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FOLXLORE Edited by:
Spartanburg Dist.4 Elmer Turnage
May 25, 1937 '

STORIES OF EX-SLAVES

"I was born in the town of Newberry, and was a servant of
Major John P. Kinard. I married Sam Eddington. I was a Baker,
daughter of Mike and Patience Baker. My ‘mother was a free
woman. She had her freedom before the war started; so I was not
a slave. I worked on the farm with my mother when she moved
back from town. liama worked in town at hotels; then went back
to the country and died. In war time and slavery time, we
didn't go to school, 'cause there was no schools for thenegroes.
After the war was over and everything was settled, negro schools
was started. We had a church after the war. I used to go to the
white folks' Lutheran church and set in the gallery. On Satur-
‘day afternoons we was off, and could do anything we wanted to
do, but some of the negroes had to work on Saturdays. In the
country, my mother would card, spin, and weave, and I learned

it. I could do lots of it.,"

Source: Harriet Eddington (86), Newberry, S.C.
Interviewer: G.L., Summer, Newberry, S.C. May 20, 1937.
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STORIES FROM EX-SLAVES

"I was born in the section of Greenwood County called 'the
promised land'. My parents were Henry and Julis Watkins, I mar-
ried Frank Edwards when I was young. Our master, Marshall Jordon,
was not so mean. He had lots o' slaves and he give tem good quart-
ers and plenty to eat. He had big gardens, lots of hogs agd cattle
and a big farm. My master hac two childfén.

"Sometimes dey hunted rabbits, squirrels, possums and doves.

"Pe master had two overseers, but we never worked at night.
We made our own clothes which we done sbmetimes late in evening.

"We had no school, and didn't learn to read and write, not
'till freedom come when a school started there by a Yankee named
Backimnstore. Later, ourrchurch and Sunday school was in de yard.

*fe had cotton pickings, cornshuckings and big suppers.

We didn't have to work on Christmas.

"One of de old-time cures was boiling fever-grass and
drinking devtea. Pokeberry salad was cooked, too. A cure for rheu-
matism was to carry a raw potato in the pocket until it dried up.

"I had 11 children and 8 grandchildren.

"I think Abe Lincoln was a great man. Don't know much
about Jeff Davis. Booker iashington ig ail right.

"I joined church in Flordia, the Methodist church., I was
50 years old. I joined because they had meetings and my daughter
had already Jjoined. I think all ought to join de church."

Source: Mary Edwards (79), Greenwood, S.C.
Interviewed by: G.L.-xSummer, Newberry, S.C. (6/10/37)
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A SON OF SLAVES CLIMBS UP.

The Rev. John B. Elliott, A.B.A, A.M.,D.D., 1315 Liberty Hill Avenue,
Columbia, S.C., is the son of slaves. He was born at Mount Olive, N.C., in
1869, and missed being a slave by only four years. His college degrees were
won at Shaw University, Raleigh, N.C., and the degree of Doctor of Divinity
was conferred on him by Allen University of Columbia, S.C.

Sitting on the parsonage piazza recently, the Rector of St. Anna’s Epis-
copal Church talked about his struggle for education, and his labors up from
slavery.

“l was born at Mount Olive, N.C., the son of Soloman Elliott and Alice
(Roberts) Elliott. They were slaves when they married, and | escaped bondage
by only four years, since slaves were not freed in the South, until 1865.

“My father was owned by Robert W. Williams, of Mount Olive, and he was
the most highly prized Negro in the vicinity. He was a natural carpenter and
builder. Often he would go to the woods and pick out trees for the job in
hand. Some of the houses he built there are standing today. Mother was equally
trained and well equipped to make a home and keep it neat and clean. When they
were free in 1865, half the community was eager to employ them and pay them well
for their services. And, when | came along, they were living in their own house
and prospering.

“| chose a religious career when quite a boy, and, when | was ready for
college, | was much pleased. | finished at Shaw University at Raleigh, took a
year's study at Columbia University in New York and then finished a religious
course at the Bishop Payne Divinity School at Petersburg, Virginia, where most
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of the colored clergymen of the Episcopal Church are finisheds After I felt
that I was fairly well. fitted to begin my clerical work, I chose South Caro-
lina as my field.

"My first assignment was at Waccamaw Neck, a little below Georgetown,
Se Ce, and a big industrial centere The_re the Negro population is keen for'wine
and whiskeye One of the men whom I was interested in, was pretty tipsy when I
called, and, as I sat and talked with him, he said: t!You're drunk, tooe! This
surprised me, and I asked him why he thought 50 'Weli, you got your vest and
‘collar on backwards, so you must be drumki’ |

"Since, I have had pastorates at Aiken, Peak, Rock Hill, and Walterboro.
From Walterborof]}'. came to Columbia a..§ pastor of St. Anna's Episcopal Church and
the missions of:;.n\n's at New Brookland and Ste Thomas at Eastovere I presume
I have done preﬂtty well in this field, since tﬁe Rte Reve Bishop Kirlman G,
Finlay, De De, appointed me arch-deacon for Negro work in upper South Carolins.

"As I was coming away from the Bishopfs office, I was accompanied by
another colored rector, who had very short legse 1 am six feet, four inches in
height, and he looked up &t me as we walked along and asked quizzically: YHow
long should a man's legs be?' I smiled and told him I thought, perhaps, every
man should have legs long enough to reach to the grounde Yes, of course, we
laughed at each other, but my argument won, because Bishop Finlay is about six
V—fee'h, three inches, and I told my short friemd:s 'When Bishop Finlay and I talk;
we are able to look each other in the eye on the levels!

"I married Susen McMahan, a colored school teacher, and the Lord has
blessed us with a son, John Be )Jr. s & fine wood-worker, like his grandfather

was, and two sweet deughterse Alice, the older one, is a teacher in the public

schools of Columbia and Annie is & studente Our home life has always been
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pleasant and unusually sunny.

"I had one very mmorous experience three yeers ago when I was invited
to deliver an address near Mount Olive, Ne Cs, to a convention of young people.
Arriving about 10 o'clock that day, I was met by a citizen who told me he was
assigned to introduce me that eveninge As we rode along, I cautioned him not

to boost me too highlys He said little.’
"When the big, and, I may say, expectant audience was seated that night,

he arose and seemed much embarrassed, ultimately saying: 'Ladies and gentlemen,
1 have an unpleasant duty to perform this evening.' Then, pointing at me, he
went on: 'I don't knovi this man, muche Faoct is, I only know two things about
hime One is, he has never been in jail; and the other is, I never could figure
whye' _

- "No, I am not related to the late Robert Bruce Elliott by ties of con-
sanguinity. He was successively twice & member of Congress from South Cerolina,
and e member and Speaker of the South Carolina House of Representatives in 1876.
Perhaps these honors came to him because he had a good education before he met
the opportunity for service.

"When I think of the '60's = '70's period, I am surprised that recent

slaves, suddenly placed in administrative positions of honor and trus¥, did as

well as they did.

"In the seventy-tub years since slavery, 1 have noted much improvement
along the road, and I am sure that our nation has far less discord now, than it
had when I was a small lade And, when one can note progress in .our march toward

the light, I guess that ought to be sufficient for my optimism."

9]
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EX-SLAVE STORIES

"I was born on June 20th and I remember when the war broke
out, for I was about five years old. We lived in Spartanburg
County not far from old’Cherokee Ford. My father was Emanuel
Elmore, and he lived to be about 90 years old.

"My marster was called by everybody, Col. Elmore, ahd
that is all that I can remeuber about hisrname._When he went to
the war I wanteo to go with him, but “I was too little. He joined-
the Sparoaﬁburg Sharp Shooters. They had a drill‘ground near the. -
Falls. My pe took me to see them drill, ana they were calling'him
Col. Elmore then. When I got ‘home I triea to do like him and every- i
body laughed at me. . That is about all that I remember about the .
" war., In those days,#children dld not Anow thlngs like thaJ do now,.
and grown folks did not Know as much either. o '

"1 used to go and watch my father work.. He was a moulder -
in the Cherokee Iron Works way back there when everythiag was
"done by hand. He moulded everything from knives and forks to |
skillets and wash pots. If you could have seen pa;s hammé§@ you
i woﬁid have seen soméﬁpinngorth looking at. It was so big that it
| jarred the whole earth ﬁhén\it struck a lick. Of course it was &
~-forge hammér. dri?en‘by,water power. They calledvthefhommer'fBig
Henry'. The butt end was as big as an ordinary telephone pole.
"The water wheel had fifteen or twenty spokes in it, but
‘Lwhen it was running it looked like it was solid. I used to llke to

N sit and watch that old wheel The water ran over it and the more

"'er’came over. the more ;’ffower the wheel gave out. |
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"At the Iron Works they made everything by hand that was
used in & hardware store, like nails, horse shoes and rims for all
kinds of wheels, like wagon and buggy wheels. There were moulds for
everything no matter how large or small the thing to be made was.
Pa could almost »ick up the ri:ht mould in the dark, he was so
used to doing it. The patterns for the pots and kettles of dif-
ferent sizes were all in rows, each row being a different size.

In my mind I can still see them. -

*Hot molten iron ffom the vats was dipped with spoons
which were handled by two mén. Both spoons had long handles, with
a man at eéch handle. The spoéns would hold from four"torfive gal-
lons of hot iron that poured just like wafer dqes. As quick as tﬁe
men poured the hot iron in the mould, another man came along be-
hind them and closed the mould. The large moulds had doors and the
small moulds had lids; They had small pans and small spoons for N
little things, like nails, knives and forks. when the mould had
set until cold, the plece was prized out.

"Pa had a turn for making covered skillets and fire dogs.
~ He made them so pretty that white ladies would come and give an
order for & 'pair of dogs', and tell him how they wanted them to
look. He would take his hammer and beat them to look Just that way.

"Rollers pressed out the hot iron for machines and for
special lengths and things that had to be flat., Railroad ties were
presséd out in these rollers. Once the man that handled the hot
iron to be pressed through these rollers got fastened in them him-
self, He was a big man. The blood flew out of him &s his bones were
crushed, and he was ‘rolled into & mass about the thickness and

width of my hand. Each roller weighed about 2,000 pounds.
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"The man who got killed was named Alex Golightly. He
taught the boys my age how to swim, fish'and hunt. His death was
the worst thing that had happened in the community. The man who
worked at the foundry, made Alex a coffin . It had to be made long
and thin because he was mashed ﬁp so bad., In those days-coffins
were nothing but boxes anyway, but Alex's coffin was the most
terrible thing that I have =ver seen. I reckon if tﬁﬁy had had
'pretty cofrfins then like they do now, folks would have bought

them to sleep in.

"Hundreds went to Alex's funeral, white and black, to see
that lonsz narrow coffin and the grave which was dug-to fit it. On
the way to the graveyard, negroes sang songs, for Alex was a good
man. They carried hi.. to the Cherokee graveyard on the old Smith
Ford Road, anc there they buried him. My father helped to build
7the coffin aud he helped haul him to the graveyard. Pa Worked at
the Iron Foundfy until he was very old. He worked there before I
was ever born.

| "My father was sold four ti.es during slavery. When he
was brought to Virginia he was put on the block and auctioned off
for $4,000. He said that the last time he was sold he omly brought
$1,500. He was born in Alabama. When he was bought he wgs carried
from Alabama to Virginia. It was Col. Elmore who took him, He
wanted to go to Alabams again, so Col. Elmore let a speculator take
him back and sell him. He stayed there for several years and got
homesick for South Carolina. He couldn't get His marster to sell
him back here, so he just refugeed back to Col. Elmore's plante-
tion. Col. Elmore took him back and wouldn't let anybody have him.

"Pa married twiee, about the same time. He married Dorcas
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Cooper, who belonged to the Coopers at Staunton Military Academy.
I was the first child born in Camden. She had sixteen children. I
was brought to Spartanburg County when I was little. Both ma and
pa were sold together in Alabama. The first time pa came'to South
Carolina he married a girl called Jenny. She never had any children.
When he went to Alabama, Dorcas went with him, but Jenny stayed
with Col. Elmore. Of course, pa Jjust Jjumped the broom for both of
them. -

"Yhen pa left Alabama to refugee back, he had to leave
Dorcas. They did not love their marster anyway. He put Dorcas up
on the block with a red handkerchief around her head and g&ve her
a red apple to eat. She was sold to a man whose name I have. for-
gotten. When they herded them she got away and was months making
her way back to South Carolina. Those Africans sure were strong.

" she said that she stayed in the woods at night;—Negroes along the
way would give her bread and she wauld kill rabbits and squirrels
and cook and eat in the woods. She would get drunk and beat any

one that tried to stop her from coming back. When she did get back
to Col. Elmore's place, she was lanky, ragzed and poor, but Col.
Elmore was glad to see her and told hgr he was not going to let
anybody take her off, Jenny had cared so well for her children
while she was off, that she liked. her. They lived in the same house
with pa till my mother died.

"Col. Elmore said thet negroes who were from Virginia and
had A:;ican blood could stand anything. He was kind to ma. He fed
her extra and she soon got fat again. She worked hard for Col. El-
more, and she an@ pa sure did love him. One time a lot of the neg-

roes in the'quarter got drunk and ma got to fighting all of them.



Ex-Slave: Emanuel Elmore = 5 =a 1‘)
When she got sobered up she was afraid that Col Elmore was going
to send her back to Alabama; so she went and hid in the woods. Pa
took food to her. In about a month Vol. Elmore asked where she was,
and pa just looked sheepish and grinned. Col. Elmore ﬁold pa to go
and bring her back, for he said he was tired of having his rations
carried to the woods; so ma came home. She had stayed off three
months. She never felt well anymore, and she died in about three
more months. Pa and Jenny kept us till we got big and went off to
ourselves.,

nJenny was born and raised in South Carolina, and she was
good to everybody:and never fought and went on like ma did. Ma
liked her and would not lep anybody say anything against her. She
was good to pa till he died, a real old man. Jenny never had any
ghildren. she was not old when she died, but just a settled woman.
We felt worse over her death than we did over ma's, because she
was so good to us and had cared for us while ma and pa were in
Alabama; then she was good to us after Dorcas died and when she
hid in the woods.

"It seems that folks are too tender now., They can't stand
much. My ma could stand more than I can. My children can't stand
what I can right now. "

Source: Emanuel Elmore (7%2¢, Sycamore St., Gaffney, S.C.
Interviewer: Caldwell Sims, Union, S.C. 11/16/37
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MOM RYER EMMANUEL
Ex-Slave, Age 78 390407

"Oh, my Lord, child, I ain' know nothin bout slavery
time no more den we was just little kids livin dere on de
white people plantation. I was just a little yearlin child
den, I say. Been bout six years old in slavery time,., Well,
I'll say dat I bout 80 some odds, but I.can' never seem to
get dem odds together. I was a big little girl stayin in
0ld Massa yard in dem days, but I wasn'! big enough to do
nothin in de house no time. My 0ld Massa been Anthony Ross
en he had set my age down in de Bible, but my old Missus,
she dead en I know dem chillun wouldn' never know whe'! to
say dat Bible at dese days. 0ld Miss, she been name Matt
Ross. I wish somebody could call up how long de slaves
been freed cause den dey could call up my age fast as I
could bat my eyes. 8Say, when de emancipation was, I been
six years old, so my mammy tell me., Don' know what to say
dat is, but I reckon it been since freedom,"

"I been born en bred right over yonder to dat big patch
of oak trees bout dét house what you see after you pass de
white people church cross de creek dere., De 61d man Anthony
Ross, he been have a good mind to his colored people all de
time. Yes,mam, my white folks was proud of dey niggers. Um,
yes'um, when dey used to have company to de big house, Miss

Ross would bring dem to de door to show dem us chillun. En

11
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my blessed, de yard would be black wid us chillun all string
up dere next de door step lookin up in dey eyes. 0ld Missus
would say, 'Ain' I got a pretty crop of little niggers comin
on?' De lady, she look so please like. Den Miss Roes say,
'Do mﬁ little niggers want some bread to gnaw ont' En us |
chillun say, 'Yes'um, yesg'um, we do.t Den she would go in
de pantry en see cquld she find some cook bread to hand use
She had a heap of fine little niggers, too, cause de yard
would be black wid all different siges. Won' nonme of dem
big enough to do nothin. No,mam, dey bhad to be over 16
year old fore old Maésa would allow dem to work cgueé he
never want to see his niggers noways stunt up while dey was
havin de growin pains. Den when dey was first grow up, dei
would give some of dem é house job en would send de others
in de field to mind de cows en de éheep en bring dem up.
Wouldn' make dem do no heavy Work right to start wid. But
dem what was élder, dey had to work in de field. I reckon
dey would be workin just bout like dey is now from sunrise
in de mornin till sunset in de evenin." | o
"Yes, honey, I been come here under a blesein cause my
white folks never’didn' let dey colored people suffer o
time. Always when a woman wéuld_get in de house, old Massa
would let her leave off work en stay dere to de house a month
till she get mended in de body way. Den she would have to carry
q%ebigi%%ugg'én get back in de field to work., Oh, dey had a



Code No. No. Words

Project, 1885-(1) : Reduced from__ words
Prepared by Annie Ruth Davis Rewritten by y 1;3

Place, Marioh, S.C.

- Date, December 16, 1937 ' ~ Page 3.

0ld woman in de yard to de house ito stay dere en mind all
de plantation chillun till night come, while dey parents'
wasg workin,. Dey'woﬁld let de chillun go home wid dey

mammy to spend de night en den she would have to marcﬁ_

dem righfrback to de yard de next mornin. We didn' do
nothin, but play bout de yard dere en eat What de wWoman
feed us. Yestum, dey would carry us dére when de women
AWould be gwine to work. Be dere fore sunrise. Would

give us three meals a day cause de old woman always give

us supper fore us mammy comerut de field dat evenin. Denm
51gger ones,»dey would give dem clabber en boil peas en
collards sometimes. Would give de little babies boil pea
soup.én gruel en suck bottle. Yes,mam, de old Woman had to
 mind all de yearlin chillun en de babies, too. Dat all her
business was. I recollects her name, it been Lettie. Would
string us little wooden bowls on de floor in & long row en '
us wouid get down dexe en drink just like us w&a pigs. Oh,
she would give us a iron spoon to taste wid, but us ﬁouldn'
never want it. Oh, my Lord, I remember just as good, when
we would see dem bowls of hot ration, dis one en dat one
would holler,'dat mine, dat mine.' Us would just squat dere
en blow en blow cause we wouldn' have no mind to drink it
while it was hot. Den we wbuld want it to last a long time,
too. My happy, I oaﬁ see myself settin dere now coolin dem

vitals (victuals)."
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WLike I speak to you, my white folks was blessed wid a
heap of black chillun, but den dere been a odd one in de
crowd what Wasn' noways like dem others. All de other
chillun was black skin wid dis here kinkXy hair en she was
yellow skin wid right straighp_hair. My Lord, old Missus
been mighty proud of her black chillun;%but gshe sho been
touches bout dat yellow cne., I remember, all us chillun
was pla&in round bout de step one day whe! Miss Ross was
settin en she ax dat yellow child,'say,A'th your papaf?t
De child never know no better en she tell her right out
exactly de one her mammy bad tell her was her papa. Lord,
Miss Roés, gshe say, 'Well, get off my step. Get off en
stay off dere cause you don' noways belong to me.! De poor
child, she cry en she cry so hard till her mammy never know
what to do. 8he take én grease her en black her all over
wid smut, but she couldn'! never trouble dat straight hair
off her noway. Dﬁt how—-come dere so' much different clésses
today, I say. VYes,mam, dat whe' dat old stain come from,"

ey wammy, she Was de housewoman to de big house en she
say dat she would always try to mind her business en she
never didn' get no whippiﬁ much, Yes,mam, dey was mighty
good to my méther, but dem other what never do right, dey
would carry dem to de cow pen en make dem strip off dey
frock.bodie;.clean to de waist. Den dey would tie dem down
t0 a log en paddle dem wid a board. When dey Would whip de

men, -de ‘boards would often times have nails in dem. Hear

+
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talk dey would wash dem wid dey blood. Dat first hide dey
had, white folks would whip it off dem en den turn round

en grease dem wid tallow en make dem work right on. Always
would inflict de punishment at sunrise in de mornin fore dey
would go to work. Den de women, dey would force dem to drop
dey body frock cross de shoulders so dey could get to de naked
skin en would have a strap to whip dem wid. TWouldn!'! never use
no board on de women. Oh, dey would have de lot scatter bout
full of dem what was to get whip on a mornin."

"You see, de éolored people couldn' never go nowhe! off
de place widout dey would get a walkiﬁ ticket from dey Masgsa.
Yes,mam, white folks would have dese pataroller walkin round
all bout de country to catch dem colored people dat never had
no walkin paper tc show dem. En if dey would'catch any of dem
widout dat paper, dey back would sho catch sCissors de next
mornin, "

"Well, I don' know as de white folks would be meanin to
kill any of dey niggers, but I hear talk dey would whip denm
1111 dey would die some of de time en would bury dem in de
night. OCouldn' bury dem in de day cause dey wouldn'! have
time, When dey would be gwine to bury dem, I used to see de
lights many a time en hear de people gwine along singin out
yonder in dem woods just like dey was buryin buzzards. Us
would set down en watch dem gwine along many a night wid
dese great big torches of fire. Oh, dey would have fat
lightwood torches. Dese here big hand splinters. Had to
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carry dem along to see how to walk en drive de wagon to

haul de body. Yes, child, I been here long enough to see.
all dat in slavery time., All bout in dese woods, you ca£7nd
plenty of dem slavery.graves dis day en time. I can tell
bout whe'! dere one now. Yes,mam, dere one right over yonder
to de brow of de hill gwine next to Mr. Claussens. Can tell
dem by de head boards dere. Den some of de time, dey would
just drop dem anywhe! in a hole along side de woods somewhe!
cause de people dig up a skull right out dére in de woods
one day en it had slavery mark on it, dey say. Right over
dere cross de creek in dem big cedars, dere another slavery
graveyard. People gwine by dere could often hear talk en:
couldn' never see nothin, so dey tell me. Hear, um - um -
um, en would hear babiesg cryin all bout dere, too. No'um,
~can' hear dem much now cause déy bout to be wearin out. I

tell you, I is scared every time I go along dere. Some of

dem die wicked, I say."

Source: Ryer Emmanuel, colored, age (8, Claussens, S.Ce.

Personal interview by Annie Ruth Davis, Dec., 1937.
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MOM RYER EMMANUEL
Ex-Slave, Age /8 380417

"¥ell, how you feelin dis mornin, honey? I had tell

Miss Sue dat I would be keepin a eye out dat door dere en
when I is see a car stop up to de house, I would try en
make it up dere dis mornin, Yes,mam, Mises Sue tell me you
was comin today en I promise her I would be up dere, but I
ain' been feelin so much to speak bout dis mornin. Den you
see, I know I gwine be obliged to run down to de woods en
fetch me up some wood en kindlin fore night fall. i been
! spect to make Koota break me up some splinters, but he ain!
no count worthvnothin. Yes,mam, hé my grandson. Cose I tries
to knock bout somewhe' en 1et.me get out in de cotton patch, I
can put in a good sturdy job'any day. You see, my eyes does be
pretty good cause dey got on dey second glove, I say. 0JUan see
good to my age. But oh, my Lord, right in my chest here, it
"does thump sometimes just like a drum beatin in dere en I can!
never stand to hurry en walk hard no more dese days."

| "No,mam, it don' bother me noways to leaie dat door open.
I keeps 1t dat way bout all de time, so as I can look out en
see what gwine along de road dere. What de matter, honéy, you
don' loves to smell dem chitlin I got boilin dere on de stove?
I hear some people say dey can'! stand no chitlin escent nowhe!

bout dem, but I loves dem so much dat it does make my mouth
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run water to thiﬁk bout how me en Koota'gwine enjoy dem dis
evenin. No,mam, us don' never eat us heavy meal till dat
sun start gwine down behind dem trees cross de creek yonder.
You see, I does keep some 'tat:::7g2£; in de coals on de
hearth en if us belly sets up a growlin twixt meals, us just
rakes a 'tatoe out de ashes en breaks it open en makes out on
dat. My God, child, I think bout how I been bless dat I ain!
never been noways scornful bout eatin chitlins. Yes,man, whén
I helps up dere to de house wid hog killin, Mr. Moses, he does
always say for me to carry de chitlin home to make me en Koota
a nice pot of stew,® |

"I tellin you, when us been chillun comin up, people sho
never live like dey do dis day en time. Oh, I can remember
just as good when I used to go dat Hopewell Presbyterian Ohurch
cross de creek dere., Yes,mam, dat been de white people slavery
church en dat dey slavery graveyard what settin right dere in
front de church, too. Dat sho a old, old slavery time church,
I say., Massa Anthony Ross would make us go dere to preachiﬁ
every Sunday:en dey was mighty strict bout usrgwine to prayer
gervice, too. Us would go up dem steps in dat little room,
what been open out on de front piazza to de church, en set up
in de gallery overhead en de white folks ®et down dere below
-us. Yes,mam, dat whe! de colored people went to church in dem
days en some of dem go dere till dey die caumse dat whe'! dey been

join de church. Some of dem does go dere often times dese days,
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too, when de white people axes dem to sing to dey church. I
remember, when I been baptize dere, 1 was just a litile small
child., Oh, de white preacher baptized all us little niggers
dere. 014 Massa, he tell all his hands to carry dey chillun
up dere en get dem baptized. Oh, my happy, dey been fix us

up dat day. Put on us clean homespuns en long drawers, dat
been hang down round us ankles like boots, en all us get a

new bonnet dat day. I recollects, dey would march us right

up to de front of de church en de preacher would cdme down to
whe! we was standin wid a basin of water in one hand en a towel
in de other hand. He would take one of us chillun en lay he
wet hand on dey head en say, 'I baptize dee in de name of, etc.!
Deﬁ dat one would have'to_get back en another one would step up
for dey turn. De preacher, he would have a big towel to wipe
his hands wid en every child's mammy would be standin right be-
hind hind dem wid a rag to wipe de(drain) dren water out dey
eyes."

“Oh, my Lord, when de Yankees come through dere, I hear
dem say it was de Republicane. Mr.NRoss had done say dat he
hear talk dat dey was comin through en he tell his niggers to
hurry en hide all de plantation rations. Yes,mam, dey dig
cellars under de colored people houses en bury what meat en
barrels of flour dey could en dat what dey couldn' get under
dere, dey hide it up in de loft. Mr. Ross say, 'Won' none of
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dem damn Yankees‘get no chance to stick dey fotten tooth in
my rations.' We say, 'Ma, you got all dese rations here en
we hungry.! She say, 'No, dem ration belong to boss en you
chillun better never bother dem neither.! Den when Mr. Ross
had see to it'dat dey had fix everything éafe, he take to de
swamp. Dat what my mammy say cause he know dey wasn'! gwine
bother de womens. Lord, when dem Yankeés ride up‘to de big
house, Miss Ross been scared to open her mouth cause de man
was in de swamp. No,-child, dey didn!' bother nothin much,
but some of de rations dey get hold of. Often times, dey
would come through en kill chickens en butcher a cow up en
coék it right dere. Would eat all dey wanted en den when dey
would go to leave, dey been call all de little plantation
‘niggers to come dere en would give dem what was left. Oh,
Lord, us was glad to get dem vitals, too. Yes,mam, all dey
had left, dey would give it to de poor colored people. Us
been 80 glad, us say dat us wish dey would‘come back again.
Den after dey had left us plantation, dey would go some other
place where dere was another crowd of 1little niggers en would
left dem a pile of stuff, too. 0ld Massa, he been stay in de
swamp til1l he hear dem Yankees been leave dere en den he come
home en would keepvsendin to de colored people'houses to get
a little bit of his rations to a time., Uncle Solomon en 8ipp

en Leve, dey been eat much of boss' rations dey wanted cause
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dey been know de Yankees was comin back through to free dem.
But my mammy, she was a widow woman en old man Anthony Ross
never left nothin to her house,"

"I tell you, honey, some of de colored people sho been
speak praise to dem Yankees. I don' know bow-come, but dey
never know no better, I say. Dey know ei dey never Xnow,
One o0ld man been ridin one of dese stick horses en he been

so glad, he say, !Thank God! Thank God!"

Source: Ryer Emmanuel colored, age 78, Claussens, S.C.

Personal interview by Annie Ruth Davis, Marion, S.C.
December, 1937.
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MOM RYER EMMANUEL
Ex-Slave, (8 Years 390426

"Good evenin, child. How you is? How Miss Sue gettin
along over dere to Marion? I hope she satisfied, but dere
ain' nowhe! can come up to restin in your own home, I say.

No, Lord, people own home don' never stopvto cuss dem no
time., Dere Koota!s mamwa all de time does say, 'Ma, ain!

no need in you en Booker stayin over dere by yourself. Come
en live wid us.' I say, 'No, child. Father may have, sister
may have, brother may have, en chillun may have, but blessed
be he dat have he own.' I tell all my chillun I rather stay
here under my own roof cause when I takes a notion, I can go
in en bake me a little hoecake en draw me a pot of coffee en
set down to eat it in satisfaction.”

“After you was gone de other day, I thought bout right
smart to speak to you, but when I gets tired, I just get all
fray up somehow. My sister, she come to seec me Sunday en I
had dem all laughin bout what I say dat I had tell you. My
sister, she make out like she don' know nothin bout dem olden
times. Her husband, he done gone en die en she out lookin
~rTound for another one. Reckon dat what ails her. I tell her,
I ain' see none nowhe! dat I would be pleased to take in. But
I don' care Wwhat she say, us sho been here in slavery time
cause my mother didn' have bdut one free born child en dat one

come here a corpse,"
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"I remember, Ma used to tell we chillun bout how dey
couldn'! never do nothin in slavery time, but what de white
folks say dey could do. I say, 'If I been big enough in
dem days, I would sho a let out a fight for you.! You see,

I was a little small Child den en I never know no better
den to speak dat way" -

My mother, she was de house woman to de big house in
slavery time, but she never didn' get no money for what she
been do. No,mam, white folks never didn' pay de poor colored
people no money in dat day en time. 8ee, old boss would give
dem everything dey had en provide a plenty somethin to eat for
dem all de time. Yes'um, all de niggers used to wear dem old
Dutch shoes wid de brass in de toes en de women, dey never
didn' have nothin ‘cept dem old coarse shoes widout no linin.
Couldn'! never waar dem out. Yes'um, dey always give us a
changin of homespuns, so as to strip on wash day en put on a
fresh one."

“Den I recollects we chillun used to ax us mammy whe'! us
come from en she say, 'I got you out de hollow log.'! TWell,
just like I tell you, slavery chillun héd dey daddy somewhe!
on de plantation. Cose dey had a daddy, but dey didn! have
no daddy stayin in de house wid dem. White folks would make
you take dat man Whg' if you want him or no. Us chillun never
didn' know who us daddy been till us mammy point him out cause

;

all us went in Massa Anthony Ross! name., Yes,mam, all us had

a different daddy, so my mammy say."
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"Who dat come here wid you? Lord, dat don' look like
no wife. How long you is been married, heoney? You ain' say
s0o. Look like you is just bloomin, I say."

"Oh, I tell you, I see a heap of things in dem days,
but I ain'! got my studyin cap on right now en I can' call
up nothin right sharp. Us never know nothin bout us was
gwine get free in dat day en time. Us was same as brutes
en cows back dere cause us been force to go by what white
man say all de time. Oh, dey would beat de colored people
80 Worser till dey woula’run away en stay in de swamp to
save dey hide., But Lord a mercy, it never do no good to
run cause time dey been find you was gone, dey been set de
nigger dog on you. Yes,mam, dey had some of dese high dogs
dat dey call hounds en dey could sho find you out, too. Oh,
dem hounds would sho get you. Don! care whe'! you was hidin,
dem dogs would smell you. If you been climb up a tree, de
dog would trail you right to de foot of dat tree en just
stand up en howl at you. Dey would stand right dere en hold
7you up de tree till some of de white folks been get dere en
tell you to come down out de tree. Den if you never do like
dey say, dey would chop de tree down en let you fall right
in de dog's mouth. Would let de dog bite you en taste your
blood, so dey could find de one dey was lookin for better de
next,time; Yes,mam, white people would let de dog gnaw you

up en den dey would grease you €n carry you home to de horsee
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lot whe'! dey would have a lash en a paddle to wﬁip you wid.
Oh, dey would have a2 swarm of black people up to de lot at
sunrise on a mornin to get whip. Would make dem drop dey
body frock en would band dem down to a log en would put de
licks to dem., Ma was whip twice en she say dat she stay to
her place after dat. I hear talk dey give some of dem 50
lashes to a whippin. Dat how it was in slavery time. Poor
colored people couldn! never go bout en talk wid dey neighbors
no time widout dey Massa say so. I say,»'Ma, if dey been try
to beat me, I would & jump up en bite dem.' 8he say, 'You
would get double portion den.! Just on account of dat, ain!
many of de@ slavery people knockin bout here now neither, I
tell you. Dat first hide dey had, white folis just took it
off dem. I would & rather been dead, I say. 1 remember, we
chillun used to set down en ax Ma all bout dis en dat. Say,
'Ma, yunnah couldn' do nothinf{' 8She say, 'No, whiﬁe people
had us in slavery time,®

"My God a mercy, I think now de best time %o live in
cause I ain' gettin no beatin dese days. If I had been big
enough to get whip in slavery time, I know I would been dead
cause I would been obliged to fight dem back en dey would kill
folks for dat in dem days. If anybody burt me, dey got to hurt
back again, I say. Cose us had us task to do in dem days, but

us never 4idn' have to bother bout huntin no rations en clothes
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no time den like de people be burdened wid dese days. I
tell you, what you get in dese times, you got to paw for
it en paw hard, but ain'! nobody else businesgs whe! you do
it or no." |

"Oh, de young people, dey ain' nothin dis day en time.
Ain' worth a shuck no time., De o0ld ones ;an beat dem out
a hollow anywhe'!., Ain' no chillun raise in‘dese days, I say.
After fre=dom come here, I know I been hired out to white
folks bout all de time en, honey, I sho been put through de
crack. Lord, I had a rough time. Didn' never feel no rest.

Dat how-come I ain' get all my growth, I say.!

Source: Mom Ryer Emmanuel, colored, 78 years, Claussens, S.C.

Personal interview by Annie Ruth Davis, Marion, 8.C.

See & XWI Ms. iy
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STORIES FROM EX<SLAVES

"White folks, ' I sho nuff did ride wid de 'Red shirts' fer
viarse Hampton. Dar was two other darkies what rid wid us. Dey is
bof daed now. Cne was Jack Jones, and de t'othern I does not re-
collect his name. H4m and Jack is both daed. Dat leave me de
onliest living one what rid in de company. ™

"I rid in de company wid sarse Jimmie Young and he was de
Cap'un. lle live out yonder at Sardis Church. iv'ybody know ilarse
Jimmie., He ain't quite as aged yet as I bees. {r. J.T. Sexton, he
rid from up around Cross Keys. he =0t de 'hole in de wall:! ané I
calls on him vit, and us talks over de olden days. iiiss 3o0bo's hus-
band, he rid in liarse Jimmie's company. (:r. Preston B. 3o0bo) OQur
company camped at de ole Brick church out whar de mansion set now,
It has allus been called‘dé Lower Eairrorestnﬁaptist Church, whar
de wnite folks still gnes, 'ce t de done move de church down on de
new road, further from'de inansion ané de ole graveyard. I lows dat
you knows I is speakinz o' de new mansion -- :r. Emslie Nicholson's
house on de forest at de Shoals. I is ot memory, but I ain't got
no larning; d«t I is proud of, kaise 1 1s seed folk§ wid larning
dat never knowed nothingz worth spesking aovout, ill de way 'fru', 1
is done tuck and stuck to my white folks -- de Bemocratéc wiiite
folks, 4t I is,

"Sho was a pretty sisht to see 'bout a huntded mens up

on fine horses wid red sanirts on. I stifi sees dem in mg mind
clear as day. Our red snirts fastened wid a strong band 'round de

walist, Dar wasn't nar'y speck o' white to be seed no whars on ‘em,
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Dey was raal heavy and strong. Fact, dey was made from red flannel,
and I means it was sho ‘nough flanhel, too. I had done kept one ot
mine here till times got hard and den I tuck and tore it up fer me
a undershirt, here past it been two winters when it got so cold.

"One ﬁight us sot up all night and kept a big fire. Next
morning it was de biggest frost all over de ground; but us never
Zot one mite cold. De gbod whiée ladies of de community malle our.
‘red shirts fer us., I 'spects Marse Jimmie ﬁén name some fer you,

"I got eve'y registration ticket in my house, and I still
votes allus de democratic ticket. I has longed to de Denocratic_
club ever since de red shirt days and I has voted dat way all de
time, I was Jeé' turn't sevpntgen when I Jined de Red Shirts and
got into de Democratic Club, and I has been in it ever since. It
ain't gwine out neither. - _

51 sho seed Hampton speak from—Dr.VCulp's porch._I voted fer
him.-At dat time, I lived on‘de Keenan place. liarse Jimmie.Young,
he de overseer fer Mr. Keenaﬁ. Mr. Charles Ray owns ané lives on it
now. Dat brick church straight up de road from de Keenan place;
straight as a bee line. Dat whar us met most o' de timé fer de Red
Shirt gatherings. Qur Red Shirt ciub was called de 4Fairfore$t'
ciub atter de Lower Fairforest white folks Baptist church. De church
has alius sot on de banks o' Fairfofest Creek. Atter us gét organ-
ized, I used to tote ouf flag. I was de onliest d&rky dat toted it,

®T is doné handed you a few names; dey ié_all Democratic
names. Lots‘of dem 'scapes my knowledge, it has all been sd lon;

an. Dar was Mr. Gilmer Greer. llss Gilmer Blankenship what lives

out dar, she his niece. jir. John Sims 'nother white man I members,
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Dar was lots o' companies in dis county, bui’l does not recall
how many.

"Captain Jimmie Young would allus notify when dar was to be
a'meeting. Uosdarkies dat 'longed 'ud go and tell de white mens to
come to de church. Us met sometime right 'fo de 'lection and all~de
companies come together at de ole courthouse dat stood right whar
de new one is now, |

"Robinson's Circus come to Union. De circus folks gib everbody
a free ticket to de circus dat 'longéd fo dé Democratic Club. Dey -
let all de scalawag niggers in fer registration tickets dat de Re-
pubiicans had done give dem to vote fer Chamberlain.>Dem niggers
wanted to go to de circus wu'ée'dan dey wanted to de anything else.
Dey never dre'mt dat dey was not‘a going to git to vote iike dercar-
pethaggefg, and derscaléwégs had done tole dem to:do. Fact is, dey
never;much-cared jes? sihce de got in‘dé circué} Dem dat wanted de
regiqtration tickets back when de come out, nevér seed nobody to
git 'em from nohows. Robinson's Circus was so big dat dey never
showed it all ip Unionp but what dey had was out on McClure's field..
It wasn't nb_houses dar den, and, o coufée; dar wasn't no mill no
whar about Uﬁion in dem days. All de tents dat was staked was stak-
- ed in MéClure'sAole field over on 'Tosch' Branch. In dem days, dat
field was-dg biggest territory inHAe clear around Union. Atter dat,
allvdé Red Shirts met on de facade in front o"de courthouse. Mos'
—all de mens made a speech. Another darky sung a song liké dis:
'Marse Hampton was a honest ‘man; Nr. Chamberlain was a rogue' --
Den I sung & song likn dis: 'Marse Hampton et de watermelon, Mr.,
Ghamberlain knawed de rine,' Us Jest having fun den, kaise us had

. done *lected Marse Hamp&on as de new governor of sSouth Ca'linia.™

souréez fncle Pen" Eubanks, Hampton Ave. Union, S.C. (age 83)
| In‘berviewer- Caldwell Sims, Union. S.C. {5/4/87)
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LEWIS EVANS
EX-SLAVE 96 YEARS

Lewig Evans lives on the lands of the estate of the late C. L. Smith,
ebout ten miles southwest of Winnsboro, S. C. The house is a two-room frame
structure, with a chimey in the center. He has the house and garden lot,
free of rent, for the rest of his life, by the expressed wish of Mre. Smith
before his demise. The only other occupant is -k mgfe, Nancy, who is his
third wife end much younger than Lewis. She does ail the work ebout the
home. They exist from the produce of the garden, output of fowls, and the
small pension ILewis receives. They raise a pig each year. This gives them
their mgat for the succeeding yeare.

" Who I b'long to? Where was I born? White folks tell me I born af=-
ter de stars fell, (1333), but meybe I too little to 'member de day. Just
have to go by what I hear them say. Think it was 'bout 1841l. All accounts
isy I was born a slave of Marster John Martin, near Jenkinsville. Old Mis=-
tress, his wife, named Miss Margeret. All Ilcan ‘member 'bout them is dis:
They had 'bout fifteen slaves, me ‘'mongst them. His daughter married a doc-
tor, Doctor Herrison. I was sold to Maje William Bell, who lived ‘'bout ten or
twelve miles from old Marster. I's a good size boy thene. Meje. Bell had ten fem-
ilies when I got dere. Put me to hoein' in de field and dat fall I picked cot=-
tone “ext year us didn't have cotton ﬁlanters. I was took for one of de ones
to plant de cotton seed by drappin' de seed in de drille I had a bag 'round
my neck, full of seeds, from which I'd teke handfuls end sow them 'long in
de rows Us had a horse-gin and screwpit, to git de cotton fit for de market

in Charlestone. Used four mules to gin de cotton and one mule to pack it
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in a bale. Had rope ties and all kinds of bagginge. Seems to me I 'members
gseein?® old flour sacks doubled for to put de cotton bales in, in de screw=-
presss

" Us raised many cows, hogs, sheep, and goats on de Bell placs. Ué
worked harde Us all had one place to eat. Had two women cooks and plenty
to eat, cooked in big pots and ovense. Dere was iron pegs in and up de kitchen
chimeys, chain and hooks to hold pots 'bove de firee Dqt's de way to boil
things, meats and things out de garden.

" Whippin's? Yes sir, I got °'most skinned alive once, when I didn*t
bring up de éows one Sundaye 3ot in a fight wid one of Miss Betsie Aiken's
hands and let de cows git away, was de cause of de whippin'. I was 'shamed
to tell him ‘bout.de fighte Majo Bell, dis time, whipped me hisselfe

“ My white folks was psalm singers. I done drove them to de old brick
church on Little River every Sabbath, as they call Sundaye Dere was Miss Marw-
garety his wife, Miss Sallie and Miss Maggie and de two young marsters, Tom
and Hughe De twé“béys and me in fromt end my mistress and de two girls be-
hind. Maje Bell, when he went, rode his saddle horse.

® Who-eed Don't talk to dis nigger 'bout patrollers. They run me many
a times You had to have a pass wid your name on it, who you b'long to, where
gwine to, and de date you expected backe If they find your pass was to Mr.
James® and they ketch you at Mre Rabb's, then you got a floggin', sure ana
plenty. Maje Bell was a kind master and would give us Saturday. Us would go.
fishin' or rabbit huntin®' sometime.

" Us had two doctors, Dortor Furman and Doctor Davise ﬁhite folks care
for you when you sicke I didn*t have no money in slavery time, didn®t have
no usge for none.‘Ub had no quarters, houses just here and dere on de place,

'round de spring where us got watere
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" Iy Marster went to de old war and was a majores He had brass but-
tons, butterflies on his shoulders, and all det, when he come backe

" De Yenkees comes Fust thing they look for was moneys They put a
pistol right in my forehead and say: 'I got to have yowr money, ﬁhere is
it?' Dere was a gal, Caroline, who had some money; they took it away from
lers They took de geese, de chickens and all dat was worth takin' off de
rlace, stripped ite. Took all de meat out de smoke-house,.gorn out de crip,
cattle out de pasture, burnt de gin-houss and,cotton. Whén they left, they
shot some cows and hogs and left them lying right deres Dere was a awful
smell round dere for weeks aftere

" Sometnin' d'rected me, when I was free, to go work where I was
‘born, on de Mﬁrtin places I married Mary Douglas, a good=lookin® wenche A
Yankee took a fancy to her and she went off wid de Yankeee. She stayed a long
time, then come back, but I'd done got Preacher Rice to marry me to lauvinia
thene Dis second wife was a good gale I raised ten chillun by her, but I's
outlived them all but Manuel, Clara and John. When Louvinia passed out, I
got Magistréte Smith to jine me and Nancye. She's still livin'. Home sick
now, can't do nothin'.

* White people been good to mee I've been livin' in dis home, free of
rent, given me for life by Mr. Jim Smith, ‘cause I was his faithful servant
twenty yearse

" Many times I's set up in de gallery of de old brick church on Little
Rivere. They had a special catechism for de slaves, dat asked us who made you,

and
what He made you out of,/what He made you for? I ain't forgot de answers to

diS day.
" Marster Major give us Chris®mas dey and a pass to visit 'bout but

we sho' had to be back and repo't befo' nine o'clock dat same day.



[ )

4. )

" T got my name after freedom. My pappy b'long to Mre David R. Evanse
4is name was Steve; wasn't married reg'lar to my mammy. So when I went to
take a name in Reconstruction, white folks give me Lewis Evanse

" I b'longs to de Baptist churche Am trustin' in de Lord. He gives
me a conscience and I knows when I's doin' right and when de devil is ridin®
me and I's doin' wronge I never worry over‘ why He made one child white and
one child black. He make both for His glorye I sings 'Swing Low, Sweect Char-
iot, Jesus Gwine Carry Me Home.' Ain't got many more days to staye. I knows

I'm gwine 'Homee"
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PHILLIP LEVANS

2X-SLAVE 85 YEARS OLD.

Phillip Ivans, his wife, Jenie, end their crippled son live together
in a two=room frame house with one fireplace. The old woman has been a
wet nurse for many white families in winnsboro. Heither Phillip nor his
boy can work. The wife nurses occasionally.

" T was born at de General Bratton Canaan plece ‘'bout six miles, sort
of up a little, on de sunrise side of Winnsboro. I hopes you're not contrary
like, to think it too much against dis old slave when I tells you de daye.
Jell §ir, dat day was de fust day of April but pray sir, don't write me dowm
e fool ‘cause I born on dat p'ticular AprilrFool Day, 1852. ﬂhen I gits through
wid you, I wants you to say if dat birthday have any 'fect on dis old man's sen-
sibility.

" My peppy was name Dicke Him was bought by General Bratton from de sale
of de Evens estate. My pappy often tell mamuy and us chillun, dat his pappy
was ketched in Africe and fetched to America on a big ship in a iron cage,
'long wid a whole heap of other black folks, and dat he was powerful sick st
de stomach de time he was on de shipe

" My mammy was neme Charlotte. Her say her know nothin' 'bout her daddy
or where he come frome Une of my brothers is de Reverend Jackson C. Evans,
age T2 Richard, another brother, is 65 years o;d. All of us born on de Ca-

nean Bratton place. General Bratton love dat place; so him named it proud,

like de land of Canaane



"I help to bring my brother Richard, us calls him Dick, into de worlde -
Dat is, when memmy got in de pains, I run for de old granny on de place to come
right awaye Us both run all de wa.y backe GOOd us did, for dat boy come right
avays 1 'members,to dis hour and minute,dat as soon as dat boy got here, he
set de house full of noise, a= cryin’ like a cat séuallin'. 411 chillun does
dat though, as soon as they come intc; de worlde I got one sister older ‘than
me ; her name Jenny Watsone Her live in-a house on de Cansen place, callin' dis=-
tence from where I lives Us is Methodistse A proud family, brought low by Mre
doover and his crowde Had to sell our lend. 'Séect us would have starved, as
us too proud to bege Thank God, Mr. Roosevelt come 'longe Him never ask .
whether us democra‘ti or 'p'ublica.n nor was us black or white; him just clothe our.
nakednesvs -and ease de pains of huhger, and goin' i‘u:fther-, us goin' to be took B
cere of in our old sges Oh, how I love dat men; though they do say him got
enemi;eus.f | | ) o o | —

iy br&bher s de ﬁreacher , says dat occasioned by »d‘e fact dat de President
got a big stick and a big foot, Ada‘b- sometime he tromp on de gout foots of some
of them rich peoples 7Hows_omever, he‘v éay dat as long as de-Lord, de Son; and de
Holy Ghost is ‘wid de President, it'll be e.il right forv‘us colored fo_l_ks. It
‘ma}ces no differénce 'bout who is against de President. He says us niggers ‘down
South cen do nothin' bub be Methodist, pray to de Lord, and shout for de Presi-

dente I's goin' to try to_do some of de prayin' but dis voice too feeble to do

mich shoutinte

"Whet kind of house us live in at slavery time? Nice plank houses ALl

"~ Our li'vﬁ‘;n' "housesend vittles was better and healthier than th;y }vi_s nowe Big quar-

ers had many femilies wid & big drove of chillune . Fed them from big long

de houses_in de qﬁarhefé—-—made_ dafwaye Our beds was goodse Us had a good marsters —




trays set on planks. They eat wid iron spoons, made at de blgcksmith'sshop.
Thet they eat? Peas, beans, okra, Irish 'tators, muéh, shorts, bread, and
milke Dere was 'bout five or six acreé to de garﬂden. Us kept fat end happye

"Who was de overseers? lir. Wade Rawls was one and Mr., C;sborne wes
another. There was enother one but 'spect I won't ’nmﬁe hiin,’cause hizﬁ had
some troube wid my Uncle Dennise 'Pears like he insult my asunt end beet here.
Uncle ADennis took it up, begt de ovéréeer, aﬁ_d run off tg de woodse Then Awhen
he glt hu.ngry, him come home at night for to eat sumpin'e Dis kept up 'til
one dey my pappy drive a wagon to town end Dennis Jmed hlm. Him was & settin'
on de back of de wagon in de town and somebody p01nt him out to a off:.cer. |
They clamp him and put him :q.n jaile Af'ber de 'vest:.gatlon they take him to de
whippin' post of de town, tie his foots, make him put his hends in de stocks,
pulled off his s.hi'rt-,Apull'dorwn“ his britches and ‘whip' him ﬁerriﬁle. |

~"No s-ir s Marster Geheral Bratton didn_'f "low hié siavés*’ chillun to worke
I just played-'roﬁnd, help_ feed d‘e>srtock and pigs, br:.ng_,m _de fruit from dé
orchard and sich Like. | -

"Yes sii', marster give me small coinse What I do wid de money? I buy>
a pretty oa,;z,,bne tlme. Just don't 'members what I did wid it all.

s vent flshln’ in de A&el'ton Branch, wid hookse Ketch rock rollers,
: éerofl ‘a.nd ca.’cfishg They eat ;mig}_xty ’Vgood.’_ I like de shortnin' breaé and ﬁsugér
i c;ane 'lesses be‘st_ end de fust t:.me I ever do wrong was ‘bout de watermelon—s., . |

| ‘"Q;ir éhoés wes mede on de places They had woocieii bottomse My de.é;i;)rs, _

b_eing de foremn, was de only sl-'e.ve’da:{: was give de hoﬁor fé) Wear boots. |

“Dere wa.s :jus’c “two nmls:btoes on de plaoe. Cne weas a daughter of my aunt.

-.Lll de niggers was crs.:ay tbout: her and wid de oonsent of my snn'b, ms.rs*ber give

\]_i‘folks in Arka.nsas. De other was name, Rufus. My mrstgx;, ms




not his daddy. No ﬁse to put down dere in writing just who nis pappy wase.

"Stealing was de main crime. De whippin's was put on de backs, end
if you scowled, dat would gif you a whippin' right dere and then.

* Yos sir, dere is‘haunts, plenty of theme De devil is de daddy and
they is hatched out in de swamps. My brother say they is demons of hell
and has de witches of de earth for their hosses.

"De neighbors 'bout was de Neils, de Rawls, de Smiths, and de Mobleys.
Varse Ed Mobley was great for huntin'e Marse General Bratton was a great
sheep raisere In spite of dat, they got élong; though de dogs pestered de
sheep and de shotguns peppered de dogs sometimese

"My marster was a general in de Secession Ware After dat, him a con- -
~ troller of de State. Him run old 'Buttermilkf wallace out of Congresse Then
he was a Congressman.

”My mistress was Miss Bettie. Her was & DuBose. Hef child, Miss Isa-
bella, marry some big man up North and their son, Theodore, is de bishop
of de high 'Piscopal Church of Mississippi.

"Now I repeats de questi;n: Doés you think I's a fool just ‘cause I's
born on dat fust day of April, 18527

"You made me feel religious eskin' all them questions. Seem like a
voice of all de days dat am gone turn over me and press on de heart, and
dis room ‘fect me like I was in a church. If you ever pass de Canmen place

I'd be mighty happy to see you ageine"
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STORIES FROM EX-SLAVES

"I was born in old Abbeville County, S.C. about 1861; was
reared in what is now éreenwood County. My father was Winston
Arnold and my mother, Sophronia iomax :rnold. They belonged to
the Arnold rfaiuily during slavery time. I was just & small child
during the Confederate iiar, and don't remember anything about it.
I heard my mother tell about some things though. The slaves earned
no money and were just given quarters to live in and something to
eat. ry father was a blacksmith on master's place, and after the
waf, he was blacksmith for himself. I heard him tell about the
patrollers. They had lots of cornshuckings and cotton pickings,
but they never worked at night.

"I remember the night-riders, but don't remember -that they
did any harm much except they got after a man once.

"When any of us got sick we sent for = doctor, but old-
time folks I hesard about, would use herbs, tree barks, and the
like of thet to make teas to drink.

"I married in a negro church when I was young. I married
Frank Falr who came fro; Newberry County, S(C. After the cere-
mony, the neighbors gave me a nice dinner at the church.

"I don't remember anyth.ng about Iincoln or Jeff Davis,
but I think Booker Washington is a leading colored man and has
done good.

"I joined the Bhurch wheh I was nine years olfd, because
my father and nmnother belonged, and so many young people were
joining. I think everybody ought to join a church."

Source: Eugenia Fair (76), Greenwood, S.C.
Interviewed ¥y: G.L Summer, Newberry, S.C. (6/10/37)
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STORIES FROM EX-SLAVES

"I lives in Newberry in a small three-room house which be-
longs to my son. He helps me some 'cause I can't work except jest a
little 'round de house.

"I don't know much 'bout de war times. All I know is what
I told you befo!'. I 'member when de war quit agd freedom come. }ost
of de slaves had to find work where dey could.ISome had to work as
_share-croppers, some fer wages, anc later on, some rented small plots
of land. Many niggers since de war moved to town and worked asrday
hands, such as carpenters, janitors, dray drivers and de like.

"De o0ld tire folks had blacksmith shops on de farm and
made most of de tools dey used. Dey had plenty to eat. We never
wanted fer nothing and'always lived good. I had it better den dan I
does now,

"In slavery when de patrollers rode up and down de roads,
once a niggef boy stole out to see his gal, all dreséed up to kill.
De patrollers found him 2t his gal's house and started to take off
his coat sordey could whip hih; but he =aid, 'Pléase don't let my
gal see under ny coat, 'ceuse I got on a bosom and no shirt'. (The
custom was to wear stiff, white bosoms held up éround the neck when
no shirt was on. This gave the appearance of a shirt.)

Miy sister-in-law and mother-in-law both come from Virginia
but I don't 'member anything dey said 'bout dat country. Iy sister-
in-law went baék dere atter freedom come, but her mama died here.

ﬁUs slaves went to de white folks' church at Cross Roads,

and our mistress made us go. She often would teach us to read and



}étories'Erom Ex-SlavéQ'f; (earoline Féfrew)

write at home when we would try to learn. Mistress had a nigger
driver fer her carriage, and when he drove he wore a high beaver hat
and a long coat. our white folks had a big kitchen way off from de
house. Dey had a big wide fireplace where dey cooked over de fire in
skillets. My.miétress héd me to work in de house, kind of a house-
girl, and she made me keep clean and put large ear rings in my ears
so I would look good. When Christmas come, Marse and Mistress always
give de slaves good things to eat. Dey had lots of cows, and dey glve
us good butter and milk, molasses, meats and other good thlngs to eat
We always worked on week days except Saturdays: and sometimes on dat
day until 12 o'elock. We alwaySHhad Christmas and Faster hollidays. |
"V¥e had eorn-shuékings aﬁd eotton-pickings. De niégers
would sing:»'Job, Job, farm in a row; Job, Job, farm in a row'.
Sometimes on m@onlightnighfs we had bénder'pullings and when we got
through wé.had big suppers, always wid- good potatoes or pﬁmpkin pies,
de best eating éve:._we made corn bread wid:plgnty-bf milk,Aegés and

lard,- and sometimes wid sweet potatoes, éefbest corn bread in de

- world. 'Simmon;bread was madeAwid sifted 'simmon~3uicé cooked’Wi@ flous

~ *Inarried first time to Joe Todd, and had a big wedding-
ﬁhat'my_mistréss_give melin‘her back yard. Shé had a 513 shpai‘killeg ‘
fer de wedd;hg dinner, My‘mistress‘deﬁf;as Miss Cornelia Ervin. When
i mﬁrried de second time; I marriea in-town to ﬁest Farrow, in der
colored people’s Baptist church by Rev. West Rutherford, a nlgger
preacher, de pastor. My second husband died, too, a few years ago.
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