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Winnsboro, S. Ce

MARY RAINES
EX=-SLAVE 99 YEARS OLD.

Mary Raines is the oldest living person, white or black, in Feire
field Countye If she survives until next December, she will have attained
her century of yearse She lives with her widowed deughter, Fannie McCollough,
fifty-seven years old, and a son, Joe Raines, aged 76 yearse They rent a
twoe=room frame house, on lends of Mrse Sallie Wylie, Chester County, Se¢ Ce
Joe, the son, is & day laborer on nearby farmse Fannie cooks for Mrss We T,
Rainese 014 Mother Hary’ hes been receiving a county pension of $6400 per
month for seversl yearse

"How old would Marse Williem Woodward be if he hadn't died befo'

I gwine to die? A hundred and twenty, you say? Well, dat's 'bout de way

I figured my agee Him was a nephew of Marse Ed, de fust Merse Ed P, Mobley.
Him say dat when him ‘'‘come twenty-one, 0ld merster give him a bir‘éhday dinner
and ‘vite folks to it. Marse Riley McMaster, from Winnsboro, Se Ce, was dere
a flyin' 'round my young mistress, Miss Hariette Marse Riley was a young
doctor, ridin' 'round wid seddlebagse While thoy was all settin' down to
dinner, de young doctor have to git up in a hurry to go see my mammye Left
his plate piled up wid turkey, nice dressin', rice and gravy, cendy 'tatoes,
and apple marmalade and cakee De wine 'canter was a settin' on de 'hogany
sideboarde All dis him leave to go see mammy, who was a squallin' lak a
passle of patarollers (patrollers) was e layin' de lash on here When de
young doctor go and come back, him say as how my mammy done got all right
and her have a gal babye Then him say.dat Marse Ed, his uncle, took him to
de quarter where memmy was, look me all over end sey: ‘Ain't her a good one?

Must weigh ten poundse I's gwine to name dis baby for your mama, Williame



Tell her I neme her, Mary, for her, but I 'spects some folks'll call her
'Polly', just lak they call your mama, 'Folly®.

"I was a strong gal, went to de field when I's twelve years old,
hoe my acre of cotton, 'long wid de grown ones, end pick my 150 pounds of
cottone As I wasn't scared of de cows, they set me to milkin' and churnin'e
Bless God} Dat took me out of de field. House servants 'bove de field ser=
vants, them dayse If you didn't git better ratioms and things to eat in de
house, it was your own fault, I tells youl TYou just gave to help de chillun
to teke things end while you doin' dat for them, you take things for yourself.
I never call it stealin'e I just call it takin' de jams, de jellies, de bis~
cuits, de butter and de 'lasses dat I have to reach up and steal for them chil=~
lun to hide 'way in deir little stomaches, and me, in my big belly.

"When Joe drive de young doctor,; Marse Riley, out to see Miss Harriett,
while Marse Riley doin' his courtin' in de parlor, Joe was doin' his courtin?®
in de kitchene Joe was as smart as de nex' onee. Us made faster tims than them
in de parlor; us beat them to de marriagee Marse Riley call it de eltar, but
Joe always laugh and sey it was de helter. Many is de time I have been home
wid them sixteen chillun, when him wes a gallaveantin' 'round, and I wished 1
had a got a real halter on dat husbend of mine.

"I b'longs to de Gladden's Grove Afriocan Methodist 'Piscopal Churchs
Too old to shout but de great day is comin', whem I'1l shout and sing to de
misic of dat harp of 10,000 strings up yondere OChl Won't dat be a joyful day,
when dese old ailin' bones gonna rise againe (Then the old darkey became suf=-
fused in tears, lapsed into a silence and epathy, from which she couldn't be
arousede Finally she slumbered and snorede It would have been unkind to ques-

tion her further.)*
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FRANK RANGE
CIVIL AR SIFRVAMT and HERO

At the age of one hundred and three, Frank Range is a
femiliar figure on the streets of Greaﬁvilla, talking freely of
pre-Clval and Cival %ar days, and the part he played in the war,

Frank, the oldéat of nine chlldren, was born of slave
parents, Lenard and Elizabeth Herbeft, on the plantation of Mr,

Jim Beler,ABewﬁerry Seuth Cerolina. He was sold several times,
and is known by_tha name of one of his ownera,fJohn Range, |

During the Cival “ar his master, ¥r, Jim Herbert, carried
nim to the war As a cook, and when necessary, he was pressed into
service, throwing up breasst-works; and while ne was engaged in this
work, at Richmond Va. a terprific bombardment of their lines wus made,
and a part of thelr braast-iorks was crushed in, and his master buried
bensath 1t, Frantic with fear for the safety of his master, Frank bee
gan to move the dirt away; finally he was able to drag him to safety,
Though snot and shell were falling all sround him, he came out un-
scathed, |

Prank Range returned to Newberry at the close of the war,
after which he moved tb Greenville County in I®0I, and into the city
in I903. He 1s never happler than when, in the center of a group of
willing hearers, he 1is reciting in a sing-song tone the different
periods of his life,

" He attributes his longevity to the faet that he has nover

whiskey, neyer ghewed tobacso; never had a fight; toothache
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and hesdache are unknown to him; the service of a panysiclan has
never been needed; he does not know one playing card from another,
He con walk flve or -rore miles with seem. ng ease; 1s jovial and
numorous . |
He recelves a state pension of twenty flve dollars annually,

flis place of residence 1s IOI Hudson St; Greenville, 3. C.



References;
Mr. Guy A. Gullick,

Probate Judge, Greenville éounty.

Frank iange ( information given concerning himself)

I01 Hudson 3t. Greenville S, Ce
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STORIES FROM EX-SLAVES

"I was born in 18385 in Lexington County, S5.C. I know I
was 12 years old de last year of de war. I belonged to John
Hiller in Lexington County, near Columbia, S.C. 014 Marse Hiller
was strict to his slaves, wasn't mean, but often whipped 'em.

I thbught it was all right then. When de Yankees come through
burning, killing and stealing stock, I was En marse's yard. Dey
come up whar de boss was staﬁding, told him dere was going to be
a battie, grabbed him and hit him. Dey burned his house, stole de
stock, and one iankee stuck his sword to my breast and saild fer me
to come wid him or he would kill me. 0' course I went along. Dey
took me as fer as Broad River, on ttother side o' Chapin; then
turned me loose and told me to run fast or they would shoot me,

I went fast and found my way back home by watching de sun. Dey
told me to not zo back to dat old man. |

"De slaves never learnt to read and write, If any o' dem
was cauzght trying to learn to read or write, dey was whipped bad.
I kotched on to what de white chilluns said, and learnt by mgself”
to say de alphabet.

"¥e went to de white churches atter de war, and set in de
gallery. Den de niggers set up & 'brush harbor' church fer dem-
selves. We went to school at de cliurch, and atter school was out
in de atternoon, we had preaching.

"Befo'! freedom coime, de patrollers was strong dere, and
whipped any niggers dey kotched out without a pass; wouldn't let

dem go to church without a pass.
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"TLots of hunting round dere, dey hunted rabbits, squirrels,‘foxes
and ‘'possums. Dey fished like dey do now,

"De white folks had old brick ovens away from de house, and
wide fireplaces in de kitchens. Dey cooked many things on Satur-
days, to last several days. Saturday afternoons, we had off to
catch up on washing and other things we wanted to do.

"I 'member de Xu Klux and de Red Shirts, but don't 'member
angthing dey did dere.

"We had corn-shuckings and cotton pickings, when de white
pebple would have everybody to come‘and help. Us niggers would
help. Dey had big suppers afterwards.

"Je had plenty to eat from de garden of de‘boss,'a biz gar-
den dat furnished all de sla;es. Den de boss killed hogs and had
other things to eat. Most o' de things raised in de garden, was
potatoes, turnips, collards and peas. |

"Some of us had witchés. One old woman was a witch,rand she
rode me one night. I couldn't get up one night, had a ketching of
my breath and couldn't rise up. She held me down. In dem days, was
iots o' fevers with de folks. Dey’curedu'em and other sickness
wid teas from root herbs and barks.

wpbrhham Lincoln was a good man. He said you folks ought to
let dem niggers loose aﬁd let dem go to work. He come wid his two
men, Grant and Sherman, and captured de slsve bosses. Jéff Davis
was one o' de forerunners of de war. Don't know much about him.
Booker T. Washington is a good man. Think he is in office fer a
good purpose. I been married four times, Was young man when I mar-
ried first time. Gussie Gallman, my last wife, is living wid me."

Sourece: Sam Rawls (84), Newberry, S.C.
Interviewer: G.L. Summer, Newberry, S.C. (6/9/37)
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STORIES FROM EX-SLAVES

"I live wid my fourth wife and she is much younger dan me.
I am unable to work and have to stay in bed lots of de time. My wife
works at odd jobs, 1like washing, ironing and cooking. We rent a two-
room house from Miss Ann Ruff.

"I belonged to John Hiller. He was a good master tut he
worked his slaves hard. Dat was in Lexington County.

"I heard dat Gea. Grant said de slaves ought to get 40
acres of land and a mule so dey could ;0 to work; but dey never got
any dat I knows of. Atter Freedom dey worked as wage earners and share-
croppers. Some went to other farms to get jobs. Dat's avbout what dey
do now, but some of dem saved a little money and bought farms and
~some started little businesses oi delir own,

"De XKu Xlux didn'trhave much iniluence wid de slaves or ex-
slaves. As soon as de war broke, dey went riding up z2né down de pub-
lic roads to catch and beat niggers. Ky brotner run off when dey got
atter him. He went to Orangeburg County and stayed down dere.

"I voted twice den, once at Prosperity and again at New-
berry. I was a Republican, of course. Some of de Niggers of dis
state was elected to office, but dey was not my kinfolks nor special
friends. I think niggers ought to vote so dey could vote fer good
white folks; and dey ought to run fer office if dey could be elected
by good white folke.

"T was sixteen years old when de Yankees come through dis

country. Dey caught me in de road and made me go wid dem to Broad
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River where dey camped one night. Den dey turned me loose énd told
me to git. I run as fast as I could. I followed de setting sun, de
road running towards de sun all de time, and got home about night.
*Since freedom is come de niggers have worked mostly on
farms as share-croopers; some as renters wid deir own crops to raise.
"De present generation of niggers ain;t got much sense.
Dey work when dey want to, and have deir own way about it. De 61d
nigzers was learned to work when dey was littde.
"I don't know nothing abouf de Nat Turner Rebeilion. I
never know'd but one old nigger dat come from Virginia, old Ellen
Abner. sShe lived below Prosperity fer a long time, in de Stoney Hills.

"Yes sir, I tries to live right and git along wid every-

body."

Source: Sam Rawls (80), Newberry, S.C.
Interviewer: G.L. Summer, Newberry, S.C. 8/23/37.
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Spartenburg, S.C. 390105 BEdited by: -
District i Martha Ritter ¢
May 31, 1937 .

TOLK~ILORE: EX=SLAVES

"I was born on Capt. John P. Xinard's
place. Ny marmmy and pa was Lucy and Eph Kinard who belonged
to Marse Kinard. llarse Kinard was good to his slaves - didn't
whip them muche He wnipped me a little, Vhen®I was a little
girl I slept in the big house in the room with my mistress and
her husband, and waited on them. I worked when I got old
enough, in the field, and anywhere around. V%hen I wouldn't
work good, my mammy whipped me most.
"I 'member the folks cooked in skillets
over an old fireplace.
"After the war wes over and freedom come
we stayed on with Capt. Kinard, 'till I married and then went
over to Dock Renwick's vlace where my husband worked. I married
Tom ldenwick. Ve went to the church of the colored folks after
the war, and hed preachings in mornings and evenings and at night,
too. We didn't have no nigger schools, and we didn't learn to
read and write.
"The white folks had orn-shuckings, cotton
pickings at night, when the mistress would fix a big dinner for

all working."

SOURCE: Ellen Renwick (79), RFD, Newberry, S. C.
Interviewer: Mr. G, Leland Summer, 1707 Lindsey St.,
Ne‘Wberry, Se Co
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Spartanburg, S.C,
June 7, 1937

FOLK=LOR:: ZX=SLAVES

"I was born in Spartanburg County, S.C., near
Glenn Springse I can't 'member slavery or de war, but my ma
and pg/gzz Green Toster and his wife, Mary FPosey Toster, always
said I was a big gal when the war stopped, when freedom come.

e belonged to Setﬁ Posey who had a big farm
there. He was & good man, but sure made us work. I worked in
the fields when I was small, hoed and picked cotton, hoed corn.
They didn't give us no money for it. All we got was a place to
sleep and a little tosat. The biz man had a cood garden and give
us something from it. He raised loads of hogs, to eat and to sell,
lle sold lots of theme The young fellows hunted rabbits, possums,
squirrels, wild turkeys, partridges, doves, end went fishing.

The Haster's wife, Miss Nancy, was good to use She had one son,
William,

"Yes, I 'member my me telling us 'bout ghe padder=
rollers. They would ride around, whipping niggers.,

"My ma said her step-mother sold hers Sometimes
they would take crowds of slaves to Mississippi, taking away
mothers from their infant bebies, leaving the babies on the floor.

"We always shuck corn and shell it at night, on
méon-light nights we pick cotton. On Saturday afternoons we had

frolics, sometimes frolics 'till Sunday daylight, then sleep all

day Sunday.



"hen we got sick all the medicine we took was
turpentine - dat would cure almost any ailment. Some of the
niggers used Sampson sneke weed or peach leaves boiled and tea
drunke

"I joined the church when I was 12 years old
'cause the other girls joinede I think everybody ought to join
a church to get thekr souls right for heavens

" I married Charley Rice in Spartanburg County,
at a colored man's house, named Henry Fox, by a colorsd preacher
named fBig Eye' Bill Ricee I had four children, and have five
grend-childrene. I have been living in Newﬁérry about 35 years
or more. I worked as a wash-woman many years.

"hen freedom come, my folks stayed on with Capte
Posey, and I washed and ironed with them later when I was big
enoughe I done some cooking, tooe. I could card and spin and
meke homespun dresses. My ma learned me.

"I don't kmow much sbout Abraham Lincoln end Jeff
Davis but reckon dey was good mene I never learned to read and

write. Booker Washington, I reckon, is a good man."

SOURCE: Anne Rice (75), Newberry, S. C.
Interviewer: Go Leland Summer, 1707 Lindsey St.,
Newberry, S. Ce
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STORIES FRON EX-SLAVES

"My peopnle tells me a lot about when I was a 1lil' wee
boy. I hes a clear mind and I allus has had one. My folks did not talk
up peopler's age like folks do dese days. Every place dat I be now,
tspecially round dese sovernment folks, first thing dat dey wants to
xnow 1s your name. Well, dat is quite natur'al, wut de very next ques-
tion is how o0ld you is. I don'f know why it 1s, but dey sho do dat.
4s my folks never talked age, it nevef worried me till jes' here of
late. So dey says to me dat last week I give one axze to de man, and
now I gives another. Soon I see'd dat and I had to rest my miné on
dat as well as de mind of de government folks. So I settled it at
?) years old. Dat gives me respect from everybody dat I sees. Den
it is de truth, too, kaise I come along wid everybody dat is done
-one and died now. De few white folks what I was contemperment (con-
temporary ) wid, 'lows dat I is 80 and dey is dat, too.

"You know dat I does 'member when dat Sherman man went
through here wid dem awful mens he had. Dey 'lowed dat dey was gwine
to Charlotte to git back to Columbia. I never is heard of sech befo!
or since. We lived at old man Jerry MEEEL? in Yorkville, way back e
den. Yes sir, everyone said Yorkville, den, but dey ain't never
called Gaffney like dat. Stories goes round 'bout Sherman shooting
folks. Some say dat he shot a big rock off'n de State House in Col-
umbis. My Ma and my Pa, Henry and Charity Rice, hid me wid dem whed

Sherman come along. Us never see'd him, Lawd God no, us never wanted

0 see him,



Goiantit o

gtories From Ex-Slzves _——_ 2 aa
13

"Folks allus crying hard times dese days, ain't no hard
times now like it was attier Sherman went through Yorkville., My ma and
pa give me ash cake and 'simmon beer to eat for days atter dat. White
folks never had no mo', not till a new crop was grow'd., Dat year de
cezsons was good and gardens done well. Till den us nearly starved
and we never had no easy time gitting garden seed to plant, neither.

"Yes sir, 1if I's nhandy to locust I makes locust beer; den
if I's handy to 'simmons, why aen I makes 'simmon beer, Now it's jes!
for to pass de time dat us does dat. But zwine back tc de war; den it
was for necessity. Dese young'uns now don't knecw what hard times is.
Dey all has bread and meat and cofiee, no matter how poor dey is. If
dey had to live for aays and weeks on ash cake and ' simmon beer, as
us did den, and work and weit on a crop wid nothing but dat in deir
bellies; den dey could grumble hard times. I allus tells tem to shut
up when dey starts anything like dat around me.

"Vhen dat crop come along, we sho did fall in and save
all us could for de next year. Every kind of seed anda pod dat grow'd
72 saved and dried for next spring or fall planting. Atter folks is
once had deir belly aching and growling for victuals, dey ain't never
gwine to throw no rations anu things away no mo'. Young folks is
powerful wasteful, but if something come along to break up deir good
time like it did to us when dat man Sherman held everything up, dey
sho will take heed, ana dey won:'t grumble tbout it neither, cause dey
won't have no time to grumble,

"Thinzs passes over quicker sometimes dan we figures out
dat dey will. Everything, no matter how good it be or how hard, pass-
es over. Dey Jjes!-does like dat. So dem Yankees went on somewhars, T

never know'd whar, and everything round Yorkville was powerful relieved.
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Den de Confecerate soldiers startec¢ coming across Broad River., Befo!
dey got home, word had done got round dat our folks had surrendered;
but dem Yankees never 1it (fought) us out --- dey starved us out. If
thinzs had been equal us would a-been fighting dem till dis day, dat
us sho would. I can still see dem soldiers ol ours coming across
Broad River, all dirty, filthx)and lousy. Dey was most starved, and
so poor and lanky. 4nd deir hosses was in de same fix. Men and hosses
had xnow'd plenty till dat Sherman come along, but azost of dem never
know'd plenty no more, De men got over it bettefndan de hosses.
Tomen folks cared for de men. Dey brewed tea from sage leaves, sass-
afras root anda other herb teas: obody never had no money to fetch
no medic; e from de towns wid, so dey made liniments and salves from
de things dat grow'd around about in de woods and gardens, |
"I told you 'bout now small I was, but my brother, Jim
Rice, went to Charleston and helped to make dem breastworks down dar.
I has never see'd dem, but dem dat hes says dat dey is still standing
in good conditions. Cose de Yankees tore up all dat dey could wnen
dey got dar.
"jots of rail fences was made back in dem days. Folks had a
'‘no fence! law, dat meant dat everybody fenced in deir fields and let
de stock run free. Hogs got wild and turkeys was already wild. Some-
times bulls had to be shot to keep dem from tearing up everything.
But folks never fenced in no pacture den. Dey put a rail fence all
around de fields, and in dem days de fields was never bigger dan ten
or fifteen acres., Logs was plentiful, and some nig.ers, called 'rail
splitters?', never done nothing else but split rails to make fences.
"If I recollects right, Wade Hampton brdke down fence

laws in dis country. I sho heard him talk in Yorkville. Dey writ
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gbout him in de Yorkville Inguirer anc dey still has dat paper over
dar till now. De Red Shirts come along and got Wade Hampton iﬁ. He
scared de Yankees anw Carpetbaggers anc all sech folks as dem away
from our country. Dey went back whar dey come from, I reckon.

"De Ku Klux was de terriblest fclks dat ever crossed my
vath. who dey was I ain't never kEnow'd, but dey took Alex Leech to
Rlzck's Ford on Bullet Creek and killea him for beingz a radical., It
was three weeks befo! his folks got hold of his body.

"Dr. Bell's calves zot out and di¢ not come back For a
long tirme. Mrs. Bell fear'd dat dey was gitting wild, so she sent de
milk zirl down on de creek to git dem calves. Dat girl had a tie,
but she found 'em and drove ‘'em backK to de lot. De calves give her a
biz chiase and jumped de creek near a bi. raft of logs dat had done
washed up from freshets. All over dem logs stie saw possums, musrats

1
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a-setting around. She took her stick ans drove dem all

o
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away, wid dem buzzards puking at her. then dey had left, she seerd

uncle Alex laying up dar halr €'t up by all dem varmints,

[

"She know'd dat it must be him. Wnen she left, dem buz-
zards went back to deir perch, First tiing dey done was to lap up

.

deir own puke befo' dey started on uncle Alex sagain. Yes sir, dat's

de way turkey buzzgrds does. Dey pukes on folks to keep dem away,

and you can't go near kaise it be's so nasty; out dem buzzards don't

waste nothing. Little young ouzzards looks like down till dey 3zits

over three days old. You can 0 to a buzzzrd roost and see for your-

self, but you sho better stay out'n de way oif de old buzzard's vuke.,

Dey sets around de little ones and keegs everything off by puking.
"pgcolet usec to be called Buzzard Roost, kailse in de old

days dey had a rail outside de bar-room dat de drunks used to nang
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over and puke in a gully. De buzzards would stay in dat gﬁlly and lap
up dem drunkerds' puke. One night a old man went in a drunkard's
sleep in de bar-room. De bar tender siioved him out when he got ready
to cloSe, and he rolled up against dis here rail dat I am telling

you about. He 'lowed dat next morning when he woke up, two buzzards
was setting on his shirt front eating up his puke. He said, 'You is
too soon', and grabbed one by de leg and wrung his head off. But befo!
he could git its head wrung off it had done puked his own puke back

on him. He said dat was de nastiest thing he ever got into, and dat

he never drunk no more liguor. Dem_days is done past and gone, and it
ain't n&body hardly knows Pacolet used to be called Buzzard Roost.

"lawd have mercy, white folks! Here I is done drapped
plumb off'n my subject; but a old man's mind will jes® run waa'ry_at
times. Me and Joe, Alex's son, went to see de ofiicer tbout gitting
Joe's pa. buried. He 'lowed dat Alex's body was riddled wid bullets;

SO we pook him and put his bones and a little rotteh flesh dat dem
buzzards had.left; in de box we made, zand fetched it to de site and
buried him. Nobody ever seed Alex but me, Joe, and dat gal dat went
atter dem calves. Us took shovels and throw'd his bones in de box.
When we got de top nailed bn, we was both sick. Now, things like dat
don't come to pass. I still thinks of de awful days and creeps runs
ali ovéf me.yet. | | -

"All my brothers, sisters, mother and father is done gone.
ind I is looking to leave befo' a great while. I is trying every day
.to git ready, Lawd. I‘been making reédy for years. Smart mens tries
to make you live on, but dey can't git abové death. Tain't no uée."

Source: Jesse Rice (80),-Littlejohn, St., Gaffney, S.C.
Interviewer: Caldwell Sims, Union, 8.C. 1/8/38
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STORIES FROM EX-SLAVES

"I'tm living on Mr, ‘Russel Emmitt's place. I never did
nothing but drive cows when I was a little boy growing up. Miss
Cum and Miss Lizzle Rice was Marse Alex's sisters. llarse Alex
done died, and dey was my mistress. Dey tuck and sold de plan-

“tation a~fo dey died, here ‘*bout twenty years.ago. Dat whar my
ma found me and den she died.

"My grandparents, Jane and Peter Stevens, brung me up. I
was a little farm ooy and driv cows fer de overseer, Jim Blalock.
Miss Cum was really liiss Ann. lilss Ann had 'a hundred niggers,
herself, and Miss Lizzie had might nizh dat many, asides dem
what Marse Alex done left 'em. De overseer try to act rough out
o' Miss Ann's sight, and she find it out and set him down a peg.

"Miés Jane have our shirts made on de looms. She let us
wear long shirts and go in our shirt tails, and us had to keep
'em clean, too, 'cause Miss Jane never like no dirt around her.
Miss Jane have charge of de whole house and e¥erything along
wid it.

"Us had three hundred hogs to tend to, two hundred
yellings and heifers, and Lawdy knows how many sheep and goats.
Us fed dem things and kept 'em fat. When butchering time come,
us stewed out the mostest lard and we had enough side-meat to
supply the plantation the year round. Our wheat land was ferti-
lized wid load after load of cotton seed. De wheat us raised

was de talk of de countryféide. tSides dat, dare was rye, oats
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and barley, and I ain't said nothing 'bout de bottom corn dat
laid in de cribs from year to year.

"Oour smokehouse was allus full o' things to eat, not only
fer de white folks 5ut fer de darkies as well. And our barns
carried feed fer de cattle from harvest to harvest.

"De fattest of all de hosses, was Miss Annt's black saddle
hoss called, 'Beauty!'. Miss Ann wo' de longest sideasaddle dress
dat hung way down below her feets. Somebody allus had to help
her on and off Beauty, but n'ary one of her brothers could out-

ride Miss Ann."

Source: Phillip Rice (75), Kelton, S.C. RFD
Interviewed by: Caldwell Sims, Union, S.C. (5/7/37)
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THE POT OF GOLD.

Marthe Richardson, who tells tﬁis story, lives at 924 Senate Street,
Columbia, Se Ce Her father was an Indian and her mother e mlattﬁ. She was
born in Columbia. in 1860 and was five years old, when General We T. Sherman's
Federal troops captured and burned the city. in 1865.

"When I gits big 'mough to pick up chips for de cook stove, we was livin'
in de rear of Daniel Gardner's home, on Main Street, and my mammy was workin'
as one of de cooks at de Columbia Hotels De hotel was run by Mester Lowrance,
where de Loriok & Lowrance store is nowe

"My deddy, like de general run of Indians, love to hunt but de game not
bring much cash ine My mammy often give him some change (money) and he not
work much but he always good to mammy and she love him and not fuss at him,

miche I soon learn dat if it had not been for mammy, we wouldn't a had much
to eat and weare We go 'long lak dat for a good while and my mammy have friends
'nough do.t she seldom had to ask for a jobe

"De game was so scarce dat my daddy sometimes make a little money a show-
in' 'pe.ople how to make Indian medicine, dat was good for meany complaints, how
to cover deir houses, and how to kill deir hogs, 'cordin' to de moon. He tell
us ma.ny times 'bout de great Catawba Indians, who make all deir own medicines
and kill bears and dress in deir skins, after feastin' on deir fleshe He was
& good talkere

"You know, I sees so much 'skimpin', to make ends meet at home, as we go
‘long dis way, dat I has never marriede My mammy tell mes ‘Honey, you a pretty
childe You grow up snd marry a fine, lovin' men lak your daddy. and be happys'
I kinda smile but I thinks a lote If my daddy had worked and saved lak my memmy,
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we would be 'way head of what we is, and my brudders say so, tooe But we fond
of our daddy, he so good lookin' and all.

"What de most 'citin' thing I ever see? Well, I think de Red Shirt oaxﬁ-
paign wase You never see so much talkin', fightin', and fussin' as date You
know de Yankees was still here and they not 'fraid, and de Hampton folks was not
‘fraid, so it was a case of knock down and drag out most of de time, it seem to
me. Long at de end, dere was two governors; one was in de Wallace House and one
in de Capitole Men went 'bout town wid deir guns. )

"Mammay keep busy cookin', nussin', and washin', and us chillun helpe You
lmow I had two brudders older than me and a little baby brudder 'bout a year old,
when my mammy rent a small farm from Master Greenfield, down at de end > Calhoun
Street, near de Broad Rivere We plant cottone 1 was then eleven years old and
my brudders was twelve and thirteens My mammy help us plant it befo' she go to
work at de hotel.

®She was home washin' » one day, when my brudders and me was choppin' cotton.
We chop 'til 'bout eleven o'clock dat mornin' and we say: ‘'When we gits out de
rows to de big oak tree we'll sit down and rest.' We chillun lak each other end
we joke and work fast 'til we comes to de end of de rows and in de shade of de
big oake Then we sets down, dat is, my oldest brudder and me, 'cause my young
brudder was a little behind us in his choppin'e As he near de finish, his hoe
hit somethin' hard and it ringe He rake de dirt ‘way and keep diggin', light
lake

"What you doin', brudder?' I saye He say: 'Iryin' to find out what
dis ise It seem to be a pot 1lide' Then we jump up and go to him and all of
us grabble dirt 'way end sho' 'nough it was a pot lid and it was on a pote We

digs it out, thinkin' it would be a good thing to take homee It was so heavy,

it take us all to 1lift it out.
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"It was no sooner out than we takes off de 1id and we is sho' s'prised
at what we seee Big silver dollars lay all over de top. We takes two of them
and drops them together and they ring just lak we hear them ring on de counters.
Then we grabble in de pot for moree De silver went down *bout two inches deepe
Twenty dollar gold pieces run down 'bout four inches or so and de whole bottom
was full of big bundles of twenty dollar greenbackse.

"We walks up to de house feelin' pretty big and my oldest brudder waes sing=-
in's .‘

'Hawk and buzzard went to law,

Hawk comes back wid a broken jaws'
"Mamny say widout lookin' at us: 'What you all comin' to dinner sc soon

for?* Then she looked up and see de pot and say: 'Land sakes, what you all

got?' Then we puts de big pot down in de middle of de floor and takes off de
1id, and mammy say: 'Ohl Let's see what we hasl' She begin to empty de pot
and to ocount de moneye She tell us to watch de door and see dat mobody got

in, 'cause she not at homel

"She say de money Wows to $5,700, and she swear us not to say nothin'
'bout £indin' ite She would see what she could find oyt 'bout ite Weeks after
dat, she tell us a big white friend tell her he hear a friend of his buried
some money and went to war widout tellin' anybody where it wase. Maybe he was
"killed and dat all we ever hear.

"My mammy kept it and we all work on just de same and she buy these two
lots on Senate Street. She build dé twoe=story house here at 924, where you
sittin' now, and de cottage nex' doore She always had rent momey comin' in
ever sinces By and by she die, after my Indian pappy go 'way end never come
backs Then all de ohillun die, 'ceptin' me.

"I am so happy dat I is able to spend my old days in a sort of ease,



after strugglin' most of my young life and gittin' no learnin' st school, dat

I sometimes sing my mammy's old song, runnin' somethin' lek dis:

' 'Possum up de simmon tree
Sparrow on de ground
'Possum throw de 'simmons down

Sparrow shake them ‘round’."
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MAMIE RILEY

Ex-Slave

"Aunt Mamie's" hair is entirely white. She 1lives in a neat
duplex brick house with one of her husband's relatives, a
younger woman who is a cook for a well established family in
Estill, Se C. When questioned about the times-before the war,
she replied:

"Yes'm, I kin tell you ‘bout slav'ry time, 'cause I is one
myself. I don' remember how old I is. But I remember when de
Yankees come through I bin 'bout so high. (She put her hand
out about 33 feet from the floor.) We lived on Mr. Henry Sol-
omons! place - a big place. Mr. Henry Solomons had a plenty
of people = three rows of house, or foure.

"When de Yankees come through Mr. Solomons' place I wuz
right Aere. We wuz at our house in de street. I see it all.
My ma tell me to run; but I ain't think they'd hurt me. I see
'em come down de street - all of 'em on horses. 0o - h, dey
wuz a heap of 'eml I couldn't count 'em. My daddy run to de
woods - he an' de other men. Dey ran right to de graveyard.
Too mucha bush been dere. You couldn't see 'em. Stay in de
woods three dayse.

"Dey went to my daddy's house an' take all. My daddy ran.
My mother an' my older sister wuz dere. My ma grab a quilt
off de bed an' cover herself all over wid it - head an!' all.
And set in & chair dere by de fire. She tell us to git in de
bed - but I ain't git in. And she yell out when she hear 'em
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comin': 'Dere's de fever in heahl! Six of 'em cane to de
door; but dey say dey ain't goin! in - dey'll catch de
fever. Den some more come along. Dey say dey gwine in.
Dey ain't gwine to‘take no fever. F1ll two sack of 'tatoes.
White man ask to search all trunk. Dey take two of me Ma's
good dresses out. Say to wrap 'tatoes in. I start to
cryin' den, an' déy say, 'Well, git us some sacks den. I
knowed where some sacks wuz. I git 'em de sacks. Dey do
'em right. Dey bid 'em goodbye, an' ax 'em where de man
waz. Dey give me 'leven or twelve dollars., I wuz little
an! ain't know. My mother never give it to me.

"I stay right on dere after freedom, until after I

married."

Source: Mamie Riley, Negro about 80 years old, Estill, S.C.
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STORIES FROM EX-SLAVES

"I was born near Broad River in de Dutch Fork of Newberry
County. I was a slave of Cage Suber. He was a falr master, but
nothing to brag about. I was small at slavery time and had to
work in de white folks' house or around the hquse until I was
big enough to go to de field and work.

"0ld Marse Cage always madé me fan flies off of him when
he lay down to take a nap. The fan was made out of bruehes.

"De white folks had cotton-pickings, corn-shuckings and
quiltings., Dey allus had something to eat at the frolies and
I had to help wid 'em.

"T married John Riser. I moved to town several years ago."

Source: Susie Riser (80), Newberry, S.C. .
Interviewer: G.L. Summer, Newberry, S.C., May 17, 1937.
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ISOM RORERTS
EX~-SLAVE 80 YEARS O

Isom Roberts rents one room at 1226 Waverly Street, Columbie, S. Ce,
and 1ive§ elone. However frail he appears, He is able to support himself
by working in the yards about the city.

" Well,sir, white folks, I is eighty years.old, or lééstwisa Iis s0
close to it, dat it don't make much differencee But even if I is dat old,
it don't seem so long since I was a little boys Years flies by mighty fas!
to 0ld folks, ‘cause deir *membereance is shorter, while young folks ‘members
everything, and in dat way months and years drags 'long slower io thems

" I was a very smell boy when de Civil War was gwine on. It seems like
I knows all 'bout Shermen's ermy comin' through dis State, & burnin' Colum~-
bia and destroyin' and tekin' away everything what folks hade I has heard
so much 'bout slavery and all them times, from my mammy snd daddy, det it
'peers to me dat I 'sperienced it alle i 'spects knowin' 'bout things is
Just 'bout as good and true as seein' them. Don't you? |

" My daddy end mammy b‘long to Marster Sam lrouie, who had & big plen-
tetion over in Calhoun County. He had 'vout fifty or more grown sleves,
'sides meny chillun of de slaves. 01d marster was a good farmer; raised
big crops end eaved what he made. He sho! was a fine business men but he
was mighty hard on everybody he had anything to do wid. He told his slaves
to work hard and make him a heap of money and that he would keep it, in
case of hard times. Times was all de time hard wid old marster but de nig-
gers never got no money. When news spread ‘round dat de Yankees was comin'

to free de niggers, he called all de slaves up in de yard and showed them
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e big sack of money, whet they had made for him; end told them det he wes
gwine to kill all of them befo' de Yankees set them free and that they
wouldn't need no money after they was done dead. All de slaves was mighty

sad end troubled, all dat day, when old marster made det speech to theme. But
gomethin' haprened. It most mekes me tremble to talk to you 'bout it now.
Providence,or some kind of mercy spirit,wes sho'! walkin' ‘'round det planta-
tion dat night. Sometime in de night it was whispered 'round smongst de slaves
det ¢1d merster done took de smellpoxes end was mighty sicke Mammy said he
must have been terrible sick, ‘cause they buried him two days alfter dete

" After old rerster flew away, everything wae different on de plentetion.
lliss Nancy, dat was old marster's wife, told de slaves det when de Yankees
freed them, they could stay right there end work on sheres or by the @ay,which
ever way they wantede Many steyed on de plantetion after freedom while others
went awaye. Me and my folks stayed on wid Miss lancy until she dies Then us
moved on enother planmtation in de lower side of de county. I stayed dere un-
til my wife died, seventsen years ego.

" Does I 'member anything 'bout how de slaves was treated in slavery
time? Well, I 'members a little myself and a heap of what others told me. Wid
dis I has done told you, I believes I want to stop right deres A low fence is
easier to git over than & high one. Say little and you ain't gwine to have &
heep to 'splain hereaftere. Dere is a plenty of persons det has lost deir heads
by not lettin' deir tongues rests Merster Sam Louie is dead nowe He can't dis-
turb nobody in his gravee He had his faults and done many things wrong but
show me det person whet don't mis-step sometimes. All of us, both white and

black, is prone to step eside uow end then. To tell de truth, old marster nev-

er knowed what Sunday wes. Everybddy on de plantation worked on dat dey as
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gsame as any other daye

" Jut Boss, if my old marster was rough end hard and bresk de Sabbath
and ali daﬂ, he was no worser than what young white folks and niggers is
dess deyse You can see them any time, floppin' 'bout in dese automobiles,

g drinkin® and a carryin' on. Sich stuff is abomination in de sight of a
decent person, much less dat One up yonder.(He pointed upward).

" I's gwine to 1ell you boss, dat slavery iime was beiter for de aver-
ege nigger than what they is gittin' nowe Folks éay det slevery wes wrong
and I ‘'spose it was, but to bve poor like a heap of nigyers is now, is de
worse thing dat hLes ever come upon them, I thinks. Dis gittin' something
wrong, ain't right. De North had ao business sellin' niggers to de South
end de South hod no business buyin' them from de Morth end mskin® slaves
of theme Everything went on pretty nice for awhile, then de North got jeal-
ous of de South and de South got 'spicious of de Northe I Delieves dat if
you cen't govover and you can't go under, then you shculd try to go ‘round.
If de Lig men up North and here in de South had been good 'nough and smart
‘nough, they might could a gone *round det terrible Civil War. I believes
dete

" I lerry Lucy Nelson when I was 'bout thirty years old. She was &
bright skin nigger, much brighter then I is. She was high tempered end high
spirited, tooe She was sho' smart, and de beat cook I has ever seene Just
rlein corn breed, dat she cooked in de hot ashes of de fireplace, tests

swceter end better than de cake you buy now. But de least thing would git

her temper 'roused. I has knowed her to complein wid de old hound dog us had,

‘cause he dida't run some rabbits out de woods for me to shoot. Fuss wid de

cets, 'cause they didn't ketch de mouses in de house. Quarrel wid de hens,
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rcause they osgt, cacklsd, scratched and wallowed holes in de yard and wouldn 't
laye Told de old rooster many times dat she was gwine to chop his head off

if he didn't crow sooner and louder of mornin's and weke me up sc¢ I could

go to worke All dis sounds foolish I knows but you see how bent my back ise
Jell, I ‘*spects it was bent from totin' so many vucketis of water from de

syring for her to wash wid soon of mornin's, so 1 could then do e day's

worke

-

" iy wife thought she was doin' right by workin' likelshe dide She
thought dat she was helpin®' me make & livin' for our big family of eight
chillune Yes sir, I knows now che was right, but hard work broke her hLealth
and brought her to her bed where she lingered 'bout one year end then she
went away from mee All dis took place seventeen years ago and, from then to
dig, I ein't seen no woman I would have for e wife, 'cause I ain't gwine to
find no woman Lucy's equale. All my chillun are desd, ‘cepi two, end I don't
know where they ise

" Does poor folks heave any blessings and pleasure? Well, yes sir, in e
wayes You see they don't have no worriments over what they has, like rich
folkse Lhey can sleer as hot as they want to in de summer time and reise as
big families as anybody. Sho', poor folks, end especially uniggers, has =a
good time on hog=killin' days. In early summer come them juiby brierberries
det they enjoy so muche They last until walermelon season. Then they has
‘possum end 'tators iu de falle Most all livin® beings hes deir own way of
doin' tiiings and deir way of existin'e De hog roots for his, de squirrel
climbs for his, de chickens scratcnes for deirs, and de nigger, well, if
dere ain®t nobody lookin', I reckon they could slip deire right handy.

" I sho' has enjoyed talkin' to you dis evening and now, if you will

fscuse me, I's gwine home and cook me a pot of turnips. I can almost taste
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them now, I is so hungry."
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ALEXLWDER ROBERTEON

EX-SLAVE 84 YEARS OLD.

Alexander Robertson lives as a member of the household of his son,
Charley, on the General Bratton plantation, four miles southeast of White
Osk, Se Ce It is & box-like house, chimmey in the cénter, four rooms, a
porch in front and morning glory vines, .in bloom at this.season, climbing
around the sides anﬁ supports. Dqes Alexander sit here in.the autuﬁn sun=-
shine end while the hours eway? Nay, ig. feck héilis still one of thé active,
'Working members_of the femily, ever in the.fields with his érandchildren, poke
around his neck, extracting fleecy cotton from the bolls and putting it deftly
into the poke} He cen carry his row equally as well as any of the six grand-
childrenes He has a food appetite at meal tlne, dlgestlve orgens good, sleeps
well, andris the eerly riser in the mornings. He says fhe Negro helf of his
nature objects to workiné on Seturdey afternoon, and at such times his tall
figure, with a green patch cloth over the left eye, which is sightless, may
be seen strolling to and fro on the streets of Wlnnsboro. , 7

"Well, well& If it ain't de youngun dat use to sell me sugar, coffee,
fat beck end méal, when he clerk for Calvin Brice & Compeny, at Woodwerd, in
'84 and 'long deres | »
| “I hopes you is well dlS mornln' I's told to come-t§7Winnsboro and
gits blanks for a pension. Andy Foster, man I knows, d'rect me up dese steps
| and bless God I finds youe You wenns ask me some questions? Wéll, here I is,
more than glad to answeg if I cane. Where I born? Strange as it seems, I born
fjr;ght-hare in Winnsboro. MMy name set down in a book: ‘*Alexander -~ boy- iother,
an :agﬁﬁgngh ongamps Stewﬁrt'. Dat de way it ﬁas read to me by Dr. Beaty, dat

erry and live in Rock Hille If slevery hed never been dene 'way




wid, dat would be my master today, 'cause him lak hound dogs and I lek a
hound dogs Ut kind of breed got a good nose and make good !possum dog.
derster Jim tell me one time, dat de first dog sprung from a wolf, end dad
fust dog was a hound doge Dat out dat fust dog, (must to & been o bitch,
don't you reckon?) come all dogse I follow his tal‘;: wid belief, 'bout de'
ée’c’cers, pointers, and blood hounds, -even to de fices, but £t strain dat
velief when it git to de little useless hairy pup de ladies=-lead 'round
wid & silver collar and & Shiri?; chains. ~'v‘v'e]..l, .yqu.don't care to hear anymore ~
tbout dat? What is de question‘x; |

"y mster et de fust, was liarster Jim Stewart and my mivétress wes
his wife, listress Cléra. They have two chillune I 'member I‘«:Iarste:" Jim and
iiss Lizzie; they live in a fine house befo! de wer, ‘round yonder close to
¥, Zion VC,ollege.‘ My mother was de cook end I was de house b'oy-. They had a
big plemtetion 'bout two miles out, sorte southwest of poro, I mean Winnsboro, -
of course, but de coz;ﬁtxfy people still cell it Soro. |

"On det plantation was many two=room houses, brick chimneys in de
mi_ddle., for de plentation slaves. In de growin‘- season I go wid merster
every.day, not to drive, too small for dat, jﬁst to hold de hoss, when him
git out and then I run errands for him, 'round de house and in de fields.

: “H& mother hed enother child, Willie Finche A colored men neme of

Finch is his_ i‘ather but her and de white folks never tell me who my f’ather
wase I have to find out dat for myseli, after freedom, when I wes lookin'
'round for a neme. From ell I heer and 'pear in de lookin' jlass, I see I
wa; half‘whi%e for sure, and from de things I hear, I conclude I was a Rob-
\térﬁson'which have never been deniede. Maybe it best just to pgive no front

o8 . Though half a nigger, I have tried to live up to dat name, never took




it in dat court house over yonder, never took it in dat jail or det cala=
booses 1's paid my debts dotrlar for dollar end owe no man nothin' but good
wille

"What de Yenkees do when they come? Let other people tell dat, but
seenn lak they lay de whole town in ashes, 'cept de college and our housé close
to it, dat they use for de officers while they was in sSoroe Why they hear
sumpin' bout -de Davis neme techin' de Ste John 'Piscopal Chqfch and they march
'round dere, one cold February Sunday mornin', seg it afire, and burn it upe
_ Mother and me went to de plantation and steyed dere 'til they left.

“ﬁhen freedom come, I wes twelve years olde Hother marry a Finch;
Bill was de name of hime- Our nex' move was to Dre Medden' s plece, just-north
of Soroe Us farm up dere and 1 do de hoein'e I live dere thirteen iears. I
£0t to feelin' my oats end tired of workin' for e plum black nigger, I did,
laybe I ought to been more humble but I wasn'ts -

"I agk myseif.one night: Vﬂhat-yoh-gonpa do, stay here forever
for &our vittles end clothes?"Then come over my mind I old 'nough for to
.marry. Who I gﬁine to marry? It pop right in dis head, Sarsh was de gal for
mee I rode oid Beok down‘dere de nex' Sunday; daﬁ was in Decembers. I come
‘right to de point wid her end de old folks. Théy 'low they have no ohjections
if I could take care of hers I say I tryAto.' They say: 'Dat ein't 'nough,
}range yourself for another yea} and thén“come and git her'. —

“De Lord dirééts mee I's down here payin' my pol%,too.v Morster Tom

Shanty Brice come in as us come oute I ask him if he need & hand for nex' year.

» He Yook me up from top to bottom and say: 'What's your name?' I show him my
. %ex receipte He hire me then and deree I go right straight to Sarah and us

i@~d§f°1d fé1k3Q Reve Gordon marry us de 29th of Jenuary, 1879 Us has




seven chilluns Alex, dat'sv de one name for me, is in“l’s,mpa, Floride.
farrie marry a Col_ema.n and is in E)l;xarlotte, e Co Jimmie is dead. Thomas
is in Cherleston, Se Ce IEmme merry e Belton and lives wid herp husband in
2idgeway, Se Co I stay wid my éon, Charley, up de countrys

"I voted one time in 1876, for Gove Chamberlain, but when I moved
to Jarster Tom Brice's I thought so much of him, I.just quit voting. I
~would lak to vote one more ftime to say: 'l have vote one time wid de bleack
pert of my neture, dis time I voted wid de white side of ngr?natux%e.' What
you laughin' 'bout? If it wes de call of dark blood de fust time » maybe:it's
de call of de wnite blood. dis timé. You have no idea de worry and de pain a
mulaﬁo have to carry all his eighty-four yearses Forced to 'sociate wid one
side, proud to be rele;téd to de other sides. Neither side lak de color of
your skine I jine de Hethodlst church here‘:m Boro and 'tend often as I can

dat
- end as I hear my preacher Owens preach, Jere will be no sex in hebben, I .

" hopes and'pr-ays dat dere'll be no sich thing as a color line in hebben.
"Who de best white men I ever know? Mr. Tom 2 Zrice, Mre W. L. Ros-
borough, Mr. Watt Sinonton, and Mr. Augus‘c Nicholsone Master Bill 3Beaty, dat

marry my young mistress, Elizabeth, wes e flne man e
"What I think of Abe Lincoln? s’?hat I think of Mr. Roosevelt? Dere

de coior come up again. De black sey lire Lintoln de best President us ever

have; de white sey us never have hed and never will heve & President equel of

r, Roosevelt."
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CHARLIE ROBINSON
EX«SLAVE 87 YEARS OLDe

Charlie Robinson lives nine miles northwest of Winnsboro, Se Cs, on
lands of Mre Re We Lemmone There is one other ocoupant in the foureroom
house, John Giles, a share croppere The house has two fireplaces, the
brick chimney being constructed in the center of the two mam roomse The
other two rooms are shed roomse Charlie ekes out a living as a day laborer
on the farme

"They been tellin' me to come to de social circle and ses *bout my pen=
sion but I never is got dere. It been so hot, I hate to hotfoot it nine miles
to Winnsboro and huff dat same distance back on a hot summer daye

"Glad you come out here but sorry of de day, 'cause it is a Friday and
all de jay-birds go tc see de dévil dat day of de weeke It's a bad day to be=
gin a garment, or quilt or start de lye hopper or 'simmon beer keg or just any-
thing important to yourself on dat daye Dere is just ome good Friday in de
year and de others is given over to de devil, his imps, and de jay-birdse Does
I believe all dat? I believes it 'nough not to patch dese old breeches 'til
tomorrow and not start my 'simmon beer, when de frost fall on them dis fall,
on a Fridays |

"You wants me to éet down s0 you can ask me sumpin'? I'll do datl Of
course I willl (He proceeded to do so =~ wiping his nose on his sleeve and

? sprawling down on the doorsill)e. My pappy name George, black George they call
him in glavery time, 'cause dere was a small yallow slave on de place, named
George. My mommy name Ca'lines My pappy b'long to de MoNeals and my memmy
“'long to Marse Joe Bearde His wife was my mistre;s. Her neme Miss Gracies




t¥itials? Dat sumpin' not in my lingo, Bosse You went to know what my pappy's
0ld marster name? Seem to me they call him Marse Gene, though it been so long
I done forgote When my marster weut to de war him got a ball through his leg.
Bad treatment of dat leg give him a limp for de balance of his days. White
folks call him 'Hoppin' Joe Beard' and sometime 'Lopin' Joe'.
"Merster and mistress have two chillune I play marbles wid them and make
mid piese Deir names was Marse Williec and Miss Rhoda.
"My brudders and sisters was Jeff, Roland, Jane and Fanniee All dead
'cept Fanniee Her marry a bigz, long nigger name Saul Griffine Last I heard of
them, they was livin' in Columbia, Se Ce
"I start workin' in de field de second year of de war, 1862 It sho' made
me hungrye I 'members now, how I'd git a big tin cupful of pot liquor from de
greens, crumble corn bread in it at dinner time and 'joy it as de bestest part
of de dinnere Us no suffer for sumpin' to eate I go all summer in my shirt-tail
and in de winter I have to do de best I can, widout any shoese Ever since then,
I just lak to go barefooted as you sees me now.
"My pappy git a pass and come 40 see mammy every Saturday nighte My mars-
ter had just four slave houses on de places !Spect him have 'bout eight women,
dat men come from other places to see and marry them and have chillune I doesn't

'member nary one of de women havin' a husband livin' wid her every nighte.

"Who do de plowin'? Women and boys do de plowin'es Had good 'nough houses,
though they was made of logs, ‘cup and saddieg' at both ends, and covered wid
white osk board shingles. Had stick and md chimeyse

"De Yankees made a clean sweep of everything, hosses, miles, cows, hogs,

meat and 'lassese Got s0 mad when they couldn't find any salt, they burn up

% everything. Pull Marse Joe's beard, just 'cause him name Bearde De one dat do

i
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dat was just a SM aleck and de cap'n of de crowd shame him and make him
slink 'way, out de house.

"#hen freedom come, Marse Joe stay ome year, them leave. Sell out and
| move to Walhalla and us move to pappy on de McNeal places Dat year us all
jined de church, Union Churche I now b'longs to New Hope Methodist Churche
Us nex' move to Mre Bill Crawford's place. Mre Crawford got ﬁo be school
commigsioner on de 'publican tioket and white folks call him-scalawage Him
have pappy and all de colored folks go to de 'lection box and vote. Ku Klux
come dere one night end whip overy mgger man they could lay deir lmtda One
Things quiet down then but us no more go to de 'lection box and vote.

" tBout dis time thoughts of de gals got in my head and feets at de same
timee I was buyin' a biled shirt and celluloid collar, in Mr. Sailing Wolf's
store, one Saturday, and in walked Ceily Johnsone I commence to court her right
then and dere, befo' 1 ever git inside dat shirt and ocllgr. Her have dark skin
and was zood to look at, I tell youe I de-sash-shay 'bout dat gal, lak a chick=-
en rooster spread his wing 'round a ére‘bty black pullet, 'til I wear out her in-
difference and her make me ho.pp& by marryin' me. Her was too good lookin' and
too bad doin', though, for mee She left by de light of de moon when us was livin'
on de Cummings placey 'bove towne Excuse me now, dat's still a fresh subject of
torment to me. Let's talk 'bout chances of gittin' dat pension, when I can git
another clean white shirt, lay 'round de white folks again, and git dis belly

full of pot liquore"
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AL ROSBORO

FX-SLAVE 90 YEARS OLD.

Al Rosboro, with his second wife » Julia, a daughter, and six small -
grandchildren, lives in a three-room freme house, three hundred yards east of
the Southern Railway' tracl%is 72l , about two miles south of ‘v"«’oodx-ﬂard, Se Co,
in F&iffield(uoun’cy. Mre Brice gives the plot of ground, four acres with the
house, to Al , rent frees A white man, lir. We L. Harvey doeg the ploughing of
the patches for himes Al has cataracts on his efe.s end can do no work. Since
this story wes written he has recelved his flrst old age pens:.on check of
eight dollars from the Social Velfare Zoard in Columbm, e Co

"Does I know what a nonegenarian is? No seh, what dat? 0ld folks?
Well, dets a migﬁty long neme and I been here a mijhty long timee Glad you
sey it's a honor and e privilege by de mercy oi; de Lords I's 'Ehankfull You
_ w_ﬁn’c's to _knc;w where I was born and who my white follzs then?
| "I was 'bor‘r'x.jx_lst one sand 8 half mile b!low White Oak, Se L ., on de
old-}‘*liarse Billie Brice pl“ace. " My pappy b'long to old ifiss Jennie Rowbein, bub
mammy b'long to M—arse William Brices Her name Ann. Hy old mistress nsme lary,
‘dax‘lghter of de Simontons, on Dumpers (-)‘reak.

"You .wa.nté de fust thing I 'members » then travel 'long de years 'til
I qomé to settin' right here in dis chair. Wiell, , reckon us git through today?
Take a pqwerful sight of dat pencil ’c; put it all down.

"Let i;te see. Fust thing I 'members well, was a big crowd wid picks

and shovels, & buildin' de railroad track right out de other side of de big

road in fromt of old marster's house. De 'sa.ma reilroad det is dere today.ﬂ When

de fust sngme come ’chrough, puffin' and tootin', lak to scare 'most everybody to
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deathe People got use to it but de mules and hosses of old marster seem
lak "chey never dide A train of‘ cars a movin' 'long is still de graindest
sight to my eyes in de world. Excite me more now than greyhound busses,
“or airplanes in de sky ever doe

"I nex' 'members my young misses and young marsters. Dere Waé--
Marse John; he was kilt in de war. Marse Jim, dat went to de war, comé back,
merry, end live right here in Winnsboro. MNarse Jim jot a grandson dat am in .
de army a sailin' air-shipse Then dere wes liarse Williem; he moved off. One
of de gals marry a Robertson, I cen't 'member her name, tho'! I help her to
meke mpzd piés meny e déy end put them 611 de chicken coop, in de sun, to dr;y‘:.
Her hed two dolls; deir names was Dorcas and Priscilla. %hen de pies got

@¥y, she'd teke them under de big osk tree, fetch out de dolls and talk a |

‘whole lot of child mother talk *bout de pies; to de Dorcas end Priscilla rag

,dolls. It wes big fun for her tho' and I cen hesr her laugh right now lak

.3 . : :
%she did when she mince 'round over them dolls end piese. Dere was some poor

folks livin' close by and sh'efd send me over to 'vite deir chillun direr to
play wid here They was Aname Marshalle Say they come from Virginny end wes
kin to de highest j:adge 1n de lande They was poor but they wes proud. Miss
tress. felt sorry for them but they wouldn't 4'cep'b any help from here
"“Well, when I git twelve years old, marster give me to his son,
Marse Calvin, and give Marse Calvin o plentetion dat his son, Homer, live on

nows I "member now o0ld marster's overseer comin' to de field; his name was

McElduffs Him say: 'Al, Marse William say come to de housefs I goes dere

on de run. ﬁhen. I git dere, him 'low: !'Calvin, I wants you to (c_ake A1, 1
give him to ybu. “Al, you ’cake'g';ood care of your young marster'. I always

dida.miﬁ' Marse Calvin wes livin' he'd tall you de sames
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"I forgit to tell you one thing dat happen down dere befo! I
lefte Dlere was a powerful rich femily down dere name Coeckrell: I forgits
de fust nemes Him brudder tho!, was sheriff and live in Winnsboroe Dere
was a rich Mobley family dat live jinin' him, two miles sunrise side of
hime One dey de Cvockrell cows:got out and pleyed thunder wid Mr. Mobley's
corne Ire Mobley kilt two of de cows. DUat mede de Cockrells mad. They
too proud to o to law 'bout it; they just bide deir times Oreday larse
Ed Ilobley's mules got out, come gallopin' 'round 'end stop :m de Cockrell
wheet field. Him bske his rifle and kill 4wo of them miles. Dat made iir.
Yobley mad but h:.m too proud to jo to lew 'bout ite DJe Mobley's just bide

deir times ‘'Lection come 'round for sheriff nex' summer. Mo Cockrell was

'lected sheriff dat time. You ask Mr. Iugh Wylie 'bout dat mex' time him

come to de Boros Him tell you ell 'bout ite

"Dat cali to my mind -enother big men, dat live 'bove ’s‘!}zite Oek fhén,
Merse Gregg Cameron. - ile was powerful rich, wid mexy slaves; ‘Him"lakAtozbar—
room and drinke_ B‘.izn come by marster's house one day, fell off his hoss end de
hoss galloI; on up de road. Vet was de fust drunk men I ever seee llarsbter
dr.idn'tv'lmmv what to do; him come into de house and ask iistress lMarys Him tell

her him didn't went to -scandal de chillun. She say: 'Whet would de good Seme-

riten Ado?’ 01d marster go back, -fetch dat groenin', cussin', old men and put

% ”fn.m to bed, bethe his heed, meke Sam, de driver, hl’cch up de buggy, make West

go wid him, and take Marse Cregg homes I never see or hear tell of dat white

man anymore , 'til one day after freedom when I come down here to Robinson's

Circus. Him drop desd dat dey at de parade,  when de steem piesno come tlong

ca tootin". "‘S;‘)eé‘b de 'citement, steam, and tootin', was too much for hims

 "Niggers never l&ﬁm to read end write. It was 'ginst de lew. White

theyweuldwri‘be deir Pas"seg ,94n,¢1._.€i‘“ 'way to de free stetese




"Us slaves ‘'tend Concerd Church,. tho'! Marse Calvin jine de Seceders

end 'tend New Hope. Why us go.to Concord? !'Cause it too far to walk fo New
Hope end not too far to walk to Concords Us have not 'nough mules for all to
ride, and then de mules need a rest. I now b'longs to }Betha.ny Presbyterian’
Church at White Caks Yes sah, I thinks everybody ought to jine de church for
it's de railroad train ‘co.gi’c to hebben one. |

"lMarse Calvin went to de war. Him got shot thru de hand. Yenkees

'com'_a and burn up everything him haves Wheeler's.men just as bad.
tpAfter fre-ed'om I got mannishe Wid not a drop of blood in me but de
| pﬁre African, I sets out to Tind a mete of de pure breed. 'Eout de bniiegtv
place ‘I could find onev of dis hatchin', was de Gaillard quarter. I marry
Gabrielle. Live fust years at de e{alt Brice 'Muﬁullowfh place ’ then move to

de Winson place, then to de preacher Erwin places Dat was a fine preacher s

“him p‘asv'bor fér Coﬁcord. Him 19.1: to swap hossess &ﬂm‘eh him come down out de

:Uulpl‘t him looks 'round, see e hos° him lak, soon as mot him o home to dinner

wid de owner of dat hosse After dinner him say: 'If it wesn't de bao’ba’ch,
}_mw would you trade dat hoss for my hoss?' Liore words pass between them, just

_shp;}osz‘.ni all de time it was HMondayes Then Mre Erwin ride back dere nex' day
‘and come back wid de hoss him took & fancy fore
_ i, Erm.n move when: he git a call to Texese 1 moves to de Bob

","S-inoﬁfbh ple.ce. ; Froni ‘dere 1 goes to de Jim Brice ptace, nov owned by young

t Ms.rse James Br:Loe. I lbe‘en‘ dere 32 years. Gebrielle and me generate.thirteen

¥ v'll'if}i}’»chillun, full blooded natural born Africans, seven bOIYS end six galss Then

-f»Ge.brielle d.:Le and I marry Jul:.a Jenl*ms. Us heve five chlllun, one boy and

v;_sfdone & heap f’or my country. 1'@% Ur+ Roosevelt to hear

imi.mak‘e__ de country‘ doﬁ”sampiii,' for'me;‘f
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TOM ROSBORO

EX-SLAVE 79 YEARS OLD.

Tom Rosboro lives with his daughter, Estelle Perry, in & three-room frame
house, on Cemetery Street, Winmnsboro, Se Cs The house stands on a helf'-acre
plot that is used for garden.tmck. Estelle owns the fee in the house and lote
Tom peddles the truck, eggs, and chickens, in the town and the suburbsn Winnsboro
mill village.

"My pappy was name Tom, just lak I is name Toms My mammy was name Sarah
but they didn't b'long to de same marster. Pappy b'long to old Marse Eugene
McNaule Mammy b'long to old Marse John Propste De ownership of de child fol-
lowed de mammy in them dayse Dat throwed me to be a slave of old Marse John
Propste

"My young marsters was name Marse Johnnie, Marse Clark, Marse Floyd, and .
Marse Wyatte I had two young misses. Miss Elizabeth marry & McElroy and Miss
Mamie marry a Landeckere You kmow Marse Ernest Propst dat run dat ladies' gar-
ment store and is a member of de Winnsboro Town Council? Yes? Well, dat is one
of Marse Floyd Propst chillune

"I hear mammy say dat daddy's mistress was name Miss Emma but her mistress
end my mistress was name Miss Margarete My daddy have to have a pass every time
he come to see mammye Sometime they give him a general pass for de yeare Some-
time him lose de pass and then such a gwine on you never did see de lake Nake
more miration (hullabaloo) over it than if they had lost one of de chillune They
was scared de patarcllers (patrollers) would coms ketch h:‘un; and lay de leather
whip on his naked back. He wouldn't dare stay longe Him would go back soon, not

on de big road but through de woods and fields, so as not to meet de patarollerss



20

43

"Who was my brothers and sisters and where is they? Brother Ben end Sis-
ter Mamie is dead and in glory. Dat's all de chillun mammy had a chence to have,
Ycause she was a good woman and would never pay any 'tention to de men sleves ”on
de Propst place. Her was faithful to pappy through thick and thin; whichever it
bee

"I doesn't 'member much 'bout de Yankees, though I does 'members de XKu
Klux; They visit pappy's house after freedom, sheke him, and.threater., dat,if
him didn't quit listenin' to them low-down white trash scalawags and carpetbag-
bers, they would come back end whale de devil out of him, and dat de Klan would
take notice of him on 'lection daye.

"When 1 was 'bout seventeen years old, I come to de Boro (Winnsboro) one ,
Saturday evenin' and seen e tall willowy gal, black she was but shiny, puttin'
them foots of her'n down on de pavement in.a pretty gamecock pullet kind of way,
as if to say: ‘'Roosters look at mes' I goes over to Mre Landecker's store, de
Mr. Landecker dat marry Miss Mamie Propst, and I begs him to give me a cigare I
lights dat cﬁ.gar and puts out after.here I ketches up wid her just as she was
comin' out of Mre Sailing Wolfe's Jew stores I brush up 'ginst her and say:
1Excuse me ladye' Her say; 'I grants your pardon, Mistere I 'spects smoke got
in your eyes and you didn't see me.' I say: *Well, de smoke is out of my eyes
