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ADELINE JACKSON
EX=SIAVE 88 YEARS OLD.

“ T was born four miles southwest of where I is now, on de other
side of woodward Steticne I was & slave of old Marster John Mobley, de
richest men, de lerges® land owner, end wid more niggers then eny cther
vhite men in de countye He was de seventh son of de seventh son, 20 he
ellowed, end you knowa dat’s a sign of a big family, lots of cows, mules,
horses, mwoney, chillun and everything dat's worth havin'e He had e good
wife too; dis de way he got her, he sey. She de daughter of old Mej. Andy
Mclesn, who got & body full of bullets irn de Revolution; he didn®t want
hetie to marry Maraster Johne Marster Johr git on & mule and ride up in
de night. Miss Katie runned out, jump up behin® him, run awey and merry
Mareter Johne They had de seme birthday, ¥arch 27th, but Marster John two
years clder than lﬁ.q Katie. Dat day was looked to, same as Christmas, every
yeer dat comees Big times then, I tell youl

* ¥y mistress had long heir, techir' de floer and could dance, mo Mar-
ster John said; wid a gless of water on tor of her hesde Marster John got
'ligion and went all de wey lak de jeiler in de Biblee All de house jined
wid him and mos' of de slavcs. It was Baptist and he built a spankin® good
church buildin' down de roed, all out of his own money, snd de csemetery
dere yet. He called it 'Fellowship.® Some fine tombstones in ders yet. De
finest coat two thousend dollers, dat's his caughter Nancy's tomb. Marster
John end my old mistrees buried im dere.

® ¥hen my younges® mistress, neme Marion Rebecce, merried her second

cousin, Marster Edward P. Mobley, I was give to her and went wid them to



de June plece. It was called dat because old Doctor June built it and sold
it to Marster BEde I nussed her first chillun: Edward, Noses Hill, John
end satie. It was a large, twoﬂstory frame house, with chimeys et each
gable end. Marster Edward got to be @s rich as old merster; he owned de
June plece, de Rochelle plentation, de Peay place end ds Roebuck place.
Yes sir, course us had overseers for sc meny slevee and plantations. I
‘member Mr. Oze Brown, Mrs. Neely end Mre Tim Gladney.In course cf time I
was tcok off de nussin® and put to de fielde I drapﬁed cottorn seed, Loed
gome ,and picked cottone

* T don't *member mo poor buckra, outside de overseers, ‘cept & Mr.
Resd det lived down on wateroe, pessin® our house sometime. Mo wes & God-
forseken lookin® men dat marster or mistress elweys give somethin®.

¥ Qur neightors wes de feaye; d9 Durhems, de Picketts, de Barbers
end Boulwerese. Joctor Henry Gibson wes our doctor. #ll dese folks kep' a
peck of hounds to run deer end foxos“tos, I has eat many pieces of deer.
Good? I wouldn*t fool you, taste it and you'll hunger for it ever after-
werd.

* Yes sir, et certain times we worked leng and hard, end you had to
be 'ticular. De only whipping I got was for chopping down a good corm
stalk near a stump in & new grounde Marster never sold a slave but swaps
vere nade wid kin people to advantage, slaves® wives snd husbands some-
timee. I never learned to reed or write. I went to White Popler Springs
Church, de Baptist church my mistress 'tandedo‘no preacher was Mre Vart-
ledge. He allowed Miss Marion was de flower of his flock.

* 8laves lived in quarters, & stretch of small houses off from de
White House. satrollers often come to search for stray slaves; wouldn't

teke your word for it~ They would search de housee If they ketch one widout
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e pass, they whipped him. We got most our outside news Sunday &t church.
When farm work was not pressing, we got all of Saturdey t0 clean up
‘round de housee, end wash and iron cur clothes.

* Everything lively at Christmes time, dances wid fiddles, pattin’
and stick rattlin®, but when I jined de church, I quit dancin’.

* After de wer, s men came along on e red horse; he was dressed in
2 blue uniform and told us we was free. De Yankees det I ‘members was
not gentlefolkse They stole everything they could teke and de meanest
thing I ever see wes shoats they half kilied, cut off de hams, end left
de other parts quiverin®' on de ground.

“ I married Mose Jackson, efter freedom, end had a boy, Henry. iast
I heard, he wes at Shelby, North Carolina. We had & daughter, Mery, she
married Eph Browme She hed ten chillun, many gran' chillun, they's my
great-gren® chillun. My mistress was a good Christian woman, she give me
a big supper when I was married. Her house, durin' de war, elweys had
some sick or wounded soldier. I ‘*member her brother, Zed, come home wid
a leg gone. Her couein, Theodore, was dere wid a part of his jaw gonee.
My miestress could play de piano end sing de old scngs. I "members Mar-
ster Theedore had trouble wid de words. Uere wes & song called ‘Jaumita’,
‘tout a founteine Marster Theodore woul‘d try hard, but would say, every=-
time, 'Jewneeta', and de folks would laugh but mistress never would crack
e smile but just go on wid anotber songe I thinks everybody should jine
de church end then live right. Fave preyers in de family befo' gitting in
de bed. It would have good changs, ‘specielly in de towns I thinks.

“ Yes, women ir femily way worked up to near de time, but guess
Doctor Gibson knowed his businesse Just befo® de time, they was took out

and put~ in de cerdin® and spinnin'® rooms.

&)



4.

* Yes, I see folks put irons in de fire and some throw a big chunk
of fire into de yard to meke de screech owl stop his scery sounds.

» Befo'! 1 forgite, Marster Edward bought s sluve in Tennessee just
‘cause he could pley de fiddle. Nemed him ‘*Tennessee Ike' end he played
'long wid Ben Murray, exncther fiddler. Sometime 211 of us would be called
up into de front yard to pley and dence end sing for Miss Marion, de chil-

lun end visitorse. I was much happier them deys then nowe Maybe it won't be

so bed when I gits my old age pension. *

SN
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STORIES OF EX-SLAVES

Cordelia li%es in a small sheck with some friends. She is
quite an actor and é tireless teller of'yarns.’sﬁe still ties her
hesd up in a white rag and has large eyes set far apart and a very
flat nose. She 1is ebdny colored. She is aqfirm believer in her re-
ligion and she enjoysAshquting_onfahy odcaéion for joy or for SOrTow.

"White. folks tells stories 'bout 'ligion. Dey tells stories
tbout it kaise deyis 'fraid of it. I stays independent of what white
folks tells_meuwhgn I shouts. De Spirit moves me every day, dat's
how I stays in, White folks don't‘feel seph as I ddes; so dey stays
Out.'cénfﬁ serve God all de time; allus sométhing'getting in de way.
Dey friés,me and den I SudQenly,draps ba¢k fo,éervingAde_Holy God.

"~ Never doeé it3m5kéino difference how_lfs-tossed about, Jesus, ﬁe
comeé and Saves me everytime. I's héd a hard timé, But I's bleséed_~
now -~ ne mo' mountalns. o .

"Ever since I a child I is liked whlte folks. Dey's good
and dey does not know why dey tells stories 'bout Jesus. I got a
‘heap mo!' in slavery dan I does now, was sorry when Freedom got here.
I 'specks I~1s nigh to a hundred, but dat's so old, I Jest calls
m~myself any whars twixt,seventyaflve and a hundred. I.reeollects
" slavery, though; Ma-was Charlotté.Andérson and sﬁé 1iVéd‘in Union.
County qﬁd de Tﬁékers, jest across from de Richards Quarter.

- "Biggest éight I ever see'd was dat balloon when it come
down on Pé@ Ridge. De haﬂ in itﬂeverybady_addresséd as -Professor
(Prof. Lowe - 1861). He let uncle Jerry git in it. Mr. MeKissick

f&éiped‘uﬁcle Jerry ﬁp in it. It was de first balloon ever come to

‘Hhionégaaﬁty,-and"?til dis day I don't like no balloons,
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®Airplanes Jjest tickles, I cannot tell you how come, but
dey jest does. I went out dar (throwing her arm in the direction of
the landing field) and see'd 'em light. Dressed-up white folks hop-
ped down out'n it from a little do' dat a man wid leg'uns and a cap
on opened. Thing gwine on wid lots of burring and all like dat.
When.dem folks got out, some mo' clam'ned in. Dat same mab opened
de do', shot (shut) it, and de plane tuck off. White folks lowed dat
it was gwine to 'lahta, Ga. |

"Right dar I‘low&d,_when I_goes up like dat, I sho ain't
gwiﬁe ﬁp wid no man L sngw1Q5‘&&hzi%jJesus.

"Dat white womanfgent up and ain't nobody found her yet and
it been two monthe. Lawd, she looking fer de world's end. God don't
mean fer womens to do nothing like dat. Womens is stumbling blocks
at times. _

| - "i Qet a boy dat been “through school He stays off, but

Vhe treats me so good and talks to me 1ike‘wh1te folks does; so I
calls him, 'white child', I 'longs.to>de chureh clﬁb. He tries to
1arn_me to talk proper when I goes out to dem meetings, but I fer-
gits how befo' I reaches de meeting. Us named iﬁnde 'ijothers' €lub’.
'White ﬁhild' pays fer me to 'long dar, ahd when'I is downrwid

_ spells, dey nurses me. "White childf oays fer my r'onsurance! so

dat I does th'have no worriment to aggravate my eoul.

- "White dhiid birthed one Sunday morniﬁg jest a year atter
de big earthquake. It was also Christmas morning, kaise my child
drapped a year to de day atter dat earthquake and I feared dat he

- was not gwinter have no sense. But My God, how he can read!

"One night, Aug. 30th, our house started rocking. We:

thought a panther was a-rocking it, kaise my old man had see'd one.
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He run out wid a gun and went to de wood pile; den he hollered to

me and said, 'Delia, come out here, de whole world is shaking'. God
sho showed his power dat night. Ever since dat I been fixed wid God.
It won't long-atter dat, us heard a noise in oﬁr other room. Old—manw
went in dar and see'd a panther climbing up fer our rapions. He grab-
bed his gun from over de do!' and shot dat paéiher in de corner,

"T used to think dat niggers was fools dat called me a nig-
ger. I go and tell Liiss Nellie Tucker. She”;ow, tNo, you ain't no
nigger when other niggers calls yol one.' ﬁarse 7illiam whistle like
a Jartridge; den iiiss Nellie plgy her planny. I dance and }arse send
fef me a sugar ant bﬁtter bisguit. Marse git his panjo and he pick
it fer me to sing 'Oh;'Bob—white, is your wheat ripe? No.no, not
guite.*® Dat when I lived as a little g2l on iarse William's home :
tract, called klusgrove Tract. “
>VISiON} 9Was tfaveling in a gold chariot to Heaven. Denqverséer
had coue fo-bleed me, but I ﬁent up. SPme;hing say-td"lopkback'
and see whar you been, i looked back and s=id, 'Lawd,"tkke me whar
no reht won't_bothef me!” Lawd énsWef, Do not pray dat way. Pray fer
Him to do His will'. Den I axed de Lawd whar is T. He say, 'Did you
look &;wn on dem cﬁimneys?"Den I seet'd dat I was in de chariot wid
—wafgr all under me. It looked like de sky.
| "To-day, I am S0 glad to walk about in Jesus! care.vI

w1sh people ‘could see my falth I am a Christian."

'Source- Cordelia Anderson Jackson (78), 157 Kings St. Soartanburg,S.C
~.Interviewer: Galdwell Sims, Union, S:Cs_(9/2/37)
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MOM AGNES JAMES 390430

Ex-Slave, 80 Years

"yestum, I used to live in slavery time, but de Lord
above know, I sho don! really recollect nothin much to tell
you bout slavery time. I don??gzéctly how old I is. Think
I bout 80 some odd. Think dat bout de age Bubba Gregg say
I is. I tell you, I was so chillunfied in slavery time, I
ain' had no time to study bout no age. I say, I was 80
chillunfied. Yes'um, dat it. Dat somethin dat I ought to
had ax my grandmamay bout how old I is, 80 den I might could
call it up to you right sharp. Oh, I wishes now I had ax my
grandmammy dat word fore she die."

"Us belong to Mr. Hector Cameron fore freedom come here,
Right down dere to Salem Church, dat whe! I was born. You
hear talk of Miss Janie Little over dere to Marion, ain' you?
Dat who used to be my mittie in dem days, Yes,mam, boss had
pick me out to tend to Miss Janie. You see, he give all his
daughters one of us to have a care for dem." h

"My white folks, dey had a right smart of colored people
dey own en far as I can reckon, dey been spend mighty good
treatment to dem all de time. I know bout old Miss used to
love to feed us, my mercy! White folks would send for all
us chillun to go up to de big house en get somethin to eat
twixt meals. Yes'um, dey had a colored people quarter~dat

been settin way back up on de hill, Had to have a quarter
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cause dat whe' us been stay all de time old Miss won'! stuffin
somethin down we mouth. I remember, dere used to was de most
pretty flowers in de lane gwine through dem woods from us house
right up to old Massa's yard en my Lord, honey, I did love to
be de first one long dere on a mornin to see could I find a
blossom to fetch to old Miss., Look like old Miss would be so
please to see wy granny marchin all we chillun up dat path
cause when we would go dere on a mornin, she would set right
down on de steps en talk wid us. Would set dere in listen to
gsee could all us say det prayin blessin she had learned us to
speak fore she would hand us anything to eat. Den she would
give us everyone a spoonful of dis here worm cure. Great
Jerusalem! Miss would make dat herself out dese black lookin
seed mixed up in molasses. I remember, she would bring a big
bowl of dat out dere en would make Pickle tote it round for
her while she put it in us mouth. Yes,mam, Miss would give
us all a spoonful of dat every mornin en den she would ax us
de next mornin if any us had any worms. No,mam, she never

- Just give us dat en den feed us some milk en bread. Dat all
gshe give usg, but I tell you, I was as proud of dat milk en
bread as I is of de rations I get dese days cause I never
know no different den. Notum, didn' nobody eat den like dey
do now. All de people would make dey own gardens in dem days

en would fix soup en fry meat. I used to been so glad to get



Code No. No. Words

Project, 18s5-{1) Reduced from___ words
Prepared by Annie Ruth Davis Rewritten by ,
Place, Marion, 8.C. _ 10
Date, January 12, 1938 Page 3.

me a ‘Ytatoe en a pniece of bread. I thought I was eatin cake."

I never didn' work in no field or nothin like dat no
time. When I was a 1little small girl, I would stay dere home
en play bout de yard en nurse my mammy's baby while she was
workin in de field. Yes'um, old Massa would give her task
to pick cotton en hoe cotton en pick peas or somethin another
lLike dat bout all de time. Don' know whe! she work all day
or no, but I know she would always let up at 12 o'clock en
come to de house to get her‘somethin to e:t. Can remember
dat good as anything. Oh, she would have to cook herself
when ghe come home bein dere wasn'! none of we chillun big
enough to cook nothin. I recollects, I used to get chips
en pile dem up for her cause she always been tell me, if
de baby go to slecp, to get up some chips en put dem on
de steps for her to hurry en start fire wid. §8he would
cook us meat en bread like corn hoecake en fry meat de most
of de time. Den another time, she would bake a big round
loaf 1like dat en break it in two en give me half en my brother
Charlie de other part. Would lay a piece of meat on de top of
it., No'um, I reckon bout all de peoole used to cook in de
.Chimney., I know my mammy used to cook in de chimney en I
don!' think she thought nothin bout no stove in deﬁ days.
Cose if she did, I know we chillun didn' get it."

"Yes, Lord, I been married bout 16 years fore my husband

died. Yes'um, I had a tolerable good size weddin over dere
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to ¥r. Elija Gregg's house. Been married in a white dress
trimmed wid blue ribbon. You is hear talk of a cream of
tartar dress, ain' you? OQh, my Lord of mercy, dere was a
crowd of people dere dat night to get dey eye full en deyself
full, too, I say. Yes'um, I had four waiters in my ceremony.
En had cake en rice en 'tatoe custard en a yearlin pig wid a
red apple stuck in he mouth, so dey tell me, Dat what was
for de refreshments. De old man Charles Reymolds, he was de
preacner dere dat night en,say, he eat so much pig till you
could see pig in he face, so dey tell me. Cose I never had
no mind to know nothin bout it. Oh, yes Lord, I got seven
chillun dat come here fore my old man die, but dey all done
gone en get married en left me by myself. Dat how-come I
gtays over here wid Miss Bertie cause she ain' have nobody
to stay wid her neither en I tries to help her out scmehow.
Yes'un, me en Miss Bertie does rest right well together, I
say."

"Oh, great jumpin mercy, de shakel I sho knows all bout
dat cause I was stayin right up dere to old man Elija Gregg's
place den. I tellin you, it was a time, honey. I was gwine
down side de road to prayer meetin dat night wid my baby in
my arms en dere come such a roarin emn a rockin in de elements
t111 I thought my baby had got out my arms en I was just a

hellerin for somebody to come en help me get my babby back.

i1

Been so crazy dat I was lcokin in all de ditches for my baby.
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My husband, he come a runnin to se¢ what ailed me en say,
'Agnes, what de matter wid you?' I say, 'My baby lost. Do
Lord, whe! my baby gonet! He say, 'Agnes, you must be ailin
in de head. Dere de baby on your arm.! Yes'um, I was crazy
cause I had my baby in my arms en didn' know it. Oh, de people
done a piece of hollerin dat night. Evefybody was a hollerin
en a prayine. I hear talk three or four of dem got converted
in de spirit det night. I tellin you, it been a long time
fore I got over dat thing, too, cause I was scared most to
death. "

iNo'um, I never didn' believe in nothin like dat., NKever
didn' believe in no conjurin., Don! cere what dey say bout it,
I never didn!' believe in it. Yestum, I hear people talk bout
somebody had hurt dem, but dey make a wrong mistake to say
somebody do somethin to dem. Ain' nobody but de Lord do nothin,
I say. I know dere ain' nobody never do nothin to me, Hear
people say dey wear money round dey ankle to keep folks from
hurtin dem, but ain' nobedy never botner me, I tell dem. If
dey live right, ain' nobody gwine trouble dem neither. No,
Lord, ain' nobody never speak no harm word to me en I ain' got
no mind to harness up myself."

"Well, it just seems like de world growin wilder for de
young folks. Dey don' never think bout nothin 'cept gwine

right head firet all de time. I know when I been comin up,
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I never gee no such livin like de people makin dese days.
Dey just gwine head over heels to de worser. Don! never
think near a day dey got to estop some of dese days."

"I tell de truth, it ain' make no difference which
time I think de best time to live in. Everything went
well en good wid me in de old days en everything still

gwine dat way, Thank de Lord, too."

Source: Agnes James, colored, age 80, Claussens, S.C.

Pereonal interview by Annie Ruth Davis, Dec., 1937
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STORIES FROM EX-SLAVES

*Yes, I 'member slavery time and de war. I was about 7
5>r 8 years old. I belonged to Marse Tom Price. My father, John James,
pelonged to Madison Brooks and my mammy belonged to Tom Price. When
dey married dey lived wid adison Brooks awhile, put dey was wid
Tom srice when I was a boy.

*0f cose I 'member de war. Us chaps, bcth niggzers and
white, was made to g0 upstairs in de big house and look out de window'
to see de soldiers when dey come., e heard de Yankees marchiing befo!
dey =ot dar, but dey coue Ifrom de other side of de house, facing
south towards Caldwells, ana we didn't see dem marching in. Dey
stonoed at our house and looked around and asked if marster was at
home. je told him dat he wasn't dar. Ve was eatiﬁg apglés, and de&
asked us whar we got 'em. We told dem dat we zot de apples on de
place, and dey asked us for some. ie give dem some apsles; den dey
left. lMarse had carried his fine stock gbout a mile off in de woods
so de soldiers couldn't find dem; but we didn't tell ce soldiers.

"fe lived in a little log cabin made wid mud between de
logs, dat was de kind oi houses Marsé had for his slaves. We slept on
wood beds wid rbpes str%?hed tight across in place of slats. Dis held
our straw mattress.

"yiy father's daddy oome from Africa. His name was Emmanuel
James., Atter freedom come he give me a little yearling. e wasn't
allowed to have anything befo' freedom come; and we wasn't allowed to
learn to read and writé. Dey whipped us ii dey caught us wid a book

trying to read or write. Ma said dey cut off a hand ir dey caught you.



Stories Prom Ex-Slaves _— 2 -
15

wye raised hogzs, sheep, goats, cows and uvlenty chickens;
réised everything at home, and nad a good garden with plenty vege-
tables. Dem cows and hogs anc other cattle were branded ané allowed
to graze around in bottoms of de lo@:ﬁands whar dar was no fence.

"y clothes was imde froin yarn spun by my mammy, and she
m=de. my clothes, too. Marse had .y mammy to spin and weave Ior all
de slaves on de place. But marse and mistress was good to us, He had
2 nizger overseer who sometimes brought a nigser to marse when he
micpehsved,; den marse would nave de nigszer overseer to whip him. Ee
had 3 to 10 slaves all de time.

"Some slzves dat lived on places close to us woula run off
sometimes znc hide in de woods, and live dar in a den which dey dug.
4t nicsht dey would o out wnd nunt food, like hogs; den kill ‘tem at
nizht znd dress ‘'em. iost of de day dey would stay in de den.

"T 'member when freedou come, old marse said, ' You is all
free, but you can work on and make dis crap of corn and cottcn; den
I will divide up wid you when Christmas comes.' Dey all worked, and
when Christmas come, marse told us we @ould get on and shuffle for
ogrselves, and he didn't give us anything. ¥We had to steal cern out
of de crib. We prized de ears out between ce cracks anc tovk dem
home and parched dem. ¥ie would have to eat on dese for several days.

"We had to work all day, sun up to dark, and mever had Sat-
urday arternoons off anytime. My mamiy hau to wash clothes on Satur-
day nights for us to wear on Sundays.

"He chaps played marbles most all de time. lMarse used to try
io scare us by telling us dar was spooks., Some of de old folks did
believe in spooks, but I don't know much about dem. We never used
much medicine den but quinine., Folks had lots of chills den, but dey

never had any kind of strokes or things like dat as dey do dese days.
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mye had to get a pass from marse if we went out. If de
vatrollers caught us widout a pass dey would whip us.

"Right atter de war de Ku Klux started. I 'member dem when
dey would march up and down de road. Dey marched most at night, and

we could hear de horses for a long dissance as deir feet struck de

zround,

-

"I merried Nellie Willson, and had lzlchildren. I got now 6
children; my wife is dead. I zot five grandchildren and eight great-
crandcnildren,

"I think Abraham Lincoln and Jeff Davis was good men in deir
way, as dey thought. Booker T. Wasnhington is a great man, and he is
done lots of good for de niggers. I think slavery was good in some
ways and bad in others. I was better off den aan I am now,.

*T jined de church when I was 20 years old, beczuse 1t was de
law -~~~ to trust in de LaWd, you got to belong to de church.

"I member something 'bout 40 acres orf land and a mule dat de
slaves would get, but never come anything apbout it. when freedom come
most oif de slaves hired out &as waze hands, cutting wood and working on
farms or any odd Jjobs dey could get. Dar was lots of new ground, and
many of de niggers got work clearing it up.

"We didn't zet any money in slavery time, but zot plenty to
eat; and atter de war, we got a little money and a little to eat. I
*member dat old Mr. Brown hired me out once about 45 years ago at 30¢
a day and my meals. I think de younger generation ain't so good. Dey
have deir own way and don't respect old folks. Dat's de way it is
wid both whites and blacks."

Source: Fred James (8l1), Newberry, S3.C. RFD
Interviewer: G.L. Summer, Newberry, S.C. 1/10/38
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"7 is what is known as a outside chil&. My Ma went to Ham-
let. I }ived on de Jefferies plantation, below Wilkinsville in
Cherokg&e County. My father was Henry Jefferies. My mother was Jane
'Jeffer;es. My mother's husband wae named Ned; Before her marriage
she was & Davis. She was‘sold-in slavery to Henry ﬁefferies. I allus -
llved with my mother, and Ned was as good to me as he was to his own
chillun, My mother had three outside chilluns, and we each had a
different father. Atter she married Ned; den he Jest come to be our
Pa, dat is he let her give us his name. She and Ned had four chillun.

"My first wife is dead aﬁd my second wife isrnamed Alice
Jefferies. I got one child by my first wife, and I ain't got no out-
side chilluns. Dat works,outrbad, et best. Noqe of my folks_is liv-
ing. All of dem is done dead now; Jest me, my wife and my'sister's
daughter Emma who is grown now, Her Pa and her Ma took and went
crazy befo' dey died. Both of dem died in de asylum. We took Emma
and she ain't jest 'zactly_right, but she ain't no bother to us.

"Pirst thing I had to do as a child was to mind my Ma's
other chilluns as I was de first outside one dat she had. Dis I did _
untll I was -about twelve years old my Ma, and Ned -was working one
iday and I was minding her chilluns as usual when I looked up and

seed de top of our hquse on fire. I hollered and dey come running

' from,de,field.kDe other hands come with dem kaise I made such a
noise hollering. Soon de big folks got de fire out. Atter dat, Marse

_Henry had me to leave de house and go to work fer him,
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"7t was spring and I started in chopplng cotton. 'Peers
dat I got on pretty well, and dat de overseer liked me from de
start. From dar on I was broke into field work of all kinds and den
I did work around de lot as well, It was not long befo'! everybody
started calling me "unéle Zery", why -- I did not know; but anyway
dat name still stiéks to me byidem dat knows me well. My grandpa
never called me dat, kaise I was named atter him, and he too proud
of dat fact to call me any nickname, I stayed wid him ét his house
lbts atter I started working fer de mérster, kaise he showed me
how to do things. I worked fer him to git my first money and he
would give me a quarter fer a whole day's work. Dat madé me feel
good and I thﬁhght I was 2 mén kaise I made a quarter. In dem days
a quarter was a lot of money. I spent it fer chawing tobacco, and
dat médé me sickrat first. Dats all men had to épend money fer in
dem days. Everything was give you on de plantation and you did not
need‘much'money. Sometimes we cooked out in de field and I have
cookedrbread in de field in a 1lid.

"Ma teached me how to cook befo'! I was tweive years ola.
We_had good things to eat den; more dan my chilluns has dese times.
All de slaves had dgrefgardens on my”marster's:plantation. He made
dem do it, and dey liked it. Niggers do not seem to take no pains
wid gardens now. Land_ain't soft and mellow like it used to be. -In

cold weather we had to bahk out 'tﬁters, rutabegas, beets, carrots -
and pumpkiné. De pumékins and carfﬁts was fer de hogs and cows,
"In warm weather wé had cotton clothes and in cold weather
we had woolen chothes dat our marster had made fer us by de old
ladies on de plantation. But we did go barefooted all winter until

We was grown and married. We had all de wood we wanted fer fire.
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Wwe kept fire all day and éliksight. We sot by de fire in winter and
popped corn, parched pindersh?nd roasted corn ears,

"varster and Mistress had six chilluns., Her name was Ellen
and her house was three stories high. Dere overseers allus lived
wid dem. Dere was a lot of slaves and dey all loved de white fobks.
De whole plantation was allus up at sunup. But we did not work
very late. I remember de Patter-rollers, de Ku Klux and de Yaﬁkees.
Niggers dreaded all three. Dere was .no jail %er us; de Ppatter-roll-
ers kept us straight.

"When I got to be a big boy, my la got religion at de
Ccamp meeting &t El-Bethel. She shouted and sung fer three days,
going all over de plantation and de neighboring ones, inviting her
friends to come to see her b§g§ized and snouting and pzaying fer
dem. She went around to all de people dat she had done wrong and

begged dere forgiveness. She sent fer dem dat had wronged her, and

told dem dat she was born again and a new woman, and dat she would

forgive dem. She wanted everybody dat was not saved to go up wid her,

"De white folks was baptized in de pool first, and den
dere darkies., When de darkies time come, dey sung and shouted S0
loud dat de Patter-roliers come from somewhar, but Marster and NMiss-
us made dem go away and let us shout and rejoice to de fullest.

Missus had all her darkies to wear white calico in de pool dat was

a-gwine in fer baptizing. In de sewing-room she had had calico robes

made fer everybody. My Ma took me wid her to see her baptized, and

I was so happy dat I sung and Bhouted wid her., 411 de niggers Jined

" in singing. De white folks stayed and saw us baptize our folks, and

dey liked our singing.”

SOURCE: Isiah Jefferies, Gaffney, S.C. Rt.6. (age 86)
Interviewer: Caldwell Sims, Union, S.C. 8/23/37.
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It is not often that a person 102 years old is
seen doing manual labor, and especilally as hard a job as picking
cottons Yet that is just what Thomas Jefferson was doing, who,
as he himself stated, is, "102 years and 18 days old today."
Lsked why he was doing this, he reﬁlied, "Just to take a little
exercise."

Thomas lives with his daughter, Florence Humphreys,
on a small farm, out near Shiloh Church, on Highway 29. Until
recently, he slept in a little shack nearby, taking his meals
with his daughter. He is too feeble.to live aloﬁe now, however.

‘Thomas Jefferson was born on the farm of lire
Jenkins Hemmond, on the old Hamnond place, out on the “Williamston
road, on November 1, 1834. 'hen ¥r. Hammond's daughter, ilary
Amenda Peuline, married Elias John Egrle, son of Samuel Girard
Earle, who was one of the very first citizens of Anderson county,
Mr. Hemmond gave her, as a wedding gift, Thomas Jefferson's
mother end five children, of which Thomas was one., And here he
lived with the Zarles on "Evergfeen"rplantation, for many, meny
years.

During the War Between the States, lir. farle
operated a corn and fiour mill, and Thomas Jefferson was his
miller. Asked if he renember;a this, he replied, "Well, I do
remember it. I remember one time we worked all night Saturday.
night, all day Sundey and Sundey night, and Monday morning had

ten barrels of flour to send the Confederate army."

20
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Shiloh (Baptist) Church, nearby, Thomas said, wes
being constructed at the time the war started, and was not finished
until after the war was over. The first person buried in the
Shiloh graveyard, was Elijah Herring, who was in the Confederate
army eand became 1ll and died, and was brought home to be buried.

When Samuel Girard Earle died in 1848, and his
wife in 1865, they were buried under a 1argel:app1e tree at "Bver-
’green" plantetion. Later, their bodies were removéd to the Shiloh °
graveyard, by their granddaughter, Miss Betty Eaflé. Thomas says
he helped to move and rebury the bodiess |

Thomas was at one time a member of Shiioh, but is
now & member of the Mt, _Sinai colored churche

Thomas is rémarkably well for a persoh one hundred
and 'bwo‘years olde His eyes are d:.m, his steps tottering, but hlS
hearing ~is good and his mind is as clear as it ever was. Asked
about his appetite, he said,"I eat a.ﬁything I can get, I caneat
anything." Meny people much younger than he is, and certainly
with more money than he has, would envy him for his splendid

dige s,t_i'on. .
— Tho?‘ias ,ﬁas been on the réli‘efvrolls now for

sefer_al years. It is a ‘peculiar pleaéure for Mrs, A, M, Mitchell,
County Director of Temporary "Stgte'Deparhnent of Pﬁblvic Welfare,
to_look after Thomas personally, because her grandmother wes the
bride to whom he wes given,,yith his ;mqther and brothers and sisters.

The old man eagerly anticipates Mrsw. Miﬁbchel}'s coming eééh month,

to bring his check and to look after his comforte. He is very



humble and exceedingly grateful for everything done for him, end
“says he is expecting to live many more years, with the good care

he is gettinge

'SOURCE: Personal visit to Thomas Jefferson, with Mrs. A. M.
itchell, County Director D.P.W. for. Anderson County,
made by Mrse. Ellie S. Rice, Anderson, S. C. A
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HENRY D. JENKINS

EX-SLAVE 87 YEARS OLD.

Henry D. Jenkins lives in a four-room frame house, which he owns.
His wife, tWwo single daughters, his son end hia son's wife and three
smell children live with him. The house is constructed on a tract of
land conteining four hundred end eighty (480) acres, which Henry also

CcWnsge

He does not suffer with an inferiority complexe He is 79.11'-
relisnt and thrifty, with a pardonable pride in his farm a.nd/l/:;a)e from
glavery to & position of respectibilitj as & church member, citizen,
end tex payer. He is well preserved phyaice.lly, for his age, 87 years,
alert in his movements and animated in conversatione

His plantation and home is in the south western part of Fairfield
County, six or seven hundrod yerds east of State highway #215.

" Yes sir, tho' I am a ‘specteble colored citizen, as you see me;
I pays taxes end owns my own plentation. I was once a slave on de Reese
rlace, in Sumter County, below Columbia. Just when I come tc b'long to
Mre Joseph Howell, I don't knows I recollects det Marse Joe hed *bout
twenty families of slaves and dere was six hundred acres in his planta-
tione

® My mistrese was his wife, Miss Sara. ‘They had four chillun. Miss
Mattie, merried Oscar Chappell. Jomnie, merried a Miss Lever. Thomas, mar-
ried some lady in Columbia, disremember de fam'ly name. Miss Jessie, married
Reve Huggins, e Baptist préachor, though her folks wasn't of dat *suesion;
they was Methodist. Us niggers was *structed early im 'ligion. Took to Ce-

dar Creek and camp meetin's My white folks had e fine carriege. A mulatto
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boy, Adam, was de drivere. Sometime I'd go wid him to meet visitors from
de low country at de station, and look after de baggege and sich.

» Yes sir, I doesn't deny it, I got many whuppiné. Dere®s not much
to a boy, white or black, dat don't need a whuppir'z;;;.cwmetime on de way up-.
When you breek a wild spirited colt, they meke de best hoss or mule. I
can do more work today, than most of dese triflin', cigeret young mens.
You sees uwe today, as streight as & arrow and like & wild cat on my footse.

" You bet yo* life, my white folks wes dé bestest in de land. They
waen't mealy mouthed; they made everyﬁody work, sun to sun, seven days
in de week. But didn't de géod lord set de *zample? Yes sir, ke made us
ali work, women in de perils of child birth, drapped cotton seed .and corn

kernelse Dre Turhipseed, dat wes our doctor, 'low dat light lebor lek dat

good for theme

" Farm hends got a peck of meal, three pounds bacon, quart of ‘lasses,

cup of selt, eand two cups middlin' flour, no whité floure Had good werm

clothes in winter, one-piece cotton suit in summer, end de little niggers

went dressed in deir shirt teils from fust of June, to fust of Octover. They

sho' did, end wes as happy over it as de day wes longe.
* My mother nemed Emma. Never merried to my daddy, 'cause they didn't

live on de seme place and b'long to same mastere Daddy b'long to de Hallse

I have & brother by dis same memmye. Daddy go by de neme of Dinkinse He took

up wid another women efter freedom, end my brother and me was shame of hime

Us 'cided to take Jenkins for our name but keep a 'D' in de middle, so if
anything come up,de ‘D' could ‘cite 'membrance of who us really iss. You
see what I mean?

® Our shoes for de winter was made on de place, out of leather from

our own tan-yerd and from our own cow hides. Marster hed e good fish ponde

. _
(2N
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He had a four~hoss gin, though mules pulled it. De lint cotton was packed'
in & bale and a screw pit. Baggin' was eny old thing, like old sacks or

cenvas sheetin'.

* My mother Jjined de Beptis' church, and I followed in her foot steps.
Everybody ought to b'long to some church, ‘cause it's 'spectable, end mem-
bership in de church ie both a fire and a life insurancee It 'gurés you
'ginst hell fire, and gives you at death, en eternel estete in Hebbene
What you laughin® at? It's de gospel truth I'm givin' you right now. Wish
everybody could hear it and believe its

* My marster,Joe Howell, went off to de cld war. His niggers was so
well treined, dat they carried on for him whilst he was gone and dere was
" no trouble« Everything went on jusf de seme es if he was deree.

" fb£~a-rbllers(patrollers) would come often and ketch niggers scme-~
time; caught my daddy once and whup him good. Qurs was a\fine body of
slaves and loyel to de mistress and her chillun.

* Dances? Yes sir, I can hear them fiddlea end de pattin® now. Dis
de way de dance was called: 'Balance all; sashshay to your partners; swing
her 'round and promenade ell; forward on de head; ladies chenge;' and all
dat. Then de jigs went one. Believe me)them wag timea!

" The main drawback on Marster Joe's plantaticn was, de water on de
place was no *count. Us had to haul water on a sled, wid a mule, from de
Fridey place; dat's de onliest trouble us had. Sometime us had to tie up
fodder and 'tend to de hey in de field on Sundaye

" I married fust, 2 girl name Sarah, in 1878s. Got three chillun by
hers She diede Not good for & men to live alone, de Iord saye I picked
out another Sareh, but called her Salliee Us has hed nine chillun. Three

of dese, Sailor, Term, end Manroes. Monroe lives on my place and farms



*long side of me. Sam is ir Detroit, Michigen. Henry in Flurids.(Floride)
® When de Yankees come, what they do? They did them things they ought
not to have done end they left undone de things they ought to have donee
Yes, dat just 'bout tells ite Cne thing you might like to hears. Mistress
got all de money, de silver, de gold and de jewels, end got de well dig-
ger to ‘hide them in de bottom of de welle Them Yenkees smart. When they
got dere, they asked for ds ve'y things at de botiom of de wells Mistrese
wouldn't tell. They held a court of ‘quiry inv de yard; called slaves up,
one by one, good menye Must have been a Judas *mongst use Soon a Yankee
wes let down in de well, and all dat money, silver, gold, jewelry, watches,
rings, brooches, knives end forks, butter-dishes, waters, goblets, end
cups was took and carried 'way by & army dat seemed more concerned 'bout
stealin', than they wes *'bout de Holy War for de liberation of de poor
Lfrican slave people. They took off all de hosses, sheeps, cows, chickens,
and gesse, took de seine and de fishes they caught, corn in crib, meat in
smoke.house, and everythinge Merse General Sherman said war was hell. It
sho' wag. Mebbe it was hell for some of them Yankees yvhen they come to

die and give account of de deeds they done in Sumter and Richlend Coun~

tiese *

26
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STORY BY EX~-SLAVE

Marie Jenkins, who is about ninety, is very nearly blind,
and only by quiet persistence can she be made to hear; once
started, her mind 1s clear. She shoﬁfno bltterness., Occasion-
ally there are flashes of humor. Her body is brawny, sturdy
and well carried, considering her age.

Maria Jenkins was a daughter of Aaron Grant; her mother's
name is Ellen Grant, all of whomé were owned by Mre lugh Wilson
of Wadmelew Islande.

"I b'long Wadmalaw., When de Yankee come I ole 'muf for
mind chillun, and take um to de fielde I go up to Maussa'! house
ebery day for de milk for we; and dey give we clabba (clabber)
and cow peas and ting out de garden. Ve git eberi evening a
bushel ob corn grind and hand ober to de nurse, and him sift out
de flour; Yes Mamoe He done grind in de hand mill in de barn
yard = de stone mill, Dat been uh big mill too. And dey gib

we uh big plece ob meat =~ so =~ (megéuring with hands) and
sometime chickene. Rachel cook in de big pot for we chillun, and
he dip um out, (She here explained the big ladle or dipper.)
- You know dem big ladles We put um in we éan. Yes, HMatam, he
name Rachel, and he lick wee We haffa love um or she lick we,"
Her huge mouth was illumined by a humorous smile,

"He teach me to wash de baby clean and put on he dipa
(diaper), and if I ain't do um good he konk my head. When de
wah come, my pa put heself free off to New Orleans; I dunno how

he looke I dunno if he 1ibbin or dead nowe My ma dead fust
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year ob de wah, I hab twelve chillun, and all dead; I got
two grand chillun left - de one in New York - I raise him
from baby atter he ma and pa dead,"

"Your grand son helps you?"

"Wat dat?", leaning forward with her hand back ol her
eare The question was repeated, .

"Him ain't no man, him my grand daughter, Ellen Jenke=
ingse I raise him from baby yes, she name Ellen. Him good
to me; him help me ebery minute,"

"fre all your people dead?"

"De whole natlon dead," reflectively, "De whole nation
dead = Peggy dead = Toby dead = all leaning on de
Lorde"

"When dem boat come up de ribber, and he shoot, and
shoot, de big gun, dat been de awful time, My ma degd de
fust year ob de wah <« I dunno if dem big gun kill um,

He k111 'muf peoples" |

"Maussa come and he say: 'Who=-na (all of you) nlgger
take care ob yourself, I must leab to take my fambly away.
Will is here; and de cow, and de pig in de pen, and de
chlcken all ober de place =~ I gib you gour freedom for
take care ob yourself.' W'en he gone, dem nigger break
for the thick woods. Some dead and some ain't dead."

Later a camp was established for this plantation of . |
%fgroes; back in the pine woods. When asked what they dld
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after the war, Marlia raised her hands and said.

“Wafter de weh we all come home, tank de Lord! tank de
Lord "

"But your master didn't have any moneyto-care for you,"

"Haffa scrabble for yo'self," Seid shee

SOURCE: Interview with Maria Jenkins, aboug 90, 64 liontague

Street, Charleston, S. C,

29



Project #1655
Stiles Mo Scruggs

Columbia, Se Ce 390414

PAUL JENKINS, SON OF A SLAVE,

TELLS OF HIS FATHER'S POLITICAL EXPERIENCES.

Paul Jenkins, age seventy, living at 18 Belser's Alley, Columbia, Se Cs,
is a son of Paul Jenkins, a former slave, who decided to endure the burdens he
had in Colleton County, South Carolina, after he was set free in 1865, rather

-
than to fly to other places he knew nothing ofe There he won the respect of

the white folks and Negroes alike, was repeatedly elected to office, and lived

there happily to the end of his life.
Here the present Paul Jenkins takes up the story, with:

"I was born in Colleton County in 1867. My daddy was in office when I

30

begin to recall things, and he keep inbffice, by the will of the people, until -

1 was nearly growne My memmy, too, wes a slave, when she and daddy marrye She
die when I was 'bout twelve years old, and my only brother, Edgar, was goin' on
.tene My daddy never marry again.

"One day some white men come to see daddy long after mammy was gone, and
they say to deddy: 'Péu]., when yoﬁ gwine to jump the broomstick agein?' MUy
daddy was the only one- who not laugh when they say thg’c. He reply: 'I has mno

women in wiew and no weddin' dream in the back of my heade I has decided a

wicked woman am & big bother. and a good woman am & boree Io my way of thinkin',

that is the only difference between them.' The white folks not smile, but say:

"You'll seel Just wait 'til the right girl come along.'

"Daddy just seem to meke friends of all the people 'bout him, and our house,

close to Smoak, wes & big meetin' place most of the time. Sometimes the visitors

ere all white mens But at other days the niggers come and talk, tell fumny tales,

and laughe Most of the meetin's at the house was late at night, 'cause my
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deddy always go to his office at Walterboro, on week days. People comin' and
goin' there, all the timee Daddy was sho' popular with the people, generally
speakin'e

"The biggest crowd I ever seem up to that time, was when General M. C.
Butler come to Walterboro in 1882, to speaks. He had been United States Senator
since 1876, and was a candidate for re-~electione General Butler much pleased,
that day, when meny white leaders and daddy call at his hotel-a.nd tell him that
daddy had been asked by his neighbors to introducé him. He say: *Well, from
what I hears, Paul Jenkins can do that job as well as anybody in the States!
Then he pat daddy' on the shoulder.

"At the speakin', daddy gets up, and the big crowd elaps its hands for
joy, and laughs, too. Daddy not laugh much, just smile. Then he throw back his
shoulders and sa;y:" 7

’-Genera.l Butler, lak Moses, led us forth at last,
The barren wildeméss he pass'd

Did on the very border stand

Of the bless'd Promise Land,

And from the misty mountain tops of his exalted wit,

: Sew it himself end showed us itl!

" tThat's why we am sendin' him back==-='. That was all I hear. Daddy
not allowed to finishe The people riot with pleasure, and Generel Butler say the
tribute am de finest he ever hear, and smile at dadciy sittin' there on the plaﬁ-
form with the other big folkse At another timeydaddy has a nigger lawyer runnin'
'gainst him for County Commissionere The lawyer's name was Amphibious McIvere
They begin the campaign at Cottagevilles McIver speek firste Daddy follow, and

begin with:
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*A bullfrog tied by its tail to a stump,
It rear and it croak, but it couldn't make a jumpl'

"The white folks and the niggers clap, stamp, throw hats, and laugh;
finally, marchin' up to the table to grab daddy and carry him up the street on
their shoulderse He keep sayin': 1'Boys, why don't you let me finish my speech?'
They would laugh and say: ‘'Paul, you done made de best speech in de worldi’
Daddy win at the ‘'lection, in a big waye.

"My deddy learn to read, write, and cipher while he was a slave. The
Jenkins family help him, he say, 'cause he always keep the peace, and work as
he was told to do. >Tfﬂien he's set free, that white family help him get settled
and loaned him bookse He go to Charleston 'bout 1868 and buy en armful of
books and studied at night or whenever he had the chancees That is why he was
able to make the political races which he make and profit by He send me and
my brother, Edgar, to school, so that we learn a good deal in bookse Edgar,
he fidgitty lek, end decide he go to Pennsylvania and make a fortunel

"Edgar g“of work in & steel mill et Johnstowm, soon after he got there,
and had considerable money, when he wassent to the hospital with pneumoniae VHe
pull throughi that sickness and go back to his job, but the big flood come (May
31, 1889) and the girl he was 0 marry was among the 2,000 unknown people who
was drowned) and he never has married =--- peculiar lak our daddy, don't you
think? I just been married to ones She is 68 and I's 70 and I may say we's
through, téot

"I specialized on bridge-buildin'e I has helped build a sight of
bridges in my time, travelin' as far as Memphis, Tenn., in that work. I has
made oodles of money, but my dollars always has wings and, one way or the
other, they get away from mee Still me and my old woman not sufferin' much

and we hopes, when we goes away for good, we goes togethers"
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STORIES FROM EX-SLAVES

"Tordy, Honey, I &ho was born in slavery and I is proud o' it
too. Ole Marse Cole lLawson was my ole marster. When I axed him how
old I was, he allus lowed something like dis, 'you is older than
you is good', and dat all he ever said 'bout my age. Sweet Dréams
(her grand daughter{, come here and fetch me afdrink from de well
to wet my mouth! My grand-daughter stay wid me ét dight. When she
-doan stay, some o' de other grand uns stays. Sometime it's jest me
+nd Sago here all alone. I jes' sets and looks at him at night
while he sleep. He work de rich white folks' flower yards fef tem,
and dat brings him in at night raal tired. My grand-daughter;s raal
néme is Marguerite_Pbrter,»but'nobody don't hardly know dat; kaiée '
everyﬁody call hér SWeet.Dream,.herrlil baby name. She my oldest
daughter's_fifth chile. My feelings fells me I is ole, and My white
folks *11 tell you I was born in slavery, ‘cept dey is all daed.

"I, ight furs' struck me on de large plantation o' 0le Marse
Cole Lawson, de paw o' Mr. Viédtor Lawson. Mr. Victor ain't no
épring chicken no mo' hisself. Dat over in Sedalia in de Minter
Section. You kno's 'bout de large plantation o' Marse James E.
Minter, dat gib dé section its name? (CHS show boundaries of Minter
lands). Way back over dar whar I was born.

“"paw stay in Union County. Maw wes sold to a man name Marse
Bailey Suber over in Fairfield, while I still a suckling. At dat
time, my paw was bought by a widder woman, Miss Sarah Barnett, in
Union Cnty. Lawd Jesus! Dat separate hy maw and paw. Maw tuck meA
'1onng;d‘her. Maw name Clara Sims. Whén Me and‘maﬁ went to Fair»~

fleld, us didn't stay dar long 'fo.ole man Harrison Sartor of San-
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tuck, bought my maw. Us glad to git back to Union. I was a big -
size zal by dis time and I start to be de waiting gal in my new
varse's house fer his wife, Miss Betsy. Miss Betsy had one sister,
Misz Nancy Wilson, dat live wid her. Her missus and old Marster
and dere son, Willie, was all dat I had to wait on, kaise dat was

all dar was in de household.

"God-A-Mighty! Is you gwine to fill up dat book wid all dat
I says? Well, Marse Harrison didn't *low paw gb see maw 'cept
twice a year--- laying-by time and Chrisﬁmas. My paw still t*longed
ﬁo iiss Sarah Barnett. Dat's 'zactly why I is got five half.sisters
and one-half brother. Paw got him another wife at Miss Sarah's.
Iilss Sarah ﬁant young healthy slaves. liaw had jes' me and Ann.
Ann been daed, 6h, Lord, forty years; Dis all to my reqoliections.

*Is you gwine to fii_fer me and Sago torgit some pension?
Gawd naw, some dese 1il babies whats 'er sucking de maw's titties
is gwine to git daf pehéion. Usjall éwine t§ be daed 'fo if even
come out, Y$u ain't gwine to even sho' dat to no Gov'ment man; no
Lawd, ain't never thought I's gwine-to git it.

7 "Yés, Honey, I was in Fairfield den, but I 'members when
crowds o' men come in from de war. All us chilluns seed mens come
ing and us fun and tuck ogf fas' as ﬁs'could.fer de nearest woods,
kaise us wuz dat scared, dat dem mens gwine to git us. Attér dat,
us found out dey was our own folks., Us had done tuck and run from
dem den, |

"Chile, you come back when Sago here, and us tell you dat

book full, sho nuff,."

SOURCE:"Aunt" Emms Jeter, 21 Long Twelve, Union, S.C.
Interviewer: Caldwell Sims, Union, S.C. (B/4/37)




project #1655 . A
rod 35

. . Dixon, 330265

Winnsboroy Se Ce

ADELINE JOHNSON ALTAS ADELINE HALL

EX-SLAVE 93 YEARS OLD.

Adeline Hall's husband was Tom Johnson but she prefers to be called’
"Hall", the name of her old master. Adeline lives with her daughter, Emma,
and Emma's six children, about ten miles southeast of Winnsboro, S. G}, in
a three~rodm frame house on the Durham place, a plantation Bwned by Mrea.
M. Owens of Winnsboroe The plantation contains 1,500 ecres, populeated by
over sixty Negroes, run as a diversified farm, under the supervision of a
white overseer in the employ of Mr. Owens.

The wide expanse of cotton and corn fielde, the large number of dusky
Negro laborers working along side by side in the fields and singing Negro
spirituels asrthay work, give a feir preéentation or picture of what slavery
was like on a wéll condﬁ#ted Southerg plantation before the Civil Wer. Ade-
line fité into this picture &s the old Negro "Mauma" of the plentation, re=-
spected by all, white and black, and tenderly caréd foro-She has her clay
pipe—énd stick evef with end about her. Thera is @ spacious pocket in her
dress underneeth an apronQ In that pocket is & miscellany of brokem pieces
of china,;crumbs of tobacco, a biscuit, & bit of wire, numerous strings of
various colors, and f;om'tixw to time the pipe becémes the warm<£ndividua1
.member of the varied assortment.

Her eyeé are bright end undimmed by age end the vigor with which she
cen felagraph her wents to the household by the reppings of that stick on
the piank floor is interesting and amusing.

She is confident thet she will round out a century of years,because:
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v Marse Arthur Owens done tell me I'll live to be a hundred, if I stay on
his place and never 'lope away wid any strange young buck nigger".

* I's not so feeble as I might 'pear, white folks. Long time I suffer
Tor sight, but dese last years I see jusi as good as I ever dide Dats a
blessin' from de Lordd

" th I b'long to in slavery time? Where I born? I born on what is now
called de Jesse Gladden place but it all b'long to my old marster, Williem

-

Hell, thene

" My old merster was one of de richest maen in de world. Him have lands
in Chester and Fairfield countiss, Georgia and Florida, and one place on de
Red River in Arkansas. He also had & plantation, to raise brown suger on,
in old Louisiana. Then him and his br;dder, Daniel, built and giva Bethesda
Church, dats standin® yet, to de yhite Methodis® of Mifford, for them to
'tend and worship al. He ‘mombered de Lord, you ses, in all his ways and de
Lord guide his steps. |

" I never have to do no field work; just stayed ‘round de house énd
wail on de mistress, and de chillun. I was whupped just one time. Vet was
for markin' de mentel~piece wid a dead coal of fire. They make mammy do de
lashin'e Hadn't hit me three licks befo' Miss Dorceas, Miss Jemime, Miss Ju-
lia, and Merse Johnnie run dere, ketch de switch, and say: *Dat enough Mauma
Ann! Addie won't do it aéin'. Dats all de beatin® I ever ‘ceived in slavery
tine. -

" Now does you wanna know whet I do when I was a child, from de time
I git up in de mornin' to de time I go to bed? I was 'bout raised up in de
house. Well, in de evenin', I fill fhem boxes wid chips and fet splinterse.

When mornin' come, I g0 in dere and make a fire for my young mistresses to
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git up bye I help dress them and comb deir haire Then I goes down stairs
gnd put Tlowers on de breekfas' table and lay de Eible by Marse William's
chair. Then I bring in de breakfas's (Table have to ve set de night befo!)
when everything was on de table, I ring de bells White folks come down end
I weit on de tablee

" After de meel finish, Marse Williem read de Pible end praye. I cleer
de table and help wash de dishese. When det finish,I cleans up de roomse Then
I acts es maid and waitress at dinner end suppere I warms up-de girls® room,
vhere they sleep, after suppers Then go home to pof)py John and Mguma Annes
Det wes a heppy time, wid happy days?

" Dat wes @ happy fainily. Marse William have no trouble, ‘cept once
when him brudder, Daniel, come over one mornin® and closet wid Marse William.
When Marse Daniel go, Marse William come in dere where me end de mistress was
end say: 'Tom's run awey from school'. (Dats one of Marse Daniel's boys dat
'tended school et Mte Zion, in Winnsboro) Her ‘*low: ‘'What him run eway for?*
‘Had a fool duel wid a Caldwell boy,' him seys I hear no more 'bout dat *til
Merse Tom come home and then I hear plentye. White folks been laughin' *bout
it ever since. Special telk *bout it since Marse Tom®s grandson b'come a
United State Judge. Bet Marse Dan Hall told you ‘bout it. Want me to go
ahead end tell yoﬁ it my wey? Well, ‘*twas dis & way: Marse Tom and Marse Joe
Caldwell fell out *bout a piece of soap whern they was roomin® together at
school. Boys crowd 'found them and say: 'Fight it o.utx' They hit & lick or two,
and was perteds Then de older boys sey dére must bé e duele Marse Joe git se=~
conde. Marse Tom git seconds. They load guns wid powder but put no bullets in
theme Tell Marse Joe *bout it but don't tell ™arse Tome Then they gogdgown

town, fix up & bag of pokeberry juice, and have it inside Marse Joe's westcoel,
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on his breaste Took them 6u’c in a field, face them, and say: ‘'One, two, three,
fire! ' Guns went off, Marse Joe slap his hand on his chest, and de bag bust.
Red juice run all over him. Older boys sey: 'Run Tom and git out de way.'
kigrge Tom never stop 'til him git to Liverpool, Englande Marse William and
iarse Daniel find him dere, sent money for to fetch him home and him laugh
'bout it when he git back. Yes sir, dat is de grandpappy of Marse Lyle Glenn,
2 big judge right nowe )

" De white folks near, was de Mellichamps,de Gladdens, de Mobleys, Lump-
kins, Boulwares, Fords, Picketis, aad Johnsohs. |

* When de Yankees come, they was struck dumb wid de way marster acted.
They took things,wid & beg your, pardon kind of way, but they never burnt a
single thing, and went off wid deir teils twixt deir ylegs, kinde shame lake

" After freedom I merry a preacher, Tom Johnson. Him die when in his
gixties, thirty years ago. Yur chillun was Emma, Mansell, Tom, and Grovere.
Bad white folks didn't lak my husbande Dere was a whiskey still, near our
houss where you could git three gallons of liquor for a silver dollare Him
prgach agin' ite Dat gall both make:"sr and drinkers. Him *dured persecution
for de Lord's sake, and have gone home to his awerds.

" In slavery, us have all de clothes us need, all de food us want, and
work all de harder 'cause us love de white folks dat cared for ua"o No sir-
ree, none of our slaves ever run ‘way. Us havé’ a week off, Christmase. Go
widout a pass to Marse Deniel's quarters and they come to our 'ne

" Dr. Scott and Dre. Douglas 'tend sick slavea; I don't set myself up
to judge Merse Abe Lincolne Vere is simmers, black and white, but I hope
and prays to git to hebbene Whether I's whife or black when I git dere, I'll

be satisfied to see my Saviern dat my old marster worshipped and my husband
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preach 'bout. I wants to be in hebben wid all my white folks, just to wait
on them, and love them and serve them, sorta lak I did in slavery times Dat

will be *ncugh hebben for Adeline."

o

i



project 1885-1

Folklore Edited by : ‘
Spartanburg, Dist.4 390331 Elmer Turnage 40
Nov. 29, 1937 (

STORIES FROM EX-SLAVES b

"T sho 1is spry, kaise I sno 1s done took care oi myself and I
done dat good, too. I know 7Will Zvans who 1s 72 an< he ié all bent
over and wrinkled anc all stewed up. Dat's de way folks wants to see
vou vefo'! dey calls you old, btut dey ain't gwine to see me like dat,
rdeed dey ain't. Ilost foiks calls me ce youngeét, but I was born on
de 30th day of July, and I is passed by 75 Julys and still gitting’
around bLetter dan some dat 1is seed but 60 Julys.

"*ell does I remember when my young marster, John Kitchens,/gggé
to dé tFederate War. He was aﬁbig Iat feller, and jolly. De mordﬁng
he left, he come thfougn de vard leéding a Iine bay. All oi us was
dar to see him off: fie had fétcbed him things, out he say dat you
couldn't carry'hothing to war but a paci onh your back and he laid dem
all down and wiped his eyes and rode off wid a big yell to ms. Dat was
de rebel yell and we answered back,

"One morning de very nexl week we heard our young missus hol-
leringwand we went to see what de trouble was. She had gdt word dat
he had done gone and zot kil't by a Yankee. We all cried. De little
chilluns, John, 7ill, Zlla and Bob cried, too. Missus went to her
ma and pa, lir. Green and Miss Sallie Liitchel, near Trough,Shoalst
Prankie Brown snd Malissa Chalk went wid her to her pa'si Our plan-
tation was awful big. It was sold and us wid it.

"Wasn't long till young Missus married again and went to Vir-
ginia to live. PFrankie and Llalissa come back to our plantation. Den
slavery was over and dat is de last dat I ever heard of our ILiissus.”

Source: 4nna Johnson (N,75), Rt.4, Gaffney, S.C. ,
Interviewer: Caldwell Sims, Union, S.C. (11/3/37)
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JACK JOHNSON

EX=SLAVE 84 YEARS OLD.

"You see me right here, de sin of both races in my face, or
was it just de sin of one? My Marster was my father, his name was Tom
Reed, and he lived six miles from Lancaster Court Housee Dats where 1
wes borne My memmy name Jene, don't know where she come from. My mars-
ter was kind to use I done no work much, just picked peas aad sich like
during de ware I was my mammy's only child, and when de war was over,
and I grow up, I left dere and come to Cedar Creek, low part of Fair-
field Countye I marry a gal, Bella Cook, and us had sixtéen chillum,
thirteen of them is a livin! nowe I then marry Hannah Dubard, a widowe
She and me have had no childe"

"I b'long to de Sanctified Church, and you have to go down
into de water and come up straight way out of de water to b'long to dat
churche VWhere is it? Its on Little Cedar Creek in dis county. Who de
preacher? His name is the Reverend Edmundse Us sings spirituals, omne
is, 'Dat Heavenly Railroad Train', another is 'Dere is a Rock in my Heart!?,
another, 'So glad I'm here, but 1'd rather be up yonder Lord!s Some
colored churches *sinuate a child born out of wedlock can't enter de king-
dom of heavene Our church say he can if he ain't a drunkard, and is de
husband of one wife and to beliewe on, and trust in de Lord as your Bavior,
and live a right kind of life dat he 'proves of. Dat seem reason to me,
and I jine and find peace as long as I does righte"

"Never was sick & day in my life, can plow yet, eat three meals
a day, but cen't sleep as much as 1 use to, six hours plenty for me nowe
I'g jﬁst here today findin' out 'bout dat old age pension dats a comin's
Will you kinda keep & eye on it for me and let me end to de ox and de
grass at my home on Little Cedar Creek? A short Ross is soon curried, so

dats 'bout all I kin 'member to tell you nowe"
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JAMES JOHNSON
THE COTTON MAN
EX-SLAVE 79 YEARS OLD.

cglun'vb£3

James Johnson lives with & sister at 1045 Barron Street, College Flace ’A
S. C. He is incapeble of self support on account of age, ill health, and im=-
peired i;eet. One of his feet was mashed off end the other bagly demaged by
hendling bales of cotton several years ago. He subsists on what his sister
and other people are able to give hime

" AI has been livin' right here in Columbie for the past thirty-six
yearse I has worked in de cotton business, first as ginner and then wid
cotton buyers, ever since I has been here. I knows all de grades of linc
cotton end cen name them right nows (He ran through the diffefent grades
fairly correc%}) _

" I learned all I knows 'bout cotton and deA gra&es from Mre M. C.
Hoath and Mre e E. Smith, cotton buyers in Columbia for thirty years or
mores They thought so much of my knowledge of cotton, dat they sent me
meny times to settle claims wid big men and big buyers. (a)

® Tt gin't what a nigger knows dat keeps him down. No, sir. It is what
he don't know, dat keeps de black man in de background. White folks dat is
business folks, peys noﬂ *tention to our color as much as they does to dat mon- h
_ ey mekin® power us h;as. of cours;a, de white men sticks to his color and you
cen't bleme him for dat. If de nigger shows dat he is willin' to work and to
learn to ‘bé busi‘neaus lak, make money end walk straight wid his boss and fel~-
lowman, de better class of de white people is gwine to treat him righte I

knows what I's tellin' you is so, from my own ‘sperience wid Mre fleath and ur.

Smithe They always treated me better than I deserved snd even now in my

)
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old age, deir folks and deir friends gives me money, dat keeps ms out de
poorhouses

" No, sir, I don't 'member de Givil War a-tall myself but I has heard
gll 'bout it from my owm folks and de white folks I has worked wid. It seems
lek I knows too much *bout them ewful times. I sho' em glad I didn't come
'lorg then. I feels and knows dat de years after de war was worser than be-
fo'.. Befo'! de war, niggers did have a place to lie down at %éght and some=
where to eat, when they got hungry in slavery times Since thém times, a
meny a nigger has had it tough to meke a livin'e I knows dat is so, too,
‘ceuge I has been all 'long dere.

" Many niggers have gone north to live, since freedom, but de most of
them either comes back south again or they wants to come backe De north don.t
suit de niggere Cold climafe lek they has up dere is to0o hard on hime He has
thin bloed and you knows dat a thin pan gwine to git hot quicker than a thick
one and cold de same waye You see & heap of niggers is lek wild animals, in -
a waye He laks to eat a heap,-sieep a héap, and move ‘bout slowe VWhen he goeé
up north he has to steévfround fas', 'cause if he don't, he gits in de way of
them Yenkees dat move 'bout quicke

" De black man is natchally lazy, you knows dat. De reason he talks lek
he does, is 'cause he don' want to go to de trouble to—'noﬁﬁce his words lsk
they ought to bee When he says 'dat® he saves a letter, seme way wid 'dis®
and nearly all dther wordse It ain't after savin' so much; he is Jjust too care-
less and lazy to care 'bout ite. A nigger wantsﬁwhaf is in sight and not dat
what he can't see; it can look out for itselfe I is sorry I has to say all
dis 'bout my own color but it is de truth. De truth makes you free and runs
de devils I is & niggerbmyself and T knows what they is and what they doese

? Is de nigger 'ligious? Yes, sir, many of them is very ‘*ligious widout
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'ligion. He takes all dat from white folks. So many think ‘ligion is gwine
to git them somethin® widout workin' for it and fool people by makin' them
think they is good and can be trusted and all dat. But I ‘'spects some of
them is right, even st dat, 'cause if they ain't got 'ligion they sho' ain't
got nothin® in dis worlde I pays no *tention to all dis ’gwine on' lak I see
some 'ligious folks does. Maybe I wouldn't be in de fix I is, if I paid more
'tention to churches and all dat. I believes in churches and goed folks but
I don't practice them good things lek I ought toe Bosé, if you take de dol-
lar out of 'ligion and de churches, you sho' would have to hunt for thems. I
velieves dat. I don't see no ‘'ciples gwine 'bout a preachin' and doin* good,
lek I has heard they once done, barefooted and askin' no paye. Ve preachers-
dese days is a ridin' in de finest awtomobiles and you sho' better look out
for yourself, if you don't, you is gwine to git run overs

" i hes been & good man, in body, ell de time since I-got grovne For
meny years I didn't know my own strengthe I never seen a bale of cotton I
couldn' pick up end tote where I wanted to, by myself. You see dese foots
of mine? They was mashed off, from drappin® bales of cotton on them, back
yonder meny years ago.

* I 'members mighty well, when de fust"skyscraper was built in Columbia.
- ¥y bosses was one of de fust to have a office in dere. Dat was de loan and
Exchenge Bank Buildingy on de corner of Washington and Main streets. I has
been here and seen dis city grow from a small place to what you see 'tis now.

" My memmy and daddy b'long to Mr. Andrew thnsonﬁof Orangeburg County,
of dis State. They said dat they was treated mighty good by deir marster all
de time they was slaves. My.daddy to§k his 01ld marster's name. I was born a
8lave but all I knows is what I has hearde Some of it might be right and
some might be wronge. " |

'(a) Verification not availablee.
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REV. JAMES He. JCHNSON
EX-SLAVE 82 YEARS OLD.

"My neme is Jemes He Johnsone I was born December 20, 1855,
st the town ser'va.nts' quarters of Alfred Bfevort at Camden, South Caro-
lina, and that was home until I was turning into twelve years of age.
I was nearly ten years old, when the army of General Shermen came to
Camdens I talked to some of the soldiers, soon after they arriveds"
Such was the greeting of the Reve. James H, Johnson; e retired,
end well educated Methodist Episcopal minister, ﬁhen a WFA reporter
called at his residence, 2029 Marion Street, Columbie, South Carolina,
end asked for an interviewe He sat in his study, furnished for com-
fort and equipped ebout as well as any study, of this kﬂind, in Columbisa.
"My mother, he explained,’/ was one of the maids &t the Brevort
home, and my father was one of the overseers of the plantation. We did
not hear about President Lincoln's fx;eedom proclemation in.1863, but the
status quo of slavery kept right on as it had been until ‘Sherma.n‘s army
ceme throughe You know General Lee surrendered thé seme spring, and we
learned we were freee | |
"IN 1866 my father bought four acres in the vicinity of Camden
and improved it with a house and barn, and we lived there for several yearse.
My father went into the mercantile business in Camden and prosperede There
I went to. the public schoolse We had teachers from the North, and I finish-
ed all the gradese There %&nd high schools in.the state at that time.
"We had our own home-raised hams end plemty of food products in our

quarters, when my Mother and I heard shooting nearbye. We stepped into the
yerd and saw & big number of soldiers shooting at a rumning white man of

the commnitye They did not hit hime In & moment or two five soldiers



2e

strode into our yard and we were scared et first, but they told us they
were friends, and one of them spied the hams end asked if they bélonged
to the big housee When told that they were ours, they said they were
hungry, and mother fixed them a dinner of ham and eggs and plenty of
other thingse They thanked us and left, doing no harm.

"Before they left, I noticed a crowd of soldiers at the Brevort
home. I ren there, and told the troops, please, to do no damege to the
premises, as the mistress, then in charge, was the best friend my mother
and I had ever hade They left soon afterward, showing no animis toward
the Brevort family and taking nothing awaye. |

"We nev;r received eny aid from the Freedmen's bureau, for we did
not need it. _Ai‘t:ér‘l finished the public sohool work at Camden and help-
ed my father in his store fork a time, 1 enrteredAthe University of South
Carolina, in October, 1874 and stayed there umtil 1877. Yéu know there
was & chenge in government in 1876, and Negroes were excluded from the
university in 1877 I was in my junior year, wher I left. 7

"I returned to Camden and teught school in Kershew County for |
ten yearse During that time I opened school in the Browning Home, which
still stands in Cémden. In the meantime, I had been an interested member
of the Methodist Episcopal Church since my early yeers, end I was made an
elder in that denomination in 1888, eand sent t4 Columbia as pastor of the
Wesley Methodist Church.

“When I ceme here as pastor, that church stood on the cormer of

Sumter end Gervais gtreets, on the site where the United States postoffice

now standse The congregation sold that cornmer in 1910 and built the brick

church at Barnwell and Gerveis streetse I was the pastor all that time,
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retiring in 1930 due to phgsical feeblenesse The congregation of that
church has always been rather smell. This accounts for my doing other
worke I was & clerk in the internal revenue office in Columbia for
eighteen yearse

"Now, I am a notary public and make some income from thate The
church gives me a small pension, and I advise and do literg;y work for
e large number of Negro residents. In that way, I keep fairly busy and
my family has never gone hungrye I did preach some, a few years ago.

I am now too feeble to undertake that task, and have to be content, most-

ly &t home."

(Reporter's Note: The Reve James He Johnson speaks no dialecte
He spesks choice, graégéical distion and has e most pleasing personalitye
His is one of the ver& few Methodist Episcopal Churches in South Carolinsa
for Negroes. He says he is gled the church is now seeking to void the
split over slavery in 1860, He resides in a comforteble home at 2029

Marion Street, Columbia, Se Ce)
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JANE JOHNSON

EX=SLAVE 90 YEARS OLD.

Jene Johnson is living with her niece at 1430 Harden Street, ‘Colum-
bia, Se Ce She is of small statue, dark, not black, plump and appareﬁt‘ly
well cered fore OUn account of her eage and bodily afflictions. she i.s in=-
capable of Aself-’support. Eer niece is unmarried, owns e comfortable home;
works end provides for her graﬂdmo}cher in a good and satisféétbrj mannere -

"Gome in white folks, take dat chair aI;d set down. I hears dat vou
wents to talk to me 'bout mygslf z;.nd my mester in slévery tlme. lfy neme
is Jane Johnson and I's 'bout ninety years old, from de best 'membrence I

has from my white folks friends and my own people. One thing I does know,

I's been here so long, dat 1. sometimes think I's near 'bout a hundred years

V old.

"I b'long to Master Tom Hobertson. My mistress' name was Ophelia.

I didn't see her much in slavery time, 'cause she stayed in de big house

~on Arsenel Hill, Columbis, Se Co Do onliest time I see her a-tall, wes

when 1 was sent to de big house for somethin' and dat wasn't often. Master
end mistress had heaps of chillun, 'mong them wes twins, all dead now, if
1 'members right, 'cept Master Tom Robertson, a grendson and & rich man

003 he 'livingmright_ here in Columbia. My old master lived in Columbia

" but his plentation, where us slaves lived, was 'bout four or five miles

from Columbia on de sumter road, just beyond de soldiers hospital (Veterans

. Hospitel), dat's right.

"Master Tom come to de plantation every dey 'ecept Sundeys end some-
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times he come dat day, 'specially in crop season. He never talked to
us slaves much, just talked to de overseer 'bout us all, I reckoh. De
overseer was & nigger and de meanest man, white or black, I ever see.

Dat nigger would strut 'round wid a leather strap on his shoulder and

would whip de other slaves unmercifule. He worked us vhard from sunrise

to sunset every day in de week, 'cept some Saturdé.y evenin's. ‘'Most
of de grown slave women knocked off from field work at dinner time on
Saturdaﬁ end done de wé.shj.-n"for cie rest of de slaves. .

"Yes Svj'r.’ us hadv & plenty of rations to eat; no fancy vittles,
just plain corn breadﬂ, meet andv vegete.bl.esr. Dere waxsl7flour'bread or any
kind of sweet stuff for de slaves to eat. Master say 'S_Weet things 'fected
de stomach and teeth in a bad way. He b;re..nted us to stay well and healthy
s0 us could work herd. | | - | |

‘ 4 “Mé.ster Tom was good to us, course he was, 'péuuse he didn't see u‘s

much no :wa.yu But d*a‘t—_..nigger overseer vrés deg deﬁil settin' cross-legged for
de rest of us on de 'plantatibn all _de time. I never has beiieved dgt master
'tended for dat-'nigg&ex; to- treat us like he did. He took tventage of his
bein' 'way and. talk soft 1.:9.ik~ when he come -age;._in.”Yes sir, he sho' Adid.

"Not very long a:fﬁef de Yankees come, us wes told dat'.de niggers |
was free:- Yo.y.,might: think .dat wes a heppy day for us slaves, but I did.n’t

think lek dete I was kinde lonesome snd sad lake Us slaves -!vas lost,

"How old wes I when I done my courtin'? What's det? Dat courtin'
stuff is what white folks does, no niggér knows what dat fancy thing ise.
Us just ne:bchally lives together; men and women metes lek de snimals out B

1
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deres Colored people don't pay no ‘'tention to what white folks call
love, they just 'sires de woman they wants, det's alle. I married dat
man of mine, Ti}égman Thompson, and us got 'long right smart, 'til he
dies I got 'nother one, Anderson Johnson, and he die t00, so here I
is, left here yite

"You knows de black man has had a long, hard road to travel
since he was first brought to dis countrye. From de first, he b'long to
de white man to be took care of and to work. Some colored folks 'pear
to be doin' right well dese days but back yonder long befo! I was born,
I's been told, they didn't know how to provide for themselves, What I
~ wants to know, what.de nigger gwine to do widout de 'sistance of de
white man? What they has got come from them, you lmows date i hear
some of them growlin'! 'round, dat they is gwiné to do dis and gwine do.
| dat end they don't do nothin', cept talk too mich. They sho' better do
right; live in peace and git somethin' det will stay with them.

"YMaybe I's wrong to sayvdis but you knows,white maﬁ, de nigzger is
a far wayrbaék of de white man; his time ain't come yit, leastwise dat's
de way it 'pear to me. De nigger come froﬁ Africe and qther hot places,
so he takes after de hot country he come from and hes a short temper, hard
head, and not 'nough sense to kééb him out of trouble when he gits mad or
'citede When he come heréd, de ﬁhite man maderhim‘work, and he didn't like
det. He is natchally lezy end when he had to work, then he bezan to get
huffy and to conjure up in he mind hate end other bad things against de
whites. Ever since the first time de nigger found out he had to work, he

hes silently despised the white man. If he had lived and done nothin',
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then he would be a 'tirely different person to dis very day, I knows dat,

"Does I 'member Presidemt Lincoln? I sbo'-does, but not so mach, .
'cause 1 wes too young to have much sense. I hes heard my mammy and deddy
sey he was & good man and wanted everybody to be free, both white end black.
Dere was a heap of poor white folks in slavery time, and some of them lived
mizhty hard, worse tha.n' the slaves sometimes. You knows blood is thick and
it is gwine to turn to its k%.nd befo! helpin' de otherse They say slavery.
wes wrong but what 'bout hard times? Dat is de worse kind of slavery, 1
thinkss All dis-hollerin' 'round 'bout fz_'eedofn they has, shucks, all ‘aat
kind of telk ain't nothin'e When vyou has work and some money :1n your pocket
50 f;rou can go to de étore and buy éome meat end bread, then you has de best
freedom there is, don't tell mes )

"Presideﬁt Roosevelt is 'mother good man. He has looked down on de
‘ poor and 't’reséed :md:.s land;wid mercy; hes give work end féod rto de pdor
_people wl&xen nobody else ;vgulti. He sho! hés turnt dis country 'rou,'ndr avu;id'
tried so hard to make things 'ri{;.;ht wid de people. Wheﬁ he tufn dis way and
turn dat We.y, them men up there v‘rhere' he is, try to stop hin} from helpin' .
us, but de Blésse_d Master is gwine to nold his hends upe - They ain't gwine
to be able to stop him, 'cause he has done so-much good in de world. Dat
" mn is gwine to be 'membered by de people alwsys, but them das has fought
" hin and worked ageinst him is Bho' gwine to be forgote Nobody Wedts o
'ﬁember ’cﬁém for de evil they has done. You Xnows dat 1f you sows evil
you is ého; gwine to gather evil in time. They aiﬁ‘t gwine sow much longer;

their harvest time is right out dere in sight, but de President is gwine to

"Itg gettin' old now, I has to drew on de 'membrance of de pest, tottle
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tlong in de present and stare wid dese old eyes out dere into whet is +to
come (future)s I has rheumatism and high blood pressure, so you see 1fs
in for a troublesome time from now on to dat last day. I's livin' wid

my niece now, in her own home, dat is some pleasure to me in my old age."

Yome Address:

1430 Harden Ste
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STORIES OF EX-SLAVES

"I was born in Virginia, but Dr. L., C, Kennedy bought
me, my mother and brothers and we moved to Spartanburg. My father
stayed in Virginiea. Dr. Kennedy lived near where KNorth Church
Street and Kennedy Place now is, and I lived in a two-room house
in nis baek yard. I was Jjust & baby at the time.~My 0ld masser
was as good and kind tp me as ne could be, so was my missus. My
mother died when I was ten years o0ld, and Missus was just like
a mother to me all the time. When I got old enough I used to
do some things around the yard for Masser and Missus.

Masser was an Episcopalian, and I went to Sunday
School where the roek church now stands (Church»df the Advent).
Miss Mary Legg was my teacher, and ahe w#s a saintly woman. She '
was a niece of old Masser. Old Missus used to come to the house
where I lived and teach me my alphabet. After I got older, I used
to take care of Masser's horse and buggy for him; used to hiteh-
up the hofae; for him and go with him on his wayd to see a pa-
tient. Bless his heart, he let me take my Webster's blue back
speller end my hiafory with me when I would drive with him. I
would study those books and Masser wouldmtell me how to pro-
nounce the hard words. That is the way I got my education. Mas-
ger would tell Missus that Jimmie was a smart boy, that he had
no father nor mother’and that they must be. good to him. They
sure was. 1 never wanted for a thing. Sometimes on our drives
Masser would tell me soﬁe Latin wordas, but I never did study
Latin--just English.
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"My masser would say that Jimmie had sense, was a good
boy, so lissus would let me practice on her organ or her piano
~in the house. 1 got pretty good on these, so when I got to be &
young man, I taught lessons on both the reed organ and the melo-
dian, then on the piano. I taught the rudiments of music and
piano for about 25 years.

"When the Yankee solaiers come to Spartandburg it
scared me., They kept telling me that they were not going to
hurt me, but I got a pile of briek-bats and put them under the
house. I told Missus I wasn't going to let any of the soldiers
hurt her. The Yenkee soldiers Gid not bother me. They came all
around our house, but every one of them was gquiet and orderly.
Théy took some of Missus' sugar and hams, but did not kill any
of the chickens; I told them not to take the sugar, but they
toox it and the hams anyhow,

- "Missus told me that I was free, but I told her I was
going to stay on where I was and protect her until I died. And
when.Massgr died, I grieved and grieved about him. I loved him
dearly and I know he loved me. He was good and kind to me al-
ways. He never whipped me, not once. I grieve.about my masser
to this day. He was a kind gentleman.

"No, I never married, and I héven't got anybody kin
to me now. My brothers all died and I am the only one left. I
adopted four ehildren. I taught them musie and we got on pret-
ty well after Missus died. I stayed with her until she died.
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I t0ld Masser I was going to stay with them even if I was
free, and I did. When Liasser died, I had no one to love but
iissus. I taught musie and gave piano lessons, but I ecan't
do that now, as I am too old. Lately I tried to cut some wood.
I would cut & lick, then rest; cut a lick, then rest, so I
gave it up. -

"Lord bless your soul! I am solglad you told who
you are, and you talk like iMasser Dan. You know he and I
used to play together as boys. He would give me anything he
hed. Honey, come around and see me again. I is sure glad to
gee you. What did you say your name was?" Upon being told,
nis face would light up with a smile, and he would repeat
Just what he had said before. He was then asked when he got
to be a poet. *Law' chile, my old missus tcld me I was going
to be a poet.M

This ninety-year-o0ld ex-slave then sat down at the
plano and played for the writer.

SOURCE; "Uncle" Jimmie Johnson, 172 E. Park Ave., Spartanburg,
S. €. Interviewer: F. S. DuPre, Spartanburg, S. 7.
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" I was born seven miles from Newberry, near Jalapa. I was a
slave of John Johnson and his sife, Polly(Dorroh) Johnson. They was
zood to dere slaves., My daddy was Danile and my mudder Elisa Johnson
who was slaves of marster John Johnson, My mudder come from Georgia
when she was 14 years old, bought by Marse Johnson. We lived in a
little one-room house in dere yard. The @istress learned me to card
and spin, and to weave when I was a child. When Ifwas 0ld enough,
dey put me in de field to work, hoe and pick cotton. We got no money
for working, but got our place to live, some victuals and a few
clothes‘to wear. We had no garden, but helped de mistress in her
gzarden and she give us something to eat from it. We had homespun
dressés; we made not much underclothes, but sometimes in awful cold
weather, we had red flannel underskirts. —

" Nigger boys in slavery when dere work was done in evening,
sometime went hunting and caught rabbits, squirrels or 'possums.

"We gdt up at sun-up in mornings and worked 'till sun-down.
We had Saturday afternoon off to do anything we wanted to do. At
Chrisﬁmés time, we got dat day off, and de master would have a big
dinner wid all kinds good things to eat, spread oﬁt in de yard .

"We never did learn to read and write -- had no nigger school
and had no nigger church, but sometimes de white folks would have
us go to dere church and set in back seat or gallery.

- nThe white folks had cotton pickings and corn shuckings often
and we helped. Dey had good dinners for them coming to it. De chil.
drens, white and black played marbles sometimes, and played base. Us
slave children played basge and Jjumped from one base to énother before

could be caught; and we sing:'Can I git po Molly's bright?
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Three course and ten. Can I get there by candle-light? yes, if your
legs are bang and light.:!

"Marse John's youngest son got bo be a doctor. He was & good
man and helped us when we was sick.He did not gibe herbs much, but
some of de ole folks used 'life everlasting', now_called rabbit
tobacco, for cure of bad colds or pneumonia. Dey bhoiled it and make
g plaster and put it on sore places of chest. Dey used holly bush
or spice bush bark, boiled to a tea and drunk for.gickness.

"De padderrollers come in dat segtion, theyirode at night and
if caught, a nigger, when he was out of his place, would be took in'
and told dat he would get 856 lashes if he was caught again. When
de war was over; de Yankees went through but didn't bother us; but
dey stold horses, mules, cow§ and supplies. When freedom come, we
left the place, 'cause marse Johnson and some his folks went to Mis~
sissippi. Whe hiréd out to Kirk Richards»nearby.

"Dé Ku Klux was not a bother. Dey Jus marched sometimes at
night, wid long white sheets over dem and all over de horses. Dere
heads were covered with small holes for eyes, nose and mouth, and
had long white ears like a horses ears.

"I think Abe Linceln was a fine man, and Jeff Davis was good

too. Slaver@did good to niggef, made him careful and know how to

work,"

SOURCE: Maxry Johnson (85), Newberry, S.C« Interviéwer: G.L. Summer,
Newberry, S.C. (5/19/37)
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STORIES FROM EX-SLAVES

"I live in town in a littie two-room house wid some of my
'5randchilluns. We rent de house. I am too old to work, bﬁt do What—
I can. )

"I was de slave of John Johnson. His wife was Miss Polly.
Dey was good to de slaves, and I had no trouble. iy mother was Eliza
Johnson and my pa was Danlel Johnson. Dey .was both'élaves to Marse
‘John Jonnson. Ly ﬁother was from Georgia. Ve always ;ived in de yard
‘behind de house in a small one-room cabin, a pretty good place to
live, I reckﬁn. |

"We didn't git no money fer our work. Te got somefning to
eat, but not much dlothesAto.wear. We'wofkgd hard dem days; got-dp
at sun-up and workédvall»day till sun-down or as long as we could .
see, We didn't-git mgch-time off, ‘'cept ma&be a day atiChriStmas.>

"No,-de_white folks di&d't leafn‘us.fo read and write. We
had no school agd_no dhurdh in'slavery time, but some of de,niggefs
was made to go fo de white folks' churchtand sif in de back seaf.

"Yeé..de Yankees was bad, Dey burn't everything in deir way,

and stole cattle; but dey didn't come near our place."

i Souréeé‘ Mafy Johnson (85), Newberry, S.C. :
- Interviewer: G.L. Summer, Newberry, S.C. (9/30/37)
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MIEMY JOHNSON
EX-SLAVE 82 YEARS OLD.

Miemy Johnson has no particular place of abodee She is a transient eamong
her children, kin people, and friendse In whatever home she may be temporarily
an ocoupant, she does the cooking and family washinge

"I knowed when dat bunty rooster hopped in de door, fiap his wings and
erowed, dis mornin', dat us gonne have coinpeny todays I told Sé.m so befo' he
left heree Him laugh and say: ‘'Ma dat bunty rooster is & big liar sometimes
Meybe him just wenna recommend hisself to you and beat de pig to de slop bucket
dat you ain't carried out to de pen yete' 1I's sure glad dat you‘com, for it'll
show Sam dat dat chicken never told a lies

"Set down dere and let me fetoh you a plate of boil peamuts, which I just
is set off de fires You lak them? Glad you do, homeye Most white folks love
them dat way, *stead of parchede How you been? You sure is growed since de
last day I clap my eyes on you. How's I been? Poorly. I's just a waitin' for
de chariot to carry me home} .

"Well, us done cut down de underbrush, now let us git into de new ground.
You just wenna talk 'bout me and what happen to me all 'long de last eighty
yeers? - Dat's some big field to 'go overs

"My pappy wes name Henrye My memny name Ceilye They both b'long to old
¥arse Johnnie Mobley,but my peppy's pappy b'long to de Johnson's; they's big
white folks on de cafawba River side of de countye ‘;l'hey sold deir plantation
and some of de slaves, to old marster and his daughter, Miss Nancye She was de

~ widow Thompson befo' her marry dat Kembtucky hoss drover, Marse Jim Jonese
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"Ireedom come. iy pappy ‘membered de Johnson's and took det for his nemee
I never been able to git 'wey from dat nemes I marry little Phil Johnsone My
brudder wes Adem Johnson and my sister was Easters Her marry Allan Foster.

" My husband end me live in de old Mobley quarter, three miles southwest
of Woodwerd and just 'bout a quarter of a mile from where you settin' dere a
writin' right nowe Long as him live, him was de carriage driver for de Mobleyse
HEe 'tend Fellowship Churche Al1 de Mobleys done dead or moved ':v'ray. Dere is
nothin® left to tell de tale but dat cemetery you passed, comin! *long down here
and de ghosts dat shiver 'round dere in de nighttimee Whenever it snow, them
ghosts have been seen travelin'® down de road and up de avemue to Cedar Shadese
You know dat's 'bout a quarter of a mile farther down de road from where Marse
Johnnie's brudder, James Mobley, livede Fine 0ld house dere yet, but just col=
ored folks live in it.

"Our chillun was Roxanna, Malinda, Ben, Mery, Waddell, Queen Elizsbeth,
Russell, Pearly, Thomasine, Helen, Alverte, Maggie, Mary Jene, Willie, Sem and
- Roy. Had de easiest birth pains when, to my big surprise, de twins, Sem and Roy
comes Dat been forty years ago last Julye I "members well, dat de twins was
born on e Wednesdey and I walk to Red Hill Church de very nex' Sunday. Reve
Richard Cook wes de preacher. Him didn't see me a settin' in de church and he
prey for me by name, as bein' in de perilsAof childbirthe And bless God, me
right dere in dat church a géin' 'long wid de rest of them & singin': ‘Amazin'
Grece How Sweet e Sound Dat Saved A Wretch Lek Me'e I wes a proud wretch dat

day as sure's you bornmi

"Does I 'member amything 'bout de earthquake? Jesus my Lord, yesl Us
wes holdin' a revival meetin' in Red Hill dat nightl! It wes & mooxrlight Tuesday
nighte Brother Stevenson and Brother Moore was a helpin' Brother Richard Cook
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carry on de meeti;i'. 1t was de last day of August, in '86« Brother Moore had
preached, de choir had sung a hymn, and Brother Stevenson was in de middle of a
prayere Him said sumpin' 'bout de devil goin' 'round lak a roarin' lion e seek=-
in' folks for to devoure Then de roarin' was heards De church commence to crack
and shake and rocke Then all de folks holler: 'Oh Lordy.' They run out dat
church and some took up de big road to de depot at Woodwarde Some fell down in
de moonlight end cry and praye Brother Cook say de Bible says: ‘Bow down, or
kneel or fall on your face befo' de Lord'e Then he say: 'Let us all fall on
our faces dis time.' Us did and each one of them preachers praye 'Bout time
they git through, us see a rider on a milk white hoss s gallopin' up to de church
wid de white mane and tail of dat hoss a wavin' and shinin' in de moonlighte De
people went wild’ wid fear and scream at de top of deir voices; 'It's de white
hogs wid his rider of de book of Revelations goin' forth, conquerin' and to con~-
quers' They bust forth in dat mighty spiritual 'Oh Run Here, Believer, Run Here,
Oh Sinner Your House On Firel Oh Simner Your House On Firel! They run and sur-
round de white hoes and his rider and what you reckon? Us find out it was just
Marse Ed Woodward on his white hoss, John, comin' back from courtin' my young
mistress, Tillie Mobley, dat him marry de nex' Christmase

"Marse Ed got down off dat hoss when us bég him to stay wid use It's a
pow'ful comfort to have a brave white man *round at sich a time 'mongst a passle
of terrified niggers, I tells youl And to think Marse Ed done deads

"You goin' now? You ain't eat all your peanutse Put them in your pocket
and eat them on de way to de Boroe Goodbye I 'spect I'll git to glory befo!
you doess If I does, I'll be dere & waitin' wid e glad hand and a glad woice

to welcome you to de everlastin' homee"
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"I was born on the Gilliam place, I reckon
ebout 1854, WMy father died when I was little; I don't remember
hime. My mother was Lucy Gilliam who belonged to Reuben Gilliam,
Reuben Gilliam was a big farmer and slave-owner., He.was good to
de nigger chaps but whipped de big ones evéry day or two. I was
too little to learn to read and wriﬁe, but dey never learned any
slaved to do dat. Dey never paid us eny money wages, just give
us eats and a place to sleep, and a little clothes.v I worked
in de field when I got bigger; ‘Never had school in de place,
and never had & church, either.»

"Us chiidren played lots of ganes; like
rolly~hole. There are two holes and you t}& to roll a ball in
one hole. The white folks had corn=-shuckings, lots of thenm, &s
they raisedAlots of corn on de farms. Dey had cotton pickings,
too, and carding and spinning bees, quilking bees. I used to
Teed de shippers when wamen folks spin de yern, when I was a
small boy. Wé'raised plenty corn, cotton, and other things. We
had a big garden, too.

"When freedom come all of us left and went
off. I went back to get something to eat. I married Mattie
Kinard who belonged to old Maj. John Kina?d. We hed nine
childrene.

"I '‘member de red shirts when dey come

{
through our place. I like it better now dan in slavery times."

SOURCE: Tom Johnson (83), Newberry, S.C.; interviewed by G. Leland
Summer, Newberry, S. Ce
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Stories From Ex-Slaves

Dick has an upward stare all the time, and holds his
head as 1f he were always looking up into the sky, consequent-
ly hé has won the sobriguet, 'Look-Up:'.

"Everybody dat knows me knows dat I was born on de Jim
Gist plantation, and it used to Jjine Mr; Winsuith's and de
Glenn Peak plantations. Mr. Winsmith was a doctor. Marse Jim
sho was a good man to his darkies.

"My father was named Ned Jones and he belongec to Marse
Berry Jones, His plantation was across de forest, next to
West Springs. klother was Lucy Yist, belonging to Marse Jim,

My parents had de following chilluns: Lstner, Bella, Ephriam,
Griggs, John, Penfield, me and ®ichard. Dey married and so
we wés all Jores.

"De slaves in de Gist Quarter lived well., All nigger
chilluns in dat quarter had very small tasks until dey was
seventeen or eighteen years old. De Quarter had nine houses.
Dere was seventeen hundred acres in our plantation; or dat is,
de part;where we lived and worked. We lived in one-room log

- cabins dat had to be well kept all of de time.

"a1l de chilluns in de Quarter was well fed, clothed,
housed and doctored until dey was strong and well developed
younguns; Den dey was give tasks and learnt to do what de

master and de mistress thought dey would do well at.
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"In de houses we had comfortable home-made beds and
chairs. We had nice tables and plenty to eat. Oour clothes
was kept mended by a seamstress, and dese things was looked
after by one of de mammies on de plantation dat was too old
to work.

"ih yes, well does I 'member my Granny from Africa, and
straight from dere, too; Judith Gist, dey named her. Dat ole
lady could not work when she died, fer she was ; hundred and ié* |
ten years old. Dey had in de paper dat I was, 125‘ It vlves me ¢>.1‘
notice to say dat I is de oldest man in Union c-'ounty. Can't
‘member any of my grandfathers. Millie Gist was my mother, and
aunt Judith was her mother. '

"Granny Judith said dat in Af;ica dey had very few
pretty things, and dat dey,had no red colors in cloth, in
fact, dey had no cloth at all. Some strangers wid pale faces
come one day and drapped a small piece of red flannel down on
de ground. 4ll de black folks grabbed fer it. Den a larger
piece was drapped a little iurther on, and on until de river
was reached. Den a large piece was drapped in de river and

- on de other side. Dey was led on, each one trying to git a
‘plece as it was drapped. Finally, when de ship was reached,
dey drapped large pieces on de plank and up into de ship 'till
dey got as many blacks on board as dey'wanted. Den de gate
was chained up and dey could no* get back. Dat is de way
Granny Judith say dey got her to imerica. Of course she did
not even know dat de pieces was red flannel, or dat she was

being enticed away. Dey just drapped red flannel to dem like

us draps corn to chickens to git dem on de roost at night.
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"When dey zot on board de ship dey were tied until de
ship got to sea; den dey was let loose to walk about 'cause
dey couldn't jump overboard. On de ship dey had méﬁj strange
things to eat, and dey liked dat. Dey was give enough red
flannel to wrap around demselves. She liked it on de boat.
Granny Judith born Killie, and Iillie born me. No, I ain't
never had no desire to go to Africa, kaise I gwiﬁe to stay
whar I is.

"Uncle Tom come 'long wid Granny Judith. Two women-
fodks come wid dem, aunt Chany and Daphne. Aunt Chany and

}éunt Ugphne was bought by de Frees dat had a plantation near
'Jonesville. Uncle Tom and 'Granny' was bought by liarse Jim
Gist, but deré marsters allgs 'lowed}dem to visit oh July 4th
and “hristmas. When dey talk, nobody didn't know what dey
was talking about. My granny never could speak good like I
can. She talk half African, and all African when she git
bothered. No, I can't talk no African.

"After I was seventeen I did all kinds of hoeing and
plowing and other farm work fer my ma¥ster. He said dat by
dis time, his little niggers' bones had done got hard enough
fer dem to work. We had a 'driver!', a older person, dat showed
us how to do everything right. Marse never let him over-work
or hurry us. We liked him -~'Uncle July Gist', we called him
and dat was his real name, too. His wife, ﬁknty Sara, was good

to us; dey both burieg at Woodson's Chapel Baptist ‘hurch.
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"Fer my first task I had £ of an acre in taters,
tbacca and watermelons d8e. first year. Some of de boys had
tpinders, cantleupes and matises (tomatoes) in dere task of

—_—
a ¢ acre.

"De next year, we made corn and sold it to our master
fer whatever he give us fer it. All de use we had fer money
was to buy fish hooks, barlows, julice harps and marbles. Boys
did not use t'bacca den until dey got twenty-one or over. Marse
allus carried a roll of money as big as my arm. He would come
to de yuarter on Christmas, July 4th and Thanksgiving, and get
up on a stump and call all the chilluns out. Den he would
throw money to 'em. De chilluns git dimes, nickles, quarters,
half-dollars and dollars. At Christmas he would throw ten
dollar bills. De parents would take de five and ten dollar
bills in charge, but i.arse made de let de chilluns keep de
small change. I ®ell you, I ain't nevér seed so much money
since my marster been gone. He buried at Fairforest Presby-
terian Cemetery as white folks calls it, but we calls it
Cedar Grove.

*Then he died, he had sixteen plantations, you can
see dat at de courthouse in Union. All his darkies went in
a drove of wagons to his burying. He was killed by dem Yan-
kees in Virginny. Uncle Wylie Smith, his  bodyguard, come
back wid his body and told us dat llarse was kilt by a Yankee.
Marse Jim was & sentinel, and dat Yankee shot him in his nose,
but strange to say, it never tore his face up none. Miss Sara

buried him in his unifqrm and she wrapped a Confederate flag

over de top of de coffin.
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Uncle Wylie put Master's watch around Miss Sarat's neck like he
had done told him to do when he got home. Miss Sara ciied and
us cried, too. Jim never married and dat's why 3iss Sara to do
everything, kaise she was his sister what lived wid him.

"Mr., I run on Broad River fer over 24 years as boatman,
carrying Marse Jim's cotton to Columbia fer him. Us had de ex-
citement on dem trips. Lots times water was deeper dan a tree
is high. Sometimes I was throwed and fell in de ‘water. I rise 
up every time, though, and float and swim back to de boat and
git on again., If de Weather be hot, I never think of changing
no clothes, but just keep on what I got wet. Five niggers'
allus went on Marse's boat. One man steer de boat and of course
he was de steerman, and dat what he went by. I rebollects two
steermans, Bradley Kennedy and Andy McCluny. Sharlie Gilliam
was de secondASteerman, by dat I means dat he de young nigger
- dat Bradley and Andy had to break in.

"Sometimes lMarster have three flat boats a-gwine down
at one time, and I has recollections of as many as five a-gwine
from our plantation; dat was not so often, though. Us had long
,-poles to steer de boats wid; den dere was some paddles, and
some of de niggers was called privates dat handled de cotton
and used de paddles when dey had to be used. ¥ou knows dat
batteaus was what dey always used de paddles wid. Privates did
de shoving and other heavy work. De seconds and de privates
allus shoved wid de poles when de water was rough, and de steer-
man give orders. I was allus a boatman.

"Charlie Gillliam acted as boatman, some; and den de

other boatmen was: Bill Hughes,‘Warren Worthy, Green Stokes
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and John Glenn. Dey made de poles to suit de job. Some of de
poles was longer dan others was. Some of dem was broad and flat
at de end; others was blunt and others was made sharp. When de
Broad River rose, sometimes de waves got higher dan my house
dar. Den it was a real job to handle one of Marse's boats.
Pact is, it was five men's jobs. Wid water a-roaring and a-
foaming and a-gwine round you like a mad tiger a-blowing his
breath, so dat you was feer'd (scared) dat all ;our marsters
cotton gwine to be spilt, you had to be up and a-doing some-
thing real fast. Sometimes dat river take your boat round and
round like a merry-go-round, 'til you git so swimmy-headed dat
you have to puke up all de victuals dat you done eat. Den it
swing from dat whirl into a swift stream dat take you a mile
a minute, yes sir, a mile a minute fer I don*t know hew fer.

"Den you see a tree a-coming right straight to you. if
de boat hit dat tree, you knowed dat you be busted into a
million pieces. You had to git your poles and somebody had to
let a pole hit dat-tree ahead of de boat. Of course dat“change
de boat's course from de tree and yéu went sailing on by. Once
in a freshet us raced twenty-five miles in twenty-five minutes.
Marse Jim was wid us dat time, and he tole us so by his watch.
De water a-jumping real high and dat boat a-jumping still
wusser made me 80 skeer't dat I Jjust shﬁke in my knees and all
de way up and down my legs.

"On dis trip we had went plumb up in North Carolina. Us
never had been dat fer up befo!. I ain't never seed Notth car-

%
olina befo'; neither is I seed 1t since. Broad River was real
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narrow when we went up and she look like a lamb; but when we
come down it had done and tuck and rained and dem banks was
vanished ... but dat water sno did rare up dar to git back in
its regular channel. De rocks up dar was mo! scarfy looking
dat dey is whar it run through Union to Columbia. Dat night
we run into a nine-mile shoal. Couldn't none de niggers keep
dat boat off'n dat shoal it wzs so powerful ... dat is, de
water just tuck dat boat plumb smack out'n our hands. But it
throwed our boat in shallow water and of course dat made it
drag. Good dat it never drug over no sharp rocks -- and dey
was setting all around us -- but it happened dat it hit sand.
e camped dar fer de night. By morning we had done go a
quarter mile from de channel. |

"When we et (ate), wé worked de boat out into de main
channel again. Den we staked her to a tree and tuck a look
around befo' we started down stream fer Union; dat seemed fer
off right den. Finally de master boatman give de order, %shove
off,boys?!*' We shoved and we fell into a clear open channel and
our boat went a-skeeting down stream. We never had to hit a
lick, but she went so fast dat we was all skeer'c to take a
long breath., Finally lMarster said, 'Boys, see dem willow trees
down yonder; well, steer her to run over dem so dat she will
slack her speed.® Us did, but it never deadened our speed a
mife, dat us could see. Karster shake his head and 'low, 'Bound

fer hell, maybe, boys'.
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®Got to Cherokee Falls, wid water so high couldn't tell
no falls dar. iarster say, 'Lay her to de right, we can't wreck
dis boat widout putting up a honest man's fight.' Den he say,
tIf us does, us'll sho go to hell.' We tried to swing her by
grabbing to a big willow, and we broke a lot of limbs in trying,
but we did swing her and she run a 100 yards widout steering,
and de boat landed on é little mountain of land, iMarse 'low,
"Ain't never seed sech a ocean of water since I was eighteen
years old, damn if I have.' He look at me and say, 'Don't know
wheﬁher Dick scared or not, but he sho is a brave man.!' I was
a-setting my feets on land den, and I look at him and ‘'low,
'No sir, I ain't skeer't, why 1 could come over dat little
place in my bateau.' Truth is, dat I was so skeer't dat I
wasn't skeert. We lay over a day and a half. De water had done
recéZéed back some, and we come 27 miles down to Lockhart
Shoals in dat one day. De water was still so high dat we run
over de shoals widout a tremor. Come sailing on down to Fish
Dam and went over de' f'ish Dam and never knowed dat it was dar.
Den we landed at de road wid everybody safe but still scar't.

"Dar was two Charlie Gilmores ... one was kil't rizsht
below Fish Dam. He was hit in de head by a private. When de
private was cutting de boat, “harlie got in de way of de pole
and it hit him ih one of his temples and he fell over in de
water dead. When dey got him, wasn't narry drap of water in

his lungs, dat's how-come us knowed dat he was kil't straight

out. Some says dat he was hit in de y'er (ear), but anyway
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it was on a tender spot and de lick sho done him up. Nothing
wasn't done to de private, kaise it was all accidental and
tlarse and everybody felt sorry fer him.

"0n river trips, we took rations sech as meat, bread
and cabbage, and us cotch all de fish dat we wanted and had

coffee. We each took day in and day out to cook, dat is, all

-

dem dat could half-way cook did dat." | e RN

,-""":\ : K

Source: Richard Jones (Dick Look-up) age{9§<\00unty Home,

—

Union, S.C. ;
Interviewed by: Caldwell Sims, Unionn S.C. (7/9/37)
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STORIES FROM EX-SLAVES -

"Yes sir, I drinks jes' a leetle 1likker, and I drinks
it --- I don't let it drink me. One call fer another. Dar it
goes 'till you be's drunk. I is 97 years 0ld and I ain't never
been drunk in my life. No sir-ee, nobody ain't never saw me
drunk, It sho drink some of ‘'em though. |

"Heep ot stars fell when I was young. Dey fell regular
fer a minute er so. I laid down fer a nap and de niggers woke
me up a hollering. Ev'y darky was scared, but it Sho was a
pretty sight.

"I 'members de earthquake, too. De earth shake and
tremble so hard dat some loose bricxzs fell out my chimney and
de pitcher fell off de winder-sill down on de flo'. I was
'bout 50 years old den, if I 'members correct. Dat come 'long
in 1886.

*T also 'members Gen. Wade Hampton. When I was a build-
ing up de breastworks to keep de Yankees from shooting us. Dem
was scary times, but de Ku Klux days was scary times de most.

"My young marster, Dr. Johnny Hill, used to have me
drive him to Padgett's Creek Church. Sometime us go to de
Quaker church, den agin, us go to church over in Goshen Hill.

" Bout fus' thing my white folks had me a-doing, was
gwine fer de papers up to de sto' at Sardis. I would git a lot

o' letters, fer in dem gays, de white folks rit letters to one
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another mo' dan dey does now, I guess dese days de mos' writing
dat is done 1is business writing. At de Sardis sto' dey used to
give big barbecues. Dem days barbecues was de mos' source of
amusement fer ev'ybody, all de white folks and de darkies de
whole day long. All de fiddlers from evtywhars come to Sardis
and fiddle fer de dances at de barbecues. Dey had a platform
built not fer from de barbecue table to dance on. Any darky dat
could cut de buck and de pigeon wing was called up ‘to de plat-
form to perform fer ev'ybody.

"Night befo! dem barbecues, I used to stay up all
night a-cooking and basting de meats wid barbecue sass (sauce),
It made of vinegar, black and red pepper, salt,vbutter, a little
sage, coriander, basil, onion, and garlic. Some folks &rop a
little sugar in it. On a long pronged stick I wraps a soft rag
or cotton fer a swab, and all de night long I swabs dat meat
1ti11 it drip 1nto de fire. Dem drippings change de smoke into
seasoned fumes dat smoke de meat. We turn de meat over and
swab it dat way all night long *'till it ooze seasoning and bake
all through.

"Lawyer lkicKissick and Lawyer A;W. Thompson come out
and make speeches at dem barbecues. Both was young men den.

Dey dead now, I living. I is 97 and still gwine good. Dey
looked at my ‘'karpets!' (pit stakes). On dem I had whole goats,
whole hogs, sheep and de side of a cow. Dem lawyers liked to |
watch me 'nint*' dat meat. Dey lowed I had a turn fer ninting

it (annointing it)."

Source: Wesley Jones, Rt.2, Union, S.C.
Interviewer: Caldeell Sims, Union, S.£. (5/16/37)
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FOLK LORE: FOLK TALES (negro)

"aunt” Sallie (80 yrs. old) and "Uncle" Robert 1ive with tneir
grandson. A daughter lives nearby. They like to tell of the d=ys
wnen they were children:

"land o' de libbin, my maw, she wuz one o' de Hug_hes and
niles niggers. She used to lob to set down by de fire an' &ell us
sounzuns 'bout de timesrwhat de had down dat on de big ribbver.
!"»pad River). Our plantation, she used to say, wuz dé one what de
white folks called Wt. Drury. But when maw wuz rael young, jus big
eacugh to wait on de fine white ladies, she wuz put on de "block",
you nos what dat wuz, and sold to liarse "Matt" Wallace. larse Matt
took it into his haed dat he wuz a gwine to a place what dey calls
Arkansas. His white folks, specially his wife's, dem wuz de iengs,
dey riz up an put forth mighty powferul objJjections. Fer a long
time he wuz Jjus onsettled in he mind bout zactly what he really wuxz
2 gwine to do. |

"ﬁééfsmto me like my maw lowed dat he sorter kept his ine
tentions secret when he had rightly make up he m€nd bout de whole
business. in dem days, dere wo'nt no trains like dare is now, Ever-
quy had to ride in waggons, and de white ladies, dey a.lus rid in
fine carriages. De chiliuns, dey rid wid de wimmen folks. Qur Mars-
ter, he rid high steppin' horsg, cept on de Sabbath, when he rid
wid de missus to meetin' house out on de creek. (Brown's Creek).

ranywhow, one cold mornin' not long fore Christmas and jus
atter Thanksgivin' us sot out fore day, or dat is, my maw and pa

did, kaise I wus not born till we got to Mississippi River.
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Dar wuz fo'! in de white folks carriage -- I is heered Maw tell it
a thousand times, voer and over -- In de darriage dar wuz Missus;
and de fo'! chilluns, Jeanette, Clough, Winter and Ida, Marse Matt,
he rid de horse right by de side o' de darriage. Paw -- de call
~ him '0bie', he driv a waggin wid all de little nigger chaps in it
dat wuz too little to walk. De big nig:er boys and gals dat wuz <t
strong, dey walked. Be roads wuz Jus narrow little trails wide enough
fer de carriage and de waggin to git through de lims o' de trees.
Dey would hit you in de face iffin you didn't duck 'em, so maw
-allus lowed. Dey had pack mules dat fetched¢ along de supplies, fer
dey had»to spen' de night in de thick woods what nebber had been
cut. All kinds er varmints used to git étter dem and maw lowed dat
dey wuz scared when dey sot camp, and she used to tremble mo'! den
she slep. When she did sleep, she lowed»dat she drempt de awful
varmints wuz a gittinf atter her. De missus, she wugz scared at
night too. liarse liatt, he lowed he warn't one bit scared, but maw
sat dat kilssus say he jump powerful in heé sleep sometimes.

"Marse Matt had done sot a task of so manu miles fer dem to |
travel from sun-up to sundown, but maw 1§wed'dat dey nebber did .
hardly git dat fer. De pack mules wouid git'short winded, and some-
time de cafriage horseé, dey would git lame;-or one o' de waggin
wheels would take and bread; or it wuz allus some bad luck er foll- fs
erin atter dem. Den Marse Matt, he lowed dat he didn't believe in
no travelin' siggs, and cause o' dat, maw lowed dat dey had de
worsest kind o' luck. Dat is de reason dat de tpaln did not git no

further than "Promoter" County, Miss. (Mr. Wallace really went to %
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It took dém fo' weeks to reach "Promotor". Dar dey set up de new
home. Maw lowed dat dey wuz called tender feeted poineers by dem
what had got dar sahead of dem. Peers like maw lowed dat dey stéyed
dar five year. Anyway de fus year, a lot o' de niggers tuck all man-
ner o' ailiments and dey died. De Missus, she kept full o' cold in
dat lcg house. Dey had had a fine house here, you nos de house what
.iss Roverta wWallace libs in, well, dat wuz de one, cepin it wusz
not as fine as iiiss Roberta got it now. Anyway, ma¥ and paw, dey_
didn't like it no better dan missus, gepin dey wuz skeefedrto speak
dere mindé. Finally, de Liarster, he tuck down siqk, and in spite o!
all dat Missus do fer him, maw lowed he kept a growin' sorses and
worser till he tuck and died one bad night. Lilssus, "Dandy” de
lafster.allus called her, had got so broke down wid worry and
sorrow,_dat;shg wuz nigh to dgath's‘dbof,'herself, when de lMarster
died, -maw said.vFer,daf feaSon, dey kept it from her'fer‘two weeks.,
Dey:thdﬁght dat she wuz gwine to hévedeﬁgumonia. liké‘hih, 5ut‘-

- she started to gittin' well fﬁre-she tuck de neumonia. Maw_éaid dat

dey used all o' de ole nigger remedies on de Liissus dat dey knowed

and-fer dat reason dey brung her through. Maw 1s told me dem remedies i

but I g4 so ole now, dat I jus remembers dem. If Bob wuz at hisself

) "he could give you some, You cbme by heie some day when de moon is

right and den Bob'll be in his right mind to tell you some of dem.
— "De' Missus, she come back powerful slow, znd it wuz mi%

“nigh Thenksgiving when she got strong. It wuz so cold dat she used

to low how she wish fer her paws big warm fire, and de Carolina
_sunshine. So one bad,morning,'she took and got a letter from her

";E&ié&%uﬂefaXed'her;ﬁe'feﬁeh‘us all back here to Union.
3 T e o
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It had done tuck de letter over three weeks to g£it to her. Rpng
fore de Liarster had died he had Bgib up hope er gwine to Arkansas,
ithen dat letter rive, maw lowed dat de liissus she tuck and started
to eryin'. All dat day she ery and read it over an over. De very
next morning she called up all us, I wuz born den, and maw lowed
dgat I wuz a carrin' a surar tit in my mouf and dat I had de cooter
bones round my neck. Course ] disremembers all cept dat what I is
Eeen told over and over. When maw and paw went outfdar, dey had one
little chile. He wuz six years ole when dey gol back here. One had
done tuck and died fore dey lef here. Den me and my cister, we wuz
born in iiss.

"Dat wuz one glad day fer us, kalse }Missus lowed dai she
wuz a gwine back to her paw in Union. All de niggers, dey started
to dancin§ and a hollerin' like dey wuz wile, iiaw lowed dat some
folks dat libbed three miles away tuck and come to see us. Some o'
dem calied us slackers, er sometin' kaise we wuz a leavin'; but
others, maw lowed, dat dey wished dey could go as fer as Georgia
wid us. But I is nebber liked Georgia mpgself, Missus gib de orders
fer us to begin packin' and maw said dat de way dem niggers worked
wuz & dyin' sin. De Missus, she sell her mules and other stock,
kaise we wuz a gwine to ride all de way back on de railroad train.
It had jJus bpoke throusgh to Miss., Some o' de ole niggers lowed dat
dey wuz feered to ride on dem things, bein as dey wuz drgwed by fire.
Dey thought de debbil, he wuz a workin' in de inside of dem. law
lowd@d dat if de Missus wuz not feered she would not Be. §e Missus
was feered bout dem dat wué not gwine to ride on de train, but
when she lowed dat de{.could JusAstay in Miss. liaw said dat dey

nebber did hear no mo!' bout dem bein feered o! de train.
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"miaw and paw allus tole me bout de things what I did on
de train. I wuz so young dat I jus remembers anything about dat.
she lowed dat she tuck de cooter bones frommy neck fore we start-
ed to de train., Maw low&d dat when de train come up,dey wuz so
scairt da® we did not want to git on till she did. All de niggers
wuz looked up to when dey gzot back here, maw lowed, kaise no nig-
gers in Union had ebber rid on de train ceptin dem gat hed rid fer
as Alston, and dep wuz so few dat you could count dém on your hand,

*Missus *'Dandy' come rizht back to her paw's house, He
wuz Mr. Clough lNeng. Missus Dandy's little boy, Clough, wuz big
emough to go to school when dey got back. It wuz Christmas when dey
zot to *Promotor' County, and it wuz Christmas when us rive back.

“When my paw, 'Obie!' wuz a courtin, a nigger put a spell
on him kaise he was a wantin' my maw too. De nigger got a conjure
bag and drapped it in de spring what my paw drunk water from. He
wuz laid up on a bed o' rheumatiz fer six weeks. Dey all knowed dat
he wuz @éonjured. He could not even set up when his victuals wuz
fetched to him. So his brdiher knowed who had put de spell on him.,
He tuck and went to another old conjure man and axed him to take
dgt spell off'n paw. De conjure man lowed to paw's brother dat a
grapevine growed over de spring, and fer him to go dar and cut a
piece of it six feet long and fetch it to his house at night. When
he tuck it to de conjure man's house, de conjure man, he touok de
vine in a dark place and done somethin to it -- de Lawd knows what.
Den he tole my paw's brother to take it home and give it to paw. De
man what put de spell on an, I mean de nigger what had it done, he

come often and set down by paw and ax him what was ailen him,
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pur conjure man, he tole paw dat de nex time de man come an' set
down by his bed, fer him to raise up on his lef elbow and rech
down by his bed z2nd take dat piece o! grapevine and hit de nigger
over de head and face. Den atter he had done dat, our conjure man
lowed dat paw could den rise up from his bed o' rheumatisz.

"It wont long before de nigger come to visit my paw. iy
paw, he axed him real nice like to have a seat. Hig‘maw had done
put a chair by de bed, so dat he would set down wid his face toward
paw. Atter he and paw got to talkin, paw reched down an' axed him
to have a look at de grepevine dat he was gwine to smoke fer his
ailment. Dat nigger, he lowed to my paw dat it wuz not a goin to
¢o his rheumatiz no good. Jus as he lowed dat, paw, he riz up on
his lef shoulder and elbow and wid his right han he let loose and
come down over dat nigger's face and forehead wid dat grapevine.
Dat nigger, he jump up and run out o' dat house a hollerin' kaise
he knowed dat paw and done got de spell offin him. My paw got up
de next cay and dey lows dat he nebber did have no mo' rheumatiz.”

SOURCE: Sallie Laytca Keenan (N. 80 yrs. old) 20 Calhoun St.,
Union, S.C. Interviewer: Caldwell Sims. (12/14/36)
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EX-SLAVE, 81 YEARS OID.

* Yas sir, I was born a slave of Mre. Tom Rabb, they call him
black Tom Rabb, *cause dere was two other Tom Rabbs. Marster Tom's hair
was _je_t black and even when he shave, whisker roots so black face *pear
blacke Yas sir, I come to birth on his place two or tl;ree miles from
Monticello in de country, so I dide They say de year was de year Pres=-
ident Buchenen was president, though I dunno nuttin' *bout date.

"My pappy name Henry Woodward, and b'long to old preacher Beelie

Woodward®s son, Johne But all dis was just what I heerd them say ‘bout it.

My mammy neme Ella. She was de cooke I too little to work in .slgvery time,

just heng 'round kitchen wid mammy, tote water and pick up chips, is all
de work I done I *members. . '

"Money? Help me Jesusr, Noe. How could I ever see it? In de kit~
chen I see none, and how I see money any where else, your honor? Nigger
never had noneg I ain® got emy money now, long time since I see any
money.

"Wh‘a.f did us eat? Dat's somethin' I knows f'boute My mammy de
cook for de white folks, wasn't I right dere at her apron strings all de
time? Eat what de white folks eat, all de time, sho' I did! Too little
to *member much whet slavery was 1ike; can't tell nothin® 'bout clothes,
never hed no shoes. Us went to church some Sundeyse Funny, them dat had
not been good or done somethin' bad was kept at home by de white over-
seer, and some of them played wid de white chillun. Sorry I can't answer

every questione

80



2 531‘

"One story I ‘member *bout is de pa'tridges and de Saviore My
pappy allowed de reason pe'tridges couldn®t fly over trees was: One day
de Savior was a-riding long on a colt to de Mount of Olive Trees, and de
drove flewed up, make sich a fuss they scared de colt and he run awey wid
hime De merster put a cuss on de pa*tridges for dat, and ever since, they
can't fly over tres topse You reckon dat so boss? They say fhey never does
fly over treesd

T had a good marster and mistresse. When de slaves git sick,
they *tend to them same as one of their owrn chillune Doctor céme'quick.
They set up and fean you and keep de flies offe They wouldn't let de
slaves do di&, 'cause certain times you got to take medicine ‘cordin' to
doctors orders, and a slave might meke a mistekee Oh, they was *ticular
- "bout sicknesss. They has a hard time wid some nigger chillun and dat
cest ' oil bottle, I tell youl

"'One of my young marsters was name Charliee After freedom he
marry one of Colonel Province's daughters and me and my memmy moved and
lived wid them a whilee Then I got married to Watas Kelly, and went to
live and work for a white man 'bove White Oske His name was Long John
Cemeron, de best white man to work for, but when Sat ‘day come and all de
hands paid off, he git det red hoss and turn and gallop to Winnsboro and
bring back a passel of low down whité trash wid him to de disturbment of
all de good colored persen on de place.

"Yas sir, Klu Elux was a terror to certain colored personse I
'‘members they come dressed up in white and false faces, passed on to de
Richadson plece and whipped somebody one night.

" My husban® been dead twelve years. I's got thirteen chillun

énd Minnie is de onliest one livin®' wid me in dis housee. Her name Minnie
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Martine Got whole lot of gran® chillun; they cover de earth from Charlotte
to Jacksonville, and from Frisco to Harlem, New York; but never see them,
just three, Franklin, liasie and Marie Martine

" I heard *bout Lincolﬁ and Booker T. Washingtone De President
now in de White House, Mr. Roosevelt, have done more good for de nigger
in four years tham all de other presidents since Lincoln, done in fifty
years. You say its been seventy-two years? Wellsthan all de rest in
seventywtwo years. Don®t you know dat is so? Yas sir, dats de gospel truth.

w I's @ member of de Baptist Churche Been buried wid my Lord in
baptism and hope for & resurrection wid him in Beulah Lande

"Yes; de overseer was de poor buckra, he was what you calls dis
poor white trashe You know boss, dese days dere is three kind of people.
Lowest down is a layer of white folks, then in de middle is a layer of
colored folks and on top is de cream, e lsyer of good white folkse 'Spect
it '11 be det way 'till Jedgement day.

moT got one boy name Ben Tillman, livin® in dis towne Vhite
folks calls him Blossom, but he don't bloom 'round here wid any money,
though he is on de relief roll by sayin® he got a poor 0ld mammy nigh
a hﬁhdred years old and he hﬁve to keep her upe 'Spect when I gits my old
age pension my chillum will pay me some little 'tention, thank Gode Don*t

you know they will, sure they wille. ®
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MARTHA KELLY /
Ex-Slave, Age C- e.]

330397
"All I can tell you, I come here de second year of
freedom. Oose I had a lot of trouble en I can' hardly .
imagine how long it be dat I de age I is. My mother, she
know my age good, but she been dead for de years come en
gone from here. Ain' much I can rememper to tell you cause
I was small den. No, my mammy didn' tell we chillun nothin.
Didn' have no time to tell we chillun nothin. 8he had to go
out en work in de field in de day en she would be tired when
night come," |
"My mammy white people was name Charlie Law en his family

en dey lived in Britton's Neck till dey come up here to Marion.
We lived in a rice country down in dat place call Britfoh's
Neck. Ain' you hear talk of it? My mammy en her chillun stay-
ed right dere on 0ld man Law's place till long time after dey
‘tell dem dey was free to leave dere., 8Stayed to de nigger
quarter in my mammy house cause we was learn to be field hands.
(Harold, I told you hold off me cause I don' feel like you
layin on me dis mornin.) (Harold - emall grandson). Didn' know
bout nothin much to eat in dat day en time, but bread en meat
en rice en all such as dat. Oh, de peoples in dat country
- made plenty rice. Dey would plant it oﬁ dis here Dblack lookin
dirt en when dey would see dat it was right ripe, dey would cut

it en thrash it out. Den dey would have one of dem pestle en
mortar to beat it wid. My blessed, child, dat been turn out
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de nicest kind of rice. No,mam, don'! see no such rice dese
days dat been{gqt like dat rice eat.!

"I recollects I used to be right much of a hand to pull
fodder en pick cotton en all such like"dét'cause all my work
was in de field mostly till I got to de place dat I couldn!
work no longer. You see, when I was married, I moved out
dere on Dr. Miles' place over next Peg Dee en bout all my
days was spent in de country,' Lived out dere on Br. Miles!
place till I come here to town to live bout seven or eight
years ago. You is hear talk of Dr. Miles, ain! you? I used
to do what you might say a right good size washin, but I ain!
able to get bout to do nothin dese days much. Just washes
out a piece or two like a apron every now en den."

"Some of de peoples used to sing dere, but I wouldn' never
bear much along dat line. Didn' have no voice much to sing.

Is you got dis one?

'Lord, I wonder,

Lord, I wonder, (Repeat
- Lord, I wonder, Times)

When de lighthouse

Gwine shine on me,"

"Dat all dere be to dat one., I don' know whe! if I

could remember dat other one or no. 8eem like it go somethin

like dis:
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'0h, didn' it rain?

It rain 40 days,

En it rain 40 nights,

It ain' never stop a droppin yet,

En I heard de angel in de mornin sing,
Oh, didn' it rain?

But down by de graveyard,

Me en my Lord gwine stand en talk.

Up on de mountain fire en smoke,

I wouldn! be so busy bout de fire en smoke.»
I heard de angel in de mornih sing,

Oh, didn' it rain?

Oh, didn' it rain?

It rain 40 days,

En it rain 40 nights,

Widout still a droppin yet,

I heard de voice of de angel in de mornin sing,
Qh; didn' it rain?

' Oh, didn' it rain?

Down by de graveyard,

Me en my Lord gwine stand en talk.
Ohillun, my good Lord,

I heard de voice of de moanin angel,

Oh, didn! it rain?
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Oh, didn' it rain?

It rain 40 days,

En it rain 40 nights,

Widout still a droppin yet,

En Irheard de voice of de angel in de mornin,

Oh, didn' it rain?t®

"Well, dere ain' been so much dat I remember dat happen
when I come along but what been happeén in a way dis day en
time. OQose dere been a difference cause de people ain' used
to live fast like dey do dese days. Dere been de shake dat
come here in %86 dat I ain' never see de like since en ain'
want to see nothin like dat no more neither. I remember it
come here on a night én when I get in bed dat night, I ain!
been expectin nothin had been de matter. Den dere somethin
been rouse me up en all de dishes was 8 rattlin . When I get
up en go out in de yard, de house en all de elements was a
rockin., Yes,mam, I was scared. Didn' know what was de matter.
Thought it was de Jedgment comin when I wake ﬁp en hear all de
people round bout dere screamin en a hollerin, Jedgmentd Oh,
Jedgment! Say dem What ain' right better get right. I tell
de people dat dere won'! no need to run to de church den cause
we was all gwine be destroyed dere together. Ohild, I give
myself up den en I get just as happy as I could be,"

“Oh, dey had slavery time doctors to tend de people when
dey was sick in dat day en time. Yes,mam, had dey plantation
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doctor right dere dat would go from one plantation to de
other en doctor dem what was ailin. De doctor would come
dere to my white folks plantation en tell my grandmother what
to feed dem on en she would give dem de remedy dey tell her.
Dey would use all kind of different herbs in dat day en time
dat dey would get out de o0ld fields en de woods for dey cures.
Honey, dey was good too en dey good ye;. I couldn! tell you
half de herbs dey use, but I recollects dere was bone_set dat
was good for fever, sage for de baby, pennyroyal dat was good
for girls dat catoh cold, mint for siék stomach, catnip to hope
a cold, horehound to strike a fever en dat bout all I recollect.
No,mam, I can! remember half de herbs dere was in de field, but
I know we got some of dat sage growin dere in de garden now, ! |

"I hear talk of dem Yankees plenty times, but I don'! know
~ much to speak bout dem., OQouldn' tell de first word bout dem.
I dis kind of person, I don! pay much mind to nothin like dat.
Dey was white people, I think."

Vgeems like it was better livin long time ago den dere be
now. Seeus like times so tight dese days. Reckon it cause I
ain! ablertokwork, but dey tell me de people don'! get nothin
much to speak bout for dey work dis day en time. Seems 1like
I got along good when I was able to whip round en bout.'

WI hear de people say dere such a thing as ghost, but I
don' know en I ain' de kind to epeak bout de devil business.
I hear talk dey could be welkin right along wid you en dere

some people could see dem en den dere others could look wid
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all de eyes dey got en couldnt! see dem., No, I ain! never
see dem, I has seen people wear one of deée dime round

dey ankle, but I never didn' ax dem nothin bout what dey
wear it for cause some people is curious en don! like for
you to be axin dem bout things. I did always keep out of
fuss en I still keepin out it. Never did bother none wid it.
When I see anybody fussin, I shuns dem. My mammy didn' raise
me to do dat.® | "

Source: Martha Kelly, _Marion, 8.0. ( age between 70 and 75)
(Colored.) |

Personal interview by Annie Ruth Davis, Oct., 1937.
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STORIES FROM EX-SLAVES

®T live in & rented house wid myhdaughter'who takes care
of me. I was born in de 3antuc sectipn. My pa and ma was Richard
Dawkins w«nd Martha.Sheiton Dewkins. I think dey lived wid de
Hendersons 1in de Maybintmn section near Bfoad River, but dey lived
wid Marse Bill Jeter near Santuc when I was born. My husbond was
Ike Kelley, he been dead good many yeafg.

miarse Whipped me~onqé or twiée. ﬁe had'to_work in de cot-
ton fields, and I have split rails and ditched like men, too.

"%e had home-rnised meat, lots of hoges and cattle. Marse
had a big gerden and we got -lots of vegetables. Marse fed =laves
in a trougﬁ in de yard. He had his own.smokehouse wher he'cured
his meat. His flour wes ground in de deighborhoodl Sometimes he
give a slave‘famiiy a small p&téh fo plant watérmelons»int.

"Je wore heavy brogons wid brass toes.'Sometimes Marse

' would make his own lesther and have shoes made in-de neigshberhood
and dese would bave‘wooden bottoms. He never let us learn to read

and write. Hé never allowed us to gp‘from orne placerto anotner
unless it was on his piace;‘De patrollers qu;dAgit‘us if we didnrtt
have & pass; even if we went to church wid white folks we had to
have a pass. Niggers didn'thhave-no church $ill atter de war; den
dey built brush arbors in de woods. |

"I married at my_house. We is-Baptists, and I used to go _

- anhd see deﬁ‘baptize sinners,

e ?ﬁeaused to ge h9me at night when de work was over and go

~
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to bed agd rest. We worked all day on Saturéays, bﬁt nevér worked
on Sundays. On-Christmas Days we had off, and Marse would give ué
‘good things to eat and some wiiskey to drink.

"My mother worked around de house in slavéry time. She
helped cook, clean up and wash dishes, and sometimes she wogld
card, spin znd weave,

"Dey used to manke # yellowish dye from mud, a grayish dye
from maple tree bark aond a brownish dye from walnut tree bzrk., We
éllus ploanted by de signs or de scales.”Irish potatoes, turﬁips
and sweet'potatoes we planted in de dark of de moon; while beans
ﬁas planted in dé‘sign of de craw-fish.

"I remember when de Yankees come>thr0ﬁgh attgrvde war} Dey
stole eVeryfhing and burned"up everything dey couldn't steal. De
Ku Xlux was in our section. Dey killed lots of niggers around der.

| *T don*t remember anything about ﬁbfaham_LinColninor -
- Jefferson Davis, only heard abgut dem. I don't xnow much about
Booker ﬁéshington, either." - A

Source: Mary Jane Kelley (N, 85), Newberry, 8.0,4 ‘
Interviewer: G.L. Summer, Newberry; S.C. 11/10/37.7
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EX-SLAVE STORY

( UNCLE GABE LANCE - BORN AND LIVING ON SANDY ISLAND )

"Great Peace! Missus, have to study up that!"

Uncle Gabe had just errived from Sandy Island at' the country post-cffice,
having rowed over for his month's supply of suger and coffee and thinges he can=
not réise. After the five or six mile row he must needs walk three miles to the
office.

"I could remember when the Yankee boats come to Montarena, === gun = boats.
Bout ten o'clock in the morning, Soldier a1l muster out and séatter all over
the island, You 7lmowrthat ceuse-ef-way? Gome over that two by two, gun on
shoulder glisten gainst the sun! BEluewcoats, blue pants, hat ell blue, Come
back to landing bout five c'clock. Have hog, geese, duckl Broke in berm. Stole
rations from poor people, My Grandfether the 'Drifer =e- glave Driver, Name »
Nelson, Maussa === Frank Herrlott. Maussa gone in pwamp, .Hid in woods. My
Grandfather teke old Miss Saelly === Miss Sally Herriott == count she couldn't
walk with rheumatism =-= Grandfether took old Miss Sally on he back to hid fem in
the woods where Mausea, Yankee stay but thé:one day. Ravege all éver us island.
All goat, hog, ohicken, duck, geese === all the animal but the cow been take on
the Yinkeq gun boat, They broke in Maussa big rice barn and share all that out

to the colored folks,
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EX-SLAVE STORY (UNCLE GABE LANCE - - ) Continued

Some my people run awey from Sendy Islant, Go Oaks sea=shore and
Magnolia Beach and take row-boat and gone out and joiu with the Yankee.

-

Dem crowd never didnt't come back,

Any slave run way or didn't done task, put 'em in barn and least cut
they give 'em (with lash) been twenty=five to fifty. Sﬁply cause them week
and ocouldn't done task === couldn't done tasi! tGive 'em less rations to
boot! Cut 'em down to

1 qts molasses
1l 1b, meat
1 pk, corn for a week
Good Master &1l right, Give plenty to eﬁt. Reasonbble task. Task
A dem time onemfourth to one half acre. Ditching man ten compasse Get to slush
'ein oute Got to bail that water out till you kin see track.
All dem rioe-field‘boen nothing ‘put swamp, Slavery people cut kennel
(oanal)land dig ditch and cut down wWo0ds ~e= and d.ig ditch through the raw
woods, All been clear up for plant rice by slavery pec;ple.
Beat my Pa and la to death and turn me loosel Ought to take care 'c me!l
I send off my 35 ote fust (first) time, next time twenty-five cents I put
what liftle I have in it. Ain't hear no answer, Some ten or fifteen head

round here send off blank and don't get mo hearingd Teke what little I have .
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and don*t send me nothing TALI! I tired with that now! Aint had & hearingi"

( Referring to 'old age compensation'),

SOURCE: Uncle Gabe lance, Age 77, Sandy Island, Murrells Inlet, S. C.
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"I don't 'member much 'bout slavery time ‘'cause I been
lee (little) boy when war declare. I raise up under de
Murray - all my generation belong to de Murray, Dey know
how to treat slave., Ain't lick um much, hardly any., Chill-
un hab easy time, Ali I been require to do was tote coal
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