girls. Their house was a
large 2-story log house painted white. My father was overseer on the planta-
tion.

The plantation consisted of 400 acres and about 40 slaves including
children. The slaves were so seldom punished until they never'd worry about
being punished. They treated their slaves as though they loved them, The
poor white neighbors were also good and treated the slaved& good, for my
Master would warn them to not bother his Negroes. My Mistress always told
the slaves she wanted all of them to visit her and come to her funeral and
burial when she died and named the men slaves she wanted to be her pall-
bearers, all of which was carried out as she planned even though it was after
freedon,

The slaves even who lived adjoining our plantation would have
church at our Big House. They would hold church on Sundays and Sunday nights.

As my mother worked a deal for her Mistress she had an inkling or
overheard that they was going to be set free long before the day they were,
She called all the slaves on the plantation fogether and broke to them this

news after they had promised her they would not spread the news so that 1%

would get back to our Master. So, everybody kept the news until Saturday
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night June 19th, when Master called all the slaves to the big gate and told
them they were all free, but could stay right on in their homes if they had
no places' to go and which all of them did. They went right out and gathered
the crop just like they'd always done, and some of them remained there
several years.,

My first husband was name, S.W. Warnley. We had 4 children, 1
girl and three boys and 3 grandchildren. I now have two grandchildren.

Now that slavery is over I sometime wish 'twas still existing for
some of our lazy folks, so that so many of them wouldn't or couldn't loaf
around so much lowering our race, walking thé streets day by day and running
from house to house living corruptible lives which is keeping the race

down as though there be no good ones among us.




OklahomaSWrgers'4Project 4 - Ex-Skaves’ 4131

A ANNIE ﬁmms
"933 Age 90
‘\S? Colbert, Okla
& |
‘

I calls myself 90, but I don't know jest how old I really am but
I was a good sized gal when we moved from Georgia to Texas., We come on a
big boat and -one night the stars fell. Talk about being scared! We all run
and hid and hollered and nrayed. We thought the end of the world had come,

I“ never had no whitefolks that was good to me. We all worked jest
like dogs and had about half enough to eat and got whupped for everything.
Our days was a constant misery to us. I know lots of niggers that was
' slaves had a good time but we never did. Seems hard that I can't say any-
thing good for any of 'em but I sho'can't, When I was small my job was to
tote cool water to the field to the hands. It kept me busy going back and
forth and I had to be sho' my old Mistress had a cool drink when she wanted
it, too; Mother and my sister and me worked in the field all day and come
in time to clear away the things and cook supper. When we was through in
the kitchen we would spin fer a long time. Mother would spin and we would
card.

My old Master was Dave Giles, the meanest man that ever lived, He
didn't have many slaves’ ity mammy) and me)and my sister, Uncle Bill) and
Truman, He had owned my grandma but he give her a bad whupping ‘and she never
did git over it and died. We all done as much work as a dozen niggers--we
knowed we had to.

I seen old Master git mad at Trumen and he buckled him down across
a barrel and whupped him till he cut the blood out of him and then he rubbed
salt and pevpper in the raw places. It looked like Truman would die it hurt
so bad. I know that don't sound reasonable that a white man in a Christian

communif;y would do such a thing but you can't realize how heartless he was,

People didn't know sbout it and we dassent tell for we knowed he'd kill us

b
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if we did. You must rer;lember he owned us body and soul and they wasn't any-
thing we could do about it, Ol& Mistress and her three girls was mean to
us too. |

One time me and my sister was spinning and old Mistress went to
the well-house and she found a chicken snake and killed it., She brought it
back and she throwed it érou.nd my sister's neck. She jest laughﬁd and lauéhed.
about it. She thought it was a big joke, 4

014 Master stayed drunk all the time. I reckon that is the reason
he was so fetched mean, My, how we hated him! He finally killed hisself
drinking and I remember 0ld Mistress called us in to look at him in his |
" coffin. We all marched by him slow like and I jest happened to look up and
caught my sister's eye and we both Jjest natchelly laughed-- Why shouldn'f
we? We was glad he was dead. It's a good thing we had our laugh fer old
Mistress took us out and whupped us with a broomstick, She didn't make us
sorry though.

0ld Master and Mistress lived in a nice big house on top of a hill
and us darkies lived in log cabins with log floors. Our dresses was made
out of coarse cloth lilkte cotton sacking and and it sho! lasted a long time,
It ort to been called mile-hide for it was sbout that touh.

We went to church s-metimes, They had to let us do that or folks
would have found out how mean they was to us., 01d Master'd give us a pa,s;s,
to show the patroller. We was glad to git the chance to git away and we |
always went to church, | < -

During the War we seen lot¢ of sol%ers. Some of them was Yankees
and some were Sesesh soldiers. My job every day was to take a big tray of

food and set it on a stump about & guarter of a mile from our house. I done

-this twice a day and ever time I went back the dishes would be empty; I never

132



7 Oklahoma Writers' Project _ _ 2 41833

did see nobody and didn't nobody tell me why I was to take the food up there’
but of course it was either for soliders that was scouting 'round or it may
been for some lowdown dirty bushwhacker, and again it might a been for some
of dld Master's folks scouting 'round to keep out of the army,

We was the happiest folks in the world when we knowed we was free,
We couldn't realize it at first but how we did éhout and cry for joy when
we did realize it. We was afraid to leave the place at first for fear old
Mistress would bring us back or the pateroller would git us, 01d Mistress
died soon after the War and we didn't care either. &She didn’éanever do
nothing to make us love her. We was jest as glad as when old Master died,
I don't know what become of the three gals. They was about grown,

We moved away jest aé far away as we could and i married soon afte:;
My husband died and I married again., I been married four times and all my
husbands died. The last time I married it was to a man that belonged to a
Indian man, Sam Love. He was a good owner and was one of the best men that
ever lived. My husband never did move far away from him and he loved him
like a father. He aiways looked after him till he died. My husband has
been dead five years.,

. I have had fifteen children. Four pairs of twins, and only four

of them are living. The good Lawd wouldn't let me keeplthem. I'se lived

through three wars so you.see I'ce no baby.
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\\Q\\{’ IDA HENRY

Age 83
Oklahoma City, Okla.

I was born in Marshall, Texas, in 1854. Me mother was named Millie
Henderson and me father Silas Hall. Me mother was sold in South Carolina
to Mister Hall, who brought her to Texas. Me father was born and raised
by Master John Hall. Me mother's and father's family consisted of five
girls and one boy. My sister's names were: Margrette, Chalette, Lottie,

Gracy and Loyo, and me brother's name was Do.ck Howard. I lived with me mother
and father in a log house on Mastezj Hall's plantation. We would be sorry when
dark, as de patrollers would walk through de qualjters and homes of de slaves
all times of night wld pine torch lights to whip de niggers found away from
deir home.

At nights when me mother would slip away for a visit to some of de |
neighbors homes, she would raise up the old plank floor to de log cabin and
make pallets on de ground and put us to bed and put the floor back down so
dat we couldn't be seen or foﬁnd by the patrollers on their stroll around at
nights.,

My grandmother Lottie would a&lways tell us to not let Master catch you.
in a lie, and to always tell him de truth,

I was house girl to me Mistress and nursed, cooked, and carried de |
children to and from school., In summer we girls wore cotton slips and yarn
dresses for winter. When I got married I was dress in blue serge and was de
third person to marry in it. Wedding dresses was not worn after de wedding in

dem days by niggers as we was taught by our Mistress dat it was bad luck to
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wear de wedding dress after marriage.® Therefore, ‘twas handed dowa from one
generation to the other one.

Me Migtress was sometimes good and sometimes mean. One day de cook was
walting de table and when passing around de potatoes, 0ld Mistress felt of one
and as hit wasn't soft done, she exclaimed to de cook, "What you bring these
raw potatoes out here fort" and grab a fork and stuck it in her eye and put
hit out. She, de cook, lived about 10 years and died.

Me Mistress was de mother of five children, Crock, Jim, Boss and two
girls name, Lea and Annie,

DetF home was a large two-story white house wid de large white posts.

As me Master went to de War de old overseer tried himself in meanness
over de slaves as seemingly he tried to be important.-’ One day de slaves
caught him and one held him whilgt another knocked him in d.e.head and killed
him,

Master's plantation was about 300 acres and he had 'bout 160 slaves, Be-
fore de slaves killed our overseer, he would work 'em night and day. De slaves
was punished when dey didn't glo as much work as de overseer wanted 'em to do.

He would lock ‘em in jail some nights without food and kept 'em dere all
night, and after whipping 'em de next morning would only give 'em bread and
water to work on till noom. |

When a slave was hard to catch for punishment dey would make 'em wear
ball and chains. De ball was 'bout de size of de head and made of lead.

On Sunday.mornings before breakfast our Mistress would call us together,
read de Bible and show us pictures of de Devil in de Bible and tell us dat

if we was not good and if we would steal and tell lies dat old Satan would

git us,
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Close to oﬁr Master's plantation lived several families of old "poor
white trash" who would steal me Master's hogs and chickens and come and tell
me Mistress dat dey seen some of de slaves knock one of d:’!&“ hogs in de head.
Dis continued up till Master returned from de War and caught de old white
trash stealing his hogs. De niggers did at times steal Master's hogs and
chickens, and I would put biscuits and pieces of chicken in a sack under me
dress dat hung from me waist, as I waited de table for me Mistress, énd later
would slip off and eat it a.;s dey néver gave de slaves mone of“, dis sort of food.

We had church Sundays and our preacher Rev. Pat Williams would preach
and our Master and family é.nd other nearby wﬁite neighbors woﬁld ofttime
attend our services. De patrollers wouldn't allow de slaves to hold night
services, and one night dey caught me mother out praying. Dey stripped her-
naked and tied her hénds together and wid a rope tied to de hand cuffs and
threw one end of de rope over a limb and tied de other end to de pommel of
a saddle on a horse. As me fnother‘ weighed 'bout 200, dey pulled her up so
dat her toes could barely touch de ground and whipped her. Dat same night she
ran away and stayed over a day and returneé.; |
and would gf;e é, prize to de one who would pick de higl;est amount .of cotton
or shuck de largest pile of corn. De prize would usually be a suit of clothes
or something to wear and which would be given at some later date.

We could only have}}dances'during holidays, but dances was held on other
plantations. One n&.ght a traveler visiting me Master and wanted his .‘ooétg
smned. S0 Master gave de boots to one of de slaves to shine and de slave

put de boots on and went to a dence and danced so much dat his feet swelled
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| De next morning as de slave did not show up with de boots dey wemnt to
look for him and found him lying down trying to pull de boots off. He told
his Master dat he had put de boots on to shine 'em and could not pull ‘em
off. So Master had to go to town and buy de traveler another pair of boots.
Before he could run away de slave was beaten wid 500 lashes.
De War dat.brought‘our freedom lasted about two years. Me Master went
and carried one of de siﬁves for a servant. When he returned he seemed a
much different man dan he was before de War. He was kind and good and from
dat day_én\he‘never whipped another slave nor did he allow an; of his sla;es
whipped. Dis time lasted from Janugry to June de 19th when we was set free
in de State of Texgs.
Lincoln and Davis both died short of promise. I means dat dey both

R,
died before dey carried out deir plans and promises for freeing de slaves.
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MORRIS HILLYER

Age 84 yrs.
Alderson, Okla.

My father was Gabe Hillyer and my mother was Clarissy Hill\yer. and
our home was in Rome, Georgia. Our owner was Judge Hillyer, He was de
last United States senator to Washington, D, C., before de War.

My mother died when I was only a few days old and the only motﬁer 1
ever knew was Judge Hillyer's wife, Miss Jane, Her nine children were
all older than I was and when mother died Migs Jane said mother had raised
her children and she would raise hers. So she took us into her house and
we nevex: lived at de quarters any more, 1 had two sisters, Sally and
Sylvia, and we had a room in de Big House and sister Sglly didn't do
nothing else but look after me. I used to stand with my thumb in my
mouth and hold to Miss Jane's apron while she knitted,

When Judge Hillyer was elected he sold out his farm and gave his slaves
to his children, He owned about twelve or fourteen slé,ves at this time,

He gave me and my sister Sylvia to his son, Dr. Hillyer, and my father to
another one of his sons who was studying law., Father stayed with him and
took care of him until he graduated, Father learned to be a good carpenter
while he lived with George Hillyer. George never married until after de
War.

Dr., Hillyer lived on a big plantation but he practiced medicine all de
time. He didn't have much time to look after de farm but he had geocd over-
seers and they sure didn't beat his slaves or mistreat 'em in any way. Dr,
Hillyer married a rich girl, Migs Mary Cooley, and her father gave her
fifteen slaves when she married and Judge Hillyer gave him five so he had

a purty good start from de first and he knowed how to make money so he was
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a wealthy man when de Rebellion started.

My sister and I didn't know how to act when we was sent out there
among strangers. We had to live in de quarters just like de other
niggers, and we didn't especially like it, I guess I was a sort of bad
boy.

There was several more boys about my age and we didn't have any work
to do but just busy ourselves by getting into mischief, We'd ride de calves,
chase de pigs, kill de chickens, break up hens nests, and in fact do most
everything we hadn't ought to do. Finally they put us to toting water to
de field hands, minding de gaps, taking de.cows to pasture and as dat kept
us purty busy we wasn!t so bad after dat.

My happlest days was when I was with de old Judge and Miss Jane, 1
can sit here and think of them old times and it seems like it was just
yesterday dat it all happened. He was a great hand to go tc town every day
and lounge around wid his cronies. I used to go with him, and my how they
woulé argue, Sometimes they would get mad and shake their canes in each
other's faces. I guess they was talking politics.

Our old Master liked cats better than any man I ever saw, and he always
had five or gix that followed him about de place like dogs. When he went to
eat they wes always close to him and just as soon as he finished he would
alwa&s feed them. When he was gone us boys used to throw at his cats or
set de dogs on Yem, We was always careful dat no one saw us for if he had
known about it he would a~whipped us and no mistake, I wouldn't a~tlamed him
either, for I like cats now, I tkink they are lots of company.

He was ; typical Southern gentleman, medium sized, and wore a Van Dyke

beard. He never whipped his slaves, and he didn't have a one dat wouldn®t

a~died for him,

Judge Hillyer had ohe son, Wiiliam, dat wouldn't go tc college. He
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nmade fun of his brothers for going to school so long, end seld that he would
be ashamed to go and stay five or six years. After de War he settled down
and studied law in Judge Akids office and opened a office in Athens, Georgla,
and he made de best lawyer of them all,

Us boys used to go hunting with Master William, He hunted rabbits,
quails, squirrels, and sometimes he would kill a deer. EHe hunted mostly
with dogs. He never used a gun but very little. Lead was sc scarce and cost
so much dat he couldn't afford to waste a bullet on rabbits‘gr snakes, He
made his own bullets. The dogs would chase 2 rabbit into a hollow tree and
weld take a stick and twist him out. Sometimes we'd have nearly all de hide
twisted off him when we'd git him out.

014 Judge Hillyer smoked a-pipe with a long stem. He used to give me
ten cents a day to fill it for him., He told me I had to have $36 at the end
of the year, but I never made it, There was a store right close to us and
I'é go down there and spend my money for lemon stick candy, ginger cakes,
peanuts, and firecrackers, O0ld Master knowed I wouldn't save it, end he
didn't care if I did spent it for it was mine to do with just as I pleased.

Bvery time a circus eome to town I'd run off and they wouldn't see me
again all day. Seemed like I just couldn't help it. I wouldn't teke time
to g1t permission to go. One time to punish me for running off he tied me
up by my thumbs, and I had to stey home while de rest went. I dldn't dare
try to git loose and run off for I knowed I'd git my jacket tanned if I 4ig.
0ld Master never laid his hand on me, but I knowed he woéld if I didn't do
as he told me., He never told <ns1:XMLFault xmlns:ns1="http://cxf.apache.org/bindings/xformat"><ns1:faultstring xmlns:ns1="http://cxf.apache.org/bindings/xformat">java.lang.OutOfMemoryError: Java heap space</ns1:faultstring></ns1:XMLFault>