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EX-SLAVE STORIES Page One »
(Pexas) )

WILLIS EASTER, 35, was born
near Nacogdoches, Texas, He
does not know the name of his
first master, Frank Sparks
brought Willis to Bosgueville,
Texss, when he was two years
0ld, %¥illis believes firmly
in ®"conjuremen" and ghosts,
and wears several charms far
protection against the former,
He lives in faco, Texas,

"I%s birthed below Nacogdoches, znd dey tells me it am
on March 19th, in 1852, My mammy had some kind of paper what say dat.
But I don't know my master, Ycause when I%'s two he done give nme to
Marse Frank Sparks gand he brung me to Bo;q‘aevule. Dat sizeable pleace
dem davs. My mammy come ‘'bout a month after, "cause Marse Frank, he sgy
I's too much trouble without my mammy, |
“Manmy de bes' cook in de county and = master hand et spinnin!
and wegvin'!, She made her own dye, Walnmut and €lm makes red dye and
walmut brown color, and shumake makes black colo'r. Wnen you wants yallow
color, git cedar mos‘s out de ;orake. |
WAll de lint was picked by hand on our place, It a slow job to git
dat lint out de cotton and I's gone to sleep many a night, settin' by de
fire, pickin' lint, In bad weather us sot by de fire and pick lint and
patch harﬁess a.nd’shoes, or whittle out something, dishes asnd bowls and
troughe- end traps a:;d spoons,.
“All us chillen weared 1§wel_ white duckin', homemake, Jjes?! one
garment, It was de long shirt, You couldn'y tell gals from boys on de yeard,
"I's twelve when us am freed and for awhile us lived on Marse Bob

Wortham'!s place, on Chalk Bluff, on Horseshos Bend, After de freedom war,

.
-

ole
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dat old Brazos River done chongeits course up 'bove de bend, and move to
de west,

"I merries Nancy Clark in 1879, but no chilluns, Dere plenty deer
end bears and wild turkeys =nd antelopes here den. Dey's sho! fine eatin
and wish I could stick a tooth in one now, I's seed fifty antelope ot a
waterin'! hole,

"Dere plenty Indians, too, e Rangerse had cde time keepin' dem beci,
Dev come in bright of de moon snd steals and kills de stock, Nere a ferry
‘eross de Brazos and Capt. Ross run it, He.sho' fit dem Indians.

"Dem days everybody went nossback and de roads was jes! trails and
bridges was poles 'cross ‘e creeks. One day us went to a weddin', Dey sot
de dinner table out in de yard urder a big tree and de table was a big slab
of a tree on legs., Dey hud pewter plates and spoons und chiny bowls anéd
woden dishes, Some de knives and forks was make out of bone, Dey had bheef
and porx and turkey and come antelope,

"I knows 'bout ghostes. TFirst, I tell you a funny story. A old nan
named Josh, he purty 0ld and notionste. Every evenin' he squat down under
a 0oak tree, larse Smith, he slip up =nd henr Josh prayvin, 'Oh, Gawd, plense
take pore old Josh-home with vou,' Next day, Marse Smith' wrop heself in a
sheet and git in de osk tree, Old Josh come 'long and pray, 'Oh, Gawd,
please come take pore old Josh h&me with vou,' Marse say irom top de tree,
'Poor Josh, I's come to take you home with me,' Old Josh, he riz up and
seed dat white shape in de tree, and he yell, 'Oh, Lawd, not rigat now,

I hasn't git forgive for all my sins.! O0ld Josh, he jes' .shakin! and he

-2,—
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dusts out dere faster den a wink, Dat broke up he pravin! under dat tree,
"I never studied cunjurin', hut I knows det scorripins and things dey
cunjures with am powerful medicine, Dev uses hair nnd fingernails and tacks
snd dry insects »nd worms and bat wings and sech. Mamnmy allus tie aileather
string round de babies' necks when dev teethin', to maxe dem hnve easyv time,
She used a dry frog or pi:ce nutmeg, too.
"Mamay allus tell me to keep from bein' cunjure, I sing:
"1Keep 'way from me, hoodon znd witch,
Le~d ny path from de porehouse gate;
I pines for goliden harps and sich,
Lawd, I%11 jes' set down »nd wait,
014 Satan am a lier and cunjurer, too -
If rou don't watch out, he'll cunjure wvou,!

WDem cunjuremen sho! b=d. Dev mnke you have pneunony »nd boils and bed
luck, I carrise me a jack all de time, It =m de charm #rop in red flannel.
Donlt know what =m in it. A bossmen, he fix it for me,

" I eho! can find wster for de well, I got 2 1i'l tree limb whot am like
a V., I driv de neil in de end of each branch and in de crotch, I tskes hold
of egch branch and 1ffen I walks gvcr water in de bround, daot limb gwine turn
over in my hend till it points to de ground, Iffen money am buried, vou can
find it de same way.

"Iffen you fills 2 shoe with :alt and burns it, det call luck to -~ou.

I wears a dine on » string round de necic and one round de ankle, Dat to keep
eny conjuremsn from sottin'! de trick on me, Dat dime be bright iffen my

friends mam true. It sio! gwine git dark iffen cey does me wrong,

"For to make a jack dat am sho! good, git snzkeroot and sassafras and

3
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s 111 lodest one and brimstone and asafoetida and resin and bluestone and gum
arabic and a pod or two red pepper. Put dis in de red flannel bag, st midnight
on de dark of de moon, and it ;ho' do de work,
"I knowed a ghost house, I sho' did. Everybody knowed it, = red drick

house in Waco, on Thirteenth and Washington St, Dey calls it de Bell house,
It sho' a fine, big houss, but folks couldn't use ii, De white folks what owns
it, dey gits one nigger and 'nother to stay round and look after things., De
white folks wents me to stay dere. I zoes, <very Friday night dere am s rustlin!
sound, like murmur of treetops, all through dat house, De shutfers rattles -
only dere ain't no shutters on dem windows, Jes' plain ss anything, I hears a
chair, rockin'!, rockin', ZFootsteps, soft as de breath, vou could hear dem plain,
But I stays a:d hunts and can't find nobody nor nothin' none of dem Friday nights.

"Den come de Friday night on de las' quarter de moon, Lons 'bout midnight,
soaething 1ift me out de cot, I heared a 1i'l child sobbin', and dat rocker git
started, =nd de shutters dey rattle softlike, and dat rustlin', mournin' sound
all through dat house, I takes de lantern and out in de 121l I goes, Right by de
foot de stairs I seed a woman, bit as life, but she was thin and I sesd right
throuvgh her, She jes' walk on down dat hall end pay me no mind, She make de sound
like de beatin' of wings, I jes' froze, I couldn't move,

"Dat woman jes' melted out de window 2t de end of de hall, =nd I left d-t

place!

T
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ANDERSON AND MINFKRVA EDWARDS,

a2 Negro Baptist preacher and
his wife, were slaves on ad-
Joining plantations in Busk
County, Texas., Anderson was
bora March 12, 1844, a2 slave

of Major Uatt Gaud, =2nd Miner-
va was born Februsry 2, 1850,

2 flave of Major Flannigan, As
2 boy. Andrew would get a pass

to visit his father, who belong-
ed to Major Flennigen, and there
he met Minerva. They worked for
their masters until three years
after the war, than moved to
Harrison County, married and
regred sixteen children, Andrew
and Minerva live in a sm2ll but
comfortable farmhouse two miles
north of Marshall, Minerva's
memory is poor, and she 2dded
little to Anderson's story,

"My father was Sandy Flanwnigan ond he had rum off from his
first master in Maryland, om the east shore, and come to Texas, =nd
here a slave buyer picked him up and sold chasnces on him, If they
covld find his Marvland master he'd have to go back to him and if
they couldm't the chances was good., Wash Edwards im Pamnola County
bought the chaance om him, but he run off from him, too, and come to
Major Flegnnigan's in Rusk County. PFim'ly lajor Flannigan had to pay
a good lot to get cleer title to him,
"My mammy was named Minerva and her master was Major Gaud, and
I was born there om his plantation im 1866 You cam ask that tex man ' R
at Marshall 'bout my age, 'cause hes's fix mr 'xemption papers since ‘
I'm sixty. I had seven brothers and two sisters, There was Framk,
Joe, Seady smd Gene, Presten snd William and Sarah and Delilgh, and
they all lived to be old folks and the vounges' jus' died last yesr.

Polks was more healthy when I growed up gnd I'm 93 mew and ain't dead;
fact is, I feels right pert mos' the time, -
‘ ' wle
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"My missy nam~d Mea~y and she znd Massa Matt lived in a hewed log house
what am still standin' out there near Hemderson., Our qusrters was 'cross the
road and set &1l in 2 row, Massa own three fam'lies of slaves and lots of
hosscs and shesp and cows end my father herded for him till he was freed. The
government run a big tan yard there on Major Gaud's place =nd one my uncles
was shoemgker, Jus' 'bout time of war, I was piddlin' 'round the tannery
and a government man sgy to me, 'Boy, I'll give?ou $1,000 for 2 drink of water,'
and he did, but it was 'federate money that got kilt, so it done mé no good.

"Mammy was a weaver and made 211 the clothes snd messa give us plenty
to eat; fact, he treated us kimd-a like he own boys, Course he whipped us
when we had to have it, but not like I seed dsrkies whipped on other place.
The other niggers called us Major Gaud's free niggers and we could hezr 'em
mognin' and cryiam'! round 'bout, when they was puttin' it on 'em.

"I worked in the field from one yezr end to t'other 2nd when we come
in at dusk we hed to eat and b in bed by nine, Mocsa give us mos'! anvthing
be had tc eat, 'cept biscuits, That zsh cake wasn't sich bad eatin' and it
was cooked by puttin'! cormmeal batter in shucks and bakin' in the ashes,

"We didn't work in the field Sunday but thev have so much stock to tend
it kep! us busy. Missy was 'ligious and allus tnok us to church when she
could., When we prayed by ourse'ves we daren't let the white folks know it
and we turned a wash pot down to the ground to cotch the voice., We prayed a
lot to be free and the Lord done heered us, We didn't have no song books and

the Lord done give us our songs end when we sing them 2t night it jus' whisp-

ering to nobody hear us, One went like this:
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"My knee bones am aching,
My body's rackin' with pain,
I '"lieve I'm a chile of God,
And this ain't my heme,
'Caunse Heaven's my aim,'

ilnssa Geud give biz corm shuckim's and cotton pickin's
and the women cook up big dinners and massa give us some whiskey,‘ and lots
of times we shucked all night. On Saturday mights we'd sing and dance and
we made our owm instruments, which was gourd fiddles and quill flutes,
Gen'rally Christmas was like amy other day, but I got Samta Clsus twict in
slavery, 'cause massa give me a sack of molasses candy once and some bis-
cuite once and that a whole let to me then,

"The Vinsons and Frys what lived next to messa seld slaves
and I seed 'em s0ld and chained together and druv off in herds by a white
man on @& hess, They'd sell babies 'way “rom the mammy and the Lord never
d1d 'temd sich as that.

A1 '"lieve im that hant business yet., I seed one when I was a
boy, right after mammy die. I woke up and se~d it come im the door, amd it
had & body and lege amd t211 and @ face like a mam snd it walked to the fire-
place and 1lifted the 1id off a skillet of 'taters what sot there and came to
my bed and raised up the cover and crawled im and I hellers so leud it wakes
everybedy. I tell 'em I seed a ghost and they say I crazy, but I guess I
kmows a hamt when I sees one, Minerva there cén tell you 'bout that haumted
house we lived im mear Marshall jus' after we's married. " (Mimerva says,
'Deed, I canm,' and here is her story: )

"The nex' year after Andersom amd me marries we meves to a

place what had 'lemzed to walte folks and the man was resl mean and choked
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his wife to death and he lef' the coun’ry »nd we moved in. ¥s heered
peculiTar noises by night ~nd the nizjers 'round there done told us it
w-S haﬁted but I didn't 'lieve 'em, but I do now. One night we seed the
woman what died come 211 'round with » light in the hond and the neighbors
sajd that candle light the house 211 over and it look like it on fire,
She come ev'ry night and we left our crop and moved 'wsy from th;re and
2in't gone buck yit to gather that crop. 'Fore we moved in that place
been empty since the womnn die, 'cause nobody live there, One nizht
Charlie Williams, wﬁat lives in Marshall, ~nd runs z store out by the
¢ & P. Hospital git drunk and goes out there to sleep and while he sleep-
in' that same woman come in and nigh choked him to Aeath. Alm't nobody
ever live in that house since we is there,"

iAnderson then resumed his story: #I 'member whern war starts and
massa's boy, George it was, saddles up ole Bob, his pony, 2nd lef'!, He
steys six months and when he rid up massa say, 'How's the war, Georgel'
and massa George say, 'It's Hell. Me and Bob has been runnin' Yankees
ever since us lef!,! 'Fore war massz didn't nevar sgy much 'bout slav-
ery but when he heered us free he cusses end say, 'Gawd never did ‘'tend
to free niggers,' and he cussed till he died, But he didmn't tell us we's
free till a2 whole year after we was, but one dar a bunch of Yonkee soldiers
come ridin' up and massa and miss v hid out. The soldiers Wleeé}into the
kitchen znd mammy was churnin' ond one of them kicks the churn over and
say, 'Git out, vou's Jus! as free 2s I is.,! Then they ramsacked the place
and breaks out 2l 1 the window lights 2nd when they leaves it look like a

storm done hit that house., Massa come bhzck from hidim' and that when he

starts on o cussin' spree what lasts 2s long as he lives,

(Y
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"Yoout four year azfter that war pappy took me to Harrisom

Countyv and I've lived herg ev r since and Minerva's ppyy moves from
the Flannigsn place to » Jjimin' farm 'bout that time and sev'ral yeers
later we wzos married, It was at her house and she had z blue mserge suit
and I wore 2 cutawzy Prince Albert suit aond they was 'bout 200 folks at
our weddin', The nex' day they give us gn infair and z big diuner,
/e raiceas sixtelen chillea to be growed and six of the bovs is still
livin' and workin' in Mershgll,

"I been precchim! the Gospel and fsrmin' since slevery time.
I jin=d the church mos' 83 year ago whem I was Major Gaud's slave and
they baptises me in the spring branch clost to where I finds the Lord,
When I stgrts preachin! I couldn't resd or write and had to presch what
massza t0ld me and he sz tell them niggers iffen they obeys the massa
they goes to Heaven but I kmowed there's something better for them, dut
darea't tell them 'cept on the sly. That I done lots. I tells 'em iffen
they kepps prayim' the Lord will set 'em free, But since them days I's
done studied some and I preached all over Panols and Harrisom County and
I started the Edward's Chepel over there in Mershall =and psstored it till

2 few year ago. It's nomed for ne,

"I dom't preach much now, 'cguse I cam't hold out to walk far
and I got no other way to zo. We has g $14,00 pension and lives on thht

aund what we can raise on the farm,

L L LY

R
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ANN J. EDVARDS, 81, was born

a slave of John Cook, of Arling-
ton County, Virginia. He manu-
mitted his slaves in 1857. Four
years later Ann was adopted by
Richard H, Cain, a cclored preach-
er. He was elected %o *the 45th
Congress in 1876, and remained
in Washington, D¢ C., until his
death, in 1887, Ann married Jas.
E. Bdwards, graduate of Howard
College, a preacher, She now
lives with her granddaughter,
Mary Foster, at 8304 BE. 4th St.,
Fort Worth, Texas,

"1 shall gladly relate the story of my life. I was born a slave
on January 27th, 1856, and my master's nsme was John J, Cook, who was a
resident of Arlinston County, Virginia. He moved to Washington, D. C.,
when I was nearly two years o0ld and inmediately gave my parents their
freedom. They separated within a year after that, and my mother earned
our living, working as a hairdresser until her death in 1851, I was
then adopted by Richard H. Cain, & minister of the Gospel in the African
Methodist Church.,

"I remember the beginning of the war well. The conditions made
a deep impression on my mind, and bhe atmosphereof Woshington was charged
with excitement and expectations. There existed considerable nced for
assistance to the Negroes who had escaped after the war began, and Rev.
Cein took a leading part in rendering aid to them., They came into the
city without clothes or money and no idea of how to secure employment.
A large number were placed on farms, some given employuent as domestics

and still others mustered into the Federal Army.

~1-
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"The city was one procession of men in blue and the air was full of
martisl music., The fife and drum could be heard almost all the time, so vou
nay imagine what emotions a éolored person of my age would experience, espec-
ially as father's church was a center for congregating the Negroéé and advis-
ing them. That was a difficult task, bscause a larse majority were illiterate
and ignorant.

"The ycar father was called to Charleston, South Carolina, to take
charge of & church, we became the center of considerable trouble, It was right
after the close of the war, In addition to his ministerial duties, father
managed a newspaper and became interested in politics. He was elect:d a delegate
to the Constitutional Convention of South Carolina in 13868, He was also elected
2 Republican member of the State Senate and served from 1868 to 1872. Then he
became the I'epublican candidate for the United States Representative of the
Charleston district, was elected and served in the 45th Congress from March 4,
1877 to March 3, 1879.

"You can imagine the bitter conflict his candidacy brought on. A Negro
running for public office against a white person in & Southern state that was
strong for slavery does not seem the sensible thing for a man to do, but he did
and was, of course, successful. From the moment he becamne delegate to the Con-
stitutional Convention a guard was necessary niht and dav to watch our home.
He was compelled to have a bodyguard wherever he went. We, his family, lived
in constant fear at all times, Many times mother pleaded with him to cease his
activities, but her pleadings were of no avail.

"In the beginning the resentment was not so pronounced. The white people

-2
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were shocked and dejected over the ocutcome of the war, but gradually recovered.
As they did, determina%tion to establish order and prosperity developed, and
they resented the Negro taking part in public ~ffairs. On the other side of
the cause was the excess and obstinate actions of some ignorant Negroes, acting
under ill advice. PFather was trying to prevent excesses being don;.by either
side. He realized that the slaves were uhfit. at that time, to take their place
as dependable citizens, for the want of experience and wisdom, and that there
wo.1d have to be mental development and wisdom learned by his race, and that
such would only come by a gradual process,

"He entered the contest in the interest of his own race, primarily,
but as a whole, to do justice to 211, No one could change nis course. He
often stated, 'It is by the Divine will that I am in this battle.'

"The climax of the resentment against him took place when he was chosen
Republican candidate to the House of Representatives. He had to maintain an
| armed guard at all times, Several times, despite these guards, attempts were
made to either burn the house or injure some member of the family., If it had
not been for the fact that the officials of the city and county were afraid
of the federal government, which gave aid in protecting him, the mob would
have succeeded in harming him,

"A day or two before election a mob gathered suddenly in front of the
house, and we all thought the end had come. Father sent us all upstairs, and
'said.he would, if necessary, give himself up to the mob and let them satisfy
"their vengeance on him, to save the rest of us.

"While he was talking, mother noticed another body of men in the alley.
Thgy were certainly sinister looking. Father told us to prepare for the worst,

i
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saying, 'What they plan to do is for those in front to engage the attention of
ourselves and the suard, then those in the rear will fire the place and force
us out,' He was calm throughout it all, but mother was greatly agitated and
I was crying. )
"The chief of the guard called father for a parley. The mob leader
demanded that father come out for a talk, Then the sheriff and deputies appeared
and he addressed the crowd of men, =nd told them if herm ceme to us the city
would be placed under martial law, The men then dispersed, after some discus-
sion among themselves,
"Father moved to Washington, took the oath of office and served until
March 4tk, 1879, He then received the appointment of Bishop of the African
Metnodist Church and served until his death in Washington, on Jan. 18th, 1837,

"I began my schooling in Charleston and continued in Washington, where
I entered Howard College, but did not continue until graduation. I met James
E, Idwards, anotner studenﬁ, who graduated in 1881, and my heart overruled my
desire for an education, We married and he entered the ministry and was called
to Dallas, Texas, He remained two years, then we were called to Los Angeles.,
The Negroes there were privileged to enter public eating establishments, but
& cafe owner we patronized told us the following:

"YAfter a time, I was compelled to refuse service to Negroes because they
abused the privilege. They came in in a boisterous manner and crowded and
shoved other pastrons., It was due to a lack of wisdom and education.'

"That was true. The white people tried to give the Negro nis rights
and he abused the privilege because he was ignorant, a condition ne could not

then help,
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"y husband and I were called to Kansas Cit- in 1896 and from there
to many other towns, Finally we came to aco, and he ned charge of a church
there when he died, in 1927, e had a plsasant married life and I tried to
do my duty as a pastor's wife and help elevate my race. We weve biessed with
three children, and the only one now living is in Boston, Massachusetts,

I now rédside with my granddaughter, lary Foster, and ﬁhis shack 1is
the best her husband can afford. In fact, we are living in destitute circum-
steances. It is depressing to me, after having lived a life in a comfortable
home. It is the Lord's will and I must accept what is provided. There is a
purpose for all things., I shall soon -0 to meet my Maker, with the satis-

faction of having done my duty - first, to my race, second, to menkind,

RN

Note: The biography of Richard H. Cain is published in the Biographical
Directory of the American Congress.
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/JiARY KINCHEON EDWARDS seys
she wss bern on July 8, 1810,
but she has nethin- te sub-
stantiate this claim, Hoew-
aver, she is evidently vary
eld. Her memory is peer, Wut
she knews she was reared bv
the Kincheons, in Baten Rouge,
Leuisiana, and th»t she spoke
Frenck when a child, The Kin-
cheons gave her te Felix Vaughn,
who brought her te Texac before -
the Civil War, Morv lives with
Begtrice Watters, nesr Austin,
Texzs.

"When I's 2 1i'1 'g_.a.l my name‘.@gmwmd I's bern
on the eighth of July, vin 1810, I lives with de Kincheon family ?ver
in Lousisrnz, Bston Pouge am de none of dat place. Dem Kincheons have
plenty chillen. O, dev hsve so manv chillen!

"I den't 'member much 'beut dem days. I's done forgot so many
things, but I 'members how de stars fell and hew scared us was. Dem
stars get te fzllin' and wos out 'fere dey hits de greund, I den't
know when dat was, but I's geed size den,

"] got give to Massa Felix Vauchn and he brung me teo Texas.

Dat leng 'fere de war for freedom, but I dan't know de year, De most
work I dene for de Vaughns was wet mass de baby sen, what nesme Elljah,
His mammy Jes! didn't have 'nough milk for him,

"Den I knit de socks and wash de clethes »nd sometimes I work
in de fields. I he'ped mske de basksts fer de cotton, De men git white-
9ak woed and we lets it stay in de wate- for de night and de nex' mernin'
and it seft and us split it in strips fer mgakin' of de baskets, Every-

bedy try see whe ceuld make de bes' basket,

-1-
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"Us pick !'beut 100 peund cetten in one basket, I didn't mind
plckin' cotten, 'cause I never did have de backache. I pick twe ond
three hunnert pounds a day and one day I picked 400. Sometime de prize
give Dy massa to de slave whet pick de mest. De prize am a big cake
or some clothes, Pickin' cetton net se bzd, 'cause us used to it and
have de fine time of i., T gits p» dress one dsy and =z pair shoes
Inether day for pickin' most., I o fast I take two rows zt de tinme,

"De women brung oil cleths to de fields, so dev mnke shady plrce
for de chillen te sleep, but dem wh=t big 'noigh has to pick, Sometime
dey sing |

"10-~ho, I's gwine hone,
“And cuss ds eld overseer,'

"Us have ash-~hopper znd uses drip-lve for mnke barrels sozp =nd
- nominy. De way us test Je lve sm drap de egg in it =nd if de egg float
de lye ready to put in de gresse for mskin' de soap. Us threwed greasy
ﬁones in de lye and dat make de bes' soap., De lye eat de bones,

"Us beil wild sage »nd mzke tea and it smell goed., It geed for
de fever =nd chills, Us git slippery elm sut de bettem and chew it.
Some ch:w it fer bad feelin's and seme jes' to he cheowin!,

"Semetimes us go te dances and missy let me wear seme her jewl'ry.
I eut dances dem all and folks didn't knew dat not my Jjewllry, After free-
dem I stays with de Vaughns and marries, but I forgit he name, Dat 'fore
freedem. After freedom I marries Osburn Edwards and has five chillenr, Deyv
all dezd new, I can still git 'reund with dis eld gnarly cane. Jes' you

git me geed and scared snd see hew fast I can git ‘round! ¥

-2 .
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LUCINDA ELDER, 86, was born a
slave of the Cardwell family,
near Concord Deport, Virginia,
She came to Texas with Will
Jon«s and his wife, Miss Susie,
in 1860, and was their nurse-
girl until she married Will
Elder, in 1375, ZLucinda lives
at 1007 zdwards St., Houston,
Texas,

"You chilluns all go ‘'way now, while I talks to dis gen'man,
I 'clares to goodness, chilluns nowadsys ain':t got no manners 'tall,
'"Tain't like when I was 1i'l, dey larnt vou manners and you larnt to
mind, too. Nowadays you tell 'em to do somethin' and vou is jes!
wastin' you breath, 'l:ss vou has & stick right handy. Dey is my
great grancchilluns, and dey sho' is spoilt. UMaybe I ain't got no
patience no more, like I use to have, 'cause dey ain't so bad,

"fell, suh, vou all wanis me to tell wou 'tout slave times, and
I'11 tell you first dat I had mighty good white folks, and I hope dey
is gone up to Heaven, MNy mama 'long to Marse John Cardwell, what I
hear was ‘e riches' man and had de bigges' plantation round Concord
Depot. Dat am in Campbell County, in Virginny. I don't 'member old
missy's name, but she mighty good to de slaves, jes' 1like Marse John
was,

"Mama's name was Isabella and she was de cook and born right on
de plantation., Papa's name was Gibson, his first name was Jim, and he
'long to Marse Gibson what had a plantation next to Marse John, =nd I

knows papa came t0 ses mama on Wedneszday and Sat'day nights.
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"Lemme ses, now, dere was six of us chilluns. My mem'ry ain't so good
no more, but Charley was oldes', den coue Dolly and Jennie and Susie and me
and Laura., Law me, I guess old Dr. Bass, what was doctor for Morse John,
use to be right busy with us 'bout once a year for quite a spell,

"Dem times dev don't marry by ho license. Dev tekes a slave man and
wanan from de same plantation and vuts 'em together, or sometime a man from
'nother plantation, like my papa and mama, Mamma say Marse John give 'em a
big supper in de big house and read out de‘Bible 'bout obevin' and workin' and
den dey zm married, Course, de nigger Fes' a slave and have to do what de
white folks say, so dat way of marrvin' 'bout good as any.

"But Marse Jonn sho' was de good marse and we had plentv to eat and wear
and no one ever got whipped, Marse John say iffen he have a nigger what oughta
be whipped, he'd git rid of him quick, 'cause & bad nigger jes' like a rotten
'tater in a sack of good nnes --it spoil de others,

WBack dere in Virginny it sho'! git cold in winter, but come Zeptember
de wood gang git busy cuttin' wood and haulin' it to de yard. Dev makes two
piles, one for de big house and de bigges' pile for de slaves, hen dev git
it all hauled it look like a bit woodyard. While dey is haulin', de women make
quilts and dey is wool quilts., Course, dey ain't made out of sheerin' wool,
but jes' as good. Marse John hﬁve lots of sheep and when dey go through de
briar patch de wool cotch on dem briars and in de fall de women folks goes out
and picks de wool off de briers jes' like you picks cotton. Law ne, I don't

lkmow nothin' 'bout makin'! quilts out of cotten till I comes to Texas.

is fiffGenrse I maver done no work, 'cause Marse John won't work no one till dey

-

-3-



Ex—slaw)re Stories Page Three .! i{“)
(Texas

is fifteen years old, Den dey worice three hours a day and dat all. Dey don't
work full time t 11 dey's eighteen. Ve was jes' -ame as free niggers on our place,
He gives each slave a pieee of ground to make de crop on and buys de stuff hisself,
We groved snap beans and corn and plant on a light moon, or turngps and onions
we plant on de dark moon,

"When I gits o0ld 'nough Marse John lets me take he daughter, Nancy Lee,
to school. It am twelve miles and de yard man hitches up old Be-s to de buggy
and we gits in and no one in dat county no prouder dan what I was,

"Marse John lets us go visit other plantations and no pass, neithsr., Iffen
de patterroller Qtop us, we jes' say we 'long to Marse John and dey don't bother us
none, Iffen dey comes b0 our cabin from other plantations, dey has to show de pat-
terroller de pass, and iffen dey slipped off and ain't got none, de patterroller
sho' give a whippin' den. But dey waits till dey off our place, 'cause Marse John
won't 'low no whippin' on our place by no one,

"Well, things was jes' 'bout de same all de time till jes' 'fore freedom,
Course, I hears some talk 'bout bdluebellies, what dey call de Yanks, fightin' out
" folks, but dey wasn't fightin' round us. Den one dey mamuma tnok sich and she had
hear talk end call me to de bed and say, 'Lucinda, we all gwine be free soon and not
work 'less we git paid for it.' ©She sho' was right, ‘'cause Marse John calls all us
to de cookhouse‘and reads de freedom papers to us and tells us we is all free, but iffen
we wants to stsy he'll give us land to make a crop and he'll feed us. Now I tells vou
de truth, dey wasn't no one leaves, 'cause we all loves Marse John.

"Ben, Jjus' three weeks after freedom mema dies and dat how come me to leave

;-Wﬂarse John, You see, Marse Bidbgon what owns papa 'fore freedom, was a good marse

o
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and when papa was sot free Marse Gibson gives him some land to farm, 'Course,
papa was gwine have us all with him, but when mamma dies, Marse Gibson tell him Mr,
Will Jones and Miss Susie, he wife, want a nurse girl for de chilluns, so papa
hires me out to 'em and I want to say right now, dey Jes' as good white folks as
ligrse John and 0ld Missy, and sho' treated me good, B

"Law me, I never won't forgit one day. Mr. Will say, 'Iucinda, we is gwine
drize vou over to Appomatox and take de chilluns and you can come, too.' Course,

I wes tickl~d mos' to pleces but h= didn't tell what he gwine for., You know what?
To see & nigger mng, I gettin' long mighty old now, but I won't never forgit dat.
Be had kilt & man, and I never saw so many people 'fore, what dere to see him hang.
I jes! shut my eyes.

"Den Mr, Will he take me to de big tree what have all de bark strip off it and
de branches strip off, end say, 'Lucinda, dis de tree where Gen. Lee surrendered.'
I has put dese two hands right on dat tree, yes, suh, I sho' has,

"Miss Susie say one day, 'Lucinda, how you like to go with us to Texas?' Law
me, I didn't know where Texas was at, or nothin', but I loved Mr. Will andMiss
Susie and de chilluns was all wrop up in me, so I say I'll go., And dat how come
I'm here, and I ain't never b~en back, and I ain't see my own sisters and brother
and papa since, .

"We come to New Orleans on de train and takes de boat on de Gulf to Galveston
and den de train to Hempstead. Mr.vWill farm at first and den he and Miss Susie
run de hotel, and I stays with dem till I gets maried to Will Elder in '75, and I
lives with him till de good Lawd takes him home.

"I has five chilluns but all dead now, 'ceptin' two,l done served de Lawd
‘ now for 64 years and soon he's gwine call old Iucinda, but I'm ready and I know

I'11 be better off when I die and g0 to Heaven, 'cause I'm old and no 'eount now
ey L) *
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BX-SLAVY STORIES
(Texps)

BX=SLAVES AUTUBLOGL.PHY

JOHN ZIXIS, was born June 26, 1l83&,

& slave of the Ellis Ifamily in
Johnson County neuar Cleburne, ~'exas.
e remained with his white folks and v~
was pald by the month for his labor-
for one year after ifreedom, when his
master died and nis mistress returned
to 1lississippi. Tle worked &s a labor-
er for many yeurs &round. Cleburne,
coming %o sSan .ngelo, Texes in 1928,
He now lives alone and ig very active
for his age.

John relates:

miy father and mother, John and Fannie Zllls, were
sold in springfield, liilssouri, to my marster, Parson Ellis,
and taken away from all their people and brought to Johnsen
County, Texase

miy narster, he was a preacher and & good mane Lone

of de slaves ever have better white folks den we dide
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"We had good beds and good food and dey teaches
us to read and write too. De buffale and de antelope
and de deer was mos' as thick as de cattle now, and we
was sent out after dem, so we would always have plenty
of fresh meate. 'We had hogs and cattle tooa. 4any of
dem what was not marked was just as much ourseas iffen
we had raised dem, fcuuse de range was all free,

"Some 0L de Ifish we would catch out of dat Brazos
River would be so blg dey would pull us in bdt finally
we would manage to gits dem oute De rabbits and de
'possum was plentiful too and wid de big gurden what our
marster had for us all, we sho' had good to eats.

"YI's done all kinds of work what it takes to run
a fa'me 1y boss he had only fourteen slaves and what
was called a small fa'm, compared wid de big plantations,
After our days work was done we would set up at night
and piok de seed out of de cotton so dey ceould spin it
into threade Den we goes out and gits different kinds
of bark and boils it to git dye for de thread 'fore it
was spinned into clothe De chillun jes! have long shirts
and slips made out of dis home spun and we makes our
shoes out of rawhide, and Iswdy! Dey was so hard we would
have to warm dem by de fire and grease dem wid -tallew tO
ever wear dem 'tall.

"We had good log huts and our boss had a bigger log
house. We never did work long into de night and long

tfore day like I heur tell some did. e didan' have none

of dem drivers and when we done anything very bad old
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margter he whoop us s little but we never got hurte.

"I didn' see no slaves solde Dat was done, I hear,
but not so much in Texase I never did see no jails nor
chains nor nothin' like dat elther, but I hears 'bout deme

"We never worked sat'days and de colored went to
church wid de whites and Jjine de ochurech too, but dey never
baptized dem so far as I kaows.

"We had lots to eat and‘big times on Christmas, mos?
as blg as when de white folks gits married. Umph, um}

One of de gi'ls got married once and she had such & long
train on dat weddin' gown 'til me and wy sister, we have
to walks along behind her and carry dat thing, all of us
a=walkin' on a strip of nice cloth 1rom de carriage to ce
churche We sho'! have de cakes and all dem good eats at
dem weddin' supperse.

"I nev'r heur tell of magy colored weddin'se i/e
Jes' jumps over de broom an' de bride she h&s to jump over
it backwards and iffen she couldn' Jump 1t backwards she
couldn't git married, Dat was sho' funny, seein' dem
colored gi'ls & tryin' tec Jjump dat broome

mour hoss,he tells us 'bout bein' free und he say he
hire us by ue wonth and we stuys dere « year and ne dies,
den ole miss she go back to lfississippl and we Jes' scatter
'round, some a workin' here and some & workin' yonder, mos?
times for ovur victuals and clothese I couldn' tell much
difference myself 'cause I had good people to iive wid and

when it was dat way de whites and de colored was better off
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de way I sees 1t den dey +s now, some of uem,

"I seem Jes' punyin' away, de doctors von' kaow
Jes? what's wrong wid we but I neber was use to woctors
anyway, Jjes' some reu root tea ur sage weed and sheep
waste tea Tor uec weugles um &ll ce coctoring we ¢gits vilkien
we was sleves und dat done Jjes' as welle.

My wife she been cead all dese yeurs un' I Jes!
lives here alones

"Chillun? Xo mam, I never had no chillun 'fore T
was msrried wn' I only nad uwelve after I was married}
yes mam, jes' nine boys and three garls, but I prefers to

live here by myself,'cause I gits along alright."
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LOEENZA EZELL, Beaumont, Texas,
Negro, was bora im 1850 om the
plantation of Ned Lipscomb, im
Spartanbturg Couaty, South Caro-
ling, Ioremza is gbove the aver-
age in intelligence and remembers
many incidents of slavery =ad Re-
construction days., He came to
Brehham, Texas, im 1882, snd sev=-
eral years later moved to Beaumont,
where he lives in a little shack
almost hiddean by vines and trees,

"Us plantation was jes! east from Pacolet Station on Thick-
etty Creek, im Spartamburg County, im South Carolina, Dat near Little

and Big Pacolet Rivers om de route to Limestone Springs, and it jes!

(g
A

a ordinary plantation with de main crops cotton and wheat,

"I 'lomng to do_ Lipscombs and ny manma, llaria__E;wIl, she 'long
to Yem, toc, 01d Ned I;ipsco:nb was 'momgst de 'Kqué'éé/'éitizans of dat
county, I%s borm dere on July 29th, im 1950/and I be 87 year old dis
year, Levi Ezell, he my daddy, =md he 'long to Landrum Ezell, a Baptist
preacher, Dat young massa and de old massa, John Ezell, was de first
Baptist preascher I ever heered of, He have three soms, Landrum and Jud-
scz and Brysom. Brysom have gif' for business and was right smart of
a orator,

"Deyts fourteem miggers om de Lipscomb place. Dey's seven
of us chillen, ny manma, three uncle and three snt and one man what
wasa't no xin to us, . I was oldest of de chillen, and dey called Sallie
and Carrie and Alice and Jabus amd Coy and LaFate and Rufus snd Nelson.
"0ld Ned Lipscomd was’ one de best masea imn de whole county,
You know dem 0ld patterrollers, dey call us '0Old Ned's free niggers,' and
aho' hate us, Dey cruel to us, ‘cause dey think us have t0o good a massa.

One time dey cotch my umcle snd beat him most to death,

. P
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"Us g0 to work at deylight, but us wasm't 'bused, Other
massas used to blow de hora or ring de bell, but massa, he never use
de horm or de whip, All de man folks wes 'lowed raise a gardem patch

with tobaccy or cotton for to sell im de market, Wasa't na.lJ:y massas

what 'lowed dere niggers have patches snd some didn't evem feed 'em
enough, Dat's why dey heve to git out and mustle at night to git food

for dem to eat.

"De 0ld masea, he 'sisted us go to church, De Baptist church
have a shed built behimd de pulpit for cullud folks, with de dirt floor
and split log seat for de womem folks, but most de mem folks stands or
kneels on de floor, Dey used to call dat de coop. De white preacher

back to us, but iffen he want to he turn 'round amd talk to us ewhile,

Us maes up songs, 'cause us couldn't read or write, I 'member dis one:

'De rough,rocky road what Moses done travel,
I*s bound to carry my soul to de Lawd;
It's a mighty rocky road but I mos' donme travel,

And I's bound to carry my soul to de Lawd,!
"Us sing 'Sweet Chariot,' but us didm't sing it 1like dese days.

Us sing:

'Swing low, sweet chariot,

Preely let me into rest,

I don't want to stay here no loamger;

Swing low, sweet chariot,

When Gabriel mgke he las' alarm .

I wants to be rollim' ia Jesus amm,,

0ause I don't want to stay here no lomger,'!

Us sing '"mother song what de Yankees take dat tune and make a

hymn out of it, Sherman army sung it, too, We have it like dis:

o
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'Our bodies bound to morter ard decay,
Our bodies bound to morter and decay,
Our bodies bound to morter and decay,
But us souls go marchia! home,?

HBefo! de war I jes'! big 'nough to drap corn and tote water,
When de little white chillem go to school 'bout Lalf mile, I wait till
noon and run all de way up to de school to rum base when dey play at moom.
Dey sev'ral young Lipscombs, dere Smith and Bill and John and Nathar, amd
de oldest som, Elias,

"Im dem days cullud people jes® like mules and hosses. Dey
dida't have mo last name, My mamma call me after my daddy's massa, Bzell,
Mamma was de good womam and I 'member her more dan omce rockim' ds little
cradle and singin' to de baby. Dis what she sing:

"Yilk im de dairy nine dsys old,
Sing-song Kitty, camtt you ki-me=~o?
Progs and skeeters gittin! mighty bol!
Sing-sonrg, Kitty, can't you ki-me-o?

(Chorus)
Keemo, kimo, darro, wharro,
With me hi, me ho;
In come Sally singin'
Sometime penny winkle,
Lirgtum »ip cat,
Sirg~-song,Kitty, cam't you ki-me-o?

Dere a frog live im a pool,
Sirg~song, Kitty, cam't you ki-me-o?
Sure he was de bigges'! fool,
Simgesong, Kitty, can't you ki-me-o?

For he could dance and he could sing
Simg-song, Kitty, caa't you ki-me~o?
And mgke de woods aroun' him ring

Sing-song, Kitty, can't you ki-me-o?'
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"0ld massa didm't hold with de way some mean massas treat dey niggers.
Dere a place or our plantatiom what us call 'De old meadow.' It was common
for rumawsy niggers to have place 'long de way to hide and res' when dey run
off from mean massa. Masse ueed to give 'em somethim' to eat whem dey hide
dere. I saw dat place operated, though it wask't knowed by dat dem, but
long time after I fimds out dey call it part of de 'Umderground railroad.'!
Dey was stops like dat all de way up to de morth,

"7e have went down to Columbie when I 'bout 1l year 6ld and dat where
de first gum fired., Us rush back home, but I could say I heered de first
guns of de war shot, at Fort Sumter,

"Vhen Gem'ral Shermsa come 'cross de Savammnah River im South Carolina,
some of he sojers came right 'cross us plantatiom. All de meighbors have
brung dey cottom and stack it in de thicket on de Lipscomb place, Shermen
mern find i1t and sot it on fire, Dat cottom stack was big as a little court-
house and it took two months' burmia',

"My o0ld messa run off and stay in de woods a whole week when Sherman

men come through. BHe did.n!t need to worry, 'cause us took care of every-

thin', Dey a fummy song us make up 'bout him rumnim' off in de woods. I

know it was make up, 'csuse my umcle have a hand im it. It went like dis:

fWhite folks, have you seed 0ld massa

Up de road, with he mustache oa?

Bs pick up he hat and he leave real suddem
And I 'lieve he's up and gone,

(Chorus)
1014 massa Tun away
And us darkies stay at home.
It mus® be mow dat Kingdom's comin!
And de year of Jubilee,

o
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'He look up de river and he seed dat smoke

Where de Limcoln gumboats lay.

He big 'muff and he 0ld 'muff and he orter know better,
But he gone and rum awsy.

Now dat overseer waat to give trouble

And trot us 'round a spsll,

But we lock him up in de smokehouse cellar,

With de key done throwed in de well,®t

“Eight after dat I start to be boy what rum mail from camp to
canp for de sojers, Ome time I capture by a bumch of deserters what wes
hidim* in de woods 'lomg Pacolet River, Dey dida't hurt me, though, but
dey mos' ecare me t0 death., Dey parolqho and turn me loose,

"All four my youmng massas g0 t6 de war, all but Elias, He
too old, Smith, he kilt at Mamgssas Juynction. Natham, he git he finger
shot at de first round at Fort Sumter, But when Billy was wounded at
Howard Gap in North Caroclina and dey drumg him home with he Jaw split open,
I 80 mad I could have kilt all de Yamkees, I say I be happy iffer I could
kill me Jes! ome Yankee, I hated dem 'cause dey lurt my white pecple.
Billy was disfigure awful whem he jaw split and he teeth 3ll shire through
he cheek,

"After was was over, old massa call us up and told us ws free
but he 'vise mot leave de plece till de crop was through. Us all stsy. Dea
us select us homes and move to it, Us folks move to Sem Littlejohm's, north
of Thicketty Creck, where us stay two year., Dem us move beck to Billy Lips-
comb, de youmg massa, and stgy dere two more year. I's right smart good
bamjo picker im dem day. I kin 'member one dem somge jes'! as good todgy as
whern I pick it. Dat was:

tEarly ia de morain'

Dom't you hear de doge a~barkin'?

Bow, wow, wow!
. e
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(Chorus)
'Hush, msh, boys
Dor't make a noise,
Massa's fest a-sleepin’,
Run to de baranyard
Wake up de boys
Let's have banjo pickin',
'Early im de mornin!
Don't you hear dem roosters crowinm'?
Cockma~doodle~do, .

"I come im contec' with de Klu Klux, Us lef'! de nlamtation
in '65 or '€6 and by '68 us was havin! sich a awful time with de Klu Klux,
First time dey come to my mamma's house at midmight and claim dey sojers
done come back from de dezd. Dey all dress up in sheets and make up like
spirit. Dey groan 'round and say dey beem kilt wromgly and come back
for justice, Ome man, he look jus'! like ordinary mm , but he spring up
'bout eightben feet high all of a suddemt, Another say he so thirsty
he ain't hmve no water since he beem kilt at M nassas Jynction. He ask
for water and he jes® kept pourim' it im, Us thirk he sho! must be a
spirit teo drink dat much water, Course he not drinkin'! it, he pourim' it
in a bag under he sheet. My mamms never did take up no truck with spirits
s0 she kmowed it jes' a man. Dey tell us what dey gwine do iffen we dom't
all go back t0 us massaes =2nd us all 'grees and dem dey a2ll dis'pear.

"Den us move to New Prospect on de Pacolet River,om de Perry
Clemmons' place. Dat in de upper edge of de county and dat where de second
swarm of de Klu Klux come out., Dey claim dey gwine kill everybody what am
Repub'cam. My daddy charge with bein! a lesder 'momgst de niggers. He
make speech amd 'struct de niggers how to vote for Grant's first 'lection,

De Klu Klux want to whip him and he have to sleep in a holler log every

nighto

=B
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"Dey's 2 old mem name Uncle Bart what live 'bout hglf mile from
us. De Klu Klux come to us house one night, but my daddy done hid, Den I
heer dem say dey gwine go kill 0ld man Bart, I jump out de window and
cut short cut through dem wood and warn him. He git out de house im time
and I save he 1life De fumny thing, I knowed 31l dem Klu Klux, Spite dey
sheets and things, I knowed dey voices and dey saddle hosses,

"Dey one white man name Irving Ramsey. Us play fiddle together
lots of time, When de white boys dance dey allus wants me to go to plgy for
dey party. Ome day I say to dat boy, 'l dome knowed you last night.! He
say, 'What ycu mean?! 1 say, 'You one dem Klu Klux.,' He wamt to know how
I kmow, 1 say, 'Member whea you go under de chestmut trcs =nd say, "Whoa,
Somt, whoa, Somt, to your hoss?" He say, 'Yes,' and I laugh and say, 'Well,
IVe right-up in dat tree.' ©Dey all knuwed I knowed dem dem, but I mever
told on dem. Whem dey seed I aln't gwimeter isll, dey never try whip my
daddy or kill Umcle Bart no more,

"I aim't mever beem tc school but I jes'! picked up readia', With
some my first momey I ever earn I bluy me a 0ld blue-back Webster. I carry
dat book wherever I goes, When I plows down a row I stop at de end to rest
and den I overlook de lesson, I tmember one ds very first lessons was,
1%vil commuaications 'rupts good morals,' I knowed de words 'evil' and
'200d' and a white manm 'splain de others., I beer done use dat lesson 21l
ny life.

"After us left de Pacolet River us stay in Atlemta a little

while and dem I go on to Louisiasa. I done lef' Spartamburg completely

-"Pee
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in ¥7€ Tut 1 dide't git into Texas t111 1882, I fim'lly git to Bremhem,
Texas and marry Rachel Pimchbeck two year after, Us was marry im church
and have sevem chillen. Den us sep'rate, I heem batchimg 'bout 20 yeer
ard I done los' track mos'! dem chillem. My gal, Iula, live in Beaumont,
and Will, he in Chicago,

"Every time I tells dese miggers I's from South Carolina dey
all sey, 'O, he bound to make a heap,' I could be a comjure doctor and
make plenty momey, but dat ain't good. Im slavery time dey's men like dat
'garded as beim'! dangerous. Dey make cherms and put bad mouth om vou,

De 0ld folks wears de rabbit foot or coon foot end sometime a silver dime
or a fishin' string to keep off de witches, Some dem old comjure people
make lots of money for charm 'geinst ruim or cripplim' or dry up de blood.

But I don't take up mo truck with things like dat.

SERRBRRRRD
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. BETTY FARROW, 90, now living

“with a 86n on e farm in Moser
Valley, a Negro settlement ten
miles northeast of Fert Worth
on Texas Highway No, 15, was
born a slave to Mr, Alex Clark,
plantation owner in Patrick Co.,
Virginia,

"I's glad to tell what I knows, but yous have to 'scuse
me, 'canse my 'collection am bad. I jus' den' 'member much, but I's
bo'n on Masta Alex Clark's plantation in Petrick County, Virginny,
on Jyne 28th, 1847, Det's what my memmy tol* me, You see, we cullud
folks have no scnoolin' dem days and I can't read or wrive, I nas te
depen' on what folks tells me,

"Masta Clark has rignt smart plantation in ole Virginny and
he owns 'bout twenty other slaves dat wo'ked de big plece. He had three
girls and four boys and when I's a cnile we'uns played togedder end weluns
'tached te each otner 211 our lives,

"In mammy's family dere was five boys and four girls, I don!
'member my peppy. When I's 'bout ten, I's set to work, peddalin' 'reund
de house, |

"tbeut three years 'fore de war marster sol' his plantation
for te go to Texas, I 'members de day we'uns started in taree covered
wagons, gll leaded. 'Twas celebration dsy for us chillun. We trevels
trom daylight to dark, 'cept to feed and res' de mules at noon., I don'
rec'lec' how leng we was on de way, but 'twas long time and 'twarn't no

celebration towards de las®, After while we comes to Sherman, in Texas,
te our new farnm,

-]
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"When we was dere 'oeut a yeer, dere am heaps et treubvle,
Dere was a miighbor, Shields, he's drivin' wood te town and goesn'cress
mesta's yard and dey have arg'ments. One dsy we chillen playin' and
masta settin' on de frent porch and Snields come up ae read. Masta steps
bim when ne starts 1o cress de yard and de fust thing we knows, we nears
‘beng! and dat Suields snoevs de masva aud we sees nim tall, Dey sen's
young Alex for de doctor and he makes dat mule run like ne never run !fore,
De dector comes in de nouse and looks av ae mastva, aud listens to nis negrt
and says, 'He am dead,! Dere was pewerful serrow in dat home,

"After dat, Masta Alex takes charge, and in 'beut ene year, ne says,
IWe tuns goiﬁ' to Fort Worth.' Se we goes, and ir I rect!lec's rignt, dat year
de war started., Arcer dat, dere was times dere wasn' eneugh to mske de
clethes, but we'uns allus nad plenty te eat, aud we gives lots or teed te
de army ﬁans.

"I don' 'memoer bein' tel! I!s 1ree., we'lyns stayed rigat dere en
de rarm, ‘cause it was ae only nome we knew and ne reason to go. I suays
dere tiil I's twenty-seven years oLe, den I marries and my husbsn'! rents
land., We'uns nes ten cnillun and semetimes we has to skimp, but we gets
on, When my husban'! dies fifteem years aze, I comes nere, 1is allus veen

300 busy tendin' to my 'sponsibilities for te git in de debilmen?!, and now

I's happy, tendin' to my great gren'chile,

S ARBRS
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JOHN FINNELY, 86, was born a slave
to Martin Finnely, in Jackson Co,,
Algbama. During the Civil War ten
slaves escaped from the Finnely
plantation, Their success led John
to escape, Ne joined the Federal
Army, John farmed from 1865 until
1917, then moved to Fort Worth, Tex.,
and worked in packing plants until
1930. He unow lives a2t 2812 Cliff
St., Fort Worth, his snle support
a $17,00 monthlyv pension.

"Alabama am de state whare I's born and dat 86 pezr-ago, in Jackson
County, on Massa Martin Finnely's plantation, and him owms 'bont ?5 other
slaves 'sides mammy and me, My peppy am on dat plantation but I don't
know him, 'cause mammy nevar talkks 'bout him 'cept to say, 'He zm here,'

"Massa run de cotton plantation but raises stock and feed and corn
-
and cane 2nd rations for de humans sich as us, It am diff'rent when I's
& young'un dan now, Den, it 2m needful for %o raise evergthins yous need,
'cause dey couldn't *pend on factory mede goods, Dey c¢0uld buy shoes and
clothes and sich, but we'uns could make dem so rmuch cheaper.

"fhat we'uns mnke? 'Low n2e to 'collect a&i'l. Let's see, we'uns
mzke shoes, 2nd lsather »nd clothes »nd cloth apd grinds de meal., And
we'uns cures de meat, preserves de fruit and meke 'lsssas g2nd brown suger,
All de harness for d4 mules and de hosses is make and de carts for haulin'.
An dat all? Oh, yes, mass> moke pesch brandy and him have he own still,

"De work »m 'vided 'twixt de cullud folks and u:s dlus have certai;
duties to do. I's =m de field hend and bafo' I's 0ld 'nough for to do dat,
dey has me help with de chores and errands,,

"Us have de cabins of logs with one room and one door and one window

hole and bunks for sleepin'. But no cookin' am done dere, It gn done in

-1-
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de cookhouse by de cooks for all us niggers and we'uns eats in de eatin' shed,
De retions am good, plain victusls and dere plenty of it and 'bout twict a
week dere somethin' for treat. Massa sho' am 'ticular 'bout feedin!, 'speciglly
for de young'u-s in de nursery. You see, dere am de nursery for sich what
needs care while dere mammies am a-workin', B

"Massa feed plenty =nd him 'mend plenty work., Dst cause heap of
trouble on dat plantation, 'cause whippin's o mziven and hard ones, too. Lots
of times at de end of de day I's so tired I's couldn't speak for to stop de
mule, I jus! have to lean back on de lines,

"Dis nigger never gits whupped 'cept for dis, befo! I's o field
hend, Massa use me for huntin' and use me for de gun rest., When him have de
long shot I bends over and puts de hands on de iknees and massa puts his gun
on my back for to git de good aim, Yhat him kills I runs and fotches and
carriesg de gamé for him. I turns de squirrels for him and dat dispw-y: de
squirrel allus go to udder side from de hunter =and I walks 'round de tree
and de squirrel see me z2nd go to massa's side de tree and he gits de shot.

"A11 dat not so bad, but when he shoots de duck in de water 2nd I
has to fotch it out, dat give me de worryment., De fust time he tells me
to go in de pond I's skeert, powe'ful skeert, I takes off de shirt and pants
but there I stands., I steps in de water, den beck 'gain, end 'gain, Massa
am glttin' mad., He say, 'Swim in dere and git dat duck.! 'Yes, sar, massa,'
I says, but I won't g0 in dat water till massa hit me some licks. I couldn't
never git use to bein' de water dog for de ducks,

"De worst whuppin' I seed was give to Clarinda. She hits m=assa
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with de hoe 'ceuse he try !'fare with her and she try stop him., She am put
on de log ond give 500 lashes, <he »m over dat log all day and when dey takes
her off, she gn limp and 2ct deadlike. For a weelk she am in de bunk, Dat
whuppin' cause plenty trouble and dere lots of arg'ments 'mong de white folks
'round dere, |

"We has some joyments on de plzntation, no parties or dancin' but
we has de corn huskin'! snd de nigger fights. Tor de corn huskin' everybody
come to one plece and day gives de prize for findin' de red esar, On massa's
plece de prize am brandy or you am 'lowed to kiss de gal you calls for.
While us uskin' us sing lots. No, no, Ils not gzwine sing any dem songs,
'cause I's forgit ~nd my voice sound like de brar of de mule,

"De nigger fights am more for de white folks' joyment but de
.slayes am 'lowed to see it, De massas of plantations match dere niggers
'cording to size and bet on dem, Massa Finnely have one nigger what weighs
'"bout 150 pounds aﬁd him powerful good fighter and he like to fight, None
lasts long witii him., Den 2 new niggers comes to fight him,

"Dat fight am held a2t night by 4e pine torck light. A ring am
made by de f8lks stendin' 'round in de circle. Deys 'lowed to do snything
with dey hands and head and teeth. Nothin' barred 'cept de knife and de
club, Dem two niggers gits in de ring and Tom he starts quidc, 2nd dat new
nigger he starts jus' as quick, - Dat 'sprise Tom =nd when dey comes togedder
it like two bulls -- kersmesh -~ it sounds like dat. Den it am hit and kick
and bite and butt gnywhere and any place for to best de udder. De one nn de

bottom hites knees or anything him can do. Dat's de way it go for half de
hour,
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"Fin'ly dat new nigger gits Tom in de stomach with he knee and 2
lick side de jaw at de same time and down go Tom end de udder nigger Jumps
on him with both feets, den gtraddle him and hite with right, left, right,
left, right, side Tom's head., Dere Tom lay, makin' no 'sistence, ZEvervbody
am saysin', 'Tom have met he match, him am done,' Both om bleedi;' and am
awful sight. Well, dat new nigger 'laxes for to git he wind and den Tom,
quick like de flash, flips him off and jump to he feet and befo' dat new
nigger could git to he feet, Tom kicks him in de stomach, 'gain and 'gein.
Dat nigger's body start to quaver and he massa sgy, 'Dat 'nough.' Dat de
clestest Tom ever come to gittin' whupvoed what I's know of,

"I becomes a rungway nigger short time after dat fight. Ne war am
started den for 'bout a year, or somethin' like dat, and.de Fed'rels am
north of ug, I hesrs de niggers talk Vbout it, and 'bout runnin' 'way to
freedom, I thinks and thinks 'bout gittin' freedom, =2nd I's gwine run off,
Den I thinks of de patter rellers gnd what happen if dey cotches me off de
plece without de pass, Den I thinks of some joyment sich 2s de corn huskin'!
and de fights and de singin' and I don't know what to do, I tells you one
singin' but I can't sing it:

"!De moeenlight, a shinin' star,
De big owl hootin' in de tree;

0, bye, ny baby, ain't yeu gwineter sleep,
A-rockint! on my knee?

WiBye, my heney baby,
A=rockin' on my knee,
Baby done gone to sleep,
Owl hush heetin' in de tree.

R1She gone to sleep, horey baby sleep,
A~rockin' on my, a~reckin' en my knee,'!

N o
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"New, back to de freedom, One night 'bout ten niggers run
away. De next day we'uns hears nothin', 0 I says to myself, 'Ds patters
don't cotch dem,' Den I makeﬁiup my mind to go and I leaves with de chunk
of meat and cornbread and am on my way, half skeert to death. I sho' has de
eyes open gnd de ears forwerd, watchin' for de patters, I steps off de road
in de night, at sight of anything, and in de day I takes to de woods, It
tskes me two days to make dat trip and jus' once de patters pass me by, I
am in de thicket watchin' dem and I's sho' dey gwine search dat thicket, 'cause
dey stops and am z-taldn' and_lookin' ny way. 'Dey staends dere for a 1i'l bit
and den one comes my way. Lewd A-mighty! Det sho' look like de end, but dat
man stop and den look and look. Den he pick up somethin' and goes back. It
am a bottle and dey all tgkes de drink and rides on. I's she' in de sweat and
I don't tarry dere loné.

"De Yanks am camped nere Bellfound and dere's where I gits to. 'Magine
my 'sprise when I finds all de ten runaway niggers am dere, too. Dat em on a
Sunday and en de Monday, de Yanks puts us on de freight train and we goes to
Stevenson,in Alagbama. Dere, us put to work buildin' breastworks, But after
de few days, I gits sent to de headquarters at Nashville, in Tennessee,

"I's water toter dere for de ermy and dere am no fightin'! at first
~ but 'fore long dey starts de battle. Dat battle am a 'sperience for me,
De noise am awful, Jus' one steady ¥aar of de guns and de cannons, De window
glass in Nashville am all shoke out frem de shakement of de cannons, Dere am

dead mens gll over de ground end lets of wounded and some cussin' and some

prayin'. Seme am mosnim' and dis and dat one cry for de water and,God 4~-mighty,

Do
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I don't want any sich 'gain, Dere am men carryin' de derd off de field,
but dey can't keep up with de cannons. I helps bury de dead and den I gits
sent to Murphysboro and dere it am jus' de same.

"You kmows when Abe Lincoln am shot? Well, I's in Neoshville den and
it sam near de end of de war and I am standin'! on Brogdway Street g;lkin'
with de sergeant when up walk a man and him shakes hands with ne aznd says,
'I's proud to meet a brave, young fellow like you.'! Dat man am Andrew
Johnson and him come to be president after Abe's dead,

"I stays in Nashville when de war am over and I marries Tennesszee

House in 1875 and she died July 10th, 1936. Dat make 61 vear dat we'uns

am togedder, Her old missy am now livin' in Arlington Heights, right

here in Fort Worth and her name 2m Mallard and she come from Tennessee, too,

"I cemes here fram Tennessee 51 year ago and at fust I forms and den
I works for de packin' plants till dey lets me out, 'canse I's too old for
to do 'nough werk for dem,

"I has eight beys and three girls, dat mske eleven chillen, and dey
makin'! scatterment all over de country se I's alone in my old age. I has
dat $17.00 de month pension what I gits from de State,

"Dat gm de end of de road.

PPTTTIN
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SARAH FCORD, whose agge is prob-
lemetical, but who says, 9Its
been here for a long time," lives
in 2 small cottage at 3151 Clayr
St., Houston, Texas, 3orn on the
Kit Patton plantation near ¥est
Oolumbia, Texas, Aunt Sarah was
probably about fifteen yaars old
when emgnicipated, She had elevan
children, the first born during
the storm of 1875, at ZEast Col-
umbia, in which Saragh's mother
and father both psrished,

"Law me, "ou wants me to talk 'bout slave times, znd vou is

cotched m= 'fore I's had my coffes dis mornin', but when you gits old

as I is, talk is 'hout 211 vou can do, soO 'gcuse me whilst I puts de

lf - coffee pot on de fire and tell vou what I cen,

9(93; "Now, what I telk vou is de truth, 'cause I onlv told one little
lie in my whole life ond I got cotched in it and got whipped both ways.
Oh, Lawd, I sho' never won't forget dat, mama sho' was mad, tema sends
ne ove- to Sally Ann, the cow women, to get some milk and onions, I
never did like to borrow, so I comes back with the milk and tell mama
Sally Ann say sh= egin't ~ot no onions for no africans., Dat méke marma
mad end she goes tell dat Sally Ann Sgmethin', She brung back de onions
and say, 'You, Sareh, I'll larn vou not to tell no lie,' She sho' give
me 2 hidin!,

"Now, I tells you 'bout de plantation what I's born on. You all
knows where West Columbia is at? Tell, dat's right where I's born, on
Massa Kit Patton's Plantation, dey calls it de Hozg place now,"{Owned
by children of Gov, Will Hozg.)

"Mamme and papa belonss to Massa Kit »nd mema born there, too,
Folks called her 'Little Jane,' tcause she no bigger!'n nothing,

e




.

Ex~slave Stories Page Two
(Texas)

"Pspa's neme was Mike and he's a tannar and he come from Ten-
nesses and sold to Massa Kit by a nigger trader, He wasn't 211 black, he
was part Indian, I heared him say what tribe, but I can't 'lect now.
When I's growsd nema tells me lots of things, She say ds white folks
don't let de slgves what works in de fimld umarry none, dey jus' put; a
man and breedin' woman together like mules, Iffen the women don't like
the man it don't make no difflrence, she batter go or dey givas her g
hidin?',

"Massa Kit hes two brothers, Masss Cherles and M~ssa Matt,
what lives at West Columbis, Massa Kit on one side Vornev's (Creek =nd
Massa Charles on de other side. 2ssa Kit have a Arfican woman from
Kentucky for he wife, and dat's de t»uth, I ain't sayin' iffen she a
real wife or not, but all de slaves has to call her 'Miss Hachel,?! But
iffen a bird fly up in de sky it mus' come down sometime, snd Rachel
Jus'! like dat bird, 'couse Massa Kit go crazr and die and Massa Charles
teke over de plantation and he takes Rachel and puts her to work in ds
field. But she don't stay in de field long, 'cause Massa Charles puts
her in a house by herself and she don't work no more,

"If us gits sick us call Memmy Judy. She ce cook and iffen vou
puts a sugar barrel 'long side her and puts = face on dat barrel, you sho!
can't tell it fram her, she so round and fat. Iffen us git real sick dey
calls de doctor, but iffen it a zisery in de stomach or jus' de flux,

Memmy Judy fix up some burr vine tea or horsemint tea. Dey de male burr

vine and de female burr vine and does a woman or gal git de misery, dey

gives 'em de female tea, and does a man,or bov chile git 1it, dey gives

-
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him de mele vine tea,

"Scuse me while I pours me some coffee, It sho' do fortify me,
You know what us drink for coffee in slave times? Parched meal, and it
purty good iffen vou know's how, i
"Us don't have much singin' on our place, 'cepting at church on
Sunday., Law me, de folks what works in de fields feels more like cryin!
at night, Us chillen used to sing dis:
"tihare vou goin', buzzard,

Where you gwine to go?

I's goiin' down to new ground,

For to mnt Jim Crow,!

"I guess Massa Charles, what trken us when Massz Kit die, was 'Dbout
e szme as 1l white folks what owned slaves, some good and some had, ‘e has
plenty to eat -- more'n I h=s now -~ and plenty clothes and shoss, But de
overseer was Uncle Big Jake, what'!s hleck like de rest of us, but he so mean
I 'spect de devil done make him overseer down below long time ago, Dat de
bad part of Massa Charles, fcouse he lets Uncle Jzke whip de slaves so much
dat some like my pepa what had spirit was 211 de time runnin' 'way, And even
does your stomach be full, and does you have plenty clothes, dat bullwhip on
vour bare hide meke vou forgit de good part, and dat's de truth.
"Uncle Big Jake sho' work de slaves from earlv mornin' till night,

When you is in de field you better not lag none. Wﬁ?n its fallin! weather

de hands is put to work fixin! dis and dat., De women what has 1i'l chillen

don't have to work so hard. Dey works 'round de sugar house and come 11 o'clock

dey quits and cares for de babies till 1 o'clock, and den works till 3 o'clock

w-Som
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and quits,

"Massa Charles have a arbor nnd dat's where we hns preachint. One
day old Uncle Lew preachin' and he say, 'De Lawd moke everyone to come in
unity and on de level, both whits snd black.,! ‘hen Massa Charles hears
"bout it, he don't like it none, and de next mormin' old Uncle Jake ‘git Uncle
Lew and put him out in de field with de rest.

"Messa Charles run dat plantation jus! like a factory. Unele Cip
was sugar man, my pspa tanner and Uncle John Austin, what have g wooden leg,
am shoemazker and mske de shoes with de brass toes, Law me, day hegps of
things go on in slave time what won't go on no more, 'cause de bright light
come and it ain’t dark no more for us black folks, Iffen a nigser run away
and dey cotch him, or does he come back 'cause he hongry, I seed Uncle Jake
stretch him out on de ground and tie he hands and feet to posts so he cen't
move none, Den he git de piece of iron what he call de 'slut' and whet is
like a bdlock of wood with little holes in if, and fill de holes up wit}\x
tallow and put dat iron in de fire till de greazse sizzlin' hot and hold it
over de pore nigger's back and let dat hot gllease drap on he hide, Den he
take de bullwhip and whip up and down, and a¥fter all det throw de pore nigger
in de stockhouse and chain him up a couple days with nothin'! to eat. Ny
vapa carry de grease scars on he back till he die.

"Massa Charles =nd Uncle Jake don't like papa, 'cause he ain't so
black, and he had spirit, fcause he part Indian. Do somethin' go wrong
and Uncle Big Jake say he gwine to give paps de whippin', he runs off. One

time he gone a whole yea =nd he sho' look like a monkey when he gits back,

with de hair standin! straight on he head and he face. Papa was mighty good
(
e
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to mama and me and dat dgonly reason he ever come back from runnin' 'way, .
to see us, He knowed he'd git a whippin! but he come asnywagy. Dey never ~
could cotch papa when he run 'way, 'cause he part Indisn. Massa Charles
even gits 0ld Nigger Kelly what lives over to Sandy Point to track i)apa
with he dogs, but pape wade in water and dey can't track him,

"Dey knows papa is de bhest tanner 'round dat part de country, so
dey doesn't sell him off de place, I 'lect éapa. sayin' dere one place
-special where he hide, some German folks, de name Ebbling, I think, While
he hides dere, he tans hides on de sly like and dey feeds him, and lots
of mornin's when us open de cabin door on a shelf jus' 'bove is food for
moma and me, and sometime store clothés. No one ain't see papa, but dere
it is, One time he brung us dresses, and Uncle Big Jake heered 'bout it
and he sho'! mad 'cause he can't cotch papa, and he say )to nema ‘he gwine to
whip her 'less she tell him where papa is., Mama say, 'Fore God, Uncle Jake,
I don't know, fcause I ain't seed 'hiix since he run 'wgy,' and jus' den papa
come 'round de corner of de house, Hé save mama from de whippin' but papa
got de hot gresse draspped on him like I told you Uncle Big Jake did, and
got put in de stockhouse with shackles on him, and kep' dere three three
days, and while he in dere mama has de goin' down pains and my sister,Rachel,

is born;

"When freedam come, I didn't know what dat was. I 'lect Uncle Charley
Burns what drive de buggy for MassaCharles, come runnin' out in de yard and

| holler, 'Everybody free, everybody free,! and purty soon sojers comes and
.  de captain reads a 'mation. And, Law me, dat one time MassaCharley can't

wBe
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open he mouth,'cause de captain tel! him to shut up, dat h='d do de talkin',
Den de captaip say, 'I come totell you de slaves is free and you don't have
to call nobody master no more,! Well, us jus' mill 'round like cattle do.
Messa Charley say if‘fen us wants to stay h='ll pgy us, all 'cepting my papa.
He say, 'You can't stay here, 'cause you is a had 'fluence.' -

"Papa left but come back with a wagon and mules what he borrows and
loads mama and; my sister and me in and us go to East Columbiz on de Braéos
river and settles down. Dey hires me out and us heve our own patch, too, and
dat de fust time I ever seed any money., Papas builds a cabin &nd a corn cribd
and us sho' heppy, 'cause de bright light done come and dey no more whippin's,

"One night us jﬁs' finish eatin supper and someone holler 'Hello.' You
know who it was h<.)ller? 014 Uncle Big Jake., De black folks all hated him so
dey wouldn't have no truck with him ond he ask my papa could he stay. Papa
didn't like him none, 'cause he done traat pspa so bad, but de old devil jus'
beg so hard papa takes him out to de corn crib a.n@ fix a place for him and he
stay most a month till he taken sick and died,

"I stays with papa end mame till I marries Wes Ford and I shows you
how de Lawd done give and take awsy. Wes and I has a cebin by ourselves near
I?apa's and I is jus' 'bout to have my first baby. De wind start dlowin' and
it git harder and harder and right when its de worst de bahy comes, Dat in
175 and whilst I havin' my baby, de wind tear de cabin where mams and papa 1s
to pleces and kilt 'em. My sister Rachel was with me so she wasn't kilt,

Well, I cen't complein, 'cause de Lawd sho" been good to me, Wes
and all 'cept four my chillen ié dead now, I has stx'boys and five gals.

- But de ones what is aslive is pore like dey mammy. But I praises de Lawd

'oamse do bright 1ight am turned on.

26



420153
EX-SLAVE STORIES Page One

{Texas)

KILLIE FORWARD, about 95 years old,
» was born a slave of Jason Forward, in
) Jasper, Texas. She has spent her en-
e, tire life in that vicinity, and now
lives in Jasper with her son, Joe }McRay.
Millie hns been totally blind for fif-
teen years and is v:ry deaf,

"Us us=d to live 'bout four nmile east of Jasper, on de Newton
Highwey, I reckon I's 'bout 95 year old and I thank de Lawd I's been
spared dis long. Some myv old friends sav I's 100, and maybe I is, I
feels like it,.

"I's born in Alabama and mammy have jus' got up when de white
folks brung us out west, Pappy's nawe Jim Forward and mammy name Mary.
Dey lef! pappy in Alabama, 'cause ne 'long to 'nother massa,

"My massa nane Jason Forward and he own a lot of slaves, I work
58 housegirl énd wait on de white women, Missus name am Sarah Ann Forward,
Massa Jason he own de fust drugstore in Jnsper, I have de sister, Susan,
and de brudder, Tom, Massa and missus, dey treats us jes' like cdey us
pepry and maumy.

"Us have more to eat den dan us do now, Us never was xnowed to
be without mezt, 'cause massa raise plenty pigs, Us have fish and possum
and coon and deer and everything. Us have biscuits and cake, too, but
us drink bran meal coffee, Massa and missus has no chillen and dey give
us feast and have biscuits and ceke. Befo'! Christmas massa go to town
and buy all kinds candy and torvs and say, 'Millie, vyou go out on de
gallery and holler and tell Santy not forgit fill your stockin! tonight.?
I holler loud as I can and nex' normin' my stockin' chock full.

-1-
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"After freedom come, us stavs right on with massa and missus. Massa
teach school for us at night. Us learn A B { and how spell cat and dng and nigger.
Den one day he git cross and scold us and us'didn't Z0 bacx to schnol no more, TUs
didn't bave sense 'nmough to lmow he tryvin' do us good.

"Den missus glt sick, but she dat good, dat wnen one c.llud man git
drown in de'river she sit up in bed and make he shroud and massa feed de whole
crowd de two days dey findin' de body. After him bury, missus git worse and
say, 'Jason, pull down de blind, de 1li,ht am so briznt it hurt my eyes.' Den
a big, white crane come light on de chimney and us chillen throw rocks at him,

but he jes! shaxe he hez2d and ruffle he feathers and still sit dere, I tells
you dat de light of Heaven shinin' on missus and iffen ever a wonan went dere,
she did, She de bes' white woman I ever see, De day siie die, I cry ell day,
"When de sojers go to de war, every man take‘a.slave to wait on him
and tase care he camp and cook, After de end of war, when de sojers gwine houe,
don't know how many Yankeea pass through Jesper, but it sound like de roar of
a storn comin'. ZEvery officer have he wife ridin' right by he side, Dey wives
come t0 g0 nome with dem, Dey thousands bluecoats, ridin' two abreas',

"When I young lady, dey have tourn'ments at Adrien Ryall ploce west

of Jasjer and de one what cotch de hoss bridle de most times, git crown gueen,
I gits to be queen every time. I looks like a queen now, doessn't I?

"After us git free a long time, me and Susan and Tom us work heard
end buy us de bluck land farm., But de deed git burnt up ~nd us didn't know
how to git 'nother deed, and a young nigger call McRay, he come fodlin' 'round

ne and makin' love t0 me, He find out us don't have.no deed no more and he claim

dat farm and take it 'way from us and leave me with 1i'l baby boy what I names
Joe Millie . 4
- McRay., But never 'gain, I never marries,

- 2.
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"Us done work in de cotton field and wash many a long day to
pay for dat farm. Bun dat boy growed to be a good man and I live with him and
he wife now, And he bor, Bob, am better still, He Jjes' work so hard and he
buy fine 1i'l home in Jasper and marry de bes' gal, mos' white, Deyvhave nice
fur'ture ané das and lights and everything.

"Dey treat us purty good in slavery days but I'd rathe: be free,
but it purty hard to be blind so long and most deaf, too, but I thank de Lawd
I's not sufferin!, I gits de pension of 'leven dollars a month., I's so old
I can't 'member much, only sometime, things comes to me I tho.gnt I forgot long
time sgo. 1I's h=d it purty hard to pav for de farm and den have it stoled
from me when I's old and blind, but de good Lawd, he know all 'bout it and we

all got to stand 'fore de jedgment some day soon.

WERR g
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LOUIS FOWLER, 84, was born a
slave to Robert Beaver, in

Macon Co,, Georgiz, Fowler did
not take his father's name, but
thet of his stepfather, J, Fowler,
After he was freed, Louis farmed
for several years, then worked in
packing plants in Fort Worth, Tex.
He lives at 2706 Holland St,,Fort
Worth,

"Dis cullud person am B4 yesrs old and I's born on de plante~
tion of Massa Robert Beaver, in 0ld Georgia. He owned my nammy and
'bout 50 slaves, Now, 'hout my pappy, I lets you judge. Look szt my
hair. De color am red, ain't it? My beard am red and my eyes is
brown and my skin am light yellow. HNow, who does you think my pappy
was? You don't know, of course, but I knows, 'cau§e on dat planta-
tion am a man dat am over six feet tall and h%s hair as red as a brick,
"My mammy am married to @ man named Fowler and he am owned by
Mass, Jack Fowler, on de place next to ours, Our place am middlin' big
and fixed first class. He has first-cless quarter for us cullud folks.
De cabins am two and some three rooms and dey am built of logs and chink-
ed with a piece of wood and daubed with dirt to fill de cracks., De
way weluns fix dat dirt am take de cley or gumbo which am stickv when i
am wet. Dat dirt am soakxed with water till it stick together and den
hay or straw em mixed with it. When sich mud am daubed in de cracks
it stay end dem cabins am sho' windproof and warm,
"De treatment am good and Massa Beaver have de choice name 'mong
he neighbors for bein' good to he niggers. No Work'on Sundgy, no work on

P
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Saturday evenin's, Dex times was for de cullud folks to do for demselves,
ilassa Beaver ha\fe it fixed dissway, he 'low sach family a plece of groun'
and dey can raise what dey likes,

"De rations am measure out and de massa allus 'low plenty of meat
and we has wheat flour, Mos' de niggers don't have whezt flour,“ but massa
raiees de wheat and we gits it, We kin have 'lasses and brown sugar but
one thing we'uns has to watch am de waste, 'cause massa won't stand for dat.

"De meat am cured with de hick'ry wood smoke =nd if you could git
Jus! one taste dat ham and bacon you'd never eat none of this nowadays mest .
It sho' have 3 dif'rent taste.

Hje makes de cloth and de wool 2nd I could card and spin and weave
1fore ‘.["s big 'nough to work in de field, My ma;nmir lzarned me to help her,
We makes dve from de bark of walmut and de cherry and red ogk trees, and .
some from berries but what dey is I forgit, Iffen weluns wants clay red, we
buries de cloth in red clay for a week and it takes on de cdlor, Den we
soaks de cloth in cold salt water and it stays colored.

"Massa bullded a log church house for we'uns cullud folks for to
&0 to God., Dat nigger named Allen Beaver am de preacherma and de leader
in all de parties, 'cause him can play de fiddle. No, Allen am not edum-
cated, but can he preach a pow'ful sermon, O, Lawd! He am inspire from de
Lawd and he preached from his heartfelt,

"Dere am only one time dat a nigger gits whupped on dat planta-
tion and dat am not given by masss but by dem patterrollers. Massa don't
gin'rally 'low dem petterrollers whup on his place, and all de niggers from

round dere gllus run from de patterrollers onto messa's land and den dey

D
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safe. But in dis 'ticlar case, massa make de 'ception.

"1Twas nigger Jack what Aey chases home and he gits under de cgbin
and 'fused to come out. Massa ssy, 'In dis case I gwine make 'ception,
'canse dat Jack he am too unreas'able. He gllus chasin' after some nigger
wench and not satisfied with de pass I give, Give him 25 lsshes but don't
draw de blood or leave de marks.!

"fell, sar, it am de great sight to see‘Jack git dat whippin'., Him
am skeert, but dey ain't mrtin' him bad. Massa make him come out and dey
tie him to a post and he 'starts to bswl 2nd beller befo' a lick am strurk,
Say! Him beg like s good fellow. It am, 'Oh, massa, massa, Oh, massa, have
mercy, don't let 'em whup me.. Massa, I won't go off any more.' De patter-
rollers gives him a lick and Jack lets out s yell dat sounds like a mule
bray and twice as loud,

"“Dere used to be a patterroller song what sent lize dis:

"jp -de hill and down de holler
White man cotch nigger by de collar
Dat nigger run and dat nigger flew,
Dat nigger tore he shirt in two.,'

"Well, while dey's whuppin' dat nigger, Jack, he couldn!t run and
he couldn't tear he shirt in two, but he holler till he tesr he mouth in two.
Jack say he never go off without de pass 'gain and he kept he word, too.

"De big doin's am on Christmas Day and de massa have present for
ea,éh cullud person, Dey am little things and I laughs when I thinks of them,
but de culiud folks sho! 'joy dem and it show massa's heart am right. For de

chillen it am candy and for de women,a pin or sich,and for de men, a knife or

sich, On dat day, preachermen Allen sho' have de full hesry, and he preach

and preach,
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"But de war starts and it not so happy on messa's plesce and 'fore long
he two sons goes to dat w;u'. De massa show worryment 'cause dey fightin!
here and dere and den come de day when dey fight right nex' to de massa's
place. It am in de field next to we'uns and de two boys, youngg Charley
and he brother, Bob, am in de fight. It am for sev'ral days de amy am
a~marchin' to de field and gittin' ready for de battle. Durin' dat time,
de two boys comes home for a spell every dgy. Early one mornin' de shoot-
in' staerts and it am not much at first but it sin't long till it am a
steady thunder ond it keep up all day.

"De missy am walkin' in de yard and den go in de house and out
'¢ain, She am a~twistin' her hands and cryin'. She keeps sayin', 'Dey
sho' gits kilt, my poor bobies,!' De massa talk to her to quiet her,
Dat help me, too, 'cause I sho' skeert, Nodoby do much work dat dey, but
stand round with quiverments and when dey talk, dey voice quiver, ihy,
even de buildin's quivered. Every once in de while, dere am an extry
roar, Dat de cannon and every t.ime I heered it, I jumps. I's sent to
git de eggs and have 'bout five dozen in de basket, holdin' it in front of
me with my two hands. All a sudden, one of dem extry shoots comes and down
dis nigger kid go and my head hits into de basket, Dere I is, cggs oozin'
all round me and I so skeert and fussed up I jus' lays and kicks, I wents
to scream but I can't for de egzs in my mouth, To dis day I thinks of dat
battle every time I eats eges. |

"De nex' day after de battle am over, mos' us cullud folks goes to

de field, Some of 'em buries de dead, and I hears 'em tell how in de low

places de blood stend like water and de bodies all shoot to pleces,

=
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"Massa's sons not kilt and am de missy glad! She hase allus
colored folks come to de house and makeus kneel down and she thank de
Lawd for savin'! her sons. Dey even go to other places add fights, but
dey comes home after de war am over,

"Surrender come and m~ssa tells us we can stay or go and if we stay
he pay us wages or we works on shares., Some go and some stz . Mammy and
me goes to de Fowler place with my stepfather and we share crops for three
year.

"I stays with dem till I's 18 and den I gits married, Dat in 1871
end my wife died in 1928 =nd we'uns heove four chillen. All dat time I's
farmed till 'bout 30 year ago vhen I works in de packin' plant here in
Fort Worth. I works dere 20 years and den dey say I's tool old and since
den I works at de odd jobs till 'bout five years ap0,

"Since I's quit work at de packin' plant it am hard for dis cullud
verson, I soon uses up my savin's and den I's gone hongry plenty times,
My chillen am 01d and dey havin' de hard time, too, My friends helps me
e little and I gits de pension, but it =m only $3.00 a month and, course,
dat ain't 'nough.

"After all dese years I's worked and 'haved, I never thinks I comes

to where I couldn't git 'nough to eat. I's an wishful for de Lawd to call

me to jedgment,

L 11 ]
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(Texsas)
CHRIS FRANKLIN, 82, wes born
a slave of Judge Tobert J.
Looney, in 3Bossier Parish,
Louisians, Chris now lives
in Beaumont, Texas, and sup-
ports himself by gardening
and yard work, He is thrifty
and owns his own honme,

"Yes, suh, dis is Chris’Franklin. ‘I signs my name C, C. Frenklin,
dat for Christopher Columbus Franxlin, T's born in Bossier Parishk, up in
Louisiana, jes! twenty-five miles de other sice of Shreveport, I's born dere
in 1858, on Christmas Day, but I's raise up in Caddo Parish, 01d massa move
over dere when I 'bhout z venr old,

"0ld massa ngme Robert J, Looney and he z Jédze and lawyer, He have g
boy name R, J., Jr., but I's talicin' Ibout de old head, de old 'riginal, De
missy, her name Lettie Looney. He weren't no farmer, jes' truck farm 1o reise
de livin'! for he household znd slaves, He didn't have over.a half dozen growed
up slaves, Course, dey rears a lot of younz'uns.

"My pappy's name Solomon Lawson, He 'long to Jedge Lawson, what live
near us, dhen frceiom come, he done take de name Sol Franklin, what he s3y
em he pappy's nene,

"Jedge Looney hnve de ord'nary frazme house, Dey 'bout six, seven rooms
in it, all under one roof, TNe dinin'rosm and cook room wasn't built off to
deyself, like mos' big houses., It was a raise house, rnise up on high pillar§
and dey co.ld drive a hoss and buggy under it, He live on de Fairview Road.

"Us slaves all live in one big slave cabin, built out of plank, It
built sort-a like de 'partment hoﬁse. Dey four rooms and each fam'ly have one
room, Dey have o lamp and » candle for our comfort, It jes! a 1i'l, ord'nary
brass lamp. Dey used to make 'em out of wex and tallow, Dey raise dere own

bees and when dey rob de bee gums dey strain de Loney and melt de wa) with
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tallow to make it firmer, Tev tie one end de wick on de stick ‘cross de mold
~nd put in de meltad wox and tallow,
" Dey hnave a2 table and benches, too, 3But a chair d= rare thirg in a cabin.

Jey makKe som with de split hick;ry or rawhide bottom, Dey have hay mattress,
De tickxin' am rice sacks, Us have mud chimney, Dey fix sticks like BRe lzdder
a-d mix mud and moss and grass in what dey calls 'ecats'., Mey have rock backs,
and, man, us have a sho! 'nough fire in 'em, Put 2 stick long as me gnd big as
a2 porch post in dat fireplece, Tn cold weather dat last all day and all night.

"When de parents workin' in de field, somebodv look after de chillen., De
nammiss come in and nuss dem when time come, “; vhite folks never put on 'strictions
on de chillen till dey twelve, fourteen vesrs 0ld, Dey 211 wear de straight-cut
slip., Dey give de 1i'l gels de slip dress and 1i'l panties, In wintertims dey
give de boys de 1i'l coat =2nd pants and shoes, but no drawers or unnerwem Dey
give dem hard russet shoss in wintertime., Dey have brass toes, Dey plenty dur'ble,
In sumnertime us didn't see no shoe,

" Ue:sa Looney jes!' as fine de man as ever make tracks., Jaristmas time
conm, he give 'em a few dollars ~nd say go to the siore and buy what us want.
He give 211 de 1i'l nigger chillen gif's, jes' like he own, He git de jug of
whiskey and plenty eggs and make de big eggnog for everybody. He treat us cullud
folks jes' like he treat he own fam'ly. He never take no liquor 'cept at Christmss,
He give us lots to eat at Christmas, too.

"Somet ime 0ld missv come out and cell 211 de 1i'l niggars in de house to
play with her chillen, When us eat us have de tin plate and cup. Dey give us
plenty milkk and butter and 'taters and sich, Us all set on de floor and make 'way

with dem rations,
-2
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"Dey had a 1i'l church house for de niggers and preachin'!.in de afternoon,
and on into de night lots of times., Dey have de cullud preacher, He couldn't
rend, He jes' preach from net'ral wit and what he larn from white folks, De
whole outfit profess to be Bapti;'.

"De marryin' business go through by what messa say. De fellow git de
massa's consen', lassa mos'ly say yes without waitin', 'cause marrvin' mean more
niggers for him comin' on, He git de jedge or preacher to marrv dem, Iffen de
man live on one plantation and de gal on 'nother, he have to git de pass to go see
her, Dat so de patterrollers not git him,

"De slaves used to have balls end frolics in dey cabins, But iffen dey
go to de frolic on 'nother plantation dey git de pass. Dat so dey can cotch
runaway niggers. I never heared of stealin' niggers, 'cept dis-a~way., Sometime
de runaway nigger git fifty or hundred miles away and show up dere as de stray
slave, Dat massa wheare he show up take care of him so long, den lay claim to
him, Dat call harborin' de nigger,

"Dey lots of places where de young massas has heirs by niggs> gals, Dey
sell dem Jes! like other slaves, Dat purty common. It seem like de white women
don't mind, Dey didn't 'ject, 'cause dat mean more slaves,

WSometimes de white folks heas de big deer drive, Dem and de niggers go
down in de bottoms to drive deers up. Dey rid big, fine hosses and stert de
deers runnin'. Dey raiée dere own dqgs. Massa sho' careful 'bout he hounds,

He train dem good and trest dem good, too, He have somethin' cook reg'lar for
dem, Dey hunts foxes and wolves and plenty dem kinds varmints,
"I seen sojers by de thousands., When 'manclpation come out massa come to

- back door with de paper and say, 'Yous free.' He furnish dem with all dey

3~
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needs and give dem part de crop. He lvide up de pig litters and such '"mongst
dem, He give dem de start, Den after two, three year he commence takin' out
for dere food and boots and clothes and sich,

"Defxight de pusson die dey has de wake and sing and pray all night
long. Dey all very 'ligious in dere profession, Dey knock off 211 work so de
slaves can go to de buryin'.

WDe white folks'low dem to have de froiic with de fiddle a %btenjo or
windjommer, Dey dances out on de grass, forty or fifty niggers, and dem big
g2ls nineteen y=2ar old git out dere bafefoot ns de goose, It jes! de habit
of de timeé, Ycause dey all have shoes, Sometimes dey call de jig dance and
some of dem sho' dance it, too, De prompter call, 'All git ready.,' Den he
holler, 'All balance,' and den he sing out, 'Swing vou pardner,! ond dey does
it. Den he say, 'First man head off to de right,' and dere dey goss. Or Le
say, 'All promenade,! and dey goes in de circls, Cne thing “ey calls, 'Bird
in de Cage.' Three joins hands round de gal in de middle, and dance round
her, and den she git out and her pardner git in de center and dey dance dat
way 2while,

"After freedom dey have de log cabin schoolhouse, De first teacher
was de cullud women name Mary Chapman. I near wore out dat 0ld blueblack
speller trvint! to larn 4 B C's,

I l:gves Caddo Parish in 1877 for Galveston, and leaves dere on de

four mast schooner for Leesburg and up de Calcasieu River. Den I goes to de

~Cemeron Parish and in 1879 I comes to Beaumont, I marries Kandy Watson in

1882 and she died in 1932, Us never have no chillen but 'dopts two, Us marry
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in de hotel dinint-room, !'cause I's workin' for de hotel man, J., B. Goodhue.
De Rev, Elder Vengble, what am de o0ld cullud preacher, marries us, I didn't
git marry like in slavery tim;."I's got a great big marriage certif'cate
hangin' on de wall of my house, =
"I 'longs'to several lodges, de EKnights of Labor and de Knights of Honor
aﬁd d; Pilgrims. I never hold no office, I's jes' de bench member., I's a member
of de Live Lake Missionary Baptist Church.
"I's got de big house of my own, on de corner of‘Roberts Avenue and San

Antonio street. After my wife die, I gits de éan to come and live dere with me,

Det's all I knows,

Ly
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ORELIA ALEXIE FRANKS was born

on the plantation of Valeriam
Martin, near Opelousas, Louis-
iana. She does not know her
age, but thinks she is near
ninety. Her voice has the mus-
icel accent of the French Nsgro.
She has lived in Beaumont, Texas,

.w years,

"I's born on Mr, George Washingtom's bithday, the twenty-second f
February but I don't know what year., My 0ld masse was Valerian Martim
and he come from foreign country. He come from Canada and he Canadas
French, He wife name Malite Guidry. O0ld massa a good Catholic and he
taken all the 1i'l slave chillen to be christen., Oh, he's a Christian
massa and I used to Ye a Catholic but now I's s Apostolic, but I's
christen in St. Johns Catholic Church, whet am cloas to Lafayette, where
I% born,

"My pa name Alexis Franks and he was American and Creole., My ma
name Fanire Martin and I's raise where everybody talk French. I talks
American but I talks French goodest,

"0ld massa ha big cane and cotton farmer and have big plantation
and raise everything, and ua all well treat., Dey feed us right, too,
Faise big hawg in de pen and raise lots of heef, All jes' far to feed
he cullud folks,

"Us quarters out behind de big house and 0ld massa come round through
de quarters every mornin' and see how us niggers is, If us sick he call
nuss, She old slevery woman. She come look at 'em, If dey bad sick dey
send for de doctar, Us house all log house, Dey all dab with dirt 'tween

de logs, Dey have dirt chimney make out of sticks and dab with mud, Dey

nl.
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"Lots of time we eat coosh-coosh, Dat make out of meal and water,
You bile de water and salt it, den put in de corrmeal end stir it and bile
it. Den you puts milk or clabber or syrup om it and eat it.

"0ld massa have de graveyard a purpose to bury de cullud folks in.
Dey have cullud preacher, Dey have funeral in de graveyard, Dat nigger
preacher he a Mef'dist, )

"0ld masse son-im-law, he overseer, He 'lew mobody to beat de
slaves, Us 11'l omes git spank when we bad, Dey put us 'cross de knee
and spank us where dey allus spank chillem,

"Christmas time dey give big dimner, Dey give all de old mem
whiskey, Everybody have big time,

"Dey make lots of sugar., After dey finish cookin' de sugar dey
draw off what left from de pots and give it to us chillen. Us have
candy pullin',

"Dey weave dey owmn cloth. Us have good clothes, Dey weave de
cloth for make mattress and stuff 'em with moss. ' Massa sho' believe to
serve he niggers good, I see 0ld massa when he die, Us see old folks
ery and us cry, too, Dey have de priest and burn de candles, Us sho'
miss old massa.

"I see lots of sojers, Dsy so many like hair on your head, Dey
Yankees. Dsy call 'em bl_u'a,jackets. Dey a fight up near massa's house,
Us climb in tree for to see, Us hear tullets go 'zoom' through de} alr
'round dat tree but us didn't know it was bullets, A man rid up om a
hoss and tell massa to git us pickaninnies out dat tree or dey git kilt.

De Ygnkees have dat battle and den sot us niggers free.
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¥0ld massa, he de kind man what let de niggers have dey prayer-
meetin!, He give ‘em a big cabin for dat. Shout? Yes, Lawd! Sing
like dis:

" Mourner, fare you well,
Gawd 'Mighty bless you,
Till we meets again,!

"Us sings 'nother song:

RiSinner blind,
Johnnie, can't you ride no more?
Sinner blind,
Your feets may be slippin'
Your soul git lost.
Johnnie, can't you ride no more?
Yes, Lawd, .
Day by day you can't see,
Johnnis, can't you ride no more?
Yes, Lawd,!"

BERB SR B E N RN
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ROSANNA FRAZIER was born a slave

on the Frazier plantation in Miss-

issippi. She does not remember

her masters given name, nor does

she know her age, although from

her memories of various events

during theCivil War, she helieoves

she 18 close to ninety, at least,

Rosanna is bdlind and bedridden,

and is cared for by friends in

a little house in Pear Orchard

Negro Settlement, in Beaumont,

T.mo

"My mammy was a freeborn woman nsmed Viny Frazier and she come
from o free country. She was on her way to school when dey stoled her,
when she de young gal. De spec'lator gang stoled her and brung her and
801d her in Red River, in Mississippi., Missy Mary, she buy her., MNissy
Mary married den to one man named Pool and she have two boys call Josh
and’&ll. After dst man dle, she marry Marse Frazier,

"My daddy name Jerry Durden and after I's born {asy drings ws
all to Texas, but my daddy belong to de Neylands, so we loses him, My
white folks moves to a big plantation close to Woodville, in Tyler County,
and Marse Frazier have de store and plenty of stock, He come first from
Georgia,

A1l us little chillen, black and white, play togedder and
Marse Frazier, he raise us, His chillen call Sis and Texana and Robert
and John., Marse Frazier he treat us nice and de other white folks calls
uy ‘free niggers', and wouldn't 'low us on dere piaces., Dey 'fraid dere
niggers git dissatisfy with dey own treatment. Sho's you born, iffen one
of us git round dem plantations, dey jus' cut us to pleces with de whip,
Some of dem white folks sho' was mean, and dey work de niggers all day

in de sun and cut dem with de whips and sho' done 'em up bad. Dat on
-1-
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other places, not on ours,

"Marse Frazier, he didn't work us too hard and give Saturday and Sunday
off, He's all right and give good food. People sho' would rare off from him,
'cause he too good, He was de Methodist preacher and furnish us church. Some-
times he has camp meeting and dey cook out doors with de skillicks, Sometimes
he has corn shucking time and we has hawg meat and meal bread and whiskey and
eggnog and chicken,

"De bdoks he brung us didn't do us no good, 'cause us wouldn®t larn
nothin'. Us too busy playin' and huntin' goa berries in de wood, de hucklederry
and graps and muscadine and chimquapins, A1l dis time de war was fixin' and I
seed two, three soldiers round spyin'. When peace 'clared missy's two boys
come back from de war. We stays with Marse Frazier two year and den I goes
and gits married to de man call Baker,

"I done been blind like dis over 40 year. One Sunday I stay all night
with a man and he wife and I was workin' as woodchopper on de Santa Fe route
ap Beaumont to Tyler County, After us git up and I starts 'way, I ain't gone
but 15, 16 yard when I hear somethin' say, 'R ose, you done samethin' you
ain't ought.,' I say, 'No, Lawd, no,' Den de voice say,'Somethin' gvine happen
to you,! and de next mornin' I%s blind as de bat and I ain't hever seed since.

"Some try tell me snow or sweat or smoke de reason. Dat ain't de
reason., Dey a old, old, slawfooted somethin' from Louisiana and dey say he
de conjure mam, one dem 0ld hoodoo niggers, He git mad at me de last plum-
ripenin' time and he make up powdered rattlesnake dust and pass dat through

my halr and I sho' ain't seed no more,
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"Dat not de ocliest thing dem old conjure men do. Dey powder
up de rattle offen de snake and tie it up in de little o0ld rag bag and
dey do devilment with it. Dey git 0ld scorpion and make bad medicine,
Dey git dirt out de graveyard and dat dirt, after dey speak on it, would
make you g0 crazy.

"When dey wants conjure you, dey snsak round and git de hair
comdin' or de finger or toenail, or anything natural 'bdout your body, and
works ds hoodoo on it,

"Dey make de straw man or de clay man and dey puts de pin in he
leg and you leg gwineter git hurt or sore jus' where dey puts de pin,
Iffen dey puts de pin through de heart you gwineter die and ain't nothin'
kin save you,

“Dey make de charm to wear round de neck or de ankle and dey
make de love powder, too, out de love vine, what grow ia de woods, Dey

biles de lsaves and powders 'em, Dey sho' works, I done try ‘em,

BEESHEERRPESS
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PRISCILLA GIBSON is not sure of
her age, but thinks she wes born
sbout 1856, in Smith County, Mis-
glssippl, to Mary Puckett and
her Indian husband, They be-
longed to Jesse Puckett, who
owmed a plantation on the Strong
River, Priscilla now lives in
Jesper, Texas.

"Priscilla Gibson is my name, and I's bo'n in Smith
County, way over in Mis'ippl, sometime befo'! de War., I figger
it was 'bout 1856, 'ceuse I's ole enough to climb de fence and
watch dem musterin' in de troops when de war began. Dey tol!
me I's nine year ole vhen de War close, but dey ain' sure of
dat, even. My neighbor, Uncle Bud Adams, he 83, and I's clip-
pin' close at he heels,

"Mammy's name was Mary Puckett, but I never se=ed my
father as I knows of. Don' know if he was a whole Injun or
part white man, XNever seed but cne brother and his name was
Jeke, Dey took him to de War with de white boys, to cook and
min' de camp and he took pnéumony and die,

"Massa's name was Jesse Puckett, and Missus'! name Mis'
Katie, Dey hab big fam'ly and dey live in a big woode n-beam house
with a big up;stair'. De house was rignt on de highway from
Raleigh to Brandon, with de Strong River jist below us, Dey took

in and 'commadated travelers 'cguse dey warn' hotels den,

]
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"Massa have humner's of acres, You could walk sll day and
you never git offen his lan'., An' he have gran' furniture =nd other
things in de house, I kin remember dem, 'cause I use' to he'p 'round
de house, run errands and fan Mis'! Katie and sich, I 'members chairs
with silk coverin's on 'em and dere was de gran' lights, big lamps
with de roses on de shades, And eve'ywnere de floors witk rugs and
de rugs was pretty, dey wasn' like dese thim rugs you sees nowadays.
No, me'zm, dey has big flowers on !em and de feets sinks in 'em, I
useter lie down on one of dem rugs in Mis' Katie's room when she's
asleep and I kin stop fannin,!

"Massa Puckett was tol'able good to ne slaves. We has clothes
made of homespun what de nigger women weaved, and de little boys
wo'! long-tail shirts, with no pants till they's grown., Massaz raiseda
sheepr and dey make us wool clothes for winter, but we has no shoes,

"De white folks didn' larn us read and write but dey was good
to us 'cep' when some niggers try to run away and den dey whips 'em
hard. We has plenty to eat and has prayer meetin's with singin; and
shoutin', and we chilluns played marbles and jump de rope,

"After freedom come all lef'! but me'cause Missus say she have
me boun' to her till I git my age. But I's res!less one night and
ny sister, Georgy Ann, come see me, and I run off with her, but dey
never comes after me, I was scart dev would, 'cause I 'membered 'bout
our neighbor, ole Means, and his slave, Svlvia, and she run away and
was in de woods, and he'd git on de hoss, take de dogs and-sat tem on

her, snd let dem bite her and tear her clothes.

00 0ol e e o o o o
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(\ GABRIEL GILBERT was bsrn in
@ slavery en the plantatien eof
x Belizare Breussard, in New
Iveria Parish, Leuisiana., He
dees nat knew his nge, but
v appears te be absut eighty,
He has lived in Beaumsnt,
Texas, fer sixteen years,

-

"y o014 massa was Belizare Breussard, He was my mome's nassa,

He had a big leg heuse what he live in, De places 'tween de leogs was

£111 with dirt., De quarters de slgves live in was make eut eof dirt, Dey
put up pesties im de sreund and bere heles in de pests and vut in pickets
teress from ene pest to the other, Dem dey build up de sides with mud,

De fleer and everything was dirt, Dey had a sche-lheuse built fer de white
chillen de same way. De cullud chillen didn't have no scheel,

"Dem was warm healthy heuses us grew up in. Dey used te raise
better men den ia dem heuses dén new, My pa name was Jeseph Gilbert, He
eld n;assa was Belleau Prince,

"I didn't knew what a stere was when I was growin' up. Us did;n't
have sters things like new., Us had weeden pan and spoen dem times, I never
see ne iren plew dem days, Nethin! was iren en de plew 'cept de share,

I tell dese youngsters, 'You in hebben new frem de time I ceme up,' When
& _maﬁ die dem days, dey use de ex cart te carry de cerpse,

"Massa have 'beut four hundred acres and lets ef slaves, He raise

sugar cane, He have g mill and make brewn sugar. He raise cetton and cern,

. tee, He have plenty steck en de place, He give us pleaty te ed, He was

cv@ wiee man. He wasn't brutish, He treat he slgves like hisself, I never

wle
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'member see¢ him whip nebady. He didn't 'lew no 11l treatment, All de falks
reund he plece say he niggers ruint and speiled,

"De 1i'1l white felks and nigger felks jus' play reund like brudder and
sister and us 211 eat at de white table, I slep' in de white folks heuss, th.
My gedfather and gedmether was rich white felks, I still Cath'lie,

"] seed sajers but I toe li;l te knew nathin‘ fbeut dem, Dey didn't werry
ne a-tell, I didn't git clese te de battle,

"y mammy weave cleth out cetten znd weel, I 'member de leem. It zo
'bssm—boem-bpen, ¥ Dat de shuttle gein' cross, " My deddy, he de smart man,
I'11 never be like him leng as I live in dis werld, He make shees. He build
heuse, He de amything. He and ny mammy neither sne ever been brutal;lze".

"De first woerk I dene was wvraisin' cetten and sugar cane and sweet and
Irish 'taters. I used to ceek sugnr,

"I m'arry or twenty-secsnd of February. Mv wife was. Medera Laber. She
been dead thirty-five year new, I never marry ne second weman., I leve my wife

e much I never want nobedy else, Us had six chillen. Twe am livin',

"Goin' back when I a slave, massa hove o stere. When de priest come dey

held ehurch in dat stere, 0ld massa have sev'ral bevs, Dey went after seme

de slave gals, Dey hrve ehillen by dem., Dem gals have dere cabins and dere
~.¢hillen, what am half -white,

| "After while dem beys marry. But dey allus treat dey chillen by de slave

 wemens geed, Dey white wife treat dem geed, tee, mest like dey dere ewn chillen.

%014 massa have plenty memey, Land am onrlv tws bits de acre. Seme plaees

t eost nething. Dey did hanlim' in ex-carts. A man what had mules had ssmething
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"Us have plenty wild game, wild geese and ducks. Fishin' am mighty
goed. Dey was 'gaters, tee, I seéd dem bite 3 man's arm eoff,

"ff a slave feelin' bad dey weuldn't make him werk., My uncle and my
nanmy dey never werk nethings te speak of. Dey allus have ssme kind cemplaint,
Ain't neo tellin' what it gwine be, but ysu ceuld 'lew semething ailin'! dem!

"I 'member dey a white man. He had a gif'. I den't care what kind ef
animal, a deg er a ho-ss, dat man he werk en it and it never leave yeu eor yeu
| heuse, If anybsdy have teethache er earache he take a breond new nail what
ain't never werk befe' and werk ciat round you teoth er ear., Dat dbreak up
de teetha;che or eargehe right awny. He have 1i'l pragver he sav., I den't
knew what it was,

"I's seed ghesties, I talk with dem, tee. Semetimes dey like people.
Semetimes dey like animal, maybe white deg. I allus fesl chilly when dsy ceme
round me‘.. I talk with. ny wife after she d‘ead. She tell me, 'Den't you fergit

~te pray.' She say dis werld cerrupt and veu get te fight it eut."
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MATTIE GILMORE lives in a
little cabin on E. Fifth Avenue,
in Corsicana, Texas, A smile
came to her lips, as she recal-
lsd days when she was a slave
in Mobile, Alabama. She hes
no idea how old she is. Her
master, Thomas Barrow, brought
his slaves to Athens, Texas, -
during the Civil War, and
Mattie had two children at
that time, so she is probably
about ninety.

"I's born in Mobile, Alabams, and I don't have no idea when. My
white folks never did tell me how o0ld I was. My own dear mammy died !'fore
I can remember and my stepma didn't teke no time to tell me nothin'., Her
name was Mary Barrow and papa's name was Allison Barrow, and I had sisters,
Rachel and Lou and Charity, and a brother, Allison,

"My master sold Rachel when she was Jjus' a girl, I sho' did cry. They
put her on a block and sold her off., I heared they got a thousand dollars for
her, but I never seed her no more till after freedom. A man named Dick Burdon,
from Ksufman County, bought her, After freedom I heared she's sick and brung
her home, but she was too far gone.

"We lived in a log house with dirt floors, warm in winter but sho' hot
in suumer, no screens or nothin!, hus' homemade doors. We had homemade beds
out of planks they picked up around., Mattresses nothin', we had shuck beds.
But. anyway, you takes it, we was better off den dan now,

"I worked in the fields till Rachel was sold, den tooken her place,
doin' kitchen work and fannin' flies off de table with a great , long limb,

I liked dat, I got plenty to eat and not so hot. We had jus' food to

make you stand up asd work, It wasn't none the good foolish things we has
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now. We had cofnbread and blackeyed peas and beans and sorghum 'lasses. 0ld
master give us our rations and iffen dat didn't fill us up, we jus' went lank,
Sometimes we had possum and rabbits and fish, iffen we cotched dem on Sunday.
I seed 0ld Missy parch coffee in a skittle, and it good coffee, too. We couldn't
go to the store and buy things, ‘cause they warn't no stores hardly.

"When dey's hoein' cotton or corn, everybody has to keep up with de
driver, not hurry so fast, but workin?! steady. Some de women what had suckin'
babies left dem in de shade while dey worked, and one time a big; bald eagle
flew down by one dem babies and picked it up and flew away with it. De mama
couldn'ﬁ git it and we never heared of dat baﬁy 'gain,

*I 'member when we come from Mobile to Texas, By time we heared de Yankees
was comin' dey got 81l dere gold together and Miss Jane called me and give me a
whole sack of pure gold and silver, and say bury it in de orchard., I sho' was
scart, but I done what she said. Dey was more gold in a bit desk, and de Yanks
pulled de top of dat desk and got de gold., Miss Jane had a purty gold ring on
her finger and de captain yanked‘it off. I said, 'Miss Jane, is dey gwine give
you ring back?' All she said was, 'Shet vou mouth,' and da's what I did,

"Dat night dey digs up de buried gold and we left out. ﬁb Jus' traveled
at night and rested in daytime., We was scart to make a fire, Dat was awful times.
All on de wgr to de Mississip', we seed dead men layi,' everywhere, black and
white,

"While we's waltin' to go c:ﬁss de Mississip' a white man come up and
asks Marse Barrow how many niggers he has, enl counts us all, While we's waitin?

de guns 'gins to go boom, boom, and you could hear all dat noise, it so close.

-2=
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When we gits on de boat it flops dis way and dat scart me, I sho' don't want
to see no more days like dat one, with war and boats.

"Fe fixes up a purty good house and quarters and gits settied up
round Athens. Ané it ain't so long 'fore a paper come make us free. Some de
slaves laughin' and some cryin' and it a funny place to be. Marse Barrow asks
my stepma to stay cook and he'd pay her some money for it. We stayed four ar
five years. Marse Barrow give each he slaves somethin' when dey's freed. Lots
of master put dem out without a thing, But de'trouble with most niggers, dey
hever done no managin' =nd didﬁ't know how, De niggers suffered from de war,
iffen dey did git freedom from it.

"I's already married de slave wa& in Mobile and had three chillen., My
msband died 'fore war am over snd I marries Las Gilmore and never has no more’
chillen, I has no livin' kinfolks I knows of, When we come here Las done
any work he could git and bought this 11'l house, but I can't pay taxes on it,
but, sho', de white folks won't put me out. I done git my leg cut off in a train
wreck, s0 I can't work, and I's too old, noways. I don't has no idea how old I is.

LY
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ANDEEYW GOODMAN, 97, was born
a slave of the Goodman family,
near Birminghem, Alabema. His
naster moved to Suith County,
Texas, when Andrew was three
vears old., Andrew is a frail,
kindly o0ld man, wiio lives in

his memories, He lives at
2607 Canton St., Dallas, Texns.

"I was born in slavery and I thinlkk them days was better £or the
niggers than the days we see nw, One thing was, I never was cold and
hongry when my 013 uaster lived, and I has been plentiy hongry ~nd cold
o lot of times since he is gone, 3But sometimes I think M~rse Goodmnn
was the bestes! man Gowd made in a2 long tine,

"liy mother, Marthe Goodanan, 'longed to Marse Bob Goodmesn when slie
was born, but my pow co@e from Tednessee and Marse Bob heired him from
of his kinfolks whst died over there, The Goodmans must h»ve been fine
folks all-a-way round, ‘'cause ny psw said them that raised him wss good
to they niggers,

"0ld }Marse never 'lowed none of his nigger familie: separsted, He
"loved he thought it right and fittin' that folks stoy together, thoush
I heard tell of some that didn't think so,

"My Missus was just 2s good 2s Marse Bob, My mew was a puny littl
woman that wasn't =dle to do work in the fields, and she puttered round

the house for the Missus, doin' little odd jobs, I played round with

some

e

little Miss Sallie and little Mr, Bob, 2nd I ate with them and slert with

them, I used to sweep off the steps and do things, and she'd brag.onm
and many is the time I'd git to noddin' 2and go to sleep, and she'd pick

me up and put me in bed with her chillun,

-1~
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"Marse Bob didn?t put his little niggers in the fields till they's big
'nough to work, and the mammies was give time off from the fields to come
back to the mursin' home to ,suck the bgbies, He didn't’never put the niggers
out in bad weather, He give us somethinz to do, in out of the wegther, like
shellin' corn and the women could spin 2nd knit. They made us plenty of good
clothes. In summer we wore long shirts, split up the sides, made out‘of
lowerings -- that's same as cotton sacks was made out of, In winter we
had good jeans and knitted sweaters and knitted socks,

"My paw was a shoemaker., He'd toke a calfhide and make shoes with
the hairy sides turned in, and they was warm and kept your feet dry. My
maw spent a lot of time cardin' and spinnin' wool, and I ellus had plenty
things,

"Life was purty fine with Marse Bob, He was a man of plenty., He had
a 1ot of land 2nd he built him 2 big log house when he come to Texss, He
had sev'ral mndred head of cattle and more than that many hawgs., We raised
cotton and grein and chickens and vegetables, and most anything anybody could
ask for, Some places the masters give out a peck of meal and so meny pounds
of meat to a family for them a week's rations, and if they et it up that was
all they got, But Marse Bob allus give out plenty, end said, 'If you need
more you can have it, 'cause ain't =ny going to suffer on my plece.®

"He built us a church, and a old man, Kernéth Lyons, who was a slave of
the Lyon's family nearby, used to git a pass every Sunday mornin' and come
preach to us, Hg was a man of good learnin' and the best preacher I ever

heard, He bgptised in a little old mudholé down back of our place, Nearly

e
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all the boys and gals gits converted when they's 'bout twelve or fifteen
year old., Then on Sunday afternoon, Marse Bob larned us to resd and write,
He told us we oughta git all the learnin'! we could,

"Once a week the slaves could have any night they want for a dance
or frolic, Mance McQueen was a slave 'longing on the Dewbarry place, what
could play e fiddle, and his master give him a pass to come play for us,
Marse Bob give us chickens or kilt a fresh beef»or let us mepke 'lasszes candy.
We could choose any night, 'cept in the fall of the year. Then we worked
awful hard and didn't have the time., 'We had a gin run by horsepower and
after sundown, when we left the fields, we used to gin a bale of cotton
every night, Marse allus give us from Christmas Fve through New Year's Day
off, to make up for the hard work.in the fell,

"Christmas time everybody got a present and Marse Bob give a big
hawg'to every four families, We had money to buy whiskey with, In spare time
we'd make cornshuck horse collars and a1l kinds of baskets, and Marse bought
them off us, What he couldn't use, he s0ld for us, We'd take post oek and
split it thin with drawin' knives and let it git tough in the sun, and then
weave it into cotton baskets and fish baskets gnd little fancy baskets, The
men spent they money on whiskey, 'cause evervthing else was furnished. Ve
raised our owmn tobscco and ang it in the barn to season, and a'body could go
git it when they wanted it.

"We allus got Saturday afternoons off to fish and lunt. We used to
have fish fries and plenty game in them days,

"Course, we used to heer 'bout other places where they had nigger

drivers and beat the slaves, But I never did see or hear tell of one of
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master's slaves gittin' a beatin', 'e hed a overseer, but didn't know whaut
2 nigger driver was. Marse Bob had some nigger dogs like other places, =nd
used to train them for fun,’ He'd git same the boys to run for a hour or so
and then put the dogs on the trail., He'd say, 'If you hear them gittin!
near, tzke to a tree,! But Marse Bob never had no niggers to r;; of f.

0ld man Briécoll, who had » place nex: to ours, was vicious cruel, He
was mean t0 hls own blood, beatin' his chillen, His slaves was véfeﬁred all
the time and heted him, O0ld Charlie, a good, old man who 'longed to him, run
away and stayed &ix months in the woods 'fore Briscoll cotched him, The
niggers used to help feed him, but one day a nigger 'trayed him, 2nd Briscoe
put the dogs on him and cotched him, He made to Charlie like he wasn't goin'
to hurt him none,rand got him to come peaceful. When he took him home, he
tied him and beat him for a turrible long time, Then he took a2 big, pine
torch and let burnin' pitch drop in spots all over him., O0ld Charlie was
sick 'bout four months and then he died,

"Marse Boh knowed me better'n most the slaves, 'cause I was round the
»houseﬂmofe. Cne day he called all the slaves to the yard., He only hed sixty-
six then, tcanse he had fvided with his son and daughter when they married,
He made a little speech. He said, 'I'm going to a war, but I don't think
I?11 be gone long, 5nd Iy turnin' the overseer off and leavin' Andrew in
chhrgﬁbf the place, and I wants everything to go on, just like I was here,
ch,‘yoﬁ ail mind what Andrew says, 'cause if you dontt, I'll make it rough
on yoﬁ wheh 1 conéiback home.? He was jokin'; though, !cause he wouldn'y

hﬁf@“donehﬁothipg to them,
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"Then he sz2id to me, YAndrew, vou is 0ld 'nough to be a man and
look after things, Take care of Missus ond see that none the niggers wants,
and try to keep the place going,!

"We didn't know what the war was 'bout, but master was gone-four years,
When 014 Missus hesrd from him, she'd call 211 the slaves and tell us the news
and rezd us his letters, Little parts of it she wouldn't read, e never
heard of him gittin' lurt none, but if he had, 0ld Missus wouldn't tell use,
'cause the niggers used to cry and pray over him a1l the time, We never heard
tell what the war was 'hout,

"When Marse Bodb come-home, he sent for all the slaves, He was sittin'
in a yard chair, all tuckered out, and shuck hands all round, and said he's
glad to see us, Then he said, 'I got samathing to tell you. You is jus' as
free as I is, You don't 'long to nobody but you'selves. ‘e went to the war
end fought, but the Yankees done whup us, and they say the niggers is free,
You can go where you wents to go, or vou can stay here, Jus' as you likes,'

He couldn't hclp but cry.

"The niggers cry and don't know much what Marse Bob means., They is
sorry 'bout the freedom, 'cause they don't know where to go, and they's allus
Tpend on 0ld Marse to look after them, Three families went to get farms for
theyselves, but the rest just stay on for hands on the old place.

IThe Federals ﬁas been comin"by, even 'fore 0ld Marse come home, They
all come by, carryin' they little budgets, and if they was walkin' they'd look

in the stables for a horse or mule, and they jus! took what they wented of corn

or livestock, They done the same after Marse Bob come home. He jus' said,

5
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'Let them go they way, 'couse that 's what they're going to do, anyway.' e was
scareder of them than we was of the debbhil, But they spoke right kindly to us
cullud folks, They said, 'If you got a good master and want to stsy, well, you

can do that, but now you can go where you want to, ‘cause ain't nobody going to

-

stop you.?

"The niggers can't hardly git used to the idea. When they wants to leave
the place, they still go up to the big house for a pass, They jus! can't under-
stand 'bout the freedom, Old Marse of Missus say, 'You don't need no pass., All
you got to do is jus' take you foot in you hand and go.'

"It seem like the wér Jus! plumb broke Qld Marse up. It wasn'y long till he
moved into T§ler and left my paw runnin! the farm on a halfance with him and the
niggers workers, He didn't 1live long, but I forgits jus' how long. But when
Mr., Bob heired the o0ld place, he 'lowed we'd jus' go 'long the way ilis paw has
made the trade with my paw.

"Young Mr, Bob 'pearently done the first rascality I ever heard of a
Goodmaen doin', The first year we worked for him we raised lots of grain end other
things and fifty-seven bales of cotton. Cotton was fifty-two cents a pound and
he shipped it 211 awgy, but a2ll he ever gave us wes a box of candy and a sack of
store tobacco and a ssck of sugar, He said the 'signment done got lost, Paw sai.d
to let it go, 'ceuse we had allus lived by what the Goodman had said.

"I got married and lived on the old place till I was in my late fiftiles,

;'_i_ I had seven chillun, but if I got any livin' now, I don't know where they is now.

My paw and maw got to own a little plece of land not far from the old plece, and

fi*”, lived to be 102 and maw 106, I'm the last one of any of my folks,
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"For twenty years my health ain't been so good, and I can't work
even now, though my health is better'n in the past. I had hemorraghes. All

my folks died on me, and it's purty rough on a 0ld msn like me, My white folks

is all dead or I wouldn't be 'lowed to go hongry and cold like I do, or have to

pay rent,

LE L L L)
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AUSTIN GRANT came to Texas from
Mississippi with his grandfather,
father, wother and brother. Georgs
Harper owned the fanmily. He raised
cotton on Peach Creek, near Gonzales,
Austin was hired out by his master
and after the war his father hired
him out. to the Riley Ranch on Seco
Oreek, above D'hanis. He then
bought a farm in the slave settle~
ment north of Hondo. He is 89 ”
or 90 years old, |

"I%m mixed up on my age, I'm 'fraid, far the Bible got
burned up that the master's wife had our ages in, She told me my
age, which would make me 89, but I believe I comenearer bein! 91,
accordin' to the way my mother figured it ou¥,

"I belonged to George Harper, he was Judge Harper, The'
was my father, mother and two boys, He brought us from Mississippi,
but I don' 'member whet part they come from, We settled down here
at Gonzéles, on Peach Greek, and he farméd one year there, Then he
moved out here to Medina County, right here on Hondo Creek, I dont
imember how many acres he had, but he had a big farm, He had at
least eight whole slave families, He sold ‘em when he want»d money,

"My mother's name was Mary Harper and m;} father's name was
Ike Harper, and they belonged to the Harpers, too, TYou know, after
they was turned loose they had to name themselves, My father named

himself Grant and his brother named himself Glover, and my grandfather

was Filmore, They had some kin' of law you had to git away from your

‘boss! hame_ 80 they ngzmed themselves,
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"OQur house we had. to live in, I tell you we had a tough
affalr, a picket concern, you might say no house a~tall, The beds was
one of your own make; 1if you knowed how to r;mke one, you had one, but
of course the chillen slept on the floor, patched up some way.

e "We went barefooted in the summer and winter, too. You had

/
/

© . to prepare that for yourself, and if you didn' have head enough to pre-
S _

Wv _/ pare for yourself, you went without. I don' see how they done as well

' as they done, 'cause some winters was awful éold, but I always said the

/
/
!

ff' Lawd was with 'em,
f‘

"ye didn' have no littls garden, we never had no time to work
no garden. When you could see to work, you was woikin' for him, Ho!

You didn' know what monejr was. He never paid you anything, you never got
to see none, Some of the Germans would give the 0ld ones a little piece
of money, but the chillen, pshaw! They never got to see nothin,!

"Helwa,s a pretty good boss, You didn' have to work Sunday and
paﬂ of Saturday and in the evenin', you had that, He fed us good. Some-
times, if you was crowded, you had to work all day Saturday. But usually
he‘give you that, so you could wash and weave cloth or such, He had cullud
women there he kep' all the time to weave and' spin, They kep' clbth made.

"On Saturdas;' nights, we jes' knocked 'round theplace, Christmas?
I don' know 'as I was ever home Christmas, My boss kep' me hired out. The
31§v83 never had no Christmas presents I know of, And big dinners, I never
was at nary one, They didn' give us nothin, I tell vou, but a grubbin' hoe

and axe and the whip., They had co'n shuckin's in them days and co'n shellin's,

too, We would shuck: 80 many days and 80 many days to shell it up.

“Ve would shoot mar'bles when we was little, It was all the game the
‘niggers ever Xnowed, was shootin' marbles,
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"After work at nights f,hﬁre wasn't much settin' 'round; you'd
fall into bed and go to sleep, On Saturday night they didn' git together,
they would jes' sing at their own houses, Oh, yes'm, I 'member 'em singin!
'Run, nigger, run,?! buf‘i’t"s too far back for me to Ymember those other
songs. They would raise up a song when they was pilckin! cotton, but I
don' 'member much about thos; songs, il

"My old boss, I'm bou.ﬁ' tb give him praise, he tregted his nig-
gers right, He made 'em work, though, end he whipped 'em, too, But he
fed good, too, Wé had rabbits and possums once in awhile, Hardly ever
any g;me, but ;r.ou might git g deer somet@fnes.

"Let 'em ketch vou with & gun or a piece of paper with writin?
on it and he'd whip you like everything. Some of the slaves, if they ever
did git s p‘iece of paper, they would keep it and learn a few words, But
they didn' want you to kmow nothin', that's what, nothin' but work., You
would think they was goin' to kill you, he would whip you so if he caught
you with a piece of paper, You couldn' havenothin' btut a pick and axe and
grubbint! hoe,

"We neﬁer got to play none, Our boss hired us out lots of times,
I don' know what he got for us. We fmed, cut wood, grubbed, anything, 1
herded sheep and I picked cotton, |

e got ﬁp early, you betcha., You would be ocut there by time vou
could see and vou quit when it was dark, They tasked us. They would give us
200 or 300 pounds of cotton to bring in and you would git it, and if you
didn! glt it, you bétter, or you would git it tomorrow, or your back would

gif :Hs. Or you'd git 1t from someone else, maybe steal it froa their sacks.
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"My grandfather, he would tell us things, to keep the whip
off our backs, He would say, 'Chillen, work, work and work hard. You
know how you hate to be whipped, so work hard!' And of course we chillen
tried, but of course we would git careless sometimes,

"The master had a 'black sngke! - some called it a bull whip,'
and he knew how to use it, He whipped, but I don' 'member now whether
he brought any blood on me, but he cut the bléod outta the grown ones,

He didn! tié ‘em, he always haci 2 whippin' block or log to make ‘em lay
down on, Theyv called 500 licks a 'light breshin,! and right on vour naked
back, too. They sgid -rour clothes wouldn? grow but your hide would, From
what 1 heered say, if you.run away, then was when they give you a whippin,'
prob'bly 1500 or 2000 licks. They!'d shore tie you down then, 'cause you
couldn! stgn' it. Then you'd have tc work on top of =11 that, with vour
shi_rt stR®ckint nto vour back,

"The overseer woke us up. Sometimes he had a kin'! of horn to
blow, and when you heered that horn, y?)u'd better git up. He would give
you a good whippin' iffen he had to come and wake vou up., He was the mean-
est one on the place, worse'n the boss man,.

"The boss man had a nice rock house, and the women didn' work
at all,
"I never did see any slgves guctioned off, but I heered of lt.
My boss he would take 'em there and sell 'em,
. "They had a church this side of New Fountain ahd the boss man

‘lowed us to go on Sunday. If eny of the slaves did join, they didn?

hﬁpti‘:ﬂ’i‘z tm;, a8 I know of,
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"When one of the elsves would die, they would bury 'em on
the land there, Reg'lar little cemetery there. Oh, yes, theﬁr would
have doctors for Yem, If anybody died, they would tell some of the
other slaves to dig the grave and take 'em out there and bury 'em, They
Jes! put 'em in a box, no preachin' or nothin.? But, of course, if it
was Sunday the slaves would follow out there and sing., No, if they
didn' die on Sunday, vou couldn' go; you went to that field,

"If you wanted to go to any other plentation you had to git a
pass to go over there, and if you didn' and got caught, you got one of
the worst whippins!, If things happened end they wanted totell fem on
other plantations, they fould. slip out at night and tell 'em.

"Ye never heered much about the fightin' or how it was goin,! When
the war finally was over, our o0lé boss called us all up znd had us to stand
1n‘abreast, and he stood on the gallery and he read the verdict to tea, and
sald, 'Now, you can jes' work on if you want to, ond I'1l treat you jes!
like I always did.' I guess when he said that they kmew what he meant.
The! wasn't but one family left with 'im. They stgyed about two years,

But the rest was just like b}rds, they Jes' flew,

I went with my father and he hired me out for two years, to s
man ngmed Riley, over on the Seco, I did most everythin', worked the field
and was house rustler, too. But I hed a good time there. After I left
'im, I came to D'Hanis, I woﬂéed on a church house they was buildin!.
Then I went back to mv father and worked for him a long time, freightin'

cotton to Eagle Pass, I used horses and mules and hauled cotton and flour

and whiskey, and things like that.
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"I met my wife down on Black Creek, »nd I freighted two veors
after we was married. We got married‘so long ago, but in them days any-
thing would do. TYou see, these days they sre so proud, but we was glad
to heve anything. I had a black suit to be married in, and a pretty long
shirt, and I wore boots, She wore a white dress, buf in them days they
didn' have black shoeas, Yes'm, they had a danée, down here on Black Creek,
Danced half the night at her house agnd two men plsved the fiddle. Eat?

Ve had everythin'! to eat, a2 baorbecued celf and , hog, too, and all kinds
of cakes and ples. Drink? Why, the men had whiskey’to dr;nk end the
women drank coffee. We married about 7 or 8 in the evenin! at her house.
My wife's name was Sarah Ann Brackins,

| "Did I =ee a ghost? Well, over yonder on the creek was a ghost.
It wes @ moonlight night and it passed right by me and it never had no
headyon it a~tall. It almost breshed me, It kep' wselkin! right by side
of me, I shore saw it and I run like a good fellow, Lots of tem could
see wonnurful sights then and I heered lots of noises, but that's the only
ghost I ever seen,

"No, I never knowed nothing 'bout charms, I've seen 'em have a
rabbit heel or coon heel for good luck. I seen a woman one time that was
tricked, or what I'd call poisoned, A place on her let, it was jes'! the
shape of these little old striped lizards, It was somethin' they called
trickin it,' and a person that knoﬁed to triock you would put it there to
mgke you suffer the balance of your days. It would go 'round your leg clear
to the hip and be between the skin and the flesh, They called it the

devil's work,"

SRPRBERRBRE
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JAMES GREEN is half American
Indian and half Negro. He was
born a slave to John Williamse,
of Petersburg, Va., became g
"free boy", then was kidnapped
and sold in a Virginia slave
narket to a Texas ranchman.
He now lives at 323 N, QOlive St.,
San Antonio, Texas,

"I never knowed my age till after de war, when I's set free
de second time, and then marster gits out a big book and it shows I's
25 year old, It shows I's 12 when I is bought and $300 is paid for me.
That $800 wae tolen money, 'cause I was kidnapped and dis is how it
come:

"My mammy was ovned by John Willi=zms in Petersbturg, in Virginis,
and I come born to her on dat plantation. Den my father set 'bout teo
git me free, 'cause he s full-blBeded Indi~n and done some big favor
for a big man high up in de courts, =nd he gits me set free, and den
Marster Williams laughs and calls me 'free boy.'

"Then, one day along come‘a Friday and that a2 unlucky star day
and I playin! round de house and Marster Williams came up 2nd say, 'Delisa,
will you 'low Jim walk down de str-et with me?' My mammy say, 'All right,
Jim, vou be a good boy,' aznd dat de las' time I ever hesred her spesk,
or ever see her, e walks down whar de houses grows cliose together and
pretty soon comes to de slave market. I ain't seed it 'fore, but when
Marster Williasms says, 'Git up on de dblock,' I got a funny feelin'!, and

I knows what has happened, I's sold to Marster John Pinchback and he had

de St. Vitus dance and he likes to meke he niggers suffer to make up for

-1~
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his squirmin' 2nd twistin' and he the bigges' debbil on earth,

"We leaves right away for Texas and goes to marster's ranch in
Columbus., It was owned by him and a man call Wright, and when we gits
there I's put to work withpu}t nothin' to eat. D2t night I makes up my
nind to run away but de nex' day dey takes me and de other niggers to look
at de dogs and chooses me to train de dogs with. I's told I had to play
I runnin' away and to run five mile in any way snd then climb a tree, One
of de niggers tells me kind of nice to climb as high in dat tree 2s I could
if I didn't want my body fore off my legs . S0 I runs s good five miles
and climbs up in de tree whar de branches is gettin' small,

"I sits dere a long time and den sees de dogs comin'. Vhen
dey gits under de tree dey sees me and starts barkin!, After dat I never
got thinkin' of rum’nin' away.

"Time goes on and de war come along, but everythang goes on
like it did., Some niggers dies, but more was born, 'cause 0ld Pinchback
sees to dat., He breeds niggers as quick as he can, 'cause dat money for
him. ¥o one had no say who he have for wife. But de nigger husbends wasn't
de only ones dat keeps up havin' chillen, 'cause de m‘arsters and de drivers
takes 2ll de nigger gals dey wents. Den de chillen was brown and I seed
one clear white one, but dey slaves jus' de same.

"De end of dat war comes and 0ld Pinchback says, 'You niggers
2ll come to de big house in de mornin'. He tells us we is free and he opens
his book and gives us all a name and tells us whar we comes from and how
0ld we is, and says he pay us 40 cents a day to stay with him, I stays Tbout

a year and dere's no big change. De same houses and some got whipped but
nebody got nailed te & tree by de ears, like dey used to. Finally old Pinch-

-
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beck dies and when he buried de lightnin' come and split de grave and
de coffin wide open,

"Well, time goes on some more =2nd den Lizzie and me, we gits
together and we marries reg'lar with a real weddin'. “/e's been together
a long time and we is happy.

"] 'members a old song like dis:

"t0ld marster eats heef and sucks on de bone,
And give us de gristle--
To make, to make, to make, %tc make,
Tn meske de nigger whistle,!
"Dat all de sonz I "member from dose old days, 'ceptin' one
more:
W11 goes to church in early momrn,
De birds just a-sittin' on de tree--
Somet imes my clothes gits very much worn--
'"Cause I wears 'em out =t de knee.
"IT sings and shouts with 211 my might,
To drive awey de cold--

And de bells keep ringin' in gospel light,
Till de story of de Lamd am told,'"

o002 a0k 2 3 2 o R
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O. W. Green, son of Frank and ef

Mary Ann Marks, was born im slavery at
Bradly Co.,, Arkansas, June 26, 1859,
His owners, the Mobley family, owned
a large plantation and two or three
thousand slaves, Jack Mobley, Green's
young master, was killed in the Civil
War, and Green became one of the "orphan
chillen,® When the Ku Klux Klan became
active, the "orphan chillen" were taken
to kittle Rock, Ark. Later on, Green
moved to Del Rio, Texas, where he now
lives,

"I was bo'ned in Arkansas. Frank Marks was my father and
Mary Ann Marks my mother., She was bo'n on tke plantation, I had
two brothers,

¥l don' 'member de quarters, tut dey mus' of had plenty,
fcause dey was two, three thousand slaves on de plantation., All
my kin people belonged to Massa Mobley, My grandfather was a mille
man and dey had one de bigges® grist mills in de country.

"Our Massa was good and we had plenty for to eat, Dere was
ne Jjail for slaves on ocur place tut not far from dere was a Jjall,

"De Ku Klux Klan made everything pretty squally, so dey takem

de orphan chillen to kittle Rock and kep' 'em two, three years, Dere

was lots of slaves in dat couniry 'round Rob Roy and Free Nigger Bend.

014 Churchill, whe used to be governor, had a plantation in dere.

"When I was nine years ol' dey had de Bruce and Baxter revolu~

tien, 'Twas more runnin' den fightin', Bruce was 'lected for governor
but Baxter said he'd be governer if he had to run Brooks into de sea,.

"My young Massa, Jack Mobley, was killed in de war, is how I come

to be one of de orphan chillen.

- P
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"While us orphan chillen was at Little Rock dere come g
terrible soreness of de eyes. I heard tell *'twas caused from
de cholera. Every little child hsd to take turns about sittint
by de babies or totin' them. I was so blind, my eyes was so
sore, I couldn't see, The doctor's wife was working with us.
She was tryin' to figure up a cure for our sore eyes, first
using one remedy and den another., An 0lé herb doctor told her
about a herb he had used on de plantations to cure de slaves'
sore eyes. Dey boiled de herb and put hit on our gyes, on a
white cloth. De doctor's wife had a little boy about my age.
He would play with me, and thought I was about hit. He would
lead me sround, then he would run off and leave me and see if
I could see. One day between *'leven and twelve ofclock -- I
never will fergit hit -- he taken me down to de mess room. De
lady was not quite ready to dress my eyes. She told me to go
on and come back in a little while. When I got outside I tore
det old rag off of my eyes and throwed hit down. I told the
little boy, '0, I can see you!' He grabbed me by de arm and
ran yellin' to his memmy, 'Mema, he can see! Iiama, Owen cen
see!' I neva will fo'git dat word. Dey were all in so a re-
joicin', exeitable way. I was de first one had his eyes cured.
Dey sent de lady to New York and she made plenty of money from
her remedy.

| ®Things sure was turrible durin® de war. Dey Jjust driv
us in front of de soldiers. Dere was lots of cholera. We was

 just bedded togethar lak hogs. The Xu Klux Klan come behind
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de soldiers, killin' and robbin*,
"After two or three years in de camp with de orphans, my
kin found me and took me home.
"My graﬁdfather and uncle was in de fightin'. My grand-
Tfather was a wagon men. De las' trip he made, he come home
bringint a loed of dead soldiers to be buried. My grandfather
told de people all about de war. He said hit sure-was terrible.
"When de war was over de people Jus' shouted fur joy. De
men and women jus' shouted for joy. 'Twas only because of de

SN ~———————

Eprayers of de cullud people, dey was freed,and de Lawd worked
H

ithrouggwgiggpln.

"My old masta was a doctor and a surgeon, He trained my
grandmother; she wofked under him thirty-seven yeers a&s a nurse.
When o0ld maste wanted grandmother to go on = special caese he
would whip her so she wouldn't tell none of his secrets., urand-
mother used herbs fo® medicine -~ black snake root, sasparilla,
blackberry briar roots -- and. nearly all de young'uns she fooled
with she save from diarrhea.

nMy old masta was good, but when he found you shoutin?
he burnf your hend., My grandmother said he burnt her hand several
times., Maste wouldn't let de cullud folks have meetin', but
dey would go out in de woods in secret to pray and preach and
shout.

v Jist picked up4enough readin' to read my blble and
aeratchnmy neme. I went to school one‘mo'ning and didn*t git
along wid de teacher so I didn't go no mo', |

*I *member my folks hadmbig timeé come Christmas. Dey
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never did}work on Sundays, Jjist set around and rest. Dey never
worked in bad weather. Dey never did go to de field till seven
ofclock.

*] married in 1919, I have two step-daughters and one step-
son, My step-son lives in San Antonio. I have six step-grand-
chillen., I was a member of de Baptist church befo® you was

bo'n lady.’
3
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Dibble, Fred
‘Beaumont, Jefferson Co,Dist.#3 Poge 1

TEXAS
STO OF EX-SLAVES

ROSA GREEN, 85 years o0ld, was born at
Ketchi, Louisiana, but as soon as she

was old enough became a housegirl on

the plantation of HMajor "Bob" Hollings-
worth at Mansfield, Louisiana, To the
best of her knowledge, she was ebout 13
when the “freedom papers" were read, She
had had 13 children by her two husbands,
both deceased, and lives with her young-
est daughter in Beaumont, Their one-room,
unpainted house is one of a dozen unpre-
possessing structures bordering an alley-
way leading off Pine Street, Rosa, a spry
little figure, crowned with short, snow-
white pigtalls extending in various direc-
tions, spends most of her time tending her
small flowerbeds and vegetable garden.

She is talkative and her memory seems quite
active,

“When de w'ite folks read lde freedom paper I was
13 yeaf old, I jes'! lean up agin de porch, tcause I didn' know
der what it was all about, I war'nt bo'a in Texas, I was bo'na
in Ketchi, but I was rais' in Manfiel', Law, yes, I 'member de
fight at Manfiel!, My ol! marster tuk all he niggers and lef!
at night, Lef' us little ones; say de Yankees could git us effen
day wan! to, 'canse we no good no way, and I wouldn® care if dey
did git us, Dey put us in a sugar hogshead and give us a spoon to
scrape out de sugar, 'Bout de ol' plantation, I work a little
wiile in de fiel', I didn' kmow den like I see now, Dese chillen
bo'n wid mo! sense now dan we was den, Dey was 'bout ten cullud
folks on de place, My ol' marster mame Bob Hollingsworth, but dey
call *im Major, ‘cause he was a major in de war, not de las' one,
but de one way back yonder, Ol' missus work de little ones roun'

de house and under de house and kep' ev'yt'ing clean as yo' han!,

A,
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The ol! marster I thought was de meanes' man de Lawd ever made., Look
like he cuss ev'y time he open he mouth, De neighbor w'ite folks, some
good, some bad. My work was cleanin' up 'roun de house and nussin' de
chillen, Only times I went to chdrch when day tuk us long to min! de
chillen, When de battle of Manfiel! was, we didn' git out much. When
. e Yankees was comin' to Gran' Cane, my wtite folks dig a big pit and
put der meat and flour and all in it and cover it over wid dir; and
put wagon loads of pine straw over it. It was 'bout five or six mile
to Manfield and 'bout 49 or 50 mile to Shreveport. My ol® marster tuk
all he niggers and went off somweres, dey called it Texas, but I didnm!
know where., De ol'er ones farm. Dey rais' ev'yt!ing dey could put in
de groun®, dey did, My pa was kirrige(carriage) driver for my ol' missus,
He was boss nigger fo! de cullud men when marster wan't right dere. My
father jis! stay dere. See, dey free our people in July. Dat leave de
whole crop stanin' dere in de fiel', Dey had to stay dere and tske care
of de crop, After dat dey commence makin' contraks and bargins., I was
22 years ol' when I marry de fus' time, Both my msban's dead, I ked
13 chillen in all,

"De fus' time I went to church, missus tuk me and another gal
to min' de chillen., I never heared a preacher befo!, I ‘member how de
preacher word de hymn:

'Come, ye sinners, po' and needy,
Weak and wounded, sick and so!,!

"I couldn' understan' 1%, btut now when I look down on it I sees

1t uow. I bleeve us been here goin' on fo! year' right yere in dis house,

N
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WILLIAM GREEN, or "Reverend
Bill", =8 he is call by the
other Negroes, was brought

to Texas from Mississippi in
1862. His master was Jejor
John Montgomery. William is.
87 vears old., He has lived
in San Antonio, Texas, for 50
yvears,

I is Reverend Bill, all right, but I is 'fraid dat compli-
ment don't belong to me no more, fcause I guit preachin' in favor
of de voung men,

"I kin tell vou my 'speriences in sarin' - ris'ry dat was,
is peace dat is. I tells vou dis 'spite of bein' alone in de world
with no chiliun,

"I is raised a slave and 'mancipated in June, b.t I 'membars de
0ld plantation whar I is born. Nassa John lfongomery, he owned ne,
and he went to de war and git kilt. I knowed 'bout de war, though
us slaves wasn't sposed to know nothin' 'bout it. I was livin! in
Texas then, 'cause Massa John moved over here from Mis'sippi., 1In
dat plaee niggers was allus wrong, no matter what, but it was better
in dis place, ‘e used to think we was lucky to git over here to Texas,
and we used to sing a'song 'bout 1it:

Wi0ver yonder is de wild-goose nation,
Whar old missus has sugar plantation--
Sugar grows sweet tut de plantation's sour,
'cause de nigger jump and run every hour,
1T has you all to lmow, you all to know,
Dere's light on de shore,

Says little Bill to big Bjll,
There's a 1i'l nigger to wtite and cipher,!

"I don't kmow what de song meant but we thought we'd git free

-1~
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hefo in Texas, and we'd git eddicated, and dat's de meanin' of de
talk about writin' and eipherin',

"Well, vhen I is free I isn't free, 'cause de boss wants me
and another bof to stsy till we's 21 year old. But old Judge Long-
worth, he come down dere and dere was pretty near a fight, and he
tsplains to us we was free,

"thout five year after dat I takes up preashin' and I preaches.
for a long time, and I works en g farm, half ani half with de owner.

I has a good life, bat now I's teo 0ld to preach.

BRARRPRREERRS




20041
AR EX-SLAVE STORIES Pgge One
A (Texas)

PAULINE GRICE, 81, was born a slave
of John Blackshier, who owned her
mother, about 150 slaves, 50 slave
children, and a large plantation
near Atlanta, Georgia. Pauline
married Navasota Grice in 1875

and they mowved to Texas in 1917.
Since her husband's death in 1928
Pauline has depended on the charity
of friends, with whom she lives at
2504 Ross Ave,, North Fort Worth,
Texas,

é19§? "White man, dis o0ld cullud woman am not strong. 'Bout 21l my sub-
stance am gone now., De way vou sees me layin' on dis bed am what I has
to do mos' de time. My mem'rapdum not so good like 'twas.

"De place I am borned am right near Atlanta, in Georgia, and on
dat plantation of Massa Johﬁ Blackshier, A big place, with *bout 150
growed slaves and 'bout 50 pickininnies, I doesn't work till near de
surrender, 'céuse I's too small. But us don't leave Massa John, us go
right on workin! for him like 'fore,

"Massa John am de kind massa and don't have whuppin's., He tell
de overseer, 'If you can't make deﬁ niggers work without de wh@p, den
yvou not de man I wents.' Mos'! de niggers 'have theyselves and when dey
don't massa put dem in de 1i'l house what he call de jail, with nothin!'
to eat till deys ready to do what he say. Onct or twict he sell de
nigger what won't do right and do de work,

"Us have de cabin what am made from logs but us only sleeps dere.

All us cookin! done in de big kiﬁbhﬁn. Dere am three women what do det,

‘and give us de meals in de long shed with de long tables.

a8
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"To de bes' of dis nigger's mem!randum, de feed am good. Plenty
of everything and corn am de mostest us have, Dere am cornbread and
cornmeal mush and corn hominy and corn grits and parched corn for drink,
'stead of tea of coffee, Us have milk and 'lasses and brown sugar, and
sone meat., Dat all raise on de place. Stuff for to eat and wear, dat
am made by us cullud folks and dat place am what dey calls se'f-s'portin'.
De shoemaker make all de shoes and fiﬁ?e leather, too.

"After breakfas! in de mornin“ de niggers am gwine here, dere and
everywhere, jus' like de big factory. Every one to he job, some a-whistlin',
some a-singin', Dey sings diff'rent songs and dis am one when deys gwine
to work: |

"101d cotton, old corn, see you every mormm,
0ld cotton, o0léd corn, see you since I's born.
01ld cotton, o0ld corn, hoe you till dawnm,
01d cotton, old corn, what for you born?!

"Yes, suh, everybodv happy on massa's place till war begin. He
have two sons and Willie am 'bout 18 and Dave am 'bout 17. Dey jines de
army and after 'bout a &ear, massa jine too, and, course, dat make de
missy awful sad. She have to 'pend on de overseer and it warn't like massa
keep things runnin', |

"In de 0ld days, if de niggers wants de party, massa am de big toad
in de puddle., And Christmas, it am de day for de big time. A tree am fix,
and some present for everyone., De white preécher talk 'bout Cﬁiist. Us
have singin' and 'joyment sll day, Den at night, de Biz fire builded and
all us sot 'round it, Dere am 'bout hundred hawg bladders save from hawg
.‘kdlithm s0; on,éhzistmas nigﬁ;. éogahillen takes dem and puts dem on de

_stick, Fast dey is all blowed full of air and tied tight and dry,
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Len de chillen holds de bladder in de fire and purty soon, 'B A W G,' dey
goss., Dat am de fireworks,

"Dat all changed after massa 20 to war., Tust de 'federste sojers come
and taxes soile mules and hosses, den some more coue for de corn., After

-

vnile, de Yanikee vojers comes and takes some mors, “hen dey gits throuzh,
ey 2in't much more tooiin' to be done., DNe vesr 'fore surrender, us am short
of rations and sonetime us hongry, Us sees no battlin! .t “e cannon bargall
day. Once, dey bang two whole days 'thout hardly stoppin', Dat am when
missy zo tech in de head, 'cause massa and de bors in dat battle, She jus!
walk 'round de yard and twist de hands and say, 'Dey sho' git kil:. Dey sho!
dead.! Den when extra loud noise come from de cennon, she scre~m, Den word
come Willie am kilt. She gits over it, buf she an de diff'rent woman. For
her, it am trouble, trouble and nore trouble,

"She can't sell e cotton. Dey done took all de ratinns a~d us couldn't
eat de cotton, One day she tell us, 'De war am on us, De sojers done took
de rations, I can'g s<ll de co-ton, 'cause >f cde blockade.' I don't know
what am dat blocxade, but she say it, 'Now,' she say, 'All you cullud folzs
born and raise here and us allus heen good to you. I can't holp it 'cause
rations am short and I'll do 211 I can for rou, iill vous be patient with
ne?!  All us stay dere and hddp missy all us could,

"Den massa core home and say, . 'Yous gwine be free, Far as I cares, "wou
is free now, and can stav here and tough it through or go where vou wants.
I thanks yous for all de way yous done while I's gone, 2nd I'l1l holp you

211 I can,' Us all stay and it sho' am tough times., Us heve most nothin!

-3-
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to eat and den de Ku Klux come 'round dere. Massa say not mix with dat
crowd what lose de head, jus'! stay to home and work, Some dem niggers on
other plantations ain't keep de head and dey gits whupped and some gits
kilt, but us does what massa ‘say and has no trouble with dem Klux,

"It 'bout two year after freedom mammy gits marry and us goes
and works on shares, I stays with dem till 1875 and den marries Navasota
Robert Grice and us live by farmin' till he die,.nine year since., 'Bout 20
year since us come here from Georgia and works de truck farm. I has two
chillen but dey dead, De way I feels now, 'twon't be long 'fore I goes, too.

My friends is good to me and lets me stay with dem,

BRERR R
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MANDY HADNOT, small and forlorn

looking, as she lies in a huge,

old-fashioned wooden bed, appears

very black in contrast to the

= . clean white sheets and a thick

’ mop of snowy wool on her head,

. @ She does not know her age, but

N from her appearance and the de-

tails she remembers of her years

as slave in the Slade home, near

ﬁ Cold Springs, Texas, she must be
very old, She lives in Woodville,

Texas, with her husband, Josh,

to whom she has been married 13

years,

"I's too small to 'amember my father, 'cause he die when

I Jus' a baby, Dey was my mudder and me and de ole mistus and marster

on de plantation, It were mo' jus' a farm, but dey raise us all we
need to eat and feed de cows and hosses,
"De earlies! 'membrance I hadb is when de ole marster drive

z into de town for supplies every two weeks. Us place was right near
Col' Springs. He was a good man. He treat dis 1il' darky Jjus' like
he own chile, 'cause he never hab any chillen of his own. I knew 'bout
de time he comin' home when he go to towmn and I wait down by de big
gate, Purty soon I see de big ox comin' and see de smoke from de road
dust flyin', Den I know he almos' home and I holler and wave my han'!
and he holler and wave he han' right back., He gllus brung me somethin',
Jus! like I he own little gal.‘ Sometime he brung me a whistle or some

candy or doll or somethin',

"One Easter he brung me de purties' 1il' hat I ever did see,

My ole mistus tock me to Sunday school with her and I spruce up in dat

hat,
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"Every Christmas 'fores cle marster die he fix me up a tree out
de woods, Dey put popco'n on it to trim it and dey giw me sometime a
purty dress or shoes and plenty candy and meybs a big, red apple. Dey
hab a big san' pile for me to play ia, but I never play with any other
chillen. My mammy, Emily Budle, she cook and clean up mistus log house
cabin, After de ole marster die dey both work in de fiel' and raise
plenty vegetables to can and eat. My task was to shell peas and watch
and stir de big cookin' pots on de fireplace,

"My mistus hav lots of company. When she come in and say, 'Mandy,’
shine up de knife and fork and put de polish on de pianny, I allus hapry,
'cause I lub to see folks come, Us hab chicken and all kinds of good
things, De preacher, he was big, jolly man, he come to de house 'bout one
Sunday in every month. Sometime dey brung 1il' white chillen to dinner,
Den us play

'Rabbit, rabbit,
Jump fru' de crack.!

and
'Kitty, kitty,
In de corner,
Meow, meow,
BRun, kitty, run,!

"De ole marster pick me out a 1il?, gentle hoss named Julie and
dat was my very own hoss. It was jus' a common 1il' hoss. I uster sneak
sugsr out de barrel to teed Juliie. Dey had a big smokehouse on de farm
where dey kep' all kin's of good things like sugar and sich. Dey had fruits
of all kin's put up.

"Every mornin' de ole mistus took out de big Bible and hab prayer

meetin' for jus' us three., Us never learn read much, tho' she try teach me

~2-
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some, When I's 'bout nine year ole sne buy me a purty white dress and took me
to jine de church. She was a little, white ~hair' woman, what never los' her
temper 'pout nounin!, Sne use' to lLet me bump on her plenny and didn' say
nothin!, Sne couldn' play de pianny but sue kinder nope mgyoe I couwrd, outv I
never dia learn now, -
“"Wnen freedom come my muader and me pay no 'tention to it, Us stay
rignt on de place., Pyrty soon my mudder die and I jus' took up her shoes,
One dey I's makin' a bonfire in de yard and ketch my dress on fire, De whol
gide of my lef! leg mos' bu'n off, Mistus was so 1il' she couldn' 1lit' me
but the fin'ly git me to bed. Dere I stay for long, long time, and she wait
on me han' and feet, She make linseed poultice and kep'! de btu'n grease good.
Mos' time sne leave all de wo'k stan' in de middle of de floor and read de
Bibtle end pray for me to git heal up and not suffer, She cry rignt 'long
with me when I cry, 'cause I hurt so,
"When I's 16 year ole I want to hab courtin'., Mistus 'low me to

hab de boy come right to de big house to see me. He come two mile every
Sunday and us go to Lugene Baptist church. Den she hav nice Sunday dirner
for both us. She let me go to ice cress supper, too. Dey dide' hab no
freezer den, jus' a big pan in some ice. De boys and girls took tu'ns
stirrin! de cream. It never git real ha'd but stay kinder slushy. Dey
serve cake. Us hav ple supper, too, Whoever git de girl's pie eat it with
her, |

"My ole mistus she pay me money right 'long after freedom but I too

close to spen' any. Den when I 'cide to marry Bob Thomas, she he'p me fix
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a hope ches', I buys goods for sheets and table kivers and one nice
Sunday set dishes,

"Us marry rignt in de parlor of de mistus house. De white man
preescher marry us and mistus she give me 'way. Ole mistus he'p me make
my weddin'! dress outta white lawn. I had purty long, dblack hair and a
veil with a2 ribdon 'round de fron'. De weddin' feas' was strav;ﬁerry
ice cream and yaller cske, O0le mistus giv me my bedstead, one of her
purtiest ones, and de set dishes and glasses us eat de weddin! dinner
outta. My husban' gib me de trabblin' dress, but I never use dat dress
for tiree weeks, though, ‘cause ole mistus cry so when I hafter leave
dat I stay for three weeks after I marry,

¥“She all 'lone in de big house and I think it break her heart.

I ain' been gone to de sawmill town very long when she sen' for me, I
g0 to see her and took a peach ple, 'cause I 1ub her and I know dat's
what she like better'n anything. She was sick and she say, 'Mandy, dis
de las' time us gwineter see each other, 'cause I ain' gwineter git well.
You be a good girl and try to git through de worl' dat way.' Den she
make me say de Lord Prayer for her jus' like she allus make me say it for
e night prayer when I 1il' gal. I never see her no mo',

"Me and Bob Thomas and dis husban', Josh, what I marry thirteen
yesr 8go, hadb 'bout 10 chillen all togedder, Us been 1ib here many a year.
I don' care so much 'bout leavin' dis yearthly home, 'cause I knows I
gwineter see de ole mistus up dere and I tell her I allus 'member what she

tell me and try lib dat way all time,

o0 0030 o 0 0K 3K R KRR Rk o R
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WILLIAM HAMILTON belonged to

a slave trader, who left him

on the Buford plantation, near
Village Creek, Texas, The trader
did not return, so the Buford
family raised the child with
their slaves, William now lives
at 910 E. Weatherford St,, Ft.
Worth, Texas.

-

"“Who I is, how 0ld I is and where I is born, I don't know, But
Massa Buford told me how durin' de war a slave trader nsme William
Hamilton, come to Village Creek, where Massa Buford live. Dat trader
was on his way south with my folks and a lot of other slaves, takin!

Yem somewheres, to sell, He camped by Massa Buford's plantation and
asks him, 'Can I 1eav'e dis 1i'1 nigger here till I comes~back?' Massa
Buford say, 'Yes,' and de trader say he'll be back in- 'bout three weeks,
soon as he sells all the slaves., He mus' still be sellin' 'em, ‘cause he
never comes back so far and there I am and my folks am took on, and 1

is too 1i'l to 'member 'em, 80 I never knows my pappv and mammy, Massa
Buford seys de trader comes from Missouri, but if I is born dere I don't
know, -

"De orly thing I tmembers 'bout all dat, am dere am lots of cryin'
when dey tooks me 'way from my memmy., Dat something I never forgits,

"I only 'members after de war, and most de cullud folks stays with
Massa Buford after surrender and works de land on shares. Dey have good
times on dat place, and don't want to leave., Day has dances and fun
ti11 de Ku Klux org'nizes and den it em lots of trouble. De Klux comes
to de dance and picks out a nigger and whups him, Jus! to keep de niggers

scart, and it git so bad dey don't have no more dances or parties,

-1-
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'“I '‘members seein! Eaith Baldwin and Jeb Johnson and Dan Hester
gittin' whupped by de Klux., Dey wasn'y so bad after women. It am allus
after dark when dey comes to de house and catches de man and whups him for
nothin', Dey has de power, and it am done for to show dey has de power, It
gits 80 bad round dere, dat de menfolks allus eats supper befo! éark and
takes a blanket and goes to de woods for to sleep. Alex Buford don't sleep
in de house for one whole summer,

"No one knowed when de Klux gomin'. All a-sudden up dey gailops on
hosses, all covered with hoods, and bust right into de house. Jus' latches
'stead of locks was used dem days., Dey comes sev'ral times to Alex' house
but never cotches him, I%d hear dem comin' when dey hit de lane and I'd
holler, 'De Klux am comin',' It was my job, after dark, listenin' for dem
Klux, den I gits under de bed,

"Why dey comes so many times round dere, am 'cause de second time
dey comes, Jane Bensom am dere, Jane am lots of woman, wide as de door and
tall, and weighs 'bout tiree hunder pounds., I calls, 'Here comes dc Klux,'
and makes for under de bed, There am embers in de fiveprlace and she fills
a pail with dem and when de Klux busts in de door she lets dem have de embers
in de face, and den out de back door she goes., Two of dem am burnt purty
bad. De nex' nizht back dey comes and asks where Jane am. She 'longs to
Massa John Ditto and am so big everybodv knows her, but de niggers won't
tell on her, She leaves de country fin'ly, but dey comes lookin' for her
every night for two months,

"Right over on Massa Ditto's place, am a killin' of a baby by dem
Klux, De baby,an in de mammy's arms and a bunch of Klux ridin' by takes

- Den
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a shot at de mammy, and it hits de badby and kills it.

“Right affer de baby killin', sojers with blue coats comes dere and
camps front of Massa Buford's place and pertects de cullud folks., I goes
over to dey camp every day and dey glves me lots of good eats. N

"De cullud folks has lots of trouble after de war, 'cause dey am
ir'rant niggers and gits foolishment in de head, They gits de idea de white
folks should give dem land and mules and sich. Over in de valle, Massa Moses
owns lote of land and fifty nigzer families, and he gives each family a deed
to 'bout fifty acres. Some dem cullud folks grandchillen still on dat land,
too, de Parkers and Farrows and Nelsone and some others, Den all de other
niggers thinks dey should git land, too, but dey don't, and it make dem git
foolishment and git in trouble.

“In 1897 I marries Effie Coleman and has no chillens, so I is alone
in de world now, I can't do much and lives on de $10.,00 de month pension,
De white folks lets me live in dis shack for mowin' de lawn, but I worries

'bout when I can't 40 no more work, It am de awful way to spend you last
days.

LY 1
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PIFERCE HARPER, 86, was born on

the Subbs plantation near Snow

Hill, North Carolina. When eighty)

years old he was sold for $1,150

to the Harper family, who lived

in Snow Hill, After the Civil

War, Pieérce farmed = small place

near Snow Hill and saw many raids

of the Klu Klux Klan, He came to

Galveston, Texas, in 1877. Pierce

attended a Negro school after he

was grown, learned to read and -
write, and is interested in the '
bettermment of his race,

"When you osk me is I Pierce Harper, you kind of 'sprised me.

I reckoned everybody know old Pierce Harper, Sister Johnson say to me
outside of services last Sundgy night, 'Brother Hai‘per, vou is de
beatines! man I ever seeﬁ. You lmow everybody and sverybody know you.'
And I said, 'Sister Johnson, dat's 'cause I keep faith with de Lawd.

I love de Lavd and my neighbors and de Lawd znd my neighbors love me,'!
Dat's what my 0ld mother told me 'wey back in slavery, before I was
evér sold, But here I is talking 'boufmyself when vou want to hear me
talk 'bout slavery. Let's see, now.

"I was born way back in 1851 in North Carolina, on Mr. Subbs'
plantation, clost to Snow Hill, which was the county seat. My daddy was
a field hand and my mother worked in the fields, too, right 'longside my
dadds;,' sé she could keepl him lined up. The mest r said thet Calisy, that
ny mother, was the best fieldhand he hsd, and Calvin, that my daddy, was
the laziest, My mother used to say he was chilesome. '

"Then when I was eight years old they sold me, + The market place
was in Snow Hill on the public square near the jailhouse. It was Jus' a

'iittle stand built out in the open with no top on it, that the slaves
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stood on to get sold while the white folks auctioned 'em off, I was too
little to ge{ on the stand, so they had to hold me up and Mr., Harper bought
me for $1,100. That was chegp for a boy.

"He lived in a brick house in town and had two-three slaves 'sides
me, I run errands and kept the yard clean, things a little boy could do.
They di@'t have no school for slaves and I never learned to read and write
till after freedam. After I was sold, they lef me go visit my mother once
a year, on Sunday morning, and took me back at night.

"The masters couldn't whip the slaves there. The law said in black
and white no master couldn't whip no slave, no matter what he done, 'When a
slave got bad they took him to the county seat and hnd him whipped. One
day I seen my old daddy get whipped by the county ~nd state 'cause he wouldn't
work. They had a post in the public square what they tied 'em to :nd a
men what worked for the county v}hipped Yem,
. "After he was whipped my daddy run away to the north. Deddy come
by when I was cleanin' the yard and seid, 'Pierce, go 'round side the house,
where nobédy can't see us.' I went and he told me goodbye, 'ceuse he was
goin' to run awsy in g few days. He had to stay in the woods and travel at}
night and eat what he could find, 'berries and roots and things., They never
caught him and after he crossed tﬁe‘Mason-Dixon line he was safe.

"There used to be a man who raised bloodhounds tohmt slaves with,
I seen the dogs on the trail a whole day and still not catch 'em. Sometimes

the slave mede friends with the dogs and they wouldn't let on if they found

in Three dogs followed one slave the whole way up north and he sold them

\,‘\i
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"I heered 'em talk about some slaves what run barefooted in cold
weather and you could trail 'em by blood in the snow and ice where they hurt
their feet.

"Most of the time the master gave us castor oil when we_were sick,
Some 014 folks went in the woods for herbs and made medicine. They made
tea out of 'lion's tongue' for the stomach and snake root is good for pains
in the stomach, too, Horse mint bresks the fever.‘ They had a vermifuge
weed.,

"I seed g lot of Southern soldiers and thqy'd g0 t0 the big house
for something to eat, Late in '63 they had a fight at » place called Eingston,
only 12 miles from our place, takin' how the jacks go, We could hear the 2
guns'go-off vwhen they was fightin', The Yankees beat and settled down there
and the cullud folks flocked down on them and when they got to tne Yankee
1ines.they was safe, They went in droves of 25 or 50 to the Yankees and they
put fem to work fightin' for freedom. They fit till the war was over and a
lot of 'em got kilt, My pother and sister run sway to the Yankees and they
- paid 'em big money to wash for tem,
"When peace come they :ead the 'mancipation law to the cullud people
5‘ and they stayed up half the night at Mr, Harper's, singing and shouting.
: Dhey spent that night singin' and shoutin', Thgy wasn't slaves no more,

The master had to give 'em a half or third of what he made. Our master

parcelad out some land tb fem and to0ld 'em to work it their selves and some

{d§n6 réé1_we11‘ They got hosses that the soldiers had turned loose to die,

'§n§;f§§ th§§ and took good care of 'em and‘fhey got good stock that way.
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Cotton wes twenty and thirty cents g pound then,

"After us cullud folks was 'sidered free and turned loose, the Klu
Klux broke out. Some cullud people stafted to farmin', like I told vou, and
gathered the 0ld stock., If they got so they m=de good money, and.‘had a good
farm, the Klu Klux would come and murder ‘em, The gov'ment bu.ildéd school
houses and the Klu Klux went to work and burned 'en down. They'd g0 to the
Jails and take the cullud men out and knock their bdrapins out and break their
neckg and throw 'em in the river,

"There was a cullud man they taken, his name was Jim Freemen, They
taken him and destroyed his stuff and him, 'ceuse he was making some money, Hung
him on g tree in his front yard, right in front of his cebin,

* WThere was some cullud young men went to the schools they'd opened
by the gov'mgnt. Some white women sald someone had stole something of hars
80 they put them young men in Jail, The Klu Klux went to the jail and took
'em out and killed 'em, Thét Lagpened the second year after the War,

"After the Klu Kluxes got so strong the cullud men got bdogether and
made the complaint before the law. The Gov'nor to‘ld the law to give 'em the
0ld guns in the com'sa.ry; what the Southern soldiers had used, so they issued

the cullud men 0ld muskets and seid protect themselves, They got together

and orgsnized the militia and had leaders like reg'lar soldiers, They didn't
meet 'cept when they heered the Klu Kluxss was coming to get some cullud folks,
 Then they was read& for 'em, They'd hide in the cabins and then's when they

found out who a lot of them Klu Kluxes was, 'cguse g lot of 'em w5 kilt. They

wore long sheets and cav,erqd%;_the hosses with sheets so you couldjfec'nize Vem,

b
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Men you thought was your friend was Klu Kluxes and you'd deagl with 'em in
stores in the dgytime and at night they'd come out to vour house and kill
you, I never took part in none of the fights, but I heered the others talk
'bout them. but not where them Klu Klux could hear 'em,

"One time they had 12 men in Jjail, 'cused of robbig' white ;olks.
All was white in jail but one, znd he was cullud, The Klu Kluxes went to
the jailor's house and got the jail key and got them men out and carried
'em to the River Bridge, in the middle., Then they knocked their brains out
end threw 'em in the river,

"We was 'fraid of them Xlu Kluxes and come to town, to Snow Hill,
Wer?enébd a little house and my mother took in washing and ironing., I went
to school and lezrned to read and write, then worked on farms, and fin'ly
" went to Columbia, in South Carolina,and worked in the turPentine country.

I stayed there a2 while and got married,

"I come to Texas in 1877 and Galveston was a little pen then, a
little mess, I worked for some white people and then went to Houston and
it wasn't nothing but a mudhole, So I messed 'round in South Carolina again
a while and then come back to Galveston,

"Phe Lawd called me then and I answered and I answered and was
preacher here at the Union Bgptist Church, on 11th and K, 'bout 25 years.

"I knowed Wright Cuney well and he held the biggest place a cullud
man ever helt in Galveston., He was congressman snd the waite people looked
‘ up to him just like he wes white,

"Durin' the Spanish-American War I went to Washington, D.C., to see

my sister and got in the soldier business. The gov'ment give me $30.00 a

=5
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month for drivin! a four-mule wagon for the army. I druv all through Penn-
slyvania and Virginia and Sqqth Carolina for the govtment. I was a~-- what

do they call a laborer in the ermy?

"Wheﬁ war wes over I come back here and now I'm too 01; to work

and the st ate gives me a pension and me and my granddaughter live on that.
The young folks is mgkin' their mark now. One thing about 'em, they get éducated,
but there's not much for them to do when they get finished with school but walk
the streets now, I been always trying to help my people to rise 'bove their

station and they are rising all the time, and some day they'll be free,"

Ll 2l Tl ]
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MOLLY HARRELL was born a
slave on the Swanson plan-
tation, near Palestine,
Texas. She was a house-
girl, but must have been
too small to do much work,

A She does not know her age,

but thinks she was about
seven vwhen she was freed,
Molly lives at 3218 Ave H.,
Galveston, Texas,

"Don't you tell nobody dat I use to be a slave, I 'most forgot

it myself till you got. round me jes' den. OCeurse, I ain't blamin' you fao
it, but what you done say '‘tout all de plansations havin' schools was
wrong, so I jes' had to tell veu I heen é slave myself, It jes' dlip out,

"Like I jes' say, I knows what I's talkin' 'tout, ‘camse I use to be
a slave myself and I den't knor how to r_ead and write, Dat whv I say I
can't see so good, It don't do to let folks know dey's smarter'n you,
'cause den dey got you right where dey wants you, MNow, Will, dat de man
1's marry to, am younger'n me{ but he don't know it. When you zit marry,
you don't tell de man how old wou is. He wouldn't have you if you did.
'Course, Will aip't so young heself, but he's born after de war and I's
born durin' slavery, so dat make me older,

"Mr., Swanson use to own de big plantation in Palestine. Everybody
in dat part de country knowed him, He use to live in a plain, wood house
on de Palestine road., My mother use to cook and wait on tables, John
was my father. |

"Dey use to have de little whip dey use on de women, Course de field

hands got it werse, but den, dey was men. Mr, Swanson was good and he was

"1"
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nean, He was nice one day and mean as Hades de next, You never knowed what he
gwine to do, But he never punish nebody 'cept dey done somethin', My father
was a field hand, and Mr, Swanson work de fire out dem. Werk, werk --dat all
dey know from time dey git uplin de mornin' till dey went to bed at night, But
he wasn't hard on dem like some masters was, If dey sick, dey didn't habe to
work and he give dem de med'cine hisself, If he cotch dem tryin' pley off sick,
den he lay into dem, or if he cotch dem leafin'. Course, I don't blame him for
dat, 'cause dere ain't anythin' lazier dan a lezv nigger. Will am 'btout de
laziest one in de bunch. You gin't never find a lazier nigger dan Will,

"I was purty little den, but I done mj share, I holp my mother dust
and clean up de house and peel 'tatoes, Dere some ¢1d men dat too old to work
so dey sot in de sun gll day and holp with de light work., Dey carry grub and
water to de field hands.

"Somebody run 'way all de time and hide in de woods t11l1 dere gut pinch
dem and den dey have to ceme back and git somethin' to eat. Course, dey got
beat, but dat didn't worry dem none, and it not long till dey gene 'gain,

"liy mether 80ld into slavery in Georgia, or round dere. Sue tell me
funny things 'bout how dey use to do up dere, A 0ld white man think so much of
he 0ld nigger when he die he free dat nigger in he will, »~nd lef' him a little
money, He open de blacksmith shep and buy some slaves, Mother allus say dose
free niggers make de hardes' masters. One in Palestine marry a nigger slave
and buy her from her master, Den he tell evervbody he own a slave.

"Everybody talk 'beout freedom and hepe te git free 'fore dey die, I 'member

de first time de Yankees pass by, my mother 1ift me up en de fence. Dey use
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to pass by with bags on de mules and fill dem with stuff from de houses,
Dey go in de barn and holp deyself, Dey go in de stables and turn out de
white folks' hesses and run off what dey don't take for deyself,

"Den one night i 'member jes' as well, me and my mother was settin!
in de cabin gettin' ready to go to bed, when us hear somebody call my mother,
We listen and de overseer whisper under de deor and told my mother dat she
frae but not to tell nobody. I don't kmow why he done it, He 2llus like my
mother, so I guess he do it for her, The master reads us de paper right after
dat and say us free,

"He and my mother lef' right off and go to Palestine, Most everybody
el:ze go with us. We all walk down de road singin' and shoutin' to beat de band.
My father come nex' day and jine us, My sister born dere. Dsi us go te Housten

and Leuisiana for a spell) and I hires nut to conk., I works till us come to

Gelveston 'bout ten year ago.
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Dibble, Fred, P.W., Beehler, Rheba, P.W.,
Beaumont, Jefferson, Dist. #3.
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ANN HAWTHORNE, was clad in a white
dress which was protected by a faded
blue checked apron. On her feet she
wore men's bedroom slippers much too
large for her, and to prevent thelr
falling off, were tied around the
ankle by rag strings. She wore silk
hose with the heels completely worn "~
out of them. Her figure 1ls generous
in proportions, and her halr snow
white, fixed in 1little plg talls and
wrapped in black string. Ann related
her story 1n & deep voice and a jovial
manner. Although born and raised in
Jasper county, she speaks boastfully
about having been to Houston.

"If you's lookin' for Ann Hawthorne, dis is me. I
was bo'n in slavery, and I was a right sizeable gal when
freedom come. I was 'bout 10 or 12 year' ol' when free-
dom riz up."

"I was bo'n up here in Jasper. Ol1!' marster Woodruff
Norsworthy and Miss Ca'lina, dey was my ol' marster and
mistus. Miss Ca'lina she name' me."

"My pa was Len Norsworthy. M& ma was name' Ca'line
after ol' mistus. Dat how come I 'member ol' mistus name
go good. I got fo! brudders livin', but nary a slster.
My brudders is Newton and Silas and Willie and Frenk. I
say dey's livin'. I mean dat de las' time I heerd of 'em

dey was livin'."
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"Yas, I 'member de house I was raise in. It was
jis' a one-room log house. Dey was a ol' Geo'gia hoss
bed in it. It was up pretty high and us chillun had fo
git on a box to git in dat bed. De mattress was mek outer
straw. Sometlme dey mek 'em In co'n sacks and sometinme
dey put 'em in a tick what dey weave on de loom. I had a
aunt whet was de weaver, She weave all de time for ol!
marster. She uster weave all us clo's."

"My ma she was jis' a fiel' han' but my gramma and
my aunt dey hab dem for wuk ’foun' de house. I didn' do
nuthin' but chu'n (churn) and clean de yard, and sweep
'roun' and go to de spring and tote de water. I 1l'arn
how to hoe, too."

"Dat was a blg plantation. Fur as I kin 'member I
t'ink dey was 'bout 25 or 30 slaves on de place. You see
I done glt ol!' and childish and I can't 'member like what
I uster could. I 'member though, dat my pa uster drive a
team for ol' marster. Sometime he fiel! han' on de plan-

-

tation, too."

"01' marster he was good to his slaves. I heerd of
slaves bein' whip' but I ain't never see any git whip. Dey
was a overseer on de place and 1ffen dey was any whippin'

to be did, he done it."
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"Me? I never did git no lickin's when I was a 1i'1l
slave. No mam. I allus did obey jis! like I was teached
to do and dey didn' hafter whip me. I 'members dat."

Mie done our pleyin' 'roun' dat big house, but dat
front gate, we dassen' go outside dat. We uster jump de
rope and play ring plays and sich. You know how dey yoke
dey han's togedder? Dat de way us uster do and go 'roun!
and 'roun' singin' our 1i'l jumped up songs. Den us jis'
play 'roun' lots of times anyt'ing what happenkto come up
in our min's." |

"Dey feed us good back in slavery. Glve us plenty of
meat and bread and gréens and t'ings. Ye, dey feed us
good and us had plenty. Dey glve us plenty of co'nbread.
Dat's de reason I's a co'nbread eater now. I ain't no
flour-bread eater. I lubs my co'nbread. Us all eat outer
one big pan. Dey give each 1i'l nigger a big iron spoon
and us sho' go to it. Dey give us milk in a sep'rate ves-
sel, and dey give eb'ryone a slice of meat in our greens.
And dey never dassent tek de other feller's plece of meat.
Eb'ryt'ing better go 'long smoove wid us chillun. We bet-

ter eat and shut our mouf. We dassent raise no squall."

"I tell dese chillun here dey ain't know nuffin'. Dey

got dey glass. We had our 1i'l go'ds (gourds) pretty and
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clean and white. I wish I had one of dem ol' time go'ds
now to drink my milk outer."

"In good wedder dey feed us under a big tree out in
de yard. And us better leave eb'ryt'ing clsan and no lit-
ter 'roun'. In de winter time dey fed us in de kitchen.®

"Us gals wo'! plain, long wailsted dress. Dey was cut
straight and wid long walst and dey button down de back."

"Dey was a cullud man what mek shoes for de slaves
to wear In de winter time. He mek 'em outer rough red rus-
set ledder. Dat ledder was hérd and lots of times 1t mek
bllister on us feet. I uster be glad when summner time come
so's I could zo barefoot.”

"Dey had cabins for de slaves to live in. Dere was
jis' one room and one family to de cabin. Some of 'em was
bigger dan otlers and dey put a blg family in a big oabih
and a 1i'l family in a 11'l cabin.”

"T never see no slaves bought and sol'. I heerd my
grarma and me say dey ol! marster wouldn' sell none of his
slaves."

"] heerd 'bout dem broom-stick marriages, but I ain't
never seed none. Dat was dey law in dem days."

"Dey didn' lmow ﬁuffin' 'bout preachin' and Sunday

School in dem times. De fus' preachin' I heerd was atter
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dat. I hear a white preacher preach. He uster preach
to de whlte folks in de mornin' and de cullud folks in
de afternoons. But de slaves some of 'em uster had fam-
11y prayer meetin's to deyselfs."

"De ol' marster he didn' work he han's on Sunday and
he give 'em half de day off on Sadday, too. But he never
give 'em a patch to work for deyself. Dat half a day off
on Sadday was for de slaves to wash and clean up deyselfs.'

"I never git marry ftill way atter freedom come. Dat
was up in Jagper county wherellis bred eand bo'n. I marry
Hyman Hawthorne. Near as you kln guess, dat was 'bout 50
year! ago. Den he dile and lef! mé wld eight chlllun. My
baby gal she ain't never see no daddy."

"Atter he .dead I wash and iron and cook out and raise
my chillun. I was ralse up in de fiel' all my life. VWhen
I git disablé' to wuk in de time of de 'pressuré (depress-
ion) I git on my walkin' stick. I wag up town and I didn'
fall to ax de white folks ‘'cause I wo!' myéelf out wukkin'
for 'em. Dey load up my sack and sometime dey bring me
stuff in a car right dere to dat gate. But I's had two
strokes and I ain't able to go to town no mo!'."

"I tell you I neﬁer hear nuthin' 'bout chu'ch 'till

way atter freedom. Sometime den us go to chu'ch. Dey was

!
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one lMef'dis' Chu'ch and one Baptis' Chu'ch in Jasper. Dere
moughta been a Cabilic (Catholic) Chu'ch dere too, but I
dunno 'bout dat."

"I don' 'member seein' no sojers. I t'ink some of
ol! marster's boys went to de war but de ol' man didn' go.
I dunno 'bout wedder dey come back or not 'cepn'n!' I 'mem-
ber dat Crab Norsworthy he come back."

"ihen any of de slaves git sick ol! mistus and my
gramma dey doctor 'em. De ol' mistus she a pretty good
doctor. When us chillun git éick dey git ygrbs or dey
give us castor oill and turpentime. Iffen 1t git to be a
ser'ous ailment dey sen' for de reg'lar doctor. Dey uster
haang asafoetids ‘roun' us neck in a 1li'l bag to keep us
from ketch' de whoopin' cough and de measles."

"Dey was s gin and cotton press on de place. Ol' mar-
ster gin' and bale' he own cotton. Dat o0l' press had dem
long arms a-stickin' down what dey hitch hosses to and mek
'em go 'roun' and 'roun' and press de bale."

"Dey raise dey own t'bacco on de place. I didn' use
snuff nor chew 'till after I growed up and marry. Back
in slavery you couldn' let 'em ketch you wid a chew of
t'bacco or shuff in your mouf. Iffen you did dey wouldn'
let you forgit 1t."
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"I uster like to go and play 'roun' de calfs, jis'
go up and pet 'em and rub 'em. But we dassent glt on
'em to ride 'em."

"apster uster sit 'roun' and watch us chillun play.
He enjoy dat. He call me his Annle 'cause I name' after
my mistus. Sometime he hab a wagon load of watermilion
haul'! up from de filel' and cut 'em. Eb'ry chile hab a
gide of watermilion. And us hab all de sugar cane and
sweet 'taters us want."

"Dey had a big smokehousé. Dey hab big hog killin'
time, and dey dry and salt de meat 1n a big long trough.
Dey git oak and ash and hick'ry wood and mek a fire under
it and smoke it. My gramma toted de key to dat smokehouse
and ol' mistus she'd tell her what to go and glt for de
white folks and de cullud folks.™

| "§hen Crismus come 'roun' dey give us big eatin'. Us
hab chicken and turkey and cake., I don' 'member dat dey

glve us no presents."

"My gremma end my ma and ol' man Norsworthy dey come

from Alabama. I never hear of him breskin' up a family.
But when dey was livin' in Geo'gy, my ma marry a msn name'

Howthorne in Geo'gy. He wouldn' sell him to Marse Nors-
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worthy when he come to Texas. Atter freedom marster go
to Geo'gy to git him and bring him to Texas, but he done
ralsin' up anudder family dere and won't come. Li'l be-
fo'! she die her husban' come. When he 'bout wo! out and
ready to die, den he come. Some of de ol'es' chillun
'member dey daddy and dey crazy for him to come and dey
mek up de money for him. When he git here dey tek care
of him 'till he die right dere at Olive. la tell 'em to
write him he neenter (need not) come. She say he ain't
no service to her. But he come and de daughter tek care
of her ma and pa bofe."

"I's got 8 gran'chillun and 5 great-gran'chillun. I
'vides (divide) my time 'tween my daughter here and de
one in Houston."

"You wants to tek my picture? Daughter, I don' want
dat hat you got dere. Dat one of de chillun' hats. Git
dat 1i'l bonnet. Dat becomes me better. I can't stan'

much sun. Dey say I's got high blood pressue.™
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JAMES HAYES, 101, was born
a slave to a plantation owner
whose name he does not now re-
call, in Shelby Co., two miles
5‘3\ from Marsnall, Texas. Mr. John
Q Henderson bought the place, six
ey slaves and James and his mother.
& James, known as Uncle Jim, seems
@ happy, 8till stands erect, and
is very active for his age, He
lives on a green slope overlooking
the Trinity river, in Moser Valley, .
a Negro settlement ten miles norta-
east of Fort Worth.

"Dis nigger have lived a long time, yas, suh! 1I's 101

years ole, 'cause I's bo'n Dec, 28, 1835, Dat makes me 102 come
nex'! December, I can' 'memoer my rust marster's name, 'cause wuen
I'g 'bout two years oio, me and my sis, 'bout five, and our mammy
was 801! to Marster John Hendersen, I don' 'member anything 'dout
my pappy, tut I 'member Marster Henderson Jus! like 'twas las' week,
I's gettin' hear a thinkin' ot dem ole days when I!s a lit' uaigger
a cuttin’ up on oie marster's plantation. How I did play roun' with
de chilluns till I's big enough for to wotk. After I's 'bout 13, I
Jus' peddles roun' de house for 'bout a year, den 'twarn't long till
I hoes co'n and potatoes. Dere's six slaves on dat place and I coul'
beat dem all a-hoein!,

"De marster takes good cere of us and sometimes give us money,
'bout 25¢, and lete us go to towmn. Dat's when we was happy and cele-
brates, We'uns spent all de money on candy and sweet drinks., Marster
never crowded us 'bout de wo'k, and never give any of us wmppin's. I's

seviral times needed a whuppint, but de marster nmever gives dis nigger

more'n a good scoldin', De nearest I comes to gittin whupped, 'twas
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once when I stole a plate of biscuits offen de table. I warn't in need
of tem, but de devil in me caused me to do it., Marster and all de folks
comes in and sets down, and he asks for de biscuits, and I's under de
house and could hear 'em talk., De cook says, 'I's put de biscuits on de
table.,'! Marster says, 'If you did; de houn'! got 'em.,' Cook says, 'If
a houn! got 'em, i17waa a two-legged one, 'camse de plate sm gone, too,!
I%s made de mistake of takin' de plate., Marster give me de wors' scoldin!
I ever has and dat larned me a lesson,

"Not long after dat, Marster sol' my memmy to his brudder who
lived in Fort Worth., When dey took her away, I's powerful grieved. 'Bout
dat time de War started. De marster and his boy, Marster Ben, jined de

army. De marster was a sergeant. De women folks was proud of dere men

127

folks, but dey was powerful grieved. All de time de men's away, I could tell

Missy Elline and her mamma was worried, Dey allue sen's me for de mail,
amd when I fotches it, dey run to meet me, anxious like, to open de letter,
and was skeert to do it, One day I fotches a letter and I could feel it in
my bones, dere was trouble in dat letter, Sure 'nough, dere was trouble,
heaps of it, It tells dat Marster Ben am kilt and det dey was a shippin'
him home, All de ole folks, cullud and white, was cryin'. Missy Elline,
she fainted, When de body comes home, dere's a powerful big funeral and
after dat, dere's powerful weepin's and sadness on dat place. De women
folks don! ta k much and no langhin' like 'fore, I 'members once de missy
asks me to make g 'lasses cake, I says, ' I's got no 'lasses.' Missy says,
'Don! say 'lasses, say molasses,' I says, 'Why say molasses when I's got

no 'lasses.' Dat was de fus! time Missy laugh after de funeral,
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"Dyrin' de War, things was 'bout de same, like always, 'cept
some vittles was scarce, But we'uns had plenty to eat and us slaves
didn' know what de War was 'bout., I guess we was too ign'rant, De
white folks didn' talk 'bout it 'fore us. When it's over, de Marster
comes home and dey hoids a big celebration, I's workin' in de kitchen and
dey tol?! me to cook heaps of hem, chicken, pies, cakes, sweet !taters
and lots of vegetables. Lots of white folks comes and dey eats and
drinks wine, dey sings and dances., We'uns cullud folks jired in and
was si:rx‘g;ix).i out in de back, 'Massa's in de Col', Har' Groun'., Marster
asks us to come in and sing dat for de white folks, so weluns goes in
de house and sings dat for de white folks and dey jines in de chorus,

"Three days after de ceiebration, de marster calls all de slaves
in de house and says, 'Yous is all free, free as I am,! He tol' us we!
uns cauld go if we'uns wanted to. Nome of us knows wha to do, dere
warn't no place to go and why would we'uns wan' to go and leave good
folks like de marster? His place was our nome, So we'uns asked him if
we could stay and he says, 'Yous kin stay as long as yous want to and
I can keep yous.'! Weluns all steyed till ne died, 'bout a year after
dat .

"When he was a~dyin', marster calls me to his bed and says, 'My
dyin' reques' is dat vous be taken to your mama.' He calls nis son,
Zeke, in and tells him dat I should be fotched to my mamma, And 'bout
in a year, Marster Zeke fotches me to my mamma, in Johnson Station,

south of Arlington. She's wo'kin'for Jack Ditto and I's plessed to

see her,
3=
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I's pleased to see my mammy, but after a few days I wants to g0 badk to
Marshall with Marster Zeke, Dat was my home, so I kep' pesterin' marster
to fetch me back, but he slips off and leaves me, I has to stay and I's
been here ever since,

"I gite my fust job with Carter Cannon, on a farm, and stays seven
years. Den I goes to Fort Worth and takes a job cookin' in de Gran' Hotel
for three years. Den I goes to Dallas and cooks for private families, and
wolks for Marster James Ellison for 30 years, I stops four years ago and
comes out here teo wait till de good I.awgl calls me home,

"Bout gittin' married, after I quits de Gran'! Hotel I marries and
we'uns has two chillen, My wife died three years later,

"You knows, 1 believes I's mo' contented as a slave, I's treated
kind all de time and hsi no frettin' tbout how I gwine git on, Since I's
been free, I sometimes have hesps of frettin', QOourse, I don' want to go
back into slavery, but I's paid for my freedom,

"I'g never been sick abed, but I's had mo' misery dis las' year dan
all my life, It's my heart, If I live till December, I'll be 102 years old,
and dis ole heart hawe been pumpin'! and pumpin' all dem years and have missed
nary a beat till dis las! year. I kmows 'twon't be long till de good Lawd

calls dis ole nigger to cress de Ribber Jordan and I's ready for de Lawd when

he calls.

BRIRRBRNERDED
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EX.SLAVE 3TORIES Pege One
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FELIX BAYWOQOD is a temperamental
and whimsical old Negro of San
Antonio, Texas, who still sees the
sunny side of his 92 years, in
spite of his total blindness, He
wes born and bred a slave in St,.
_c{g\ Hedwig, Bexar Co., Texas, the son
D of slave parents bought in Missis-
ivpi by his master, William Gudlow,-
Before and during the Civil War
'\3\-' he was a sheep herder and cowpuncher, .
His autebiegraphy is a colerful con-
tribution, showing the philesophical
attitude ¢f the slaves, as well as
shedding some light upon the lives
of slave owners whese suppert eof
the Confederacy was not accompanied
by vielent hatred of the Unien,

"Yes, sir, I'm Felix Haywood, snd I can answer all those
things that you went te kmow, But, first, let me ask you this: Is
you gll a vhite man, or is you a black man?"

"I'm black, blacker than you are," said the caller,
The eyes of the 0ld blind Negro, - eyes like two murkey brown
marbles - actually twinkled. Then he laughed:

\"No, you ain't, I knewed you was white man when you comes up
the path and speaks, I jus' always asks that question for fun. It
nakes white men a little insulted when yeu dont kmow they is white, and
it makes niggers all conceited up when you think maybe they is white.\"

And there was the key nete to the old Negro's character and
tenperament, He was making a sort of privileged game with a sportive
twist eut of his hendicap of blindness,

As the interviewer scribbled dewn a nete, the doer to the little
shanty en Arsbella Alley epened and a backless chair was carried out on

the perch by a vigerous eld celored weman. She was Mrs, Ella Thompson,

-l-
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Felix' youngest sister, who had known only seven years of slavery. After
a timid " How-do-you-de " and a comment on the great heat of the June day,
she went back in the house, Then the eld Negre begen searching his 92
years e¢f reminiscences, intermixing his findings with philesephy, poetry
and prognesticatiens,

"It's a funny thing hew folks always want to know abetlt the War.

The war weren't se great as folks suppose, Sometimes you didn't knowed

it was goin' on, It was the endin' of it that made the difference, That's
when we all wakes up that somethin' had happened, Oh, we knowed what was
goin' en in it all the time, 'cause old man Gudlow went to the post office
svery day and we knewed, We hod papers in them days jus' like now,

"But the War didn't change nothin'!., We saw guns and we saw seldiers,
and one member of master's family, Colmin Gudlew, was gone fightin' - some-
where, But he didn't get shot no place but one -~ that was in the big tee,
Then there wss neighbors went off to fight. Seme of 'em didn't wat teo ge.
They was teek away(censcription). I'm thinkin'! lots of 'em pretended te
want to go as seen as they had to ge.

"The ranch went on jus! like it always had before the war, Church
went on, Old Mew Jehnson, the prescher, seen te it church went on, The
kids didn't know War was happenin'!, They played marbles, sse-saw and rede,

“I had eld Buster, a ex, and he teok me about plenty geod ae a herse, Nothin'
-~  was different. We get lgyed-snte(whipped) time on time, but gen'rally lire
was geed -- just 28 geod as a sweet potate. The only misery I had was when
a black spider bit me en the ear, It swelled up my head and stuft came out.
I was plenty sick and Dr, Breanen, une teok geod care o0 ue, ‘“Yue wuives

elways took zoed care of people when tney was sick, Hospitals coulcult de
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no better ter yeu voagy.... Yes, maybe it was 2 black wicow spiaer, ouc we
called it tne 'devil oiver’,

"Semetimes semeone would cowe ‘i6ug and try te get us te run up North
znd be free. We used to laugh at that. There wasn't no reason toe run up
North., All we had te do was te walk, but walk Seuth. ama we':i_ be free as
soon as we creossed tne Rie Grande. In Mexice ycu could be free, Tney dian'c
care wnai color you was, blLack, wWulie, yeilow or olue, Hundreds or slaves
did go vo Mexice and gov on alt signt, We woula uear avouv 'em and hew tney
was goin' te be Mexicans. ‘'luey orougnt up cueir canllaren to speak only Mex-
ican,

“Me auu my favtoer and tive brevners aud sisvers werem'ty gein' o Mexice,
I went tnere atver tue war tor a wnile and tnen I looked 'reund and decided
to get back, Se I comeback te San Antonie and I got a job tareugh Colenel
Breckenridge with the waterworks, I was handling pipes, My foreman was Tem
FMlanigan ~- he must have been a full-bleeded Frenchman!

"But what I waht to say is, we didn't have no idea of runnin' and
escapin', We was happy. We got our lickings, but just the same we got our
fill of biscuits every time the white felks nad 'em, Nobedy knew new it was
te lack feod, I tell my chillen we didn't know no more about pants than a
hawg knews abeut heaven; btut I tells 'em that to make 'em laugh. We had
all the clethes we wanted and if you wanted shoes bad enough you got ¥em -
shoes with a brass square toe,  And shirts! Mister, them was shirts that
was shirts! If someone gets caught by his shirt on & limb ef a tree, he

had to die there if he weren't cut down, Them shirts wouldn't rip ne more'n

tuckskin,

e
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"The end of the war, it come jus' like that -- like yeu snagp your
fingers,"

"How did you kmew the end of the war had come?" asked the inter-
viewer,

"How did we lmow 1t! Hallelujah broke eut --

"1Abe Lincoln freed the nigger
With the gun and tne trigger;
And I ain't goin' te get wnipped any more,
I got my tickerv,
Leavin' tne thicket,
And I'm a-neadin' for the Golden Shore!!

"Seldiers, all or a sudden, was everywhere -- cemin' in bunches,
crossin' and welkin' and ridin', Everyone was a-singin', We was all
walkin' on golder cleuds., Hellejujan!

"1Unien ferever,
Hurran, beys, hurrah!
Altheugh I may be poor,
I1t11 never be a slave--
Sheuctin' the battle cry of freedom.'

"Everybedy went wild. We all felt like herees and nebody had made
us that way but ourselves. We was free, Just like that, we was free, It
didn't seem to make the whites mad, eitner., Tney went rignt on giving us
teod Just .ue same., Neoeay took our homes away, but right off celored felks
started on tne move, They seemed to want to get cleser to freedem, se thsy'd
know what it was -~ like it was a plece or a city. Me and my father stuck,
stuck clese as a lean tick to g sick kitten, The Gudlows started us eut en
a2 ranch. My father, he'd reund up cattle, unbranded cettle, for the whites,
They was cattle that tney belenged te, all right; they had gone to find
water 'long the San Antonio River and the Guadalupe. Then the whites gave
me and my fatner some cattle fer eur own., My father had nis ewn brand,

7B ), end we had a herd teo start out with of seventy,

fo
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"We lmewed freedom was on us, but we didn't imow what was to
come with it. We thought we was gein' te get rich like the white folks.
We thought we was gein' to be richer than the white folks,'cause we was
 strengar and knewed hew te work, and the whites dida't and they didn't
h;we us to work for them anymors, But it didn't turn out that way. /e
seon found eut that freedom could make folks preud but it didn't make 'em
rich,

"Did you ever step te think that thinking don't de any geed when
you de it too late? Well, that's how it was with us. If every mother's

son of a black had throewn 'way his hoe and tock up a gun to fight fer his

- own freedom along with the Yankees, the war'd been over before it began,
But we didn't do it, We couldn't help stick to our masters, He couldn't
ne moere sheot 'em than we could fly. My fatner and me used te talk 'bout
it, We decided we was te0 soft and freedom wasn't goin' te be much te our
good even if we had a education,"

The old Negro was growing very tired, but, at a request, ne in-
stantly got up and tgpped his way out into the scorching sunshine {o have
his photograph taken, Even as ne did so, he seemed to smile with these
blurred, dead eyes of his, Then he chuckled to himself snd said:

”;Varmth of the wind

And heat of the South,
And ripe red cherries
For a ripe, red mouth,'"

¥Land sakes, Felix!" came through the window frem sister Ella,

"How yeu carries on! Don't yeu be a-mindin' him, mister,"

LLTL LY L]
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PHOEEE HENDERSON, a 105 year old Negro
of Harrison Co., was born a slave of
the Bradley family at Macon, Georgia.
After the death of her mistress, Phoebe
belonged to one of the daughters, Nrs,
Wiley Hill, who moved to Panola County,
Texas in 1859, where Phocbe lived until
after the Civil War, For the past 22
years she has lived with Mary Ann Butler,
a daughter, about five milesg east of
Marshall, in Enterprise Friendship Com-
munity. She draws a pension of $16,00
a month,

"I was bo'n a slave of the Bradley family in Macon, Georgia.
My father's name was Anthony Hubbard and he belonged to the Bubbard's
in Georgia. He was a young man when I lef' Georgia and I never heard
from him since, I 'member my mother; she had a gang of boys. Marster
Eill brought her to Texas with us.

"My ole missus name was Bradley and she died in Tennesses, Ny
1i1' missus was her daughter, After dey brought us to Texas in 1859
I worked in the field many a day, plowin' and hoein', but the children
didn't do much work 'cept carry water, When dey git tired, dey'd say
dey was sick and the overseer let 'em lie down in de shade. He was a
good and kindly man and when we do wrong and go tell him he forgave us
and he didn't whip the boys 'cause he was afraid they'd run away.

"I worked in de house, too. I spinned seven curts a day and
every night we run two looms, makin' large curts for plow lines; Ve
made all our clothes. We didn't wear shoes in Georgia but in this

place the land was rough end strong, so we couldn't go barefocted,

A black man that worked in the shop measured our feet and made us two

~1-
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pairs a year. We had good houses and dey was purty good to us, Some-
times missus give us money and each family had their garden and some
chickens, When a couple marry, the master give them a house and we
had a good time and pienty to wear and to eat. They cared for us when
we was sick, )

"Master Wiley Hill had a big plantation and plenty of stock and
hawgs, and a big turnip patch. He had yellow and red oxen., We never
went to school any, except Sunday school, We'd go fishin' often down on
the creek and on Saturday night we'd have parties in the woods and play
ring plays and dance,

"My msband's name was David Henderson and we lived on the same
place and belonged to the ssme man. No, suh, Master Hill didn't have nothin'!
to do with bringin' us together. I guess God done it. We fell in love,
and David asked Master Hill for me, We had a weddin' in the house and was
married by a colored Baptist preacher, I wors a white cotton dress and
Migsus Hill give me a pan of flour for a weddin' present, He give us a
house of our own. My husband was good to me, He was a caretul man and
not rowdy. Wnen we'd go anywhere we'd ride norseback and I'd ride behin'
him,

"I's gscared to talk 'bout when I was freed. I 'member the goldiers
and that warrin' end figntin', Topy, one of the colored boys, jolned the

North and was a mail messenger boy and he had his horse shot out from under

him, But I guess its a good thing we was treed, after all,

BRREINBNY
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ALBERT HILL, 81, was born a
slave of Carter Hill, who owned
a plantation and about 50 slaves,
in Walton Co,, Georgia. Albert
remained on the Hill place until
he was 21, when he went to Rob-
inson Co,, Texas., He now lives
at 1305 E, 12th St.,Fort Worth,
Texas, in a well-kept five-room
houss, on a slope sbove the
Trinity River,

"I was born on Massa Carter Hill's plantation, in Georgia,
and my name am Albert Hill, My papa's name was Dillion, 'cause he
taken dat name from he owner, Massa Tam Dillion., He owned de plan-
tation next to Massa Hill's, and he owned my mammy and us 13 chillen.,
I don't know how 0ld I is, but I 'members de start of de war, and
I was a sizeable chile den,

"De plantation wasn't so big and wasn'y so small, jus' fair
size, but it am fixed first class and everything am good., We has good
quarters made out of logs and lots of tables and benches, what was
nade of split logs, We has ds rations and massa give plentj of de
cornmeal and beans and 'lasses and honey. . Sometimes we has tea, and
once in a while we gits coffee. And does we have de tasty and tender
hawg meat{ I'd like to see some of dat hawg meat now,

"Massa am good but he don't 'low de parties, But we kin go to
Massa Dillion's place next to us and dey has lots of parties and de dances.
We dances near all night Saturdsy night, but we has to stay way in de back
vhere de white folks can't hear us, Sometimes we has de fiddle and de

banjo and does we cut dat chicken wing and de shuffle! Ve sho' does,
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¥I druv de ox, and drivin' dat ox am egitation work in de summer
time when it am hot, 'cause dey runs for water every time. But de worst
trouble I ever has 1s with one hoss. I fotches de dinner to de workers out
in de field and I use dat hou. hitched to de two-wheel cart. One day him
am halfwé.y and dst hose stop. He look back at me, a-roilin' de eye, and
I knows what dat mean - 'Here I stays, nigger.' DBut I heered to tie de rope
on de balky hosses tall and run it 'twixt he legs and tie to de shaft. I done
dat and puts some cuckleburrs on de ropes, too. Den I tech him with de wﬁip
and he gives de rear backiards. Dat he best rear. When he do dat it pull de
rope and de rope pull de tail and de burrs gits busy, Dat hoss moves for 'ard
faster and harder den what he ever done 'fore, and he keep on gwine., You see,
he sm trying git 'way from he taii. but de tail am too fast. Course, it stay
right behin' him, Den I's in de picklement. Dat hoss am runnin' away and I
can'y stop him. De workers lines up to stop him but de cart give de shove and
dat pull he tail and, lawdy whoo, dat hoss jump for'ard like de jackrabbit
and go through dat line of workers. So I steers him into de fence row, snd
dere’s no more runnin', ut an awful mix-up with de hoss and de cart and de
retions, Dat hoss 30 sceered him have de quavers. Massa say, 'What you doin'?'!
1 says, 'Bresk de balk,' He say, 'Well, yous got everything else broke. ¥We'll
see 'bout de balk later,'!

Massa has d® daughter, Mary, and she want to marry Bud Jackson, but
massa am 'gainst it, Bud am gwine to de army and dat give dis boy woﬂ;, fcause
I de messenger boy for him and Miesy Mary. Dey keeps company nnboknevﬁnt and
I carry de notes, I puts de paper in de hollow stump. Once I's sho' I's kobched.
Dere am de massa and he say, 'Where you been, nigger?' 1I's sho'! skeert and
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I says, 'I's lookin' for de squirrels,' So messa goes 'way end when I tells
you I's left, it ain't de proper word for to 'splain,’cause I's flew from
bere.' I tells Missy Mary and she say, 'You sho' am de Lawd's chosen nigger,'
"De 'federate aoldigrl comes and dey takes de rations, but de massa
has dug de pit in de pasturs and buried lots of de rations, so de soldiers
don't find so much. De clostest battle was Atlanta, more dan 25 mile 'way.
"Wher de war come over, Bud Jackson he come home. De massas welcome
him, to de sprise of everybody, and when Bud say he want to marry Missy |
Mary, masss say, 'l guesses you has earnt l_mr.' |
"When freedam am here, massa call all us together and tells us 'bout
de difference 'tween freedom and hustlin' for ourselves and dependin' om
someone else, Most of de slaves stays, and massa pays them for de work,
and I stays till I's 21 year old, and I gits $7,00 de month and de clotkhes
and de house and all I kin eat, De massa have died'fore dat, and dere am
powerful sorrow. Missy Mary and Massa Bud has de plantation den, and dey
don't want me to go to Texas. But dey goes on de visit and while dey gone
I takes de train for Robinson County, what am in Texas,
"I works at de pavin' work and at de hostlin' work and I works on
de hosges, Den I works for de Santa M railroad, handlin' freight, and I
works till 'bdout three year ago, when I gits too old for to work no more,
"But I tells you 'bout de visit back to de old plantation. I been
€one near 40 year and I 'cides to go back, so I reaches de house and dere
em Missy Mary peelin' apples on de back gallery. She looks at me, and she
say, 'I got whippin' waiting for yous, 'cause you run off without tellin' us.'

Dere wasn't no more peelin' dat day, 'cause we sits and talks 'bout dn\;old

i
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timez and de 0ld massa., Dere sho' am de tears in dis nigger's eyes, Den
we talks 'bout de nigger messenger I was, and we langhs a little. All day
long we talks a little, and laughs and cries and talks, I stays ‘bout
two weeks ahd geed lots of de folks I knowed when I was young, de white
folks and de niggers, too, )

"I's too 0ld to make arny more visits, but I would like to go
back to 01d Georgia once more, If Missy Mary was 'live, I'd tey, but she
em dead, 8o I tries to wait for old Gabriel blow he horn. When he blow he

horn, dis nigger say, 'Louder, Gabriel, louder!'

SRERRREBEH K&
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JEOSINA HOARD dees net know just
where she was born, The first
thing she remembers is thzt she
and her parents were purchased
by Cel, Pratt Washingten, whe
swned 2 plantatien near Garfield,
in Travis Ceunty, Texas. Resina,
whe is a very plessant and sincere
persen, says she has had a teugh
life since she was free. She re-
celves a msnthly pensien of four-
teen dollars, for which she ex- -
presses gratitude, Her address
is 1301 Chestnut St., Austin, Tex,

"When I's a gal, I's Re¢sing Slaughter, but felks cgll me Zina,
Yes,sgr It am Zina dat and Zine dis, .I says I's berm April 9, 195?, hut
I 'lieve I's elder., It was semewhere in Williamson Csunty, dbut I den't
knew the massa's nmame, My mammy was Lusanne Slaughter and she was stout
but in her last days she get to be a 1i'l bit ef & wemen. She died emly
last spring and she was a ‘hunerd eleaven years old.

"Pepa was a Bgptist preacher te de day of he death, He had ;sthma
ali his days. I 'member hew he had de serrel hess and weuld ride eff and
pr2aeh un_der seme arber bush, I rid with him en he hess,

"First thing I 'member is us was beught by Nassa Cel, Pratt Wash-
ingten frem Massa Lenk Mimer, Massa Washington was purty geed man. He
‘beys, Geerge and Jehn Hemry, was de enly everseers, Dem boys trezs us nice,
- Massa allus rid up ea he hess afte.r dimner time., He hess was a bay, call

. Samk, De fields was in de bettems ef de Celerade River. De big heuse was

=

. "De reasen us allus wateh for him am dat he bey, Geerge, try larn

us eur A B C's in de field. De werkers wateh for massa and when dey seed
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him a~ridint' dewn de hill dey st;arts singin' eut, '0le hawg 'reund de bench —-
Cle hawg 'reund de bench,'!

"Dat de signal and den everybedy starts werkin' like dey have semthing
ofter dem, But I's tee youvné’to lorn mueh in de field and I can't read tedsy
snd have te make de cress when I signs for ny name. v

"Esch ehile have he swn weed tray., Dere was eld Aunt Alice and she
dene 21l de ceekin' feor de chillen in de depet, Dat what dey ealls de place 211
de¢ chillen stays till dere mammies ceome henes frem de field, A;nt Aliee have de
big pet te ceek in, eut in de vard., Ssme davs we hod beans and some dav peas.
She put great hunks eof salt bacen in de pot., and bgke plenty cernbread, and
give us plenty milk,

"Ssme big chillen have to pick coetten. 014 Junus was de cullud ever-
seer for de chillen and he sure mean te dem, He cary a stick and use it, tee,

"One day de blue-bellies ceme teo de fields, Dey Yankee sojers, and
tell de slaves dey free, Seme stayed and seme left. Papa teok us and meve te
de Créft plantat ien, net far 'way, and farm dere,

"] been married three time, First to Peter Collinswerth. I quit him,
Seeend to George Heard, We stayed tegedder till he die, snd have five chillen,
Den I marries he br.other, Jim Hegrd. I tells yeu de truth, Jim mever did werk
rmueh, He'd ge fishim' and chep weed by de days, but nst many days. He suffered
with de piles, I dene de heusewerk and leok after de chillen and dem geo sut and
piek twe hp.nerd pound coetten a d;y. I was a eripple since ene of my beys birthed.

I git de rh@tma_tii' and my knees hurt se mujch semetime I rub wed sand and mad

on dem te ease de Qgin.
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t+ "fe had a heuse 2t Barten Springs with twe reems, ane leog and emns box,
I never did like it up dere and I told Jim I's gwine. I did, but he come and
g9t me,

¥Since freedem I's been through de tsughs, I had te de ‘.de man's wefk,.
chep dewn trees ond plew de fields and pick cetten. I want te tell yeu hew glad
I is to git my pensien, It is sure nice of de felks te take care of m; in my

9ld oge., Befo'! I geot de pensien I hod a hard time., Yeu can she'! sgy I's been

threugh de teughs,
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TQOM HOLLAMD was born in Walker
County, Texas, and thinks he is
about 97 years old, His master,
Frenk Holland, traded Tom to Wil-
liam Green just before the Civil
Yar, After Tom was freed, he
farmed both for himself and for
otners in tae vicinity of his
0ld home, He now lives in Madi-
sonvill:, Texas,

"y owner was Massa Frank Holland, and I's born on his place in Walker
County. I had one sister named Gena and three brothers, named George and
¥ill and Joe, but they's all dead now, Mammy's name was Gena and my father's
named Abrahan Holland and they's brun,; from North Carolina to Texas by Massa
Holland when they's real young.,

"I chopped cotton and plowed and split rails, then was a horss rider. 1In
them days I could ride the wildest horse what ever made tracks in Texas, but
I's never valued very high 'cause I had a glass eye., I don't 'member how I
done go%t it, but there it am, I'd make a d#llar or fifty cents to ride wild
horses in slavery time and massa let me keep it, I buyed tobacco and candy
and if massa cotch me with tobacco I'd git & whippin', but I allus sl ipped
and bought chewin' tobacco,

#§e allus had plenty to eat, sicS as 1t was them days, and it was good,
plenty wild meat and cornbrend cooked in ashes, We toasted iLhe meat on a open
fire, and had plenty possum and rabbit and fish,

"We wore them loysl shirts open all way down the front, but I never seed
shoes t111 long tine after freedom. In cold weather massa tanned lots of hides
and we'd make warm clothes, My weddin' clothes was a white loyal shirt, never

had no shoes, married barefooted.



(2N
oy
¢/

Ex~-slave Stories Page Two
(Texas)

"Massa Frank, he one real good white man. He was awful good to his Negroes.
Missis Sally, she a plumb angel. Their three chillen stayed with me nearly all the
time, askin' this Negro lots of questions, They didn't have so fine a house, neither,
two rooms with & big hall ﬁhrOugh and no windows and de-r skins tacked over the
door to keep out rain and cold. It was covered with boards I ﬁélped cut after I
got big 'nough,

"Massa Frank had cotton and corn and esvervthins to live on, 'bout three
hundred acres, and overseed it himself, and seven growed slaves and five little
slaves, He 2llus waked us real early to be in the field when daylight come ~nd
worked us till slap dark, but let us have a hour snd = half at noon to =at and
rest up. Somet imms when slaves got stubborn he'd whip them and nake gcod WNegroes
out of them, 'cause he was real good to thenm,

"I seed slaves sold and auctioned off, 'causs I's put up to the highest
bidder myself. Massa traded me to William Green jus' 'fore the war, for 2 hundred
acres land at $1,00 a acre, He thought I'd never be much 'count, 'cause I had
ﬁhe glass eye, but I'm still livin' and a purty fair Negro to my age. All the
hollerin' and bawlin' took place and when he sold m: it took me most a year to git
over it, but tnere I was, 'longin' to 'nother mon.

WIf we went off without a pass we allus went two at a time. We slipped off
when we got a chance to see young folks on some otlier place. The patterrollers
cotched me one night and, Lawd have mercy me, they stretches ue over a log and
hits thirty-nine licks with a raﬁhide loaded with rock, and every time they hit
me the blood sand hide done fly, They drove me home to massa and told him and
he called a o0ld mammy to doctor my back, and I couldn't work for fouwr days.

That never kep! me from slippin' off 'gain, but I's more careful the next time,
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"We'd go and fall right in at the door of the quarters at night, so massa
and the patterrfllers thinks we's real tired and let us alone and not watch us.
Phat very night we'd be plannin' to slip off somewher2s to see a Negro gal or
our wife, or to have a big tiwe, 'specid v when the moon shine-all night so we
could see, It wouldn't do to have torch lights, Thsy was 'bout 2ll the kind
of 1lights we had them days and if we made light, massa come to see what we're
doin', and it be jus' too bad then for the stray Negro!

"That there war brung suffarin' to lots of people and made a widow out of
my missis. Massas Williem, he go and let oﬁe them Yankees git him in one of them
battles and they never brung him home. Mi-sis, she gits the letter from his
captain, bragzgin' on his bravery, but that never helped him after he was xilt in
the war, She gits 'nother letter that us Negroes is free and she tells us, Ve
had no place to go, so we starts to cry and asks her what we gwine do. She said
we could stay and farm with her and work her teams and use her tools and land and
pay her half of what we made, '"sides our supplie.., That's a happy bunch of Negroes
when she told us this,

"Late in that evenin' the Negroes in Huntsvill~ starts hollerin' and shoutin'!
and one gal was hollerin' loud 2nd a white man come ridin' on a hoss and leans
over and cut that gal nearly half in two and a covered wagon come along and picks
her up and we never heared nothin' more,

"I married Imogene, A homely weddin' 'fore the war. We didn't have much
to=do at our weddin'., I asks missis if I could have Imogene and she says yes anrd
that's all they was to our weddin', We had three bovs and three gals, and Imog=ne

died 'bout twenty years ago and I been livin' with one child and 'nother. I gits
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a little pension from the gov'ment and does smnall jobs round for the white
people,

"I 'lieve they ought to have gived us somethin! when we was freed,
dut thev turned us out to gra:ze or starve. Most of the white people turned the
Negroes slam loose. e stayed & year with missis and then she married and lLer
husband hed his own worxers =2nd told us to git out. We worked for twenty ond
thirty cenus a day then, nnd I fin'ly got a place with Dr, L.J.Conroe. But
after the war the Negro h=d a hard strugglé, 'cause he was turmed loose jus'! like
he came into the world and no education or 'sperience,

"If the Negro wanted to vote the Klu Kluxes was right there to krep
him from votin', Negroes was 'fraid to git out and try to 'xert they freedom.
They'd ride up by a Negro and shoot him jus' like a wild hawg &ii¢ never a word
said or done 'bout it,

"I's farmad and makin' a livin' is 'bout all, I come over here in
Madison County and rents from B. 7, Young, clost ot Midway and gits me a few
cows, I been right round here aver since, I lives round with my chillen now,
‘cause I's gittin' too old to work.

"This young bunch of Negross is all right sone wrys, but thev won't
tell the truth., They isn't raiscd like the white folks raised us., If we cidn't
tell the truth our massa'd tear us all to pieces, Of course, they is educated

now and can get 'most any kind of work, some of them, what we couldn't,

0ok R R
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ELIZA HOLMAN, 82, was born a slave
of the Rev, John Applewhite, near
Clinton, Mississippi, 1In 1861 they
came to Texas, settling neer Decatur.
Eliz2 now lives at 2507 Clinton Ave,,
Fort Worth, Texas,

P21k Ybout de past from de time I 'members till now, slave days
end all? Dat not so hard. I knows what de past om, but what to come, dat
em different. Dey says, 'Let de pnst be de guide for de future,! but if
you don't know de future road, hows you gwine guide? 1I's sho! glad to tell
you all I "members, but dat am 2 long 'memberance,

"I know I's past 80, for sho!, end maybe more, 'camuse I's o0ld *nough
to 'member befo! de war starts, I 'members when de massa move to Texas by
de ox team and dat am some trip! Dey loads de wagon till dere ain't no more
room and den sticks we'uns in, and we walks some of de time, too.

"My'massa am @ preacherman and have jus! three slaves, me and pappy
snd mammy. She am cook and housekeeper and I helps her, Pappy an de field
hand and de coachman snéd everything else what em needed, We have a nice, two-
room log house to live in and it am better den what mos' slaves have, with
de wood floor and real windows with glass in dem,

"Massa sm good but he am strict. He don't have to say much when he
wants you to do somethin'!, Dere am no honey words round de house from him,
but when him am preachin' in de church, him am different. He am honey man
den, Massa could tell de right wey in de church but it am hard for him to

act it at home, He makes us go to church every Sunday.

Iy P
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"But I's tellin' you how we'uns come to Texzs. De meals am
cook by de campfire and after breakfast we starts and it am bump, bump,
bump 211 day long, It am rocks and holes 2nd mudholes, and it am streams
eand rivers to cross, We'uns cross one river, mustg been de Mississippi,
end drives on a big bridge and dey floats dat bridge right 'cross dst river,
"Massa and missus argues all de way to Texas, She om

skeert mos' de time ard he allus sagy de Lawd tzke care of us, He say, !'De
Lewd am a-guidin' us,' She say, 'It am fools guidin' and a fool nove for
to start.' Dat de way dey talks ell de way. And when we gits in de mudhole
'twas g argument 'gain, She say, 'Dis am some more of your Lawd's calls.'
He say, 'Bush, msh, womsn. Yous gittin' sact'ligious.! So we has to walk
two mile for a men to git his yoke of oxen to pull us out dat mudhole, and
when we out, massa say, 'Thank de Lawd.' And missus say, 'Thank de mens
and de oxen,!

"Den one day weluns camps under a big tree and when weluns woke
in de mornin' dere am worms and worms and worms., Millions of dem come off
| dat tree., Man, man, dat 2m a mess, Massa say dey army worms and missus sey,
'Why for dey not in de amy den?!

"After we been in Texas 'bout a year, missy Mary gits married to
John Olhsm, Missy Mary »m massg's daughter, After dat I lives with her and
Massa John and den hell start poppin' for dis nigger. Missy Mary am good but
Msssa John am de devil, Dat man sho' am cruel, he works me to death and whups
me for de leas' thing. My pappy sey to me, 'You should 'come g runaway nigger.'

He runs 'way hisself and dat de las' time we hears of him,

-
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"When surrender come I has to stay on with Massa Olham, 'cause I has
no place to <0 and I's too young to know how to do for myself., I stays 'bout
till I's 16 year old and den I unts some place to work snd gits it in Jacks-
boro and stays dere sev'ral years., I quits when I gits marrie; and dat 'bout
nine year after de war end,

"I ma-ries Dick Hines at Silver Creek =nd he sm a farmer and a con-
trary man, He worked Jus'® ~s hard at his contrariness as him did 2t his fermin',
Mercy, how distressin'! and worryment am life with dat nigger! I couldn't
stand it no longer dan five year till I tooks my getaway. De nex' year I
marries Sam Walker what worked for cattlement here in Fort Worth and he died
'bout 20 year sgo. Den 'twas 'bout 13 yesr ago I ma-ries Jack Holman and
he died in 1930, 1I's sho'! try dis marrin' tusiness but I ain't gwine try it
no more, no, suh,

"1Pwixt 511 dem hushends and workin! for de white folks I gits 'long,
but I's 016 and de last few years I con't work. Dey pays me $12,00 de month
from de State and dat's what I lives on, Shucks, I's not worth nothin' no
more, I jus' sets and sets and thinks of de 0ld days and my mammy. All dat
make me sad, I'll tell you one dem songs what 'spresses my feelin's ‘'zactly.

"I's gm climbin' Jacob's ladder, ladder,
I's e climbin' Jacob's ladder, ladder,

Soldier of de cross; O-h~h-h! Rise and shine,

Give Gawd de glory, glory, glory,

In de year of Jubilee,

I wents to climb up Jacob's ladder, ladder,
Jacob's ladder, till I gits in de new Jerusalem,

WDat jus' how I feels,''

Ll DL
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LARNCE HOLT, 79, was bern
rear VWeodville, in Tyler
County, Texas, a slave of
Willism Helt, He new lives
in Beawmont, Texas,

"Its jus! smail fry when freedom come, 'cause I's bora in
1858, Bill Holt was my massa's name, dat why dey calla me Larnce
Holt. My massa, he come from Alabama but my mammy and daddy born
in Texas. Mammy named Hannah and daddy Elbert, Mammy cocked for
de white felke but daddy, he de sheemaker, DNat cemsider' a fine
Job on de plantatiom, 'cause he ngke all de shoes de white felks
uses for everyday smd all de cullud peeple shees, Every time dey
kill de beef dey save de hide fer leather and dey put it iam de
treugh call de tem vat, with de bark and ether things, and leave
‘em dere leng time, Dat change de raw hide te leather, When de
shee dome us black dem with soot, 'cause us have te de dat or wear
'em red. I's de little tike what help my daddy put on de seeot.

¥Massa have de big plantation and I 'member de big leg house,
It have de gallery en both sides and dey's de leng hall down de
center, De degs and semetimes a possum used to run threugh de hall
et night, De hall was big 'mough to dance im and I plays de fiddle,

"My mammy have foeur boys, call Eb and Ander and Tobe. My
big brother Eb he tote so many buckets of water to de hands inm de

field he were all de hair offen de top he head.

1
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"I be se glad when Christmas come, when I's 1i'l, Dewn in de quar ter
a4 hang up stecking and us have plenty homemgke ginger cake and candy make
eut of sugar and maybe a apple. One Christmass I real small and my mammy
buy me a suit of clothes in de store, I 86 preud of it I 'fraild to sit down
in it, 'Terisls in dem day was strong and lest a long time., One time I
git de first pair shees from a stere., I thought dey's gold. My daddy beught
dem for me and dey have a brace in de toe and was nat'ral black,

"%hen freedom come us family breaks up. 014 missy canft bear

see Ny mammy go, SO0 us stay. Dey give my daddy a place em credick and he
start farm and dey even 'lew him hosses and mule and ether things he need.
My massa goed to de niggers., 1 stays with my mammy ti1ll she die when I ten
year 0ld and den my brother Eb he take me and raise me till I sixteea, Den
I go off for myself,

"Dem young year us have good time, I fiddle teo de dance, play
1Git ©p im de Coo0l,' and 'Hopus Creek and de Water,' Us sho' dress up fer
de dance. I have black calico pantts with red ribbon up de sides and a
hickery shirt, De gals all wears ribbens 'reund de waist and one like it
'round de head,

"Us have mere hard time after freedom ceme den in ell de ether time

together. Us livin' ia treuble time, 'Beut 15 year ago I lest a leg, a dig

leg fall 'cross it when I makin' ties, I had plenty demn but it go for de

h..pitﬂlo
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BILL HOMrR, 87, was born a slave

on June 17, 1850, to Mr, Jack Homer,
who owned a large plantatiom near
Shreveport, Da. In 1500 pill was
ziven to Mr. Homer's dgughter, who
moved to Caldwell, Texas, Bill now
lives at 3215 McKinley Ave,, Fort
Worth, Texzs.

"I is 87 years old, 'cause I is born on Juke 1l7th, in
1850, and uhat!s 'cording to de statement my missy give me., I was born
on Messa Jack Homer's plsntation, close to Shreveport. Fin owned uy
manmy zna my papny and foout 100 otmer siaves, Himls planvation was
a big un. I don't know how meny acres him have, but it was miles long.
Dere was so0 many buildings ana sueds on dat place it was 2 smgll town,
De massa's house was 2 big two-story building and dere weas de spinnin!
nouse, de smokehouse, de bLacksmitw sn0p and e nursery 1or de cullud
caillens ana a Lot or spneds and sich, In de nigzger quarters dere was
50 one-room cabins snd dey was ten in a row snd der WAS tive rows,

"De cablus was built of logs and nad dirt floors znd a hol
wnar a window should be and a stoné *irenlace ror de cookin' and de
neat, Dere was a cooknouse tor de big nouse and z11 de cookin' for
de white folks was 'tended to by four cooks. We has lots or food, too -
cornmezl and vegetgbles and milk and 'lassas and meat, TFor mos"de
mezt dey kotcued hawgs in de Miss'sippi River boutoms. Once = week,
we nave wonive flour biscuit,

"Some work was hard and some easy, but massa don' 'lieve in
overworkin' his slaves, Sat'day afternoon and Sunday, dere was no

work., Some whippin' done, but mos! reasonable, If de nigger stubbom,
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devs whips 'mough for to rhange his mina. If de nigger ruus oxx, dot
cells ae goongnippin‘s. If any o. de cullud folks has de nmisery, dey
lets him res' in bed and if de misery bed de massa czll de docuor,
"I larny to Je coacmman gzna drive for messa's femily. But in
de year of 1860, Missy Mary gits married to Bill Johnson znd at dat
weddin! nassa Home: gives me and 4Y otuer niggers to her for de weddin!
present, Massa Johnson's father gives him 50 niggers too, Dey nas a
gfan‘ weddin'. I nelps take care of de nosses and dey Jjus' kep'! a-comin',
I 'spect dere was more'n 100 peoples dere znd dey have lots ot music
and dancin' and eats and, I ‘'spects, érinks, 'couse we'uns made peach
brandy. You see, de massa hed nis own atill,
"After de wecdin' was over, cev gives de couple de intsre,
Dere's whar dis nigger coaes in, I and de other niggers was lined up,
81l witn de clean clothes on and den de massa say, '?o; to give nv lovin'
daugnter de siart, I gives you dese 50 niggers, Massa Bill's father done
de senme for his son, ana dere we'uns was, 100 niggers with a new massa,
"Dey loads 15 or 20 wagons and starts tor Texas., ‘e travels from
deyligat to dark, witn mos'! de niggers walkin'. Ot course, it was hard,
but we enjoys de trip, Dere was one nigger called Monk and him knows 2
song and larned it to us, like this:
" Y9Walk, welk, you nigger, walk!
De road am dusty, de road am tough,
Dust in de eye, dust in de tuft;
Dist in de mouth, vous can'tv taik -
Walk, you niggers, don't you balk,
" Vialk, walk, you nigger walk!
De road am dusty, de road am rough.
Walk 'til we reach dere, walk or bust -
De road am long, we oe dere by and by.'

—2—
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Now, we'uns was a-follerin' benin' de wagons and we'uns sings it to de
slow steps ot de ox, +We'uns don't sing it many times 'til de missy

come =nd sit in ce back or de wagon, facin' we'luns and sne begin to nent
ce slow time and sing wid we'uns. Dat plesse Missy Mary to sing with us
and sne laugh ond laugn, h

"Afvter 'bout two weeks we comes to de place near Caldwell, in Texas,
and dere wzs ouildin's and land cleared, so we's soon settl=d, Messs
plants mostly cotton and corn end clears more land. I larned to be a
c0acnman; but on dat place I de ox driver or uses ce noe,

UYous never drive de ox, did 7ous?‘ De mule ain't stuoborn side ot
ae ox, ce ox am stuoborn and den some more, One time I%s hanlin‘ fence
rails and d¢ oxen starts to turn gee when I wants dem to go a2head. I cells
for haw, but dey pays dis nigger no mind and keeps agwine gee, Den dey
starts to run and de overseer hollers anc asks me, 'Whar vou gwiner! I
hollers bgck, 'I's nov gwine, I's bein! took,! Dem oxe. taxes me to de
well for de weter, 'cause if dev gits dry and is near water, cey goes in
spite or de devil,

"De treatment 1rom new masss am gnod, !'cause of Missy Mary. She say
vo Massas Bill, 'Ir vou mus! 'obuse de nigger, 'obuse yous own.' i has music
and parties , We plays de quill, make from willow stick when de sap am up,
Yous takes ae stick and pounds ce bark loose snd slips it oft, den sliv de
wood in one end gnd down one side, puts noles in de bark 2nd puv it back on
ae stick, De quill plays like de flute,

*] never goes out without de pass, so I never has troubdble with ae

patter rollers, Nigger Monk, nim have de 'sperience with 'em, Dey kotched
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him twice and dey sho' makes him hump and holler, After dgt he gits
pass or stgayvs to home,

"De War make no Aiff'runce with us, Yceot de soloiers cones
=nd tekes de ratiouns., But we'uns never goes hungry, 'cause des messsz
puts some nigg=rs huetlin' for wil'! hawgs, After surrender,wmissy reads
de paper snd tells dat we'uns is free, obut dat we'luns kin stay 'til we
is 'justed to de change,

"e second vear after de War, ce massa sells de plantation
and goes back to Louisiana and aen we'upa 2ll lef!, I goes to Leredo
10r seven year and worxs on g stock ranch, den I goes to farmin‘. I .
gits married in 1879 to Mary Hobinson and we'uns nas 14 chilluns. Four
of dem lives n=sre,

*I works hard all my lire ‘'tvii 1935 ana den I's too old.

My wite =nd I lives on de pensions we gits,
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SCOTT HOOPEER, 81, was born a

slave of the Rev, Robert Turner,

a Baptist minister who owned

seven slave families. They lived -
on a small farm near Tenaha, then
called Bucksnort, in Shelby County,
Texas, Scott's father was owned
by Jack Hooper, a neighboring
farmer, Scott married Steve Hooper
when she was thirteen and they had
eight children, whose whereabouts
are now unknown to her, She re-
ceives an $8,00 monthly pensionm, -

"Well, I%11 do de best I can to tell yous 'bout my life, I used
to have de good 'collection, but worryment 'bout ups and downs has 'fected
ny 'membance, I knows how old I is, 'cause mammy have it in de Bible, and
I's born in de year 1856, right in Shelby County, and near by Buckanort, what
am call Tensha now,

"Massa Purner am de bestest man he could be and taken good care of
us, for sho', He treat us like humans., There am no whuppin's like some
other places has. Gosh, What some dem 0ld slaves tell 'bout de whup and de
short rations and lots of hard work am awful, so us am lucky.

"“Masse don't have de big place, but jus' seven families what was
five to ten in de family, My mammy had nine chillen, btut my peppy didn't
live on us place, dbut on Jack Hooper's farm, what am four mile oi"f. He
comes Wednesday and Saturday night to see us, His massa am good, to0o, ahd
lets him work a acre of land and all what he raises he can sell. Fappy
plants cotton and mostest de time he raises better'n half de bale to he acre,
Dat-a=way, he have money sndhe own pony and saddle, and he brung us chillen
candy and toys and coffee and tea for mamy. He done save 'bout $500 when
surrender come, but it am all- 'Foederate money and it ain't worth nothin'.

He give it to us chillen to play with,
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"Massa Turner am de Baptist preacherman and he have de church at
Bucksnort, He run de store, too, and folks laughs 'cause 'sides being a
preacherman he sells whiskey in dat store, He makes it medicine for us,
with de cherry bark and de rust from iron nails in it, He call it, 'Bitters,!
and it a good name, It sho' taste bitter as gall., When us feels de misery
it am bitters us gits. Castor oil am candy 'side dem bitters!

"My grandmammy am de cook and all us eats in de shed. It am plenty
food and meat and 'lasses and brown sugar and milk and butter, and even some
white flour, Course, peas and beans am allus on dat table,

"Whren surrender came massa calls all us in de yard and makes de talk,
He tells us we's free and am awful sorry and show great worrpment. He say
he hate to part with us and us been good to him, but it am de law, He say us
can stay and work de land on shares, but mostest left, (Gourse, mammy go to
Massa Hooper's place to pappy and he rents land from Massa Hooper,, and us
live there seven years and might yet, tut dem Klu Klux causes so much trouble-
ment. All us niggers 'fraid to sleep in de house and goes to de woode at night.
Pappy gits 'fraid something happen to us and come to Fort Worth. TDat in 1872
and he farms over in de bottom,

"I's married to Steve Hooper den, 'cause us marry when I's thirteen years
0ld, He goes in teamin' in Fort Worth and hauls sand and gravel twenty-nine
years, He doin' sich when he dies in 1900, Den I does laundry work till I's
too old., I tries to buy dis house and does fair till age catches me and now
I can't pay for it. All I has 1s $8,00 de month and I's glad to git dat, but
it won't even buy food. On sich 'mount, there am no wgy to stinch myself and

pinch off de payments on de house, Dat am de worryment,
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ALICE HOUSTON, plioneer nurse and
midwife on whom many Sam Angelo-

ans have relied for years, was

born QOctober 22, 1859, She was a
slave of Judge Jim Watkins on his
amall plantation in Hays County,
near San Marcos, Texas and served

as house gir]l to her mistress, Mrse.
Iillle Watkins for many yearm after
the Civil ware At Mra. Watkins?
death she came with her husband, Jim
Houston, to S&n Angelo, Texas where
she has continued her services &as
nurse to white families to the pres=-
ent times

Alice relates her slave day experiences as follows:
"Y waa Jea' a little ohile whea dat Civil war broke
out and I's had de bes! white folks in de worlde. My ole
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mistress she train me for her house girl and aurse
maide Dat's whar I's gits so many good ideas fer
nursint,

"My mother's name was }ariah Watkins an' my
father was named Henry Watkins. He would go out in de
woods on Sattday nights and ketch *possums and bring
dem home &nd bake 'em wid taters, Dat was de best eatin?
we bhade Course we had good food all de time but we jes?
like dat 'possum best. )

"y marster, he only have four families and he had
a big garden fer all of us. We had our huts at de back
of de farm, Dey was made out of logs and de cracks daubbed
up wid mnd, Dey was clean and comfortable though, and we
had good beds.

"When we was Jes' little kids ole marster he ketch
us a stealin' watermelons and he say, 'Git} Git} Giti And
when we runs and stoops over to crawl through de crack of
de fence he sho' give us a blg spanke. Den we ruass off
oryin' and lookin' back likee.

®0le marster, he had lots of hogs and cows and
ohiokens and I can Jes' teste dat clabber milk nowe. Ole

an full
miss, she have & big dish/of clabber and she tells de girl
to set dat down out in de yard and she say, 'Give all dem
ohillné & spoon now and let dem eat date' When we all git
tround dat pan we sho' would lick dat clabber up.

nwe had straight slips made out of white lowell what

was wove on dat ole spinnin' wheele Den dey make Jjeans for

de men's breeches and dye it wid copperas and some of de
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cloth dey dye wid sumac berries and hit was sho' purty too.

"Ole miss, she muke soda out of a certain kind of weed
and dey makes coffee out of dried sweet taters.

My merster he didn' have no over-seer. Ile say his
slaves had to be treated right. Ie never 'lowed none of his
slaves to be sold 'way from their folkse I's aev'r, nev'r
seen any slaves in chains but I's hear talk of dem chuains.

miy white folks, dey tries to teach us to read and spell
and write some and after ole marster move into town he lets us
go to a real school. That's how come I cin read so many docto!
books you sees

"We goes to churcn wid. our white folks at dem cuamp
meetin's and oh lLawdy! Yes, mam, we all sho' did shouta
sometimes we Jined de church too.

"we washed our clothes oun Sat'day and cancea dat night.

*On Christmas and I'ew Yeur we would have &ll de good
things old marster &nd ole missus had &and when any of de
white folks marry or die dey sho' curry on bige Veddin's
and funerals, dem was de blggest Timese

nwhen we glts sick, ole marster he hive de docto!
right now., He sho' was good 'bout dat. Ole miss she make
us wear a plece of lead ‘round our necks fer de maluria und
to keeps our nose from bleedin' and &ll oI ug worc some uS=
afoetida 'round our necks to keep off contagion.

"Yhen de war close ole marster calls up all ue slaves

and he say, 'You's all free people now, Jes' same as I is,

and you ocan go or stay,! and we all wants to stay 'cause
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wasn't nothin' we knowed how itc do only whet ole marster
tells use He say he .et us work de land and give us hglf
of what we wake, und we all sta&yed on several years until
ne diedes Ve stayea with 1iiss tTatkins, «nd nere I is @n ole
nigga, still adoin' good in disc world, w=tellin' ce white

folks how to take care of cde chillunse”
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JOSEPHINE HOWARD was born in
slavery on the Walton planta-

tion near Tuscaloosa, Alabama.

She does not know her age, but
when Mr, Walton moved to Texas,
before the Civil War, she was

old enough to work in the fields.
Josephine is blind and very feeble.
She Iives with a damughter at 1520
Arthur St., Houston, Texas,

“"Lawd have mercy, I been here a thousand year, seems likas. 'Course
I ain't been here so long, but it seems like it when I gits to thinkin'
back., It was long time since I was born, long 'fors de war., MNammy's
name was ieonora and she was cook far Marse Tim Walton what had de
plantation at Tuscaloosa, Dat am in Alabamy. Papa's name was Joe Tatum
and he lived on de place 'jinin' ourn, Course, papa and mamy wasn't
married like folks now, 'cause dem tim~s de white folks jes' p slave
men 2nd women together like hosses or cattle.

"Dey allus done tell us it am wrong to lie and steal, but why did de
white folks steal my mammy and her mnammy? Dey lives clost to some water,
somewheres over in Airicy, and de men come in a little boat to de sho' and
tell dem he got presents on de big boat. Nost de men am out luntin' and
my mammy and her mamny git; took 6ut to dat big boat and dey locks dem in
& black hole what mammy say so black vou cen't see nothin', Dat de sinfulles'
stealin'! dey is,

"De captain keep dem locked in dat black hole till dat boat gits to Mobile
and dey is put on de block and sold. Mammy is ‘bout twelve year old and

dcy am 801d to Merse Tim, tut grandme dies in a month and dey puts her in

de slave graveyard,

-l
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"Mammy am nuss gal till she git older and den cook, and den o0ld
Marse Tim puts her and papa together and she has eight chillen, I reckon
Marse Tim warn't no worser dan other white folks. De nigger driver sho'
whip us, with de rezson and without de reason. You never kﬁowed. If dey
done took de notion dey jes' lays it on wou and vou can't do nothin',

"One mornin' we is gll herded up and mammy am crvin' and say dey
gwine to Texas, but can't take papa. He don't 'long to dem., Dat de lastes!
time we ever seed papa. Us and de women am put in wagons but de men slaves
am chained together and has to walk,

"Marse Tim done éit a big farm up by Marshall but only live a year
dere and his boys run de place. Dey jes' like day papa, work us and work us,
Lawd have mercy, I hear dat call in de mornin' like it jes' jesterday,

'All right, everybody out, and you better git out iffen you don't want to
feel dat bullwhip 'cross you back,!

"My gal I lives with don't like me to talk 'bout dem times, She say
it ain't no more and it ain't good to think 'bout it, But when vou has live
in slave times you ain't gwine forgit dem, no, suh! I's old and blind and
no 'count, but I's alive, but in slave times I'd be dead long time ago, 'cause
white folks didn't have no use for 0ld niggers and git shet of dem one way or
t'other,

It ain't till de soJefﬁ comes we is free, Dey wants us to git in de
pickin‘, ao‘my folks and some more stays. Dey didn't know no place to go to.
Manny doﬁe took sick and die and I hires out to cook for Missy Howard, and

marries her coachman, what am Woodson Howard, We farms and comes to Houston

-
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nigh sixty year ago. Dey has mule cars den, 'Woodson gits a 304 drgrin' snd
'fore he dies we raises three bovs and seven gals, but all 'cept two gals am

de=d now, Dey takes care of me, and dat all I know 'bout myself,

LT
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LIZZIE HUGHES, blind Negress of

Harrison County, Texas, was born
on Christmas Day, 1848, a slave

of Dr. Newton Fall, near Nrcog-

doches. Lizzie married when she
was eighteen and has lived near

Marshall since that time, She

is cared for by a married daugh-
ter, who live on Lizzie's farm.

A"My na?e 21 Lizzie Fall Hughes. I was borned on Christmas
ét Chireﬁs: 'tweeh old Nacogdoches town and San Augustine, Dat
eighty-nine year ago in slavery time. My young naster give me
my age on az plece of papsr when I married but the rats cut it up.

"I 'longed to Dr, Fall and old Miss Nancy, his wife, They
come from Georgia. Papa was namsd Ed dilson Fall and mammy was
June, Dr, Newton Fall had a big place at Chireno and a hundred
slaves, They lived in 11'l houses round the edge of the field.

We had everything we needed, Dr, Newton run a store and was a big

printer, He had a printin' house at Chireno and 'nother in Calif-

ornia. ¢

"The land was red and thev worked them big Missouri mules

and sho! raised somethin!, Master had fifty head of cows, too, and

they was plenty wild ganme, When master was 2bne he had a overseer,

but tell bim not to whip. He didn't 'lievé in rushin!' his niggers.

All the white folks at Chireno was good to they niggers. On Saturday
M

 night master give all the men a jug of syrup and a sack of flour and

a.ham or middlin' ‘and the smokehouse was allus full of beef and pork,

We had a good Time on that place and the niggprs‘was happy. 1 'member

the men go out in the mornin', singin?®:
v
wl-
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W11 went to the barn with a shinin', bright moon,
I went to the wood a-huntin' g coon.
The coon spiad me from a sugar maple tree,

" Down went mv gun and up the tree went ne.
Nigger and coon come tumblin? down,
Give the hide to master to take off to town,
That coon was full of good o0ld fat,
And magter brung me a new beagver hat,!

"Part of 'nother song go like this:

"iMaster say, vou breath smell of brandy,
Nigger say, no, I's lick 'lnsses candy.!

"When 0ld mester come to the 1& and hear the men singin' like that,
~he say, 'Them boys is lively this mornin', I's gwine zit a big day's plowin!

done, They cid, too, 'cause them big Missouri mules sho' tors up that red

land. Sgmetine they sing:
"#This agin't Cphristmas mornin'!, just a long summer day,
Hurry up, yellow boy end don't run 'way,
Grass in the cotton and weeds in the corn,
Get in the field, 'cause it soon be morn,?

WAt night when the hands come in they didn't do nothin' but eat and cut
up round the quarters, They'd have a big ball in a big barn there on the
place and sixty and seventy on the floor at once, singin?:

"8Juba this and Juba that,
Jubse killed a yaller cat.
Juba this and Juba that,
Hold you partner where you at.!

"The whites preached to the niggers end the niggers preeched to they-

selves, Gen'man sho' could preach good them times; everybody cried, they

preached so good, I's a mourner when I git free.

"Its big 'nough to work round the house when war starts, but not big

'nough to be studyin? 'Bout marryin'!, 1I's sho' sorry when we's sot free.

-2~
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01d mester didn't tell his niggers they free., He didn't want them to go.
Cn a day he's gone, two vwhite men come and showed us a pi=ce of paver and
say we's fres now, One them men was & big mill men and told wama he'll give
her $12,00 a month #nd feed her seven 1i'l niggers if she go c:ook fa hi
millhands., Papa done die in slavery, so mama goes with the man. I run off
and hid under the houée. I wouldn!t leave till I smed master. When he come
howe he say, 'Lizzie, why didn't you go?! I sar, 'I dontt want to leave ny
preserves and light bread.! He let me stay.

"Then I gits me a 1i'l man, He works for mrster in the store and
I works round the house, Master give me two dresses and a pair of shoes
when I married. We lived with him 2 year or two and then come to Marshall,
My husband worked on public work and I kept house for ihite folks ané we
saved our money and buyed this 1i'l farm. My man's dead fourteen years
now and my gal and her husband keeps thes farm goin',

"lie and my men didn't have nothin! when we 19ft Nacogdoches, but

we works hard and saves our money and buyed this farm, It 'pear like these

yvoung niggers don't try to 'cumlate nothin',

L LR 1]
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MOSE HURSEY believes he is abeut

sighty-twas vears eld. He wwas beran

in slavery aen 2 plantatien in Leuis-

igna, and was braught tn Texas by his

parents after they were freed. Mese

’  has been g prescher mest af Lislife,
and now believes he is appointed by
Ged te be "Head Proephet of the Werld."
He lives with his dgughter at 1120
Tenth St., Dallas, Texas,

"I was bern ssmewhere in Leuisiana, but can't ree'lect the plaee
exaet, 'cause I wos such a little chap when we left there, But I heared
my mether and father savy they belenged te Marse Merris, a fine gentlenon,
with evervthing fine, He s01d them to krrse Jim Beling, of Hed River
County, in Texas. Seo thev changes théir nane from {orris ts Beling, Lizea
Beling and Charlie Bniing,they was, Marse Beling didn't buy my brother
- gnd sister, s9 thet mede me the elderest ehild and the enliest one,

"The Belinzs had a 'nermeus big heuse and a 'nermeus big piees of
land. The heouse was the finesﬂ I ever seen, white and twoa-stoery. He had
aﬁout sixty slaves, and he the:ght a pewerful let of my felks, 'cause they
was goeed werikers, My mother, specinl, was a pewerful 'ligieus waman.

"We lived right well, eomsiderin', We had a little log heuse like
the rest of the nmiggers and I played round the place. Eatin' time ceme,
my mether brung a pet ef pess or beans and cernbread er side meat., I had
'nother‘brother and sister comin'! 'leng then, and we had tin vlates and cups
and knives and speens, and allus set te sur feed,

~ "We had 'meugh ef elofﬁes, sich as they was. I wore shirttails sut ef
'duikingg till I was a big bey., All the little niggers were shirttails, My

mother_had fair te middlin' estten dresses,

-1~
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"All week the niggers werked plantin' and heein'! and carin' fer the
livestack, They raised eotton and corn and veg'tables, and mules =nd herses
and hawgs and sheep. On Sundays they had meetin', sometimes at eur house,
senetimes at 'nether house. Right fine meetin's, teo, Thev'd preaeh and pray
and sing -~ sheut, tee, I hepred them it up with a.powerf&i foree of the
spirit, elappin' they honds 2nd walkkin' reund the place, They'd sheut, 'I
gat the glery. I got that el1d time 'ligien in my heart.! I =seen séme powerful
tfigurations ef the spirit in them days. Uncle Billy preached to us and he was
right geed at preachin' and nat'rally o goed nan, anyways. We'd sing:

"1Sisters, won't you help me besr my eress,
Help me hear ny ereoss,
I been dene wear my cress.
I been deone with al) things here,
'Cause I reagh over Zien's Hill.
Sisters, wn't you please help bear my eress,
Up over Zien's hill? !

“I seed a smart mumber of wagons »nd mules a~passin' zleng and sone
camp aleng the woeods by eur plaee. I heared they was a war and felks was goip!
with 'visions and livestoek., I wasn't much bigger'n a nimute and I was seared
elear te my wits,

"Then they's a time when paw says we'll be a-serrchin' a plaee to stsy
and werk en a pay way. They was 2 eonsider'ble many niggers lefi the Belings.
The day we went a%ay, which was 'cause 'twas the brezkin'! up of slavery, we
went in the wagen, eut the earriage gate in frent the Beling's plaee. As we
was leavin'!, Nr. Beling ealled me ard give me a cup sweet eoffee, He theught
esusid'ble plenty of me.

%%e went te a2 place ealled Mamtua, er semethin' like that. My pew says

he'll make @ man of me, and he puts me te breakin' greund amd cheppin' weod,

| e
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Them was b=d times, Money was scarce znd osur feedin' was pore,

"My pew died and m>w ~nd ne and the e¢hildren, Naney and Margina ~nd
Jessie and Gearge, moves te a 1ittlé plsee right eutside Sherman. liaw took
in washin' 2nd ironin'., 1 went ane week te scheel and the feacher e2id I
learned fastest of any beyv she ever see. She was a niee, wﬁité l=dy. Maw
tesk me eut of sch9eel 'cause she needed me at heme te tend the sther ehildren,
so's she eould work, I hod a powerful yearnin! te read and write, and I
studizd eut'n my beoks by nyself and my friends helped me with the cipherin'.

"I did whztever work I eould find'ts do; but my new said I was a
different me2d te the ether ehildren. "I was allus of a'ligieus and sericus
turn of mind. I was baptised when I was fifteemn and ihen when I was about
twenty-five I heared a elear ezl te preaeh the Gespel-werd, I went teo
~prezehin' the werd of Gewd. I get married and raised a family of ehildren,
and I farmed and preaehed,

"] was just a preaeher till abeut thirty years age, and then Gawd
starﬁed makin' 3 prophet eut of me, Toclay I om liese Hursgy, Head Prephet
te the World. They is lesser prephets, but I is the main sne. I beeone =
great prephet by fastin' amd pravin'. 1 fast Mendays and Wednesdays and
Fridays. I knew Gawd is feedin' the-petpl§ threough me, I see him in visions
and he speaks te me. Im 1936 I saw him at Commerce and Jefferson Streets(Dallas)
and he had a great banner, sayin', fAll nﬁeds a pensien,' In August this year
"I had a great visien eof war im ﬁhz esastern sorner of the weorld., I seen miles
of men marehin' and big guns and trenches filled with dead men, Gewd tells me |
:to toll the poople tc be prqparod 'ecause th@ tides of war is rellin' this way,

jnand all the theusands of millions of dollars they spend agim it abn't gein' te
] 1 'e te tell pesple the ward Gawd apeaks through ne.
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CHARLEY HURT, 85, was born a

slave of John Hurt, who owned

a large plantation and over a
hundred slaves, in Oglethorpe
County, Georgia. Charley stayed
with his master for five years afte
after the Civil War. 1In 1899
Charley moved to Port ‘orth, and
now lives at 308 S. Harding St.

-

"Yes, suh, I'm borned in slavery and not 'shamed of it, 'cause
I can't help how I'm borned, ?9re an folks what wont sgy dey borngd in
slavery.
"Us plantation am near Maxie, over in Ozlethorpe County, in
Georgia, and massa am John Hurt and .le have neér a’hunefd slaves, Us

live in de 1i'l cabin make from logs chink with mud and straw and twigs

K

am mix with dat mud to make it hold., De big chimley =m outside e cabin

s

mostly, and em logs and mud, too, De cabin am 'bout_ten by twenty feet
and jus' one room, |

| "Would I like some dem rations we used to git, now? 'Deed I would.
Dem was good, dat meat and cornmeal and 'lasses and plenty milk and some-
times butter., De meat sm mostest pork, with sOmé‘beef, 'cause massa raise
plenty hawgs and tendin"meat curin' am ﬁy first wofk. I puts dat meat in
de brine and den smokes de hams and shoulders. When hawg-killin' time come
I'm busy watchin! de smokehouse, What am biz, and hams and sich hung on racks
"bout six Peet high from de fireplace. 'Den it my duty to keep dat fire
Smoﬁldarin"énd jus' smokin', De more smoke, de better, Den I packs dat

'méht in hawgs heads and puts salt over each layer. Dat am some meat!
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"I mus'! tell you '‘bout dat whiskey and bdrandy. Massa have. he own
still and 2l1lus have t‘hree barrels or more whiskey and brandy on h-nd. Den
on Christmzs Day, him puts a tublof whiskéy or bragdy in de yard and hgngs
tin cups '‘round de tub. Us helps oufselves. At first us start jokin! with
each other, den starts. to sin,; and everybody am hapy. M~ssa watches us
and if one us gittin' too much, massa sends him to he cabin and he sleep it
off. Anyway, dat one day on messa's place 211 am happy and forgits dey am
slaves, |

#De last Christmas 'fore surrender I gits too much and am sick.
Gosh a-mighty! Dat de sickest I ever be and dat de last time I gits drunk,
Yes, suh, dat spoil dis nigzer's taste for whiskey.

"Now, 'bout whuppin's, dere am only one whuppin' what am give. Jerry
gits dat, 'cause he wont do what massa say, He tie Jerry on de log and
have dé rawhide whup.

"Dere am sy#tem on dat plantaﬁion. Everybody do he own work, sich
as field hands, stock hands, de blacksmith and de shoemaker and de weavers
and clothes makers, I'm @ll 'round worker and goes after de mail, jus!

v
runnin' 'round de place, .

"When de war start, all massa's sons jines de army. He have thres.
John am de captain and James carry de flagz and I guesses August am jus'
de plain‘sojar. Dey all cames home 'fore de war.am finish. August git run
over by do wheel of de cannon truck 2nd it cripple he legs 30 he can't walk
good Jamos gits sick with some kind fever misery and he am sent home.

Don Jehn an shot in de shauldor and it atay sore and won't hual. One day

”{'in.r 5,

-2- ‘
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Jerry say to massa he want to look at dat sore. Him see somethin' stickin'
out and he pull it. It a piece of voung massa's coat and de bullet have
carry it into de flesh and it am dere a whole year., De sore gits 211 right
after dat out. |
" 'Fore de bovs goes to fightin' dey trains near de plice where am de

big field for to train hunerds of sojer bovs. I likes dat, 'cause de drums
goes, 'ter-ump, ter-ump, ter-ump,tump,tump,’ and de fifes goes, Yie,te,ta,
te,tat’" and plays Dixie, One day Youngz massa trainin' dem sojers and he
em walkin' backwards and facin' dem sojers, and jus' as him say, 'Halt,'
down he go, flat on he back. Right awgy quick, him say, ' 'Bout face,'
'cause him don't want dem sojers to laugh in he face, so he turn dem 'round.

"When surrender come, all dem what not kilt comes home and dey have
2 big 'ception in Maxie, Dey have lots of long tables and de food am put
on 'fore de train come in. Dere was two coaches full of de bovs and dey
doesn't wait for dat train to stop. No, suh, dey crawls out de windows.
Well, dere am huzgin' and kissin' of de homefolks, and dey all laughin'
and cryin' at de seme time, 'cause of de joy dey's feelin'., Den dey all
sets down to de feast. Massa make de welcome talk, I done hide in de wagon
full of hams and cakes and pies and dere 2 canvas ovér dat stuff, and dat
how I gits to dat welcome home,

"I crawls out 'fore dey unloads¢d3~wagon and 'fore long massa see me
and him sﬁy,_'Gqsh for hemléékl Boy,'how comes you here?' I lets ny face
slip & 11'1l, 'bout half a laugh. I says, 'l rfdés under dat canvas.' Dat

atart him laughin' and he tells dq»quﬁlg dat I'm a pat'otic nigger. After

| dey all‘eaxs us niggers gits to eat, For once, I gits plentj pie and cake.
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"Us never hsve much joyments in slave time., Only when de corn ready
for huskin' a1l de neighbors comes dere and a whole big crowd am a-huskin'
and singin', I can't 'member dem songs, 'cause I'm not much for singin'.
One go like dis:

"TPull de husk, break de ear; -
Whoa, I's got de red ear here.'!

"ihen you finds de red ear, dat 'titles vou to de prize, like kissin' de
gel or de drink of brandy or somethin'. Dey not 'nough red ears to suit us.
"I'm thirteen year when surrender come. Massa don't call us to him like
othor massas done, im jus' go 'mongst de folks and say, 'Well, folks, yous
aﬁ free now and no longer my prop'ty, and vous 'titled to¢ pay for work.
I 'member old Jerry ;iﬁgs, 'Free, free as de:jaybird, free to flew 1ike de
Jaybird. Whew! !
"Some de culludfolks stays and some goea.- ﬁostest dem stays and works
de land on shares, I stays till I'm eighteen year and den I works for a
farmer denvfor a blacksmith den some carpenter work and some railroadin', De
fact am; I works at anything I could find to does., I does dat most my life,
"It goodvfor me to stay with Massa Hurt after freedom, 'éﬁuse den dey
plenty trouble 15 every place, Dere am fightin' 'twixt white and‘cullud
félks ovér votin'»and Sich. Dey try 'lect my brudder to Congress SLe-time,
‘but;ha nqt.'lect, 'cause.ae white man what am runnin' 'gainst him gits a
cuiiud preach?r to Tun ‘gaipgt dem bofh. Dat split de cullud vdtes and de
_vhite,man sm 'lect, I votes like de white man say, couple times, but after
dat I;iteps vot;p;. It ain't right for me to vote 'less I knows hbw and why.

I larns to resd and den sterts vetin' 'gain,

~
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"After de war de Ku Klux »m org'nize =nd dey makes de niggers plenty
trouble, Spometimes de niggers hes it comin! go 'em and lots of times dey
am 'posed on., Dere a 0ld; cullud man name George and he don't trouble
nobody, but one night de white caps - dat ;what dey called - comes to George's
place; Now, George know of some folks what am whupped for no-cause, éo he
prepare for dem white caps., Yhen dey gits to he house George am in de loft,
He tell dem he done nothin' wrong and for dem to go ‘'way, or he kilb dem.,
Dey say he gwine have & free sample of what he git if he do wrong and one
dem white caps starts up de ladder to git George and George shoot him dead.
'Nother white cap starts shootin' througﬁ de ceilin'. He can'y see George
but through de cracks Géorge can see and he shoots de secoﬁd feller, So dey
leaves and say dey come back, George runs t0 he 0ld massa and he takes
George to de law men. Never nothin! am done 'bout him killin' de white caps,
'cause dem wgite caps goes 'round 'busing niggers.
| W] comes to Texas 'Dout 40 year since and gits "y purty good till
de depression comes, éen it hord for me, My age am 'gainst me, too, and
many de time I's wish for some dat old ham and bacon on de o0ld plantation.
"First I marries Ann Arrant, in 1898 dat was, and us have three
chillen but dey all dead., Us git sep'rate in 1917 and I marries Mary Durh~m
in 1921, and us still livin' together. Us have no chiilen.l Mammy have ten

chillen but I'm de only one what am livin' now, 'cause I'm de youngest.

L2 2
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WASH INGRAM, a 93 year old Negro,
was born a slave of Capt. Jim Wall,
of Ricnmond, Va, His father, Charley
Wall Ingram, ran away and secured
work in a gold mine. Later, his
nother died and Capt. Wall sold Wash
and his two brothers to Jim Ingram,
of Carthage, Texss, When Wash's
father learned this, he overtook
his sons before they reached Texas
and put himself back in bondage,

80 he could be with his children,
VWash served as water carrier for

the Confederate soldiers at the
battle of Mansfield, La. He now
lives with friends on the Elysian
Fields Road, seven miles southeast
of Marshall, Texas.

"I don! know just how ole I is, I was 'bout 18 when de
War was over, 1 was bo'n on Cgptain Wall's place in Richmond, Vir-
gini'. Pappy's name was Charlie and mammy's name was Ca'line. I hed
six sisters and two brothers and all de sisters is dead. I haven't
heard from my brothers since Master turn us lcose, a year after de
war.

"Pappy say dat he and mammy was sold and traded lots of
times in Virgini'., We always went by de name of whoever we belonged
to, I first worked as a roustabout boy dere on Capt., Wall's place in
Virgini', He was sho' a big man, weighed more'n 200 pounds., He owned
lots of niggers =2nd worked lots of lend., The white folks was good to
us, but Peppy was a fightin' man and he run off snd got a job in a
€0l1d mine in Virgini!,

“After pappy run away, mammy died and den one day de overseer

hepded up a big bunch of us niggers and driv us to Barmum's Tradin' Ya'd

-le
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down in Mississippi. Dat's a place where dey sold and traded Niggers jus'
lak stock. I cried when Capt. Wall sold me, 'canse dat was one man dat sho!
was good to his niggers, But he had too many slaves,

"Cotton was a good price den and dem slave buyers had plenty of money.
e was 80ld to Jim Ingram, of Carthage. He bought a big gang of slaves
and refugeed partv or 'em to Louisiana and part to Texas, We come to Texas
in ox wagons. #wuile we was on tue way, camped at Keachie, Louisiana, & man
come ridin’ invo camp and someone say to me, '¥ash, dar's your pappy.' I
didn' believe it 'cguse pappy was workin' in a gold mine in Virginif, Some
of de men told pappy nis chillen is in camp end ue come and 1in'® me and my
orotaers, DUen ne jine Master Ingram's slaves so ue can ve witn his cnillen,

"Master Ingram had a big plantation down near Carthage and lots of
niggers. He also buyed land, cleared it and sol' it. I plowed with oxen,
We had a sverseer and sev'ral taskmasters, Dey whip de niggers for not
workin' right, or for runnin' 'way or pilterin' roun' master's house., We
woke up at four olclock and worked from sumup to sundown, Dey give us an
hour for dinner, Dem dat work ~oun' de nouse et at tables with plates.
Dem dat work in de field was drove in from work and fed Jjus' like nosses
at a big, long wooden trough, Dey had to eat with a wooden spoon, Ue
svrough and de food was clean and always plenty or it, and we stood up to
eat. We went to bed soon atter supper durin’ de week for dat's 'bout all
we feel like doin' after workin' twelve hours. We slep! in wooden bede what
had corded rope mattressges,

"Wo uad to learn de best way we could, 'cause dere was no schools.

We nad churcn out in de woods, I didn' see no money till after de surrender.
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Guess we didn' need any, 'cause dey give us food and clothes and tobacco.
We didn' have to ouy notnin', I had broadcloth clothes, a bdlue jean over-
coat and good shoes and boots,

"De niggers had heap better times dan now. Now we work all time
and can't git nothin', Sat'day night we would have parties and dance and
Play ring plays. We nad de parties ders in a big double log house, Dey
would give us whiskey and wine and cherry brandy, but dere wasn! no shootin!'
or gamblin®, Dey didn' 'low it. De men and women didn' do like dey do now.
If dey had such carryin's on as dey do now, de white folks would have whip-
ped 'em good, |

"I 'memoer dat war and I sees dem cannons and hears ‘em. I toted
water for ae soldlers wnat fought at de Battle of Mansfield. Master Ingram
had 350 slaves wnen de war was over but he didm' turn us loose till a year
after surrender, He telled us dat de gov'ment goin' to give us 40 acres
of land and a pair of mules, but we didn' git notnin!, After Master Ingram
turn us loose, pappy bougnt a place at De Berry, Texas, and I live with him
till after I was grom. Den I marry and move to Loulsiena., I come back to
Texas two years ago and lived with my friends here ever since, My wife died
18 years ago and I had a hard time fcause I don' have no folks, tut I's man-

aged to git someone to let me work for somethin' to eat, a few clothes and a

place to sleep,

SEEEERE S
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CARTER J. JACKSON, 85, was born
in Montgomery, Alebana, a2 slave
of Parson Dick Rogers, 1In 1863
the Rogers family brought Carter
to Texas and he worked for them
28 a slave until four years after
epanicipation., Carter was with
his master's son, Dick, when he
was killed at Pittsburg, Pa.
Carter married and moved to Tatum
in 1871,

"If you's wants to know 'bout slavery time, it was Hell, 1I's
born in Montgomery, over yonder im Alabama. My pspoy nemed Charles
and come from Floride and mammy nam~d Charlotte end her from Tennes—
see, They was sold to Parson Rogers and brung to Alabamz hy him,

I h2d sever brothers call Prenk »nd 3enjamin and Richerdson and Ander-
son and Miles, Emamuel and Gill, end three sisters call Milands,
Evaline and Sallie, but I don't know if 2nyv of 'em »re livin' now,

"Person Rogers come to Texns im '63 and brung 'bout 42 slgves
and my first work was to tote water in the field. Parson lived in
a good, big frome house, znd the niggers lived in log houses what
had dirt floors and chimnevs, and our bunks hed rope slats and grass
nattress, I sho' wish I could have cotch myself sleepia' or a feather
bed them days. I wouldn't woke up till Kingdom Come,

"We et vegetabl+s and meat and ash cake, You could kmock you
mamny in the head, eatin' that aBh cake brezd. I 2in't been fit since,
Ve had hominy cooknd‘in the fireplace in big pots thet ain't bad to
talk 'bout. Deer was thicﬁ them days and we sot up sharp stobs imside
the pea field and them young bucks Jumps over the fence and stabs them-
selves, That the only way te cotch them, 'cause they so wild you

couldn't git a fair shot with a fifle,

e

180



Ex-slave Stories Page Two .
(TCX&S) 153.1.

"Massa Logers had a 300 acre plantztion and 200 im cultivation
and he had a overseer and Steve O'Neal was the nigger driver, The horm
to git up blowed 'bout four o'clock and if we didm't f2ll out right now,
the overseer was in aftér us. He tied us up every which way and whip us,
and at night he walk the quarters to keep us from runnin' 'round. On
Surd2y mornin' the overseer come 'round to each nigger cabin with & big
sack of shorts end give us 'mough to mnke bread for one dzy.

"I used to steal some chickens, 'ceuse we didm't have 'nough
to aat, and I don' think I done wrong, 'cause the place wm=g full of lem,
We sho'! morned what we et., I'd go up t§ the hig house to m~ke fires and
lots of times I seed the mante}l board lined with greenbacks, 'tween mentel
end wall and I's snitched memy » $50,00 bill, but it 'federate momey.

"Me and four of her chillen standia' bv when mamy's sold for
$500,00. Crvim' didn't stop 'em from sellin' our mammy 'way from us,

"I 'member the wsr was tough »nd I went 'long with young massa
Dick when he went to the wor, to wait om him. I's starndin' clost by when
ne was kilt under a2 big tree irn Pittsburg, =nd 'fore he die he ask Wes
Tatum, one the neighbor boys from home, to take care of me and return me
to Massa George,

"I worked on for Massg Rogers four year after that, jus' like
in slavery time, and one day he call us and say we can go or stay, Sol
goes with my psppy end lives ﬁith him till 1871, Then I marries and works
or the railroazd whea it's builded from Lomgview to Big Sandy, 'bout 1872,

I works there sev'rzl years and I raises seven chillen. After I quits the

railroad I works wherever I can, on farms or in towm.

BRERND
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JAMES JACKSON, 87, was born a
slave to the Alexander family,
in Caddo Parish, La. When he
was about two, his master moved
to Travis County, Texas. A
short time later he and his two
brothers were stolen and sold to
Dr, Duvall, in Bastrop Co.,Texas.
He worked around Austin €1l he
married, when he moved to Tegylor
and then to Kaufmen. In 1929 he
went to Fort Worth where he has
lived ever since,

%] was bo'n at Caddo Parish, dats in Louisiana, on de
Doc Alexander plantation., My mother saye I was bo'n on de 18th
day of December, in de year of 1850, I guess dat's right, 'cause
I's 87 years ole dis comin' December,

"Jus? 'tout dat time dey started shippin' de darkies
to Texas. My marster moved to Travis County, Texas, and tuk all
his slaves wid him, I was too young to 'member, but my mother,
she told me 'bout it.

"It wasn! long after we was on Marster Alexander's new
plece in Trevis County, till one night a man rode up on a hoes and
stole me and my two brothers and rocde away wid us. He tuk us to
Bastrop County and sold us to Doc Duvall, Marster Duvall sold my
brother right after he bought us, but me and John, we stayed wid
him till de slaves was freed,

"On Marster Davell's plentation de slaves all lived in
log cebins back of de big house., Dey was one room, two rooms and
three room cabins, dependin' on de size of de family. Most had

dirt floors, but some of 'em had log slabs. We had dese ole wooden

5y
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beds wid a rope stretch 'cross de bottom and a mattress of straw
or cotton dat de niggers got in de fiel', We had lots to eat, like
biscuit, cornbread, meat and sich stuff, Most times dey made coffee
outta parch cornmesl. We had gardens and raised most of de stuff
to eat, |

"I herds sheep and is houseboy most of de time. When I
was ole enough, I picks cotton. I was jus' learnin' when de glaves
was freed, Mawster Duvall had over 500 acres in cotton and he kep!'
us in de fiel' all de time, 'cept Saturday afternoon and Sunday,

"Dey had meetin' and dances Saturdsy nights. I was too
young to 'member jus' what de songs was, but dey had a fiddle and
pleyed all night long. On ever'! Sunday de niggers went to Church
in de evenin'. Dey had a white preacher in de mornin'! and a cullud
preacher in de evenin',

"Marster Duvall wo.ld whip de niggers who was disobedience
and he jus! call dem up and ask dem what was de trouble, den he would
whip dem wid a cowhide or a rope whip. We could go mywhere iffen we
had a pass, but if we didn' de paddlerollers would ketch us. They
was kinda like policemen we got today.

"In slavery, dey tresded and sold niggers like dey do
hosses and mules, Dey carry dem to de court house and put dem on de
block and smction *em off, Some sold for roun' $3,000. It was hard
to sell one wid scars on him, 'cause nobody wanted him, I seen ‘em

come by in droves, all chained together,

=2
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"When de slaves was free dey was sho' happy. Dey all got
together and had a kin' of cel'bration. Marster told dem if dey
wvanted to stay and help make de ﬂ%ﬁp, he'd give 'em 50 cents a day
and a place to stay. Some tuk him up on dat and stayed, but a lot
of dem left dere, Me and my brother, we started walkin' to Austin,
In Austin we finds our mother, she was working for Judge Paschal,

She hires us out to one place and den another,

"Since freedom I done most everything anybedy could do, I
bc<en porter and walter in hotels and rest'rants. I been factory hand,
and worked for carpenters and in de roun' house. 1 picked cotton and
worked on de farm.

"I been marrded 61 years., I gits marric? at home, like
civilize folks do, I raised a big family, 12 chillen, but only five
is alive todey. I moved here in 1929 and looks like I's here till

I dle,

SRR ERd



120168

EX-SLAVE STORIES
(Texas)

MAGGIE JACKSON was born a slave of the
Sem Oliver family, in Cass Co., Texas,
near Douglasville, She is about 80
Years o0ld and her memory is not very
€00d, s0 her story gives few details,
She lives with her daughter near Doug-
lasville, on highway #8,

"I am about 8C years 0ld and was a2 chile during slavery
times, My papa's name was Tom Spencer Hall and my mama's name
was Margaret Hall., My bdbrothers and sisters was Maris and Barbara
and Alice and Octavia and Andrew z_a,nd Thomas and Hillary and Eugenia
and Silas and Thomas, We was a big fam'ly,

"My moma was Sam Oliver's slave, but mr pspa lived a mile
avey with Masta Sam Carlow, We lived in box houses and slep' on
wood beds and we et co'nbread and peas and grits and lots of rab-
bits and 'possums, Mama cooked it on the fireplace,

"Masta Sam's house was bi(and had six big rooms with a
hall through the middle and the i:itchen sot wgy off in the ya'd
and had a big cellar under it. Masta Sam had a big orchard and
put epples and pears in tne cellar for the winter, My brothers
use' to slip uncer there and steal them and mema'd whip 'em,

"The big house set 'mong big oak trees and the slaves
houses was scattered roun' tne beck, Masta Sam had = ole cowhorn
he use! to blow for the niggers to come outta tne fiel!,

"Mos?® all us chillen wen' fishin' on Saturdsy and we'd fish

with pins. One day I slipped off and caught s whole string of fish.
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"We learned to read a2nd write and we wen' to cmurch with
the white folks. Masta Sam was good to us and gave us plenty food and
clothes, -

"I never was 'fraid of haints and I never see none, but
I know some seen 'em.

"I married John Jackson in a white muslin dress and we was

married by Dan Sheraan, a cullud preacher from Jefferson. I married

John Ycause I loved him and we didn' fuss and fight. I has five cnillen

and five grandchillen,

e S
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MARTIN JACKSON, who calls himself

a "black Texan", well deserves to
select a title of more distinction,
for it is quive possidble that he is
the only living former slave who
served in both the Civil War snd
the World War. He was born in
bondege in Victoria Co,, Texas, in
1847, the property of Alvy Fitze
patrick. This self-respecting
Negro is totally blind, snd when

a person touches him on the arm -
to guide him he becomes bewildered
and asks his helper to give verbal
directions, up, down, rignt or left.
It may be he has been on his own so
long that he cannot, at this late
date, readjust himself to the touch
of & helping hend, His mind is un-
commonly clear and he speaks with no
Negro colloquialisms and almest no
dialect,

Following directions as to where to find Martin Jackson,

"the most remarkable Negro i, San Antonio," a researcher made his way

to an 0ld frame house at 419 Center St,, walked up the steps and
through the house to an open door of a rear room., There, on an iron
bed, ley a long, thin Negro, smoking a cigarette., He was dressed in
a woolen undershirt and bvlack trousers and his beard and mustache
were trimmed much after the fashion of white gallants of the Gay
Nineties. His head was remarkably well-shapsd, with striking emi-
nences in nis forenead over his brows,

After a moment the intruder spoke and announced his mission,

The old Negro, who is stone blind, quickly admitted that he was Martin

Jackson, but before making any further comment he carried on an effi-

cient interview himself; he wanted to know who tine caller was, who

had directed the visit, and Just what brench of the Federal service

heppened to be interested in the days ot slavery. These questions

-]l
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satisfactorily answered, he went into his adventures end experiences, em-
bellishing the highlights with uncommon discernment and very little prod-

ding by the researcher,

"I have gbout 85 years of good memory to c2ll on., I'm ninety, and
80 I'm not counting my first five years of lite. I'll try to give you as
clear a picture as I can., If vou want to give me a copy of what you are
going to write, I'1l sppreciate it. Maybe some of my children would like
to have it,

#

"I was here in Texas when tnepivil War was first talked about,
I was here when the War started and followed my young master into it with
the First Texas Cawalfy. I was here during reconstruction, after the War,
I was nere during the Eurepean World War and tne second week sfter the
United States declared war on Germeny I enlisted as cook at Camp Leon Springs.

"This sounds as it I liked tne war racket. But, as a matter of fact,
I never were a uniform -~ grey coat or khaki coat =- or carried a gun, unless
it happened to be one worth sAving after some Confederate soldier got snot. I
wae 011iclal lugger-in of men that got wounded,and might have been called a
Red Cross werker if we had had such = corps comnected with our company. My
father was head cock for the battalien and between times I nelped nim out with
the mess, fhere was some ditrerence in the food served to soldiers in 1861
and 1917}

4t
" Just wnat my feelings was agbout the War, I have neverbeen able te
A
figure out myself. I knew the Yanks were geing te win, from the beginning,

I wanted them to win and lick us Seutherners, but I neped they was going to

-2
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do iv without wiping outv our company. I'1l come back to that in a minute.
As I said, our company was the First Texas Cavalry. Col, Buchell was our
commander, He was a full-blooded German and as fine a man and a soldier
as you ever sav, He was killed at the Battle of Marshall and died in my
arms, Yeu may also be interested to know that my old master, Alvy Fitz-
patrick, was the grendfather of Governor Jim Ferguson,

"Lots of 0ld slaves closes the door before they tell the truth
about their days of slavery. When the door is open, they tell how kind
their masters was and now rosy it all was, You can't blame them tor this,
because thney nad plenty of early discipline, making tnem cautious about
saving anytning uncomplimentary about tneir masters, I, myself, was in a
little different position than most slaves and, as a consequence, have no
grudges or resentment. However, I can tell you tne lite of the average
slave was not rosy. They were dealt out plenty ot cruel sutfering.

"Even with my good treatment, I spent most of my time pleming

and thinking of running away. I could nave done it easy, but my old fatner

used to say, 'No use running from bad to worse, minting beiter.' Lots of

colored boys did escape and :jé:\.ned the Union army, and there are plenty of

them drawing a pension today. My ratner was always counseling me. He seid,
'Every man has to serve God under his own vine and fig tree.! He kept point—
ing out that the War wasn't going to last forever, but that our forever was

going to be spent living among the Southeners, after they got licked, He'd

189

cite examples of how the whites would stand flatfooted and fight for the blacks

the same as for members of their own family. I knew that all was true, but

still I rebelled, from inside of me., I think I really was afraid to run away,

o
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because I thought my conscience would haunt me, My father knew I felt tnis
way and he'd rub my fears in deeper, One of nis remarks still rings in wy
ears: 'A clear conscience opens bowels, and when you have a guilty soul it
ties you up and deatn will not for long desert you,!

"No, sir, I haven't had any education, I should have had one,
tnough. My old missus was sorry, after the War, that she didn't teach me,
Her name, before she married my old master, was Mrs. Long. She lived in New
York City and had three sons, Wnen my old master's wife died, he wrote up to
a friend of his in New York, a very prominent merchant named C. C. Stewart,
He told this friend he wanted a wite and gave him specifications for one,
Well, Mrs, Long, whose lmsband had died, fitted the bill and she was sent
down to Texas. She became Mrs, Fitzpatrick, She wasn't the grendmother of
Governor Ferguson., 0Old Fitzpatrick had two wives that preceded Mrs. Long.
One of tne wives had a daughter named Fanny Fitzpatrick ~nd it was her that
wes the Texas! governgﬁ's mother, I seem to have the complicated family tree
of my o0ld master more clear than I've got myv own, although mine can be put in
a nutshelly I married only once and was blessed in it with 45 years of devotion.
I nad 13 children and a big crop of grandchildren,

"My earliest recollection is the day my o0ld boss presented me to
his son, Joe, as nis property. I was about five years 0ld and my new master
was only two,

"It was in the Battle of Marsnall, in Louisiana, that Col. Buchell
got shot. I was about three miles from the front, where I had pitched up a
kind of first-ald station, I was all alone there, I watched the whole thing.

I could hear the shooting and see the firing, I remember standing there and

e
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thinking the South didn't have a chance. All of a sudden I heard someone call,
It was a soldier, who was half cerrying Col. Buchell in, I didn't do rothing
fo;{the Colonel. He was too far gone. I just held him comfortable, and that
was the position ne was in when he stopped breathing. That was tne worst hurt
I got when enybody died., He was a friend of mine, He had had a lot of soldier-
ing before and fought in the Indian War

"Well, the Battle of Marshsll broke the back of the Texas Cavalry.
e began straggling back towards New Orleans, and by that time the War was over,
The soldiers began to scatter, They was a sorry-lockin' bunch of lost sheep.
They didn't know where to go, but most of 'em ended up pretty close to the
toms they started from. They was like homing plgeons, with only the instinct
to go home and, yet, most of them had no homes to go to,

"No, sir, I never went into books., I used to handle a big diction-
ary three times a day, but it wae only to put it on a chair so my young master
could sit up higher at the table. I never went to school. I learned to talk
pretty good by associating with my masters in their big house,

"We lived on a ranch of about 1,000 acres close to the Jackson County
line in Victoria County, about 125 miles from San Antonio. Just before thex
war endo%t they sold the ranch, slaves and all, and the fanily, not away fighting,
moved to Galvestoh. Of course, my father and me wasn't sold with the other blacks,
becguse we was away at war, My mother was d:owned years before when I was a lit-
tle boy. I only remember her after she was dead. I can tak;;ou to the spot in
the river todsy where she was drowned. She drowned herself, I never knew the

reason behind it, but it was sald she started to lose her mind and preferred

death to that, ®
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At this point in the o0ld Negro's narrative the sound of someone
singing was heard. A moment later the door to the house slamied shut and
in accompaniment to the tread of feet in the kitchen came this song:

"I sing because I'm happy,

And T sing because I'm free--
His eyes is on the sparrow
Ard I kmow Me watches me."

The singer glanced irn the bedroom and the song ended with both em-
barrassment and anger:

"Rather! Why didn't you say you had callerst"

It was not long, however, before the singer, Mrs., Maggle Jackson,
daughter=in-law of old Martin Jackson, ,j'oined in the cmnversation.

"The master's name was usually adopted by a slave after he was
set free, This was done mere because it was the logical thing to do and
the easiest way to be identified than it was through affection for the
master, Also, the government seems to be in s almighty hurry to have us
get names, We had to register as someone, s0 we could be citizens, Well,
I got to thinking gbout all us slaves that was going to tzke the name Fitz-
patrick, I made up my mind I'd find me a different ome, One of my grand-
fathers in Africa was called Jeaceo, and so I decided to be Jackson,"

After this clear-headed Negro had posed for his photograph, the re-
segrcher took his leave and the old blind man bade him a gracious "good-bye,"
He stood as if watching his new friend walking away, snd then lighted a cig-
arette,

"How long have you been smoking, Martin?" called back the researcher,

"I picked up the deadly habit," answered Mertin, "over seventy-five

years ago,"
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NANCY JACKSON, about 105 years
0ld, was born in ladisonm Co.,
Tennessee, o slave of the Griff
Lacy family. She was married
during slavery and was the
mother of three children when
she was freed, In 182E, WNancv
claims, she was brought to Tex-
as by her owner, and hes lived .
in Panola Co, 211 her life,
She hAas no proof of her age and,
of course, may be in the late
nineties instead of over one
mndred, as she thinks, She
lives with her daughter about
five miles west nf Tatum,Tex,

"I's live in Panols County now going on 102 year 2nd that a
mighty lomg time for to 'member back, but I'1l try to rec'lect. I's
born in Tennessee and I think it's in 1830 or 1832. I lives with my
baby chile what am now 57 year olé and she's born when I's 'bout
'bout 33, But I ~in't shn'! 'bout my age, noways.

"Massa Griff fotches us to Texss when I a baby =and my brudders
vhat em Redic and Anthony and Essex and Allen and Brick and my sisters
what am Ann and Matty ond Charlotte, we 21) come to Texes, Maumy come
with us but pappy was sold off the Lacy place and stays in Temessee,

"Massa had the bigges! house in them parts nnd = passel of
slaves, Mammy's nome was Letha, and we have a purty good place to
live end massa not bad to us, We wns trezted fair, 1 guesses, but they
allus whipped us niggers for somethin'. But when we got sicx< they'd
git the doctor,'cause losin' a nigg-r like losin' a pile of money in
them days.

"Masso sometimes outlines the Bible to us and we had a song

wvhat we'd sing sometimes:

]
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"1Stand your storm,Stand your storm,
Till the wind hlows over,
Stand your storm,Stand your storm,
I's 2 sojar of the Cross,
A follower of the Lamb,!

"We was woke ﬁy s bell and called to eat by a bell and put to
bed by that bell and if that bell ring outta time vou'd seemthe niggers
Jumpin' rail fences and cottom rows like deers or something, gettin! to
that house, 'cause that mezn something bad wrong at massa's house.

"I marries right here in Panola Jounty while slaovery still
here and my brother-in-law marries me an’ Lewis Blekely, and I's 'bout
nineteen, My husban' 'longed to the Blskely's and after the weddin' he

had to go back to them and they 'lowéd him come tc see me once a week
0y Saturday and he could stay till Sunday. I works om for the Lacy's
more'n a yvesr after slavery till Lewis come got me gnd we moved tb our-
selves,

"I 'member one big time we‘fsne have im slavery. Massa gome and
he wasn'y gone, He le”t the house 'tendin' go or a visit ~nd missy and
her chillen gone and us niggers give a big ball the night they all gone,
The leader of that ball had on massa's boots and he sing 2 song he make

ups
"10le massa's gone to Philimsn York
And won't be back till July 4th to come;
Fac'! is, I don't know he'll be back 2t all,
Come on 211 vou niggers and jine this ball,!
"Thet night they done give that big ball, massa had blacked up
and slip back im she house and while they singin' and damcim', ,he sittin!

by the fireplace z11 the time. 'Rectly he spit, and the nigger who had
on he boots recernizes him and tries climb up the chimmey,"

LA 21l
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RICHARD JACKSON, Harrison County
farmer, was born in 1889, a slave
of Watt Rosborough, Richard's
family left the Roshoroughs when
the Negroes were freed, and moved
to a farm near Woodlawn, Richard
married when he was twentv-five

and moved to an adjoining farm,
which he now owns,

-

"I was born on the Rosborough plantation in 1859 and 'longed to
0ld man Watt Rosborough. He brung my mammy out of North Carolina, but
my pappy died when I was a baby, and memmy merried Will Jackson. Besides
me they was six brothers, Jack and Nathan, Josh and Bill and Ben and Mose.
I had three sisters named Matilda and Charity and Anna.

"I 'members my mammy's father, Jack, but don't know where he come
ny ¥y .

from. I heared him tell of fightin' the Indians on the frontier, and one

nanmy's brothers was shot with a Indian arrow,

"The plantation jined the Sabine river and old man Watt owned meny
a slave, - The o0ld home is still standin' cross the road from Rosborough
Springs, nine miles south of Marshall,

"They was & white overseer on the place, and mamzt&’s stepdaddy, Kit,
waé niggerdriver and done all the whippin!, !cept of mammy. She was bad
thout ﬁghtin‘ and the overseer allus tended lto her, One day he come t0

tho wuartors to whip her and she up and throwed a shovcl full of livo coals

from tho firoplacc in his bosom and run out the door, He run her all over

‘thc placc 'foro he cotchcd hor. 1 s«d the overseer tie her down and whip

' 'hor. !Eho niggors mn't whippod mach $cept for fightin* Tmongst themselves.
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I Ymembers manmy allus sayin! the darkies had to pray out in the
woods, 'cause they ain’t 'loyed to make no fuss round the house, She say
they was fed and clothed well 'nongh, but the overseer worked the lights out
of the darkies, I wasn't big 'nough to do field %ork, but *member goin“to
the field to take mammy!s pipe to her. They wasn't no matches in them days,
and I &llus took fire from the house and sot 2 stump wfire in the field, so
mammy could light her pipe,

"None of our folks larnt to read and writg til1) after slavery. My
oldes' brother was larnin! to0 read on the sly, but the overseer found out
tbout it and stopped him. He found some letters writ on the wall of the
quarter with charcoal and made the carkies tell him who writ it, My brother
Jack done it, The overseer didn't whip him, but told him he darns't do it
tgain,

PAfter surrender my folks left the Rogboroughs right straight and
moved clost to Woodlawn. My oldes' hired out in Shreveport, When they asks
him what het!s worth, he told them he didn't know, but he was allus worth a
heap of money when dnyone wanted to buy him from the Roseboroughs,

"The Ku Kluxers come to our house in Woodlawn, and I got scart and
crawled under the bed, They told mammy they wasn't gwine hurt her, but jus'
wanted water to drink. They didn't call each other by names, When the head
man spoke to any of them he'd say, Number 1, or Number 2, and like that.

¥ thunk I heared ghosts on the Driscoll place once, up in the loft of

the house, I heared them plain as day. My step-pa done die there and might

1j§r§o§3 hi§fghost.-Wo moved away right straight, and old man Driscoll had to

,‘.‘%(
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burn that house down after that, 'cause wouldn't none the darkies live in it,
"The only time I voted was when they put whiskey out, I heared a white
man one time in Ma?shall, mekin' a speach on the square, He said he was gwine
tell us darkies why they didn't low us to vote, He didn'y tell us, 'cause the
law come out and made him git out the wagon and leave, |
"This young race is sho' livin! fast, but I guess they's all right,
Things is jes! different now to when I was a boy, When I was a boy, folks

didn't mind helpin' one 'nother, but now they is in too big a hurry to pay

vou any mind.

LD L L]
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JOHN JAMES, 78, was barn a slave
t5 Jehn Chspman, »n 2 large plan-
tatien in East Baton Rsuge Parish,
Leuisiana., John teek the name ef
his father, whe was ewned by Jehn
James, Jehn snd his mether stayed
with Mr. Chapman fer six years after
they were freed, them Jehn went te
Misseuri, where he werked fer the
M. K. & T. Railread fer twenty veasrs.
He then come te Texas, and new lives
- at 315 S, Jennings Ave,, in Fert b
Werth,

> b

& >~

"I deesn't have s» much mind for slavery davs, 'cause I's tee

yeung then, but I 'members when surrender ceme and some befo' dot. I

L4

'members my maﬁm§-ié%' me in de nursery with 211 de sther cullud babies
when she go work in de field, De eld nurse, Jane, teeks care of us,

"Dat were de big place what Massa Jehn have and dere 'bouf fifty
cullund fanilies en de place, se it am mere'n a hunerd slaves wh;t he ewm,
I's runnin! reund, like kids an allus dein', first eme plaée, den t'ether,
watehin' everything., De big bell ring in de m?rﬁin' and yen'd seé all de
cullud felks cemin' frem dey cabins, gwinetér de kitchen te breakfast. Dat
allus befs' daybreak, and dev have to'e;t by de light ef de pine terch. It
am de pineknet terch, DNe meals am all eookéd dere and dey eat at leng
tahleg. De yeung'uns frem six te ten year eats at de secend table and
11t§19'r dan dat, in de mursery,

: "I she' 'members 'beut dat mursery feedin'. I never forgits hew dat
?§;§ﬁeal musﬁand nilk am served in de big pans. Dey gives we uns de weeden

‘ Qpl’ﬁ and we'uns crewds reund de pans like little pigs. I cam see it new.
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Us push and sheve and de murse walk here and dere, tryin' te make us eat like
- humans, She have te cuff sne ef us ence in a while, If she den't, dem kids

be in de pans with beth feet, When dey dene eatin', dev faces am g1l smesr with
mush and milk,

"Massa allus feed plenty ratiens, only after war starte de 91d felks s3y
dey am shert ef dis and dat, 'cause dem sejers dene teeok it fer de army.

"After breakfast I'd s> 5 crew ge he;e and a crew go ders., Sems of 'em
spin and weave and make clethes, and seme tann de leather aor de de blacksmith
werk, and mes' of lem ge eut in de fileld te werk, bey woerks till dark and den
ceme heme and werk reund de quarters,

"Dem quarters wa; beat ten by fifteen feet, each ene, with a hele fer

de windew dat am net dere and de flser »m de greund, and de strow bunks fer te
sleep on, In us cadin =m mammy #nd us three chillen and eur aunt. My psppy dexe
die befe' I 'member him. Seme kind stemach mis'ry kilt him,

| "One day Massa Ch;pman call all us te de frent gallery. Us didn't knew
what gwine teo heppen, 'cguse it net ord'nary te git celled frem de werk., Him ring
de hell and dat am she' 'meugh de liberty bell, ’céuse him read frem de leng
psper and say, 'You_ig slaves ne mere, Yeu is free, jus! like I is, 2nd have
te fpegd en yeurselves for de livin'., All what wants te stay M1 pay’mohey
te werk, and a share qf‘de crep, iffen yeu den't want meney.' Mestest of dem
stays, and seme what gees gits inte treublement, 'cause den dere's trsuble 'twixt
de white felks and de cullud felks. Seme de niggers thinmks they am bigger dan

de ghite felks, 'cause dey free, and de Klu Klux, what us call white caps, puts

dem in do plase dey

/ME g1t «ohased by dem white caps ence, jus' Sefe! us leave massa. Dat
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am when I's Theut thifteen vear 0ld, I's 'beut a mile »7f de rlace without
de pass and it em de rule them days, 211 cullud felks must have de pass te shew
where dey 'lengs and whe;e devy gwine, I has ne business te be off de »lace with-
eut de pass. 'Twas a gsl.. She', day am it, Us walks dem de Tread 'beut a
mile and am settin'! 'hind seme bushes, off de plantatien, Us see dem white
caps comin' down de read on hassback and us ain't much scart, 'cause us think
déy can't see us 'hind dem bushes, But dat leader say, 'Whea,' and dey ceuld
lask dewn on us, 'cause dey on hessback. Well, gosh fer 'mighty! Dere us am
and can't meve den us so scart. One dem white caps says, 'What yeu dein',
niggert? ‘'Jus?! sattin' here,' I telt him, !'Yous better start runnin', 'cause
us gwine try cetch yoeu,! dey says.

"Us twe niggers am dewn dat read befo' dem words am eutten he mouth,
Dey lets de hesses canter 'hind we'uns and us try te run faster. Fin'ly us gits
heme and dat de last time I goes off witheut de pass,

"Jammy meves teo Baten Rouge seen after dat ond werks as de haysemaid.
Us stay dere twe year and I gits some little jobs and den I gees to work for
de railread in Sedalia, up in Uisssuri, and ders I works as section hand for
de Katy railrsad fer twenty yeor, Den I gits threugh aﬁd cqﬁes to Texcs.

"I werks at anything till ~ight year zge and den I's ne csunt foer
work se I's livin' en de pensien, what am $15.00 de menth,

"I's never married., I jus! couldn't make de hitch. Dem what I wants,
‘don*t want me. (bem.what wants me, I den't want, so dere am never ne agreement,

- "Kb; I's never veted, 'cause I dene heared 'beut de treuble dey hes ever

"in Baten Reuge 'beut niggers betin', I jus' den't like treudle, end for de few

yoars what an left, I's gwine ‘.‘991’,.92' recerd of stayin' 'wg frem it.
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o THOMAS JOENS, 508 Enopp St., Cleburne,
. Texas, was born April 18, 1847, in
Chambers Co.,, Alabama. He belonged to
“@ Col, Robvert Johns, who hrd come to Ala-

bamo from Virginis, After Johns was
freed he stayed with his old owner's
femily until 1874, when he moved to
Texsas,

Wy father's neme was George and my mother's nzme was Nellie,
My fether was born in Africa. Him and two of his brothers and one sister
was stole and brought to Sevennah, Georgia, and sold, Dey wes de chillen
of a chief of de Kiochi tribe, De way dey was stole, dey was asked to a

dance on a ship which some white man hed, snd my aunt said it was early

| in de mornin' when dey foun' dey was away from de land, and all dey could

see was de water 211 'round, She sazid they was members of de file-tooth

tride of niggers. My father's teeth was so dat only de front ones met to-

" gether when he closed his mouth., De back ones didn' set together, Wien his

front teeth was together, de back ones was apart, sorta like a V on its side,
"My mother was born a slave in Virginia. She married there and had

& little girl, and they was sold away from the husband and brought to Ale-

 bema., She said her mother was part Indian and part nigger. Her father was

part white and part nigger, tut he look about »s white as a white man.
"My brother's names was John, Jake and Dave, My sister's names

was Ann, Katle, Judie and Easter,
"1 belonged to Col, Robert Johns. He owned 30 or 35 slaves. We

was well treated and had the same food the white folks did, and didn' nome
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of us go hongry. Col, Johns didn' have his niggers whipped, neither,

"Marster's place had 500 acres in it, We raised cotton, corn and
rice, vegetables and every sort of fruit that gould grow there, g lot of
it growin' wild. We et mostly hog meat, but we had some beef and mutton,
too, When we'd kill a beef, we'd send some to zll the neighbors.

"We done @ good day's work, but didn' have to work afte; nicht 'less
it was necessary., Ve was 21lowed to stop at 12 o'clock and have time for
rest 'fore goin'! back to work., Other slave owners roun! our place wasn't
as good to dere slaves, would work 'em hard znd half starve 'em., And some
marsters or overseers would whip dere niggers pretty hard, sometimes whip
tem to death, Marster Johns didn' have no overseer., He seed to the work
and my father wes foreman. TFor awhile after old Marster died, in 1862 or
1863, I forget which now, we had a overseer, John Sewell, He was mean, He
whipped the chillen and my mother told Miss Lucy, old marster's oldest girl.

"fe was allus well treated by old marster, We wes called, 'John's
free niggers,! not dat we was free, but 'causé we was well treated, Jesse
Todd, his place joined ours, had 500 slaves, and he treated 'em mighty bad.
He whipped some of 'em to death, A man #0ld him two big niggers which was
brothers and they was so near white you couldn' hardly tell 'em from a white
man. Some people thought the man what sold 'em was their daddy. The two
niggers worked good and dey hadn' never been whipped gnd dey wouldn' stand
for bein' whipped., One mornin' Todd come ﬁp to 'em and told de oldest to
take his shirt off, He say, 'Marster, what you wan' me to take my shirt
off for?' Todd say, 'lI told you to take your shirt off.'! De nigger say,
'Marstér, I aih' never took my shirt off for no man,' Todd run in de house

and got his gun and come back and shot de nigger desd. His brother fell

-l
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down by him where he lay on de groun'!. Todd run back to load his gun agein,
it bein' a single shot. Todd's wife and son grabted him and dey had 2ll dey
coul' do to keep him from comir' out and killin' de other nigger.

"Merse Johns had 12 chillen, De house dey lived in was Colonysl style
and had 12 rooms. I was bo'n in dat house.

"De slaves had log cabins, We wore some cotton clothes in de summer
but in de winter we wore wool cl othes. We #1lus had shoes. A shoemaker would
come 'round once é year and stay maybe 30 cdays, makin' shoes for everybndy on
de place; den in about 6 months he would come back snd half-sole and make
other repairs to de sho;s. We made all our clothes on de place., Ve wove
light wool cloth for summer and heavy for-winter.

"1 could take raw cotton and card and spin it on a spinnin' wheel into
thread, fine enough to be ;ewed with 5 needle., We woun' de thresd on a broche,
a2ke like and 'bout de size of a ice pick. De thread waes den woun' on a reel
'bqut de size of a forewheel of a wagon, and de reel would turn 48 times snd
den 'cluck!., Dat was for dem to be able to tell we was workin',

"Dere was plenty wild game, possums, rabbits, turkey and so on, Dere
was fi;h, too, in de creek. .I was de leader of de bunch. We would ketch little
fish in de creek, We'd cook a lot of fish and den we'd put a rag rug in de
yard under a big mulberry tree and pour de fish out on dat and den eat 'em,

"0ld marsfier never beat his slaves and he didn' sell fem. But some of
de owners did. If a2 owner had @ big woman slave and she had a little man for
her msban' and de owner had a big men slave, dey would make de little husban'
leave, and make de womag let de big man be her husbsn', so's dere be big c¢hillen,

1}‘wh;¢h dey could sell well. 1f de man and woman refused, dey'd get whipped.

~2"
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"Course whippin' made a slave hard to sell, maybe couldn' be sold,

'cause when a man went to buy a slave he would make him strip nzked and look
bim over for whip marks and other blemish, jus' like dey would 2 horse. But
even if it done damage tg‘de sale to whip him, dey done it, 'cause dey figgered,
kill a nigger, breed another - kill a mule, buy snother,

WI*11 never forget de rice patch., It shore got me some v;ﬁippin‘s, Ycause
ny daddy tell me to watch de birds 'way from dat rice, and sometimes dey'd get to
it. It jus! seem like de blackbirds jus'! set 'round and wgtched for dat rice to
;:row up where dey conld get it. We would cut a block off 2 pine tree and build
a fire on it and burn it out. Den we would cut down into it snd scrape out 21l
de char, and den put de rice in dere and beat and poun' it with a pestle till
we had all de grain beat out de heads, Den we'd pour de rice out on a cloth
and de chaff and trash would blow . away.

"Our marster he drilled men for de army. De drill groun' was 'bout a mile
from our place. He was a deéd shot with & rifle and had a rifle with an extry
long barrel,

"De Yankees told us niggers when dey freed us after de war dat dey would
give each one of us 40 acres of land and a mule., De nearest I'se ever come to
dat is de pension of 'leven dollars I gets now, But I'se jus' as thenkful for
dat as I can be., In fac', I don't see how I could be any more thankful it 'twas
a2 hun'erd and *leven dollars,

"A man told me a nigger woman told his wife she would ruther be slave
then free, Well, I think, tut I might be wrong, anybody which says that is tel-
li'n.a. lie, Dere is sumpin' 'bout bein' free and dat makes up for all de hardships.

. I'se been both slave and free and I kmows., Course, while I was slave I didn' have

no 'sponsibility, didn' have to worry 'bout where sumpin' to eal and wear and a
ase to sleep was comin' from, but det don't make up for bein' free,
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AUNTIE THOMAS JOHNS, 508 Knopp

St., Cleburne, Texas, was born
in Burleson Co., Texas, in 1864,
§g§ She was only two when her mother

S wes freed, so knows nothing of

N slavery except stories her mother
§§ told her, or that she heard her
hasband, Thomas Johns, tell.

-

"I was two years old when nmy mema was set free, Her
owner was Major Odom., He was good to his niggers, my mama
said, She tol!' me 'bout slavery times. She sazid other white‘
folks roun' there called Major Qdom's niggers, 'Odom's damn
free niggers,! 'cause he was s0 easy on 'em.

"He was never married, but he hed a nigger woman, Aunt
Phyllis she was called, that he had some children by, She was
half white, I remember her and him and five of their sons.

The ones I knowed was nearlv all white, but Aunt Phyllis had
one boy that was nigger black., His daddy was a nigger men,
When she was drunk or mad she'd sgy she thought more of her
black chile than all the others. Major Odom treated‘their
children Jus! like he treated the other niggers., He never
whipped none of his niggers. "hen his and Aunt Phyllis'es
- S0Nns was groﬁn they went to live in the quarters, which was
what the place the niggers lived was called.

"One of Major Odom's niggers was whipped by & man named
Steve Owens. He got to goin' to see a nigger woman Owens owned,
and one night they beat him up bad. Major Odom put on his gun

for Owens, and they carried guns for each other till they died,

bﬁs iﬁb& never dia hﬁve a shootint,
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"Colonel Sims had a farm joinin' Major Odom's farm, =2nd his
niggers was treated mean. He had a overseer, J. B. Mullinax, I 'member
him, and he was big and tough. He whipped a nigger man to death.

He would come out of’a mornin' and give a long, keen vell, and say,
.I'm Jeo B. Mullinax, just back from a week in Hell, where I got two
new eyes, one named Snap and Jack, and t'other Take Hold., I'm goin!

to whip two or three niggers to death today,' He lived a long time,
but long 'fore he died his eyes turned backward in his head., I seen
Yem thataway. He wouldn' give his niggers much to eat end he'd make
em work all day, an@ Just give 'em goiled peas with just water and
no salt and cornbread. They'd eat their lunch right out in the hot sun
and then go right back to work, Mam= said she could hear them niggers
bein' whipped at night and yellin', 'Pray, marster, pray,' beggin' him
not to beat 'em,

"Other niggers would run away and come to Major Odom's place and
ask his niggers for sumpin' to est. Mf mama would get word to bring 'em
food and she'd start out to where they was hidin' and she'd hear the
hounds, and the runaway niggers would have to go on without gettin'
nothin' to eat.

"My husban's to0l' me about slavery times in Alabama. He said they
would mske the niggers work hard all day pickin' cotton and then take it
to the gin and gin away ingo the night, maybe all night., They'd give 2

nigger on Sunday a peck of meal and three pounds of meat and no salt nor

mathin' else, and if you et that up 'fore the week was out, you Jus' done

without anything to eat till the end of the week,

-2n
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"My husban'! said a family named Gullendin was mighty hard
on their niggers, He said ole Missus Gullendin, she'd take a needle and
stick it through one'of the nigger women's lower lips and pin it to the
bosom of her dress, and the woman would go 'round all da.y'vwith her head

drew down thataway and slobberin'., Thers was knots on the nigger's lip

where the needle had been stuck in it.

RERRRRERy
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GUS JOHNSON, 90 years or more,
vas born a slpve of Mrs, Betty
Glover, in Marengo Co,, Alabana.
Most of his memories =zre of his
later boyhood in Sunnyside, Texas.
He lives in en unkempt, little
lean-to house, in the north end of
Begumont, Texas, There is no furn-
iture but a broken-down bed and an
ecually dilgpidated trunk and stove,
Gus spends most of his time in the

yard, working in his vegetable gar-
den,

"Dev brung thirty-six of us here in z box car from Alabama,
Yes, suh, det's where I come from -- Marengo County, not so far from
'Mopolis, Us belong to 0ld missy Betty Glover and my daddy nome Augus:
Glover and my mammy Lucinda., Old missy, she sho' treat us good and I
never git whip for anything 'cept lyin', O0ld4 missy, she do de whippin'.

"01d missy she sho' 2 good woman =2nd sl) her white folks, dey
used to go to church at Whi-e Chapel at 'leven in de morrim', Us cullud
folks goes in de evenin', Us never do no work on Sunday, ond on Saturday
after twelve o'clock us can go fishin! sr mntin',

"Dey give de rations on Saturd-y =nd dat's 'bout five pound salt
bacon and 2 peck of mesl and some sorghm syrup, Dey make dat syrup on
de plantation. Dey's ten or twelve big clay kettles in a row, sot in de
furnace.

"We have lots to egt, and if de rations run short we goes muntin!
or fishin', Some de 0ld men kills rattlesnske and cook %em like fish and
say dey fish. I eat dat many a time and never knowed it, 'Twas good, ton,

"Dey used to have a big house where dey kep' de chillen, 'cause

de wolves and panthers was bad., Some de memmies what suckle de chillen

-Dl-
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t.akes care of all de chillen durin'! de daytime and at night dey own mammies
come in from de field and take dem, Sometime 0ld missy she help nuss and
21l de 1li'l niggers well care for. +7hen dey gits sick dey makes de med'cine
of herbs and well 'em dnt way,

"fhen us left Alabama us come through Meridian to Houston and den
to Hockley end den to Sunnyside, 'bout 18 mile west of Houston. Dat a
country with lots of woods and us sot in to clean un de ground and clean
up 150 acres to farm on, Dere 'bvout forty-seven hands ard more 'cumulates,
Dey go back to Meridian for more =nd dbrung tem in a ox cart.

"My brother, Bonzane Johnson, was nne dey brung on dat trip,

I hed 'nother brother, Keen, whrt die when he 102 year 0ld, Us was all
long~life people, 'cause I have a gran' uncle what die when he 136 year old.
He and my grendm» and grandps come from South Carolins and dey was all
Africa people, I hecered dem tell how dey brung from Africe in de ship.
My daddy he die at 99 and 'nother brother at 104,

"Us see lots of sojers when us come through from Meridisn and
dey de cevalry. Dey come ridin' up with high hats like beavers on dey head
and us 'fraid of 'em, 'cause dey told us dey gwine tgke us to Cube =nd sell
ug dere,

"i§hen us first git t¢ Texas it was cold - not sort a cold, but
I mean cold. I shovel de snow many a day. Dey have de big, common house
and de white folks live upstairs gnd de niggers sleep on de first floor,
Dat to 'tect de white folks at night, but us have our own houses for to

live in in de dgytime, builded out of logs snd daubed with mud and nail

.
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rive out boards over dat mud. Dey make de chimney out of sticks and mud,
too,but us have no windows, and in summer us kind of live out in de bresh
erbor, what wes cool,.

"Us have all kind of crops and more'n 100 acres in fruit,'cause
dey brung 211 kind trees and seeds fram Alabsma., Dey was undergroun!
springs and de water was sho' good to drink, 'cause in Mobile de water
wesn't fitten to drink, It taste like it have de lump of sglt melted in
it. Us keep de butter and milk in de spring house in dem days, 'csnee
us ain't have no ice in dem time,

"0ld massa, he name Aden and he brother nzme John, and dey
was way up yonder tall people, O0ld massa die soon and us have missy
to say what we do, All her overseers have to be good. She punish de
slaves iffen day bad, but not whip 'em, She have de jail builded under-
groun' like de stormcave and it have a drop door with de welght on it, so
dey couldn't git up from de bottom, It sho'! was dark in dat place,

"In slavery time us better be in by eight o'clock, better be
in dat house, better stick to dat rulse, I 'membsr after freedom, missy
have de blg celebdration on Juneteenth every year, / 2

"fhen war come to Texas every plantation was conscrip! for
de war and my daddy was 'pinted to selec'! de sble body men offen us
place for to be sojers, My brother Keen was one of dem, He come back
211 right, though,

"When freedom come missy give all de men niggers $500 each,

but dat !'federate money and have pictures of hosses on it. Dat de onlies!
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money missy have den, C(ld missy Betty, she die in Sunnyside, Texas,
vhen she 115 year old,

"Jhen I's 18 year old I marry a gel by name Iucy Johnson, She
dead now long ago, I got five livin' chillen somewhere, bpt I done lost
track of 'em., One of dem boys serve in de last war.

"I used to hear somethin'! 'bout rabbit foot. De cld foliks used to
sgy dat iffen de rabbit have time to stop and lick he foot de dog can't
track him no more 2nd I allus wears de rabbit foot for good luck. I dontt
know if it brung me dat luck, thoush, -

"I been here 36 year and I work mos' de time as house mover, what
I work at 26 year, I'll be honnes! with you, I don't know how 0ld4 I is,
but it mus!' be plenty, 'cause I 'members lots 'bout de war, I didn't see
no fightin' but I knowed what was goin' on den,

"I belong to de U, B. F, Lodge, whet I pays into in case I gits
sick, But I never can git sick and I 2in't have no ailment 'cept my feets

dus! swoll up, and I can't git nothin' for that,

Mo o R R
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HARRY JOHNSON, 86, whose real

name was Jim, was born in Mis-
gourl, where he was stolen by
Harry Fugot,when about twelve
years old, and taken to Arksnsas,
He wzs given the nsme of Harry
and remained with Fugot until

near the close of the Civil War,
Fugot then sold him to Graham

far 1,200 acres 2nd he was

brought to Coryell Co., Texas,

and later to Caldwell Co., He
worked in Texas two years be- -
fore finding out the slaves were
free, He loter went to McMullen
Co. to work cattle, but eventually
spent most of his time rearing ten
white children, He now lives in
Pearsall, where he married at the
age of 59,

U] come from Missouri to Arkensas and then to Texas, and I was
owned by lassa Louis Barker gnd my name was Jim Johnson: But a white
man name Harry Fugoi stcled me 2nd run me out to Arkansas and changed
my name to Harry, He stoled me from Mississippi County in de southern
part of Missouri, down close to de Arkansas line, and I was 'bout 12 year
old then,

"My memaz's name was Judie and her husbarf namé Miller. When I
wasn't big 'nough to pack a chip, 0ld Massg Louis Barker wouldn't kakn
$400 for me, 'cousé he szy he wants to make @ overseer out of me,
iy daddy went off durin' de war, He éarried off by sojers and he never
did come back. -

"Dey 'bout 30, 40 acres in lMassa Barker's plantation in Missouri.
He used to hire me out from place tolplace and de men what hires me puts
me to doin' what he wanted, I-was stole from my manmy when'I's 'bout 10

or 12 snd she never did know what become of me,

~1-
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"0, my starsl I seed hun'erds and mn'erds of sojers 'fore I stole
from Missouri, Dey what us call Yankees. I seed 'em strung out a half-
mile long, goin' battle two and three deep, Dey never did destroy any
homes, Dey took up a little stuff. I had five sacke of meal one day and
was goin! to de mill and de sojers come along and taken ze, meel snd sll,
De maddes! woman I ever saw was dat day. De sojers come and druv off her
cows, She tol! 'em not to, dat her husban' fightin! and she have to make
de livin' off dem cows, but dey druv de cows to camp4 and kilt 'bout taree
of Yem. Dey done dat, I knows, 'cause I's with tem,

"But down in Arkansas I seed de southern sojers gnd I's plowin!
for a 0ld ledy call Williams, and sone sd,jers come and goes in de house.
I heered say dey was Green's ;mep, and dey taken everything dat old woman
have what dey wants, a2nd dey robs lots of houses,

"It don't look rezs'eble to szy it, but it's a fec' -- durin' slavery

iffen vou lived one nlace and vour mammy lived 'cross de street you couldn't
g0 to see her without a pass. De paddlerollers would whip you if you did.
Dere was one woman owns some slaves arnd one of 'em asks her for @ pass and
she give him de piece of paper sposed to be de pass, but she writes on it:

®1His shirt em rough and his back am tough,
Do, pray, Mr., Paddleroller, give 'im 'nough,!

"De paddlerollers beat him nearly to death, 'cause that's what's
wrote on de pzper he give 'em, |

"I 'member a whippim'! one slave goi;. It were 100 lashes. Dey's a
big overseer right here on de San Marcos river, Clem Polk, him and he massa
kilt 16 niggers in one day. Dat masss couldn't keep 2 overseer, 'canse de

niggers wouldn't let 'em whip 'em, and dis Clem, he saf, 17111 stay dere,!
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and he finds he couldn't whip dem niggers either, so he jus! kilt ‘'em,
One nigger nearly got him and would have kilt him. Dat nigger raise de
2Xx to come down on Polk's head and de massa stofped rim jus' in time, and
den Polk shoots dat nigger in de bre-st.with a shotgun, )

"Dey had court days and when court met, dev passed a bill what
say, 'Keep de niggers at home,! Soﬁe of VYem could go to durch and some
of 'em couldn't., Dey'd let de cullud people be baptized, but dey didn't
many want it, dey didn't understan' it 'nough.

"After de war ends, lassa Fﬁgot sells me to Ma:sa Greham for

1,200 acres of laznd, and I lives in Caldwell County. He was purty good
to he slaves and we.live in & 1i'l old frame houée, facin' west., I sleeps
in de ssme house gs massa and missus, to guafd '‘em. One night some men
came and wzke meup znd tells me to put my clothes on., Missus was in de
bed and she 'gin cryin' end tell 'em not to take me, but dey taken me any-
way. We called 'em Guerrillss and dey thieves , Dev white men 2nd one
of Yem I had knowed 2 long time, I's with dem thives and hears 'em talk
'bout killin! Yankees.‘ Dey kep! me in de south part of Missouri a long
time, I didn't do anything ut sit 'round de house with dem,

"When I's éold to Ma;sa Graham I didn't have to come to Texss,
lcanse Ils free, but I didn't know dat, and I's out here two years 'fore
I knowed I's free. Down in céldwell County is where deé bondage was lifted
offen me and I found out I's free, I Jus' stays on and works and my massa
give me he promise I's git a hoss and saddle and $100 in money when I's

2l year old, but he didn't do it. He give me a 1it'l pony and 2 saddle what

-3~
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I sold fao $3.00 and 'bout eight or nine dollars in money. He had me
blindfolded and I thought I gwine git a good hoss 2nd saddle 2nd more
money,

"I looks back sometimes and thinks times was bettef for eatin!
in slavery dan what dey is now, Iy mammy was a reg'lar cook and she
made me peach cobblers gnd apple dumplin's, In dem days, we'd take
cornmeal and mix it with water and call 'em corn dodgers =nd dey awful
nice with plenty butter, Ve had lo:s.of hawg meat and when dey kilt
a beef 2 man told all de neighbors to come git some of de meat.

"Right after de war, times is pretty herd and I's taken heans
and parched 'em and got 'em right brown, and megl bran to make coffee
out of, Times was purty hard, but I allus could find somethin' to work
at in dem days.

"I lived 2l) my life 'mong white folks and jus' worked in
first one place and then 'nother, I raised ten white chillem, nine of
de Lowe chillen, and dey'd mind me quicker dan dey own papy and mamuy.
Dgt in McMullin Ccunty.

"De day I's married I's 59 year 0ld and my wife is 'bout
60 year 0ld now, De last 20 years I's Jus' piddled 'round and done
no reg'lsar work: I married right here in de church house. I nussed
my wife when she a baby and used to court her mammy when she's a girl.

We's been real happy together,

LI PR S L2 ]
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JAMES D, JOHNSON, born Oct,
1st, 1860, at Lexington,
Mississippl, was a slave of
Judge Drennon. He now lives
with his daughter at 4527
Baltimore St., Dallas, Texas.
His memory is poor and his
conversation is vague and
wandering., ‘His daughter says,
"He ain't at himself these days."
- James attended Tuckaloo Univers-
ity, near Jackson, Mississippi,
and uses very little dialect. -

"My first clear recollection is about a day when I was five years
old. I was playing in the sand by the side of the house in Lexington with
somt; other children and some Yankee s8ldiers came by, Ther casme on horse-
back and they drew fein by the side of the house and I ran under the house

‘8;3 and hid, My mother called to me to come out and told me they were Federal
soldiers and I could tell it by their blue uniforms. One of the soldiers
reached into his haversack and pulled out a uniform and gave it to me,

'Have your mammy make o suit out of it,! he said, Another soldier gave me
a uniform and my mother was g segmstress in the home of the Drennons and she
made me two suits out of those uniforms,

"Judge Drennon had married the daughter of Colonel Terry and he

hsd given my parents to his deughter when she married the judge. My father

and mother both came from Virginia. Colonel Terry had bought them at sep-
} arate times from a slave trader who brought them from Virginia to Mississippi.
They had a likeness for each other when they learned both came from Virginia,

Both of them had white fathe”rs, were light complected and had been brought up

- in the bdig house,

"When they told the Colonel they wished to marry he only said,
'Julia, do you take Willism,' and 'William, do you take <“1ia?' Then they
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were man and wife, He gave them the name of Johnson, which was the family name
of my father's mothef and the name of his father,

"When my parents lived with Judge Drennon they had a house in the
yard quarters, The Drennon home was the most begutiful house I ever have seen,
It was a big, brick mansion with tall, white pillars reaching up to the second
story. The yards and grounds were so beautiful the white folks used to come
from long ways off to see them,

"After the surrendering we lived wiﬁn the Drennons four or five years.
They paid my parents for their work and I had an easy time of it. I was youngest
of eight children and there was ten years or more between me and the next older
child. My mother wanted to make something special out of me,

"I went to threé different schools down in the woods before I wes nine.
White people would come and put up schools for the colored children but the white
people in Mississippi said they were not good people and wo-id criticize them,
Sometimes the schools would get busted up., We studied out ot the Blue Back spel-
1ef and an arithmetic and z dicticnary. I could spell and give the meaning of

most nigh every word in that dictionary.

"When I was thirteen thev held an examination at Lexington for colored
children to see who'd get a scholarship at Tuckaloo University, eight miles from
" Jackson. I was greatly surprisedwhen I won from my county and I went but didn't

finish there, Then I went a little while t0 a small university near Lexington,

‘_ called Allcorn University. I loved to go to school and was considered bookish,

-~ But my people died and I had to earn a living for myselt and I couldn't find any
* way.to'usa 80 much what I learned out of books, as far szs making money was con-
cerned, So I came to Texas, déing any kind of labor work I could find. Finally

married and went to farming 35 or 40 years and raised five children.
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"I'm tue only one left now or my brotners ana sisvers and it
won't be lon: until I'm gone, too, but I don't mind that, We lived a long
time, Some of it was hard and some of it was good. I tried all tne tiue
to live according to my 'l'ignts end tnat is as far as I know now to0 do,

I don't feel resentful or amytning, anvmore,

"When tnere is sun, I just sit in tue sun,"

VRERERx
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MARY JOHNSON does not know

her age but is evidently

very 0ld., Faralytic strokes
have affected mind and body.

Her speech, though impaired,

is a swift flow of words, often
profane., A bitter attitude
toward everything is apparent,
Mary is homelass and owes the
necessities of life to the kind-
ness of g niddle aged Negress
who ftskes care of several old
woner in her home im Pear Qrchard,
in Beaumon!, Texas,

-

"Now, wait, white folks, I got to scratch my head so's I kin
'member, I's been paralyze so I can't git my tongue to speak good.
It git 211 twist up.

"I dom't ¥mow how 21d I is, Iy daddy he have my age in the
big Bible but he done move 'round so much it git lost long ago, He used
to 'long to them Guineé men, Them was re-l sm2ll men and they sho'! walk
fast, He wasn't so t211 as my mommer -~nd he name John Allen and he a
pore mam, a1l bone, He so0ld out from the old country, that Mississippi.
My mema name Sarah and she come from Choctmw country, 'round in Georgie.
I have grandms Rebecca, a reg'lar old Indian woman 2nd she have two long
black braid longer'n her waist »nd she allus wore a bi; bonnet with splits
in it, You know de Indian people totes they chillens on they back and nmy
mommer have me wrep up in a blanket and strop on her baek,

"I's ke firstborn chile :d my mommer have two gal chillen,
me gnd Hannah, and she have seven boy. Where I's borm was old wild country
and ¢ld Virginny rum down thataway. Everything was plenty good to eat
and I seed strawberries what woild push you to git 'em in your mouth.

" Clost to where I's born they's a place where they brung the Africy

people to tame 'em and they have big pens where they puts 'em a2fter they

-1~
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takes 'en outta they gum ships. They sho' was wild and thev have hair 211
over jus' like a dog and hig hammer rings in they xoses. They didn't wore
no clothes znd sometime they git 'way and run to them swamns in Floridy and
git all wild and hairy 'gain. Theyv brung preachsrs to help tame 'er, hut
didn't'low ro preacher irx them pens bw hisself, 'canse disy say them preacher
won't come back, 'cause some them wild Africy people done kill 'em and eat
lem, They done worship them snake bit »s a rzks handle, 'cause they ain't
knowed no vetter, ‘hen they gits 'em all tame they sells 'em for field hands,
but they allus wild and iffen anybody come they duck and hide dowm,

"y 0ld missy she nsme Florence Walker 2nd she reg'lar tough. I
helps nuss her chile, Mary, and lary make her mommer be good to me, TUs
wore 1i'l brass toe skoes and I call mime gold toe shoes, DThem shoes hard
'nough to kmocx a mule out, After youns nissy and me git growed us run
of f to dances and 0ld missy beat us behind good. She say us jes' chillen
yet and keep us in short, short dress and we pull out the stitchin' in them
hems so0 us dresses drags ana she sho! wore us out for that,

"Did us love to dance? Jesus help me! Dhem country niggers
swing me ;o hard us land in the corner with & whm.

"My brudder Robert he z pow'ful big bov and he wasn't 'lowed to
have no pants till he 21 year o0ld, but that didm't 'scourage him from courtin'
the gels, I try tease him 'bout go see the gals with dat split shirt, That

not all, that boy muss he mmmmer breast till he 21 year old. He have to have

that mussin' read reg'lar, But one tim- he pesterim' mommer and she tryin!

milk the cow and the cow git nervous and kick over the bucket and mommer

fall off the stool and she so mad she wean him right there znd then,
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"0ld massa he never clean hisself up or dress up. He lock like
2 vagrant thing and be and missy meam, too. My pore daddy he back allus
done cut up from the whip and hit hy the dogs. Sometime when a woman big
they make a hollow out place for her stomach and make her lsy down 'cross
that hole znd whip her hehind. Ther sho' tear thatthing up.
"Us chillen git to play ~nd us sing
"10ld possum in the holler log
Sing high de loo,
Fatter them a 0ld gr=en frog,
Sing high de loo,
Whar possum?
"That church they hnve a 'markahle thing. They = deen tranch what
cut all 'round the hottom =nd clay steps what lead all the way to the top the
mountain gnd whem the nigeers gzit to shoutim' th-t church jes' a-rollint and
rockin', One tne songs I 'member was
"1Shoo the devil out the corner,
Shoo, members, shoo,
Shoo the devil out the corner,
Shoo, members, shoo.!'’
"Us 1i'l gals nllus wore cottanalde dresses ev'ry dry. Them what us
cz2ll nine-stitch dresses. ipmmy make fastem-back dresses =nd festen-back
drowers and knit sweaters and socks for the mems, She git sheep wool whot
near ruint by cockle burrs and meke us chillen set by the hour end pick out
them burrs., —_—

"Us houses like chicken coops but us sho! happy in that 1li'l cabin
house, Nothin' to worry 'bout. Mammr cook them grits, that yaller hominy.
She mgke 'ash cat!, cornbread wrop in csbbage leaf =znd put ashes 'round i.

"The 0ld plantstion 'bout om the line 'tween Virginny amd Mis'sippi
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and us live near the Madstone. That » big stone, ~11 smooth and when a dog
bite.ycu you zo run 'round the Mnisto e 2nd wash vourself im the hot springs
2nd the bites don't mrt you,

"I seed lots of sojers »nd my daddy fiﬁ with the Yankees 2nd they have
a2 big fight close there and have z while lots of dead bodies layin' 'round like
sd memy logs and they jus! stack 'em up a2nd sot fire to 'em., You seed 'em
burnin' night and day. They lay down and shoot and then jump up and stick 'em
z2nd sometimes they drunk the blood outten where they stick 'em, 'cause they
can't git no water.

"After freedom us go in ox team to New COrleans and dzddy he raise
cotton and sell it and mommer sell eggs; My daddy = workim! msm and he help
build the big custom house in New Orleons and help pull the rope to pull the
bozts up the cemal from the river, Th:t Janal Street now. He put he name
on top that custom house and it there to this day. You can go there and see
it, He help build the hosp'tal, too,

"One time us live close to the bar and that gran' and us take a stove
and cotch catfish and perch and cook 'em on the bank and us g2 meet oyster
boate and daddy git 'e by the tub,

"I git marry in Batom Rouge when I sixteen end my hushan' he n-me
Arrze Shew and he lots older'n me snd I co.ldn't keep him., He in Port Arthur
now. My lmsben' and I sawmill 20 year im Graoyburg, here in Texns, and thenm
us sep'rate, I been in Begumont 16 year ond I's rice farm cook in the camp
on the Famnett Ro~d, They teils me I got uncles in Africy. I goes to Sancti-

fied church and that all I can do now,

28080
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MARY ELLEN JOENSON, owner of a
little restaurant at 1301 Mar-
illa St., Dallas, Texas, is 77
years old, Sne was born in slav-
ery to the Murth family, about
ten miles from San Marcos, Texas.
She neither reads nor writes dut
talks with little dialect,

"I don't know so fur La.ck as befo' I was born, 'ceét what oy
mammy told me, zrd she allus said little black chillen wasn't sposed
to ask so many questions. Her name was Missouri Ellison, 'cause she
belonged to Miss Micelder Ellison and then when she married with Mr,
Murth, her daddy sald my memmy was her 'heritence,

"My first mem'ries are us playin?! in the backyard with Miss
Fannie and Miss Martha and Mr. Sammie, They was the little Murth chillen,
We used to make playhouses out there and sweep the ground clean down to
the level with brush brooms and dec'rate it all up with little broken
glassas #nd crockery,

"In them days =we lived in a little, 0ld log cabin in the back-
yard and there was just one room, but it was snug and we had a plenty of
livin!, My mammy had a nice cotton bed and she weren't no field nigger,
but my pappy were,

"Miss Micelder had a fine farm and raised most everything we ate
and the food nowadays zin't like what it was then, Miss Mjicelier had &
wood frame house with a big kitchen and they were cookin' goin' on all
the time. They cooked on a wood stove with iron pots and skillets, and
the rosstin' ears and chicken fried right out of vour own yard is tastier

than what you git now, Grated 'tater puddin® was my dish,
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"When I om seven years o0ld I hear talk 'bout a war and the sepa-
ration but I don't pay much *tention. It seem far awgy and I don't bother
ny kinky head fbout it, But then they tells eme the war is over and I'm
goin' to be raised free and that I don't 'long to anybody but Gawd and my
pappy and mammy, but it don't make me feel nothin', 'cause I ain't n-:ver
know I 2in't free,

"After the war we removed to 2 house on a hill where they is
five houses, little log houses all in 2 row, We had good times, but we had
to work in the cotton and corn and wheat in the daylight time, bu’ when the
dusk come we used to sing ard dance and play irtn the moonlight,

"But one man called Milton, he's past his yearling boy days and he
didn't like to see us spend our time in sin, so he'd preach to us from the
Gospel, but I had the hardest time to get 'liglon of anybody I knowed. Fin'ly
I got sick when I wers fifteen and was in my bed and somethin' heppen:zd., Lawd,
it was the most '1ievable‘thing ever happened %0 me, I was layin' there when
sin formed a heavy, white veil just like a blanket over my bed and it just eased
down over me till it was mashing the breath out of me, I crys out to the Lawd
to save me and, sho' 'nough, He hear the cry of a pore mis'able simnar, I ran
to my mammy and pappy a~shoutin',

"The next year I morries and went on 'nother farm right near by and
starts havin' chillen, I has ten and think I done rightly my part, 'ceuse I
lived right by the word and ﬁa;ght ny chillen the same, I'm lockin' to the

promise to live in Glory after my days here is done,

SHRRBRS S
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PAULINE JOHNSON and FELICE
BOUDRBAUX, sisters, wore once
slaves on the plantation of
Dermat Martine, near Opelousas,
Lonisiana, As thsir owners
wore French, they are more in-
clined to use a Creole patoels
than English,

"Us was both elaves on de old plantation close to Opelousas;"
Pauline began, As the elder of the two sisters she carr"ied most of the
conversation, although often referring to Felice before masking positive
statements,

"I was 12 year old when freedom come and Felice was 'bout six,

Us belonged to Massa Dermat Martine and the missy's name Miml. They raise
us both in the house and they love us so they spoil us, I never will for-
get that. The little white chillen was younger than me, 'btout Felice's
age, They sho'! had pretty 1i'l curly dlack hair,

"Us didn't have hard time. Never even knowed hard time, That old
massa, he what you call a good man,

"Us daddy was Renee and he work in the field. The old massa give
him a wud and log house and a plot of ground for he owm, The rain sho!
aever get in that log house, it so tight. The furniturs was homemake,
but my daddy make it good and stout,

"Us daddy he work de ground he own on Sunday and sold the things
to buy us shoes to put on us feet and clothes, The white folks didn't
give us clothes byt they let him have all the money he made in his om

plot to get them,
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¥Us mama name Marguerite and she a field hand, too, so us chillen
growed up in the white folks house mostly. 'Fore Felice get big enough to
leave I stay in the big house and take care of her.

"One day us papa fall sick in the bed, just 'fore freedom, and he
kep' callin'! for the priest. 0l4 massa call the priest and just *fore us
papa die the priest marry him and my mems, !fore dat thsy jJust married by
the massa’s word,

"Felice and me, us have two brothers what was born and die in slav-
ary, and one sister still livin' in Bolivar now, Us three uncles, Bruno
and Pophrey and Zaphrey, they goes to the war., Them three dies too young.
The Yankees stole them and make them boys fight for thea.

"I never done much work but wash the dishes., They wasn®t poor
people and they uses good dishes. The missy real particular 'bdout us
shinin?! them dishes nice, and the silver spoons and knives, too,

“Thexn white people was good Christian people and they christen
us both in the old brick Catholic cmrch in Opelousas. They done torn it
dom now, Missy give me pretty dress to get christen in., My godmother,
she Mileen Nesasem, but I call her 'Miran'. My godfather called 'Parsn, '

"On Synday mornin' us fix our dress and halr and go up to the
aissy's looking-glass to see if us pretty enough go to church, Us goes
to Mass every Sunday mornin' and church holiday, and whn the cullud
folks sick massa send for the priest same's for the white folka,

"We wears them things on the strings round the neck for the good

of the heart. They's mutmeg.
"Fhe plantation was a big, grand place and they have lots of orange

.2‘
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trees. The slaves piék them oranges and pack them down on the darrel
with 1s mosse(Spanish moss) to keep them., They was plenty pecans and
figs, too.

"In slavery time most everybody round Opelousas talk Creole.
That make the words hard to come sometime. Us both talk that better
wey than English.

"Dyrin' the war, it were a sight. Every mornin' Capt, Jen-
erette Bank and he men go a hoss~-back drillin' in the pasture and then
have drill on foot, A white lady take all us chillen to the ddll ground
every mornin', Us take ths lunch food in the basket and stay till they
done drill out, |

"I can sing for you the song they used to sing:

%0, de Yarkee come to put de nigger.froo,
Says I, says I, pas bonne;
In eighteen-gsixty~-three,
Do Yankes get out they gun and say,
Burrah! Let's put on the ball.

"¥hen war over none the slaves wantes leave the plantation,

My mama and us chillen stays oa till old massa and missy dies, and then
gc9s live on the old Repridim place for a time.

"Both us got marry im that Catholic church in Opelousas. As
for we, it most too long ago to talk about. His name Alfred Johnson and
bs dead 12 yeara. Our youngest boy, John, go to the World War. Two my
nephews die in that war and one nephew can't walk now from that war.

“Felice marry Joseph Boudreaux and when he die she come here to

stay with me, There's more hard time now than in tho§1d day for us, but

I hope things get detter.
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SPENCE JOHNSON was born free,

a member of the Choctaw Nation,
in the Indian Territory,. in the
1850's, He does not know his
exact age, He and his mother
were stolen and sold a2t auction
@ in Shreveport to Riley Surratt,
N whe lived near Shrevepert, on
the Texas -Louislana line, He
bas lived in Wace since 1874,

"De nigger stealers done stole me and my mammy out'n de
Choctaw Nation, up in de Inaian Territory, when I was 'bout tnree
years old, Brudder Knex, Sis Hannah, and my mammy and ner twe
step-cnillun was aown on ae river washin', De nigger stealers driv
up in a big carriage and mammy jus® thought nothin', 'cause tne
ierd was near dere and peeplie goin'! on de reoad siopped ve water de
norses and res' awhile in de shade, By'n by, a man coaxes de two
bigges! chillun te de carriage snd give dem some kind-a candy, Other
chillun sees dis and goes, teo, Two ovuer men was walkin' 'round
smokin'! and gettin' cleser to mammy all de time, When ne kin, de
man in de carriage got de two big step-chillun in witn him and me
end sis' clumb in teo, to see now come, Den de man heller, 'Git de
ol® one and let's zit frem here,'! With dat de two big men grab mammy
and sne feugnt ana screecned and bit and cry, but dey hit her en de
head with semething and drug her in, and throwed ner on de floor. De
big chilluns begin te fight for mammy, but one o1 ce men aiv ‘em wuara
and exf cey driv, with de horses under whip.

"Dis was near a place called Beggy Depot. Dey went down de

Red Ribber, 'cress de ridbber and en dewn in Louisian te Sareveport.

-1‘
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Down in Louisan us wes put on whet dey call de 'block' and sel' te de
highes! bidder, My mammy and her three chillun brung $3,000 flat. De
step chillun was sel' to semebody else, but us was bought by Marse Riley
Surratt, He was de daddy of Jedge Marshall Surratt, him who get te be
jedze here in Wace.

"Marse Riley Surratt had a big plantation; denft knew heow many
acres, but dere was a factory and gins and big neuses and lets of nigger
quarters, De heuse was right on de Tex-Louisan line., Mammy coeked fer
‘em, When Marse Riley bought her, she couldn'! speak netnin' but de
Choctaw words. I was a baby when us lef' de Cnoctaw country. My sister
looxed like a full bloed Choectaw Indian and she could pess for a real
full bleood Indian, Memmy's felks was all Chectaw Indians, Her sisters
was Pelly Hegan, and Seekey Hogan and she nad a brudder, Nelan Tubby, Dey
was all knewn in de Territory in de ole dayse,

"Near as Marse Riley's beoks can come to it, I mus' of been bo'n
'reund 1859, up in de Territory.

"Ue run de hay press to bale cotton on de plantation and took
cotton by ox wagoens to Shreveport, Seven or eight wagoens in a train, with
three or four yoke of steers to each wagen. Us made 'lasses and cloth
and shees and lets of things. O0ld Marse Riley had a nigger who could meke
shees and if he had te go te éeurt in Cartheage, he'd leave nigger make
shees for hinm,

"De quarters was a quarter mile long, all strung out on de creek
bank, OQur cabin was nex' de big house, De white folks give big balls and

had supper gein' all ni:ht, Us had lots to eat and dey let us have dances

and suppers, toe, We never go anywhere, Mammy always cry and 'fraid of

.
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bein' stole again,

"Dere was a white man live close to us, but over in Louisan,
He had raised him a great big black man wnat brung fancy price on de
block, De blacx man sho! love dat white msn. Dis white man would sell
ole John - dat's de black men's name - on de block to someman from
Georgia or ether plsce fur ¢tf, Den, after 'while de white man would
steal ole John back and bring him home and feed him good, den sell him
again, After he had sol' ole John some lot of times, ne coaxed ole John
orf in de swamp one day and ole Jonn foun' dead sev'ral days later,

De wnite folks said' dat de owner kilt him, Ycause 'a dead nigger won't
tell no .ales,'

"Durin' de Freedem War, I seed soldiers all ever ds read. Dey
was breakin'! hosses wnat dey stole., Us skeered and didn' let soldiers
see us if we could he'p it, Mamny end I stayed on with Marse Riley
after Freedom and till I was 'bout sixteen, Den Marse Riley died and
I come to Waco in a wagon with Jedge Surratt's brotner, Marse Taylor
Surratt. I come to Waco de same year dat Dr. Lovelace did, and he says
that was 1874, I married and us had six cnillun,

"I can't read or write, 'cause I only went to school one day.

De white folks tried te larn me, but I's teo thickheaded.

L1 LY L] ]
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HARRIET JONES, 93, was born a
slave of Mertin Mullbright,who
owned a large plantation in
North Carolina. ihen he died
his daughter, Tllen, becane
Horriet's owner, snd was so
kind to Harriet thet she lnoks
back on slave years as the hap-
piest tims in her life,

"My daddy and memny was Henry and Zilphy Guest and M~rse Martin
Fullbrigiot brung dem from Norsh Carolina to Red River County, in Texsas,
long ‘foro freedom, and settled near Clarksville, I was one of dere
eight chillen and borned in 1844 and »m 93 vears old. Mv folizs stayed
with Marse Martin and he Caughter, Miss Pllen, till dsy went to de re-
ward where dey dies no more,

"De plantation raise corn and oats =and whent 2nd cotton and hawgs
end cattle snd hosses, and de ne res' pleoce to ship to market am at Jef-
ferson, Texas, ninety wiles from Clarksville, den up river to Shreveport
and den to Memphis or New Orleans, Dey send cotton by wagon trein te
Jefferson but mostly by bnat up de bayvou.

"Rhen Marse Msrtin die he 'vide us slaves to he folks and I fa2lls
to he daughter, Miss Ellen., Iffen ever dere was a angel on dis earth
she was it, I hopes wherewsr ié%s, her spirit am in glory.

Athen Miss Ellen marry Marse Johnnie Watson, she hove ne fix her up.
She have de white satin dress and pink sagh and tight waist and hoop skirt,
80 she have to go through de door sideways, De long curls I made hang

downr her shoulders and a bunch of pink roses in de hand, She look like a

angel,
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"All de fine folks in Clarksville at dat weddim' and dey dances in
de big room after de weddin' supper, It was de grand time but it make me cry,
tceuse Miss Ellen done growed up. When she was & 1i'l 221 she wore de sweetas'
1i'l dresses and panties with de lace ruffles what hung down below her skirt,
and de jacket button in de back and shoes f~om s>ft leather de shoeman tan jus'
for her, When siie 1i'l bigger she wear de tu:x@d petticoats, two, three at a
tine t0 take place of hoops, but she still wear de white panties with lzace ruf-
fles what hang below de skirt 'Ybout a foot. ‘%Theré dey gone now? I ain't seed any
for sich & long time!

Wihen de white ladies g0 to church in dem hoop skirts, dey ncs to pull
dem up in de back to set down., After freedom dev wears de cdresses long with de
train and has to hold up de train when dey goes in de church, lessen &2y hes
de 11'1 nigger to go 'long and hold it up for den.

A1l us house women larnad to knit de socks and head mufflers, and maay is
de time I has went to town and traded socks fc;r groceries, I cooked, too, and
helped 'fore 0ld Marse died. TFor everyday cookin' we has corn pone and potlicker
and bacon meat and mustard and turnip greens, and good, old sorghum ‘'lasses, On
Sunday we ha,s chiekcn or turkev or'>roast pig and pies and cakes aﬁd hot, salt-
risin'! bread,

"When folks visit dem days dey do it right and stays several days, maybe
2 week or two. When de quality foiks comes for dinmer, Missie show me how to
wait on table. I has t§ come in when she ring de bell, and hold de waiter far
food jus' right. For de breakfas' we has coffes and hot waffles what my mammy

nake, -2
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"Dere was a old song we used to sing 'bout de hoecake, when we cookip'!

dem:

"!.f you wants to bake = hoecake,
To bake it good an¢ done,,
Slap it on a nigger's heel,
And hol it to de sun.

"' My manmy baked a hoecake,
As big as Alabsna,
She throwed it 'gainst a nigzer's head,
It ring Jus' like 2 hummer,

"! De way vou bake a hoecake,
De old Virgimny way,
Wrap it round a nigger's stom-ch,
and \it #oly dere all day.'

"Dat de life we lives with 0ld and young uarse and missie, for dey
de quality folks of old Texas.

"1Bout time for de field hands to go to work, it giitin' mighty hot
down nere, so dey go by cdaylight when it ccoler. 07 Marse hive a horn and
'long 'bout four o'elock it %gin to blow, =nd vou turn over and trv take 'nother
nap, den it goes arguim', b 1 o w, how loud dat old horn do blow, but de sweet
smell de air and de early breeze blowin' through de trees, and de sun peepin!
over de mesdow, make you glad t» git up in de early mornin',

W1It's 3 cool and frosty mernin'!
And de niggzers goes to work,
With hoes upon dey shoulders,

Without & bit of shirt.!

"Y\fhen dey hears de horn blow for dinner it am de race, 2nd dey sings:

W11 goes up on de meatskins,
I comes down on de pone -
I hits de corn pone fifty licks,
And makes dat butter moan,?

-5
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"De timber am neer de river and de bayou »nd when dey not workin' de
hosses or no other work, we rides down =nd zZoes huntin'! with de boys, for wild
turkeys and prairie chickens. but dey likxe bes' to hunt for coons and nossums.

"$Possum up de gum stump,
Raccoon in de hollow -
Git him down and twist him out,
And I'11 give vou a dollar,! -

-
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"Come Christmnas, Miss Ellen say, ‘Harriet, have de Christm'as/ffcarry in
and de holly and evergreens.' Den she puts de candles on de tree and hangs de
stockin's up for de white chillen and de black chillen. Nex' mornin', evervbody
up 'fore day and somethin' for us 2ll, and for de men a keg of cider or wine
on de back porch, so dey all bave a 1i'l Christmas spirit. |

"De nex' thing am de dinner, serve in de big dinin' room, and dat dinner!
De onlies' time what I ever has sich a good dinner am when I gits married and
when Miss Ellen marries Mr. Johnnie. After de white folks eats, dey watches de
servants have cdey dinmer.

"Den dey nas guitars and banjoes end fiddles and plavs old Christumes
tunes, den dat night marse and missie brung de chillen to de querters, to see
de niggers have dey dance, !'Fore de dance dey has Christmes supper, on de long
table out in de yard in front de cabins, andhave wild turkey or chicken and
plenty good things to eat. When dey all through eatin', dey has a 1i'l fire
front de main cabins where de dancin' gwine ba. Dey moves everything out e
cabin 'cept a few chairs. Next come de fiddler and banjo-er and when dey starts,
de caller call, tHeads lead off,' and de first couple gits in middle de floor,

and 211 de couples follow till de cabin full. Next he calls,'Sashay to ds right,

e



Expsla;e Stories Page Five 23(250
(Texas

and do - si- do,' Round to de right dey go, den he calls, 'Swing vou partners,
and Gey swing dem round twice, and so it go t1ill daylight c¢ome, den he sing dis
songs
"1Its gittin' mighty late when de Guinea hen squall
And you better dance now if you zwine dance a~tall -
If vou don't watch out, you'll sinz 'nother tune,
For de sun rise and cotch you, i€ you don't g0 sonan,
Por de stars gittin' pzler and de old gray con
. Is sittint in de grapevine a-watchin' de moon.'

"Den de dance break up with de Virginny Reel, and it de end a happy
Christmas day. De o0ld marse lets dem frolic all night and have nex' day to git
over it, 'cause its Christmas.

WtFore freedom de soldiers pass by our house and stop ask mammy to cook
den something to eat, rnd when de Yankees stop us chillen hides, Once two men
stays two, three weexs lonkin' round, n-etends dey gwine buy land, But when de
white folks gits 'spicious, dey leaves right sudden, and it turn out dey's Yankee
spiss,

"I marries Bill Joncs ~fe year after freedom. It a brisht, moonlight night
and all de white folks and niggers come and de preacher stand under de big elm tree,
and I come in with two 1i'l pickininnies for flower gals and holdin! mv train, I
has on one Miss %llen's dresses and red stock n's and a pair brand new shoes and
a wide brim hat. De preacher say, 'Bill, does you take dis woman to be wvou lawful
wifel' and Bill say he will, Den he say, 'Harriet, will rou take dis nigzer to be
you l-wf.l boss and do jes' what he say?! Den we signs de book and de preacher
say, 'l quotes from de scripture:

"tDark and stormy may come de weather,
I Jjines dis wman and woman together.

Let none but Him what meke de tlmnder,
Put dis man and woman asunder. B
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"Den we goes out in de backyard, where de table sot for supper, a long
table made with two planks and de peg legs. MNiss Ellen puts on de white table-
cloth and sone red berries, 'cause it am November and dey is ripe. Den she
puts on some red candles, and we hns barbecue vig and romst sweet 'taters and
dumplin's and pies and cake, Dey 21l eats dis grand supcter £ill dey full end
nemny give me de luck charm for de bride. It am a rabbit toe, and she say:

"VHere, take dis 1li'l gift,
And place it near you heart;
It keep away dat 1itl riff
What causes folks to pars.
"11t on'v jes' a rabdbit toe,
But plentv luck it brings,
Its worth a million dimes or more,
More'n all de weddin' rings.!

"Den we goes to Marse Watson's saddleshop to dance and dances all night,
and de bride and groom, dat's us, leads de grand march.

"De Yankees never burned de house or nothin', so Young Marse and Missie
Jes' kep'! right on livin' in de old home after freedom, like o0ld Marse done
'fore freedom. He pay de families by de dey for work and let dem work land on
de halves and furnish dem teams and grub and dey does de work,

"But bre'n-bye times slow commence to change, zond first one and 'nother
de 0ld folks goes on to de Great Bevon'!, one bv one dey goes, till all I has
left am my great grandcnild what I lives with now. My sister was livin' at
Greenville six years ago. She was a hundred and four years old den. I don't
know if she's livin' now or not, Eow does we live dat long? Way back wvonder
'fore I's born was & blessin' handed down from my great, great, grandfather.
It de blessin' of lonz life, and come with a blessin' of good health from
livint' ge clean, hones' life. When nighttime come, we goes to bed and to

8lesp, and dat's our blessin!, s
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LEWIS JONES, 86, was born a slave
to Fred Tate, who owned a large
plantation en the Colorade Hiver
in Fayette Co., Texas. Lewis!
father was bern a2 slave to E,
Jones gnd was so0ld to Fred Tgte,
who used him gs a hreeder te build
up his slave stock, Lewis teok
his father's name after Emanicipe-
tion, and worked fer twenty-three
years in a cotton gin szt La Grange.
He came to Fort Worth in 1896 and
worked for Armeur & Ce. until 1931,
Lewis lives at 3304 Loving Ave., -
Fort Worth, Texss,

"My birth am in de year 1851 on de plantatinn of Massa Fred Tate,
what am on de Colorazdo River., Yes, suh, det am in dé stete of Texas.
My mammy am ewned hv Massa Tate oand so am my papnr and sll my brudders
and sisters., How meny brudders and siéters? Lawd A-mighty! 1I'11 tell
you 'cause you asks and dis niggar‘gives de facts 23 'tis, Let's see,
I can't 'lect de mumber. My pappy have 12 chillen by my mamuy gnd 12
by enudder nigger name Mary. You keep de count. Den dere am Liza, him
Lave 10 by her, and dere am Mandy, him have 8 by her, and dere am Betty,
him have sii by her. Now, let me 'lect some mefe. I can!T bring dé
names to mind, but deré em two or three other'whef have jus' one or two
chillen by my psppy. Dzt am right. Clese to 50 chillen, 'cause my
mammy dehe teld me, It's disaway, myv pappy am de breedin'! niggzger.

"You sees, when I meets a2 nigger on dat plantation. I's mest
sho' it am a brudder or sister, so I don't try keep track of lem,

"Masse Tate didn't give rations to each femily like lots of
massaﬁ, but hiﬁbhave de ceokhouse and de coeoks, and »l1l de rations
ceoked by dem and all us nizgers set down te de long tables., Dere am

plenty, plenty., I sho! wishes I could hsve some good rations like dat

-1'-
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naw. Men, seme ef det ham :would g9 fine, Dat was 'Hau, what am,'
"Weluns raise all de food right dere en de place, Hawgs? ¥e'uns
have three, four hundred and massa rzise é.e corn and feed dem and cure de
meat. We'luns have de cernmeal and de wheat fleur and all de milk and
butter we wants, ‘;,cauésé massa have 'beut 30 cows, And dere am de goed
eld 'lasses, too, | -
"Massg feed powerful :oed znd .he &u net onreas'bdle, He den't whup
mich and am she' reas'ble 'bout de pass, and he 'lew de parties and have
de church on de place. Old Tom am de preacherman and de musician and him
play de fiddle and banje. Sometime dey have Jig coentest, dat when dey puts
de glass of water on de head and see ;vho can jig de hardes' witheut spillia’
de water, Den dere om ,j‘oyment in de singin', Preacher Tom sot all us niggers
in de circle and sing eld songs, I jus! can't sing fm: vou, 'ceuse I's lest
my teeth and my veice zm raspin', but I'll word sou;e, sich as

"1In de new Jeruszlem,
In de year of Jubilee,!?

"I dene forgit de words., Den did yeu ever heagr dis one:

"tOh, do, what Sam dene, de dat zgainm,
He went te de hambene, bit off de end,'!

“Whem 01d Tem am preachermam, him talks from he heartfelt. Den sometime
a vhite preacherman ceme znd he an de Bgptist and baptiia weluns,
"Massa have de fine coach and de seat f@r de driver am up high in froent
@rd I's de cogchman and he dresses me nice znd de hosses am fime, white tean,
‘DOI'G I's"sat up high, all &e;l geod, heldin' z tight line 'cause de team em
mn of spirit and fast. Ie'ung goes lickity split and it am a purty sight.
- Y

" Mam, 'twarnt amyene bigger dam dis nigger,
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"Ighas de bad luck jus' ene time with dat team and it am disaway:
massa have) Jus'! change de pewer for de gin from hess to steam and dey am
ginnin' cotten and I's with det team 'side de house and de hesses am a-prancin!
and waitin! fer missy te come out. Massa am in de ceach. Den, de fool |
niggers blows de whistle of dat stean engine and de hesses never heered sich
befe! snd dey starts to run. Dey have de bit in de teeths and I's lucky
dat road sm purty straight. I thinks of massa bein' imside de ceach and
wants to save him, I says te myself, 'Dem hesses skeert and I den't want
to skeer 'em ne mere,' I jus' hold de lines steady and keep sayin',

'Steady, beys, whea beys,' TFin'ly dey begins to slew dewn and den staops
and mgssa gits eut and de hesses gm puffin' hard and 211 fean. He turns te
me and say, 'Bey, yeu's made a wonnerfid drive, like a vet'ran,' New, does
dat make me feel fime! It shoe! de,

"When surrender ceme I's been drivim' 'beut a year grd it's 'bout
11 e'cleck in de mermin'!, 'cause massa have me ring de bell and ali de niggers
rums quick te de house and massz say dey am free niggers, It am time fer
layin' de creps by and he say if dey de dat he pay 'am, Seme stays and seme
gees off, but mammy and pappy and me stays. Dey never left dat plantatien,
and I stays 'beut 8 years., I guess it dat ceachman jeb what helt me,
_ "When I quits I goes te work for Ed Mattsen in Lo Gramge and I werks
in dat cettem gin 18 years. Fim'ly I cemes here to Fort Werth, Dat am 1896,
I werks fer Armeurs 20 years but dey let.me off six years age, 'cause I's teo

-}ld‘.‘. - Since den I werks at any little old jeb, feor te make my livia!,
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"She!, I's been married and it to Jane Owen in La Grange,
ond wetuns have three chillen and dey all dead. She di=d in 1931.

"Tt am hard for dis nigger te git by and semetime I don't kmow
for she' dat I's gwine git anudder meszl, but it 21lus ceme some wy. Tes,
suh, dey allus ceme seme way. Seme of de time dey is far apart, but dey

comes, De Lawd see te dat, I guess,

NERRRR RN
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LIZA JONES, 81, was born » slave
of Charley Bryant, near Liberty,

o Texas. She lives in Beaumont,
Qo and her little homestead is reached
“ by a devious path through a cenme-
dp tery and across a ~avine on a plank

foot-bridge. ILiza sat in a back-
less chair, smoking & pipe, and
her elderly son lay on a blanket
nzardby. Both were restinz after
a2 hot day's work in the field.
¥itkin the open door could be
seen Henry Jones, Liza's husband
for si=ty years, a tall, gaunt
Negro wio is helpless, Blind,
deaf and almost speechless, he
could tell nothing of slavery
days, although he was grown waen
the wa> endad,

"When ce Yankees come to see 17fen dey hed done turn ué a~loose, I
am 2 nine year old nizger gal. That nmake e about 31 now. Dey promenade
up to de gate and de drum say s-dr-um-m-m-m-m, and de a2n in de Dlue uni-
form he git down to open ée gate, (1d massa he see dem comin' and he runned
in Ge house 2nd grab up ce gun. When he come hustlin' down off de gallery,
my daddy come runnin'. He seed 0ld massa too mad to xnow what ne a-doin',
s0 quicker dan a chicken could fly ne grzb det gun and wrastle it outten
old massa's hands, Den he push 0ld massa in de smokenouse and locx de door.
He ain't do dat to be mean, but he want to keep old massa outten trouble.
0l1d massa know dat, but he beat on de door and yell, but it ain't gzit oren
till dem Vankees done gone,

"] wisht 0ld massa been a-livin' now, I'd git a piece of bread and
meat wﬁen I want it, 0Old man Charley Bryvant, he de massa, and Felide Bryant
de missus., Dey both have a good age when freedom came.

."My daddy he Georze Price and he boss nigger on de vlace. Dey ell
come from Louisiana, somewhere round New Orleans and a;l dem 1i'l extra

Places,
-1~
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"Liz'beth she my mama and dey's jus' two us chillen, me and my brudder, John,
He lives in Beaumont.

"Bout 211 de work I did was 'tend to de rooms ané sweep. Nobvody ever
"low us to see nobody 'bused. I never seed or heared of nobody gittin' cut
to pieces with a whip like some., Course, chillen wasn't 'lowed to go every-
where and see everything like dey does now. Dey jump in ev;ry corner now.,

"Miss Flora and Miss lizjl'y am de only ones of my white folks what am
alive now and dey done say dey take me to San Antonio with dem. Course, I
couldn't go now and leave Honry, noway. De old Bryant place am in de law-
suit, Dey say de brudder, Mister Benny, he done sharped it 'way from de
others befo! he die, but I '_J;ieve the gels will win dat lawsuit.

"My daddy em de gold iélot on de 0ld place. Dat mean anything he done

was right and proper. Wey after freedom, when my daddy die in Beaumont,

Cade Bryant and Mist:r Benny both want to see him befo' he buried, Dey ride

in and say, 'Better not you bury him befo! us see him. Dat's us young George

Dey allus cell daddy dat, but he 0ld den,
"My mema was de spring back cook and turkey besker. Dey call her dat,
she s0 neat and cook so nice. I's de expert cock, too, She larnt me,
"Us chillen used to sing
"'Don't stenl
Don't steal my sugar.
Don't steal,
Don't steal my cendy.
I's camin' round de mountain,!
¥Dey sho'! have better church in dem days dan now. Us git happy and
shout, Dey too ma.n&”blind taggers now. Now dey say dey got de key and dey

ain't got nothin', Us used to sing like dis:

242
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"tidam's fallen race,
Good Lawd, hang down my head and cry.
Help me to trust hin,
Help me to trust him,
Help me to trust hinm,
Gift of Gawd,

"1Help ne to trust him,
Help me to trust him,
Help nme to trust him,
Eternal Life, -
WiH=d not been for aAdan's race,
I wouldn't been sinnin' today,
Help me to trust hin,
Gift of Gawd,!
"Dey 'nother hymn like dis:
"1Heavenly land,
Heavenly land,
I's zwineter beg Gawd,
For dat Heavenly land.
"'Some come cripplin',
Some come lame,
Some come walkin!,
In Jesus' nane,!

"You kxnow I saw vou-all last night in my sleep? I ain't never seed
you befo! today, btut I seed you last nizht. Dey's two of vou, a man &nd a woman,
end you come crost dat bridze and up here, askin! me iffen I trust in de Lawd.
And here you is today.

"Dey had nice parties in slavery time and right afterwards. Dey have
candy pullin' and corn shuckin's and de like, 01ld Massa Day and Liassa Bryant,
dey used to put dey niggers together and have de prize dances. Massa Day allus
lose, 'cause us a&llus beat he nigzers at dancin'. Iawd, when I clean myself up,
I sho' could teach dem how to buy a cake-walk in dem days. I could cut de

pigeon wing, jes' pull my heels up and clack dem together, Den us do de back

step and de banquet, too,
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"Us allus have de white tarleton Swiss dress for dances and Sunday.
Dem ourty good clothes,
Dem purty good clothes, too and dey wmake at home. Us knowsd 10w to sew and
one de old man's gals, she try teach me readin' and writin', I didn't have
no zense, though, and I cry to go »ut and play,

"When freedom come old massa he done broke down and cry, so my daddy
stay with him. He stay a gnod meny vear, till both us chillen was growed,

Us have de 11i'1l log house on de place 2ll dat time. Dev 'nother old cullud
men what stay, name George Whitehouse. He have de 1i'l house, too, He stay
£il1l he die,

"Dey was tryin' to make a go of it after de war, 'cause times was hard,
De white boys, dey go out in Ze field and work den, and work hard, 'cause dey
don't have de slaves no nmors. I used to see de purty,young white ladies, all
dress up, comin'! to de front door. I slips out 2nd tell de white dovs, and
dey workin' in de field, half-naked and dirty, ané dey sneak in de back door
and clean up to spark dem gals.

"I been marry to dat Henry in deré sixty vear, 2nd he was a slave in
Little Rock, in Arkansas, for Anderson Jones. Henry knowzd de bad, tejous
part of de war and he must be.'bout 96 year old. Now he am in pain all de
time, Can't see, can't hear and cen't talk., Us never has had ds squabbdle.

At de weddi n' de white folks brung cakes and every 1i'l thing, I had a white
tarleton dress with de white tarlseton wig. Dat de hat part what go over de
head and drape on de shoulder. Dat de sign you ain't never done no wrong sin
and gwinter keep bein' good,

"After us marry I move off de 0ld place, but nothin' must do but I got to

-4~
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keep de house for Mister Benny. I's cleanin' up one time and finds a milk
churn of money. I say, 'Mr. Benny, what for‘rrou ain't out dat money in de
bank?'! He say he will. De next time I cleanin' up I finds a pillow sack full
of noney. I says, 'Mr, Benny, I's gwinet~r quit, I ain't gwineter be 'spons-
ible for dis money.' He's sick den and I put de money under he pillow and git
ready to go. He say, 'You better stay, or I sendi Andrew, ’de sneriff, after
vou,'! I goes =nd cook's dinn=r and when I gits back dey nas four doctors
with lir, Benny. FHe wife say to me, 'Liza, you got de sight. Am Benny gwineter
git well?' I goes and looks and I knowed he gwine way from dere, I knowed
he was gone den, Dey leant on ne a hg:-zp after dat,

"It some years after dat I leaves dem and Henry and me gits married
and us make de livin' farmin', Us allus stays right round hereabouts and

gits dis 11'l house, Now my son and me, us work de field and gits 'nough

to git through on,

L L L L L
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LIZZIE JONES, an 86 year old ex-slave
of the R, H. Hargrove family, was born
in lu6l, in Harrison County, Texas, She
stayed with her owner until four years
after the close of ths Civil War, She
now lives with Talmadge Buchanan, a
grandson, two miles east of Karnack, on
the Lee road,

I was bo'n on the ole Henry Hargrove place, My ole
missus was named Eligabeth and mammy called me Lizgie far her,
But the Hargroves called me 'Mink' since I was a chile, 'cause
1 was 80 black and shiny. Massa Hargrove had four girls and
four boys and I helped tend them tiil I was big enough to cook
and keep house, I wagged ole Marsa Dr, Hargrove, dat lives in
Marshall, round when he was a daby.

"I allus lived in de house with the white folks and
ate at their table when they was through, and slep' on the floor.
We never had no schcol or clmurch in slavery time, The niggers
couldn' even add, Nonse of us knowed how ole we was, but Massa
set our ages down in a big book.

*I ‘member playin' peep-squirrel and marblee and keepin'
house when I was a chile. Massa 'lowed the boys and girls to
cou't tut they couldn' marry 'fore they was 20 years ole, and
they couldn' marry off the plantation, Slaves warn't married by
no Good Book or the law, neither, They'd jes! take up with esach
other end go up to the Big House and esk massa {0 let them marry.
If they was ole enough, he'd sgy to tne boy, 'Take her and go on

home, !
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"Mammy lived 'cross the field at the quarters and there was
80 many nigger shacks it look like a town, The slaves slep' on bunks
of homemade boards nailed to de wall witn poles for legs and they cooked
on the fireplace, I didn' know what a stove was till after de War,
Sometime they'd bake co'nbread in the ashes and every bit of the grud
they gte come from the white folks and the clothes, too. I run them
looms many a night, weavin' cloth, In summer we had lots of turnips
and greens and garden stuff to eat. Massa allus put up sev'ral barrels
of kresut and a smokehouse full of po'k for winter, We didn' have flour
or lard, but huntin' was good 'fore de war and on Sat'dey de mem could
€0 mntin' and fisnin' and catch possum and rshbits and squirrels and
coons,

"Tnééversoer was ngmed Wade and ne woke the han's up at four
in the mornin' and kep' them in the field from then till the sun set,
Mos! of de women worked in de fields like de men. Taney'd wash clothes
at night and dry them by the fire, The overseer kep' a long coach whip
with him and if they didn' werk good, he'd thrash them good, Sometime
he's pretty hard on them and strip ‘em otf and wnip 'em till they tnink
he was gonna kill '‘em, No nigger ever run otf.as I 'member,

"We never have no partie; ti11 after "mancipation, and we couldn!
80 off de place. (@n Sundays we slep' or visited each other. But the
white folks was good to us, Massa Hargrove didn' have no doctor but
there wasn! much sickness and seldom anybody die,

"I don! '-onbeéﬁnch ‘bout de War. Massa went to it, but he come

home shortly and say he sick with the "sumption, but ne got well real

-ee
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quick after surrender,

"The white folks didm' let the niggers know they was free
till fbout a year after the war. Massa Hargrove took sick seviral
monthe after and 'fore he did he tell the folks not %0 let the nig-
gers loose till they have to, Findlly they foun' out and 'gun to
leave.

"Ny pappy died 'fore I was bo'rn and mammy married Caesar
Poeterson and 'bout a year after de war dey moved to a farm close to
Lee, but I kep' on workin' for de Hargroves for four years, helpin!

missus cook and keep house,

RIS RN Y
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TOBY JONES was born ig South
Carolina, in 1850, a slave of
Felix Jones, who owned a large
tobacco plantation, Toby has
farmed in Madisonville, Texas,
since 1869, and still supports
himself, though his age makes
it hard for him to work,

"My father's name was Eli Jones and mamny's name was Jessie, They
was captured in Africa and brought to this country whilst they was still
young folks, and my father wés purty hard to realize he was a slave, 'cause
he done what he wanted back in Africa.

"Our owner was Massa Felix Jones and he had lots of tobacco planted,
He was real hard on us slaves and whipped us, but Missie Janie, she was a
real good woman to ner black folks. I 'members when their 1i'l curlyheaded
Janie was borned. She jus' loved this o0ld, black nigger and I carried her
on my back whole days at a time, She was the sweetes' baby ever borned.

"Messa, he lived in a big, rock house with four rooms and lots of
shade trees, and had 'bout fifty slaves., Our livin' quarters wasn't bad.
They was rock, toc, and beds built in the corners, with straw moss to sleep
on,

"fe had plenty to eat, ‘cause the woods was full of possum and rabbits
and all the mud holes full of fish. I sho' likes a good, old, fat possum
cooked with sweet 'taters round him, We cooked meat in a o0ld-time pot over
the fireplace or on a forked stick. We grated corn by hand for cornbread
| and made waterpone in the ashes,

"I was borned 'bout 1850, so I was plenty old to 'member lots 'bout

slave times. I 'members the loyal clothes, a long shirt what come down below

-1~
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our knees, opened all the way down the front. On Sunday we hsd white loyal
shirts, but no shoes and when it was real cold we'd wrap our feet in wool
rags so they wouldn't freeze, I married after freedom and had white loyal
breeches, I wouldn't marry 'fore that, 'cause massa wouldn't let me have
the woman I wanted.

"The overseer wes a nean white man and one day he starts to whip
a nigger what am hoein' tobacco, and he whipped him so hard that nigger
grabs him and made him holler, Missie come out and made them turn loose
and massa whipped that nigger and put him in chains for a whole year. Every
night he had to be in jail and couldn't see his folks for that whole year,

"] seed slaves sold, and they'd make them clean up good and grease
thelr hands and fece, so thev'd look real fat, and sell them off, Of course,
most the niggers didn't know their parents or what chillen was theirs, The
white folks didn't wam them to git 'tached to each other.

"Kissie read some Bible to us every Sunday mornin' and taught us to
do right and tell the truth, But some them niggers would go off without a
pass and the patterrollers wo.ld beat them up scand'lous.

"The fun was on Saturday night when massa 'lowed us to dence. There
was lots of banjo pickin' and tin pan beatin' and dancin', and everybody
would talk 'b?ut when they lived in Africa and done what they wanted.

"I worked for massa 'bout four years after freedom, 'cause he forced

i me to, said he couldn't 'ford to let me go. His place was near ruint, the
fences burnt and the house would have been but it was rock, There was a
battle fought near his place and I taken missie to a hideout in the moun -

tains to where her father was, 'cause there was bullets flyin' everywhere,
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V¥hen the war was over, massa come home and says, 'You son of a gun, you's sposed
to be free, but vou ain't, 'cause I ain't gwine give you freedom.' So, I goes
on workin' for him till I gits the chsance to steal a hoss from him, The woman
1 wanted to marry, Govie, she 'cides to come to Texas with me. Me and Govie,
we rides that hoss most a hundred miles, then we turned him a~loose and give
bhim a scare back to his house, and come on foot the rest the way to Texas, |

"All we had to cat was what we could beg and sometimes we went three days
without a bite to eat. Sometimes we'd pick a few berries. When we got cold
ve'd crawl in a breshpile and hug up close together to keep warm, Once in
avhile we'd come to a farmhouse and the man let us sleep on cottonseed in his
barn, but they was far and fow between, 'cAu-e they wasn't many houses in the
country them days like now, |

"Fhen we gits to Texas we gzits married, but all they was to our weddin!
am we jus' 'grees to live together as man and wife., I settled on some land
and we cut some trees and split them 5pen and stood them on end with the tops

together for our house, Then we deadened some trees and the land was ready to

farm, There wes some wild cattle and hawgs and that's the way we got our start,
caught some of them and tamed them, |

"I don't know as I J:spected nothin' from freedom, but they turred us out
like a bunch of stresy dogs, no homes, no clothin', no nothin', not 'nough food
to last us onemeel, After we settles on that place, I never seed man or woman,
Ycept Goirie. for sTx years, 'cause it was a long ways to énywhere. All we had

to farm with was sharp sticks. We'd stick holes and plant corn and when it come

up we'd punch up the dirt round it, We didn't plant cotton, 'cause we couldn't
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eat thet. 1 made bows and arrows to kill wild game with and we never went
to & store for nothin'. We made our clothes out of animal skins,

"We used rabbit foots for good luck, tied round our necks. We'd make
pedicine out of wood herbs. There is a rabbit foot weed that we mixed with
sassafras and made good cough syrup. Then there is cami weed for chills and
fever, |

"A11 I ever did was tn farm and I made a livin'., I still makes one,
though I'm purty old now and its hard for me to keep the work up. I has some

chickens and hawgs and a yearling or two to sell every year,

LL L
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AURT PIFKIE EELLY, whose age is
a matter of conjecture, but who
says sbe wag' "growed up when sot
free,” was born on a plantation
in Bragzoria Co., owned by Green-
ville McNeel, and still lives on
what wa: a part of the MeNeel
plantation, in a little cabdin
which ehe says ie much like the
old slave quarters,

"De only place I knows %tout is right here, what was
Marse Greonville McNeel's plantation, 'cause I's born here and
Marse Greenville and Missy Amelia, what was his wife, is de only
ones I ever belonged to, After de war, Marse Runtington come
down from up north and tock over de place when Marse Greenville die,
but de big house burned vp and all de papers, too, and I couldn't
tell to save my life how old I 1s, but I's growed up and worked in
de fields defo! I's sot free.

"My memmy's nsme was Harriet Jackson and she was born on
de same plantation, My peppy's name was Dan, but folks caiied him
Good Cheer. Ee druv oxen and one day they show me him and say he
RY pappy, and so I guess he was, but I can't tell much about hinm,
‘cause chillen then didn't kmow their pappys like chillen do now,

"Most I ‘members *tout them times is work, 'cause we's put
out in de fields defo’ day and come back after night, Then we has
to shell s bushel of corn befo! we goes to bed and we was so tirwsd
w6 didn't have time for nothin',

"0ld man Jerry Driver watches us in de fields and iffen we

didn't work hard he whip us and whip us hard. Then he die and 'mother
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man call Archer come, He say, 'You niggers now, you don't work good, I
beat you,' and we sho' worked herd thenm,

*Marge Greemnvill treated us pretty godd tut he mever give us nothin',
Sometime we'd run away and hide in de woods for a spell, but when they cotch
us Marse Greenville tie us down and whip us so we don't do it no more.

W{e didn't have no ciothes like we do now, jes! co“ton lowers and
rubber shoes, They used to feed us psas and cornbread and hominy, and some-
time they threw beef in a pot and bile it, but we never had hawg meat,

"Iffen we took sick, old Aunt Becky was de doctor, They was a
building like what they calls a hospital and she put us in there and give
usg calomel or turpentine, dependin'! on what ailed us. They allus kep' the
bsbies there and let de mammies come in and suckle and dry 'em up.

®I never heered much 'bout no wat and Marse Greenville never told
us we was free, First I knows was one day we gwine to de fields and a man
come ridin' up and say, "Whar you folks gwine?' We say we gwine to de flelds
and then he say to Marse Greenville, 'You can’t{ work these psople, without mno
pay, 'cause they's as free as you is.' Law, we sho' shout, young folis and
old folks too, But we stay there, no place to go, s0 we jes' slay, but we
gits a 1little pay.

"After 'while I marries, Allen Kelley was de first husban' what I
ever owned and he die, Houston Edmond, he the las' husban’ I ever ommed
and he die, too.

"Law me, they used to Y a sayin' that chillen born on de dark of

de mogn ain't gwineter have no luck, and I guess I sho! was born then!®

SesstsenY
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SAM KILGORE, 92, was born
a slave of John Peacock, of
Williams County, Tennessee,
who owned one of the larg-
est plantations in the south.
When he was eight years old,
Sam accompanied his master
to England for a three-year
stay. Sam was in the Con-
federate Army and also serv-
ed in the Spanish-American

- War, He came to Fort Worth
in 1889 and learned cement
work, In 1917 he started a
cement contracting business
which he still operates, He
lives at 1211 E, Cannon St.,
Fort Worth, Texas,

"You asks me when I's born and was I born a slave, Well, I's born
on July 17, 1845, so I's a slave for twenty years, and had three massas.
I's born in Williamson County, near Memphis, in Tennessee, Massa John
Peacock owned de plantation and am it de big one! Dere am a thousend
acres and 'bout a thousand slaves,

"De slave cabins am in rows, twenty in de first row and eighteen
in de second and sixteen in de third, Den dere am house servants quarters
near de big house. De cebins am logs and not much in dem but homemade
tables and benches and bunks 'side de wall, Each femily has dere own cabin
and sometimes dere am ten or more in de family, so it am kind of crowded.
But massa am good and let dem have de family life, and once each week de
rations am measure out by a o0ld darky what have charge de com'sary, and dere
an allus plenty to eat.

"But deﬁ eats ain't like nowadaya. It am home-cured meat and mostly
cornmeal, but plenty veg'tables and 'lasses and brown sugar. Massa raised

lots of hawgs, what am Berkshires and Razorbacks., Reazorback meat am 'sidered

de best and sweetest.
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"De work stock em eighty head of mules and fifty head of hosses

and fifteen yoke of oxen., It took plenty feed for all dem and massa have
de big field of corn, far as we could see. De plantation am run on system
and everything clean and in order, not like lots of plantations with tools
scattered 'round and d;lrt piles here and there, De chiel overseer am white
end de second overseers am black. Stien was nigger overseér in de shoemakin'
and harness, and Aunty Darkins am overseer of de spinnin' and weavin',

"Dat place am 80 well manage dat whippin's am not nec'sary. Massa
have he own way of keepin' de niggers in line, If dey bad he say, 'I 'spect
dat nigger driver comin' round tomorrow and I's gwine sell you.' Now, when
a nigger git in de handa of de nigger .driver it am de big chance he'll git
s0ld to de cruel massa, and dat make de niggers powerful skeert, so dey 'haves.
On de next plantation we'd hear de niggers pleadin! when dey's whipped, 'Massa,
have mercy,! and sich. Our massa allus say, 'Boys, you hears dat mis'ry and
we don't want no sich on dis place and it am up to you.' So us all 'haves
ourselves,

"¥hen Its four years old I's took to de big house by young Massa Frank,
0ld massa's son, He have me for de errand boy and, I guess, for de plaything.
When I gits bigger I's his valet and he like me and I sho! like him. He am
kind and smart, too, and am choosed from nineteen other boys to go to England
-and study at de mil'tary 'cademy. I's 'bout eight . - ~vhen we starts for
Liverpool., We goes from Memphis to Newport and takes de boat, Bessie. It am
2 sallboat and den de fun sf;artsv for sho'. It am summer and not much wind
: &né smetimes we jus' stand still day after day in de fog so thick we can'tg

see from one end de boat to de other,
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*I'11 never forgit dat trip. When we gits far out on de water, I's
dead sho' we'll new{rer git back to land again, First I takes de seasick and
dat am something. If there am anything worser it can't be stood! It ain't
possible to 'splain it, but I wants to die, and if dey's anything worser dan
dat seasick mis'ry, I' says de Lawd have mercy on dem. I can't 'lieve dere am
so much stuff in one person, but plenty come out of mé. I mos' raised de ocean!
When dat am over I gits homesick and so do Massa Prank., I cries and he tries to
'sole me and den he gits tears in he eyes. We am weeks on deat water, and good
0ld Tenessee am allus on our mind,

"When we gits to England it am 8ll right, but often we goes dowm to de
wharf and looks over de cotton bales fvor dat Memphis gin mark, Couple times
Massa Frank finds some and he say, 'Here a bale from home, Sam,' with he voice
full of joy like a kid what find some candy. We stands round dat bale and
wonders if it am raised on de plantation.

"But we has de good time after we gits 'quainted and I seed lots and
glits to know some West India niggers. But we's readr to come home and when
we gits dere it am plenty war. Massa Frank jines de 'Federate Army and course
I'g his valet and goes with him, right over to Camp Carpenter, at Mobile., He
em de lieutenant under General Gordon and befo' long dey pushes him higher.
Fin'ly he gits notice he am to be a colonel and dat sep'rates us, 'cause he
has to go to Floridy. 'I's gwine with you,' I says, for I thinks I 'jongs to
him and he 'longs to me and can't nothing part us. But he say, 'You can't go
with me this time, Dey's gﬁine put you in de army.! Den I cries and he cries.

"I's seventeen years 0ld when I puts my hand on de book and am a sojer.
I talks to my captain 'bout Massa Frank and wants to g0 to see him. But it

wesn't more'n two wecks after he leaves dat him was kilt, Dat am de awful

T,
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shock to me and it am & long time befo' I gits over it. I allus feels if I'd
been with him maybe I could save his life.

"My company am moved to Bermingham and builds breastworks. Dey say
Gen. Lee am comin' for a battle but he didn't ever come and when I been beck
to sece dem breastworks, dey never been used. e marches no¥th to Lexington,
in Kentuck! but am gone befo'! de battle to Louisville. We comes back to Salem,
in Georgia, but I's never in no big bdbattle, only some skirmishes now and den.
We allus fixes for de battles and builds bridges and doesn't fight much.

"I goes back after de war to Memphis. My mammy am on de Kilgore
place and Massa Kilgore takes her and niy peppy and two hundred other slaves
and comes to Texas, Dat how I gits here. He settles at de place called Kilgore,
and it was named after him, but in 1867 he moves to Cleburne,

"Befo! we moved to Texas de Klu Kluxers done burn my maumy's house
and she lost everything. Dey was 'bout $100 in greenbacks in dat house and
a three hundred pound hawg in de pen, what die from de heat. We. done run to
Massa Rodger's house. De riders gits to bad dey come most any time and run de
cullud folks off for no cause, jus' to be omn'ry and plunder de home. But one
day I seed Massa Rodgers take a dozen guns out his wagon and he and some white
men digs a ditch round de cotton field close to de road. Couple nights after
dat de riders come and when dey gits near dat ditch a volley am fired and lots
of dem draps off dey hosses. Dat ended de Klux troubdle in dat section,

"After I been in Texas a year I jines de Fed'ral Army for de Indian
war. I's in de transportation division and drives oxen and mules, baulin' sup-

Plies to de forts., We goes to Port Griffin and Dodge City and Laramie, in

e
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Wyoming. Dere am allus two or three mndred sojers with us, to watch for
Indian attacks. Dey travels on hosses, 'head, 'side aﬁd 'hind de wazon. One
day de Sent'nel reports Indians am round so we gits hid in de trees and
bresh., On a hlgh ledge off to de west we sees de Indians travelin' north,
two abreast. De lieutenant say he counted 'bout seven hundred but dey
sho' missed us, or maybe I'd not be here todsy.

"I stays in de service for seven years and den goes back to
Johnson County, farmin' on de Rodgers place, and stays till I comes to Fort
Worth in 1889, Den I gits into 'nother war, de Spanish 'merican War. But I's
in de com'sary work so don't see much fightin'. 1In all dem wars I sees most
no fightin', 'cause I allus works with de supplies,

¥*After dat war I goes to workx laborin' for buildin' contractors.

I works for sev'ral den gits with Mr. Bardon and larns de cement work with
him, He am awful good man to work for, dat John Bardon. Fin'ly I starts
my own cement business and am still runnin' it., My health am good and I's
allus on de job, 'cause dis home I owns has to be kept up. It cost sev'ral
thousand dollars and I can't 'ford to neglect it.

"I's married twict. I marries Mattie Norman in 1901 and sep'rates
in 1904, She could spend more money den two niggers could shovel it in., Den
I marries Lottie Young in 1909, but dere am no chillens. I's never dat lucky.

"I's voted ev'ry 'lection and 'lieves 1t de duty for ev'ry citizen to
vote,
"Now, I's told vou everything from Genesls to Rev'lations, and it de

truth, as I 'members it.
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BEN KINCHLOW, 91, was the son of Lizaer
Moore, a half-white glave owned by Sandy
Moore, Wharton Co., and Lad Kinchlow, a
white man. When Ben was one Yyear old his
mother was freed and given some money,

She was sent to Matamoras, Mexlco and they
lived there and at Brownsvllle, Texas,
during the years before and directly fol-
lowing the Clvil War. Ben and his wife,
Liza, now live in Uvalde, Texas, in a

neat little home. 3Ben has stralght halr,
a Roman nose, and his speech 1s like that
of the early white settler. He 1g affable
and enjoys recounting his experiences.

"T was birthed 1n 1846 in Wharton, Wharton

County, in slavery times. My mother's name was

Lizaer Moore. I think her master's name was Sandy

Moore, and she went by his name. My father's

name wgs Lad Kinchlow. My mother wae a half«breed

Negro; my father was a white man of that same
county. I don't know anything about my father.
He was a white mgn, I know that. After I was

borned and wes one year o0ld, my mother was set

free and gsent to Mexico to live. When we left

Wharton, we was sent away 1ln an ambulance. It
wag an old-time ambulance. It was what they
called an ambulance -- a four-wheeled concern
rulled by two mules. That 1s what they used to
traffic in. The big rich white folks would get
in 1t and go to church 6r on a long Journey. We
landed safely into Matamoros, Mexico, Just me

and my mother gnd older brother. She had the

2
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means to live on till she got there snd got ac-
qualnted. We stayed there about twelve years.
Then we moved back to Brownsville and stayed
there until after all Negroes were frge. She
went to washing and she made lots of money at
it. 8he charged by the dozen. Three or four
handkerchiefs were considered a plece. 8he made
good because she got $2.50 a dozen for men wash-
ing and $5 a dozen for women's clothes.

¥ was marrled in February, 1879, to Christi-
ana Temple, married at Matagorda, Matagorda County.
I had six chlldren by my first wife. Three boys
and three girls. Two girls died. The other ‘
girl is in Gonzales County. Lawrence is here
workin' on the Kincaid Ranch and Andrew is workin'
for John Monagin's dalry and Henry is seventy
miles from Alpine. He's a highway boss. This
was my first wife. Now I am married again and
have been with this wilfe forty years. Hé?name
was Elize Dawson. No children born to this union.

"the way we lived in those days -~ the
country was full of wild game, deer, wild hogs,

turkey, duck, rabbits, !possum, lions, qualls,

- 2“



Ex-8lave 8tories Page Three ‘ :
(Texas) 262

and so forth. You see, in them days they was
all thinly settled and they was all nelghbors,
Most settlemente was all Meskins mostly; of
course there was a few white people. mIn them
days the country was all open and a man could

go in there and settle down wherever he wanted
to and wouldn't be molested a=~tall. They wasn't
molested ti11ll they commenced putting these fences
and putting up these barbwire fences. You could
ride all day and never open & gate. Maybe ride
right up to a man's house and thé?Just let down
a bar or two.

"Sometime when we wanted fresh meat we went
out andkllled, We also could kill a calf or goat
whenever we cared to because they were plenty and
no fence to stop you. We also had plenty milk
and butter and home-made cheese. We dld not have
much coffee. You know the way we made our coffee?
We Justtaken corn and parched it right brown and
ground it up. Whenever we would get up furs and
hides enough to go into market, a bunch of neigh-
bors would get together and tﬁke ten to fifteen

deer hides each and take 'em in to Brownsville
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and sell 'em and get their supplies. They paid
twenty~-five cents a pound for them. That'e when
we got our coffee, but wetd got go used to using
corn-coffee, we didn't care whether we had that
real coffee so much, because we had to be careful
with our supplies, anyway. My recollection is
that it was fifty cente a pound and 1t would be
green coffee and you would have to roast 1t and
grind it on a mill., We didn't have any sugar,
and very rare thing to have flour. The deer was
here by the hundreds. There was blue quall «-
my goodness! You could get a bunch of these
blue top~-knot quall rounded up in a bunch of pear
and, 1f they was any rocks, you could kill every
one of 'em. If you could hit one and get 'im
to flutterin'!, the others would bunch around him
and you could kill every one of 'em with rocks.,
"§e lived very neilghborly. When any of the
neighbors killed fresh meat we always divided
with one another. We all had a corn patch, about
three or four acres. We d1d not have plows; we
planted with a hoe, We were lucky in raisin?

corn every year. Most all the nelghbore had a
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little bunch of goats, cows, mares, and hogs.
Our nearest market was forty miles, at old Browns-
ville. . When I was a boy I wo'e what was called
shirt-tail. It was a long, loose shirt with no
pants. I d1d not wear pants until I was gbout
ten or twelve. The way we got our supplies, all
the neighbors would go in together and send into
town in a qump cart drawn by a mule. The main
station was at Brownsville. It was thirty-five
miles from where they'd change horses. They
carried this mall to Edinburg, and it took four
days. Sometimes they'd ride a horse or mule.
We'd get our mall once a week. We got our mail
at Brownsville.

"The country was very thinly settled then
and of very few white people; most all Meskins,
living on the border. The countryws open,
no fences. Every neighbor had a 1little place.
We didn't have any plows; we planted with a hoe
and went along and raked the dirt over with our
toes. We had a grist mill too. I bet Itve
turned one & million miles., There was no hired

work then. When a man was hired he got $1C or $12

nsu
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per month, and when people wanted to brand or do
other work, all the neighbors went together and

helped without pay. The most thing that we had

to fear was Indians and cattle rustlers and wild
animals.

"While I was yet on the border, the planta-
tion owners had to send their cotton to the border
to be shipped to other parts, so 1t was transfer-
red by Negro slaves as drivers. Lots of times,
when these Negroes got there and toock the cotton
from their wagon, they would then be persuesded
to go across the border by Meskins, and then they
would never return to their master. That is how
lots of Negroes got to be free. The way they
used to transfer the cotton -~ these blg cotton
plantations east of here -~ they!d take it to
Brownsville and put 1t on the wharf and ship it
from there. I can remember seeing, during the
cotton season, fifteen or twenty teams hauling
cotton, sometimes five or six, maybe eight bales
on a wagon. You see, them steamboats used to run
all up and down that river. I think this cotton
went out to market at New Orleans and went right

out into the Gulf.
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"Our house was a log cabin with a log chimney
da'bbed with mud. The cabin was covered with grass
for a roof. The flreplace was the kind of stove
we had. Mother cooked in Dutch ovens. Our maln
meal was corn bread and milk end grits with milk.
That was a l1ittle bit coarser than meal. The way
we used to cook 1t and the best flavored is to
cook it out-of=doors in a Dutch oven. We called
'em corn dodgers. Now ash cakes, you have your
dough pretty stiff and smooth off a place in the
ashes and lay it right on the ashes and cover 1t
up with ashes and when it got done, you could
wipe every bit of the ashes off, and get you some
butter and put on it., M=-m-n! I tell you, its fine!
There 1s another way of cookin'!' flour bread with-
out a skillet or a stove, is to meke up your dough
gtiff and roll i1t out thin and cut 1t in strips
and roll it on a green stick and Just hold 1t
over the coals, and 1t sure makes good bread.

When one side cooks too fast, you can Jjust turn it
over, and have your stick long enough to keep it
from burnin' your hands. How come me to learn

this was: One time we weee huntin'®! horse stock
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and there was an outflt along and the pack mule
that was packed with our provisions and skillets
and coffee pots and things «~ we never did carry
much stuff, not even no beddin!? - thg pack turn-
ed on the mule and we lost our skillet and none
of us knowed it at the time. All of us was cooks,
but that old Meskin that was along was the only
one that knew how to cook bread that way. Some-
times we would be out slix weeks or two months on
a general round-up, workin' horse stock; the
country would Just be alive with cattle, and
horses too. We used to have lots of fun on those
drives,

"I tell you, I didn't enjoy that fcourt! at
night. They got so tough on ue you couldn't gspit
in camp, couldn't use no cuss words ~- they would
gure ‘put the leggin's on you' if you didl®

Uncle Ben hitched his chalr, and with much
chuckling, recalled the "kangaroo court® the cow-
boys used to hold at night in camp. These im-
promptu courts were orfen all the fun the cowboys

had during the long weeks of hunting stock in the

= Bee
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ecpen range country.

"oh, it was all in fun. Just catch somebody
so we could hold court! They would have two or
three as a jury. They would use me as sheritr
and appoint a Jjudge. The prisoner was turned
over to the Judge and whatever he gsald, 1t had
to be carried out exactly. The penalty? Well,
sometimes ~-~ 1t was owing to the crime -- but
sometimes they would put it up to about twenty
licke with the leggin's. If they was any bendin!
trees, they would lay you across the log. They
got tough, all right, but we sure had fun. We
had to salute the boss every mornin!', and if we
forgot it . . .! They never forgot it that night;
you'd sure get tried in court.

"We camped on the slde of a creek one time,
and we had a new man, a sort of green fellow.
This new man unsaddled his horse by the side of
the créek and he lay down there, He had on a
big pailr of spurs, and I was watchin' him and
studyin® up some kind of Pprank to pley on 'im.

80 I went and got me a string and tied one of

his spurs to hls saddle and then I told the
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boss what I'd done and he had one of the fellows
put a saddle on and tle tin cups and pots on 1t
and then they commenced shootin'! and yellin!.
This man with the saddle on went pitchin' right
toward that fellow, and that man got up, scared
to death, and started to run. He run the length
of the string and then fell down, but he dildn't
take time to get up; he went runnin' on hig all-
fours as fur as he could, till he drug the
gaddle to where it hung up. He woulda run right
into the creek, but the saddle held 'im back. We
didn't hold kangaroo court over that! Nobody
knowed who did 1it. £ course, they all knowed,
but they didn't let on. Bt nobody ever got in a
bad humor; it didn't do no good.

"Itve stocd up of many a bad night, dozint.
It would be two weeks, sometimes, before we got
to lay down on our beds. I have stood up between
the wagon wheel and the bed {of the wagon) and
dozed many a night. Maybe one or two men would
come in and doze an .hour or two, but 1f the cattle
were restless and ready to run, we had to be ready

right now. Sho! Those stormy night§ thunderin®
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and lightnin!! You could just see the lightnin'
all over the steers! horns and your horse's ears
and mane too. It would dangle all up and down
his mane. It never lnterfered with you a-tall.
And you could see it around the steer's horns

in the herd, the lightnin' would dangle all over
'em. If the hands (cowboys) or the relief could
get to 'em before they got started to runnint,
they could handle 'em; but if they got started
first, they would be pretty hard to handle.

"The first ranch I worked on after I left
McNelly was on the Banquetsa on the Agua Dulce
Creek for the Miley boys, putting up a pasture
fence. I worked there about two months, diggin!
post holes. From there to the King Ranch for
about four months, breaking horses. I kept
travelin' east till I got back to Wharton, where
my mother was. She died there in Wharton. 1
didn't stay with her very long. I went down to
Tres Palacios in Matagorda County. I dld pasture
work there, and csttle work. I worked for Mr.
Moore for twelve years. Then he moved to Stock-

dale and I worked for him there eight years.
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From there, after I got through with Mr. Moore,

I went back to Tres Palaclos and I worked there

for first one man and then another. I think we
have been here at Uvalde for about twenty-three
years.

"I've been the luckiégé\man in the world
to have gone through what I have and not get
hurt. I have never had but two horses to fall
with me. I could ride all day right now and never
tire. You never hear me say, 'I'm tired, I'm
sleepy, I'm hongry.! And out in camp you never
gee me lay down when I come in to camp, or set
down to eat, and if I do, I set down on my foot.
I always get my plate in my hand and eat standin'
up, or lean ageinst the wagon, maybee.

"When Cap'n. McNelly taken sick and resigned,
I traveled east and picked up Jobs of work on
ranches. The first work after I left the Rlo
Grande was on the Banquete, and then I went to
work on the King Ranch about fifty miles south-
east (?) of Brownsville. It wasn't fixed up in
them days like it is now. But the territory 1s
like it was then. They worked all Meskin hands.

-12-
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They were working about twenty-five or thirty
Meskins at the headquarters' ranch. And the
main caporal was a Meskin. Hls wages was top
wages and he got twelve dollars a month. nd
the hands, 1if you was a real good han@, you got
seven or eight dollars a month, and they would
give you rations. They would furnish you all
the meat you wanted &and furnish you corn, but
you would have to grind 1t yourself for bread.
You know, like the Mesklins make on a metate.
You could hgve all the home-made cheese you want,
and milk. In them days, the Mesklns didn't have
senge enough to make butter. I seen better times
them days than I am seein®! now. We Jjust had =
home livin'. You could go out any time and kill
You anything you wanted =~ turkeyes, hogs, Javallnas,
deer, 'coons, 'possums, quail,

®I'11l tell you about a Meskin ranch I worked
on. It was a bilg lake. It covered, Ireckin,
fifty acres, and these little Meskln huts Just
surrounded that big lake. And fish! My goodness,
you could Jjust go down there and throw your hook
in without a balt and catch a fish. That was what
you call the Laguna de Chacona. That was out from

13w



Ex-Slave Stories Page Fcurteen 273
(Texas)

Brownsville about thirty~five miles. The.t ranch
was owned by the o0ld Meskln named Chacon. where
the lake got its name.

"It seems funny the way they handlell milk
calves == you know, the men-folks didﬁ‘t milk
cows, they wouldn't even focl with 'em. They
would have a great blg corral and maybe they
would have fifteen or twenty cows and thesy would
be four or five famillies go there to milz., Every
calf would have a rawhide strap around i:ls neck
about six foot long. Now, instead of them mgkin'
a calf pen =- of evenin's the girle would go down
there and I used to go help 'em -~ they would
pull the calf up to the fence and stick the strap
- through a crack and pull the calf's hesé down
nearly to the ground where he coudn't sucx. Of
course, the 0ld cow would hang around right close
to the calf as she could git. When thay let the
calf sucg, they'd leave 'im tied down so he couldn't
suck in the night. They always kep' the cows up
at night and they'd leave the calves in the pen
with 'em, but tied down. But bulldint! just what
you call a calf pen, they'd set posts in the ground
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Just llke these stock pens at the railrosd and
lay the poles between 'em. Then agaln, they
would dig a trench and set mesqulte poles so
thick and deep, why, you couldn't push it down!

¥Now, in dry times, they would have a ban-
volete (ban-bo-~la~te). Hand me two of them
sticks, mama. Now, you see, like here would Dbe
the well and you cut a long stick as long as you
could get 1t, with a fork up here in this here
pole, and have this here stlick 1n the fork of
the pole. They'd bolt the cross piece down in
the fork of the pole that was put in the ground
right by the well, and have it so it would work
up and down. They'd be a weight tled on the end
of the other pole and they could sure draw water
in a hurry. I made one out here on the Anderson
Ranch. Just as fast as you could let your bucket
down, then jerk it up, you had the water up. The
well had oross pleces of poles laid around it
and cut to fit together.

%Now, about the other way we had to draw
water. We had a big well, only it was fenced

around to keep cattle from gettlﬁ' in there.
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The reascn they had to do that, they had a big
wheel with footpleces, llke steps, tc tread, and
you would have the whcel over the well and they
hgd about fifteen or twenty rawhide bpckgts
fastened to a rope (that the wheel punea 1t wnet
_ around), and when they went down, they would go
down in front of you. You had to sit down right
behind the wheel, and you would push with your
feet and pull with your hands, and the buckets
came up behind you snd as they went up, they would
empty and go back down. They had some way of
fixin' the rgwhide. I think they toasied it, or
scorched the hide to keep 1t hard so the water
wouldn't soak it up and get it soft. That was on
that place, the Chacona Lakes. That 0ld Meskin
was a native of the Rio Grand€and run cattle and
horsges. In them days, you could buy an acre of
land for fiftylcenﬁé; river front, all the land
you wanted. Now that land in that valley, you
couldn't buy 1t for a hundred dollars an acre.
"pid I tell you about diggin! that plt right
in the fence of our corn patch to catch Javalines?

The way we done, why, we Just dug a big pit right
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on the inside of the fleld, right against the
fence, and whenver they would go through that
hole to go in the corn patch, they would drop
off in that hole. I think we caught nine, little
and big, at one trappin' once. It was already
an 0ld trompin' place where they come in and out,
and we had put the plt there. But after you use
it, they won't come in there again.

"You see, I tell you about them brﬁsh fences.
The deer had certain places to go to that fenqe
to Jjump it, and after we found the regular jumpin!
place, we would cut three sticks —- pretty good
| size, about like your wrist, about three foot
long =-- and peel !'em and scorch 'em in the fire
and sharpen the ends right good and we would
go to set our traps. We would put these three
sharp sticks right about where the forefeet of
the deer woull hit. You'd Jjust set the sticks
about four inches from where hls forefeet would
hit the ground, and you'd set the sticks leanin!
towards the brush fence, and they would be one
in the center and two on the side and about two

inches apart. When he Jjumped, you would sure get

- 170.
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"im right about the point of the brisket. He'd
hardly ever miss 'em, and you'd find 'im right
there. Oh, sometimes he'd pull up a stick

and run a plece with it, but he didn'p run very
far.

"T been listenin' to the radio about Cap'n
McNelly and I tell you it didn't sound right to
me. In what way? Why, they never was no cattle
on the steamboats down the Rlo Grande. I Jjuxt
tell you they was no way of shippin'! cattle on
a steamboat. They couldn't get !'em down the hatch
and they couldn't keep 'em on deck and they wasn't
no whart to loed 'em, either. I was there and I
seen them boats too long and I know they never
shipped no cattle on them steambogts. After they
crossed the Rlo Grandginto Mexlico, they might have
been shipped from some port down there, but all
them cattle they crossed was gwum across. They
was blg boats, but they wasn't no stock boats.
They shipped lots of cotton on them steamboats,
but they wasn®t fixed to shlp no cattle. They
was up there for freight and passengers. The

passengers was going on down the Gulf, maybe to
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New Orleans. They would get on at Brownsville.
The steamboats couldn't go very fur up the river
only in high water, but they could come up to
Erownsville all the time.

"I was 1n the Ranger service £€or about a
year with Cgptain McNeely, or until he dled., I
was his guide. I was living thirty-five miles
above Brownsville. I was working for a man right
there on the place by the name of John Cunning-
ham. It was called Bare Stone. You see, hit .
wae a ranch there. MoNelly was stationed there
after the goveré‘hent troops moved off. They had
em (the troops)\;here for a while, but they never
did do no good, never d4id make a rald on nothin.‘?!
I was twenty or twenty-one. How come me to get
in with McNelly, they had a blg meadow there, a
big 'permuda' (Bermuda) grass meadow. Me and
another fellow used to go in there, and John Cun-
ningham furnished Cap'n McNelly hay for his horses.
That's how come me to get in with 'im, Fin'ly,
he found out I knew all about that country and
sometimes he would come gover there and get me to

map off a road, though they wasn't but one main
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road right there. 8o, one day I was over in the
camp with 'im and I say, 'Cap'n, how would jou
like to give me & Job to work with you?'! He
sald, 'I'd like to have you all right, but you
couldn't come here on state pay, and under ho

regponsibllity.' I told 'im that was all right.

I knew how I was going to get my money, ‘'cause
I gambled. Sometimes I would have a hundred or
a hundred, twenty~five dollars. durin! the month
I would win from the soljers dealin' monte or
playin'! seven-up. -They wasn't no craps in them
days. We played luck too; we never had no shenani-
gans, a~stealin'! g man's money. If you had a good
streak o! luck, you made good; if you didn't, you
was out o! luck. Sometimes, I had up as high as
twenty-five or thirty dollars.

"One thing about the cap'n, he'd tell his
men -- well, we had a sutler's shop fight across
from our camp, all kinds of good drinks -- and he
would tell his men he didn't care how much they
drank but he didn't want any of 'em fighting?t.
- He kep'! 'em under good control.

"You see, they was all dependin' on me for
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guidin!, There was no way for them cow rustlers
or bandlits to get to the cow ranches after they
crossed the river (Rio Grande) excep' to cross
that ﬂg@ﬁ, for there was no other way for 'em
to get out there. You csee, there was where it
would be easy for me, pickin'! up a trail. I
would just follow that road on 1f I had a certein
distence to go, and if I didn't find no trsail
I would come back and report, and if I would
£ind a trail he would ask me how many they was
and where they was goin', and I would tell 'iﬁ
which way, 'cause I didn't know exactly where
they was goin! to round-up. He would always
gilve 'em about two or three dasys to meke the
round-up from the time that trall crossed.
And we always went to meet 'em, or catch 'em at
the river. We got into two or three resl bed
combats.

#The wgrst or;ie was on Palo Alto Prairie,
cne of Santa Annat's battle grounds. About
twelve or fifteen mlles east of old Brownsville.

They was sixteen of the bandlilfs and they was
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fifteen of 'em killed -- all Meskins excep! one
white man. One Megekin esceped. The cap'n Just
put 'em all up together in & plle and sent &
megsage to Brownsville to the asuthorities and
told 'em where they was at and what shape they
was 1n. They must have had two hundred or two
hundred and twenty-five head (of czttle) with
'em. It was open country and they would get
anybody's cattle. They Jjust got 'em off the
range.

"They mostly would cross that road at night,
and by me gettin' 6ut early next mornin' and
findin' that trall, I could tell pretty much
how o0ld it was. I reckon that place .wesn't
over thirteen miles from Brownsville and our
camp was thirty-Five miles. I guess 1t must
have been twenty-five miles from our camp to
where we had that battle. We sure went there
to get 'em. I trailed them horsec and I knowed
from the direction they was tekin' that they
was goln' to those blg lakes called Santa Lalla.

They wae between Point Isabel and Brownsville
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and that made us sgbout a forty-five nlle ride
to get to that crossin', to a place called
Bagdad, right on the waters of the Rio Gran%?
"We got our lunch at Brownsville and
started out to go to this crossin'. T knowed
right about where this crossin' waes and I says
to the cap'n, 'Don't you reckon I better go
and see 1f they was any sign?'!' We stayed
there gbout three hqurs and didn't heer a
thing. And then the cap'n said, 'Boys, we
better eat our lunch'. While we was eatin!?,
we heard somebody holler, and he eald, 'Boys,
there they are!' And he szald to me, 'Ben, you
want to stay with the horses or be in the fun?!
And I saild, 'I don't care! So he said, 'You
better stsy with the Lorses; you ain't paild to
kill Meskins! I went out tc where the horses
were. The rangers were afoot in the brush.
It was gbout an hour from the time we heard the
fellow holler before the cattle got there.
When the rangers placed themselves on the side
of the road, the Meskins didn't know whet they

wes goin' to get into!l
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"The Meskins was all singin' at the top of
their volces and they was comin' on in. The
cap'n walted till they went to crossin' the herd,
he walted t1lll these rustlers gll got into the
river behind the cattle, and then the cap'n
opened fire on the bendits. They didn't have
no possible show. They was 1n the water, and
he Jjust floated 'em down the river. They was
one man got away. I saw 'im later, and he told
me sbout 1t. The way he got away, he says hé
was a good swimmer and he Just fell off his
horse in the water and the swilft water took 'im
down and he Juet kep' hls nose out of the water
and got away that way. They was fo'teen in
thet bunch, I know.

~ "The echo of the shootin' turned the cattle
back to the American side. The lead cattle was
Just gettin' reedy to hit the other side of the
river ﬁhen the shootin' taken place and the
echo of the shootin' turned 'em and they come
back across. Now, . in swimmin' a bunch of cattle,

1f you pop your whip, you are Jjust as liable
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to turn 'em back, or if you holler the echo
might turn 'em back. It'll do that nearly
every time.

"After the fight, the cap'n says to the
boys, 'Well, boys, the fun is all over now,
I guess we'd better start back to camp.'! And
they all mounted their horses and begun
singin';

"0, bury me not on the lone prairie-e-e

Where the wlld coyotes will howl o'er me-e-e,

Right where all the Meskins ought to be-e-e ¥
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MARY RINDRED was a slave on
the Luke Hadnot plantation
in Jasper, Texas., She does
not know her age but thinks
she is about 80, She now
lives in Beaumont, Texas.

"My mind don't dwell back., The older I gits the lessen
I thinks 'bout the old times, I ain't gittin' old. 1I's dona got eld.
I not been one of them bad, outlawed fellers, so de good Lawd done 'low
me live a long time, Some things I kmows I heered from ny mother gnd
ny grandma., They so fresh to them in that time, though, I mestly sure
they's truth,

"My mother name was Hannsh Hadnot and my daddy was Ruffin
Hadnot and he used to cerry the mail fro» Weiss Bluff to Jasper., They
waylay him 'leng the road in 1881 and kill him and rob the mail,

"Luke Hadnot was our old messa. He good to my grandma and
give her license for a doctor woman. Old massa must of theught lots
of her, 'cause he give her forty acres of land and a home fer herself.
That house still standin' up there in Jasver, yet,

"Grandma used to sing a 1i'l song to us, like this:

"10ne mornin' in May,
I sples a beautiful dendy,
A-rakin' way of de hay.
I asks her te marry,
She say, scornful, 'No.'
But befo' six months rell by
Her apron strings wouldn't tie,
She wrote me a letter,
She marry me then,
I say, no, ne, my gel, not I,!

"Grandma git de bark offen de thorm tree and bile it with

turpentine for de toethache. She used herbs for de medicine and they's

geod,
-1-
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#0l1d missy was tall and slim, a rawbone sort of womam, Her name
was Matilda Hadnot. Massa have as big a still as ever I gsed and dey used
to make everything there, They has it civered with beoards they rive out
the woods, There wasn!'t ne revenuers in dem days.

"Us gits de greceries by steamboat and the wagons go down the old
Bevilport Road te the steamboat landin'. That tke Ang'leen River, One
the btiggest hoats was own by Capt, Bryce Eadnot, the !'0ld Grim,°®

"t 'member back durin' the war the people couldn't git no coffee,
They used te take bran and peamts and okra seed and sich and parch 'em
for coffee, It make right drinkable coffee, They gits sugar from the
store or the sugar cane, When they buy it, it's in a big, white lump
what they calls 'sugar loaf.' When they has no sugar they uses the syrup
to sweeten the coffee and they call syrup 'long sweetenin'! and sugar,
short sweetenin!,

"Js has lets of dances with fiddle and 'corjum player. Us
sing, 'Swing you partner, Promenade.,! Another 1i'l seng start eut:
"'Dinah got a meat skin lay away,
Grease dat wooden leg, Pinah.
Grease dat wooden leg, Dingh.
Shake dat woeoden leg, Dinah,
Shake dat weeden leg, Dimah,'
I 'members this song:
"!Down in Shileh town,
Dewn in Shileh tewm,
De old grey mare come
Tearin' out de wilderness,
Down in Shiloh towm,
0, boys,O,

o, boysaos
Down in Shileh tom,!



Exeslave Steries Page Three
(Pexas)

#I's seed loets of blue gum niggers and tiey say iffen tiey bite you
dey pizea you, They hands diff'rent frem ether niggers, Now, my hand's
right smart white in the imside, but blue gum nigger hand is mere brown-
er on the inside,

"I used to have a old agnt name Harriett and iffen she tell you
anythin' you kin jes' put it down it gwimeter came eut like she say. She
have the big mele on the inside her meuth and when she shake her finger at
you it gwine happen teo you jes' like she say. That whay they call puttin'
bad mouth en them and she sho' could do it,

"I's had 12 chillen., My first lusban was Anthony Adams and the
last Alfred Kindred, I only got three chillen livin' now, theugh., One

of the sons am the outer door guard of the ledge here in Begumont,
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‘EX-=SLAVE STQRIES Page One 0855
(Texas) '
NANCY KING, 93, was born in
Upshur County, Texas, a slave
of William Jackson, She and
her husband moved to Marshall,
Texas, in 1866. Nancy now

lives with her daughter, ILucy
Staples,

"I was borned and raised on William Jackson's place, jus' twelve miles
east of Gilmer. I was growed and had one child at surreﬁder. a.nd my =other
told me I was a woman of my own whea 01d Missie sot us free, Jus' after sur-
render, so you can figurate my age from that.

"My first child was bornmed the January befo'! surrender in June, and I
‘members hoeing in the field befo! the war come on, Massa William raised lots
of cotton and corn and tobacco and most everything we et. I never worked in
the field, 'zept to chase the calves in, till I was most growed., Massa was
good to us. Course, I never went to school, but 0ld Missie sent my brother,
Alex, two years after the war, with her own chillen.

“I was married durin' the war and it was at church, with a white
preacher, 0ld Missie give me the cloth and dye for my weddin'! dress and my
mother spun and dyed the cloth, and I made it. It was homespun but nothin'
cheap 'bout it for them days. After the weddin' massa give us a big dinnmer
and we had a time,

"Massa done all the bossin' his own self. He never whipped me, but
0ld Missie had to switch me a 1little for piddlin' round, 'stead of doin' what
she sald, Every Sat'day night we had a candy pullin' and played games, and
allus had plenty of clothes and shoes.

"I seed the soldiers comin' and gwine to the war, and 'members when

Nessa William left to go fight for the South, His boy, Billie, was sixteen,

-1~
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and tended the place while massa's away, Massa done say he'd lst the niggers
go without fightin', ge didn't think war was right, but he had to go. He
tgerts and comes home befe! the war gits goin' good and the soldiers came after
him, He run off to the bottoms, but they was on hosses and overtook him, I was
there in the room when they brung him back, One of them says, 'Jackson, we
ain't gwine take vou with us now, but we!'ll fix you so you'can't run off till
we git back.' They put red pepper in his eyes and left. Missie cried. They
come back for him in a day or two and made my father saddle up Bawk-eye, massa's
best hoss, Then they rode away and we never seed nassa 'gain., One day my
brother, Alex, hollers out, 'Oh, Missie, yonder is the hoss, at the gate, and
ain't nobody ridin' him.' )(issie thrdwed up her hands and says, 'O, Lawdy, my
husban' am dead! ' She knowed somehow when he left he wasn't comin' back.

"0ld Missie freed us but said we had a home as long as she did. Me and
ny husban' siays 'bout a year, but my folks stays till she marries ‘gain.

My brother-in-law, Sam Pitman, tells us how he put one by the Ku
Kluxers, Him and some niggers was out one night and the Kluxers chases them on
hosses, They run down a narrow road and tied four strands of grapevine ‘'cross
the road, 'bout dreast high to a hoss. The Kluxers come gallopin' down that
road and when the hosses hit that grapevine, it throwed them every which way
and broke some their arms, Sam used to laugh and tell how them Kluxers cussed
them niggers,

"le and my busban' come to Marstdl the year after surrender, and I is
lived here every since, My man works on farms till he got on the rallroad. I's
been married four times and ralsed six chillen. The young people is diff'rent

fron what we was, but diff'rent times calls for diff'rent ways, I 'spect. My
chillen allus done the best they could by me.

-2-
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EX.SLAVE STORIES Page One
(Texas)

SILVIA KING, French Negress of
Marlin, Texas, does not know her
age, but says that she was born
in Morocco. She was stolen from
her husband and three children,
brought to the United States and
sold into slavery, Silvia hus the
appearance of extreme age, and
may be close to a lmndred years
old, as she thinks.she is, be-
cause of her memories of the chil-
dren she never saw again and of
the slave ship.

"I know I was borned in Morocco, in Africa, and was married

and had three chillen befo' I was stoled from my husband., I don't know

2 IO TR
[ IviVi

who it was stole me, but dey took me to France, to a place called Bordeaux,

and drugs me with some coffee, and when I knows anything 'bout it, I's
in de bottom of a boat with a whole lot of other niggers, It seem like
we was in dat boat forever, but we comes to land, and I's put on de block
and sold, I finds out afterwards from my white folks it was in New
Orleans where dat block was, but I didn't know it den,

"He was all chained and dey strips all our clothes off and de folks
vwhat gwine buy us comes round and feels us 2ll over., Iffen sy de nig-
gers don't want to take dere clothes off, de man gits a long, black whip
and cuts dem up hard., I's sold to a planter what had a big plantation
in Fayette County, right here in Texas, don't know no nams ‘'cept Marse
Jones.'

"Marse Jones, he'am awful good, dut de overseer was de meanest man
I ever knowed, a white man name Smith, what boasts 'bout how many niggers

he done kilt, @hen Marse Jones seed me on de bdlock, he say, 'Dat’s a
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Texas)

vhale of @ woman,' 1I%s scairt and can't say nothin!, 'cause I can't speak
English, He buys some more slaves and dey chains us together and marches us
up near La Grange, in Texas, MUarse Jones done gone on ahead and de ovsrseer
marches us, Dat was a awful time, 'cause us am all chain-d up and whatever
one does us all has to do, If one drinks out of de strecam we all drinks, and
when one gits tired or sick, de rest has to drag and carry him. ihen us git
to Texas, mar:e Jones raise de debbil with dat white man wnat had us on de
sarch, He git de doctor man and tell de cook to feed us and lets as rest up.

"After 'while, Marse Jones say to me, 'Silvia, am vou married?' I tells
him I got a man and three chillen back in de 0ld country, but he don't under-
stand my talk and I has a man give to me., I don't bother with dat nigger's
nsme much, he jes' Bob to me, But I fit him good and plenty till de overseer
shakes a blacksnake whip over me,

"Mapse Jones and Qld Miss finds out 'bout my cookin' and takes me to de
big house to cook for dem, De 3ishes and things was awful queer to me, to

woat I be‘en brung up to use in France. I mostly cooks after dat, but I's de

fbriee !

poverful big wanan when I's young and when dey gits in a tightAI holps out.
WiPore long Marse Jones 'cides to move. He allus say he gwine git where
he can't hear he neighbor's cowhorn, and he do, Dere ain't nothin' but woods
and grass land, no houses, no roads, no bridges, no neighbors, nothin' but
¥00ds and wild animels, But he builds a mighty fine house with & stone chimney
six foot square at de bottom. I sill was a foot square and de house am made
of logs, tut dey splits out twodinch plank and puts it outside de logs, from de

ground clean up to de eaves, Dere wasn't no nails, but dey whittles out pegs.

- Dee
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(Page Three)
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Dere was & ell out de back and a well on de bocik vorch by de kitchen door.
It h-d a wheel and a rope, Dere was 'nother well bv de barns and one or two
round de cquarters, bgt dey am fixed with a long,pole sweep, In de kitchen
was de big fireplace and de big back logs am haul to de house, De oxen pull
dem dat far and some men takes pcles and rolls dem in de f"ireplace. Marse
Jones never 'low dat fire go out from October till May, and in de fall Marse
or one he sons lights de fire with a flint rock and s me powder,

"De stores was a long way off and de white folks loans seed and
things to each other., If we has de toothache, de blacksmith pulls it. My
husband manages de ox teams. I coo<s and works in 0ld Miss's garden and de
orchard. It am big end fine and in fruit time all de women works from light
to dark dryin' and 'servin' and de like.

"0ld Marse gwine feed vou and see you quarters am dry and warm
or know de reason why. Most ev'ry night he goes round de quarters to see
if dere any sickness or trouble, Evirybody work hard but have plenty to eat.
Sometimes de preacher tell us how to git to hebben and see de ring lights
dere,

"De smo<ehouse am full of bacon sides and cure hams and barrels
lard end 'lasses. When a nigger want to eat, he jes' ask and git ne passel,
Old Miss allus 'pend on ue to spice de Lam when it cure. I larnt dat back
in de o0ld coauntry, in France,

"Dere was spinnin' and weavin' cabins, long with & chimney in eaéh
end. Us women spins all de thread and wsaves cloth for everybody, de white

folks, too, I's de cook, but times I hit de spinnin' loom and wheel fairly '

€0d, Us bleach de cloth and dyes it with barks,
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Ex-slave Stories Page Four
(Pexas)

H Dere allus de big woodpile in de yard, and de big, caboose kettle
for renderin' hawg fat and beef tallow candles ond makin' sozp, Marse allus
have de niggers take some apples and make cider, and he make beer, too, l{ost
all us had cider and beer when we want it, but nobody git drunk., Marse sho!
cut up if we do.

"0ld Miss have de floors sanded, dat where vou sprinkles fine, white sand
over de floor and sweeps it round in all kinds purty figgers. Us make a corn
shuck broom.

"Marse sho' a fool 'bout he hounds and have a mighty fine pack, De
boys lunts wolves and painters(panthers) and wild game like dat. Dere was
lots of wild turkey and droves of wild prairio.chickens. Dere was rabbits
and squirrels and Indian puddin?', malke of cornm-al. It am real tasty. I cooks
goose and pork and mutton and bear meat and beef and deer meat, aen makes
de fritters and pies and dumplin's., Sho' wish us had dat food now,

"On de cold winter night I's sot many a time spinnin' with two threads,
one in each hand and one my f=ets on de wheel and de baby sleepin' on my lap.
De boys and 0ld men was allus whittlin' and it wasn't jes' foolishment. Dey
Whittles t‘fapsqand wooden spoons and needles to make seine nets and checkers
and sleds, e all sits workin! and singin' amnd smokin' pipes. I likes my
pipe right now, and has two clay pipes and keeps dem under de pillow. I don't
aim far dem pipes to git out my sight. I been smokin' clost to a hunerd years
now and it takes two cans tobaccy devweek to k-ep me goin?,

"Dere wasn't many doctors dem days, but allus de closet full of simples

(home remedies) and most all de old women could git med'cine out de woods.

~4ee
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/

Eviry spring, Old Miss line up all ce chillen and give dem a dose of garlic _{
and rum. |

"De chillen all played together, blacz and white. De young ones purty
handy trappin! quail and partridges and sech. Dey didn't.shoot if dey could
cotch it some other way, 'cause powder and lead am scarce. Dey cotch de deer
by makin' de salt lick, and uses a spring pole to cotch pigeons and birds.

"De black folks gits o“f down in de bottom and shouts and sings and
prays. Dey gits in de ring dance, It am jes! a kind of shuffle, den it git
faster and faster and dey gits warmed up and moans and shouts and claps and
deances, Soue gits 'xhausted and drops out and de ring gits closer, Sometimes
dey sings and shouts all night, but come break of day, de nigger got to git
to he cabin, 0ld Marse got to tell dem de tasks of de day,

¥01d black Tom have a 1i'l bottle and have spell roots and water in
it and sulphur, He sho! ‘coald find out 1f & nigger gwine git whipped. He
have a string tie round it and say, 'By sum Peter, by sum Paul, by de Gawd
dat meke us all, Jack don't you tell me no lie, if marse gwine whipMary,
tell me,' Sho's you born, if dat jack turn tc de laft, de nigger git de
vhippin', but if marse ain't makeup hLe mind to whip, dat jack stand and
Quiver,
“You white folks jes' go through de woods and don't know nothin'.

Iéfen you digs out splinters from de north side a 0ld pine tree what been
Sruck by lightdain', and gits dem hot in a iron skillet and burns dem to
ashes, den you puts dem in & brown paper seck, Iffen de officers gits you

ad you gwine have it 'fore de Jedge, vou gits de sack and goes outdoors
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(Texas)

at widnight and hold de bag of ashes in vou hand and look up at de moon --
but don't ou open you mouth, Nex'! mornin' gzit up early and go to de court-
house and sprinkle dem ashes in de doorwsy and dat law trouble, it gwine git
tore up jes' like de lightnin' done tore up dat tres,

"De shoestring root am powerful strong., Iffen vou chews on‘it and
spits & ring round de person what vou wants somethin' from, you gwine git
it., You can git more money or a job or most anythin' dat way. I had a black
cat bone, to0, buv it got away from me.

"I¥s got a big frame and used to weigh a hunerd pounds, but dey tells
ne I only weighs a hunerd now. Dis Louis Southern I lives with, he's de
youngest son of my grandson, who was de son of my youngest daughter, My marse,
he knowed Gen, Houston and I seed him meny a time. I lost what teeth I hed
a long time ago and in 1920 two more new teeth come through, Dem teeth sho!

did worry me and I's glad when dey went, too,

LAl L1



