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Interviewer Mrs* Bernice Bowden 
Person Interviewed Clarice Jackson 

Eighteenth and Virginia, Pine Bluff, Arkansas 
Age 82 

*I was six or seven when they begin goinf to the Civil War* We had a 
big old pasture opposite and I know they would bring the soldiers there and 
drill f em* 

*0h my God, donft talk about slavery* They kept us in so you know we 
couldn*t go around* 

"But if they kept tam a little closer now, the world would be a better 
place • Ifm so glad I raised my children when they was raisinf children* 
If I told fem to do a thing, they did it 1 cause I would always know what was 
best* I got here first you know* 

"People now*days is just shortening their lives* The Lord is pressin' 
us now tryinf to press us back* But thank God Ifm saved* 

"Did you ever see things like they is now? 
"I looks at the young folks and it seems like they is all in a hurry— 

looks like they is on the last round* 
"These here seabirds, (a music machine called seaburg--ed.) is ruinin1 

the young folks* 
"I feels my age now, but I thank the Lord I got a home and got a 

little income* 
"My children canft help me—ainft got nothinf to help with but a little 

washing My daughter been bustin1 the suds for a livin1 fbout thirty-two 
years now* 



"I never vent to school* Ify dad pat me to work after freedom and 
then when schools got so numerous, I got too big* Ain9t but one thing I 
want to learn this side of the River, is to read the Bible* I wants to 
confirm Jesus9 words* 

"The fusf place we went after we left the home place durin9 of the 
war, we went to Wolf Creek* And then they pressed fem so close we went to 
Bed River* And they pressed fem so close agftin we went to Texas and that9 s 
where we was when freedom come* 

_ "That was in July and they closed the crap (crop) and then six weeks 
9 fore Christmas they loaded the wagons and started back to Arkansas* We 
come back to the Johnson place and stayed there three years, then my father 
rented the Alexander place on the Tamo* 

"I stayed right there till I married* I married quite young, but I 
had a good husband* I ain9t sayin9 this just 9cause he9s sleepin9 but 
ever9body will tell you he was good to me* Made a good livin1 and I wore 
what I wanted to* 

"He come from South Carolina way before the war* Come from Abbeville* 
They was emigratin1 the folks* ~ 

"I tell you all I can, but I won9t tell you nothin9 but the truth*" 

Interviewed s Comment 
Owns her home and lives on the income from rental property* 



lira* Bernice Bowden Interviewer 
Person Interviewed Clarioe Jackson 

1738 Virginia Street, Pine Bluff, Arkansas 
Age 84 

"las I here in slavery days? Veil, I remember when the soldiers went 

to war# Oh, I9m old — I ainft no baby* Bat I been well taken oare of 

I been treated well* 
"I was bred and born right here in Arkansas and been livin1 here all 

the tine fcept when they said the Yankees was eonin9* I know we was just 
closin9 up a crop* They put us in wagons and carried us to Volf Creek in 
Texas and then they earried us to Bed Biver* That was because it would 
be longer 9 fore we found out we was free and they would get more work out 
a us* 

"Old master vs name was Bobert Johnson and they called him Bob* 
"After freedom they brought us back to Arkansas and put the colored 

folks to workin9 on the shares* Yes9m they said they got their share* 
They looked like they was well contented* They stayed three or four years* 
Ve was treated more kinder and them that was not big enough to work was let 
go to school* I went to sehool awhile and then I had a hard spell of sick-
ness — it was this slow fever* I was siok five or six weeks and it was a 
long time ffore I could get my health so I didn9t try to go to school no 
more* Seemed like I forgot everything I knowed* 

"When I was fifteen I got tired of workin9 so hard so I got mar-

ried, but I found out things was wusser* But my husband was good to me* 



s. 
Yea ma'm, he was a good man and alee to me* & was a good worker* Ha 
vas deputy assessor under Mr. Zriplett and ha waa a deputy sheriff and 
then ha was a magistrate* Oh, ha was a up-to-date man. He vent to aehool 
after we was married and wanted me to go bat I thought too maeh of ay 
childun* Ihen he died, 'bout two years ago, he left me this house and two 
rent houses* Yea ma'm, he was a good man* 

"They ain*t nothin' to this here younger generation* Sid you ever 
see 'em goin' so fast? They von't take time to let you tell 'em anything* 
They is in a hurry* The world is too fast for me, hut thank the Lord my 
ohildun ia all settled* I got some nleoes and nephews though that ia goin* 
too fast* 

•Yes'm, I'm get tin' along all right* I ain't got nothin' to cobh 

plain of." 
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Interviewer Mrs* Bernlcc Bowdan 
Person interviewed Israel Jackson 

3509 abort Second, Pisa ELuff, Arkansas 
Agfi 78 

"Hy name'a Israel Jackson* So ma'am, I wasn't born in Arkansaa— 
born in Taller Bush County, Mississippi -August da third, I860* 

"Hjr old master? Called him General—General Bradford* I don't know 
where ha was but he was gone soaawhere* Don't know her naae-wjuat called 
her missis. 

"Yas'a, I waa big enough to work* Dey had as to lead out my young 
•aster's horse on da grass* I had a halter on it and one tlaa I laid down 
and want to sleep* I had da rope tiad to ay leg and when it cons twelve 
o'clock de horae drag me clear to da house* Ho aa'aa, I didn't wake up till 
I got to da house* It was ay young master* s saddle horae* 

"Yas'a, I knowed day was a war 'cause da men come past just as thick* 
Ho'm, I wasn't afraid* I kept out of de way* Old missis wouldn't let ua 
get in de way* I 'neaber dey stopped dere and told us we was free* Lota 
of de folks went off but ay mother kept workin' in de field, and ay father 
didn't leave* 

"Old master had ua go by his name* Dat's what dey called 'ea—all de 
hands cm de place* 

"I thought from boyhood he was awful eruel* Didn't 'low ua ehillun 
in de white folks' house at all* Had one woman dat cooked* Dey was fifty 
or a hundred ehillun on de place and dey had a big long trougi dog oat of 
a log and each chile had a spoon and he'd eat out of dat trough* Tas*at I 
*aaaber dat* Xat greens and milk* As for meat, we didn't know what dat was* 
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My wother would go huntin* at night and get a 'possum to feed us and 
sometimes old master would ketch her and take it away from her and give her 
a pieoe of salt neat* Bat scrotimes she'd hury a 9po68um till ahe had a 
ehance to cook it* And deyfd take saekin9 like you make cotton sacks andl 
dye it and make us clothes* 

"When de conch would blow at four o9 clock every mornin9 everybody got 
up and got ready for de field* Dey9d take dere chillun up to dat big long 
house* Vhen mother went to de field I9d go along and lead de horse till I 
got to where dey was workin9, then Ifd sit down and let the horse eat* I 
was young and itfs been so long* 

"No ma'am, I never went to school* Mo ma'am, canvt read or write* 
Hever had no schools as I remember* 

"Dey stayed on de place after freedom* Ho ma'am, dey did not pay 9en* 
I9ee old but I ain't forgot dat* Bey fed theirselves by steal in9 and 
gettin9 things in de woods* 

"After dem Blue Jackets come in dere General Bradford never did come 
back and our folks stayed dere and when dey did leave dey went to Sunflower 
County* After dat we got along better* 

"How many brothers and sisters? I bflieve I had five* 
"I stayed with my parents till I was grown* No ma9amf dey didn9t 9low 

us to marry* Vhen we was twenty we was neither man nor boy; we was considered 
a hobble~de~hoy* And when we got to be twenty-one we was considered a man 
and your parents turned you loose, a man* So I left home and went to 
Louisiana* I stayed dare a year, then I want back to Mississippi and 
worked* I ccme here to Arkansas twenty-six years ago* Is die Jefferson? 
Well, I come here to de west end* 

"Since I been here I been workin9 at de foundry--Dilley9 s foundry* 



" *Bout two yeara ago I got sick and broke up and not able to work and 
Mr* Dilley give me a pension—ten dollars a month* But de wages and hour 
got here now and I don't know what hefs gwine do* When de next pay-day 
comes he might give me somethinf and he might not* 

*Missf de white folks has done so bad here dat I donft know what deyfs 
gwine a do* Mr* Ed and his father been takin9 care of me for twenty years* 
Dey sure has been takin9 care of me* Miss, I can9t find no fault of Mr* 
3d Dilley at all* 

"I can do a little light work but when I work half a day I get nervous 
and can9t do nothin9. 

"No ma'am, I never did vote* Dey didnft 9low us to vote* Well, if dey 
did I didn9t know it and I didn9t vote* 

"Well, Miss, I think de young folks is near to de dogs and de dogs 
ought to have 9em and bury 9em* Miss, I don9t 9cept none of 9em* I wouldn9t 
want to go on and tell you how dey has treated me* Dey ain9t no use to ask 
9 cause I ain9t gwine tell you* The people is more wicked and more wuss and 
ever9thing* I don9t think nothin9 of 'em* 

"Miss, let me tell you de only folks dat showed me any friendly is Mr* 
Sd Dilley* I worked out dere night and day, Sunday and Monday—any time he 
called* 

"Miss, I ain't never seen any jail house; I ainft never been to police 
headquarters; I ain9t never been called a witness in my life* I try te 
live right, all I know, end if I do wrong it9s somethin9 I don9t know* I 
ain9t had dat much trouble in my life* 

"I went up here to Judge Brewster to see about de pension and he said, 
9 Got a home?9 I said, 9Yes.9 fGot it paid for?9 fYes.f 9 Got a deed?9 



9 Yes*9 fGot a abstract?9 9 Yes*9 9Well, bring it up here and sign it and 

go get de pension*9 

"But I wouldn't do it* Miss, I would starve till I was as stiff as a 
peckerwood peckin9 at a hole 9fore I9d sign anything on my deed* Miss, I 
wouldn't put a scratch on my deed* I wouldn't trust 'em9 wouldn't trust 
'em if dey was behind a Winchester*" 



Interviewer Samuel S* Taylor 
Person Interviewed Lula Jackson 

1808 Valentine Street, Little Rock, Arkansas 
Age 79 ? 

"I was bom in Alabama, Russell County, on a place called Sand Ridge, 
about seven miles out from Columbus, Georgia* Bred and born in Alabama* 
Come out here a young gal* Wasnft married when I come out here* Harried 
when a boy from Alabama met me though* Got his picture* Lola Williamst 
That was my name before I married* How many sisters do you have? Thatfe 
another question they ask all the time; I suppose you want to know, too* 
Two* Where are they? Thatfs another one of them questions they always 
askinf me* You want to know it, too? I got one in Clarksdale, Miss-
issippi * And the other one is in Philadelphia; no, I mean in Fhilipp 
city, Tallahatchie (county)* Her name is Bertha Owens and she lives in 
Fhilipp city* What state is Fhilipp city in? That9ll be the next ques-
tion* It is in Mississippi, sir* Now is thar anything else youfd like to 
know? 

"My mother9 s name was Bertha Williams and my father9 s name was Fred 
Williams* I don9t know nothing fbout mama9 s mother* Yes, her name was 
Crecie* My father9 s mother was named Sarah* She got killed by lightning* 
Crecie9s husband was named John Oliver* Sarah9 s husband was named William 
Daniel* Sarly Hurt was mama9 s master* He had an awful name and he was an 
awful man* He whipped you till he9d bloodied you and blistered you* Then 
he would cut open the blisters and drop sealing-wax in them and in the open 
wounds made by the whips* 
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"When the Yankees come in, hie wife run in and got in the bed between 
the mattresses* I don't see why it didn't kill her* I don't know how she 
stood it* Sarly died when the Yankees come in* He was already sick* The 
Yankees come in and said, 'Did you know you are on the Yankee line?1 

"He saidt 9Not by God, when did that happen?1 

"They said, 'It happened tonight, G — y o u * 1 

"And he turned right on over and done everything on hisself and died* 
He had a eatin' cancer on his shoulder* 

Schooling, Ste* 
"My mother had so many children that I didn't get to go to school much* 

She had nineteen children, and I had to stay home and work to help take care 
of them* I can't write at all* 

"I went to school in Alabama, 'round on a colored man's place—Mr* 
Winters* That was near a little town called Fort Mitchell and Silver Blm 
where they put the men in jail* I was a child* Mrs* Staith, a white woman 
from the North, was the second teacher that I had* The first was Mr* 
Groler* My third teacher was a man named Mr* Nelson* All of these was 
white* They wasn't colored teachers* After the War, that was* I have the 
book I used when I went to school* Here is the little Arithmetic I used* 
Here is the Blue Back Speller* I have a McOuffy's Primer too* I didn't use 
that* I got that out of the trash basket at the white people's house where I 
work* One day they throwed it out* That is what they use now, ain't it? 

"Here is a book my husband give me* He bought it for me because I told 
him I wanted a second reader* He said, 'Well, I'll go up to the store and 
git you one*' Plantation store, you know* He had that charged to his 
account* 



"I used to study my lesson* I turned the whole class down onee* It 
was a class in spelling* I turned the class down on 'Publication*--p-u-b-
1-i^-a-t-i-o-n* They couldn't spell that* But I'll tell the world they 
could spell it the next day* 

"My teacher had a great big crocus sack, and when she got tired of 
whipping them9 she would put than in the sack* She never did put me in that 
sack one time* I got a whipping mosv every day* I used to fight, and when 
I wasn't fight in' for myself, I'd be fighting for other children that would 
be scared to fight for theirselves, and I'd do their fighting for them* 

"That whippin' in your hand is the worst thing you ever got* Brother, 
it hurts* I put a teacher in jail that'd whip one of my children in the 
hand* 

Occupational History and family 
"My mama said I was six years old when the War ended and that I was 

bora on the first day of October* During the War, I run up and down the 
yard and played, and run up and down the street and played; and when I would 
make too much noise, they'd whip me and send me back to my mother and tell 
her not to whip me no more, because they had already done it* I would help 
look after my mother's children* There were five children younger than I 
was* Everywhere she went, the white people would want me to nurse their 
children, because they said, 9That little rawboneded one is goin' to be the 
smartest one you got* I want her*' And my ma would say: 

" 'You ain't goin' to git 'er«' She had two other girls—Martha and 
Sarah* They was older than me, and she would hire them out to do nursing* 
They worked for their master during slave time, and they worked for money 
after slavery* 
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"My mama's first husband was killed in a rassliaf (wrestling) match* 

It used to be that one man would walk up to another and say, 'You ain't no 
good*' And the other one would say, fAll right, le'a see*' And they would 
rassle* 

"My mother's first husband was pretty old* His name was Myers* A 
young man come up to him one Sunday morning when they were gettin' commod-
ities* They got sorghum, meat, meal, and flour; if what they got wasn't 
enough, then they would go out and steal a hog* Sometime they'd steal it 
anyhow; they got tired of eatin' the same thing all the time* Hurt would 
whip them for it* Wouldn't let the overseer whip them* Whip them hisself* 
'Fraid the overseer wouldn't give them enough* They never could find my 
grandfather's meat* That was Grandfather William Down* They couldn't find 
his meat because he kept it hidden in a hole in the ground* It was under 
the floor of the cabin* 

"Old Myers made this young man raasle with him* The young fellow 
didn't want to rassle with him; he said Myers was too old* Myers wasn't my 
father; he was my mother's first husband* The young man threw him* My*ra 
wasn't satisfied with that* He wanted to rassle again* The young man didn't 
want to rassle again* But Myers made him* And the second time, the young 
man threw him so hard that he broke his collar-bone* My mother was in a 
family way at the time* He lived about a week after that, and died before 
the baby was born* 

"My mother's second husband waa named Fred Williams, and ha was 
my father* All this was in slavery time* I am his oldest child* He 
raised all his children and all his stepchildren too* He end my mother 
lived together for over forty years, until she waa more than seventy* He 
was much younger than she waa—just eighteen years old when he married her* 



And she was a woman with five children* Bat she was a real wife to him* Him 
and her would fight, too* She was jealous of him* Wouldn't be none of that 
with me* Honey, when you hit me once, I'm gone* Ain't no beatin' on me and 
then sleepin' in the same bed with you* But they fit and then they lived 
together right on* No matter what happened, his dean clothes were ready 
whenever he got ready to go out of the house--even if it was just to go to 
work* His meals were ready whenever he got ready to eat* They were happy 
together till she died* 

"But when she died, he killed hisself courtin' . He was a young 
preacher* He died of pneumonia* He was visiting his daughter and got 
exposed to the weather and didn't take care of hisself* 

"Bight after the War, I was hired as a half-a-hand* After that I got 
larger and was hired as a whole hand, me and the oldest girl* I worked on 
one faim and then another for yeara* I married the first time when I was 
fifteen years old* That was almost right after slave time* Four couples of 
us were married at the same time* They lived close to ae* I didn't want my 
husband to git in the bed with me when I married the first time* I didn't 
have no sense* I was a Christian girl* 

"Frank Sampson was his name* It rained the day we married* I got my 
feet wet* My husband brought me home and then he turned 'round and went 
back to where the wedding was* They had a reception, and they danced and 
had a good time* Sampson could danee, too, but I didn't* A little before 
day, he come back and said to me—I was layin' in the middle of the bed— 
•Oit over*' I called to mother and told her he wanted to git in the bed with 
me* She said, 'Well, let him git in* He's yo'r husband now*' 

•Frank Sampson and me lived together about twenty years before he got 
killed, and then I married Andrew Jackson* He had children and grandchildren* 



I don't know what was the matter with old man Jackson* He mas head deacon 
of the church* Ve only stayed together a year or more* 

"I have been single ever since 1923, jus' booming 'round white folks and 
tryin' to work for them and makin' them give ma some thin' to eat* I ain't 
been tryin' to fin' no man* When I can't fin' no cookin' and washin' and 
ironin' to do, I used to farm* I can't farm now, and ' course I can't git 
no work to do to amount to nothin'* They say I'm too old to work* 

"The Welfare helpa ma* Don't know what I'd do if it wasn't for them* 
I git seme commodities too, but I don't git any wood* Some people saya they 
pay house rant, but they never paid none of mine* I had to go to Marianne 
and git my application straight before I could git any help* They charged 
me half a dollar to fix out the application* The Welfare wanted to know how 
I got the money to pay for the application if I didn't have money to live on* 
I had to git it, and I had to git the money to go to Marianne, too* If I 
hadn't, I never would have got no help* 

Husband's Dsath 
"I told you my first huaband got killed* The mule run away with his 

plow and throwed him a summerset* His head was where his heels should have 
been, he said, and the mule dragged him* His chest was crushed, and mashed* 
His face was cut and dirtied* He lived nine days and a half after he was 
hurt and couldn't eat one grain of rice* I never left hia bedside 'cept 
to cook a little broth for him* That's all he would eat—just a little 
broth* 

"He said to his friend, 'See thla little woman of mine? I hate to leave 
her* She's just such a good little woman* She ain't got no business in this 
world without a husband*1 



"And his friend said to him, 'Well, yon jaight as well sake up your mind 
you got to leave her, 9cause you goinY to do it*' 

"He got hurt on Thursday and I couldn't git a doctor till Friday* Br* 
Harper, the plantation doctor, had got his house burned and his hands hnrt# 
So he couldn't come out to help us* Finally fir* Hodges come* He come from 
Sunnyside, Mississippi, and he charge me fourteen dollars* Hie just made two 
trips and he didn't do nothin'* 

"Bowls and pitchers were in style then* And I always kept a pitcher of 
clean water in the house* I looked up and there was a bunch of men ccmin' 
in the house* It was near dark than* They brought Sampson in and carried 
him to the bed and put him down* I said, 'Vhat's the matter with Frank?' 
And they said, 'The mule drug him*' And they put him on the bed and went on 
out* I dipped a handkerchief in the water and wet it and put it in his mouth 
and took out great gobs of dust where the mule had drug him in the dirt* 
They didn't nobody help me with him then; I was there alone with him* 

"I started to go for the doctor but he called me back and said it wasn't 
no use for me to go* Couldn't git the doctor then, and if I could, he'd 
charge too much and wouldn't be able to help him none nohow* So we wasn't 
able to git the doctor till the next day, and then it wasn't the plantation 
doctor* We had planted fifteen acres in cotton, and we had ordered five 
hundred pounds of meat for our winter supply and laid it up* But Frank 
never got to eat none of it* They sent three or four hands over to git 
their meals with me, and they et up all the meat and all the other supplies 
we had* I didn't want it* It wasn't no use to me when Frank was gone* 
After they paid the doctor's bill and took out for the supplies we waa 
supposed to git, they handed me thirty-three dollars and thirty-five cents* 
That waa all I got out of fifteen acres of cotton* 
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Havelings 
"I sew with rav'lin9s* Here is some ravflin's I use* I pull that out 

of tobacco sacks, flour sacks, anything, when I don't have the money to buy 
a spool of thread* I sew right on just as good with the ravflinfs as if it 
was thread* Tobacco sacks make the best ravflinfs* I got two bags full of 
tobacco sacks that I ainft unraveled yet* There is a man down town who 
saves them for me* When a man pulls out a sack he says, 'Save that sack for 
me, I got an old colored lady that makes thread out of tobacco sacks*' 
These is what he has give me* (She showed the Interviewer a sack which had 
fully a gallon of little tobacco sacks in it~ed*) 

"They didn't use rav'lin's in slave time* They spun the thread* Then 
they balled it* Then they twisted it, and then they sew with it* They 
didn't use ravflinvs then, but they used them right after the War* 

"My mama used to say, 'Corns here, Lugenia.9 She and me would work 
together* She wanted me to reel for her* Ain't you never seen these reels? 
They turn like a spinning-wheel, but it is made indifferent* You turn till 
the thing pops, then you tie it; then it's ready to go to the loom* It is 
in hanks after it leaves the reel and it is pretty, too* 

Present Condition 

"I used to live in a four-room house* They charged me seven dollars 

and a half a month for it* They fixed it all up and then they wanted to 

charge ten dollars; and it wouldn't have been long before they went up to 

fifteen* So I moved* This place ain't so much* I pays five dollars and a 

half for it* When it rains, I have to go outside to keep from gittin' too 

wet* But I cut down the weeds all around the place* I planted some flowers 

in the front yard, and some vegetables in the back* That all helps me out* 



Vhen I go to git commodities, I walk to the place* I can't stand the way 
these people act on the cars* Of course, when I have a bundle, I have to 
use the car to cone back* I just put it on my head and walk down to the car 
line and git on* Lord, my mother used to carry some bundles on her head*19 

Interviewer's Comment 
According to the marriage license issued at the time of her last 

marriage in 1922, Andrew Jackson was sixty years old, and sister Jaokson was 
fifty-two* But Andrew Jackson was eighty when slater Jackson married him, 
she says* Who can blame him for saying sixty to the clerk? Sister Jackson 
admits that she was six years old during the War and states freely and 
accurately details of those times, but what wife whose huaband puts only 
sixty in writing would be willing to write down more than fifty-two for her-
self? 

Bight now at more than seventy-nine, she is spry and jaunty and witty 
and good humored* Her house ia as clean as a pin, and her yard is the same* 

The McGuffy's Primer which she thinks is used now is a modernized Me-
fluffy printed in 1908* The book bought for her by her first husband is an 
original HcOuffy's Second Reader* 
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Interviewer Samel S+ Taylor 

Person interviewed 
Age 79 

1808 Valentine Street, Little Rock, Arkansas 
Gccupat ion Field hand 

Whippings 

"Early Hart had an overseer named Sanders. He tied my sister Crecie 
to a stump to whip her* Crecie was stout and heavy. She was a grown young 
woman and big and strong* Sanders had two dogs with him in case he would 
have trouble with anyone. When he started layinf that lash on Creciefs 
back, she pulled up that stump and whipped him and the doga both. 

"Old Early Hart came up and whipped her hisself* Said, 'Oh, you're 
too bad for the overseer to whip, huh?1 

"Wasn't no such things as lamps in them days* Jus' used pine knots* 
When we quilted, we jus' got a good knot and lighted it* And when that one 
was nearly burnt out, we would light another one from it* 

"We had a old lady named 'Aunt' Charlotte; she wasn't my aunt, we jus' 
called her that* She used to keep the children when the hands were working* 
If she liked you she would treat your children well* If she didn't like 
you, she wouldn't treat them so good* Her name was Charlotte Harley* She 
was too old to do any good in the field; and she had to take care of the 
babies* If she didn't like the people, she would leave the babies1 napkins 
on all day long, wet and filthy* 

"My papa's mama, Sarah, was killed by lightning* She was ironing 
and was in a hurry to get through and get the supper on for her master, 
Early Hurt* I was the oldest child, and I always was scared of lightning* 



A dreadful storm was goinf on* I was under the bed and I heard the thunder 
bolt and the crash and the fall* I heard mama scream* I crawled out from 
under the bed and they had grandma laid out in the middle of the floor* 
Mama said, 'Child, all the friend you got in the world is dead*1 Barly 
Hurt was standin' over her and pouring buckets of water on her* When the 
doctor come, he said, fYou done killed her now* If you had jus* laid her 
out on the ground and let the rain fall on her, she would have come to, but 
you done drownded her now*1 She wouldn't have died if it hadn't been for 
them buckets of water that Early Hurt throwed in her face* 

"Honey, they ain't nothin' as sweet to drink out of as a gourd* Take 
the seeds out* Boil the gourd* Scrape it and sun it* There ain't no 
taste left* They don't use gourds now«" 

Interviewer's Comment 
Violent death followed Lula Jackson's family like an implacable 

avenger* Her father's mother was struck and killed by lightning* Her 
mother's first husband was thrown to his death in a wrestling match* Her 
own husband was dragged and kicked to death by a mule* Her brother-in-
law, Jerry Jackson, was killed by a horse* But Sister Jackson is bright 
and cheery and full of faith in God and man, and utterly without bitternesso 
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Interviewer Thomas Slaore Lacy 

Person interviewed Mary Jackson. Bussellvllle, Arkansas 

Age 75? 

"Ify name is Mary Jackson, and I was bom in Miller Grove, Hunt 
County, Texas daring the War* No sir, I do not know the year* Oar 
master9 s name was Dixon, and he was a wealthy plantation owner, had lots 
of property in Hunt Comity* 

"The days after the War—called the Beconstruction days, I believe— 
were sure exciting, and I can 9mind1 a lot of things the people did, one 
of them a big barbecue celebration coamemoratin' the return of peace* ̂  
They had speeches, and music by the band—and there were a lot of soldiers 
carrying guns and wearing some kind of big breastplates* The white child* 
ren tried to scare us by telling us the soldiers were coming to kill us 
little colored children* The band played 9Dixie9 and other familiar tunes 
that the people played and sang in those days* 

"Yes sir, I remember the ELu dux KLan* They sure kept us frightened 
and we would always run and hide when we heard they were comin9* I don't 
know of any special harm they done but we were afraid of em* 

"I have been a member of the A* M» £• Church for forty years, and my 
children belong to the same church* 

"No sir, I don't know if the government ever promised our folks any-
thing—money, or land, or anything else* 

"Don't ask me anything about this 9new generation' business* 
They're simply too much for me; I cannot understand em at all* 



2. 

Son91 know whether they are earning or going* la our day the parent a ware 
not near so lenient as they are today* I think ouch of the waywardness 
of the youth today should be blamed on the parents for being too slack in 
their training*" 

HOIK: Mrs. Jackson and her son live in a lovely cottage, and her 
taste in dress and general deportment are a credit to the race* 
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Interviewer Miss Irene Robertson 
Person interviewed Tfrylor Jackson. Bdmondson» Arkansas 

Age 88? 

"I was bom two miles from Baltimore, Maryland* I was a good size boy* 
My father carried me to see the war flag go up* There was an awful crowd, 
one thousand people, there* I had two masters in this country besides in 
Virginia* Vhen war was declared there was ten boats of niggers loaded at 
Washington and shipped to New Orleans* Ve stayed in the 1 Nigger Traders 
Yard9 there about three months* But we was not to be sold* Master Cupps 
fbulps?) owned father, mother and all of us. If they gained the victory he i 
was to take us back to Virginia* I never knowed my grandparents* The yard 
had a tall brick wall around it* Ve had a bunk room, good cotton pads to 

sleep on and blankets* On one side they had a wall fixed to go up on from 
the inside and twelve platforms* You could see them being sold on the in-

side and the crowd on the outside* Vhen they auctioned them off they would 
come, pick out what they wanted to sell next and fill them blocks again* 
They sold niggers all day long* They come in another drove they had, had 
men out buying over the country* They come in thick wood doors with iron 
nails bradded through, fastened on big hinges, fastened it with chains and 

iron bars* The house was a big red brick house* Ve didn9t get none too 
much to eat at that place* I reckon one side was three hundred yard long 
of the wall and the house was that long* Some of them in there cut 
their hands off with a knife or ax* Veil, they couldn't sell them* 



Nobody would buy them* I don't know what they ever done with them* Plenty 
of them would cut their hand off if they could get something to cut with to 
keep from being sold* 

"We stayed in that place till Wyley Lions {Lyons?J come and got us in 
wagons. He kept us for Master Cupps* Mother was a house girl in Virginia*N 

She was one more good cook* I started hoeing and picking cotton in ' 
Virginia for master* When I was fourteen years old I done the same in 
Mississippi with Wiley Lyons in Mississippi close to Canton. In Canton, 
Mississippi Wiley Lyons had the biggest finest brick house in that country. 
He had two farms* In Bolivar County was the biggest* I could hear big 
shooting from Canton fifteen miles away* He wasn't mean and he didn't 
allow the overseers to be mean* 

Milliard Christmas £a neighbor] was mean to his folks* My father 
hired his own time. He raised several ten acre gardens and watermelons* 
He paid Mr. Cupp in Virginia. He cane to see our folks how they was getting 
along* 

"A Negro on a joining farm run off* They hunted him with the dogs and 
they found him at a log. Heap his legs froze, so the white doctor had to 
cut them off* He was on Solomon's farms. After that he got to be a cooper* 
He made barrels and baskets—things he could do sittin' in his chair* They 
picked him up and made stumps for him* Some folks was mean* 

"My mother was Rachel and my father was Andrew Jackson* I had three 
brothers fought in the War* I was too young* They talked of taking me 
in a drummer boy the year it ceased. My nephew give me this uniform* It is 
warm and it is good. My breeches needs some repairs reason I ain't got them 
on. |ke has worn a blue uniform for years and years—ed^J 



"There was nixie of us children* I got one girl very low now. Shefs 
in Memphis. I been in Arkansas 45 years* I come here jesf drifting look* 
ing out a good location* I never had no dealings with the Kn KLUJC. I 
been farming all my life. Yes, I did like it. I never owned a home nor no 
land. I never voted in my life* I had nine children of my own but only my 
girl living now* 

"Nine or ten years ago I could work every minute. Times was goodl 
good! Could get plenty work—wood to cut and ditching* It is not that way 
now. I can't do a day's work now^ I'm failing fast. I feel it* 

"Young folks can make a living if they work and try. Some works too 
hard and some don't hardly work. Work is scarcer than it ever was to my 
knowledge* Times changed and changed the young folks* Mother died two or 
three years after the War. My father died first year we come to Missis-
sippi* 

{We went by and took the old Negro to West Memphis. Prom there he 
could take a jitney to Memphis to see his daughter—edJJ 

"I ain't never been 'rested. I ain't been to jail. Nearly well be as 
so confined with the mud* JWe assured him it was nicer to ride in the car 
than be in jail—edQ 

"I couldn't tell how many;I ever seen sold. I seen some sold in 
Virginia, I reckon, or Maryland—one off the boats* They kept them tied* 
They was so scared they might do anything, jump in the big waters* They 
couldn't talk but to some and he would tell white folks what he said* (Zhey 
used an interpreter^ Some couldn't understand one another if they come 
from far apart in the foreign country. Slavery wasn't never bad on me* 
I never was sold off from my folks and I had warmer, better clothes 
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'an I have now* I had plenty to eat, morefan I has nov generally* I had 
better In slavery than I have now* That Is the truth* Ifm telling the 
truth, I did* Some didn't* One neighbor got mad and give each hand one 
ear of corn nine or ten o'clock* They take it to the cook house and get it 

a. 
made up in hominy. Some would be so hungry they would prfrch the corn rather 
'an wait* He'd give 'em meal to make a big kettle of mush* When he was 
good he done better* Give 'em more for supper* 

"Freedom—Soldiers come by two miles long look like* We followed them* 
There was a crowd following* Wiley Lyons had no children; he adopted a boy 
and a girl* Me and the boy was growing up together* Me and the white boy 
(fifteen or sixteen years old, I reckon we was) followed them* They said 
that was Grant's army. I don't know. 'That made us free' they told us* 
The white boy was free, he just went to see what was happening* We sure 
did see! We went by Canton to Vicksburg when fighting quit* Folks re-
joiced, and then went back wild* Staart ones soon got work* Soms got 
furnished a little provisions to help keep them from starving* Mr. Wiley 
Lyons come got us after five months* We hung around my brother that had 
been in the War* I don't know if he was a soldier or a waiter* We worked 
around Master Lyons' house at Canton till he died* I started farming again 
with him* 

"I get $8 a month pension and high as things is that is a powerful 
blessing but it ain't enough to feed me good* It cost more to go after 
the commodities up at Marion than they come to (amount to in valuej*" 
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Interviewer Miss Irene Robertson 

Person interviewed Virginia Jackson. Helena. Arkansas 
Aae. 74 

"Mother said I was born the same year peace was declared* I was born 
before the Civil Var close, I reckon* I was bom in Tunica, Mississippi* 
Mother belong to Mistress Cornelia and Master John Hood. He come from 
Alabama in wagons and brought mother and whole lot of 9 em, she said, to 
Tunica, Miasisaippi* My mother and father never sold* They told me that* 
She said she was with tha master and he give her to father* He ask her did 
she want him and aak him if ha want her* They lived on joint places* They 
slept together on Wednesday and Saturday nigits* He stayed at Hood's place 
on Sunday* They was owned by different mastera* They didn't never say 'bout 
stepping over no broom* He was a Prince* Vhen he died she married a man 
named Russell* I never heard her say what his name was* Ify father was 
Mathew Prince* They was both field hands* I never knowed my father* I 
called my stepfather popper* I always did say mother* 

"Mother said her maater didn't tall them it was freedceu Other folks 
got told in August* They passed it 'round secretly* Some Yankees corns 
asked if they was getting paid for picking cotton in September* They told 
their master* They told the Yankees 'yea9 'eauaa they was afraid they would 
be run off and no place to go* They said Master Hood paid them well for 
their work at cotton aelling time* He never premised them nothing* She 
said he never told one of tham to leave or to atay* He let 9am be* I reckon 
they got fed* I wore cotton sack dresses* It wasnft bagging* It was heavy 
stiff cloth* 



2. 27 

"Mother and her second husband case to Torrest City* They hoped they 
could do better* I ocoe too* Z worked in the field all ny whole life 
* cepting six years I worked in a laundry, I washed and ironed* I aa a fine 
ironer* If I was younger I could get all the sens' shirts I oould do now* I 
do a few but I got neuralgia in ay axms and shoulders* 

"I don't believe in talking 'bout ay race* They always been lazy folks 
and smart folks, and they still is* The present tines is good for as* I*a 
so thankful. I get ten dollars and sane help, not much* I don't go after 
it* I lot some that don't get much as X get have it* I told 'em to do that 
way** 



Interviewer Mrs* Bernlce Bowden 

Person interviewed William Jackson 
Route 69 Box 81, Pine Bluff, Arkansas 

Age 84 

"Me? Well, I was born July 18, 1853* Now you can figure that up* 
"I was sold four times in slavery times* I was sold through the nigger 

traders and you know they didn't keep you long* 
"I was bom in Tennessee, raised in Mississippi, and been here in 

Arkansas up and down the Arkansas River ever since I was fifteen* 

•A fellow, bought me in Tennessee and sold me to a fellow named Abe 
Collins in Mississippi* He sold me to Or* Maloney and then Winn and Trimble 
in Hempstead County bought me* They run a tanyard* 

"I went to school one day in my life* My third master's children 
learned me my ABC's in slavery times* I'm not educated but I can read* 
Read the Bible and something like that* 

"The Ku KLux run me one night* They come to the door and I went out 
the window* They went to my master's tanyard in broad open day and took 
leather* Oh, I been all through the roughness* But the Lord has blessed 
me ever since I been in this world. I can see good and hear good and get 
about* 

"I come here to Arkansas with some refugees, and I been up and down 
the river ever since* 

"In slavery times I had plenty to eat, such as ftwas* Had biscuits on 
Sunday made out of shorts* 



z. 

•I lived with one man, Br* Moloney, who was pretty cruel* I run away 
from him once, but he caught ma fore night* Bit me in a little house on 
bread and water for three or four days and then he sold ma* Said he 
wouldn't have a nigger that would run away* Otherwise I been treated 
pretty well* 

"I come to Pine Bluff in 9 82* Last place I farmed was at what they 

call the Nichol place* 
"I used to vote Bepublican~wouldn' t let us vote nothin' else* In this 

country they won't let niggers vote in the primary 'cause they can vote in 
the presidential election* I held one office—just ice of the peace* 

"If the younger generation don't change, the Lord go in' to put curses 
on em* That's just what's goin' to come of am* More you do for em the 
worse they is* Don't think about the future—Just today*" 
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Interviewer Miss Irene Robertson 

Person Interviewed Lawson Jamar, Bdmondson. Arkansas 
Age 66 

"Papa had twelve children and when he died he leff two and now I am 

all the big family left* 
"Mama was born in Huntsville, Alabama. I was born there too. She was 

Liza, b'long to Tom and Unis Martin. Papa bflong to Mistress Sarah and 
Jack Jamar. They had to work hard. They had to do good work. They had to 
not slight their work. Papa's main job was to carry water to the hands. He 
said it kept him on the go. They had more than one water boy. They had to 
go to the wash hole before they went to bed and wash clean. The men had a 
place and the women had their place* They didn't have to get in if it was 
cold but they had to wash off. 

"They hauled a wagon load of axes or hoes and lef' 'em in the field so 
they could get 'em. Then they would haul plows, hoes or axes to the shop 
to be fixed up. They had two or three sets* They worked from early till 
late. They had a cook house* They cooked at their own houses when the 
work wasn't pushing* When they got behind they would work in the moonlight* 
If they got through they all went and help some neighbor two or three nights 
and have a big supper sometimes* They done that on Saturday nights, go 
home and sleep all day Sunday* 

"If they didn't have time to wash and clean the houses and the beds 
some older women would do that and tend to the babies* They had a hard 
time during the War. It was hard after the War. Papa brought me 



to this country to farm. He fanned till he started sawmilling for Chappman 
Dewy at Marked Tree* Then he swept out and was in the office to help 
about# He never owned nothing* He come and I farmed* He helped a little* 
He was so old* He talked more about the War and slavery* I always have 
farmed. Farmed all my life* 

"I don't farm now. I got asthma and cripple with rheumatism. What my 
wife and children can't do ainft done now. jThrea children̂ } I don't get 
no help but I applied for it. 

"Present times is all right where a man can work. The present genera** 
tion rather do on heap less and do less work. They ain't got manners and 
raisin' like I had. They don't know how to be polite. We tri*es to learn 

NOTE: The woman was black and so was the cripple Negro manjtheir 
house was clean, floors, bed, tables, chairs* Very good warm house. They 
couldn't remember the old tales the father told to tell them to me* 



Interviewer Thomas Elmore Lucy 
Person interviewed Nellie James, Russellville, Arkansas 
Age 72 

"Nellie James is my name* Yes, Mr* D. B. James was my husband, and 
he remembered you very kindly. They call me fAnnt Nellie.f I was born 
in Starkville, Ouachita County, Mississippi the twentynainth of Marchf 
in 1866, just a year after the War closed* My parents were both owned 
by a plantation farmer in Ouachita County, Mississippif but we came to 
Arkansas a good many years ago* 

"My husband was principal of the colored school here at Russell-
ville for thirty-five years, and peoplef both white and black, thought a 
great deal of him* We raised a family of six children, five boys and a 
girl, and they now live in different states, soms of them in California. 
One of my sons is a doctor in Chicago and is doing well* They were all 
well educated* Mr. James saw to that of course* 

"So far as I remember from what my parents said, the master was 
reasonably kind to all his slaves, and my husband said the same thing 
about his own master although he was quite young at the time they were 
freed* (Yes sir, you see he was born in slavery.) 

"I was too young to remember much about the Ku HLux Klan, but I 
remember we used to be afraid of them and we children wculd run and hide 
when we heard they were coming* 

"No sir, I have never voted, because we always had to pay a dollar 
for the privilege—and I never seemed to have the dollar (laughingly) 



to spare at election time* Mr* James voted the Republican ticket 

regularly though* 

"All our family were Missionary Baptists* I united with the Baptist 

church when ̂ thirteen years old* 
"I think the young people of both races are growing wilder and 

wilder* The parents today are too slack in raising them—too lenient* 
I don't know where they are headed, what they mean, what they want to 
do, or what to expect of them* And I'm too busy and have too heard a 
time trying to make ends meet to keep up with their carryings-on*" 

NOTE: Mrs* Nellie James, widow of Prof* D. B* James, one of the most 
successful Negro teachers who ever served in Russellville, is a quiet, 
refined woman, a good housekeeper, and has reared a large and successful 
family* She speaks with good, clear diction, and has none of the brogue 
that is characteristic of the colored race of the South* 
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Interviewer Samuel S* Tieylor 

Person interviewed Robert James 

Age 66. or older 
4325 V. Eighth Street, Little Rock, Arkansas 

Gccupat ion Cook 

*I was born in Lexington, Mississippi, in the year 1872* My mother's 
name was Florida Hawkins* Florida James was her slavery name* David Jamas 
was her old master. That was in Mississippi--the good old country! People 
hate it because they don't like the name but it was a mighty good country 
when I was there* The white people there ware better to the colored people 
when I was there than they are here* But there is a whole lots of places 
that is worse than Arkansas* 

"I have been here forty-eight years and I haven't had any trouble with 
nobody, and I havj owned three homes in my time* My nephew and my brother 
happened to meet up with each other in France* They thougit about ma and 
wrote and told me about it* And I writ to my sister in Chicago following 
up their information and got in touch with my people* Didn't find them out 
till the great war started* Had to go to Europe to find my relatives* My 
sister's people and mine too were born in Illinois, but my mother and two 
sisters and another brother were bora in Miasissippi* Their kin born in 
Illinois were half-brothers and so on* 

*I heard ay mother say that her master and them had to refugee them to 
keep them from the Yankees* She told a ghost tale on that* I guess it 
must have bean true* 

Refugeeing — Ghosts 



z. 

"She said they all hitched up and put thsm in the wagon and went to 
driving down the road* Night fell and they came to a big two-story house* 
They went to bed* The house was empty, and they couldn't raise nobody; so 
they just camped there for the night* After they went to bed, big balls of 
fire came rolling down the stairs* They all got scared and run out of the 
house and camped outside for the night* There wasn't no more sleeping in 
that house* 

"Some people believe in ghosts and some don't* Vhat do you believe? 
This is what I have seen myself* Mules and horses were running 'round 
screaming and hollering every night* One day, I was walking along when I 
saw a mule big as an elephant with ears at least three feet long and eyes 
as big as auto lamps. He was standing right in the middle of the road 
looking at me and making no motion to move* I was scared to death, but I 
stooped down to pick up a stone* It wasn't but a second* But when I 
raised up, he had vanished* He didn't make a sound* He just disappeared 
In a second* That was in the broad open daylight* That was what had been 
causing all the confusion with the mules and horses* 

"When I first married I used to room with an old lady named Johnson* 
Time we went to bed and put the light out, something would open the doors* 
Finally I got scared and used to tell my wife to get up end close the 
doors* Finally she got skittish about it* There used to be the biggest 
storms around there and yet you couldn't see no thin'. There wasn't no 
rain nor nothin'* Just sounds and noises like storms* My wife comes to 
visit me sometimes now* 

"tyy mother says there wasn't any such thing as marriage in slave times* 
Old master jus' said, 'There's your husband, Florida*' " 
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He has his second eyesight and his hair is short and white* He 

is a black skin, briglvt>eyed old man* "Uncle Jeff* said he remembered 
/V 

when the Civil Yfar had ended they passed by where he lived with teams, 
wagons filled, and especially the artillery wagon* They were carrying 

them back to Yfashington* His mother was freed from Mrs* Nancy Marshall 
(% 

of Ronoke, Va* She moved and brought his mother, he and his sister, Ann, b 
to Holly Springs, Miss* The county was named for his ̂ stress* Marshall 

County Mississippi* 

In 1868 they moved to 4 miles of DeY/itt and 10 miles of Arkansas A 
Post* Later they moved to Kansas and near Wichita then back to Marshall, 

Texas* His sister has four sons down there* He thinks she is still OL 
living* His Mistress went back to Ronoke, Va*j and his mother died at 

Marshall* Tom Marshall was his Master's name, but he seems to have died 

in the Civil V«ar* This old Uncle Jeff lived in Alab ama arrfl has preached 

there and in northern Mississippi and near Helena, Arkansas* He helped 

cook at Helena in a hotel* He preaches some but the WPA supports him 

now. Uncle Jeff can't remember his dreams he said "The Bible says, young 

men dream dreams and old men see visions*" 

This Information given by Ellis Jefferson (Uncle Jeff) 

Place of Residence Hazen, Arkansas 
Occupation Superanuated Minister of the M* E* Church AGE 77 



- 2 - 37 
He had a real vision once, he was going late one afternoon to get his 

mules up and he heard a voice tfI have a voice I want you to complete. 

Carry my word." H© was a member of the churoh but he made a profession 

and a year later was ordained into the ministry. He believes in dreams. 

Says they are warnings. 

Uncle Jeff says he has written some poetry but it has all been lost* 

Y{hen anyone dies the sexton goes to the church and tolls the bell 

as many times as the dead person is old* They take the body to the churoh 

for the night and they gather there and watch* He believes the soul rises 

from the ground on the Resurrection Day. He believes some people can put 

a "spell11 on other people. He said that was witchery* 
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. a b ^ M^se^ Je-ffvfe^ _ 

Story • Iaftera»**«» (If not «nou£i tpwo on ttila peg* page*) 

"I was born in 1856. My age was kept with the cattle. As a 

5 rule, you know, slaves were chattels. There was a fire and the Bible j 1 
in which the ages were kept was lost* The man who owned me coul<Tn't 

remember what month I was born in. Out of thirteen children* my moth-

er could only remember the age of one* I had twelve brothers and sis-

ters -- Bob Lacy, William Henry, Cain Cecil, Jessie* Charles, Harvey, 

Johnnie, Anna, Hose, Hanaah, Lucy, and Thomas. I am the only one 

living now. My parents were both slaves, my father has been dead 

about fifty-nine years and my mother about sixty or sixty-one years. 

She died before I married and I have been married fifty years. I / 
have them in my Bible. 

I remember when Lincoln was elected president and they said 
cu there was going to be war. I remember when they had slave market 
A 

in New Orleans. I was living betweeen Pine Bluff and Bew Orleans 

( living in Arkansas ) and saw the slaves chained together as they 

were brought through my place and located somewhere on some of the 

big farms or plantations. 

Douc I never saw any of the fighting but I did see some of the 

Confederate armies when they were retreating near the end of the 

war. I was just about ten years old at the time and was in Marshall 

Texas. 
The man that arwned me said jfctack to the old people that they 

rhi» laforoatioo glveo by lfaaaa .T«f fries * * 

?laee of Residence m o t — U t t l f t Bark, IrVannafl 

COttpatiaO Pi «at.ai»fli- — Al '" 
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were free, that they didfn't belong to him any more, that Abra-
ham fcincolm had set them free. Of course, I didrf»t know what 
freedom was. They brought the news to them one evening,and 
them niggers danced nearly all night. 

I remember also seeing a runfa^waj^ 1 ave. We saw the slaves 

first, and the dogs came behind chasing them. They passed through 

our field about half an hour ahead of the hounds, but the dogs 

would be trailing them. The hunters did n*t bother to stop and 

question us because theyknew the hounds were on the trail- I have 

known slaves to run away and stay three years/at a time. Master 

would whip them and they would run away. They would^n *t have no 

place to go or stay so they would come back after a while. Then 

they would be punished again. They wouldn't punish them much, 

however, because they might run off again. 

MARRIAGE 

If I went on a plantation and saw a girl I wanted^t^ marry, 

I would ask my master to buy her for me. It would^n^~*t matter 

if 3he were somebody else's wife; she would become mine. The mas-

ter would pay for her and bring her home and say, "john, there's 

your wife- That is all the man:iage there would be. Yellow women 

use.J. to be a novelty. then. You woul^"V~*t see one-tenth as many 

then as nowi In some cases, however, a man would retain his wife 

his information given by Moses jj. Jeffries ( ) 

laoe of Residence 1110 Izard Street 

ccupation piaftt.«rftr Age 81 
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even after she had been sold 

away from him and iiadld have permission to visit her from time to 

time • 

j£:,.u ,. . ' • INHERITANCE OF SLAVES 

If a man died, he often stated in his will which slaves 

should go to each child he had. Some men had more than a hundred 

slaves and they divided them up just as you would cattle. Some 

times there were eertain slaves that certain children liked, and 

they were granted those slaves. 

WHAT THE FKE5DMKN RECEIVED 

Nothing was given to my parents at freedom. »one of the jiggers 

got anything. Uiey did^xT^'t give them anything. The slaves 

were hired and allowed to work the farms on shares. That is where 

the system of share cropping came from. I was hired for fif^ty 

dollars a year, but was paid only five. The boss said he owed me 

fourteen dollars but five was all I got. I went down town and bou^Ht 

ame candy. It was the first time I had had that much money. 

I could^h *t do anything about the pay. They didji^t 

give me any land. They hired me to work around the house and I ate 

what the boas ate. But the general run of slaves got pickled pork^ 

molasse3, oorntneal and sometimes flour (about once a week for 

Sunday). The food came out of the share of the share cropper, 

-his information given by Mose B. Jeffries ( ) 
lace of ReSidence Izard Street 

occupation Plasterer 81 _ Age 
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You can tell what they did by what they do now. it ( s$are crop-

ping) has^n't changed a particle since. About Christmas was the 
time they usually settled up. Nobody was forced to remain as a 
servant. I know one thing, -- negroes did not go to jail and pen-
itentiary like they do nowl 

KU KLUX KLAN 
The Ku Klux Klan to the best of my knowledge went into ac-

tion about the time shortly after the war when the amendments to 

the Constitution gave the Negroes the right to vote. I have seen 
V 

them at night dressed up in their uniform. They would ^isit ev-

ery Kegro'aka s house in the comunity. Some they would take out 

and whip, some they would scare to death. They would ask for a 

drink of water and they had some way of drinking a whole bucket-

ful to impress the Negroes that they were supernatural. Negroes 

were very superstitious then. Colonel Patterson who was a Be-

publican and a colonel or general of the militia, white and col-

ored, under the governorship of Powell Clayton^stopped the opera-

tion of the Klan in this state. After his work, they ceased ter-

rorizing the people. 
POLITICAL OFFICIALS 

Many an ex-slave was elected sheriff, county clerk, probate ci 
lerk, Pihchback was elected governor in Louisiana. The first Ne-

gro congressman was from Mississippi and a Methodist preacher 
This information given by Moses E. Jeffries ( 

°lace of Residence 1110 Izard Street, Little Rock, Arkansas 

:ccupation Plasterer Age 75 
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Hiram RevelIs. We had a Nfcgger superintendent of schools of the 
state of Arkansas, J. C. Corbin -- * don't remember just when , 
but it was in the early seventies. He was also president of the 
state school in Fine Bluff -- organized it. 

B* SUFFRAGE 

The ex~slave Voted like fire directly after .he war. That 
/"N 

was about all that did vote then. If the Niggers had n't voted 

they never would have been able to elect Negroes to office. 

I was elected Alderman once in Little Rock under the admin-

istration of Mayer Kemer. We had Nigger coroner, Chief of Police, 

Police judge, Policemen. Ike Gillam's father was coroner. Sam 

Garrett was Chief of Police; Judge M. W. Gibbs was police Judge. 

He was also a receiver of public lands. So was J. E. Bush, who 
(/Wo<Je rh Alosaic "Teu<plars o£ A r \ca j 

founded the Mosaics. James W. Thompson, Bryant Luster, Marion A H. Henderson, Acy L. Richardson, Childress* father-in-law, were all 

aldermen. James P. Noyer Jones was County Clerk of Chicot County, 

S. H- Holland, a teacher of mine, a little black nigger about 

five feet high, as black as ink,but well educated was sheriff of 
a Negro was 

Desha County. Augusta hadxJIigxXM^who^jaaatxsheriff . A Negro 

used to hold good offices in this state. 

I charge the change to Grant. The Baxter-Brooks matter 

caused it. Baxter was a Southern Republicanfrom the Northeastern 
^ T ^ o m a t l o n given by Moses E. Jeffries ( 

Place of Residence 1 1 1 0 I z a r d s t r e e t> Little Rock, Arkansas 
Plasterer «s ccupation Age 
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Part of the state, Batesville, a Southern man who took sides with 

the North in the war. Brooks was a Methodist preacher from the 

North somewheres. When Grant recognized the Baxter faction whom 

the old ex-slaveholders supported because he was a Southerner and 

sided with Baxter against Brooks, it put the present Democratic 

party in power, and they passed the Grandfather law barring Ne-

groes from voting. 

Negroes were intimidated By the Ku Klux. They were counted 

out. Ballot boxes were burned and ballots were destroyed. Pin-

ally Uegroes got discouraged and quit trying to vote. " 

* P . 6 . S . P C n c U W k ^ W ^ d Uev/teviavct-Governor o-' U . Well c ^ c e 

^ • , , , , . i j . ~ „ ~ . 
** MWav^ fcveiu^et+ej fe wv^pired ^ Je-kev<?.w . 

This information given by 

Place of Residence 

Occupation Age 

( ) 
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Interviewer Miss Irene Robertson 
Person interviewed Sills Jefson (M*B* Preacher), Hazen* Ark* 

Age 77 

"Jfy father was a fall blood African* His parents come from there and 
he cou!dn9t talk plain* 

"My great grandma was an Indian squaw* Mother was crossed with a 
white man* He was a Scotchman* 

"Mjy mother belong to old man John Marshall* He died before I left 
Virginia* 

"Old Miss Nancy Marshall and the boys and their wives, three of em 
was married9 and slaves set out In three covered wagons and come to Holly 
Springs, Mississippi in 1867* 

"Blunt Marshall was a Baptist preacher* In 1869 my grandma died at 
Holly Springs* 

"I had two sisters Ann and Mariah* Old Miss Nancy Marshall had kin 
folks at Marshall, Texas* She took .Ann with her and I have never seen her 
since* 

"In 1878 we immigrated to Kansas* We soon got back to Helena* Mariah 
died there and In 1881 mother died* 

"Old Miss Nancy's boys named Blunt, John, Bill, Harp* I donft know 
where they scattered out to finally* 

"All my folks ever expected was freedom* le was nicely 
taken care of till the femily split up* ify father was suppressed* 

li 
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He 'belong to Master Ernman* He run off and vent on with the Yankees when 
they come down from Virginia* We think he got killed* We never heard 
from him after 1863* 

"In 1882 my white folks went to Badukah, Kentucky. They was on the 
run from Yellow Fever* They had kin up there* I stayed in Memphis and 
nursed* They put up flags* Negroes didn't have it* They put coffins on 
the porches before the people died* Carried wagons loads of dead bodies 
wrapped in sheets* White folks would meet and pray the disease be lifted* 
When they started vomiting black, there was no more hopes* Had to hold 
them on bed when they was dying* When they have Yellow Fever white folks 
turn yellow* I never heard of a case of Yellow Fever in Memphis mong Bay 
race* Dr* Stone of New Orleans had better luck with the disease than any 
other doctor* I was busy from June till October in Memphis* They buried 
the dead in long trenches* Nearly all the business houses was closed* 
The boats couldn't stop in towns where Yellow Fbver had broke outo 

*I never seen the 10x KLux* 
*I never seen no one sold* My father still held a wild animal 

instinct up in Virginia; they couldn't keep him out of the woods* He 
would spend two or three days back in there* Then the Patty Rollers 
would run him out and back home* He was a quill blower and a banjo 
picker* They had two corn piles and for prizes they give them whiskey* 
They had dances and regular figure callers* This has been told to me at 
night time around the hearth understand* I can recollect when round 
dancing come in* It was in 1880* Here's a song they sung back in 
Virginia: 'Moster and mistress both gone away* Gone down to Charleston/ 
to spend the suxaner day* Ifm off to Charleston/early in the mornin1/ 
to spend nother day*1 



"I used to help old Miss Nancy make candles for her little brass 
lamp. We boiled down maple sap and made sugar* We made turpentine* 

"I donft know about the Nat Turner Rebellion in Virginia* We had 
rebellions at Helena in 1875* The white folks put the Negroes out of 
office* They put J• T. White in the river at Helena but I think he got 
out* Several was killed, J. T. White was a colored sheriff in Phillips 
County. In Lee County it was thQ same way* The Republican party would 
lect them and the Democratic party roust them out of office* 

"In 1872 I went to school 2^ miles to Arkansas Post to a white 
teacher* I went four months* Her name was Mrs* Rolling. My white 
folks started me and I could spell to 1 Baker1 in the Blue Back Speller 
before I started to school* That is the only book I ever had at school. 
I learned to read in the Bible next* 

"In 1872 locust was numerous* We had four diseases to break out: Chou&z* 
whooping cough, measles, smallpox; and ohQlogecri broke out again* They 
vaccinated for smallpox, first I ever heard of it* They took matter out 
of one persons arm and put it in two dozen peoples arms* It killed out 
the smallpox* 

"In 1873 I saw a big forest fire* It seemed like prairie and 
forest fires broke out often* 

"When I growed up and run with boys my color I got wicked* We 
gambled and drunk whiskey, then I seen how I was departing from good 
raising* I changed* I stopped sociating with bad company* The Lord 
hailed me in wide open day time and told me my better life was pleasing 
in his sight* I heard him* I didn't see nuthin1. I was called upon to 
teach a Sunday School class* Three months I was Sunday School leader a 
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Three months more I was a licensed preacher* Ordained under Bishop 
Lee, Johnson, Copeland — all colored bishops at Topeka, Kansas* Then I 
attended conference at Bereah9 Kentucky* Bishop Dizney presided* I 
preached in Kentucky9 Missouri, Kansas, Alabama, Tennessee, Mississippi, and 
Arkansas* I am now what they call a superasjlated minister* 

"One criticism on my color* They will never progress till they become 
more harmonious in spirit with the desires of the white people in the home 
land of the white man* I mean when a white person come want some work or 
a favor and he not go help him without too much pay** 
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^ Interviewer Miss Irene Robertson 
Person interviewed Absolom Jenkins* R*g*D»* Helena* Arkansas 
Age 80 

99 I was born a few years before the break out of the old war (Civil War)0 
I had a boy fit in this last war (Vorld War)* He gets a pension and he sends 
me part of it every month* He don't send me no amount whatever he can spare 
me* He never do send me less than ten dollars* I pick cotton some last 
year* I pick twenty or thirty pounds and it got to raining and so cold my 
granddaughter said it would make me sick* 

"I was bom durin' slavery* I was born 9 bout twenty-five miles from 
Nolan, Tennessee* They call me Ab Jenkins for my old master* He was A* B* 
Jenkins* I don't know if his name was Absolom or not* Uother was name Llddy 
Strum* They was both sold on the block* They both come to Tennessee from 
Virginia in a drove and was sold to men lived less than ten miles apart# 
Then they got consent and got married*' I don't know how they struck up 
together* 

"They had three families of us* Ve lived up close to A* B. Jenkins9 

house* He had been married* He was old man when I knowed him* His daughter 
lived with him* She was married* Her husband was brought home from the war 
dead* I don't know if he got sick and died or shot* The only little children 
on the place was me and Jake Jenkins* Ve was no kin but jus' like twins* 

Master would call us up and stick his finger in biscuits and pour molasses in 
* « 

the hole* That was sure good eating* The 'lasses wouldn't spill till we done 
et it up* He'd fix us up another one* He give us biscuits oftener than the 
grown folks got them* Ve had plenty wheat bread till the old war come on* 
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My mother beat biscuits with a paddle* She cooked oyer at Struts* I lived 
over at Jenkins* Grandma Kizzy done my cooking# Masters1 girl cooked us 
biscuits* Master Jenkins loose his hat9 his stick, his specks, and call us to 
find 'em* He could see* He called us to keep us outer badness* Ve had a big 
business of throwing at things* He threatened to whoop us* Ve slacked up on 
it* I never heard them say but I believe from what I seen it was agreed to 
divide the children* Pa would take me over to see mama every Sunday morning* 
Ve leave soon as I could get my clean long shirt and a little to eat* Ve 
walked four miles* Hefd tote me* She had a girl with her* I never stayed 
over there much and the girl never come to my place 'cepting when mama cone* 
They let her stand on the surrey and Eloweise stand inside when they went to 
preaching* Shefd ride Master Jenkins1 mare home and turn her loose to come 
home* Me and papa always walked* 

"When freedom come on, the country was tore to pieces* Folks donft know 
what hard times is now* Some folks said do one thing for the best, somebody 
said do another way* Folks roved around for five or six years trying to do as 
well as they had done in slavery* It was years vfore they got back to it* I 
was grown vfore they ever got to doing well again* My folks got off to Nash«-
villa* We lived there by the hardest—eight in family* Ve moved to Miss-
issippi bottoms not far from Meridian* Ve started picking up* Ve all get fat 
as hogs* We farmed and done well* We got to own forty acres of ground and 
lost two of the girls with malaria fever* Then we sold out and come to Helena. 
We boys, four of us, farmed, hauled wood, sawmilled, worked on the boats about 
till our parents died* They died close to Marion on a farm we rented* I had 
two boys* One got drowned* The other helps me out a heap* He got some 
little children now and got one grown and married* 
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"The Ku Klux wad hot in Tennessee* They whooped a heap of people* The 
main thing was to make the colored folks go to work and not steal, but it was 
carpet-baggers stealing and go pack it on colored folks* Theyfd tell colored 
folks not to do this and that and it would get them in trouble* The Ku Klux 
would whoop the colored folks* Some colored folks thought 1 cause they was 
free they ought not work* They got to rambling and scattered out* 

"I voted a long tlme« The voting has caused trouble all along* I voted 
different ways^sometimes Republican and sometimes Independent* I donft 
believe women ought to vote somehow* I don't vote* I voted for Cleveland 
years ago and I voted for Wilson* I ainvt voted since the last war* I donft 
believe in war* 

"Times have changed so much it is lack living in another world now* 
Folks living ih too much hurry* They getting too fast* They are restless* I 
see a heaps of overbearing folks now* Folks after I got grown looked so fresh 
and happy* Young folks look tired, mad, worried now* They fixes up their 
face but it still show it* Folks quicker than they used to be* They acts 
before they have time to think now* Times is good for me but I see old folks 
need things* I see young folks wasteful—both black and white* White folks 
setting the pace for us colored folks* Itfs mighty fast and mighty hard*" 
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Int e rviewer Miss Irene Robertson 

Person interviewed Dora Jerman, Forrest City, Arkansas 

Age 60 ? 

"I was born at Bow~and-arrow, Arkansas* Sid McDaniel owned my father* 

Mother was Mary Miller and she married Pete Williams from Tennessee* 

Grandma lived with us till she died* She used to have us sit around handy 

to thread her needles* She was a great hand to piece quilts* Her and Aunt 

Polly both* Aunt Polly was a friend that was sold with her every time* 

They was like sisters and the most pleasure to each other in old age* 

"My great-great-grandma said to grandma, 'Hurry back wid that pitcher 

of water, honey, so you will have time to run by and see" your mama and the 

children and tell thorn good-bye. Old master says you going to be sold early 

in the morning*' The water was for supper* That was the last time she ever 

seen or heard of any of her own kin folks* Grandma said a gang of them was 

sold next morning* Aunt Polly was no kin but they was sold together* Vttiit-

field bought one and Strum bought the other* 

"They come on a boat from Virginia to Aberdeen, Mississippi* They 

wouldn't sell her mother because she brought fine children* I think she 

said they had a regular stock man* She and Aunt Polly was sold several 

times and together till freedom* When they got off the boat they had to 

walk a right smart ways and grandma's feet cracked open and bled* 'Black 

Mammy1 wrapped her feet up in rags and greased them with hot tallow or 

mutton suet and told her not to cry no more, be a good girl and mind 

master and mistress* 



"Grandma said she had a hard time all her life* She was my mother's 

mother and she lived to be way over a hundred years old* Aunt Polly lived 

with her daughter when she got old* Grandma died first* Then Aunt Polly 

grieved so* She was old, old when she died* They still lived close 

together, mostly together* Aunt Polly was real black; mama was lighter* I 

called grandma 'mama1 a right smart too. They called each other 'sis'* 

Grandma said, fI love sis so good.1 Aunt Polly lessened her days grieving 

for sis* They was both field hands* They would tell us girls about how 

they lived when they was girls* We'd cry* 

"We lived in the country and we listened to what they said to us* If 

it had been times then like now I wouldnft know to tell you* Folks is in 

such a hurry somehow* Gone or going somewhere all the time* 

"All my folks is most all full-blood African* I don't believe in races 
/ 

mixing up* It is a sin* Grandma was the brightest one of any of us* She 

was ginger-cake color* 

"No, I don't vote* I don't believe in that neither* 

"Times is too fast* Fast folks makes fast times* They all fast* 

Coming to destruction." 
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Interviewer Miss Irene Robertson 

Person interviewed Adaline Johnson 

Age 96 
Joining tke Plunkett farms 

Eight miles from Biscoe, Arkansas 

111 was born twelve miles from the capital, Jackson, Mississippi, on 
Strickland* s place* 1gy mother was born in Edgecombe County, North Carolina* 
Ifester Jim Battle was old man* He owned three big plantations, full of 
niggers* They took me to Edgecombe County where ny mother was born* Battles 
was rich set of white folks* They lived at Tarbry, North Carolina and some 
at Rocty Mount* Joe Battle was ny old master* There was Hue Battle too* 
Master Joe Battle and Master Marmaduke was bosses of the whole countiy* They 
told Mars Joe not to whoop that crazy nigger man* He undertook it* He hit 
him seven licks with the hoe and killed h5m* Killed him in Miss-
issippi* 

"Master Marmaduke fell at the hotel at Greensboro, North Carolina* He 
was a hard drinker and they didn't tell them about it at the hotel* He got 
up in the night, fell down the steps and killed his self* Tom Williams didn't 
drink* He went to war and got shot* He professed religion when he was 
twelve years old and kept the faith* Had his Testament in his pocket and 
blood run on it* That was when he was shot in the Civil War* 

wThey took that crazy nigger man to several places, found there was no 
law to kill a crazy man* They took him to North Carolina where was all white 
folks at that place in Edgecombe County* They hung the poor crazy nigger* 
They was ifraid of uprisings the reason they took him to place all white folks 
lived* 



"I®' papa and Brutten (Brittain) Williams same age* Old Mistress Frankie 
(Tom Yiilliams*, Sr* wife) say, 'Let 'em be, he ain't goiner whoop Fenna, he's 
kin to him* He ainft goiner lay his hand on Fenna*1 They whoop niggers 
black as me* Fenna waited on Master Brutten Williams* Fenna was half white* 
He was John Williams* boy* John was Brutten* s brother* John Williams went -
to Mississippi and overseed for Mr* Bass* Mars Brutten got crazy* He*d 
shoot at anything and call it a hawk* 

"Mother was a field woman* When she got in ill health, they put her to 
sew* Miss Evaline Perry in Mississippi learned her how to sew* She sewed up 
bolts of cloth into clothes for the niggers* 

"Brutten Williams bought her from Joe Battle and he willed her to Joe 
Williams* She cooked and wove some in her young life* Rich white folks 
didn't sell niggers unless thqy got mad about them* Like mother, they 
changed her about* We never was cried off and put up in front of the public* 

"Mors Joe Battle wasn't good* He ruled 'em all* He was Mars Marmaduke 
Battle's uncle* They went 'round to big towns and had a good time* Miss 
Polly Henry married Mars Brutten* He moved back (from Mississippi) to llorth 
Carolina* They had a big orchard* They give it all away soon as it ripen* 
He had a barrel of apple and peach brancfy* He give some of it out in cups* 
They said there was some double rectifying in that barrel of brandy* He died* 

"Master Tom was killed in war* YJhem he had a feriough he give all the 
men on his place five dollars and every woman a sow pig to raise from* Tole 
us all good-bye, said he'd never get back alive* He give me one and ray mother 
one too* We prized them hogs *bove everything wb ever had* He got killed* 
Master Tom was so good to his niggers* He never whooped them* His wife 
ruled him, made him do like she wanted everything but mean to his niggers* 



Her folks slashed their niggers and she tried to make him do that too* He 
wouldn*t* They said she wore the breeches * cause she ruled him# 

"She was Mistress Holland Harris Williams* She took our big hogs away 
from every one of us* We raised ,e(m up fine big hogs* She took them away 
from us* Took all the hogs Master Tom give us back* She had plenty land he 
left her and cows, some hogs* She married Allen Hopkins* They had a bey* 
He sent him to Texas, then he left her* She was so mean* Followed the boy 
to Texas* They all said she couldn't rule Allen Hopkins like she did Tom 
Williams* She didnH* 

"When freedom come on, mother and me both left her 1 cause I seen she 
wouldn*t do* Hfcr papa left too and he had raised a little half white bqy* 
•Cause he was same age of Brutten Williams, Tom took Brutten's little nigger 
child and give him to papa to raise* His name Wilks* His own black mama 
beat him* When freedom came on, we went to Cal Pierce's place* Thqy kept 
7/ilks* He used to run off and come to us* They give him to somebody else 
'way off* Tom had a brother in Georgia* It was Tom*s wife wouldn't let 
Wilks go on living with us* 

"Old mistress just did rave about her boys mixing up with them niggers 
but she was better than any other white women to Wilks and Fenna and George* 

" *Big Will* could do much as any two other niggers* When they bought 
him a axe, it was a great big axe* They bought him a great big hoe* Thqy 
got a new overseer* Overseer said he use a hoe and axe like everybody else* 
*Big Will1 killed the overseer with his big axe* Jim Battle was gone off* 
His son Marmaduke Battle put him in jail* When Jim Battle come back he said 
Marmaduke ought to sent for him, not put him in jail* Jim Battle sold 'Big 
Willf* We never heard or seen him no more* His family stayed on the plantation 
and worked* 'Big Wijl* could split as many more rails as anybody else on the place* 



"I seen people sell babies out of the cradle* Poor white people buy 

babies and raise them* 

"The Battles had gins and stores in North Carolina and Williams had 

farms, nothing but farms. 

"When I was a girl I nursed the nigger women's babies and seen after 

the children* I nursed Tom Williams' boy, Johnny Williams* He run to me, 

said, 'Them killed my papa.' I took him up in my arms* Then was when the 

Yankee soldiers come on the place* Sid Williams went to war. I cooked 

when the regular cook was weaving. Mother carded and- spun then. I had a 

ounce of cotton to card every night from September till March. When I'd be 

dancing around, Miss Helland Harris Williams say, 'You better be studying 

your pewter days.' Meant for me to stop dancing. 

"Mistress Polly married a Perry, then Bight Hendrick* Perrys was rich 

folks* When Marmaduke Battle died all the niggers cried and cried and 

bellowed because they thought they would be sold and get a mean master* 

"They had a mean master right then—Right Hendrick* Mean a man as ever 

God ever wattled a gut in I reckon* That was in Mississippi* They took us 

back and forth when it suited them* We went in hacks, surreys and stage-

coaches, wagons, horseback, and all sorts er ways* We went on big river 

boats sometimes* They sold off a lot of niggers to settle up the estate* 

"./hat I want to know is how they settle up estates now. 

"They parched persimmon seed and wheat during the war to make coffee* 

I ploughed during the Civil War* Strange people come through, took our 

snuff and tobacco* Master Tom said for us not have no light at night so the 

robbers couldn't find us so easy. He was a good man* The Yankees said they 

had to subdue our country. They took everything they could find* Times was 

hard* That was in North Carolina* 



"When Brutten Williams bought me and mama—mama was Liza Williams— 

Master Brutten bought her sister three or four years after that and they 

took us to (Zeblin or) Sutton in Franklin County* Now they call it Wake-

field Post Office* Brutten willed us to Tom* Sid, Henry, John was Tom 

y/illiams' boys, and his girls were Pink and Tish* 

"Master John and Marmaduke Battle was rich as they could be* They was 

Joe Battle's uncles• Jessa Ford was Marmaduke's half-brother in Texas* He 

come to Mississippi to get his part of the niggers and the rest was put on a 

block and sold* Master Marmaduke broke his neck when he fell downstairs* 

I never heard such crying before nor since as I heard that day* Said they 

lost their best master. They knowed how bad they got whooped on Ozoo River* 

"Miaster Marmaduke walked and bossed his overseers* He went to the big 

towns* He never did marry* My last master was Tom Yfilliams* He was so 

nice to us all. He confessed religion* He worked us hard, then hard times 

come when he went to war* He knowed our tracks—foot tracks and finger 

tracks both* 

"Somebody busted a choice watermelon, plugged it out with his fingers 

and eat it* Master Tom said, 1 Fenna, them your finger marks.' Then he 

scolded him good fashioned* Old Mistress Frankie say, 'Don't get scared, 

he ain't go to whoop him, they kin. Fenna kin to him, he not goiner hurt 

him*' 

"At the crossroads there was a hat shop. White man brought a lot of 

white free niggers to work in the hat shop* Way they come free niggers* 

Some poor woman had no living* Nigger men steal flour or a hog, take it 

and give it to her* She be hungry* Pretty soon a mulatto baby turned up* 

Then folks want to run her out the country* Sometimes they did* 



n01d man Stinson (Stenson?) left and went to Ohio* They wrote back to 

George to come after them to Ohio* Bill Harris had a baltimore trotter* 

The letter lay about in the post office* They broke it open, read it, give 

it to his owner* He got mad and sold George* He was Sam Harrises carriage 

driver* Dick and him was half-brothers. Dick learned him about reading and 

writing* When the war was over George come through on the train* Sam 

Harris run up there, cracked his heels together, hugged him, and give him 

ten dollars* He sold him when he was so mad* I don't know if he went to 

Ohio to Stinson*s or not* 

"We stayed in the old country twenty-five or thirty years after 

freedom* 

"When we left Miss Holland Harris Williams1, Tim Terrel come by there 

with his leg shot off and was there till he could get on to his folks* 

"When I came here I was expecting to go to California* There was 

cars going different places* We got on Mr. Boyd's car* He paid our way out 

here* Mr* Jones brought his car to Memphis and stopped. Me. Boyd brought 

us right here* That was in 1892* tfe got on the train at Raleigh, North 

Carolina* 

"Papa bought forty acres land from the Boyd estate* Our children 

scattered and we sold some of it* We got twenty acres* Some of it in 

woods. I had to sell my cow to bury my granddaughter what lived with me— 

taking care of me* Papa tole my son to take care of me and since he died 

my son gone stone blind. I ain't got no chickens hardly. I go hungry nigh 

all the time* I gets eight dollars for me and my blind son both. If I 

could get a cow. We tries to have a garden* They ain't making nothing 

on my land this year. I'm having the hardest time I ever seen in my life* 



I got a toothpick in my ear and itfs rising* The doctor put some medicine 

in my ears—both of them* 

"When I was in slavery I wore peg shoes* I'd be working and not time 

to take off ray shoes and fix the tacks—beat 'em down* They made holes in 

bottoms of my feet; now they got to be corns and I can't walk and stand*" 

Interviewer's Comment 

This is another one of those terrible cases* This old woman is on 

starvation. She had a cow and can't get another one* The son is blind but 

feels about and did milk. The bedbugs are nearly eating her up. They 

scald but can't get rid of them* They have a fairly good house to live in. 

But the old woman is on starvation and away back eight miles from Biscoe* 

I hate to see good old Negroes want for something to eat. She acts like a 

small child. Pitiful, so feeble. The second time I went out there I took 

her daughter who walks out there every week* We fixed her up an iron bed-

stead so she can sleep better* I took her a small cake* That was her 

dinner* She had eaten one egg that morning* She was a clean, kind old 

woman. Very much like a child* Has a rising in her head and said she was 

afraid her head would kill her* She gave me a gallon of nice figs her 

daughter picked, so I paid her twenty-five cents for them. She had plenty 

figs and no sugar. 



#778 5CJ 

Interviewer Samuel S* Taylor 

Person interviewed Alice Johnson 
601 W. Eighth Street, Little Hock, Arkansas 

Age 77 

"You want to know what they did in slavery time si They were doinf jus1 

what they do now© The white folks was beat in1 the niggers, burning 'em and 

boilin1 'em, workin' fem and doin' any other thing they wanted to do with 

them. * Course you wasn't here then to know about nigger dogs and bull 

whips, were you? The same thing is goin' on right now* They got the same 

bull whips and the same old nigger dogs* If you don't believe it, go right 

out here to the county farm and you find 'em still whippin1 the niggers and 

tearing them up and sometimes let tin' the dogs bite them to save the bull 

whips* 

"I was here in slavery time but I was small and I don't know much* about 

it fcept what they told me* But you don't need to go no further to hear all 

you want to know* They sont you to the right place* They all know me and 

they call me Mother Johnson* So many folks been here long as me, but don't 

want to admit it. They black their hair and whiten their faces, and powder 

and paint* ' Course it's good to look good all right* But when you start 

that stuff, you got to keep it up* Tain't no use to start and stop* After 

a while you got that same color hair and them same splotches again* Folks 

say, 'What's the matter, you gittin so dark?' Then you say, 'Uh, my liver 

is bad.' You got to keep that thing up, baby* 

"I thank God for my age* I thank God Hefs brought me safe all the way* 

That is the matter with this world now* It ain't got enough religion* 



"I waa born in Mississippi way below Jackson in Crystal Springs* That 

is on the I. C* Road near New Orleans* The train that goes there goes to 

New Orleans* I was bred and born and married there in Crystal Springs* I 

don't know just lflhen I was born but I know it was in the month of December* 

"I remember when the slaves were freed* I remember the War 'cause I 

used to hear them talking about the Yankees and I didn't know whether they 

were mules or horses or what not. I didn't know if they was varmints or 

folks or what not# I can't remember whether I seen any soldiers or not* I 

heard them talking about soldiers, but I didn't see none right 'round where 

we was* 

"Now what good's that all go in' to do me? It ain't goin' to do me no 

good to have my name in Washington* Didn't do me no good if he stuck my 

name up on a stick in Washington. Some of them wouldn't know me* Those 

that did would jus' say, 'That's old Alice John son o' 

"Us old folks, they don't count us* They jus' kick us out of the way. 

They give me 'modities and a mite to spend. Time you go and get lard, sugar, 

meat, and flour, and pay rent and buy wood, you don't have 'nough to go 

'round* Now that might do you some good if you didn't have to pay rent and 

buy wood and oil and water* I'll tell you something so you can earn a 

living. Your mama give you a education so you can earn a living and you 

earnin' it jus' like she meant you to* But most of us don't earn it that 

way, and most of these educated folks not earnin' a livin' with their 

education* They're in jail somewheres* They're walkin' up and down Ninth 

Street and runnin' in and out of these here low dives* You go down there 

to the penitentiary and count those prisoners and I'll bet you don't find 

nary one that don't know how to read and write* They're all educated* 

Most of these educated niggers don't have no feeling for common niggers* 



They just walk on them like they wasn't living. And don't come to 'em 

tellin' them that you wanting to use them J 

"The people et the sarae thing in slavery time that they eat now. Et 

better then fn they do now. Chickens, cows, raules died then, they throw 

'era to the buzzards. Die now, they sell 'em to you to eat. Didn't eat that 

in slavery time* Tilings they would give to the dogs then, they sell to the 

people to eat now. People et pure stuff in slavery. Don't eat pure stuff 

now* Got pure food law, but that's all that is pure© 

"" "My mother's name was Diana Benson and my father1 s name was Joe Brown. 

That's what folks say, I don't know. I have seen them but I wasn't brought 

up with no mother and father® Come up with the white folks and colored 

folks fust one and then the other. I think my mother and father died 

before freedom. I don't know what the name of their master was. All my 

folks died early, 

"The fus' white folks I knowed anything about was Hays a They said that 

they were my old slave-time masters* They were nice to me. Treated me like 

they would their own children* Et and slept with them. They treated me 

jus* like they own. Heap of people say they didn't have no owners, but they 

got owners yet now, out there on that government farm. 

"The fus' work I done in my life was nussing. I was a child then and I 

stayed with the white folks' children* Was raised up in the house with 'em* 

I was well taken care of too. I was jus' like their children. That was at 

Crystal Springs* 

"I left them before I got grown and went off with other folks* I never 

had no reason* Jus' went on off. I didn't go for better because I was 

doing better* They jus' told me to come and I went. 



"I been living now in Arkansas ever since 1911* My husband and,I 

stayed on to work and make a living* I take care of myself* Ifm not 

looking for nothin1 now but a better home over yonder—better home than 

this* Thank the Lawd, I gits along all righto The government gives me a 

check to buy me a little meat and bread with* Maybe the government will 

give me back that what they took off after a while* I don't know* It takes 

a heap of money to feed thousands and millions of people* When the check 

comes, I am glad to git it no matter how little it is* Twarn't for it, I 

would be in a sufferin' condition* 

"I belong to the Arch Street Baptist Church* I been for about twenty 

years* I was married sixteen years to my first husband and twenty-eight to 

my second* The last one has been dead five years and the other one thirty-

six years* I ainft got none walkin' 1 round* All my husbands is dead* 

There ainft nothin1 in this quitinf and goin1 and breakin' up and bustin' 

up. I don't tell no woman to quit and don't tell no man to quit. Go over 

there and git fnother woman and she will be wuss than the one you got* When 

you fall out, reason and git together* Do right* I stayed with both of my 

husbands till they died. I ain't bothered 'bout another one* Times is so 

hard no man can take care of a woman now* Come time to pay rent, 'What you 

waiting for me to pay rent for? You been payin' it, ain't you?' Come time 

to buy clothes, 'What you wait in' for me to buy clothes for? Where you 

gittin' 'um frum before you raai'd me?' Come time to pay the grocery bill, 
fKow come you got to wait for me to pay the grocery bill? Who been payin' 

it?' No Lawd, I don't want no man unless he works. What could I do with 

him? I don't want no man with a home and bank account* You can't git along 

with 'im* You can't git along with him and you can't git along with her*" 



#789 

Interviewer Sonne! 3. Taylor 

Person Interviewed Allen Johnson 
718 Arch Street, Little Bock, Arkansas 

Age About 82 

"I was born in Georgia about twelve miles from Cartersville , in Case 

County, and about the same distance from Cassville* I was a boy about eight 

or nine years old when I come from there* But I have a very good memory* 

Then I have seed the distance and everything in the Geography. My folks 

were dead long ago now* My oldest brother is dead too. He was Just large 

enough to go to the mills. In them times, they had mills. They would fix 

him on the horse and he would go ahead. 

"My father's name was Clem Johnson, and my mother's name was Mandy* 

Her madam's name I don't know. I was small. I remember my grandma* She's 

dead long long ago* Long time ago! I think her name was Rachel* Yes, I'm 

positive it was Rachel. That is what I believe* I was a little bitty 

fellow then* I think she was my mother's mother* I know one of my mother9s 

sisters* Her name was Lucinda* I don't know how many she had nor no thin9 * 

"Johnsons was the name of the masters my mother and father had* They 

go by the name of Johnson yet. Before that I don't know who they had for 

masters* The pastor's name was Lindsay Johnson and the old missis was Mary 

Johnson. People long time ago used to send boys big enough to ride to the 

mill* My brother used to go. It ran by water-power* They had a big m^i 

pond* They daaned that up* When they'd gpt ready to run the mill, they'd 

open that dam and it would turn the wheel* My oldest brother went to the 

mill and played with ol4 master's son and me* 



*Biey used to throw balls over the house and see which could catch thai 
first* There would be three or four on a side of the house and they would 
throw the ball over the house to see which side would be quickest and aptest* 

ntf nother and father both belonged to the same nan, Lindsay Johnson* 
I was a nail boy* I can't tell you how he was to his folks* Seems like 
though he was pretty good to us* Seemed like he was a pretty good master* 
He didn't overwork his niggers* He didnft beat and 'base them* He gave 
them plenty to eat and drink* You see the better a Hegro looked and the 
finer he was the more money he would bring if they wanted to sell them* I 
have heard my mother and father talk about it plenty of times* 

"My father worked in the field during slavery* My mother didn't do 
much of no kind of work much* She was a woman that had lots of children to 
take care of* She had four children during slavery and twelve altogether* 
Her children were all small when freedom was declared* My oldest brother, 
I don't remember much about slavery except playing 'round with him and with 
the other little boysf the white boys and the nigger boys* 2hey were very 
nice to me* 

"I was a great big boy when I heard them talking about the pate roles 
catching them or whipping them* At that time when they would go off they 
would have to have a pass* Vhen they went off If they didn't have a pass 
they would whip and report them to their owners* And they would be likely 
to get another brushing from the owners* The pate roles never bothered the 
children any. The children couldn' t go anywhere without the consent of the 
mother and father* And there wasn't any danger of them running off* If 
they caught a little child between plantations, they would probably ju&t run 
them home* I^was all right for a child to go in the different quarters and 

A 

play with one another during daytime just so they got back before night* 



I was a mall boy bat I have very good recollections about these things* I 

couldn't tell you whether the pateroles ever bothered ay father or not* 

Never heard him say* But he was a careful man and he always knew the best 

time and way to go and come* Them old fellowe had a way to git by as well 

as we do sow* 

*They fed the slaves about what they wanted to* They would give them 

meat and flour and meal* I used to hear my father say the old boss fed him 

well* Then again they would have hog klllin9 time 'long about Christmas* 

The heads, lights, chittlings and fats would be given to the slaves* 9 

'Course I didn't know much about that only what I heard from the old folks 

talking about it* They lived in the way of eating, I suppose, better than 

they do now* Had no expense whatever* 

"As to amusements, I'll tell you I donft know* They'd have little 

dances about like they do now* And they give quilt lugs and they'd have a 

ring play* My mother never knew anything about dances and fiddling and such 

things; she was a Christian* They had churches you know* Uj white folks 

didn't object to the niggers goln' to meetin9* '̂ course they had to have a 

pass to go anywhere* If they didn't they'd git a brushln9 from the pateroles 

if they got caught and the masters were likely to give them another light 

brushln' when they got horns. 

»I think that was a pretty good system* They gave a pass to those that 

were allowed to be out and the ones that were supposed to be out were 

protected* Of course, now you are your own free agent and you can go and 

come as you please* How the police take the place of the pateroles* If 

they find you out at the wrong time and place they are likely to ask you 

about it* 



"A alarm was supposed to pick a certain amount of cotton I have heard* 
They had tasks* But we didn't pick cotton* Way back in Georgia that ainft 
no cotton country. Wheat, corn, potatoes, and things like that* But in 
Louisiana and Mississippi, there was plenty of cotton* Arkansas wasnft auch 
of a cotton state itself* It was called a 'Hoojer9 state when I was a boy* 
That is a reference to the poor white man* He was a 9Hoo jer9 * He waanft 
rich enough to own no slaves and they called him a fHoojerf* 

"The owners would hire them to take care of the niggers and as overseers 
and pate roles* They was hired and paid a little salary jus9 like the police 
is now* If we didnft have killing and xaurderin', there wouldn't be no need 
for the police* The scoundrel who robs and kills folks outfit to be highly 
prosecuted* 

"I reckon I was along eight or nine years old when freedom cent* My 
oldest brother was twelve, and I was next to him* I mast have been eigrt 
or nine—or maybe ten* 

"My occupation since freedom has been faiming and doing a little Job 
work—anything I could git* Work by the day for mechanic and one thing and 
another* I know nothin9 about no trade 'ceptln' what I have picked up* 
Sever took no"£tihtracts 'ceptin9 for building a fence or some thin9 small 
like that* Mechanic9s work I suppose calls for license*" 



80884 

Interviewer Samuel S. Taylor 

Person interviewed Annie Johnson 
804 Izard Street, Little Rock, Arkansas 

Age 78 

"I was born in Holly Springs, Mississippi, and I was four years old 

when the Civil War closed* My parents died when I was a baby and a white 

lady named Mrs* Mary Peters took me and raised me* They moved from there to 

Champaign, Illinois when I was about six years old* My mother died when I 

was born* Them white people only had .two slaves, my mother and my father, 

and my father had run off with the Yankees* Mrs* Peters was their mistress* 

She died when I was eight years old and then I stayed with her sister. That 

was when I was up in Champaign* 

"The sister's name was Mrs* Mary Smith* She just taught school here 

and there and around in different places, and I went around with her to take 

care of her children. That kept up until I was twenty years old* All of her 

traveling was in Illinois* 

"I didn't get much schooling* I went to school a while and taken sore 

eyes* The doctor said if I continued to go to school, I would strain my 

eyes* After he told me that I quit* I learned enough to read the Bible and 

the newspaper and a little something like that, but I can't do much* My eyes 

is very weak yet* 

"When I was twenty years old I married Henry Johnson, who was from 

Virginia* I met him in Champaign* We stayed in Champaign about two years* 

Then we came on down to St. Louis* He was just traveling 'round looking for 

work and staying wherever there was a job* Didn't have no home nor nothing* 



He was a candy maker by trade, but he did anything he could get to do* He's 

been dead for forty years now. He came down here, then went back to Cham-

paign and died in Springfield, Illinois while I was here. 
nI don't get no pension, don't get nothing. I get along by taking in a 

little washing now and then. 

"My mother's name was Eliza Johnson and my father's name was Joe John-

son. I don't know a thing about none of my grandparents* And I don't know 

what my mother's name was before she married. 

"A gentleman what worked on the place where I lived said that if you 

didn't have a pass during slave times, that if the pateroles caught you, 

they would whip you and make you run back home. He said he had to run 

through the woods every which way once to keep them from catching him. 

"I have heard the old folks talk about being put on the block* The 

colored woman I lived with in Champaign told me that they put her on the 

block and sold her down into Ripley, Mississippi. 

"She said that the way freedom came was this. The boss man told her 

she was free. Some of the slaves lived with him and some of them picked up 

and went on off somewhere. 

"The Ku Klux never bothered me. I have heard some of the colored people 

say how they used to come 'round and bother the church services looking for 

this one and that one. 

"I don't know what to say about these young folks. I declare, they 

have just gone wild. They are almost getting like brutes., A woman come by 

here the other day without more 'n a spoonful of things on and stopped and 

struck a match and lit her cigarette. You can't talk to them neither* I 

don't know what we ought to do about it. They let these white men run around 

with them. I see 'em doing anything* I think times are bad and getting worse* 



Just as that shooting they had over in North Little Rock* (Shooting and 

robbing of Rev* Sherman, an A. M. E. minister, by Negro robbers*) 



30579 
Interviewer Mies Irene Robertson 

Person interviewed Ben Johnson 
Near Holly Grove and Clarendon, Arkansas 

Age 75 

"My master was Wort Garland* My papa's master was Steve Johnson* Papa 
went off to Louisiana and I never seen him since* I guess he got killed* I 
was born in Madison County, Tennessee* I come to Arkansas 1889* Mother was 
here* She come on a transient ticket* My papa come wid her to Holly Grove. 
They both field hands* I worked on the section «— railroad section* I cut 
and hauled timber and farms* I never own no land, no home* I have two boys 
went off and a grown girl in Phillips County. I don't get no help* I works 
bout all I able and can get to do* 

"I have voted* I votes a Republican ticket* I like this President* 
If the men don't know how to vote reckon the women will show em how* 

"The present conditions is very good* The present generation is beyond 
me* 

"I heard my folks set around the fireplace at night and talk about 
olden times but I couldn't tell it straigit and I was too little to know 

"We looked all year for Christmas to get some good things in our 
stockings* They was knit at night* Now we has oranges and bananas all the 
time, peppermint candy ~ in sticks — best candy I ever et* Folks have more 
now that sort than we had when I was growing up* We was raised on meat and 
com bread, milk, and garden stuff* Had plenty apples, few peaches. 

bout it * 



sorghum molasses, and peanuts* Times is better now than when I ccxae on 
far as money goes* Wood is scarce and folks canft have hogs no more* No 
place to run and feed cost so much* Can't buy it* Feed cost more fen the 
hog* Times change what makes the folks change so much I recken*11 



#677 7 2 ' f V 

Interviewer Miss Irene Robertson 
Person interviewed Ben Johnson (deaf) ̂  Clarendon. Arkansas 

§4 Black 

"Steve Johnson was my 
owner* Way he come by me was 
dat he married in the Ward 
family and heired him and my 
mother too* Louis Johnson was 
my father9s name* At one time 
Wort Garland owned my mother9 
and she was sold* Her name 
was Mariah* 

"My father went to war 
twice* Once he was gone three 
weeks and next time three or 
four months* He come home 
sound* I stayed on Johnson's 
farm till I was a big 
boy*" 



30700 

Interviewer Samuel S, Taylor 

Person interviewed Betty Johnson 
1920 Dennison Street, Little Rock, Arkansas 

Age 85 

"I was born in Montgomery, Alabama, within a block of the statehouse* 

We were the only colored people in the neighborhood. I am eighty-three 

years old. I was born free. I have never been a slave. I never met any 

slaves when I was small, and never talked to any. I didn't live near them 

and didn't have any contacts with them. 

"My father carried my mother to Pennsylvania before I was born and set 

her free. Then he carried her back to Montgomery, Alabama, and all her 

children were born free there. 

"We had everything that life needed. He was one of the biggest planters 

around in that part of the country and did the shipping for everybody. 

"My mother's name was Josephine Hassell. She had nine children. All 

of them are dead except three. One is in Washington, D. C.; another is in 

Chicago, Illinois, and then I am here. One of my brothers was a mail clerk 

for the government for fifty years, and then he went to 'Washington and 

worked in the dead letter office. 

"My father taken my oldest brother just before the Civil War and 

entered him in Yale and he stayed there till he finished. Later he became 

a freight conductor and lost his life when his train was caught in a cy-

clone. That's been years ago® 

"My sisters in Washington and Chicago are the only two living besides 

myself. All the others are dead* All of them were government workers* 



My sister in Washington has four boys and five girls* My sister in Chicago 

has two children—one in Detroit and one in Washington* I am the oldest 

living* 

"We never had any kind of trouble with white people in slave time, 

and we never had any since* Everybody in town knowed us, and they never 

bothered us. The editor of the paper in Montgomery got up all our history 

and sent the paper to my brother in Washington* If I had saved the paper, 

I would have had it now. I don't know the name of the paper* It was a 

white paper* I can't even remember the name of the editor* 

"We were always supported by my father* My mother did do nothing at 

all except stay home and take care of her children. I had a father that 

cared for us. He didn't leave that part undone* He did his part in every 

respect* He sent every child away to school. He sent two to Talladega, 
I 

one to Yale, three to Fiske, and one to Howard University* 

"I don't remember much about how freedom came to the slaves* You 

see, we didn't live near any of them and would not notice, and I was young 

anyway. All I remember is that when the army came in, everybody had a 

stick with a white handkerchief on it. The white handkerchief represented 

peace. I don't know just how they announced that the slaves were free* 

"We lived in as good a house as this one here* It had eight rooms in 

it* I was married sixty years ago* My husband died two years ago* We 

were married fifty-eight years. Were the only colored people here to 
5 U 

celebrate the fiftieth anniversary* (She is mistaken in this; Water Mc- j ̂  

Intosh has been married for fifty-six years and he and his wife are still 

making it together in an ideal manner--ed*) I am the mother of eight 

children; three girls are living and two boys* The rest are dead* 



"I married a good man. Guess there was never a better. We lived 

happily together for a long time and he gave me everything I needed. He 

gave me and my children whatever we asked for. 
WI was sick for three years. Then my husband took down and was sick 

for seven years before he died. 
nI belong to the Holiness Church down on Izard Street, and Brother 

Jeeter is my pastor 

INTER VIEWERf S COMMENT 

Betty Johnson's memory is accurate, and she tells whatever she wishes 

to tell without hesitation and clearly. She leaves out details which she 

does not wish to mention evidently, and there is a reserve in her manner 

which makes questioning beyond a certain point impertinent. ! However, just 

what she tells presents a picture into which the details may easily be 

fitted. ' 

Her husband is dead, but he was evidently of the sarae type she is. 

She lives in a beautiful and well kept cottage. Her husband left a 

similar house for each of her three children. The husband, of course, was 

colored. It is equally evident that the father was white. 

Although my questions traveled into corners where they evidently did 

not wish to follow, the mother and son, who was from time to time with her, 

answered courteously and showed no irritation. 



lute rvlewer Mrs* Bernice Bowden 
K Person Interviewed Clnda Johnson 

506 2* Twenty, Pine Bluff, Arkansas 
A& 85 

"Yes ma'm, this is Cinda* Yes'm, I remember seein' the soldiers but 
I didn't know what they was doin'* You know old folks didn't talk in 
front of chilluns like they does now — but I been here* I got great 
grand chillun — boy big enuf to chop cotton. That's my daughter's 
daughter's chile* Now you know I been here* 

"I heered em talkin' bout freedom* My mother emigrated here 
drectly after freedom* I was born in Alabama* Vhen we come here, I 
know I was big enuf to clean house and milk cows* My mother died when 
I was bout fifteen. She called me to the bed and tole me who to stay 
with* I been treated bad, but I'm still here and I thank the Lord He 
let me stay* 

"I been married twice* My first husband died, but I didn't have 
no graveyard love. I'm the mother of ten whole chillun* All dead but 
two and only one of them of any service to me* That's my son* He's 
good to me and does what he can but he's got a family* My daughter-in-
law all she does is straighten her hair and look cute* 

•One of my sons what died belonged to the Odd Fellows and I 
bought this place with insurance* I lives here alone in peace* Yes, 
honey, I been here a long time*" 



Interviewer Samuel S* Taylor 
Person interviewed Ella Johnson 

Victory Street, Little Rook, Arkansas 
Age About 85 

111 was bora in Helena, Arkansas* Not exaotly in the town but in hardly 
not more than three blocks from the town* Have you heard about the Gris~ 
soms down there? Well, them is my white folks* iflr maiden name was Burke* 
But we never oalled ourselves any name fcept Grissoja* 

"My mother1 s name was Sylvia Grissom* Her husband was named Jack 
Burkes* He went to the Civil War# That was a long time ago* When they got 
up the war, they sold out a lot of the colored folks* But they didn*t get 
a chance to sell ray mother* She left* They tell me one of them Grissom 
boys has been down here looking for me* He didn't find me and he v/ent on 
back* 

nMyr mother1 s mistress was named Sylvia Grissom too* All of us was 
named after the white folks* All the old folks is dead, but the young ones 
is living* I think ray mother1 s master was named John* They had so many of 
them that I forgit which is which* But they had all mamafs children named 
after them* HSy mother had three girls and three boys* 

/̂hen the war began and rny fiather went to war, my mother left Helena and 
came here* She run off from the Grissoms* They whipped her too much, those 
white folks did* She got tired of all that beating* She took all of us with 
her* All six of us children were born before the war* I was the fourth* 

wThere is a place down here where the white folks used to whip 
and hang the niggers* Baskin Lake they call it* Mother got that far* 



I don't know how* I think that she came in a wagon* She stayed there a 
little while and then she went to Churchill*s place* Churchill's place and 
John Addison's place is close together down there* That is old time* Them 
folks is dead, dead, dead* Churchill* s and Addison* s places joined near 
Horse Shoe Lake* They had hung and burr* people—killed *em and destroyed 
'em at Baskin Lake* We stayed there about four days before we went on to 
Churchill* s place* We couldn*t stay there long* 

"The ha'xrbs—-the spirits—bothered us so we couldn*t sleep* All them 
people that had been killed there used to come back* We oould hear them 
tipping * round in the honse all the night long* They would blow out the 

k k light* You would ̂ iver up and they would git on top of the ̂ iver* Mama 
couldn't stand it; so she come down to General Churchill's place and made 
arrangements to stay there* Then she came back and got us children* She 
had an old man to stay there with us until she ocsoe back and got us* We 
couldn't stay there with them ha'nts dancing 1 round and carry in* us a merxy 
gait* 

"At Churchill* s plaoe my mother made cotton and corn* I don*t know 
what they give her for the work, but I know they paid her* She was a 
hustling old lacfy* The war was still go in' on* Churchill was a Yankee* He 
went off and left the plantation in the hands of his oldest son* His son 
was named Jim Churchill* That is the old war; that is the first war ever got 
up—the Civil War* Ma stayed at Churchill* e long- enough to make two or three 
crops* I don't know just how long* Churchill and them wanted to own her— 
them and John Addison* 

flThere was three of us big enough to work and help her in the field* 
Three—I made four* There was ray oldest sister, my brother, and wy 

next to ivy oldest sister, and nyself—Annie, John, Martha, and me* 
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I chopped ootton and corn* I used to tote the leadin* row* Me and ay 
oompany miked out ahead* I -was young then, but icy company helped me pick 
that cotton* That nigger could pick cotton too* None of the rest 0f them 
could pick anything for looking at him* 

"Mother stayed at Churchill*c till plumb after the war* J&r father died 
before the war was over* They paid my mother some money and said she would 
get the balance* That means there was more to come, doesn*t it? But they . 
didn't no more come* They all died and none of them got the balance* I 
ain*t never got nothin1 either* I gave ny papers to Adams and Singfield* I 
give them to Adams; Adams is a Negro that one-legged Wash Jordan sent to me* 
They all say he*s a big crook, but I didn*t know it* Adams kept coming to 
my .house until he got my papers and then when he got the papers he didnft 
come no more* 

"After Adams got the papers, he carried me down to Lawyer Singfield* s* 
He said I had to be sworn in and it would cost me one dollar* Singfield 
wrote down every child* s name and everybody* s age* When he got through 
writing, he said that was all and me and pearl made up one dollar between us 
and give it to him* And then we come on away* We left Mr* Adams and Mr* 
Singfield in Singfield*s office and we left the papers there in the office 
with them* They didn*t give me no receipt for the papers and they didn*t 
give me no receipt for the dollar* Singfield* s wife has been to see me 
several times to sell me something* She wanted to git me to buy a grave, 
but she ain*t never said nothin* about those papers• You think she doesn*t 
know *bout *em? I have seen Adams once down to Jim Perry's funeral on Arch 
Street* I asked him about my papers and he said the Government hadn*t 
answered him* He said, *Who is you?* I said, *This is Mrs* Johnson** Then 
he went on out* He told me when he got a answer, it will come right to ny door* 



,!I never did no work before go in* on Churchill* s plantation* Some of 
the oldest ones did, but I didn*t* I learned how to plow at John Addison* s 
place* The war was goin* on then* I milked cows for him and churned and 
cleaned up* I oooked some for him* Are you acquainted with Blass? I nursed 
Julian Blass* I didn*t nurse him on Addison* s placej I nursed him at his 
father* s house up on Main Street, after I come hero* I nursed him and Essie 
both* I nursed her too* I used to have a time with them ohillen* They 
weren*t nothin* but babies* The gal was about three months old and Julian 
was walkin1 * round* That was after I come to Little Rock* 

"Ity mother came to Little Rock right after the war* She brought all 
of us with her but the oldest* He come later* 

wShe went to work and cooked and washed and ironed here* I don*t 
remember the names of the people she worked for* They all dead—the old man 
and the old ladies* 

end of town and in the country* We had a white man first and then we had 
a colored woman teacher* The white man was rough* He would fight all the 
time* I would read and spell without opening ny book* They would have them 
blue-back spellers and MoGuffy*s reader* They got more education then than 
they do now* Now they is busy fighting one another and killin* one another* 
When you see anything in the paper, you don*t know whether it is true or 
not* Florence Lacy*s sister was one of my teachers* I went to Union school 

"You remember Reuben White? They tried to bury him and he came to 
before they got him in the grave* He used to own the First Baptist Church* 
He used to pastor it too* He sent for J* P* Robinson by me* He told 
Robinson he wanted him to take the Church and keep it as long as he lived* 

"She sent me to school* I went to school A 
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Robinson said he would keep it* Reuben Tfifhite went to his brother1 s and 
died* They brought him back here and kept his body in the First Baptist 
Church a whole week* J* P* carried on the zaeetin* , and them sisters was 
fightin* him* They went on terrible* He started out of the church and me 
and Another woman stopped him* At last they voted twice, send finally they 
elected J* P* He was a good pastor, but he hurrahed the people and they 
didn't like that* 

"Reuben "White didn't come back -when they buried him the second time* 
They were letting the coffin down in the grave when they buried him the 
first time, and he knocked at it on the inside, knock, knock* (Here the old 
lady rapped on the doorsill with her knuckles—ed*) They drew that coffin 
up and opened it* How do I know? I was there* I heard it and seen it* 
They took him out of the coffin and carried him back to his home in the 
ambulance* He lived about three or four years after that* 

"I had a member to die in ay order and they sent for the undertaker and 
he found that she wasn't dead* They took her down to the undertaker* s shop, 
and found that she wasn't dead* Thqy said she died after they embalmed her* 
That lodge work ran ny nerves down* I was in the Tabernacle then* Goodrich 
and Dubisson was the undertakers that had the bocty* Lucy Tucker was the 
woman* I guess she died when they got her to the shop* They say the under-
taker cut on her before he found that she was dead* 

111 don't know how many grades I finished in school* I guess it was 
about three altogether* I had to git up and go to work then* 

"After I quit school, I nursed mighty nigh all the time* I cooked for 
Governor Rector part of the time* I cooked for Dr* Lincoln^^odruff* I 
cooked for a whole lot of white folks* I washed and ironed for them 
Anthorys down here* She like to had a fit over me the last time she saw me* 
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She mated me to come back, but ny hand oouldn*t stand it* I oooked for 

Governor Rose1 s wife* That* s been a long time back# I wouldn*t * low 

nobody to come in the kitchen when I was working* I would say, *You goin* 

to oome in this kitchen, 1*11 have to git out** The Governor was awful good 

to me* They say he kicked the res' of them out* I scalded his little grand-

son onoe* I picked up the teakettle* Didn*t know it had water in it and it 

slipped and splashed water over the little boy's hand* If*n it had been hot 

as it ought to have been, it would have burnt him bad* He wexrt out of that 

kitchen hollerin** The Governor didn't say nothin' *cept, *Ella, please 

don't do it again*' I said, *I guess that* 11 teach him to stay out of that 

kitchen now** I was boss of that kitchen when I worked there* 

"We took the look off the door onoe so the Governor couldn*t git in 

it* 

"I dressed up and come out once and somebody called the Governor and 

said, *Look at your cook** And he said, *That ain*t ny cook** That was 

Governor Rector* I went in and put on ny rags and come in the kitchen to 

cook and he said,'*That is uy cook*' He sure wanted me to keep on cookin* 

for him, bub I just got sick and couldn*t stay# 

"I hurt my hand over three years ago* yfy arm swelled and folks rubbed 

it and got all the swelling down in one place in ny hand* Thqy told me to 

put fat meat on it* I put it on and the meat hurt so I had to take it off* 

Then they said put the white of an egg on it* I did that too and it was a 

little better* Then they rubbed the place until it busted* But it never 

did cure up* I poisoned it by goin' out pulling up greens in the garden* 

They tell me I got dew poisoning* 

"I don*t git no help from the Welfare or from the Government* }fy 

husband works on the relief sometimes* He*s on the relief now* 



"I married-—oh, Lordy, lerame see when I did marry* It*s been a long 

time ago, more *n thirty years it*s been* lt*s been longer than that* We 

married up here on [Twelfth and State Street, right here in Little Rook* I 

had a big wedding* I had to go to Thompson's hall* That was on Tenth and 

State Street* They had to go to git all them people in* They had a big 

time that night* 

"1 lived in J* P* Robinson's house twenty-two years* And then I lived 

in front of Dunbar School, It wasn*t Dunbar then* I'know all the people 

that worked at the school, I been living here about six months*'1 

Interviewer's Comment 

Ella Johnson is about eighty-five years old* Her father went to war 

when the War first broke out* Her mother ran away then and went to 

Churchill* s farm not later than 1862* Ella Johnson learned to plow then and 

she was at least nine years old she says and perhaps older when she learned 

to plow* So she must be at least eighty-five* 



interviewer Mary p. HUdgins 
Person Interviewed Fanny Johnson Aged 76 
Home Palmetto ( lives with daughter who owns 

a comfortable, well furnished home) 

As told by: 
Mrs. Fanny Johnson 

"Yes ma'am. I remembers the days of slavery, 
I Tvas turned five years old when the war started 
rushing* No ma'am, I didn't see muoh of the Yankees* 
They didn't come thru but twice* T7as I afraid ? No 
ma'am® I was too busy to be scared. I was too busy 
looking at the buttons they wore/ Until they went in 
Master's smoke house* Then I quit looking and started 
hollering.But, I'll tell you all about that later* 

My folks all come from Maryland* They was sold 
to a uian named V/oodfork and brought to Nashville* The 
Woodfork colored folks was always treated good* Master 
used to buy up lots of plantations* Once he bought one 
in Virginia with all the slaves on the place. Ee didn't 
believe in separating families. He didn't believe in 
dividing mother from her baby. 
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But they did take them away from their babies® 
I remember my grandmother telling about it* The wagon would 
drive down into the field and pick up a woman. Then somebody 
would meet her at the gate and she would nurse her baby 
for the last time. Then she'd have to go on* Leastwise, 
if they hadn't sold her baby too* 

It was pretty awful. But I don't hold no grudge 
against anybody. White or black, there's good folks in all 
kinds. I don't hold nothing against nobody, ©ae good Lord 
knows what he is about. Most of the time it was just fine 
on any V/oodfork place. Master had so many places he couldn't 
be at rem all. We lived down on the border , on tlie 
Arkansas-Louisiana line sort of joining to Grand Lake* Master 
vias up at Nashville, Tennessee* Most of the time the 
overseers was good to us* 

But it wasn't that way on ell the plantations. 
On. the next one they was mean* Why you could hear the sound 
of the strap for two blocks* BTo there wasnft any blocks* 
But you could hear it that far* The "niggah drivafcrt would 
stand and hit them with a wide strap* The overseer would 
stand off and split the blisters v.ith a bull whip. Some 
they whipped so hard they had to carry them in» Just once 
did anybody on the Woodfork place get whipped that way* 
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We never knew quite what happened. But my 
grandmother thought that the colored man what took down 
the ages of the children so they'd know when to send them 
to the field must have wrfcte Master. Anybody else couldn't 
have done it. Anyhow, Master wrote back a letter and said, 
'I bought my black folks to work, net to be killed.' And 
the overseer didn't dare do so any more. 

No ma'am, I never worked in the field, I wasn't 
old enough. You see I helped my grandmother, she is the 
one who took care of the babies. All the women from the 
lower end would bring their babies to the upper end for her 
to look after while they was in the field* ivhen I got old 
enough, I used to help rock the craules, We used to have 
lots of babies to tend. The women used to slip in and nurse 
their babies. If the overseer thought they stayed too long 
he used to come in and v.hip them out out to the fields. i 
But tliey was good to us, just the sa]jie. We had plenty to 
wear and lots to eat and good cabins to live in. All of tfeem 
wasn*t that way though* 

I remember the women on the next plantation 
used to slip over and get somthing to eat from us. The Woodfork 
colored folks was always v.'ell took care of. Our white folks 
was good to us»bDuring the week there was somebody to cook for 
us. On Sunday all of them cooked in their cabins and they 
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had plenty. The women on the next plantation, even when they 
was getting ready to have babies didn't seem to get enough to 
eat* They used to slip off at night and come over to our 
place. The Woodfork people never had to go nowhere for 
food. Our white folks treated us real good® 

Didn't make much difference when the war started 
rushing. We didn't see any fighting. I told you the 
Yankees come thru twice let me go back a spell. 

We had lots of barrels of Louisiana molasses. We 
could eat all we wanted. When the barrels was empty, we 
children was let scrape them. Lawsey, I used to get inside 
the barrel and sc, ape and scrape and scrape until there 
wasn't any sweetness left. 

We was allowed to do all sorts of other things too. 
like there was lots of pecans down in the swamps. The boyjr, 
and girls too for that matter, was allowed to pick them and 
sell them to the river boa s what come along. The men was 
let cut cord wood and sell it to the boats. Flat boats they 
was. There was regular stores on tliem. You could buy gloves 
and hats and lot: of things. They would burn the wood on the 
boat and carry the nuts up North to sell. But me, I liked 
the suggr barrel best. 
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When the Yankees come thru, I wasn't scared* 
I was too "busy looking at the bright buttons on their 
coats* I edged closer and closer* All they did was 
laugh. But I kept looking at theat* TJntil they went 
into the smoke house. Then I turned loose and hollered* 
I hollored because I thought they was going to take 
all Master's sirup* I didn't want that to happen. No 
ma'am they didn't take nothing. Neither time they came* 

jfter the war was over they took us down th® 
river to The Bend. It was near Yicksburg ai all day's 
ride* There they put us on a plantation and took care of 

> 

us* It was the most beautifulest place I ever see* All 
the cabins was whitewashed good. The trees was big and 
the whole place was just lovely. It waa old man Jeff 
Davis' place* 

They fed us good, gave us lots to eat* They 
sent up north, the Yankees did, and godfc p young white 
lady to come down and teach us. I didn't learn nothing* 
They had our school near what was the grave yard. I 
didn't learn cause I was too busy looking around at the 
tombstones. They was beautiful. They looked just like 
folks to me* Looks like I ought have learned. They was 
mighty good to send somebody down to learn us that wa¥» 
I ought have learned, it looks ungrateful, but I didn't* 
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My mother died on that place* It was a 
mighty nice place* Later on we come to Arkansas* 
We farmed* Looked like it was all we knowed how to 
do* We worked at lots of places* One time we worked 
for a man named Thomas II. Allen* Ee was at Rob Roy 
on tiie Arkansas near Pine Bluff. Then we worked for 
a man named Kimbroo. He had a big plantation in 
Jefferson county. For forty years we worked first one 
place, then another* 

After that I went out to Oklahoma* I went 
as a cook. Then I got the idea of following the resort 

* 
towns about. In the s .mmer I'd to to Eureka, m the * 
winter I'd come down to Eot springs* That was the way 
to make the best money. Folks what had money moved about 
like that. I done cooking at other resprts too. I 
cooked at the hotel at Winslow *. I done that several 
summers* • 

Somehow I always come back to Hot Springs. 
Good people in Eureka. Finest man I ever worked for for 
a rich man was Mr. Rigley, you know. He was the man who 
made chewing gum* We didn't have no gas in Eureka* Ead 

*Eureka Springs, Ark* *Hot Springs National Park 
•rustic hotel on mountain near village of Winslow, Ark* 
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to^ cook by wood* I remember lots cf times Mr. 7/rigley 
would come out in the yard where I was splitting kindling 
He'd laugh and he'd take the ax away from me and split it 
hisself. Finest man for a rich man I ever see* 

Cooking at the hotel at Winslov. was nice. There 
was lots of fine ladies what wanted to take me home with 
them when they went home* But I told them, 'No thank you 
Hot Springs is my home, I'm going there this winter.' 

I 'a getting sort of old now. My feet ain't so 
sure as they ured to be. But I can get about! I can 
get around to cook and I can still see to thread a 
needle. My daughter has a good home for me " ( I was 
conducted into a large living room, comfortably furnished 
and with a degree of taste caught glimpses of a 
well furnished dining room and a kitchen equipment which 
appeared thoroughly modern Interviewer) 

"People in Hot springs is gocd people. They 
seem sort of friendly. Folks in Eureka did toot even more 
so. But maybe it wrs cause I w&s younger then and got 
to see more of them* But the Lord has blessed me with a 
good daughter, I got nothing to complain about, I don't 
hold grudges against nobody* The good Lord knows what he 
is doing*" 
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Interviewer Samuel S# Taylor 

Person interviewed George Johnson 
814 V* Ninth Street, Little Rock, Arkansas 

Age 75 

"I was born in Richmond, Virginia, September 28, 1862, and came to 
this country in 1869» My father was named Benjamin Johnson and my mother 
was named Phoebe Johnson* I don't know the names of my grandmother and 
grandfather* My father's master was named Johnson; I forget his first 
name* He was a doctor and lived on Charleston and Morgan Streets* I don't 
know what my mother's name was before she married my father* And I don't 
know what her master's name was* She died when I was just three years old* 

L 1 

"The way my father happened to bring me out here was, Barton Tyrus 
came out here in Richmond stump speaking and telling the people that money 
grew like apples on a tree in Arkansas* They got five or six boat loads of 
Negroes to come out here with them* Father went to share cropping on the 
Red River Bottom on the Ghickaninny Farm* He put in his crop | but by the i 
time he got ready to gather it, he taken sick and died* He couldn't stand 
this climate* 

"Then me and my sisters was supposed to be bound out to Henry Moore 
and his wife* I stayed with them about six years and then I ran off* And 
I been scouting 'round for myself ever since* 

"My occupation has been chiefly public work* My first work was rail 
roading and steam boating* I was on the Iron Mountain when she was burn-
ing wood* That was about fifty some years ago* After that I worked 
on the steamboats Natchez and Jim Lee# I worked on them as roustabout* 
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After that I would just commence working everywhere I could get it* I came 
here about forty-five years ago because I liked the city* I was in and out 
of the city but made this place my headquarters* 

"I'm not able to do any work now* I put in for the Old Age Pension 
two years ago* They told me I would have to prove my age but I couldnft do 
it any way except to produce my marriage license* I produced them* I got 
the license right out of this county courthouse here* I was married the 
last time in 1907 and was forty-five years old then* That will make we 
seventy-six years old this year—the twenty-eighth day of this coming 
September* My wife died nine years ago* 

"I have heard my father talking a little but old folks then didn't 
allow the young ones to hear much* My daddy sent me to bed at night* Vhen 
night came you went to bed; you didnvt hang around waiting to hear what the 
old folks would say* 

"My daddy got his leg shot in the Civil War* He said he was in that 
battle there in Richmond* I donft know which side he was on9 but I know he 
got his leg shot off* He was one-legged* He never did get any pension* I 
donft know even whether he was really enlisted or not* All I know is that 
he got his leg shot off in the war* 

"When the war ended in 1865f the slaves around Richmond were freed* I 
never heard my father give the details of how he got his freedom* I was 
too young to remember them myself* 

*1 donft know how many slaves Dr. Johnson had but I know it was a good 
many, for he was a tobacco raiser* I don't remember what kind of houses 
his slaves lived in* ĵ And I never heard the kind of food we et* 

"I never heered tell of pateroles till I came to Arkansas* I never 

heered much of the Ku KLux either* I guess that was all the same, wasn't it? 



Peace wasn't declared here till 1866* I never heered of any of my 
acquaintances being bothered but I heered the colored people was scared* 
All I know was that you had to come in early* Didn't, they get you* 

"What little schooling I got, I got it by going to night school.here* 
That is been a good many years back—forty years back* I forgot now who 
was teaching night school* It was some kin of Ishes out here I know* 

Opinions 
"I think times is tight now* Tighter than I ever knowed 'em to be 

before* Quite a change in this world now* There is not enough work now 
for the people and from what I can see, electricity has knocked the laboring 
man out* It has cut the mules and the men out* 
\ "My opinion of these young people is that they got all the education 

in the world and no business qualifications* They are too fast for any 
use** 



Interviewer 
Person interviewed 

Age 73 

Miss Irene Robertson 

John Johnson 
R*F*D.f Clarendon, Arkansas 

"I was born sixteen miles on the other side of Jackson, Tennessee* 
The old mistress was Miss Sally, and old master was lir. Steve John-
son, seme name as mine* Ny papa's name was Louis Johnson but my mama 
belonged to the Conleys and befof she married papa her name was Martha 
Conley* My folks fur as I knowed was field hands* They stayed on at 
Johnsons and worked a long time after freedom* I was bora just befof 

freedom* from what I heard all of my folks talkin9 the Ku Klux 'fected 
the colored folks right smart, more than the war* Seemed fbout like 
two wars and both of 'am tried their best to draw in the black race* 
The black race wanted peace all the time* It wae Abraham Lincoln whut 
wanted to free the black race* He was the President* The first war 
was fbout freedom and the war right after it was equalization* The Ku 
Klux muster won it cause they didn't want the colored folks have as 
much as they have* I heard my folks say they knowed some of the Ku 
Klux* They would get killed sometimes and then you hear 9bout it* 
They would be nice as pie in day time and then dress up at night and 
be mean as they could be* They wanted the colored folks think they 
was hants and monsters from the bad place* All the Yankees whut wanted 
to stay after they quit fighting, they run fem out wid hounds at night* 



2* 95 

The Ku Klux was awful mean I heard 9 em say* Mr. Steve Johnson looked 
after all his hands* 111 that stayed on to work for him* He told 9em 
long as they stayed home at night and behave 9 em selves they needn9t 
be soared* They wanter go out at night they had to have him write 9em 
a pass* Jess like slavery an9 they were free* 

"The master dida9t give 9em nuthin9* He let 9em live in his 
houses log houses, and he had 9em fed from the store stead of the 
smoke house* He give 9 em a little money in the fall to pay 9em* fBout 
all the difference they didn9t get beat up* If they didn't work he would 
make 9em leave his place* 

"That period after the Civil War, it sure was hard* It was a 
depression I'll tell you* I never seed a dollar till I was 9bout 
grown* They called 9em 9wagon wheels.9 They was mighty scarce* Great 
big heavy pieces of silver* I ain't seed one fer years* But they used 
to be some money. 

"Lady, whut you wanter know was fo my days, fo I was born* My 
folks could answered all dem questions* There was 4 girls and 6 boys 
in my family* 

"Course I did vote* I ueed to have a heap a fun on election day* 
They give you a drink* It was plentiful I tell you* I never did drink 
much* I voted Republican ticket* I know it would sho be too bad if 
the white folks didn9t hunt good canidates* The colored race got too 
fur behind to be able to run our govmint* Course I mean education* 
Vhen they git educated they ain9t study in' nuthin9 but spendin9 all they 
make and havin9 a spree in' time* Lady, that is yo job* The young genera-
tion ain9t carin' 'bout no govinment* 



"The present conditions — that's whut I been tell in1 you 'bout* 
It is hard to get work heap of the time* When the white man got money 
he sure give the colored man and woman work to do* The white man whut 
live 'mong us is our best friend* He stand by our color the best* It 
is a heap my age I reckon,I can't keep in work* Young folks can pick 
up work nearly all time* 

"I started to pay fer my home when I worked at the mill* I used to 
work at a shoe and shettle mill* I got holt of a little cash* I still 
try in' to pay fer my home* I will make 'bout two bales cotton this 
year* Yes maam they is my own* I got a hog* I got a garden* I ain't 
got no cow* 

"No maam I don't get no 'sistanoe from the govmint* No commodities 
— no nuthin'* I signed up but they ain't give me nuthin'* I think I 
am due it* I am gettin' so no account I needs it* Lady, I never do 
waste no money* I went to the show ground and I seed 'em buyin' goobers 
and popcorn* I seed a whole drove of colored folks pushin' and scrcuging 
in there so £e*d they wouldn't get the best seat an' miss somepin* Heap 
of poor white people scrouging in there too all together* They need their 
money to live on fo cold weather come* Ain't I tell in' you right? I sho 
never moved outer my tracks* I never been to a show in my life* Them 
folks come in here wid music and big tent every year* I never been to a 
show in my life* That what they come here fur, to get the cotton pickin' 
money* Lady, they get a pile of money fore they leave* Course folks 
needs it now* 



"When I had my males end rented I made most and next to that when 
I farmed for a fourth* Vhen I was young I made plenty* I know how 
cotton an9 corn le made now but I ain9t able to do much work, much hard 
work* The Bible say twice a child and once a man* My manhood is gone 
fur as work concerned* 

•I like mighty well if you govmint folks could give me a little 
•sistance* I need it pretty bad at times and can9t get a bit*19 



Interviewer Mrs* Bernice Bowden 
Person interviewed Letha Johnson 

2203 W* TwellHrii Street, Pine Bluff, Arkansas 
Age 77 

"I heered the people say I was bora in time of slavery* I was born 
durin' of the "War* 

"And when we went back home they said we had been freed four years* 
father1 s last owner was named Crawford* He was a awful large man* 

That was in Monroe County, Mississippi* 
"I laiow they was good to us 'cause we stayed right there after freedom 

till my father died in 1889* And mama stayed a year or two, then she come to 
Arkansas* 

"Af̂ er ny husband died in 1919, I went to Memphis* Them this girl I 
raised—her mother willed her to me~I came here to Arkansas to live with 
her after I got down with the rheumatism so I oouldn«t wash and iron* 

"In jay husband®s lifetime I didn't do nothin' but farm* And afber I 
went to Memphis I cooked* Then I worked for a Italian lady, but she did 
her own cookin** And oh, I thought she could make the best spaghetti* 

"I used to spin and make soap* My last husband and I was married 
fifteen years and eight months and v/e never did buy a bar of soap* I used 
to be a good soap maker* And knit all my own socks and stockin's* 

"I used to go to a school-teacher named Thomas Jordan* I remember he 
used to have us sing a song 

* I am a happy bluebird 
Sober as you see; 
Pure cold water 
Is the drink for me* 



I'll take a drink here 
And take a drink there* 
Make the woods ring 
With my temperance prayer** 

We*d all sing itj that was our school song* I believe that's the onliest 
one I can remember* 

M *Bout this younger generation-—well* I tell you* it*s hard for me to 
say* lb just puts me to a wonder* They gone a way back there* Seem like 
they don*t have any igard for anything* 

ffI heard 9eim 9fore I left Mississippi singin9 
1 Everybody1 s doin* it, doin9 it*9 

M 9 Co9 se when I was young they was a few that was wild, but seem like 
now they is all wild* But I feels sorry for 9em*,f 
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Interviewer lira* Beralce Bowden 

Person interviewed Lewis Johnson 
713 Missouri Street, Pine Bluff, Arkansas 

Age 87 

"1*11 be eighty-seven the eighteenth of this month if I live* 
"They* a a heap of things the human family calls luck* I count myself 

lucky to be livin9 as old as I is* 
"Some says it is a good deed Ifve done but I says itfs the power of God* 
"I never had but two spells of sickness when I was spectin' to die* 

Once was in Mississippi* I had a congest is chill* I lay speechless twenty-
four hours and when I come to myself they had five doctors in the house with 
me* 

"But my time hadn't come and I'm yet livin' by the help of the good 
Master* 

"I stole off when I was eighteen and got my first marriage license* 
They was a white fellow was a justice of the peace and he took advantage of 
my father and he stood for me 'cause he wanted me to work on his place* In 
them days theyfd do most anything to gain labor* 

"When they was amigratin* 'em from Qeorgia to these countries, they 
told 9 am they was hogs runnin' around already barbecued with a knife and 
fork in their back* Told 9em the cotton growed so tall you had to put 
little chaps up the stalk to get the top bolls* 

"But they tola some things was true* Said in Mississippi the cotton 
growed so tall and spread so it took two to pick a row, and I found that 
true* 
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•Old master always fed his hands good so they could meet the demands 
when he called on 9 em* He worked 9 em close but he fed 9 em* 

"He raised wheat, corn, peas, rye, and oats,and all such like that* 0h9 
he was a round faxmer all right* And he raised feed for his stock too* 

"Hy old boss used to raise sweet potatoes enough to last three years* 
"The people of the South was carried through that sweat of freedom* 

They was compelled to raise cotton and not raise ouch to eat* They told 9em 
they could buy it cheaper *han raise it, but it was a mistake* 

•I used to have a wood yard on the Mississippi and when the stearners 
come down the river, I used to go aboard and quiz the people from the North* 
Heap of 9 QOI would get chips of different woods end put it away to carry home 
to show* And theyfd take cotton bolls and some limbs to show the people at 
home how cotton grows* 

"To my idea, the North is wiser than the South* My idea of the North 
is they is more semissive to higher trades—buildin9 wagons and buggies, etc* 

"Years ago they wasn9t even a factory here to make cloth* Had to send 
the cotton to the North and then order the cloth from the North, and time 
they got it the North had all the money* 

•In the old days they was only two countries they could depend on to 
raise tobacco and that was Virginia and South Carolina* 

"I can remember a right smart before the War started* Now I can set 
down and think of every horse9 s name my old boss had* He had four he kept 
for Sunday business* Had Prince, Bill, Snap, and Fuss* And every Saturday 
evening he had the boys take 9 am in the mill pond and wash 9 em off—fix 9 em 
up for Sunday** 
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Interviewer Miss Irene Robertson 
Person interviewed Lizzie Johnson, Biscoe» Arkansas 
Age 65 

nI was born at Holly Springs, Mississippi* My mother was fifteen 
years old when the surrender come on. Her name was Alice Airs. Mama said 
she and grandma was sold in the neighborhood and never seen none of her 
folks after they was sold. The surrender come on. They quit and went on 
with some other folks that come by. Mama got away from them and married 
the second year of the surrender. She said she really got married; she 
didn't jump the broom. Mama was a cook in war times* Grandma churned and 
worked in the field. Grandma lived in to herself but mama slept on the 
kitchen floor. They had a big pantry built inside the kitchen and in both 
doors was a sawed-out place so the cats could cone and go. 

"My father was sold during of the War too but he never said much 
about it. He said some of the slaves would go in the woods and the 
masters would be afraid to go hunt them out without dogs* They made bows 
and arrows in the woods. 

"I heard my parents tell about the Ku Klux come and made them cook 
them something to eat. They drunk water while she was cooking. I heard 
them say they would get whooped if they sot around with a book in their 
hand* When company would come they would turn the pot down and close the 
shutters and doors. They had preaching and prayed that way. The pot was 
to drown out the sound* 
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"They said one man would sell off his scrawny niggers® He wanted 
fine looking stock on his place* He couldnft sell real old folks* They 
kept them taking care of the children and raising chickens, turkeys, 
ducks, geese, and made some of them chum and milk* 

"My stepfather said he knowed a man married a woman after freedom and 
found out she was his mother* He had been sold from her when he was a 
baby* They quit and he married ag'in* He had a scar on his thigh she 
recollected* The scar was right there when he was grown. That brought up 
more talk and they traced him up to be her own boy* 

"Hester Swafford died here in Biscoe about seven years ago* Said she 
run away from her owners and walked to Memphis* They took her up over 
there* Her master sent one of the overseers for her* She rode astraddle 
behind him back* They got back about daylight* They whooped her awful 
and rubbed salt and pepper in the gashes, and another man stood by handed 
her a hoe* She had to chop cotton all day long* The women on the place 
would doctor her sores* 

"Grandma said she remembered the stars falling* She said it turned 
dark and seem like two hours sparkles fell* They said stars fell* She 
said it was bad times* People was scared half to death* Mules and horses 
just raced. She said it took place up in the day. They didn't have time-
pieces to know the time it come on** 

"Young folks will be young the way I see it* They ain't much 
different* Times is sure 'nough hard for old no 'count folks* Young 
folks makes their money and spends it* Tie old folks sets back needing* 
Times is lots different now* It didnft used to be that way*" 



104 

> j" Interviewer Mrs* Bernlce Bowden 

Person interviewed Ionia Johnson 
721 Missouri Street, Pine Bluff, Arkansas 

Age 86 

"My father said I was fifteen when peace was declared* In slavery days 
they didn't low colored folks to keep their agps and didn't low em to he 
educated* I was bom in Georgia* I went to a little night school but I 
never learned to read* I never learned to write my own name* 

"I never did see no fightin1 a tall but I saw em refugeein' goin1 

through our country night and day* Said they was goin' to the Blue Ridge 
Mountains to pitch battle* They was Rebels gettin' out of the way of the 
Yankees* 

"Old master was a pretty tough old fellow* He had work done aplenty* 
He had a right smart of servants* I wasn't old enough to take a record of 
things and they didn't low grown folks to ask too many questions* 

"I can sit and study how the rich used to do* They had poor white 
folks planted off in the field to raise hounds to run the colored folks* 
Colored folks used to run off and stay in the woods* They'd kill old 
master's hogs and eat em* I've known em to stay six months at a time* 
I've seen the hounds goin' behind niggers in the woods* 

"We had as good a time as we expected* My old master fed and 
clothed very well but we had to keep on the go* Some masters was good 
to em* Yes, madam, I'd ruther be in times like now than slavery* I 
like it better now — I like my liberty* 


