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S’
S Uncle Cinte Lewis, ex-slave,

clains to be 111 years old,

He lived in 2 briek ecabin with
his wife, Aunt Lucy, on the
Huntington Plantation, in Bra-
zeria Co,, Texas. l}Miss Kate
Hantington sa2-s the cabin oc-
cupled by the o0ld ceuple is
part of the old slave quarters
built by J. Greenville McNeel,
whoe owned the plantation before
Marion Huntington, Miss Kate's
father, bought it. Altheuzh
Uncle Cinte claims to be 111, -
he says he was n=med San Jacinto
because he was born during the
"San Jacinte War', which would
make his age 101,

%"Yes, suh, I's Cinte. Thnt's Lucy over there, she my wife
and I calls her Red Heifer, 'cause her papa's name was Juan and he
was a Mexican, She and me marry right after 'mancipation, We come
long way and we gein' te die together,

"They named me San Jacinte 'camse I's bern durin' de San
Jacinte war, but they calls me Cinte. I's bern in Fert Bond County,
up near kichmend,and my old marster was Marse Dave Randen, and his
wife, Miss Naney, was my missus, She was sister to Marse John Mc-
Neel, what with his brothers ewned all de land hereabouts,

"I 'members once I slips away come dark from de plantatioen,
with seme others. We is slippin' 'leng quiet like and a paddle roller
Jump out frem behin' a bush and say, ';—et's see your pass,' Ve dién".
bave nene but I has a plece of paper and I gives it te him and he walks
t® whore it am more light, and then we run, right threugh eld burdock
bushes with bdrisrs s.tiakin' us and everything. Iffen he eotched us

we she! gifs & hidin?',
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"I fust went te de field when I 'beut 15 year eld, but they
larned us te work when we was chaps, we would he'p eur m%;;ﬁ in de rows.
My mamme's name Maria Simmons end my pepa, Lewis. They rared me wp right.

"Marse Dave wasn't meen like seme. Sgmetizes de slaves
run away to de weods snd iffen they don't cotch 'em fust they finally gits
hengry and comes home, and then they gits @ hidin', Seme niggers Jus!
come from Lfriga and old Marse has te watch 'em clese, 'cause they is de
onee what mestl} runs away to de woods.

"We had betier houses then, good plank houses, and de big
house was sho' big and nice. ‘'Course ther didn't larn us read and write,
and didn't 'lew no church, but us steal off and have it sometimes, and
iffen old Marse cotch us he give us a whalin', We didn't have ne funerszls
like now, tney Jus' dig & hole and make you a box, and throw vou in =nd
cover you up. But de white foelks fed us good and give us good clothes,
We wore red russet shoes and good hemespun clothes, and we done better'n
now,

"Come Christmas time eld marse sometimes give us two-bits
and loets of extra eats, Iffen it come Monday, we has de week off. But
we has to watch the eats, 'cause nigzers what taey marsters den't give
'em ne Christmas sneak over and eat it all up., Sometimes we have dances,
and I'd play de fiddle for white folks and cullud folks both, 1I'd play,
'Young Girl, 0ld Girl!,'High Heel Shoes,' and 'Calico Steckings.'

"When we was freed we was all glad, but I stayed 'round =nd
worked for Murse Dave and he pays me & little, Finally Lucy and ne gits

married eut of de Book and comes down here to Marse McNeels. They puts us
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in debt and makes us work so many years to pay for it. They gives us
our own ground and sometimes we makes two bales of cotton on it. 'Course,
we works for them, teo, and they pays us & little and when Christmas’qomes
we can buy our own things. U used to haul sugar =nd 'lasses for Papa
John up to Brazoria and somet imes to Celumbia,

"Yes, suh, I been here a long time, leng Eime. All my own stuff

is dead now, I guess. I got grandchillen in Galveston, I think, but all

my own stuff is dead.

WA ok ek ok Ak R
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HAGAR LEWIS, tall and erect at 82
years of gge, lives at 4313 Rosa
St., El1 Paso, Texas, She waes born
a slave of the Martin family and _ i .
wae given with her mother and family T -
to Mary Martin, when she married . P A {flri
John ¥, McFarland, They lived near [ P I L ¢
Tyler, Smith Co., Texae. When freed I
she remained with the McFarlands f/ S
until she married A, Lewis end moved A

" to San Antonio, Texas, Widowed early, / 2 e
she rpised two sons, One, chief o o
electrical engineer with the U,S.
government, lives in New York City.
He provides for his aged mother,

-

"I was born Jen. 12th, 1855; My first owners was the

Martins, and when thelr daughter, Mary, married, I was give to her.
My mama 1ived to 112 years old, She had sixteen children. I was
the baby. A

A "Missus Mary McFarland, my mother's missus and mine,
taught us childrén with her owni Learned us how to read and write,
She tregted us just like we were her children., We had very strict
leaders, my mother and Missus Mary, She'd say, '"Menuy Lize{my mother),
'you!ll have to come and whop Oscar and Hagar, they's fightint!' Mamny
Bize would sa&, INo, I won't whop 'em, 1;11 just punish 'em.! And
wé'd have to stand with our }aacks to each other, My missus never did
mach whoppint,

[ — ¥Fe lived in cabins made of logs and chinked with mud morter,

We had beds that had only one leg; they fit in each corner of the walls,
They was strong, stout, We could Jump on %em and have lots of fun, We
~ didnt sﬁay' in quarters much, The cabins was nesr a creek where willows

ETG\! and we'd make stick horses out of 'em, We called it our horse lot.

aTm was a spring that threw water high, end we'd go fishing in
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2 big lake on one corner of the farm, Marster owned half 2 league,
nmgybe nore,

"I was 12 years old when freed, I can remember the way
my mwgrster come home from the war, The oldest son, Oscar, and I was
out in the yard, and I saw marster first, comin' down the road, and
I hollered and screamed, '0, Oscer, Marse John's a-co;nin‘.' Mgrse John's
a—co;nin‘ home!' We stayed on with them 'till they all died off but

Oscar,

“We. never chgnged our nsme 'tiil after the Civil War, Then
Marse John sald, 'Memmy Ii;e, vou gotta choose 2 name,! He carried us
into Tyler to a bureau or something; Maumny Lize say, 'I'm going to

" keep the name McFarland. I ain't got no other name,!

"My father was a sleve from another farm, My mother was the
cook, She cooked it all in the sezme place for white folks and us., We
ate the same, when the vwhite folks was finished, They's a big light
bread oveﬁ in the yard of the big house and in F:E‘ront of the quarters,
under a big tree, That one bgked the pies, The cabins had a big fire-
Place wider than that piano there, They'd hang meat and sausesge and dry
them in the fireplace. Cut holes in ham and hang them there, Had big

. hogsheads :E'illeti up with fl-our, corn and wheat,
"Some pore niggers were half starved., They belonged to other

~ | people, Missus Mary would call them in to feed 'em, see 'em outside the

< fenca‘p'ick:in" up scraps, They?d csll out at night, 'Marse John, Marse

John.l" They's afraid to come in daytime. Marse John'd say, 'What's the

."’“ﬁ??. now?! -They'd say, 117se hongry.! He'd say, 'Come in and git it.?

o lots of meat, for we'd hear 'em hollerin' at night when they'd
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beat the pore niggers for beggin' or stealin!, or some crime.
"Marse John would saddle up Old Charlie and go see, He had a

Wetd hear that ole bull whip just a poppin'
They'd turn 'em loose when Marse John got after lem,

big shot gun across his lap.

He prosecuted some
marsters for beatin'! the slaves,

He knew they was half feedin' 'em,

One time he let us go see where they'd drug two niggers to death with

oxen. For stealin' or somethin!

I can't say we were treated bad, 'cause

I've always been treazted good by whites, but many of

|

H

1

|Itd tell a story.

5

g2the niggers was killed,

|

|

‘l

They'd say bad words to the bosses gnd they'd
shoot ‘fen.

We'd ask Miss Mary why did they kill old Uncle so and so, and
Missg Mary would sav, 'I don't know,

It's not right to say when you don't
. ;know.

I'm glad to see slavery over,

"When I was turned loose Miss Mary was training me and niister

/ to do handwork, kmittin' and such. Mama wouldn't let us dence, didn' t

jwant any rough children, Miss Mary'd say, when I'd get sleepy, 'Owl
)
~ .eyes, ain't you sleepy?'

I'd say, 'No, ma'am, =nything you want us to

/81" I cried to sleep in the big house with Miss Nary and the children,

( 'cause my sister Belle did, Said she's goin' to turn white 'Yceuse she

\wyed with the white folks, and I wanted to turn white, too,
/“

"Miss Mary'd mgke our Sunday dresses. My nother put colored

, thread in woven material and they was pretty. We had plen‘by of clothes.
- mag “a!y saw 1o that,

They paid my mother for every child she had that

!

/ was big ehough to work, and Marse John saw that others did the same,
o ‘ "Some whites had a dark hole in the ground, a'ﬂdunee'on,’ ‘they

‘%0 put their slaves in, They'd carry '‘em bread and water -

se afraid of the hole, they'd tell me the devil was in
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that hole.
"We set traps for !possum, coons and squirrels. We used to

have blg sport ridin' goats. One neer busted me wide open. Miss Mary's
brother put me on it, and they punished him good for it. He didn't get
to play for a long time, And we had an o0ld buck sheep, Hefd keep Oscar
and I up 6n the ogk patch fence all the time, b |

JVMN"NWe'd watch the doodle buge build their houses, We'd sing, 'Doodle,
Doodle, your house burned down.! Those things would come up out of their
holes just za-shakin',

0ne game I remember was, 'Skip frog, Skip frog, Answer your Kother,

| she's cellin' you, you, vou.' We'd stand in a circle gnd one would be
skip frog, We'd slgp our hands end skip frog would be hoppin' just like
frogs do, Oh, I wish I could call them times back agein. I'd go back

- tomorrow, But Im tryiix' to live so I can meet 'em once agein.

00 0 o 3 o o O e o o e o
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HENRY LEWIS was born in 1835,
S at Pine Island, in Jefferson
b Co., Texas, He was owned by
Bob Cade. Henry's voice is
low and somewhat indistinct
and it was evidently a strain
on his vocal chords and also
on his memory, to tell the story
of nis life, He lives with one
of his daughters, in Beaumont,
who supports him, with the aid
of his pension,

"10ld Bob Cade, he my massa, and Annie Cade, she my missus, Dey
had a biz plantation over in Louisiana and 'nother in Jefferson County, out
st Pine Island., I's born a hunnerd and one year ago, on Christmas Day, out
at Pine Island, If I lives to see next Christmas day 'gain, I'll be a2 hunerd
two year old.

"My mammy she come from Mis'sippi and she neme' Judy Lewis. VWashington
Lewis, one de slaves on Massa Bob's Louisiana plantation, he my daddy. I can't
'member nobody else 'cept my greatgromma, Patsy., She's 130 when she die. -She
look awful, but den she my folks., My own dear mammy was 112 year o0ld when she
die. She have ten chillen and de bigges'! portion dem born in slavery time.

~ Dey two sister older'n me, Mandy and Louise. I name' after my daddy brudder,

Henry Lewis,

"My white folks have a plantation in Louisiana, at Caginlv, and stay over
dere mos' de time., I 'member when old Mass#Bob used to come to Pine Island to
stay a month or two, all us 1i'l chillen gagher round him and he used to throw
out two bitses and big one cent pieces 'mongst us, jis' to see us scrammel for
dem, Whon Christmas time come round dey give us Christmns gift and a whole
week for holiday.

"I never been no nearer east dan Leke Charles ard dat been lately, so

i
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I ain't never see de old plantation. At Pine Island us have de big woods

place with a hunerd workin' hands, without de underlin's (children), All he
niggers say Cade de good man. He hire he overseers and say, 'You can correct dem
for dey own good and make dem work right, but you ain't better cut dey hide or
draw no blood.,' He git a-holt some mean overseers but dey don't tarry long. He
find out dey beatin' he niggers and den he beat dem and say, 'How dat suit vou?!

"0ld massa he a big, stocky Irishman with sandy hair and he ain't had
no beard or mustache, When he grow 0ld he have de 'gout and he put de long mat-
tress out on de gallery and lay down on it. He say, 'Come here, my 1i'l niggers,'
and den he m:ke us rub he foots so he kin git to sleep.

"Dey used to have 0ld slavery-day jedge and jury of white folks and
dey hear de case and 'cide how many lashes to give de darky. Dey put de lash
on dem, but dey never put no jail on dem. I seed some slaves in chains and I
heared of one massa what had de place in de fence with de hole cut out for de
nigger's neck, Dey hist up de board and de nigger put he head through de hole
and den dey beat him with a lash with holes bored in it and every hole raise
de blister. Den he bus' dem blisters with de handsaw and dey put salt and
pepper in de bucket water and 'noint dem blisters with de mop dip in de water,
DQYdodat then‘ dey in 'ticular bad humor, iffen de nigger ain't chop 'nough
cotton or corn. Sgmetime a overseer»kilt a nigger, and dey don't do nothin!
to him 'cept make him pay for de nigger, But our massa good.

"Old massa 'low us praise Gawd but lots of massas didn't 'low dem to git
on de knees. Us have church-house and de white folks go in de mornin' and us
g0 after dinner. Us used to sing:

"'My knee bones achin',
My body's rackin' with pain,

I calls myself de chile of Gawd,
Heaven am my aim.

-2-
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WIIf vo. don't 'lieve I's a chile of Gawd,
Jis! meet me on dat other shore,
Heaven is my home,
I calls myself a chile of Gawd,
I's a long time on my wayv,
But Heaven am my home,'!

"0ld massa have ce houss make out hand-sawed planks in slavery time.
It put together with homemade n~ils, dem splke, square nails”dey make deyselfs.
It have de long gallery on it, De slaves have 1i'j log cabin house with mud-cat
chimney on de side and de furn'ture mostly Georgia hosses for beds and mattress
make out tow sacks, Dey no floor in dem house, 'cept what Gawd put in dem.

"$hen I six or seven year 0ld dey 'cides I's big 'nouzh to start ridin!
hosses, Dey have ce big cattle ranch aﬁd I ride =211 over dis territory. 1I's
too 1i'l to git on de héss and dey 1ift me up, and dey have de real saddle for
me, too. I couldn't git up, but I sho! could stay up when I git dere, I's jis'
like a hoss-fly.

"Beaumont was jis! a btriarpatch in dem time, Jis'! one 1i'l store and
one blacksmith shop, =nd Massa John Herring he own det. Dat de way I first see
my wife, ridin' de range, De Cede brand was a lazy RC ( ) dat done register
'fore I's born, Us brand from de first of March to de 15th of December.

"o1d maésa have de big fidld 'vided in trac's and each slave could

have a part and raise what he want, and old massa buy de crop from de slave.

He's purty good to he slaves, and us have good clothes, too, wool for winter

.\and cotton for summer, Us have six suit de year, unnerwear and all, Dey a

3,
tr&nk like in de cabin for Sunday clothes and de res' hang on a peg.
"Us have plenty good food to eat, too., Beef and hawgs and bacon and

Syrup and sugar and flour was plenty. All de possums and rabbits a=nd fish and
sich was jis' dat much more. He give us de barrel whiskey every year, too.

-

10
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"Dey 'low de 1i'l chillen lots of playtime and no hard task, Us
play stick hoss and seven-up marble game with marbles usmeke and de 'well
geme,' De gal or boy sot in de chair and lean way back and 'tend like dey
in de well. Dey say déy so many feet down and safz 'Who you want pull you
out?' ind de one you want pull vou out, dey sposed to kiss }ou.

"Dey used to be nigger traders what come through de couniry with
de har@ of niggers, jis!' like cattlemen with de herd of cattle. Dey fix camp
and de pen on de ridge of town and people what want to buy more slaves go dere.
Dey have a block and make de slaves git up on dat. Maybe one man say, 'I
give you, $200.00, and.when dey's through de slave sold to de highes! bidder,

0ld massa warn us look out and not let de trader cotch us, 'cause a tradsr

jis' soon steal a nigger and sell him,

" De patterrollers come round befo'!' de war to see ifeen de massas
treat dere slaves good, My wife's gramma say dey come round to her massa's
place, but befo! dey git dere he take a meat skin and make dem rub it round
dey mouth and git dey face all greasy so it look like dey have plenty to eat
and he tell dem day better tell de patterrollers dey gittin' plenty to eat.
But dere one bié nigger and he say, 'Hell, no, he ain't give us 'nough to
eat,' Den dat nigger say, 'Please take me with vou, 'cause 1if you don't

massa gwineter kill me when you git gone.

"0ld massa he die befo! de war and den he son, John Cade, take over
de place, and he brudders help., Dey name' Overton and Taylor and Bob, Junior.
Us all want to git free and talk 'bout it in de‘%uarters 'mongst ourselfs, but

we ain't say nothin! where de white folks heared us.

~4-
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"When war come on I seed sojers every day. Dey have de camp in
Liberty end I watches dem., I heared de guns, too, maybe at Sazbine Pass, but
I didn't see no actual fightin', Dat a long year to wait, de las' year de
war. Dey sont de papers down on March 5th, I done heared, but dey didn't turn
us loose den, Dis de last state to turn de slaves free, When dey didn't let
dem go in March, de Yankee sojers come in June and meke dem let us go. Next
mornin! after de soje s come, de overseer reads de papers out and say we's

free as he is and we can go. Some stay on de old place a long time and some

z0 off. TYou know dey jis' slaves and wasn't civilize!, Some ain't never git
civilize! jet., 0ld massa never give us riothin', but he told us we would stay
on iffen we want, but I ieft.

"] goes down close to Anahuac and builds a 1i'l log cabin at Monroe
City, and dat's where dey puttin' in oil wells now, Washington Lewis, dat my
daddy, he have 129 acres dere, De white folkssay to sign de paper to let dem
. put de well on it and dey give us $50.00 2nd us sign dst paper and dey have de
land,
| "I marries in slavery time, when I's 'bout 22 year old. My first wife
" name! Rachel an- éhe live on Double Bayou, She belong to de Mayes place. I see
her when I ridin' de range for Massa Bob, I tells massa I wants to git marry and
he make me ask Massa Mayes and us have de big weddin'. She dress 21l in white.
. 1 have de nice hat an- suit of black clothes and daddy a shoemaker snd make me
‘e good pair of shoes to git marry in. Us stand front Massa Mayes and he read
 out de Bible. Us had a real big supper and some de white folks give us money.

"De first money I makes am workin' for de gov'ment in Galveston. After

de war de gov'ment hire fc¢l''s to clean up'de trash what de fightin' make and

-5
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I am hired. Dey lots of wood and stones and brick and trees and sich dem
big guns knock down,

"I goes back to ridin' de prairie and rides till I's 94 year old,
I stops de same year Mr.x Joe Hebert dies., When I quits I's out workin?, tendin!
Mr. Langham's chickens and I forgits it Christmes and my birthday till Mr,
Langham comes ridin' out with my money., Dat's de last work I done and dat in
1931 and I's 94 year o0ld, like I say., I bet dess ninet;een hunerd niggers aintt
gwine live dat long.

"I didn't had no chillenlﬁy my first wife end she been dead 'bout
70 yvear now, My last wife name! Charlotlte and she been dead 22 year and us
have 16 chillen., Dey six gols and ten boys and ten am livin' now. Mos! of
dem am t0o 5ld to work now. I stays with Ada, here, and she got a gif!, She
know what kind of herb am good for medicine for diff'rent ailments. She born
with 2 veil over de face and am wise to dem things. Dey's de fever weed and
de debil's shoestring, and fleaweed cures neuralgsy and ‘i;oothache. Spanish

mulberry root, dat good for kidneys. When anybody git swolled feets give dem

- wild grapevine, Prickly ash bark good for dat, too. Red osk bark good for
. women's troubles -and pumpkin head for de heart., Camphor and asafoetida in de

bag round de neck good for de heart, Uhen de chile git convulsion make dem

drink 1i'1 bluin', Dat good for gwowed-up folks, too. It good for burns, too.

RERRS
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LUCY LEVIS, wife of Cinto Lewis,
does not know her age, but is

very aged in appearance, about

four feet t8ll and weighs around

65 or 70 pounds, She was bern on

the McNeel plantation at Pleasant
Grove, land now occupied by Neo, 2
Camp of thé Clemens Prisen Farm.

Her nmaster was Johnny McNeel, hroth-
er of J, Greenville McNeel, His
sister married Dave Randon, Cinto's
master, Cinto and Lucy's cabin is -
furnished with an enormous four-
poster bed and some chairs. Pots,
pans, kettles and jugs hang on the
walls., The fireplaece has a skillet
and beanpot in the asies. The old
people are almost blind,

"You all white feolks Jus' set a bit while I eats me a little
beeakfast, I got me a little flap jmck and some clabber here, Dem
0id flies gobble it up for me, don't I git to it fust, Me and Cinto
'bout sterve, o0ld herd time 'bout git us. I sure wishes I could find
some of Marse John Dickinson's felks, I she! go to them,

"Me and Cinto zot nine hesd grandchillen down in Galvestom, but
dey don't write or nothin', All our ewn children are dead. Dey was
Lottie and louisa and Alice, Dey was John, teo, but he wes so little
and scrawny he die when he a month old, We call him after Marse John,
wanich we all love s¢ much, -

"My moame's name was kottie Hamilton and she was bern at de
Cranby Camp for Johnny McNeel. My papa was a Mexican and went by name
of Jusan,

"I don't hardly recollec' when we git married. I hardly turn
fifteen and dey was fat on dese here old benes den, and I had me & purty

white ealico dress to git married in., It was low in de meck with ruf-

)
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fles and de sleeves come to my elbow purty like, We she' had de finest
kind of a time when Cinto and me gits married, we-all fishes down on de
bhayou ~11 day' long, Marse John marry us right out of de Bible,

"I were bred and bern in Ne, 2 Camp over thar, but it called
McNeel Plantation at Pleasant Grove in them days. It was Greenville
MeNeel's brother and his sister, Nancy, marry Dave Randon, “When By
marster and wife separate, de wife took part de slaves and de marster
took some others and us znd we come down here,

"I had five brothers and one sister and I jus' 'member, Cinto's
step-pappy try cress de ribber on a leg in high water and a 2ld alli-
gator swaller him right up.

"My marster and his missy were mighty good to us, mighty good.
We used to wear good clothes -- real purty clothes -- most as good as
dat Houston eloth you-all wearin', And, she'! 'nough, I h~d some purty
red russet shoes, When we-2ll real good, Marse John used to give us smzll
money to buy with, I spent mes' of mine to buy clothes. ‘e used to go
baxlefoot and only vhen I go te church and dances I wore my shoes.

"We sho! h=d some good dences in my young days, when I was spry.
Yo used to cut all kind of steps, de cotillion and de waltz and de shotty
(schottische) and 211 de rest de dances of dat time, My preacher used to
whup me did he hear I go te dances, but I was a right smart dancin' gal.
-1 was 1ittle and sprite and all dem yo ng bucks want to dance: with me.

“Cinto didn't lmow how to do no step, but he eould fiddle.

Dere was a 012 seng which come baek to me, 'High heels and Calieo Steckin's.'

'Fare you well, Miss Nency Hawkins,
High heel shees and calieco stockin's,!

-2=
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"I can'y sing now from Ce time I lost my teeth with de Black
John fever. When I git dat fever, my missy told me not to drink = mite
of water 'cepting she told me to. I git so hot I Jus' cen't stand it
and done drink a two-pint bucket of water, and my teeth drop right ous,

"iMissy sho' good to me., Dey 'bout 20 slaves but I stsy in de |
house all de time. Our house have two big‘rooms and a kitchen anéd de
boys and men h~ve rooms apart like little bitty houses on de ou=side,
when we don't have to green up, I gits up 'bout sun-up to make coffee,
but when we has to green up de nouse “or company I gits up earlier.

"Jdissy Nancy used to whup me if I done told ~ lie, but I didn't
it whupped often., She used to whup me with a2 cattle whup made out of
cowhide.

"Some of de slaves wore charms round dey necks, little bags of
asfeddity. Me, I got me three vaccinations -- dat all I need.

"Je used to zit lots to eat, greens and suet, fish from de ribver,
cornmeal and plentv of sugar, even in de war time, Soldiers was around
here a5 thiek as weeds, 'e had to give 'em a tithe of corn and we makes
clothes for 'em, and bandases and light jackets. We m=ade de heavy leaded
Jackets, with lead in de skirts of de coat to hold it down. De lead looked
like a marble and we cut it in long strips and hammer it down.

"One of dem Yank gunboats come up de river and shell around here.
Right here. Dem shells come whistlin' through de trees and lop de limbs
right eff, Dem were sho' seare times,

"I didn't want to be free, I was too happy with missy. But I

had to be free, jus' like de others.

EER RNk
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AMOS LINCOLN, 85, was born s slave
of Elshay Guidry, whose plantation
was in the lower delta country of
Louisiana, about fifty miles south
of New Orleans., His memories of
slave days are somewhat vagus. He
has lived in Beaumont fifty-two
years,

7

"My vongue's rignt smart'thinx. I's ten year old when they blew
ué that fort., I mean Fort Jackson, Grandpa was cookin'., They wouldn't
let him fight, The fort was in New Orleans, Thev kilt lots of people.
They oore holes in the ground and blow it up. A square hole, vou know,
-~ machine went in there, A man could grawl in the hole, yes, yes, sho!,
The fort wes long sidg tne river, Thev bore holes from the river vank,
They had a white paper, a order for 'em not to come to New Orleans.

They drag cannon in the hole and shoot up tne fort.

“Sg%'s freedom cows my pa and ma was squatters on goviment land.
It was good land and high l=nd. My pa had 'bout 100 acres. One night
souilebody come shoot hnim. Shoot him in the back., Ma took the chillen
to Shady Bayou 10 grandpa.

"My grandpa come from Africy. I never see my other people 'cause
day 'longs to o#her masters, Iy grandpa die when he 115 year old.

"Elisha Guidry he my master in slavery., He had lots of slaves.

He whip my pa lots of times, He was unwillin' to work. He whip my ma,
\ too. One time he cut her with the whip and cut one her big toes right
off. MNe come up on the gallery and wrap it up in a2 piece of rag.

"Us have a dirt house, Tue chimney made with mud., It's g goéd

house. It hot in summer, The beds made with moss and shucks and the
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big old ticks made at the big house, Us didn't have no chairs, Jes!
bvenches, In the room's a big trough. Us sit 'round tae troush and eat
clabber and bread with big, wood spoon. 1 eat many a meal that way myself,

"Dem's moral times, A gal's 21 'fore she ma'ry. They didn't go
wanderin! 'round 211 hours, They mammies knowed where they wag, Folks
nowadays is wild and weak, The gals dress up coie Sunday. All week they
wear they hair all roll up with cotton they unfold from the cotton ooll,
Sundey come they come the hair out fine, No gresse on it. They want it
natural curly.

"Us have good food most time, Steel'and log traps fo- big game,

Pit traps in vie woods 'bout so long and so deep, and kivered with bresh
and leaves, That cotch possum and coon and other things what come 'long
in the night. Us lace willow twigs and strings and put a cross piece on
top and bottom, and little piece of wood on top edge. The trap 'bout
two feet off the ground to cotch tie birds. Doves, blackbirds, any kind
birds you cen eat., Us cleesn them 1i'l birds good and rub Vem down in lard.
Aft_er they set awhile us broil 'em with plenty black pepper and salt. Us
shoot plenty ducks with musket, too.

"Greens was good, too. Us eat parsley greens and shuglar weed.
That oig, two foot plant what have red flower on ir, Us git lots of 'em
in Wade's Bayou. Us put li'i bit flour in ashes and make ashcake, Us cook
Mkin in ashes, too,

"After slavery I hoe cotton., No money at first, jes! work on
halves, The trouble that there no equal halves, The white folks pay jes'

like they wants. A man couldn't work thest way no time, I had to come over

S
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10 Texas 'cause 2 man whet want my land say I stoled a barrel from he house,

He try arres!' my old woman 'cAuse she say sne find the barrel, Now, I never

hneve the case in lawsuit and I 'spect vo die thet way. But I has to stay
tway from Mauriceville for three year ! ause that man say I thiefed he
barrel.

"Things was bad after us come to Texas for a time, Thag_Lizal
Scizche, he sho! rough man, Us cropped on tne share and ne take the crop
and the money and lef! fast. Us didn't have a mess of nothin' left,

"I manages .0 live by croppin'. I een here 52 year now, iy
first wife name Massanne Florshann, that the French. My wife what I got

now name Annie, Masssnne she give me six chillen and Annie four,
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AVNIE LITTLE, 81, was born a
slave of Bill Goodern, in Spring-
field, Missouri, Her master
owned a plantation in Mississippi,
and sent Annieis family there
while she was 2 baby. Annie now
lives in Mart, Texas,

"I's first a baby in Springfield. Dat in Missouri snd deré am where
1¥s birthed in January, 1856, iy daddy and mammy was Foward and Annie
ond dey 'longed to MassaBill Gooden, He have de plantation in Missipp'
and send us dere while I*s still de 1i'l baby. Dat am what day call de
Deltalnow, and de cotton so high I clumb up in de trees to reach de top
of de stalks, and de corn so high s man on he mule only hove de top he
‘hat showin*. . |

"If us mind vmassa. and missus, dey good to us, but if de hends lazy
and not work den de overseer whop dem. When dey run 'wgy he sot de blood-
hounds on dem and dey clumb de tree, I's heared dem hounds bayin' de
nigger up a tree Je.s‘ lots of times, iassa never sold none my family
and we steys with him till he wife die and he die, too.

"In de cold days de wamen spin and weave de cloth on looms, I stands
by and pick up de‘ékinttle when dey fall. Us niggers all wore de clothes
nake on de spinnin? wheel, but de white folks wore dressgs from de store,
Doy have to pay ﬁfty and seventy-five cents de yard for calico den,

¥Den de war come. I ‘member how massa come home on de furlough and

v._!i; word come he on de way, us all git ready for de biz cel'bration, Dey
:yéarlin' or hawg and all us niggers cook for de big fesst, Some-

he stay o week, we jes' do nothin' but eat and cooks
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"Dem de good o0ld days, tut dey didn't last, for de war em over to sot
de slaves free and old m=ssa ask if we'll stay or go. My folks jes' stays till
I's a growed gal and gits married and hes a home of my own, Den my obd men
tell me how de Yankees stoled him from de fields, Dey some cavally sojers
and deyv makehim take care of de hosses, He's 'bout twict as 0ld as me, and
he say he was in de Bull Run Battle, He's cgpture in one battle and run 'wey
and 'scape by de holp of a Southern regiment and fin'ly come back to Mississip',
He like de war songs like 'Marchin' Through Georgia,! but bes' o a1l he like
dis song:

"1] ain't gwine study war no more,
I gwine lay down my burden,
Down by de river side,

Down by de river side,

"tGwine lay down my sword and shield
Down by de riverside,

Dowmn by de riverside,

"I ain't gwine study war no more,
Gwine try on my starry crowm,
Down by de river side,

Down by de river side,!

"Well, he done lay he burden down and quit dis world in 1916,

"Do I 'member any hant stories? Well, we'd sit round de fire in

§ de wintertime and tell ghos! stories till us chillen 'fraid to go to bed at
niéht. Iffen I can *lect, I'1ll tell you one, Dis story am 'bout a old,
mtéé. house, a big, 0ld house with two front rooms down and two front rooms
“?mﬁa hall runnin' fram back to front, In back am de 1i'l house where Alex,
what k@* he hoss, stay.

“"Bis big house face de river, 014 Massa g0 to war and never come
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vack no more, 014 missy jes! wait and wait, till fin'ly dey all say she am
weak in de head, EXvery day she tel) de niggers to kill de pig, dat massa be
home today. ZSvery day she fix up in de Sunday best and wait for him, It go
on like dat for rears and vears, till old miss am gone to be with 0)d massa,
| end de niggers 211 left and dere am -ies’ de 014 house left,
| One day long time after freedom Alex coms back, and he hair turned
white, He go up de river to de 0ld plentation fo tell 0ld Miss dat Old Uassa
gone to he Heavenly Home, and won't be b-ck to de n1d place, He come up to de
old house and de front gate am offen de hinges énd de grass high as he head, and
de blinds 2ll hangin! sideways é.nd rattle with de wind. Dey ain't no lightnint
bug and no crickets on de fireplace, jes! de 0ld house and de wind a-blowin'!
through ¢e window blinds and moanin' through des trees,

"0ld Alex so broke up he jes' sot down on Je steps and 'fore he
knowed it he's asleep. He saw 0ld Massa and hisself gwine to war ~nd Ok Massa
{ﬂ,: on he white hoss and he new gray uniform what des women make far him, and de

a plavin! Dixie. 014 Alex seed hisself ridin' he 1i'l roan pony by 014

and he hoss lyin'! side by side, done gone to where dere ain't no more war.
fi0e buries him, and —-den ie thund~r andlightnin' meke Alex wrke up and he look

t in 0ld Miss' room and dere she am, jes! sittin' in her chair, waitin' for 0ld
 :~‘ 616. Alex go b talk with her and she fads 'way. Alex stay in he 1i'l 01
Cabin waitin' to tell 014 Miss, and every time it come rain end lightnint she
allus 50t in her chair and go 'way 'fore he git in her ro-m, So OM Alex finlly

ge0es £0 glmep forever, but he never left he place of watchin' for Cld Miss,

P Massa's side. Den he dreém o after de battle when he look for 014 Massa and finds
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"De white folks and niggers what live in dem davs wo.ldn't live in dat
big, 21d house, so it am call de 'hanted house by de river.' It stands all
lone for years and years, till de new folks from up North come and tore it
down," (See picture of house at end of s*orv,)

"I well 'lect mv o2d man sayin' how de steamboat c-me whistlin' up e
river and 211 de darkies go to singin', 'Steamboat Comin' Rouné de 3end.'!
Dis am in de cotton patch jes' 'yond de hanted house and de steambost whistle
mean time to go to dinner, Dat am de Little Red River up in Arkansas, where
ny 0ld man, Dolphus Little, am birthed, risht near de hanted house.

"Dolphus ~nd me marries in Missipp' tut céme tc Texas and lives at Eillsbore
on dessa John Filloughbvy's farm, We has ten chillen and I'm livin' with my
baby boy right now, ITll tell you de song I gits all dem chillen to sleep with:

"Mammy went 'way - she tell ne to stay,
And take good care of de babdy.

She tell me to stay and sing disaway,
0, g0 to sleepy, 1li'l badby,

"0, shut you eys and don't vou cry,
Go to sleepv, 1i'l baby,
'Cduse mammy's boun! to come bime-by,
O, g0 to sleespv, 1i'l Dbabdy,

"We'll stop up A~ cr-cksand sew up de seams,
De booger man never shall cotch wou,

0, g0 to sleep and dream sweet dreams,

De booger men never shall cotch you,

"De river run wide, de river run deep,

0, bye-o, sweet 1i'l babr,

Dat boat rock slow, she'll rock vou to slaep,
0, bve-o, sweet 1i'l baby,

Chorus

"0, go to sleepy, sleepy, li'l badby,

'Cause when you wake, vou'll git some cake,

And ride a 1i') white hossy.

0, de 1i'l butterfly, he stole some pie,

Go to sleepy, 1i'l baby.

And flew so high t1il1l he put out his eye,
0, 80 to sleepy, 1i'l daby,

e e
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ABE LIVINGSTON, 83 years old,
was born a slave to Mr, Luke
Eadnot, Jasper Co., Texas, the
owner of about 70 slaves, He
now lives in Beaumont, Texas,

"I done well in slavery, 'rguse I belonged to -
Messa Luke Hadnot and he had some bovs and they and me grew up
togetner, When my daddy beat me I'd go up to the big house and
stay there with tne bove and we'd git something to eat from the
kitchen, When de white follks has et, we gits what lef!, M\assa
Luke done well by his nigeers, he done batter'n mos' of 'em,
"Us boye, white boys and me, had lots of fun when us
growin' up, I 'member the gemes us pley and we'd sing this:
"IMarly Bright, Marly Bright,
Three score and ten;
Kin you git up by candlelignt?
Yes, itfen vour legs
Are long and limber and light.!

"Sometimes us boys, not the white ones 'cause they
couldn', would go in the woods and stay all night, We buildg camp-
fires and watches for witches and hants, I seen some but what they
was I don' know, 3By the waterhole, one tall white hant used to come
nearly every night. I couldn' say much how it looked, 'cause I was
too scart to git close,

"I was jus' a&bout big enough to handle the mule when the

war bust out. My daddy was g servant in the army and he helped dig

the bresstwork round Mansfield for the battle,
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"News of the freedom come 'bout 9 or 10 o'clock on a Tuss-
dey morning., Mos' us goes home and stays there till nex' Monday, Then
Yenkeces come and told us we's free, About 30 of 'em come and they
sho! laughed a lot, like they's glad war is tahrough, Seem like they's
more for eatin' than anything else and dey steal the good hosses, They
take everything to eat, and 40 big gobblers and they eat the hawgs and
beeves, too, How them Yankees could est! I never seen nothin' like it.
"I come to Jefferson County after fresedom and got me a job,
It was snipin' on the railroad. ZFreedon didn' meesn mich to me, 'cause

I didn' know the difference. I done well anyhow,

LI ILL L
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JOHN LOVE, 78, was born near
Crockett, Texas, a slave of
John Smelley, John tells of
the days of Reconstruction,

mmd life in the river boittons.
He now lives in ilarlin, Texnrs,

"I's born on de Neches River and spends 2l1 my eorlies! life right
dowrd in de river bottoms, 'ceuse I done live in de Brazos bottom, too.
Memmy end papoy 'longed to John Smelley and was Rese and John,
"It was wild down in de Neches bottom den, plenty bears and panthers
and deers and wolves and catamounts, and 211 kind birds and wild turkeys,
Jes' é 1i'1 huntin' most allus fill de pot dem devs, De Indians traps
de wild animéls and trade de hides for supplies, We was right near to de
Cherokee and Creek res'vation, I knowed lots of Indians, and sone what
was Alzbama Indians and done come over here, 7Dev said de white people was
wrong when dev thinks Alabana mean 'here we rest,! It don't mean dat a-te11.
It nean "people what gathers mulberriss,! You see, dem Alabemz Indisns
right crazy 'bout mulberries and h-s a dav for a fenst when dT mulberries
gits ripve, D2t where Je tribe it its name znd de town nam;d after de tribe,
"Hassa Smellsy fit in ‘e iiexico ar »nd in de Freedom isr, but I don't
know nothin' 'bout de battles, De bigges' thing I Ywembers am when de soldisrs
cone back, 'cause dey finds all dey cattle stolgd or 3vad. De soldiers, both
kinds, de 'Federates and Yankeeé, done took what Aey want. De plantations
all growed up in weeds and all de woun: slaves gone, =nd de ones wnat stayved
was de oldes' and faithfulles!,

"Times wos hard and no monsy, snd if dere wzanlt plenty wild animels

evgrvbody done starve, But after 'while, new folks come in. 2nd has sone

money and things picks up a 1i'l more'n more,
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"ile has de sugar cane snd makes sorghwi, and hns our own wmill, Us
al1l, mzmmy end pappy and usg chillun, done stay withh Massa Smelley long tine
after freedom, 'cause we ain't got nowhere to go or nothin', I%'d holp in de
'lesses will, and when we . rinds dat cane to cook into svrup, dis am de song:

"14in't no more cane on de Neches,
Ain't no more cane on de land;

Oh~=~~<00000~~=—==00000-----00!
Done grind it all in 'lasses,
Ch 00000~=-===~C0000=-~~~ eQ!

"After I's 'bout srowed, I moves to de= Brazos bottom and works for a
stockmnn, den I works for de man what driv de first post on de Houston & Texas
Central right-of-way. I holped build dat railro=d from Houston to ¥aco, and
build de fences and lay de cross-tires, Den I Dbroke wild hosses for Nr., Curry.
He :ive we wy groceries and twentv—five cents a day., I was sho' proud of de job.

"after dis, I carries de m2il from karlin to Zddy, on hosshack, De roads
went throu:h de Brezos bottom. Dey was jes' cowtrails, 'stead of roads. Dere
was a road through dat bottom so b=d de white wmen wouldn't carry dat mail, so
dey gives it to me and I ain't got n» better senses dan to try it, Dat six miles
through cde bottom wes all mudholes =nd when de river git out de banks dat was
bad, But I helt out for eignt years, till de wsil sent by train,

"I knows why dat boll-weevil done come, Dev sary he come from Mexico,
but I thinik he allus been here. Away back vonder o spider live in de country,
'specially in de bottoms, He live on de cotton l=aves and stalks, but ne don't
hurt it, Dese spiders kep' de insects eat up. Dey don't plow deep den, and plants
cotton in February, so it made 'fore de insects git bad.

"Den dey gits to plowin' deep, and it am cclder 'cause de tress 2ll cut,

-
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and dey plows up 2ll de spiders and de cold kill dem. Dev plants later, and
dere ain't no spiders left to est up de boll-weevil,

"I knows an old boll-weevil song, what us sing in de fields:

"De bollweevil is a 1i'l bug, from Mexico, dey sav,
He come try dis Texas soil, and think he better stay,
A-lookin' for a home -- jes! lookkin' for a home,

"De farmer took de bollweevil znd yrut him in de sznd,
Boll weevil said to farmer, 'I'1ll stend it like a3 nen,
Yor its jes'! my home —-- its jes'! .qv hone,

"First time T seed de weevil, he on de esstern trein,
Nex'! time I seed dat weevil, he on de Mempiiis train,

A-looxin' for a home —--—jes! lookin' for ahome,

"If anybody axes vou who writ dis 1i'l song,
Its jes' 4 darx-skin migger, with old blue duckin's on,

o000 RO R K
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LOUIS LOVE, 91, was bdorn in Franklin,
Louisiana, = slave of Donaltron Cafrey,
wouorr Louis describes as a "leadin' lawyer
and once United States Senator." At the
- start of the Civil War, Louis was sent
to Texas with about &S00 other slaves to
escape the "Yankee invaders." Louis now
lives in Orange, Texas, and says he spends
most of nis time sitting on the gellery.
One hand shakes constantly end his reedy
voice is tremulous.

"Well, I guess I's 'bout 91 year old. I 'member when freedom
come, I goes up to reg'stration de year I gits free, I walks up to
old Doc Young and say, 'I come reg'ster for de vote.,! He say, 'You
too young to vote, You ask your missus.'Missus git de big book 'bout
six inch thick where sue got all de birtns and deatns on dat place
since she veen missus and she give me a letter sayin'! I nineveen yeer
0ld, I kep' dat letter t1ill not so long ago and ourus it by mistake,
lcause I can'y read,

"Dave Love he was my daddy and Tildy Love was my mema, My
grandmama raise me, though. My massa's neme Donaltron Cafrey and he
statue stand in de gourt house square now, He was & leadin' lawyer
and a United States senator. When Senator Gibs n die massa he serve
out he term, Young messa name Donaltron Cafrey, junior, and ne kcep
de oig bank in New Orleans now,

"I never was sold to nobody. I heared folks say my folks come
from Kentucky, but my mema born on Massa Cafrey's place. He have de
big house, fine o0ld house with galleries all 'round and big lawns.
It's far back from de road, pushin' clost to a mile, I guess, He have

gseven suger plantation and after freedom come dey rents it out at

I
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$3.00 a acre to raise 'taters in,

"Us live in shacks 'bout like dese 'roun. here. Dese times an
better'n slavery times, 'cause den vou coul-n't go nowheres 'thout de pass
or de patterrollerﬁ‘git you. Dat mean 25 lsshes and more when 7ou gits wome,

"My missus took us chillen to de Baptis! church snd de white preacher
he preach. De cullud folks could nave church demselves iffen dey have de
menager of 'ligion to kinder preach., Course he co.ldn't read, he jus' talx
what ne done heared de white preachers say.

"I git snip one time, Dat time de overseer give me de breahin',

Dey have suoc~s i€y put a nan in. Dey put de man leg through ae holes and
saut it aown. De man jus' lay dere and bawl, |

"De clothes us wore was.shirts and us didn't git no oritcaes till us
big, I's weearin' dbritches a good many vear 'fore freedom, though. Dey
give us two suit de year and us heve veefnile snoes what us call moc'!sins,

"Dey wesn't no oette people dan my wnite folks. Dey didn'tv 'low us
to be brutalize!, but dey didn':s 'low us to be sassy, neither, 1 holp my
grandmg milk de cows,

“inen de Yankzes come to New Orleans dey go on vo Port Hudson and have
de big fight dere. Massé orier everyoody be resdy to travel nex' mornin'.
Dey 'bout 300 peoples in dat travel wagon and dey camps dat night at Camp
Fusilier, where de !'federates have de camp. Dey make only five mile dat day.
Dey stops one night at Pin Hook, in Vermilionville., My brudder die dere.

Dey kep' on aat way till deycame to Trinity River, I stey dere five year.

"De oversesr on de new plantation name Smoot. I wait on de table
and grandme she cook for Smoot. Dey raise sugar cane and corn and peas

and sich like, Dey have lots of pork meat. Dey have stock and one time

-2~
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a calf git eat by a panther, Massa hunt dat panther and shoot him in a tree,
"One day Smoot tell me tc bring all de hands to de house when dey
blows de norn at noon., ‘hen deyv gite dere old massa say dey's free as hs was.,
If dey stays he say he give 'em half de crop, but didn't one stgy. Six a
seven what wants go back to de o0ld home massa done give teams to and.it take
cem 'bout six week comin! kome, I's glad to git dere. I couldn't see free
meant no better, Missus plantation seew mignty pleasant,
"I been marry twict. *ust time = gal name Celeste, but shs 'fuse
to come to Texas with me and dat 'solve de marriage, I marry dis wife, Sarah,

'bout a few year ago. Us been marry 'bout 22 year,
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JOHN MCCOY, ex-slave, who
lives in a small shack in .
the rear of 2310 State 3t.,
Houston, Texesa, claims to
have been born Jan, 1,1838.
Altbough his memory is hazy,
John is certain that "folks
had s heap more sense in
slave times den dey has now,"

-

"Jell, suh, my white folks done larn me to start de cotton row
right ard point for de stake at de far end of de field, 2nd dat way &
nigger don't git off de lin- and go dis-a-way and dat-a-wav, He start
right and end right, yes, suh! Dat de way to live -~ you start right
and go de straight way to de end and -rou comes out ~ll righe,

"I's been here 2z mighty long time, I sho has, and done forgit a
heap, Yceuse my head ain't so good no more, but vken I first knowed
mys2lf I 'longs to old Ma?se John McCoy, 01d liiss Mary was he wife
and dey de onlv white folks what I ever 'longs to, Dat how come I's
2 kcCoy, 'cause £l1 de niggers what 0ld mar:e have goes by his name.

"y paopv's name was Hector »nd mammy's name Ann, and dey dies
when I¥s jes'! a young buck and dat been a long tine 'fore fresdom,
Ain't zot no brudders and sisters what I knows 'bout., All a slave
have to go by am what de white folks tells him 'bout his kinfolks,

"0ld iarse John have a big place round Houston and raises cotton
and corn and hawgs and cows, Dere was lots of wilderness den, full
of varmints and wildcats and bears. 0ld liarse done larn me 'bedience

and not to lie or steal, and he larn me with de whip., Dat all de



Fx-slave Stories Page Two te

(Texas) A 3 3

larnin' we gits. Does he cotch you with de book or paper, he whip you hand
down. He don't whip de old folks none, jes'! de young bucks, 'cause dey wild
and mean and dat de onlies! way dev larns right from wrong.

"I tells vou jes' like I tells everyone - folks had heap more sense
in slave tiu}ea dan doy has now, Long as a nigger do right, 0ld marse pertect
him, O0ld Marse feed he niggers good, too, and we has plenty clotheé. Course,
dey homemade on de spinnin' wheel, but dey good, De shoes jes' like pen'tentisry
shoes, only not fix up so good, 0ld Marse kill a cow for meat and take de hide
to de tanner and Uncle Jim make dat hide into shoes. Dey hard snd heavy and
hﬁrt de feets, but dey wear like vou has iron shoes,

"0ld Marse don't woﬁc heniggers Synday like some white folks do‘. Dat de
dgy we has church meetin! under trees. De spirit jes' come down out de sky an‘&
you forgit.s all you troubles,

"Sleve times was ds best, 'cause cullud folks am ig'rent and ain't got no’
sense and in slave times white folks show dem de right way. Now dey is free, dey
gits uppity and sassy. Some dese young bucks ought to git dere heads whipped |
dom. Dat larn dem manners,

"Freedom wasn't no diff'rence I knows of. I works for Marse John jea!' de
same for a long time. He say one mornin, '‘John, vou can go out in defield if:fen
you wants to, or vou can git out iffen vou wants to, 'cause de gov'ment rsay you
is free, If you wants to work I!1l feed.you snd give vou clothes but can't pay
you no money. I ain't got none,' Humph, I didn't know nothin' what money was,
nohow, but I knows I'1ll git plenty victuals to eat so I stays till old marse die
m old miss git shet of de place, Den I gits me a job farmin' and when I gits

00 01d for dat I does dis and dat for white folks, liks fixin' yards,

B
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"I's black and jes' a poor, old nigger, but I rsv'rence my white folks
lcause dey rared me up in de right way. If cullud folk: pay 'tention and
listen to what de white folks tell dem, de world be a heap better off, Us
0ld niggers knows dat's de tm£h, too, '2ause we larns respec' and manners
from our white folks and on de great day of jedgment my white folksv is gwineter

neet me and shake hands with me and be glad to see me, Yes, suh, dat's de

truth!

pnn
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KiP MC QUEEN, 80, was dorm
in Tennessee, a slave of

the McQueen family, who later
bronght Nap to Texas., He now
lives in Beamont,

“I's born in Tsnnessee but dey brings me'way from dere when
I's a 1ittle chile, what my mammy say is eight year gwine on nina;
My daddy name' Bill McQueen and my memmy name Neells,
%We come from Tennossee in de fmll in des wagons and it takes
us 2 long time, 'cause we camps on de way. DBut we gits dere and
starts to work om de new place,
*Massa have three cook wamen and two was my grandma and my
mamay, De dinin® room was right by de kitchen and we has plenty
to eat, He was a good massa and I wonldn't knowed it been slavery
iffen dey hadn'’¢ told me so., I was treat ;o good.
“Dey have a big house to take care de chillen when dey
mammies workin' in de fields, and old missus she good to dose chillen,
She comes in herge'f every day to see dem and scmetime play with dea,
®Massa son John was de overseer but de 0ld massa wouldn'y flow
him to whip de slaves., Iffen it got to be done, 0ld massa do it, but
he never draw blood like on de plantations 'round us, Some of dem on
dose plantations say dey ain't want Massa McQueen's niggers 'round de
place, ‘canse dey's fres, doy fed too good and all, and dey afraid it
make dere slaves unsatizfy,
"Dey allus stop ;grkln’ Saturdsay afternoons and Sunday and
€its pass to go fishin® or huntin?, Sometime dey has preachin' under
de arbor, Den at dinnsr time dey blow de horn and de cullud folks

wle
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oats at do same tiwe as de white folks, right whers massa kin watch
fem, and if dey not enocugh to eat, he say, 'How come? What de matter
with de cooks?!?
"He live in s two-story house builded out of lumber and &l
‘round in de yard was de quarters. Dey make out of logs snd most has
a little patch de massa 'lows 'em, and what dey raise dey om. MKy
daddy raise cotton each year and he raise sweet *taters and dank ‘eam,
"Doy has Jeorgia hosses in de quarters, Dey was dem bed places
what de niggers slep' on, Dey bores holes in de wall of de house and
makes de frame of de bed and puts cotton mattress and quilt on dem,
De white folks have house make bedsteads, too. Te first bought bed
I see was a plumdb ‘stonishment to me. It have big posties to hang
'gkeeter dar over, De chairs was homemake too, with de white oak splits
for de bdottoms,
¥Maussa he didn't go to de war, but he sent he oldest boy, call
John, He takes my daddy 'long to feed de stock and like dat, I goes
to de camp once to see my daddy and stays a good while, Dey fixin'
to fight de Yankee and dey rest and eat and talk, Dey shoot at de rifle
ring and dey make dem practise all dey got to know to be good soldier,
"yhen freedom come ‘long, massa line us all up by de gallerxy
and say, 'You is you own women and men. You is free, Iffen you waais
to stay, I gives you land and a team and grocerles,! My daddy stays.
"I marry long time after freedom and ralse' two dbatch of chillen,

¥y first wife have eight and my second wife have nine,
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*1 'members de story 'bdout de man what owned de monkey, Dat
monkey, he watch and try do everything a man do. One time a nigger make
up he mind scare ‘nother nigger and when night time come, he put a white
sheet over him and sot out for de place dat nigger pass. De monkey he
seed dat nigger with de sheet and he grad de nice, white tadlecloth and
throw it over him and he foilow de nigger., Dat niggsr, he hear something
behin® him and look '‘round and see somethin' white followin' him and he
think it a resl ghostie, Den he took out and runm fitten to kill hisseltf,
Do monkey ha took out after dat nigger and whan he fall 'zamsted in he
doorwsy ho find out dat a monkey chasin' him, and bs want to kill dat
monkey, but he cam't do d4, °cause de monkey d8 massa's pet.

"So one day dat nigger shavin' and de monkey watchin'’ him,

He know right den de monkey try de same thing, so when he gits through
shavin! he turn de ragor quick in he hand, so de monkey ain't seein’
him and draw de back of de ragor quick '-2ross he throat. Sho' ’nough,
when he gone, d monkey git de bresh and rudb de lather all over he face
and de digger he watchin! through de crack, When dat monkey through
shavin' he dr-w de ragzor quick 'cross he throat, but he ain't know for
to turn it, and he cut he own throat and kill hiesel'f, Dat what de
nigger want him to do and he feel satisfy dat de monkey done dead and

hs bave he revengence,"
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BILL McRAY was borm in Milanm,
1ifieen miles nortn of San

Agustine, Texss, in 1851, He

is a brother of C.B. McRay.

Col. McRay was his owner(the

name may have been spelled

McCray, Bill says). Bill now

lives in Jasper, Texas,He is

8aid 0 De an expert cook, nev-

ing cooked for hotels, boats .
and military camps 40 years, 4

"I was born in Milam in 1851 and dav mskes me 86 year
ole, My mother and fatner was slaves and dey orung me to Jasper
in 1854, Colenel McRay, he was our marster and die' our voss,

He nave 40 head of niggers, but he never nit oue of 'em g lick
in his lite, He own a big rarm snd have a foreman nemed Bill
Cummins. I stay with de Colonel till after I's free,

"Us have good marster, but some of de neignbors treat
dere slaves rough, Ole Dr, Neyland of Jasper, ne nave 75 or 80
slaves and ne was rich and nerd on de slaves, One day two run
away, Tom end Ike, and Dr, Neyland takes de bloodhoun's and ketch
dose two niggers and brung tem im, One ot de niggers takes a
club and kmock ome of de noun's in de head and kilt him, Dey
cook dat dog and make dem niggers eat part of him, Den dey give
both of 'em a beatin',

"De ole 1;>g Jall in Jzsper, it useter stan! whar de Fish
Store is now, Dey have a place t'other aide de jail whar dey whip

niggers. De whippim' pos' was a big log. Dey meke de niggers lie

down on it arnd strap 'em to it, I was a 1lil! boy der and me and

two white boys, Doley McRay and Hemry Munn, we useter slip 'round
wle
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and watch Vem, Coley and Henry ootn grow up and go to war but neitner
one come back,

"Sam Swan, he was sneriff and ne ketcn two runaway niggers one
de.v; Dey was brudders and dey was name Rufe and John Grant., ‘ell, ne
tekes Yem and puts dem in jail and some or de men gits 'em out and tekes
tem dowm to ae wnippin' pos' ana den strgp ‘em down andgive 'em one
terribles lsshin' and den throw salT in dere wounds and vou could hear
dem niggers holler for a mile, Den dey took 'em back to de farm to wo'k,

"Dey harged good many niggers 'round Jasper, In slavery times dey
hangs a nigger name Jim Hendersom, at Maynew Pond. Us boys wem' dere
and mark de tree, Tw cullud men, Tom Jetferson and Sum Powell, dey kill
snudder nigger and dey hang dem to de ole white osk tree what is south of
Jasper Court House,

"After I's free I cooks for Cap'n Kelly in nis mil'tary camps for
21 year, Den I cook for boats what rum up and down de Neches and Angelina
rivers, I wants to say, too, dat I wolks for every sheritfin Jasper

County 'ceptin' de las! one, Guess I's too yvoung to wo'k for hih!

SRR ERBRD
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C. B. M¢ RAT was born im
Jasper, Texas, in 1861, -~
slave to John H, McRasy, a
slave trader, C. B, is
rather unapproachable, and

has a secretive manner, as
though he believes the human
race will bear a little watch-
ing, He told of only one wife,
but his present wife explained,
confidentidly, that he has had .
six, He lives in Jasper,

"}y name is C, B, McRay, better knowsd as 'Co'nstalk,
tceuse I's long and thin, Also knowed as 'Racer, ‘'cause I useter
be fleet on the feet, When I's ten year ole I often caught a
rabbit what jump 'fore me, jus! by runnin' him down., Donr' see
why my boys can't do the same,

"I's bo'n in Jasper, on Main street, right where Lanier's
| Store stan's, on the 12th of April, in 1861, My father's name was
Calvin Bell McRay, de same as mine, and mother's name was Harriet
dcRay, Father was bo’n in Virginny and mother im Sabine County,
in Texas., My brudders' names was Bill McRay and Robert and Duckin
Decus. Father and mother was slaves right here in Jasper, ané so
was my gran'parents, who was bo'n in Africy.

"John McRay was us morster, He was call a 'nigger trader!,
and was sich a easy marster dat other peopls call he slaves, 'McRgr's
free niggers', He make trips to New Orleans to buy slaves and brung
Tem back and sol!' 'em to de farmers. Missus was de bestes! white

woman to cullud folks dat ever live,
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“I's too 1il' to wo'k much but I 'member lotsa things, Us have
a big dinin'-room with a big, long table for de cullud folks and us
git jus'! the same kin' of food dat the white folks hove on dere table,
Iffen a nigger sass marster and he couldn' control him, he was de fus!
one to be sol' and git rid of. He s0l' my uncle dat way. But marster
was good to us when we done right,

"The nigger women spinned and weaved cloth. I 'spec' dat's
the onlies' place in Jasper whar you could go any time of day and see
a parlor full of nigger women, sittin' up dere fat as dey could be and
with 1il' to do. Marster have no plantation for de mern to wolk but he
rented lan' for tnem to cult'vate,

"Marster's niggers all got Sundgy clothes and shoes, Every one
ot dem kave to dress and come to the parlor so he could look dem over
'fore dey goes to church,

"Us have g foreman, name Charlie, It was his duty to keep de
place stock' witn wood., He take slaves and wo'k de wood patches when
it needed, but onct marster come home trom New Orleans and toun! dem
all surferin' ror weat or fire, He call ole Charlie and ask him why
he not git up plenty wood, 'Well,' ola Cnarlie say, 'wood was snort
and *fore I could git more dis col' spell come and it too awful col!
to git wood,! Marster say, 'You keep plenty wood or I gwinter sell
you to a mean marster.,' Charlie git better for a while, then he let
wood git low again, So he was scl' to Bellard Adams, who had the name
of bein' hard on his slaves, Charlie couldn' do enough wo'k to suit

Marster Adams, 20 he put him in what's knowed as the 'Louislana shirt.'
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Dat was a barrel with a hole cut in tne bottom jus' big enough for
Charlie to slip nhe head through. Dey pull dis on to him every mornin!
and then he couldn! sit down or use ne arms, coul' jus' walk ‘roun'
all day, de brunt of other slaves jokes, At night dey took it off
and chaim him to he bed. After he have wo'n dis Louisians shirt a
month de marster task he again, He fail and run otf to the woods,
So Marster Adams, he come to Marster McRay and want to sell Charlie
back agaim, but he couldn', Ycause freedom jus' come and they couldn't
sell slaves no more, but Marster McRey say Charlie coul' come back
and stay on he place if he wanted to,

"Dey didn' try to teach us readin! and writim}! but Mies
Mery read de Bible to us every Sundsy. Iffen us git sick dey git ok
Lr, Haynes or Dr, Perkins,

"When us chillun, we pleys 'Town Ball'! and marples. Motuer's
fav'rite lullaby was Bye-o Baby Buntin't,

"] never seed any sojers till after de War close, den I seed
dem camp om Court House Square right here in Jasper, When freedom
was 'clared, Miss Mary call us niggers into the parlor end den Marster
McRay come and tol! us we's free, He 'vise 'em to wo'k 'rounc Jasper,
vhar they kmows people, and says iifen any wan's to stey witn him to
please rise up, Every persom riz up, So dey all stay witn him ro0r 8
time, After 'wnile he 'gin to rent and cult'vate differen' plantation,

and dere treastment not so good, so dey 'gim to be dissstisy and pull

loose,

x Ao
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A\ JULIA MALORE, 79, was born a slave
w5 of Judge Ellison, who ewned a thous-
and acre plantation near Lockhart,
s Texas, Julia's mother was killed by
another slave. Julia stayed with the
Ellison family several years after
she was freed., She lives at 305
Percy 8t.,, Fort Worth, Texas,.

"Jedge Ellison owned 'bout a tousand aeres land near Lockhart,
a few miles up de Clear Fork river, Right dere I is borned, and it were
a big place and so many goin' and comin' it look like de beehive, De
buildin's and sheds look like de 1i'l tom.

"I 'member bein' left in de mursery vhilst my mammy work in de fields.
One night she go to de river for to wash clothes, She has to wash after dark
and 80 she am washin' and a nigger slave snesk up on her and hit her on de
neck, and it am de death of her, So de woman what mammy allus live with takes
care of me den and when freedom ..me she moves to tom, but massa won't let
her took me, I stays on with him and runs errands, while I is not fannin'
de new beby. Dey has six while I'm dere, I fans dem till I dreps asleep,
and dat call for de whippin',

"My foster mammy comes out and esks massa to let her have me, but
he won't do dat., But she puts one over on him fin'ly and gits me anyway.
He am gone and missus am gone and I has to stay home alone with de last
baby, and a man &nd woman what was slaves on de place 'fore surrender,
comeés by in a wegon and tells me to jump in, Dey takes me to my foster

mgmmy and she moves and won'y 'low me outside, so massa can't ever find me,
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“She 'splains lots of things to me, I done see de women stick dere
héada in de washpot and talk out loud, while ue in slavery. She tells me
day prayin' for de Lawd to take dem out from bondage. Dey think it right
to pray out loud so de Lawd can hear but dey mustn't let de ;hassa hear dem,

"I asks her 'bout my father and she says him on de place but die 'fore
I's borned. He was make de husband to lotw of women on de place, 'cause he
de big man, |

“She am good to me and care for me till I meets de boy I likes. Us
livea together for fifteen years and den him dies. My chillen is ail dead,
He name am William Emerson and I walts nine years 'fore I marries 'gain,
Den I marries Albert Malone and I's lucky 'gain., He's de good man, One day
he am fixin' de sills under de house and de whole house mowes over and falls
-on him, I feels so gréevous over dat I never marries 'gain, Dat thirty-four
year ago, and I lives alone all de time, It ain't 'cause I doesn't have de
chance, 'cause lots of bucks wants me, ‘cause I's de hard worker,

"I washes for de livin' and washes 0ld massa's daughter's clothes,
Massa am de powerful man durin' slavery and have de money and fine clothes
and drives de fine teams and acts like de cock of de walk, All dat changes
after freedom. I seed him layin' in de sun like de dog., I offers to wash be
-clothes and he jus' grunt, He done turned stone deaf, and de white folks say
it 'cause he done treat he slaves 80 bad,

"I done live here in Fort Worth 'bout fifteen years with my daaghter,

Beulsh Watkins, I's mighty happy here, and has de $10,00 pension and thanks

de Lawd for dat,
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ADELINE MARSHALL, 3514
Bastrop St., Houston, Texas, was
born a slave somewhere in South
Carolina, She was bought by Capt.
Brevard and brought to Texas while
still a baby, so she remembers
nothing about her family and has
no record of her age. Adeline in
evidently very old.

"Yes, suh, Adeline Marshall am my name, all right, btut folks

'round here jes' calls me !(Grandma,'

"Lawd have mercy, I's been in dis here land too long, too lon.:,
and jes' ain't no 'count no more for nothin', I got mis'ries in my
bones and jes!' look at what I's got on my feet! Dem's jes' rags, dat's
all, rags. Can't wear nothin! else on 'em, dey hurts so, Dat's what de
red russet shoes what we wears in slave times done --jes' pizen de feets.

"Lawd, Lawd, dat sho! bad times - black folks jes' raise up like
cattle in de stable, only Cap'n Brevard, he what own me, treats he hosses
and cattle better'n he do he niggers.

"Don't know nothin' *bout myself, *cept on Cap'n Brevard's place
down on Oyster Creek. He has de plantation dcore, what de omly place I
knows till Its freedomed, He says I's a South Car'lina nigger what he
bought back dere and brung to Texas when I jes! a baby. I reckon it de
truth, 'cause I ain't never knowed no mama or papa, neither one.

"Cap'n he a bad man, and he drivers hard, too, all de time whippin'
v‘ and stroppin' de niggers to make dem work harder, Didn't make no difference
to Cap'n how little vou is, vou goes out to de fleld mos' soon's you can
walk, De drivers don't use de bullwhip on de little niggers, but dey plays
de switch on us what sting de hide plenty. Sometimes dey puts a nigger: in
 de stocks and leaves dem two or three days, don't give dem nothin' to eat
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or a drink of water, Jjes' leaves dem till dey mos' dead. Does dey die, Jes!
put dem in a box and dig a hole out back of de hoss lot and dump dem in and
cover up. Ain't no preachin' service or nothin', but de poor nigger out he
mis'ry, dat's all,

"0ld Cap'n jes' hard on he niggers andr I 'member one time dey strops
0ld Beans what's 8o o0ld he can't work good no more, and in de mornin' dey
fl nds him hangin' from a tree back of de quarters. He done hang himself to
'scape he mis'ry!

"We works every day 'cept Sunday and has to do our washin' den, Does
anybody git sick week days, he has to work Sunday tomake it up. When we
comes in at night we has to go right to bed. Dey dt;n't ‘low nc light in
de quarters and yvou better be in bed if vou don't want a whippin',

"We gits & plain cotton slip with a string 'round de neck, de stuff
dey makes pickin' sacks of. Symmer or winter, dat all we gits to wear.

"0ld Cap'n have a big house but I jes' see it from de quarters, 'cause
we wasn't 'lowed to go up in de yard. I hear say he don't have no wife, but
a black woman what stays at de house, bat de reason so many 'No Nation'
niggers 'round. Some calls dem 'Bright' niggers, but I calls dem 'No Nation!
'cause dat what dey is, ain't all black or all white, but mix, Dat come from
siave times,

"I knows I's good size when 0ld Cap'n calls us in and say we's free,
but nobody tell me how old I is and I never found out, I knéws some of us

stays and works for somethin' to eét. fcause we didn'¢ know no one and didn't
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ann%nowheres to go.

| "Den one day, Cap'n come out in de field with 'nother man and pick me
and four more what's workin' and say we's good workers, Dat was Mr, Jack Adams,
what have a place clost £o Stafford's Fun, He say if we wants to work on his
place he feed‘us and give quarters and pay us for workint, aﬁa dat how come I
leaves old Cap'n, and I ain't never see him or dat piace where I's raise sence,
but I reckon he so mean de debbil done got him in torment long time ago.

I works in de field for Mr. Jack and dat where Wes Marshall, what I
marries, works, too. After we gits marr;ed we gits a piece of ground and stays on
de seme place till Mr., Jack die and we come to Houston. Dat 'fore de 1900 storm.

"I tells folks when dat storm comin', I ein't 'lieve in no witch doin's,
but some way I knows when dat storm comin'. Dey laughs at dis old nigger, but it
come and dey loses hosses and cattle and chickens and houses.

"I tells de truth Jes' like it am, and I's had a hard time in de land.
Why, in dis sinful town, dey don't do like de Good Book say. No, suh, dey don't.
It say, 'Love they neighbor,' and folks don't love nobody btut theyselves!

MJes' look at me! I'z 0ld with mis'ry and 'lone in de world. My husband
and. chillen done die long ago and leave me here, and I jes! go from house to
honse, tryin' to find a place to stgy. Dat why I prays Gawd to take me to his

bosom, '‘cause He de onlies' one I got to call on,

YT
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Teaae Witio,  Veth | Tex,

Quite black, with close-cut hsair
and stubby gray whiskers, ISAAC
MARTIN 1s contentedly spending the
evening of his life. But two or
three darkened teeth show between
his thick lips as he talks. He
was enjoying the friendly shade of
the cld tree in his beckysrd from
his comfortable seat in an old
rocker, His feet were bare and
hls once striped trousers were
rolled up above his knees to keep
him cool in the hot mldsummer wea-
ther. Beslde the chalr was a pailr
of brogan shoes with gapling splits
across the toes to avold cramping
his feet. He told the story of by-
gone days with evident enjoyment.

"Dis ql' men jex' layin' 'roun'. Ain't nuttin' to him
no mo'. I done wo' out. I jes! waitin' for de Good liar-
ster to call po! ol!' Isaac home to Glory."

"hen dey read de proclamation to my mammy snd daddy
dey mek 'em give eb'rybody' age In de fam'ly. I was twelve
year' ol' den."

"T was bo'n up here in Montgomery county 'bout t'ree
mile from Willls upon de I&GN Railroad. I holp to buil!
dat I&GN Railroad."

"01' Major Wood he my daddy' marster, and 'course he

mine too. He was well fixed. He had 'bout seb'nty or eighty
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wukkin' slaves and I dunno how many 1li'l niggers. I didn'
know nuttin' 'bout ol' Missus, Mrs., Wood. I jis' 'member
she a blg fat woman. Dey didn' 'low no 1i'l nigger chil-
lun up in de yard 'roun' de big house 'cep'n' to clean up
de yard, and dem what done dat, dey hatter be jis' like
dat yard, clean as peckerwoods."

"Ol!' marster he warn't mean. He nebber whip' 'em
jis'! so iffen anybody say de slave orter be whip. Dey
hafter see him and tell him what dey done befo! he glve
de order to de overseer to whip. Iffen he don' t'ink dey

orter be whip, he say don' whip 'em and dey don' git whip."

"I had to mind de cows and de sheep. I had a mule
to ride 'roun' on. It was dis way, I hafter mind de cows.
01! marster he plsnt diffrent fiel's in co'm, fifty or
sixty or & hundred acres. When dey harvestin' de co'n,
when dey gilt one flel' done dey tu'n de cows 1in so dey
kin eat on de 8talks and nubbins what lef' in dat fiel'.
I got to ride 'roun' and see de cows don' bus' over from
one fiel' what dey done harves' into de other filel' where
dey wukkin', or what ain't been harves' yet. I jis' like

dat, ridin' det mule 'roun' de fiel' and keepin' de cows

in."
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"Den dere was five or six of us boys to keep de
dogs out de sheep. You know iffen de dogs git in de
sheep dey ap' to kill 'em."

"Us go hun%in‘ wid de dogs lots of time, and lots
of time us ketch rabblts. Dey was six dogs, ;hd de rab-
bits we kotch was so much vittles for us. I 'member one
night us went out huntln' and ketch fo' or flve rabbits.

Us tek 'em home and clean and dress 'em, and put 'em in
de pot to have big rabbit supper. I was puttin' some red
pepper in de pot to season 'em, énd den I rub my eyes wild
my han' and git dat pepper in my eyes and it sho' burn.
You know how red pepper burn when it glt in your eyes, I
nebber will forgilt 'bout dat red pepper. De ol' folks
uster show us how to fix de t'ings we ketch huntin', and
cook 'em."

"01!' marster sho! t'ought mo! of his 1i'l nigger chil-
len. He uster ride in de quarters 'cause he like to see
'em come runnin'. De cook, she was a ol' woman name' Forney,
and she had to see atter feedin' de chillen. She had a
way of callin' 'em up. She holler, 'Tee, tee, t-e-e; and
81l us 1i'l niggers jis' come runmin'’., Ol! marster he ride
up dnd say, 'Forney, call up dem 1i'l pickaninnies,' and

ol' Forney she 1if' up her voice and holler, 'Tes, t-e-e,
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t-e-e,'! and ol' marster jis' set up on de hoss and laugh
and laugh & lot to see us come runnin' up. He like to
count how many’li'l niggers he did have. Dat was fun for
us too. I 'member dat jes' like yestiddy."

"Nuttin' went hard wid me. Fur's I know 'bout slav'ry
dem was good times."

"Dey had 'bout t'ree or fo' hundred of sheep. My
father hafter kill a mutton eb'ry Frlday for de house. Dey
bring up de sheep and somebody hol' de head 'cross a block
and my father cut de head off wid a hatchet. Sheeps 1s
de pitifullest t'ings to kill. Dey jis' give up. And dey
cries, too. But a goat, he don' give up, naw suh, he talk'
back to you to de las'."

"I 'member one time dey gwine to give a school feas',
and dey gwine ki1ll a goat. Dey hang dat goat up to a tree
by he hind legs so de blood.draen good. Dey cut he t'roat,
dat's de way dey gwline kill 'im. Dat goat seem like hs
kep! on talkin' and sayin' 'Please, God, don' kill me' to
de las', but dat ain't done no good. Dat goat jis' beg to
de las'."

| "My ol! marster he live in a big house. Oh, it was a
pelace. It had elght or nine rooms. It was bull! outer
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logs, end moss and clay was stuff' twlxt de logs. Dere
was boards on de outside and it was all ceill' nice on de
inside. He lived 1n a mansion., "

"Dey was plenty rich. Ol! marster he had a ol' wait-
In' man gll dress up nice and clean. Now 1f you wanter
talk to ol' marster you hafter eall for dat ol' waitin!
men. He come and you tell him what you want and den he
go and tell ol'! marster and den he say, 'Bring him in,' and
den you go In and see de ol' marster and talk your busi-
ness, but you had to be nice and hol' your hat under your
arm."

"Dey's bilg rich people. Sometime' dey heve parties
what las' & week. Dey was havin' dere fun 1ln dere way.
Dey come in kerridges and hacks."

"My father was de hostler and he hafter keep de hosses
and see 'hout feedin' 'e@. Dey had a sep'rate 1i'l house
for de ssddles. Ol! marster he kep' gocd hosses. He
warn't mean."

"He had a great big pasture and lots of times people
go camp in it. You see 1t was disaway, de Yankees dey got
rushin' de Amerilcan people, dat de Confed'rates, dey kep!

comin' furder and furder wes', 'till dey come to Texas and
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den dey can't go much furder. De Yanees kep' crowdin!
'em and dey kep' on comin'. When dey camp in ol'! mar-
ster' pasture, he give 'em co'n. f see 'em dribe a whole
wagon load of éo'n and dump 1t on de groun' for dey hos-
ses. De Yankees nebber come 'till de war closs. Den dey
ceme all through dat country. Dat was destructien, it
seem to me like. Dey take what dey want."

"When freedom come and de proclamstion was read and
de ol' marster tol' 'em dey was free and didn' have no ol!
marster no mo' some of de slavex cried. He tell 'em, 'I
don't want none of you to leave.' 'I'll give you $8.00 a
mont'.' All de ol' folks stay and help gadder dat crop.
It sho' griebe ol' marster and he didn' live long atter
dey tek his slaves 'way from him. Well, 1t jis' kill' him,
dat's all. I 'members de Yankees on dat day dey sot to
read de proclamation. Dey was gwine 'roun' in dey blue
un@form'nand a big long sword hangin' at dey side. Dat was
cur'esity to dem niggers."

"When ol! marster want to go out, he call he 1i'l nig-
ger serbent to go tell my father what was de hostler, to
saddle up de hess and bring him 'roun', Den ol marster

git en him. He had t'ree steps, so he could jls' go up
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dem steps and den his foot be right at de stirrup. My
daddy hol! de stirrup for him to put he other foot in it."

‘ "I was big 'nuff to run after him and ax him to gimﬁe
g dime. He 1aﬁgh and sometime he gimme de dime. Sometime
he pltch 1t to me and I run and grab it up ané say, 'T'ankee,
marster,' and he laugh and laugh."

"01' mistus she had a reg'lar cook. Dat was my mud-
der's mudder. Eb'ryt'ing had to be jis' so, and eb'ry-
t'ing nice and clean."

"Dey didn' do no reg'lar wuk on Sunday. Eb'ry Sunday
one of de uther wimmins nafter tek de place of de cook so
she could git off. All of ‘em what could would git off
and go to de chu'ch fer de preachin'. Dem what turn didn'
come one Sunday, would go anudder 'tlll dey all got 'roun’
to go." |

"larster had two or t'ree hundred head of cattle. My
gran'father, Guilferd, hid & muls and hoss of he own. Uncle
Hank was his brudder, and he had de sheep department to
leok atter. Sometime de niggers glt a hoss or a sheep over,
den de marster buy 'im. Some of de niggers had & 11'l

patch 'roun' dey cabin' and dey raise veg'table. Ol' mar-

ster he buy de veg'table sometime. I didn' know what free-
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dem was. I didn' know wedder I needed it or not. Seem
to me like it was better den dan now, 'cause I gotter
look eut for myself now."

"Us uster be on de watch-out for ol' marster. De
fus' one see him comin' 11t out and open de ga%e for him
to ride froo and ol' marster toss him a nickle."

"When it was time to eat, de ol' cook she heller out,
'T-e~8, t-e~o, t-e-e~-e' and all us 1i'l niggers come run-~
nin'. She have a blg tray and each of us have a wessel
and & spoon. She fill' us wessel and us go eat and.ﬁen
us go back fer mo'. Us git all us want. Dey give us
supper befo' de han's ceme in from de fiel' and what wid
playin' 'reun' all day and eatin' all us could hol! in
de afterneon, twarn't leng befo' us 1lifl niggers ready to
go te sleep."

"One t'ing, el' marster didn' want his niggers to run
about. Sometime dey want te go over to anudder plantation
en Sunday., Den he give 'em a pass iffen he willin' for
'em to go. Dey had patterrellers to ride from plantation
to see iffen dey was any strange niggers dere."

"When dey wanter marry, de man he repe't to ol' mar-
ster. He want his niggers te marry on his ewn plantation.

He give 'em & mice 1i'l supper and a blg dance. Dey had
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some sort of license but ol' marster tek care of dat.
He had two sons what hed farms and slaves of dere own.
O1l' marster didn' care if hls slaves marry on his sons'
farms., If anykéf de slaves do mean, he mek 'em work on
Sunday. He didn' b'leeb in beatin' 'em." |

| "So many ef 'em as could, usually go te de white folks
chu'ch on Sunday and hear de white preacher. Dey sit off
to deyse'fs in de back of de chu'ch. Dem what stay at
heme have a cullud preacher. Dey try to raise 'em up

social."

"Dey had a ol'! womsn te look after de bables when
dey mammies was out in de fiel'., Dey have a time sot for
de mammies te come in and nuss de babies. De ol' woman
she had helpers. Dey had & big house and cradle' for dem
babies where de nuss tek care of 'em."

"#hen anybedy die dey have a fun'rel. All de han's
knock eff work te 'tend de fum'rel. Dey bury de dead in
& ho'made coffin.”

"T nebber pay ne 'tenshun te talk 'bout ghos'es, I
nebber b'leeb in 'em. But one time cemin' from chu'ch my
unele'! wife say, 'Ike, you eber see a ghos'? Want to see

see one?, and I tell her'I don't give a cent, yes I want

)
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to see one.' She say, 'I shew you a man dress' all 1n.
white what ain't get no head, and you gwine feel & warm
breeze.' After a while down de hill by de greveyard she
say, 'Dere he go.' I look' but I neber see.nuytin', but
I feel de warm breeze."

"I uster go to see a gal and I uster hafter pass
right by a ol' greveyard. It was all wall' up wid brick
but one place dey had steps up over de wall so when dey
hafter bury a body twe men kin walk up dem steps side by
slde, and dst de way dey tek de corpse ever, Well, when
I git to dem steps I hear sump'n'. Den I stop and I ain't
hear nuttin'.,. When I start walkin' ag'in I hear de noise
ag'in., I leok 'roun' and den I see sump'n' white come up
right dere where de steps ge over de wall. I had a stick
in my han' and nex' time it come up I mek a rush at it
and hit it. It was jis' a great big ol' billy geoat what
got inslde de wall and was tryin' to git eut. He get eut
jis! when I hit him and he 1it eut froe de woods. Dat's
de only ghes' I eber see and I's glad dat warn't ne ghes'."

"01' marster he had twenty head ef cews. Dey give
plenty milk. Dey uster git a cedar tub big as dat dere
one full ef milk. De milkers dey pack it en déy head te
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de house. Ur cow-pen boys had te go drive up de caffs.
Cow=-pen bofs? Cow=-pen boys, dem dc boys what keep away
de”caffs when dey do de milkin'. Co'se, lets of times
when dey freo milkin' us jump en 'em and ride 'em. When-
eber dey ketch us doin' dat dey sho' wear us eu;. Dat
warn't yestiddy."

"Fur ‘a8 I's cencern we had a plum good time in sla-
viry. Many & year my grampas raise a bale of cotton and
marster buy it. Dat was encouragin' us to be smart."

"My daddy neme' Edmond Wood and my ma name' Maris.

I had 8 brudder and a sister; dey name' Cass and Ann. I
been a farmer all my life. I kep' en farmin' 'till de
boll weevil hit dese parts and‘den I quit de farm and
went to public werk. I work in de woods and cut legs.
I buy dis heuse. I been here 'roun' Veth 'bout twenty-
five year'."

"I veen mﬁrry twict. De fus' time I marry--I git so
stinkin' el' I can't 'member when 1t were, but it been a
long ways back. My fus' wife, Mary Joehnson. She die' and
deq I merry dis yere weman I got yere now. Her name been
Rhoda McGewan when I marry her but she been marry befo'.

Befe of us el', ain't fit fer nuttin'. Us git pension'
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and dat what us live on now, 'cause I toe ol' te do any
work no mo'."
| "Me and my fus' wife we had ten chillun. Dey's all

dead but fo' and I ain't sho' dey's all 1livin'. Las' I
heerd of 'em one was in Houston, and one in Chicago, and
one in Kansas City, and one live here. I see him dis
mawnin',"

"I heerd tell of de Klu Klux but I aln't neber seed
'em. I neber did go to school needer."

"I's a2 member of de C.M.E. Meth'dis' Chu'ch. When
I uster could git about I uster be a steward in de chu'ch.
Den I was de treasurer of de chu'ch here at Voth for some
seben year'. I uster b'leng to de U.B.F. Lodge, tooc."

"Back in slav'ry dey allus had a ol' darky to train
de young ones and teach 'em right frem wrong. And dey'd
whip yeu fer doin' wrong. Dey'd repe't to de overseer.
Some ef 'em was mean and repe't somebody dey ain't like
jis' te git 'em in trouble. De overseer he had to 'vesti-
gate 'bout it and if it was so, somebody git & whippin'.
Semetimes. seme folks repe't sump'n' when it warn't true."

"01' marster he was plum ind'pendant. His planta-

tien was eoff frem de town. He uster had his mall brung

I v
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toe him. Fur's I kin 'member I didn' had to leok out for
nuttin', Dey had a time t? call all de slaves up and

give 'em hats, and anudder time dey give 'em shoes, and
anudder time dey give 'em cle's. Dey see dat eb 'rybody
was fit, Ol! marster allus glve 'em 21l some kinder
present at Crismus. I dunne what all he give de ol' folks
but he give de chillun candy and de like."

"I was allus tickle' to see ol' marster come 'roun'--
Oh, good gracious, yes. And 1t allus tlckle' him to come
'roun! and see all his 11'l niggers."

"One time Cap'n Fisher was 'seciated wid ol' marster,
and him snd anudder man come 'leng wid ol' marster up de
read what run froo de gquarters. Dey wanter see de 1i'l
niggers. O1' marster call 'em up and frew out a han'ful
of dimes. It she' tickle' 'em te see de 1i'l niggers
scramble for dem dimes, and us leok' for dimes 'roun' dat
place f@f a week, Dat was enjoyment te de white folks
dem days." |

"Marster was geed to hils niggers and none of 'em eber
run away. My mudder she raise ol' mistus' baby chile. She
uster suckle him jis' like he her ewn baby‘and he allus
t'ink lets ef her. After he a growed up ﬁan he uster bring

her presents lets ef times. He call her 'mammy sll de time."

3
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"He went off te de war. He los' he hearin' and
got deef. DMNuster been de nolse from dem blg cannons
what done 1t. He got hls blg toe shot off in de war,
too. After de war was over he come home and git married."
"Dat 'bout all dat I kin 'member 'cep'n' éat I vote!
in de state and other 'lections when I's twenty-one year'

ol'. "
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JAMES MARTIN, 311 Dawson St.,, Sen
Antonio, Texas, is 90 years old,

His parents were Preston and Lizzie
Martin and he was born in Alexandria,
Va. Uses little dismlect,

"I was born in Virginia in 1847. My mother was a slave
and nmy grandfather wes one of the early settlers in Virginia,
He was born in Jamaica and his master took him to England,
When the English came to Virginia, they brought us along as
servants, but when they got here, everybody had slavee, 80 we
was slaves, too, My mother was born in the West Indies,

"A man named Martin brought my grandfather here and we took
his name, And when marster was ready toc die, he mads a will and
it said the Joungest child in the slaves muet be made free, so
that was my father and he was made free when he was 16. That
left me and my brothers and sisters all free, but all the rest
of the family was slaves,

"My mother was born & slave near Alexandria. The marster's
daughter, Miss Liza, read to my mother, so she got some learning.
When my mother's owner died he left her to Miss Lige, and then my
father met my mother and told her they should get married, My
mother said to Mise Liza: "I'd like fine to marry Preston Martin.®
Miss Liza says, 'You can't do that, 'cause he's a free nigger and
your children would be free. You gotta marry one of the slaves,?
Then Miss Liza lines up 10 or 15 of the slave men for my mother to

pick from, dbut mother says she don' 1liike any of 'em, she wants to
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marry Preston Martin, Miss Liza argues but my mother is just stub-
born, so Miss Liza says, 'I'11l talk to the marster,' He says, 'I
cen't lose property like that, and if you can raise $1,200 you can
buy yourse'f free,’ So my mother and my father saves money and it
takes a long time, tut one day they goes to the marster and lays down
the money, and they gits married, Marster don' like it, but he's
promised and he can't back out,

"So me and my brothers and sisters is free, And we sees others
sol' on the smction block, They're put in stalls like pens for cattle
and there's a curtain, sometimes just a sheet in front of them, so the
bidders can't see the stock too soon, The overseer's standin' just
outside with a big black snake whip and a pepper box pistol in nis hand,
Then they pulls the curtain up and the bidders crowds 'round, The over-

seer tells the age of the slaves and what they can do. One bidder takes

a pair of white gloves they have and rubs his fingers over a man's teeth,

and he says, 'You say this buck's 20 years old, but there's cups ;om to
his teeth, He's 40 years if he's a day. Sp they knock that buck down
for $1,000, ‘cause vhey calls the men 'bucks' and the women 'wenches.'
Then the overseer makes 'em walk across the platform, he makes 'em hop,
he makes 'em trot, he makes 'em Jump.

"Waen I'm ola enough, I'm taught to be a saddler and when I'm
17 or 18 I enlist in the Confed'rate Army.

“Did they whip the slaves? Well, they jus' about half killed
‘em. When it was too rough, they slipped into Canada.

WA marriage was a event, The bride and groom had to jump over
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a broom handle., Tne boss man had a white preacher, sometimes, and
there was plenty good beef cornbread. But if the boss didn't care
much, he jus' lined 'em up and saild, ‘Mandy, that's your husband and,
Rufus, that's your wife,!

"After the war we were sent to Texas, tne 9tn U.S. Cavalry,
under Capt, Francis F» Dodge. I was at Fort Sill, Fort Davis, Fort
Stockton and Fort Clark. I was in two battles with Indians in the
Guadalupe Mountains, I served under Col, Shafter in 1871 and I got
my discharge under Gen, Merritt in 1872, Tnhen I come to Ssa Antonio,

"I helped bring the first railroad here, The S.P. in them days
only ran near Seguin and I was a spiker and worked the whole distance.
Then I helped build the old rallroad from Indianola to Cuero and then
from Cuero to Corpus,and Schleister, I think, and Cunningham were the
contractors, That was in 1873 and 1874,

"I drove cattle for big outfits, end drove 2,000 or 3,000 head
from South Texas sometimes clean up to Mota. I drove for John Lytle,
Brockhans, Kieran and Bill Sutton, There wasn't no trails and no fences.
The Indians would come ask for meat and we knew if we didn't give it to
lam they'd stampede the cattle.

"If I wasn't 80 old, I'd travel 'round again. I don't believe any

man can b8 educated who ain't traveled some. "
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LOUISE MATHEWS, 83, is a sister
of Scott Hooper. Her owner was
the Rev, Robert Turner., Louise
married Henry Daggett when she
was twenty, Jim Byers when she
was thirty-one and Bill Mathews
when she was thirty-three, She
lives slone at 2718 Ennis Ave,,
Fort Worth, about a block from
Secott. -

"Sho', I 'members dem slavery times, '~ause I's eleven when de break-
up come, Everybody call my massa Jedge Turner, but him am a Baptist preacher

and have de small farm and gen'ral store, My pgry and mammy don't live to-

gether, 'cause papoy am own by Massa Jack Hooper, Massa Turner done merry dem,

Mostest de cullud folks jus' lives together by 'greement den, but massa have
de cer'mony,

¥Us live in log cabins with de dirt floor and no windows, and sleep
on straw ticks. All de cookin' done in de eatin' shed but when pappy come
over twict de week, mammy cooks him de meal den,

"Let me tell yous how de young'uns cared for, Massa give dem special
care, with de food and lots of clabber and milk and pot-liguor, and dey all
fat and healthy.

"Massa am a preacher and a farmer and a saloonkeeper, He makes de
medicine with whiskey and cherry bark and rust offen nails. It mus' be good,
‘cause us all fat and sassy. Gosh for 'might}y. How I hates to take dat medi-
cine! He say to me, 'Take good care de yocung'uns, '‘cense de olé. ones gwine
play out sometime, and I wants de young'uns to grow strong,

¥Massg Turner wants de good days work and us all give it to him, Every

Saturday night us git de pass if us wants to go to de party., Us have parties

~l-
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and dancin'! de quadrille and fiddl_es and banjoes.
| "On Sunday massa preach 0 us, 'cause he de preacher heself,
He preach to de white folks, too. -

"I 'member dat surrender day, He call u s round him, I can see him
now, like I watches him come to de yard, with he hands clasp 'hind him and he
head bowed., I know what he says, 'I likes every one of you. You dbeen faithful
but I has to give you up. I hates to do it, not 'cause 1 don't want to free you,
but 'cause I don't want to lose you ell,' Us see de tears in he eyes.

“Mos' everybody 10#79.. and us go to pappy's place, den comes here
in 1872, right here where us live now. My sister, Scott, she lives up de street,
It warn't no houses here den,

"I gits married in 1974 to Henry Dsggett and he dies in 1884, Den I
marries Jim Byers in 1885 and he am lazy and no 'count, He leaves on Christmas
Day in de mornin', and don't come back, Dat de only present he ever give me!

He an what you calls de duck passer., I does de washin' and ironin' and he passes
de tacks I makes, I marries Bill Mathews and he my las' mmsband. He dies on
May 15th, dis year, I has seven chillen and four of dem am right in dis town,

*I never votes but once, 'bout four years ago. I Jus' don't care 'bout
it. Too much fustin' round for me, My husband allus voted de Lincoln ticket,

| "I gits 'round and it won't be long 'fore I goesto de Lawd's restin’
place. My sister m 81 and I's 83, and she lives in de next block yonder way.

Us sam de cons'latien te each ether,

snes
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WILLIAM MATHEWS, 89, was born
a slave on the Adans plantation,
in Franklin Parish, Louisiana,
He was driver of the family car-
risge . After William was freed
he supported nliself by hiring out
as a fleld hand and by making and
selling baskets, Since 1931 he has
lived with his daughter, Sarah Col-
burn, at 812% 41st St., Galveston,
Texes,

"Course I can 'lect 'bout slavery. I is 0ld and my eyesight
am gone, but I can still *lect., I ain't never forgit it,
My massa, 0l1d Buck Adems, could out-mean de debbil heself,
He sho' bard -~ hard and sneaky as slippery ellum, Old Mary Adams,
he wife, was ‘'most as hard as he was, Sometimes I used to wonder
how dere chillen ever stood 'em, 0ld Buck Adams brung my memny
and daddy from South Car'lina to work in de fields and my daddy's
neme was Economy liathews and my mammy's name Phoebe, Simmons was
her name ‘fore she marry. I is bdorn on old Buck's place, on Dec-
ember 26th, in 1848, Dat plantation was in Franklin Parish, some-
where round Monroe, in Louisiana,

"Me and Bill Adams raised together. When he shoot a deer
I run home like greased lightnin' and git de hoes, Sometimes he'd
shoot a big hawg and I'd skin him,

"When I gat big 'nough 1'd drive dere carriage. I was what dey
clalls de *waltin® boy.' I sot in dat buggy and wait till dey come
out of where dey was, and den driv 'em off, I waen't 'lowed to git
out and visit round with de other slaves. ¥No, puh, I had to set dere

\

and walt,
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"De slaves git out in de fields 'fore sun-up snd work till black
dark., Den dey come homeand have to feel dere way ir de house, with no light.
My memmy and daddy fiéld. harids. My zrandma was cook, and have to git in de
cook pot 'tout four ofclock to git breaxfas' by daylight. Dey et by candles
or pine torches., One de black boys stand behin' 'em and hold it while dey et.

WLe clothes we wore was made out of dyed 'lows.' Dat de stuff dey makes
sackin' out of, Summer time us go barefoot but winter time come, dey give
you shoes with heels on 'em big as biscuilts,

"De quarters is back of de big house and didn't have no floors, Dey sot
plumb on de ground and build like a hawg pen, Dey cut dcwn timber and stake
it up at de corners and fill it in with timber with de bark on it, Dere was
split log houses and round log houses and all sech like dat., Dey have only
fifty slaves on dat place, and it a big plece, big 'noush for a hundred, But
what dey do? Dey take de good slaves and sell 'em. Dat what dey do. Den dey
make de ones what am left do all de work, Sell, sell, &1l de time, and never
buy nobody. Dat was dem.,

YEvery Sat'day evenin' us zo to de pitcher poke. Dat what dey calls it
when dey issues de rations, You go to de smokehouse and dey weigh out some
big, thick rounds of white pork meat and give it to you. De syrup weighed out.
De meal welghed out. Dey never give us no sugar or coffee. You want coffee,
you put de skillet on de fire and put de meal in it and parch it till it most
black, and put water on it, Mammy make salt water bread out of a 1i'l flour
and salt and water,

"Sometimes, dey make de slaves go to church, De white folks sot up fine

in dere carriage and drive up to de door and git de slaves out of one cabin, den
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git de slaves out of de nex' cabin, and keep it up till dey gits dem =11,
Den 211 de slaves walks front' de carriage till dey gits to church, De slaves
sot outside under de shode trees, If de preacher talk real loud, you can
hezar him out de window,

"If a cullud man take de notion to preach, he couldn't preach 'tout de
Gospel. Dey didn't 'low him do dat. All he could preach ‘tout was obey de
massa, obey de overseer, obey dis, obey dat, Dey didn't make no pessel of
fuss 'vout prayin' den, Sometimes dey have p.rayin' meetin' in a cabin at
night., Each one dbring de pot and put dere head in it to keep ce echoes from
gittin' back., Den dey prey in de pot, Dat de Gawd's truth!

"Like I done said, massa sol'! de good slaves in Monroe. N°g°g;' narry
in dem days. A gal go out and take de notion for some buck and dey make de
tgreement to live together. Course, if a unhealthy buck takfj(p with a portly
gal, de white folks sep'rate 'em, If a man a big, stout man, good breed, dey
gives him four, five women,

"Sometimes dey mn ‘way. It ain't done dem no good, for de dawgs am
put on dey trail, If you clumb de tree, dem dogs hold you dere till de white
folks comes, and den dey let de dogs git you, Sometimes de dogs tore all dey
clothes off, and dey ain't got narv a rag on '‘em when dey git home. If dey
run in de stream of water, de dogs gits after 'em and drowns 'em, Den Nick,
de overseer, he whop 'em. He drive down four stakes for de feets and hands

end tie 'em up., Den he whop 'em from head to feets, De whip make out a hide,

cat in strips, with holes punch in 'em, When dey hits de skin it make blisters,

-3
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"Ll; kind of war talk floatin! round 'fore de Yankees come, Some say
de Yenkees fight for freedom and some say dey'll kill all de slaves. Seems
like it must have been in de middle of de‘ war dat de Yankees come by, We hears
éomebody holler for us to comeout one night and seed de place on fire, Time
we git out dere, de Yankees gone. We fit de fire but we had to tote water in
buckets, and de fire burn up de gin house full of cotton and de cotton house,
too, and de corn cribd,

"De Yankees allus come through at night and done what dey gwine to do,
and den waeit for more night 'fore dey go 'bout dere business., Only one time
dey come in daylight, and some de slaves jine dem and go to war.

"All de talk 'bout freedom git 80 bad on de plantation de massa make
me upt de men in a big wagon and dvve 'em to Winfield., He zay in Texas dere
never be no freedom, I driv 'em fast till night and it take 'bdout two days.
But dey come back nome, but masss sey if he cotch any of 'em he gwine shoot 'em,
Dey hang round de woods snd dodge round and round till de freedom man come by.

"We went right on workin' after freedom., 0ld Buck Adams wouldn't let us
€0 . It was way after freedom dat de freedom man come and resd de paper, and
tell us not to work no more 'less us git pay for it, When he gone, old Kary
Adams, she coms out, I 'lect what she say as if I jes! hear her say it., She
SaY, Pen years from today 1%'1] have you all back 'galn,' Dat ten years been
over a mighty long time and she ain'y git us back yit and she dead and gone.

"Dey makes us git right off de place, jes' like vou teke a old hoss and

turn it loose, Dat how us was. No money, no nothin', I git a Job workin'

" for a white man on he farm, but he couldn't pay much. He didn't have nothin!',

ol
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He give me jes! 'nough to git a peck or two of meal and a 1i'l syrup,

"I allus works in de fields and mpkes baskets, big 0ld cotton baskets
end bow baskets make out of whiite oak, 1 work down de oak to make de splite
and mske de bow basket to tote de lunch. DNen I make trays and mix bowls,
I g0 out and cut down de big poplar and bust off de big block and sit dowmn
'straddle, and holler it ocut big as I wants it, and make de bread trgy. I
make collars for hosses and ox whops and quirts out of beef hide, But I
looses my eyesight a couple years back and I can't do nothin' no more. Uy
gal takes care of me,

"I come here in 1931, Dat de first time I'm out of Franklin Parish.
I allus git along some way till I'm blind. My gal am good to me, but de

days am passin' and soon I'll be gone, too.’

* 88
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< 9 HIRAM MAYES tninks he was horn
iyb\ in 1862, a slave of Tom Edgar,

who owned a plantation in Double
Bevou, Texas, Hiram lives with
two daughters in a rambling fam-
house n«2ar Beaumont, less than
three miles trrom his hirthplace

on the 0ld Xdgar homestead neor
the Iron Bridge. Tor thirty
vears Hiram has served as Worship-
ful Master or the Masonic Lodge N
(Negro) in the vicinity, Native
intelligence gleams in his deep-
set eyes, but his speech shows
tnat he received little schooling,

"De fust tning I 'members back in slavery time was gittin! in
de mnaster's strawbarry vatch. He's rignt proud or dat pateh and zit after
us plenty., Dey was 1i'l Tim Edger, det ce white bov, and me. Tim, he
still 1livin'! down in Wallisville, 014 mester he cut us both a couple times
for thiefin' he strawberries, jes! give us n bresh or two to skeer us,
Dat de onlies! time rne ever did wnip me and wvou cnalan' heardlv c¢all thet
a whippin!,

"01d men Mom Xdgar was iy master snd de oiu nugel place was
aown below where Jackson's store it and 'bout two mile from where I lives
now, Some de brick from dat house =till standin; dere in ae wooas,

‘My mama name Marv and Doli Mayes my papa, and I's borned !'Dpout
1862, I guess, 'cause I wasn!t very big when freedom come, 1 did most
ny playin' with young master, Tim, him and me 'bout de same age.

"0ld master was sho! good to he slaves and dey ain't never have

no cruel overseer nor no lot of whippin' like some masters did.‘ Mama
work in de white folks houss and dons de cookin'! in de big kitchen,

De big house was a big, low place with galleries 'round it. Mama tie
me t0 a chalr leg on de gallery to keep me from runnin' off to de bayou.

-1-
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Dey !'fraid of alligators. Dem 'gators never did eat no cullud chillen ‘round
us place, but dey allus 'fraid dey would. Dey sich big snakes in de woods, too,
dey skeered of dem, |

"De culiud folks =11 héve 1i'1 brick cébin quarters and dey have g
brickyard right near ce place what a white man own and he make de 5ficks whot
dey calls Cedar Bayou brick 'count of de mud being diff'rent. I's born in one
dem 1i'l brick houses. I don't 'mekber none my grandfolxs ':zept my pepa's
msme, call Martha Godfry. She cone from Virginny, and 'long to de ilayes where
my papa born,

"I never did bother with Sunday School much, me, Dey one on de bayou
and a white lady, Miss Joseph, am de teacher, Dey wasn't no school but after
I git free I go to schoolon de ed:e of de woods, Iey have teacher name Runnells
and a 0ld blue-back speller to larn out of,

"After us freed my papa move up de prairie a ways and hire out to

ride dé range., Dsy done larn me to ride when I 'bout five, six year old and
I rid with de old man. Dat ridin' business was Jjes' my job., My daddy never
did like to settle down and farm, but drutner ride de range for four bits or
six bits de day. De 0ld master done give us nothin', jes' turn us rdrift, ut
he didn't have much and everybody jes' have to shift for demselves dem days,
Us git 'long all right makin! money with de cattlenmen,

- "De prairie lands a good place to git things to eat and us see plenty
deers, sometime eight or ten in de bunch. Dey lots of wolves roamin' 'round
lookin' for stray cows. Dat when de whip come in handy, to knock dem on de

head, Never hear tell of but one bear, ~nd us cotch him on Gum Island and

kill bim, You xnow dem funny lookin', horny things dey calls armadillos’

‘2.
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Dey been immigrate here 'bout ten vear ago, Dey come from somewhere but us
ain't knowed why. Dey never was none here in slavery time but plenty horny
frogs and 'gators,

"I marry 51 year ago to Wilina Day and I's still marry to her.
Us marry in her brudder's house with jes' homefolks., Dey's nine chillen
and eight still livin' and most dem farmers, 'cept two boys in de reg'lar
army. Dey am Dolf and Robert., Czcar runs de fillin' station at Double
Bayowu, Oscer wes in France in de World War. I has two my gals with me
here and two grandchillen.

"I rode de range till 'bout 20 year ago and den I start gittin!
purty old, so I settles down to farnin', Dey charter é Mnasonic lodge here
in 1906, I 'lieve it were number naught six, and dey put me up for Worshipful
Kaster of de bunch. After dey vouch for me I git de chair and I been sittin'

in de east for 30 year,

o 10 0 0 o e o 0 R0
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SUSAN MERRITT, 87, was bernm

in Rusk Ce.,, Texas, a slave

of Andrew Watt, A year after
she was freed, Susar moved

with her parents to Harrisom
Co., and stayed on their famm
until she married Will Merritt.
They regred¢ fifteen children.
Susgn has little to sgy of

her life from 1865 to the pres-
ent, stating that they got
alorg on the farm they werked -
on shgres. Since her husband's
death Susan lives with a senm,
¥illle, west of Marshall, Texas,
on the Hymsom Springs Road,

"I couldn't tell how old I is, but does vou thirnk I'd ever forgit
then slave days? 1 'lieve I's 'bout 87 or more, 'cause I's 3 good size
gal spinnin all the thread for the white folks when they lets us loose
after surrender,

"I's born right down in Rusk Coumty, not a long way from Hendersom,
and Massa Andrew Watt =m my owner., My pepny, Hob Rollins, he come from
- North Carolina and belonged to Dzve Blakely and mammy come from Mississipvi,
Memmy have eleven of us chillem but four dies when they bables, but Albert,
Hob, Johm, Emma, Amnna, Lula and me lives to be growed and married.

"Masse Watt lived im 2 big log house what sot on a hill so you could
ses it 'reund for miles, and us lived over in the field in 1little log huts,
2ll huddled along together, They have homemade beds nailed to the wall and

baling sack mattresses, and us call them bunks, Us mever had no momey but

plénty clethes and grudb and wear the same clothes 2ll the year 'round. Masse

Watt made eur shoes for wint.er hisself and he made furmiture and sasddles
end harness and Tum a grist mill and a whiskey still there om the place,

That msn had ev'ything,
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"The herds was woke with the bit bell and when massa pulls thet
bell rope the niggers falls out them bumks like rain fallin', They was in
that field "fore day and stay t1ll dusk dark, They work slap up till Sat-
urday anight snd them washes their clothes, and sometimes they gits through
and hes time for the party ond pleys ring plays. I *member part the words
to one play and that, 'Relling river, roll om, the old cow die in cold
water ,..now we'ls got te drink bad water 'cguse o0ld cow die in cold water,!
but I cam't 'member more'n that., It's teo long ago.

"When the hands come in from the field ot dusk dark, they hes to
tote water from the spring and cook and eat and be in bed whem that o0ld bell
rings at nine o'clock, 'Bout duck they:calls the chillen and gives 'em a
piece of corn pone 'bout size my hand 2nd a tin cup milk and puts them to
bed, but the growed folks et fat pork and greens and begns end sich like
and have plenty milk, Ev'ry Sunday massa give 'em some flour gnd butter
and a chickem, Lots of niggers caught a good cowhiding for slippin' ‘round
ond steglin'® 2 chicken 'fore Sunday,

"Massa Watt didm't have no oversser, but he heve a migger driver
what zm jus' as bad. He carry a long whip ;round the neck 2nd Ifs seed
him tie niggers to a tree and cowhide 'em till the blood run down onto the
grourd., Sometimes the women gits slothful 2nd not able to do their part
but they mgkes 'em do it anyway. They digs a hole, 'tout body deep, and
makes them womer lie face down in it and beats 'em mearly to death. That
nigger driver beat the chillem for not keepin' their cotton row up with
the lead man. f;ometimea he masde niggers drag long cheins while they

-~
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works im the field and some of 'em run off, but they oughtn't teo lave
done 1t, ‘'cruse they chase 'em with hounds and nearly kilt tem.

"Lots of times Massa Watt give us a pass te go over to George
Petro's place or Dick Gregg'e place, Msssa Psthro rum : sleve market
and he have big, high scaffold with steps where he sells slaves. They
was stripped off to the waist to show their strengt!,

"Our white folks have a church snd 2 place for us ir the back.
Sometimes at night us gather 'roumd the fireploce 2nd pray and sing and
cry, but us daren't 'low our white folks kno;r it. Thamk the Lawd us can
worship where us waats mowadays. I 'member one song we allus sing:

"'I heard the veice of Jesus callin!

Come unte me n2rd live

Lie, lie down, weepin'! ome
Res! they head on my bdbreast,

1T come to Jesus as I was
Weary and lone and tired and sgd,
I finds in him a restim! place,
And he has made me glsd,'

"Us have two white doctors call Dr, Dan snd Dr. Gill Shaw, whet
wait on us when we resl sick, Us wore psafoedit- bags 'reund the neck
and it kep' off sickmess,

"] stay mos' the tiﬁe in the big house and massa good but missy
am the devil, I couldn't tell vou how I tregted, Lots of times she tie
me to a stob ir the yard and cowhide me till she give out, then she go
and rest and come back and beat me some more, You see, I's massa migger

and she have hezfon miggers what come on her side and she never did like

me, She stomp and beat me mearly to death and they have to grease my

-3
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back where she cowhide me snd I's sick with fever for o week, If I have
a dollar for ev'ry cowhidia' I git, I'd mever have to work no more,

"Young missy Betty }ike me and try larn me readin' ard writinm!
and she slip to my room snd have me deim' right good. I lern the alphabet.
But one day Missy Jane cotch her schoolim' me and she say, 'Nigéers don't
ne2d to kmow amaything,' »nd the lams me over the head with the butt of
2 cowhide whip, That white wmen so roeugh, one day us makin' soap and
some¢ little chickens gits im the fire 'round the pot and she say I let
Yem do it and make me walk barefoot through that bed of coals sev'ral
times, |

"I hears 'bout freedom im September and they's pickia' cotton
and a white mar rides up to massa's house om 2 hig, white hoss =2nd the
housebey tell massa a man want see him and he hollers, 'Light, stranger,’
It a gov'ment man and he have the big book and a bunch papers and say
vhy ain't massa tura the niggers loose, l{assa say he tryim' git the
crop out and he tell massa have the slaves in, Uncle Steven blows the
cow horn what they use to call to eat and all the miggers come rumnin',
'cause that horn mean, 'Come to the big house, quick.,' That mam reads
the paper tellin' us we's free, but massz mske us work sev'ral months
after that. He say we git 20 acres lamd and a mule but we didm't git it,

"Lots of niggers was kilt after freedom,'canse the slaves in

Harrisom County turm loose right at freedom and them in Rusk County wasa't,
But they hears 'bout it and runs away to freedom inm Harrison County and
they owners have tem bushwhacked, that shet dowa. You could see lots of

niggers hamgin' to trees im Sabine bottem right after freedem, 'cause they
cotch 'em swimmin' 'cress Sabine River and shoot 'em, They sho' am goin'

- be lots ef soul cry 'gaimst ‘em im Judgmemt! "
' SRR ERD
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JOSH MILES, 78, was born in
Richmond, Virginia, a slave

of the Miles family. In 1862
Mr. Miles brought his family
and slaves to Franklin, Texas.
After he was freed, Josh worked
for the railroad until he was
laid off because of old age,
He lives in Mart, Texas,

"I was born in Richmond, in Virginny, back in 1859, and my memmy
and pappy was slaves to a man nemed Miles, what lived in Richonnd but owned
thres plantations out a few miles, and 'tout fifteen hundred niggers. Pappy
was de fam'ly coachman and druv de 1i'l surrey when Masssa gwine see he plan-
tations. On Sunday he druv de big coach to chmurch. Den 014 Massa wear de
big stove-pipe hat and de long-skirt coat and he big boots. Pappy, he wear

de tall hat with de blue uniform with brass buttons, and black, shiny boots.

v

He heve de long horsewhip to crack at dem hosses - he drive four or six
hosses, ‘cause dat coach am big and heavy and de roads am often muddy.
"Wagsa allus went to de big fairs in Louisville and Richmond, where
de big hoss races am, Dey name de hosses for Abe Lincoln and Steve Douglas,
in 1860. De bettin' song what dey sings am like dis:
"'Dere’s a 0ld plow hoss, whose name am Dgug,doo,dah,doo-dah -

He's short and thick, s reg'lar plug, oh, doo,dah,doo-deh,doo -

We're born to work all night, we're born to work all day,

I'11 bet my money on de ILjncoln hoss, whe bets on Steven A?!

"Well, dat de way us lives Jjes' befo' de war. When de presidents calls

for volunteers, Virginny goes for do Rebels, and dey moves de capitol to Rich-

mond. So 0ld Massa seecs he'll be right in de thick of de war and he 'cides
to come to Texas. He gite he slaves and he folks and hosses and cattle and

he household things in de covered wagon and starte. Course, de hosses and

cattls walks, and so does us niggers. But massa take he time and stops wherever

.
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he wants. It takes two years to make de trip. He stay de whole winter one
placé. and stops in Nashville and Memphis and Vicksburg. All dese places he
trade de hosses and mules and oxen and niggers and everything else he have.
But he wouldn't trade he pers'nsl slaves, Dey have de big warehouse in places
like Memphis, and take de nigger de day befo' de sale and give him .i)lenty to
eat to make him look in good humor. Dey chain him up de night befo! de sale,
and iffen he am de fightin' nigger, dey handcuffs him, De auctionneer say,
'Dis nigger am eightten year old, sound as de dollar, can pick 300 pounds of
cottor & day, good disposition, easy to manage, come up 'xemine him.? Dey
strips him to de waist and everybody look him over and de good ones brung
$1,500 sometimes. I seed de 01d memmy and her two boys and gals sold. One man
buys de boys and old mammy cry, but it don't do no good., 'Nother men bids de
two gals and memmy throw such a fit her 0ld massa throws her in, 'cause she
too 0ld to be much 'count,

"De slege of ficksburg 'gins Jus' after o0ld massa done left there,
on he way to Texas, He friends tell him all 'bout it. Coffee was $4.00 de
pound, tea $18,00, butter to $2,00 de‘pound, corn $15.00 de bar'l, calico
$1.75 de yard and muslin 'bout $7.00 de yard. De Rebels holds de city long
as they cou<ns1:XMLFault xmlns:ns1="http://cxf.apache.org/bindings/xformat"><ns1:faultstring xmlns:ns1="http://cxf.apache.org/bindings/xformat">java.lang.OutOfMemoryError: Java heap space</ns1:faultstring></ns1:XMLFault>