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EX-SLAVE STORIES Page One
(Texas)

- WILL ADAMS was borrn in 1857,
e slave of Dave Cavin, in
Harrison Co., Texas, He re-
mained with the Cavins until

1885, then farmed for himself.
Will lives alone in Marshall,

Texas, supportad by a $13,00
monthly pension,

"My folks allus belongs to the Cavins and wore their name till
after 5mancipatién. Pa and ma was named Freeman and Ameiia. Cavin and
Messa Dave fotches them to Texas from Alabama, along with ma's mother,
what we called Maris,

"Theh Cavins allus thunk lots of their niggers and Granclmé..)laria
say, 'Wny shouldn't they - it was their money.! She say there was plenty
Indians here when they settled this country and they bought and traded
with them without killin' them, if they could. The Indians was poor folks,
Jus? piifex' and loaf 'round all the time. The niggers was s heap sight
}be_tter off than they was, 'ceuse we had plenty to eat and a place to stay.

"Young Massa Tom was my specisl massa snd he still lives here, O1d *
Man Dave seemed to think more of his niggers than anybody and v thunk lots
of our white folks, My pa was leader on the farm, and there we,sn".t no over-
seer or‘dx"iver.v When pa whip a nigger he needn't go to Massa Dave, but pa
say, 'Go you way, you nigger. Freeman didn't whip you for nothin', !
Masea Dsve allus belleve pé, 'cause he tells the truth.
. . "One time a peddier cdme to our house and after supper he goes %o
see 'bout his ’ipony. Pe done feed €hat pony fifteen ears of corn. The

” "padd&érte‘ll massa his pony ain't been fed nothin', and massa git med

d 'say, 'Be on you way iffen you gwine 'cuse my niggers of lyin!.'

—



Ex~glave Stories Page Two
(Texas)

"We had good quarters and plenty to eat, I !members when I's jus!
walkin' round goﬁd pa come in from the field at night and taken me out
of bed and dress me and feed me =snd then play with me for hburs. Him bein?
lezder, he's gone from !fore dmf $111 after night., The 0ld hesds got out
early but us young scraps slep' till eight or nine olclock, s=n:d don't vou
think Massa Dave éin't comin' round to see we is fed. I_'members him like
it was yest'day, comin' to the quarters with his stick and askin' us, 'Had
your breakfas'?' We'd say, 'Yes, suh.' Then he'd ask if we had 'nough or
wented anv more., It look like he taken a pleasure in seein' us eat, At
dinner, whep the field hands come in, it am the same way. He was(;ho' that
potlicker was fill as long as the niggers want to eat,

WThe hands worked from sun to sun. Masse give them 1i'l crops and
let them work them on Saturday. Then he bought the stuff and the niggers go
to Jefferson and buy‘clothes and sech like., Lots saved money and bought
. freedon ifore the war was over,

"We went to church and first the white preacher preached and then he
larns ourvcnllud preacﬁere. I seed him ordain a cullud preacher and he told
him to allus be honest. When the white preacher laid his hand on him, 21l
the niggers git to hollerin' and shoutin' and prayin' and that nigger git
scart mos' to death,

"On Christmas we had all we could eat and drink and after that a big

~_ party, and you ought to see them gals swingin' they pertners roand, Then

paésa‘hawe two niggers wrestle, and our sports and dances was big sport fo

‘ﬁﬁh vhite folks, They'd sit on the gallery and watch the niggers put it on

A
e .



Ex~slave Stories Page Three % .
(Texas) ’

"Masse didn't like his niggers to marry oIr tae place, btut sometimes
they'd do it, and massa tell his neighbor, 'My nigger am comin' %0 you place.
Mske him behave,! All the niggérs 'hoved then and they wasn't no Huntsville
and gallows 2nd burnin's then, }

"0ld massa wex;t’to war with his boy, Billie, The&’s lots of cryin!
and weepin' when they sot us free., Lots of them didn't want to be free, 'cause
they knowed nothin'! and h~d nowhére to go. Then what had good massas stayed

-

right on.

"I 'meni'bers when that Ku Klux business starts up. Smart niggers ceauses
that, The carpet-baggers ruint the niggers and theﬁhite men couldn'y do a
thing with them, so they got up the Ku Klux and stirs up the world., Theam carpet~
baggers come round larnin! niggers to sass the white folks what done fed them.
~ They come to pa with that talk end he told them, 'Listen, white folks, you is

gwine start a graveyard if vou come round here teachin' niggers to sass white

folks." Them carpet-~baggers starts all the troudle et 'lections in Reconstruction,
Niggers didn't know anythin' 'bout politics.

W Mos! the}young niggers ain't usin' the education they got now, I's been
here eighty years and still has to be showed and told by white folks. These
_ young niggers won't git t0ld by whites or blacks either, They thinks they done
knowed 1t sll and that gits them in trouble.

"1 stays with the Caving mos' twenty years after the war. After I
“leaves, I allus farms and does odd jobe round town here. I's father of ten

| ichi-ilen by one wman, I lives by myself now and they gives me $13,00 a month,

3 be proud to git it if it wasn't more'n a doller, 'cause they ain't nothin!

L mkkARteeR
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{Texeas)

WILLIAM ADAMS, 93, was born ia
slavery, with no opportunity
for an education, except three
months in a public school, He
has taght himsclf to read and
to write, Hig lifelong embi-
tion has been to become master
of the supernstural powers which
he Dbelieves to exist., He is now
wéll-known among Scuthwestern
Negroes for his faith in the
occult,

"Yous want to know end talk about de power de people tells you
I has. Well, sit down here, right there in dat chair, befo! we'uns
starts, I gits some ice water and den we'uns cgq discuss de subject.
I wants to 'splain it clearly, so yous can understand,

"I's born a slave, 93 years ago, so of course I 'members de
war period., Like all de other slaves I has no chance for edumacstion.
Three months am de total time I's spent going to school, I teached
nyself to read and write, I's anxicus to lam to resd so I could
study end find out abeut many things., Dat, I hes done,

"There am lots of folizs, and edumacated ones, too, what says
we'une believes in superstition., Well, its 'cause dey don't under-
stand, ‘Member de Lawl, in some of His waye, can be mysterdocus. De

Bible says 80, There am some things de Lawd wants a1l folks to know,

some things jus' de chosen few to know, and some things no one should .

know, Now, jus® 'cause yous don't kmow 'btout some of de Lawd's laws,
"taint marstit:.o:\\ if some other person understands and believes im
sich,

*There is some born to sing, some born to preach, and scme

- born to know de signs. There is some bora under de power of de devil

-1. LY
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- Exeslave Stories . Page Two
(Pexas)

and bave de power %o put injury and misery on pecple, and some borm under
de power of de Lawd for to do good and overcome de evil power, Now, dat

produces two forces, like fire and water. De evil forces starts de fire

and I hes de water force te put de fire out,

“How I 1arpt sich? Well, I's dore larn it. It come to me, When
de Dbawd gives sich power to a persen, it Jus' comes to '..“' It am 40 years
age now when I's fust fully realige' dat I has de powor.v However, 1's allus
int'rested in de workin's of do signs, When I's  little piccaninny, my
m and ather folks used to talk about de signs. I hears dem tslk about
what happens to folks ‘cause a spell was put on Sem. De old folks ir dem
days knows iore about de signs dat de Lawd uses to reveal His laws dan de
folks of today. It am also true of de cullud folks in Africa, dey native
lend. Some of de folks langhs at their beliefs and says it am supersfition,
but it em knowin' how de Lawd reveals His laws,

"Now, let me tell yous of something I's seen., What ax seexn, can't
be doubted. It happers when I's a young men snd befo' I's reslize' dat
iI's one dat am chosen for to show de power, A mule had cut his leg so bad
dat him am dleedin’' to death and dey couldn't stop it. An old cullud men
live near there dat dey turnms to, He comes over and passes his hand over
de cut, Befo' long de bdlcedin' stop and dat's de power of de Lawd workinm!
through dat rigger, dat's all it em.

"I knows about a woman dat had lost her mind. De doctor say it

wae caused .02 & tumar iz de head, Dey took an ex-ray piecture, but dere's

noe tumor, Dey giwes up and says its a peculiar case. Dat womm was took to

one with de power of de good spirit and he say its a peculiar case for dem
dat don't understend. Dis am a cas® of de evil spell., Two days after, de

.‘3‘

N
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(Poxas)

Page Three

woman have her mind back,

"Dey's lots of dose kind of cases de ord'nsry person never
hear‘ about. Yous hear of de case de doctors can't understand, nor will
dey ‘spond to treatment, Dat am 'cause of de evil spell daot am on de
persons,

#'Bout special persons bsin' chosen for to show de power,
read yous Bible., It says in de book of Mark, third chsvter, 'and He
ordained twelve, dat dey should be with Him, dat He might send them forth
to presch and to have de power to heal de sick and te cast out devils.’
If it wasn't no evil in people, why does de Lawi say, 'cast out sich?!
A4 in de fifih chapter of Jemes, it further say, 'If any am sick, let
him csall de elders. Iet dem pray over him. De prayers of faith shall
save him.'! There *tis agaian. Faith, dat am what counts.

"When I tells dat I seen many persoms given up to die, and
den a man with de power comes and saves sick person, den its noi for
people to say it am superstition to believe in de power,

"Don't forgit ~- de agents o de devil have de powsr of evil,
Dey can put misery of every kind on poapio. Dey can mske trouble with
de work and with de business, with de fsm'ly and with de health. So
folks mus' be on de watch all de time. Folks has business trouble 'camse
de eovil power have control of 'em, Dey has de evil power cast out and
save de business, There am a man in Waco dat come to see me 'bout dat,
Ee say to me everything he try to do in de les' six months turned ov.ﬁ
wsrong. I% starts with him losin' his pocketbock with $50,00 in it, He

buys a carload of hay and it catch fire and he los' all of it, He spends

®*3=



- Bxeslave Stories Page Four
( Toxes) :

$200,00 advertisin' de three-~day ssle and it begin 1,0 raim, so he Jos'
money, It sho' am de evil power,

"Well,' he say, 'Dat am de way it go, 80 I comes to you.'

"I seys to him, 'Its de evil power dat have you control _nd
weluns shall cause it to be cast out,' Its done and he has no more
troudble,

"You wants to imow if persons with de powe:r for good can be
successful in castin' out devils in all cases? Well, I answers dat, yes
and no, Dey can in every case if de affected person liave de faith, If
de party noct have enough faith, den it am a failure,

"iearin' de coin for protection 'gainst de evil powerr Dat
am simple., Lots of folks wears sich and dey uses mixtures dat am ¢prink-
led in de house, and sich. Dat am a question of faith, If dey has de
true faith in sich, it works, Otherwise, it won't.

"Some folks won't think for a mimute of goin' without lode-

stone or de salt and pepper mixture in de little sack, tied round dsy
neck. Some wears de silver coin tied round dey neck. All sich am for

to .
RIS SR Sk TR RO o TIPS, RS 2 fodth fo eleh

“An old darky dat has faith in lodestone for de charm told
me de 'sperience he has im Atlanta once., He carryin' de hod and de
fust thing he does am drap some brick om he foot, De next thing, re
foot slip as him starts up de lsdder and him and de bricks drsp to de
ground, It am lucky for him it wasn't far. Jus! a sprain ankle asnd
de boss sends him hum for de day. He am ‘cited and glis on de sireet

car and when de conductor call for de fare, Rufus rea-.-si!sza for he mtney

s
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. *(Texas)

but he los' it or forgits it at hone, De conductor say he let him pay

nex' time ani asks where he live., Rufus tells him and he say, 'Why,

uigger, you is om de wrong ciir.' Dsi camse fufus to welk further #ith

de lame foot dan if he startid walizin' in de fust place. He thinks there
mus' be somelhing wrcng with he chara, and he leok for it and it gonmel /
Sho! 'nough, it am los', He think, 'Jere I sits all day, and I vcn'tﬂ,
make another move till I git; de ladestone, When de chillon coney, ;om
school I sends dem to de ¢ruwsstore for some of de stone and v'éfts"find.'

4

"Now, mnow, I'u boen waitiin' for dat one 'boat ,do black cat
f/
crossin' de road, and,sho' 'nough, it cowe., Let me u’z/ you ons., How

,r

nany pocplé can yous find dai 1likes t9 have de bla{,.zk cat cross in front

&

of 'ea?! Dat's right, no (ne likes dsi, Net d"[a old cullud person in-
form yous dat it am sho' cle ‘»ad luck :sign. It is sign of bad luck ahud
80 turn back, Stop what yous doin’, Q-‘g"'"

“I's tellin' ycas of t'm of many cases of failure %o took
warnin' fram de black cat. h:n’ﬁm 8 man call' Miller. His wife and kin
an takin' an suto ride and a:,wnm: ‘at eross de road and he cussed a
little and goes on, Den ;;d; not long till he turns de cormer and his wile
falls out of de car dxv/i:{ﬂ (® turn, Then he goes back and picks her upp
she am dead, /

| “I«"a'/éi fsllow, call' Brown, was a-ridin' hossback and a
black cat ofa;x?;/ do path, bul he drivss on. VFell, its not long till his
hoss ytm’o"/c/ asf throw hia «ff, e {41) breaks his leg, so take a

f
umu;/ ee don't overlook: d¢ dlask: cei, Dat am a warnin',
) ,

| eeesORRy
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EX..SLAVE STORIES Page One
(Texas)

WILLIAM M, ADAMS, spiritusiist
preacher and healer, who iives

at 1404 Illinois Ave,, Pt, Worth,
Texas, was born a slave ¢n the
James Davis plantation, in Sen
Jacinto Co., Texas. After the

war he worked in a grocery,
punched cattle, farmed and preach-
Qdo He moved to 't. 'or'th in 1902.

-~

"I was bo'n 93 years ago, dat is whut my nr»ﬁhor 8sYyS.
Wo didn' kewp no recoerd like folks does today. All I knov is
I been yere a long time., My mother, s39 was Julia Adaws and
my father he was James Adsme. She's bo'n in Hollis Springs,
Mississippi and my father, now den, h¢ was bdo'n ir Florida.
He was a Hleck Creek Indian, Dere was 12 of us chillen. When
I was 'bout seven de missus, she come and gits me for her serv-
ant, I lived in de dig houso till she die, Her snd Marster
Davis was powerful good to me, |

"Marster Davis he was a big lésvyor and de owner of a
plantation, But all I do was wait onv‘ ole pissus, I'd light her
pipe for her and I helped her wid her knittin'., 8he give me money
all de time, 5he had a little trunk .i.'sha keeped money in and lots
of times I'd have to pack it down wid my feets.

"I dis'member jus' how many slaves dorq was, but dere was
more'n 100, I saw as much as 100 soli at a time, When dey tuk a
bunch of slaves to trade, dey put chalns om ‘em,
“De other ala_,ve: lived in I;Zog cabins back of de big house.

Dey had dirt floors and beds dat wu;ndo out of ce'n shucks or
straw, At nite dey burned de l;nps fer 'bout ar hour, den de over-

ale



Ex-slave Stories Page Two
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seors, dey come knock on de door and tell Pem put de light out, bots
of overseers was mesn. Sometines dey'd whip s nigger wid g leather
strep 'bout a foot wide and long as your arm and wid a wooden handle
at de end,

"On Sat'day end Sunday nites dey'd dance snd sing all nite iong.
Dey didn' dance like today, dey danced de roun' dance and Jig and do
de plgeon wing, and some of dem would jump up and see how many time he
could kick his feets 'fore dey hit de groun'. Dey had an cle fiddle
and some of 'em would take two bones in each hand and rattle ‘ea, Dey
sang songs like, 'Diana hgd a Wooden Leg,' and 'A Hand full of Sugar,'
and Cotton-syed Joe.' I dia'mbex; how‘ dey went,

®"De slaves didn' have no chmrch den, but dey'd take a big suga:
kettle and turn it top dowmn on de groun' gnd put logs roun' it to kill
de soun', Dey'd pray to be free and sing and dance,

"When war come dey come and got de slaves from all de planta~
tions and tuk 'em to build de breastworks, I s== lots of soldiers.
Dey'd sing a song dat go something like dis:

"1Jeff Davis rode a big white hoss,
bincoln rode a mmle;
Jegs Davis is our President,
Lincoln is a fool.'

"I 'member when de slaves would run away. Ole John Billinger,
he had a bunch of dogs and he'd take after runaway nigzgers. Sometimes
de dogs didn' keich de nigger., Den ols Billinger, he'd cuss and kick
de dogs,

"Wa didn' have t0 have a pass bBul on other plantations dey did,

or de paddlerollers would git you and whip you, Dey was de poor white

D
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Exoslave §tories Page Three .
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folks dat didn’ have no slaves., We didn! call 'em white folks
dem days, No, suh, we called dem'Buskrys,'

"Jus! fore de war, a white preacher he come to us slaves and
szys: 'Do you wan' to kesp you homes whar you git all to eat, and raise
your chillen, or do you wan'to be free to roam roun' without a home,
like de wil' animals? If you wan' to keep you homes you better pray
for de South to win, All day wan's to pray for de South to win, raise
the hand.! We all raised our hands 'cause we was skeered not to, but
we sho' didn! wan'! de South to win,

"Dat night all de slaves had a mestin' down in de hollow,
0le Uncle Mack, he ¢its up and sayst 'One time over in Virginny dere
was two ole niggers, Uncle Bob and Uncle Tom. Dey was mad at one
inuther and one day dey decided to have a dinner and bury de hatchet.
So dgy sat down,and when Uncle Bob wasn't lookin' Uncle Tom put some
poiscn in Uncle Bob's food, but he saw it and when Uncle Tom wasn't
lookin', Uncle Bob he turned de tray roun' on Uncle Tom, and he gits
de poison food. ' Uncle Mack, he sgys: 'Dat's what we slaves is
gwine do, jus' turn de tray roun' and pray for de North to win,®

WAfter de war dare was a lot of excitement 'mong de niggers.
Dey was rejoicin' and singin'. Some of 'em looked puzgled, sorter
gkoered 1ike., But dey danced and had a big jamborees.

¥Lots of 'em stayed and worked on de halves, Others hired
out, I went to work in a grocery store and he paid me $1.50 a week,
I give my mother de dollar and keeped de half. Den I got married

and farmed for awhile. Den I coms to Fort Worth and I been yere since.

PREBESE RS
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(Texas) ’

SARAH ALLEN was born a slave of
John and Sally Goodren, in the
Blue Ridge Mountains of Virginia,

é Before the Civil Wsr, her owners

.\ e came to Texas, locating near a
® . small town then called Freedon.

Q\" - She lives at 3322 Frutas St,,

d e El Paso, Texas.

"‘I wa,s"birthed in ‘tine of bondage. You know, some people
a.re. ashanmed fo f.ell 1t: tut I thank God I was 'llowed to. see them
times as well as now, It's a pretty hard story, how cruel some of the
marsters was, but I had the luck to be with good white people, But
some I knew were put on the block =nd sold., I 'mem'ber when they'd
cone to John Goodren's place to buy, but he not sell any. They'd have
certain days when they'd sell off the block and they took chillen 'way
from mothers, screamin' for dere chillen,

"I was birthed in ole Virginia in de Blue Ridge Mountains.,
When de white people come to Texzs, de cullud people come with then,
Dat's been a long time.

"My maw was named Charlotte, my paw Parks Adams. FHe's a
white man, I guessl‘m ebout eightv some vears ole.

"You know, in slavery times when dey had bad marsters dey'd
run away, but we didn' want to, My missus would see her peocple had
sorething gbod to eat every Sunday mornin'., You had to mind your missus

. . und marster and vou be treated well. I think I was about twelve when
dey freed ue and we stayed with marster 'bout a year, then went to John

Ecols! pl'ace and rented some lan', We made two bales of cotton and it

was the first money we ever saw,

-

"Back when we lived with Marster Goodren we had big candy

~1-



Ex-slave Stories Page Two 13
.. (Pexas)

3

pullin’s, Invite everybody and play. We had good times., De worst
thing, we didn' never have no schoolin' till after I married. Den I
went to school two weeks. My husban'! was teacher. He never was a
slave, His father bought freedom through a biza.cksmit‘n shop, some way.
"I had 2 nice’ weddin'. My dress w:«ys“}/xite and trimmed with blue

~

ridbbon, My second day dress was white with red dots. I had a besuti-
ful veil and a wreath and 'bout two, three waiters for fi:able dat day.

"My mother was nearly white. Brighter than me, We lef! my
father in Virginia., I was jus' as white as de chillen I played with.
I used to be plum hright, but here lately I'm gettin! awful dark.

"y h:uéban‘ was of a mixture, like rou call bright ginger-cgke
color, I don' know where he got his learnin!., I feel so bad since
he's gone to Glory,

"Now I'm ole, de Lord hzs taken care of me, He put that spi-it
in people to look after ole folks and now my chillen loock after me.
I've two sons, one name James Allen, one R.l, 3Both live in El Paso,

YAfter we go to sleep, de people will know these things, 'cause

if freedom hadn' come, it would have heen so misergble,

o0 e ke o0 R o o 2K ok o 2 O
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EX-SLAVE STCRIES Page One . 14

e (Texas)

AXDY ANDERSON, 94, was born a
slave of Jack Haley, who omed
a plantation in Williamson Co,,
Texas. During the Civil War,
Andy was s0ld to W, T, Hsuse, of
Blanco County, who in less than
a year s0ld Andy to his brother,
John House. Andy now lives with
his third wifs and eight of his
children at 301 Ammour St., Fort
Worth, Texas.

"My name am Andy J, Anderson, and I's born on Massa Jack Haley's
plantation in Williamson County, Texas, and Massa Heley owned my folks and
'bout twelve other famllies of niggers, I's born in 1843 and that malkes me
94 yesr o0ld and 18 year when de war starts., I's had 'lporicncu durin' dat
time, |

"Massa Haley am kind to his cullud folks, and him am kind to evory;
body, and all de folks likes him., De other vhite folks called we'uns de pet-
ted niggers. There am "bout 30 old and young niggers and 'bout 20 piccaninnies
too little too work, and de mss cares for dem while dey mammies works,

" "I'- gwins 'spla.in how it am managed on Massa Haley's plantetion.
It am sort of like de small towm, 'cause everything we uses au made right there.
There am de shoemaker and he is de tanner and make do leather from de hides,
M massa has 'bout a thousand sheep and he gits de wool, and de niggers cards
| and lpix_u and weaves it, and dat nakes all de clothes, Den massa have cattle
and sich purvide de milk and de tutter and besf n‘t for eatin', Den massa
_have de turkeys and chickens and de hawgs and de bees. With all that, us never
vas hongry. |
| “De plantation an plantod in cotton, mostly, with de corn and ao

vhut 1ittle, 'cmo nassa don't need mich of dem. He never sell nmothin'

. de cotton,
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"De livin' for de cullud folks am good. De quarters sm built from logs
like dey's all in dem days, De floor am de dirt but we has de beches and
vhat is made on de place. And we has de big fireplacs for to cook and we
has plenty to cook in dat fireplace, 'cause massa allus 'lows plenty good
rations, but he watch close for de wastin' of de food,

"De war breaks and dat make de big change on de messa's place. He
jines de army and hires a man call' Delbridge for overseer. After dat, de
hell start to pop, ‘cause de first thing D&lbridge do is cut de rations,

Hoe weighs out de meat, three pound for de week, and hs measure a peck of
meal. And 'twarn't enougﬁ. He half starve us niggers and he want mo' work
and he start de whippin's. I guesses he starts to edumacate 'em. I guess
dat Delbridge go to hell when he died, but I don't see how de debbil could
stand him, |

"We'uns sm not use' to sich and some runs off. When dey am cotched
there am a whippin' at de stake, ﬁuﬁ da.t‘ Dalbridgg. he s0ld me to Massa
Hougse, in Blanco County. I's sho' glad whem I's sold, btut it am short glad-
pess, 'camse here s= another man what hell am too good for. ﬁo Zives me
de whippin' and de scers am -till on ny arms and my back, too., I'll carwy
dem to my grave., He sends me for firewood and when I gits it loaded, de wheel
. hits a stump and de team jerks and dat breaks de whippletree., So he ties me
to de stake and every half hour for four hours, dey lays ta lashes on my dack.
For de first couple heurs ds pain am awful, I's never forgot it, Den I's
- stood so much pain I not feel s0 much and when dey takes me loose, I's jus'
'bout half dead, I lays in de bunk two days, gittinm' over dat whippin', gittin'
over 1t in de boqu ut not de hesrt, ‘No'.* suh, I has dat in de heart till dis
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"After dat whippin' I doesn't have de heart to work for de massa.
If 1 seed de cattle in de cornfield, I turns de bdack, "stead of chasin!
lem out, I guess dat de reason de massa scld me to his brother, Massa
John, And he am good like my first massa, he never whipped me,

“Den surrender sm ‘nounced and massa tells us we's free, When dat
takes place, it am 'bout one hour by sun. I says to myself, ' I won't be
here long,? But I's not realize what I's in for till after I's started,
but I couldn't turn back. XNor dat means de whippin' or danger from de
patter rollers, Dere I was and I kep' on gwine., No nigger am sposed to
be off de maug's place without de pass, so I travels at night and hides
durin' de daylight. I stays in de bresh and gits water from de creeks,
but not much to eat. Twice I's sho' dem patter rollers am passin' while
I's hidin',

"I's 21 year old den, but it am de first time I’z gone any place,
'cept to de neighbors,so I's worried 'bout de right way to Massa Haley's
place. But de mornin' of de third day I comes to he place and I's so hongry
and tired and scairt for fear Masss Haley not home from de army yit. So I
finds my pgopy and he hides me in he cabim till a week and den luck comes to
me when Massa daley come home, He come at night and de next mornin' dat Del-
bridge am shunt off de place, 'canse Massa Haley seed he niggers was all gaunt
and lots am run off and de fields am not plowed right, and only half de sheep
and everything left. So massa say to dat Delbridge, ‘'Dere am no words can
'splain what yous done, @it off my place 'fore I smashes you.'!

"Den I kin come out from my pappy's cabin and de 0ld massa was gled
to see me, and he let me stay till freedom am ordered, Dat's de hsppies'

time in my life, when I gits back to Massa Haley.

-3
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Ditble, Fred, P.W., Beehler, Rheba, P.W.,
Beaument, Jeffersen, Dist. #3.

A frell sick man, neatly clad in
white pajamas lying patiently in

& clean bed awaltling the end which
dees net seem far away. Altheugh
we protested against hls talking,
because ef his weakness, he teld

& brief stery of his 1life 1ln &
whisper, his bresth very shert and
every word was speken with great_
effort. Hls light skin and his
features denete ne characteristic
of his race, has a bald head with
a2 bit ef gray halr areund the crown
and & slight grewth eof gray whisk-
ers about hls face, 18 medium In
height and build. WASH ANDERSON,
although bern in Charlesten, S. C.,
has spent prasctically all ef his

1ife in Texas( "2, .. I Teyads —

"Mes' felks call me Wash Andersen, but dey uster
call me Geerge. My whele name' George Washingten Andersen.
I was be'n in Charlesten, Seu'f Csa'lins in 1855. Blil An-
dersen was my el' marster. Dey was two bey' and twe gal'
in his family. We all lef' Charlesten and ceme te Orange,
Texss, befo' freedem ceme. I was fe' year' ol' when dey
mek dat trip."

"I den' 'member nuttin' 'beut Charlesten. Yeu see
where I was be'n was 'beut twe mile' frem de clty. I went
back ene time in 1917, but I didn' stay dere leng."

"My pa was Irvin' Andersen and my memmer was name'

Eliza. Ol' marster was pretty reugh em his niggers. Dey
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Dibble, Fred, P.W., Beehler, Rheba, P.W.,
Begument, Jeffersen, Dist. #3.

tell me he had my gran'daddy beat te death. Dey never
did beat me."

"Dey made de trip frem Charlesten 'cross de ceuntry
and settle' in Duncen's Weed' dewn here in Orange county.
Dey had a big plantatien dere. I dunne 1f el!' marster
had meney back in Charlesten, but I t'ink he must have. He
had 'beut 25 er 30 slaves en de place."

"01' mam Andersen he had a big twe-stery house. It
was buil'! eut ef legs but it was a big fine heuse. De
slaves jis' had little leg huts. Dere warn't ne fle's te
'em,-nuthin'vbut de,grgun'; Dem little huts jis' had ene
reex Ir 'em., Dey was one family te de heuse, 'cep'n' seme-
time dey put twe er t'ree family' te a heuse. Dey jis!
hord de slaves in dere like a bunch eof pigs."

"Dey uster raise cetten, and ce'n, and sugsr cane, and
#lch llke, but dey didn' uster raise ne rice. Dey uster
gen' stuff te Terry en a rallread te sen' it te market.
Semetime dey hitch up dey teams and sen' 1t te Orange and
Beaument in wagens. De eol' marster he had a beat, teo, snd
semetime he sen' a beatlead of hls stuff te Beaument."

"My werk was te drive do.surrey for de family and leek
atter d» hessss and dé harness and alch. I jis' huve de

bes' hesses en de place te see atter."
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"I saw lets of sejers durin' de war. I see 'em
marchin' by, gein' te Sabine Pasa 'beut de time ef dat
battle,"

"Back im slavery time dey uster have a white prea-
cher te como"roun' and preach te de cullud felks. But
I don't 'member much 'beut de sengs what de} uster sing."

"I play 'reun' right smart when I was little. Dey
uster have lets eof fun playin' 'hide and seek,' and 'hide
de switch.' We uster ride stick hesses and play 'reun'
at all dem t'ings what chillun play at.”

"Dey had plenty of hesses and mules and cews en de
ol' plantatien. i had te liok atter semé ef de hesses,
but dem what I hatter leek atter was s'pese te be de bLes'
hesses in de bunch. Like I say, I drive de surrey and
»def allus have de bes' hesses te pull dat surrey. Dey had
a leg stable. Dey kep' de harness in dere, tec. Eb'ry-
t'ing what de steck eat dey ralse on de plantatien, sll
de co'nm and fedder and sich like."

"Atter freedem come I went 'reun' dein' dif'rent kind
of woerk. I uster werk en steambeats, and en de rallread
and at sawmlllin'. I was a sawyer fer a leng, leng time.

I werk 'reun' in Leu'sana and Arkansas, and Oklahema, as
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well as In Texas. Whén I wasn't dein' dem kinds eof werk,
I uster work 'reun' at anyt'ing whet ceme te han'. I
'member ene time I was werkin' fer de Burr Lumber Cempany
2t Fert Tewnsend up dere in Arkansas."

"When I was 'beut 36 year' el' I git marrv. I bteen
married twice. My fus' wife was name! Hannih and Rever-
end Geerge Chlldress was de preacher dat marry us. IHe
was & cullud preacher. Atter Hannah been dead seme time
I marry my secen' wife. Her name was Temple Perkins.
Later on, us sep'rate. Us sep'rate en 'count ef meney
matters." _ 4

"I b'lengs te de Baptis' Chu'ch. Semetime' de prea-
cher ceme 'roun' and see me. He was here a few days age

dis week."
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"UNCLE WILLIS ANDERSON"

REFERENCES

A. Coronsdo's Children--J. Frank Dobie,
Fub. 1972, Austin, Tex,

3. Leon County News--Centerville, Texag--
Thurséay May 21, 1936,

C. Consultant--Uncle Willis Anderconm,

residznt of Centerville, TMex, .
borm April 15, 1844,

An interesting charac*ter at Centerville, Texas, is "Uncle Willis"
Anderson, an ex-sleve, born April 15, 1844, 6 miles west of Centerville on the
0ld McDaniels plentation near what is now known ns Hopewell Settlement. It
is generally said that "Uncle Willis" is ome of the oldest living citizens in
the Couaty, boack or white, He is referred to gemnerally for information con=-
cerning days gone by and for the history of th+t County, cecpecially in the in-
nediate vicinity of Centerville,

"Uncle Willis" is an interesting fisure. He may be found sitting
on the porches of the stores facing Federal Hichway Fo., 75, nodding orrcon~
versing with small groups of white or colored people that gather around him
telling of the days gone by. He also likes to watch the busses and sutomobiles
that pass through the small town musing amnd commanting on the swiftness of thing
today., Uncle Willis still cultivates a smallpatch five miles out from the town,

"Uncle Willis" is a tall dark, brown-skinned man hsving e large
heged covered with mixed gray woly hair, He has lost very few teeth considering

his age. When sitting on the porches of the stores the soles of his farm—shoes
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mey be seen tied together with pieces of wire. He supports himself with a
cane made from the Elm tree. At présent he wears a tall white Texas Cen~
tennial hat which makes him asppear more unique than ever,

"Uncle Willis'" memory is vivid. EHe is familiar with the older fig-
ures in the history of the County, He tells tales of having travelled by
oxen to West Texas“fior flour and being gons for six months at a time, He re-
members the Keechi aﬁd the Kickapoo Indians and also claims that he can point
out a tree where the Americans hung an Indian Chief., He says that he has
plowed up arrows, pots and flints on the Reubens Bains place azﬁd oﬁ tﬁe -Mc
Daniel farmx, He can tell of the early lawlessness in the County, His face
lights up when he recalls how the Yankee soldiers came through Centerville
telling the slave cwners to free the.ir slaves, He also talks very low vhea
he mentions the name of Jeff Davis because he says, "Whe'! man eavesdrops
the migzers houses in slavery time and if yer' sed' that Jeff Davis was & good
par, they barbecued a hog for you, but if yer' sed! that Abe Lincoln was a
good men, Xxax yer' had to fight or go to the woods,"

| Among the most interesting tales told by "Uncle Willis" is the
tale of the "Lead mine.," "Uncle Wllis" says that some where along Boggy
Cresk near a large hickory tree and s red oak tree, near Patrickls Lake, he
and his master, Auss McDaniels, would dig lead out of the ground whick they
used to make pistol and rifle balls for the old Mississippi rifles during
slavery time, Uncle Willis claims that they mmldiig siags of lead out of the
grouad some 12 and 15 inches long, and othqrs as large as a man®s fist., They
would carry this ore back to the big house arnd melt it down to get the trash

out of it, them they would pour it into molds and make rifle balls and pistol
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balls from it. 1In tpig way they kept plenty of amumition an hsnd, In recent
years the land has changed ownership, and the present owners live in Dallas.
learning of the tale of the "lead mine" on their property they wemt to
Centerville in an attempt to locete it and were .eferred to "Uncle Willis."
Uncle Willis says they offered him two hundred dollars if he could locate
the mine, Being so. sure that he knew its exact lecation, said that the $200
was his meat, However, Uncle Willis was unable to 1oca1;e the spot where they
dug the lead and the mine remains a mystery. (c)
Recently a group of citizems of Leon County includiang W. D. Lacey,

Joe McDeniel, Debbs Brown, W. E. Hill and Judge Lacey cross questioned Uncle
Willis abop.t the lead mine. Judge Lacey did the questioning while them others
formed an audience. The éonversat:lon went as follows:

"Whick way would you go when you went to the mine? Judge lacey
asked.,

fout tow'hd Normangee',

"How long would it take you tc get there?"

"Two or three hours,"

ffas it on a creek?"

"Yessuh, !

"But you cant go to it now?"

"Nosuh I just can't recollect exactly where 'tis. (B)

J. Framk Dobie mentions maay t,ales of lost lead mines throughout Texas

in Coronado’s BGhildrenm, a publication of the Texas Folk-Lore Society.
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Lead in the early days of the Republic and the State was very valuable,
as it was the source of protection from the Indiaps and also the meaﬁs of supe

plying food. (A)
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MARY ABMSTRONG, 91, lives
at 3326 Pierce Ave,, Hous-
ton, Texas. She was born
on a farm near St. Louis,
Missouri, a slave of Wil-
lism Cleveland. Her father,
Ssm Adams, belonged to a
"nigger trader," who had a
farm adjoining the Cleve-
land plece.

"I's Aunt Mary, all right, but you all has to 'écuse me if I
don't talk so good, 'cause I's been feelin' poorly for a spell and I
ain't 8o young no more, Law me, when I think back what I used to do,
and now it's all I can do to hobtle 'round a little, Why, Miss Olivisa,
ny mlstress, used to put a glass plumd full of water on my head and
then have me waltz ‘round the room.' and I1'd dance so smoothlike, I
don't spill nary &q.

"That was in St, Louis, where i's born. You see, my mamme belong
to old William Cleveland and 0ld Polly Cleveland, and they was the meen-
est two white folks what ever lived, 'cause they was allus beatin?! on
their slaves. I know, 'cause mamma told me, and I iears about it other
places, and besides, old Polly, she was a Polly devil if there ever was
one, and she whipped my little sister what was only nine months old and
Jes? a baby to death., She come snd took the diaper offen my little sis-
ter and whipped till the blood jes' ran ~- Jes' 'cause she cry like all
babies do, and it kilt my sister. I never forgot thet, but I got some

even with that old Polly devil and it's this-g-way,

-1.
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¥You see, I's 'bout 10 year 0ld and I belongs to Miss O} ivia,
vhat was that old Polly's daughter, and one day 0ld Polly devil comes
to where Miss Olivia lives after she marries, and trys to give me a
lick out in the yard, and I picks up a rock 'bout as big as half your
fist and hits her right in the eye and busted the eyebal}. end tells
her that's for whippin' my baby sister to death. You could hesr her
holler for five miles, but Miss Olivia, when I tells her, says, "Well,
I guess mamma has larnt her lesson at last,! But that old Pdlly was
mean like her husban!, old Cleveland, till she die, and I hopes they
is turnin? in torment now,

"I don't 'member 'bout the start of things so much, 'cept what
Miss Olivia and my memma, her name was Siby, tells me. Course, it's
powerful cold in winter times and the farms was lots different from down
here, Thy calls 'em plantations down here but up at St. Louis they was
Jes! called farms, and éhat'l what they was, 'cause we raises wheat and
barley and rye and oats and corn and fruit,

"The houses was builded with brick and heavy wood, too, fcause
it's cold up there, and we has to wear the warn clothés.and they's wove
on the place, and we works at it in the evenin's, \

"0ld Cleveland takes a lot of his slaves what was in *custom’
and brings 'em to Texas to sell, You know, he wasn't sposed to 4o that,
'cause when you's in 'custom’, tﬁat's 'cause he borrowed money on you,
and you's not sposed to leave the place till he paid up. Course, old
Cleveland jes'! tells the one he owed the money to, you had run off, or
squirmed out some way, he was that mean,

-2~
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"Mamna say she was in one bunch and me in 'rother, Meomma had been
put 'fore this with my pﬁpa. San Adsms, but that makes no diff'rence to Old
Cleveland. He’s 80 mean he never wouid sell the man and waman and chillen to
the same one. He'd sell the man here and the woman thére and if they's chillen,
‘he‘d sell them some place else, Oh, 0ld Saten in torment couldn't be no mean-
er then what he and Old Polly was to they slaves, He'd chain a nigger up to
vhip 'em and rub salt and pepper on him, 1like he said, 'to season him up.'
And when he'd sell 2 sleve, he'd grease their mouth all up to meke it look
like they'd been fed good and was strong and healthy.

"Well, mamma ssy they'hadn't no more'n got to Shreveport 'fore some
law man cotch old Cleveland and takes 'a;:' all back to St. Louis. Then my
little sister's born, the one old Polly devil kilt, and I's 'bout fom" year
old then,

"Miuj Olivia takes s likin' to me and, though her papa and mema
80 mean, she's kind to everyone, and they jes' iove her, She marries fo Mr,
¥ill Adams what was a fine man, and has 'bout five farms and 500 slaves, and he
buge me for her from old Cleveland and payshim $2,500,00, and gives him George
Henry, a nigger, to boot, Lawsy. I's sho! :happy to be with Miss O1ivia and
away from 0ld Cleveland and Old Polly, 'cause they kilt my little sister.

"fe lives in St. Louis, on Chinquaspin Hill, and I's housegirl, K and
vhen the babies starts to come I msses 'em and spins thread for clothes on
the loom, I spins six cuts of thread a week, but I has plenty of time for my-
s0lf and that's where I larns to dance so good, Law, I sho' jes' crazy Tbout
dancin', If I's settin' eatin' my victusls and hears a fiddle plsy, I gets up

and dances, -
wlee

{
~)
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“Mr., Will and Miss Ojivia sho'! is good to mes, and I never calls
Mr. Will W'nassa' neither, but when they's company I calls him Mr, Will and
‘round the house by Nour.s‘elves I calls them 'pappy' snd ‘memmy', 'cause they
raises me up from the little girl, I hears 0ld Cleveland done took my mammpm
to Texas '‘gain but I couldn'y do nothin', ‘'cense Miss (C1ivia wouldn't have
much truck with her folks, Once in a while 0ld Polly comes over, but Miss
Olivia telle her not to touch me or the others, 01d Polly trys to buy me
back from Miss Olivia, and if they had they'd kilt me sho', But Miss Olivia
‘say, 'I'd wa;de\in blood as deep as Hell 'fore I'd let you have Mary.' That's
jes! the very worde she told 'enm,

"Then I hears my papa is 8scld some plece I don't know where.. 'Course,
I didn't know him s0 well, jes' wﬁat mamne done told me, so that didn't worry
me like mamma being took so far away,

"One day Mr. Will say, 'Mary, you want to go to the river and see
the boat race?' Law me, I never won't forget that, Where we live it ain't far
to the Hiss" gippi River and pretty scon here they comes, the Natchez and the
Eclipse, with smoke and fire jes' pourin' out of they smokestacks, That old
captain on the 'Clipse starts puttin' in bacon meat in the boiler and the
grease ;1ee' comes out a~-blazin' and it beat the Natchez to pieces,

| "I stays with Miss Olivia till"63 when Mr. W11l set us all free, I was

"béut 17 year old then or more, I woy I goin' find my ma. Mr, Will fixes
me up two papers, one ‘bout a yard long and the other some smaller, but both

has big, gold seals what he says is the seal of the State of Missouri, He
gives me money and buys my fare ticket to Texas and tells me they is still

—le
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slave times down here and to put the papers in my bosom but to do whatever the

vbite folks tells me, even if they wants to sell me, But he say, 'Fore you gets

off the block, Jjes! pull out the papers, but jes! hold 'em up to let folks see and

don't let 'em out of your hands, and when they sees them they hes to let you alone,'
"Miss Olivia ery and carry on and say be careful of myself 'ceamse it sho!

rough in Texas. She give me a big bésket what had so much to eat in it I couldn't

bardly heft it and 'mother with clothes in it. They puts me in the back end @

the boat where t;ho big, 0ld wheel what run the boat was =z2nd I goees t0 New Orleans,

and the captain puts me on 'nother boat and I comes to Galveston, and that ceptain

puts me on ‘aother boat and I comes up thie here Buffalo Bayou to Houstonm.

"I looke 'round Houston, but not long., It sho' was a dumpy little place

" then and I gets the stegecoach to Austin, It takes us two days to get there and I

thinks my back busted sho' *'nough, it was sich rough ridin!, Then I has trouble
8ho', A men asks me where I goin' and says to come 'long and he takes me to a
Mr, Cherley Crosby. They takes me to the block what they sells slaves on. I
gets right up like they tells me, ‘canse I 'lects what Mr, Will done told me to
do, and they starts biddixi' on me, And when they cried off and this Mr. Crosby
comé up to get me, I jes' pulled out my papers and helt ‘em up high and when he
gees ‘em, he say, 'Let me see them,' But I says, 'You jes' look at it up here,!
andlhe squints up and say, 'This gal am free and has papers,' ond tells me he
& legislature mah and takes me and lets me stay with his slaves, He is a good
Ran, |

"He telle me there's » slave refugee camp in Wharton County but I
¢idn't have no money left, but he pays me some for workin' and when the war's
over I starts to bunt mamma 'gain, and finds her ir Wharton County near where

Voarton iz, Law me, talk 'bout eryin' and singin' and cryin' some more, we
fure done it, I stsys with mamma till I gets married in 1871 © John Armeirong,
Do
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and then we all comes to Eouaton.

"I geteme a job nussin' for Dr, Rellaford and was all through
the yellow fever epidemic., I 'lects in '75 people die jes' like sheep
with the rots, I's seen folkes with the fever jump from their bed with
death on 'em and grabd other folks, The doctor saved lots of folks,
white and black, 'cause he sweat it out of 'em. He mixed up hot water

and vinegar and mustard and some else in it.

"But, law me, 80 much is gone out of my mind, 'cause I's 91
year old now and my mind jes' like my legs, jes' kinda hobble 'round

a bit,

BROHRRRRRBR TS
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STEARLIN ARNWINE, 84, was born a
slave to Albertus Arnwine, nesr
Jacksonville, Texas, who died
when Stearlim was seven or eight.
He was bought by John Moselsy,

of Rusk, T¥xas, who made Stearlinm
a houseboy, and was very kind to
him, He now lives about six miles
west of Jacksonville,

-

*I vas Do'n 'fére de war, in 1853, right nsar this here |
towﬁ, on Gua Creek. My mammy belonzed to Massa Albertus Arnwine,
and he wasn' ever married, He owned four wone, my mammy Ann, ny
grandmother, Gracie, and my Aunt Winnie and Aunt l(ary. He didn?
own my nigger men, Tcept the chillen of these women, ~ Grandma
lived in de house with Massa AmwinQ'end the rest of us lived in
cabins in de ya'd. My mammy come from Memphis tut I dog' know’
zéhar Ry papyy come from, He was Ike Iane, I has three hglf brothers,
end their names is Joe and Will end John Schot, ami two sisters
called Polly and Rosie,

"Massa Arnwine died 'fore de war and he made a will end
it gave all ﬂe owned to the women he owned, and Jedge Jowell promised
massa on his deathbed he wox;id take us to de .fr‘ee country, but he
didn', He took us to his place"tb work for him for 'bout two years
and the women never did get that 900 acres of land Massa Arnwine ﬁlled
totem, I don' kmow who got it, but they didn', I imows I still has a
share in that land, but it iakes‘ money to git it im cou't,

"When war broke I fell ‘into the han's of Massa John Moseley

- at Busk, ‘I‘hoy brought the dogs to roun' us up from the fiel's whar we

. was workia®, I was the oaly one of my fam'ly to go to Massa Jobm.

= P
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"I never did wo'k in the fiel's at Massa John's place. He said
I mus' be his houseboy and houseboy I wes, Massa was sho! good to me
and I dié love to be with him and follow him ‘roun’,

"The kitchen was out in de ya'd and I had to carry the victuals
to the big dinin'évrobml.’ When dinner wag over, Massa John tuk a nap and
I bad to fan him, and Lawsy me, I'd git so sleepy. I kin heer him now,
for he'd wake up ‘and say, 'Go get me g drink outta the northeast corner
of de well,!

"We had straw end grass beds, we put it in sacks on de groun' and
slep! on de sacks, I don' 'member how much land Massa Johm had but it
¥as a big place and he had lots of slaves, We chlllun hed si).pper early
in deevenin' and mostly corabresd and hawg meat and milk, We all ate
from g biz pot., I larned to spin and weave and knit and made lots of
socks,

"Massg John had two step-daughters, Miss Mollie and Miss Laura,
and they wen' to school at Rusk., It was my job to take 'em thar .ev'ry.
Monday morain' on horses and &0 back after 'em Fridaey afternoon,

"I never sarnt no money 'fore fresdom come, but once my bdbrother-
in-law give me five dollars, I was so proud of 1t I showed it to de 1
ladies and one of 'em sald, !'You domn! nQed dat,' and she give me two
sticks of candy end tuk de money. But I didn' kmow any better then,

"1 seed slaves for sale on de auction block. They sol' ‘em
'cordin* to strengt' and muscles. They was stripped to de wais!',

I seed the women snd little chillum cryia' and beggin' not to be sep-

_ erated, but it didn' do no good. They had to go.
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*The only chu'ch I knowed 'bout was when we'd git together in de
night and have prayer meetin' and singin.,' We use' to go way out in de
woods so ¢ie white folikks wouldn'! hear nothin', Sometimes we'd stay nearly
all night on Saturday, '"cause we didn' have to work Sundgy.

W1Bout the only thing we could pléy vas stick hosses, I mede
miles and miles on the stick hosses, After the War Massa John have
his chillun a big roll of Confederate money =znd they give us some of it
to trade end buy stick hosses ¥ith,

#hen Massa John tol' us we was free, he didn' seem td min', but
Miss Em, she bawlsd and squalled, say her prop'ty taken 'wey from her,
After dat, my mammy gatﬁora us togedder and tuk u; to the Dr. Middletom
place, out from Jacksonville, From thar to de Ragsdale place vbax I's
been ever since, |

"I wore my first pants when I was fourtsenyears ole, and'they stung
_‘till I was mis'ble. The cloth was store bought tut mesmmy made the pants
at home, It was what we called dog-hsair cloth.. vMamy idade my first shoes,

we called 'em 'red rippers!?,
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SARAH ASHLEY, 93, was born in
Missiesippl. Shes recalls her
experiences when sold on the
bdock in New Orleans, and on
a cotton plantation in Texas,
She now lives at Goodrich,
Texas.

"I ain't able to do nmothin' no more. I's jus' plumb give
out and I stays hers by myself. My daughter, Georgia Grime, she
used to live with me dut she's been dead four year.
"I was born in Mise'ippi and Massa Henry Thomas buy us
and bring us hsre, He a spec'lator and buys up lots of niggers
and sells 'aa;. Us family was sep'rated, My two sisters and my
papa was 80ld to a man in Georgia. Den dey put me on a bleck and
bid me off, Dat in New Orleans and I scairt and cry, but dey put
ne up dere anyway. First dey takes me to Georgla and dey didn't
sell me for a long spell. Massa Thomas he travel round and bry and
ssll niggers., Us stay in de spectlators e_;-ovo de long time,
"After '‘while Massa Mose Davis cc;me from Cold Spring, in
Texas, and buys us, Ee was buyin' up little chillen for he chillen,
Dat 'bout four year befo’ de first war. I was 19 year old when de
burst of freedom come in June and I git tumm loose,
“I was workin' in de field den. Jus' befo' dat ds old massa
he go off and buy more niggers. He go east. He on a doal w};at glit stove

up and he die and never come dback no more, Us never see him no more,
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"I used to have to plk cotton and sometime I pick 300 pound
and tote it a mile to de cottor house, Some pick 300 to 800 pound
cotton and have to tote de bag de whole mile to de gin. Iifen dey
didn't do dey work dey git whip till dey have blister on 'em, Den
iffen dey didn't do 1t, de man on a hoss goes down de rows and whip
with a paddle aske with holes in it and bus' de blisters. I never
gif vhip, ‘cause I allus git my 300 pound, Us havo‘to go early to do
dat, when de horm goes early, befo' daylight. Us have to take de
victuals in de bucket to de field. |

"Magsga have de log house and ua live in little houses,
stx;owed in long rows, Dere wasn't no meetin's ‘lowed in de quarters
snd iffen dey have prayer meetin' de bdoss man whip dem. Sometime us
run off at night and go to camp meetin', I takes de white chillea
to church sometime, dut dey couldn't larn me to sing no songs ‘cause
I 4idn' have no spirit,

"Us never got 'mough to eat, s0 us keeps stealin’ stuff,

Us has to. Doy glve us de peck of mesl to last de week and two, threes

. pound bacon in cmnk, Us never have flour or sugar, Jus' cornmeal and

de meat and 'taters, De niggers has de big box under de fireplace, where
dey kep' all de pig and chickens what dey steal, down in salt,

"] geed a man run away and de white men got. de dogs and dey
kotch him and put him in de' front room and he Jump through de big wiadow
and break de glass all up, Dey sho' whips him when dgy kotches hinm,

"De way dey whip de niggers was to stiip ‘om off naked and whip

‘em t111 dey make blisters and bus' de blisters, Dem dey take de salt

- D
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and red pepper and put in de wounds, After dey wash and greass dem aad put
gomethin' on dem, to kecep dem from bleed to dsath,

"Wher de boss man told us freedom was come he didn'y like it, but
he give al1l us de bale of cottdn and somes corn. He ask us to stay and he'p
with de crop but we'uns so0 glad to git 'way dat nobody stays. - I got 'bout
fifty dollars for de cotton and den I lends it to a nigger what never psys
a0 back yit. Den I got no place 0 go, 80 I cooks for s white man name'’
Dick Cole. He sposen give me $5,00 de month but he never paid me no money.
fe'd give me eats and clothes, ‘cause he has de 1little store,

"Now, I's all alone and thinks of dem o0ld times what was so bad,

and I's ready for de Lawd to call me."

S50 3398088
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AGATHA BABINO, horn o slave of
Ogis Guidry, near Carenco, Louis-
iana, now lives in a cottage on
the property of the Blessed Sac-
rament Church, in Beaumont, Texas.
She sgys she is at least eighty-
seven and probably much older,

"0ld Marse was Ogis Guidry., 014 Miss was Laurenfine. Dey had
four chillen, Placid, Alphonse and Mary and Alexsndrine, and live in a
big, one-story house with a gallery and brick pillers, Déy had a big
place. I 'spect a mile 'cross it, and fifty slaves,

"My mome name was Clarice Richard., She come from South Carolina,

Papa was Dick Kichard. He come from North Carolina. He was slave of old
Placid Guilbeau. He live near 0ld Marse. iy brothers was Joe and Nicholes
and Oui and Albert and Maurice, and sisters was iaud and Celestine and
Pauline,

"Us slaves lived in shabby houses, Dev builded of logs and have dirt
floor, We have a four foot bench, Ve pull it to = table ~nd set »an it,
De bed a platform with planks and moss,

"de had Sunday off. Christmas was off, too, Dev give us chicken and
flour den. But most holidays de white folks hns company. Dat mean more work
for us,

"01d Marse bad. He beat us till we bleed, He rub salt and pepper
in. One time I sweep de yard, Young miss come home from collegs., She slap
my face, She want to besat me. Mama sar to beat her, so dey did, She took
de beatin' far me, _

"My aunt run off 'cause dey beat her so much, Dey brung her back and

beat her some more,

-1
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"is have dance outdoors sometime, Sgmebndy play fiddle and banjo.
e dance de reel and quadrille and buck dance, e nmen dance dat. If we go
to dance on 'nother plantatinn we have to have pass. De pattefrollers come
and make® us sLow de slip., If dey ain't no slip, we git beat,
"I see plenty sojers., Dey fight at Pines =nd we hear %tall g> 'zing--zing.,'
Younr marse have blue coat, He put it on nnd climb a tree to see, De sojers
con® and think he a Yankee, Dey take his gun, Dey turn him loose when deay
find out he ain't no Yankes,
“When de real Yankees come dev take corn and gooses and hosses., Dey
don't ask for nothin', Dey take what deir wants.
"Some masters hav; chillen by slaves. Some sold dere own chillen.
Some sot dem free,
"fhen freedom come we have to sign up to work for money for » vear.
e couldn't go work for nobody else, After de vear some stays, but net long.
"De Ku Klux kill niggers. Dey come to take my uncle. He open de door.
Dey don't take him but tell him to vote Democrat next day or dev will. Dey
kiit some niggers ‘what wouldn't vole Democrat.
"Pey kill my old uncle Davis. He won't vote Democrat, Dey shoot{ him, Den
dey stand him up and let him fall down. Ney tie him by de feet, Dey drag him
through de bresh. Dey dare his wife to cry. |

"When I thirty I marry Tesisfor Babino. Pere Abadie marry us at Grand

Coteen. We 'have dinner with wine. Den come big dance. We have twelve chillen,

We works in de field in Opelousas. e come here twenty-five vear ago. He die

in 1917, Dey let's me live here. It nice to be near de church. I can go to

reyers when 1 wants to,
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MRS. JOHN BiRCIAY (nee Sarah sanders)
Brownwood, Texas was born in Xomo,
Mississippl, September 1, 18563, She
was born a slave at the North Slades?
places Iir. &nd }rs. North Slade were
the only owners she ever hadas She
served as nurse-maid for her marster's
children and did general houseworks
She, with her mother and father and fami=
ly stayed with the Slades until the end
of the year after the Civil ware. They
then moved to themselves, hiring out %o
"white Folkse® ‘

"y marster and mistress was good to all de slaves dat
worked for demes But our over-geer, Jimmy shearer, was sho?
mean, .Gne dey he done git mad at me for some little some=
thin' and when I take de ashes to de géarden he catches me

and churns me up and down on de groun's One day he got mad

39
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at my brother and kicked him end over end, jes' like a stiock
of woode He would whip us 'til we was raw aﬁd then put pep=-
per and salt ln de sores. TIf he thought we was too slow ia

doin'® anything he would kick us off ”de zroun' anc¢ churn us

up and downe Our punishment depended on de moocc of de over=
seers I never did see no slaves solde. hen we was sick dey
give us medicine out of drug storess De over-seer would git
some coarse cotton éloth to make our work clothkfout of and

den he would make dem so0 narrow we couldn' hardlny&lk.

"There was 1800 acres in larster Slade's plantation, we
got up at 5:00 o'clock in de mornin' &nc de field workers would
guit after sun-downe Ve didn' have no jzils for slavess
went to church with de white fol#s and there wag & place in de
back of de church for us %o sit.

nT was>3es' & child den @and us chilluns would gather in
de baock yard and sing songs @ad play games and dance Jigse
Song I 'member most is 'The Day ls Past and Gones!

"One time marster found out the over-seer was so mean to
me, so he dissharged him and released me from duty for awhile.

me never did weear shoes through de week but on sSunday we
would dress up in our white cotton dresses and put on shoes.

"We wasn't taught to reed or write, as ©Ohr owner didn't
think anything about it. wWe had to work if there was work to be
-ddhe. When we got caught up den we could have time off, If any
of us got sick our mistress would ‘'tend to us herselfs If she
thought we was sick enough she would call de whiie dootor,

"when de marster done told us we was free we jumped up and
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down &nd slapped our hends and shouted 'glory to God}l' Iord,
child dat was one happy bunch of niggers. .while after dat
some o1 de slaves told marster dey wanteu %0 stay on with nim
like dey had been but he told 'em no dey couldn't, 'cause dey
wag freee He said he could use some of *em but dey would have
to buy what dey got unc he would huve to pay 'em like mens
"ghen I was tbout 18 yeurs old I married John Barclaye
I's had ten chillun and four gran'=-chillun and now I lives by

-

nyselfe®
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JOHMN BARKER, age 84, Houston.

5 photographs makked Green Cumby have
been assigned to this manuscript - the *Green
Cumby' photos are attached to the proper manu-
script and the five referred to above =re prob-
ably pictures of John Barker.
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JOEN BARKER, age 84, was bern near
Cineinnati, Ohie, the property of
the Barker family, whe moved to
Missouri and later to Texas, He
and his wife live in a neat cottage
in Houston, Texas.

"I was born a.slave. I'm a Malagasser(Madagascar) nigger.
I 'member all 'bout dem times, even up in Chio, though de Barkers
brought me to Texas later on, My mother and father was call Good-
nan, but dey died when I was 1ittle and Missy Barker raised me
on de plantation down near Houston., Dey was plenty of work and
plenty of reom,

“I. ;member ny grandma and grandpa. In dem days de horned
toads runs over de world and my grandpa would gather 'em and lay
'em in de fireplace till dey dried and roll 'em with bottles till

dey like ashes and dem rub it on de shoe bottoms. You ses, when dey

- wants to run away, dat stuff don't stick all en de shoes, it stick to
de track, Den dey carries some of dat powder and throws it as far as
dey eould jump and den jump over it, and do dat again till dey use all
de powder, Dat throwed de common hounds off de trail altogether, But
dey have.de bloodhounds, hell hounds, we calls 'em, and dey could pick
up dat trail., Dey run my grandpa over 100 mile =nd three or four days
and nights and found him under a bridge., What dey put on him was
enough! I seen 'em whip runaway niggers till de blood run down dere
backs and den put salt in de plaees, |

"] 'spect dere was 'bout 46 or 50 aeres in de plantation, Dey

worked and werked ond didn't have ne dances or chureh. Dances nothin!
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"My mass2a and missus house was nice, but it was a log house,
They had big fireplaees what took great big chanks of wood and kep'! fire
all night, e lives in de back ir a little bitty house like a chicken
house, We makes beds out of posts and slats across 'em and fills tow
sacks with shucks in 'em for mattress and pilloﬁs. ?

"I seed slaves sold and they was yoked like steers and seld by
pairs sometimes. Dey wasn't 'lowed to marry, 'cause they co:uld be sold |
and it wasn't no use, but you could live with 'em,

#ie used to eat possums and dese old-feshioned coons and ducks.
Sometimes we'd eat goats, tooe., We has plenty cornmeal and *lasses and
ve gets milk sometimes, but we has no fine food, 'cept on Christmas, we
gits some cake, maybe. ,

"My gi'andma says one day dat we all is free, but we stayed
vith Massa Barker quite a while. Dey pays us for workin! hut it ain't
mch pay, 'cause de war done took deré money and all. But they was good
te ﬁs, so we stayed, |

"I was 'bout 20 when I marries de fust time. It was a big dlow-
ot and I was scared de whole time, Pirst time I ever tackled marryin'.
Dey had a big paper séck of rice and throwed it all over her and I, enough
rice to last three or four days, throwed away jus' for nothin', I had on
a black, alpaecs suit with frock tail coat snd, if I ain't mistaken, a right

.!'l;hito shirt, My wife have a great train on her dress and one dem things

.ﬂa eall a wreath, I wore de loudest shoes we could find, what you call

ent leather,
#Dis here my third wife. We marries in Eagle Pass and comes up

S’,oainole Reservation and works for de army till we goes to work for

b
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de Pattersons, and we been here 23 years now.

"Ghosties? I was takin' cere of a white men when he died and
I seed something 'bout three feet high nnd black. I reckon I must have
fainted 'cause they has de doctor for me. And on dark nights I seed
ghosties what has no head., ' Dey looks like dey wild and dey is all in dif-
ferent performance, 'ihen I g£oin' down de road and feel a. hot steam and look
over my shoulder I can see 'em plain as vou standin' dere. I seed 'em when

my wife was with me, but she can't see 'em, 'cause some people ain't gifted

to see 'em,

BERBERR R EEDD
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JOE BARNES, 89, was bora ia

Tyler Co., Texas, on Jim Sapp's

plantation, He is very feeble,

but keeps his great grandchildrem

in line while their mother works.

They live in Beaumont., Joe is

tall, slight, and has gray hair

and a studbby gray mustache, In

his kind, gentle voice he relates

his experiences in slavery days.

"Dey calls ne Paul Barnes, but my name ain't Pa}ll, it am Joe.
Ny massa was J 1m Sapp, up here ia Tyler County, and missus' name was
Amn, De Sapp place was ’oi%; and dey raise' a sight of cotton and cora.
014 massa Jim he have 'bout 25 or 30 slaves.

"My mammy's wname was Artimisi, but dey call her Emily, and
pa's nzme Jerry Wooten, 'cause he live on de Wooten place. My steppa
ngmed Barnes and I tskem dat name, My pérents, dev have de broom-
stick weddia!,

"When I's a chile us play marbles and rua rabbits and ride
de stick hos‘s end de like, When I gits more bigger, us play ball, sort
of like baseball, Ome time my brudder go git de hosses and dey lots

~of raim andvde creek swoll up high, De water so fast it waesh him off he
hoss and I aim't seed him since, Dey never find de body. He's 'bout
‘ten year old den,

" Massa live in de big box house and de quarters am in & row
v-:.‘,in de back, Some of dem box =nd some of dem log., Dey have two rooms.
Ivery day de big, 0ld cowhorm blow for dinner and us have de little tin

frvicup'wha.t us git potlicker in end meat emd cornbread and salt bacon., Us

ts greens, téo. De chimmeys hout four feet wideanm d dey cooks evexy-:

2g in de firepkace, Dey have pots and ovens and put fire below and

=le
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"I used to wear what I calls a one-buttom cutaway. It was jis!

a shirt make out of homespun with pleats down fromt. Dey make dey own
cloth dem time,

"Massa marry de fc;lks in de broomstick style., Us don' have de
party but sometime us sing and play games, like de round dance,

"Dey give de little ones bacon to suck and tie de string to de
bacor ard de other roumnd dey wrists, so dey won't swallow or lose de
bacon, For de little bits of ones dey rings de bell for dey mommers
to come from de field and muss 'em,

"After freedom come us stay a yee.r and den move to Begumont
end us work im de sawmill for Mr, Jim Long. De fust money I git I give
t0 my mammy., Me amd mammy and stepdaddy stays in Bemamont two years
den moves to Tyler and plants de crop. But de mext year us move back
to Beaumont on de Langham plece and mammy work for de Iongs till she die,

"When I git marry I merry Dicey Allen and she die snd I never
marry mo more, I worked in sawmillin' and on d%og pond and allus gits
bty pretty good, I aim't done no work much de 1e;st ten year, I's too old.
"I sort a2 looks after my grandchillem and I sho' loves dem, I
~8its 'round and lmurts sll de time, It am rheumatism in de feets, I reckon,
 -1 got six gramdchillen amd three great -grandchillem and dat one vou hears

.;f.:}-_,ci'yin'. dat de Daby I's raisia' in dere,

WI's feared I dida't tell you so mach 'bout things way back, but

de truth am, I cam't 'member like I used to.

L LD LD L2
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ARMSTEAD BARRETT, born in 1847, was a

slave of Stafford Barrett, who lived

in Huntsville, Texas, He is the husbhand

of Harriett Barrett, Armstead hzs a

very poor memory and ran tell little

about early deys. He and Harriet re-
{ﬁ& ceive o0ld sge pensions,

WI's really owned by lizssa Stafford Barrett, but my mgmmy 'longed
to linssa Ben Walker =nd was !'lowed to keep me with her, So after we'luns
sot free, I lives with ﬁy daddy and momay and goes by de name of Barrett.
Daddy's name was Heﬁry Barrett and he's brung to»Texas from.Richmond, in
Virginny,and mammy come from Kentucky., Us al@ilived in Huntsville. I
wéited on Mis; ;nn\and nanmy was codk.

"0ld massa have'doctof for us when us sick, We's too vaeltble., Jus!
like to de fat beef, massa am good to us. Masse go'to other states and git
men and women and chile slaves and bring dem back to sell, 'cause he'Speé'laton
He meke dem wash up good and den sell dem,

"Mos=' time we'uns went naked. &us' have on one shirt or no shirt
a-tall, |

"I kﬁow when peace 'clared dey all shoutin'. One women hollerin' and

~a white manvwith de high~-stenpin' hoss ride clost to her and I see him git
Qut and opem he knife and cut her wide 'cross de stomach. Den he put he hat
inside he shirt and rid off like lightnin', De woman put in wagon and I never
:f}heered no more 'bout her, '
I didn't git nothin' when us freed, Only some cast-off clothes,

ibng‘time aftér I rents de place. on halves and farms most ny life, Now I's

0 old to work and gits a pension to liveon,

—ln
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"I seems to think us have more freedom when us slaves, 'cause we have
no 'sponsibility for sickness den. We have to take care all dat now and
de white man, he be;a.ts de nigger out what he makes, Back in de old days,
" de white men am hones!, All the nigger knowed was hard work., I think de
cullud folks ought to be 'lowed mere privilegeé in votin' now, Mcause dey
have de same !'sponsibility as white men and-d.ey nore and more educated and
brighter and brighter, |

"I think boru.r young folks pretty sorrr. They wont do right, but I
tlieve iffen dey could git fair wages dey'd do better, Dey~ git beat out of
whp.t dey does, anyway. | |
| vl 'membexz a owner had some slavesl‘and de overseer had it in for
two of dem, ' He'd whip dem near e*rez;y day_ a.nti dey doe; all could be did to
éles.aé him, So one dgr he come to.de fielci a;ld-ACalls one dem slzoves aﬁd
dat .sla.ve draps he hoe and goes over and grabs dat overseer. Den de other
‘slave cut dat overseer's head right slap off and throwed it down. one of de

“rows, De owmer he fools 'round and sells dem two slaves for $800,00 each

&ddgt all de punishment dem two slaves ever got,

LT
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HARRIET BARRETT, 86, was born in
Walker Cg., Texas, in 1851, a slave
of Steve Glass, She now lives in
Palestine, Texas,

"assg Steve Glass, he own my vappy ond mammy and me, until the
war freed us. Papoy's 'bornec‘ in Africy and mammy in Virginy, and drung
to Texas 'fore de war, snd I's borned in Texas in 1831. Ifs heered ny
grandpas was wild and dey didn't know 'bout marrrin! in Africy. My
brother neme Steve Glass and.I dunno iffen I had'sisters or not,
"Dey put me to cookin! when I's & 1i'l kid and people says now dat
~ Aunt Barriet am de bes' cook in'uadisonville; Massa have great big garden
and plenty to eat. - I's ceok big s&iliet plumb ful1 corn at de time and us
all have plenty meaﬁ. nassa, he ateo out and kill big deer and put in de
great big pot and cook it, Then us have cornbresd and syrup. o -

"Us have log quarters with stick posts for bed and deerskin stretch

over it. Den us pull moss and throw over dat. I have de good massa, bless

he soul. Missy, she plumb good, She sick all de time and dey never have

\ white chillen. Dey live iﬁ big, log house, four rooms in it and de great
 hall both ways through it.
. "Massa, he ha#e big bunch slaves and work dem 1ong as dey could see
v p”'and den lock 'em up in- de quarters at night to keep ‘em from rumnin' off,
iDe pattarrollers come and go through de quarters to see if 21l de niggers

; ¢&:9. Dey walk right over us when us sleeps,

"3ome slave run of f, gwine to de north, and massa he cotch him and give
_,thirty-nine liékz with ramhide and lock dem up at night, too, and keep

n.him 1n dayﬁime.
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"I have de good massa, bless he soul, and missy she plumb go»d.

| 1111 never forgit dem. lassa 'low us have holiday Saturday night and -
. 80 to nigger dance if it on 'nother plantation. Boy, oh bor, de tin
par beatin' and de banjo pickin' and de dance all night long.

"When de war start, white missér die, asnd mossg have de ?reacher.

She wis white angel. Den massa marry {Miss‘y Mice Long ond she de bad
woman with us niggers, She hard »n us, nof 11;1{3 0ld missy,

"I larned lots of remedies for sick people. Charcoal and onions
end honey for de 1ifl by am good, énd camphor for de chills and fever
and teeth cuttin', I's boil red ;ak bark end mé.’zce tea for fever and make
cactus weed root tea for féver and chills and col}c. Ds best romedy far
chills and fever am to git rabbit foot tie_o.n string 'round de neck,

"Massa, he carry me *to war with him, 'cause I's de‘ good cook, In
dat New Orleans battle he wounded and guns roarin' everg;where.’ Dey hrung
massa in and I's jus!? asjwhite as he am den. Dem Yankees done shoot de roof
off de house, I nuss de sick and wounded clean through de war g,nd seed dem

~dyin' on every side of me.
| "I's most scared to death when de war end., Us still in Néw Orieans

~and all de shoutin' dat took place 'cause us free! Dey crowds on de streets

':?-nd was in a stir jus' as thick as flies on de dog. Massg say I's freo as

n, but iffen I wants to cook for him and missy'I gits $2.50 de month, so
égoks for him till I mai'ries .Li‘mstead Barretﬁ, and then u& farm for de

; nf.. Us have big church weddin' and I hasl white loyai dress and black
an shoes, Us 'bee.n} ;né,zjried 51 years now,

BimRBn
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JOHN BATES, 84, was borm in
Little Rock, Arkansas, a sleve
of Mock Batemem, When still
very young, John moved with

» his mother, a slsave of Harry
o Hogan, to Limestone Co.,Tex=zs.
N John now lives in Corsicana,

supported by his children and
an 214 sge pension,

-

"My peppy was Ike Bateman, ‘'cause his mnassa's néme am
Mockbatemem, and mammy's name was Francis. They come from Tennessee
end I had four brothers gnd six sisters., wWe jes! left de last part
of de name off and cell it Bates and dat's how I got ny uame, Mammy
'longed to Massa Harry Hogem and while I's smell us move to Texzs, to
Limestone County, and I don'T 'member much 'btout pap-y, 'cause 1 ain't
never seed him since,

"Massa Hogza was a purty good sort of fellow, but us went
hongry de fust winter in Texnas., He lived ir de big log house with de
hzllway clean through and a gallery clean 'cross de front. De chimney
was big 'mough to bura logs in and it sheo'! throwed out de heat, It was
a good, big place and young massa come out early and holler for us to
git up and be in de fielqd,

"Missy Eogan was de good women and try her dead level best to
teach me to read and write, but my head jes' too thick, I jes' couldn't
lara, My Uncle Bern he could read de Bible and he allus tell us some day
us be free amrd Massa Harry laugh, haw, haw, haw, and he szy, 'Hell, no,
vous mever be free, yous aim't got sense 'mough to make de livim' if rous
was free,! Dem he takes de Bible 'wgy fram Umcle Bem and say it put
de bad ideas in he head, but Uncle gits !rother Bitle ard hides it amd

massa never finds it out,

-1~
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"Weluns goeé to de big baptisin'! ome time and it'svax de big
sawmill tank and 50 is baptise' and I's in dat buach myself, But dey
didm't have no fumerals for de slaves, but jes' bury dem like a cow or
a hoss, jes' dig de hole and roll fem in it and cover ‘em up,

"far come snd durim?® dem times jes! like_todey nearly everybody
knows what gwine om, news travels purty fast, and iffen de slaves couldn't
git it with de pass dey slips out after dark amd go in another plantation
by de back way. Course, iffem dem patterrollers cotch dem it jas' too
bad and dey gits whif. .

"Whern de news comes‘in dat us free, Massa Harry never call us
up like everybody else did the slaves, us hes to g0 up and ask him 'bout it.
He come out on de fromt gallery and says we is free ard turms 'round amd
goes in de house without 'nother word, We all sho! feels sorry for him
the way he acts and hates to leave him, but we wamts to go. Wéknowed he
wasn't sble to give us nmothim! so begins to scatter snd 'bout ;én or fifteen
days Massa Harry dies, I think he jes!'! grieve himself to death, all he
troudble comin' on him to omce.

"Us worked on diff'rent farms till I marries amrd my fust wife
am Emmg Williams and a cullud preacher marries us at her house, Us picked
‘cottom after dat and dem I remts a place or de halvers for five year and
after sev'ral years I buys eighty acres of land, Fin'ly us dome paid dat
out emd dome some repairs amd den us sep'rate after livin' twemty-three
year together, So I gives dat plece to her and de six chillem ~ad I walks

out ready to start all over 'gain,
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"Then I meets Sarah Jomes and us marries, but she gives me de
divorcement, All dis times I works om 5 farm for de day wages, den I
rents 'nother farm on de halvers on de black land and stays dere sev'ral
year. Fim'ly I gits de job workim' at de cotton oil mill in Corsicana
and stays at dat job till dey says I's too old, I dome buy dis 1i'l home
here and now has a place to live. Sarah dome coma back to me and us has
seven chillen. Ome of de boys woriks at de cotton 0il mill and two works
at de compress right here in Corsicana and one works at de beer place in
Dallas,

WUs raises a 1i'l on dese two lots and de chillen brings some
from de farm, I mean my fust wife's chillen, and with de pensiom check
us mznsge to live a 11'l longer, Us boys pays é%taxes and de imsurance

Tor us,

"RRBRe
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HARRISON BECKETT, born a
slave of I, D. Thomas of
o San Augustine, Texas, now
h lives in Beaumont, A great-
grandson climbed into Har-

?u% rison's lap during the inter-

view, and his genial face
1lit up with a smile, He
chmckled as he told of his
own boyhood days, and
appeared to enjoy reminis-
cing. At times he uses .
big words, some of his own '
coining,

MI's 'mong de culls now, like 3 hoss what an too old, I's purty
small yit when 'mancipation comes snd didn't have no hard work, 014 Massa
hove me and de other 1i'l pigzgers keep de stock out de fields. Us 1ifl
boogers have to run and keep de cows out de corn and de cotton patch., Dat
ought to been 'nough to keep us out of debbilment,

It come t0 pass my memmy work in de field, Her neme Cynthia Thomas
and daddy'e name Iseac Thomas. But after freedom he goes back to Florida =nd
find out he péOple end git he real name, and dat am Beckett. Dat 'bout ten
years after 'mancipation he go back to he old home in Florida. Mammy's people
was de Polkses, in Georgin, M-mmy come in fram de field at nine or ten
o'clock at night and she be all wore out and too tired to cook lots of times,
But she have to git some food for us. We all had a tin pen and git round de
table and dat like a feast. But lots of times ghe's so0 tired she go to bed
without eatin' nothin' herself,

"My sisters was Ellon and Sani and Georgy-Ann and Cindy and Sidi-Ann,
Dey's all big fnougﬁ to.work in de field, My brudders name Matthew and Ed and
Henry and Harry, what am me, and de oldes' one am General Thomas.

Doy more'n & hundred head of black folks on Massa Thomas' two farms,

“and 'bout a hundred fifty acres in each fam, One de fams in iron ore, what

T
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am red lend, and de other in gray land, half sand and half hlack dirt.

"Us slaves live in polg houses and some in split log houses,
with two rooms, one for to sleep in and one for to cook in. Day ain't no
glass windows, jus' holes in de walls, Dere was jrck beds to sleep. on,
made out of poles. Dey has four legs and ain't nail to de wells,

"0ld Massa he care for he hands purty well, considerin' everything,

In ginnin' time he 'low de women to pick up cotton from de ground and make
mattresses and quilts. He make some cloth and buy some, A woman weave all
de time and when de shickle jump out on de floor I picks it up. I used to
could knit socks and I was jes' & 1i'l boy then, but I keep everything in
'membrance,

"Dey have some school and de chillen larnt readin' and writin'!, and
manners and behavicur, too, Sometime dey git de broke-down white man to be
teacher, But us didn't know much and it taken ten years or more after freedom
to git de black men de quelification way he could handle things,

WOne time us bovs git some watermillions out in de bresh and hit fem
or drap 'em to break 'em open., Dere come massa and cotch us not workin', but
eatin' he watermillions, He tell my daddy to whip me, But lots of times when
us sposed to mind de calves, us am out eatin' westermillions in de bresh, Den
de calves git out 2nd massa sees dem run and coteh us,

"0ld masse was kind and good, though, He have partiality 'bout hinm,
and wouldn't whip nobody without de causze, He whip with de long, keen switch
and it didn'g bruise de back, but sho! did sting. fhen he git real mad, he

pull up you shirt and whip on de bare hide., One time he whippin' me and I

e
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busts de button off my shirt what he holdin' on to, and runs awgy. I tries
to outrun him, and dat tickle him, I sho! give de gréundufits with my feets,
But dem whippints doné me good, Dey break me up fron thievin' and meke de men
of me, |

"De wgy dey dress us 1i'l nigger bors den, dsy give us a shirt what
come way down 'tween de knees and ankles. When de weather am too cold, dey
sometimes give us pants,

"De white preachers come round and preach, Dey have de tabernacle
like a arbor and cullud folks come from all round to hear de Gospel 'spounded,
nost every farm have de cullud man larnin' to preach. I used to 'long to de
Methodists but now I 'longs to de Church of Christ.

"Mossa Thomas, he de wholeszle merchant and git kilt in New Orleans,

A big box of freight goods fall on him, a box 'bout a yard square on de end
and six &ards long, He's carryint! beck some good far to make exchangement
and dey pullin! up de box with pulley and rope and it fall on him, De New
Orleans folks say it am de accidentment, but de rest say de rope am cut,
One of massa's old friends was Lawyer Broaks, He used to firmanize de word.

"Massae have two boys, Mr. Jimmie and Li'l Ide and dey both goes %o de
war, Li'l Ide, he go up in Arkansas and dey say when dat first cannon busts
at Li'l Rock, he sta.rté runnin' and never stops 'till he gits back home, I
don't see how he coﬁld do dat, 'cause Li'l Rock am way far off, but dat what
‘dsy‘say. Dohvde men comes to git tserters and dey gits Li'l I» and takes him
| ba.ck. s "Jimii.el. he didn't bresi de ramks. He stood he ground,

o "l(ammy and. dem tell me when war am over de boss and he wife, dey calls
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de slaves up in de bunch and tells 'em, 'You's free as I is. Keep on or quit,
if you wants, You don't have to stay no further, you's free today,! Dat near
June 19th, 2nd all of ‘em stays. Massa say, 'Go 'head and finish-de crop and
I feed you and pay you,' Dey all knowed when he kilt de hawgs us git plenty
of meat, . Dat young massa say 21l det, Tcause old massa done git kilt.
"It's at Panola County where I first heers of de Klux, Dey call
dem White Caps den, Dey move over in Panola County and rasnges at de plnce call
Big Creek Merval, by McFaddin Creei. Dey's purty rough. De landowners tell
dey niggers not to kill de Wﬁite Caps but to scare dem ‘wagy. At night dey |
come knock mnd if you don't open it dey pry it open and run you out in de field.
Dey run de niggers from Merryville round Longview, Dey some good men in de
Klux and some bad men, But us work hard and go home and dey ain't bother us
none,
WDey used to be a nigger round dere, cell Bandy Joe, He git kilt
at Nacogdoches fin'ly. He could turn into anything. De Jedge of he parish
was Massa Lee and he say dey ought let Bandy Joe live, so dey could larn he art,
Dey done try cotch him de long time, and maybe be hoidin' him and first thing
"they know he gone and dey left holdin' he cost., Dey shoot at him and net hurt
him, He tell he wife dey ain't no kind bullet can hurt him but de silver bullet.
"Dat Bandy Joe, he /say he a spirit and a human both. Iffen he didn't
want you to see him you jus' couldn't see him, Lots of folks liked him. De
. Jedge say he wish he could'a been brung to town, s0 he could 'zamine him 'bout
- he gifts, De jedge kuowed Bendy Joe could dis'pear jus' like nothin', and he
liketohearhe quotation hcw he git out he gkin, I'dllike to know dat myself,

£TNG
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"I 'mAgines I seed ghosties two, three times. I used to range round at
nighttime, I rides through a 0ld slavery field =2nd de folks tell me, 'Harry,
you better be careful gwine ;cross dat old field, They's things dere what makes
mulas rur 'way, One night it am late end my wule run 'way., 1 make oy 2ind I
€0 back and see what he run from and somethin' am by de fence likes de bear sténd
up straight, It stend dere 'tout fifteen minutes while I draws my best 'pinion
of it, I didn'y git any nearer dan to see it, A man down de rocd tell me
de place am hanted and he dunno how many wagons and mules git pull by dat thing
at dat place,

“One time I%s livin! 'nother place and it am 'twixt sundown and dusk,
I had a 1i'l boy 'hind me 2nd I secd & big sow with no head comin' over de
fence, My ma, she allus say what ] see night be 'magination and to tum my
head and look 'gain and I does dat, But it still dere, Den I seed a hoss
goin' down de roadrand he drag e chain, and cross de bridge and turn down de
side road, But when I git to de side road I ain't seed no hoss or nothin',
I didn't sav nothinf to de 1i'l boy 'hind me on de mule till I gits most hoqe,
den asks him did he see anythin', He sgy no, I wouldn't tell him 'fore dat,
‘cause I 'fraid he 1light out and outrun me and I didn't want to be by myself
| with dem things, When I gits home and tell everybody, dey sz dat a man name
McCoy, what was kilt dere and I seed he spirit,

#I's Tbout twenty-one when I marries Mandy Green. Us has twelve chillen,
end a world of grandchillen. I travels all over Louisiana and Texas in my time,
and come here three year ago., My son he work in de box fact'ry here, and he
- git a bodily injurement while he workin' and die, and I come hefe to de burial

and I been here ever since,

T
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FRANK BELL, 86, was a slave
of Johnson Bell, who ran a
saloon in New Orleans, Frank
lives in Madisonville, Texas.

"I was owned by Johnson Bell and born in New Orleans, -in Louis-
iana, 'Cordin' to the bill of sale, I¥m eighty-six years o0ld, and my master
was a Frenchman and was real mean to me, He run saloon and kept bad women.

I don't lmow nothing 'bout my folks, if I even had any, 'cept mama. They
done tell me she was a bad woman and a French Creole,

"I worked 'round master's saloon, kep' evervthing cleaned up after
they'd have all night drinkin' parties, men and women, I earned nickels
to tip off where to go, so's they could sow wild oats., I buried the nickels
under rocks. If master done cotch me with money, he'd take it and beat me
nearly to death. All I had to eat was old stuff those people left, all
scraps what was left, |

"One time some bad men come to master's and gits in a shootin'
scrape and they was two men kilt., I sho' did run, But master cotch me and
make me take them men to the river and tie a weight on them, so ’they'd. sink
and the law wouldn't git him,

"The clothes I wore was some master's old ones, They allus had holes
in them. Master he stay drunk nearly all time and was mean to his slave. I'm
the only one he had, and didn't cost him nothing. He have bill of sale made,
'cause the law say he done stole me when I'm small child. Master kept me in

chains sometimes, He shot several men,

-le
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"I didn®t have no guarters but stays 'round the place and throw old
sack down and lay there and slesp, I'm 'fraid to run, 'cause master say he'd
hunt me and kill nigger.

"When I'z 'bout seventeen I marries a gal while master on drunk spell,
Master he run her off, sand I slips off at night to see her, but he finds it out.
He takes a big, long knife and cuts her head plumb off, and ties a great, heavy
weight to her and makes me throw her in ‘the river. Then he puts me in chains
and every night he come give me a whippin', for long time,

"When war come, master swear he not gwine fight, but the Yankees they
captures New Orleans and throws master in a pen and guards him. He gets a
chance and 'scapes.

"When war am over he won't free me, says I%a valuable to him in his
trade, He say, 'Nigger, you's suppose to be free but I'1l pay vou a dollar
a week and iffen you runs off I!'11 kill you.,' So he makes me do like befo!
the war, but give me 'bout a dollar a month, 'stead week.

"He say I cost more'n I'm worth, but he won't let me go, Times I don't
know why I didn't die befo! I'm growed, sleepin' on the ground, winter and
summer, rain and snow, But not much snow there,

"Master helt me long years after the war, If anydbody git after him, he
told them I.stay tcuuse I wants to stay, but told me if I left he'd kill h?m
'nother nigger. I stayed till he gits in a drunk brawl one night with men
and women and they gits to shootin® and some kilt, Master got kilt. Then I'm
left to live or die, so I wanders from place to place. I nearly starved to
death befo' I'd leave New Orleans, 'cause I couldn't think master am dead and

I'm 'fraid, Finally I gits up nerve to leave town, and stays the first night

-2~
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in white man's barn. I never slep'. Evary time I hears something, I jumps up
and master be standin' there, lookin' at me, but soon's I git up he'd leave.
Next night I slep' out in a hay field, and master he git right top of & tree
and stert hollerin' at me, I never stays in that place. I gits gone from that
place, I gits back to towmn fast as my legs Carry me.

“Then I gits locked up in jall. I don't know what for, never did know.
One the men says to me to come with him and takes me to the woods and gives me
an ax, I cuts rails till I nearly falls, all with chain locked 'round feet, so
I couldn't run off, ‘ He turns me loose and I Qandera 'gein, Never had a home,
Works for men long 'nough to git fifty, sixty cents, then starts roamin' 'gain,
like a stray dog like,

"After long time I marries Feline Graham. Then I has a home and we has
& white preacher marry us, We has one boy and he farms and I lives with him.
I worked at sawmill and farms all my life, but never could make much money,

"You know, the nigger was wild till the white man made what he has out

of the nigger. He done ed'cate them real smart,

L2 L)
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Aunt Virginia Bell, 1205 Ruthven St,,
Houston, was born e slave near Ope-
lousas, Louisiana, on the plantation
of Thomas Lewis, Although spe remem-
bers being told she was born on Christ-
mas Day, sne does not kmow the year,
out says sne guesses she is about 88
years old,

¥fell, sun, the fus' questien you ask me, 'bout how old
Iis, I don' know %zactly., You see it ain't like things is to-
day. The young folks can tell you their 'zact age and everything,
but in tnose days we didn' pay much"tsntion to such things, But
I knows I was bo'n in slavery times and my pappy tol' me I was bo'n
on a Christmas Day, out didn' ‘member jus' what year,

"We was owned by Massa lewis, Thomae Lewls was his name, and
he was a United States lawyer. I ain't gwineter talk 'gainst my

nlte folks like some cullud folks do, 'cause Massa Lewis was a
mighty fine man and so was Miss Mary, and they trsated us mignry
good.

"Massa had a big plantation near Opelousas and I was bo'n
there, I 'memper tne neighoor folks used to bring tneir cotton to
the gin on his farm for ginnin' and balin', My mother's name was
Della. That was all, jus' Delia, My pappy's name was Jim Blair,
Botn of them was from Virginny, but from diffirent places, and was
brougutr to Louisiasna by nigger traders and soid to Massa Iewis, I
know my pappy was lots older than my motner and he nad a wife and

five cnillen back in Virginny and nad veen sold away rrom them out
here,
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Then pne and my mother started a family out nere, I don' know what
become of his family back in Virginny, 'cause when we was freed ne
stayed with us,

"When I got old enough I was housegirl and used t¢ carry
notes for Miss Mary to the neighbors and bring back answers. Miss
Mary would say, 'Now, Virginny, you take this note to sech and sech
place and be sure and be tack in sech and sech time,' and I allus
was,

"Massa Lewis had four or five families of us slaves, but we
ﬁsod to have scme fun after work and ue young folks would skip repe
and play ring games, Durin' week days the field hands would work
till the sun was Jjus' goin' down and then tne overseer would holler
'all right! and that was the signal to quit. All hands knocked off
Sat'day noon,

_ "We didn' have no scooolin' or i)rOachixi'-. Only tne white
folks had them, but sometimes on Sundays we'd go up to the house and
listen to the white folks singin',

"Iffen any of the slave hands wanted to git married, Masse
Lewis would git them up to the house after supper time, have the man
and woman jine hands and then read to them outer a book, I guess it
was the Scriptures, Then he'd tell 'sm they was married but to be
ready for work in the mormir'., Massa Lewis married us ‘cordin' to
Gospel,

"Massa used to feed us good, too, and we had plenty clothes.

o
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Iffen we got took sick, we uad doctor treatment, too. Iffen a hand
took slck in the field with a misery, they was carried to their
quarters and Massa or Miss Mary would give them a dose of epecac and
make them vomit and would sen' for the doctor, They wouldn' fool
none iffen one of us took sick, but would clean us out and take care
of us ti1ll we was wsll,

"There was mighty little whippin' goin' on at our place, 'canse
Massa Lewia and Miss Mary treated us good. They wasn't no overseer
goin' to whip, 'cause Massa wouldn' 'low him to., Le's ses, I domn'
rec'lec! more than two waippin's I see anyone git from Massa, and that
has been so long agc I don' rec'lec' what they was for.

"When tne War done come 'long it sho' changoed things, and we
heerd this and that, but we didn' know much what it was about. Then
one day Massa Lewis had all the wagons loaded with food and chairs and
beds and other tnings from the house and our quarters, and I heerd him
say we was aovin' to Polk County, way over in Texas. I know it teck
us a long time to git there, and when we did I never see so much woods,
It sho' was diff'rent from the plantation,

"I had to work in the fields, same as the res', and we stayed
there three years and made three crops of cotton, bu¢ not so much as
on our old place, 'cause there wasn't so much clearin'!, Then one day
Masea Lewis tol! us we was fres, jas' as free as he was - jus' like

you teke the bridle offen a hoss and turn him loose, We jus' looked

LB
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iroun a8 iffen we hadn'! good sense, We didn' have nothin' nor no-
wvhere to go, and Massa Lewis say i1fen we finisn meking de crdp, he
would tgke us back to Opelousas and give us a place to stay-and feed
us. So after pickin! we goes back and when we git there we sees
where those rascal Yankees 'strcged everything - houses burned, sugar
kettles broke up, It looked mighty bad,

"Massa Lewis hadn' no money, but he fixed us up a place to
stay and give‘us what he could tc eat, but things was mighty nard for
a while, I know pappy used to catch rabdbits and take them to town
and sell them or trade them for somethin' to eat, and you know that
wasn't much, 'cause you can't git much for a little ol' rabbdit,.

"Then the Provo'! Marshal, that was nis name, give us a order
for tnings to put in a crop with #nd to live till we made the crop.
'Course, I guess we wasn' as bad off as some, 'cause white folks
knew we was Mazsa Lewls' folks and didn' bother us none,

Then I got married to John Bell, and it was a scripture
weddin', too, He died 28 years ago, but I has stayed married to him
ever since. We had thirteen chillen, but they is sll dead now 'cept

four, but they was raised up rignt and they is mighty good to they

ol' mammy,

AP IR RBBIEREES,
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EDGAR EBENDY, 90 o0dd years, was
the slave of Henry Bendy, of
Woodville, Texas, has to meke
an sffoert to remember and is
forced to seek aid from his
wife, Minerva, at certain points
in hias story, Edgar has lived
in Woodville all his life,

"I's a good size' boy when de war gwine on and I seed de soldiers
come right here in Woodville. A big bunch of dem come through and dey
have cannons with dem. My marster he didn't go te war, ‘cause he too o0l4,
I guess,

"I's born right here and done live hereabouts every since, 0
man Henry Bendy, he my marster and he run de store here ir Woodville and
have de farm, too, I didn't 4o nothin' ‘cept nuss babies, I jes' jump
dem up and 4own and de 0ld marster hire me out to nuss other white folks
chillen, bng and 1little,

"My daddy name' Jack Crews and my mammy was Winnie, Both of
dem worked on de farm and I never seed dem much. I didn't have no house
of my owmn, ‘cause de marster, he give me de room in he house, ke bave
lotas of slaves and 'bout 100 acres in cult'vation, He gave dem plenty
to eat and good homespun clothes to wear, He was mighty good.

"Marster have de plank house and all de things in it was home-
make, De cook was a old cullud woman and I eat at de kitchen table and
have de¢ same what de white folks eats. Us has lots of meat, deer meat

and possum and coon snd sich, and us sets traps for birds,

ole

RN
oy



Ex=glave Stories Page Two
(Pexas)

Doy ain't nothin' better dat go in de wood dan de big, fat
possum, Dey git fat on bleck haws and acorns and chinquapirn and sich,
Chinquapin is good for people to eat and to roast, I used to be
plumd give up to be de best Iminter in Tyler and in de whole country.

1 kilt more deer dan any other man in de county and I been guide for
ell de big men what comes here to mnt, My wife, Minerva, she used to
&0 mntin' with me, |

"I kep' on untin' «nd mantin' til1l de Jacke-s-my-lanterns git
after me, Dat a light you sees all 'round you, Dey follow all 'long
end dey stop you still, Den one time it git all over me. Come like
de wind, blow, Dlow, and came jea' like fire all on my arr and my
clothes and things, When dat git after me I quit huntin' at nighttime
and ain't been huntin' since,

"One time I fishin? on de creek and I ain't got no gun, and
I lock up and dere a big, wild cat. He never pay me no mind, no more
dan nothin', but dat ain't mske no diff'rence to me, I jes' flew in
dat creek]

] used to belong to de lodge but when I git so ¢ld I couldn't

Pay my Jews, 1 git unfinancial and I ain't « member no more,

(I L L] L
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EX-SLAVE STORIES Page One
(Texas)

MIKERVA BENRDY, 83, was born a
slgve to Lazsarus Goolsby, Henry
Co. Aladbsma, who brought her

to Yexas when she was five. They
sef tled near Woodville, where
Hinerva still lives,

"My earlies' ‘membramce was de blg, white sandy road what

lead 'way from de house, It was clean and white and us chillen love
to walk in de soft, hot sand. Dat in Henry County, Alsbama, where
I%s born and my old marster was Lazarus Goolsby and he have de big
plantation with lots of nigger folks, I ‘member jus' as good as
yesterday w:lggliﬁ’ my toes in dat sandy rbad and runnin' 'way to de
grite mill where dey grind de mesl. Dat have detig water wheel dat
sing and squeak as it go ‘round. |

"Aunt Mary, she mae all us little chillen sleep in de
heat of de day under de big, spreadin’ oak tree in de yard., My
memg have 17 chillsn, Her name Dollie and my d=ddy name Herd,

BI's jus' a little chile in dem days and I stey in de
house with de white folks, Dey raise me a pet in de family. Missus
Goolsby, she have two gale and dey give me to de oldest. Wien she die
dey put me in de bed with her but iffen I kmowed she dyin' dey wouldn't
been able to cotch me, She rub my head and tell her papas snd mama, ‘I%s
gwine ‘way wt I wants you pramise you ain't never whip my little nigger.'
Dey never diad,

“Itg jus' 'bout five year 0ld when ue make de trip to Texas.
Us come right near Woodville and make de plantation. It a big plsce

end dey raise corn and cotton ard cane, We makes our omn suger and has

oyt el
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Rany as six kettle on de furnace at one time. Dey raise dey tobdacco, too.
I's slick and a old man he say he make me tobacco medicine and dey dry de
leafs and make dem sweot like sugar and feed me like candy.

"I 'member 0ld merster say war broke out and Capt. Collier's men
was a=drillin' right dere south of Woodville, All de wives and ¢hillen
watch dem drill, Dey was lots of dem, tut I couldn't count, De whole
sbebang from de town go watch dem,

*Four of de Goolsby boye goes to dat war and dey call John and
Ziby and Zabud and 3ldison, Zabud, he git wourded, no he git kilt, and
Addison he git v@hd. I worry den, 'cax?o i ain'¢ see no reason for
dem to have to die,

Rifter us free dey turn us loose in de woods and dat de bad time,
'causs most us Gidn't know where to ture. I wasn't raise to do nothin'
ead Y didn't kmow how, Dey didn't even give us a hoecake or a slics of
bacon,

"I's a June bride 59 year ago when I git married. De old white
Baptist preacher name Blacksheer put me and dat nigger over dere, Edgar
Bendy, togedder and us been togedder ever since. Us never have chick or
chile, I's such a good nuss I gness Je Lawd didn't want me to have
none of my own, 80's I could nuss all do otkhers and I 'spect I's nussed

most de white chillen and cullud, teo, here in Woodvills.
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SARAH BENJAMIN, 82, was born
a slave of the Gilberi family,
in Clavin Parish, kouisians,
In 1867 she married Cal Benj-
amin and they settled in Cors—
icana, Texas, where Sarah now
lives,

-

"1 is Sarah Benjamin and is 82 year old, ‘cause my maxmiy told
me I's born in 18Z5 in Clavin Parish in kouisiana, Her name was
Fannie and uny pappy's n-me was Jaék Ce&llahsn, There was jus'
three of us chillen and I's de oldest,

"Marse Gilbert wes tollable good to we'luns, anéd give us plenty
te ecal. He had a smekcheuse big as a church and it was full, and in
de big kitehen we all et, chillen and 2ll, De grown folks et first
and den de chillen, Did we have plenty of possums ard fish by de
barrels full! All dis was cooked in de racks over &e fireplace and
it were goed,

"Our’ clothes was all hemespun end de shoes mads by de shoemaker,
0l1d marse wanted all us to ge te church and if dey didn't have shoes
dey have semething like de meccasin,

"I don't know how magy sleves there was, but it was a lot, msybe

60 or 70, Dey werked hard every dey lcept Sunday. Iffen they was bad

they might git whuppin's, tut not too hard, not to de bloam, Iffen
dey wes still bad, dey puts.chains on dem and puts dem in de stocks,
'caase there wasn't no jzil there,

"Once when I's little, marse stripped me stark medern ngked and
puts me on de bleek, but he weuldn't sell me, ‘'cause he was bid eniy

$35_0.00 and he say ne, 'cause I was Zoed and fat,

nl"‘
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"De didn't larn us nethin! and iffen you did larn to writae,
~vou betler xeep it to yourse'f, lcause some slaves ot de thumb or finger
cut off for larnin' te write, 'hen de slaves come in from de fields dey
éidn't larn nothin', they jus' ge to bed, 'lessen de moonshine nights come
and dey eould work in de {obacco patch., De marséer give each cne de littls
tobacco patch and iffen he raised mere'n he could use he could s2l1 it,

"Cn Christmas we all hes de week vacation anéd maybe de dance,
We allus have de gran' dinner on dat day, ané ne whuppin's, But dey couidn't
leave de plantation withocut 24« pass, even on -Christmas.

"De women had to run de gin in de dartire and ds nan at night,
Dey fed de old gin from baskets and my memmy fed from éose Dbuskets £1l1 day
with de high fevef and dled dat night, She wouldn¥t tell de marster she sick,
fer fegr ske have te take de quinine,

"De dgy we was freed, de slaves jus' scattered, 'cepting me.
Missy Gilb»»t says I wasn't no slave ne more btut I had to stay and he'p her
for mv beard 'till I's grown., I stayed "till I was 'bout 16, den I runs
away and marries Cal Benjeomin, and we comes to Texas. Cal and uc has six

chillen, tut he died 'fore dey was (rown,

YT LT
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EX-SLAVE STORIES
(Texzs)

EX-SLAVE AUTOBIOGRAPHY

JACK BESS8S was born near Goliad, Texas
in 1854, a slave cf Steve Bess who was
& rancher, He worked with stock as a
very young boy and this was his duty
during and after the Civil War, es he
remalhed with his boss for three years
after emancipation: He them came to
old Ben Ficklin four miles soutbh of
the present San Angelo, Texas, when

it was the sounty ssat of Tom Green
County and before there was § San Ang-
elo. He continued his work on ranches
here and has never done any other kind
of work. For the past several years
he has been very feeble and has made
his home with & daughter in San Angelo,
Texas.

Jack who was assisted out of bed and dressed by his
grandson, hobbled in on his cane and said, "I was Jes' a

snall boy workin' on de ranch when I hear talk '‘bout con-
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scriptin' de men for de war what was agoin' to set de slaves
frea., We didn' know hardly what dey was & talkin' 'bout 'cause
ve knowed dat would be too good to be true. I Jjes' keeps on
workin' wid my hosses and my cattle (dere wasn't no sheep den)
Jes' like dere wasn't no war, 'ecause dat was all I ever knowed
how to do.

*Our ole marster, he wasn't so very mean to us, course
he 'whips us once and awhile but dat wasn't like de slave
holders what had dem colored drivers. Dey sho'/uas rough on
de slaves. I's been told lots 'boutvdc chains end de diffe'nt
punishments but our treatment wasn't so bad. Our beds was
pretty good when we uses dem. Lots of de time we Jjes' sleeps

on de groun', 'specially in summer.

®Our log huts was comfortable and we had some kind of
floors in all of dem. Some was plank and some was poles bu$
but dat was better den de dirt floors some cabins have.

"De ects we have was Jes' good eats, lots of meats and
vegetables and de like; 'possum and coon and beef and jﬂék
all cooked good. Our clothes was Jjes'! home spun like all de
oibers, |

*We didn' have such a big ranch and not many slaves
but we all gits glong. We learns a little 'bout readin®
and writin?', |

*I don't 'member any camp meetin's 'til after de war.
We had a few dem aid on Christmes times we jes' tears up
de country. Lardyt Lawd! Dat fiddlin' went on all night,
~ and we dence awvhile den lay down and sleeps, den gits up and

dances some mo'e., We would have big oakes and everything
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good to sat.

"¥hen we gits sick dey jes' gives us some kind of tea,
mostly made from weeds. Mos' of de time we gits well,

"When de news comes dat we was free our boss, he say,
*You free nowe' Course we was glad but we didn' know nothin'
to do but jes' stay on deresand we did 'bout three years and
de boss pays us a little by de month for our work,

"I's lef' dere den and comes to o0ld Ben Ficklin to
work on a ranch. Dat was before dere was any San Angelo,Texe
"as. I's been here ever since, jes' a workin' from one ranch
to another long as I was able, Now I's jes' stayin' 'round

wid my chillun and dey takes good care of me."

(B
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EX-SLAVE STORIES Psge One
(Texas)

ELLEN BETTS, 118 N, Live 0ak
St., Houston, Texas, is 84,

el ALl of her people and their
Qv masters came from Virginis
QQ’\ and settled in Louisiana

sbout 1853, Her grandparents
belonged to the Green family
and her parents, Charity and
William Green, belonged to
Tolas Parsons, XZllen lives
with friends gho support her,
Her sole belonging is =n o0ld
trunk and shs carries the key
on a string around her neck,

"I got borned on de Bayou Teche, clost to Opelousas., Dat in
VS't. Mary's Parisl;, in Louisisna, end I belonged to Tolas Parsons, what
had 'bout 500 slaves, countin' d= big ones snd de little ones, znd
he had God know what else, When my eyes jes! barely fresh open, Marse
Tolzas die and wiil de ull lot of us to he brother, William Tolas, And
I tells you dat Marse ¥illian am de greates' man what ever walk dis
earth, Dat's de truth. I can't lie on him when de pore men's in he
grave,

"When a whuppin' got to be done, old Marse do it heself, He
don't 'low no overseer to throw he gals down énd pull up dere dress and
whup on dere botioms like I hear tell some of 'em do. Was he still
1ivin' I 'spect one part of he hands be with him today. I knows I would,

"When us niggers' go down de road fclks say, 'Dem's Parson's niggers,
‘Don't hit one dem’niggers for God's sake, or Parsons sho'! eagt. vour jacket
up.!

| "Aunt Rachel what cook in de big house for Miss Cornelia had four
young"uns end dem chillen fat and slick as I ever seen. All de niggers

have to stoop to Aunt Rachel jes' like dey curtsy to Missy. I mind de

~1-
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tine Ler husbsnd, Uncle Jim, git ned snd Lit her over de head with de poker.

A big knot raise up on Aunt Rachel's head and when Marse 'quire 'bout it, she

_ sav she done bump de head, She dnssn't tell on Uncle Jim or Marse sho' beat

him, Marse sho!' proud dem bdlack, slick chillen of Rachels, You couldn't
find e yaller chile on he plrce., He sho' got no use for mixin' biéck and
wnite,

"Marse William have de prettiss' place up snd down dat bayou, with de
fine house ani fine trees asnd sech, From where we live it's five mile to
Centerville one way and five mile to Patterson t'other, Dey hauls de lumber
from one place or t'sther to make wood houses for de slaves, Somstime Marse
buy de furniture and sometime de carpenter make it,

"[iss Sidney wrg Marse's first wife and he had six bovs by her. Den
he marry de widow Cornelius and she give him four hows, %With ten chillen
springin' up quick like dat ond =211 de& cullud chillen comin' 'lons fast =s
pig litters, I den't do nothin' ~11 my days, but nuss, nuss, nuss, I nuss
80 many chillen it don= went 2-d stunted my growth and dat's why I ~in't
nothin' but hones to dis day.

"When de cullud women has to cut cane 2ll day till midnight come and
sfter, I has to nuss de bgbies for dem and tend de white chillen, too, Some dem
babies so fat and bi- I had to tote de feat while 'nother gal tote de head.

I was sech 2 1i']l one, 'bout seven or eight year old. De big folks leave
some toddy for colic and cryin' and sech and I done drink de toddy and let de
chillen have de milk, I don't know no better, Lawsy me, it a wonder I ain't

de bigges' drunker in dis here country, countin'! »11 de toddy I done put in

ny yvoung bell¥!
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"When late of night come, iffen dem babies woke up and bawl, I set
up a screech and out-scresch dem till dev shut dere mouth. De louder day
bawl de louder I bawl, Sometime when Marse hear de babiss cry, ha”come down
and say, 'Wily de chillan cry like dat, Ellen?' I say, 'Marse, I git so hongry
and tired I done drink de milk up.! 'When I talk sassy like dat, Marse jes!
shake he finger at me, 'cause he knowed I's a good one and don't let no little
mite starve,

"Nobody evér hit ne a lick. Marse ailus say bein' mean to de voung'uns
make cem mean when dey grows ﬁp and nobody gwineter buy a mesn nigger, Marse
don't even let de chillen go to de big cane patch, He plant little bitty patches
close to de nouse and each 1i'l nigger have a patch and he work it till it got
growed., Marse hawe de house girls maka ropcorn for 'em and candy.

"I nuss de sick folks too, Sometime I dose with Blue Mass pills 2nd
sometime Dr, Fawcett leave rhubarb and ipicac end calomel and castor oil and
sech, Two year after de war, I git marry and git chillen of mv owvm and den I
turn into de wet nuss, I wet nuss de white chillen 2nd black chillen, like dey
all de same color, Spmetime I have g white'un pullin' de one side andea black
one de other,

"I wantedvto git de papers for midwifin' but, law, T don't never have
no time for larnin'! in slave time, " If Marse cosch £. paper in vou hand he sho?
whop vou, He don't 'low no bright niggers 'round, he sell 'em gquick. He allus
say, 'Book larnin! don't raise no good sugar cane,! De only larnin' he 'low was

when dey larn de cullud chillen de Methodist catechism, De only writin' o nig-
"ger ever git, am wﬁen he git born or marry or die, den Marse put de nsme in de

big book, -3
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""Law, I 'lect de time Marse marry Miss Cornelia, He went on de
mail boat and brung her rrom New Orleans., Sne ae pretties' women in ae world
glmost, 'ceptin! sne nave ae bigges! moucu I nearly ever seed, He brung her

up to ae house snd 211 de niggers snd bovs and #irls and cats and dogs and sech

come and salute her, Dere she stand on de gallerv, with a purty wnite dress on

wiﬁn red stripes runnin' up and down., Marse say to her, 'Honey, see 31l de
black folks, dey 'longs to vou now.'! She wave to us and smile on us and nex!
day she give her weddin' dress to my mea, Dat de fines' dress I ever seen. It
wazs purple snd green silk and »1l de nigger gals wear dat dress when dey git
marry, My sister Sidney wore it znd Sarv and Mary.

"Miss Cornlia was de fines'! womsn in de world. Come Sundsv mornin' she
done put a bucket of dimes on de front gallery and stand dere and throw dimes to
de nigger chillen jes'! like feeain' chickens. I sho' rignt here to test'ty,
"cause I's right dere helpin' grab., Sometime she done put de washtudb of butter-
milk on de back gallery and us chillen bring us gourds and dip up dat good, ola
buttermilk till it 211 git drunk up, Sometime she fotcn bread and butter to
de back gallery and pass it out when it don't even come mealtime,

"Miss Cornelia éet my ma %0 cuttin'! patterns and sewin' right awsy. She
give all de women a holt ot linsey to make cloth¢s and ma cut de pattern. Us all
have de fine drawers down to de ankle, buttoned with pretty white buttons on de
bottom, Lawsy, ma sho! cut a mite of drowers, with sewin' for her eleven gals
and four bove, too. In de summertime we all git a bolt of blue cloth and white
tape for tfimmin', to make Sunday dresses, For de field, 211 de niggers git
homespun wiaat you mske jumpers out of. I 'lect how Marse say, 'Don't go into de

field dirty Mondav mornin'. Scrub youself and put on de clean jumper,'

-
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"Marse sho! good to dem gals and bucks what cuttin' de cane, Waen
dey git done makin' sugar, he give = drink cnll 'Peach 'n Honey' to de women
folk »nd whiskey and brandy to ds men, 4ind of all de dancin! an? csaperin!
you ever seen! MLy pa was fiddler and we'd cut de pigeon wing a=nd cut de buck
and every otuper kind of dance, Sometime pa git tired and sav he ain't gwineter
Play no more and us gals git busv and pop him corn and meke cand», so to 'tice
him to play more,

"Marse sho! turn over in he grave did he know 'bout some dat 'lessas,
Dem black boys don't care., I seen 'em pull rats out de sugar barrel and dey
taste de sugar and say, 'Ain't nothin' wrong with dat sugar. It still sweet,!
One day = pert ons pull a dead scorpion out de syrup kettle »nd he jms' lsugh
and say, 'Marse don't want waste none dis szyrup,' snd he lick de syrup right
off d=t scorpion's body and legs.

"Lawsv me, I seen thousands and thousands sugar barrels and kettles ot
syrup in my day. Lawd knows how much cane 0ld Marse have, To dem cuttin! de
cane it don't seen S0 much, but to dem what werk hour in, hour out, dem sugsar
cane flelds sho' stretch from one end de earth to de other, ldarse ship hogs
and hogs of suger doﬁn de bayou. I seen de river boats go 2own with big signs
what say, 'Buy dis here 'lzsses' on de side, And he raise a world ot rice ana
'taters and corn and pesnuts, too,

"When de work slight, us black folks sno have de balls and dinners =nd
sech. We git all day to barbecue mest down on de bevrou and de white folks come
down and eat long side de cullud. : -

"When a black gal marry, Marse marry her hisself in de bi: house.

Be marry 'em Saturdasy, so dey git Sunday off, too, One time de river hoat come

=5
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bearin' d€ license for niggers to git marry with, Marse chase 'em otf ~nd
say, 'Don't you come truckin' no no-count pspers roun' my niggers., When I
marry 'em, dey marry =s good ss if de Lawd God hisself marrv 'em and it don't
teke no paper to bind de tie,' Merse don't stand no messin' 'round, neither,
A gal) have to be of age and ask her pa and ma and Marse and Missy, and if dey
tgree, day éo ehead and git marry. Marse haveAde marry book to put de name
down,

"One time liarse take me 'long to help tote some chillen, He done
write up to Virginny for to buy fresh hands, Dev a 0ld men dat hobble 'long de
road and de chillen steri to throw rocks and de old man tun 'round to one
prissy one and say, 'Go on, young'un, vou'll be where dogs can't bark at vou
tomorrow, XNex' mornin' us cockin' in de kitchen and 211 a sudden dat 11i'l boy -
Js! crumple up dead on de floor, Law, we's scairt. Nobody ever bother dat
0ld man no more, for he sho' lzy de evil finger on -rou,

g "Marse's brother, Conrad, what was » widdyman, come to live on Ade
plantation and he had a 1i'l grl 'bout eight ?ear old, Ona.day she in de plun
orchard plavin' with a rattlesnske and Marse Conrsd have ce fit, De 1i'l gal
won't let nobody hurt dat snake and she play with him. He won't bite her,

She keeps him '‘bout three year, and she'd rub and gresse him.b One day he gt
sick end dev give him some brandy, but he die and old Doc pickle him in de
bottle of brandy., Dat gal git so full of grief dey take her tc de infirm'ry
in New Orleans and den one day she up and die,

"Dat snake ain't 211 what Doc Fawcett pickle, A slave woman give

birth t0 a baby gal what have two faces witn a strip of hair runnin' 'tween.
01d Doc Fawcett pickle it in de jar of brandy., 01d doc start to court Miss

G
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Cornelia when Marse die, bu~ she don't have none of him snd he done went
straight 'way and kill hisself,

"One day a 1i'l man (*Omn ridin' by on 5 1i'l dun hoss so fast vou
couldn't see dat hoss tall s-switchin', He whoopin' and hollerin'. Us nig-
gers 'gun whoop and holle-, too. "en first thing vou know de Yanks and de
Democrats 'sun to fight right dere, Dey 2 high 0ld mountain front Marse's
house and de Yanks 'gun pepper cannon ball down from de top dat hill. De
war met right dere.and dem Yanks and Democrats fit for twenty-four hours
strgight runnint,

"When de bullets starts rainin' down, Marse call us and slip us way
back into de woods, where it so black and deep., Next day, when de fight over,
Marse come out with great big wagons piles full ot mess-poke for us to eat,

Dat what us call hog mest, Us sho'! glad to 'scape from de Yankees,

"ifhen us driv back to de plantation, sech & siznt I never seen. Law,
de thin:s I caﬁ tell, Dem Yanks have kilt men =nd women. I seed babies vick
up from ce road with dere brains bust right out., One old man am drawin' weter
and a cannon ball shoots him right in de well, Dey draws him up with de fishin!
line, Dey's a 0ld sugsr boat out on de bayou with blood and sugar runnin'! long
side de busted barrels, *Lasses run in de bayou snd blood run in de ditches,
Marse have de great big orchard on de road and it wipe clean as de whistle,
Bullets wipe up everythin' and bust dat sugar cane all to pieces. De house sot
far back and 'scape de bullets, but, law, de time dev have!

"Dey's awful, awful times after dat. A4 o0ld cotton dress cost five dol-

lars and a pound of coffee cost five dollars and a pint cup flour cost six bits,

[y
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De Yanks 'round all de time and one dry thev comss right in de house where
Miss Cornelia eatin' ner dinner, Dey march 'round de table, jes' scoopin!
up meat and 'taters =nd grabhin' cornpone right and left. Miss Cornelia
doﬁ't say a word, jes' smile sweet as honay-cake, T reckon dem sojers might
a took de silv:r and sech only she charm 'em bv bein' s0 quiet snd lsdvlike,
First thing vou know dem sojers curtsy to Missv and take dareself right out
de door and don't come %back,

"Den it seem lixe Marse have all de trouble in de world. He bov,
Ned, die in e war énd William, vwhat name for he pa, drink bad =11 de tine.
And after de war cdem Ku Kluxérs wnat wear de false faces try to tinker with
Marse's niggers, One day Uncle Dave start to town énd a Kluxer ask him where
am he pass. Dat Kluxer ctout him but Uncle Dave outrun him in de cane, Marse
grab de noss and g0 'rest dat man and Marse a je2dse and he meke cat man pay
de fine for hittin' Uncle Dave., Aifter dey hears of dat, dem old pokr faces
sho! scairt of o0ld Marse and dev git out #rom Opelousas and stays out, When
me and my husbend, John, come to Texas de folks say dat Louisisna masters de
meanes'! in de world and I say right back at 'em dat dey is gocd and mean in
every spot of de earth., What more, de Louisiana masters free dere niggers
e year befo! any Texas nigger git free,

"Ynen *mancipation cdme, Ma-se git on e big tlock and say,
'You 211 is as free as I is, standin' right hers. Does vou want to stay
with me, vou can, snd I'1l pay vou for de work,' All de niggers cheer and
say deoy want to stay, but Marse die not long after and all us niggers scatter,

"I sho! llect dat day o0ld Marse die. He won't die till ma gits

there, He keep sayin', "Where's Charity, tell Charity to come," Dey fotch
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ma from de cone patch and she hold Marse's hand till h=s die, Us niggers
went to de g}aﬁeyard and us sho' c¢ry over old larse,

"Marse's brother, Goldhm, carries 2ll he hands bach to de free
country to turn 'em loose, He say de fre~ country am de onss wnest's yellin'
'bout slave times, so dey could jes! take care of de niggers, M;rse Golanem
so big dat when he stend in de door vou co. ldn't git by nhim, 'thout he sfnnd
gideways.,

"Low, times 2in't like dey was in slave days. All my ten chillen
is dead and my 2ld men gone, and now I reckqn my time 'bout 'rive, A1l I got

to do now =2m pray cde Lawd to keep me straight, den when de grest dav come,

I can msrch oe road to glory,

MR RN R R RN
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CHARLOITE BEVERLY was born a
slave to Captain Pankey's wife,
in Montgonery County, Texas.
She has lived most of her life
within a radius ot 60 miles
tran Houston, and now lives
with one of her children in a
little house on tne highway betwe
between Cleveland and Shepherd,
Texas, She does ndt know her
age, but appesars to be about
ninety,

"I's born in Montgomery County and I's the mudder of eleven
chillen, four gals and seven boys. My grandma come fram Alabema
and my daddy was Strawder Green and he belong to Col. Hughes. My
maw named Phyllis and she belong to Capt. Pmkey.

"There was 'bout forty niggers, big and little, on the
plantation, Lawd, they was good to us. Us didn' know nothin' 'bout
bad times and cutting snd whipping and slashing. I had to work in
the house and I 'member one thing I has to do was scrub Mistus' gol!
smuffbox twict a week., She kep' sweet, Scotch snuff and scmetimes
I takes a pinch out,

"We used to go to the white folks church and if us couldn'! git
in we'd stand round by the door and sing. Mistus wouldn' 'low us
dance on the place but they give us pass to go to danceon nex' plantation,
where my dadﬁy live,

"Every year they have bit Christnas dinner and ham snd turkey
and allue fsed us good, Us have Christmas‘party and sing songs. That

was sweat music,

"l'laréter have a lovely nouse, all ceiled and plastered. It was

a log house but it was make sitl veautiful ineide with mirrors and on

 the board was lots of silver and china and silver spoons with the gol!'

J‘.:i,-nin's/and‘part. of my job was to keep 'em sparklinm'.
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"Folks in them times cooks in the fireplace and my auntie, she cook,
She make 'simmon bresd and 'tater pone and the like, She mash up 'simmons
with butter and pour sweet milk and flour in it., That make good 'simmon
bread. We has skillets what was flat and deep and set on three legs,

"The slaves lived in little log houses and sleep on wood beds. The
beds was make three-legged. They make augur hole in side of the house and
put in pieces of wood to make the bed frame, and they put straw and cotton
mettress on them bed,

"01d marster used to let he slaves have a extry cotton patch to they-
selves and they work it by the moonlight. They could sell that cotton and
have the money for theyselves,

"My white mistus was a Christian and she'd own her God anywhere, She
used to shout, jus' sit and clap her hends and say, 'Hallalujsh.' Once I
seed her shout in churcn and I tninke something ail her and I run down the
eisle 2nd goes to fannin' her,

"One oftne slaves was a sort-a preacher and sometimes marster 'lowed
him to preach to tne niggers, but he have to preacn with a tub over nis
nead, 'cause ne git so happy he tzlk too loud, Somebody from tne big"
nouse ligble to come down and mske him quit 'cause nhe makin' 'sturbance.

"I brings water from the well and they have what they call piggirns,
and they was little tubs with two hendles, Mistus wouldn' 'low me to
do any heavy work,

"] see sojers and knits socks for 'em by moonshine. Me and my husben’
was married by a Yankee sojer. I was dress im white Tarleyton weddin!
dress snd I didn' wegr no hoop skirt. I had a pretty wreath of little

white flowers, little bitty, little dainty ones, the pretties' little
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things, When I marry, my sister merry too and our husben's was brudders.
My musban! dress in suit of white linen. He sho' look handsome., He
give me a g0l' ring and a cup and saucer for weddin' gif!', We git married
in Huntsville and us didn' go no weddin' journey trip., We was so poor we
couldn' go round the house! I's 'bout twenty some year when I marries, hut
I don! know jus' how old. | We has a big dence that night and tne white folks
come, 'cause they likes to see the niggers dence, )

"The white folks had interes' in they cullud people where I live, Some-
times they's as many as fifty cradle with little nigger babies in 'em and
the mistus, she look after them and take care of them, toc. She turn them
and dry thex herself. She hed a little gal git water and help. She never
had no chillen of her own., I'd blow the horn for the mudders of the little
babies to come in from the fields and nmurse 'em, in mornin' and afternoon.
Mistus fsed them what was old enough to eat victusls, Sohetimes, they
nanmies take them to the field and fix pallet om ground for them to lay
on,

"Phe las' word my old Mistus Pankey say when she die was, 'You take

cere of Charlette,!
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FRANCIS BLACK was born at
Grand Bluff, Mississippi, about
1850, on the Jim Carlton plan-
tation., When five years old,
she was stolen and taken to the
slave market in New Orleans,
Failing to sell her there, the
slave traders took her to Jef-
ferson, Texas, and so0ld her to
Bill ‘Tumlin, TFrancis stayed
with him five years after she
was freed, then maritied and .
moved to Cass County, Texas, "
She became blind a year ago,
and now lives at the Ragland 0ld
Folks Home, 313 Elm St., Texarkansa,
Texas.

"My name am Francis Black, and I don't know jes' how old I is,
but 'members lots 'bout them slave days. I waéva big gal, washin' and
ironint, when they sot the darkies free, PFrom that, I cal'late I'm in
ny eighties,

"I was born in Grand Bluff, in Mississippi, on 0ld ManCarlton's
plentation, and I was stole from my folks when I was @2 1171 gel and
. never seed thgp no more., Us kids played in the big road there in Mis-
‘siésippi, and one day me and.'nother gal is playin! up and down the
road and threg white men come 'long in a wagon. They grabs us up and
puts us. in the wagon and covers us with quilts., I hollers and yells and
one tﬁe men say, 'Shet up, you nigger, or I'1l kill vou.' I told him,
i1l me if you wants to - you stole me from my folks,'

"Them men took us to Néw Orleans to the big slave market. I had

long hair and they cut 1t off like & boy and tried to sell me, but I

tfald':t’ﬁm mn what 1aoks at;' mc, the men cut my hair off and stole me,
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"I never knowed what they done with the other gal, but they sold me to
Karse Bill Tumlin, what run a big livery stable in Jefferson, and I 'longed
to him till surrender. I 1lived in the house with them, 'cause they had & boy
and gal and I did for them, They bought me clothes and took gooé‘care of ﬁe:
but I never seed no money tillbsurrend;r. I et what they et, after they got
through, Missy say she didn't 'lieve in fesdin' the darkies scraps, likd
some folks.

ny playcd with them two chillen all day, then sot the table, I was so
" small I'd git in #lchair to reach the dishos’cut of the safe, I had to pull
a long flybrush overlthe teénle whilst the white folks et. ‘

"Marse Tumlin had @ farm 'bout four mile from town, and a overseer,
and I seed him buckle the niggers crost a log and whip them. Marse lived
in Jefferson, heself, and when hLe'd go to the farm.he allus took nis boyv
with him, WQ'd be playin' in the barn and Marse call from the house,
$Come on, Jimmie, we're gwine to the farm,! Jimmie allus say to me, 'Come
~on, nigger, iet's ride round the farm,! 1I'd say, 'I ain't no nigger,'

He"d say, 'Yes, you 1is. my pa paid $200. for you, He bought vou for to play
with m;.’ | | |
H"Jefferson\was 2 ggod tdwn ti11 it burned up. I 'members the dbig
| fire what looked like the whole town éwineter burn up. Marse Bill lost

his livery stable in the fire, N
‘ "The Yankee soldiers, all dressed in blue, come to run the ;own'
‘ ‘,}after the war, Marse Tumlin done told me I'm free, but I stays on till

I'n most growsd. Then I works round town and marries Dave Black, and we
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moved to Cass County. | raises six chillun but my old man done git so triflin’
and mean | quit him and worked for myself. | come to Texarkana to work, and
allus could earn my own livin’ till ‘bout a year ago | lost my seein’, and

Albert Ragland done took me in his home for the old folks. They gives me a
$10 a month pension now. They is good to me here and feeds us good.

*kkkkk
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OLIVIER BLANCHARD, 95 years old,
was a slave of Clairville La San, -
who owned a large plantation ia
Martinville Parish, Louisiana,
His father was a Frenchman and
Olivier gpeaks rather haltingly,
as though it is difficult for
him to express his thoughts in
English, for he has talked a
species of French all his life,
He lives ip Beaumont, Texas,.

]I was plowing and hoeing before the freedom and I talk more
of the French 'cause I comes from St. Martinville Parish, I wé.s born
there in Louisiana and my mama was Angeline Jean Pierre and she was
slave born., My papa was Olivier Blanchard and he white man carpenter
on old plantation. We belong to Clairville LeSan and all live on
that place, M; papa just plain carpenter tut could draw patterns far
houses, I don't know where he larn that work,

I was count freeborn and still have one white half sister
alive. When freedom come my mama and papa e¢plit up and mama get marry.

"I pick cotton and mema cook, She make koosh-koosh and cyayah~-
that last plain clabber. Mama cook lots of gaspergou and 'carp end
the poisson ami fish, with the long snout --what they call gar now,

I think it eel fish they strip the skin off and wrap round the hair
and make it curly.

"The Bayou Teche, it run close by and the women do all the
clothes with a big paddle with holes in it to clean them in the bayou.

They paddle them cleamn on the rocks and then wash them in the water,

-l
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"One time one big bayou 'gator come up and tite a woman's
ara off, She my sister in law, But they keep on washing the clothes
in the bayou just the same,

"We have plenty to eat and peaches and muscadines and pecans,
'cause there right smart woods aud swamp there, We play in the woods
and most time in the bayou on boats with planks what would float, We
had the good time and had a l1ittle pet czon, You know, the coon like
sweet things and he steal our syrup and when we chase him with the
switch he hide under the bed,

"My old missus was good Catholic and she have us christened
and naks the first communion, That not registered, 'cause it before the
freedom, but it were in old St, Martin's church, same old church what
stead now, Thére was 2 stdue of Pere Jean, the o0ld priest, in front
the church and one of St, Martin, toe,

"Plenty men from St. Martinville go to the war and Archie
DeBlieu, he go to Virginia and fight, The first one to pass our place
was John Well Banks snd he was a Yankse going up the Red River.

"Phe yellow fever came durin! that war and kill lots. All
the big plantation have the graveyard for the cullud people, That fever
80 bad they get the coffin ready before they dead and they so scared
that some weren't dead but they think they sre and bury them, There was
a white girl call Colene Somnier what was to marry Sundgy and she take
sick Friday before., She say not to bury her 1n the ground but they put
her there while they got the tomd ready. When they open the ground grave

to put her ia the tomd they find she buried alive mnd she eat all her own
" ‘shoulder and hand away. Her sweetheart, Gart Berrild, he see that corpse,
3=
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and hé €0 home and get took with yellow fever and die,
"They was the old lady what die, She was a terridble soul. Onme

time after she die I go x‘:nget water out of her rain barrel and I had
a lamp in one hand, That old lady's ghost blowed ocut the lamp ;nd slap-
ped the pitcher out my hand. After shs first die her lsdband put black
dress on her and tie up the jaw with a rag and my girl look in the room
and there that old lady, Liza Lee, sittin' by the fire., My girl tell
her mama and after three day she go back, and Liza lee bturied but my
wife see her sittin' by the fire, Then she sorry she whip the chile for
sayin' she saw Liza Lee, That 0ld lady, Liza Lee, was a tart and she
stay a tart for a long time,

"I marry 72 year ago im the Catholic Church in St. Martinville,
Ky wife call Adeline Chretien and she dead 37 year. We have seven
children but four live now, Frank my only boy live noxd, in Iowa, in

Louieians and my two girls live, Enziefe De Querive and Rose Baptiste.

BESSBRERERS
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JULIA ELANKS was born of a slave
mother and a three-quarter Indian
father, in San Antonio, in the
second year of tue Civil War, Her
mother, part French and part Kegro,
was owned by Mrs, Joon G, Wilcox,
formerly a Miss Donaldson, wno had
lived at tne Wnite House, and who
gave Julia to ner daughter, After
the glaves were freed, Julia contin~
ued to live with her mother in San
Antonio until, at fifteen, she mar-
ried Henry Hall, Five years later
her second marriage took place, at
Leon Springs, Texas, where she lived
- until moving to the Adams ranch, on
the Frio River, Hexs she raised her
family. After leaving the Adams ranch,
.Julia and Henry bought two sections or
state land, but after four years they
let it go back because of Henry's 111
health, and moved to Uvalds.

"I was born in San Antonio, in 1862, My mother's name

vas Rachsel Miller, I don't know if she was born in Tennessee

or Mississippi, I heard her talk of both places, I don't know
nothing sbout my fathner, because ne run orf when I was about
three monthe old., He was three-quarter cherbkee Indisn, They
wvere lots of Indlans then, and my msband's people come from
Savannah, Georgia, and he said they was lots of Indians there,
I had two sisters and one brother and the sisters are dead but
ny brother lives somewhers in Arizona, My motiher's master's

name was John C, Wilcox,

"When we was inall chillen, they hired my sisters out, but
not me, My gramdrather banght my grsndmother's time and they run

a lanndry houao. They hired my mtmr out, too.
"!en no, ny grandnothsr was treo born, but they stole her

P and nold hor te Iiu Bualdson. S”‘, was half rro,nch. She loocked

“lm
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Jes' like a French woman. She wasn't a slave, but she and her
brother were stolen and sold. She sald the stage coach used to
Pass her aunt's house, and one day she and her brother went down
to town to buy some buns, and when they were comin' back, the
stage stopped end asked 'em to ride. She wanted to ride, but her
brother didn't. But they kep' coaxin' ‘em till they got 'em in,
They set her down between the two women thet was iﬁ there and
set her brother between two men, and when they got close to the
house, they threw closks over their heads and told the driver to
drive as fast as he could, and he sure drove, They teken 'em to
Washin'ton, to the White House, and made her & present tc Mary
Wilecox (Miss Donaldson) and her brother to somebody else. Then
this woman married John C. Wilcox and they eome to Texas.

"she saw a cousin of hers when they got to Weashin'ton, and
she knew, after that, he had somethin' to do with her and her
brother bein' stolen. One day she found a piece of yellow money
end took it to her cousin and he told her it wasn't no good and
gave her a dime to go get her some candy. After fhat, she saw
gold money and knew what i1t was.

»gShe said she had a good time, though, when she was growing
up. They were pretty good to her, but after they came to San
Antonio, Mrs. Wilcox began bein' mesn. She kep' my mother hired
out ell the time and gave me to her daughter and my sister to
her son. My mother was kep' hired out all the time, cooking;
and after freedom, she just ook to washin' and ironin'., My
grendfather bought his time and my grandmother's time out, They
aidn't stey with her. |
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®Itve heard my mother talk about coffee. They roasted beans

end made coffee. She says, out on the plantetion, they would
take bran and put it in a tubd and have tem stir it up with water
In it and let all the white go to the bottom and dip it off and
strain it and mske sterch. I have made starch out of flour over
and often, myself, I haed four or five little girls; and I had .
to keep 'em like pins. In them days they wore little calico
dresses, wide and full and standin' out, end & bonnet to match
every dress.

"I‘used to. hear my greanémother tell about the good times
they used to have. They would go from one plantation to another
and have quilt{?s and corn huskints., And they would dance. They
didﬁ't have dances then like they do now. The white people would
give them things to eat. They would have to hoof it five or six
miles and didn't mind it.

®They had what they called patros, and if you didn't have
a pass they would whip you and put you in jeil. 01d Men Burns
was hired at the courthouse, and if the marsters had slaves that.
they didn't want to whip, they would send them to the ocourthouse
to be uhiﬁped. Some of the marsters was good and some wasn't.
There was & woman, oh, she was the meanest thing! I don't know
if she had a husband -- I never dld hear anything asbout him.
When she would get med at dne‘of her slave women, she would meke
the men tie her down, and she had what they called Ycat-o'-nine-
tails, anﬁ'afger she got the blood to come, she would dip it in
salt and pepper and whip her egeain. Oh, she was mean! Iy

-8-
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mothert*s marster was good; he wouldn't whip any of his slaves.
But his wife wasn't good. If she got mad at the women, when he
would come home she would sey: 'John, I want you to whip Lizs.-
Or Martha. And he would say, 'Them are your slaves, You whip
them.!' He was good and she was mean.

"Yhen my aunt would go to clean howe, she (Mrs., Wilecox)
would turn all the pictures in the house but one, the meanest
looking one ~- you know how it always looks like a plcture is
watching you every where you go -=- and she would tell her if
she touched a thing or left a bit of dirt or if she didn't do
it good, this picture would tell. 4nd she believed it.

"My grandmother told a tale one time. You know in slave
time they had an old woman to cook for the chillen. Cne day
they were going to have company. This woman that was the boss
of the 'place where the chillen was kept told the o0ld cullud
woman to teke & plece of bacon and gresse the mouths of all the
chillen. Then she told & boy to bring them up to these people,
snd the woman said: 'Oh, you must feed thess chillen good, Just
look at their mouths:' And the woman ssid, 'Oh, that's the way
they eat.' They didn't get meat often. That was Just'to make
them believe they had lots to eat.

"No. They were sut off from educetion. The way my step-
father got hls learning was & cullud blacksmith would teach
school at night, and us chillen taught our mother. She didn't
know how to spell or read or nothin'. She didn*t know B from

bull“s foot. Some of them were allowed to have church and some
didn*t. Mighty few read the Bible ‘'cause they couldn't read. As

-4~
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my mother used to say, they were raised up ss green as cucumbers,
Thet old blacksmith was the onlyist man that knew how to read
and write in slavery time that I knew of. My grandmother or none
of them knew how to read; they could cdunt, but that was all.
That's what makes me mad. I tell my grandchillen they ought to
learn all they can *cause the old people never had a chance. My
husband never did have any schooling, but he sure éould figger.
Now, if you went me to get tangled up, Jjust give me a pencil and
paper end I don't know notking."® She tapped her skull. "I
figger in my head! The chillen, today, ought to appreciaste an
education. .

*Oh, yes, they were good to the slaves when they were sick.
They would have the doctor come out and welt on them. uost
plantations had what they called an o0ld granny culluéd woman that
treated the chillen with herbs and such things.

nGames? I dont't know. We used to play rsp jacket. We
would get switches and whip one another. You know, after you was
hit several times it didn't hurt much. I*ve played a many time.
In slave time the men used to go huntin' a® night, and hunt

*possums end 'coons. <%Fhey would have a dog or two along. They

used to go six or seven miles afoot to corn huskin's and quiltin's,

And those off the other plantations would come over end join in
the work. And they would nearly always have a good dinner.
sometinmes s‘:i\m. of the owners would give 'em a hog or somethin'’
. nice to eat, but some of 'em didn't. ‘“ |

"Nom, I don't know if they run off to the North, but
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some of them runned off and stayed in the swamps, and they was
mean. <They called them runaways. If they saw you,they would
tell you to bring them something to eat. And if you didn't do
it, if they ever got you they sure would fix you.

"T don't know when my mother was set free. My husband's
marster's name was King. He was from Savannsh, Georgia, but at
the time was living close to Boerne. My hushand's father was
killed in the war. VWhen my husbénd was about ten yeers old, his
marster hadn't told them they was free. You know some of them
didntt tell the slaves they was free until they had to. After
freedom was declared, lots of people didn't tell the slaves they
were free. One morning, my husband said, he happended to look
out and he saw a big bunch of men coming down the road, and he
thought he never saw such pretty men in his life on them horses.
They had so many brass buttons on their clothes it looked like
gold. So he run end told his mams, and she looked and saw it
was soldiers, and some of t*em told the boss, and he looked and
saw them soldiers comin' in the blg gate and he called 'em in
guick, and told them they were free. S0 when the soldiers come,
they asked him if he had told his slaves they were free, and he
sald yes. They asked the Neég@es if they lived there, and they
seid yes. One said, ffHe just told us we was free.? ‘‘he soldiers
asked him why he had just told them, end he said they wasn't all
there and he was waiting for them all to be there.

v}y husband said he thought them was the prettisst bunch

of men he ever saw, and the prettiest horses. O0Of course, he

b=
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hadn't never saw any soldiers before. I know it looked pretty

to me when I used to see the soldiers at the barracks and hear

the band playin' and see them drillinr' and ever'thing. You see,

we lived on a little cross=street right back of st. Mary's Church

in San Antonio. 1 dontt know how that plece is now. where the

post office is now, there used to be a blacksmith shop and my

father worked there. L went back to San Antonio about fifteen

years ago and jes' took it afoot and looked at the changss.

"I was fifteen years old the first time I merried. It was
almost a run-a=way marriage. 1 was married in San Antonio. Iy
first husband's name was Henry Hell. My first wedding dress was
as wide as a wagon sheet. It was white lawn, full of tucks, and
had & big ruffle at the bottom, I had & wreath and a veil, tooe.
The veill had lace all around it. We danced and had a supper.

We danced all the dances they danced then; the waltz, square,
quadrille, polka, and the gallopade =-- and that's what it was,
all right; you shore galloped. You'd start from one end of the
hall and run clear to the other end. In those days, the women
with all them long trains -- the men would hold it over his arm.
No, Lord! Honeymoons wasn't thought of then., No'm, I never
worked out e day in my life.? Jokingly, *I guess they thought
I was too good looking. I was about twenty years old when I
married the second time. I was married in Leon Springs the
second time.

®Before we come out to this country from Leon Springs,

they was wild grapes, dewberries, plums and agaritas, bla ¢k haws,
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red haws. M-m-m! Them dewberries, I dearly love 'em! I never

did see wild cherries out here. I didn't like the cherries muech,

but they make fine wine. We used to gather mustang grapes end

make a barrel of wine.

"After I married the second time, we lived on the Adams
ranch on the ¥rio and stayed on that ranch fifteen years. Ve
raised all our chillen right on that ranch., I an ;aken for a
Mexkin very often. I jes' talk liexkin back to 'em. I learned
%o talk it on the ranch. As long as I have lived at this place,
I have never had a cross word about the chillen. All my neighbors
here is Mexkins. They used to laugh at me when I tried to talk
to the hands on the ranch, but I learned to talk like 'em.

"We used to have big round-ups out on the Adams ranch.
They had fences then. The neighbors would all come over and get
out and gather the cattle and bring *em in. Up at Leon Springs
at that time they dldn®'t have any fences, and they would have
big round-ups there. But after we come out here, it was differ-
ent. He would notify his neighbors they were goin' to gather
cettlie on a certain day. The chuck wagon was right there et the
ranch, that 1s, I was the chuck wagon. But if they were goin'
to take the cattle off, they would have & chuck wagon. They
would round up & pasture at a time and come in to the ranch for
their meals. Now on the Wallace ranch, they would always teke
& chuck wagcon., When they were gettin' ready tw start brandint
at the ranch, my husband always kep' his brandin' irons all in
the housetvhangin' up right where he could get his hands on 'em.
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Whenever they would go off to other ranches to gather cattle,

you would see ever' man with his beddin' tied up behind him on

his horse. He'd have jes' a small roll. They wouid always have

a slicker if nothin' else. Thet slicker answered for ever'thing
sometimes. Iy husband slep' many a night with his saddle under

his head.

"He used to carry mail from San Antonio to Dog Town, horse-
back. That was the town they used to call Lodi (Lodo), but I
don*t know how to spell it, and don't know what it means. It
was & pretty tough towm. The jail house was made out of 'dobe
and pickets. They had a big picket fence all around it. They
had a ferry that went right across the San Antonio River from
Floresville to Dog Town. I know he told me he come to & place
and they had a big sign %hat sald, 'Nigge, don't let the sun go
down cn you here.,' They was awful bad down in there. He would
leave Dog Town in the evenin' and he would get to a certain place
up toward San Antonio to camp, and once he stopred tsfore he got
to the place he always camped at. He said he didn't know what
made 'im stop there that time, but he stopped and took the sad-
dle off his horse and let *'im graze while he lay down. After a
while, he saw two clgarette fires in the dark right up the road
e little piece, and he heard a Mexkin say, 'I don't see why he's
so late tonight. He always gets here before night and camps right
there.!' He knew they was waylayin' tim, so he picked his saddle
up right easy and carried it furtther back down the road in the
brush and then come got his horse and took him out there and

sgddled tim up and went away 'round them Mexkins. He went on in
4-9‘



Ex-slave Autobigraphies -- Julia Blanks PagetTen 4{32
(Texas) |

to Sen Antonio and didn't go back any more. A white men took the

mail to carry then and the first trip he made, he never come back.

He went down with the mail and they found the mail scattered

somewhere on the road, but they never found the man, or the horse,
either.

"On the Adams ranch, in the early days, we used to have to
pack water up the bank. You might not believe it,’but one of
these sixty-pound lard cans full of water, I've a-carried it on
my head many a time. We had steps cut into the bank, and it was
a good ways down to the water, and I'd pack that can up to the
first level and go back and get a couple a buckets of water, and
carry a bucket in each hand and the can on my head up the next
little slantin' hill before I got to level ground. I carried
water that way till my chillen got big enough to carry water,
then they took it up. When I was carryin' water in them big cans
my head would sound like new leather -- you know how it squesks,
and that was the way it sounded in my head. But, it never did
hurt me. You see, the Mexkins carry loads on their heads, but
they fix a rag around their heads some wey to help balance it.
But I never did. -I jes* set it up on my head and carried it
that way. Oh, we used to carry waterl My goodness! My'mother
sald it was the Indian in me -~ the way I could carry water.

nfhen we were first married and moved to the Adams ranch,
we used to come here to Uvalde to dences. They had square dances
then. They hadn't commenced all these frolicky dances‘they have
now, They would have a supper, but they had it to sell. Every
fellow would have to treat his girl he danced with.
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"I can remember when my grandfather lived in a house with
a dirtv floor, and they had a fireplace. And I can remember just
as well how he used to bake hoecekes for us kids. He would rake
back the coals and eashes real smooth and put a wet papef down on
that and then lay his hoecgke down on the paper and put another
peper on top of that and the ashes on top. I used.to think that
was the best bread I ever ate. I tried it a few times, but I
made such a mess I didn*t try it any'more. One thing I have seen
*em meke, especially on the ranch. 7You teke and clean a stick
and you put on a piece of meat and piece of fat v111 you teke and
use up the heart and liver and swéetbread and other meat and put
it on the stick amd wrep it around with leaf fat and then put the
milk gut, or marrow gut, around the whole thing. They call that
macho (mule), and I tell you, it's good. <They make it out of a
goat and sheep, moStly. | |

vAnother thing, we used to have big round-ups, and I have
cooked great pans of stesk and mountain orshters. Generally, at
the brandin®' end markin', I cooked up many & big pan of mountain
orshters. I wish I had a nickel for ever' one I've cooked, and
ate too! Péople ffqm\up North have come down thére, end, when
they were brandin' end cuttint' caelves there, they sure did eat
and enjoy that dinner.

®Phe men used tO go up to the lake, fishin', and eatch big
trout,'or bass, they call 'em now; and we'd teke big buckets of
butter -- we didn*t take a ssucer of butter or a poundi; we taken
butter up there in buckets, for we sure had plenty of it -- and
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we'd take lard too, and cook owr fish up there, and had corn

bread or hoe cekes and plenty of butter for ever'thing, and it

sure was good. I tell you -- like my husband used to say -- we

was livin' ten days in the week, then.

"When we killed hogs, the meat from last winter was hung out-
side and then new meat, salted down and then smoked, put in there,
and we would cook the o0ld bacon for the dogs. We elweys kep' some
good dogs there, and anybody'dl tell you they was alweys fat. Ve
had lots of wild turkeys and 1 raised turkeys, too, till I got
sick of Gookin' turkeys. Don't talk gbout deer: You know, it
wasn't then like it is now. You could go kill veniqﬂon any time
you wanted to. But I don't blame ‘tem for passin' thet law for
people used to go kill 'em and Jjes®' take out the hams and tender;
loin and leave the other layin' there. I have saved meany a sack
of dried meat to keep it from spoilin:'.

"fJe would raise watermelons, too. We had a big field three
mile from the house and a ninety-acre field right in the house.

We used to go get loads of melons for the hogs and they got to
where they didn't eat anything but the heart.

"T used to leave my babies at the house with the older
girl and go out horseback with my husband. iy oldest girl used
to take the place of a cowboy, and put her hair up in her hat.
And ride! My goodness, she loved to ride! They thought she was
a boy. She wore pants and leggint's. And maybe you think she
couldn't ride!

‘wAfter we left thet ranch, we took up some state land. I
couldn't tell you how big that place was. We had 640 in one place
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and 640 in another place; it was a good big plece. After my
husband got sick, we had to let it go back. We couldnﬁt pay it
out. We only lived on it ebcut four years.

iy husband has been desd about nineteen years. I had a men
full and a half of chillen. I have four livin' chillen, two girls
and two boys. I have a girl, Carrie, in Celifornies, wrkin' in
the fruilt all the time; one boy, George, in Arizona, workin' in
the mines; and a girl in Arizons, iLavinia, weshes 2and irons and
cooks and ever'thing else she can get at. And I have one boy here.
I have ten grandchillen and I've got five greast grandchillen.

"I belong to the Methodist Church. 1 joined about twenty-
five years ago. iy husband joined with me. But here, of late
years, when I go to church, it makes me mad to see how the people
dg;}he presacher up there trying to do all the good he cen do and
thém settin' back there laughint and talkin'. I was beptized.
There was about five or six of us baptized in the Leona down here.

"People tell that ('ve got plenty and don't need help. Even
the Mexkins here and ever'body say I've got money. Jes' because
we Rad that farm down there they think I come out with money. But
what in the world would I want with money if 1 didn*t use 1it? I
can't taikke it with me when I die and I could be gettin' the use of

t now while I need it. I could have what I want to eat, anyway.
I'm gettin' & little pension, but it ain't near enough to keep us.
I've got these two grandchillen here, and things is so high, too,
so I den't have enough of enything without skimpin®' all the time.
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ELVIRA BOLES, 94, has outlived nine
of her ten children. She lives at
3109 Menzana St., El1 Paso, Texzs,
with her daughter, Minnie, She was
born & slave of the Levi Rey family
near Lexington, Mississippi, and was
s0ld as a‘'child to Elihn Boles, a
neighbvoring plantation ower, During
the last year of the Civil War she -
was brought to Texas, with other ref-
ugee slaves,

"I Jus! 'member my first marster and missus, 'cause she don!
want me there., I'se a child of the marster. Dey didn' tell me
how old I was when dev sold me to Boles, My missus sold me to
Boles, Dey {uk us tb where dere was a he;p of white folks down
by the court house and we'd be there in lots and den de whites
'ud bid for us, I don' know how 0ld I was, but I washed dishes
and den dey put me to work in de fields, We don' git = nickel in
slavery,

"Marster Boles didn' have many slaves on de farm, dbut lots
in brickyerd. I toted brick back snd put 'em down wﬁere dey hed
to be, Six bricks each load 2ll day. Thot'!s de resson I gin't
no ‘count, I'se worked to death, I fired de furnzce for three
yvears., Stan'in' front wid hot fire on my face, Hard work, dut
God was wid me, We'd work 'till dark, quit awhile after sundown,
Merster was good to slgves, didx' believe in Jus! 1a§hin' lem, He'd
not be drutel but he'd kill 'em dead right on the spot. Overseers

'ud git after 'em and whop 'em down,

ol
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"I'se seventeen, maybe, when I married to slave of Boles.
ferried on Saturdsy night., Dey give me a dress »nd dey hrd things to eat,
let me have something like whot vou c=211 a party. e Just had common
clothes on, And then I h=d to work every day. I'd leave my baby cryin!?
in»de vard ond he'd be cryin', but I couldn' st=y. Done evervthing tut
split reils, I've cut timter =nd ploughed. .Done everything a man could
do. I couldn' notice de time, hut I'd be glad to git back to my baby.

"Log cabins hsd dirt flcor, sometimes plankin' down. I
worked late and mrde pretty quilts., Sometimes dey'd let us have a party.
Seturday nights, de white people give us meat =nd stuff., Give us syrup
end we'd make cendy, out in de vard, #e'!d ask our frien's and dsnce all
night. Den go to werk next day. We'd clean off de yard and dance out
dere., Christmzs coue, dey give us a big eggnog afdd give us cake. Our
white folks did, White folks chillen had bought candy. We didn' git any,
but dey let us play wid de white chillen. We'd play smit. Whoever beat
wid de cards, he'd git to smut you., Take de smut from fifeplace snd rub
on your face,

"Doctor take care of us iffen we sick, sol's git us well to
git us to work,

WIffen dey had a pretty girl dey would take 'em, and I'se one

of 'em, and my oldest child, he boy by Boles, almost white.

[' "We had to steal away at night to have church on de ditch bank,
f and crawl home on de belly. Onée overseers heered us prayin', give us

one day each 100 lashes,

5
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"Den when de Yankees come through, dey 'ud be good to de slaves,
to keep 'em from tellin' on 'emv. Preedom was give Jen., 1, 1865, but de stz
slaves didn'! kmow it ‘till June 19, e'se refugees., Boles, cur mereter,
sent us out rznd we come from Holmes County to Cpherokee County in a wagon.
We was a dodgin! in und out, runnin' from de Yankees, LMorster said dey
was runnin?! us from de Yankees to keep us, but we was free and didn' know
it., I lost my baby, its buried somewhere on dat road, Died at Red River
and we left it, De white folks go out and buy foad 'long de road »nd hide
us, Dey say we'd never be free iffen day could git to Texas wid us, but
de people in Texas tol! us we's free, Den marster turn us loose in de
world, without a penny. Oh, dey was awful times, We jus! worked from
place to place after freedom,

Wfhen we started from Mississippi, dey tol! us de Yankees 'ud
k111l us iffen dey foun' us, and dey sgy,'You ain't got no time to take
nothin' to whar ryou goin'. Take your little bundle and leave all you hes
in your house,! So when we got to Texas I jus' had one dress, what I had
on, Dat's de wey all de cullud people was fter freedom, never had nothin!
but whot had on de back., Some of dem had right smart in dere cabins, bdut

they was skeered »nd dey lef! everything., Bed clothes and =11 vou had was

lef!, We didn' know any better den, "
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BETTY BORMER, 80, was born a slave to
Col. M.T.Johnson, who farmed at John-
son Station in Tarrant County. He
owned Betty's parents, five sisters
_ end four brothers, in addition to
;gg‘ about 75 other slaves, After the
: family was freed, they moved with
S‘; the other slaves to a piece of land
Col, Johnson allowed them the use of
until his death, Betty lives in a
negro settlement at Stop Six, a sub-
urb of Fort Worth.

"I'se bo'n April 4th, in 1857, at Johnson Station, It was
named after my marster. He had a big farm, I'se don' know how
meny acres. He had seven chillen; three boys, Ben, 'gom end Mart,
end four girls, Elizabeth, Sally, Roddy end ¥eanna.

"Marster Johnson was good to us cullud folks and he feeds us
.:oo;’ He kep' lots of haw;s,' dat makes de meat. In de smokehouse
am hung up meat enough for to feed de army, it looks like, We'uns
have 2ll de clothees we need and dey was made on de plece, My mammy
sm de sewing women and my pappy am dc shoemaker. My werk, for to
miss de small chillen of de marster,

"On Sat'dsy we's let off work and lots de time some of us come
to Fort Worth wid de marster and he gives us a nickel or a dime for
to tuy cendy.

"Dey whips de niggers aometimes, but 'twarn't hard. You know,
de nigger gits de devilment in de head, like folks do, sometimes, and
de marster have to larn 'em better, He done dat hisself and he have

no overseer., No nigger tried run away, 'cause each family have a cabin
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wid bunks for to sleep on and we'uns all live in de quarters., Sich
nigger as wants to larn read and write, de marster's girls and boys
larne 'em. De girls larned my suntie how to play de pisno,

"Dere am lots of music on dat place; fiddle, banjo and de
plano. Singin,' we had lots of dat, songs like Ole Black Joe and
'ligious songs and sich. Often de marster have we'uns come in his
house and clears de dinin' room for de dance. Dat am big time, on
speciel occazion, Dey not calls it 'dance! dem days, dey calls it de
'vall, !

%Sho!, we'uns goes to church and de preacher's name, it was
Jack Ditto.

"Durin! de war, I notices de vittles am 'bout de same. De
soldiers come dere and dey driv! off over de hill some of de cattle
for to kill for to eat., Once dey took some hosses and I hears marster
sy dem was de Quantrell mens, Dey comes several times and de marster
don' like it, but he cain't help it,

"When freedom come marster tells all us to come to front of de
house, He am standin' on de porch. Him 'splains 'bout freedom and
sgys, 'You is now free and can go whar you pleases,' Den he tells us
he have larned us not to steal and to be good and we'uns should 'member
dat and if we'uns gets in trouble to come to him and he will help us,
Fe sho' do dat, too, 'camse de niggers goes to him lots of times and
he always helps,

"Marster says dat he needs help on de place and sich dat stays,

he'd pay 'em for de work, Lots of dem stayed, but some left, To dem

Den
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dat leaves, marster gives a mule, or cow and sich for de atart., To
my folks, marster gives some land., He doesn't give us de deed, but
de right to stey till he dies.

"Sho', I seen de Klux after de war but I has no '§perience
wid 'em. My uncle, he gits whipped by ‘em, whet for I don' know
*2actly, but I think it was 'bout a hoss, Marster sho' rave 'bout dat,
'cause my uncle weren't tc blame,

"When ce Klux come de no '‘count nigger sho mske de scatter-
ment. Some climb up de chimney or jump out de winder and hide in de
dvgout and sich,

"De marster dies 'bout seven years after freedom and every-
body sorry den, I never seen such a fun'ral and lots of big men from
Austin comes, He was de blessed man!

"I married de second year after de T.,P, railroad come to
Fort Worth, to Sem Jones and he work on de Burk Burnett stock ranch,
I'se divoreeted from him aftar five years and den after 12 more yeers
I marries Rubbin Felps., My las' msban' s name” Joe Bormer, but I'se
never married to the father of my only chile, His name am George Pace,

"I allus gits long fair, 'cause after freedom I kseps on workin'
doin' de mussin?!, Now I'se gittin'! 'leven dollars from de state for
pension, and gits it every month so now I'se sho' of somethin' to eat

and dat makes me happy.
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HARRISON BOYD, 87, was born

in Busk County, Texas, a slave
of Wash Trammel. Boyd remained
with his master for four years
after emancipation, then moved
to Harrison County, whers he
now lives, His memory is poor,
but he menaged to recall a few
incidents.

"I was fifteen years when they says we're free. That's the age my

0ld Missy done give me when the war stoppedf She had all) us niggers' ages
in a2 book, and told me I was bora near Hendersom, My 014 Marse was Wesh
Trammel arnd he brunged me and my mama and papa from Alabama. Mama was
named Juliet and papa,Amos, Marse Trammel owned my grandpa and grandma,
too, and they'was named Jeanette and Joéh.
"The plaatation,raQ two made into one, and plenty big, amd more'n
2 hundred slaves to work it, Marse lived in a hewed log house, weather-
boarded out and in, and the quarters was good, log houses with bed railinm's
hewed out of logs, We raised everything we et, 'cept sugar, and Marse
bought that in big hogsheads, Welgotvcur week's ratioms every Sunday, and
when we went to eat, everybody's part was put out to them on a tin plate.
“Marse Trammel give a big cornshucking every fall.. He had twe hottom
fields iz corn. First we'd gather peas and cushaws and pumpkins out the
. corn field, then gét the corn and pile it front the cribs.” They was two
big cribs for th; corn we kep' to use and five big cribs for sale cors.
My uncle stayed round the sale corn cribs all spring, till ginnin?! time,
lcause folks come for miles after corn., Marse had five wheat cribs and
one rye crib., We went ten mile to Tatum t6 git our meal and flour ground.
"The patterrollers darza't come 'bout our place or bother us niggers,

Marse Wesh allus say, iI'll patterroller my own place.' Marse was good to
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us and omly once a Ooverseer bsat a women up a trifle, and Marse Trammel fired
him that same day.

"The sojers 'fiscated lots of corm from Marse and some more owners
in Rusk Cgunty piled comn up in a big heap and made me go mind it till the
rest the sojers got thers, I was settin' top that corn pile, me and my big
bulldog, and the General rode up. My dog growled snd I made him hush. The
General man say to me, 'Boy, vou is 'scused now, go on home,' I got to a fence
and looked back, and that General was hewin' him a hoss trough out a log. The
sojers come in droves and set up they camp. I sot on a stump and watched them
pass, They stayed three, four days $ill the corn was all fed up.
| "While they's camped there they'd cotch chickens. They had a fishia'
pole and line and hook, They'd put a grain of corn on the hook and ride on
they hoss and pitch the hook out 'mong the chickens., When a chicknn swallowed
the corn they'd jerk up the line with that chicken and ride off,

"Marse had six hundred bales cotton in the Shreveport wareiouse when was
was over, He got word them Yankees done take it on a boat, He got his brother
to take him to Shreveport and say, 'I'l]l follow that cotton to Hell and back.'
He followed his cotton to Alabama and got it back, but he died and was buried
there in Alabama 'fore 0ld Missy kmowed it.

"I stayed with her four yearaAafter surrender and then went to farmin'
with my fobks, for $10.00 & month, After a year or two I went to railroadin’',
helping cut the right-of-way for the T. & P, Rsilroad, from Marshall to Long-
view, They paid us $1.50 the day and thre» drinks of whiskey a day.

' ... "I marries four times but had omly one child,bu t I never done nothin'

'citin'. I lives by myself now, and gits $11.00 pension to eal on,
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ISSABELLA BOYD was bora a
slave of Gus Wood, in Rich-
mond, Vu., who moved to Toxas
by boat before the (Civil War,
Isadella still lives in Beau-
mont,

"Lemme see, I come from Richmond, Virgiamy, to l'exa;é. Massa
Gus Wood was my owner and I kin recollect my white folks, I's born
in dat country and dey brought me over to Richmond and my papa and
mema, too. I was jus'! 'bout big 'mough to begin to 'member.

*I come from Richmond yere on de boat, sometime de steamdoat,
sometime ’de big boat. ¥When we left New Orleans dat evenin'! we struck
a big storm. Us git on dat boat in Richmond and went floatin' down
to de big boat dat mornin', Looks like it Jjus' fun for us, ut every
time we look back and think "bout home it make us sad.

"I bad a dear, good mistus and my boss men, he furnish a house

for he servants, a purty good house, And dey had a place for de Sunday

School, Dem was good times, De mistus coock dinner and send it down
for de old folks and shilen to have plenty.

"y mistus kep' me right in de house, right by her, sewing.
I could sew 80 fast I git my task over 'fore de others git started
good,

"Lhots of times when de gals wants to go to de dance I he'p

mals de dregses, I 'member de pretties? ome like yesterday. It

. have tucks from de waist to de hem and had diamonds cut all in de

skirt,
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*Our boss man was 'ticular 'bout us being tended to and we
was well took care of, He brung us to Beaumont when it was de plumbd
mud hole, and he settle down and try to build up and make it a go.

¥Mases Wood hs allus takes ds paper and one night they set
up de long time and do dey readin!, Next mornin' d¢ old cook women,
she say, 'Well, dey have de big war, and lots of dem wounded,' Befo'
long ue has to take care of some dem wounded soldiers, and dey has de
camp place near us, Dey all camp 'round dere and I don't know which
was de Yankees and de 'federates.

"When we all gits free, dey's de long time lettin' us know,
Dey wants to git thro.gh with de cor: and ds cotton Befo' dey let's
d® hands lcose, Dey wes people from other plantations say, '¥iggers,
you's free and yere you workin',' Us say, 'No, de goy'nent tell ue when
we's free.' We workin' one day when sonobgésr\ from Massa Grissom place
come by and tell us we's free, and us lﬁcp workin’. Dey tell us to go
on workin' and de bdoss man he come up and he say he gwine knock us off
de fence if we don't go to work, Mistus come out and say, ‘'Ain't you
&wine make dem niggers go to work?' He send her back in de house and
he call for de carriage and say he gcin' to town for to see what de
goviment goin' do, Nex' day he come back and say, 'Well, you's jus!
as free as I is,}

“He say to me I ocould stay and cook for dem, and he give me
five dollar a month and & house to stay in and all I kin eat. I steys

de month to do dere work,
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WAfter dat I wishes sometimes dat old timess is back Ygain,
I likes to be free, but I wasn't used to it and it was hard to know how
to do, I 'members de dances we has in de 0ld times, when we makes de
masic with banjc znd other things, Some de good massas 'lowed de niggers
dance in de back yard and if we goes over dere without de pass de patter-
roles gits us maybe, One time my papa he runnin' from dem patterroles and
he run slap into de yocung massa and he say, 'Oh, you ain't no nigger, I
kin tell by de smell,!

"Dat mind me of de ghost story dey- used to tell 'bout de ghosties
what live in de dig bBridge down in de hollew, De niggers day say dat
ghostie make too much noise, with all he hollerin' and he rattlin' dem
chain, So dat nijht one us niggers what dey call Charlie, he say he ain't
'fraid and he gwineter git him a ghostie, sho' *mough., Us didn't believe
him but purty soon us hears right smart wrastlian'’ with de chains «nd hol-
lerin' down by de bridge and after 'while he come and say he git de best
of dat ghostie, 'cemse he ain't got strength like de man,

"Me and my 0ld man us have twelve chillens altogedder, My
busban' he come from South Car'lina whar dey eats cottonseed. I used to

Joke him 'bout it. I allus say Virginny de bdest, 'cause I come from dere,
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JAMES BOYD was born in Phantom Valley,
Indian Territory, in »n Indian hut,

A man named Sanford Wooldrige stole him
and brought him to Texas, somewhere
near Waco. James does not know his
age, but thinks he is a undred vears
or more 0ld, He now lives ir. Itasca,,
Texas, —

Wits born in dat Phantom Valley, in de Indien Territory, what
am now call Oklahoma, Us live in = Indian hut. My papoy Blue Bull Bird
and mammy Nancy Will. She come to de Indian Territory with Santa Anna,
from Mississipni, and pappy raise in de Territory. I don' 'member much
'bout my folks, 'cause I stole from dem when I a real 1i'l feller, I's
a=-fishin'! in de Cherokee River and a man name Sanford Wooldrige come Dy.
You see, de white folks and de Indians have de fight 'bout dat dey. I's
on de river and I heared yellin' and shootin' and folkses runnin' and I
slips into son® bresh right near. Den come de white man and he say,
'Everybod+ kilt, nigger, and den Indians gwine kill you iffen day cotch
vou. Come with ne and I ain't 'low dem hurt vou.' So I gnes witia him.

"He brung me to Texas, but I don't know jus' where, 'cause I
didn't xnow nothin' 'bout dat place. Massa Sanford good to us, but look
out for he missus, she sho'! tough on nigers, Dere 'bout 1,600 acres
in de plantation and de big house am nice. When de niggers wouldn't
work dey whup 'em. Us work éll~week and sometime Sunday, iffen de crops
in a rush. Massa not much on presents or money but us have warm clothes

and plenty to eat and de dry place to live, and dat more'n lots of

niggers has now,
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"Sometime us have de corn huskin' and dere a dollar for de one -
what shuck de mos! corn. Us have de big dance 'bout twict a year, on
Christmas and sometime in de summer, When de white folks have dere big
balls us niggers cook an& watch dem dance, Us have fun den.

"I likes to think of dem times when us fish all de hot d;y or hunts
or jus' lazed 'round when de crops am laid by. I likes to shet de eyes
and be back in 0ld times and hear 'em sing, "Swing, low, 3weet Chariot.!
I can't sing, now vou knows can't no 0ld man singz what ain't got no teef
or hair, I used to like to swing dat 'G§nie,Reel and I's spry and young
den,

"Dere's lots I can't 'member, 'cause my mem'ry done gone weak like
de res' of me, but I 'member when us free us throw de hats in de air and
holler. 014 massa say, 'How vou gwine eat and git clothes and sech?!
Den us sho' scairt and stays with us white folks long as us can, But 'bout
a year after dat I gits dé job:punchin' catt’e on a ranch in South Texas.
I druv cattle into Kansas, over what de white folks calls de Chissum Trail.
I worked lots of cattle and is what dey call a top hand. I's workin' for
Massa Boyd den, and he gits me to drive some cattle to Mexico. He say
he ain't well no more and for me to sell de cattle and send him de money
and git de job down dere, I goes on down to Mexico and do what he say,
I marries a gal name Martina in\1869, down in Matemoras. Us have four
chillen and she die, Dat break me up and I drifts back to Huntsville.

"I done change my name from Scott Bird, what it am up in de Territory,

and make it James Boyd, 'cause I done work for Massa Bovd. I's gwine be

'bout 108 year old in next January, iffen de Lawd spare me dat long.
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"After I been in Huntsville awhile, I marries Emma Smith but us
only stay together 'bout a year and a half. Wasn't no chillen. Den I
drifts to Fort Bend County and dere I marries Mary McDowd ané us have
two chillen., She die with de yellow fever and off I goes forfBurleson
County. Dere I marries Sally lcDave and she quits me after us have three
chillen. Down in old Weshington County I marries Frances Williams and
us lived together till 1900, Dere am no chillen dere, Den 1 goes to
Austin after she die and marries Eliza Bunton in 1903, Us have eight
chillen and she die in 1911, Den I comes to Hill County and marriesr
Mittie Cahee in 1916, She quit me., In 1924 I marries Hegnr Price clost
to Milford. Us live together now, in Itasca. Us didn't have no chillen,
but dat don't matter, 'cause I's de daddy of !'hout twenty already.

"I mos! allus wore de black suit when I marries., Jes! seemed
more dressed up like. Some my wives wear white and some colors, didn't
mgke much &iff'rence, Qo dey a likely lookin' gal for me., Sometime it
am a preacher and sometime it am Jestice of Peace, but de fust time it
am Catholic and priest and all.

"Talkin' 'bout gll dis marryin', I mos' forgit to show you my
scar, I fit in dat‘freedom war 'long side Massa Sanford and got shot.
Dat bullet go through de breast and out de back and keep me six months
in de bed. De fust battle I's in am at Halifax, in North Car'lina,

Us git de news of freedom when us =t Viec«<sburg, in Mississippi. Mos!
us niggers 'fraid say much. De new niggers 'spect de ~ov'ment give

dem de span of mules and dey be rich and not work. But dey done larn
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a2 lot dese past years., Us am sho' slaves now to hard work, =nd lucky iffen
us git work, Lots dem nigge s figgers dey'd git dere massa's land, but
dey didn't. Dey oughts of knowed dey wouldn't. Wern't no plantetion ever
divided I knowed of, but sdme de massas give de oldest slaves 2 1i'l piece

land.

"After de cattle days done gone, I farms in Hill County. I works
twelve year for Massa Claude Wakefield, right near Milford, too. De o0ld
men ain't due to live nowhere long =nd I's gittin' 'bout ready to cross
de river, 1I's seed 2 heap of dis here earth and de people in it, but I
tells yvou it am ého' hard time now., Us is Qld and cripple! and iffen
de white folks don't holp us I don't know what us gwine do.

"Some dese voung niggers gone plumb wild with dere cigars and
cars and truckin' =nd jazzin' and sech. Some g0 to school and larn like
white folks and teach and be real helpful. But talk 'bout workin' in
slave time -- 'twarn't so usrd as now, Den wou fuss 'cause dere's work,
now vou fuss 'cazse dere ain't no work, But den us have somethin' to
eat and wear and a place to sleep, and now us don't know one day what
gwine fill us tomorrow, or nothin!,

"I'd sho' like to shake Messa Boyd's hand sgain end hear him
cbme singin' down de lane. Us hear him sing or whistle long 'fore he
git dere and it mighty good to see him, De slaves allus say, 'I's gwine

‘way tomorrow,'! and I guess I's gwine 'way pretty soon tomorrow.

SPRRRRE
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JERRY BOYKINS, spry and jolly at

the age of 92, lived with his aged
wife in their own cabin at 1015
Pluam St.,, Abilene, Texas, He was
born a slave to John Thomas Boykin,
Troupe Co,, Georgia, 80 miles from
Lagrange, Ga. His master was a very
wealthy plantation owner, working
1,000 slaves,

g

Zo.

"I been well taken care of durin' my life, When I was

young I lived right in de big house with my marster, I was houseboy,
My mother's name was Betsy Ann Boykin and she was cook for Ol4 Missus,.
My grendpa was blacksmith, I slept on & pallet in dekitchen and in
winter time on cold nights I 'members how cold I wou;d get. I'd wake
up and slip in by marstor; bed end den I'd say, "Marster John, 1's
about to freeze.' He'd say, 'You ought to freeze, you little black
devil, What you standin' dere for?' 1I'd say, 'Please, marster John,
Jes! let me crawl in by your feet.'! He'd say, 'Well, I will dis one
time,' and dat's de way I'd do every cold night,

"I was full of mischief eand I'd tu'n de mules out of de lot,
Jus' to see de stablebor git a lickin'., One time I wanted a fiddle a
white man named Cocoamt Harper kep' tryin' to sell me for $2.50, I
didn' never have any money, 'cept a little the missie give me, so I kep'
tezsin' her to buy de fiddle for me. She was allus on my side, so she
tol' me to take some co'n from de crib and trade in for de fiddle, In
de night I slips out and hitch up de maules and fetched de co'r to old
Harper's house and trsded for dat fiddle, Den I hides out and play it,

so's marster wouldn' fin' out, but he did and he whip all de daylight
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outte me, When de missie try to whip me, I jes® wrop up in her big
skirts and she never could hurt me much,

"I allus ate my meals in de house at de white folks table, after
dey done et, Iffen I couldn' sit in de marster's chair, I'd swell up
like a toad,

"De marster done all de whippin', Ycause dey had bo;n two over-
seers killed on de plantation for whippin' slaves till de blood run out
dey bedy.

"Was I bovered with haints and spooks? I been meetin' up with 'em
all my life, When I was younger I was such an old scratch I'd meet ‘em
right in de road, scme without heads, I'd take to my heels and then I'd
stop and look 'round and they'd be gone.

"I wore home-weaved shirts till I was grown, then I had some pants
and 'dey was homemade, too. The women gathered womack leaves to dye de
goods black,

"I well rec'lects when my marster went %o war., He called all us in
de kitcnen and telled us he nad to go over dere and wnip tnose sons-ot-
vitcues and would be back 'fore breakfast, He didn' return for two years.
I says, 'Marster, we sno' would have walted breakfast on you a long time.'
He sald, 'Yes; deys de hardes' sons-of-bitches to whip I ever had dealins'
witn,?

"Wnen war was over, he called us together and tol' us we were free.
He said, 'Now, I'm goin' to give you a big day and after that you cen stay

and work for pay or you can go.' So he rolled out two barrels of whiskey

and killed hogs and spread a big day.

-2



Ex-Slave Stories | Page '[uree
(Texgs) 122

"I wants to tell you 'bout now we killed nogs in my day.
We digged a deep pit in de groun' and heated big rocks red hot and
filled up de pit with waver and dropped dem not rocks in and got de
water not; den we stuck de hogs and rolled fem in dat pit,

"Soon after I's free a man come for me trom Louisville
to nire me as foreman in nis covton mule varn., So I weuv tuere and
I worked in Kentucky tor 18 year, Fiity-one years ago I marriad my
ol' woman, Rachel Taylor, at Corsicana, Texas, and I tniuk she's jes!
&8s fine as 'me day I married her, Wo.ha,s six chillen and all works
hard for a livin' and we got one 1il' grandbaby 10 years ol!, Skce
lives here at our house and we're educatin' her,

"I knows I's goin' to live to be over 100 years ol', 'canse

ny marster done %0l' me so,"

SEREREBBEBERERE RN R
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1{CNROE BRACKINS, bvorn in Monroe Co.,
Mississippi, in 1853, was the prop-
ertr of George Reedes, He was trought
to Medinz County, Texas, when two yerrs
old., Monroe learned to snare -nd break-
mustangs =nd bec=me » cowpuncher, Hes
lives in Hondo, Texss. He hss an air

of pride and self-respect, and explained
that he used little diolect Tecause he
learned to talk froa the "white folket
as he was growing up,

"I was bo'n in Mississippi, lonroe County. I'm 84 vears old.
¥y mester, Genrge Reedes, brought me, ny father snd mother
end wy two sisters to Texzs when I was two years old, iy father

was Nelson Brackins and my mother was Rosanna.

"My moster settled here at a place called Malone, on the Hondo
River., He went into the stock business., Our house there was

& little, 01d picket house with a grass roof over it out of the
sage grass, The bed was m~de with a2 tick of shucks zand the
children slept on the floor. The boss had just a little lumber
house, Later on he taken us zbout 20 niles fu'ther down on the
Hondo, the 01d Adams Rench, and he had & rock house,

I was about six years old then., I had some shoes, to keep the
thorns outa my feet, and I hod rawhide leggin's, We just had
such clothes zs we could get, old patched-up clothes., They just
had that Jjeans cloth, homexade clothes,

"] was with George Reedes 10 or 12 years. It was my first
trainin! learnin' the stock business and horse breskin.' He was

toliagble good to ﬁs, to be slaves as we was, His Urother had a
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hired man that whipped me once, with = quirt. I've heard nmy faﬁher
and mother tell how they whipped 'em, They'd tie 'en down on a log
or up %o a post -nd whip 'em t1il1 the blisters rose, then take a pad-
dls and open 'em up ~nd pour salt in Yem. Yes'm, they whipped the
women, The most I remember zbout thnt, uy fother =nd sister was in
the barn simckin' co'n and the master come in thers »nd whaipped my
sister with a cowhide whip, Uy father caught a lick in the face and
he told the master to keep his whip offen him, So the master started
on ny father and he run away. “hen he finslly come in he was so wild
nls master had to call him £o get orders for work, ~nd finzlly the
boss shot at him, but they didn't whin him any more, Of course, some
of 'em whipped with more mercy. Thev had a whippin' post =4 when
they strapped 'em down on 2 log they called it a fstroppin' 1ag.!

"I remember they tzsked the cotton pickers in Mississippi, They hed
to bring in so manv pounde in the evenin' and if they didn't they

got awzhippin‘ for it, My sister there, she hrd to bring in 900 pounds 9’/
s day. Well, cotton was hesvier there, Most =ny of 'em could pick
S00 pounds. It was heavier ard fluffier, TWe left the cotton country
in Mississippi, but nobody knew anything about cotton out here that I
knew of,

"I've heard my parents say too, them men thet had plantations and a
great lot of slaves, they would speculate with 'em ond would have a
chain that run from the front ones to the back ones, Sometimes they
would have 15 ar 20 miles to make to get them to the sale place, but

they ¢ouldn't make a break, Where they expected to make a sale, they
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kept Vem in corrals and they had a block there to put 'em up on end bid

fem off, The averageprice was about $500, but :ome that ha2d good practice,
like a blacksmith, brought a good price, as high as $1,500.

"I heard my mother ond father say they would go 15 or 20 miles %0 = dance,\/
walkin', and get back béfore davlight, before the 'padderollers' got ‘'em,
The slaves would go off when they had no permission snd them.’tha.’c would
ketch %em and whip 'em was the 'padderollers,! Sometimes they would haove
an awful race,

"If they hapnened to be a slave on the plantation that could jes! read a
1little print, they would get rid of him right now. He would ruin the nig-
gers, they would get too smert, The' was no such thing es school here for
culluds in early dovs. The white folks we was ralsed up with had pretty
good education, That's why I don't t=1lk like most cullud folks., I was
about grown and the! was an English family settled close, about half a mile,
I guess, They had a little boy, his name was Arthur Zderle, and he come
over gnd learned me how to spell lcet! and 'dog' ~nd 'hen! and such like,

I was right around gbout 20 years old. I couldn't sign my neme when I was
18 years o0ld,

"I can remember one time when I was young, I saw something I couldn't
'magine what it wes, like g billyzoat reared up on a tree, But I knew
the'! wasn't a billygzoat round there near, nor no other kinds of goats.

It was in the daytime and I was out in a horsepasture, I was jes' walkin'
along, luntin', when I saw that sight., I guess I got within 50 steps of

it, then I turned a.rbund and got away. I never did think much about a

ghost, but ‘I think it could be possible,
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"I don't remember scarcely anyvthine about the wnr because I was so little
and times was so different; the country wasn't settled up snd evervthing
was wild, no people, hardly. Of course, my life wzs in the wonds, you
might say, didn't hardly kmow when Sund=y come,

"The nnrthern soldiers never did get down in here that I ‘zcnox; of. I know
once, when they was enlisting men to go to battle a whole lot of ‘em didn't
want to fight and would run awsy and dodge out, and they would follow ‘em
end try to make 'em fight, They had a battle up here on the Nueces once
and killed some of 'em, I know my boss was in the bunch that followed 'em
and he got scs;red for fe‘ar this o0ld case would be brought up after the war,
Tre company that followed these men was cnlled 0ld Duff Company. T think
somewhere around 40 was in the bunch thet they followed, but I don't know
how many was killed, They was a big bluff and a big water hole snd they
said they was throwed in that big water hole,

"We had possums and 'coons to eat sometimes, My father, he gen'rally cooked
the 'coons, he would dress 'em snd stew 'sm and then bake 'em, Ly wother
wouldn"t eat them, There was plenty of rabbits, too. Sometimes when they
had potatoes they cooked 'en with 'em, I remember one time they had just

g2 little patch of blackhead sugar cane., After the freedom, mv mother had
a kind of garden and she ylanted snap beans and wcotermelons pretty much
every year.

"The master fed us tol'bly well. Everythins was wild, beef was free, just
had to bring one in ond kill it. Oncein pwhile, o a Sunday mornin', we'd get
biscuit flour bread to ed. It was a treat to us, Thev measured the flour out

and it hed to pan out just like they measured, He give us a little somethin?
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ever! Christmrs and somethin' good to eat. 1 heard my people sgy coffee wes
high, at times, snd I know we didn't get no flour, only Sunday mornin'., Ve
lived on co'nbread, mostly, and beef ond grune outtaz the woods, Thet was durin!
the war and cfter the war, too,
"I was around sbout 6 or 7 years old when we was freed, Ve worked for George
heedes awhile, then drifted on down to the Frio river -nd staved there gbout =
vear, then we come to Medinr Countv and settled here rlosa tc where I wss raised.
We didn't think it hard times =t all right after the war., The country was wild
end unsettled, with ranches 15 or 20 miles apart, You never did see mybody
and we didn't know reelly what was goin' on in the rest of the country, Some=
times something could happen in 5 miles of us and we didn't know it for a month.
"I wzs on the Adams Ranéh on the Fondo when my master come out and told us we
vere »s free as he was, He szid we could stuy on =2nd work or could g0 if we
wanted to, He gove ay mother s=nd father 50 cents zplece and 27 cents for the
children, We stared awhile and then went west to the Frio,
"I ﬁsed to be glong with 0J4 mnn Big—-foot Wallace in my early days. He was @
nighty fine mzn. I worked for the people thot wes gathering stock togetler
there. Big Foot raised nice horses, 0ld reg'lar Texas hbrses, end they was bet-
ter then the reg'lzr o0ld Spenish bronco. I used to go to his camp down on the
San Miguel, EHe lived in one part =nd his chickens in the rest of his house,
His friends liked to hear him talk about his travels, He used to run stock
horses anduhad a2 figger 7 on theleft sho.lder for his brand and the tip of eszch
ear split was his earmerk,
"The 125t man I broke horses for was Wilson Bailey, I wes there about 12 years.
He raised just cavi-yerd - we celled it a cevi-yasrd of horses, just the same
thing as a remuda. We called 'em that later, but we got that from the Spanish,
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We would get up in a tree with our lonp till the horse comeunder 2nd drop
it down on him, ‘hen they were so spoilt, we got 'em in a sort of cavi-
verd and drove 'em under tress and causght 'em in 2 snazre, Te hed lots of
wild horses, just this side of Pearsall, 'Bout the only way I'd get throwed
was to get careless, We'd ketch 'im up, hockemore 'im up, saddle 'im up
and get on 'im gnd let 'im go, Sometimes he'd he too wild to pitch, he'd
break and run end you hnad to let 'im run himsslf dowm, I used to rather
ketch up 2 wild horse and bregiz 'im then to eat breakfast.

"When I first started farmin! I taken up some state land, ahout 30 acres,
down on Bleck Creek, in Medinaz County, I staved there ten or twelve years,
Cotton hzdn't got in this country »nd I raised some corn, sugar cane and
watermelons, I commenced with horses, dbut 'long 'wav down the line I used
oxen some, too, I used one of those 0ld walking plows,

"I sold thet place and moved to a plece on the Tywauimey Creek(Tonkawa).

I come up to church 2nd met my wife then. Her name was Ida Bradley and I
was 38 years old. e lived down on the Tywaukney right about 23 veers and
reised our children there., ‘e jes' had 2 little, home weddin'. I wore a
suit, dark suit. We got nerried sbout 8 o'clock in the evenin' and we had
barvecue, cgke and ice cream. You see, in them times I wzen't taught any-
thing about veard and dates, but I judge it was about 25 years after the

war before I settled on the Tywaukney.,"

“RORQBRORO.
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GUS BRADSHAW was born zbout
1845, at Keecheye, Alabama,

a slave of David Cavin, He
recalls being brought to Texos
in the 1850's, when the Cavin
family settled near old Port
Caddo. Gus remained with his
master for ten vears ofter
emencipation, He now lives
alone on a fifty acre farm
seven miles northeast of lar-
shall, which he bought in
1877, Gus receives an $11,00
per month pension,

"I was borﬁ 2t Keecheye, Alzbama, and belonged to o0ld man David
Cavin, The only statement I can ueke 'bout my age is I knows I was 'bout
twenty years 0ld when us slaves was {reed, I never knowed my daddy, but
my mommy was Amelia Cavin, I's heard her say shs's born in Alabama more
times than 1 got fingers and toes, Our o0ld master brung us to Texas when
I's a good sized kid., I 'members liks it am yesterday, how we camped more'n
a week in New Orleans, I seed 'em sell niggzers off the block there jus! like
they was cattle, Then we came to 0ld Port Caddo on Caddo Lake 2nd master
settles a big fam close to where the boats run, Port Cazddo wes a big ship-
ping place then, =nd Dud and John Perry run the first store there, The
folks hzuled cotton there from miles awgy.

"Mammy!s folks was named Maria and Jos Gjloster and thev come to Texss
with the Cavins, My grandma say to me, 'Gus, don't run you mouth too much
and allus have manners to whites and blecks,'! Chillen was r,ise right then,"
but now they come up any way. I seed young niggers turn the dipper up and
drink !fore old folks. I wouldn't dars do that when I's comin' up.

"Maria say to me one day, 'Son, I's here when the stars fell,!

She tell me they fell like a sheet and spread over the ground., Ike Hood, the
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_old blackswith on our place, he told me, too, I says, 'lke, how 0ld was you when
the stars fell?'! He say, 'Ils thirty—ﬁwo.'

WMessa David had big quarters for us niggers, with chixﬁneys and firé places.
They use to go round and pick up old hawg or cow bones to bile.with greens é.nd cab-
bage., They was plenty of wild game, and deer and wolves howlin' right through this
country,but you can't even find the treck of dne now,

"The first work I done was pickin' cotton. Evéry fellow was out at day-
light pickin' cotton or hoein' or plOwin', They was one overseer and two nigger
drivers, 3But st night yo could hear us laughin' and talkin' and singin' and
prayin', and hear them fiddles and things playin', It look like darkies git 'long
more better then than now, Some folks szys niggers oughtn't to-be slaves, but I
says they ought, 'cause they jus' won't do right onless they is made to do it.

¥Massa David a2llus give us eggnog and plenty good whiskey at Christmas.
Wie had all day to eat and drink and sing and dance, We didn't git no presents,
tut we had . good time,

Wl don't know much 'bout the war, only Massa Bod Pérry come over one day
end say to Grandma Maria, 'They is surrender, Maria, jou is free,' She say to
him, 'I don't care, I gwine stsy with my white folks,!

"The K].u Elux done lots of cuttin'! up round there, Two of 'em come to
Dr, Taylor'!s house. He h;ad two niggers what run off from the Klux and they want
‘to whip 'em, but Dr. Taylor wouldn't '1ow/'em. I knowed old Col, Alford, one of

the Klux leaders, and he was a sight, He told me once, 'Gus, they done send me

~to the pen for Kluxing.! I say, 'Massa Alford, didn't they make a gentleman of

you?' He say, 'Hell, no! '
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"I knowsd old Col. Haggerdy, toa. He nmarries a widow of a rich old Indian
chief, nams McIntosh, He broke a treaty with his people and had to hide out in
a cave a long time, and ﬂis wife brung food to him, One time vhen she went to the
cave he was gone, She knowed then the Indians done git him ah& kilt him for
vitlatin' the treaty. So she marries old Col, Haggerdy.

"The only time I votes was sgainst whiskey. I voted for it. Some white
folks done say they'd whip me if I voted degtf but Mr., Jeoe Strickland done told
me they jus' tryin' scare me, so I voted for it. I don't think niggers ought to
vote. if soue'niggers had things in hand 'stead of white folks, I couldn't stay
here. These eddicated niggers am ce&ain' the devilment, The young niggers ain't
got no 'spect for old age. |

"I bought and paid for fifty acres land here in Harrison County and I has
lived on it sixty years, I lived with my wife fifty years 'fore she died and
done raise two chillen, These young niggers don't stay married fifty deys, some-

imse, I don't mess with 'em, but if I needs help I goes to the white folks.

cr

If you 'have youself, thev allus help you if vou needs it.

TIIITIL
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WES BRADY, 88, was born a
slave of John Jeems, who

had a farm five miles north
of Marshall, Wes has farmed
in Barrison County all his
life. He now lives with
friends on the Long's Camp
Road, and draws a $11.00
monthly pension,

"I wes bor: and rsised in Harrison County, and I was eighty-
elght years 0ld this July past and has wore myself out here in this county.
I was born on Massa John Jeem's place, on the old Jefferson Ro=d, and my |
father was Peter Calloway, and he was born in Alabama and his whole.fam'ly
brought to Texas by nigger traders, My; mother was Harriet Ellis and I
had two brothers named.(}eorge and Andrew, and four sisters, Lula and Judy
and Mary and Sallie. My old Grandpa Phil fo]d me how he helped run the

!

Indigns off the land,

"Grandpa Phil told me 'bout meetin' his massa. Massa Jeems had

‘three or four places and grandpa hadn't seed him'and he went to one of the

other farms and meets a man goin' down the road. The man say, "mp vou
belong to?! Grandpa Phil say, 'Massa Jeems,! The man s'ay, 'Is he a mean
man??! Grondpa say, 'I don'g knov him, but they say he's purty tight.' It
was Massa Jeems talkin' and he lamghs and gives Grandpa Phil five dollars,
WHe niggers ;lived in log houses and slep' on hay mattresé with

lowell covers, end et fat pork and cormbread and 'lesses and 211 kinds

- garden stuff, If we et flour ﬁread, our women folks had to slip the flour

siftin!s from missy's kitchen and darsn't let the white folks know it,

We wore one riggin' lowell clothes a year and I never had shoes on till

after surrender come, I run all over the place till I was a2 big chap
-1_
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in jes' a long shirt with a string tied round the bottom for a belt.
I went with my young massa that way when he hunted in the woods, and toted
squirrels for him, |

"Some white folksmight want to put me back in slavery i; I tells hw
we was used in slavery time, but you asks me for the truth. The overseer was
'streddle his big horse at three o'clock in the mornin', roustin! the‘hands
off to the field, He got them all lined @p and then come back to the house
for breakfas!. The rows was a mile long and no matter how much grass was in
them, if you leaves one sprig on vour row they heats yvou nearly to death.
Lots of times they weighed cotton by candlelight. All the hands took dinner
to the field in buckets znd the o?erseer give them fifteen minutes to git
dinnef. He'd start cuffin! some“of them over the head when it was time to
stop eatin! and go back to work, He'd gb t§ the house and eat his dinner
end then he'd come back and look in ell the buckets and if & piece 'of any-
thing that was there when he left was et, he'd say you was losin' time and
had to be whipped. vHe'd drive four stakes in the ground and tie a nigger

, P

down and beat him $1l1l he's rew. Then he'd take a brick and grind it up in
a powder and mix i$ with lard amnd put it all over him and roll him in a sheet,
It'd be two days a more 'fore that nigger could work 'gain. I seed one nigger
done that way for stealin' o meat bone from the meathouse., Thatnigger got
fifteen hundred lashes. The 1i'l chaps would pick up egg shells and pley with

them and if the overseer seed them he'd say you was stealin' eggs and give you

a beatin!. I seed long lines of slaves chained together driv by = white man

on a hoss, down the Jefferson road.

-2~
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