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Interviewsr Miss Irene Robertson

Person interviewed Charlie Gadson, Brinkley, Arkansas

Age 67

"I was born in Bernwell County, South Carolinae
My parents'name was Jane Gedson, Aaron Gedson. My
mother master was Mr. Owens. That is all I ever
knowed bout him. My father's master was Rivers and
Harley Gedsons

"They said they was to get something but they
moved on. At the ending of that war the fresident
of the United States got killede They wouldn':b
-knowed they was free if they hadn't made some change,
I doﬁ't know what méde them think they would get
something at freedom less somebody told them they
would,

"I work at the oil mill and at sawmilling. I
been famin' mostly since I been here, I got kidney
trouble and rheumatism till I ain't no count. I own

a house and lot in Brinkley."
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SUOBD
Interviewer Samuel S, Taylor
Person interviewed Dre D. B. Gaines
1720 lzard Street, Little Rock, Arkansas
Age___ 75
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*I was born in 1863 and em now seventy-five years olde You see,
therefore, that I know nothing experimentally and practically about
slavery.

*I was born in South Carolina in Lawrence County, and my father moved
away from the old place before I had any recollection, I remember nothing
about it, My father said his master's name was Matthew Hunter,

"I was named for my father's master's brother, Dr. Bluford Geines, My
name is Doctor Bluford Geines. Of courss, I am a doctor but my name is
Doctore

"My father's family moved to Arkansas, in 1882, Settled near
Morrilton, Arkansass I myself came to Little Rock, Arkenses, in 1885,
October eighth, Worked in the homes of white families for my board and
entered Philander Smith College October 8, 1885, Continued to work with
Judge Smith of the Arkansas Supreme Court until I graduated from Philander
Smith Collegs, After graduating I taught school and was elected Assistant
Principal of the Little Rock Negro High School in 1891, Served three
years, Accumlated sufficient money end went t;> Meharry Medical College,
Nashville, Tennessee, Graduated there in 1896, Practiced for ﬁv; years
in the city of Little Rock, Entered permanently upon the ministry in 1900,
Was called to the Mount Pleasant Baptist Church where I have been pastoring

for thirty-nine years the first Sunday in next May,




"The first real thing that made me switch from the medicine to the
ministry was the deep call of the ministry gave me more interest in the
Gospel than the profession of medieine furnished to mes In other words, I
discovered that I was & real preacher and not a real doctor,

*Pouching slavery, the white people to whom my parents belonged were

tolerant and did not allow their slaves to be abused by patrollers and

outsiders,

"My motherts people, however, were sold from her in very early life
and sent to Alabama, My mother's maiden name was Harriet Smith, She came
from Scuth Carolina tooe Her old master was a Smith, My mother and father
lived cn adjoining plantations and by permission of both overseers, my
father was permitted to visit her and to marry her even before freedoms
Out of regard for my father, his master bought my mother from her master,

I think my father told me that the old master called shem all together and ~
announced that they were free at the close of the War, Right after
freedom, the first year, he remained on the farm with the old .master,

After that he moved away to Greenville County, South Carolina, and settled
on a farm, with the brother-in-law of his old master, a man named Squire
Bennett, He didn't go to war,

"There was an exodus of colored people from South Carolina beginning
about 1880, largely due to the Ku Klux or Red Shirts, They created a reign
of terror for colored people in that state, He joined the exodus in 1882
and came to Arkansas where from reports, the ocutlook seemed better for him

and his family. He had no trouble with the Ku Klux in Arkansas, He

maintained himself here by farminge
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Opinions
"It is my opinion that from a racial standpoint, the lines are being
drawn tighter due io the advancement of the Negro peoples and to the
increased prejudice of the dominant race. These lines will continue to
tighten until they somehow under God are broken. We believe that the
Christian church is slowly but surely creating a helpful sentiment that

will in time prevail among all men,

"It appears from a governmental standpoint that the nation is doomed
sooner or later to crash. Possibly a changed form of government is not far
ahead. This is due to two reasons: (1) greed, avarice, and dishonesty on
the part of public people; (2) race prejudice, ls believe that the heads
of the national government have a far vision, ™e policies had they been
carried out in keeping with the mind of the Prepident, would have worked
wonders in behalf of humanity generally, But dishonesty and greed of those
who had the carrying out of these policies has destroyed their good effect
and the fine intentions of the President who created theme, It looks clear
that neither the Democratic nor the Republican party will ever become
sufficiently morally righteous to establish and maintain a first-class
humanitarian and unselfish government,.

"It is my opinion that the younger gpneratioh is headed in the wrong
direction both morally and spiritually, This applies to all races, And
this fact must work to the undoing of the government that must soon fall
into their hands, for no govermment can well exist founded upon graft,
greed, and dishonesty. It seems that the younger group are more
demoralized than the younger group were two generations ago. Thus the
danger both to church and statee Unless the church can catch a firmer

grip upon the younger group than it has, the outlook is indeed gloomy,
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"We are so far away from the situation of trouble in Germany, that it
is difficult to know what it is or should be. But one thing must be
observed-~that any wholesale persecution of a whole group of people must
react upon the persecutors. There could no cause arise which would justify
a governmental power to make & wholesale sweep of any great group of people
that were weak and had no alternative. That govdfnment which settles its

affairs by force and abuse shows more weakness than the weak people which

it abuses.

"We need not think that we are through with the job when we kill the
weaker man, No cause is sufficient for the destruction of seven hundred

thousand people, and no persecutor is safe from the effects of his own

persecution,.”

Interviewer's Comment
The house at 1720 Izard is the last house in what would otherwise be
termed a "white™ block, There appears to be no friction over the matters
Note that if you were calling Dr. Gaines by his professional title and
his first name at the same time, you would say Dr., Doctor Bluford Gaines.

He has attained proficiency in three professions--teaching, medicine, and

the ministry.
Dr. Gaines is poised in his bearing and has cultured tastes and

surroundings--neat cottage, and simple but attractive furnishings.

He selects his ideas and words carefully, but dictates fluently. He
knows what he wants to say, and what he omits is as significant as what he

states,
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He is the leader type--big of body, alert of mind, and dominant. It
is said that he with two other men dominated Negro affairs in Arkansas for

a considerable period of time in the past, He does not give the impression

of weakness now,

Despite his education, contacts, and comparative affluence, however,

his interview resembles the type in a number of respects--the type as 1

have found it.
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Interviewer ' Miss Irens Robertson

Person interviewed _Mary CGaines, Brinkley, Arkensas

Age__ Borm 1872

"I was born in Courtland, Alabain. Mother was twelve years old at the
tirat of the surrender,

®Grandfather was a South Carolinian, Master Harris bought h."un, two
more, ‘his brothers and two sigters and his mother at one time, He was real
African, Grandma on mother's side was dark Indien. She hed white hair
nearly atraight. I have same of it now, Mother was lighter, That is Ihe:;e
I gets my light color,
 "Master Harris sold mother and grandme, Mother said she was fat, tall
ntrong looking girl, Master Harris let a Negro trade(; have grandia, mother
and her three brothérs. They left grandpas Master Harris told the nigger
traders not divide grendma from her children. He didn't believe in thate
He was letting them go from their fether, That was enough sorrow for them
to beare That was in Alabama they was auctioned off, Master Harris lived |
in Georgias The auctioneerer held mother's arms up, turned her all around,
made her kick, rum, jump about to see howvnimblo and quick she wase He "
said this old woman can cooke She has been a good worker in the fields
She's a good cooke They sold her off cheap. Mother brought a big prices
They caught on to thate The man nor mﬁ'ﬁm't good to thui. I forgot
their nemes what bought theme The nigger traders run her three brothers on
to Mississippie The youngest one died in muiu;ppig They never seen the
other two or heard of them till after freedoms They went back to Georgiee

All of them went back to their old hame placee
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*In Alabama at this new master's home mother was nursinges Grandma and
another old woman was the cookse Mother went to the.r little house and told
them real low ghe had the baby and a strange man in the house said, 'Is that
the one you goiner let me have?' The man said, 'Yes, he's goiner leave in
the morning btfore times.'

"The new master come stand around to see when they went 4o sleep.

That night he stood in the chimney corner. There was a little window; the
moon throwed his shadow in the roams They said, 'I sure do like my new
magter.' Another said, 'I sure do.' The other one said, 'This is the best
place I ever been they so good to us.' Then they sung a verse and prayed
and got quiet. They heard him leave, seen his shadow go way. Heard his
house door squeak when he ghut his doors Then they got up easy and dressed,
took all the ciothes they had and slipped out., They walked nearly in & run
all night and two more days. They couldn't carry much but they had some
meat and meal they took alonge. Their grub nearly give out when they come

to some camps. Somebody told them, 'This is Yankee caups.' They give them
something to eats They worked there a while. One day they took a notion to
look about and they hadn't gone far 'fore Grandpa Harris grabbed grandma,
then mama. They got to stay a while but the Yankees took them to town and
Master Harris come got them and took them backe Their new master come too
but he said his wife said bring the girl back but let that old woman gos
Master Harris took them both back till freedome

"When freedom come folks shout and knock down things so glad they was
free, Grandpa come backe Master Harris said, 'You can have land if you can
get anything to worke.' Grandpa took his bounty he got when he left the army
and bought a pair of mles. He had to pay rent ithe third year but till then

he got what they called giving all that stayed a start,



"Grandma was Mariah end grandpa was Ned Harris, The two boys come
back said the baby boy died at Selma, Alabemas

"Grandpa talked about the War when I was a child. He said he was in
the Battle of Corinth, Missiassippie. He sa;d blood run shos mouth deep in
places.s He didn't see how he ever got out alive, Grandma and mama said
they was glad to get away from the camps. They looked to be shot several
times, Colored folks is peace loving by nature, They don't love ware
Grandpa said war was awfule, My mother was named Lottie,

"One reason mother said she wanted to get away from their new master,
he have a hole dug out with a hoe and put pregnant women on their stomachs
The overseers beat their back with cowhide and them strapped downs She
said 'cause they didn‘*t keep up work in the field or they didm't want to
worke She didn't know why. They didn't stay there very longe She didn't
want to go back theres

"My life has never been a hard one. I have always worked. Me and my
husband run a cafe till he got drowned. Since then I have %o work harder,
I wash and iron, cook wherever some one comes for me, When I was a girl I
was so much like mother--a fast, strong hand in the field, I always had
worke

"Mother said, 'Eat the beans and greens, pot-liquor and sweet milk,
make you fat and lazy.' That was what they put in the children's wooden
trays in slavery. They give the men and women meat and the children the
broth and dumplings, plenty molasses. Sunday mother could cook at home in
slavery if she'd 'tend to the baby too, All the hands on Harrises place
et dinner with their family on Sunday. He was fair with his slaves.

"For the life of me I can't see nothing wrong with the times. Only thing

I see, you can't get credit to run crops and folks all trying to shun farming,
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When I was on a farm I dearly loved it, It the place to raipe young black

and white both, Town end cers ruined the countrye”

Interviewer's Comnent

Owns two houses in among white peoples
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Interviewer . Miss Irene Robqrtaon
Porson interviewed Willism Gent, Forrest City; Arkansas
Age 101 |
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"I was one hundred and oné years old last Saturday (1938). I was born
in Be;iford County, middle Tennessee. My parents' names was Judy and Abraham
Gants They had the same master. They had thi-ee boys and two girls, Our
owners was Jim Gent and Elizabeth Gante Ma had seven children, four gals
and three boys, We called her Miss Betsy, Jim Gant owned seven hundred
acres of good land in one body and some more lend summers else, My young
masters and mistresses was: Melindy, Jennis, Betsy, Mary, Jim, John, Andy,
They had twenty-five or thirty slaves I knowed. He was pretty good to his
slaves, He didn't whoop muche Give 'em three or ro{:r lickse He fed 'em
all well. We had warm clothes in winter.

*I never seen nobody sold, My brothers and sisters was divided out,.
Miss Betsy was my young mistress., I could go to see all my folkse I never
seen no hard times in my life, I had to work or be called lazy, I loved to
worke I been in the field when the sun come up and got part my ploughing
done. Go back to the house and eat and feed my mule, rest around in the
shade, Folks didn't used to dread work so bad like they do nows I lay down
and rest in the heat of the day. They had big shade trees for us niggers to
rest under, eat under, spring water to drink, I'd plough till amack dark I
couldn't see to get to the barn. We had lightpd knots to feed by. The feed
be in the troughs and water in the big trough in the lot Teady. My supper
would be hot too, It would be all I could eat too, Yes, I'd be tirod but I

could sleep till next morning,
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"We had big todoos along over the country. White and black could go
sometimes, Picnics and preachings mostly what I went tq. Sometimes it was
" to a house covering, a corn shucking, a corn shelling, or log rolling. We
went on hunts at night soms,

"Sassy (saucy) Negroes got the most lickss I never was sassye I never
got but a mighty few licks from nobody, We was slaves and that is about all
to say.

*I learned to fiddle after the fiddler on the place, Uncle Jim was the
fiddler, Andy Jackson, a white boy, raised hime He learned him to read and
write in slavery. After slavery I went to learn from a Negro man at nighte
I learned a little bit. My master wouldn't cared if we had learned to read
and write but the white folks had tuition schoole Some had a teacher hired
to teach a few of them about. I could learned if I'd had or beem 'round
somebody knowed something. He read to us some, He read placos.in his
Biblees Anything we have and ask him, We didn't have books and papers. I
loved to play my fiddle, call figures, and tell every one what to dé. I
didn't take stock in reading and writing after the War,

"My parents had the name of being a good set of Negroes, She was raised
by foiks named Morrow and pa by folks named Strahorn. When ma was a little
gal the Morrows brought her to Tennessee, My parents both raised in South
Carolina by the Morrows and Streahorns. I was twenty years old in the War,

®*They had a big battle seven or eight miles from our homes, It started
at daylight Sunday morning and lasted till Monday eveninge I think it was
Bragg and Buels The North whooped. It was a roar and shake and we could
hear the big guns plain, It was in Hardin County close to Savannah,

Tennessee, It was times to be scared, We was all distressed,

"My master died, left her a widow,

Ea g
e
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"We farmed, made thirty or forty acres of wheat, seventy-five acres of
oats, some rye. I pulled fodder all day and take it down at night while the
dew would keep it in the bundle, Haul it up., We was divided out when the
War was one.

"Somebody killed Master Jim Gént. He was murdered in his own house,
They never did know who done it. They had two boys at home, One went
visitinge They knocked her and the boy senseless. It was at nighte They
was all knocked in the heade.

"Will Strahorn owned my wife. He was tol,lerable good to his Negroess
Edmond Gant was a black preacher in slavery. He married use, He married us
in white folks' yard. They came out and looked at us marrye. I had to ask
my master and had to go ask fer her then. Our children was to be Strahorn
by neme., Will would own them 'cause my wife belong to him., My first wife
had five girls and three boys. My wife diede I left both my two last wives.
I never had no more children but them eight.

"Freedom--my young master come riding up behind us. We was going in
dragging our ploughs. He told us it was freedomes The Yankees took every-
thinge We went to Murray County to get my horse. I went off the next day.
The Yankees stayed in Lawrence County., The Yankees burnt Tom Greenfield
out, Tom and Jim had joining farmse They took everything he hads Took his
darkies all but two girls, He left., Jim was good and they never went 'bout
hime Jim stayed at homee I went over theres He put me on his brother's
Place,

"I come to Arkansas by traine I come to Jackson, Tennessee, then to
Forrest City, brought my famlee. My baby child is grown and marriede

"The Ku Klux never bothered me, It was & mighty little I ever seen of

theme
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*T never have had a hard time. I have worked harde. I been ploughing,
hoeing, cradligg grain, picking cotton all my life.. I love to plough and
cradle grain, I love'to work,

*Thers is a big difference now and the way I was raised up. They ised
to be“uhooped and made mind. They learned how to work. Now the times run
away from the peoplees They used to buy what they couldn't raise in barrels.
Now they buy it in little debse I ain't used to its White folks do as they
pleases and the darkies do as they cane. Everybody greedy as he can be it
seem like to me, Laziness caming on more and more every year as they grow
upe I ain't got a lazy bone in me, I'm serving and praising my Lord every

day, getting ready to go over in the next world."
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ey Interviewer Miss Irene Robertaon

Person interviewed ~ Mike Genes - -
' ‘EEITygﬁrove, Ark.
Age 72

"I heard folks talk is all I kmow bout slavery. I was
born in Arkansas, My mother was Sara Jane Whitley, My father
was ____ Genes, My mother came here from Tennessee wid Hen~
derson Sanders, I was raised on the Duncan place, My mother )
ralsed u; a heap like old times, I got fire tongs now she had,
She made ash cakes and we had plenty milk, I got her old pot
hooks too., She cooked cracklin! bread in the winter and black
walnut bread tha_aame way. We made palings and boards for the
houses and barns, Jes gradually we gittinf/away from all that,
Times is changing so fast.

"I heard 'em say in slavery they got 'em up fore day and
they worked all day., Some didn't have much clothes. I can _
remember three men twisting plowllines. They made plow lines,

. "I vote if I have a chance, but I really don't care bout
ite I don't know how to keep up to vote 1like it ought to be,

"This young generation may change but if they don't they
alr a knock out, They do Jes anyway and everyway, They don't
save and cain't save 1t look like, way we got things now,

Folks don't ralse nothin' and have to buy so much 11v1n5_is
hard, Folks all doin fine long as th@ cotton is to pick, This

is two reconstructions I been through, Folks got used to work
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after that other one énd I guess they have to get used to
work this time till it get better. I don't kho' what causes
this spell of hard times after the wars,% '
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Interviewer : : Miss Irene Robertson
Person interviewed Jennie Wormly Gibaon_,‘ ,_Biscoe, Arkanses

Age___49

*Gran'ma was Pheobe West., Mama was Jennie West, Mama was a little
girl when the Civil War come on. She told how scared her uncle was, He
didn't want to go to war, When they would be coming if he know it or get
glimpse of the Yankee soldiers, he'd pick up my mama., She was a baby. He'd
run for a quarter of a mile to a great big tree &o'n in the field way back
of the place off the road. He never had to go to war, Ma said she was
little but she was scared at the sight of them clothes they wore, Mema's
and grandma's owners lived at Vicksburg a lot of the time but where that was
at Washington County, Mississippi. They had lots of "flslaves.

"Grandma was a midwife and doctored all the babies on the place, She
said ihey had a big room where they was and a old woman kept them. They et

milk for breakfast and buttermilk and clabber for supper. They always had

breads For dinner they had meat boiled and one other thing like cabbage, and

the children got the pot-liquor. It was brought in a cart and poured in
wooden troughs. They had gourds to dip it out with. They had gourds to
drink their cool spring water with,

"Daylight would find the hands in the field at work, Grandma said they
had meat and bread and coffee till the war come on., They had to have a
regular msal to work on in the morning,

"Grandma said their something to eat got mighty slim in war times and
kept getting slimmer and slimmer. They had plenty sorghum all the time.

17
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Them troughs was hewed out of a log and was washed and hung in the sum till
next mealtime. They cooked in irom pots and skillets on the fire, Grandma
worked where they put her but her main trade was seeing after the sick on
that places

®"They had a fiddler on the place and had big dances now and thene

*Ms young generation won't be advised no way you can fix it. I
don't know what in the world the folks is looking about. The folks ein't
gooci as they used to be. They thots craps and drinks and does 'iow-:'doin
things all the time. I ain't got no time with the young generation, Times

gone to pileces pretty bad if you axing me."
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Interviewer ' Watt MoKinney
Person interviewed Jemes Gill, R,¥,D. Marvell, Arkansas
Age 86 Occupation Farmer
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"Uncle Jim™ Gill, an ex-slave eighty~six years of age, owns a nice two
hundred acre farm five miles north of Marvell where he has lived for the

past thirty-five years, “Uncle Jim™ is an excellent citizen, prosperous and
conservative and highly respected by both white and colored,s Thiz is
molasses meking time in the South and I found "Uncle Jim" busily engaged in
superintending the process of cooking the extracted juice from a large
quantity of aorghum canse The fniliar type of horse~power mill in which
the cane is crushed was in full operation, & roaring r}ro was blazing in the
crudely constructed furnace beneath the long pan that /contninod the furiocusly
foaming, boiling juice and that "Uncle Jim"™ informed me was "nigh 'bout done*
and ready to drain off into the huge black pot that stood by the side of the
furnacee The purpose of my visit was explained and "Uncle Jim" leaving the
molasses naking to soms younger Negro accompanied nowto the shade of a large
oak tree that stood near-by and told me the following story:

"My ole mri, he was name Tom White and my young mars what claimed me,
he m name Jeff, Young mars an' me was just 'bout same age, U; played
together from time I fust riccolect till us left de ole home place back in
Alabapa and 1it out for over hers in Arkansase

*Ole naré, he owned a heap of niggers back dere where us all lived on de
big piaeo ut de lan', it was gittin' poor an' red and mought near wore out;

80 ole mars, he 'qnii'ad a big lot ornlan‘ here in Arkensas in Phillips County,
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but you know it was all in de woods dem 'bout fifteen miles down de ribber
from Helena and just thick wid canebrakese So he sont 'bout twenty famblies
ober here and dats how us happened to come 'cause my peppy, he was a extira
blacksmith and carpenter and ole mars knowed he gwine to haf to hab him teo
*sist in buildin' de houses and sich like,

"Though I was just 'bout seben year ole den, howsomeever, I 'member it
woll an' I sure did hate to leave de ole home where I was borned and I didn'
want leave Mars Jeff either and when Mars Jeff foun' it out *bout 'em gwine
take me he cut up awful and just went on, sayin' I his nigger and wasn't
gvine 'way off to Arkansas.

"Ole mars, he knowed my mammy and pappy, dey wasn't gwine be satisfied
widout all dere chillun wid 'em, 80 en course I was brung on too, You see,
ole mars and he fambly, dey didn' come and we was sont under de oberseer
what was name Jim Lynch and us come on de train to Memphis and dat was when
I got so skeered 'cause I hadn' nebber seen no train *'fore den an' I just
hollered an' oried an' went 6n 80 dat my mammy say if I didn' hush up she
guine give ms to de paddy rollers,

"Doy put us on de steamboat at Memphis and de nex' I 'member was us
gittin' off at de landin'e It was in de winter time *bout las' of Jamary
us git here and de han's was put right to work clearin' lan' and buildin'
cabinses It was sure rich lan' den, boass, and dey jus® slashed de cane and
deaden de timber and when cotton plantin' time coms de cane was layin' dere
on de groun' crisp dry and dey sot fire to it and ‘mrﬁed it off clean and
den planted de cropse

*Ole mars, he would come from Alabama to see 'bout de bizness two an'
three times every year and on same of dem 'casions he would bring Mars Jeff

wid him and Mars Jeff, he allus nebber failed to hab scmethin' for me,
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candy and sich like, and dem times when Mars Jeff come was when we had de
fun, Us just run wild pleyin' and iffen it was in de summer time we was in
de bayou swimmin' er fishin' continual but all dem good times ceasted atter
a while when de War come and de Yankees started all dere debbilmente Us was
Confedrits all de while, leastwiss I means my mammy an' nyvpappy and me an'
all de res' of de chillun ‘cause ole mars was and Mars Jeff would er fit ‘em
too and me wid him iffen we had been ocle enoughs

*But de Yankses, dey didn' know dat we was Confedrits, dey jus' reckon
we liﬁa most all de res' of de niggerse Us was skeered of dem Yankees
though 'ceuse us chillun cose didn' know what dey was and de oberseer, Jim
Lynch, dey done tole us little uns dat a Yankee was somepin what had one
great big horn on he haid and just one eye and dat right in de middle of he
breast and, boss, I sure was s'prized when I seen a sure 'nough Yankee and
see he was a man just like any er de res' of de folkse’ //,4/////// \

"De war tore up things right sharp yit an' still it wasn't so bad here
in Arkansas as I hear folks tell it was back in de yolder states like
Tennessee, Alabama, and Georgia. De bes' I riccolect de Yankees come in here
'bout July of de year and dey had a big scrap in Helena wid 'em and us could
hear de cannons fifteen miles off and den dey would make dere trips out
foragin' for stuff, corn and sich, and dey would take all de cotton dey
could fin', but our mens, dey would hide de cotton in de thickets an' cane-
brakes iffen dey had time or either dey would burn it up 'fore de Yankees
come if dey coulds I 'member one day we had on han' *bout hundred bales at
de gin and a white man coms wid orders to de oberseer to git rid of it, so
dey started to haulin' it off to de woods and dey hauled off 'bout fifty
bales and den dey see dey wasn't goin' to had time to git de res' to de woods

and den dey commenced cuttin' de ties on de bales so dey could set fire to dem
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dat Qey hadn® hid yit and 'bout dat time here come one of Mr. Tom Casteel's
niggers just a flyin' on’a mile wid a letter to de¢ white man, Mr, Tom
Casteel, he had he place just up de ribber from us, on de island, and when
he gived de letter to de man en de man read it, he said de Yankees is comin'
and he 1lit out for de ribber where de boat was waitin' for him and got 'way
and dere was all dat looss cotton on de groun' and us was skeered to sit fire
to de cotton den and *bout dat time de Yankees arive and say don' you burn
dat cotton and dey looked all ober de place and find de bales dat was hid in
de woods and de nex' day dey come and haul it off and dey say us niggers can
hab daﬁ what de ties been cut on and my mammy, she set to work and likewise
‘de odder women what de Yankees say can had de loose cotton and tie up all dey
can in bags and atter dat us sold it to de Yankees in Helena for a dollar a
poun' and dat was all de money us had for a long time,

"How=gome-ever us all lived good 'cause dere was heap of wild hogs an'
'possums and sich and we had hid a heap of corn and us did fine, Sometimes
de war boats, dey would pass on de ribber-~dat is de Yankee boats~-and us
would hide 'hind de trees and bushes and see dem pass, We wouldn't let dem
see us though 'cause we thought dey would shoots Heap en heap er times
sojers would come by us place, When de Yankees ud coms dey would ax my
mammy, 'Aunt Mary, is you seen any Se-cesh today?' and mammy, she ud say
'Naw suh' eben iffen she had seen some of us mens, but when our sojers ud
'come and say, 'Aunt Mary, is you seen ary Yankee 'round here recent?' she
ud allus tell dem de trufe Dey was a bunch of us sojers, dat is de Con-
fodrits, what used to stay 'round in de community constant, dat we knowed,

but dey allus had to be on de dodge 'cause dere was so many more Yankees dan

deme
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“Some of dese men I 'member good *cause dey was us closest neighbors
and some of dem libed on *'j'ining placess Dere was Mr. I.um Shell, Mre Tom
Stoneham, Mr. Bob Yabee, Mr. Henry Rabb and Mr. Tom Castesel, Dem I *member
well ‘'cause dey come to us cabin right of'en and mammy, she ud cook for ‘em
and den atter de niggers git dey freedom dey could leave de place any time
dey choose and every so of'sn mamny ud go to Helena and gin'rally she took
me wid her to help tote de things she get dere, Ole Mr. Cooledge, he had de
biggest and *bout de onliest store dat dere was in Helena at dat time., Mr.
Cooledge, he was a ole like gentleman and had everything most in he store--
boots, shoes, tobacco, medicine en so one Cose couldn't no pusson go in an'
outen Helena at dat time—dat is durin' war days--outen dey had a pass and
de Yankee sojer dat writ de passes was named Buford en he is de one what us
allus git our passes from for to git in en out and 'twasn't so long *fore Mr,
Buford, he git to know my mammy right well and call her 'by her name, Hs,
just like all de white mens, knowed her as 'Aunt Mary', but him nor none of
de Yankees knowed dat mammy was a Confedrit and dats somepin I will tell you,
bosa,e

®"Dose sojers dat I is just named end dat was us neighbors, dey ud come
to our cabin sometimes en say, 'Aunt Mary, we want you to go to Helena for
us and git some tobacco, and mebbe some medicine, and so on, and we gwine
write ole man Cooledge er note for you to take wid you; and mammy, she ud
git off for town walking and ud git de note to ole man Cooledge. Ole man
Cooledge, you see, boss, he sided wid de Confedrites too but he didn' let
on dat he did but all de Confedrit sojers *round dar in de county, dey
knowed dey could 'pend on him and when my memmy ud take de note in ole man
Cooledge, he ud fix mammy up in some of dem big, wide hoop skirts and hide

de things 'neath de skirts dat de men sont for. Den she and sometimes me
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wid her, us would light out for home and cose we allus had our pass and dey
knowed us and we easy git by de pickets and git home wid de goods for those
sojer men what sont use

*Speakin' from my own pussonal !sperience, boss, de niggers was treated
good in slavery times, dat is dat was de case wid my mars' peoples, Our
mars wouldn't hab no mistreatment of his niggers but I'ze heered tell dat
some of de mars was pretiy mean to dere niggers, but twasn't so wid us
'cause us had good houses and plenty somspin to eat outen de same pot what
de white folks' victuals cooked in and de same victuals dat dey hade You see
dat ole kittle sstiin' ober dar by de lasses pan right now? Well, I is et
many a meal outen dat kittle in slavery times 'cause dat is de very same
kittle dat dey used to cook us victuals in when us belonged to ole mars, Tom
White, and lived on he place down on de ribber, It was den, boss, just same
wid white men as 'tis in dis day and time. Dere is héap of good white folks
now and dere is a heap of dem what ain't so goods You know dat's so, boss,
don't you?

"When de niggers been made free, de oberseer, ﬁe called all de psoples
up and he says, 'You all is free now and you can do like you pleass., You can
stay on here and maeke de crops ur you can leave which-some-ever you want to
do.' And wid dat de niggers, dat is most of dem, lef*' like when you leave de
lot gate open where is a big iitter of shotes and dey just hit de road and
commenced to ramblee Most of 'em, dey go on to Helena and gits dey grub from
de Yankees and stay dar till de Yankees lef',

"But us, we stay on de place and some more, dey stay too and you know,
boss, some of dem niggers what belonged to 0ld mars and what he was so good
te, dey stole mighty nigh all de mules and rode dem off and mars, he never git

he mules backs, Naw suh, dat he didn', De war, it broke ole mars up
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and atter de surrender he jus' let he Arkansas farm go.ah' never come back no
moree Sem of de older poeplés, dey went back to Alabama time er two aﬁd
seen ole mars but I nebber did git to see him since us was sot free, Bt
Mars Jeff, he comed here all de way from de home in Alabema way atter he was
growed, It's been 'bout fifty year now vaigco de time he was here and I sure
was proud to see him, dat I was, boss, ‘cause I sure did love Mars Jeff and
I loves him yit to dis day iffen ho‘ still liveg and iffen he daid ;which I
ain't never heered er not, den I loves and 'spects he memory,

*Yas suh, boss, times is changed sure "nough tut like I *splained *bout
white folks and it's de same wid niggers, soms is good and $rys te 1ib right
en some don® keer and Jus' turns loose en don' restrain demselves,

*You know, boss, ders is heaps of niggers wid white blood in ‘em and dat
mess ;laa started way back yonder I reckon fore I was ever borned, Shucks,

- I knowed it was ldng afore den but it wasn't my kine ey white folks what
'sponsible for dat, it was de low class like some of de oberseers and den
some of de yother folks like for instance de furriners what used to come in
de country and work at jobs de mars ud give *em to do on the places like
carpentrying an' siche I knowed one bad case, boss, dat bappened right dere
by us place and dat was de oberseer who 'sponsible for dat and he was de
oberseer for a widow oman what lived in Helena and dis white man runned de
place an' he hab he nigger oman and she de mema of *bout six chillun by dis
man I tellin' you 'bout, three gals and three boys, and dem chillun nigh
'bout white and look just liks him and den he move off to some yother part
of de county and he git married dere to a white oman but he take he nigger
fambly wid him just de sams and he built dem a house in de middle of de place
he -done bought and he keep 'em dere eben though he done got him a white wife

who he 1ib wid also and, boss, sinece I done told you he name don't tell
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I said so 'cause de chillun, dey is livin' dere yet and some of dem is
gottin' old deyselves now but, boss, I don't 'speet I is tellin' you mueh you

don't already know 'bout dat bunche”
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Interviewer Beulah Sherwood Hagg

Person interviewed Mrs. Cora Gillem Age 86

1023 Arch Street, Little Rock, Arkansas

. [ 5%@2’4/@«7@@% Z(wé']

I have never been entirely sure of myA age. I have kept it since

I was married and they called me fifteen. That was in '66 or '67,.
Anyhow, I'm about 86, and what difference does one year make, 6ne way
or another, I lived with master and mistress in Greenville, Miss-
issippi. They didn't have childremn and kept me in the house with them
all the time. Master was always having a bad spell and take 'éo his
bed. It always made him sick to hear that freedom was coming closer, ,
He just couldn't stand to hear about that. I alwag,a remember the day |
he dieds It was therall of Vicksburg. When he took a spell, I had
to stand by the bed and scratch his head for him, and fan him with the
other hand. He said that scratching pacified him.

| No ma'am, oh no indeedy, my fether was not a slave. Can't you
tell by me that he was white? My brother and one sister were free
‘folks because their white father claimed them. Brother was in col-
lege in Cincinnati and sister was in Oberlin college. My father was
Mr. McCarroll from Chio. He came to Mississippi to be overseer on
the plantation of the Warren family where my mother lived. My /gran'd-
mother - on mother's side, was full blood Cherokee. She came from
North Carolina. In early day§ my mother and her brothers and sisters
were stolen from their home 1n‘ North Garolina' and taken to Missis-

sippl and sold for slaves. You know the Indians could follow trails
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better than other kind of foiks, and she tracked her children down

and stayed in the south. My mother was only part Negro; so was her
brother, my uncle Tom. He seemed all Indian. You know, the Cherokees
wore peaceable Indians, until you got them mad. Then they was the
fiercest fighters of any tribes,

Wait a minute, lady. I want to tell you first why I didn't get
educated up north like my white brother and sister. Just about time
for me to be born my papa went to see how they was getting along in
school., He left my education money with mama., He sure did want all
his children educated. I nevér saw my father. He died that trip.
After awhile mama married a colored man name Lee. Ee took my school
money &nd ﬁut me in the cotton pateh. It was still during the war
time when my white folks moved to Arkansas; it was Pesha county where
they settle. Now I want to tell you about my uncl; Tom. Like I'said,
he was half Indian. But the Negro part didn't show hardly any. There
was something about uncle Tom that made both white and black be afraid
of him, His master was young, like him, He was name Tom Johnson, to0e

You see, the Warrens, what own my mother, and the Johnsons,

/
were all sort of one family. liétress Warren and Mistress Johnson
were sisters, and owned aﬁerything together., The Johnsons lived
in Kentucky, but came to Aikansas to farm. Master Tom taught his
slaves to read., They say uncie Tom was the best reader, white or
black, for miles. That Iﬁs what got him in trouble, Slaves was
not allowed to read; They didn't want them to know that freedom
was coming, No ma'am! Any time a crowd of slaves gathered, over-

seers and bushwhackers came and chased them; broke up the crowd.



That Indian in uncle Tom made him not acai‘ed of anybody. He had a-
newspaper with latest war news and gathered a crowd of slaves to read
them when peace was ccming. White men say it done to get uprising
among slaves, A crowd .of white gather and teke uncle Tom to jail.
Twenty of them say they would beat him, each man, till they so tired‘
they can't lay on one more lick. If he still alive, then they hang
him, Wasn't that awful? Hang a man just because he could reed? They
had him in jail overnight. His young master got wind of it, and went
to save his man, The Indian in uncle Tom rose. Strength - big extra
strength seemed to come. to him. First man what opened that door, he
leaped on him and laid him out. No white men could stand against him
in that Indien fighting spirit.’ They was scared of him., He almost
tore that jailhouse down, lady. Yes he did. His young master took
him that night, but next day the white mob was afté/f him end had him
in jail. Then listen what happened. The Yankees took Helena, and
opened up the jails. Everybody so scared they forgot all about hang-
ings and things like that. Then uncle Tom join the Unidn army; wes
in the 54th Regiment, U. S. volunteers (colored) and went to Little
Rock. - My mama come up here. TYou see, 80 many white folks loaned
their slaves to the cessioners (Cecessionists) to h{alp build forts
all over the state. Mama was needed to help cook. They was building
forts to protect Little Rocke. Steele was coming. The mistress vas
kind; she took care of me and my sister while mama was gone, |
It was while she was in Little Rock that mams married lLee,
After peace they went back to Helena and stayed two years with old

mistress. She let them have the usd of, the farm tools and mules;
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~ she put up the cotton and seed corn and food for us, She told us
we could work on shares, half and half. You see, ma'am, when slaves

got free, they didn't have nothing btut their two hands to start out

N
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with. I never heard of any master giving a slave money or land,
Most went back to farming on shares. For many years all they got
was their food. Some white folks was so mean. I know what they
told us every time when crops would be put by. They said “Why didn't
you work harder? Look, When the seed is paid for, and all your food
and everything, what food you had just squares the account.® Then
they take all the cotton we raise, all the hogs, corn, everything,
We was just about where we was in slave days.

When we see we never going to make anything share cropping,
mother and I went picking. Yes ma'am, they paid pgptty good; got
$1.50 a hundred. So we saved enough to take us to Little Rock,

. Went on a boat, I remember, and it took a whole week to maks the

trip. Just think of that. A whole week between here and Helena. I
was married by then. Gillam was a blacksmith by trade and had a good
business. But in a little while he got into polities in Little Rock.
Yes, lady. If’you would lobk over the old records you would see where
he was made the keeper of the jails I don't know how many times he
was elected to city council., He was the only colored corona; Pulaski
county ever had. He was in the legislature, too. I used to dress up
and go out to hear hiﬁ ﬁake speeches, Wait a minute and I will gst

my scrap book and show you all the things I cut from the papers printed

about him in those days. . . .
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Even after the colored folks.got put out of public office,
they still kept my husbend for a policeman. it was during those
days he bought this home. Bixty-seveﬁ years we been living right -
in this place - I guess - when did you say the war had its wind
up? It was the only house in a big forest. All my nine children
was born right in this house. No ma'am, I never have worked since
I came here, My husband always made & good living. I hed all I
could do caring for those nine children. When the Democrats came
in power, of course all colored men were let out of office. Then
my husband went back to his blacksmith trade. He wés always
interested in breeding fine horses. Kept two fine stallions; one
was named "Judge Hill"™, the other "Pinchback™. White folks from
Kentucky, even, used to come here to buy his colts. Race people in
Texas took our colts as fast as they got born, Oniy recently we
heard that stock from our stable was among the best in Texas.

The Ku Kluxers never bothered us in the least. I think they
worked mostly out in the country. We used to hear terrible tales
of how they whipped and killed both white and black, for no reason
at all, Everybody was afraid of them and scared to go out after
darke. They were a strong organization, and secret. I'll tell
you, lady, if the rough element from the north had stayed out of
the south the trouble of reconstruction would not happened. Yes
ma'am, that's right. You see, after éreat disasters like fires and
earthquakes and such, always reckless criminal class people come
in its wake to rob and piilage. It was like that in the war days,

It was that bad element of the north what made the trouble.
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They tried to excite (incite) the colored against their white friends,
The white folks was still kind to them what had been their slaves,
They would have helped them get startedes I know that. I always say
that if the south could of been left to adjust itself, both white and
colored would been better off,

Now about this voting business, I guess you don't find any
colored folks what think they get a fair deal. I don't, either,
I don't think it is right that any thx payer should be deprived of
the right to vote. Why, lady, even my children that pay poll tax
can't vote. One of my daughters is a teacher in the public school,
She tells me they send out notices that if teachers don't pay a poll
tax they may lose their place. But still they can't use it and vote
in the primary. My husband always believed in using your voting
privilege. He has been dead over 30 years., He had:been appointed on
the Grand Jury; had bought a new suit of clothes for that. He died
on the day he was to go, so we used his new suit to bury him in. I
have been getting his soldier's pension ever since. Yes ma'am, I
have not had it hard like lots of ex-slaves.

Before you go I'd like you to look at the bedspread I knit
last year, My daughters was trying. to learn to knit. This craze
for knitting has got everybody, it looks like. I heard them fus-
sing about they could not cast on the stitches, ™For land's sakes,"
I said, "hand me them needles." So I fussed‘around a little, and
it all came backe What's funny about it is, I had not knitted a
stitch since I was about ten., Old mistress used to make me knit socks

for the soldierses I remember I knit ten pair out of coarse yarn,



while she was doing a couple for the officer out of fine wool and
silk mixeds I used to knit pulse warmers, and "half-handers®, -
I vet you don't know what they was. Yes, that's right; gloves
without any fingers, 'cepting a thumb and it didn't have any end,
I could even knit on four needles when I was little. We used to
make our needles out of bones, wire, smooth, straight sticks, -
anything that would slip the yarn. Well, let me get back to this
spread. In a few minutes it all came back, I began knitting wesh-
rags., Got faster and faster, Didn't need to look at the stitches,
The girls are so scared something will happen to me, they won't let
"~ me do any worke Now I had found something I could do. When they
saw how fast I work, they say: "“Mother, why don't you make some-
thing worth while? Why make so many washrags?" So I started the
bedspread. I guess it took me six months, at odd times. I got it
done in time to take to Ft. Worth to the big exhibit of the National
Federafion of Colored Womens' Clubs, My daughter was the national
president that year. If you'll believe it, this spread took first
prize. Look, here's the blue ribbon pinned on yet. What they’
thought was so wonderful was that I knit every stitch of it without
glasses, But that is not so funny, because I have never worn glasses
in my life. I guess that is some more of my Indian blood telling.
Sometimes I have to laugh at soms of thesp young people. I
call them young because I knew them when they were babies. But they
are already all broken down old men and women. I still feel young

insides I feel that I have had a good life.
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Interviewer Saruel S. Taylor

Person interviewed r §1 ¢] J. N. Gillespie ?]
1112 Park Street, Little Rock, Arkensas
Age___ 75

"I was born near Galveston, in Texas, January 19, 1863, so they tell
me, I been in this town and been living right here at 1112 Park Street for
fifty-three years ,and ain't never had no trouble with anybody.

"My grandparents were Gilléapie's. My grandma was an Indien woman.
She was stolen off the reservation--her and her daughter. The daughter was
about twelve years old and big enough to wait table. Both of them were
full blooded Cherokee Indiana. My grandma married a slave, and when she
growed up, my mother married a slave; but'/‘mw nmother's parents were both

~
Indians, and one of my father's parents /was white, so.‘} y/ou see about three-
fourths of me is something else, i{y gran;imot‘her's name before hér first
marriage was Courtney and my’ mother's first name was Parthenia.

"§hen they were stolen, they were made slaves. Nick Toliver bought
‘em, He was their first master, far as I heard 'em say. After old man
Nick Toliver died, Tom Brewer bought my mother. Toliver and Brewer were
the only two masters she had.

"After rreédmn came, my grandma took back her own name, Gillespie.
Grandma's second husband was named Berry Green. She was free and in the
Indian reservation when she married Gillespie, but she was a slave when she
married Berry Green.

"After my mother came to be of age, she married a man named Willis,

He was a slave. That is why I am like I am now, If my grandma had stayed

3
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in the nation, I never would have been a slave, and I wouldn't need to be

beatin' around here trying to get just bread and meat,
"After freedom, she taken her mother's name by her free husband,

Gillespie, and she made her husband take it too. That how I got the neme

of Gillespiee

QOccupation of Forefathers
"After they were made slaves, my grandmother cooked and my mother
waited table and worked as a house girl, My grandma used to make clothes

too, and she could work on one of these big looms,

Patrollers
"My mother told me that when the boys would go out to a dance, they
would "tie a rope acro#s the road to make the horses of the patrollers
stumble and give the dancers time to get away. Sometimes the horses' legs

would be brokene

Subject's Occupation
"] wants to work and can't get work; so they ain't no uss to worry. I

used to cook. That is all I did for a living. I cooked as long as I could

get samething for it. I can't get a pensione

Slave Houses

"] didn't see no log houses when I growed up. Everything was frame,

Right After the War
"Right after the War, my mother stayed around the house and continued
to work for her master, I don't know what they paid her. I can't remember

Just how they got free but I think the soldiers gave 'em the notificatione
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They stayed on the place till I was big enough to work. I didn't do no

work in slave time because I wasn't old enocughe

Choked on Watermelon Seeds
"One day I was stealing yatermelons with some big boys and I got
choked on soms seeds., The melon seeds goét in my throai:g I yelled for help
and the boys ran away. Old Tom Brewer made me get on my hands and jump up

and down to get the seeds out.

Leaving Galveston

*I was a amall boy, might have been seven or eight years old, when I
lei:t Galveston. We came to BradlayA County, here in Arkansas. From Bradley
my mother took me to Pine Bluff. After I got big I went back to Texase
Then I came from Texas here fifty-three years ago, and have besen living
here ever since, cooking for hotels and private femilies.

*1 never was arrested in my life. X never been in trouble. I never
had a fight. Been living in the same place ever since I first came here—
right hers at 1112 Park Streets I belong to the Christian Church at
Thirteenth and Cross Streets.s I quit working around the yard and the
building because they wouldn't pay me anything, They pramised to pay me,

but they wouldn't do it,*
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Interviewer's Comment
Gillespie has an excellent reputation, as indeed have most of the

ex-slaves in this qity.' He is clear and unfaltering in his memory. Hq

is deliberate and selects what he means to tell. He is never discourteouse.
He is a little nervous and cannot be held long at a time. Indian char-
acteristics in him are not especially prominent, but you note them readily
after learning of his ancestry. He is brown but slightly copper in color,
and his profile has the typical Indian appearance. He is a little tac-

iturn, and sometimes acts on his decisions before he announces them. I

cultivated him about three weekse.
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Interviewsr Samel S, Taylor

Person interviewed Will Glass
715 W, Eighth Street, Little Rock, Arkansas
Age 50 _

Occupation All phases of paving work

'7?&)41 /51073 Foo¥ _ﬁ??{___

"My grandfather was named Joe Glass. His master was named Glass. I
forgef the first name. My grandfather on my mother's side was named Smith.
His 0ld master was named Smith. The grandfather Joe was born in Alabama.

Grandfather Smith was born in North Carolina.

Whippings

"There were good masters and mean masters. Both of my old grand-
fathers had good masters. I had an uncle, Anderson Fields, who had a tough
master. He was so tough that Uncle Anderson had to ruﬁ away. They'd whip
him and do around, and he would run away., Then they would get the dogs
after him and they would run him until he would climb a tree to get away
from them. They would come and surround the tree and make him coms down
and they would whip him till the blood ran, and sometimes they would make
the dogs bite him and he couldn't do nothing about it. One time he bit a
dog's foot off, They asked him why he @id that and he said the dog bit him
and he bit him back. They whipped him again.' They would take him home at
night and put what they called the ball and chain on him and some of the
others they called unruly to keep them from running away. '

"They didn't whip my grandfathers. Just one time they whipped
Grandfather Joe., That was because he wuldn't give his consent for

them to whip his wife. He wouldn't stand for it and they strapped him,



He told them to strap him and leave her be, He was a good worker and they

didn't want to kill him, so they strapped him and let her be like he said, -

Picnics

*Both of my grandfathers said their masters used to give pienics,
They would have a certain day and they would give them all a good time and
1et them enjoy themselves., They would kill & cow or some kids and hogs and
have a barbecues; They kept that up after freedecm. Every nineteenth of
June, they would throw a big picniec until I got big enough to see and know
for myself, But their masters gave them theirs in slavery times, They
gave it to them once & year and it was on the nineteenth of June then.

*Grandfather Joe said when he wanted to mrry Jennie, she was under
her oid master, thé man that Anderson worked under. 0l4 man Glass feund
that Grandfather Joe was slipping off to old man Field's to see Grandma
Jennie, who was on Field's place, and old man Fields v’:ﬁt over and told
Glass that he would either have to sell Glass to him or buy Jennie from
him, 014 man Glass bought Iepnie and Grandfather Joe got her,

"After oid man Glass bought Jennie, he held up & broom and they would
have fo jump over it backwards and then old man Glass pronounced them man
and wife, |

"Grandfather Joe died when I was a boy ten years o}d. Grandfather
anith-diod in 1921'. He was eighty years old when he died, Grandfather Joe

was seventy-~two years old when he died, He died somewhere along in 1898,

'lhitooapa
*I heard them speak of the Ku Klux often. But they didn't call them
Ku Klui; they called them whitecaps. The whitecaps used to go around

at night and get hold of colored psople that had been living disorderly
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and ocarry them out and whip them, I never heard them say that they whipped

anybody for votinge If they did, it wasn't done in our neighberhood,

Worship

YUncle Anderson said that old men Fields didn't sllow them to sing and
pray and hold meetings, and they had to slip off and al;lp aside and hide
around to pray. They knew what to dos People used to stick their heads
under washpots to sing and pray. Some of them went out into the brush
arbors where they could pray and shout without being disturbed,

®*Grandfather Joe and Grandfather Smith both said that they had seen
alaves have that trouble. Of course, it never happened on the plantations
where they were brought up. Uncle Andersocn said that they would sometimes
go off and get under the washpot and sing and pray the best they could,.
When they prayed under the pot, they would make a 1ittle hole and set the

s
pot over it. Then they would stick their heads under the pot and say and

sing what they wanted,

Slave Sales

*Grandfather Joe and Grandfather Smith used to say that when a child
was bérn if it was a child that was fine blooded they would put it on the .
block and sell it away from its parents while it was little, Bdth of my
grandfathers were sold away from their parents when thej were small kids.
They never knew who their parents were,

"When my oldest auntie was born, my mother said she was soldlabout two
years‘beforo freedomes Aunt Emma was only two years old then when she was
solde Mother never met her until she was married end had a family, They

~ would sell the children slaves of that sort at auction, and let them go to

the highest bidder, .
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, Opinions

"My grandrathsr brought me up strietly, I don't know what they
thought about the young people of their day, but I kuow what I think, I
will tell youo At first I searched ﬁysslf. Kids in the time I came along
had to go by a certain rule, They had to go by it,

"We don't see to our children doing right es our parents saw to oﬁr
doing, It would be good if we could get ouTselves together and bring these
young pebple back where they belonge What ruined the y?nng folks is our
lack of disecipline, We send them to school but that is all, and that is
not enough, We ought to take it on ourselves to see that they are learning
as they ought to learn Pnd what they ought to learn.

=T belong to Bethel A. M. E, Churche I married about 1919, November

16 i have just one kid and two grand kids,"



30454 | 42

Interviewer Miss Irene Robertson

Person interviewed Frank William Glenn, Des Arc, Arkansas

Age 73
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"I was born June 1864 in Des Arce My parents named Richard iawis
Glenn and Pleasant Glynne My mama died when I was smalle I recollect
hearing em say the southern women oughtn't marry the Yankee men, there
was so much difference in their iives. A few widows and girls did marry
Yankee men, very few, Southern folks jes' hated ems.

"Master Wash Glenn had a son nemed Boliver. He n;ay had moree I
don't know much about eme We stayed there after the war for a long
time then went to work for Mr. Bedford Bethels father., ie worked there
a long time then went to work for Mr. Jim Erwin. My papa always farmed,
I heard my mema say she washed and sewed during slavery. There was
three boys and one girl in our famlee. I heard bout the bushwhackers
and Ku Klux, I was too young to tell bout what they did do. I never

did see none dressed upe.

"I don't fool wid votin' muche I have voteds I don't understand
votin' much and how they run the govermint. My time of usefulness is
nearly goneg

"The present time serves me hardes I got my leg caught in a wagon
wheel and so sprained I been cripple ever sincee The rheumatiz settles
in it %111 I can't sleep at nights My wife quit me, I got two boys in
Chicago, the girl and her ma in Brinkleye They sho don't help me, I

have to rent my house. I don't own nuthin's I work all I'm able,



"fhe present generation is selfish and restless, I don't know
what goner become of ems Times is changing too fast for mee I jess

look on and wonder what going to come on next."

2,
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Interviewer Miss Irene Robertson
Person interviewed Ella Glespie, Brassfield, Arkansas
Age __ 71

"I was born the third ysar after the surrender. I was born in Okolona,
Mississippi. My parents was Jane Bowen and Henry Harrison. Ma had seven
children., They lived on the Gates place at freedom. I'm the onliest one of
my kin living anywheres 'bout now, Ma never was sold but pa was,

"Parson Caruthers brought pa from Alabama. He was & good runner and
when he was little he throwd his hip outer j'int running races, Then Parson
Caruthers learnt him & trade--a shoemsker. When he was still nothing tut a
lad he was sold for quite a sum of money. When emencipation come on he could
read and write and make changes

®*So den he was out in the world cripple, He started teaching schoole
He had been a preachery too, durin' slavery, He preached and taught school,
He was justice of the peace and representative for two terms from Chickasaw
County in the state legislature. I heard them talk about that and when I
started to school Mr. Suggs was the white man principal. Pa was one teacher
and there was some more teachers. He was a teacher a long time, He was
eighty odd and ma was sixty odd when she diedes Both died in Mississippie

™My folks said Master Gates was goods I knowd my pa's young Master
Gates. Pa said he never got a whoopinge They made a right smart of money
outen his work, He said some of the boots he made brung high as twenty

dollars. Pa had a good deal of Ccnfederate bills as I recollectse Ma said

some of them on Gates' place got whoopingse
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*When they would be at picnics and big corn shellings or shuckings
either, all Gates' black folks was called 'Heavy Cates'; they was fed and
treated so welle I visited back at home in Mississippi. Went to the
quarters and &ll nineteen years agoe. I heard them still talking about the
'Heavy Gates'e I was one the offspringge

"Ma cooked for her old misiress years and years, Mra. Rogers in South
Carolina give ma to Miss HRebecca, her daughter, and said, 'Teke good care of
her, you hight need her,* They come in ox wagons to Mississippi. Ma was a
little girl then when Miss Rebecca married Dr. Bowen. Ma hated to leave Miss
Rebecca Bowen 'cause in the first place she was her half-sister, She ssid
Master Rogers was her own pa. Her ma was a cook and house girl ahead of hers
Ma was a fine cooke Heap better than I ever was 'cause she never lacked the
stuff to fix and I come short theres

"I heard ma tell this, Wherever she lived and worked,at Dr. Bowen's, I
reckon. The soldiers come one day and took their sharp swords from out their
bslts and cut off heads of turkeys, chickens, geese, ducks, guineas, and took
a load off and left some on the ground, They picked up the heads and what was
left and made a big washpot full of dumplings. She said the soldiers wasted
8o much,

"When I was young I seen a 'style block' at Holly Springs, Mississippie
I was going to Tucker Lou School, ten miles from Jackson. That was way back
in the seventiess A platform was up in the air under a tree and two stumps
stood on ends for the stepse It was higher than three steps btut that is the
way they got up on the platform they tole me,

"I think times are a little bettere I gits a little ironing and six
dollars and commoditiess The young generation is taking on funny wayse. I

think they do very well morally 'cepting their liquor drinking habitse
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That is worse, I think, They are advancing in learninge I think times a
little battere

"My husband had been out here. We married and I come heres I didn't
like here a bit but now my kin is all dead and I know folks here better, I

like it now very well, He was a farmer and mill man,"

46
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Interviewer Mary D. Hudgins
Person Interviewed Joe Golden Age 86
Home 722 Gulpha Street, Hot Springs, .Ark.

"Yes, matam to be sure I remembers youe I
knew your father and all his brotherse I knew

your mother's father and your grandmother, and
all the D_englerse Your grandpsppy was mighty
good to me. Your grandmother was t00e Many's

the day your uncle Fred followed me about while
I was huntinge I was the only one what your

grandpappy would let hunt in his gérden. Yes,
mataml If your grandmother would heer a shot

across the hill in the garden , she'd say,
"Go over and see who it ise"™ And your grandfather
would come. He'd chase them aways Bubt if it
was me, he'd go back home end he'd tell her,
"It's just Joe.Me's not going to carry away more
then he can eate Joe'll be all right,"

Yes, ma'ame I was born down at Magnet Cove.
I belonged to Mre Andy Mitchell., He was a great

0ld man, he was. Did he have a big ferm and lots of

av
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black folks ? Law, miss, he didn*t have nothing bwt -
children, just lots of little children. He rented
me. and my pappy and my mother to the Sumpters right
here in Hot Springs.

I can remember Hot Springs when there wasn't
more than three houses here. Folks used to come thru
and lots of folks used to stay. But there wasn 't more
than three famllies lived here part of the timee

Yes, matam we worked. But we had lots of fun
t00e. Them Was exciting times. I ocan remember when folks
got to shooting at each other right in the street. I Tun
off and taken to the woods ﬁvhen that happeneds

No, miss, we didn't live in Hot s;rings all thru

the war. When the Fecerels taken Little Rock they takkn
us to Texase We stayed there until t68. Then we come

back to Hot Springse

-Yes, miss, Hot Springs was a good place to make
money. Lots of rich folks was coming to the hotelse
Yes, matam, I made money. How'd I make it? Well lots
of wayse I used to run. I was the fastest runner what

wase Folks would bet on us, and I'd always wine Then
I used to shine shoes. Made money at it too, Lots of
days I made as much as §4 or $5. Sometimes I didn't
even stop to eat. But I was making money, end I didn't

caTres
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Then there was & feller, a doctor he wase

He give me a gun., I used to like to hunte Hunted all
over these mountains® | hunted quail and hunted squirrel

and a few times I killed deers., The man what gave me the
gun he promised me twenty five cents apiece for all the
quail I could bring hime Lots of times I came in with
them by the dozens

I tried to save my moneye Didn't spend muche
I'd bring it hbme to my mother. She'd put it away for me.
But if my pappy knowed I got money he'd take it aviay from
me and btuy whiskey. You might know why, misse He was part

Creek----yes ma'am, part Cresk Indian. /

Does you remember chinquapins ? They used to be
gll over the hill up yondere* I used to get lots of them,
Sell them tooe One time I chased a deer up there*. Got him

with a knife, didn't heve a gun. The dogs cornered him for
me., 3Best dog I ever had, his name was Abrsham Lincoln,

He was exira good for a possom doge Once I got a white
. possam in the same place I got & deer. It was way out
yonder--~that place there ain't nothing but rocks, Yes,

matam, Hell's Half Acre.§
*

* Units of Mot Springs Natienal Parke

# spot without soil or vegetation--broken talus rocke
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Yes, miss, I has made lots of money in nmy time,
cen't work none now. Wish you had got to me three years
ago. That was before I had my strokee Can't think of what

I want to say, and can't make my mouth say it. You being
petient with me. I got to take time to think,e

Me end my wife we gets along pretty well. We ha¥e
ouYy home, and then I got other propertye* We was real well
offe I had $1200 in the benk-----Webb's Bank when it
failed # Never got but pert of my money backe

| When I sold out my bootblack stand I bought a butcher
shop. I made & lot of money there. I had good me$t and
folks, black folks and white folks ceame pp buy from mes
S0 you remembers my barbecue, do you ? Yes, miss, I always
tried to meke it goode Yes, I remembers your Ppappy used
to always buy from mes

Your g@randmother was & good woman, I remember when

your Uncle Freddy had been foblowing me around all day while
I was hunting----it was in your gi‘andpappy's gerden---his

vin;'i'ard too---it was mighty big. I told Freddy he could

have a squirrel or a quail, He took the squirrel and I geve

* Home clean, well painted and cared for, two story, large lote.

Rental cottage, good condition, negro neighborhood,

# Bank owned and operated for and by negroes--affiliated
with beadquarters of large national negro lodgee



kim a couple of quail tood Went home with him and showed
your grandmother now they ought to be fixed.

I can remember before your father lived in Hot
Springs. Hé énd his brothers used to come thru from
Polk County. They!d bring a lot of cotton to selle
Yes, matam lots of folks came thru. They'd either sell
fhem here or go on to Little Rocke Lots of Indiang---
along with cotton and skins they'd bring loadstone,
Then when your pappy and his brothers had a hardware
store I bought lots of things from them. Used to be
some pretty bad men in Hot Springs---folks was mean
in them dsys. I remember when your fathér kept twe

men from killing each other., Wish, I wish I could remember
better. This stroke has about got me,

Yes, miss, that was the gardens I used to sell
garden ruck tooe. Had a busk fence around it long before
& wire onees Folks used to pass up other folks to buy
truck from mee Your mother did,

Life's bé;n pretty good to me. I;ve ldved a long
time. And I've done a lot. Mede a lot of money, and didn't
get beyond the third grades* can't cultivate the garden nowe

My wife does well enough to take care of the yarde She's a

* No public schools in Hot Springs until the late 70se
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good woman, my wife ise

30 you're going to Fayetteville to see Miss
Adeline ? T remember Miss Adeline.* she worked for
your papry's brother didn't shee Yea, I knowed Lher

well., I liked her, ,
Yes miss, I'm sort of tirede It's hard to think.

And I cen't move about muche But I got my home and I got

my wife and we're comfortable. Thank youe ™

Interviewers$s note:

I left him sitting and rocking gently in & home-made
‘hickory stationary swing eyes half closed looking out across

his yard and basking in the warm sunshine of late afternoons

* The Adeline Blakely of another Arkansess interview with slaves.



Interviewer Miss Irens Robertson

Person interviewed Jake Goodridge, Clarendon, Arkansas

Age 977 87 is about correct
Born August 4, 1857

*I was born close to Jackson, Tennesses in Madison County. My
mtaz; was Eatford Weathers. His wife's name was Susan Weathers. They
had a big family -~ John, Lidy, Mattie, Polly, Betty, and Jimmy, that I
recollect and there might er been some more,.

"My perents' names was Narcissus and Jacob Goodridge. I had one
brother that was a Yankee soldier, and five sisters. One sister did live
in Texas. They all dead fur as I know. We got scattered. Soms of us
got inherited fore freedam. Jake Goodridge took me along when he went
to the an? to wait on him. Right there it was mo"an' my brother
fightin' agin one 'nother.

*When we come to St. Charles we come to Memphis on freight boxes
- no.tops -=- flat cars like, There a heap more soldiers was waiting.
i§ got on a boat -- a great big boat. There was one rog:l.nen/t -
Indiana cavalry; one Kansas, one Missouri, one Illinois. All on deck
was the horses, There was 1,200 men in a i'ogimnt and four regiments.
4,800 horses and four cannons. There was not settin' down room on the
boat. They captured nw master and sent him to prisone First they put
him in a callaboose and then they sent him on to prison and they took
me to help them. They made a waitin' boy of me. I didn't lack none of
'‘em. They cussed all the time. I hesard they purol?ed my master long

time after the war,
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"They would shoot a cannon, had a sponge on a long rode They

wipe it out and put in another big ball, get way back and pull a rope.

The cannon fire agin. Course I was scared. I was g cared ;o death
‘bout_two yeaxs, that 'bout how long I was in the war, I was twelve

or fourteen ysars olde I recollect it as well as if it was yesterday.
They never had a battle at St. Charles while I was there. They loaded
up the boat and took us to Little Rock, They mustered out there, The
Yankee soldiers give out news of freedom. They was shouting 'round.
I jes' stood around to see whut they goiner do next. Didn't nobody
give me nuthin', I didn't know what to do. Everything goinge. Tents
all gone, no place to go stay and nathin' to eate That was the big
freedom to us colored folks. That the way white folks fightin' do the
colored folks. I got hungry and naked and cold many a time. I had a
good master and I thought he always treated me heap better than thate I
wanted to go back but I had no way. I made it down to 8t. Charles in
'bout a year after the surrender. I started farmin'. I been farmin'
ever since. In Little Rock I found a job in a tin pin alley, pickin' up
ballse The man peid me §12 a month, next to starvation. I think his
name was Warren Rogers.

*I went to Indian Bay 'bout 1868 and farmed for Mr. Hathway, then
Mr, Duncan, Then I coms up to Clarendon and been here ever since.

*One time I owned 40 acres at Holly Grove, sold it, spent the money.

*I too old,I don't fool wid no votin'. I never did take a big
stock in sich foolishness.

*I live wid my daughter and white folks. The Welfare give me §8

a moni'.h. We got a garden. No cow., No hog, No chickense



"The present conditions seem pretty bdad,
don't work, Nobody savin' that I sees. Takes

haben't give the present generation a thought."

Some 4o work and some

it all to live on., I

r
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Interviewer Miss Irene Robertson

Person interviewed John Goodson (Goodrum), Des Arc, Arkansas

Age Born in 1865

"My master was Bill Goodrum. I was born at Des Arc out in the
country close by here. My mother was a house woman and my father was
overseere I was so little I don't remember the war, I do remember Docv
Rayburn, I seed him and remember him all right. He was a bushwacker and
a Ku Klux they saide I don't remember the Ku Klux. Never seed thems

"I heard my parents say they expected the government to divide up the
land and give them a start -~ a home and some lande. They got just turned
out like you turn a hog out the pen and say go on I'm through wid you.

"I heard them set till midnight talking 'bout whut all took place
during the Civil VWare. The country vweas wild and it was a long ways be-
tween the houses, There wasn't many colored folks in this country till
closin' of the war. They started bringing 'em here. Men whut needsd
help on the farmse.

"All my life I been coockinge I cooked at hotels and on boatse I
cooked some in restaurants. They say it was the heat caused me to go
blindes I cooked up till 1927, The last folks I cooked for was on a
boat for Heckles and Wade Sales up at Augusta, Arkansas. I done carpsntry
work some when I was off of a cooking jobs I never liked farmin' much, I

have done a little of that along between times too., My mein job is cook-

inge
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"] voted along when I could see. I:ain't voted lately. I sho
lacks this Presidents

"T had a house and lot — this one, but I couldn't pay taxes. We
still living in it. We got a garden. No hog, no cow. We made our home
when I cooked and my wife washed and ironed.

*] think this new generation of colored folks is awfule They can
get work if they would do it. Times is gettin' worse, They work some

J
make for shows, whiskey and I don't know whut all.

if the price suit 'em,if it don'Ejthey steals They spend 'bout all they

"The Social Welfare gives me $8 a monthe My wife does all the
washing and ironin' she can get. We are doing very well.

*I don't understand much 'bout votin' and picking out canidates.
It don't hurt if the women want to vote.

"Only songs I ever heard was corn songs. I don't remember none.
They make 'em up out in the fieldse Some folks good at making up songse
One I used to hear a whole heap was "It goiner be & hot time in the old
time tonite." Another one "If you l;ker me lzker I lIker you. We both
1iker the same." I don't remember no more them songse I used to hear

'em a whole lotse Yes out in the fields."



EDITOR'S NOTE: Pages 58 to 62 have been withdrawn after numbering.
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Interviewer Thomas Elmore lucy
Person interviewsd g&kgg Govan, Russellville, Arkensas
Age___52
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"George Govan is my neme, and I was born in Conway County somewheres
in December 1886--1 guess it was about de seventeenth of December. ¥We
lived there till 1911, when I come to Pope County. Both my perents was
slaves on de plantation of a Mr. Govan neer Charleston, South Carolinas
Dat's where we got our name, Folks come to Arkansas after dey was freede
No sir, I ain't edicated--never had de chance, Parents been dead a gocod
many yearsa

*Yas suh, my folks used to talk a heap and tell me lots of taleas of
- slavery days, and how de patrollers used to whip em ihan dey wanted to go
some place and didn't have de demit to go. Yas suh, dey had to have a
demit to go any place outside work hourses Dey whipped my mother and father
both sometimes, and dey sure was afraid of dem patrollers. Used to say,
'If you don't watch out de patrollera’ll git you.' Dey'd catch de slaves
and tie em up to a tree or a pos' and whip em wid buggy whips and rawhides.

“Some of de slaves was promised land and other things when dey was
freed, and some wasn't promised nothin's Some got lend and a span of
mles, and some didn't get nothin's No suh, my daddy didn't farm none at
first after he was freed because he didn't have no money to buy lend, but
he done odd jobs here and there till he come to Arkansas seven or eight

years after the Ware
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"Yes, I owns my own home; been livin' in it for ten years, since I've
been workin' as janitor at dis Central Presbyterian Churche, I belongs to
de Missionary Baptis' Church, but my parents wore both Methodists.

"Sure did have lots of good songs in de old days, like '0ld Ship of
Zion' and 'On Jorden's Stormy Banks.! Used to have one that begins
'"Those that 'fuse to sing never knew my God.' It was a purty piece; and
then there was another one about a 'Rough, rocky rcad,‘

"De young people today has much better opportunities than when I was
a child, and much better than dey had in slavery days, because dar ain't
no patrollers to whip em, Most of em dese days has purty good behavior,
and I think dey're better than in de old dayse

*I has always voted regularly since I come of age-~votes de

Republican tickets Can't read but a little, but I never had any trouble

about votin',"

NOTE: qagrge Govan is an intelligent Negro, fairly neat in his
dress, very tall and erect in stature., Brogue quite noticeable, and

occasional idioms that make his interview interesting and personal,

o2
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Interviewer Mrs. Bernice Bowden

Person interviewed Julia Grace
819 N. Spruce Street, Pine Bluff, Arkansas

Age 75

"I was seventy-four this last past fourth of July. I was born in Texas.
My mother was sent to Texas to keep from bein' freed.

"Ad March and Spruce McCrary is the onliest white folks I reriember
bein' with, I don't know whether they was our owners or not.

"iy father was sent to North Carolina and I never did see him no more.

"After freedom they brought us back here from Texas and we worked on
the LicCrary plantation.

"In slavery days mama said she and my father stayed in the woods most of
the time. That's when they was whippin' 'em. |

"My mother come from Richmond, Virginia. Petersburg was her town. She
belonged to the Vellses over there.

"After her master got his leg broke, the rest was so mean to her she run
off a couple times, so they sold her. Put her up on the tradin' block—-
like goin' to make a speech. Stripped 'em nakeds The man bid 'em off like
you'd bid off oxen.

"Mama told me her missis, after her husband died, got so mean to her she
run off till her old missis sold here They weighed 'em and stripped ‘'em
naked to see if they was anything wrong with 'em and how they was built and
then bid 'em off.

"Mama said she never would a been in Arkansas if they hadn't been so

mean to her. They were too compulsive on 'em-—you know, hard taskmasters,



®ifter freedom Ad March went back to North Carolina and Spruce McCrary
come here to Pine Bluff,

"Fust time I moved here in town was in 1888+ I stayed ten months, then
I went back to the country. I aimed to go to Fort Smith but I got to talkin'
with my playmates and I didn't have too much money, and I stayed till I
didn't have enough money left to keep me till I could get & jobs So I
stayed here and worked for Mrs, Freemsyer till I got so I couldn't work,
She's the one got me on this relief,

"I went to school one session in 1886, Sem Caeser, he was a well-
known teacher. He got killed here in Pine Bluff.

"®I can't sweep and I can't iron. I got a misery in my backs, I washes
my clothes and spreads 'em out till they dry. Thén I puts 'em on and
switches into church and ever'body thinks they has been ironed,

"They ain't but one sign I believes in and that's peckerwoods, Just as
sure as he peqks three times, somebody goin' to move or somebody goin' to
die., Just as sure as you live somebody goin' out,

"One time one of my grandchildren and a friend of mine was walkin®
through the woods and we missed the main road we aimed to ketch, and we got
into a den of wild hogse I said, 'Lord, make 'em stand still till we get
out of here.' One of 'em was that tall and big long ears hung down over
his eyes. That was the male, you knows I reckon they couldn't see us and
we walked as easy as we could and we got away and struck the main roads I
reckon if they could a seen us we would a been 'tacked but we got away. .I
had heard how they made people take to trees, and I was scareds

"Have you ever seen a three-legged cow? Well, I have, I looked at her

goode She was grown and had a calf,"
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Interviewer Samiel S. Taylor

Person interviewed Charles Graham
616 W. 27th Street, North Little Rock, Arkansas

Age 79

"] was borh September 27, 1859, Clarksville, Tennessee. I don't
remember the county. There are several Clarksvilles throughout the South.
But Clarksville, Tennessee is the first and the oldest.

"I got a chance to see troops after the Civil War was over. The
soldiers were playing, boxing, and the like. Then I remember hearing the
cannons roar--long toms they used to call 'em. My uncle said, 'That is
General Grant opening fire on the Rebels.!

"The first clear thing I remember was when everybody was rejoicing
because they were free. The soldiers were playing and boxing and chﬁéking
watermelons at one another. They had great long guns called rusketse I
heard 'em say that Abraham Lincoln had turned 'em loose. Where I was at,
they turned 'em loose in '63. Lincoln was assassinated in '65. I heard
that the morning after it was done. We was turned loose long before then.

"I was too young to pay much attention, but they were cutting up and
clapping their hands dnd carrying on something terrible, and shouting, !'Free,
free, old Abraham done turned us loose,'

"I was here in them days! Heard those long toms roar! General Grant

shelling the Rebels!

Patrollers
"I don't remember rmuch about the patrollers except that when they been

having dences, and some of them didn't have passes, they'd get chased and run.
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If they would get catched, them that didn't have passes would get whipped.

Them that had them, they were all righte.

Amusements

"They had barbecues. That's where the barbecues started from, I
reckon, from the barbecues among the slaves. |

"They would have corn shuckings. They would have a whole lot of corn
to shuck, and they would give the corn shucking and the barbecue together.
They would shuck as many as three or four hundred bushels of corn in a
night. OSometimes, they would race one another. So you know that they
must have been some shucking done.

"I don't believe that I know of anything else. People were ignorant

in those days and didn't have nmany amusements.

Occupations

"I used to be a regular miller until they laid the men off. Now I

don't have no kind of job at all.

Right after the War
"Some of the slaves went right up Northe. We stayed in Clarksville and
worked there for a year or two. In 1864, we went to Warren County, Illinois.
They put me in school. My people were just common laborers. They bought
themselves a nice little hame.
"My mother's name was Anna Bailis and my father's name was Charles

lorrill. I don't remember the names of their masters.
"] was raised by my uncle, Simon Blair. His master used to be a

Bailis. MLy father, so I was told, went off and left my mother. She

was weak and ailing, so my uncle took me. He took me away from her
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and carried me up North with them. My father ran away before the slaves
were freed., I never found out what became of him.

"] stayed in Illinois from the time I was five or six years old up
until I was twenty-one. I left there in 1880. That is about the time when
Garfield ran for President. I was in Ohio, seen him before he was assas-

sinated in 1882, Garfield and Arthur ran against Hancock and English.

They beat 'em too.

Little Rock
"I used to go from place to place working first one place and then
another--going down the Mississippi on bcats. Monmouth, Illinois, where I

was raised--they ain't nothing to that place. Just a dry little Town!

Opinions
"The young people nowadays are all righte. There is not so much
ignorance now as there was in those days. There was ignorance all over
then. The Peckerwoods wasn't much wise either. They know nowadays though,

Qur race has done well in refinement.

"I find that the Negro is more appreciated in politics in the North
and West than in the South. I don't know whether it will grow better or

not,
"T'11 tell you something else. The best of these white people down

here don't feel so friendly toward the North."™
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Interviewar Samuel S, Taylor

Person interviewed James Graham

408 Maple Street, Little Rock, Arkansas
Age__ 75

"*I was born in South Carolina, Lancaster County,
about nine miles from Lancaster town, My father's name
was Tillman Grahem and my mother's name was Eliza,

®] have seen my grandfathers, but I forget their
names now, l}y father was a farmer. My fathef and
nother belonged to this people, that is, to the Till-
mans.,

"On my father's side, they called my people free
Negroes because they treated them so goode On my
mother's side they had to get their education
privatelye. When the white children would come from
school, my mother's people would get instruction from
them. My mother was a maid in the house and it was

easy for her to get training that way."

0



Interviewer Mrs. Bernice Bowden

Person interviewed Msrthala Grant
2203 E. Barraque, Pine Bluff, Arkansas

Age 77
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"All I can remember is some men throwin' us up in the air and ketchin'
us, me and my baby brother. Like to scared me to death. They had on funny
clothes. Me and my brother was out in the yard playin'. They just grabbed
us up and throwed us up and ketched us.

"My mother would tell us bout the war. She had on some old shoes -~
wooden shoes. Her white folks name was Hines. That was in North Carolina.
I emigrated here when they was emigratin' folks here. I was grown then.

"Durin' the war I heered the shootin' and the people clappin' their
handse.

"My mother said th;y was fight;n' to free the people but I didn't know
what freedom was. I member hearin' em whoopin' and hollerin' when peace was
'clared and talkin' bout it,

"Yes'm I went to school some -- not much. I learned a right smart to
read but not much writin'.

"de'd go up to the white folks house every Sunday evenin' and old
mistress would learn us our catechism. We'd have to comb our heads and
clean up and go up every Sunday evenin'. She'd line us up and learn us
our catechiam.

"We stayed right on there after the war. They paid my mother. I

picked cotton and nussed babies and washed dishese
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*I was married when I was twenty. Never been married but once and my
husband been dead nigh bout twenty years."

"When I come here this town wasn't much «- sure wasn't mmch. Used to
have old car pulled by mules and a colored man had that -- old Wiley Jones.

He's dead now.

*I had eleven childen. 4ll dead but five. My boy what's up North

went to that Spanish War. He stayed till peace was declared.
"After we come to Arkansas my husband voted every year and worked the

county roads. I guess he voted Republican.
*I can't tell you bout the younger generation. They so fast you cean't

keep up with them. I really can't tell you."

(“.
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Interviewer Semuel S. Taylor
Person interviewed Wesley Graves
817 Hickory Street, North Little Rock, Arkansas
Age___70
7 ag 7
:

"My father's white folks were named Tal Graves, My mother was a
McAdoo, Her white folks were McAdoos. Some of them are over the river now,
He's a great jewelryman now.

*I was born in Trenton, Tennessees My father was born 'round in Hume
boldt, Tennessee, My mother was born in Paris, Tennessee and moved out in
the cduntry near Humbecldt, He met my mother out there and married her just
a little bit before the War. He was a slave and she was’ too,

"He didn't go to the War; he went to the woods, He got to chasing
'round, His young mistress married. She married a Graves. That was the
name we was freed under, She was a Shane,

"She educated my father, When she come from school, she would teach
him and just carry him right on through the course that way, That was a
good while before the War, Her father gave him to her when she married
Graves, He was a little boy and she kept him and educated him, Graves ran
a farme, I don't know just what my father did when he was little, He was
raised up as a house boy. Very little he ever done in the field, I don't
know what he did after he grew up and before freedom came, After peace was
declared, he taught in night school, He preached too. His first farming
was done a little after he come out heres I was about seven years old themn.
That was in the year 1873,

"My mother's full name was Adeline McAdoo. Before freedom she did house~

work, She was a kind a pet with the white folks, 6She didn't do much farming,
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My mother and father had six children--five boys and ome girl., All born
after freedom. There were three ahead of me, The oldest was born before
the War, not afterwar&.

"In my country where I was raised the Negroes weren't freed until
1865, My unclé, Jim Shane-~that is the only name I ever knew him by~-, he
ran away and come to this country and made money enough to come back and buy
his freedom. Just about time he got himself paid for, the Iar} closed and he
would have been freed anyway. The money wouldn't have done him no good any-
how because it was all Confederate money; and when the War closed, that
wasn't no goode

"My father ran away when the War broke out. His master wanted to carry
him to the army with him and he run off end stayed in the woods three yearss
He stayed until his little mistress wrote him a letter and told him she would
set him free if he would come home, He stayed out till the War closed, He
wouldn't take no chances on it,

*The pateroles made my father do everything but quit. They got him
about teaching night schooles That was after slavery, but the pateroléﬁ A.atil‘l
got after you. They didn't want him teaching the Negroes right after the
War, He had opened a night school, and he was doing iell. They just kept

him in the woods then,

Ku Klux
®*There was a bunch of Ku Klux that a colored man led, He was a fellow

by the name of Fount Howard, They would come to his house and he would call

himself showing them how to catch old people he didn't like, He told them how

to catch my old man, I have heard ny mother tell about it time and t'ime again,

The funny part of it was there was a cornfield right back of the kitchen,

B e s



Just about dusk dark, he got up and taken a big old horse pistol and shot
out of it, and when he fired the last shot out of it, a white man said,
*Bring that gun here.* Believe me he cut a road through that field right
now,

"They stayed ‘round for a little while and tried to bully his people,
But the old lady stood up to them, so they finally carried her and her
children in the house and told her to tell him to come oﬁ back they wouldn't
hurt hime And they didn't bother him no more,

"My mother's master told my mother that she was free. He called all
the slaves in and told them they were free as he wase, I don't think he give
them anything when they were freede He was a kind a poor fellow, Didn't
have but six or seven slaves. He offered to let tham stay.and mﬁka Crops,
My father had a better job than thate Did you ever know Bishop Lane out in
Tennessee? My father and he were ordained at the same time in the same
C. M. E. Church, Then he moved to Kentucky and joined the A. M. E. Church,
My father died in 1875 and my mother in 1906,

"] have been married forty-seven years, I married on the twenty-sixth
day of December in 1889, I heard my mother and father say that they married
in slavery time and they just jumped over a broom, I don't belong to no
church, I am off on a pension, I got a good job doin' nothing. My pension
is paid by the Railroad.

"I put up forty-four years as a brakeman and five years on ditching
trains before I went to braking. My old road master put me on the breking,
A fellow got his fingers cut off and they turned his keys over to me and put
me to Sraking and I went there and stayede

"I have two children., Both of them are living--a girl and a boy,

I have had a big bunch of young people 'round me ever since I married.



Raised a couple of nephews. Then my twoe All of them married. That is my
daughter's oldest child right there. (He pointed to a pretty brownskin
girl--ed.)

"My father died when I was eight, and I was away from home railroading
most of the time and didn't hear much about old times from my mother. So
that's all I know,

"I have lived right here on this spot for forty-three years. About
1893 I bought this place and have lived here ever since, This was just a
big woods and weed patch then, There weren't more than about six houses out
here this side of the Rock Island Railroad.

"I commenced voting in 1889, Cast my first ballot thene I never had

any trouble about it."
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Interviewer Miss Irens Roberison

Person interviewed Ambus Gray; R.F.D. fl, Biscoe, Arkansas
Age__ 80

\' I was ten yoar old when the Civil War coms on. I was born
Tallapoosy County, Alabama. I belong to Jim Gray. I recollect the
paddyrollers. I don't recollect the Ku Klux Klan, Theré was twelve
boys and two girls in our family in time, I was among the older
set.

"Bout all I remembers bout slavery was how hard the hands had to
worke We sho did haf to work! When we wasn't clerin new ground and
rollin pine logs an burnin dbrush we was er buildin fences and shuckin
an shellin corn. Woman you don't know nufin bout work! We cler new
groun all day den burn brush and pile logs at nite, We build fences
all day and kill hogs and shuck corn det nighte No use to say word
bout bein tired. Never hérd nobody complainin., They went right on
singin or whislin, Started out plowin and drappin corn then plantin’
cotton. Choppin time come on then pullin'fodder and layin by time be
one Be bout big meetin time and bout fo that er was over everybody
was dun in the cotton field till dun cold weather., I remembers how
they sho did work.

\\ "Both my parents was fisld hands, They stayed on two years after
the war was over. Jim Gray raised red hogs and red corn, whooper-

will peas., He kept a whole heap of goats and a flock of sheep,.
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"Ne didn't see no ral hard times after the war, We went to
Georgia to 'o:.fk on Armstrongs farm., We didn't stay there longe We
went to Atlanta and met a fellar huntin’hands down at Sardis, Mise=
issippie We come on thers. Bob Richardson brought the family out
heres I been here round Biscoe S8 years when it was sho nuf swamps
and woods,

'~ "I don't think the Ku Klux ever got after any us but I seen em,
I recken, I don't know but mighty little. The paddyrollers is what I
dreaded, Scmetime the overseer was a paddyroller. My folks didn't go
to war, We didn't know what the war was fer till it had been going on
a yoar or so, The news got circulated round the North was fighting
to give the black man freedom. Some of em thought they said that so
thoy?d follow and get in the lines, help out, Some did go long, some
didn't want to go get killed, Nobody never got muthin, didn't know
muich when it was freedom. I didn't see much difference for a ysar or
more., We gradually quit getti:f provisions up at the house and had to
take a wagon and team and go buy what we had, We didn't have near as
mich, Money then like it is now, it don't buy muche It made one
difference. You could change places and work for different men. They
had overseers just the same as they did in slavery.

"The Reconstruction time was like thise You go up to a man and
tell him you and your family want to hire fer next year on his place.
Ho say I'm broke, the war broke me. Move down thers in the best empty
house you find. You can get your provisions furnished at certain little
store in the closest town about., You say yesser, When the crop made

bout all you got was a little money to take to give the man what run you
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and you have to stay on or starve or go get somebody else let you
share crop wid them, As the time come on the tlack man gets to handle
a 1ittle mo silver and greenbacks than he used to, Slavee didn't
hardly ever handle any money long as he live, He never buy nothin,

he have no use for money. ‘lhito folks burried money durin the war,
Some of them had a heap of money.

"I have voted but I don't keep up wid it no mo, It been a long
time since I voted, This is the white folks country an they goiner
run it theirselves, No usen me vote. No use the women votin as I
see it, Jes makes mo votes to counts The rich white man is goiner
run the country anyhow.

*] farmed all my lifes I been here in Biscoe fifty-eight years,
I worked for Richardson, Biscos, Peeples, Nail, I owned a home, paid ;i
$150 for ite I made it in three years when we had goed crops. :

“Times are harder now than I ever seen em here, If you have a *
hog you have to pen it up and buy feeds If you have a cow, when the
grass die, she is to feed. If you have chickens there ain't no use
talkin, they starve if you don't feed em, No money to buy em wid an
no money to buy feed for ems Times is hard, Durin the cotton boom
times do rino (cotton picking tims). The young folks is happy. They ,
ain't got no thought of the future. Mighty hard to make young folks
think they ever get old, Theys lookin at right now, Havin em a good

time while they young.”
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Interviewer Miss Irene Robertson

Person interviewed Greem Gray; R.F.D. tl, Biscoe, Arkansas

Ags 70 - 7372

*I was born after de war in Alabama. Then we went to Atlanta,
Georgia. Bout the first I recclleet much bout was in Atlanta. I
was seventeen years olde They was building the town back up where
it had been burnt. If you was a earpenter you could get rough work
to do. My rathgr was a farmer and had a family; soon as he could he
come with a man he met up wid to Sardis, Mississippi. He had twelve
children, Soms of em born down in Mississippi. The reason we all
went to Atlanta was dis -- we was workin fer a man, white man, named
Armstrom. White woman told me go do somethin, br:lné in a load er
wood I think it was, and my mother told me not to do it., He and my
father had a fuss an he tied my father to some rails and whooped him,
Soon as they done that we all left. They hunted us all night long.
Crowd white folks said they goiner kill us, Soms fellow come on to
Atlanta and told us bout em huntin us., Thater way folks done. It
mister been bout the very closin of the war cause I heard em say 1
was give to my young mistress, Sallie Gray., I don't remember who
they say she narrio* I never did live wid em long fore my papa took
me,

*The first free school was in Pinola County, Mississippi. I

went to it, The teacher was a white man named George Holliday.

&0



e 8 1

»I votes a Republican ticket, Miss, I don't know nothin mch
bout votin, cassionly I vote to help my side out a little., We used
to elect our town officers here in Biscoe but the white folks run it
now, Professor Hardy and Professor Walker was the postmasters (both
Negroes) for a long while. John Clay was constable and Oscar Clark
magistrate (both Negroes). One of the school board was Dr. Odom
(Negro)}. They made pretty fair officers.

"] was a cow herder, and a fire boy, and a farmer, When I come
to Biscoe I was a farmer, I married and had two children. My wife
lef me and went wid another fellar then she jumped in the river
right down yomder and drowned. I started workin at the sawmill and
workin in the lumber. I owns a little home and a spot of ground it
on 25' X 90'. I made it workin fer Mr, Betzner (white farmer). I'm
farmin now. ‘

"Times is hard., You can't get no credite Between times that
you work in the crop it is hard to live, Used to by workin hard and
long hours could make a good livin, Wages better now, §1 to $1.75 a
daye. Long time ago 60¢ a day was the price., Then you could buy meat
five and six cents a pounde Now it 20¢, Flour used to be 40¢ a sacke
Now it way outer sight., The young folks don't work hard as I used to
work but they has a heap better chance at edgercation. Some few
saves a little but everything jes so high they can't get ahead very

much, It when you get old you needs a little laid by."
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Interviewer Mrs., Bernice Bowden

Person interviewed Neely
. 818 B. Fifteenth, Pine Bluff, Arkansas
Age___ 87
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"] was born in Virginia, Dr. Jenkins bought my mother from a man named
Nomah. Brought us here on the boate I know I was walkin' and talkin'e, I
don't remember about the trip, but I remember they said they had to keep me
out from fallin' in the river. I wes too playified to remember anything

about ite

"Durin®' the War I was a girl six or seven years old, Big enough to
nuss my mother's next chile, and she was walkin' and talkin' 'fore aurrender;

"My mother was pushin' a hundred when she died. I was her oldest chile,
Sold with her, I

*Dr, Jenkins had three women and all of 'em had girls, Raised up in
the house, Dr. Jenkins said, 'Doggone it, I want my darkies right back of
my chair.* He never did 'buse his colored folks, He was a 'cepted
(exceptional) man--so different, I never saw the inside of the quarters.

"Dr. Jenkins' house waan't far from the river, You could hear the
boats goin' up and down all nighte

*] was acared of the Yankees 'cause they always p'inted a gun at me to
see me run., They'd come in the yard and take anything they wanted, too.

®"After surrender mama went and cooked for a man named Hardin.

"Hardest time I ever had was when I got grown and had to take care of
my mother and sister., Worked in the field.

"] was married out from behind a plows Never farmed no more,

T & LT NIPE U
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"My fust husband was @ railroad mane I tried to keep up with him but
ﬁe went too fast; I couldn't keep ups He got so bad they finally black-
balled him from the roade

"I tell you nobody knows what it is till you go through with it., I've
had my bitters with the sweet.

"Been married four times and I've buried two husbands. I just raised
one chile and now she's deads But I got great—grandchillun--third genera-
tion--in Houston, Texas, but I never hear from ‘em.

"I get along all right. The Welfare helps me and I try to live right."



interviewar Mrs, Bernice Bowden
Person interviewed Nely Gray

821 E. 18th Avenus, Pine Bluff, Arkansas
Age 84 Occupation Does a little quilting
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"Yes ma'm, I was sold from Richmond, Virginiaes Dr. Jenkins bought my
mother when I was a little girl walkin' and talkin'. Put me up on the
block and sold me too. I was bout three years old.

"Dr. Jenkins was mighty good to his hands. Say he was goin' to raise
his little darkies up back of his chair. He thought lots of his colored
folkse

*1 member seein' the Rebels ridin' horses, three double, down the road
time ér the war, I used to run off from mama to the county band -- right
where the roundhouse is now, Mama used to have to come After me. You know
I wasn't no baby when I shed ell my teeth durin' slavery days.

*Yankes soldiers? Oh Lord — seed em by fifties and hundreds, Used to
pint the gun at me jest to hear me holler and cry. I was scared of em.
They come in and went in Dr. Jenkins' dairy and got what they wanted. And
every morning they'd blow that bugle, bugle as long as a broom handle.
Heard em blow 'Glory, Glory Hallelujeh'. I liked to hear em blow 1t,

"Yankees marched all up and down the river road. They'd eat them navy
beans., I used to see where they throwed em in the fence corner. Saw 80 many I
don't like em now. They called em navy beans and I called em soldier beans.

*I member it well, I'm a person can remember., Heap a folks tell what

other folks see but I tell what I see. Don't tell what nobody told me and

what I hearde
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"1 member when they had the battle in Pine Bluff, We was bout three
miles from here when they fit -up here. I member all of it,.

"They started to send us to Texas and we got as far as the ravine when
they heard the Yankees wasn't comin' so we went back homee.

"I gtayed round the house with the white folks and didn't know what
nothiﬁ' was till after surrender, We stayed with Dr. Jenkins for a week
or two after surrender, then a man come and took my mother down in the
countrye I don't know what she was paid =~ she never did tell us her busi-
ness,

"] was mama's onliest girl and she worked me day and night. Hoed and
picked cotton and sewed at night., Mama learned me to knit and I used to
crochet a lotes She sure learned me to work and I ain't sorry.

"I worked in the field till I come out to marry a railroad man, I
lnever'went 40 school but two or three months in my life directly after
freedome My husband was a good scholar and he learned me how to read and
write, I learned my daughter how to read and write so when she started to
school they didn't have to put her in the chart class. When she was six
years old she could put down a figger as quick as you can.

"Been married four times and they's all dead now., Ain't got nobody but
myself, If it wasn't for the white folks don't know what I'd do.

*I used to cook for Dr, Higginbothem when she had company. She couldn't
do wiﬁhout old N;].y. One time she sent for me to cook some hens. I soaked
em in soda water bout an hour and fried em and you couldn't tell em from
friers,

"I'm weak in my limbs now but I believe in stirrin', Welfare helps me

but I quilts for people. Yes'm, I atirs -- if I didn't I just couldn't stamd # .
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"This here younger generation is gone, They ain't goin' —- they's —

gonee Books ain't done no good. I used to teach the Bible lesson once a

week, but I don't fool with em now. Ain't got no manners -- chews gum and

whispers.
*] got great grand children lives in Houston and they don't give me a

penny. I don't know what I'd do if twasn't for the Welfare.

"Used to wash and iron. I've ironed twenty shirts in one-half a day."
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Interviewer Miss Irene Robertson

Person interviewed "Happy Day® Green
Near Barton and Helena, Arkansas

Age Grown during the Civil War

"I don't know how old I is, young mistress. I was here 'fore the
Civil War, young mistress. I was born in South, Alabama, young mistress.
Well, it was nigh Montgomery, Alabama, young mistress, My mama name Emily
Green, She had three children to my knowing. I don't know no father. My
owner was Boss William Green, young mistress. His wife was Miss Lizabuth,
young mistress., They did have a big family, young mistress. To my knowing
it was: Billy, Charlie, Bunkum, Ida, Mary, Sally, Jimmy, Buddy. I never
went to school a day in my life, young mistress. When I come on big 'nuff
to work I had to help keer for mama and two girl sisteré, young mistress,

"When I come to this state, Van Vicks and Bill Bowmen immigrated one
hundred head of us. They landed some of us at Helena. Our family was
landed at Phillips Bayou, young mistress.

"I was a cowboy, me and George. He was another black boy, young mis-
tress. We kept flies offen Boss Williem Green and Miss Lizabuth, young‘
mistresss They took naps purt nigh every day when it be the long days (in
summer), young mistress. Mama was milk womane Boss William Green had goats
and 'bout a dozen heads of milch cows, young mistress. I was willed to Mars
Billy. He went off to war and died 'fore the War begun, young mistress.

"Nobody run 'way from Boss William Green. He told 'em if they run off
he would whoop 'em, He didn't have no dogs, young mistress. They be a white

man near by owned nigger hounds, young mistress. He teke his hounds,
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go hunt a runaway, young mistresss You would pay him, I reckon, young
mistressia .

»] did get same whoopings, young mistress. They used a cow hide strap
on me, young mistresss They blistered me a right smart, young mistress.

"We didn't have 80 much to eate They give us one peck meal, four
pounds meat a weak./ Mama done our cooking, young mistresse We had good
clothes, warm clothes, woolen clothes, young mistress., We had a few sheep
about the place. We had a few geese 'mong the turkeys, guineas, ducks, and
chickense They kept the peafowls for good luck, young mistress.

"Fur a fact they had a big garden, young mistress. Boss William Green
worked the garden. He made us pull the plow--four of us boys. He said the
stock would tromp down more'n they'd make, young mistress. Two of his boys
and me and George pulled his plough. We had & big garden.

"I chopped in the field, picked up chips on the cle’érings. I chopped
cook wood right smart, young mistress.

"When freedom come on, grandpa come after mama, Boss William Green
told her, 'You free.' He give her ten ushels corn, good deal of meat--
back bone and spareribs. He come one Saturday evening, young mistress.

She took 'long whatever she had at our house in the way of clothing end
such lack, young mistress. Well, grandpa was share crapping, young mis-
tresse.

"The Ku Kluckses come one night. They kept us getting 'em water to
run through something under their sheets. The water was running out on
the ground. We did see it for a fact, young mistress. We was scared not

to do that. They was getting subtmission over the country, young mic-

tress. They would make you be quiet 'long the roadside, young mistress,
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They would make you be quiet where you have meetinges Thay would turn the
pots down on the floor at the doors, young mistress, The Ku Kluckses
whooped some, tied some out to trees and left 'em. They was rough, young
mistress,

"I worked in the field all my life.

"Times is_ good fer me, young mistresse I live with my niece. I get
twelve dollars assistance 'cause I been sick, young mistresss I owns & ponye.
A1l T owns, young mistress,

"I hab voted, young mistress. I'm too old to vote now, young mistress,
I reckon I voted both ways some, young mistress.

"Young folks is so strong and happy they is different from old folks,

young mistress,"
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Interviewer Watt McKinney
~Person interviewed Henry Green, Barton, Arkansas
Age___ 90 )
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Uncle Henry Green, an ex-slave ninety years of age, is affectionately
known throughout a large part of Phillips County as "Happy Day®s This
nickname, acquired in years long past, was given him no doubt partly on
account of his remarkably happy disposition, but mainly on account of his
love for the old religious song, "Happy Day®, that Uncle Henry has enjoyed
80 long to sing and the verses of which his voice still carries out daily
over the countryside each morning promptly at daybreak and again at sun-
down, ‘ ’

Uncle Henry and his old wife, Louisa, live with Uncle Hénry'a sister,
Mattie Harris, herself seventy-five years of age, on a poor forty acre
farm that Mattie owns in the Hyde Park community just off the main highway
between Walnut Corner and West Helena. Henry acts as janitor at the
Intherian Church at Barton and the three do such farming as they are able
on the thin acres and with the few dollars that they receive each month
from the Welfare Board together with the supplies furnished them at the
Relief Office these three o0ld folks are provided with the bare necessities
sufficient to sustain them,

Uncle Henry, his wife and sister Mattie are the most interesting of the
several ex-slave Negroes in this county whom it has been my pleasure and

good fortune to interviews As I sat with them on the porch of their old, .

rambling log house the following incidents and account of their lives
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were given with Uncle Henry talking and Mattie and Louisa offering
occasional explanations and corrections:

*Yes sir, Boss Man, my right name is Henry Green but eberybody, dey
all calls me 'Happy Day'e Dat is de name whut mos' all calls me fer so
long now dat heap of de folks, dey don't eben know dat my neme is sho nuf
Henry Greens I sho ain't no baby, Boss Man, kase I is been here er long
time, dat I is, and near as I kin cum at hit I is ninety years old er
mo, kase Mattie sey dat de lady in de cote-~house tell her dat I is ninety-
fo, en dat wuz three years er goes I is er old nigger, Boss Man, en er
bout de onliest 0ld pusson whut is lef er round here in dis part of de
county, I means whut is sho nuf old, en what wuz born way bak in de
slabery times, way fo de peace wuz 'clareds

"Us wuz borned, dat is me en sister Mattie, er way bak dere in Souf
Alabama, down below Montgomery, in de hills, en on de big place whut our
ole marster, William Green, hed, en whar de tanyard wuz. Yo see, old

marster, he runned er big tanyard wid all de res of he bizness, whar dey

~. -

tan de hides en mek de shoes en leather harness en sich lek, en den too,
marster, he raise eberything on de place, All whut he need fer de niggers
en he own fambly, lak cotton, wheat, barley, rice en plenty hogs en cows,
Iffen peace hadn't er be’:n 'clared en Marse Billy hadn't er died I wuz
gwine ter be Marse Billy's property, kase I wuz alreedy willed ter Marse
Billy. Marse Billy wuz old Marster William Green's oldest son chile,
en Marse Billy claimed me all de while, Marse Billy, he went off to de
War whar he tukkin sik en died in de camp, 'fore he cud eben git in de
fitine

"Atter de War wuz ober en peace cum, my grandmemmy en my grandpappy,

dey cum en got my mammy en all us chillun en tuk us wid dem ter Montgomery,



3. 92

en dat wuz whar us wuz when dem two Yankee mens immigrated us here ter

Arkansase Dey immigrated er bout er hundred head er niggers at de seme v

time dat us cum. My grandpappy en my grandmemmy, dey didn't belong ter
old Marster William Green.s I jist don't know whut white folks dey did
belong ter, but I knows dat dey sho cum en got my mammy en us chillun,
0l1d marster, he neber mine dem er /J_.ggvin’ en tole 'em dat dey free, en kin
€o if us want ter go, en when us left old marster gib mammy te&iu_ahéla er
corn en some hog heads en sparsribs en tole her ter bring de chillun bak
er gin 'fore long kase he gwine ter gib all de chillun some shoes at de
tanyard, but us neber did go bak ter git dem shoes kase we wuz immigrated
soon atter dens

"No sir, Boss Man, we don't know nuthin' 'bout who our pappy wuze
Dar wuzn't no niggers much in slabery times whut knowed nuthin' *bout dey
pappyse Dey jes knowed who dey mammys is, Dats all dey knowed *bout data.
Us neber hab no pappy, jes er mammy whut wuz name Emily Greens

®Boss Man, yo see how black I is en kinky dat my hair is en yo can
see dat me en sister Mattie is sho pure niggers wid no brown in use Well,
yo know one thing, Boss Man, en dis is sho whut my mammy done tole us er
heap er times, en dat is dat when I wuz born dat de granny woman runned
ter old mis en tell her ter cum en look at dat baby whut Emily done gibed
birth ter, and dat I wuz nigh 'bout white en hed straight ﬁair en blue
eyes, en when old mis seed me dat she so mad dat she gib memmy er good
stroppin kase I born lak dat but hit warn't long atter I born 'fore I gits
black, en old mis see den dat I er pure nigger, en den she tell marmy dat
she sorry daf she stropped her *'bout me being white en er habin blue‘eyas
en straight hair, No sir, Boss Man, I jes don't know how cum I change but

dat sho is whut mammy did tell us. Sister Mattie, she know date



"Yes sir, Boss Man, I kin tell you all er bout de old slabery times,
en cordin ter whut I'se thinkin', en fer as me myself is, wid de times so
tight lak dey is now days wid me, and all de time be er stud'in' 'bout how
i;er git er long, hit wud be er heap better fer hit to be lak hit wuz den,
kase us neber hed nuthin ter worry 'bout den cept ter do dat whut we wuz
tole ter do, en all de eatin' en de cloes wuz gib ter us, Our marater
trained us up right, fer ter do our wuk good en ter obey whut de white
folks sey en ter sho be polite to de white folks, en atter us lef old
marster den our mammy she trained us de same way, en we is always polite,
kase manners is cheape

®"All de nigger chillun in slabery time wore slips, bofe de gals en de
boys. Dere wuzn't no breeches fer de little ones eben atter dey git old
enuf ter wuk en go ter de fiel's, dey still wear dem slips, en dey used
ter feed us outen dem big wooden bowls whut dey mix de bread up in, wid
sometimes de pot-likker, en sometimes mostly wid de milk, en de chillun,
dey go atter dat grud en git hit all ober dey faces en dey hands en dey
slips en er bout de time dey git through eatin' de old mis she cum out en
when dey through old mis, she hadb 'em ter wash dey hands en faces nice en
clean,

"On dem Sundays dat de marster want all de niggers ter go ter church
fer de preachin', he send dem all de order ter wash up good en clean en put
on dey clean cloes en git ready fer de preachin', en fust ter cum up dar
whar he waitin' ter see dat dey look good en nice en clean, en when us git
up dar ter de house lookin' fresh en good, de marster's folks, dey talk
lak dis ter one er nudder; dey sey: ‘'Look er here at my nigger, Henry,
dat boy is lookin' fine. He is gwine ter be er big healthy man en er

good wukker,' en atter dey all done looked all de niggers ober dey tell 'em
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ter be gwine on ter de church en dey go on en sit in de bak behine all de
white folks en hear de white man preachs Dar wuzn't no nigger preachers

in dem days dat I ever seeds
"Now I know dat yo has heard of dem paddyrollers, Well, I tell yo,

Boss Man, dem paddyrollers, dey wuz biliouse Dey wuz de mens whut rid out
on de roads at night ter see dat all dem niggers whut wuz out en off dey
marster's places hed er pa;ss from dey marsterss Dam paddyrollers, dey wud
stop er nigger whut dey find out at night en sey, 'Boy, whar yo gwine? En
is yo got yo pass?' En de Lawd help dem niggers whut dey cotch widout dat
passe Iffen er nigger be cotch out et night widout de pass writ down on
de paper frum he marster, en dem paddyrollers cotch him, dat nigger sho
haf ter do sum good prayin' en pretty talkin' er else dey tek him ter whar
dey got four stobs drove down in de groun en dey tie he hans en feet ter
dem stobs en den ware him out wid er big heaby strop. De mostest reason
dat sometimes de niggers out at night is on account dey courtin' some gal
whut libes on some udder place,s When yo see de paddyrollers er comin' en
yo ain't got no pass writ down on de paper en yo don't want ter git er
stroppin, den de onliest thing fer yo ter do is ter run en try ter git on
yer marster's place 'fore dey git yo, er try ter dodge 'em er somepin lak
date Iffen de paddyrollers got dem nigger hounds wid 'em when de nigger
break en run, den de onliest thing dat de nigger kin do den is ter wuk de
conjure, He kin wuk dat conjure on dem hounds in seberﬁl different ways,
Fust, he kin put er liddle tuppentine on he feet er in he sho_e, en er lot
er times dat will frow de hounds off de track, er else, iffen he kin git
er hold er some fresh dirt whar er grabe ain't been long dug, en rub dat
on he feet, den dat is er good conjure, en M0 dan dat iffen he kin git ter

catch er yearlin calf by der tail en step in de drappins whar dat calf
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done runned er long wid him er holdin' on ter de tail, den dat is a sho
conjure ter mek dem hounds lose de track, en dat nigger kin dodge de paddy-
rollerse

| *Lak I sey, Boss Man, ‘bout de onliest thing dat de niggers in
slabery time wud lebe de place at night fer, wud be dey courtin', en
mostly den on er Wednesday er Saturday night, so I gwine ter tell yo how
dey sometimes dodge de paddyrollers whilst dey courtin® dere wimmens at
nighte, Yo see, mos' all de wimmens, dey be er wukkin at night on dey
tasks dat dere old mis gib 'em ter do, er weavin®' er de clothe Dese
wimmens wud be er settin' 'roun de fire weavin' de cloth en de nigger be
dar too er courtin' de gal, en all ter once here cum dem paddyrollers, some
at de front door en some at de back door, en when de wimmens er hear 'em er
comin', dey raise er loose plamk in de flo whut dey done made loose fer dis
bery puppus, en de nigger he den drap right quick down 'reath de flo twix
de jists, en de wimmens den slap de plank right bak in place on top er de
man ter hide him, so iffen de paddyrollers does came in dat dey see dat
dere ain't no man in dars Dat wuz de way dat de niggers used ter fool 'em
heap er times,.

*I 'members dem days well when de War gwine on yit I neber did see no
Yankee msns er tall, en de closest dat us eber cumbed ter see de Yankees
wuz dat time when old marster hed de horn blowed ter signal de niggers
ter git de kerrige hosses en de milk cows off ter de woods kase he hed
done heard dat de Yankees wuz er cumin, but dey missed us en dem Yankees,
dey neber find old marster's places I seed some of our sojer mens d'o',
once, atter us lef old marster en go ter Montgomery wid our grandpappy.
Dese sojer mens, dey come in ter town on de train bak frum de War whar

dey been fitin fer so long, en dey happy en singin', dey so glad
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dat peace done 'clared. Hit wuz er whole train full er dem Fedrit
sojers, en dey wimmens en chilluns all dere er huggin'®' en er kissin' ‘em
ginst dey git off de train en gibin 'em cakes en sich good things ter eat.

| -"Yes sir, Boss Man, de niggers wuz treated good in slabery times en
wuz trained up right, ter wuk, en obey, en ter hab good manners, Our old
marster, he neber wud sell er nigger en he feed 'em good, en dey lub en
'spected hime Yo sho hed better 'spect him, en iffen yo didn't dat strop
wud be er flyin', All er old marster's niggers wuz good multiplyin'
peoples, Dey sho wuz, en dey raise big famblies, Dats one thing whut er
woman hed ter be in dem days er she sho be sold quick. Iffen she ain't er
good multiplier dey gwine ter git shut er her rail soon, Dey tuk extra
pains wid dem good multiplyin' wimmins too en neber gid dem no heaby wuk
ter do no mo dan weavin' de cloth er sich roun de place,

"Whilst our old marster, he neber sell noc niggers, de speculators,
dey hab ‘'em fer sale er plenty, en I has seed 'em er passin' in de road
en er long string er gwine ter de place whar de sale gwine ter be, 'Fore
dey git ter de sale place dey roach dem niggers up good jes lak dey roach
er mule, en when dey put 'em on de block fer de white mens ter bid de
price on 'em den dey hed 'em ter cut de siines en de pidgeon wing fer ter
show off how supple dey is, so dey bring de bes' price.

"Dey neber hed no farm bells in slabery times fer ter ring en call de
hans in en outen de fiel'se Dey hed horns whut dey blowed early en latees
De wuk wud go on till hit so dark dat dey can't sees Den de horn wud blow
en de niggers all cum in en git dey supper, en cook dey ash o,akes in de
fire whut dey build in dey own cabins, Boss Man, is yo eber et er ash cake?
I don't 'spects dat yo know how ter mek one er dem ash cakes, I gwine ter

tell yo how dat is done, Fust yo git yo some good home groun meal
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en mix hit well wid milk er water en a liddle salt en bakin' powder whut
yo mek outen red corn cobs, den yo put dem cakes up right good en let 'em
gettle, den put 'em in de hot ashes in de fireplace en kiver 'em up good
wid soﬁe mo hot ashes en wait till dey done, en Boss Man, yo sho is got

er ash cake dat is fitten ter eat, Dats de way dat us made 'em in slabery
times en de way dat us yit meks 'em. Us didn't know whut white bread wuz
in de o0ld days, hardly, 'ceptin sometimes ‘'roun de marster's kitchen er
nigger wud git er hold of er biscuit. All de bread dat de slabe niggers
git wud be made outen cornmeal er dem brown shorts whut de marsters gib
'em in de rashions.

"Us wuz all well fed do in slabery times en kept in good fat condi-
tions Ebery once in er while de murster wud hab er cow kilt en de meat
'stributed out mongst de folks en dey cud always draw all de rashions dat
dey need.

"Dey used ter hab dem big corn shuckin's too in de old days. De corn
wud be piled up in er pile es big es er house en all de han's wud be
scattered out roun' dat pile er corn shuckin' fas' as dey cud, en atter
dey done shucked dat nile er corn, ole marster wud hab two big hogs kilt
en cookXed up in de big pots en kittles, en den dem niggers wud eat en
frolic fer de longes', meﬁin music wid er hand saw en er tin pan, en er
dancin', en laffin, en cuttin' up, till dey tired out. Dem wuz good days,
Boss Man. I sho wish dat I cud call dem times bak ergin. De marsters
whut hed de big places en de slebe niggers, dey hardly do no wuk er tall,
kase dey rich wid niggers en lan', en dem en cey famblies don't hab no wuk
ter do, so de old marsters en de young marsters, dey jes knock erbout ober
de country on dey hosses, en de young misses en de old misses, dey ride er

bout in de fine kerrige wid de coachman er doin' de drivin', Dey hab
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de oberseers “tez.; look. atter de mekin er de erops, so de bosses, dey jes
sort er manage, en see dat de bizness go on de right way.

"De marsters en de misses, dey look atter dere niggers good do en see
dat dey keep demselves clean en 'spectible, en try ter keep de disease
outen 'em, Ebery Monday mornin' dey gib 'em all er little square, brown
bottle er bitters fer dem ter take dat weeke Dat wuz dere medicine, but
iffen er nigger do git sick, den dey sont fer de doctor right er way emn
hadb de doctor ter 'zamine de sick one en sey, 'Doctor, kin you do dat nigger
eny good?! er *'Do whut yo kin fer dat nigger, Doctor, kase he is er valuable
han' en wuth mnoi.'

*I never wuz sick nome do in my life, but I jes nathally been kilt,
near 'bout, one time in de gin when my head git cotched twixt de lever em
de band wheel en Uncle Dick hed ter prize de wheel up offen my head ter git
me loose, en dat jes nigh 'bout peeled all de skin offen my head, Old
marster, he gib me er good stroppin fer dat tooe Dat wuz fer not obeyin',
kase he hed done tole all us young niggers fer ter stay 'way frum de gin
housee

"I wazn't gwine ter be trained up ter wuk in de fiel's, I wuz trained
ter be er pussonal servent ter de marster, en sister Mattie, she wuz gwine
ter be trained up ter be er house woman, en 80 wuz my old woman, Louisa,
kase her mammy wuz er house woman herself fer her white folks in South
Carolina, 8o I rekkin dats de reason us always thought we so mch en
better 'an de ginral run er niggers,

"Yes sir, Boss Man, de niggers is easy fooleds Dey always is been dat
way, en we wuz fooled er way frum Alabema ter Arkansas by dem two Yankee
mens, Mrs Van Vlieet en Mr. Bill Bowman, whut I tole yo er bout, dat brung

dat hundred head er folks de time us cum, Dey toles us dat in Arkansas



dat de hogs jes layin' er roun already beked wid de knives en de forks
stickin' in 'em ready fer ter be et, en dat dere wuz fritter ponds ebery~
whars wid de fritters er fryin' in dem ponds er grease, en dat dar wuz
money trees whar all yo hed ter do wuz ter pik de money offen 'em lak
pickin' cotton offen de stalk, en us wuz sho put out when us git here en
fine dat de onliest meat ter be hed wuz dat whut wuz in de sto, en dem
fritters hed ter be fried in de pans, en dat dar warn't no money trees er
talle Hit warn't long 'fore my grandpappy en my grandmammy, dey lef 'en
went bak ter Alabama, but my mammy en us chillun, we jes stayed on right
here in Phillips County whar us been eber since, en right en dat room

right dar wuz whar us old mammy died long years er gOe
"Well, Boss Man, yo done ax me en I sho gwine ter tell yo de truf,

Yes sir, I sho is voted, en I 'members de time well dat de niggers in de
cotehouse en de Red Shirts hab ter git ‘em out, Dat wuz de bes' thing dat
dey eber do when dey git de niggers outen de cotehouse én quit 'em frum
holdin' de offices, kase er nigger not fit ter be no leaders I neber cud
wuk under no niggeres I jes nathally neber wud wuk under no niggers I jist
voted sich er length er time, en when de Red Shirts, dey say dat er nigger
not good énuf ter vote, en dey stopped me frum votin', en I don't mess wid
hit no mo.

"Yes sir, Boss Man, I blebe dat de Lawd lef' me here so long fer some
good puppose, en I sho hopes dat I kin stay here fer er heap er mo yearse
I jes nathally lubes de white folks en knows dat dey is sho gwine ter tek
care of old 'Happy Day', en ain't gwine ter let me git hurt,

"De young niggers in dis day sho ain't lak de old unse Dese
here young niggers is jes nathally de cause of all de trubbles Dey

Jes ain't been raised right en ter be polite lak de o0ld ones, lak mee
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I don't hold it er gin yo, kase, mebbe yo pappy en yo mammy owned my pappy
en my‘mammy in slabery times en whupped 'em, kase I 'spects dat dey needed
all de punishment whut dey gots All de education whut I got, Boss Man, is
jes ter wuk, en obey, en ter 1ib right,

®*I knows dat I ain't here fer many mo yearsa, Boss Man, en I sho hopes
dat I kin git ter see some of my marsters, de Greens, ergin, 'fore I goess
I ain't neber been back since I lef, en I ain't neber heard frum none of
'em since I been in Arkensas, en I know en cose dat all de old uns is gonse
by now, but I 'spects dat some of de young uns is lef yit, I wud sho lek
ter go back dar ter de old place whar de tanyard wuz, but I neber wud hab
dat much money ter pay my way on de train, en den, I don't rekkin dat I
cud fine de way nohow, I wud git some of de white folks ter write er letter
back dar fer me iffen I know whar ter send hit, er de name of some of my
young marsters whut mebbe is dar stille Yes sir, Boss m, I sho hopes dat
I kin see same of dem white folks ergin, en dat some of dese days dey will
fine me, Yo know I is de janitor at de church at Walnut Corner whar de two
hard roads eross, en whar all de cars cum by, De cars, dey cum by dar frum
eberywhars, en so ebery Sunday morning atter I gits through er cleanin' up
de church, I sets down on de bench dar close ter Mr. Gibson's sto, whar dey
sell de gasolene en de cold drinks » en whar de cars cum by frum eberywhar,
en I sets dar er lookin' at all dem white folks er passin' in dey cars, en
sometimes dey stop fer ter git 'em‘ some gasolens er sumpin, en I seys ter
myself dat mebbe one er my young marsters sometimes gwine ter be in one of
dem cars, en gwine ter drive up dar er lookin' fer mee Er heap er times
when de cars stop dar will be er white gentman in de cars whut git out en
see me a settin' dar on de bench, en he sey, 'Uncle, yo is rail old, ain't

yo?! En den he ax me my name en whar I borned at, en er heap er times
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dey buy me er cigars Well, Boss Man, dats how cum I sets on dat bench dar
at de road crossin®' at Walnut Corner ebery Sunday, mos® all day, atter I
gits through er cleanin' up de church, jes settin' dar watchin' dem cars
cum by en 'spectin one of dese days fer one of my young marsters ter drive
up en ter fine me er settin' dar waitin' fer him, en when he cum, iffen he

do, I know dat he sho gwine ter tek me back home wid him,"



Interviewer Mrs. Bernice Bowden

Person interviewed Frank Greene
2313 Saracen Street, Pine Bluff, Arkensas

Age 78
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"Yes'm, I can remember the Civil War and the Yankees, too. I can
really remember the Yankees and my old boss., I can't remember everything
but I can remember certain things just as good.

"Dr. Ben Lawton was my old boss. That was in South Carolina. That was
what they’called Buford County at that time.

"Had a place they called the Honey Hill Fight. I used to go up there

and pick up bhalls,

"I can remember the Yankees had little old mules and blue caps and the
folks was runnin' from ‘em.

"I remember old boss run off and hid from 'em--first‘one place and then
another,

"I remember the Yankees would grab up us little folks and put us on the
mules--just for fun you know. I can remember that just as well as if 'twas
yesterday-~seems like.

"They burned old boss's place down, He had five or six plantations and

I Xnow he come back and rebuilt after peace declared, but he didn't live

10ngo

"He wasn't a mean man. He was good to his folks. We §tayed thers two
vears after surrender and when I came to this country, I left some of my

uncles on that same placee.

102
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"I remember a white gentlemen in South Carolina would just jump his
horse over the fence and run over the folks, white and black, cotton and
all. He was a rich man and he'd just pay 'em off and go on. He wouldn't
put up the fence neither., He was a hunter--a sporting man.

"ie? Yes ma'am, I used to vote--the Republican ticket. We ain't
nothin' now, we can't vote., I never had any trouble 'bout votin' here but
in the old country we had some trouble. The Democrats tried to kéep us from
votin'. Had to have the United States soldiers to open the way. That was
when Hays and Wheeler was runnin',

"Here in the South the colored folks is free and they're not free. The
whife folks gets it all anyway--in some places.

"But they ain't nobody bothered me in all my life--here or theres

"I went to school some after the war., Didn't have very rmuch, but I
learned to read and write and 'tend to my own affairse.

"I have done farm work all my life and some public worke I got the
same ambition to work as I used to have but I can't hold ite I start out
but I just can't hold it.

"Just to pass my opinion of the younger generation, some of ‘em level-
headed, but seems to me like they is a little rougher than they was in my
daye.

"I think every one should live as an example for those coming behind."™
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Interviewer . Samuel S. Taylor
Person interviewed George Greene o
Temporary--1700 Pulaski St., Little Rock, Arke.
Age 857 Permanent--Wrightsville, Ark.
Birth and Age

"I don't know when I was born. I don't know exaetly, but I was born in
slavei'y time before the War began. I was big enough to wait on the table
when they was fighting. I remember when they was setting the Negroes free.
I was born in Aberdeen, Missiassippi, in Monroe County. Seven miles from the
town of Aberdeen, out on the prairies, that is where I was bornm.

*I figure out my age by the white woman that raised me. She sent me my
age. “When they was working the roads, my road boss, I told him I was forty-
five years old and he didn't believe it. So I sent to”the white woman that
raised me from a month-old child. When I left her, I'd done got grown. Her
name was Narcissus Stephenson; she had all our ages and_ she sent mine to me,

"She may be dead now. I could've stayed right there if she isn't dead,
becauée she never did want me to come away. Right out in Arkansas, I come,~=-
to my sorrow. Well, I done right well till I got crippled. Got hit by an

automobile. That's what I'm doin' here now.

Parents and Relatives
"My father's name was Nathan Greene, I reck&n he went by that neame,
I can‘t gwear to it. I wasn't with him when he dieds I was up in Miss-
issippi on the Mississippi River and didn't get the news in time to get
there till after he was dead. He was an old soldier, When the Yankees got

down in Mississippi, they grabbed up every nigger that was able to fight.
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If I'd get his furlough papers, I'd a been drawin' pension before I did.
But his brother was with him when he died and he let the diamiss papers get
loslt, and nobody got nothin'., Don't draw nothin' from it at all. Couldn't
find the papers when I was down there.

*I don't know whether my father used his master's name or his father's
name, His father's name was Jerry Greene, and his master's name was Henry
Bibb, I don't know which name he went by, but I call myself Greene because
his father's name was Jerry Greene. No Bibb owned him at firste. Jerry
Greene was born in North, Alabama in Morgan County., That's where he was
born. Bibb bought him and brought him down to Mississippi where I was born,
Iord! Old Man Bibb owned a lot of ‘'em, too. My father and grandfather were
both colored but my grandfather was an old yellow man, You know, he had to
take his color after his papas I don't kn& ny great-grandfather's name.
They can't tell nothin' *bout that in them days. His papa, my grandfather's
papa, I can't tell for sure whether he was white or blacke

"My mother's name was Adeline Creene, Grandpa's wife's name was Louisa.
She vés one of these kinder mixed with Indian, She lived to see a many a
year before she died, She lived to be a hundred and fifteen years of age
before she died; I xnowed Grandma Louisa, Up until I was a man grown, She
was about my color with long straight hair and black (hair). 014 Lady Bibd
was her mistress, She died way after freedom,

"I don't know mama's age. I was here in Arkansas when she died.

Didn't know she was dead until a month after she was buried. She died in
Mississippi. Grandma, mema, and all of them died in Mississippi,

"My grandma on my mother's side was named--I can't remember her name,

but Ihknowed hers I can't remember what the o0ld man's name was neither. It's

been 8o long it just went from my memory. They never told me much neither.

!
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Folks didn't talk much to children in those days. I wouldn't hardly have

thought of it now anyway.

House and Furniture
- "A old log house was what I was born in,~-when I come out from Miss-
iaaipﬁi that old house was still standinge. Aw,‘they put up houses them
dayso It had one room. Didn'€ have but one room,--one window, one door,--
didn't have but one door to go in and out, I remember that well. Didn't
have no whole parcel of doors to go in and out$. Plank floors. I wasn't
born on the dirt! I was born on plankse. Our house was up off the grounde
We had a board roof. We used four foot boards, Timber was plentiful then
where they could mai:e boards easy. Boards was cheap. There wasn't no such.
things as shingles, Didn't have no shingle factories.

"We didn't have nothing but an old wooden bed, It wasn't bought, It
was made. Made it at home. Carpenter made it. Making wooden beds was
perfect then. They'd break down every two or three years. They lasted.
There was boards holdiné then, Wasn't no slats nor nothing, Nail them
boards to the post and tc the sides of the house, and that was the end of it
with some people., We had a corded bed. Put them ropes through the sides
and corded them up there as tight as Dick's hatband--and they stayed. ~'.!.!my
made their own boards, and made their own ropes, and corded them together,
and they stayed. Chairs! Shucks! They just took boxes.v Thay'made chairs
too-=took shucks and put bottoms in them. Them chairs lasted, Them shucks
go way, they'd put more there, Wish I had one of them chairs now, We made
a box and put our rations in it. Them days they made what they called
cupboards. They made anything they wanted to. When they got free, they'd

buy dishes. When they got free, boxss and cupboards went out of style,
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They bought safes. There wasn't no other furniture. We used tin pans for
dishes in slavery time, When we got free, we bought plates.

"When them pans fell they didn't break. They even as much as made
their own trays to make bread in. They would take a cypress tree gnd dig it
out and them scoundrels lasted too. Don't see nothin' like that now. Tin
pan is big enough to make up bread in now., In them days they made anythinge.
Water bﬁckets,-.they did buy them. O0ld master would give 'em a pass to go
get 'em, Anything they wanted, he would give 'em if he thought it necessary.
0l1d master would get 'em all the buckets, He was good and he would buy what

you would ask him for. They made milk buckets. They made 'em just like they

make 'em now,

Work of Family in Slave Time
"My people wers all field hands. My master had a great big farm--three
or four hundred acres. I waited tabls when I was & little chap and I

learned to plow before the War was over,

Good Master

*0ld Man Bibb was as good and clever a man as ever you knowed, That
overseer down thers, if he whipped a man Old Man Bibbs would say, 'Here's
your money. Don't want you beating up my niggers so they can't worke I
don't need you.' He'd tell 'im quick he don't need him,and he can git.
That's the kind of man he wase Wouldn't let you be mobbed up. He was a
good christian man. I'll give that to him, In the time of the War when
they was freeing slaves and I was a little old eight-year-old kid, there was
a little old Dutchman, a Tennessee man, he came out in the country to get

feed, Out there in Alabama,
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*I was in Alabama then, The white woman that raised me had taken me
there, She had done married agesin and left me with mama awhile. While I
was little, that was, When I ias about seven, she came and got me again and
carried me down in Alabama and raised me wi;bh her children. That white
woman never called me nothin' but baby as long as she lived. You know she
cared for me just like I was one of her's. When a person raise a child from
a month old she can't help from loving ita.

"This Dutchman came and asked me where my parents was and I told him
they ﬁas in Mississippi. He slipped me away from my folks and carried me to
Decatur and they got cut off there. He was a Yankee soldier, and old
Forrest's army caught 'em and captured me and then carried me first nearly
to Nashville. They got in three miles of the town and couldn't get no
closer, They ran us so we nevef got no res' t111 we got to Booneville,

- Mississippi. Then I sent word to Bibb and my uncle came up and got me, Him
and Billie Bibb, my young master. Billie Bibb was a soldier too,s He wes
home on a furlough, I was glad to see him because I tell you in the army
there was suffering. But I'll tell you I'll give them credit, those Ten-
nessee men took care of me just as though I was their own. I was in a two
mile wagon. I drove it. I was big enough to drive, The embulance man |

stoppdd in Nashville to see his folks and got a furlough and went on home,

Work
*I learned how to work--work in the field, Wasn't nothing but field
work." I learned how to hoe firste But in Alabama I learned how to plowe I
didn't want to be no hos mﬁn; I wanted to plow. When I went back to Miss-
issippi, they put me on the piow. I was just eight years old when I learned

to plow,
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Share cropping
"Right after freedam, I just kept on plowing. We share cropped. My
mama and I would take a crops She'd work. We'd all work like the devil
until I got a job and went to town. She was willing to let me goe That was

when I married tooe

How Freedom Came

*All I know about freedom was 0ld Man Henry Bibb come out and told us
we was free, That is how I came to know it, He came out there on the farm
and said, 'Well, you all free as I ams, You can stay' here if you want to or
you can go someihere else.' We stayed., Mama stayed there on the farm plumb
till she com; to town. I don't know how many years, I was there in town
and so she came onto town later. Moved in with the people she was with.
They gave up their place. I was nineteen years old when I left the country.
My mother gave me her consent,--to marry then, too. S!{e came to town a few
years later.

"The slaves weren't given nothin' after they was freed. Nothing but

what fhey worked for. They got to be share cropperse

Ku Klux Klen
"The Ku Klux never bothered me but they sure bothered others. Way

yonder in Mississippi directly after the surrender, they'd hated it so bad
they killed up many of them. They caught white men there and whipped them
and killed theme They killed many a nigger, They caught a white man there
and whipped him and he went on up to Washington, D. C., and came back with a
train load of soldiers, They came right down there in the south end of our
town and they carried them Ku Kluxers away by train loads full., They cleaned

out the east side of the river, The Ku Klux had been stringing up niggers
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every which way. 'Twasn't nothin' to find a nigger swinging up in the woods.
But those sdldiers come from Washington City. If they didn't clean 'em up,
I'11 hush,.

"I don't know what become of 'em. They never did come back to

Aberdeen.

Occupations Followed and Life
Since Freedom

*I ain't '6rked a lick in four or five years. If I lived to see August
tenth, I will be eighty-six years olds I used to follow railroading or saw
milling or farminge That is what I followed when I was able to work. The
last work I did was farming, working by the day--a dollar and a half a daye
And they cut it domm and cut me down. Now they ain't giving nothings If a
man gets six bits a day he doing good. Harder times in Arkansas now than I
have ever seen before. If a man is able to take care of his femily now, he
is doing well. They don't give niggers nothing now.

"The only way I live is I get a little pension. They give me eight
dollaia a month and commoditiess That is all I live on now., That keeps me
up, thank God. I have been getting the pension about ever since they
started. I reckon it is about two years. I have been receiving it every
monthe It ain't failed yet. They been taking care of me pretty well ever
since they started., First start it wasn't nothin' but rations. They give
me groceries enough to las' me every month. I had a wife tﬁen.

*I have been a widow now four years. Four years I've been a widow,.
But thare ain't nothin' like a man staying in his own house. I have made
out now for four years. Right there cooking and washing for George! I
didn't have nothing else to do. PFellow can't tell what day the Lord will

say, 'Stop', but as long as I am this way, I'll keep at ite.
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"This soreness in my Ieg keeps me in bad shape. I came here to get my
leg fixede It gets so I can't walk without a stick, .I don't like to stay
with other folks. They're sinners and they use me sorta sinful--speek any
sort of language. But they sure 'nough treats me nice.

*I got my leg hurt last December. Car ran into me at Wrightsville,
and knocked me down and threw me far as fram here to that thing (about
rfifteen feet)., After they flung me down, I was flat on my back a long while,
I couldn't move, When a fellow gets old and then gets crippled up, it's
hard. But I'm gettin' 'long pretty well no;, ‘cept that this leg ain't

strong.”
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Interviewer Miss Irsne Robertson

Person interviewed Andrew Gregory, Brinkley, Arkansas

Age 74

*I was born in Carroll County, Tennessee. My mother was owned by
Houston. She said when war was declared he was at a neighbor's houses
He jumped up and said, 'I gonner be the first to kill a Yankee.' They
said in a few minutes he fell back on the bed deade My father owner was
Tillman Gregorye After freedom he stayed on sharecroppin'’e From what
he said that wasn't much better than bein' owned, They had to work or
starve. He said they didn't make nobody work but they didn't keep nobdody
from starvin' if they didn't go at ite They was progd to be free but
that didn't eﬁse up the workinge

"My people stayed on in Tennessee ; long time, When I was nineteen
years old they was making up a crowd to come here to work, Said the
land was news I come wid them, It was a big time, We come on the Hard-
cash (steamboﬁt). I farmed and cleared land all my life. I sold wood,
hauled wood. I've done all kinds of farm worke I get §12 from the Welw-
fare Associatione

"The young generation is a puzzle to me, That why I stand and
watch what they doe The folks make the timess It's a puzzle to me

100,
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Interviewer Miss Irene Robertson
Person interviewed Annie Griegg, Madison, Arkansas
Age___ 84

*I was born a slave, born in Nashville, Tennessee. I was sold twices
I don;t recollect my mother; I was so small when I was parted from here I
had tﬁo sisters and I recollect thems One of my sisters was sold the same
day I was sold and I recollect my other sister was named Rebecca. I never
seen her no more after I was solde I was the yogngest.

*Mother belong to Captain Walkere. That was before the Civil War so I
know lie wasn't an officer in it. His daughter married a man named Mre
Fosters Captain Walker had give me to his daughter wha/n she married, They
lived in Nashville, Tennessee too. Mre Foster sold me/ and Captain Walker
sold my sister Ann and Mr. Bill Steel Henderson at Columbia, Tennessee
bought us both and give my sister to his widowed sister for a house girl
and nurse and he kept me.

"They lived close to us and my sister stayed at our house nearly all
the time. My sister and me was sold for the same price, $100 & piece, She
could count and knew a dollar., She had some learning then. I never went
to school & day in my lifee

"The first block was a big tree and stumps sawed off for steps by the
side 61‘ ite The big tree had been sawed off up highe The man cried me off
standing on the next stump step. My sister told me our mother was a cook at
Captain Walker's, She told me my father was a Foster. It was my under-

standing that he was a white man. My sister was darker than I was,
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Mr, Foster sold me for & nurses Mr. Henderson's sisier was name Mrs,
McGaha (?). My sister mursed and cookeds I nursed three children at Mr,
Henderson's. He was good to me. I loved the children and they was crazy
about me. He sold me to Mr. Field Mathis. I nursed four children for
them, I never did know why I was sold. Mr, Henderson was heap the best.
Mr. Henderson never hit me a lick in his life,

"Mathis was ¢ruel. He drunk all the time., Hse got mad and stamped my
hand. T nearly lost the use of my hands It was swollen way up and hurt
and étayed riz up till his cousin noticed it. He was a doctor. He lived
in the other end of the house-~the seme house. He found some bones was
broke loose in my hand (right hand)e Dr. Mathis (Dr. Mathis or Dr.
Mathews who died at Forrest City, Arkansas) set his brother out about
treating little nurse thater way. Told him he ocughter be ashamed of his-
selfe Dr. Mathis splintered my hand and doctored it till it got well,

"Mr., Field Mathis was a merchant. They moved to Colt, Arkansas at
the begimning of the War, Dr. and Mr. Field Mathis both. We come on the
train and steamboatss It was so new to me I had a fine time but that is
all I can tell»about ite Mr. Field was cross with his wife. She was
fairly good to me. I had all the'gooking, washing and ironing to do before
I left there.

"After we come to Arkansas I never got to see my sister. My husband
was a good scholar. He could write., He wrote and wrote back to find my
sister and mother but they never answered my letters. I asked everybody
that come from there about my sisters and mother but never have heard a
worde I slept on a pallet on the floor nearly all my lifees I had a little

bed at Mr. Henderson'se



*] didn't know it was freedom till one day when I was about fourteen
or fifteen years old-~judging from my size and what I donees I went off o
a spring to washe I had one pot of clothes to boil and another just out of
the pot to rub and rinse. 4 girl come to tell me Mrs. Field had company
and wanted me to come cook dinner. I didn't go but I told her I would be
on and cook dinner soom as I could turn loose the washings There was two
colored girls and a white girl could done the cooking but I was a good cooke
The girl put on the water for me to scald the chickens soon as she went to
the house, When I got there Mrs. Field Mathis had a handful of switches
corded together to beat mee. I picked up the pan of boiling water to scald
the chickens in. She got scared of me, told me to put the pan down. I
didn't do it. I didn't aim to hurt her. I wouldn't throwed that boiling
water on nothinge. She sent to the store for her husband. He come and I
told him how it was about the clothes and three girls ‘there could cook
without me. He got mad at her and said: 'Mary Agnes, she is as free as
you are or I ame I'm not going to ever hurt her again and you better not.'
That is the first I ever heard about freedoms It had been freedom a long
time. I don't know how long then. |

"I stayed on, washed out the clothes and strung them up that eveninge
T ironed all the clothes and cooked the rect of the weeke Mr, Field got me
a good home with some colored folks. He told me if I would go there he
never would let nobody bother me and he never would mistreat me no mores
I worked some for them but they paid me. She ought to thought & heap of me
the way I cooked and worked for here That was my freedom. I was sold on a

platform to Mr. Mathis.
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»After freedom I done field work. I never seen a Ku Klux in my life.
I cooked out same and I married. I still cooked out, I was married once
and married in a church. I have seven children living and seven dead.

"I live with my dauéhter and her family and I get $6 and commodities.
I'm mighty thankful for that. It helps me a whole lots.

*I recken young folks do the best they know to do. Seems like folks
are kinder hearted tﬁan they used to be. Times have changed a heap every
way., Times is harder for poor folks than the others.s It is & true saying
that poor folks have hard ways and rich folks have mean ways. They are

more selfishe I alweys had to work hard. Both times I was sold for §100,"
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Interviewer Miss Irens Robsrtson

Persons interviewed Williem and Charlotte Guess
West Memphis, Arkansas

Ages 68 and 66

William Guess

"I was born in Monroe County, Arkansase Father come from Dallas, Texas
when a young man before he married.s Him and two other men was shipped in a
box to Indian Bay. I've heard him and Ike Jimmerson laugh how they got
bumped and bruised, hungry and thirsty in the box., I forgot the name of the
other man in the box., They was sent on a boat and changed boats where they
got tumbled up so bade It was in slavery or war times one, White folks
nailed them up and opened them up too I think, Father was born in Dellas,
Texas. Mother was a small woman and coms from Tennesz;ee. Billy Boyce in

Monroe County owned her, That is the most I ever heard my folks tell about

the Civil Ware"™

Charlotte Guess

"Mother was born in Dallas, Texas. She was born into slavery, She was
a field woman. She was sold there and brought to Mississippi at about the
close of the Civil War. She was sold from her husband and two childrens
She never seen thems She farmed cotton and corn in Texas. Her husband
whooped her, so she was glad to be solds She married after the surrender
to another man in Mississippi. No, he didn't beat her. They had disputes,

She was the mother of ten children., 'She lived to be 82 years old. She went

fram Arkansas back to Mississippi to diee"
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INTERVIEWER'S NOTE
It would be interesting if I could find out more about why the Negroes

were sent in the box. He seemed not to know all about ites This Negro man

when young was a light mulatto. He is light for his age. He looks end acts

whité. Has a spot on one eye,
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Interviewer : Miss Irens Robertson

Person mtévaed Lee Guidon, Clarendon, Arkansas

Age 89

“"Yes maam I sho was in the Cibil War <s@tve=wimeP. I plowed all day
and me and my sister helped take care of the baby at nighte It would ecry
and me bumpin' 1t. ﬁn a straight chgirJrocki.nq:] Time I git it to the
bed where its mama was it wake up and start cryin' all over againe I be
80 8leepye It was a puny sort o' baby. Its papa was off at war. His
name was Jim Cowan an' his wife Miss ¥lww) Margaret Brown 'fore she
married him, Miss (\B®®}- Lucy Smith give me end my sister to theme Then
she married Mr. Abe Moore. Jim Smith was Miss -fMem=) Iucy's boy. He lay
outen fewt=sE] the woods all time, He say no needen t{meed—e#} him gittin'
shot up and killede He say let the slaves be free. We lived, seemed
lack-f#Re¥, on 'bout the line of York an' Union Counties. He lay out in
the woods over in York Countye. Mr. Jim say all they fightin' 'bout was
Jealousy. Thef caught him several times but ebry time he got away frum
'ems After they come home Mr, Jim say they never win no war, They stole
and starved out the South.

"They didn't want the slaves talkin' *'bout things. One time I got
ruffed up and I say I was goin' to freedom == the wood whar Mr., Jim be ~-
and I recollect we was crossin.' over a railin' fence. MKy ma put her hand
over my mouth like dis }W and say you don't know anything
'bout what you sain® boy.
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»I neber will forgit Mr. Neel, He was all our overseer. He say 'Lee
Good Boy' plows so goode He never spoke an unkind word in his life to me.
When I haf to go to his house he call me in an' give me hot biscuits or
maybe a potato. I sure love potato E!eet potatoes). He was a good old‘
Christian mane Thq church we all went to was made outer hand hewd logs
-- great big things. My pa lived in Union County on the other side the

church,

"He lived to be 103 years olde Ma lost her minde The)both died
right here with me -- a piece outer town ¢Siesendeny-dwirewses)., Ho was
named Pompe& and ma Fannie, Her name 'foe freedom was Fannie Smith, then
she took the neme Guidone

"After freedom a heap of people say they was going to name their
selves overe They named their selves big names then went roaming *'round
lack wild, huntin' cities. They changed up so it was hard to tell who or
whar anybody was, Heap of 'em died an' you didn't know when you hear
*bout it if he was vour folks hardly. Some of the names was Abrahem
an' soms called their selves Lincume Any big name 'ceptin' their master's
namee It was the fashione I herd ‘em talking 'bout it one ebenin' an' my
pe saj fine folks raise us an' we goiner hold to our own names. That
settled it wid all of us.

"Ma was a sickly woman all her life. They kept her 'round the house
to help cook and sweep the yardas Not a speck of grass, not a weed growd
on her yarde She swep it 'bout two times a weeke, It was prutty and white.
The sand jes' shined in the sun. Had tall trees in the yard.

"I can't recollect 'bout my papa's master cause I was raised at my

mama's master's place. He said many and many a time Joe Guidon never had
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to whoop hime After he growd up he never got no whoopins & talls Joe
Guidon learned him to plow an' he was boss of the plow handse His wife
was named Mariah Guidone He say she was a mighty good easy waman too.

"Saturday was ration day and Sunday visitin' day. But you mst
have your pass if you leave the farm an' go over to somebody elses
farm.

®*When I was a boy one thing I love to do was go to stingy Tom's
still house, His name was Tom Whiteside. He sure was stingy and the
meanest white man I ever seedes I went to the still house to beat
peaches to make brandye It was four miles over there and I rode, We
always made least one barrel of peach brandy and one of cidere That
would be vinegar 'noﬁgh by springe éimon beer was good in the cole
freezin®' wether too. We make much' as we have barrels if we could got
the persimmons., He had a son name Bill Whitesides,. |

"Once an‘_”old al:‘ woman lost her mind. Stingy Tom sent her to get
a ﬁull tomF%1 and she chased after ome of the bulls down at the
lot tryin®' to catch ite. She set his barn fire and burned thirteen head
of horses and miles together, Stingy Tom had the sheriff try to get her
tell what white folks put her up to do it. He knowed they all hated him
cause he jes' so mean. The old waman never did tell but they hung her
anyhows There was a big crowd to see it. Miss Lucy jes' cried and cried.
She say Satan got no use for Stingy Tom he so means That the first person
I ever seed hunge They used to hang folks a heap, The biggest crowds
turned out to see it.

"The old woman's son he went to the woods he so hurt cause they going

to hang his ma,
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"The Missouri soldiers were worse than the Yankees. They waste an'
steal your corn and take your horses. They brought a little girl they
stole and let Stingy Tom have her. He kept her and treated her so mean.
They thrash out wheat and put it on big heavy sheets to dry. The little
girl had to sit outen the sun an' keep the chickens offen it. I seed him
f£ind her *'sleep and hit hard as he could in the face wid big old brush.

It was old dogwood brush wid no 1eaVe§ on it. He wouldn't let that little
girl have no biskit {bisewrt4$&) on Sunday mornin'. Everybody had all the
hot biskit they could eat on Sunday mornin's. Well after freedom, long
time, her aunt heard she was down there and come an' got her. She grow
up to be a nice woman. Them same Missouri soldiers took Henry Guidon
(younger brother of Lee Guidon) off. Stole him from the master -- stole
his mule. They was so mean. They found out when they shoot, the mule so
scared it would throw Henry. They kept it up and léughed. Course it hurt
Henry. Liable to kill him. They say they meking a Yankee soldier outen
him that way. One night before they got too fur gone he rode off home.
They burn whole cribs corne Could smell it a long ways off. They was mean
to eberybody.

"I recken I do know 'bout the Ku Kluck. I knowed a man named Alfred
Owens, He seemed all right but he was a Republican. He said he was not
afraide He run a tan yard and kept a heap of guns in a big room. They
all loaded. He married & southern woman. Her husband either died or was
killede She had a son living wid them. The Ku Kluck was called Upper
League. They get this boy to unload all the gins (16 shooters). Then the
white men went there, The white man give up and said, 'I ain't got no

gun to defend myself wide The guns all unloaded an' I ain't got no powder
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and shot.' But the Ku Kluck shot in the houses and shot him up like lace
work, He sold fine harness, saddles, bridles -- ali gorts of leather
thingss The Ku Kluck shure run them outen their country. They say they
not going to have them 'round and they shure run them out, back where they
came from.

"Charles Good had a blacksmithe They Ehe Missouri soldiers} opened
a fenc;a gap when they came through. They took him, tied him to a tree
and shot him in the face with little shot. He suffered there till Wednes-
day {eeveval-dey=)rwhen he was still livinge They tied him to the tree
wid his own gallowses (ewspendessd. They was doubled and stronge Then
some of them went down there and finished up the job beating him over the
head with the guns till he was dead. The Ku Kluck broke up every gun they
could finA. They sure better not ketch a gun at the quarters of colored
folks, They whoop him and break up the gune. Ask him where he got that
gun and start more bad trouble.

"They packed a two-story jail so full of men they had orders to turﬁ
'em out, Then they built a high fence 'bout eight foot tall and put ‘em
in it. They had lights and guards all 'round it. They kept 'em right out
in the hot sun in that pen. That's where the Yankees put the Ku Klucks,
Then they had trials and some was sent to Albany for .three years and eight
years and the like. They made glass at Albany. Them Yankees wouldn't
let 'em have no bonds., Then the white folks told them they needn't settle
among theme They owned all the land and wouldn't sell them a foot for
nuthinge A heap of lawyers and doctors got in it., That fence was iron
and bob wire 4bezbed-wiwe’d, The Ku Kluck killed good men, but Repub-

licanse
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"o stayed on like we were 'cause we done put in the crop and the
Ku Kluck never did bother us, We made a prutty good crop. Then we took
our fréedom. Started workin' fer money and part of the crope.

"I married in 1871 Me and Erma went to bed. Somebody lam on the
door. Emma say 'You run they won't hurt me.' I say 'They kill me sure.'
We stayed and opened the door. They pull the cover offen her lcoking.
They lifted up & cloth from over a barrel behind the bed in the cormer,

I say that are a hoge He say we right from hell we ain't seen no meat.
Then they soon gone. The moon shining so bright that nighte They were
lookin' for my wife's brother I heard 'em say., They say he done something
or another.

"Charleston was the nearest a army ever come to me but I seed a heap
of soldiers on the roads, One road was the Rock Hill road.

"One man I heard 'em talk oheap about had the gugs and powdere. They
shot holes in the walls. He climbed up in the fireplace chimney and stood
up there close to the bricke It was dark and they couldn't see him, They ,-
looked up the chimney but didn't see him. It was a two-story chimney.
Lady if you ain't never seen one I can't tell you just how it wase But
they shot the house full of holes and never harmed him,

"For them what stayed on like they were Reconstruction times *bout
like times before dat 'ceptin' the Yankees stole out an' tore up a scanlus
heaps They tell the black folks to do something and then come white folks
you live wid and say Ku Kluck whoop you. They say leave and white folks
say better not listen to them old Yankees. They'll git you too fur off to

come back and you freeze. They done give you all the use they got fer you.
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How they do? All sorts of ways. Some stayed at their cabins glad to have.
one to live in an' farmed on. Some runnin' *'round beggin', some hunting
work for money an' nobody had no money 'ceptin' the Yankees and they had
no homes or land and mighty little work fer you to dos No work to live
one Some goin' every day to the city, That winter I heard 'bout them
starving and freezing by the wagon loads.

"I never heard nuthing 'bout votin' till freedomes I don't think I
ever voted till I come to Mississippi. I votes Republican., That's the
party of my color and I stick to them long as they do righte I don't
dabble in white folk's buzness an' that white folks votin' is their buz-
nesse If I vote I go do it and go on homee

*I been plowin' {slewghing? all my life and in the hot days I cuts
and saws wood. Then when I gets outer cotton pickiﬁ' I put each boy on
a load of wood an®' we sell woode Then we clear land till next springe
I don't find no time to be loafinge I never missed a year farming till I
got the Brights disease an' it hurt me to do hard worke The last years
we got $3 a corde Farmin' is the best life there is when you are able,

"I come to Holly Springs in 1850, stopped to visite I had six
children and $90 in money. We come on the train. My parents done come
on from South Carolina to Arkansase Man say this ain't no richer land
than you come frome I tried it seven years.s I drove from there, ferried
the riverss It took a long time., We made the best crop I ever seed in
1888, I had eight children, my wife. I cut ‘and hauled wood all wintere
I soon had three teams haulin' wood to Clarendone Some old men, thte
meg) mean things! Learned one of my boys to play craps. They done it to

glt his money,.
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"When I owned most I had six head mules and five head horsese I
rented 140 acres of lande I bought this house and some other land.
aboute The anthrax killed nearly all my horses and mules, I got one
big fine mule yete Its mate diede I lost my house. My son give me
one room and he paying the debt off now, It's ~hard for colored folks
to keep anything, Somebody gets it frum 'em if they don't mind.

“The present times is hard, Timber is scarce, Geme is about all
gone, ‘ Prices higher, 0ld folks cannot worke Times is hard for younger
folks too. They go to town too mach and go to showse They going to a
tent show now, OCircus coming they say. They spending too much money

for foolishness, It's a fast time. Folks tco restless, Soms of the

colored folks work hard as folks ever did. They spends toco mmch. Some

folks is lazy. Always been that way,.

*] signed up to the Governmint but they ain't g:ﬁ'o me nuthin'
’ceptin' powdered milk and rice what wasn't fit to eate It cracked up
and had black scmethin' in it. A lady said she would give me some
shirts that was her husbandse I went to get them tut she wasn't hm,
These heavy shirts give me heate They won't give me the pen;iion an' I
don't know whye It would help me bny my salts and pills and the other

medicines 1ike Swamp Root. They won't give it to me."
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Interviewsr - Miss Irene Robertson
Person interviewed Linley Hadley, Madison, Arkansas
Ags__ 77

*] was born the very day the Civil War started, April 12, 1861, I
was born in Monroe County close to Aberdeem, Mississippi. My papa was

named Dave Collins, He was born far back as 1832, He was a carriage

drivers

"Mama was born same year as papa. She was a field hand and a cook,.
She could plough good as any man, She was a guinea woman. She weighed
ninety-five poundse, &She had fourteen children, She did that. Had six or
seven after freedom, She had one slave husband, Her owners was old Master
Wylie Collins and Mistress Jane. We come 'way from tﬁeir place in 1866.

*I can recollect old Master Collins calling up all the niggers to his
housee He told them they was free. There was a crowd of them, all sizese
Why all this took place now I don't know, Most of the niggers took what all
they have on their heads and walked off, He told mama to move up in the
loom house, if she go off he would kill her, We moved to the loom house
till in 1866,

®"One night some of the niggers what had been Collins' slaves come and
stole all mama's children, toted us off on their backs at night, Where we
come to cross the river, Uncle George Tunnel was the ferryman, He had
raised mama at his cabin at slavery, He took us to his white folks, We
lived with them a year and then mame moved on Bill Cropton's place and we

lived there forty yearse All the Croptons dead nowe -~



"We come to Arkansas in 1891 close to Cotton Plant., 1898, I come to
Hadisbn. Been here ever since,

"Grandma belong %o Master Rogers where we knowed George Tunnel. Mama,
named Harriett, and Aunt Miller was solde A man in Texas bought Aunt
Miller, We never could hear a word from here After freedom we tried and
trieds Master Collins was mean. You couldn't lay your hand on mama's back
without laying it on marks where she had tsen beat. All his niggers was
glad to leave him, They stripped mama's clothes down to her waist and
whooped her, beat the blood out with cowhides, Master Collins 'lowed his
niggers to steal, then his girls come take some of it to their house to eat.
Master Collins didn't have no boyse

"Papa was a little chunky man, He'd steal flour and hogse He could
tote a hog on his backes My papa went on off when freedom coms. They was
80 happy they had no sense, Masma never seen him no mores I didn't neithers
Mama didn't care so much about him, He was her mate give to her, I didn't
worry 'bout him nor nobody thens

"Master Collins did give us plenty to wear and eat too. When I left
there we all worked, Mama married ag'in, We kept on farming, I farmed all
my life,

"I got a boy what workse We own our house and all this place (one-
half acre)s I don't get no help fram nowhere., Seem like them what works
and tries ought to be the ones to get help and not them what don't never
pay no taxes, Fast generation it is nows But they don't bother ms, I

got a good boy, Times is harde Everything you have to buy is high,"
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Interviewer Miss Irene Robertsen
Person interviewed Anna Hall (mulatto), Brinkley, Arkansas

*I don't know nuthin' cept what I heard folks talk *'bout when I was
a child, I was born good while aftor that war, My folks lived in Scott
County near Jackson, Mississippi when I was little and in slavery times
too. My mother's mistress was Nias Dolly Oruder, She was a widow and
run her own farm, I don't remember her, She give her own children a
cotton patch apiece and give the women handas a patch about and they had
to work it at night, If the moon didn't give light somebody had $o hom‘ |
a literd (lantern) not fur from 'em so they could see t0 hoe and work it
oute I think she had more land than hands, lhat they made was to be
about a bale arocund for extra money. It took all the day time working
in the big fiold for Miss Dolly. I heard 'em say how tired they would
be and then go work ocut their own patches 'fore they go to bed, ~I don't
remember how they said the white girls got their cJtton patches worked.
And that is about all I rone_mbora good 'nough to tell you.

"They didn't expect nothing but freedom out the war, The first my
mother heard she was working doing scmething and somebody say, 'What you
working fur don't you know you done free?’ '.l'hnt‘ the firat she knowed she
was free, They just passed the word round; that's how they hnrl it
and the soldiers started coming in to their rmiu-. Some of them cm‘

back by themselves and some come riding several ‘or them together,
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*I know they didn't give my mother nothing after the war. She washed

and ironed 'bout all her life,

"The young generation is doing better than we old folks is. If there
is any work to get they gets it in prefersnce to us, Bducation is hoiping
some of ‘'em here in Brinkley, Soms of the young ‘onu gets good money.
They teaches and cooks, Times is hard for some.

*I live wid my son. Yes he own his houss, I gets $8 from the ree

lief, We has 'bout 'nough to live on and dat is all.”
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Interviewer Miss Irene Robertson
Person interviewed Kllie Hamilton (male), Clarendon, Arkansas

nay

*I was born 'about(\Holly Springs, Mississippi. My parents' master/y
name ﬁilliam and Mary Ellen Jefferies. I don't know much 'bout them. My
parents' name Neely and Amos Hamilton. I judge that was pa's master's
name, They had eight children, Three of us living yete

"I been farmin' and workin' 'round Clarendon ever aince I was a
chap.' I work 'round hotels and stores and farm too.

*I votes when we have a leader for our party. It don't do no good.
I nevér seed no good come outen the colored race vot’in' yet.

"Some ways times is much better, much better! Some ways they is
woraoi'. The people is educated better'n I had a chanqe ate

"Work wages is a heap better. I has worked for $7 a month. Now
some cen get $18 to $20 a week. But the young generation throwin' it
awaye They ain't going to save a bit of it., The present condition is
worse morally. They used to could depend on a men. You can't hardly
depend on the younger generation. They is so tricky. Folks going too
muche I recollect when I was a child I went to town one or two times a
year, I didn't want all I seen there then neither, Seems lack folks
apends so much money foolishly.,

"I own a home, no cow, no hog, no land. Get $10 a month fram the

PHA. 4 PA?

131



e

*I come to Arkansas to farme It is a fine farmin' country, Miss,
My father died and left my mother wid seven children to raise, She

come on out here to make a livin',
2
ol § remember when Tilden and Hendrick lost and Ha;/r‘s and Wheeler was

elected, They sung songs 'bout 'em and said 'Cerve that possum nigger
to the heart.' It done been so long since we sung them rally songs I
forgot every line of all of thems People used to sing more religious
songs seems like than they do now. They done gone wild over dancin'
'stead of singin'.

"I farmed for J, P. Cherry at Holly Springs from time I was eight
year old till I was twenty-one year olde That's a long time to stay by

one man ain't it?"
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Interviewer Miss Irene Robsrtson

Person interviewed Josephine Hamilton, Hazen, Arkansas

Age 77

I was born near Houston, Mississippi, in 1860. We lived about
three miles north when I can first recollect. My mistress was named
Frankie Hill and my master was Littleton Hill. I had some sisters
and brothers dead but I had four brothers and one sister that got
up grown. The first house I remembers living in was a plank house,
Then we lived in a log house wid a stick-and-dirt chimney. I was
wid my old master when he died of heart trouble, She lack to died
too. We setting by de fire one night and he heldlthe lamp‘bn one
knee and reading out loud., It was a little brass lamp with a handle
to hook your finger in. He was a Baptist. He had two fine horses,
a big gray one and a bay horses Joe drove him to preaching. Miss
Frankie didn't go. He said his haid hurt when dey went to eat
dinner and he slept all the evening. He et supper and was reading.
I was looking at him. He laid his haid back and started snoring.

He had long white hair. I say "Miss Frankie, he is dieing."™ Cause
he turned so pale. He was setting in a high back straight chair,
We got him on the bed. He could walk when we held him up., His
brother was a curious old man. He et morphine a wholé heap., He
lived by himself., I run fast as my legs would teke me, Soon

as I told him he blowed a long horn. They said it was a trumpet,
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You never seen sﬁch a crowd as come tq reckly. The hands come and
the neighbors too., It being dot time er night they knowed some-
thing was wronge He slept awhile but he died that night. I stayed
up there wid Miss Frankie nearly all de time. It was a mile from
our cabin across the field. Joe stayed there some. He fed and
curried the horses, Nom I don't remember no slave uprisings. They
had oveiseers on every farm and aaggggyzgll. I learned to sew look-
ing at the white folks and my ma showed me about cutting, There
wasn't much fit about them. They were all tolferably looses We
Played hiding behind the trees a heap and played in the moonlighte.

We played tag. We picked up scaley barks, chestnuts)and walnutse.
Miss Frankie parched big pans of goobers when it was cold or raining,
Some of the white folks was mean. Once young mist;esa was sicke She
had malaria fever. I was sitting down in the othér room. Young
master was lying on de bed in the same room. A woman what was waiting
on her brought the baby in to put a cloth on him. He was bout two
months old, little red-headed baby. He was kicking and I got tickled
at him. Young master slapped me. The blood from my nose spouted out
and I was jess def for a long time. He beat me around till Miss Polly
come in there and said "You quit beating that little colored girl.
You oughter be ashamed., Your wife in there nearly dead." "Yes
maem, she did die."™ I never will forgit Miss Polly. I saved one

of the young mistress little girl bout seven or eight years old.
Miss Frankie raised a little deer up grown. It would run at any-

body. Didn't belong at the house. It got so it would run me.
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It started at the little girl and I pulled her in on the porch back-
wards and in a long halle, Her mama show was proud, Said the deer
would paw her to death,

I remembefs everybody shouting and so glad they was free. It
was a joyful time. If they paid my folks for work I didn't know it. '
We stayed on with Miss Frankie till I was grown and her son Billy
Hill took her to Houston, Texas to live., Miss Sallie and Miss Fannie
had been married a long time. We always had a house to live in and
something to eat.

I show never did vote. I would not know nothing about it., I
think the folks is getﬁing wiser and weaker. Some of us don't have
much as we need and them that do have wastes it. I always lived on
the farm till eight years ago when my husband died. I wasn't able
to farm by myself., I didn't have no children. I come to Hazen to
live wid dese here girls I raised. (Two girls.) They show is good
to me. No maam I ain't never got no old age pension., They won't
give it to me. Ve come to Arkansas in 1918, de lived down around
Holly Grove. We had kin folks wrote about out here and we wanted to
change. Long as I was able I had a good living but since I been so
feeble I have to make out wid what the children bring me. I don't
know if de times is getting any better, don't seemvlack the people
training their children a tall. They say they kaint do nothing wid
eme I allus could do something wid dem I raised. I used to look at
them and they minded me. The trouble is they ain't learning %o work
and won't do nothing less they going to get big pay. Then they run

spend it fast as they can go for fool-bait,.
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Name of Interviewer . Irene Robertson

Sub ject HERBS:z - CURES & REMEDIES, ETC,

Story - Information (If not enough space on this page add page)

If you borrow salt it is bad luck to pay it back.

Parch okra seed grind up or beat it up and make coffee.

Parch meal or corn and meke coffee.

In slavery times they took red corn cobs burned them and made white
ashes, sifted it and used it instead of soda.

Beat up charcoal and take for gas on the stomachs.

Sift meal add salt and make up with wreter,put on collard leaf, cover
with another collard leaf put on hot ashes. Cover with hot ashess
The bread will be brown, the ccllard leaves parched up, "It is really
good" Roast potatoes and eggs in the ashes.

In slavery times they made persimmon besr. H;d reguler beer barrels
made a faucets Put old field hay in éhe bottom, persimmons, baked
corn bread and water, Let stand about a week, & fine drink with

tea cakes. It won't make you drunk.

Comb hair after dark makes you forgetful.

Asafoetida and garlic on the bait mekes the fish bite well.

Rub fishing worms om the ground makes them tougher so you can put

them on the hook.

This information given by Josephine Hamilton

Place of Residence Hazen, Arkansas

Occupation Field word and washwoman. AGE
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Negro Customs

Story - Information (If not enough space on this page add page)

My mother made three crops after she wuz freed, and I wuz
born when aﬁe made her third erop, so I thinks I wuz borm
‘round 1868. I wuz born in Bolivar County, Mississippi.

My mother and father were slaves and belonged to the Harris
family. Only one I 'members is my sister, she died. My
brothers went off and worked on ships, and I never saw them

no mo',

After freedom, my mother kept working for her marster amnd
misstis, and they paid them for their work. They stayed on

the same plantation until I wuz almost grown.

At Christmas time, we had heaps to eat, cakes, homemade
molasses candy that you pulled, popcorn, horse apples which

wuz good, mo’ better'n any apples we get these days.

The white folks give gifts in the big house and mammy went to

the house and the white folks give her the things to put in we

nigger chilluns' stockings.

This information given by Peter Hamilton

Place of Residence

Occupation

Rear airport - Pine Bluff, Ark,

Age

68




We hung up our stockings in our house and up at the white
house too. 'Fore Christmas, the white folks would tell
us if we stole chickens, eggs, ducks and things, or go in
the apple orchard, and wuz bad, Santa Claus would not come
to us. But if we were good, he would dring gifts to us.
'Fore Christmes, the white folks would make a Santa Claus
out of clothes and stuff it, put a pack on his back, and
stand him up in the road. Colored chillun feared to go

near him,

I have never been arrested, never been in the jail house or

calaboose, Went to school when I could.
Traveled all over, worked on canal in South Amerieca.

Name of boat I wuz on was the "Clamshell, No. 4%, with

Captain Nelson, fum New York.
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Interviewer Miss Irene Robertson

Person interviewed Lawrence Hampton
R.F.D., Forreat City, Arkansas

Age__ 78

*I was born in Orangsburg, South Carolina. My parents' names was
Drucilla and Peter Hampton. She was the mother of twelve children, They
both b'long to John D, Kidd and Texas Kiddse To my knowing they had no
children, They was old to me being a child but I don't reckon they be old
folks, They had a plantation, same hilly and some bottom land. He had two
or three hundred slaves. He was a good, good man, He was a good mastere.
He had some white overseers and same black overseers. Grandpa Peter was one
of his overseers, He was proud of his slaves. He was a proud man,

"We all had preaching clothes to wears He had ﬂia slaves be somebody
when they got out of the fielde They went in washing at the fish pond, duck
pond too, It was clear and sandy bottom. Wouldn't be muddy when a lot of
them got through washing (bathing)e. They was black but they didn't stink
sweatye They wore starched clean ironed clothese They cooked wheat flour
and mede clothes. When the War come on their clothes was ironed and clean
but the wheat was scarce and the clothes got flimsy. ‘J’ohn D. Kidd was loved
by black and white, He was a good man, Grandpa George had a son sold over
close to Memphis., They had twelve children last letter mama had from them.
I've never seen any one of them,

®Grandpa Peter was a overseer. After he was made overseer he was paids
That fvas a honor for being good all his life. When freedom come on he had

ten thousand dollars, He was pure African, black as ace of spadese
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He give papa and the other four boys five huhdred dollars a piece to start
them farms, Papa died when he was sixty-five and grandma was about &
hundred, Mame was seventy-five when she dieds Grandpa was eighty-five when
he died. They didn't know exactly but that was about their ages. It was a
pretty big honor to be a carriage man. They had young men hostlers and
blacksmiths,.

"Treedom--The boys all stayed around and girls toos They bought places
abouts They never would charge John D. Kidd for work. They let the girls
cook, milk, and set the fowls, long as the old couple livede They never
took no pay. They go in gangs and chép out his crap and big picnic dinners
all they ever took from him, We all loved that old man,

"They done some whooping on the place but it was a shame, They got
over it and went on dressed up soon as the task was done, Never héard much
said about it, I never seen nobody whooped,

"My own folks whooped me, We was free then,

| *I heard how easy to farm out in Arkansas. I come to Forrest City in
1884, I was 'bout twenty-five years old them, It was a md hole is right.
I farmed all my life. We made money.
| "My color folks don't know how to take care of their money, They can
make money but don't handle it longe

"I owns a home and twenty acres of land. I want to keep it, Me and my
wife live out theree I had ten children and four of them still livinge
They all good children and I'm proud to own they minse,

"John D, Kidd had a lot of his wife's brothers that came visitings
I'd find out they be up there. Here I'd gos We'd swim, fish, ride, and
I'd love to be around them and hear them talk, That was the kind of good

times we had when I was a boye I missed all that when I come here.
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It was sich fine farming lend. I couldn't go back to staye I been back
numbers of times vigiting. 4

"] heard of the Ku Klux but I never seen none of theme They was hot
over i-;here in South Carolina in some spotse.

"I'm able by the grace of God to make my own humble living, Sometime
I may'like a little help but I ain't asked foe none yet.

®I heard this here about the Ku Klux in Forrest City. I heard
diffei'ént ones say. They was having a revival out here at Lane Chapel and
thé captain of the Ku Klux came in and they followed in their white clothes
and he give the colored minister a letter, He opened it and it had some

money for him, They went on off on their horsess I don't know when that

wase I didn't see it, I heard about ite"
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Inter&iewer Miss Irene Robertson
Person interviewed Hannah Hancock (rcope prin, :u 87
Age Past 80
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I was born in Chesterfield County, South Carolina. My mother's
name was Chloa, We lived on Hardy Sellers plantation., -SMowas the
white folks cooks I et in the white folks kitchen sometimes and
sometimes wid the other children at mew's house, Show my daddy was
livin. But he lived on another man's farms. His master's name was
Billy Hancock and his name was Dave., Der was a big family of us but
dey all dead now but three of us. Ize got two sisters and a brother
still livin, I reckon. I ain't seed them in a long time. Mrs,
Sellers had several children but they were all married when I come
along and she was a widow. Joe Pete was her son and he lived close,
about a mile across the field, but it was farther around the road,
Billy Hancock married Mrs. Sellers daughter. My mistress didn't do
muich., Miss Becky Hancock wove cloth for people. You could get the
warp ready and then run in the woof. She made checked dresses and
mingledy looking cloth. They cclored the cloth brown and purple
mostly. Mrs. Sellers get a bolt of cloth and have it all made up
into dresses for the children. Sometimes all our family would have
a dress alike. Yesm, we did like dot. Grunny made de dresses on her
fingers. She was too o0ld to go to de field an she tote water from

the big spring and sometimes she water de hands when dey be hoeing,

14:2
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She would cut and dry apples and peaches. Nobody knowed how to can.
They dried de beef. It show was goode It wes jess fine. No maam,
Granny didn't have no patterns. She jess made our dresses lack come
in her haid. We didn't get many dresses and we was proud of em and
washed and ironed and took care of em.

I recollects hearing de men talking about going off to war
and em going. No jess de white men left from Mrs. Sellers place.

De children didn't set around and hear all that was said. They

sent us off to play in the play houses, We swept a clean place and
marked it off and had our dolls down there. We put in anything we
could get, mostly broken dishes, Yes mesm, I had rag dolls and
several of them, No wars real close tut I could hear the guns some-
times.

Mrs, Sellers had two large carriage horses. ‘The colored boys
took them down in the bottoms and took off a lot of the meat and
groceries and hid them 'fo the Yankees come along. They didn't
nebber fin them things. Mrs. Sellers was awful good and th{:msn
jess looked after her and took care of her., Me or maw stayed at the
house with her all the time, day and night. When anybody got sick
she sent somebody to wait on them and went to see what they needed
and sometimes she had 'em brought up to the house and give 'em the
medicine herself. She didn't have no foman. .Uncle Sam and uncle
John was the oldest and uncle Henry. They was the men on the farm
and they went right on with the work. Folks had bigger families than
they do now. They show did work, but de field work don't last all de

time. They cleared land and fixed up the rail fences in the winter,
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A rail fence was on each side of a long lane that led down to the
pasture. The creek run through the ﬁastﬁre. It was show a péétty
grove, Had corn shuckings when it was cold. We played base down
there. We always had meat and plenty milk, collards and potatoese
0ld missus would drip a barrel of ashes and make corn hominy in the
wash pot nearly every week and we made all the soap we ever did see.
I£ you banked the sweet potatoes they wouldn't rot and that's.where
the seed come from in the spring. In the garden there was an end
left to go to seed. That is the way people had any seed. Times show
have changed. I can't tell what to think. They ain't no more like
than if they was another kind of folks, So much different. I jess
look and live. I think they ought to listen to what you say. Say
anything to them they say "Kaint run my business.® I don't know if
they spected anything from freedom. Seemed like they thought they
wouldn't have to work if dey was free and dey wouiﬁn't have no bosse
Missus let a lot of her land grow up in pine trees., Said she had no
money to pay people to work for her, Some of de families staid on,.
My maw and paw went on a farm on share not far from Mrs. Sellers.
When she was going to have company or ‘she got sick she sent for my
maw, My mew washed and iromed for her till they moved plum off.
They said somebody told them it was freedom. When‘dey picked up gnd
moved off de missus show didn't give em nothing. They didn't vote;
They didn't know how. I heard a lot about the Ku Klux Klan but I
wasn't scared. I never did see none,

De younger generation jess lives today and don't know what he'll
do tomorrow or where he'll bes. I ain't never voted end I don't know

if my boys do or not.



I never heard of uprisings. De paddyroll was to see after dot
and Mrs, Sellers didn't have none. Uncle Sam and uncle John made em
mind,

Sing -~ I say dey did sing. Sing about the cooking and about
the milking and sing in de field.

I never did see nobody sold. But I heard them talk about sell-
ing em. They took em off to sell ems That was the worst part about
slavery. The families was broke up. I never lived nowhere 'cept in
South Caroline and Prairie County (Arkansas)., My folks come here and
they kept writing for me to come, and I come on the train. Mrs.
Sellers son, Joe Sellers, killed himself, shot himself, one Sunday
evening. Didn't know how come he done it. I was too little to know
what they expected from the war. The colored folks didn't have noth-
ing to do with it 'cept they expected to get freed. A heap of people
went to the cities, some of them died. After freedom things got
pretty scarce to eat and there was no money., I worked as a house
girl, tended to the children, brushed the flies off the table and
the baby when it slept and swept the house and the yard too. After
I come here (to Arkansas) I married and I worked on the farms, We
share cropped. I raised my children, had chickens, geese, a COW and
h;gs. When the cotton was sold we got some of it. Yes maam, I show
had rether be out there if I could jess work. We lived on Mr. Dick
Small's place till he sold out. We come to town a year and went back
and made enough in one year to buy dis place, It cost $300, Jeas
my two sons and me. The others were married, My husband died on the

farms I come in town and done one or two washings a week. Yes maam
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I walked here and backe That kept me in a little money. It was
about two miless I washed for Mr. L., Hall azd part of the time for
Mrs. Kate Hazen. I guess they treated us right sbout the crop
settlement. We thought they did, We knowed how much was made and
how much we got. The cheatin come at the stores where the trading
was done,

I lives with my son and his wife. Sometimes I do my cooking
and sometimes I eat in thers. I get $8.00 from the RFC and prunes,
rice, and a little dried milk, I buys'my meal and sugar and lard and
little groceries with the money., It don't buy what I used to have on
the farm,

I don't remember much about the war, I was so little. I heard
them talk a lot about it and the way they killed folks, I thought it

-was awful, My hardest time is sines I got old and can't work,
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FOLKLORE SUBJECTS T3

Name of Interviewer Irene Robertson

Subject

Spells - Voodoo ~-

Story -

Information (If not enough space on this page add page)

I asked her if she believed anyone could harm her and she said not
not unless they could get her to eat or drink something. Then they
might. She said a G?psy was feeling her and slipped a dollar and

a quarter tied up in’her handkerchief from her and she never did know
when or how she got it. Said she never believed their tales or had
her fortune told. She didn't believe anyone could put anything under
the door and because you walked over it you would get a "spell". She
said some people did. She didn't know what they put under the doors.
She never was conjured that she knew of and she doesn't believe in it.
Said she had towrk too hard to tell tales to per children but she
used to sing. She can't remember the songs sﬁe sang. ©She can't

read or write.

The old women is blind and gray, wears a cap. Her Mistregs was Mrs.
Mary and her Master was Mr. Hardy Sellers in Chesterfield County,
South Carolina. Her husband died and left her.vith six children.

Her brother came with a lot of other fellows to Arkeansas. "Everybody
was coming either here on to Texas™. Mr. David Gates at DeValls Bluff
sent her a ticket to come to his farm. Her brother was working for
Mr. Gates Wattensaw plantation and that is where she has been till a
few years ago she moved to Hazen and lives with her son and his wife.
She remembered when the Civil War soldiers took all their food, mules

and hitched Mrs. Sellers driving horses to the surry and drove off.

W29ty
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Her Mistress cried and cried. She said she had & hard time after
she left Mr. and Mrs. Sellers, they was sure good to them and always
had more than she had ever had since. She wanted to go back to

South Carolina to see the ones she left but never did have the money.
Said they lived on M§. Dick Small's place and he was so good to her

and her children but he ié dead to0 now.

This information given by Hannah Hancock ()
Flace of Residence Hazen, Arkansas
Cccupation Work in the cotton field - Cook and wash. Age 90

She is blind. She gets $8.00 pension, she is proud to tell.



| <o

30866
149
Interviewer Ssmuel S. Taylor
Person interviewed j_ Julia E, Haney
1320 Pulaski Street, Little Rock, Arkansas
Age_ 78

*I was born in Gallatin, Tennessee, twenty-six miles north of
Nashville, September 18, 1859, Willard Blue and Mary Blue were my master
and my mistress,

| ? "] wanted to put in for & pension and didn't want to tell a story
about my age. In reading the Gazette, I found out that William Blue got
shot by an insurance men in Dallas, Texas over a stenographer, I found out
where my young master was and after allowing him time to get over his
grief, I wrote to him about my age, He wrote me that Andrew was the oldest
end he didn't know, so he sent my letter to Tacoma, ‘i?ennoasos, to Henry
Blue, Henry wrote to him and told him to look in the bottom of the ward-
robe in the old family Bible, He looked there and found the Bible and sent
my age to me, They wrote to me and sent me some money and were awful nics

to me, They said that I was the only one of the slaves livinge

T

Good Masters
*Our masters were awful good to us, They didn't treat us like we were
slaves. My mother carried the keys to everything on the places They lived

in the cityes They didn't live in the country. I came here in 1869,

FPamily
“iy mother married a Thompson, Her married name was Margaret

Thompson and her name before she married was Margaret Berth,
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Her master befors she married was Berth, Her last master was Blue, Her
mother's nsme was Cordelia Lowe, Her maiden name was Berth. When the old
man Berth died, he made his will and Bullard Berth didn't want any slaves
because he wanted to train his children to worke Willard, my mother's
master, should have been a Berth because he was old man Berth's son, but
he called himself Blue, It might have been that old man Berth was his
stepfather, Anyway he went by the name of Willard Blue, He was an under-
taker,

"My father's name was Oliver Thompson., I don't remember any of my
father's people, His people were in Nashville, Tennessee, and my mother's

people were in Gellatin, Tennessee., We were separated in-slavery.

Separation of Parents
I don't know how my mother and father happened to get together. They
didn't belong to the same master, My father belonse& to Thompson and lived
ix;. Nashville and my mother belonged to Blue in Gallatin. They were not
together when freedom came and never did get together after freedom, They
only had one child to my knowledge. I don't know how they happened to be
separated, It was when I was too small, Nashville is twenty-six miles

from Gallatin, Perhaps one family or the other moved away.

Patrollers
"I have heard my mother speak about the pateroles, I don't know
whether they were pateroles or not., They had guards out to see if the
slaves had passes and they would stop them when they would be going out for
anything. They 'oul}l stop my mother when she would be going out to get the

cows to see if she had a pass,



Jayhawkers
"I never heard my mother speak of jayhawkers, but I have heard her say
that they used to catch the slaves when they were out. I don't know whether |
it was jayhawkers or nots I don't know what they done with them after they
caught them. I have heard other people speak of jayhawkers, My people
were very good to us. They never bothered my mother, She could go and
come when she pleased and they would give her a pass any time she told them

she wanted one,

Really Scared to Death
"I know one thing my ma told me. When the soldiers came through,
there was an old rebel eating breakfast at our place. He was & man that
used to handcuff slaves and carry them off and sell them. He must have
stolen them, When he heard that the Yankees were marching into town with
all them bayonets shining, it scared him to death. He sat right there at

the breakfast table and died, I don't know his name, but he lived in

Tennessee,

Mother's Work
"My mother was a cook and she knitted. She molded candles and milked
the cows, and washed and ironed. She and her children were the only slaves
they owned. They never whipped my mother at alle I stayed in the house,
They kept me there, I never had to do anything but keep the flies off the

table when they were eating,

:/' -

i
S Schooling
"My grandfather gave me my schooling after I came here, I had

come here in 1869, I went to school in Capitol Hill and Union Schools.
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Mra, Hoover (white) was one of the teachers at Union School when I was
there, She was a good teacher, Miss Lottie Andrews--she is a Stephens

now--was another one of my teacherse

53 no/ How Freedom Came

"My master came right on the back porch and called my mother out and
told her she was free, that he wasn't going in no war. That was at the
beginning when they were mustering in the soldiers to fight the War, And
he didn't go neither. She stayed with him till after gmancipation. She
was as free as she could be and he treated her as nice as anybody could be

treated, She had the keys to everything.

Houge, Furniture, and Food
"My mother had a little house back in the yard joined to the back
porch and connected with the kitchen, It had one room. She did all

cooking in his kitchen. Her room was just a bedroom.

“The furniture was a bed with high posters., It didn't have slats, it

had ropes, It was a corded bed, They had boxes for everything else--for

bureaus, chairs, and things, ) /

Further Details about Schooling
®I went to school as far as the eighth grade, Professor Hale,
Professor Mason, and Professor Kimball were some of the teachers that

taught me, They all said I was one of the brightest scholars they hade

| Later Life
P.
//"I married Cado Haney in 1882, He is dead now, He's been dead nearly

forty years. We didn't live together but fifteen years before he died.
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We never had no children, After he died I laundried for a living until I

got too old to worke Now I get old age asaistance,”

Interviewer*s Comment

A mighty sweet old lady to talk to.
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Interviewer Pernella M. Anderson

Person interviewed Rachel Hankins, Rl Dorado, Arkansas
dge___ 88

*]I was born in Alabama. My old mistress and master told me that I
was born in 1850, Get that good--18501 That makes me about 88 but I
can't member the day and month, I was a girl about twelve or fourteen
years old when the old darkies was set free. My old mistress and master
did not call us niggers; they called us darkies, I can't recollect much
about slavery and I can recollect lots too at times, My mind goes and
comese I tell you childrem you all is living a white life nowdays, When
I was coming up I was sold to a family in Alabema by the name of Columbus,
They was poor peopls and they did not own but a fe¥ slaves and it was &
large family of them and that made us have to work harde We lived down
in the field in a long house, We ladies and girls lived in a log cabin
togethers Our cabin had & stove room made on the back and it was made of
clay and grass with a hearth made in it and we cooked on the hearth, We
got our food from old mistress's and master's house, We raised plenty of
grudb such as peas, greems, potﬁtoea. But our potatoes wesn't like the
potatoes is nows They was white and when you eat tiem they would choke
you, especially if they was colds And sorghum molasses was the only kind
there wase I don't know where all these different kinds of molasses come
frome

"They issued our grub out to us to cooks They had cows and we got
milk sometimes but no butters They had chickens and eggs but we did note



We raised cotton, sold part and kept enough to make our clothes out ofe
Raiéed corne And there wasn't no grist mills then so we had a pounding
rock to pound the corn on and we pound and pound until we got the corn
fine enough to make meal, then we separated the husk from the meal and
parched the husk real brown and we used it for coffee. We used brown
sugar from sorghum molasses, We spun all our thread and wove it into
cloth with a hand looms The reason we called that cloth home-spun is
because it was spun at hame, Splitting reils and making rail fences was
all the goe Wasn't no wire fences. Nothing but rail fences, Bushing
and clearing was our winter jobs. You see how rough my hands is? Lord
have mercy! child, I have worked in my life.

"Master Columbus would call us niggers up on Sunday evening and read
the Bible to us and tell us how to do and he teught us one song to sing

and it was this 'Keep Your Lamp Trimmed and Burning' and he'd have us to

sing it every Sunday evening and he told us that that song meant to do good

and let each other see our goods When it rained we did not have meeting
but when it was dry we always had meetinge

*I never went to school a day in my life. I learned to count money
after I was‘ grown and married.

"lly feet never saw a shoe until I was fourteen, I went barefooted
in ice and snow, They was toughe I did not feel the colde I never had
a cold when I was youngs If we had ep-p-zu-dit we used different things
to make tea out of, such as shucks, cow chips, hog hoors; cow hoofse
Ep-p-zu~-dit then is what peopie call flu now,

"When war broke out I was a girl just so big_. ‘'All I can recollect is

seeing the soldiers march and I recollect them having on blue and gray jacketse



Some would ride and some would walk and when they all got lined up that
was a pretty sight, They would keep step with the musice The Southern
soldiers' song was 'Look Away Down in Dixie' and the Northern soldiers'
song was 'Yankee Doodle Dandy.' So one day after coming in from the
field o0ld master called his slaves and told us we weas free and told us
we could go or staye If we stayed he would pay us to worke We did not

have nothing to go on so we stayed and he paid uss Every 19th of June

S

he would let us clean off a place and fix a platform and have dancing and

eating out there in the field. The 19th of June 1865 is the day we thought

we was freed but they tell me now that we was freed in January 1863 but

did not know it until June 19, 1865. Never got a beating the whole time I

N

was a slave,

"I came to north Arkansas forty years ago and I been in Union County

a short while, My nsme is Rachel Hankins."
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Interviewer Mrs. Bernice Bowden

Person interviewed Mary Jane Hardridge
1501 West Barraque St., Pine Bluff, Ark,

Age___85

"Oh don't ask me that, honey. Yes, I was here in slavery dayse I
reckon I was here before the Civil War; I was born in '58, I'm right
now in my birth county sbout four miles from this city.

*I can remember my young masters that went to ware One was namsd
Ben and one Chris. O0ld master’'s name was James Scull, He was kinda
mixed up == he wasn't the cruelest one in the world., I've heard of some
that was worse than he was, I never suffered for nothin' to eat.

"I can tell you about myself as far back as I can remember. I
know I was about thirteen or fourteen when the war endede

"My father's birth home was in Virginia. His name was Flem Price
and his father was a doctor and a white man, Mother's name was Mary
Price and she was half Indian. You c;h tell that by looking at her
picture. She was born in Arkansas.

*I can remember seeing the soldiers. I had to knit socks for them.
Used to have to knit a pair a weeke Yes ma'm I used to serve them., I
had it to do or get a whippin'e I nurased and I sewed a little. My
mother was a great seamstress. We did it by hand too. They didn't have
no sewing machines in them times.

*When my white folks went on summer vacations =- they was rich
and traveled a great deal -~ mama always went along and she just

left us children on the plantation just like a cow would leave a calf.
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She'd hate to do it thoughe I remember she went off one time and
stayed three montha and left me sick in the white folks house on a
pallete I know I just hollered and cried and mama cried too. There
was another old colored lady there and she took me to her housee. We
lived right on the river where the boat landed and I remember the boat
left at high noon and I cried all the rest of the afternoon.

*] remember the first Yeankee I ever saw, They called him Captain
Hogan. I had a white chile in my arms. He set there and asked the boss
how many Negroes did he have and the boss said what was the newa, He
come out to let the Negroes know they was as free as he was and told
Marse Jim to bring all of them back from Texas. I know I run and told
mema snd she said 'You better hush, you'll get a whippin'.'

*They sho didn't burn up nothin' «- just took the miles and horses.
Now I remember that —— they didn't bturn up nothin' where I lived.

*I heard of the Ku Klux but I never seen any. We was expectin' 'em
though at all times.

"My grandmother belonged to Crsed Taylor and after freedom mama

got her and she lived there with the Sculls two years. My mother and
father was paid a salary and they paid me too =~ four dollars a month,
And I remember meme never would let me have it ~= just give me what she
wanted me to have, They treated us better than they did before the war.
Cose they was a little rough, but they couldn't whip you like they did.
They could threaten it though.

"I went to school just a little after freedom. Mama and papa
wasn't able to send me., Wasn't no colored teachers campetent to teach

then and we had to pay the white teacher a dollar a month,
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*I had very atrict parents and was made to mind, When I went out
I kxnew when I was comin' in. I had one deughter who died when she was
eight years old and if I could bring her back now, I wouldn't do it

cause I know she would worry me to death.

*I used to sew & lot for people in Pine Bluff but I am too old now.
I own my home and I have some rooms rented to three young men students
and I get a little help from the Welfare so I manage to get along.

"Well good-bye == I'm glad you come."
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Interviewsr Mrs. Bexrnice Bowden

Person interviewed
Ags__ 79
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"Nell, I don't believe in signs much. My sister was sick about
a year oncee They seid she had the T B, (tuberculosis)es One day
I was there and she said, 'Sis, do you hear that peckerwood? He's
drivin' a nail in my coffin.' And sure enough she died not long
aftere

"Bat let ms tell you I had a peculiar dream yesterday morning
just before daye There’s a little child here, His mother died and
left him, the badby childe I dreamt his mother brought him to me. ’
She said, 'I brought my boy here and I want you to keep him.' I
Shought he come to me just as naked as he could de, He kept sayin',
'Ooms on, lMrs, Hardrigs, and let's go homs, I'm cold.' He didu't
have a garment on, His mother was with him and she's dead you knowe

*I mentioned it to one of my noigﬁbors and she said it was a |
sign 6f some woman's death,

] was very mach devoted to the ohild, I love him, and that
dresm stayed with me all daye I don't know but I've alvays heard if
you dream of the dead it's goin' to raine

®I ain't four miles from where I was born. I was born aeross

the rivere We belonged to Jim Soulle I've lived all my life in

Jefferson County."
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Interviewer Pernella Anderson
Person Interviewed O, C, Hardy
Age 69 El Dorado, Ark,

La ol TRV
"0, C, Hardy is my name and I is 69 years old. I like a

lot of belng a real old time slave, but I tell you I am a slave
now, and ain't no 1800 slave, I was born way down in Loulsians,.
We lived on a plantation with some white people by the name of
Chick Johnson, That i1s the first place I remember we ever stay-
in' on. My ma and pa slave for them folks, All of the children
worked like slaves, What I mean by working like slaves - we
didn't stop to get our breath until night. I was slavin' for
just the white folks then and since I got grown and married I've
been slavin' for my wife and children and the white folks. My
mama and papa went in the namé of their mistress and master's
name and so did I, so we was all Hardys.

"Sixty-nine years ago the time wasn't like it 1is now. Every-
thing was different., There was no cars, no airplanes, a few bug-
gles, no trains. The go was ox teams and stage coaches, People
used ox teams in place of mule and horse teams, Sometimes you
would see ox teams with twelve and fourteen oxen. The ox wore
yokes that sometime weligh a hundred or more pounds. The resson
of that, they were so mean they had to wear them yokes to hold em
down., One yoke would go across two oxen's heads, They could
pull - oh myl! - as much as some big trucks. We made much better
crops back in the 1800s than we do now. The winters was much

harder and you know the harder the winter the better the crop year
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ybu have, We always plowed and turned our ground over in the hard
of winter - that was in order for the cold to kill all insect and
germs in the ground, You see, worms eats up your seed and plant,
and germs do your seed and plant just like they would do your body.
So we got rid of them little hinderings. In January we was ready
to get our corn ground ready for planting, and manl! we raised some
crops. I recollect one year way back yonder we had what they call~
ed a centennial snow - that was the biggest snow that'!s ever been
and the best crop year I ever knowed. I started plowing when I

was about eight, Before then all I can remember doin'! was bushing,
After gathering crops we split rails and built fences. We playéd
on Sunday evening, Our sport was huntin', fishin!, and bird thrash-
in!' and trap settin'., To catch fish easj we baited snuff and to-
bacco on the hook. We used to be bad about,stealin' watermeléns,
eggs, chickens and sweet potatoes and slippin' way down in the
woods and cookin',

"Wasn't no such things as screen windows and doors., That is
some of thls 1900 stuff to my knowing, Flies and mosquitos was
plentiful; Our cooking was plain bolled or fried cause we cooked
on fireplaces., Wasn't no stoves, We used all brown sugar from
syrup that turned to sugar. White sugar is about forty years old
to my knowings., My ma used to cook the best o0ld syrup cake and
syrup potatoes pudding. She knitted all our socks and sweaters
for you couldn't buy'things like that because stores was few and
she spun and wove for the white folks and knitted too,"
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Interviewer JMiss Irene proi'tgon
Person interviewed Rosa Hardy, Biscoe, Arkansas
Age___ 2

*I was born in Brownsville, Tennessee. My mother
died when I was real young, and I had no father, Pike
Sutton was mother's master, He was my old grandfather.
He owned a big farm, Tove Sutton was his son and my
father. Mother was light but not as light as I eme, I
had a sister older than I am I lived withe I never
lived among white folks except in a town with themes I
don't know a thing about my people to tells, I don't
know my age. I give myself a birthday. I don't know

" the day nor month I was born, But I'm olds I can"
count back enough to tell that,

*I work in the sewing room. I'm the oldest woman
in there at De Valls Bluff., I get twenty-one dollars
and this month I am to get twenty-seven.

*If you don't have work times are not goode I
know that. I don't hardly know the yonng gensration.
Of course I see them but that is all, They hurrying

their way and I'm going my way."
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\  Interviewer _ | Mrs, Bernice Bowden
Person interviewed ___Eda Harper

819 West Pullen Strest; Pins Hluff, Arkansas
Age___935 _

“Now what you want with me? I was born in Mississippi. I come here
tollaﬁie younge I'se ninety-three now, .

"My 0ld master mean to us, We used to watch for him to come in the
big g&te, then we run and hide, He used to come to the quarters and make
us chillun singe He make us s.ing Dixie. Sometimes he make us sing half
a day. Seems like Dixie his main song. I tell you I don't like it now. °
But have mercy! He make us sing it. Seems like all the white folks like
Dixie. I'se glad when he :rent away to war, |

"But they used to feed you. Heap better maf:l than you get now, ' I
tell you they had things %o eat in them days.

*1 'member when the soldiers was comin' through and runnin' the white
folks h both ways. Law chile -~ you don't know x_xothin'! We used to hide in
the cistern. One time when the Yankoei comes in a rush my brother and me
hide in the feather bed. |

*When the war ended, white man come to the ripld and tell my mothere
inelaw she free as he ise She .droﬁpod her hoe and danced up to the tura
road and danced right up into old master's parlore, She went so fast a
bird could a sot on her dress tail, That was in June, That night she
sent and got all the neighbors and tkey danced all night long.

*I never went tc; school a day in my life. I wish I could read but

they ain't no use wishin' for spilt milk,



"How long I been in Arkensas? Iet me see how meny chillun I had
since I been to Arkansass Let me see == I fotch four chillun with me

and I'se the mother of temn.

*Yes'm I sho' has worked harde I worked in the field and cooked

and wéshe& and ironed. But oh Lord I likes my freedom.
*I couldn't tell you what I think of this oresent generation. They

is Jusf like a}hoss on the battle field -~ white and blacke They say

'Grandma, you just an old fogy.'
*] think they is another slave-time gal down in the next block. You

- went me to show you?"
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FOIKLORE SUBJECTS

Name of interviewer Mrs. Bernice Bowden
Subject Signs and Superstitions

Story - Information (If not enough space on this page, add page)

*In slavery times

you used to carry a
rabbit foot in your
pocket to keep 0ld massa

from whippin' you.®

This information given by Eda Harper (

Place of residence 819 W, Pullen Street, Pine Bluff, Arkansas

Occupation Age 90
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FOLKLORE SUBJECTS
Name of interviewer Mrs., Bernice Bowden
Subject Gemes of Pre-War Days

Story - Information (If not enough space on this page, add page)

"He used to play a games called 'Once
Over.' Throw a ball over the house and
if they caught it on the other side, they'd
run around and try to catch you,

*Then we used to play 'Hide the
Switche' And if you found it, the others
all run to keep from bein' hit. Oh Lawd,

that's been a long time.”

This information given by Eda Harper ( )
Place of residence 819 W, Pullen, Pine Bluff, Arkansas

Ococupation None Ages 90
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Interviewer ‘Watt McKinney

Person Interviewed Abram Harris :
Marvell, Arkansas, (6 miles west
Age_ 93

Abram Harris, an ex-slave, just past ninety-three years of age lives with
his daughter, Hannah, 70 years 0ld, on the farm of Mrs. Alice Davison a few
miles west of Marvell, Arkansas. The two of them have just completed, within
the last few days, the harvesting of a small crop of cotton and corn, and
Abram was found in a small thicket not far from their cabin where he was bus=-
ily engaged in cutting some firewood for their winter use. A small tree had
been felled and the 0ld man was swinging his axe with the strength and enthu-
siasm of one far younger than he as the wood was being cut to the proper
length for his heater. Interrupted at my approach, Abram laid aside the axe
and greeted me with that courtesy so characteristic of an ex-slave, After
stating the purpose of my visit, the old negro apparently pleased at this
opportunity afforded him to rest and talk, sat on the body of the newly cut
tree and told me the following story:

"Yes sir, Cap'nm, my name is Abram Harris and I is jist past ninety-three
year old. En cose I knows dat I don't look dat 0ld en all de folks sey dat
1 acts er heap younger dan my age iffen I really is old as I claims, en I
kin still wuk bettern heap dese young uns, kase I is always knowed how ter
wuke My old Boss Man teach me de tricks.. He war er wukker he-self, en ebery-
body hed ter roll roun 0ld Marster. He neber low no lazy pussen ter Qtay wid
him. 7Yes sir, Cap'™, I sho has kept up wid my age eber since dat time when

0l1d Marster tole me how ole I is. Yo kin see dat I is er old nigger, kase
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dese here whiskers so white en de hair on my haid so white too. When ye see
dat on er nigger yo kin know dat he er old pussen right off. I gwine ter tell
yo, how cum dat I sho knows how old I is. Er heap er niggers, dey tell yo.
dat dey is so en so year 0ld when dey aint no sich er thing en dey don't know
dey age, but I does, en hit wus jes dis er way.

"I wus borned en raised in South Carolina not fur fram Greenville en my
0ld Marster whut I belonged ter, wus Marse Hodges Brown, en my young Marster
he wus Marse Hampton, en me en Marse Hampton wus sho born in de same mont en de
same year, en de mont, hit wus October, en dats zackly whut 0ld Marster tole
me, en Marse Hampton sed dat same thing. Us wus boys togedder, me en Marse
Hampton, en wus jist er bout de same 8size, en Marse Hampton, he claimed me, en
I gwine ter be his property when bofe us grown. Dat is iffen de war not cum
on en Marse Hampton had'nt er got kilt in de battle. When de war fust brake
out, Marse Hampton he too young den ter jine de troops, how-sum-eber he want
ter jine np'den when he older brudder, Marse Thad, jine up, but 0ld Mis she
wud'nt hear ter Marse Hampton gwine off den, kase he not 0ld emuf, en den, he
0ld Mis' baby chiles Marse Thad, he bout two er three year older dan Marse
Hampton en he jine de troops at de fust muster en went off ter de war en fit
de Yankees night Bout two years when de ball shot him in de shoulder, en he
wounded den en hab ter cum bak home fer ter git well ergin. A4Atter Marse Thad
cum home en stay fer er mont er sich time fer he wound ter heal up, den he
ready ter go bak ter de company, en Marse Hampton gwine ter be eighteen year
0ld pretty soon den, so dey swade Old Mis ter let Marse Hampton go wid Marse
Thad bak ter de war, so 0ld Mis en 0ld Marster, dey gib in en Marse Hampton
lef wid Marse Thad ter jine up wid him in de same company whut he ir when de
ball hit hime. Now dat wug in de spring when Marse Hampton jine up wid de

troops, en him en me gwine ter be eighteen dat fall in October, but hit twarnt
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as awful long fore Marse Hampton got kilt in de big battle, en Marse Thad too.
Dey wuz bofe kilt in de charge, right dar on de bres-wuks, wid dey guns in dey
hans, dem two young Marsters er mine, right dar in dat Gettysburg battle, dats
whut 0ld Marster en 0ld iis bofe tole me er meny er time, en I wus eighteen in
dat October atter dat big fight whut Mars Thad en Marse Hampton git kilt in,
en Mgrse Hodges writ hit down fer me on er paper, en ebery October since den

I gits sambody whut kin figger ter tell me how 0ld I is so's I kin know en
tell folks when dey ax me, en jes last mont, my gal Hannah figgered hit out er
g€in en she sey dat I 1s now ninety-three past, so dat is de way dat I gits at
hit Cap'n. Now is dat right?

"My white folks wus sho good ter all dey niggers. Dere wus nigh bout no
whippin er tall, least 0Old lMarster neber did whip his slaves ter do no good,
en he mos ginerally tole us mammies er pappies ter do de whippin er de chil-
lun en de older boys en gals. He hab whip me do en he whip liarse Hampton too
when us wus boys. O0ld Marster start in wid dat hiCkry en mek out lak he
gwine ter frail us out, but atter he done landed er few licks on us, en den us
commence hollerin lak he hirtin bad, den he quit whippin, dat de way 0ld Mar-
ster wus., He neber wént ter hurt nobody.

"My pa wus name, Jake, en my Mammy wus named, ranny, 0ld larster bought
- dem frum sum-whar, but 1 wus borned right dar, me en Delia en all de res er
de chillune.

“Cap'n, wad ye lak fer me ter tell ye bout dat time dat me en Jelia wuz
stole? Well, we sho wux stole. De Speckle-ladies (speculators or traders)
stole us er way frum 0ld Marster when us wus chillun, bout twelve er thirteen
year old. Hit happened in de night, when dar warnt nobody dar in de quarters
but de wimmin, 01ld Marster en all de men wus down on de ribber dat night, er

floatin logs er cuttin timber er sum gich wuk es dat, when dese hear folks
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cun er stealin chillun. Delia en me wus de fust ones dat dey grab en de
onliest ones dat dey git frum éld Marster, but dey sho got us. I 'members
dat stealin good. Dem folks tuk us off ter de woods whar dey tied us up ter
er tree fer er whole night en day, en tell us dat iffen we cry er holler dat
dey gwine ter kills us sho. Den dey cum en tuk us er way en ganged us up wid
er 1ot mo nigger boys en gals whut dey done stole sum whars else. Dey yoked
us togedder en walked us clean ter Georgia whar dey sole us. Dey sho pushed
dem chillun hard ober de rocks:en de hard places till our feets wud bleed
frum de sOres whar de rocks en de thorns scratch.

"Dey sole me en Delia ter er young white man en he wife whut ain't been
married long en ain't got no start er niggers yit. Us stayed dar fer mo dan
er year I rekkin, en dem wus good white folks en wus good ter us. De Mis
teach Delia ter be er house gal en de Marster teach me ter handle stock en
plow wid him eber; day. Us wus skeered ter tell dem white folks whut bought
us whar us home wus en who us Marsters used ter be,skase we skeered dat de
speckle-ladies mout cum bak en steal us sum mo, en tek us er way sum mo. I
don't know how hit wus dat 0ld karster Hodges Brown cum ter fine out whar we
wus, but he sho learnt er bout hit sum sich er way, en one mornin early here
cum Old Marster Hodges Brown wid two mo white mens cumin atter me en Delia.
Atter dey thru dentifyin us, 0l1d Marster tuk us on bak home wid him, en we
sho wus glad ter go. Now Cap'n, dat i1s de truf I am tellin you bout dat
stealin, when me en Delia wus stole.

"My pappy wus named, Jake, en he wus de wagoner fer Marster till he daid,
der. Marster tuk me ern trained me fer de wagoner atter den., My Marster warnt
no big, rich man lak er heap er de white folks in dem slabery times, yit en
still, he sho hed er plenty er ebery-thing, en de bes of all he fed he niggers

good en wus always good ter tem., Iliarster used ter peddle er heap in Columbia
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loads er taters en truck ter dem towns whar larster wud sell em ter de folks
dar. Sumtimes he wud tek er bout twenty beeves ter one er dem towns en rent
him er yard whar he wud butcher er bout one beef ebery day en peddle out de
meat. Marster neber hed many niggers lak lots de white folks. He jes hed
er 5out er dozen in all. He sey dat all he want, er got eny use fer.

"Marster hed er big fruit‘orchard. Jes all kines er fruit wud be in dat
orchard, en when dey ripe, Marster send loads dem apples en peaches down ter
de still whar he had dem made up in ter Brandy en put in de kegs en barrels
en brought bak home when hit done. Heap er times dat I 'members he call de
" folks up ter de bak gallery en sey, *Cum on up here folks en git yo all er
dram'e Dats whut he say.

"Yhilst our Marster wus ~ood ter all he niggers; dar wus heap er de
marsters in dem slabery times whut wus mean, en 32t whut mek de niggers run
off en hide in de woods, en dats when dey git de nigger hounds on em en track
en down jes lak ye do er coon. My pappy, Jake, he owned by er mean white man,
fore 0ld Marster bought him in. I 'members bout him tellin us chillun when
he used ter run off en hide in de cane thickets fer days en days kase he
marster so mean en beat him up so bad, en dat he git so hungry dat he slip
bak in close ter de house in de night, en dat sum de wimmins slip him sum
meat en bread. He sey dat he used fter sleep wid de dogs under de érib on
cold nights so de togs cud keep him warm.

"Dar warnt none er de white folks in dem slabery times whut wud let dey
niggers hab any learnin. Yo sho better not be cotch er tryin ter learn no
readin er writine, Our Marster neber eben lowed dat, en iffen er nigger wus
ter be foun whut cud write, den right straight dey wud chop his fore finger
offen dat han wit he write wide Dar warnt no sich er thing es no schools

fer de niggers till atter de surrender.
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"Endurin er de war, dar warnt no fightin tuk place roun whar us libed, en
de onliest Yankees dat I eber sced wus in Greenville atter de surrender. I
sho wus sprized when I seed dem Yankees, kase I neber knowed whut sort er
lookin thing dat er Yankee wus. No Sir, Cap'n, I neber knowed dat er Yankee
wus er man jes lak my white folks till I seed dem in Greenville, but yo know
Cap'n er Yankee looks jes lak ya is, only he do talk funny en fast, mo so dan
de kine er white folks dat I is always been er roun.

"Dar warnt nary one er old Marsters niggers whut lef him eben when dey.set
free, dat is dey did'n lebe him fer two er three years eny way, but atter den
sum 0f em started ter driftin er roun en hirin er roun er bout. When de sur-
render cum, 0ld Marster tole em all dat dey free en kin go iffen dey want ter
g0, en effen dey want ter go dat he gib em sum grub ter go on, Marster wus
er good man en iffen he war libin ter day, I wud sho quit dis place en go on
wid him, whar-sum-eber he want me ter go.

"No Sir, Cap'n, de niggers dey did'n knéw what de war wus gwine on fer,
en dey did'n know dat dey freé till dere marsters tole em, whilst dey wus
wantin ter be free all right. Atter us wus free, de white fslks hab ter tea?h
us jes lak yo teach er chile.

"Dem Klu Klux whut dey brought on atter de surrender wus sho pizen. Dey
wus white mens., Dats whut dey wus, en all dressed up in dem long white gar-
ments wid er red cross on em en ridin er big hoss. Dey wus atter dem niggers
whut dey claim is mean en zerted dey marsters en went en tuk up wid de Yankees.
When dem Klu Klux fust cum in operation de niggers think dat dey is hants er
spirits, til1l dey fine out dat dey warnt nuthin but white mens wid dem garments
on eme Dem Klux wud cotch er nigger dat dey want em pin he haid down ter de
groun wid er forked stick en one wud hold him whilst de others whip im wid er

strop er a lash, Yes sir, Cap'nm, dem Klu Klux sho did dis-encourage de niggers

er heap.
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QPleﬁty er de white @ens whut wus mustered in ter de war wud tek er nige-
ger wid en ter wait on em en ter tend ter de hosses en de sich eber whut dey
want done, en I sho did want ter go wid Marse Hampton, en mebbe dat I cud tek
care of im. Marse Hampton want me ter go wid him too en try ter swade Old
Marster ter let me go, but 0ld Marster sey dat he had ter hab me dar at home
ter help mek de crops so's dat he kin send corn en meat ter de sojers. De day
dat Marse Hampton lebe, he cum down ter de quarters fer ter tell all de niggers
good-bye, en he sey ter me “Abe, he called me Abe, I gwine off ter dat war en
kill out dat whole crowd er Yankees, en den I'se cumin bak en gwine ter Georgia
en buy me er fam whar I kin git rich mekin cotton en terbakker, Yo know yo
is my nigger en yo gwine ter Georgia wid me, when I goes", Hit sho did hurt
me when Marse Hampton got kilt kase 1 lubed dat white man. He wus good ter me.

"In my dreams at night I kin yit see Marse Hampton, en er heap er times in
de day when I is by myself er hoein de cotton he talks ter me plain so's I kin
understand, en he ax me iffin I is yit en still erigood nigger, en tell me ter
not be dis-encouraged. Cap'n de Bible is right when hit sey dat, "De young
mens dream dreams en de old uns see de visions".

"I kin jes natchally feel spirits, Cap'n, I sho don't spute dat. I is
skeered ter spute hit. When yo is gwine long de road en feel sum warm air,
den dat is whar de spirits hes jes been., De wings er de daid has done fanned
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