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ADELINE JACKSON
EX-S]AVE 88 YEARS OLD.

“ T wag born four miles souwthwest of where I is now, on de cther
side of woodward Stetione I was e slave of old Marster John Mobley, de
richest men, de lerges® land owner, end wid more niggers then eny cther
vhite men in de countye He was de seventh son of de seventh scn, 2o he
ellowed, and you knowe dat’s a sign of a big femily, lots of cows, mules,
horses, woney, chillun and everything dat's worth havin®. He hed e good
wife too; dis de way he got her, he sey. She de daughter of old Meaj. Andy
Mclesn, who got & body full of bullets in de Revolution; he didn't want
Ketie to marry Maraster Johne. Marster John git on & mule and ride up in
de night. Miss Katis runned out, jump up behin' him, run awey and merry
Marster Johne They had de seme birthday, ¥arch 27th, but Marster John two
ycars clder than Hiqa Katie. Dat day was looked to, same as Christmas, every
yeer dat comee Big times then, I tell youl

* ¥y mistress had long heir, techin' de floer and could dence, mo Mer-
gter John seid, wid a glass of water on top of her hesde Marster John got
'ligion and went all de way lak de jeiler in de Biblee All de house jined
wid him end mos* of de slavcs. It was Baptist and he built a spankin® good
church buildin' down de roed, all out of his owm monsy, and de cemetery
dere yet. He called it 'Fellowship.®' Some fine tombstones in ders yet. De
finest coat two thousend dollers, dat’s his caughter Nancy's tomb. Marster
John end my old mistress buried im dere.

* ¥hen my younges® mistress, nsme Marion Rebecce, merried her seccnd

cousin, Marster Edward P. Mobley, I was give to her and went wid them to
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de June plece. It was called dat beceuse old Doctor June built it and scld
it to Merster Ede I nussed her first chillun: Edward, Noses Hill, John
end Katie. It was a large, twooystory frame house, with chimeys at each
gable end. Marster Edward got to be as rich as old marster; he owned de
June plece, de Rochelle plentation, de Peay place end ds Roebuck place.
Yes sir, course us had overseers for 8¢ meny slevee end plemtations. I
*member Mr. Oze Brown, Mr. Neely end Mre Tim Gladney.In course of time I
was took off de nussin® and put to de fielde I dra.pﬁed cottor seed, Loed
some ,end picked cottone

* T don't °member mo poor buckra, outside de overssers, ‘cept & Vr.
Reed dat lived down on wateroe, pessin® our house sometime. He wes a God-
forseken lookin® men dat marster or mistress slweys give somethin®.

" OQur neightors wes de resye; da Durhems, de Pickettz, de Barbers
end Boulwerese Yoctor Henry Gibson wes our doctor. #ll dese folks kep' a
peck of hounds to run deer end foxos.- Yos, I has eat many pieces of deer.
Good? I wouldn*t fool you, taste it and you'll hunger for it ever after-
werd.

* Yes sir, et certain times we worked leng and hard, end you had to
be *ticuler. De only whipping I got was for choypping down a good corn
stelk near a stump in a new grounde Marster never sold a slave but swaps
were nade wid kin people to advantage, slaves® wives snd husbends soms~
timee. I never learned to reed or write. 1 went to White Popler Springs
Church, de Baptist church my mistress 'tendeda‘ De preacher wes Mre Vart-
ledge. He allowed Miss Marion was de flewer of his flock.
| * Slaves lived in quarters, e stretch of small houses off from de
White House. satrollers often come to search for stray slaves; wouldn't

take your word for it They would search de housee If they ketch ons widout

w
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e pass, they whipped him. we got most our outside news Sunday &t churche
When farm work was not pressing, we got all of Saturdsy t0 clean up
‘round de housee, end wash and iron cur clocthesg.

“ Everything lively at Christmes time, dances wid fiddles, pattin’
and stick reattlin®, but when I jined de church, I quit dancin’.

" After de wer, s men came along on e red horse; he was dressed in
& blue uniform and told us we was free. De Yankees dat I ‘members was
not gentlefolkse They stole everything they could teke and de meanest
thing I ever see was shoats they half kilied, cut off de hams, end left
de other pearts quiverin® on de ground.

* I married Mose Jackson, efter freedom, end had a boy, Henry. iast
I heard, he wes at Shelby, North Carolins. We had & daughter, Mery, she
married Eph Browme She had ten chillun, many grem® chillun, they's my
great-gren® chillun. Wy mistress was a good Christian woman, she give me
& big supper when I was merried. Her house, durin' de wer, elwsys had
some sick or wounded soldiers I 'member her brother, Zed, come home wid
a leg gone. Her couein, Theodore, was dere wid a pert of his jaw gonee.
My mistress could pley de pianoc end sing de old scngs. I 'members Mar~
ster Theedore had trouble wid de words. Uere wes a song called ‘Jawnita’,
‘bout a founteine Marster Theodore woul‘d try hard, but would say, every=-
time, 'Jawneeta', and de folks would laugh but mistress never would crack
a smile but just go on wid another songe I thinks everybody should jine
de church and then live right. Fave preyers in de family befo' gitting in
de bed. It would have good changs, ‘specielly in de towms I thinks.

“ Yes, women ir femily way worked up to near de time, but guess
Doctor Gibson knowed his businesse Just befo® de time, they was took out

and putk in de cerdin® and spinnin® roomse.
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* Yes, I see folks put irons in de fire and some throw a big chunk
of fire into de yard to meke de screech owl stop his scery sounds.

" Befo' 1 forgits, Marster Edward bought & slave in Tennessee just
‘cause he could pley de fiddle. Nemed him °*Tennessece Ike' end he played
'long wid Ben Murray, encther fiddler. Sometime 2ll of us would be called
up into de front yard to pley and dence end sing for Miss Marion, de chil-
lun end visitorse. I was much happier them days thanvno'. Maybe it won't be

so bed when I gits my o0ld age pension. “
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STORIES OF EX-SLAVES

Cordelia lines in a small sheck with some friends. She is
quite an actor and n‘tireless teller of“yarns.'éne still ties her
hesd up in a white rag and has large eyes set far apart énd a very
flat nose. She is ebdny colored. She is a_firm beliéver in her re-
ligion and she enjoys‘shquting”onfany odcaéion for joy nf for sorrow,

"White.folks tells stories 'bout 'ligion. Dey tells stories
'bout it kaise dey's 'fraid of it. I stays independent of what white
folks tells-me"when I shouts. De Spirit movesvmerevery day, dat's
how I stays in. White folks don't feel sech as I does, SO dey stays
~out. Can't serve God all’ de tlme, allus somethlng getting in de way
De& tr;esvme and den I sud@enlyudraps bagk to,serv1ng‘de_holy-god,
" Never doeéuitzmnkeuno'difference how-lfs-tossed abouﬁ,'Jeéue;,ﬁb
comeé'and Saveé me everytime. I's hnd a hard timé, but I's blesned_~
now -~ no mo' mountalns. o . |

"EVer since I a child I is liked white folks. Dey's good
and de& does not know why dey’tells stories 'bout Jesus. I got a
‘heap ma' in slavery dan I does now, was sorry when Freedom got nere.
I 'Specks I_ls nigh to a hundred, ‘but dat's so old, I Jest calls
-myself any whars twixt seventy-five and a hundred I recollects
" slavery, though. Ma was Charlotte Anderson and shg llVQd in Union -
County wid de'Tnékers, jest acfoss frnm‘de Richards Quarter.
| - *Biggest éight I ever see'd was dat balloon when it come
down on Pea Ridge. De man in it everybody addressed as -Professor
(Pro¢.uLowe - 1861). He let uncle Jerry git ia”it Mr. Mcxissick

vfhelped uncle Jerry up in it. It was de first balloon ever came to

'Enian:‘aanﬁx, and 'til dis day I don't like no balloons.
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Storles of Ex Slaves -- (Cordelia Jackson)}'. Page ? 6
npirplanes Jest tickles, I cannot tell you how come, but

dey jest does. I went out dar (throwing her arm in the direction of
the landing field) and see'd 'em light. Dressed-up white folks hop-
ped down out'n it from a little do' dat a man wid leg'uns and a cap
on opened. Thing gwine on wid lots of burring and all like dat.
When.dem folks got out, some mo' clam'ned in. Dat same mal opened
de do', shot (shut) 1it, and de plane tuck off. White folks lowed dat
it was gwine to 'lanta, Ga. - o

 "Right dar I 'lowt!d, when I goes up like dat, I sho ain't
gwine up wid no man -- I'seﬁgwi up widg Jgsus.

"Dat white womanfgent 3§‘§3§%:?§'t nobody found her yet and
it been two months. lawd, she looking fer de world's end. God don't
mean fer womens to do nothing like dat. Womens is stumbling blocks
at times. _
- "i’gét a bby dat béen:thrqugh school. He stays off, buf-
he tréats mé so good and talks to me like'white foiﬁs does:.sé I
calls him, t'white child'. I 'longs.to“de church clﬁb. He tries to
larn-me to talk proper when I goes out to dem meetings, but I fer-
gits how befo! IAreachés de meeting. Us named it-de 'ijothers' €lub'.
'White @hiid' pays fer me to 'long dar, ahd whén‘I is downuwid
- spells, dey nurses.mé. ®hite childf nays fer my 'onsurance' so
dat I does not have no worriment to aggravate my soul,

- "White dhiid birthed one Sunday mbrniﬁg jest a year atter
de big earthquake. It was also Christmas morning, kaise my child
drapped a year toﬁde day atter dat éaxthquake and I feared dat he
IWas not gwinter have no sense. But My God, how he can read!

"One night, Aug. zoin, our house started'rocking.‘Wev

thought a panther was a-rocking it, kaise my old man had see'd one.
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He run out wid a gun and went to de wood pile; den he hollered to

me and said, 'Delia, come out here, de whole world is shaking'. God

sho showed his power dat night. Ever since dat I been fixed wid God.

It won't long-atter dat, us heard a noise in our other room. 0ld man._

went in dar and see'd a panther climbing up fer our rations. He'grab-'

bed his gun from over de do!' and shot dat panther in de cokner.

"T used to think dat niggers was fools dat called me a nig-
ger. I go and tell Liiss Nellie Tucker. shem;ow, 'No, you ain't no
nigger when other niggers calls you one.,' ﬁarse william Whistlg like
a Jﬂrtrldge den Liiss Nellie' play her pianny. I dance and iarse send
fer me a sugar and butter olscult Marse git his banjo and he pick
it fer me to sing '0Oh, Bob white, is your wheat ripe? io.no, not
quite. ' Dat when I lived as a little c‘al on sarse William's home .
tract, called kusgrove Tract.

'iVISiON. "Has travelln5 in a gold chariot to He*ven. De overséer

had coue to;bleed,me, but I went up. stejhlng say-to lopk back

éﬁd sée whar you been, i looked back and said 1Lawd, ~tkke me wharA-
'no:reht wpn't_boﬁhef me"Lawd énswef 'Do not oray dat way. Pray fer
:Pim tb do His Will’. Den I axed de Lawd Whar is T. He say, 'Did you
look down on dem ch1mneys°' Den I seetd dat I was in de charlou wid
'Water all under me. It 1ooked like de sky. |

MTo- day, I am so glad to walk about in Jesus! care.‘i 

>w1sh people could see my falth I am a Christian.” B

Source: Cordelia Anderson Jackson (78), 157 Kings St. Soartanburg,S.C
~ Interviewer: (aldwell Sims, Union, S:C. (9/2/37) |
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MOM AGNES JAMES 390430

Ex-Slave, 80 Years

"yes'um, I used to live in slavery time, but de Lord
above know, I sho don' really recollect nothin much to tell
you bout slavery time. I don§?22$ct1y how old I is. Think
I bout 80 some odd. Think dat bout de age Bubba CGregg say
I is. I tell you, I was so chillunfied in slavery time, I
ain' had no time to study bout no age. I say, I was 80
chillunfied. Yes'um, dat it. Dat somethin dat I ought to
had ax my grandmamay bout how old I is, 80 den I might could
call it up to you right sharp., Oh, I wishes now I hacd ax my
grandmamny dat word fore she die.™" '

"Us belong to Mr. Hector Cameron fore freedom come here.
Right down dere to Salem Church, dat whe! I was born. You
hear talk of Miss Janie Little over dere to Marion, ain! you?
Pat who used to be my mittie in der days, Yes,mam, boss had
pick me out to tend to Miss Janie. You see, he give all his
daughters one of us to have a care for dem." 1

"My white folks, dey had a right smart of colored people
dey own en far as I can reckon, dey been spend mighty good
treatment to dem all de time. I know bout old Miss used to
love to feed us, my mercy! White folks would send for all
us chillun to go up to de big house en get somethin to eat
twixt meals. Yes'um, dey had a colored people quarter.dat

been settin way back up on de hill. Had to have a quarter
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cause dat whe' us been stay all de time old Miss won'! stuffin
somethin down we mouth. I remember, dere used to was de most
pretty flowers in de lane gwine through dem woods from us house
right up to old Massa's yard en my Lord, honey, I did love to
be de first one long dere on a mornin to see could I find a
blossom to fetch to old Miss, Look 1like old Miss would be so
please to see my granny marchin all we chillun up dat path
cause when we would go dere on a mornin, she would set right
down on de steps en talk wid us. Would set dere in listen to
see could all us say dat prayin blessin she had learned us to
speak fore she would hand us anything to eat. Den she would
give us everyone a spoonful of dis here worm cure. Great
Jerusalem! Miss would make dat herself out dese black lookin
seed mixed up in molascses. I remember, she would bring a big
bowl of dat out dere en would make Pickle tote it round for
her while she put it in us mouth. Yes,mam, Miss would give
us all a spoonful of dat every mornin en den she would ax us
de next mornin if any us had any worms. No,mam, she never
didn! give us any other kind of medicine as I can remember.

- Just give us dat en den feed us some milk en bread. Dat all
she give us, but I tell you, I was as proud of dat milk en
bread as I is of de rations I get dese days cause I never
know no different den. No'um, didn' nobody eat den like dey
do now. All de people would make dey own gardens in dem days

en would fix soup en fry meat. I used to been so glad to get
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me a ‘Ytatoe en a piece of bread. I thought I was eatin cake."

"I never didn' work in no field or nothin like dat no
time, When I was a little small girl, I would stay dere home
en play bout de yard en nurse my mammy's baby while sghe was
workin in de field. Yes'um, old Massa would give her task
to pick cotton en hoe cotton en pick peas or somethin another
like dat bout all de time. Don' know whe! she work all day
or no, but I know she would always let up at 12 o'clock en
come to de house to get herlsomethin to ect. Can remember
dat good as anytning. Oh, she would have to cook herself
when ghe come home bein dere wasn'! none of we chillun big
enough to cook nothin. I recollects, I used to get chips
en pile dem up for her cause she always been tell me, if
de baby go to slecsp, to get up some chips en put dem on
de steps for her to hurry en start fire wid. 8he would
cook us meat en bread like corn hoecake en fry meat de most
of de time. Den another time, she would bake a big round
loaf 1like dat en break it in two en give me half en my brother
Charlie de other part. Would lay a piece of meat on de top of
it. No'um, I reckon bout all de peopnle used to cook in de
.Chimney. I know my mammy used %0 cook in de chimney en I
don! think she thought nothin bout no stove in dem‘days.
Cose if she did, I know we chillun didn' get it."

"Yes, Lord, I been married bout 16 years fore my husband

died. Yes'um, I had a tolerable good size weddin over dere
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to ¥r. Elija Gregg's house. Been married in a white dress
trimmed wid blue ribbon. You is hear talk of a cream of
tartar dress, ain' you? OQh, my Loxrd of mercy, dere was a
crowd of people dere dat night to get dey eye full en deyself
full, too, I say. Yes'um, I had four waiters in my ceremony.
En had cake en rice en 'tatoe custard en a yearlin pig wid a
red apple stuck in he mouth, so dey tell me. Dat what was
for de refreshments. De old man Charles Reymolds, he was de
preacner dere dat night en,say, he eat so much pig till you
could see pig in he face, so dey tell me. Cose I never had
no mind to know nothin bout it. Oh, yes Lord, I got seven
chillun dat come here fore my old man die, but dey all done
gone en get married en left me by myself. Dat how-come I
stays over here wid Miss Bertie cause she ain' have nobody
to stay wid her neither en I tries to help her out somehow.
Yes'um, me en Miss Bertie does rest right well together, I
say."

"Oh, great jumpin mercy, de shake! I sho knows all bout
dat cause I was stayin right up dere to old man Elija Gregg's
place den. I tellin you, it was a time, honey. I was gwine
down side de road to prayer meetin dat night wid my baby in
my arms en dere come such a roarin en a rockin in de elements
till I thought my baby had got out my arms en I was just a

hellerin for somebody to come en help me get my babby back.

i1

Been so crazy dat I was lookin in all de ditches for my baby.
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My husband, he come a runnin to sec¢ what ailed me en say,
'Agnes, what de matter wid you?'! I say, 'My baby lost. Do
Lord, whe! my baby gone?t! He say, 'Agnes, you must be ailin
in de head. Dere de baby on your arm.'! Yes'um, I Was Crazy
cause I had my baby in my arms en didn! know it. Oh, de people
done a piece of hollerin dat night. Evefybody was a hollerin
en a prayine. I hear talk three or four of dem got converted
in de spirit dat night. I tellin you, it been a long time
fore I got over dat thing, too, Ccause I was scared most to
death, "

iNotum, I never didn' believe in nothin like dat. Never
didn' believe in no conjurin., Don!' cere what dey say bout it,
I never didn' believe in it. Yes'um, I hear people talk bout
somebody had hurt dem, but dey make a wrong mistake to say
somebody do somethin to dem. Ain' nobocdy but de Lord do nothin,
I say. I know dere ain' nobody never do nothin to me, Hear
people say dey wear money round dey ankle to keep folks from
hurtin dem, but ain'!' nobecdy never botner me, I tell dem. If
dey live right, ain' nobody gwine trouble dem neither. No,
Lord, ain' nobody never speak no harm word to me en I ain' got
no mind to harness up myself."

"Well, it just seems like de world growin wilder for de
young folks. Dey don' never think bout nothin 'cept gwine

right head firet all de time. I know when I been comin up,
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I never gee no such livin like de people makin dese days.
Dey just gwine head over heels to de worser. Don! never
think near a day dey got to estop some of dese days."

I tell de truth, it ain' make no difference which
time I think de best time to live in. Everything went
well en good wid me in de old days en everything still

gwine dat way, Thank de Lord, too."

Source: Agnes James, colored, age 80, Claussens, S.C.

Personal interview by Annie Ruth Davis, Dec., 1937

b
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STORIES FROM EX-SLAVES

®"Yes, I 'member slavery time and de war. I was about 7
or 8 years old. I belonged to Marse Tom Price. My father, John James,
belonged to Madison Brooks and my mammy belonged to Tom Price. When
dey married dey lived wid nadison Brooks awhile, out dey was wid
Tor ,~rice when I was a boy.

*0f cose I 'member de war. Us chaps, bcth niggers and
white, was made to go upstairs in de big house and look out de window"
to see de soldiers when dey come. e heard de Yankees marcring befo:
dey. ot dar, but dey come Ifrom de other side of de house, facing
south towards Caldwells, and we didn't see dem marching in. Dey
stonoed at our house and looked around and asked if marster was at
home. We told him dat he wasn't dar. We was eating apglés, and de&
asked us whar we got 'em. We told dem dat we z0t ce apples on de
place, and dey asked us for some. lie give den some apsles; den dey
left. lMarse had carried his fine stock gbout a mile off in de woods
so de soldiers couldn't find dem; but we didn't tell ce soldiers.

"fe lived in a little log cabin made wid mud between de
lozs, dat was de kind oi houses Marsé had for his slaves. We slept on
wood beds wid rbpes str%?hed tight across in place of slats. Dis held
our straw mattress.

"\iy father's daddy oome from Africa. His name was Emmanuel
James., Atter freedom come he give me a little yearling. We wasn't
allowed to have anything befo' freedom come; and we wasn't allowed to
learn to read and writé. Dey whipped us ii dey caught us wid a book

trying to read or write. Ma said dey cut off a hand ir dey caught you.
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"ye raised hogs, sheep, goets, cows and plenty chickens;
réised everything at home, and nad a good garden with plenty vege-
tables. Dem cows and hogs anc other cattle were branded ané allowed
to graze around in bottoms of de loﬁ:iands whar car was no fence.

"y clothes was wm-de froin yarn spun by my mammy, and she
m=de. my clothes, too. larse had .y mammy to spin and weave for all
de slaves on de place. But marse and mistress was good to us. He had
a2 nizger overseer who sometimes brought a nigger to marse when he
micpehaved; den marse would nuve de nigser overseer to whip him. Ee
had 8 to 10 slaves all de time.

"Some slzves dat lived on places close to us woula run off
sometimes znc nide in de woods, and live dar in a den which dey dug.
it nisht dey would o0 out wnd nunt foed, like hogs; den Xill tem at
nient s2nd dress 'em. iost of de day dey would stay in de den.

"T 'member when freedowm come, old marse said, ' You is all
free, but you can work on and make dis crap of corn and cottcn; den
I will divide up wid you when Christmas comes.' Dey all worked, and
when Christmas come, marse told us we @ould get on and shuffle for
oqrselves, and he didn't give us anything. ¥We had to steal corn out
of de crib. We prized de ears out between ce cracks and took dem
home and parched dem. ¥We would have to eat on dese for several days.

"We had to work all day, sun up to dark, and mever had Sat-
urday arternoons off anytime. My mamay haua to wash clothes on Satur-
day nights for us to wear on Sundays.

"Je chaps played marbles most all de time. lMarse used to try
fo scare us by telling us dar was spooks, Some of de old folks did
believe in spooks, but I don't know much about dem. We never used
much medicine den but quinine. Folks had lots of chills den, but dey

never nad any kind of strokes or things 1like dat as dey do dese days.
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mye had to get a pass from marse if we went out. If de |
vatrollers caught us widout a pass dey would whip us.

"Richt atter de war de Ku Klux started. I 'member dem when
dey would march up and down de road. Dey marched most at night, and
we could hear de horses for a lonz distance as deir feet struck de
zround.

"T merried Nellie Wileson, and had 1z children. I got now 6
children; my wife is dead. I ot five grandchildren and eight great-
grandciiildren.

"I think Abraham Lincoln and Jeff Davis was good men in deir
way, as dey thought. Booker T. Washington is a great man, and he 1is
done lots of good for de niggers. I think slavery was good in some
ways and bad in others. I was better off den aan I am now.

*T jined de church when I was 20 years old, beczuse 1t was de
law --- to trust in de LaWd, you got to belongz to de church.

"I member somethiing 'bout 40"acres of land and a mule dat de
slaves would get, but never come anything about it. when freedom come
most ol de slaves hired out &as waze hands, cutting wood and working on
farms or any odd jobs dey could get. Dar was lots of new ground, and
many of de niggers got work clearing it up.

"We didn't get any money in slavery time, but got plenty to
eat; and atter de war, we got a little money and a little to eat. I
'member dat old Mr. Brown hired me out once about 45 years ago at 30¢
a day and my meals. I think de younger generation ain't so good. Dey
have deir own way and don't respect old folks., Dat's de way it is
wid both whites and blacks."

Source: Fred James (8l1), Newberry, 3.C. RFD
Interviewer: G.L. Summer, Newberry, S.C. 1/10/38
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"I is what is known as a outside child. My Ma went to Ham-
let. I Jived on de Jgffefies plantation, below Wilkinsville in

Cheroki&e County. My father was Henry Jefferies. My mother Was Jane

Jefferies. My mother's husband was named Ned; Before her marriage

she was & Davis. She was‘sold-in slavery to Henry Jefferies, I allus -
llved with my mother and Ned was as good to me as he was to his own
chlllun. My mother had three outside chilluns, and we each had a
different father. Atter-she married Ned; den he jest come to bngurv
Pa, dat is he let her give us his ngme.'She‘and Ned had four chillun.
"My first wife is dead aﬁd my second wife is'naméd Alice |
Jefferies. I got one child byvmy first wire,rahd I ain't got no out-
side chilluns. Dat works out bad, ét best. None of my folks is liv-
ing. All of dem is done dead now; Jest me, my wife and my sister's

daughter Emma who is grown now. Her Pa and her Ma took and went

*crazy befo' dey died. Both of dem died in de asylum. We took Emma

and she aln!t Jest ?zactly4right, but she ain't no bother to us.
"Pirst thing I had to do as a child was to mind my Ma's
other chilluns as I was de first outside one dat she had. Dis I did

untll I was about twelve years old My Ma and Ned was working one

day and I was minding her chilluns as usual when I looked up and

seed de top of our house on fire. I hollered and dey come running

' from de field. De other hands come wWith dem kaise I made such a

noise hollering. Soon de big folks got de fire out. Ltter dat, Marse

‘._Henry;had,me to. leave de hauae and go to work fer him.
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®7t was spring and I started in chopplng cotton. ‘'Peers
dat I got on pretty well, and dat de overseer liked me from de
start. From dar on I was broke into field work of all kinds and den
I did work around de lot as well. It was not long befo! everybody
started calling me "unéle Zery", why -- I did not know; but anyway
dat name still stiéks to me bytdem dat knows me well. My grandpa
never called me dat, kaise I was named atteg him, and he too proud
of dat fact to call me any nickname., I stayéd wid him ét his house
lﬁts atter I started working fer de mérster, kaise he showed me
how to do things. I worked fer him to git my first money and he
would give me a quarter fer a whole day's work. Dat madé me feel

good and I thdﬁght I was 2 man kaise I made a quarter. In dem days

a quarter was a lot of money. I spent it fer chawing tobacco, and
dat médé me sick>at first. Dats all men had to épend money fer in
dem days. Everything was give you on de -plantation and you did not
heed‘much'money. Sometimes we cooked out in de field and I have
cookedAbread in de field in a 1lid.
"Ma teached me how to cook befo! I was twelve years 01&.
We_had good things to eat den; more dan my chilluns has dese times.
All de slavesrhad dgrefgardehs on my“marster's;plgntation. He made
dém_dorit, and dey liked it. Niggers do not seem to take no pains
wid gardens now. LgndAain!t se?t and mellow like it used to be. In
cold weather we had tbmbahk out 't#ters, rutabegas, beets, ca:rdts ]
aﬁd pumpkiné. De pumﬁkins and carf;ts was fer de hogs and cows.
"In warm weather we had cotton clothes and in cold weather
we had woolen chothes dat our marster had made fer us by de old

ladies on de plantation. But we did go barefooted all winter until

we was grann«and married. We had all de wood we wanted fer fire.
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e kept fire all day and éll\nigh?; We sot by de fire in winter and
popped corn, parched pindersh?nd roasted corn ears,

mrgrster and Mistress had six chilluns., Her name was Ellen
and her house was three stories high. Dere overseers allus lived
wid dem. Dere was a lot of slaves and dey all loved de white fobks.
De whole plantation was allus up at sunup. But we did not work
very late. I remember de Patter-rollers, de Ku Klux and de Yahkees.
Niggers dreaded all three. Dere was.no jail %er us; de patter-roll-
ers kept us straight.

"Yhen I got to be a big boy, my lMa got religion at de
Camp meeting at El-Bethel. She shouted and sung fer three days,
going all over de plantation and de neighboring ones, inviting her
friends to come to see her bgggized and shouting and pzaying fer

dem., She went around to all de people dat she had done wrong and

- begged dere forgiveness. She séht fer dem dat had wronged her, and

told dem dat she was born again and a new woman, and dat she would

forgive dem. She wanted everybody dat was not saﬁed to go up wid her.,

"De white folks was baptized in de pool first, and den
dere darkies. When de darkies time come, dey sung and shouted S0
loud dat de Patter-roliers come from somewhar, but Marster and Miss-
us made dem go away and le? us shout and rejoice to de fullest.

Missus had all her darkies to wear white calico in de pool dat was

a-gwine in fer baptizing. In de sewing-room she had had calico robes

made fer everybody. My Ma took me wid her to see her baptized, and
I was so happy dat I sung and Bhouted wid her, 411 de niggers Jjined

" in singing. De white folks stayed and saw us baptize our folks, and

dey liked our singing."

SOURCE: Isiah Jefferies, Gaffney, S.C. Rt.6. (age 86)
Interviewer: Caldwell Sims, Union, S.C. 8/23/37.
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It is not often that a person 102 years old is
seen doing manual labor, and especially as hard a job as picking
cotton. Yet that is just what Thomas Jefferson was doing, who,
as he himself stated, is, "102 years and 18 days old today."
Lsked why he was doing this, he reﬁlied, "Just to take a little
exercise." |

Thomes lives with his daughter, Florence Humphreys,
on a small farm, out near Shiloh Church, on Highway 29. Until
recently, he slept in a little shack nearby, taking his meals
with his daughter. He is too feeble.to live aloﬁe now, however.

Thomas Jefferson was born on.the farm of kr.
Jenkins Hammond, on the old Hammond place, out on the Williamston
road, on November 1, 1834, ‘hen ¥r., Hemmond's daughter, ilary
Amenda Pauline, married Elias thn Earle, son of Samuel Girard
Earle, who was one of the very first citizens of Anderson county,
Mre. Heammond gave her, as a wedding gift, Thomas Jefferson's
mother end five children, of which Thomas was one. And here he
lived with the Zarles on "Evergfeen"rplantation, for many, meny
years.

During the War Between the States, lir. Harle
opérated a corn end fiour mill, and Thomas Jefferson was his
miller. Asked if he renember;& this, he replied, "Well, I do
remember it. I remember one time we .worked all night Saturday

night, all day Sundey and Sunday night, and Monday morning had

ten barrels of flour to send the Confederate army."

20
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Shiloh (Baptist) Church, nearby, Thomas seid, was
being constructed at the time the war started, and was not finished
until after the war was over. The first person buried in the
Shiloh graveyard, was Elijah(ﬂérring, who was in the Confederate
army and became ill and died, and was brought home to be buried.

When Sarmel Girard Earle died in 1848, and his
wife in 1865, they were buried under a 1argef§pple tree at "Bver-
éreen" plantation. Later, their bodies were removéd to the Shiloh °
graveyard, by their granddaughter, Miss Betty Eaflé. Thomas says
he helped to move and rebury the bodies. |

Thomas was at one time a member of Shiioh, but is
now & member of the Mtq_Sinai colored churche

Thomas is reﬁarkably“Well for a person one hundred
and two years olde His eyes are dih;'his steps totﬁering, but his
hearing_is good and his mind is‘as'clear as it ever was. Asked
about hi§ eppetite, he said,"I eat ahything I can get, I caneat
anything." Meny people much younger then he is, and certainly
with more money than he has, would envy him for his splendid

digestion.-
— Tho@as.hﬁs been on the relief rolls now for

se&efél years. It is E.peculiar pleaéure for Mrs, A, M. Mitchell,
County Director of Tempo;arvatgte'Department of Pﬁbiic Welfare,

to look after Thomas personally, because her grandmother was the
bride to whom he was given, with his:pqﬁhér and brothers and sisters.

The old man eagerly anticipates lirs. Mitche;l's coming each month,

to bring his check and to look after his comfort. He is very



humble and exceedingly grateful for everything done for him, end
" says he is expecting to live many more years, with the good care

he is gettinge

'SOURCE: Personal visit to Thomas Jefferson, with Mrs. A, M,
ifitchell, County Director D.P.W. for. Anderson County,
made by Mrse. Ellie S. Rice, Anderson, S. C. .
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HENRY D. JENKINS

Henry D. Jenkins lives in a four-room frame house, which he ownse.
His wife, two single daughters, his son end his son's wife and three
small children live with him. The house is constructed on a tract of
lend comteining four hundred end eighty (480) acres, which Henry also

OWl8 e

He does not suffer with an inferiority complexe He is 7§1f-
relim:t and thrifty, with e pardonable pride in his farm and/\/;;a)o from
slavery to & position of respectibility as & church member, citizen,
end tex payer. He is well preserved pkysice.lly, for his age, 87 years,
alert in his movements and animated in conversatione

His plentation and home is in the south western part of Fairfield
County, six or seven hundrod yerds east of State highway #215.

" Yes sir, tho®' I am a ‘specteble colored citizen, s you see me;
I pays taxes end owns my own plentation. I was once & slave on de 'Reese
rlace, in Sumter County, below Columbia. Just when I come to b'loné te
Mre Joseph Howell, I don't knows I recollects dat Marse Joe hed *bout
twenty families of slaves and dere was six hundred acres in his planta-
tione

® My mistress wes his wife, Miss Sara. "rhe'y had four chillun. Miss
Mattie, merried Oscar Chappell. Jolmnie, married a Miss Lever. Thomas, mar-
ried some lady in Columbia, disremember de fam'ly name. Miss Jessie, married
Reve Huggins, e Baptist préacher, though her folks wasn't of dat *suasion;
they was Methodiste Us niggers was *structed early in 'ligion. Took to Ce-

dar Creek and camp meetin'e My white folks had e fine carrieges A mulatto
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boy, Adam, was de drivere. Sometime I'd go wid him to meet visitors from
de low country at de station, and look after de baggege and sich.

®» Yos sir, I doesn't deny it, I got meny whuppiné. Dere®s not much
to a boy, white or black, dat don't need & whuppip;;;émetime on de way up.
When you breek a wild epirited colt, they meke de best hoss or mule. I
can do more work today, than most of dese triflin', cigeret young mens.

You sees we today, as streight as & arrow and like & wild cat on my footse.
®* You bet yo' life, my white folks was dé bestest in de lend. They

wesn't mealy mouthed; they made evarybbdy work, sun to sun, seven daysk

in de week. But didn't de gbod lord set de 'zample? Yes sir; he made us

ali work,; women in de perils of child birth, drapped cotton seed é.nd corn

kernelse Dr. Turnipseed, dat was our doctor, 'low dat light 1£bor lek det

good for theme

" Farm hends got a peck of meal, three pounds bacon, quaert of ‘lasses,
cup of selt, end two cups middlin® flour, no whiteA floure Had good werm
clothes in winter, one-piece cotton suit in summer, and de iittle niggers
went dressed in deir shirt teails from fust of June, to fust of October. They
sho' did, end was as happy over it as de day wes longe.

" My mother named Emma. Never merried to my daddy, 'ceuse they didn't
live on de seme place and b'long ;bo same mestere Daddy b'long to de Hallse
I have a br;;ther by dis saﬁe wmamnye Daddy go by de hame of Dinkinse He took
up wid another women efter freedom, end my brother and me was shame of hime
Us ‘cided to teke Jenkins for our name but keep & 'D' in de niiddle, go if
anything come up,de ‘D' could ‘cite 'membrance of who us really ise You
see what I mean?

® Our shoes for de winter was made on de place, out of leasther from

our own tan-yerd and from our own cow hides. Marster hed e good fish ponde
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He had a four-hoss gin, though mules pulled it. De lint cotton was packed'

in & bale and a screw pite Baggin' was eny old thing, like old sacks or

cenvas sheetin'.

" My mother jined de Baptis' church, and I followed in her foot stepse.
Everybody ought to b'long to some church, ‘cause it's 'spectable, end mem-
bership in de church is both a fire and a life insurance. It 'gurés you
‘ginst hell fire, and gives you at death, en eternal estete in Hebbene
What you laughin® at? It‘'s de.gospel truth I'm givin' you right nowe Wish
everybody could hear it and believe it.

* My marster,Joe Howell, went off to de cld war. His niggers was so
well treined, dat they carried on for him whilst he was gone and dere was
" no trouble« Everything went on jusf de seme es if he was deree

" fat-a~rbllere(patrollera) would come often and ketch niggers scme-
time; caught my daddy once and whup him good. Qurs was a‘fine body of
slaves and loyal to de mistress and her chillune.

* Dances? Yes sir, I can hear them fiddlea end de pattin® now. Dis
de way de dance was called: 'Baiance all; sashshsy to your partners; swing
her *round and promenade £ll; forward on de head; ladies change;' and all
dat. Then de jigs wenmt one. Believe me)them wag timeal P

* The main drawback on Marster Joe's plantaticn was, de water on de
place was no *count. Us had to haul water on a sled, wid a mule, from de
Fridey place; dat's de onliest trouble us had. Sometime us had to tie up
fodder and 'tend to de hey in de field on Sundaye

" I married fust, 2 girl neme Sarsh, in 1878+ Got three chillun by
here She diede Not good for & men to live alone, de Iord saye I picked
out another Sareh, but called her Salliee Us has had nine chillun. Three

of dese, Sailor, Tera, snd Manroe. Monroe lives on my plece and farme
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*long side of me. Sam is irn Detroit, Michigen. Henry in Flurida. (Floride.)
* When de Yankees come, what they do? They did them things they ought
not to have done and they left undone de things they ought to have donse
Yos, dat just *bout tells ite Cne thing you might like to hears Mistress
got all de money, de silver, de gold and de jewels, end got de well dig-
ger to ‘hide them in de bottom of de welle Them Yankees smart. When they
got dere, they asked for ds ve'y things at de botitom of-de wells Mistress
wouldn't tell. They held a court of ‘quiry in. de yard; called slaves up,
one by one, good menye Must have been a Judas *mongst use Soon a Yankee
wes let down in de well, and all dat money, silver, gold, jewelry, watches,
rings, brooches, knives and forks, butter-dishes, waters, goblets, end
cups was took and carried 'way by & army dat seemed more concerned 'bout
stealin', than they was *'bout de Holy War for de liberatiocn of de poor
African slave people. They took off all de hosses, sheeps, cows, chickem,
and gesse, took de seine and de fishes they caught, corn in crib, meat in
smoke.house, and everythinge Merse General Shermen said war was hell. Tt
sho’ waé- Mebbe it was hell for some of them Yankees when they come to

die and give account of de deeds they done in Sumter and Richland Coun-

{iese "
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STORY BY EX-SLAVE

Maria Jenkins, who is about ninety, is very nearly blind,
and only by quiet persistence can she be made To hear; once
started, her mind is clear. She shoﬁfno bltternesss, Occasion-
ally there are flashes of humor. Her body is brawvmy, sturdy
and well carried, considering her age. |

Maria Jenkins was a daughter of Aaron Grant; her mother's
name is Ellen Grant, all of whomé were owned by Mre fugh Wilson
of Wadmalew Islend.

"I b'long Wadmaiaw; Vhen de Yankee come I ole 'nuf for
mind chillun, and take um to de fielde I go up to Maussa! house
ebery day for de milk for we; and dey give we clabba (clabber)
and cow peas and tling out de garden. Ve git eberf evening a
bushel ob corn grind and hand ober to de nurse, and him sift out
de flour.' Yes Mame He done grind in de hand mill in de barn
yard = de stone mill, Dat been uh big mill too. And dey gib

we uh bilg pilece ob meat - so = (me;éuring with hands) and
sometime chickene. Rachel cook 1n de big pot for we chillun, and
he dip um oute. (She here explaincd thevbig ladle or dipper.)
~You know dem big ladlees We put um in we ban. Yes, Matam, he
name Rachel, and he lick wee We haffa love um or she lick we,"
Her huge mouth was illumined by a humorous smllee

"He teach me to wash de baby clean and put on he dipa
(diaper), and if I ain't do um good he konk my head. Vhen de
weh come, my pa put heself free off to New Orleans; I dunno how

he looks I dunno if he 1libbin or dead nowe My ma dead fust
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year ob de wah, I hab twelve chillun, and all dead; I got
two grand chillun left - de one in New York - I ralse him
from baby atter he ma and pa dead."

"Your grand son helps you?" -

"Wat dat?", leaning forward with her hand back of her
eare The question was repeated, )

"Him ain't no man, him my grand daughter, Ellen Jenke=
inse I raise him from baby yes, she name Ellen. Him good
to me; him help me ebery minute,"

"zre all your people dead?"

"De whole nation dead," reflectively, "De whole nation
dead = Peggy dead = Toby dead = all leaning on de
Lord,"

"Jhen dem boat come up de ribber, and he shoot, and
shoot, de big gun, dat been de awful time, Ny ma degd de
fust year ob de wah <« I dunno if dem big gun kill um,

He k11l 'nuf peoples" b

"Maussa come and he say: 'Who-na (all of you) nigger
talke cére ob yourself, I must leab to take my fambly awaye
Will is here; and de cow, and de pig in de pen, and de
chicken all ober de place ~ I gib you gour freedom for
take care ob yourself.! W'en he gone, dem nigger break
for the thick woods. Some dead and some ailn't dead."

Later a camp was esteblished for this plantation of . |
é@groes} back in the pine woods. When asked what they dld
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after the war, Marlia raised her hands and said.

"after de wah we all come home, tank de Lordl tank de
Lord!"

"But your master didn't have any moneyto-care for you,"

"Haffa scrabble for yo'selfi" Said shee

SOURCE: Interview with Maria Jenkins, aboug 90, 64 lontague

Street, Charleston, S. Ce
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PAUL JENKINS, SON OF A SLAVE,
TELLS OF HIS FATHER'S POLITICAL EXPERIENCES.

Paul Jenkins, age éevent'y, living at 18 Belser's Alley, Columbia, Se Ce,
is a son of Paul Jenkins, a former slave, who decided to endure the burdens he
had in Colleton County, South Caroline, after he was set free in 1865, rather
than to fly to other places he knew nothing ofe AThere he won the’:espect of
the white folks and Negroes alike, was repeatedly elected to office, and lived
there happily to the end of his lifes ~

Here the present Paul Jenkins takes up the story, withs

"I was born in Colleton County in 1867. My da.ddy was in office when I
begin to recall things, and he keep in office, by the will of the people, until -
1 was nearly growne My memmy, too, was a slave, when slr;e and daddy marrye She
die when I was 'bout twelve years old, and my only brother, Edgar, was goin' on
.tene My daddy never marry again.

"One day some white men come to see daddy long after mammy was gone, and
they say to daddy: 'Péul » Wwhen yoﬁ gwine to jump the broomstick again?' My
daddy was the only one who not laugh when they say thgt. He reply: 'l has mno
women in wiew and no weddin' dream in the back 91‘ my head. I‘ has decided a
wicked woman am a big bother. and a good women am e boree To my way of thinkin',
th;’c is the only difference between them.' The white folks not smile, but say:
You'll seel Just wait 'til the right girl come along.'

"Daddy just seem to meke friends of all the people 'bout him, and our house,

close to Smoek, was a big meetin' place most of the time. Sometines the visitors

are all white mens But at other days the niggers come and talk, tell fumny tales,

and laughe Most of the meetin's at the house was late at night, 'cause my
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daddy always go to his office at Walterboro, on week dayse People comin' and
goin' there, all the timee Daddy was sho' popular with the people, generally
speakin'e

"The biggest crowd I ever seen up to that time, was when General M. Ce
Butler come to Walterboro in 1882, to speaks He had been United States Senator
since 1876, and was a candidate for re-electione General Butler much pleased,
that day, when many white leaders and daddy call at his hotel .and tell him that
daddy had been asked by his neighbors to introducé him. He say: 'Well, from
what I hears, Paul Jenkins can do that job as well as anybody in the States!
Then he pat daddy on the shoulder.

"At the speakin', daddy gets up, and the big crowd eleps its hands for
joy, and laughs, tooe. Daddy not laugh mach, just smile. Then he throw back his
shoulders and say:

'vGenera.l Butler, lak Moses, led us forth at last,

The barren wildeméss he pass'd

Did on the very border stand

Of the bless'd Promise Land,

And from the misty mountain tops of his exalted wit,

Sew it himself and showed us itl' »

" 'That's why we am sendin' him back~--='s That was all I hear. Daddy
not allowed to finishe JThe people riot with Pleasurey and General Butler say the
tribute am de finest he ever hear, and smile at dadciy sittin' there on the plat-
form with the other big folkse At another timey daddy has a nigger lewyer runnin'
'gainst him for County Commissionere The lawyer's name was Amphibious McIvers
They begin the campaign at Cottagevillee Mclver speek firste Daddy follow, and

begin withs
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tA bullfrog tied by its tail to a stump,
It rear and it croak, but it couldn't make a jumpl'

"The white folks and the niggers clap, stamp, throw hats, and laugh;
finally, marchin' up to the table to grab daddy and carry him up the street on
their shoulderse He keep sayin': 'Boys, why don't you let me finish my speech?'
They would laugh and say: 'Paul, you done made de best speech in de worldl!
Daddy win at the ‘'lection, in a big way.

"My daddy learn to read, write, end cipher while he was a slave. The
Jenkins family help him, he say, 'cause he always keep the peace, and work as
he was told to do. Then he's set free, that white family help him get settled
and loaned him bookse He go to Charleston 'bout 1868 and buy an armful of
books amd studied at night or whenever he had the chancee That is why he was
able to make the political races which he make and profit by. He send me and
my brother, Edgar, to school, so that we learn & good deal in bookse Edgar,
he fidgitty lak, and decide he go to Pennsylvania and make a fortunel

"Edgar g‘of work in a steel mill at Johnstowm, soon after he got there,
end had considerable money, when he wassent to the hospital with pneumoniase. He
pull throughi that sickness and go back to his job, but the big £lood come (¥ay
31, 1889) and the girl he was o marry was among the 2,000 unlnown people who
was drowned! and he never has married --- peculiar lak our deddy, don't you
think? I just been married to onee She is 68 and I's 70 and I may say we's
through, tt;ot

"I specialized on bridge=-buildin'e I has helped build a sight of
bridges in my time, travelin' as far as Memphis, Tenn., in that work. I has
made oodles of money, but my dollars always has wings and, one way or the
other, they get away from mee Still me and my old woman not sufferin' much

and we hopes, when we goes awey for good, we goes togethers"
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STORIES FROM EX-SLAVES

"rordy, Honey, I !ho was born in slavery and I is proud o' it
too. Ole Marse Cole Lawson was my ole marster. When I axed him how
old I was, he allus lowed something like dis, 'you is older than
you is good', and dat all he ever said 'bout my age. Sweet Dréams
(her gradd daughterQ come here and fetch me a drlnk from de well
to wet my mouth! My grand-daughter stay wid me at nlght. hen she
-doan stay, some o' de other grand uns stays. Sometime it's jest me
<nd Sago here all alone. I jes' sets and looks at him at night
while he sléep. He work de rich white folks' flower yards fef ‘em,
and dat brings him in at night raal tired. Iy grand-daughter;s raal
name 1is Marguerite Porter, but nobody don't hardly know dat kaise '
everybedy call her Sweet Dream, her lil baby name. She my oldest
daughter's_fifth~chile. My feelings tells me I is ole, and #y white
folks 11 tell you I was born in slavery, 'cept dey is all daed.

"Light furs' struék me on de large plantation o' Q0le Marse
Cole Lawson, de paw o' Mr., Vietor Lawson. Mr. Victor ain't no
épringAchicken no mo' hisself. Dat over in Sedalia in de Minter
Section. You kno's tbout de large plantation o! Marse James E.
Minter, dat gib de section its name? (CHS show boundaries of ﬂinter 
1ands) Way back over dar uhar I was born.

“"pgw stay in Union “ounty. Maw was sold to a man name Marse
Bailey Suber over in Fairfield, while I still a suckling. At dat
time, my paw was bought by a widder woman, Mlss Sarah Barnett, in
Union Cnty. Lawd Jesus! Dat separate ﬁy maw and paw. Maw tuck me‘
'lon¢ w1d‘her, Maw name Clara Sims, Whén Me and'maﬁ went to Faire -

- field, us didn't stay dar long 'fo.ole man Harrison sartor of San-
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tuck, bought my maw. Us glad to git back to Union. I was a big -
size gal by dis time and I start to be de waiting gal in my new
varse's house fer his wife, Miss Betsy. Miss Betsy had one sister,
Misz Nancy Wilson, dat live wid her. Her missus and old Marster
and dere son, Willie, was all dat I had to wait on, kaise dat was
all dar was in de household.

"God-A-Mighty! Is you gwine to £ill up dat book wid all dat
I says? Well, Marse Harrison didn't flow paw éb see maw ‘'cept
twice a year--- laying-by time and Chrisfmas. My paw still *longed
ﬁo Miss Sarah Barnett. Dat's fzactly why I is got five half-sisters
and one-half brother. Paw got him another wife at Miss Sarah's.
lilss Sarah want young healthy slaves. law had jes' me and Ann.

Ann been daed, 6h. Lord, forty years; Dis all to my recoliections.

"Is you gwine to fixrfer me and Sago to-git some pension?
Gawd naw, some dese 1lil bables whats 'er sucking de maw's titties
1s gwine to git daf péhsion. Usjall éwine t§ be daed 'fo it even
come out, Yéu ain't gwine to even sho' dat to no Gov'ment man; no
Lawd, ain't never thought I's gwine»to git 1it.

"Yés, Honey, I was in Mairfield den, but I 'members when
crowds o' men come in from de war. All us chilluns seed mens com-
ing and us fun and tuck ogf fas' as ﬁs'could.fer de nearest woods,
kaise us wuz dat scared, dat dém mens gwine to git us. Attér dat,
us found out dey was our own folks. Us had done tuck and run from

dem den.,

"Chile, you come back when Sago here, and us tell you dat

book full, sho nuff,"

SOURCE:"Aunt" Emms Jeter, 21 Long Twelve, Union, S.C.
Interviewer: Caldwell Sims, Union, S.C. (B/4/37)
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ADELINE JOHNSON ALTAS ADELINE HALL

EX-SLAVE 93 YEARS OLD.

Adeline Hall‘'s husband was Tom Johnson but she prefers to be called
"Hall", the name of her old master. Adeline lives with her daughter, Emma,
and Emma's six children, about ten miles southeast of Winnsboro, S. C;, in
a three~room frame house on the Durham place, a plantation ;wned by Mr.a.
M. Owens of Winnsboroe. The plantation contgins 1,500 ecres, pdpulated by
over sixty Negroes, run as a diversified farm, under the supervision of a
white overseer in the employ of Mre. Owens.

The wide expense of cotton and corn fields, the large number of dusky
Negro laborers working along side by side in the fields and singing Negro
spirituels as they work, give a fair preéentation or picture of what slavery
was like on = wéll conducted Souther# plantation before the Civil Wer. Ade=-
line fitg into this picture es the old Negro "Mauma" of the plantation, re~
spected by all, white and black, and tenderly caréd forovShe has her clay
pipe'énd stick evef with and about her. There is e spacious pocket in her
dress underneeth an apron{ In that pocket is a miscellany of broken pieces
of china,rcrumbs of tobacco, a biscuit, & bit of wire, numerous strings of
various colors, and f;om’time to time the pipe becomes the warm-individual
.member of the varied assortment.

Her eyes ere bright and undimmed by age end the vigor with which she
can felegraph her wents to the household by the rappings of that stick on
the plank floor is interesting and amusings

She is confident that she will round out a cahtury of years,because:
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» Mgrse Arthur Owens done tell me I'll live to be a hundred, if I stay on
his place and never 'lope away wid any strange young buck nigger".

» T's not so feeble as I might 'pear, white folks. Long time I suffer
for sight, but dess last years I see just as good as I ever dide Dats a
blessin' from de Lordd

" Whé I b'long to in slavery time? Where I born? I born on what is now

called de Jesse Gladden place but it all b'long to my old marster, Williem

-

Hall, thene

" My old marster was one of de richest men in de world. Him have lands
in Chester and Feirfield counties, Georgia and Florida, and one place on de

Red River in Arkansas. He also had a plantation, %o raise brown suger on,

in old Louisiana. Then him and his br;dder, Deniel, built and give Bethesda
Church, dats standin®'® yet, to de yhite Methodis® of Mifford, for them to
'tend and worship at. He 'membered de Lord, you see, in all his ways and de
Lord guide his steps. | |
" I never have to do no field work; just stayed ‘round de house énd

wait on de mistress, and de chillun. I was whupped just one time. Vai was
for markin' de mentel~piece wid a dead coal of fire. They meke mammy do de
lashin'. Hadn't hit me three licks befo! Miss Dorcas, Miss Jemime, Miss Ju=-
1lis, and Marse Johnnie run dere, ketch de switch, and say: *Dat enough Mauma
 Ann! Addie won't do it aéin'. Dats all de beatin® I ever ‘ceived in slavery
- tinms. -

Cow Now does you wanna know whet I do when I was a child, from de time
I git up in de mornin' to de time I go to bed? I was *bout raised up in de
house. Well, in de evenin', I fill ihem boxes wid chips and fat splinters.

When mornin' come, I go in dere and make a fire for my young mistresses to

36
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git up bye I help dress them and comb deir haire Then I goes down stairs
gnd put Tlowers on de breskfas' table and lay de Eible by Marse Williem's
cheirs Then I bring in de breakfas's (Table have to ve set de night befo!')
when everything was on de table, I ring de bells White folks come down end
I weit on de tablee

" After de meel finish, Marze Williem read de Pible and pray. I clear
de table end help wash de dishese When det finish,I cleans up de roomse Then
I acts es maid and waitress at dinner and suppers I warms up-de girls® room,
vhere they sleep, after suppers Then go home to po;;py John and Msuma Annee
Det wes & happy time, wid happy daysd

" Dat wes & happy fénily. Marse William have no trouble, ‘cept once
when him brudder, Daniel, come over one mornin® and closet wid Marge William.
When Marse Daniel go, Marse William come in dere where me end de mistress was
end sey: 'Tom's run awey from school'. (Dets one of Marse Daniel's boys dat
'tended school at Mte Zion, in Winnsboro) Her ‘low: ‘What him run eway for?*
tHad a fool duel wid a Caldwell boy, ' him seye I hear no more 'bout dat *til
Merse Tom come home and then I hear plentys white folks been laughin'® *bout
it ever since. Special talk 'bout it since Marse Tom's grandson b'come a
United State Judge. Bet Marse i)an Hall to0ld you ‘bout ite. Want me to go
ghead end tell yo-u it my wey? Well, ‘*twes dis & way: Marse Tom and Marse Joe
Caldwell fell out 'bout a piecé of soap when they was roomin® together at
school. Boys crowd 'round them and say: °'Fight it o-utl' They hit a lick or two,
and was j;arted. Then dg older boys ssy dere must bé .e. dusle Marse Joe git se-
condss Marse Tom git seconds. They load guns wid powder but put no bullets in
them. Tell Marse Joe *bout it but don't tell ™arse Tome Then they godgown

town, fix up & bag of pokeberry juice, and have it inside Marse Joe's westcosat,
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on his breast. Took them 6ut in a field, face them, and say: 'One, two, three,
fire! ' Guns went off, Marse Joe slap his hand on his chest, and de bag buste
Red juice run all over him. Older boys say: "Run Tom and git out de way.'
sigrge Tom never stop 'til him git to Liverpool, Englande Marse William and
Marse Daniel find him ders, sent money for to fetch him home and him laugh
'bout it when he git back. Yes sir, dat is de grandpappy of Marse Lyle Glenn,
2 big judge right nowe }

" De white folks near, was de Mellichamps,de Gladdens, de Mobleys, Lump-
kins, Boulweres, Fords, ricketts, aad Johnsonae |

* When de Yankees come, they was struck dumb wid de way marster acted.
They took things,wid & beg your, pardon kind of way, but they never burnt a
single thing, and went off wid deir tails twixt deirllegs, kinde sheme lake.

" After freedom I marry a preacher, Tom Johnson. Him die when in his
gixties, thirty years ago. Yur chillun was Emma, Mansell, Tom, and Grovere.
Bad white folks didn®t lek my husbande Dere was a whiskey still, near our
houss whers you could git three gallons of liquor for a silver collars Him
preach agin' ite Dat gall both makefsAand drinkers. Him *dured persecution
for de Lord's sake, and have gons home to his awards.

" In slavery, us have all de clothes us need, all de food us want, and
work all de harder 'cause us love de white folks dat cared for u;; No sir-
ree, none of our slaves ever run ‘way. Us havé'a week off, Christmase Go
widout a pass to Marse Deniel's quarters and they come to our *ne

" Dr. Scott and Dre Douglas *tend sick slaves. T don't set myself up
to judge Merse Abe Lincolne Vere is simners, black and white, but I hope
and prays to git 4to hebbene Whether I's white or black when I git dere, I'll

be satisfied to see my Savien dat my old marster worshipped and my husband
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preach ‘bout. I wants to be in hebben wid all my white folks, just to wait
on them, and love them and serve them, sorte lak I did in slavery time. Dat

will be *mcugh hebben for Adeline."™
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"I sho 1is spry, kaise I sno 1s done took care oi ayself and I
done dat good, too. I know Will BZBvans wiho 1s 72 ani he ié all bent
over and wrinkled anc all stewed up. Dat's de way folks wants to see
you befo! dey calls you old, but dey ain't gwine to see me like dat,
rdeed dey aint't. ilost fotks calls me ce youngeét, but I was born on
de 30th day of July, and I is passed by 75 Julys and still gitting
around better dan some dat 1s seed but ©0 Julys.

"¥ell does I remember when my young marster, thn Kitchens,/gggé
to dé tFederate War. He was arbig Iat feller, and jolly. De mording
he left, he come thfougn de vard leéding a Iine bay. All oi us was
dar to see him off: fie had fétched him things, out he say dat you
couldn't carryrﬁothing'to war but a pack on your back and he laid dem
2ll down and wiped his eyes and rode off wid a big yell to mBS. Dat was
de rebel yell and we answered back.

"One morning de very next Week we heard our young missus hol-
leringhand we went to see what de trouble was. She had gdt word dat
he had done gone and zot kil't by a Yankee. We all cried. De little
chilluns, John, 7ill, Zlla and Bob cried, too. Missus went to her
ma and pa, lir. Green and Miss Sallie Liitchel, near Trough,Shoalst
Frankie Brown znd Malissa Chalk went wid her to her pa'si Our plan-
tation was awful big. It was sold and us wid it.

"Wasn't long till younz Missus married again and went to Vir-
ginia to live., PFrankie and Lalissa come back to our plantation. Den
slavery was over and dat is de last dat I ever heard of our Liissus."

Source: Anna Johnson (N,75), Rt.4, Gaffney, S.C. ,
Interviewer: Caldwell Sims, Union, S.C. (11/3/37)
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JACK JOHNSON

EX=SLAVE 84 YEARS OLD.

"You see me right here, de sin of both races in my face, or
was it just de sin of one? My Marster was my father, his neame was Tom
Reed, end he lived six miles from Lancaster Court Housee Dats where I
wes borne My mammy name Jame, don't know where she come frome My mars-
ter was kind to use I done no work much, just picked peas and sich like
during de ware I was my mammy's only child, end when de war was over,
and I grow up, I left dere and come to Cedar Creek, low part of Fair-
field Countye I marry a gal, Bella Cook, and us had sixtéen chillum,
thirteem of them is a livin! nowe I then marry Hamneh Dubard, a widow.
She and me have had no childe"

"I b'long to de Sanctified Church, and you have to go down
into de water and come up straight way out of de water to btlong to dat
churche Where is it? Its on Little Cedar Creek in dis county. Who de
preacher? His name is the Reverend Edmundse Us sings spirituals, one
is, 'Dat Heavenly Railroad Train', another is 'Dere is a Rock in my Heart!',
another, 'So glad I'm here, but I'd rather be up yonder Lord's Some
colored churches *'sinuate a child born out of wedlock can't enter de king-
dom of heavene Our church say he can if he ain't a drunkard, and is de
husband of one wife and to beliewe on, and trust in de Lord as your Bavior,
and live a right kind of life dat he 'proves ofs Dat seem reason to me,
and I jine and find peace as long as I does righte"

"Never was sick a day in my life, can plow yet, eat three meals
a day, but can't sleep as much as I use to, six hours plenty for me nowe
I's j;xst here today findin' out 'bout dat old age pension dats a comin',
Will you kinda keep & eye on it for me and let me tend to de ox and de
grass at my home on Little Cedar Creek? A short Ross is soon curried, so

dats 'bout all I kin 'member to tell you nowe"
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JAMES JOHNSON
THE COTTON MAN
EX-SLAVE 79 YEARS OLD.

Co‘umbf&
Jemes Johnson lives with a sister at 1045 Barron Street, College Place,A

S. Co He is incapeble of self support on account of age, ill health, and im=-
peired feet. One of his feet was mashed off and the other bagly damaged by
hendling bales of cotton several years ago. e subsists on what his sister
and other people are able to give hime.

"'I has been livin' right here in Columbia for the past thirty-six
yearse I has worked in de cotton business, first as ginner and then wid
cotton buyers, ever since I has been here. I knows all de grades of limc
cotton and can name them right nowe (He ran through the diffefant grades
fairly correc%?)

" I learned all I knows 'bout cotton and de‘grédes from Mre M. C.

Heath and Mre e E. Smith, cotton buyers in Columbia for thirty years or
moree They thought so much of my knowledge of cotton, dat they sent me
meny times to settle claims wid big men and big buyerse. (a)

® Tt gin't what a nigger knows dat keeps him downe. No, sir. It is what
he don't know, dat keeps de black man in de background. White folks dat is
business folks, pays no 'tention to our color as much as they does to dat mon-m
ey makin® power us h#s. of cours;, de white man sticks to his color and you
cen't bleme him for dat. If de nigger shows dat he is willin' to work and to
learn to bé busiheéé lek, make money and walk streight wid his boss and fel~
lowmen, de better class of de white people ies gwine to treat him righte I

knows what I's tellin' you is so, from my own *sperience wid Mre Heath and Nr.

Suithe They always treeted me better than I deserved and even now in my

)
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old age, deir folks and deir friends gives me money, dat keeps mas out de
poorhousee.

" No, siry, I don't 'member de Civil War a~tall myself but I has heard
gll *bout it from my own folks and de white folks I has worked wide. It seems
lek I knows too much *bout them eawful timese I sho® em glad I didn't come
'long thene I feels and knows dat de years after de war was worser than be-
fo'. Befo' de war, niggers did have a place to lie down &t n}ght and some=
where to eat, when they got hungry in slavery timees Since thém times, a
meny & nigger has had it tougﬁ to meke a liwin'e I knows dat is so, too,
‘couge I has been all 'long dere.

" Many niggers have gone north to live, since freedom, but de most of
them either comes back south again or they wants to come backe De north don't
suit de niggere Cold climate lek they has up dere is too hard on him. He has
thin bleed and you knows dat a thin pan gwine to git hot quicker than a thick
one and cold de same waye You see & heap of niggers is lek wild animals, in -
a waye He leks to eat a heap, Vsleep a heap, and move ‘'bout slowe VWhen he goes
up north he has to steé *round fas', 'cause if hs don't, he gits in de way of
them Yankees dat move 'bout quicke

" De black man is natchally lazy, you knows dat. De reason he talks lak
he does, is 'cause he don't want to go to de trouble to 'nou;zce his words lak
they ought to bee When he says 'dat® he saves a letter, seme way wid ‘'dis®
and nearly all other wordse T ain't after savin' so much; he is just too care-
less and lazy to care 'bout it. A nigger wan't.siwha't.. is in sight and not dat
what he can't see; it can look out for itselfe I is sorry I has to say all
dis 'bout my own color but it is de truth. De truth makes you free and runms
de devile I is & niggerhyself and T knows what they is and what they doese

" Is de nigger 'ligious? Yes, sir, many of them is very *ligious widout

43
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ligion. He takes all dat from white folks. So many think ‘ligion is gwine
to git them somethin® widout workin' for it and fool people by makin® them
think they is good and can be trusted and all date But I 'spects some of
them is right, even at dat, 'cause if they ain't got 'ligion they sho' ain't
got nothin® in dis worlde I pays no ‘tention %o all dis 'gwine on' lak I see
some 'ligious folks doese. Maybe I wouldn't be in de fix I is, if I paid more
'tention to churches and all dat. I believes in churches and goed folks but
I don't practice them good things lek I ought toe Bosé, if you take de dol=
lar out of 'ligion and de churches, you sho' would have to hunt for theme I
believes dat. I don't see no 'ciples gwine 'bout a preachin' and doin® good,
lek I has heard they once done, barefooted and askin' no paye De preachers:
dese days is a ridin' in de finest awtomobiles and you sho' better loock out
for yourself, if you don't, you is gwine to git run overs

" i hes beeﬁ a good man, in bodj, all de time since I‘got growne For
meny years I didn't know my own strengthe I never seen a bele of cotton I
couldn't pick up end tote where I wanted to, by myself. You see dese foots
of mine? They was mashed off, from drappin' bales of cotton on them, back
yonder meny years ago.

" I 'members mighty well,'when de fust“skyscraper was built in Columbia.
_ My bosses was one of de fust to have a office in dere. Dat was de Ioan and
Exchenge Bank Builéing, on de corner of Washington and Main streets. I has
been here and seen dis city grow from & small plaéa to what you gee “tis now.

" My memmy and daddy b'long to Mre Andrew thnaon-of Orangeburg Counﬁy,
of dis State. They said dat they was treated mighty good by deir marster all
de time they was slaves. Myrdaddy toék his 0ld marster's name. I was born a
Slave but all I knows is what I has heard. Some of it might be right and
Some might be wronge " |

_(a) Verification not availsble.




Project #1665
Stiles Me Scruggs 390307 ’

Columbia, Se Co | 45

REV. JAMES He. JCHNSON
EX-SLAVE 82 YEARS OLD.

"My name is Jemes He Johnsone I was born December 20, 1855,
at the town serva.nts' quarters of Alfred Bfevox‘t at Camden, South Caro=-
line, and that wes home until I was turning into twelve years of agee
I was nearly ten years old, when the army of Genergl Shermen came to
Camdens I talked to some of the soldiers, soon after they arrived."
Such was the greeting of the Rev. James Ho Johnsonj; e retired,
end well educated Methodist Episcopal minister, ﬁhén a WPA reporter
called at his residence, 2025 Marion Street, Columbie, South Carolina,
and asked for an interviewe He sat in his study, furnished for com-
fort and equipped about as well as any study, of this k.ind, in Columbisa..
"My mother, he explained,’/ was one of the maids at the Brevort
home, and my father was one of the overseers of the plantation. We did
not hear about President Lincpln's leeedom proclemation in.1863, but the
stetus quo of slavery kept right on es it had been until Shermen's army
came throughe You know General Lee surrendered thé seme spring, and we
learned fve were freee o
"IN 1866 my father bought four acres in the vicinity of Camden i
and improved it with a house and barn, and we lived there for several years.
My father went into the mercantile business in Camden and prosperede There
I went to the public schoolse We had teachers from the North, and I finish=-
od all the grades. There %86 no high schools inthe state at that time.
"We had our own home-raised hams and plenty of food products in our

quarters, when my Mother and I heard shooting nearbye We stepped into the
yerd and saw & big number of soldiers shooting at a running white man of

the commmnitye They did not hit hime In & moment or two five soldiers
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gtrode into our yard and we were scared at first, but they told us they
were friends, and one of them spied the hams and asked if they bélonged
to the big housee When told that they were ours, they said they were
hungry, and mother fixed them a dinner of ham and eggs and plenty of
other thingse They thanked us and left, doing no harm.

"Before they left, I noticed a crowd of soldiers at the Brevort
home. I ren there, and told the troops, please, to do no damege to the
premises, as the mistress, then in charge, wes the best friend my mother
end I had ever hade They left soon afterward, showing no anims toward
the Brevort family and taking nothing ka.way. |

"We nevér received eny aid from the Freedmen's bureau, for we did
not need it. _Afbér‘l finished the public school work at Camden and help-
ed my father in his store for— a time, I enf:ered the University of South
Caroline, in October, 1874 and stayed there until 1877, fou know there
wes a cheange in government in 1876, and Negroaé were excluded from the
university in 1877 I was in my junior year, when I left. ‘

"I returned to Camden and taught school in Kershew County for'
ten yearse During that time I opened school in the Browning Home, which
- still stends in Cemden. In the meantime, I had been an interested member
of the Methodist Episcopal Church since my early yeers, and I was made an
elder in that denomination in 1888, and sent td Columbie as pastor of the
Wesley Methodist Church.

“When I ceme here as pastor, that church stood on the cormer of

Sumter end Gervais gtreets, on the site where the United States postoffice

now standse The congregation sold that corner in 1910 and built the brick

church at Barmwell and Gervais streetse I was the pastor all thet time,



retiring in 1930 due to phgsical feeblenesse The congregetion of that
church has always been rather small. This accounts for my doing other
worke I was & clerk in the internal revenue office in Columbia for
eighteen yearse

"Now, I am a notary public and make some income from thate The
church gives me a small pension, and I advise end do literqu work for
e large number of Negro residents. In that way, I keep fairly busy and
my family has never gone hungrye I did preeach some, a few years ago.

I am now too feeble to undertake that task, and have to be content, most-

ly at homee"

(Reporter's Note: The Reve James He Johnson speeks no dialecte

~
He spesks choice, grag&tical distion and has & most pleasing personalitye

His is one of the very few Methodist Episcopal Churches in South Carolina

for Negroes. He says he is glead the church is now seeking to void the

split over slavery in 1860. He resides in & comfortable home at 2029

Marion Street, Columbia, Se Ce)
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JANE JOHNSON

EX=SLAVE 90 YEARS OLD.

Jene Johnson is living with her niece at 1430 Harden Street, 4Colum—
bia, Se Ce She is of small statue, dark, not black, plump and appareht—ly
well cered fore Un account of her age and bodily afflictions.she i's in=-
capable of Aself-’support. Eer niece is unmerried, owns e comfox'ta.bleAhome,»

worlks end provides for her gra.r;dmc;?:her in a good and satisféétory menners -

"Gome in white folks » teke dat chair ar;d set down. I heafs dat vou
wants to talk to me 'bout mysélf and my master in slévery timee Uiy neme
is Jane Johnson and I's 'bout ninety years old, from de best 'membrence I
has from my white folks frier;ﬁs and my own peoples One thing I does rk'now,
I's been hére so long, dat I sometimes think I's near ‘'bout e k-nmdred »year‘s_

old. |

"I b'long to hﬁgster“ Tom Rober‘céqn. Iy mistress' name wﬁfs Cphelia. M

I didn't see her much in slavery time, 'cause she stayed in de big house

~on Arsenal Hill, Columbie, Se Co De onliest time I see her a-tall, wes

when I was sent to de big house for somethin' and dat wasn't often. Master

and mistress had heaps of chillun, 'mong them was twins, all dead now, if
I 'members right, 'cept Iﬁ’aster Tom Robertson, a grandsgn and & rich man

too; he living right here in Columbiae My old master lived in Columbia
" but hié plentation, Whére us slaves livéd, was 'bout four or five miles

from Colunbia on de sumber road, just beyond de soldiers hospital (Veterans

i *ﬁO’gpié&l), det's right.

"Master Tom come to de plantation every day 'ecept Sundeys and some-
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times he come dat day, 'specially in crop season. He never tali:ed to
us slaves much, just talked to de overseer ‘bout us all, I reckon. De
overseer was & nigger and de mea.ﬁest man, white or black, I ever sees
Dat nigger would strut 'round wid a leéther strap on his shoulder and
rwould whip de other slaves unmercifuls He worked us .hard from sunrise
to sunset every day in de week, 'cept some Saturdé.y evenin's. 'Most
of de grown slave women knocked off from field work at dinner time on
Saturdays; and done de washin' for de rest of de slavess i

"Yes s-i.r-, us hadA a plenty of retions to eat; no fancy vi?t]_.és s
just plain corn breac{, meét and.vegetabl‘esr. Dere waxsl7flour'bread or ‘any

kind of sweet stuff for de slaves to eat. DMaster say 's_weet things 'fected

- de stomach and teeth in a bad way. He wanted us to stay well and healthy

so us could work hard.
.‘ 4 i‘MAster Tom was good to us, course he was, 'péuse he didn't see us
much no :wa.y;e But d“at‘_:nigger overseer ﬁs dez deﬁ.l settin' éross-legged for
de rest of us on de 'plantatibn all -de‘ time., I never has beiieved d}rb mé.stér
'tended for dat-'nigg’ei to treat us like he did. He took 'vemtage of his
bein' 'way and. té.lk sof't talll.k. when he come -age;._in. . Yes sir, he sho! ‘did.
"Not very long a:ftef de Yankees come, us was told dat‘.de niggers
was freé:-'You,migh’(:: 'bhinkA »dat was o hsippy day for us slaves, but I di@n’t

think lek dete. I was kinda lonesome and sad lake >Us slaves yms lost,

"How old was I when I done my courtin'? Whet's det? Det courtin'
stuff is what white folks does, no niggér knows what dat fancy thing is.
Us just natchallj lives together; men and women metes lek de snimals out _

1
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deres Colored people don't pay no ‘'tention to what white folks call
love, they just 'sires de woman they wants, det's all. I married dat
man of mine, Ti}éimgn Thompson, and us got 'long right smart, 'til he
dies I got 'nother one, Anderson Johnson, and he die t00, so here I
is, left here yite.

“You knows de black man has had a long, hard roed to itravel
since he was first brought to dis country. From de first, he b'long to
de white man to be took care of and to work. Some colored folks 'pear
to be doin' right well dese days but back yonder long befo'! I was born,
I's been told, they didn't know how to provide for themselves. What I
~ wants to know, what.de nigger gwine to do widout de 'sistance of de .
white man? ‘hat they has got come from them, you lmows date i_hear
some of them growlin' 'round, dat they is gwiné to do dis and gwine do
r‘dat and they don't do noéhin', cépt talk too much. They sho' better do
right; live in peace and git somethin' det will stay with them.

"lMaybe I's wrong to say-dis but you knows, white maﬁ, de nigzger is
e far way-baék-of de white man; his time ain't come yit, leastwise dat's
de way it 'pear to me. De nigger come froﬁ Africe and other hot places,
so he takes after de hot country he come from and hes a short temper, hard
head, and not 'mough sense to keéb him out 6f trouble when he gzits mad or
'citedp: When he come heré; de white man made.him'work, and he didn't like
det. He is nétchaily lazy and'when he had to work, then he bezan to get
huffy and to conjure up in he mind hate end other bad things against de
whites. Ever since the first time de nigger found out he had to work, he

has silently despised the white man. If he had lived end done nothin',




. live onwid use o

then he would be a 'tirely different person to dis very day, I knows dat,
"Does I 'mem}»er President Lincoln? I sho!'‘does, but not so mach, .
toouse I wes t00 young to heve much sense. I hes heard my mammy and deddy
sey he was & good men and wanted everybody to be free, ;both white and black.
Dere was a heap of poor white folks in slavery time, and some of them lived
mizhty hard, worse tha.n‘ the slaves sometimes. You knows blood is thick and
it is gwine to turn to its k;i.nd befo! helpin' de otherse They sey slavery .
wes wrong but what 'bout hard times? Da’c is de worse kind of slavery, I
thinks. All dis- hollerin' 'round ‘bout freedom they has, shucks, all da't o ,
Xind of talk ain't nothin'e ihen you has work and some money in ypur pocket
50 f;rou can go to'devétore and ‘buy éome meat and bread, then you has de best

freedom there is, don't tell mee

“Pr_esidei’c Roosevelt is 'mother good man. He has looked down on de

‘ poor and ‘'tressed :md1s l'a.nd;wid mercy; haév give work end féod '.to de poor

_ people wl%xen nobody else ;nrguld. He sho' has turnt dis country 'round and -

' tried so hard o make things right wid de people. When he burn dis wey and

turn dat wéy » them men up there v‘rhere' he is, try to Stop-hin} from helpin' L
us, "m.-x’cvde~ Blésse.d Master is gv}ine to hold his hends upe - They ain't gwine

to be able to stop him, 'cause he hes done so-much goqd 'in de world. Dat

man is é;w‘ine_ to be 'membered by de peofle always, but them da’ has fought

* him and worked-ageinst him is Bho' gwine to be forgote Nobody wents to

"member them for de evil they has dones You Xnows dat if you sows evil
you is sho' gwine %o gather evil in time. They ein't gwine sow much longer;
their hé.rvest time is right out dere in sight, but de President is gwine to

"Itg gettin' old now, I has to draw on de 'membrance of de pest, tottle
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tlong in de present and stare wid dese old eyes out dere into what is ‘o

come (future)s I has rheumstism and hizh blood pressure, so you see I®s

in for a troublesome time from now on to dat last day. I's livin' wid

mv niece now, in her own home, dat is some pleasure to me in my old ege.”

Yome Address:

1430 Harden Ste
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"I was born in Virginia, but Dr. L. C, Kennedy bought
me, my mother and brothers and we moved to Spartanburg. My father
stayed in Virginia. Dr. Kennedy lived near where North Church
Street and Kennedy Place now is, and I lived in a two-room house
in nis baek yard. I was Jjust & baby at the time.‘My 0ld masser
was as good and kind tp me as he could be, so was my missus. My
mother died when I was ten years old, and Missus was Jjust like
a mother to me all the time. When I got old enough I used to
do some things around the yard for Masser and Missus.

Masser was an Episcopalian, and I went to Sunday
School where the roek church now stands (Church»bf the Advent).
Miss:Maxy Legg was my teacher, and she wés a saintly woman. She '
was a niece of old Masser. 0ld Missus used to come to the house
where I lived and teach me my alphabet. After I got older, I used
to take care of Masser's horse and buggy for him; used to hiteh-
up the hofeex for him and go with him on his wayﬁ to see a pa-
tient. Bless his heart, he let me take my Webster's blue back
speller end my hiaﬁory with me when I would drive with him. I
would study those books and Masser wouldwtell me how to pro-
nounce the hard words. That is the way I got my education. Mas-
ser would tell Missus that Jimmie was a smart boy, that he had
no father nor mother and that they must be. good to him. They
sure was. I never wanted for a thing. Sometimes on our drives
Masser would tell me soﬁe Latin words, but I never did study

Latin--just English.
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"My masser would say that Jimmie had sense, was a good
boy, soO Missus would let me practice on her organ or her piano
~in the house. 1 got pretty good on these, so when I got to be a
young man, I taught lessons on both the reed organ and the melo-
dian, then on the piano. I taught the rudiments of music and
pliano for about 25 years.

"When the Yankee solaiers come to Spartanburg it
scared me., They kept telling me that they were not going to
hurt me, but I got a pile of brieck-bats and put them under the
house. I told Missus I wasn't going to let any of the soldiers
hurt her. The Yankee soldiers did not bother me. They came all
around our house, but every one of them was quiet and orderly.
They took some of Missus' sugar and hams, but did not kill any
of the chickens; I told them not to take the sugar, but they
toox it and the hams anyhow; |

- "Missus told me that I was free, but I told her I was
going to stay on where I was and protect her until I died. And
when iiasser died, I grieved and grieved about him. I loved him
dearly and I know he loved me. He was good and kind to me &al-
ways. He never whipped me, not once. I grieVe'about my masser
to this day. He was a kind gentleman.

"No, I never married, and I héven't got anybody kin
to me now. My brothers all died and I am the only one left. I
adopted four children. I taught them music and we got on pret-

ty well after Missus died. I stayed with her until she died.
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I t0ld Masser 1 was going to stay with them even if I was
free, and I did. When lkiasser died, I had no one to love but
wissus. I taught musie and gave piano lessons, but I can't
do that now, as I am too old. Lately I tried to cut some wood.
I would cut & liek, then rest; cut a lick, then rest, so I
gave it up. v

"Lord bless your soul! I am solglad you told who
you are, and you talk like ifasser Dan. You know he and I
used to play together as boys. He would give me anything he
hed. Honey, come around and see me again. I is sure glad to
gee you. What did you say your name was?" Upon being told,
his face would light up with a smile, and he would repeat
Just what he had said before. He was then asked when he got
to be a poet. *Law' chile, my old missus tcld me I was going
to be a poet."

This ninety~year-old ex-slave then sat down at the
piano and played for the writer.

SOURCE:; "Uncle" Jimmie Johnson, 172 E. Park Ave., Spartanourg,
S. C. Interviewer: F. S. DuPre, Spartanburg, S. .
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" I was born seven miles from Newberry, near Jalapa. I was a
slave of John Johnson and his sife, Polly(Dorroh) Johnson. They was
zood to dere slaves. My daddy was Danile and my mudder Elisa Johnson
who was slaves of marster John Johnson. My mudder come from Georgia
when she was 14 years old, bought by Marse Johnson. We lived in a
little one-room house in dere yard. The @istress learned me to card
and spin, and to weave when I was a child. When I was old enough,
dey put me in de field to work, hoe and pick cotton. We got no money
for working, but got our place to live, some victuals and a few
clothes‘to wear. We had no garden, but helped de mistress in her
garden and she give us something to eat from it. We had homespun
dresses; we made not much underclothes, but sometimes in awful cold
weather, we had red flannel underskirts. A

" Nigger boys in slavery when dere work was done in evening,
sometime went hunting and caught rabbits, squirrels or 'possums.

"We gdt up at sun-up in mornings and worked 'till sun-down.
We had Saturday afternoon off to do anything we wanted to do. At
Chrisfmés time, we got dat day off, and de master would have a big
dinner wid all kinds good things to eat, spread oﬁt in de yard .

"We never did learn to read and write -- had no nigger school
and had no nigger church, but sometimes de white folks would have
us go to dere church and set in back seat or gallery.

' "The white folks had cotton pickings and corn shuckings often

and we helped. Dey had good dinners for them coming to it., De chil- .
drens, white and black played marbles sometimes, and played base. Us
slave children played base and jumped from one base to énother before E

could be caught; and we sing:'Can I git po Molly's bright?
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Three course and ten. Can I get there by candle-light? yes, if your
legs are bang and light.:!

"Marse John's youngest son got bo be a doctor. He was g good
man and helped us when we was sick.He did not gibe herbs much, but
some of de ole folks used 'life everlasting', now called rabbit
tobacco, for cure of bad colds or pneumonia. Dey boiled it and make
a plaster and put it on sore places of chest. Dey used holly bush
or spice bush bark, boiled to a tea and drunk for.gickness.

"De padderrollers come in dat segtion, theynrode at night and
if caught, a nigger, when he was out of his place, would be took in‘
and told dat he would get &5 lashes if he was caught again. When
de war was over; de Yankees went through but didn't bother us; but
dey stold horses, mules, cow§ and supplies. WWhen freedom come, we
left the place, 'cause marse Johnson and some his folks went to Iiis-
sissippi. Whe hiréd out to Kirk Richardsrnearby.

"Dé Ku Klux was not a bother. Dey Jjus marched sometimes at
nizht, wid long white sheets over dem and all over de horses. Derec
heads were covered with small noles for eyes, nose and mouth, and
had long white ears like a horses ears.

"I think Abe Linceln was a fine man, and Jeff Davis was good

too. Slaver . did good to niggef, made him careful and know how to

work."

SOURCE: Maxry Johnson (85), Newberry, S.C« Interviéwer: G.L. Summer,
Newberry, S.C. (5/19/37)
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STORIES FROM EX-SLAVES

"I live in town in a little two-room house wid some of my

grandchilluns. We rent de house. I am too old to work, but do what‘

I can. | .

"I was de slave or John Johnson. His wife was Miss Polly.
Dey was good to de slaves, and I had no trouble. iy mother was Eliza
Johnson and my pa was Daniel Johnson. Dey .was bothlglaves to Marse
'John Johnson. Ly ﬁother.was from éeorgia. e always ;ived in de yard
behind de house in a small one-roou cabid, a pretty good place to
live, I reckﬁn. | |

"fe didn't git no'money fer our work. We got someﬁhing to
eat, but th much dlothes_to.wear. We'wofkgd hard dem days; got»dp -
at sun-up and’workéd.all<day t111 sun-down or aé.long:aé ﬁevcould i:
see. We didn't"git mgch—time.off, tcept ma}be a day at:ChriStmas.-
“ !No,-de_white folks di&d't leain-us.fo_read_and,writé. ﬁe
had no School-a§d>no dhuréh in_slayery tiﬁe, but some of de,niggefs
was made to go fo de white folks' church and sif_}n de back sea$.

”Yeél,de Yankees was bad, Dey burn't everything in deir way,

~and stole cattle; but dey didn't come near our place."

Souréeé‘ Mafy Johnson (85), Newberry, S.C. :
, - Interviewer: G.L. Summer, Newberry, S.C. (9/30/37)
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MIEMY JOHNSON
EX-SLAVE 82 YEARS OLD.

Miemy Johnson has no p@rtioulo.r Place of abodes She is a transient among
her children, kin people, end friendse In whatever home she may be temporarily
an occupant, she does the cooking and family washinge

"I knowed when dat bunty rooster hopped in de door, fiap Pis wings and
crowed, dis mornin', dat us gonna have compeny todaye I told Sem s0 befo' he
left heres Him laugh and say: ‘'Ma dat bunty rooster is a big liar sometimes
Meybe him just wanne recommend hisself to you end beat de pig to de slop bucket
det you ain't carried out to de pen yet.' I's sure glad dat you‘come, for it'1l
show Sam dat dat chicken never told a lies

"Set down dere and let me fetbh you a plate of boil pearmuts, which I just
is set off de fire. You lek them? Glead you do, honeye Most white folks love
then dat way, *'stead of parchede How you been? You sure is growed since de
last day I clap my eyes on you. How's I been? Poorly. I's just a waitin' for
de chariot to carry me homel .

"Well, us done cut down de underbrush, now let us git into de new grounde
You just wanna talk 'bout me and what happen to me ell 'long de last eighty
years?  Dat's some big field to Ago overe:

"My pappy wes name Henrye My memny name Ceilye They both b'long to old
lierse Johmnie Mobley,but my pappy's pappy b'long to de Johnson's; they's big
white folks on de Ca.i%awba River side of de countye They sold deir plantation
and some of de slaves, to old marster and his daughter, Miss Nancye She was de

- Widow Thompson befo' her marry dat Kentuoky hoss drover, Marse Jim Jonese
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"Freedom come. My pappy ‘membered de Johnson's end took det for his namee
I never been able to git 'way from det nemee I marry little Phil Johnsone My
brudder wes Adeam Johnson and my sister was Easters Her marry Allan Foster.

" My husband eand me live in de old Mobley quarter, three miles southwest
of Woodwerd and just 'bout a quarter of a& mile from where you settin' dere a
writin' right nowe Long as him live, him was de carriage driver for de Mobleyse
e 'tend Fellowship Churche. 41l de Mobleys done dead or moved 'waye Dere is
nothin® left to tell de tale but dat cemetery you passed, comin' *long down here
and de ghosts dat shiver 'round dere in de nighttimee Whenever it snow, them
ghosts have been seen travelin' down de road and up de avemue to Cedar Shadese
You know dat's 'bout a quarter of a mile farther down de road from where Marse
Johnnie's brudder, James Mobley, livede Fine 0ld house dere yet, but just col=
ored folks live in it.

"Our chillun was Roxenne, Malinda, Ben, Mery, Waddell, Queen Elizsbeth,

Ruseell, Pearly, Thomasine, Helen, Alverte, Maggie, Mary Jane, Willie, Sam end

- Roye .Hnd de easiest birth pains when, to my big surprise, de twins, Sam and Roy

comes Dat been forty years ago last Julye I 'members well, dat de twins was
born on e Wednesday end I walk to Red Hill Church de very nex' Sunday. Revs
Richard Cook wes de preacher. Him didn't see me a settin' in de church and he
prey for me by name, as bein' in de perilsrof childbirthe And bless God, me
right dere in dat church a goin' 'long wid de rest of them a singin': ‘Amazin'
Gra.oe How Sweet Me Sound Dat Saved A Wretch Lak Me'e I was a proud wretch dat
day as sure's you bornd

"Does I 'member anything 'bout de earthquake? Jesus my Lord, yesl Us
wes holdin' a revival meetin' in Red Hill dat nightl It was a moonlight Tuesday

nights Brother Stevenson and Brother Moore wes a helpin' Brother Richard Cook
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carry on de meeti;i'. It was de last day of August, in '86. Brother Moore had
preached, de choir had sung a hymn, and Brother Stevenson was in de middle of a
prayere Him said sumpin' 'bout de devil goin' 'round lak a roarin' lion a seek=-
in' folks for to devoure Then de roarin® was heard. De church commence to crack
and shake and rocke Then all de folks holler: 'Oh Lordy.' They run out dat
church and some took up de big road to de depot at Woodwarde Some fell down in
de moonlight end ory and praye Brother Cook say de Bible sayst ‘Bow down, or
kneel or fall on your face befo' de Lord'e Then he say: 'Let us all fall on
our faces dis time.! Us did and each one of them preachers praye !'Bout time
they git through, us see a rider on a milk white hoss & gallopin'® up to de church
wid de white mane and tail of dat hoss & wavin' and shinin' in de moonlighte De
people went wild' wid fear and scream at de top of deir voices; 'It's de white
hogs wid his rider of de book of Revelations goin' forth, conquerin' and to con=-
queres' They bust forth in dat mighty spiritual 'Oh Run Here, Believer, Run Here,
Oh Sinner Your House On Firel Oh Sinner Your House On Firel! They run and sur-
round de white hoes and his rider and what you reckon? Us find out it was just
Marse Ed Woodward om his white hoss, John, comin' back from courtin' my young
mistress, Tillie Mobley, dat him marry de nex' Christmase

"Merse Ed got down off dat hoss when us bég him to stay wid use It's a
pow'ful comfort to have a brave white man *'round at sich a time 'mongst a passle
of terrified niggers, I tells youl And to think Marse Ed done dead.

"You goin' now? You ain't eat all your peanutse Put them in your pocket
and eat them on de way to de Boroe Goodbye I 'spect I'll git to glory befo!
you doess If I does, I'll be dere & waitin' wid e glad hand and a glad voice

to welcome you to de everlastin' home."
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"I was born on the Gilliam place, I reckon
ebout 1854 My father died when I was little; I don't remember
hime. My mother was Lucy Gilliam who belonged to Reuben Gilliam.
Reuben Gilliam was a big férmer end slave-owner. He.was good to
de nigger chaps but whipped de big ones evéry day or two. I was
too little to learn to read and write, but dey never learned any
slaved to do dat. Dey never paid us any money wages, just give
us eats and & place to sleep, and a little clothes. I worked
in de field when I got bigger; ‘Never had school in de place,
and never had a church, eifher.»

"Us chiidren played lots of games; like
rolly=hole. There are two holes and you t}& to roll & ball in
one hole. The white folks had corn-shuckings, lots of them, as
they raised»lots of corn on de farms. Dey had cotton pickings,
too,'and carding and spinning beeg, quilting bees.s I used to
feed de shippers when wamen folks spin de yarn, when I was a
small boye Wé;raised plenty corn, cotton, and other things. We
had a big garden, too.

"When freedom come all of us left and went
off. I went back to get something to eat. I married Mattie
Kinard who belonged to old Maj. John Kimard. We hed nine
childrene

"I *'member de red shirts when dey come
through our place. I 1ike;it better now dan in slavery times."

SOURCE: Tom Johnson (83), Newberry, S.C.; interviewed by G. Leland
Surmer, Newberry, S. Ce
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Stories From Ex-Slaves

Dick has an upward stare all the time, and holds his
head as 1f he were always looking up into the sky, consequent-
ly hé has won the sobriguet, 'Look-Up:'.

®"Everybody dat knows me knows dat I was born on de Jim
Gist plantation, and it used to Jjine Mr; Winsuwith's and de
Glenn Peak plantations. Mr. Winsmith was a doctor. Marse Jim
sho was a good man to his darkies.

"My father was named Ned Jones and he belonged to Marse
Berry Jones, Hié plantation was across de forest, next to
West Springs. hiother was Lucy Yist, belonging to Marse Jim.

Iy parents had de following chilluns: isther, Bella, Ephriam,
Griggs, John, Penfield, me and #ichard. Dey married and so
we wés all Jores.

"De slaves in de Gist Quarter lived well. All nigger
chilluns in dat quarter had very small tasks until dey was
seventeen or eighteen years old. De Quarter had nine houses.
Dere was seventeen hundred acres in our plantation; or dat is,
de part>where we lived and worked. We lived .in one-room log
- cabins dat had to be well kept &ll of de time. |

"a11 de chilluns in de Quarter was well fed, clothed,
housed and doctored until dey was strong and well developed
younguns; Den dey was give tasks and learnt to do what de

master and de mistress8 thought dey would do well at.
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"In de houses we had comfortable home-made beds and
chairs. We had nice tables and plenty to eat. Our clothes
was kept mended by a seamstress, and dese things was looked
after by one of de mammies on de plantation dat was too old
to work.

"iAh yes, well does I 'member my Granny from Africa, and
straight from dere, too; Judith Gist, dey named her. Dat ole
lady could not work when she died, fer she was ; hundred and gf&
ten years old. Dey had in de paper dat I was, 125‘ It vlves me -ﬁ:
notice to say dat I is de oldest man in Union Lounty. Can't
‘member any of my grandfathers. Millie Gist was my mother, and
aunt Judith was her mother. ’

"Granny Judith said dat in Af?ica dey had very few
pretty things, and dat dey,had no red colors in cloth, in
fact, dey had no cloth at all. Some strangers wid pale faces
come one day and drapped a small piece of red flannel down on
de ground. 4ll de black folks grabbed fer it. Den a larger
piece was drapped a little ifurther on, and on until de river
was reached. Den a large piece was drapped in de river and

- on de other side., Dey was led on, each one trying to git a
‘plece as it was drapped. Finally, when de ship was reached,
dey drapped large pieces on de plank and up into de ship 'till
dey got as many blacks on board as dey'wanted. Den de gate
was chained up and dey could no* get back. Dat is de way
Granny Judith say dey got her to America. 0f course she did

not even know dat de pileces was red flannel, or dat she was

being enticed away. Dey just drapped red flannel to dem like

us draps corn to chickens to git dem on de roost at night.
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"When dey zot on board de ship dey were tied until de
ship got to sea; den dey was let loose to walk about 'cause
dey couldn't jump overboard. On de ship dey had méﬁy strange
things to eat, and dey liked dat. Dey was give enough red
flannel to wrap around demselves. She liked it on de boat.
Granny Judith born Killie, and }illie born me. No, I ain't
never had no desire to go to Africa, kaise I gwiﬁe to stay
whar I is.

"Uncle Tom come 'long wid Granny Judith, Two women-
fodks come wid dem, aunt Chany and Daphne. Aunt Chany and

;ﬁunt Ugphne was bought by de Frees dat had a plantation near
Jonesville. Uncle Tom and 'Granny' was bought by larse Jim
Gist, but dere marsters allus 'lowed dem to visit oﬁ July 4th
and “hristmas. When dey talk, nobody didn't know what dey
was talking about. My granny never could speak good like I
can. She talk half African, and all African when she git
bothered. No, I can't talk no African.

"After I was seventeen I did a8ll kinds of hoeing and
plowing and other farm work fer my marster. He said dat by
dis time, his little niggers' bones had done got hard enough
fer dem to work, We had a 'driver!', a older person, dat showed
us how to do everything right. llarse never let him over-work
or hurry us. We liked him --'Uncle July Gist', we called him
and dat was his real name, too. His wife, ﬁknty Sara, was good

to us; dey both buried at Woodson's Chapel Baptist Church.
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"Fer my first task I had £ of an acre in taters,
tbacca and watermelons de. first year. Some of de boys had
tpinders, cantleupes and matises (towmatoes) in dere task of

—_—
a & acre.

"De next year, we made corn and sold it to our master
fer whatever he give us fer it. 4All de use we had fer money
was to buy fish hooks, barlows, julce harps and marbles. Boys
did not use fbacca den until dey got twenty-one or over, lMarse
allus carried a roll of money as big as my arm. He would come
to de guarter on Christmas, July 4th and Thanksgiving, and get
up on a stump and call all the chilluns out. Den he would
throw money to ‘'em. De chilluns git dimes, nickles, quarters,
half-dollars and dollars. At Christmas he would throw ten
dollar bills. De parents would take de five and ten dollar
bills in charge,‘but itarse made de let de chilluns keep de
small change. I bell you, I ain't nevér seed so much money
since my marster been gone. He buriec at Fairforest Presby-
terian Cemetery as white folks calls it, but we calls it
Cedar Grove.

"Then he died, he had sixteen plantations, you can
see dat at de courthouse in Union. All his darkies went in
a8 drove of wagons to his burying. He was killed by dem Yan-
kees in Virginny. Uncle Wylie Smith, his bodyguard, come
back wid his body and told us dat ilarse was kilt by a Yankee.
Marse Jim was a sentinel, and dat Yankee shot him in his nose,
but strange to say, it never tore his face up none. Miss Sara

buried him in his unifqrm and she wrapped a Confederate flag

over de top of de coffin.
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Uncle Wylie put Master's watch around Miss Sara's neck like he
had done told him to do when he got home. Miss Sara cried and
us cried, too. Jim never married and dat's why Miss Sara to do
everything, kaise she was his sister what lived wid him.

"Mr., I run on Broad River fer over 24 years as boatman,
carrying Marse Jim's cotton to Columbia fer him. Us had de ex-
citement on dem trips. Lots times water was deeper dan a tree
is high. Sometimes I was throwed and fell in de ‘water. I risei
up every time, though, and float and swim back to de‘boat and
git on again, If de Weather be hot, I never think of changing
no clothes, but just keep on what I got wet. Five niggers'
allus went on liarse's boat. One man steer de boat and of course
he was de steerman, and dat what he went by. I réﬁollects two
steermans, Bradley Kennedy and Andy McCluny. Charlie Gilliam
was de second»steerman, by dat I means dat he de young nigger
~ dat Bradley and Andy hed to break in. | '

"Somet imes Marster have three flat boats a-gwine down
at one time, and I has recollections of as many as five a-gwine
from our plantation; dat was not so often, though. Us had long
,-poles to steer de boats wid; den dere was some paddles, and
some of de niggers was called privates dat handled de cotton
and used de paddles when dey had to be used. ¥You knows dat
batteaus was what dey always used de paddles wid. Privates did
de shoving and other heavy work. De seconds and de privates
allus shoved wid de poles when de water was rough, and de steer-
man give orders. I was allus a boatman.

"Charlie Gllliam acted as boatman, some; and den de

other béatmen was: Bill Hughes,-Warren Worthy, Green Stokes
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and John Glenn. Dey made de po;es to suit de job. Some of de
poles wzs longer dan others was. Some of dem was broad and flat
at de end; others was blunt and others weas made sharp. ®hen de
Broad River rose, sometimes de waves got higher dan my house
dar. Den it was a real job to handle one of Marse's boats.
Pact is, it was five men's jobs. Wid water a-roaring and a-
foaming and a-gwine round you like a mad tiger a-blowing his
breath, so dat you was feer'd (scared) dat all ;our marsteré
cotton gwine to be spilt, you had to be up and a-doing some-
thing real fast. Sometimes dat river take your boat round and
round like a merry-go-round, 'til you git so swimmy-headed dat
you have to puke up all de victuals dat you done eat. Den it
swing from dat whirl into a swift stream dat take you a mile
a minute, yes sir, a mile a minute fer I don't know hew fer.

‘"Den you see a tree a-coming right straight to you. if
de boat hit dat tree, you knowed dat you be busted into a
million pieces. You had to git your pqles and somebody had to
let a pole hit dat'tree ahead of de boat. Of course dat”change
de boat's course from de tree and yau went sailing on by. Once
in a freshet us raced twenty-five miles in twenty-five minutes.
Marse Jim was wid us dat time, and he tole us so by his watch.
De water a-jumping real high and dat boat a-jumping still
wusser made me 80 skeer't dat I Jjust shéke in my knees and all
de way up and down my legs.

"On dis trip we had went plumb up in North Carolina. Us
never had been dat fer up befo'. I ain't never seed Nofth car-

X
olina befo'; neither is I seed 1t since. Broad River was real
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narrow when we went up and she look like a lamb; but when we
come down it had done and tuck and rained and dem banks was
vanished ... but dat water sho did rare up dar to git back in
its regular channel. De rocks up dar was mo! scarfy looking
dat dey is whar it run through Union to Columbia. Dat night
we run into a nine-mile shoal. Couldn't none de niggers keep
dat boat off'n dat shoal it wzs so powerful ... dat is, de
water just tuck dat boat plumb smack out'n our hRands. But it
throwed our boat in shallow water and of course dat made it
drag. Good dat it never drug over no sharp rocks -- and dey
was setting all around us -- but it happened dat it hit sand.
Wle camped dar fer de night. By morning we had done go a
quarter mile from de channel.

"When we et (ate), we worked de boat out into de main
channel again. Den we staked her to a tree and tuck a look
around befo' we started down stream fer Union; dat seemed fer
off right den. Finally de master boatman give de order, "Shove
off,boys!' We shoved and we fell into a clear open channel and
our boat went a-skeeting down stream. We never had to hit a
lick, but she went so fast dat we was all skeer'¢c to take a
long breath., Finally lMarster said, 'Boys, see dem willow trees
down yonder; well, steer her to run over dem so dat she will
slack her speed.?® Us did, but it never deadened our speed a

mife, dat us could see. iarster shake his head and 'low, 'Bound

fer hell, maybe, boys'.
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*Got to Cherokee Falls, wid water so high couldn't tell
no falls dar. iarster say, 'Lay her to de right, we can't wreck
dis boat widout putting up a honest mants fight.' Den he say,
tIf us does, us'll sho go to hell.,' We tried to swing her by
grabbing to a big willow, and we broke a lot of limbs in trying,
but we did swing her and she run a 100 yards widout steering,
and de boat landed on é little mountain of land, arse 'low,
"pin't never seed sech a ocean of water since I was eighteen
years old, damn if I have.' He look at me ané say, 'Don't know
whether Dick scared or'not, but he sho is a bréve man,' I was
a-setting my feets on land den, and I look at him.and tlow,
'No sir, I ain't skeer't, why I could come over dat little
place in my bateau.' Truth is, dat I was so skeer't dat I
wasn't skeert. We lay over a day and a half. De water had done
recézéed back some, and we come 27 miles down to Lockhartr
Shoals in dat one day. De water was still so high dat we run
over de shoals widout a tremor. Come sailing on down to Fish
Dam and went over de' f'ish Dam and never knowed dat it was dar.
Den we landed at de road wid everybody safe but still scar't,

"Dar was two Charlie Gilmores ... one was kil't right
below Fish Dam. He was hit in de head by a private; When de
private was cutting de boat, “harlie got in de way of de pole
and it hit him ih one of his temples and he fell over in de
water dead. When dey got him, wasn't narry drap of water in
his lungs, dat's how-come us knowed dat he was kil't straight

out. Some says dat he was hit in de y'er (ear), but anyway
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it was on a tender spot and de lick sho done him up. Nothing
wasn't done to de private, kaise it was all accidental and
rlarse and everybody felt sorry fer him.

"0n river trips, we took rations sech as meat, bread
and cabbage, and us cotch all de fish dat we wanted and had

coffee. We each took day in and day out to cook, dat is, all

dem dat could half-way cook did dat." ' T
| e F >
s
Source: Richard Jones (Dick Look-up) age[g._ County Home,
Union, S.C. ~
Interviewed by: Caldwell Sims, Union\ S.C. (7/9/37)
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STORIES FROM EX-SLAVES

"Yes sir, I drinks Jjes' a leetle 1likker, and I drinks
it --- I don't let it drink me., One call fer another. Dar it
goes 'till you be's drunk., I is 97 years old and I ain't never
been drunk in my life. No sir-ee, nobody ain't never saw me
drunk, It sho drink some of 'em though. |

"Heep o' stars fell when I ﬁas young. Dey fell regular
fer a minute er so. I laid down fer a nap and de niggers woke
me up a hollering. Ev'y darky was scared, but it sho was a
pretty sight.

"T 'members de earthquake, too. De earth shake and
tremble so hard dat some loose bricks fell out my chimney and
de pitcher fell off de winder-sill down on de flo'. I was
'bout 50 years old den, if I ‘'members correct. Dat come 'long
in 1886.

*T also 'members Gen. Wade Hampton. When I was a build-
ing up de breastworks to keep de Yankees from shooting us. Dem
was scary times, but de Ku Klux days was scary times de most.

"My young marster, Dr., Johnny Hill, used to have me
drive him to Padgett's Creek Church. Sometime us go to de
Quaker church, den agin, us go to church over in Goshen Hill.

"9Bout fus' thing my white folks had me a-doing, was
gWwine fer de papers up to de sto' at Sardis. I would git a lot

o' letters, fer in dem gays, de white folks rit letters to one
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another mo' dan dey does now, I guess dese days de mos' writing
dat is done is business writing. At de Sardis sto' dey used to
give big barbecues. Dem days barbecues was de mos' source of
amusement fer ev'ybody, all de white folks and de darkies de
whole day long. All de fiddlers from evtywhars come to Sardis
and fiddle fer de dances at de barbecues. Dey had a platform
built not fer from de barbecue table to dance on. iny darky dat
could cut de buck and de pigeon wing was called up ‘to de plat-
form to perform fer ev'ybody.

"Night befo! dem barbecues, I used to stay up all
night a-cooking and basting de nmeats wid barbecue sass (sauce).
It made of vinegar, black and red pepper, salt,‘butter, a little
sage, coriander, baSil, onion, and garlic. Some folks &rop a
little sugar in it. On a long pronged stick I wraps a soft rag
or cotton fer a swab, and all de night long I swabs dat meat
1till it drip into de fire. Dem drippings change de smoke into
seasoned fumes dat smoke de meat. We turn de meat over and
swab it dat way all night long *'till it ooze seasoning and bake
all through.

"Lawyer KicKissick and Lawyer A;W. Thompson come out
and make speeches at dem barbecues. Both was young men den,

Dey dead now, I living. I is 97 and still gwine good. Dey
looked at my tkarpets' (pit stakes). On dem I had whole goats,
Wholé hogs, sheep and de side of a cow. Dem lawyers liked to |
watch me 'nint' dat meat. Dey lowed I had a turn fer ninting

it (annointing it)."

Source: Wesley Jones, Rt.2, Union, S.C.
Interviewer: Caldwell Sims, Union, S.£. (5/16/37)
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FOLK LORE: FOLK TALES (negro)

"Aunt" Sallie (80 yrs. old; and "Uncle" Robert live with thneir
srandson. A daughter lives nearby. They like to tell of tne d=ys
when they were children:

"Iand o' de libbin, my maw, she wuz one o' de Hug“hes and
Giles niggers. She used to lob to set down by de fire an' &ell us
sounzuns 'bout de times what de had down datr on de big ribuver.
{("road River). Qur plantation, she used to say, wuz dé one what de
white folks called Wt. Drury. But when maw wuz rael young, jus big
ehough to wait on de fine white ladies, she wuz put on de "block",
you nos what dat wuz, and sold to larse "Vatt" Wallace. ilarse Matt
took it into his haed dat he wuz a gwine to a place what dey calls
Arkansas. His white folks, specially his wife's, dem wuz de iengs,
dey riz up an put forth misghty powferul objections. Fer a long
time he wuz Jjus onsettled in he mind bout zactly what he really wuz
2 gwine to do. |

"ﬁgéfshto me like my maw lowed dat he sorter kept his ine
tentions secret when he had rightly make up he m@nd bout de whole
business. in dem days, dere wo'nt no trains like dare is now. Ever-
body had to ride in waggons, and de white ladies, dey a.lus rid in
fine carriages. De chilluns, dey rid wid de wimmen folks. Qur Mars-
ter, he rid high steppin' horse, cept on de Sabbath, when he rid
wid de missus to meetin' house out on de creek. (Brown's (Creek).

ranywhow, one cold mornin' not long fore Christmas and jus
atter Thanksgivin' us sot out fore day, or dat is, my maw and pa

did, kaise I wus not born till we got to Mississippi River,
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Dar wuz fo' in de white folks carriage -- I is heered Maw tell it
a thousand times, voer and over -- In de darriage dar wuz Missus;
and de fo! chilluns, Jeanette, Clough, Winter and Ida., Marse Matt,
he rid de horse right by de side o' de darriage. Paw -- de call
~ him '0bie', he driv a waggin wid all de little nigger chaps in it
dat wuz too little to walk. De big nig:er boys and gals dat wuz &}
strong, dey walked. De roads wuz jus narrow little trails wide enough
fer de carriage and de waggin to git through de lims o' de trees.
Dey wpuld hit you in de face iffin you didn't duck ‘em, so maw
-allus lowed. Dey had pack mules dat fetched along de supplies, fer
dey had_to spen' de night in de tﬁick woods what nebber had been
cut. All kinds er varmints used to git étter dem and maw lowed dat
dey wuz scared when dey sot camp, and she used to trembLe mo' den
she slep. Wﬁen she did sleep, she lowed}dat éhe drempt de awful
varmints wuz a gittin{ atter her. De miSsus, she wugz SCafed at
night too. liarse Métt, he lowed he warn't one bit scared, but maw
sat dat lilssus say he jump powerful in hé sleep sometimes.

"Marse Matt had done sot a task of so mggg’miles fer dem to
travel from sun-up to sundown, but maw léwed.dat dey nebber did
hardly git dat fer. De pack mules would git short winded, and some-
time de cafriage horseé, dey would git lame;-or one o' de waggin
wheels would take and bread; or it wuz allus some bad luck er foll- jj
erin atter dem. Den Marse Matt, he lowed dat he didn't believe in
no travelin' siggs, and cause o' dat, maw lowed dat dey had de
worsest kind o' luck. Dat is de reason dat de tpaln did not git no

further fhan "Promoter" County, Miss. (Mr. Wallace really went to

- Como, Desoto County, Miss., verified by Hrs. J. Clough Wallace).
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It took dém fo' weeks to reach "Promotor"”, Dar dey set up de new
home. Maw lcwed dat dey wuz called tender feeted poineers by dem

what had got dar ahead of dem. Peers like maw lowed dat dey stayed

dar five year. Anyway de fus year, a lot o' de niggers tuck all man-

ner o' ailiments and dey died. De Missus, she kept full o' cold in
dat lcg house. Dey had had a fine house here, you nos de house what
iiss Roberta Wallace libs in, well, dat wuz de one, cepin it wuz
not as fine as lilss Roberta got it now. Anyway, mg¥ and paw, dey4
didn't like it no better dan missus, qepin dey wuz skeefed»to épeak
dere mindé. Finally, de Liarster, he tuck down sick, and in spite o'
all dat Missus do fer him, maw lowed he kept a growin' worses and
worser till he tuck and died one bad night. missus, "Dandy?‘dek
xafster.ailus called her, had got so broke down wid worry and

sorrow, dat-she wuz nigh to daath's'dboi,Vherself, when de Marster

 died, maw said. Fer dat reason, dey kept it from her'fer“two weeks.

Dey:thdﬁght dat she wuz gwine to have de neumonia, like him, but -
~ she started to gittin' well fore she tuck de neumonia. Kaw said dat

dey used all o' de ole nigger remedies on de Hiissus dat dey knowed

and~fer dat reason dey brung her through. Maw 1s told me dem remedies ﬁ

but I g4 so ole now, dat I jus remehbers dem. If Bob wuz at hisself
"he could give;you-some. You céme by hefe some dﬁy'when de mooh is
right and den Bob'li be in his right mind to tell you some o' dem.
"De' Missus, she come back powerful slow, snd it wug mi%
nigh Thanksgiving when she got strong. It wuz so cold dat she used
~to.law how shegwish-fer her paws‘big'warm fire, and de Carolina
» f§uﬂshinQ£>S0<®ae bad‘morning,"she't00k'énd-5bt a letter from her

”&ié&%wﬂeﬁaxedﬁhergfe’féﬁéﬁ‘us all back herevto'Union.
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It had done tuck de letter over three weeks to git to her. Rong
fore de hkiarster had died he had Bib up hope er gwine to Arkansas.
ithen dat letter rive, maw lowed dat de liissus she tuck and started
to cryin'. All dat day she cry and read it over an over. De very
next morning she called up all us, I wuz born den, and maw lowed
dgat I wuz a carrin' a su~ar tit in my mouf and dat I had de cooter
bones round my neck. Course I disremembers all cept dat what I is
been told over and over. When maw and paw went outfdar, dey had one
little chile. He wuz six years ole when dey gotl back here, One had
done tuck and died fore dey lef here. Den me and my cister, we wuz
born in iliss.

"Dat wuz one glad day fer us, kaise Missus lowed dai she
wuz a gwine back to her paw in Union. All de niggers, dey started
to dancing and a hollerin' like dey wuz wile, liaw lowed dat some
folks dat libbed three miles away tuck and come to see us. Some o'
dem calied us slackers, er sometin' kaise we wuz a leavint'; but
others, maw lowed, dat dey wished dey could go as fer as Georgia
wid us. But I is nebber liked Georgia mpgself, Missus gib de orders
fer us to begin packin' and maw said dat de way dem niggers worked
wuz a dyin' sin. De Missus, she sell her mules and other stock,
kaise we wuz a gwine to ride all de way back on de railroad train.
It had Jus bpoke through to Miss. Some o' de ole niggers lowed dat
dey wuz feered to ride on dem things, bein as dey wuz drgwed by fire.
Dey thought de debbil, he wuz a workin' in de inside of dem. law
low8d dat if de Missus wuz not feered she would not Be. e Missus
was feered bout dem dat wui not gwine to ride on de train, but
when she lowed dat de{.could jus.stay in Miss. lMaw said dat dey

nebber did hear no mo! bout dem bein feered o! de train.
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miaw and paw allus tole me bout de things what I did on
de train. I wuz so young dat I jus remembers anything about dat.
she lowed dat she tuck de cooter bones frommy neck fore we start-
ed to de train., Maw low&d dat when de train come up,dey wuz so
scairt da%t we did not want to git on till she did. All de niggers
wuz looked up to when dey zot back here, maw lowed, kaise no nig-
gers in Union had ebber rid on de train ceptin dem gat hed rid fer
as Alston, and dep wuz so few dat you could count dém on your hand.

*Missus 'Dandy' come rizht back to her paw's house, He
wuz Mr. Clough Meng. Missus Dandy's little boy, Clousgh, wuz big
enough to go to school when dey got back. It wuz Christmas when dey
2ot to *Promotor' County, and it wuz Christmas when us rive back.

"When my paw, 'Obie' wuz a courtin, a nigger put a spell
on him kaise he was a wantin' my maw t00. De nigger got a conjure
bag and drapped it in de spring whatr my paw drunk water from. He
wuz laid up on a bed o' rheumatiz fer six weeks. Dey all knowed dat
he wuz donjured. He could not even set up when his victuals wuz
fetched to him. So his brdfher knowed who had put de spell on him,
He tuck and went to another old conjure man and axed him to take
dgt spell off'n paw. De conjure man lowed to paw's brother dat a
grapevine growed over de spring, and fer him to go dar and cut a
piece of it six feet long and fetch it to his house at night. When
he tuck it to de conjure man's house, de conjure man, he touk de
vine in a dark place and done somethin to it -~ de Lawd knows what.
Den he tole my paw's brother to take it home and give it to paw. De
man what put de spell on paw, I mean de nigger what had it done, he

come often and set down by paw and ax him what was ailen him.
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pur conjure man, he tole paw dat de nex time de man come an' set
down by his bed, fer him to raise up on his lef elbow and rech
down by his bed z2nd take dat plece o! grapevine and hit de nigger
over de head and face. Den atter he had done dszt, our conjure man
lowed dat paw could den rise up from his bed o' rheumatiz.

"It wont long before de nigger come to visit my paw. iy
paw, he axed him real nice like to have a seat, Hig.maw had done
put a chailr by de bed, so dat he would set down wid his faece toward
paw. Atter he and paw got to talkin, paw reched down an' axed him
to have a look at de grapevine dat he was gwine to smoke fer his
ailment. Dat nigger, he lowed to my paw dat it wuz not a goin to
do his rheumatiz no good. Jus as he lowed dat, paw, he riz up on
his lef shoulder and elbow and wid his right han he let loose and’
come down over dat nigger's face and forehead wid dat grapevine.
Dat nigger, he jump up and run out o' dat house a hollerin' kaise
he knowed dat pmw and done got de spell offin him. My paw got up
de next cay and dey lows dat he nebber did have no mo' rheumatiz."

SOURCE: Sallie Laytcn Keenan (N. 80 yrs. old) 20 Calhoun St.,
Union, S.C. Interviewer: Caldwell Sims. (12/14/36)
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ELLA KELLY, WINNSBORO, S« C.
EX-SLAVE, 81 YEARS OILD.

* Yas sir, I was born a slave of Mre. Tom Rabb, they call him
black Tom Rabb, 'cause dere was two other Tom Rabbs. Marster Tom's hair
was _je_t black and even when he shave, whisker roots so black face *pear
blacke Yas sir, I come to birth on his place two. or tﬁree miles from
Monticello in de country, so I dide They say de year was de year Pres=-
ident Buchanen was presidént; though I dunno nuttin' ‘bout dat.

"My pappy name Henry Woodward, and b'long to old preacher Beelie
Woodwaerd®'s son, Johne But all dis was just what I heard them say *bout it.
My mammy neme Ella. She was de cooke I too little to work in ‘_slgvery time,
'jus'b hang 'rox._mzd kifchen wid mammy, toﬁa water and pick up chips, is all
de work I done I ‘*memberse . '

"Money? Help me Jesusr, No. How could I ever see it? In de kit~
chen I see none, and how I see money any where else, your honor? Nigger
never had noneg I ain®t got eny money now, long time since I see any
money.

"Wha;b did us eat? Dat's somethin' I knows ‘'boute My mammy de
cook for de white folks, wasn't I right dere at her epron strings all de
time? Eat what de white folks eat, all de time, sho' I did! Too little
to *member much whet slavery was like; can't tell nothin® 'bout clothes,
never hed no shoese Us went to church some Sundayse. Funny, them dat had
not been good or done somethin' bad was kept at home by de white over-
seer, and some of them played wid de white chillun. Sorry I can't answer

every questione
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"One story I *member *bout is de pa'tridges and de Saviore My
pappy allowed de reason pa'tridges couldn®t fly over trees was: One day
de Savior was a-riding long on a colt to de Mount of Olive Trees, and de
drove flewed up, make sich a fuss they scared de colt and he run awey wid
hime De merster put a cuss on de pa*tridges for dat, and ever since, they
can*t fly over tree topse You reckon dat so boss? They say fhey never does
fly over trees!

T had a good marster and mistresse When de slaves git sick,
they *tend to them seme as one of their own chillune Doctor cbme'quick.
They set up and fan you and keep de flies offe They wouldn't let de
glaves do di&, 'cause certain times you got to take medicine ‘cordin' to
doctors orders, and a slave might meke a mistekee Oh, they was 'ticular
- 'bout sickness. They has a hard time wid some nigger chillun and dat
ceast' oil bottle, I tell youd

"'One of my young marsters was name Charliee After freedom he
marry one of Colonel Province's daughters and me and my memmy moved and
lived wid them a whilee Then I got married to mb$es Kelly, and went 1o
live and work for a white man 'bove White Ogke His name was Long John
Cemeron, de best white man to work for, but when Sat 'day come and 21l de
hands paid off, he git det red hoss and turn and gallop to Winnsboro and
bring back a pessel of low down white trash wid him to de disturbment of
all de good colored persen on de places

"Yas sir, Klu Klux wes a terror to certain colored persons. I
‘members they come dressed up in white and false faces, passed on to de
Richadson place and whipped somebody one night.

" My husban'® been dead twelve years. I*s got thirteen chillun

énd Minnie is de onliest one livin' wid me in dis house. Her neme Minnie
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Martine Got whole lot of gran® chillun; they cover de earth from Charlotte
to Jacksonville, and from Frisco to Harlem, New York; but never see them,
just three, Franklin, liasie and Marie Martine

" I heard ‘bout Lincolﬁ and Booker T. Washingbtone De President
now in de White House, Mr. Roosevelt, have done more good for de nigger
“in four years than all de other presidents since Lincoln, done in fifty
yearse You say its been seventy-two years? Well,than all de rest in
seventywtwo yeers. Don®t you know dat is so? Yas sir, dats de gospel truth.

w I's @ member of de Baptist Churche Been buried wid my Lord in
beptism and hope for a resurrection wid him in Beulah Iande

" Yesy; de overseer was de poor buckra, he was what you calls dis
poor white trashe You know boss, dese days dere is three kind of people.
Lowest down is a layer of white folks, then in de middle is & layer of
colored folks and on top is der cream, & layer of good white folkse 'Spect
1t '11 be det way 'till Jedgement day.

" I got one boy name Ben Tillman, livin® in dis towne Vhite
folks calls him Blossom, but he don't bloom 'round here wid any money,
though he is on de relief roll by sayin® he got a poor old mammy nigh
a hﬁhdred years old and he have to keep her upe *Spect when I gits my old
age pension my chillum will pay me some li‘btle 'tention, thank Gode Don't

you know they will, sure they willo *
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MARTHA KELLY
Ex-Slave, Age C- ]

330397
A1l I can tell you, I come here de second year of

freedom. OCose I had a lot of trouble en I can' hardly

imagine how long it be dat I de age I is. My mother, she

know my age good, but she been dead for de years come en

gone from here., Ain' much I can remenber to tell you cause

I was small den. No, my mammy didn' tell we chillun nothin.
Didn' have no time to tell we chillun nothin. 8he had to go
out en work in de field in de day en she would be tired when
night come," |

"My mammy white people was name Charlie Law en hie family

en dey lived in Britton's Neck till dey come up here to Marion.
We lived in a rice country down in dat place call Britfoh's
Neck. Ain' you hear talk of it? My mammy en her chillun stay-
ed right dere on 0ld man Law's place till long time after‘dey
‘tell dem dey was free to leave dere. Stayed to de nigger
quarter in my mammy house cause we was learn to be field hands,
(Harold, I told you hold off me cause I don' feel like you
layin on me dis mornin.) (Harold - small grandson). Didn' know
bout nothin much to eat in dat day en time, but bread en meat
eén rice en all such as dat. Oh, de peoples in dat country
- made plenty rice. Dey would plant it oﬁ dis here black lookin
dirt en when dey would see dat it was right ripe, dey would cut

it en thrash it out., Den dey would have one of dem pestle en
mortar to beat it wid. My blessed, child, dat been turn out
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de nicest kind of rice. No,mam, don' see no such rice dese
days dat beenlgat like dat rice eat,!

"I recollects I used to be right much of a hand to pull
fodder en pick cotton en all such like“dét_cause all my work
was in de field mostly till I got to de place dat I couldn!
work no longer. You see, when I was married, I moved out
dere on Dr. Miles' place over next Pee Dee en bout all my
days was spent in de country,' Lived out dere on DBr. Miles!
place till I come here to town to live bout seven or eight
years ago. You is hear talk of Dr. Miles, ain! you? I used
to do what you might say a right good size washin, but I ain!
able to get bout to do nothin dese days much. dJust washes
out a piece or two like a apron every now en den."

"Some of de peoples used %o sing dere, but I wouldn' never
bear ﬁuch along dat line. Didn' have no voice much to sing.

Is you got dis one?

'Lord, I wonder,

Lord, I wonder, (Repeat
- Lord, I wonder, - Times)

When de lighthouse

Gwine shine on me,"

"Dat all dere be to dat one. I don' know whe! if I
could remember dat other one or no. Seem like it go somethin

like dis:
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'Oh, didn' it rain?

It rain 40 days,

En it rain 40 nights,

It ain' never stop a droppin yet,

En I heard de angel in de mornin sing,
Oh, didn' it rain?

But down by de graveyard,

Me en my Lord gwine stand en talk.

Up on de mountain fire en smoke,

I wouldn' be so busy bout de fire en smoke.
I heard de angel in de mornih sing,

Oh, didn! 1t rain?

Oh, didn!' it rain?

It rain 40 days,

En it rain 40 nights,

Widout still a droppin yet,

I heard de voice of de angel in de mornin sing,

Oh, didn' it rain?

- Oh, didnt' it rain?

pown by de graveyard,

Me en my Lord gwine stand en talk.
Chillun, my good Lord,

I heard de voice of de moanin angel,

Oh, didn! it rain?
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Oh, didn' it rain?

It rain 40 days,

En it rain 40 nights,

Widout still a droppin yet,

En Ivheard de voice of de angel in de mornin,

Oh, didn' it rain?t®

"§ell, dere ain' been so quch dat I remember dat happen
when I come along but what been happen in a way dis day en
time. Oose dere been a difference cause de people ain' used
to live fast like dey do dese days. Dere been de shake dat
come here in '86 dat I ain' never see de like since en ain!
want to see nothin like dat no more neither. I remember it
come here on a night €én when I get in bed dat night, I ain?
been expectin nothin had been de matter. Den dere somethin
been roﬁse me up en all de dishes was & rattlin . When I get
up en go out in de yard, de house en all de elements was &a
rockin, Yes,mam, I was scared. Didn' know what was de matter.,
Thought it was de Jedgment comin when I wake ﬁp en hear all de
people round bout dere screamin en a hollerin, Jedgmentd Oh,
Jedgment! Say dem what ain' right better get right. I tell
de people dat dere won' no need to run to de church den cause
we wasg all gwine be destroyed dere together. OChild, I give
myself up den en I get just as happy as I could be."

WOh, dey had slavery time doctors to tend de people when
dey was sick in dat day en time. Yes,mam, had dey plantation
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doctor right dere dat would go from one plantation to de

other en doctor dem what was ailin. De doctor would come

dere to my white folks plantation en tell my grandmother what
to feed dem on en she would give dem de remedy dey tell her.
Dey would use all kind of different herbs in dat day en time
dat dey would get out de old fields en de woods for dey cures.
Honey, dey was good too en dey good ye;. I couldn! tell you
half de herbs dey use, but I recollects dere was bone_set dat
was good for fever, sage for de baby, pennyroyal dat was good
for girls dat catoh cold, mint for siék stomach, catnip to hope
a cold, horehound to strike a fever en dat bout all I recollect,
No,manm, I can'! remember half de herbs dere was in de field, but
I know we got some of dat sage growin dere in de garden now," |

"I hear talk of dem Yankees plenty times, but I don'! know

~ much to speak bout dem. Oouldn' tell de first word bout dem.

I dis kind of person, I don! pay much mind to nothin like dat.
Dey was white people, I think,"

"Seeme like it was better livin long time ago den dere be
now. Seens like times so tight dese days. Reckon it cause I
ain! ableAtovwork, but dey tell me de people don'! get nothin
much to speak bout for dey work dis day en time, Seems like
I got along good when I was able to whip round en bout.*

"I hear de people say dere such a thing as ghost, but I
don' know en I ain'! de kind to epeak bout de devil business.
I hear talk dey could be welkin right along wid you en dere

some people could see dem en den dere others could look wid
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all de eyes dey got en couldn!'! see dem. No, I ain! never

see dem, I has seen people wear one of deée dime round

dey ankle, but I never didn' ax dem nothin bout what dey
wear it for cause some people is curious en dont like for
you to be axin dem bout things. I did always keep oui of
fues en I still keepin out it. Never did bother none wid it.
When I see anybody fussin, I shuns dem. My mammy didn' raise
me to do date." | |

Source: Martha Kell&,_Marion, S.0. ( age between 70 and 75)
(Colored.)

Personal interview by Annie Ruth Davis, Oct., 1937.
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{fkeﬁeg)
- STORIES FROM EX-SIAVES

*T live in & rented house wid my-daughter'who takes care
of me. I was born in de Santuc sectipn. My pa and ma was Richard
Dawkins «nd Mzrtha Shelton Dewkins, I think dey lived wid de
Hendersons in de Maybintmn section near Brocd River, but dey lived
wid Marse Bill Jeter near Santuc when I was born. My husbzond was
Ike Kelley, he been dead good msny yeaf;;

Mnrse whipped me«ongé or twiée. e had to Work in de cot-
toh fields, and I have split rails and ditched like meﬁ, $00.

"ie had home-rnised meat, lots of hogs and cgttle. Marse
had a big garden and ve zot -lots of vezetables, Marse fed slaves
in a trougﬁ in de yard. He had his own.smokehouse whar helcured

his meat., His flour we aground in de nel shborhood. Sometimes he
give a slaverfam ly a small wtch to plant Vﬂtermelons int>

"Ye wore heavy brozgans wid brass toes. Sometlmes Varse
would make his own lesther and have shoes made in-de neigshberhood

and dese would have wooden bottoms. He never let us lesrn to read
and write. Hé-never alloved us to gp‘from one place'to anqtﬁer
unless it was on his piace;VDe patrollers wou;d‘git-us if we didhtt
'have a pass; even if we Qent fo churcn Wid white folks we had to
have a pass. Niggers didn'twhave'no church $ill atter de wa ; den
dey built brush arbors in de woods. |

"I married at my_ house “We 1s Baptists, and I used %0 g0 _

Y and see dem baptize sinners,

T ?Wenused to go home at night when de work was over and go
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to bed agd rest. We worked all day on Saturéays, bﬁt never worked
on Sundays. On-Christmas Days we had off, and Marse would give us
good things to eat and some wiiskey to drink.

"My mother worked around de house in slavéry time. She
helped cook, clean up znd wash dishes, and sometimes she wbgld
card, spin znd weave, |

"Dey used to make z yellowish dye from mud, a grayish dye
from maple tree bark and a brownish dye from wzlnut tree bzark. We
éllus planted by de signs or de scales.”Irish potatoes, turhips
and sweet potsatoes we Qlapted in de dark of de moon; while beans
ﬁas planted in de sign of de craw-fish.

"I remcmber when de Yankees come»throﬁgh atter de war} Dey

stole everything and burned up everything dey couldn't steal. De

Ku Xlux was in our section. Dey killed lots of niggers arovnd dar.

*T dont't remember znything about'&braham'Lincoln'nor -
- Jefferson Davis, only hezrd about dem. I don't knoﬁ much about

Booker Washington, either.” -

Source: Mary Jahe Kelley (N, 85), Newberry, S.C,' _
Interviewer: G.L. Summer, Newberry, S.C. 11/10/27.

s_»e & 90
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EX=~SIAVE STORY

( UNCLE GABE LANCE - BORN AND LIVING ON SANDY ISLAND )

"Great Peace! Missus, have to study up .that!" i

Uncle Gabe had just arrived from Sendy Island at‘ the country post~=cffice,
having rowed over for his month's supply of sugar and coffee and things he can=
not ré.ise. After the five or six mile row he must needs walk three miles to the
office. |

"I could remember when the Yankee boats come to Montarene, =-= gun = boats.
Bout ten o'clock in the morning, Soldier a1l muster out and scﬂatter all over
the islande You know that ceuse-ef-way? Goue over that two by two, gun om
shoulder glisten gainst the sun! Blue=coats, blue pants, hat ell blue. Come
back to landing bout five c'clook. Have hog, geese, duck] Broke in bern. Stole
rations from poor people, My Grandfather the 'Drifer =w= glave Déiver. Name -
Nelson, Maussa === Frank Herriott. Maussa gone in gwamp, .Hid in woods. My
Grandfather teke old Miss Selly === Miss Sally Herriott == count she couldn't
walk with rheunatism w-e Grandfather took old Miss Sally on heAback to hid tem in
the woods where Maussa, Yankee stay but thé:one day, Ravege all dver us island.
All goat, hog, chicken, dfack, geese === all the animal but the cow been take on
the Yankeq gun boat, They broke in Maussa big rice barn and share all that out

to the colored folks,
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EX-SLAVE STORY (UNCIE GABE LANCE - - ) Continued

Some my people run away from Sandy Islant., Go Oaks sea=-shore and
Magnolie Beach and teke row-boat and gone out and join with the Yankee.

>

Dem crowd never didnt't come back,

Any slave run way or didn't done task, put 'em in barn and least cut
they give tem (with lash) been twenty=five to fifty, Si:r;ply cause them week
and ocouldn't done task === couldn't done task] 'Give 'em less rations to
boot! Cut 'em down to

1 qt. molasses
1 1b. meat
1 pke corn for a week
Good Master &1l right, Give plenty to eét. Reasonbble task. Task
| dem time onemfourth to one half acre. Ditching man ten compass. Geot to slush
'eiln outs Got to bail that water out till you kin see track,
All dem rioe-field.been nothing ,but swamp, Slavery people cut kennel
(canal)'a.nd dig ditch and cut down woods wee and d”ig ditch through the raw
woods, All been clear up for plant rice by slavery peéple.
Beat my Pa and Ma to death and turn me loose! Ought to take care 'c mel
I send off my 35 ote fust (first) time, next time twenty-fiwe cents I put
what 11&10 I have in it. Ain't hear no answer, Some ten or fifteen head

round here send off blank and don't get mo hearing Teke what little I have .
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and don*t send me nothing TALL! I tired with that now! Aint had & hearingi®

( Referring to 'old age compensation'),

SOURCE: Uncle Gabe lance, Age 77, Seandy Island, Murrells Inlet, S. C.
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STORY BY EX~-SLAVE

"I don't 'member much 'bout slavery time ‘'cause I been
lee (little) boy when war declare. I raise up under de
Murray - all my generation belong to de Murray. Dey know
how to treat slave. Ain't lick um much, hardly anye. Chill-
un hab easy time, Ail I been require to do was tote coal
to Mosser Wheh he ready fer lighf. Adam Mack and me, we
been de fire boy. DMosser gibfAdam to lMister Eberson, I
ain't gib to nobody —"specially. | | |

"all white people ain't treat slave goode Some make
um wuk haa'd all day, and 'cuss um plentye. De slave who
been live near Steamboat Landing had rough time when dere
0ld Uiss glt in tantrum. She been 'nuse to trabbel all
over de wofid,'and'when she come back, she cell all de slave
together, and say: "When I come, de debbil comel"

"We family ain't had all dat ﬁc'worry 'bout. Behave
yourself and you all right; Plenty to eat, plenty to drink,.
Run 'round and enjoy yourself'if you got uh mind to, Wk
vhen you wuk, élay when yourpiay. Ole Miss 'nuée to 'tend
all’qe»sick.nigger; Go from house to house, wid lee pair of
scale and bottle ram jam pack of calomel. Give lee nigger
big dose of castor. oll, and dey git well quick; mighty quick.

"01d Mosser 'nuse {0 keep all de likker in de world on
hand, Had to keep plenty, 'cause he friend drink lot and
nigger &rink lot tooe He ain't drink so much heself, 9@@

nigger been live on de place call John Fraser, same one I

Q3
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tell you 'bout, dat cut all dem tree downe. John sure been
slicks Vhen losser call fer he fine likker to hand 'round,
John come back and tell him all gone. llosser want to know
whye John make reply: 'Vhy, Mosser you know you hab Mister
Binyard to supper last night and he finish all dat good
stuffe You know how Mr, Birvard drinke. Sometime he drink
vhen your baclk t'un. (turned,) How you !'speck um to last?!?
Ilosser scratch he haid, and say, yes he know how Mr.‘Binyafd
drink, and mebbe dats why de last bottle emptye. He ain't
satlisfy, but he can't prove dat John drink ume

"Moséer 'nuse to keep de whiskey dovm in de cellar by
de barrel, and he draw um off in bottle when he need um and
take um upsteir to de wine room, De nigger dat wuk 'round
de house and de yaa'd, help dem self out de barrel when dey
feel tired, Dlosser 'spect dem to do dat = dey 'title (en-
title) to um. ihiskey been kinder ration in dem daye

"Nigger jest know haa'd time nowe. Ain't been dat way
when I been lee boye You ain't lacking fer nutting den
dat you really need. No tussling 'bout fer yourself amd
knock 'round from piller to poste If we need anything
slavery time we akx (ask) fer um - make we want known. &ny
feelingably white maen who hab slave, gib we what we need.
No puzzling 'tall (at all.) |

"Ain't I tell you 'bout dat time when John Fraser take

overcoat from Mosser right on Meeting street? No. Well,

[
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1t been uh cold day, and Mosser tell John Fraser to meet him
on de corner Meeting and Broad wid de overcoat, ‘cause he
going out dat night and he want 'ume John been wid Abel
Wright, ahd de tﬁo of dem walk dowm de‘street to meet de
Majore. dJohn say to Abel: 'I cold.as de déﬁbil, and I going

to ax Mosser fer he coate' Abel say: !'You crazy. He send

fer um and he sure aip‘t‘going, to gib you he goo& new coat

anyhowe' - John say: 'You walt and seee! A
"Soon Mossé_r come in sight. When ho see John he git

mad right off 'camse John hab on he overcoate /‘gefore he

~ kin say uh wud (word) John,spéak“uﬁ fast, He.say:fYés, Nog=

ser I got on your coat cause it mighty cblﬁ. Got to excuse

old higger. You hab 'nother coat. I ain't got nutting but

dis here jumper, Go on home Mosser and git torrer (the other)

coat, Iﬂgoing to keep dise He jest fit me. Go on home,!
Mosser study fer uh vhile, den he laugh. He see how
keen de coat fit John, and he know it been cold sure 'nough.

John look sekker (just like) dress up monkey in dat long tail
overéoat, and dat make de'Majbr laugh a1l de more. So he tu'n

round end go home, and John hab dat coat till he die,
"01d Mosser scarcely going to deny you nutting, if he
like 'ﬁ)‘llo" |

SOURCE: Interview with Ephrlem Lawrence, sbout 81, farmer,
Eqisto Island, Se Ce
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FOLK TALES like Lawrence belonged to what he oélls "de
Murray state" in slavery timeses He was one of Major William
Meggett Murray's "fire boys", who was charged with the
specific duty of bring 1ive coals to the master whenever he
wanted to light his pipe. Mike was only a‘small lad when
war was declared, but he remembers ﬁnmﬁrous stories relating
to "Mausea's niggers”, some of which ' gre worth recording.
He' speaks from first haﬁd knowledgeﬁhe says, for the things
that he tellé about happened during his childhood and still
stand out clearly in his mind.

H ere 1s one of Mike's stories:
|

"0ld John Drayton was de smaa'test of all de | /1% -

nigger de Maussa place. He wuk so haa'd some time dat Maussa
jest got to stop him, or he killl heself, I nébber see sech
"uh man fer wuk in all my life. Maussa t'ink uh lot ob un,
. 'cause he been uh good fleld hand, beside know lot 'bout
cutting 'ood (wood) and bullding fence, What been more old
John plaey fer all de‘dance on de plantagion. He fair (really)
mek fiddle talk. When Maussa gib uh dance he always'call 'pon
Johne

"Yas, suh dat man sure could play. W'en he
saw down on de fiddle and pull out dat june (tune) "Oh, de
Monkey Marry to de Babboon Sister," he mek paa'son (parson)
dancee

"One day more dan all, Maussa Murray send wud

. (word) to John dat de cow der break out ob de pasture, and he

?
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got to mend de fence quick. But John done promise some nigger
on Fenwick Island to play fer uh dance, and he steal éaa't
(path) antt goe (This expression means to go away by stealth),
Dat been Friday night and Maussa say John got to finish de
fence by sundown the next daye

"W'en 0ld John aln't show up Saturday morming, Maussa
ax eberybody where he been and de nigger all band togedder
(together) and tell Maussa dat dey see him leabe in uh boat
to go flsh and he ain't seen sincee. Maussa been worry sure
'nough den 'cause he t'ink John might be drown. He 'gage (en=-
gage) four man to shoot guh all ober creek to mek John body
risee Atter dat dey drag all 'bout iIn de gutters

"Maussa gone bed wid heaby haa't (heart) cause he been

very fénd ob 0ld Johne

"John come back from Fenwick Island early Monday morning -

end 'fore day clean he in de 'odd der cut fence railes Now,
one hundred rall been call uh good day wuk, but'Old John de~
cide he going to do better dan date He find fibe (five) tree
grow close togedder, and he cut plece out ob every one, Den
he chop at the biggest tree till he fall, and dat tree lnock
all de rest obef wid um. |

"W'en all dem tree fall togedder, it make sech uh nolse,
dat ole Maussa hear um in hb bed, and hasten to dress so he
kin see w'at der go on In de woods,

"Maussa saddle de horse and ride 'till he git to de cen-
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ter ob de nolse and dere he see 0ld John cutting 'way 1like he
crazye Maussa been mad sure 'nough, but den he glad to see
John ain't drowne. He stza't to say some t'ing but 014 John
Interrupt, and sing out: 'Go 'way Maussa,.I ain't got time
to talk wid you now.'! |

"Old John den gather up five ax, and go to de five
tree laying down on de ground. He dribe uh ax in ebery tree
and den grab uh heaby maul., W'en Mguésa isok on, he tek de
maul and fun_from one tree to tbrrer (one to the other) and
quick as he hit de ax, de tree split wlde opene Msausgsa
staa't to say some t'ing 'gain but John ain't let him talke
He say: 'Go on home fo.M;ssus, Maussa, I too shame, great
God I to® shame! Go ony homes'

‘Maussa tun (turn) 'round in he track and go home wid-
 out uh wud, 'cause he see de old nigger ain't goingAto gib
him any satisfaction 'bout Saturdaye W'en he go back in de
ood dét’éVening he check up and find dat 0ld John done cut
five hundred rail. Oh, dem been man in dose day, I tell you,"

SOURCE: Interview with Ephriam.ggike) Lawrence, about 80, far-
mer and laborer, Edistod Island, Se Ce
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BEN LEITNER
=SLAVE 85 YEARS .

" I see you go by de road de other day, on your way to old men Wade
Jackson®s housee *Msmber de old fellow dat am pearalyzed, de one dat lives

beyond Fellcewship graveyerd? I was setten® in dat graveyerd when yocu and
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Marse Thomes pese in de sutomobilee I 'quire nex' dey where you was & goin',

then Marse Thomes say you goin' *round doin® sumpin' bout old eleves end
*spect you'd like to see mes 5o here I ise

¥ Well, I's krowed you since you was knee-high and Merse Thomes say,
meybe you help me to get a pensions If you can't nobody cen.

“ I was born a slave of old Marse Robir Brice, not far from New Hope
A.R.Po Church. My mistrese was name Miss Jennie. My young mﬁrsters"was:
Marse John, Marse Chris, end Marse Tome Marse Tom been & little runt; they
call him Tom Shantye Him got to be a member of de legisleture, after de
ware All then went to de ‘'Federate War. Deir sister, Amanda, marry Marse
pill Kitchene You *member him,don‘t you? Course you does.

* *Member det day besebell fust come out end they got up a team, not
a team then; they called it a 'Nine'’, when de game fust come to woodwerd
section? If you ketch & ball on de fust bounce, dat was a ®out'. No sich
thing as & mask for de face, gloves for de hands, and mats to protect your
bellye No curves was ellowed, or swift balls throwed by de pitcher. Him
have to pitch a slow dropball. De aim then was to see how far a batter
could knock de bell, how fast & fellew could run, end how many tellies
a side could makee Mighty poor geme if de game didn*t last balf a dsy

and one side or de other make forty talliese
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» Marse Bill Kitchen was workin® in de store of his brudderein-lesw,
Maerse John A. Brice. Him was called out to meke one of de 'Nines'. Him went
to de bat, and de very fust lick, him knock de ball way over cemter fielde
Everybody holler: 'Run Kitchen! Run Kitchsn! Run Kitchend ' Marse Bill stand
right dere wid de bat; shake his head and long black whiskers end ssy: ‘Why
should T run? I got two more licks st det balld® They git de ball, tech him
and de umpire say: 'Out®s Marse Bill throw de ball down and say: *De-n gich
a gemel® Folks lsugh *bout dat °*til dis daye

* My daddy name Bill Leitners Him never b'long to Marse Robin. Him
b'long to Marse John Partook Brices Mammy b'long to Marse Robine Her neme
Sarahs Daddy heve to have & pass to come to see mammye

* My brudders and sisters was Elize, Aleck, and Miltone Patrollers
whup daddy one time when they come to de house and find him widoul a pess.
Marster heve mammy whup us chillun, when us need a whuppen. Her milk de
cows, churn, end ‘tand to de milk, butter and dairy. I helped her wid de
cows end calves, end churnid’.

* You ask me is I had plenty to eat? Sure I did, wid all dat milk
‘round me all de time. Best thing I *member right now was rumnin® my fine
ger ‘round de jar where de cream cling, end suckin® it off my fingers.

* Marster took good care of his slavese They never went hungry or

colde
* My merster and mistress live in a big two-story housee Us live in

little log house, wid log chimneys. I °*members fightin® chinches in de
summertime end fleas all de time. I wore a asafetida bag °round my neck,
when & child to keep off eroup, measles, diphtheria, end whoopin® cough.

Merster send for Dre Walter Brice when eny slave get very ille
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® Do fust year of freedom I work for Marse Chris Brice. Been wid de
Brices all my lifee. Now livin® on Marse Tom Brice's placee.

“ When de Yankees coms, they ramsack de house for silver and gold. They
burn de house and ginehouse; carry off mules, hosses, and cowse They took de
chickens, load all de provisions, put them in a four-hoss wagin, and leavs
us and de whits folks cold and hungrye It was cold winter time then toce

“ I marry a ginger cake lady, one~fourth white, daughter of Louis
Grisre Tho' I ain®t much on looks as you sees me t;day, dat gal often, befo!
and after de weddin®, put her arms *bout me and say: *Ben you is de hansomest
man I ever have see in de world.®

" Us hed three chillun. My wife led me to de light of de Lorde I jined
de Red Hill Baptist Church, uader de spéll of Peter Cook's preachin' and my
wife up in de choir a sinzin': 'Give me dat old time Religion.* Preacher
Miller is my pastor nowe. Petor Cook dead and gone to glory long years agoe
I "members now dat old preachar ‘s warm hand, when he took my hand dat aight
T jineds Him say: 'God give you a lifa to lives Tou have 2 soul to save.

Sod give you His Son to save dat soule Glory be His name'. *
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"My husband, Nathan Lipscomb, was over on Mt. Pleasant
fighting, and I had been over there to see him. He was a private in
the rear ranks. When we were coming back to Charleston on a rice
steamer, an open boat, the Yankees were shelling the town. I played
with my fingers in the water of the bay as the steamer went along.
Ee landed at a different landin: from thefone where we had started
from, When I got off the steamer I was very much frightened, for they
" had shot through the hotel where we were staying.

"Ye immediately left the city by train. I hated to leave
my husband so far benind, but I could do nothing about it. In that
day the train used only wood for fuel, Only two trains a day came
from Columbia to Charleston. They made about 18 miles per hour, but
that was good traveling at that time. ’

"My brother, Thomas Wilkins, went through the war. My
father, Russell, ahd Richard were in training when the surrender came.
I stayed with my father at Wwhite Plains while my husband was off to
war. When we heard that the Yankees were coming, we had the negroes
to hide all the horses but two, and to hide the cows and turn the
hogs loose to ramble in the woods.,

"Yhen the Yankees rode up to the yard and got off their
horses, we could easlly tell they had been drinking. We told them
that our horses were in the stable and that the negroes had fled in
terror, which was true. They ate up everything tgey could find and

ransacked the closets and pantry. They them caught the chickens,

took the two horses in the stable and went away.
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"*The darkies came back with the cows and horses, and we
got settled for the night. About nine o'cloék, the Yankees came un-
expectedly and took all the horses and cows. They killed the cows,
and made our darkies help them to butcher theh and barbecue them.
The Yankees soon ate everything up and left with our horses.

"My grandmother, Agnes Wood, gave my mother, Elizabeth
Wilkins a beautiful young mare. The Yankee who took that mare, turned
over a pot of fresh soap when my mother asked him not to take the
mare. Qur cook, Matilda, had the soap ready to cut in the pot, so
we saved some of 1t. |

*puring the second year of the war I was making me a
homespun dress, and while my f=ther helped me with the weaving he
.told me of a dress that one of his friends made during the Nulli-
fication days. I carded and spun the filling for my new dress, wove
it , made the dress and wore it to Charleston when I went to see
my husband. It had broad, black stripes the width of my two fingers,
and two green threads between the black stripes. It also had a
little yellow stripe. It was really a beautiful dress and looked

very much like silk.”

Source: Mrs. Mary Ann Lipscomb, Gaffney, S.C.
Interviewer: Caldwell Sims, Union, S.C. 12/22/37
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*Capt. Sam Littlejohn whipped lMiss Sallie H's slave. His
name was Ambus H. Cap' tied him tbﬁa tree. Never had no corn-
shuckings, us snucked de corm quick as us hauled it from de
field.

"My marse kilt as many as twenty liogs every time he
butchered, which be about fo' times every winter., Marse
Richard Littlejohn never married. He lived wid his mother and
seven brothers.

"Marse was one good man‘and he love his darkies. He never
had no overseer, because he had only fbout 80 slaves as I re-
members. I de onliest chile dat my ma had and I be 88 if I
live to see dis coming De cember. My ma teach me to fight
nothing id dis world but de devil,

miy father was Peter Littlejohn. Laﬁyer Tommie Dawkins
was his marster. I never was sold. I married, but never had
no chilluns. My old lady been gone over de riwer dese many
years, so many dat I cannot recall hcow many. Yes Sir, I
used to light my ma's pipe and wear home-made clothes. Ole
lady Rhoda was de seamstress. She died not long atter we was
liberated.

"I 1lives in de Woods Funeral Home which is on de corner
of Park Ave. and Liberty Street. Once I befriend a man in

distress. He now own interest in de undertaking 'stablishment

and dat is why I has &a room dar in my-:old age."

Source: Govan Littlejohn, Park Ave. and Liberty St., Spartanburg.
» Interviewer: Caldwell Sims, Union, S.C. (5/14/37)
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June 14, 1937 i

STORIES FROM EX-Slaves

Govan Littlejohn, of Spartanburg, told the writer he was
87 years old and that he remembered slavery times. He said he
was born on the farm of Dicky Littlejohn, located near Grindal
Shoals. He said Richard Littlejohn owned a mill on Pacolet River,
though his brother, Jim Littlejohn, owned the land. This was a
grist mill. Govan Littlefjohn's father was a colored}man from
another farm and his name was Hawkins,'but he took the name of
Littlejohn. He remembers yhg Yenkee Soldiers passing in the public
road, but they did not bother any one there; didn't take or steal
anything, and just passed on qulietly. He says his master did not
know how to whip anybody, though he remembers him ..catching hold
of him one day and switching him with a small twig, saying m"You
little rascal, you", His master whipped some of the grownh negroes
but not hard enough to hurt them, though once or twice he saw a
grown negro with bare back feel the swith. "But he did not know
how to whip anybody."

"Yes, I been con,jured," he said. "¥ou see that left foot?
"Well, once when I was a young 'buck', I was setting up to a gal
and there‘was another fellow setting up to her, too. I held a
little bit the upper hand with the gal. But when my left foot
began to swell up and pain me, I had to go to bed. I stayed there
three months. Dr. Nott came to see me and treated me with corn
poultices, but they would dry up and fall off and I didn't get
any better. He lanced my foot three times, but nothing but blood

would come. One day a herb doctor came to see me and said he
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could cure my foot. He took corn meal pouitices, rhubarb roots
and some other things, and it wasn't long before my foot got

well. About that time, my mother found the 'conjuration' right

in the front yard at the door-steps. I must have stepped over it,
or got my foot caught in it some way. The 'conjuration' was, pins,
feathers and something else all tieq up in a bag. My mother heard
that if it was put in running water: the conjurer would leave the
country. So pretty soon after she put the stuff in running water,
that fellow left the country. He got his arm caught in a cotton
gin not long after he left, and got it chewed off right to his

shoulder. i
"Vegetables should be planted during the dark of the

moon. One day, the man I was working for told me he wanted his
Irish potatoes planted. I told him that wasn't the time to plant
potatoes. He told me to plant'some in one particular place that
day and call them his potatoes, then when I thought the time was
right, to plant the rest in aﬁother place. His potatoes came up
and made prettier vines than mine, had pretty blooms on them and
the vines grew very high. Hevragged me about bow fine his potatoes
were, He told me to gather the potatoes under my vines for the
house, but not to disturb his potatoes. For several days, the
family ate potatoes ffom my vines, then I gathered up the potatoes
left. I got five or six wheelbarrows full, I then dug'his potatoes
and got a little more than one wheelbarrow full. He told me to
plant the garden when I thought theitime was right, and not to say
anything to him about when and what to plant. I always had plenty
of vegetables for his family." |

Source: Govan Littlejohn, 387 S. Liberty sSt., Spartanburg, S.C.

Interviewed by: P.S. DuPre, Spartanburg 0ffice, Dist.4
(April 30, 1937)
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STORIES FROM EX-SLAVES v

"Folks thinks that I was born round Easter, but that ain't
soe March the 9th is what they always told me. The year I cannot re-
collect hearing, but by my count that I keep I am runningvclose to
eighty years. White folks give me my age to keep when I marfied,-and
I have képt'itiever since, so I cannbt bé far wrong.

"It was the chief of police's grandpa that. I knew and it

‘was off his place that my old man come from. I was born Easter‘Norris'

and I married Nathan Lockhart when I was young, méybe,fifteed, ain't
- sure abbut that. He was a little older than me, In slavery I was born
and my mother was sold while I was a very youn5 chlld so they say.
We then 1ived thh ﬁr. Clayton Clark Freedom broke when I was around
-thirteen, and we then went back to the Lockhart g}antation. There is
where I nursed Henry, a little oaby. he 1s now: the chle; ot pollce.
Miss Bessie, his mother, had>me to clean up her yards for her.

'"Miés'Bessie fixed.gé up to be baptized_ét the Limestone

Béptist chu:ch. It was then near Johnson Street and across from where
: Central school now stands. It was a negro chufch. We had to go to thé

.spring pond called Austin's pond where all the baptizing took place
in those ‘days. ‘Mr. Austin had a mill there run by a big water wheel.

The white folks carrled on their. baptizing there, too. The first warm “

Sunday 1n May was ‘when I was baptized. —

”All Baturday I prayed and Miss Bessie told me what I was

going to de, and read to me from the Blble about baptizing and about

W,wn in tbe water’ in tne watefs of Jaraan. Miss Bessie was telliag

‘Jahn the 3aptist bagtizing Ghrist. Yes sir, the Bible say Christ went : §
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my ma how to fix my'clpthes while she was reading the Bible to me.

4ll my clothes was white but my shoes. In those days they did not

have white shoes. I wore white cotton stockings. I had a white dress
to wear to the pond and I took two pairs of white stockings. A crowd
was to be baptized at 2:30 o'clock that evening. The sun was good

and hot. I went with my folks. Miss Bessie went and all the white
folks went to see their hegroes go under.

"The dress I W;;e to the baptizing was starched so stiff it
stood out. I wore a white handke;chief over my head that Miss Bessie
give me; On top of that I had a wiite bonnet that had frills and
fucks'all over 1it. When we got there the- banks of Austin's bond was
lined_with:gggroes shouting and singing glory and praises. They sangr
all tne songs they éould think of and the preacher lined out songs |
to them. The pedple to be baptized congfegated before tne preacher;
énd he told them what to do. Then ﬁe went in and put on the clothes
ﬁs was to go under in. |
- ."I ha& a long-white gowh gatﬁered from my shoulders and it
had a big kind of sleeves. On my head I wore a white cap and kept on
my white stockings, bﬁt I pulled off my black shoes. Never had no
white shoes that I -know of way back thnen. I felt so good that I seem-
ed to walk real light. While we were 5etting in our baptizing clothes
‘we shouted praises as the people on the banks sang. Some of us jump-
ed—up. When my time come I started to the pond and just before the
preacher turned to take my hand, I shouted 'Lord have/ﬁércy' and
clapped my hands over my head. Sﬁmebody said, 'Dat cnild sho is
gitting a new soul'.

®*Down in the water I went. First it hit my ankles and then

I felt the hem of my skirts getting wet., I looked down and my gown
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was floating on top the water. I fook my hand and pushed it ddwn.
The preacher pulled me to him and I went in watér to my waist. I
sald '0Oh Lordy' when that water hit my stomach. The preacher said,
'Now sister, you Jjust hold your breath and shut your mouth; trust in
the Lord and don't act like a grunting pig, but have faith'. Then
the singing seemed far off and the preacher's voice got deep. He put
his big hand over my mouth and told me to limber up ny back. His
other hand was under my back He pushed me over anc down in the
Water I went; then up. I come. :he preacher put a towel over my face,
and while i,was getting water'out of my eyes and'mquth, he was say;
Aing about the Lord done reached down from Heaven and ¢reated a new
'sdul. I felt real funny when I turned>ﬁo_Walk up out of'fhe water.

I could hardly walk for I had on so mahy clothes and‘they were so
neavy. As soon as T could I got into the clothes that 'I wore to the -
_baptizing andpput on-My black shoes an&Atne paif 6f white stoékinos
_ that I had fetched with me. While aunt Kizie Lockhsrt Was tying the |
handkerchief around my head-tnat Miss Bessie glve me, I told her
about how I felt. She said, vwhy, sume chlld ain't you done wgshed
your sins away and got converted9'

“Then she grabbed me by the hand and wé4went out among the
people shouting praises to the Lord. I aih'tvnevér feltAthe same
since. Aunt Kizie took me round to say“fhﬂwdy'_ﬁo Miss Bessie. When
'~theﬁpreacher had got them all baptized,'wé went into the chufch and
| had services. The White'falks went on home after the bapt%zing‘was'

. evér;‘if'thé'bhurch we shouted till we could nof shout no more. Polks

ﬁ?‘don't like that now. They don't feel good whem they join the church

‘?“ veither.,I ain't had nothing to come ggainst me s1nce I was

“V[,lamg ef things, but not my religion.
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"Lots of folks was at Mr. Henry's Pa's house for his infair
dinner. lir. Hiram and Miss Jessie give the infair after the wedding.
lMiss Agnes, his sister come back for the wedding. lLir. Henry had
sharp snapping eyes and he was good looking then. His eyes can still
snap. When he looked at Miss Mary his face would light up. Her name

was Niss Mary Gilmer, and she lived ap near the lesad mine. She sure

looked good in white. I did not see the Wedding,-so I had to look

careful at them when they come in iliss Bessle's Ifront door so I

could take it all in.. -

"The infair sune was fine; Tne table was most breaking
down With.turkey, chickeh, ham, salads, ples and cakes. Ali the
';hings to eét falready fixed on the olatee was fetched in.from the. -
kitchen by the negroes. The chlckens and turkeys just set on the

_—

table for ornaments and was not touched untll the next day. S

"The infair started at three o'clock in the afternoon.
) There‘were-threeor four.tablesforthe»people to eit'at. The dining _';
room and one other room were used to eeat,the goeets at the ﬁables
while they ate. I can still see lMiss Bessie's white linen table cloth
that'reaehed:nearly to the floor. Such e time as I had the week before, ‘
waehing'and ironing‘the big linen napkins and shining the silver.

"They all looked m1”hty -fine at the tables in—theif fine

clothes. I could not help lookwng often at Mr. Henry's wife. Wiss

Bessie had done studied everytmlng out 8o as 1t all went off flne."

Source: Easter Lockhart (N 80), 322 Hill Street Gafzney, S.C. .
Interviewer: CGaldwell Sims, Union,S.C. 11/3/37.
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UNCLE GABLE LOGKLIER ‘
rx=Slave, 86 Years. 380303
Gourdin, South Carolins '

"I born in Clarendon oounty, 50 yards of Davis Station.
llassa lenry Bethune dat have big plantation dere was my first
boss en after he died, Ilirs. 3ethune 80ld everything en moved
to Summerton. Stayed dere till she married lr. Thomss, de
preacher, dat have big place in Sumwerton wid trees in long
row right up to de door. Le bought place three miles from
Summnerton called de Ba8het place. I.r®, Bethune was a sport
lady en was good to me en ir. Thomas good man too, but he was
a Yankee. ie come to Sumuerton to be a school teacher en won'
long fore he commence to escort my liissus en dey made up in a
year or two, I hear ma sgy. I was in de kitohen en I hear dem.
She told ma.,'Eliza, I gwine marry iir. Thomas.' IHa say, 'You is.'
'Yes, you reckon he gwine be all right?' 'I reckon he is, he
looks all right.' *Well, I gwine marry him en try him.' &ire
Thomas, he Yankee; but he fought for de Cohfederates."

"Massa Henry Bethune had big plantation en had a right
Sharp of 8laves dere. De boss house was here en my house next
en all de other slave ‘house was string along in row dat way.
liy white folks, dey didn' exactly treat you a8 most of dem did.
Dey come round en examine you house en see what you needed. All
us live in two room pole house dat have a wood floor. 014 people

sleep on some kind of bed prop wid rope wind up like cow yoke en
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ﬁave quilte en mattresses taking white homespun. De others
8leep on de floor. Dey give ue good clothes made out of
blue denim cloth en some had chssked or stripe gocds. Den
dey give us heavy woolen clothes to wear in de winter time
en had Sunday clothes too. LYy Massa was good to his slaves
all de time. Have own garden dat my mother en sister would
work en my mother done all de Gookin for de Slaves cauge our
folks all eat out de same pot. Coo0k rice en fat meat en dese
collard greens® en corn bread en cabvage. Iiiake plenty of de
cabbage en eat heap of dem."

"I didn' never have to work hard, but dey work dem till
dark oome on some places. Dey blow horn en us go to work after
daylight en sometimes get off in time to eat supper by sundown.
I was 80 B8low dat when de rest knoock ofi, dey make me work on.
kre Thomas, he stand en look at me. Iy hands jﬁat look like
dey put on wrong. When I quit off, I eat Bupper en den I go
to bed,”

"T ain' never see any ®=laves punished but I hear tell bout
it. Some of dem run away cau®e dey get tired of workin en if
dey ocatch em, dey sho whip em. Used to have to get ticket from
bos8s or l{issus to go any place ofi de plantation widout you get
punish for it. I hear tell bout de overseer en de driver whip
plenty of de slaves en some of de time, dey would put em in de
sorew box over night. Sell em if dey didn' do like dey tell em

to do. Speculator come dere to buy slaves en dey sell em to de
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highest bidder. I hear &m say a certain one bring § 1400
or § 1600 I know a man offered my boss § 1000 for my
brother, Joe, but he wouldn' ®ell him."

"liy kasea would give me money now en den. Firgt money
I remember he give me was 75¢ paper money. He tell me to
check his horse en bring him up to de yard en give me 75¢
en 8aid, 'I can' ocarry you wid me dis morninJ I was bout
9 or 10 years old den. I étood up on de block en wondered
why he ocouldn' carry me en when I go back to de house, I sae
my iiissus oryin en s8he say, 'We won' 8ee him no more.' When
he oome back, he shot through de foot. He tell me to go to
de blackemith shop en bring orutchea. Den he went to de war
agein en when he come back, he was shot on de right side of
de neok. Give me a quarter in silver money dat time. I ain!
never been to de store fore den, but I go to de storekeeper
en I 8ay, 'Mr. King, half di¢g money mine en half Joes.' I
thought- it wa® hi®s place to give me what I wanted.en when I
walk out, he say, 'Come back en get your money,’' I carried it
home en give it to brother Joe en he give it to pa en don'
know what come of it after dat. Bought plug of tobacco for
pa wid de other money I had."

"Our folks didn' get no learnin much nowhe' in dem days,
but my Miesu® sister child learn me right sharp. Dey was
boardin at our house en when I stazfed Lo school, I didn'

have no trouble. I remembers I found a 1little book one time
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en man 8ay he pay me 10¢ for it. lia give me a needle en
thread en little sack en I sew my 10¢ in it. Put it in de
rafter en it stay dere till next Chrietmas. Believe I took

it down en tote it a long time fore man come by sellin tobacco
en 1 bought piece en give it to pa. lian give my sister bigger
piece for a dime den he give me."

"De slsves what belong to my white folks have frolicome
days all through de year.x Go to frolic on Saturday en go to
white folks ohurch on Sunday §n 8it in portion of church in
de gallery. Den on Christmas eat en drink de best liguor
de;e was en de Fourth of July de one day dat dey have to go

- 5 +
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to Véeh Springs. Dey go in buggies en wagons en have plenty
of everything to eat dat day. I know dere was a battle up
dere, although I d1dn' never go wid em. Cotton pickin en
corn shmokin days won' no work times, dey was big froliee.
De first one shuck red sorn had to tell who his best girl
was en all dem things, All dem come to cotton pickin dat
want to en pick cotton en cook big dinner. Pick cotton till
bout 5:30 in de evenin en deﬁ knock off for de eats en de
dancin. Go to all de mslaves weddings too. Dey would mostly
get married bout on a Sunday evenin,"

"I was bout 16 year old when tzeedom come, but I don'
remember much bout dat day. I remembers de Yankees come to
de house one day. De white folks had a bull dog tied in de

8moke house en one Yankee hold de gun on de dog en another
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take de meat out de house. Den dey come out en set table

en eat. Dog didn' try to bite em csuse dog know when to bite.
Sdmebody ask em to have some rice en dey say, 'I would out my
throat fore I eat dat thing."

"I tell you de truth wid de treatment I been gettin I
don' see why I oould fought slavery time. I lives here by
myself en I used to get check but check don' come no more en
I just 1ives on what people gets me.‘ Government got woman
bring me wood en bucket of water en niece give me dis house
en acre of land to live on my lifetime. Cook only one meal
8 day cause I can' afford it. De water I got it ever since
yesterday mornin. Sunday mornin I had hominy en salt water
fish en dat de last time I had good meal. (Wednesday after-
noon). Lady tell me dere ain' gwine be no more checke. It
be two months since 1 get check en lady come en I tell her I
hungry en she go to Gourdin en buy me two can® en loaf of
bread. Had two big watermelons en was saving one for Liiss
Lanes. Girl come runnin in en say my niece house on fire en
Igo runpin td gee bout fire en my biggest watermelon gonse.
Dat de one I been saving for liiss Lanes en den I wake up on
Friday mornin en de other one gone. Iiext thing I know, dey
started on my late ones. One night woman come in patch en
thump en thump. I was standin at de peach tree in de patch
en she have one en when She get near me, she stoop down en
pick another. I ®ay, !You reckon dat one ripe?' She sho

drop em en run dat time,"
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"Thank you, 8ir, your kindness will not be forgotten.
Dis here dozen matches last me till next week."

"Goodmby. Yunnah come back."

Source: Uncle Gable Locklier, age 86, eX=-8lave, Gourdin,
S.Ce

Fersonal interview made by L., Grady Davis and Lrs.
Lucile Young, rFlorence, 3.0,
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WALTER LONG
EX-SLAVE 83 YEARS OLD.

"I's a little bit stiff, when I tries to git up, and sometimes

- when I's walkin' I weeves and wobbles like a drunk person, but know all

dat comes from old agee I has been healthy and strong all my lifes De
onliest trouble I has ever had in My life has been wid my teeth; they sho!
has been bad a long time, and now I has only one or two old snags left.

I don't want no store bought teeth nohow, 'cause they 'minds me of a hﬁss |
or mule wid & bit in their mouth floppin' up and down. No sir, 1 don't
want them triflin' things botherin' me, I think I can teke care of de
little I gits to eat wid dese few snags I has left.

"Me and all my folks was slaves and b'longs to Master John Long,
and his wife, Betsy Longe. Their plantation was six miles north of Chepin,
Lexington County, South Carolina. De plantation was a big one and lay
'long Saluda Rivere You know it had to be a big place 'cause master had

over three hundred slaves in alle Everything de slaves needed was made

- right dere on de plantation; all de food 'cept sugar and coffee, and what

us need to wear, 'cept buttons for de clothese

"Master and mistress raised four finé boys, no girls I 'members 'bout.
De boys nemes wes ‘3 West, Mid, Gradon and Hill. Master West and Mid served
as overseers on de plantation. Dese boys being de overseers,was de whole
reason us slaves was treated good and kind. They knowed us sleve would b'long
to them some day, when old Master John dieds De slaves never worked hard, and
they wes give every Saturday and Sunday to reste

0ur food in slavery time was good and & lot of ite De food was cooked
good and%repared for us by servants dat didn't do nothin' else but 'tend to de

o
fodd dat de rest of de slaves hed to eat. When us had beef us went to de pas-
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ture for it; when us had pork, us went to de hog lote. De cabbags and
turnips come from de garden and field dere at home, and when us was
eatin' them us knowed they didn't come from out yonder, like de stuff
us has to eat dese dayse

"De houses us slaves lived in was built of logs and then de
logs was covered over inside and out wid plank, dat made them tight and
wearme Every family was furnished plenty &f covering, so they wouldn't
suffer in cold wea‘bher but in summer de most of :13 slept on pallets on
de floore.

"Master John was & business men, but he never got too busy
to be polite and gentle to mistresse Both of them has good schoolin'e
They kmowed just how to treat both their slaves and their white friendss.
They was good to all, and they never turnt anybody down dat come to them
for helpe. Many was de poor white folks dat 'most lived on Master John.
They was what IA calls, real white folks; no sich people is easy found dese
days by de poor niggerse

"Mistress was mighty 'ticular 'bout our 'ligion, 'cause she
knowed dere was no nigger any too good nohow. Us slaves 'sorbed all de
good us had in us from our mistress, I really believese She was so kind
and gentle, she moved 'mong us & livin' benediction. Many was de blessings
dat fell from her hands for de sick and 'flicteds, She got tired, but I has
never seen her too weary to go:%. cryin' child or a moenin! grown person on
de place and 'quire what was de matter. Us was 'bliged to love her, 'cause
she knowed us more better than us knowed ourselves. More than dat, she and

her sons’ wives teached us how to read, write and figure, 'nough to help us

in small businesse
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"When did I git married? I wish you hadii*t ask dat guestion.
I sho' had a bad mixup wid my first gale You see it was dis way: I
was good grown befo' I left my daddy and memmy who was then farmin'
for Master Mid Long, on the other side of Saluda Rivere My mammy had
a heap of sense dat she got from de white folkse So, one day while me
and she was pickin' cotton out in de field she all at cnce stopped pick=-
in' cotton, straightened up, pointed her finger 9;1: me eand said: !'Look
here nigger, you knows I don't like for you to be gwine to see dat ¥rown
skin gal what lives over yonder on Cling Creek." After I has raised you
up de best 1 knowed how and then for you to do like you is, foolin' your
time 'way wid such sorry women makes ybur 0ld memmy sick and mad all overe
One other thing I wants to say to you is dat some of dese nights when you
go to see dat gal, you is gwine to see something dat is sho' goin' to call
to your mind what I's sayin' to youes' Well boss, you kncw how 'tis wid
mene 1 knowed mammy could give good 'vice, and I knowed she sho' wouldn't
do me no harme But what 'bout dat I's gwine to see some nights when I go
to ses dat gal? So I thinks and thinks 'bout dat two or three days and
never did satisfy my mind what dat something gwine look like.

"Late one evenin', close to sunset, several days after memmy said
what she did to me, I kinda ).oa.f‘ed off down to de cross-road store, 'tending
I was gwine after some 'bacco. I fool 'round de store a good long while like
I didn't have nothin' on my mind 'cept my 'bacco. I had a plenty on my mind,
'cause as dark come I headed up de Cling Creek road towards dat gal's house.
When I got close to her house 1 seen her down at de fence in front of de
house. Soon as she glimpsed me, she 'tended like she was lookin' for some-

thing dat wasn't dere. I knowed what she was lookin' for, 'cause women has
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got their own 'culiar way of foalin' men; keepin' them from kmowin' what
they ere thinkin' bout. Dat gal knowed all de time in dat little kinky
head of hers dat I was goin' to .see her dat nighte When I spoke to her
she didn't 'pear to be de least bit frightened or surprised.

"Quidk as a oat she climbed up and set down on top of de fence,
while from de other side 1 leaned against it, close by. Dere she was
smilin' just as shy and skittish as a squirreles Us stayed right dere
and talked and talked 'bout everything we kmowed-'bout and a heap we
didn't know 'bout » 'til de big yellow zﬁoon stood straight up, befo' 1
saidifarewell to her and begun makin'! my way down de big road towards
home.

"I went on down de road whistling wid nothin' on my mind 'cept
dat gale, When I got 'bout a mile from home I seen a woman wid a bagket
on her arm, a little piece ahead, comin' towards me. Just as I turnt to
let her pass I kinda raised my hand tc my hat to speake But bless your
soul, I ain't seen dat woman no moree I stopped and looked everywhere
and dere was nobody in dat road 'cept mee Well, dere you ise What does
all dis mean nohow? So de more I thought de more a 'culiar feelin' crept
over my bodye Then I say: ‘'Here I ig been lookin' for hants and spirits
all my life and I a;'r.n't never seen one befo' dis omee' By dis time dat
c'uéuliar feelin' had reached my foots and they got to movin' 'bout uneasy
likees Dis ain't gwine to do I said and wid dat I tore off down de road
faster than a wild hosse White man, I believes I run de first hundred
yards in nearly no time and after dat I kinde picked up a bite I begun to
feel dat I ﬁm't makin' as good time in de road as I ought to be makin'
so I out 'oross de field towards a narrow strip of woods close to home.

\ VWhen my foots hit de rough grass and corn stalks of de field they took
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holt then and got to bird-working (1), smooth and nice like mechinery.
I thought I heard something back of me, I glanced back to see what it
was and befo! I could git my head straight again I smacked head on into
& pine tree as big as I is. Well, my runnin' ceasted right dere, de big
yellow moon went da¥,a breeze fanned my face, and then everything got
still,

“"De next mornin' when my mind come back to me, de sun was
shinin' straight in my faces I lay dere on de ground blinkin' my eyes,
- wonderin' if I was still livin', After a while I tried to move and
sho' 'nough I was dere all right. |

"After de war de most of us slaves stayed on de plantation
and worked right on just like nothin® had happeneds I lived with my
mamny and daddy a long time after I was grown. Old master and x;n'.stress
‘died soon after de war and then my family went to live wid young Master
Mid on his plantation on de other side of Saluda Rivere

"When I got some over thirty years old I got married and then
I left de farm, moved lower down in Lexington County and went to work at a
sawmille I worked in de sawmill business 'bout twenty-five years. Rollin'
big logs to de saw wid & kanthook ain't no easy job, but it was better to
do dat than nothin's I made a pretty good livin' but didn't save no money,
'cause money was scarce in them days, nobody was paid much for their labor
in them times.

“Soon after I quit working in de sawmill business I moved to
Columbia and ha.s. been here every since. De white folks has been pretty
good to me here, 'cause I has had work 'mos‘c all de timees I has always
been able to pay my bills and support my family right goode I believes

de reason of dat is, I has never bothered nobody, and attended to my own
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little business as best as I knowede Even now, as old as I is, I

can git work from my white friends 'most all de time, dat's righte.
"Did I marry dat first gal what mammy fussed wid me

tbout? Listen at date No sir, I ain't seen dat gal in 'bout fifty

years and I don't know if she is dead or note"”

(1) Swift movement

Home Address:

2440 Sumbter Street
Columbia, Se Ce
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STORIES FROM EX-SLAVES

"T was born at Greenwood, S.C. about 1862. .1 can't imem-
ber anything 'bout de Confederate War or anything right after de
war. I heard my mammy and daddy talk 'bout de Qatrollers but I
don't know much. My daddy was Abram Lowden and my mammy was
Sidney Williams dat married my daddy. Qur marster in slavery was
Dr. Davis, and his wife, our mistres8, was Miss Martha Davis.
Dey didn't learn us to read and writé.

"Atter de war, my mammy always done washing on Sad'day
atternoons, and us little chaps helped to tote water and bring
her wood. I 'member de old brick oven our marster had. Dey
cooked lots of bread on Sad'day_atternOons to last several days.
Den we had corn-shuckings, de women had quiltings. |

-"Us chaps didn't play many games 'cept marbles, rope-
skipping, and Jjumping high rope. We didn't git to go to school.

'"Some of de cures dey made was from gypsum weed, which was
boiled into a tea and drunk. Thread-salve buds was picked and
strung on thread like a necklace@faén put around derneck_to
keep off chills.

"I jined de church when I was 31 years old, because I
was seeking salvation. I wanted God to reiease me from my sins
and dat was de way I had to do it. We can't git along widout
Jesus.

®*T never did think anything 'bout Jeff Davis or Abraham
Lincoln, and don't know nothing 'bout Booker Washington.™"

Source: Gillam Lowden (75), Greenwood, S.C.
Interviewer: G.L. Summer, Newberry, S.C. (6/23/37)
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Folk Lores; Folk Tales

A colored women who states she was about four years old.during
slavery times, states she doesm't remember much about those days, except what
her mother told her. Her mother was a slave and was given to Bill Smith, other-
wise known as "Big-eyed Smith", and they used to live on his plantation éomewhere
between Glenn Springs and Spartanburg. The actual possession of her mother wes
vested in Mrs. Bill Smith, as the mother wes presented to ¥rs. Smith by her
fether. lier mother's work was around the house, such as cleanirg house, washing;
milking the cows etc.; but she never had to do the cooking for the Smith family.
The source states that she and the other children of slaves used to play in the
sand and have a good time -- just as all children do. Sometimes lr. Smith would
go to whip her mother for some reason, but Mrs. Smith wouldn't let him do so, for
she told her husband thet the woman belorced to her and she was not coing to have
her whipped. However, sherstated ske does not remember ever seeing Big Eyed Smith
whipping any slave, “or his wife would always stop him. As a whole, she and her
mother were treated very kindly, though at times they did not have enough to eat.
Mrs. Smith would always tell her mother vho was milking to give the children
plenty of milk. This woman wes too young to remember anything about the ¥ankee
soldiers coming to their place, but one dey a black man came by the house and
told her mother she was now free, She states her mother continued to work for
Mr. Smith alter she was set free. She was sent to school where she learned to
read and write, but when she became olier, she came to Spartanburg to live,
because it looked like in the country, no one could get a doctor out there until
he or she was about dead; so she wented to be in town where she could ret a
doctor when she got sicke.

SOURCE: Emma Lowran, 550 Horseshoe St., Spartanburg, S.C. Interviewer:
F.S. DuPre, Sparpanburg Cistrict 4.
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STORIES FROM EX-SLAVES

"I was born in Union County, S.C., near Goshen Hill, about
91 years ago. I belonged to Mr. George Buchanan. He went to the
war and got his right arm shot off. After the war, his sons
moved to Oklshoma. He was good to hisfslaves, and never allowed
any negro under 12 years of age to work in the fields. I heiped
around the house until I was 12 years old.

| "The soldiers were called 'minute men'. They had wide hats

with palmetto buttons in front. They sometimes mustered at
Goshen Hill. Some of the slaves was hanged for stealing, but my
master never hanged any.

"I married Nozby Loyd soon after the war, ana had three
childiren. I come to Newberry about thirty years ago, and have

worked with white Zfamiliesor in the fields .“w

Source: Nellle Loyd, Newberry. Interviewer: G.L. Summer, Newberry.
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STURIES FROM EX-SLAVES

"I lived wid Albert and Carrie Coleman. Dey is no kin,
but dey gzgive me a place to live. I am too old to work much, but I
does what I can to help. ’

"I was born near Goshen KEill in Union County, and I was
a slave of Marse George Buchanan. He give us good quarters to live in
and plenty to eat. He was a good'master.'l believe he never whipped
any slaves, for I never did hear of it if he did; and he never allow-
ed anybody else to whip dem either.

"My zrand-mother's mother come from Virginia. It was szid
she was kin to de Indians.

"I worked around de house most of de time. My mother
cooked at de home of Marse Géorge. She kept de keys to de smoke-
house where dar was alwéys'plenty ol home-raised smoked mcat, Marse
made his own flour, too. He made salt by digzing a deep hole in de
ground and getting de mud dat had salt in it. We never had our own
gardens, but we had smail watermelon patches. Marse had a big garden.A

"Jarse had a blacksmith shop and he used charcoal in it.
To make de charcoal he would cut down nine tfees and bile de big limbs
up and put dirt 6ver dem; den burn ae'limbs and dat wouid leavetde
charcoal. He would pour water over it den. |

"Some of Marse Buchanan's boys went to war, and some of
dem got killed. Dey had patrollers den, and if dey caught you off de
placé dey would have twelve men to whip you.

"We never worked at night except sometimes when.it rained

and we had to get de corn shucked or de fodder hauled to de bérn.
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Sometimes we picked cotton by de light of de moon. We worked on Sat-
urday afternoons but not on Sundays. On Christmas we had a good time
and good things to eat. De men would drink beer and whiskey. Beer was
made from locusts and persimmons, and everybody would drink some of it.
"De Slaves never learned to read and write. Dey never had
any churches, but dey had to go to church and so dey went to de white
folks' church and set in de back or de gallery. Niggers had lots of
dancing and frolics. Dey danced de 'flat-foot'. Dat was when a nigger
would slam his foot tlat down on de floor. De wooden bottom shoes sho
would make a loud noise. At weddings everybody would eat and frolic.
| e had our own leather made and tanned at home; den it
was tacke: to de wood soles to make shoes. |
"When anybody got sick, de old folks made hot teas from
herbs dat dey got out of de woods. One was a bitter herb called 'rhu:’.
It was put in whiskey and drunk to prevent'sicxness. Marse always
give it to de nigger children, and to de grown ups, too. Dey hung
asafetida vags around de necks of de kids to keep down sickness.
"when freedom come, kiarse said we was- free, but he kept
‘us till dat crop was finished, anc some of Ge niggers stayed on for
several years and workKea ior wages.
"De Yankees come through our section, and iarse hid his
meat and things in deep holes dat he dug in de cemetery. Ee built a
fence éround de cemetery. De yankees took good norses and left poor
ones. Dey made niggers cook for dem all night. De Ku Klux wore white
clothes and white caps. Dey made out dey was ghosts from de cemetery,
and dey would get a2 man and carry him off, and we never would see him
again. De Red Shirts come in '76. I 'member my husband voted once or

twice. He was a Republican; but dey soon put a stop to dat.
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"I think Abraham Lincoln and Jefferson must have been
all right; Jjust heard about them. Dey said dat Jeff Davis surrendered
.under a June apple tree., Just heard about Booker Waéhington and dat
ié all I know, Reckon he is doing good work.
"I Jjoined de church when I was guite young, because men-
_inglitis was in de'neighborhood killing‘so many folks and I got scared.
"Atter de war de niggers started up hill; den went back.
Since dat time up to now, dey has been working most on farms. Some
rent small farms and some Work as wage hands or share-croppers. Dem
dat went to town have Worked as carpenters and other such work .
| "I can't_'membér,anything more; except dat marse had a
still-house on his place, ani other farmers did, too. Dey made
brandy anc Whiskey from peécheé, apyles)and-grapes'dat de& raised;
den sold it to other farmers in de neighborhood who didn't have

as much as dey did."

Source: Nellie Loyd .(N,91), Newberry, S.C. - '
Interviewer: G.L. Summer, Newberry, S.C. 11/16/2®
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AMIE LUMPKIN
EX=SIAVE 88 YEARS OLD

®» I was born on de plentation of Master John Mobley, in Fairfield
County, South Cerolina, in 1849. Both my parents was slaves on thet plen-
tation at that timee Master Mobley hed a big farm end he had meny slaves
and chillun when I began to understend things there. My daddy worked in de
field, but my marmy worked in de big house, helpin® to cook.

* There wes pret‘l';y good order on de plantation, generally at de time
in 1856, when I was *bout seven years olde Most of de slaves go right
along doin® their chores, es expected of them, but a few was restless,
end they break de rules, by rumin® *bout without askin'’, and always there
wes one or two who tried to escape slavery by goin® far eway to the Northe

® I *member seein® ome big black man, who tried to steel & boat ride
from Cherlestone. He stole away one night from Master Mobley's place and
got to Charleston, befo? he was caught up withe He tsll the overseer who
questioned him after he was brought back: *Sho', I try to git eway from
this sort of thinge I was goin® to Massachusetts, and hire out *il I
git *nough to carry me to my home in Africa.’

* It was de rule when a trial was bein® held lak this, for all de
bosses end sometimes de missus to be there to listem and to ask the
run‘way slave some questions. After this one telked, it was Missus Mo-
bley herself who said: 'Fut yoursell in thig slave's shoes, end what
would you do? Just such es he has. The best way to treet such e slave

is to be so kirnd and patient with him, that he will forget his old

home . *
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® He was led away and I mever did heer if he was whippeds Pe lek a
. Cherokee Indisn, he never whimper if he should be whipped *til de blood

streem from him; but I do know he never got away egaine He was de first
one to pick up his nut and leugh loud, when fresident Lincoln set all
slaves free in January, 1863; He say: ‘'Now I go, thank de Lord, end he
strike right out, but he not git much beyond de barn, when he turn snd
come backe. He walked in de yard of de big house, end he see Miesus Mo~
bley lookin' out at hime He take off his hat and bow low and say:

* Miasus, I so happy to be fres, that I forgits myself but I not
go °*til you ssy sc. I not leave you when you needs e hand, ®less de
master end all de white folks gite home to look after you.

" De missus look down at her feet end she see de black man, so big
and strong, sheddin® teais. She say to him: *You is e good nigger and you
hes suffered much; mske yourself at home, just as you have been doin' and
when you want to go far awey, come to me and I'll see thel you git ‘*nough
money to pay your way to Bostorn and maybe to Africe.’ And that is what
happen® a year or two later.

® My daddy go ‘wey tc de war 'bout this time, and my mammy and me
stay in our cabirn alcnee. She cry end wonder where he be, if he ie well,
or he be killed, and one day we hear he is deades My marmy, too, pass in
a short time. I was sixtecen when Sherman®s army come through Feirfield
County. I see them ridin® by for hours, some of them laughin' and memy
of them has big balls irn their hands, which they throw against de house
end it explcde and burn de house.

® I heve alweys °spected that am just de way they set de houses

vhen Columbie was burned in a single nighte Some of de houses in Fairfield

‘was burned, some in Wimnsboro, end others in de country, but Columbis wes

:hm\
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de only place thet was wiped ocut. is de army pass, we all stand by de
gside of de roed end cry and ask them not to burn owr white folks® house,
end they didn't.

®» T came to Columbia in 1868, end for a time I cooked in one or two
of de hotels, then ruming in Columbia. About 1878, I was employed as
cook in de home of de late We A. Clark, end I stayed there, in de ser-
vant °s quarters, on de place *til I became foo feeble to continue.

% It has been one of de big pleasures of my life that I has so many
fine white friends, and so far as I knows, de good will of all de black
folks as welle While workin® at Mr. Clark's home, which stood in a fine
grove of magnoliass at the corner of Elmwood Avenue and Park Street I
never thought I should live to see it fade awaye But you kmow it did,
since de big stone mansion was torn away and de Junior High School now
stands in that grovee

® While there, I think it was about thirty years service, I saw
many of de leading white folks of de city and state, as guests there;
they, at least many of them, still befriend mee De remnants of de Clark
family treat me fine when they see me, and sometimes they drive by to
g8ee mee Of course, I had a pretty nice little roll of money when I got
too 0ld te work reg'lerly but it has all been spent sincee Une day I®s
thinkin® *bout it and I recalls de sayin' of my Missus Mobleye She say:
'Money has wings and it soon fly away.'

® For de last twelve years now, I has been de guest of Missus Ruth
Neal, e fine Christian wowan end a teacher in de public schools. She
alwaye treat me just as though I be her mother. My white frieuds have

not forgot me to date and they ohable me to live, without too much eid
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from my present benefactore. Her chillum, ell in school now, call ms
pAuntie.' *ookin' over my life it seems to me, 1 has done de best I could

to live right end I have a hope that when de summons comes my Iord will
say: *Well done, Amie.' ®

(Address ~ Amie Lumpkin, 1411 Pine St.Columbis, S. C.)
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STORIES FROM EX-SLAVES

"Likker puts de wrong ideas in people's haids., I see dat
@ver since de time I shed my shirt tail., When dey gits likker in
dem, dey thinks dey 1is 1mpofant as de president. all o"em wants

to act like millionairs. And ii de truth be known, aln'+ narry one

uv ‘'em Q;;En kiiiing. Likker jes' brings 'em down to dat. It'l1l do
anybod;\ii;éxaét. It don't maxo no difference how rich dey is not
how white dey is. It'l1l sho' ruin 'em., And de niggers, it does dem
de same way, ‘'cept dey don't have as far down to come as de white
folks does. And dat's de réason I ain't got no use fer no likxer.

"When I was a 1il shirt-tail boy, I recollects our soldiers
gwine from house tp house wid packs on dere backs. Dey was de aw-
fullest looking white folks dat us had ever seed. Dat picture still
stay right clear in my mind, even if I is a old man wid everything
a groﬁing dim. Dey sot up a camp at liarse's Bill Oxner's place --
dat in Gosheﬂ Hill and ain't nbthing much left dar fer you to see
now, Dem soldiers never had nothing in dere packs but a few old
rags and maybe a 1il keepsake from de women folks back home what
dey loved. Derejhair was dat long and stringy dat it was all matted
around de face and neck. Cause in dem days, all de fine white mens
wore beards, kaise dat was de fashion. But dem 601diers'>beards
looked wusser dan dere hair, Dere faces carried de awfullest look
what you is ever seed on any man's face. Dere clothes lddked wus-
gser dan any darky's clothes had looked 'fo de war. None o' dem

never had no garments a fittin 'em. Us'd look out and say, 'Yonder

comes some mo' o' dem old lousy soldiers."
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"Wheeler's soldiers come to Mr, Oxner's place and burnt de

crib and tuck all our corn and jes' wasted it. Den dey tuck our

meat and carried on something scandalous. Dey stayed a day or

two and when dey had 'stroyed everything and scared us all half

to death, dey went on somewheres else."

Source: "Uncle" Ballam Lyles (col. 74), Carlisle, S.C.
Interviewer: Caldwell Sims, Union, S.C. (2/22/37)

-~
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REMINISCENCES

"Dey comes slow --- dem things you calls recoilects, or what-
ever it is; but I.knows what I is talking‘about, dat‘i does. My daddy
‘named Aaron Lyles. Him and Betsy Lyles was my parents. She come from
Virginia. Deir white folks, de lyles, bfought dem from Virginia to
Maybinton, S.C.

"I wasutoo little to know muéh p; de old war, but jest' can
remember living‘wid Mr. Alf Wright when de horn_blow, saying dat de
wér was done over. I thought Jédg'ment Day done come!

I soon learn't to put up thopper'. Dat was hanulnv up strong
ash wood and hickory ashes in a bag dat was wet, so ‘dat de lye would
drip out in a box whar soap was made, When de moon got right, de
grease was biled off de bones and put in de lye; den it was cooked up
into soap, It was done on de increase of de moon and only a sassafras
stick was used for stirring. De soap maker stirred frofla her all de
time. When a réal\hopper was‘made, it was ina Vv shaég, wid a‘trough
underneath for de drippings. Dét is all of de kind of soap folks had
' inidem hard tizes, If it was too strong when you took a bath, de skin
woﬁid come off.-Hard SOap was used for ﬁashing, and soft soap for -
élotheé. Another tﬁing we did wid lye, was to shell corn and put de
gfains in‘iye and clean it. When it coﬁe white, we calleé‘it !hominyf.

®Things Slip me SOmetimes,hdat is, dey slips my memb'snce. I
:beﬁbns dai 0ld Gordam Mill was run by water, dbwn-yonder on Tyéerw”““w”b
3 Riverl'Tyéer separates Maybinton»from Goshen Hill. Mr. Bill Oxner had .

‘ n’ae post office, and he lived up in a big grove wnar de equirrels was

ireal;tams and leved to play. v
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"When we lived on de old Lyons place I got acquainted wid
Mr. Bob Lyons, His family refuged from Charlsston to Maybinton during
de war, and dey stayed dar until he died; den his folks wenf back to
Charleston. I know'd Mr., Jim Thomas, den.

"My father went from dat to Herbert's. We'had it hard dar. Had
S0 many ups and downs, and de overseer was hard on us, too. As to age,
-I ain't so sho about my right age, but I been old enough to sleep by
myself for a long time. Folks knows me well and I stands well wid dem,
and I tries to stand well wid God. My name was down in de old Lyles
Bible, but it done bufn't now. Miss Ellen done dead and ain't none
of my set of Lyles living,dat.l knows de wharabouts of. I was born
over on de Newberry side, so dey says; but dat don't matter, I knows
de Union side Jjes' as well,

®I lived wid Mr. Byars at Herbert's on a big plantation. Oh,
Lawdy, I cpdldnit remember how many plows dey run down dar. I was git-
'ting big enough to go to see de gals, and I ého had to walk a fur
ways to sée tem., De'fi;st buggy in dat country belonged }o Mr. Epps
Tucker. He had a net to go on de horse to keep de flies off'n him.
Dat's dé first horse wid a net on him to come to Gilliam'SZChapel.-

_ "I run around four or five years for nature and;for fun. Had

in mind picking a wife, and I got one dat I like de looks of in about
four years. Us up and married. I know'd Dr. Cofield, Dr. Geo. Douglas,
Dr. Peak Gilliam and men like dat. Things rum along all right till de
night of August 31, 1886. Dat hight dis old man prayed. '0 Law&. come
.down, we need You. We need You and we need You basd. Ain't no time for
chillun's foolishneas so don't send your ‘Son, Jesus Christ, kaise
“it1's You we needs. Dat earth sho was shaking everywhars, and things

_was failing. De Lawd or something had %hinss by de hand dat night.
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Next ﬁay de Lawd heard folks prayers and stopped dat earth's gwines
on. Of ail de ups and downs; I spec dat was de worst scared I ever was,

"Atter dat us built St. Luke, and we had logs for seats. We
marched together and sung: 'Let's go down to de water and be baptized.
I promised de_lawd dat I'd bg baptized when St. Luke was finished.
'Ligion is so sweet, 'iigion 1s so sweet.

nLittle boys watched us while us was building St. Luke's. Dey
would play in de branch and sing: tLittle boy wouldn't swim, kaise
1eather'tackeﬁ to his shoe!'. Den dey wogld catch hands and jump up
and down on de bank and sing: 'Loop de lé -~ loop de loop de la;
Deacon coming out, deacon coming out.'

"Den all would run to de shade trees and put on deir clothes.

And whén us finished St. Lukes; such a baptizing as us had! Ali of
‘us marched down to de pool while we sung:
 iLes go down to de water and be baptized.
'Ligion is so sweet, 1I's promiéed de Lawd I'd be baptized;

'Ligion is so sweet, and I's promiéed de Lawd I'd be bhaptized.n

Source: Eison Lyles, (73), Santuc, S.C. ;
Interviewer: Caldwell Sims, Union, S.C. 1/20/38
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MOSES LYLES
EX-SLAVE 81 YEARS OLD.

Moges Lyles ’1ives in the section of Fairfield County that borders on
Broad Rivere He lives in a two-room house, of the "saddlebag" type, with his
wife, Carrie, and his daughter, Caritae The home is the ordinary tenant house
of a Negro in the Southe Pictures, cut out of 'biie illustrated Sunday editions
of newspapers, are used to decorate the inside walls of the roomse There are
two windows to each room, which are closed with plank shutterse The floors are
clean and yellowed from much scouring and sweepinge On the outside is a tiny
walk to the house, bordered on either side by rows of jonquilse And about the
yard are "butter end egg" flowers, that were so much in vogue in slavery times.

"Yes sir, I was a slavee I b'long to Dre John Je MolMahon, dat is, my
memny was his cooke My father b'long to Marse Thomas Lylese Deir plamtations
jined and folks could see 'cross de fields from one house to anothers. I never
hear 'bout any trouble dat was caused by pappy comin' every so often to see and
be wid my mammy.

"My mistress name Sarsh. Her and Marster John was de father and mother of
young Marster John J. McMahon, a lawyere My old marster and mistress have two
girls, Miss Annie end Miss Lillie, dat was livin' when Marster diee Just a few
weeks after he die, here come young Marse John into a troubled land, in de last

~year of de war, '85+ What you think of dat? Niggers 'low dat's what give him
de power dat him hé.ve. You never hear 'bout dat? Well, they do say, when a
male child come after de father's death, dat male child gwine to be & big man
in all sorts of wayse How was him great? What did him do? Why everythinge

Widout a daddy and widout money, him £ob to be a 'fessor in de college and a
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lawyere He tell de judge what's what in det very court house over yonder. Git
to be de head of all de teachers in de State and show them how to learn de chile
lune He come back sometimes and show farmers how to farme EKnow how to cure my
dog of de mange, show my wife how to cure her chitkens dat had de *pip', and
tell us what to do if ever a cow git sick wid de holloi horn or de hollow taile.
Why, Marse John could count all de stars in de sky, tell you deir names while
settin' on de top rail of de lot fence at nighf.; git up de nex' mornin', look

'round and say whether it gonne rain or not, dat daye He not tell by de sky,

but just go out, run his fingers through de grass, and dat gress tell him, some
how, it gonna rain or it not gonna rain. How him love dat old place, and de
Selem cross road and Monticello. Him was riding high in de saddle of might
and power down dere in Columbia. Him come home and say to me and Cerrie: 'I
love dis old plece, wid its red hills and gullies, its pine trees, ash trees,
hickory trees and ‘soaly bark trees, de berry weeds and thistles 'bout de barn~
yard fence and I want to be buried up here, not in Columbia, so dat de weeds
and gresses, dat I welk on when a boy, might grow over me whem I's dead.' Then
him say: ‘'Mose does you know how to castrate and spay pigs?' I say: 'I does
note.' Him say: *Time for you to learn.' Us and de hands go out to de lot and
wid de guff, guff, guff and guffin' of de old hogs and de squealin' of de pigs,
him teke all patience and leern me spayance and castratiome

"My pappy, &s I might have told you, was Henry Lyles end my mammy, Mery
Woodwarde My brudders and sisters was John, Henry, Martha, Sallie, Jim, and

de baby of all, Bills Bill and me is de only ones livin',
"One day I was plowin' *long and a thinkin' a whole lot of foolishness

'bout social 'quality dat was bein' preached to us by de leaders of de Radical
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*Publican party, which I b'longed to. Nigger men lak dat kinda talk, nigger
women didn't lak it so muche They fear dat if nigger men have a chance to
git a white wife, they would have no chance wid de nigger men. They was sure
dat no white man would take a black wife, 'ceptin' it be a poor white trash
man and then if they git one of them, him would beat her and work her harder
than in slavery time.

"When I git to de end of de row, I say: 'Whoal' I turns my back to de
plowstock, ketches my hands on de handles and sa'}} to myself: ‘'De great Moses
in de Bible have & black wifee What is good 'mough for him is just too good
for mee'! Then Carrie flit through my mind, as I see her de last time in & red
pokeberry dyed dress, a singin': 'Swing Low Sweet Chariot, Jesus Gomna Carry
Me Home's Then I think 'bout dat word 'carry! in de tune and dat word 'home'
in de song and dat word 'me' twist and 'tween them two words 'carry' and 'home',
I says: 'Come 'round here, mulee Dat sun soon go down; ain't got long hers
for to staye You got to eat and you's got to trot and I's got to rides You's
got to carry me to see Carries' I went dat night and ask her for to be my wife,
Her say: 'Dis is mighty sudden, Moses When de idea fust ocome to you?' Then I
tell her and she laughe What she laugh 'bout? Laugh at de fool things I tell

her and de very joy of de moment.

"Us marry dat fall and have had nine chillune Who they? Dere's Henry,
Tozier, Lydia, MoGee, Nancy, Tolliver, 3essie, May,and Carita. Carita name
Carrie for her mammy but her loll it 'bout her tongue and change it to Ca;ita.

®0ld Marse Dre John McMahon was of de buckra typee Freedom come too soon.
De nigger was de right arm of de buckra classe De buckra was de horn of plenty

for de niggere Both suffer in consequence of freedomo™
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GEORGE MCALILLEY

EX-SLAVE 84 YEARS OLDs

George McAlilley lives with his son-;in-law, daﬁghter s and small grand-
chiidren, in a one-room-fra.me house, with a lean=to sl1§d room amnexe The annex
has no fireplac-e, no window, is ten feet by eight feet in dimension and it is
iﬁ this pen that Geb_rge ?,nd the two s:mall“qhildrén éleep. The house is three
miles north of the town of 'ﬁ’innsboro,' set back in a cotton field, 500 yards east
of US 7’;’—2_1. _

George ga‘bhers the firewood from the neig@borling woods, picks blackverries
in summer, and ass'i_sts in the harvesting of cotton from the fields in Septe_?mber.

) "You. think I feeble?. Looks is 'ceivin' s_ometi;mes; Dere is some stren'th

in me yé’c. J_uist Aset & nice dish of collards, fat back, corn bread, and buttér-
milk befo! dis old rnigger and you can see Wha’cr dese old gums. can do wid theme
:Spectsi I can make 'way wid a pla’qe of fried chicken,too, qﬁick as de nex' ones
If you don;“c believe it, try me d‘is day, at dinner timel_ : |

"I wzs born in sla;rery time, on Mre Jnos Se Douglas's plan‘cafion, close
to Little River. I b'long to hime He told me I was born in 1855. Had it wrote
downln & booke When I was birl:hed, de master Asetg de date doxm in- a -bcsok, wid
de name of nfy lﬁappy, Joe &nd Iy Mammy , Rachaels 3less de Lordd They b'long to
dev s.a,me'mast_er and_ live on de san;e place, in a teency log hpuse- _I‘ 'members ite
I sho! doess De roof leaked and.us had‘ e time when it rain.

"My mistress name Miss Maggie; she was a fine women. Come from de Boyce

stock, & buckrae. ‘I tells you dere was no finer mistress in de land, than she was.

: She was good to her little niggers; special, I 'lowk I was one of theme \
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'“Us'had a white overseer, Ifrs Erwin. If it hadn't been for my mistress,
'spect ﬁe'd a wore de hide off me one time when he ketched me in de watermelon
vatche

“Whét kind of work I do? Hoe cotton, pick cotton, pick pees, mind de
cows and <eep de calf off at milkin' timee. I plowed some de last year of de
war, '65 it wase |

MUy marster. and mist;ess was very 'ligious in deir 'suasionse They was
‘3ecederdg 2nd 'tended New Hope Churche . When us w;nt dere; us went up in de
callerye Ko piano nor orgen was. 'lowed in de church them déys. I set up dere
m&ﬁy;a Sabbath and see larse Robin Stinson kmock his fork on de bench, hold it
to his ear, and h'ist de tune. Then all jineAin énd let me tell you it had to
be one of de Bible psalms, by de swcet singer of;Israel, and no,éommon glory
halleiujah hyﬁn}' No sir, they didn't toierate deir chillun engagin' in breakin'
de Sabbath in dat wayl | o

"It sorta comes o my midd det in de surmer tlme after crops was lay by,
us went to hear one of our color expound de word iﬁ a brush harbor: nigh Feaster-
villes H;é name was Alfred Moore, de pappy of Isaiah and Phillip kicores. You sho!
knows them twoe -'Member-us had to git & pass to go to dat meetin'. Patarollersn
(patrollers) we.s dere, end if you didn't have a pass you got a whippin' and was
sen£ home. Can I tell you some of de tales dat Isaiah and Phillip Moore used to -
tell? Yes sirl mén you gits through wid me, I' 11 teil you one or twoe

"No sir, I never marry durin! slavery tlmé; I was Just & boy; wesn't £oo
~ young to like de gal‘s company, though. Marse,John was & rich man; had two plan-
- tations. Ome was de home place and de other de!river plece, where déncq;n, oats,
anﬁ hay’wé% réiéed. He had a flock of sheeg, t00e

~ “Aliwef'ouxrclothes was made from*wooi and cbtton dat was made right dere

"Qn‘deApiaﬁﬁﬁtiQn} ‘Wool was sheared from de>sheep. Cotton was picked from de




fielde De cotton was hand-carded, took to de spinnin' wheels, made into thread,
loomed into cloth, sewed into clothes, or kmitted into socks and stockin's.
"Merster had a hoss-gin and a screw-pit, to git de seed out de cotton and
pack de lint into baless Iy brothers was Vince, 3ill, Sam, and Johne My sisters
was Mary and Liza. |
"Does I recollect de faMcees? I ého' doese They burnt de gin-house and
school housee Took de mules, hosses, éhickens, and ezgse larster was sharp
'nough to bury de meat in de woods, Ll;)ng wid o’c;er thin; s they didn't gite They
'se‘b de house afire at de last, élld rode offs Us put de fire out and save de
manSiOﬁ for Marse Johne
";*1 didn't Tj‘in_e de church in sl&?ery time; lak to dance thems Our fiddler
was Buck E:fa.nigo, de best fiddler, black or wﬁi*i;e, in de vtate, so white folks saye.
"y Klux didn't'qome *round our partss ¥y ma stay on as cook, alter free-
dome 1 stravy for $5.00 & month and éaﬁ at d'e'kitch;an. I was always a democrat
a-nd‘ wear;e_d a red shirt in de Ha;'znp’con parades .- '
v marry Patsy Jenkins. Sk_lé live twenty yeers and us Led seven chillun,
Did you know, boss, after Patsy dead and buried, I got to be & old fool “bout
- women again?_ Dat I dide iDe_devil put it into dis old grey head to marry a
young gals Bffary _Dbug‘laé was her name. Jf)y come dat fust night and misery popped
in de\dobr d;e vei'y* nex' morniﬁ'. Us couldn'{: 'G! 'bout nothin"e She, at de last,
left me for inélbher'man over on de vBroad River sidee I's steered my course clear
of dé v%omen'é skirts eve:x_‘ sincee I'é now livin' wid my granddsughter, Irene Wil-

son, ‘bove towmne

" tBout de tale you.want to heare Well, Preacher Alfred Moore, & colored
slave, search de scripture for nemes for his chillun. One boy him name Isaiah

| and one namgxPhi:llip_., They both was mighty good slaves of Dr. Walter Brice,

]
|
|
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our doctore My marster and Dr. Jdrice's som, Marse Thomas, marry

see & heap of Isaiah ard Phillip. Isaiah bad & tale 'b isters and I

and Phil had a tale 'bout & eunuch. Which cae yo gerdemos (Yicodemus)

gittin' tireds I'11l just tell Isaiah's bale to hear? Doth? I's

de blisters on sycamore treces? I kmows Figgerdemoss You has seen

'bout in dis way: } In ds days of de peves Well, Isaish 'low they come

Wiggerdemos (Wicodemus), dat wes - fisciples dere was a smell colored nan name

lems He done his own cookin' en epublicen and run a - eatin' house in Jerusa=

tramp of de multitude a coain',” «vin' ali le tablese He heerd de tramp, tramp,

told him de disciples done vorr:: e asked: ‘'What dat goin' on outside?' They

Niggerdemos thought de sood Lor & colt and was havin' a parade ove:r de citys

in' folks a shoutin', hoe throwe Wld cure him of de lumbago in his backe Hear-

for to see all dat was {wine on Mm Als alsh: rag, jerked off his apron, and run

A big sycamore tree stoad in def,/ut havin® short legs he couldn't s@e nothin'e.

.
ﬁi‘ne o: de perade, so Niggerdemos climbed up it,

<

eat at your house, Nié:;g({grde'ﬁlo ‘i)‘e Saviar tell him: ‘'Come down; we gwine to
s S .

goin' high 'nough for to see

dat, he scrape de bark ufdos's [Nigzerdemcs come down so fast, when he hear

of-de lumbego but sycam. fd@ tree in meny placess Niggerdemos was sho! cured

sycamore tree, look hfras been blistered ever sinces Nex' time you pass &

graveyard at it is blisteredi ’ Iseiah is asleep now, in «e white folks

axd day of his . Churche 1's seen Lis tombstonee On it is wrote his age

S .

« Bliow dat, s just dis: 'As good as ever fluttered'e. His

ie pat It dere.”

et
N P—————" H
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our doctor. My marster and Dr. Price's son, Marse Thomas, marry sisters and |
see a heat of Isaiah and Phillip. Isaiah had a tale ‘bout Niggerdemos (Nicodemus)
and Phil had a tale ‘bout a cunuch. Which one you want to hear? Both? I's

gittin’ tired. I'll just tell Isaiah’s tale ‘bout Niggerdemos. You has seen

de blisters on sycamore trees? | knows you have. Well, Isaiah ‘low they come
‘bout in dis way: In de days of de disciples dere was a small colored man named
Niggerdemos (Nicodemus), dat was a republican and run a eatin’ house in Jerusa-
lom. He done his own cookin’ and servin' at de tables. He heard de tramp, tramp,
tramp of de multitude a comin’, and he asked: ‘What dat goin’ on outside?” They
told him de disciples done borrowed a colt and was havin’ a parade over de city.
Niggerdemos thought de good Lord would cure him of de lumbago in his back. hear-
in’ folks a shoutin’, he throwed down his dish rag, jerked off his apron, and run
for to see all dat was gwine on, but havin' short legs he couldn’t see nothing'.

A big sycamore tree stood in de line of de parade, so Niggerdemos climbed up it,
goin’ high ‘nough for to see all. De Savior tell him: ‘Come down; we gwine to

eat at your house, Niggerdemos’. Niggerdemos come down so fast, when he hear
dat. He scrape de bark off de tree in many places. Niggerdemos was sho’ cured
Of de lumbago but sycamores been blistered ever since. Nex' time you pass a
sycamore tree, look how it is blistered. Isaiah is asleep now, in de white folks
graveyard at Concord Church. I's seen his tombstone, On it is wrote his age

and day of his death. B'low dat, is just dis: ‘As good as ever fluttered’. His

young Marster Tommie put it dere.
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ED MCCROREY, ALIAS ED MACK

EX-SLAVE 82 YEARS OLD.

"Yas sah, I was born in slavery time, on de Lord's Day. I
tmembers mammy tellin' me, but just which month, I disremembers date
De year done gone out my 'membrance, but I is eight=two. You'll have
to help figger dat year out for me. It was befo! de Yankees come, 'cause
I see them thene I good size chap, I was dat day.

"My marster was Wateree Jim McCroreye My mistress neme Miss Sara.
Sure she de wife of lMerster Jime Does I recollect de chillun? ‘'Spect I
can name most of theme Young Marster Bill marry a Miss Harper kin to de
old Jedge Harper. MNiss 8ara, her marry e Beaty, a buckra, snd Marster John
got killed in de war.

"My father was name Viashington, after General George Washington, though
he got nothin' but 'Wash' in de handlin' of his neme. My mamuy name Dolly,
after de President's wife 'Dolly'e. De white folks tell memmy dat her was
name for a very great lady. You ask me why I say father and not say mother?
Well boss, let me see; maybe I regard father, but I loves mammy. My white
folke say father but 1 learnt on de breast and knees of mammy to say meammy,
ard dat's a sweet name to dis old nigger, which and how I ain't gonna change
'less her changes it when I git to heaven bye and byee.

"Marster Jim live on Wateree Creeke Had big plantation and a heap of
slaves. Maybe you knows de places Yarster Troy own it, after de ware De
Yankees never burn up de house. It catch afire from a spark out de chimney
of de house dat Marster Troy was habitatin' then. Yas sah, Yankees took all

they could carry way, but didn't touch de house. Marster Troy kept a bar and



lots of poor white trash continually 'round dere smokin'e 'Spect some
of them no 'count folks caused de fire.

"Lord bless youl Yas seh, us had plenty to eat and weer; wore shoes
in winter, though they were sorta stiff, de wooden bottoms make them dat
waye Us boys run 'round in our shirt tails’in summer times Us lak datid

"what I lek best to eat in them times? 'lLasses and pone bread for
breakfast; rosstin' eers, string beans, hog jowls, bread and buttermilk
for dinnerj and clabber and blackberry cobble).: for surpere. Them's good
eatin's I tell youl

Did I ever git & whippin'? Lordy, Lordy{ did I? Once I 'members
one moonlight night 'bout midnight, a gettin' up off my pallet on de floor,
goin' out in de sugar cene patch and gittin' a big stelk of de cane. When
1 gits back to our house, young Marster Jim ketch me and say: 'Bat you Id?'
I'd lak fo deny it was me, but dere I wes, ketch wid de cene on mee What
could I say? I just say: 'Please liarster Jim,don't tell old marster, just
do wid me what you leks's He make his face grim and sentence come from his
moutli: 'Ten laeshes and privilege of eatin' de cane, or five lashes and de
cane be given de pigs in de pen; lashes 'plied wid a hame string on de bare
back and rump'e. Dat last word seem to tickle him and he laughe Dat brighten-
ed me some. ‘'Which you goin' to teke', say young marstere. I say, 'l wents
de sugar cene, Marster Jimmy, but plaase make de lashes soft as you can'e
Then he git stern egain, took me by de hand, lead ‘me to de harness house,
got a hame string and say, 'Now don't you bellow, might wake mother's Then

he give me de ten lashes and they wasn't soft a=tealle I didn't cry out on

de night wind thoughe Dat ended ite
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"My white folks *tended VWateree Churche I never went to church in time
of slavery, thoughe I now b'longs to de Bir Zion African Methodist Church in
Chester, Se Ce what I feel lak when I jine? I felt turnt all 'round, new
all over. It was lak I never had been, never was, but always is to be 'til
I see Him who clean my heart. Now you is teched on sumpin' dat I better be}%
quiet 'boute

"I marry tmily Watson, sumpin' 'bout her attractive to all men, white
men in particular. After I got four chillun by her, one of de big white
men of de county have a ruction wid hés widow=-wife and step chillun. They
left hime Emily was a cookin'! for him. It wasn't long befo' she quit
comin' home at night. I leaves de place. kmily have four chillun by dat
white man. One of my chillun by Emily, is a street sweeper for de town of
Winmsboro. 'Spect he is fitty years olde Dat was our oldest childe De
second one up and marry a preacher, Reve Brown. De other twd in New Jersey
and they meke a heap of money they say, but I never see de color of dat
money e

"Our neighbors was Gen.Bratton and Capte Ede Pe Mobleye Both power-
ful rich men and just ‘'bout set de style of polite livin'. Everybody look=-
ed up to General Bratton, expected nothin', got nothin's Everybody dat come
'round Marster Ede Pe Mobley, expect sumpin' and went away wid sugpint.

"After freedom)Marster Ed's son, Marster llose, marry Miss Minnie
McCrorey; her de mother of Marster Bill Mobley, Sounty Treasurer, Richiand

Countye. She die and Marster Mose take another sister, Miss Emma. Her son

" big doctor at Florence, Se Ce
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"Does I know any funny stories? Does you want a true story? Yas?
Well, all Marster Ed liobley's niggers lak to stay wid him after freedom.
They just stey on widout de whippin's. 'Stead of whippin's they just gob
cussin's, good ones too. Dere was two old men, Joe Raines and Joe Murray,
det he was 'ticular fond ofe liaybe he more love Joe Raines de besteste
One day Joe Mueray let de cows git away in de corn field. At dinner time
Marster Ed cuss him befo' de whole crowd of hands, layin' 'round befo’
dinner; and he cuss him powerful. After dimmer Joe Murray grieve and
complain much *bout it to de crowd. Joe Raines up and allow: 'Next time
he cuss you, do lak I do, just cuss him backe Dis is a free country, yas
sah. Just give him as good a cussin' as he gives you'.

"lot long efter dat, de boar hog git out de lot gate, when Joe Llurray
was leadin' his mule out. Marster Ed 1lit out on Joe Murray a cussin' end
Joe Murray lit out on larster Ed a cussin', and then Marster kd ketch Joe
and give him a slavery time whippin' and turn him loose. Joe Murray teke
his mule on to de field, where he glum wid Joe Raines. Joe lMurray tell
'bout de boer hog gitting out and de cussin's and de whippin'ss Joe Raines
allow: *You didn't cuss him right. You never cuss him lak I cuss him, or
you'd a never got a whippin'e.' Joe Murray allow: 'How you cuss him then,
Joe?' Say Joe Raines very slow, 'Well when I cuss Marster kd, I goes way
down in de bottoms where de corn grow high and got a black colore. I looks
east and west and north and southes I see no Mdrster tde Then I pitches
into him and gives him de worst cussin' e man ever give another mane. Then
when I goes back to de house, my feelin's is satist'ied from de cussin' I
have give him, and he is sure to make up wid me for Marster Ed don't beaer

anger in his bosom long. De next time cuss him but be sure to go way off
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somewhere so he can't hear you, nigger'.

"Some time I sorry I's freee I have a hard time nowe If it was
slavery time, I'd be better off in my bo.dy end easy in my minde I stays
wid my daughter, Emilye. My old marster, Wateree Jim, is de bestest white
man I has ever knowed. My rase has never been very good to me.

“I was too young to work wmuch, just 'tend to de cows, carry water in
de fields, pick up chips, find de turkey and guinea nests. I's never voted
in my 1ife, never been in jeil in my life. '.Seem lek I's just a brench or
pond dryin! ur on de roed side, end de onliest friend I!s got is de Pres-
ident add dat good old dog of mine. -

"Goodbye end God bless you sir, 'til we meet agein."
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RICHARD MACK EX-SLAVE
104 Years old
Riechard Mack, & happy philoscpher, 104 yeara old, in perfect
mental and physical condition, is still working as janitor of
the Rosemont scheol. He is of the aquiline type, with eyes
bright and deep set, and a black skin with a red light shining
through, skowing Indian relationship. r - |

"I was born in Limestone, Va. My first master was Green Bebo.
I was sold when I was ten years old; not really sold, but sold
on & paper that said if he didn't take care of me, I would come
back -« a paper on me - a kind of mortgage - speculators bought
_negroes and sell um. Missis, I never had & stripe put on me. I
had a privilege of being among all people. (Richard Mack enjoy-
ed every experience of his life and has no root of bitterness in
hie nature). Then I come t¢ South Carolina. My mother, Jane,
she live to be 108; she come tec South Carolina too. e got back
together again (he paused with a bright smile) Orangeburg, at
Captain Cherry's = Captain Cherry here in Charleston is relatied
to him - Cherry Plantation is there now; Captain Cherry had
plenty of money."

"Tony was my father, a carriage driver; he wore his tall hat
and fine clothes (livery) and he was a musician - played the
vielin at the Academy on the 'old Ninety-Six Road'. All the
white people sducated their children there, and they had parties.
Ch, the beautifulest ladies - they wore long dresses then and
had long hair - the beautifulesti My father - Daddy Tony, they
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call him - he was a musician -~ always played the violin."
Here he mentioned the names of songs of that day, before the
War of 1861, and repeated these words with much merriment:
"Would have been married forty year ago,
If it hadn't been for Cotton Eye Joe"
"Songs - lots of um =

"Run, nigger, run, de Patrol ketch you"

He roared with laughter - "When de patrol come, I had my
badge; I show him my paper and my badgel I got it still. I
love dem days - I love dem people.”

"My mother was & good woman - she used to get down on her
knees, like this, and get up like this (he knelt with agility,
and rose unassisted, quickly, and without the least difficulty).
My aunt lived to be 141; she saw George vwashington - she told
me 80"

"Cherokee - g;ckapoo - I don't remember - my great grand-
father was an Igaian Chief = my nose 1s straight, see here.”
ne went into the pocket of his overall brought out a pair of
eyoeglasses, put them on the end of his nose, and looked over
them.

“I loved dem days, I loved dem people., We lived better -
we hed no money - we had nothing to worry about - just do your
task. Spin wheel and reel and reel for the yarn. I filled my
arms full of quilt - hend made., Had task; I done all my task,
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and I help others with their task so they wouldn't get whipped;
if people lazy and wont do, they got to be made to do; if
children bad they get whipped - if nigger bad, they get a
whipping."

"01d Satan wear a big shoe - he got one club foot. He can
disguise himself - he make yoﬁ think he got power, but he ain't
got any power. He get you in trouble and leave you there. I
always pray for wisdom and understanding like Solomon. I pray
all the time to our good Father. People say - !i#hy you call
him Good Father?! (Quoted from the Bible) I iove everybody -
'Love thy neighbor as thyself,'

"Yes Mataml Oh Heaven! - we got to be clean - we change
out of the flesh to the spirit; a crown prepared for us; all
we save and help éra stars in our crown; you go from Mansion
to Mension - higher - higher." (He raised his arms with a
rapt look)

Ther he was told about "Green Pastures" and asked what he

thought of it. "Why my Lerd have Mercyl The Lord is a Spirit -

we are changed."

"I roll the carpet rbr Missis to get in the carriage; a two-
foot carpet from the house roll to the stoop fer the earriage."
"My mother - yes Ma'am - 108 years old - a smart woman in

the houss. Oh my Lord, Missis - cook! She wouldn't kill a
chicken out of the yard; she had a coop to put them in, and it

was cleaned out every day. My mother would fix the flowers;
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she would take this little flower, and that little flower,
and put them together, and make up a beautifulnbouquet, and
hand them out to everybody. My father knew all about plant-
ing; the people would come to ask 'Daddy Teny'vhow to plent
this and when to pleant that." .

"I heard all the War talk, I saw a cometi' (Indicating
its position in the heavens, he seemed inspired, fargot his
surroundings, looking back). ﬁI saw the curtain-cloud = and'
snow clouds = rolls and rolls. In the War I was with my
mester, Capt. Cherry, and Dr. Knox, Captain in the Civil
War, and Capt. Dick McMicheel - all thoss fine gentlemen.

They had hog-ékin saddles that créaked - Crench - crench =
as they rode; (He was enthusiastic) the way they could ridsi
Thosé hosses were as sensible as people; they could jump
from side to sidé; they kniew sverything."

"Capt. Cherry said to me - {Why weren't you whitel 'Why
werenft you whitel Why weren't you whitel' I lost my old
Captain - then I was with Gen. E’imk Bamberg, end with his
brother, Capte Issac Bambefg - I was Orderly. Sometimes in
the War we had one hardtack a day, and yad to drink water on
‘um, to make 'um swell, We had to get out salt out of water,
most anywhere."

"] saw Gen. Lee meny times; I knew him; he had his close
beard around hia'faco; he looked fine and sat his hofse 80
splendid." Mack was asked the color of the horse, and describ-
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el the gray. Here he remembered the battlefield - "I did this"
- he enacted silently - dexterously - the placing of the dead
and wourided on the stretchers and bearing them away - worked so
rapidly that his breath was labored. "I made the balloon
flight - my eyes were good - théy carﬁied me becausse any object
that I saw, I knew what it was; a fope ladder led up to the bas=-
ket - the beautiful thing - we went up on the other side of
Beaufain street; there weré no houses there thén, and we came
down on ﬁhc Citadel Green."

Mack had spoken several times with enthusiasm of the
officer!s cavalry 'pump séle boots'. After he had polished
them ~ "Capt. Edwards (of Elloree) gave me & $500,00 bill for
cleaning his 'pump sole boots'!." Mack proudly enacted the
Captain's jolly but pompous manner, as he gave the bill, and
added, "I had thousands of dollars in Confederate money when
the War broke up. If we had won I would be rich."

After War priod: "The time caﬁt. Wade Hampton was stumping
I followed him all over the State; I led 500 head; was with him
te Camden, Orangeburg and all the way to Hampton County; led 500
hundred nogroes through the County; I was Captain of them; I
rode 'Neiiie Ponsa! ané wore my red jacket and cap and boots; I
had a sword too; my 'red shirt' died year before last." e

Asked if he knew 'Riley', Mack answered promptly - 'Damocrac#
Riley', yes ﬂa'am, used to drive that fine ecarriage, and old Col.

Cunningham's fﬁmily." Riley was an ex-slave, a tall black man,
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devoted to the South, as he was, a Democrat of high principle,
and respected by all - hated by many - & power in himself.

"I lese all my ancestors. i got a niece, Queenie Brown, in
Orangeburg; I got a daughter in New Jersey; one in New York,
married to a Clyde Iine man; lost sight of both; both old."

"Bless the Lordl I got friends Mr., Pooser came to see me
yesterday; been in South America four years; just got back and
hunt me up right offi{i Married Miss Dentzler of Orangeburg - I

raised them all." - with a benign look of love and ownership.

Source: Richard Mack, Rosemont School, Charleston, S. C.
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Jake Mcleod

Ex~3lave, 83 Years

Timmonsville, S.C. 390290

"You see what color I am. I born in Lyncehburg, South
Carolina de lBth»day of Hovember, 1854, Born on de licLeod
plaee.' Grandparents born on de licLeod place too. Iy white
folks, dey didn' sell en buy siaves en dat how-come my grand-
father Riley licLeod fell to Frank‘McLeod en grendmother fell
to de iioRaes. Iy boss give my grandfather to his sister,
Carolina, dat had narried de licRae, 80 dey wouldn' be separated.
Dey take dem en 0 to rlorida en when de Yankees went to KFlorida,
dey hitched up de teams en offered to bring dem back to South
¢arolina. Some of my uncles en sunts come back, but my grande
father en grandmother sfayed in Florida til1 dey died.”

"De iiecLeods, dey was good people. Believe in plenty work,
sat en wear all de time, but work us very reasonable. De overs
seer, he blow horn for us to go to work at sunrise. Give us
tagk to do en if you didn' do it, dey put de little thing to
you. Dat was a leathner lash or sowme kind of a whip. Didn'
have no whippin post ip our neighﬁorhood. I recoliect my boss
unmercifully whipped man I thought, but I found out dat it was
ressonable. He (the slave) beat up my uncle (a slave) en my
old boes put it on him. Striped him down en tied him wid buck-
skin string. Whipped him till he get tired en come back en whip
him more. I looked right on at it. When he turn him loose,
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told him to go. Jee him whip my mother one time cause she
whip me. Caught her by de hand en whip her right in de same
field dat she whip me. It wa® so hot I dig holes en put my
foot in de hole en dat de reason she whip me. Den if he find
anyorie Steal a thing, he whip dem for dat.”

"Dey didn' have no jails in dem days,‘but 1 recollects
one woman hanged on de galleries (gallows). HLang dem up by
harness en broke neck for wrongdoing like killin somebody or
tryin to kill. 0ld woman cookin for de Scotts, named Feggy,
tried to poison de Scotts. liean to her, she say, en she put
poison in de coffee. Iy mother walked bout 10 miles to see
dat hangin cause dey turn de slaves loose to go to & hangin.
Took her from de guarter in de wagon en I heard her tell dat
de old lady, Pegey, waé gittin on her coffin. Iy mother say
she used to use so mmch witcheraft en some one whispered,

'Wwhy don' you do somethin bout it%' She say, 'It too late now.'
I hear tell bout dem hangin, but I ain' see none of it."

"Iy boss had four slave house dat wa® three or four hundred
yards from his house en I reckon he had bout &5 slaves, (Qne
was8 pole house wid brick chimney en two rooms petitioned off
en de other three was clay house. Us had frame bed en slept
on shucks en hay mattress. Dey didn' give us no money but hed
plenty to eat every day. Give us buttermilk en sweeten potatoes
en meat en corn bread to eat mostly. Catch nigger wid wheat,

dey give him 'wheat'. Den dey let us have a garden en extra
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patches of we own dat we work on Saturday evenings. En
we catch much rabbits en fish as uvs want. Catch pikes
en eels en cats. Catch fish wid hook en line in Lynches
river wid Senator E.D. Smith's father. Rev. Bill Smith
de father of E.D., Smith."

"De white folks, dey had a woman to each place to
weave de cloth en make all us clothes. De women had to
weave five cuts a week, one ocut a night. Have reel in de
shape of wheel en spokes turn en hcld thread en turn en
when it click, it a cut. Any over, keep it to de next week.
Dey wore cotton clothes in de summer en wool clothes in de
winter en had more den one garment too. Had different
clothes to wear on Sunday cause de slaves go to de white
folks church in dat day en time. Den dey had shoemaker to
come dere en make all de colored peoples shoes. De Durant
shoemaker come to de iucLeod plantation en make dey shoes,"

"1 tellin you my boss was a good man en he had a big
plantation wid six or seven hundred acres of land, but he
didn' have to mind to see bout none of de work. De over=
geer name Dennis en he was de one to look out for all de
plantation work. He lived on de liclLeod place en he was
good man to us. I had to thin cotton en drop peas en corn

en I was a half.&aﬁa two years durin de war. If a whole

hand hoes one acre, der a half hand hoes half a acre., Dat
what a half hand is. Waited on de wounded de last year of

de war.,'
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"Wheat, peas, corn en cotton was de things dat peoples
plant mostly in dem days., Dis how I see dem frail de wheat
out. Put pole in herd land en drive horse in circle en let
dem stamp it out. You could ride or walk. Two horses tramp
en shake it out en den take straws en have somethin to catch
it in en wind it out. Had to pick en thrash a bushel of peas
a day."

"When 6orn haﬁlin time come, every plantation haul corn
en put in oircle in front of de barn. Have two pile® en point
two ocaptaine. Dey take sides en give corn shuckin like dat.
Shuck ocorn en throw in front of door en sometimes shuck corn
all night. After dey get through wid &11 de shuckin, give big
supper en march all round old lisssa's kitchen en house. Have
tin pans, buckets en canes for music en dance in front of de
house in de road. Go to another place en help dem shuck corn
de next time en 80 on dat way."

"My old Liiss en Liacsa, dey always look after dey slaves
when dey get sick. Use herbs for dey medicine. I used to
know different herbs my mother would get. Bonéj;et en life-
everlastin make teas for fever en colds. When I was a boy,
dey used to carry dem what have smallpox by de Sswamp en built
a dirt house for dem. Kept dem dere en somebody carried feed
to dem. People used to have holes in dey skin wid dat thing

en most of dem died."
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"I hear tell bout one man runnin away from Black Creek
en gwine to Free State. Catch ride wid people dat used to
travel to Charieston haulin cotton en things. He come back
bout 16 years after de war en lived in det place join to me.
Come back wid barrels en boxes of old second hand elothes en
acourmlated right smart here. Talk good deal bout how he
agssociated wid de whites. Don' kaow how-come he run awsy,
but dey didn' eatch up wid him till it was too late. De
community have man den call pataroller en dey business was
to catch dem dat run away. Say like you be authorized to
look after my place, you ocatch dem dat slipped off to another
man place. <Couldn' leave off plantation to go to another
place widout you ask for a pass en heave it on you. White
folks used to kill beef what dey call club beef. If you kill
beef this week, you send this one en that one a piece till de
beef all gone., White folks give me pass en tell me carry beef
en deliver it, TNext time, another man send us beef,"

"I run away one time en somehow another de overseer know
whe' I was. I recollects old liiss had me tied to de tester
bedstead en she whip me till de whip broke. I see her gettin
another arm bout full en I tear loose en run away. I slip
home on steps at my mother's house lookin down playin wid de
cat en look up in her face. She say, 'You good for rothin,
you get out of here en get to dat barn en help dem shuck corn)

I go but I didn' go in cause I keep a watch on her., Aanother

ey
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time boss had a horse apple tree dat just had one apple
on it en he wanted to save dat apple till it get ripe
enough for seed en fall. hite man, I couldn' stand it.
; eat dat apple. ide put it on me dat time cause he saw
my tracks en dat how he knew it was me. He know it was
me en I oouldn' get out of it."

"I get married in '76., iiy old boss, we all went
gether. Red 8hirt canvassed the country. Teople tried
to get me to quit my wife cause dey say de Democrats would
bring back slavery. Some voted 8 or 10 tickets. I was on
de stand when Hampton spoke in Sumter, Chamberlain was
elected on de Republican ticket. Sam Lee one of de men.

He was white. I believe he was colored. Wade Hampton
have him brought on de stand en ask questions. 4ask what
kind of Government it gwine be. Dey had tissue tickete en
blindfolded man en he didn' take out tiseune tickets. Tame
en number on de ticket.”

"All I know bout de war dat bring freedom was dat de
war was gwine on. I remember when dey couldn' get coffes,
sugar or nothin like dat. You know dat was a tough time to
think bout we couldn' get no salt. <Jut up potatoe® en parch
to make coffee. Sweetened wid syrup en fore de war closed,'

made sugar from sugar cane. Boil dirt out de smoke house

en put liquor in food. ZHat poke berry for greens. Den one

day we hear gun fire in Charleston en iiiss made miration.
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I don' remember freedom, but I know when we signed de con
tract, de Yankees give us to understand dat we was free as
our liassa was. Couldn' write, just had to touch de pin.
Ask us what name we wanted to go ines We work on den for
one third de cerop de first year wid de boss furnishing
everything. Soon as got little ahead went to shareoropring.”

"I tell you it been a pretty nard time to be up against.
| I own dis here place en my nephew live here wid me. Dey give
him government job wid de understandin he help me. Get o 24.60
a month en live off dat. Daughters in Ilew York pay tax. If
dey carry out de rresident's plan, it be a good one. It been
pretty tough in some instance. God sent tning. I tell you
it a good thing. If carried out like de tfresident want it
carried out, it be better den slavery time. You know some
slaves got along mighty bad cause most of de white people
won' like our white folke."

"I belongs to de¢ iiethodist church en I believe it de
rignt thing. lan ought to do as God arranged it cause he

plan it. e know right from wrong."

Source: Jake licLeod, ex-8lave, 83 years, Timmonsville,
3.Coe

Personal interview by Iirs. Lucile Young and
He Grady Davis,
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EX=SLAVE 82 YEARS OLD.
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"In December 1855, de family Bible say, I was born on de McNeil
Plece in York Countye De last person who have dat Bible was Captain
Conductor True of de Southern Railroad trainse Had dis one name in dat
Bible, just 'Bill' is set down on de pagee I heag them say de Good Book
am now in Tennessee, but I wouldn't swear to dat.. I was born 'bout twelve
miles from Chester Court House on a creek called Bullock or something lak
date

¥y pappy name Will; my memmy name Leahe. I was put down in de
Book as their childe When Miss Jane, daughter of old Marster McNeil,
( I forgits his first name) marry, then my new marster was Marster Jim
Truee Miss Jane just up and marry Marster Jim and come wid him to Fair-
fields Then o0ld Marster McNeil give me, my mammy, and brother Eli, to
Miss Janee

My pappy done passed out, ceased to live, befo' us come to Faire
fielde Him b'long to de Rainey family of York. Had to git a pass to see
his wife and chillune Dat was one of de hard parts of slavery, I thinkse
Does 1 'members Conductor True's name? Sho , I doess It was Thurston
Truee When I git on de train him always slap me on de he;,d and say: 'Well
Bill, how your corporosity seem to sagasherate dis morning?' And I say:
'Very galopshous, I thanks you, Captain'e Then us both laugh, and he pass
on down de ooach and all de people on dat car 'steem me very highly. I
feel a little bigger than all de other niggers, all dat day long, 1 sho

doese

Does you know de Warren Castles Place? ‘Bout two miles from dere



is where us lived befo' freedome Marster Jim True was killed in de ware
Us ocarry on then and make corn for de 'federate armye Our house had a
dirt floor and a stick and mud chimneye Us slept on a pallet on de floor.
In de summer time I run *round in my shirt- taile

De overseer, Tom True, de daddy of Marster Jim was a rough and
hard task marster. After freedom I went to de Rembert Place, Wateree Creek,
then to de DesPortes' Place five miles from Winnsbo‘:o » then to de Jordan
Place on de Gum Tree Road, then to de Buchenan Place, then I buy seventy
acres from Mr. Jim Curlee and live there every since 1905. My wife was there
wid me and my deaughter and her four chillun, Willie, Anne, Andy and Henrietta
Jacksone

I got a heap of whippin's in slavery time from old Marster Tom
Truee I see logs of de Yankees and their doings in war time. They just ride
high, Burn and take off everything from us, lak they did everywhere else.

I vote de 'publican ticket, as I try to show my ‘preciation, and
dat gits me in bad wid de Klu Kluxe They scare me, but no touch mee De red
shirts try to 'suade me to vote their waye Some of de best white folks was
in dat movement, but this time I *members old Tom True beating me often for
little or nothinge I stioks out to de end wid de party dat freed mee

I find out, and you'll find out, boss, dat only de Lord is pure
in de beginning and to de end, in His planse De works of man and parties
lak democrat and 'publican have their day; if they reign long enough de
people will mourn so de Bible saye

My old overseer, Marster Tom was s school teachere I feel sorry

for de chillun he teached,'cause him whip me just when him git out of sorbse



3e
166

Miss Jane couldn't stop him, she just cry.

Yas sir, 1 have knowed good white mene Mr. Warren Castles
was a good man, and Manigault here in town is fit to go %o heaven,
when he die. I sure dat he is, although he is a niggere

My house and land worth $590.,00, but I been going back'ards
every year for last eight yearse Can't get labor, can't work myself,
Wonder if you white folks will help me get a pensione I's not going

to bege. Dats my last word."
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* Yes, sir, I was bo:n befo’ de war ‘tween de white folks, en account
of ue niggerse They was powerful concerned *bout it end ¥we wes note My mammy
elweys said she found me e babe ir de chinkepir bushes, btut yov cen leave dat
out if you want tos They sey I comed inmto de world in 1844. I sho' was & good
plow-hend when de first gun wes fired et some plsce down neasr Charleston; I
think it wes st Sumtere They say I was born where Marster Eugene Mobley lives
now, tut i1t b®longed tc Marster William Brice, when I was born in 1844, bless
Ged? My father nemed Aleck and my mother Marye Us colored folks didn't git nesmes
*til efter de ware J took my name, when I went up tc de *lectior box first time
to vote for Geme Gramt for presidente My father was from old Virginie, ry mo-
ther from South Yaroline. Yur plentation hed seventy-ivc slaves living about
here and yon in log houses wid dirt flcorse They bored suger holee in de eides
of de room, stuck end of poles in dese holes. De pole reach® out into de roam
and rested on wooden blocks ‘sbrt of hollowed out on tor; then some slats cf
pine firish up de contraption bed. Quilis wes spread on dis which wes all de
bed we hede.

® T been married four times since de war and I'm here tc tell you det
& nigger hed & hell of a time gittin® a wife durin® slavery. If you didn't
see one on de place to suit you and chences wes you didn't suit them, why
what could you do? Ceuldn®t spring up, grab a mle and ride to de next plen=
teiion widout a written passe. S'pose you gits your merster's conesent tc go?
Look here, de gal®s marster got to consexnt, de gel got to consent, de gal's

daddy got to consent, de gel's mammy got to consent. It was a hell cf a
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» I helped my marster 'mong de bullets out along de Mississippi River,
but I's glad we didn*t whip them ®cause I°s had four wives and dere is de
las® one settin® right over dere, a fixin® you soms strawberries and a
shakin® her bslly at me laughin® lak Sarah in de Bibls and thinkin® of namin®
de child of her old age, *Isaac’.

* What kind of work I do in slavery? I was de carriage drivere. Us had
a fine carriage and two high=steppin® horses, Frank and Charlie. I used to
hear lots of things from behin® me, while drivin® de folks and saying nothin®.
Monsy, did you say? We had no use for money. Kind words from de white folks was
monoy 'nough for me. We just worked hard, eat more and slop’ well. We got meat,
hominy, and corn meal on Mondays and wheat bread, lard and ‘lasses on Saturdays.
No time for fishin® or huntin': Married slaves was encouraged to have their
own gardense. Yur cloithes was of wool in ds wiater from our own sheep, and cote
ton in de summer from our own fields., Had many spinnin® wheels and cards. Miss
MNary, de mistress, s;\v to dis parte

* Qur white folks was Paalm-singin', old styls Presbyterians. You daresn*t
wvhistle a hymm on Sunday which thay called Sabbathe Just as soon as I got free,
I jined de Baptist church, hard shelle Brother Wright i3 my preacher at Blacke
stock nowe My marster, “illiam Brice, his wife, Miss Mary, his son, Christie,
and his daughters, Miss Lizzie, Miss Kitty and Miss Mary, was de ones I drove
de carriage to Hopewell church on Sundey fore Dat church is flourishin® nowe
De pastor of dat church, Reve John white, befo' he died I waited on him six-
tean yesars, and in his will, he give me dis house and forty acres‘ around it
for my life. Dat's what I calls religione My mistress was a angei, good, and

big heatted. I lay my head in her lap meany a time. Marster had a everseer
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twicee They wes poor white trash, not as good as de niggers. ¥igs Mary run
them both off end t0ld marster what she couldn’t see to when he wes awey,
she'd pick out ore of de sluves to see after  All de overseer done wes to
weke us up, see to feeding stock and act biggitye Us sluves worked from sun
up to sun downe

* Sometime befo® de wer, my marster sold out and bought e big plece in
Mississippi. On de way dere, de slaves (grown) was chained tcgether. Yes sir,
de chein was ‘round de necks. We went by wagons and stesmboete somsﬁmaa. We
steyed in Miesissippi *til durin® de wer we refugeed back tc Soutk Cerolinee
Dat ®s when de Yamkees got posseseion of de rivere We settled nsar Mew Hope
churchke Tt was in dis church dat I saw sprinkling wid a kind & bM when
beptizir® de chillun. Over at Hopewell, you had tc have e brass trinket (token)
to show befc' you could teke Communior of de Saintse We was alweys compelled
to go to churche Boss like for de slaves to sing while workin‘®e We had a
jack-leg slave preacher who'd hist de tumese Somse wes spiritusls; my wife
end me will sing you one now, °Got to Fight de Devil when You Come Up out de
Weter'. (This was well rendered by tke old mem end his ﬁfe). Nothing stopped
for slave funeralg. De truth is, I can’t ‘member amy dyin® on our places. None
of our sleves ever run aweye

®» A pass was lak dis, or it was yo® name, wheit house you goin® to and de
hour expected backe If you was cotched any other house, patarocller whip you sho’e
Alwgys give us Chris®mus Daye Dere was & number of dances dis time‘ of de yearo
Cot passes to different plantations. Dere would be corm shuckirn® different plecese.
Not much gemes or playin®' im our set. Wife, let's sing ancther spiritusl. Come on
Janie, let's sing *You Got tc lLay Your Burden ‘pom de lord®.

“Siciness of slaves was quickly *tended to by de doctore Member gellopin®

for old Dector Dougles many a time.
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® I went to de war from Mis§issippi as body guard for my marster.
I was close to de fightin® and see ite If it was hell then, it must be tarna-
tion now wid all dese air-planes flyin' roun' droppin® booms on old people lak
Janie and me, over dere fixin® them strawberriese. De good lord, save us from a
war over Blackstook and my garden out dere!

* T was free three years befo' I knowed its worked along just de same.
One day we was in de field on Mre Chris Brice's place. Men come along on big,
black horse, tail platted and tied wid a red ribbonohstopped, waved his hands
end shouted 'You is free, all of youe G0 anywhere you wants to‘®. Us quit right
than and acted de fool. We ought to have gone to de white folks *bout it. What
did de Yankees do when they come? They tied me up by my two thumbs, try to make
me toll where I hided de money and gold watch and silver, but I swore I didn‘t
knows Did I hide it? Yes, so good it was two yoars befo' I could find it sgaine
I put everything in a keg, went into de woods, spaded the dirt by e pine stump,
put de keg in, covered it up wid leaves and left ite. Jometime after, we looked
for it, dut couldn't find ite Two years later, I had a mule and cart in de
woodse “e mule's foot sunk down into de old stump hole and dere was de keg, de
money, de silver and de watche Marstor was mighty glad dat I was a faithful
servant, and not a liar and a thief lak he thought I wase My marsier was not a
Ku ¥luxe ‘hey killed some obstreprary (obstreperous) niggers in them times.

% I first married Sara Halasey in 1873, she had three chillune She died.
Ton months after, I took Harriett Deniels; she hed three chillum, then she
died. Eight months efter, I married Millie Gladden, ro chillun. She lived
seventeen yeers, died, end ten years ego I fooled dat good-lookin' Jene e
settin' over dere. She was a widow then, sghe was de widow Arthure She wes a

Celdwell, wken she was borne We have no chillun but she is still lookin® for

PRSI EN
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e blesein'e (Here the noneagenarien broke forth in & quiet chuckle).

" There ween't as much sin in slaevery time, not es much sufferin®, not
es mich sickness end eye-core povertye Jere was no peniten‘try and chain gengs
‘cause dere wae no need for theme Cuttin® out de btrutishness on some places, it

was & good thing for de race. *
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"I live in Newberry County, a few miles from town on Mr.
Alan Johnstone's place. I rent and make a fair living. I have ten
children now living and twouéeéd. Dey is all on a farm. I was born
in Union County, Jjes' across de Newberry line, near de Coshen Hill
section. I was young’whenﬁwe moved to Newberry and I have lived)
daf nearly all my life. My father, Ned Worthy, was a slave of Frank
Bynum's mother..My“mother was Mafia Worthy -who was a slave of Mr.
Burton Maybin. She cooked for-a long time‘foride‘Maybin family.

i "YT was smallvin slavery timé, and played wid de white
chaps. de used to go wid Mr. Burt Mgybin to see dem muster at de
0ld Goshen Hili'muster ground,

”Marée Burt Maybin owned 88 slaves, and I Was one, and is
de_bnly one now living, We had ho.money in slavery tiﬁe, jes:t gbt
food and clothes for out work; but my marsperAwas'a good fééder,

" always_hgd enough to eat. Some of de‘maréters didn't give niggefs;_
ﬁuch to eat, and dethad td'slip ofi and steal. We héd nlenty of_
what waS‘dé_rulé for eating in dem days. We had home-made molasses,
© peas, cornbread and home raised-meat sometimes. We killed rabbits
and'§053ums.to eat, and“sometimés went fishinz and hunting. Marse
~wouldn't allovlfishing and'hdhting oﬁ Ssundays, but-de chaps would
.slip ofi on Sﬁndaysjsometimes and Eatch lots of fish.

- wour clothes was made at home, spun and wove by de women
folks.and maderby dem, QOpp;r straw and white cloth was used. our
shoes was made by & shoe-maker in de neighborhood who was named Liles.
- Dey naé made wid wooden soles or bottoms. Dey tanned de leather or

had it taﬁned in de neighborhood. It was tacked around de soles.
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It was raw-hide leather, and de shoes had to be soaked in warm
water and greased wid tallow or.meat skin so de shoes would olip
on de feet. |

"I married Missouri Rice at her own house. We had a big
wedding and she wore s white dress wid two frills on it. I wore
a dove-colored suit and a}high brim hat wid a small crown, I
bought de haf for $7.00 jes' to marry in, but used it for Sundays.

"We had good white neighbors in slavery time. My marster
and mlstress was all righﬁ All of us had to go to work at daylight --
and work till dark. Dey whipped us a little and dey was strict- |
about some thinhgs. |

"Us chgps did not learn to read and write, dat is why I
can't read aod write today.rMarse wouldn't allow us to learn.
70oce he saw me and some othei chaps, white chaps; onder a tree

- playlng Wld letter blocks. Dey had de 4 B C's on dem. Marse got

5awful mad ana got off hls horse and whipped me good ‘ ‘

; “"De niggers didn't have a church on de plantation but was
made to go“togdé white folks church aod set in back of Qegchurch.
Dey nad to git a pass to gb to church same as anyiother place, or
7de patrollers would catch 'em and beat tem., )

- _:V- - W&tter de war Was over de nlggers built brush arbors for
»to~hold meetlngs in. I sho; remember de old brush arbor and de
_glorious times“deo. and how de niggers used to sing and préy énq_

shout. I am a Baptist and we baptised in de creek atter we dammed
it up to hold water deep enough, Sometimeo we.osed»amwaterhele in_
de woods.lI remember one old Baptist song, 1t oent: ' -

- “Down to de water I bhe baptised, for my Savior die;

Down to de water, de River of Jordan,
Where my Savior baptlsed
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"Some of de slaves was Whipped while dey was tied to a
stock. My marster was all right, but awful strict about two things,
stealing and telling a lie, He sho! whipped dem if dey was caught
in dem things. Some marsters didn't feed de slaves much, but my
marster always had enough. Every Sunday he would give each nigger
a qugrt of flour extra for breakfast.

"We had to work «ll day Saturdays, but Marse wouldn't let
anybody work on Sunday. Sometimes he would give de women part of
Saturday afternoons so dey could wash. He wouldn't allow fishing
and hunting on Sundays either, unless it looked like rain and'de.
fodder in de field hed to be brought in, He always give us Christ-
mas Day off, and we had lots of good eats den. |

"I remember de old corn-shuckings, cotton-sickings and
‘log-rollings. He would-ask 8ll de neizhbors! hands in ancg deyAwould
come by croﬁds. i'dan remember dem .good. I remember de. grain Was
put in drains and de horses was mzde to tramp on it to git de seed
out. Den it was put ih a house and poured in a big wooden fan
machine which fanned out de chaff. De machine»was'turngd by two
men. Dey madé molasses by taking de cane and squeezing out de
juice in a big woodlen machine; De machines now is different. Dey
is made of cas%. a |
o ) “4 stége dat was draWn~ﬁy two horses went-pést our place.
u It carried mail aﬁd people,. Wheﬁ Mafée wahted to send wbrd to any
people in de neighborhood he sent it by somebody on»a horse.

®Many of de slaves, and some old %hite people, too, thought
‘dar was witches in dem days. Dey believed a witch could ride you
and stop blood circulation.

"Dar was many dogs on de farms, mostly hounds and bird dogs.
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"My grandfather was called 'Jack', and he was a nigger-
driver. Dat was a nigger dat had to oversee de slaves when de mar-
ster was away from home. He would call de cows like dis, 'Su--wee,
Su-wee' or 'Sook, Sook'. He called his dogs by whistling. He had
ﬁseveral dogs. When grandpa died and was buried, his dogs'wouldmgif
out and baék and trail Jes' like trailing a rabbit, and de trail
always led to de graveyard. Dar dey would stand by his grave and
howl for a long time, wid deir heads up in de air.

"De old folks made me6101nes from root herbs and tree barks.
Herb tea was made to keep away fevers. Marse always called his blg |
chaps up to de house in de mornings and made dem drlnk chinaberry
tea to keep worms from;gittlng in dem. - -

‘"When freedgm come, de slaves was notified dgt a white man
by de name Ban White-would come to d¢ plantation and make a speech -
-to dem. He_séid,-'Noﬁ dat you ié free, you will be wid youf ﬁarster;
and he is'willing to give you 1/3 of ﬁhat &ou make. You is frée,
and daf will be no more wWhippings.' Den Marse said, while he was
crying, 'You stay_oﬁ widjme and I*'ll give yéu food and clothes and_i
1/3 of what you make. | |

"Atter de war, de Xu Klux did bad in our neiwhborhood Dey
) killed five or six niggers. I guess it was cause dey was Republicans
and had trouble at voting times. »

*T never did think slavery was right I was Jes' a chap
den and never thought_much about-it till long since it was over. De
&arpetbéggers dat>éome to our place tried to make mé believe dat de
" white man was our eneny, but I found out better. I am & Democrat
| and always was one. I was 40 years old when I repented of my sins

and jJined de church. I wanted to jine and be baptized and be saved.”

Source: Milton Marshall, (82), Newberry, S.C. RFD
- - Intervidwer: G.L. Summer, Newberry, §.C. 9/21/37
TR T B el e kg
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"It bees so hot today day I jes' setting here on de bank
steps a-waiting fer Aaron to come. Aaron work out on de road
yonder in front of Dr., S'ratt's house. De heat, it still come
up out'n dis granite rock like dar was a fire under it somewhars.
It feel good to me kaise my blood tiiin and I has on de thinnest
clothes dat I's got, today. Sho' did git dis hot in slavery, but
us never had to tramp *round on no pavement and rock steps like
dese. Us tromped on de ground and it take up a lot of heat.

"In dem days, Union had trees along dis ain street like
dem dat grows on de forest now, (Forest Creek). }Mister, dey
never callec dis street :lain when I was little, dey called it
Virgin. It was raal narrow and de trees recht plumb over de
street in de middle 'till de limbs touched over your head. Here
whar we's setting was de opera house., Right dar whar I's a pint-
ing my finger was a stoﬁe hitching post, and along dis side de
street was whar de surreys driv up fer de folks to git out and
g0 in de dot to de Opera.

"I don't want to see no picture shows,; ain't never seed
none of dem things afo' dey got to talking. It's de devil hisself
and dat's all it is. Now dey says dat dey talks in de pictures.
Well, dem dat wants to can go and pay dere hard earned money to
see sech as dat, but Charlie ain't gwine narry a step. No, 1if
you 1is got any money to give me, I take it; but I aint gwine to

no picture whar de devil hisself bees in de dark. Dat's how
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come dey has it dark, and dat's what I lows to my grandchilluns
but dey is igtnant and laughs at me. It ain't no good to all
sech as dat anyway. I likes to go to picnics and barbecues fer
my enjoyment. Befo' my legs give out, I cotch fish and killed
birds and went to log rollings and corn-shuckings. Dem things
give you something to recall. Dese chilluns comes from de pic-
ture show and den dey does not have nqthing to recall, kaise
dey has to go agin de very next Sad'day. Tain't no merits to

no sech as day does.

"Slavery, us wore thin home-made clothes and dey sho!
was better dan what I has now, kaise us made dem on de home
looms and spinning wheel, and dey was good. Cloth ain't no
count, kaise it ain't made good in no mills llike dat what us
made at home in de’time of slavery. 'Course I was too little
to make dem, myself, but it was done at home 'till atter I
got big enough to card and spin. Ain't never seed no garments
as strong as dem we wore back dar. Zvery thing was made out of
plaited cotton and it lasted fer years and years. Winter time,
we wore all wool clothes, and when you iurs' changed in de fall,
how dey did scratch! kake a feller feel like he had de 1itch.
Marster had enough sheep to give his folks wool, and den some
fer all de darkies. I's 'bout ten years old when I could card
and spin good, and dat was atter de war,

®"T live down dar on de I'orest (creek) in 'Patterac’'.
My house ain't fer from McBeth School. De mail box in Mr.
Charlie Ray's yard, 'bout fo' miles from Patterac. I walks fer

dat mail, dat ain't fer. Not long ago I walked to Union and dat

twelve miles. At dat you see I doesn't consider fo' miles fer.



o = _
Stories From Ex-Slaves (Charlie Lieadow) Pege 3 {7

*and Marse Johnny Meadow was my Marse when I was
five Years old. From den on, I members fer myself and I does
not have to take what old folks say, but as you knows, from
dar back it is as I is heard it.

"Yankee Carpetbeggar or something come 'round and
'lowed to our overseers dat us have to come to Union Courthouse
on & certain day. Us went in all de wagons. From de winding
stairs, a man say, 'you is free; you is free; you is free as
your marsters is.' Grandma Julie grab me and say, 'Boy, you is
free; you is free; clap your hands.' Dat never meant mach to
me and atter us got in de wagon to go home, grandma 'low dat
she sorry she so free and footloose. Next day us went to work
as usual. Some strange folks and trashy niggers and po' white
folks dat ain't never had nothing, would come to see us and
tell us to stoop work, but dat never meant nothing to us. Us
all stayed on and gathered de cfops.

"Next year maw and her maw went to de dabry Thomas
plantation in Santuc to work fer a fourth. iy pa stayed at de
veadow plantation. I went wid my maw, but I also stayed wid my
pa and his ma some., Atter dat, when ma's maw died she went back
to pa and dey worked fer a fourth; and de older boys hired to
de big house fer wages. I come up to manhood and I been down dar
on de Patterac ever since. I live near Charlie Giles, and dey
done tuck his picture kaise he so old and wise.

"Paw name in full, Griffin George lleadow, and ma's
is Alice Brice lleadow. She brought from de state of Delaware,
and pa was brought from de state of Virginny. I's heard both

say dat dere parents was brung all de way from Africa.
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Mr. Bonny Trippling fetched both my ma and pa to South Carolina
atter dey was married. I 'memb8r my grand-daddy, my ma's daddy.
He was furs' George Brice; then ijarse leadow bought him and he |
was George lieadow.

"My grandpa went to iississippi on his own expenses
atter de Confederate War and took his wife wid him. Her name
was Mahala; and her two girls, Sara and Jane, and two sons,
Henry and George, went along. Dey went-on a little train. It
was new here den, and dey say dat it was de first train dat
ever went through de state of Mississiopi. De first train dat
I ever saw, was de one on de Southern Railroad, from Spartanburg
to Union. It run to Columbia den, and my first ride was from
Santuc to Union. I set betwist my daddy's legs on de train and
dat de best ride dat I ever had and I'll never forget it. It
was de fastes'thing dat had ever gone through dis country.
Ween it started off, I hollored as I was so scared. Atter it got
its speed, I thought de woods was leaving me and 1 held tight
to my daddy's knees, couldn't hardly get my breath. It didn't
take any time to get to Union, fact, befo' I got used to it we
was at de station and my daddy told me dat we had@ to get off.
When we got off I could get my breath again, but I felt funny
all de rest of de day.

"I has a brother, Luke, dat lives near Lockhart, S.C.,
and another brother, Jimmie, lives in New York. Dat is all dat
I has living.

®All de darkies on de plantation lived a good life,
De ladies had me to pick up trash for de stove and fireplaces

in de winter time. Marse Bee was Miss Lizzie and Marse John's son.
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All de time I stayed 'round de kitchen and got water and eat
from de kitchen and had a good time until Marse and Liissus
died. Dey give me plenty of food, clothes, a good house and
good clean bed. We made our bed clothes on de home looms wid
wool from our marster's sheep. De barns was always full and so
was de snokehouse,

"For our summer ciothes we plaited de hanks to make
a mixiry of colors. De winter clothec was heavy, drab and plain.
Cur dyes was made from bark skinned from de maple trees. Dis was
mixed with copperas for a pretty yellow. Green dye was bought
from a store in Union, and de filling for de garments was also
store~bought. I carded and spun and wove a many a day.

"We slept on straw ticks in summer, made from de wheat,
and on feather beds in winter. De quilts was warm and made from
many pretty home-made patterms. Lightwood knots give de only
light at night. 'BPuff' from flint rock give de first sparks.

A plece of o0ld iron or hazrd rock was used to strike de sparks
wid, don't know why it was called 'puff'., Pire was kept in de
kitchen hearth all de year as a usual thing.

"De overseer would'hoop us up every morning, but we
didn't work late at night. lie went to de white folks' church
at Harden's Ferry near de old Jeter graveyard. Church and ferry
gone now. e also went to Sunday school. Every two or three
afternoons in summer, ilarster and Missus call us all on de
kitchen porch and read de Bible and pray and tell us ‘bout our
Sunday school leésson. In winter we went in de kitchen where I

built a big fire, to hear de Bible read. We was liethodist. Ly
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favorite preacher was a big black African named williams who
come to preach in de darky church for us every now and den.
Dat was Jeter Chapel.

"First time dat I went to a baptizing was to see
it at de white folks' chiurch, Kelly Chapel. I went wid my ma
and pa to see Lir. Cain and some Jones baptized. A boX-pool
had been built in de branch avbout nhalf a .ile from de church.
De people draped in white was taxken tg dis pool and dipped,
although it was a iiethodist ctiurch. Sheets was hung up for a
dressing-room. 7hen dey come out of de pool dey dressed in
regular clothes. It was warm weather and lots of folks had to
be baptized and a lot of peoonle was dere to see it done.

"Some years later, I went to see some darkies
baptized for the first time. I had to walk a long ways. I
don't go to church much now because my legs don't‘iow me
to walk to church."

Source: Charlie lnieadow (col. 83,, Rt.2, Union, S.C.
Interviewer: Caldwell 3ins, Union, S.C.
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“3no' wuz' born in '46, das' whut my white folks
says. Ipcall$ myéelf <7, but dat! doé't iake no'diffunt,
'bout a few years. I lives‘ﬁear Monérch,»én whut's still
called the Ben drandon'place.'Mr.¢Ben had a sister ,

“is' Polly. Deys' de aunt and uncle to lis' Bmma Sran-

. don. ir. Ben had two‘QVerseers, ir. Caleb'andiMr.'Neal

Wwillard, deys' Dotb Willards, Yes suh' dey' sho' wuz'.

Bofé' wuz very kind mens"“

* Mapse'! ben nebber' low‘ much whlppln', and he

wuz as good a man as anybbdy'hasrever seedt Eut one

—day us nlgger’ boys hopped- into a flght. marbe Ben

,aone hlS owh,whlnpan den" Anc dats! de onliest' tlme'

dat' I is. ever kpowed’ of” anyooav on all dem* plantat-

-1ons t0~be whi: ped.

% Marse Een had a small house. Dldn't nOuoay live

aar' but ham and hlS 81sterx Den' she up and went to

Kenngdy s on de MeansV1lle'road, Dat' place wuz' calléd; 4

in Dem '-days%ﬁwfcédar Grove'.T'aint much dar' now.

s

" .I'ge named Aloert,"case my pa belong to Marse

Albert Meana
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I wuz always a field-hand. Marse Ben let me eat from
his tabie after his sister went to'Cedar Grove',
kaze' wad'n nobody dar' in the house wid' him.
'Cindy' Brandon wuz de woman dat' cooked for us.
My mother alwags belonged to de! Brandﬁﬁs, and
‘my pa never 'longed to nobody but hiarse Albert
lieans. My Marster' had only -one body'slave whose
namﬁ‘ﬁaereith.fHe was born y lived &nd died and
vas Buried oh-the‘plantation. Narse Ben also had
2 cousin whose name was Marse Keith. When he died
- he-gave all his slaves to liarse' Ben, and this is how
Keith became my Masters' body sléve. 411 Marse Ken had
" he left to his young neice Miés-Emma:Brandon, and to -
‘his cbusiﬁs Miss Hettiek and Miss Mary Emma Foster. -
| “6n'SundayAwe'gét the best things to eat of any
day ih;the week. Sometimes we were allowed to go to _
churéhlwith our white folks at ald Brdwn‘s,Creek; We
‘sit in the gailery. Dey' don't have noile at all now.
i‘Cindy‘.go to church too. When 'Cindy' go to church us
" never had fuck to eat. All de' slaves is bupiéd in de!’
Brandon's Grua;veyard, and \derie Ve qkmaigr me beside
my first wife. oh ! Lord yes, I ge£ my second wife and
she's a young gal'y but she doos' whut I wants her toe
My furs' wife belonged to Marse Jim Ellis. De' preacher




on the ®llis plantation married me to Jane Ellis. Dem’
wuz good times, Caze' Marse had us plenty to eat, good
clothes to wear, and he gave us a new loy house to live
ine

"Captain Foster got de' two tracdon places. hHe wwn-
ed the Will bBeaty Place ani. 'Cedar Grove'. He never own-
ed slaves.
oM end Jane cooked in our fireplace. It had a
big crane fer' de ' pot to hang on. e had a‘coveréd skil-
let to bakelln, and a frylns skillet. Us never cooxed on -

-bunday, but maae pones on Saturaay. Je made our Yeast of

meal and-hpp—v1ne.“—

Source' &lbert Means- (91), Uhion, S.C.
Interviewer: Caldwell Sims, Union, S.C. (5/7/35
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Andrew Means, when approached, hel_cl" a be.»:b;?r ,
in his arms end moved very slowly around in his front yard.
He was e.sked if the babe was his grandchild or his greut-
 grendekild, as the old darky hed previcisly stated his sge
as eighty. He replied that it“we.s his ow1;1 and he pointed
~out another ohlld playmg in the yard whon he said was his
‘also. ' He stated, "I'se been merried twice. I ha.d flfteen
children by my first Wlfe, ‘and these two are by my seoond
vw:.fe.. She is a young women. But I'se sick now, 'cause I
had two strokes of para1y31s and I can't do muoh" 4
o ‘He remembered some 'bhlngs durlng slavery'
ﬁilme"s‘. His mother belonged to Dock Merph's fathers "I don't
recollect his neme", he said; "‘bu’c I was born on a plantatlon
bdown about White Stone on Mr. Murph's plaee . He. stated his
mother lived in a two—room log house with board floors. "My '
mother and my father separated, end he got killed in Florlda..
One day my father ceme there ’co ta.ke me w1th him, but I wouldn't
" gos I stayed wlth my. maxmy. - She was a hooha.nd and used to do
igshing around ‘-.t.he house; he did some cooking » tooe She used
't;o’ pick cottoﬁ. We. raised plenty of cotton, made gooa erops.
- He. spid, "I wonder what hes become of the wild
duok and 'bhe wild geese we used to. hgve? I used to s‘ee then

1g gver. de. house, gtretehed out one right behind the ‘other.

s st
CEEA 3 g a2 it

s plenty of duok and. geegs, but you don't ses 'em mow."
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When quegtioned further.about slavery times,
he said, "I was so little, too little to work. I wes playiﬁg
marbles and pitching horse gl:xoes. One day I looked up and I
seed soldiers running their horses down the road in my direction
and I got scared. They had on blue hats, or caps, but I don't
recollect what kind of clothes they had on, but I remember the
blue caps with a stiff front to it. »No“: Sir, they didn't do
ﬁbthing at the house., Some of dem asked for,hsometihwing to eat,
but when we didn't have a.ny-bhing to eat ‘che;;r couldn'.t get i%;, .
»sb rode on. I was so scared and my heart was beating so when
I seed 'em comixig I just 1it out on a run." (At this point he
lagghéd heé&ily to hmself.) "y ren so hard and was so Vscared
~ I.run over a.ndknocked down two railinés_ on de fence, den I crawied |
N uhéer de bed." o | | | o _ |
| | When asked how the darkies got married in thoée
days, he said: "They had to do the best they coulds People didn't | -
get married at that timé like they do now." ’ - o
- - o He said he had heard of so‘me' of the Slaves getti-ng‘
whippiz;gs,»fbut he had a good master; he never sécw e nigger ‘getr a
whippiﬁg.: "But I he_érd of it on some places”. |
| ) | He never went to m&it—e folks' church when he
got w‘b:‘i.g énéugh to go to chﬁrc};, but the first church he went to
- .wa.s a colored churcp; ) '
“Né, Sir,_I never seed & ghost, but one nig_ht
when me and anq'l’:he‘; fellow was going 'possum hunting, I sew some-
'bhing, but I don't know what it was. De dogs treed a 'possum

and laid down at de foot of the tree and just barked.




Torectly something flew down out of the top of de tree and fought
de dogse It just tore them into shoe-strings - their ears and
sides was all torn to'shoe-étrings. Some of d;Fddgs didn't get
back 'til next morning and they was all cut up. When dat thing
came out de tree I left there. We didn't stay. It looked bigger
than & bear. Maybe it was a ghost." _
‘ "The 'pateroéllerst? didn;t give us much trouble

as long as we hed & pass." .

ﬁe stated he had never heard of Abe Lincoln
or Jeff Davis;'bﬁt he reoollected‘wheh.Gé}field'was President.'

When he was péssed a littlé“ohange, he said,

"Thank yoﬁ,VSir; combxagain, come “to see me again."

SOURCE: Uncle Andrew Means, Route #4, Spartanburg, S.C.
"~ Interviewer: F. S. DuPre, Spartanburg, S. Ce
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JASON MILLER'S STORY
OF HIS GRANDMOTHER'S FRAYIR.

Jason Miller, a dark-colored Wegro 77 years old, lives on a farm
five and a half miles from Eastover, S. Ce, and claims that he is a grand-
son of Nancy williams, whose prayer saved a ship at seas

“ My daddy was Thomas Miller andtmy mammy w;s Bernice #Williams Milier,
de youngest daughter of Nancy williamse I was born in Orangeburg County in
1860, on de farm where we lived &t dat timee. My mammy die when I was 'bout
turnin' into 16 years old and my daddy never marry no mores

" He owns 'hbouwt 15 acres and de house we lives in and he rent more
land close to us. We 'most alwsys has plenty to eat and wear, ‘cause we
works de land and keeps it fit to produce food and money cropse When my
daddy got too old to work much, me and my wife and our two chillun was
livin' wid hime

* He never turn over de home nor de lands to me while he was livin'
and I follow right in his trackse I owns a house and 31 acres and my son
and his wife and two chillun live wid me. Wy wife die nigh on to 15 years
ago, but I is still single and right glad of ite I now owns de farm and is
8till boss deree I has a reason for not turnin® them over while I liveso

* T has seen many cases, where de head of de house turn over gll his
‘belongin's to de som who move ine In most of dese cases, de head of de house
becems no more pow'ful than a child and often when he give it all out, he
get sent to de poorhouse, to boot.

" So I still holds de whuphand for keepin' de peace and countin' one,
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vesides. Tom does most of de sowin', plowin', and reapin'e I still makes
a hand, choppin' or pickin' cotton and I digs de 'tators, tooe And when it
come to sellin', why I cracks de whup, 'stead of bein' on de beggin' side
al nomee.

" Yes,sah, my daddy was a slave and I was born a slave. My grand-
mammy , Mancy willi=zms, was set plum free by her larster ./illiams at Char-
leston, when she was just a little gal, lake She still stay wid dis fine
seggoin' family, «nd dat's why she was a gtowzrdess on de ship, where lLar-
gtwr Williams was de captain.

" De ship was mekin' de returm trip from wilmington, M. Co to Char-
leston, 5. Ce in 1847, when de big storm break on de sea. DJe biggest story
'bout what happen am told by Senator A. P. Butler, who was a passenger. Ly
wife tell me, tooe She say oenator Builer always look up and spesk to my
grandmarmmy when he come to Charleston and she say de Senator give grandmammy
money , widout her askin' for it.

" My grandmammy sho' was known to white and black folks at Cherleston
and :ilmington as a Christian woman. she talk and pray for de seamen at both
ports and when she livin' in Charleston, too old to serve de ship longer, de
suzilors often come to see her and fetch her presents of candy, coffee, flour,
suzar, blankets and such as they thought she need. when she die, my wife say
de suilors carry de coffin to de grave and weepe

" As de storm tele come t> me from my wife, who zit it from her mammy,
Nancy williams, it 'bout lek dis: De ship carry folks end produce from Char-
leston to wilmington and git a load of folks and produce at «ilmington, for
Charlestons 'Bout 100 miles south of uilmington a big storm rage, lightin'

flash and de waves roll mountain high. De ship wobble, first on one end and
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then on de other, a squeskin' awful. FPretty soon de fires wetted out and
it was out of man control. But it still pitchin' pow'ful.

" Knowin' all dis, Marster williams summon all on deck and tell them
de ship am doomeds then he say to them: 'All you standin' side by each, git
'quainted, so if anybody git to land, they can tell what become of usi’

" It was then dat my grandmammy, de stewardess, step fo'ward and
say: 'Marster williams, dis am no time to git 'quainted! VWhat we all better
do is to kneel down and pray.’

" ' Ican’'t pray,"' say Marster Williamse. 'If you can pray, Stewardess,
Zo ahead!’ |

" All de passengers and crew was standin' dere silent and tremblin’'.
Grandmemmy fall on her knees and pray: 'Oh, God! ‘e, thy erring chillun
can do nothin'e You can do ever'thinge. Save us, if it be Thy will but Thy
will be done, not oursd Amend'

" Then she rise up and smile sweet lak and 'bout dat time de light
from a rescue ship, sent out from wilmington to aid us, grandmammy say,
shine in on use. a4ll was savede Many, white and black, sho' say grandmammy's
prayer saved de ship and also say she am de only one who keep cool gll de
tineo. Sengior Butler, vhc was & passenger, talk wid me once ‘'bout it. long
after he talk wid me, we git & book from Edgefield, in which Senator Butler
tell de story, praising my grandmemmye. We has that book at home now and no

noney could buy ite *



Project 1885-1

FOLKLORE Edited by: s ¢
Spartanburg -Dist.4 380052 Elmer Turnage 191
May 18, 1937

3
oL

STORIES FROM EX-SLAVES

Calling on an ex-slave who was visiting at a neighbor!
house; the writer was surprised. She came out nf the house briskly
and Jumped down the rront steps and came to greet the writer with
a smile on her face. "Aunt" Lucindawﬁiller stated she was.between
10 and 11 years of age "when she was §ot free", .That would make ber
about 82 years old now, She was born in slavery; her mothér being
~ bought by Mat Alexander, who lived about five miles from Hill's
factory on the Main Tjger_Rive?, for %900. Her father, who ﬁas a
Linder, was owned by Bob Alexander, & brother of Mai. He livedhtwbh
or thrée plantations away. Sheﬂstated that Bob Alexander was known
. és a good»master, but Mat was»mean and cruel, She has seen her

rhother "whéoped" by the latter either with a buggy df wagon trace,

a piecé'of leather or anything her master could get hié hands ubon.
She said that she had never seen any slaves in chainé; but her mas-
- ter wouidlmég the grown slaves, but héver the small children. Her
work was liéht farm work, and workihg’around the house. She would
Abring.wéter, wash the dishes, help make up the beds and such other
.WOIQLQQQ qould required in the house. She sayé her master was a
“hard driver for work'm@ his slaves: that she knew nothing but work.
When her maéter thought that a slave wés‘not working hard enough,
he would whip him to make him work much harder. All he thought of
was work -- work in cotton, corn, peas, Wheaf, oats or whateryer he-
raised. When askéd about the games she -and the other children play-
ed, she replied that she didn't have a chance to play, for there
was something for her io do all the time,
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She also sald that Mat Alexander used to make his siaves work at
nigﬁt and on Sundays. When the day's work was over, he would come
to their one-room log house and lock them up uniil nexﬁ morning.

He would also lock up the well so they could have no drinking water
ﬁuring:the night.»She had plenty to eat, such as it was, but flour
was given to them once a week, also a little meat, some molasses
-and corn meal. They never had any sugar, and only got coffee when
her father would bring it to her mother. The white folks and the
negroes ate from the same garden,‘Tbefslavés could.hot have a'gar-
denvof their own. Théynalsb went to the same church, but none of
the white folks taught the slaves anything about reading. éﬁe'said
that she saw "a pair of niggers” get marriéd on‘the plantation by
a white preacher, Thexe‘wéfe no negro preachers. Patrollers did-notj
“bothef any of the four or fivefélave'families on the AleXahder' |

‘place, for Mat Alexander was his own patroller. Patrollers from "A

- - one plantatlon had nothln0 to do w1th the negroes from another

_plantation, as they could not even come on the ®dther plantatlon
unless they had permission. When woinv to church, the slaves had
to have passes to attend church serv1ces.

lheawasked how the Yankee soldiers behaved when they came

) by the farm, she said, " & whole pastle oz them came by the house‘
- one day. They asked the Missus if she had any white bread and some-
heney " Upon belng told that she didn't have any of either, they
asked for water. Auut Lucinda was told to bring them a bucket, She
drew the water‘from the well and, after fillinb_it, she placed it
on her head to~ carry it. The captain of the soldiers told her he

| caﬂld not drink the water fvom the bucket on her head, so made her

yl&ee it en,a stand. Then after ehe eaptain drank ‘the rest did also,
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They then came on into the yard and went to the stable; took a mule
and rode it off, without saying anything. The missus had heard
what the soldiers would do when they came to a farm, so all the
vsluables had been hiddem. The horses were driven way back into
tne woods, the food stuff and clothing was hidden about the nlage.
She said her mother was a good weaver and used to make lots of zood
clothes and quilts; but all this was put into a hole and covered up
with dirt to keep the soldiers from taking it. Aunt Lucinda said
the soldiérs did not tarry there long after looking about for
horses and such, and soon left. The only thing they got was fhe
mule that was in the stable. When all the slaves were told by
their master that they were free, they all wanted to get away from
him, but stayed until the plénted cfops were harvested; then went
to another place. Her fatner took her mother and his five children
to live with him on another farm ﬁhere they stayed for fourteen
years. When they left,the Missus gave fhem 10 bushels orf corn, 2
gallons of molasses etc. That was all her mother received forAstay-
ing on -after emancipation. Aunt Lucinda stated that she was known
as Lucinda Alexander while a slave; then took her father'é name
-until she was married; when she hecame g jiiller. her father used
to hunt rabbits and oppssuhs and'bring—them to his wife, her mother’,
fShé sgid_thét wild turkeys,wére plentiful, =s she had often seen
thém flying around in the‘woods at the lower edge of the farm. —
She didn'ﬁ know how many acres were in the farm, but the master
worked 6 horses. She remembers that lat Alexander was very mean,
and would not get a doctor to a sick slave until he dropped in
the field. They had to work even if they were sick.

SOURCE: "Aunt" Lucind& Miller, 637 Cummings St., Spartanpburg,S.C.
Interviewer: F.S. DuPre, Spartanburg Office Dist.4.
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CURETON MILLING
EX~SLAVE 80 YEARS OLD, WINNSBORQ,8.C.

* I live about ten miles from dis town on de Jim Turner place; though
he dead they still calls it ae Jim Turner plece. My peappy name Jeff, mamy
neme Dollye Dat a lovely neme in dis old mind yit, please Gode Cran'memmy
reggy enother good neame I's got to recommen® to you, boss.

" Yes, us all b'longs to de same marster, Levi Bolicks. Guass you'd
heard tell of dat man. Mistress named Marthe, engel of light tied up to de
prince c¢f darkness, so it was. They had one child, Little Mise, who growed
up and married a Stevensone

* I was just a little shrimp durin® slavery time; tote water and ride
behin' in de buggy to hold marster's hoss when he gits cut. ¥y mammy live in
a one-room house; it had no flo® but de one de Lord creete in de beginiin',
de natural born earth, it wes.

" what they give us to eet? Us got pleuty, sich es it was. Marster
Levi kept his niggers fat, just 1like he keep his hogs and hosses fat, he
dide He hed a passel of slaves and as his plantation was small he just run
four plows, kept a ricdin® hoss end a single buggy, end raise sleves to sell.

* He was sellin' de oldest ones away from de younger ones, all time
goirn® along, ‘pears to me. Sometime I think he wes de very old Nick turned
loose in de earth for a season.

* How I expleinin® dat? It's dis way: He teke ‘'vantege of de young gal
slavese 'You go yonder and shell corn in de crib,® he say to one of them. He's
de marster so she have to goe Then he send de others to work some other place,

then he go to de cribe. He did dis to my very aunt end she had a mulatto boy
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dat took his name and live right in dis town after freedom. Marster was
doin® dis devilment all de time and gwine to Presbyterian Church at Salem
every Sunday; dat make it look worse to me.

"Outside dis, and sellin' and partin' mothers and chillun, him was
a pretty good slave marster. He marry Miss Martha Clark and had nice pretty
home. He give us good clothes. Shoes? De shoes was made on de place; they
hed wooden bottoms, no spring to them. He gave us one day durin' Christmas,
for a dance. Us had Doctor Martin $o ‘terdus. ﬁe was son-in-law to old
Captain Stitt, another bad man that give trguble just like my marster.

*What about de Yankees? Two come first, and rode up to de kitchen,
rode right up to de steps and say: ‘Where de silvsr? Where de gold rings
and jewelry you got hid for de white folks? Tell us or us'll beat you worse
than you ever get beat from de lash of de patrollers.' They was as good as
they words; they gets down and grab us and make us tell all us know.

"Where old marster? He dons burnt de wind in his buggy wid de very
things de Yankees asked for and refugeed somewhsre away, sah. Did he go to
war, my old marater? No sirree! He wasn't dat kind; him hire a substitube.

“After de war was over, freedom comse, and with it de excitement of
white folks comin® down hers and havin' us beliave us just as good as white
folks. I have lived to see it was all a mistake. Then come de Ku Klux and
scarsd some sense into my color. Then come Hampton and de Red Shirts. Had
they a black shirt I don't beliasve niggers would ever have took to it. ‘*Dog
for bread, nigger for red', they likes dat color.

*In them days of parades by day and torch light precessions by night,

when de niggers was asked to jine, offered a hoss to ride, knowed dere would

Pl
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be a drink of red-eye on de way, and then was handed one of them red shirts.
what you °spect dat nigzgzer to do? I knowed. He's gwine to put on dat red shirt,
dat red-eye gwine give him over to de democrats, and dis was de way dat Hamp-
ton was "lected. But it never would have done to have a black shirt, no sir;
Is surse of date Dat would have had no ‘peal to our colore They is too black
alrasdy to suit de moast of bthom.

“When Hampton was 'lected I git an idea of settlin® downe I picks de
plumpest women I could find and her had a name dat seem music then to me.
It was Roxannae She allow I was a handsome man, and I was fool enough then
to believe her. But one day she brung home a ten-cent lookin® glass from
Winnsboroe. I say to her when I takes a look in it, 'Who dis I ses in here?’
ghe say: 'Dat‘'s you, honey.® I say: ‘'No, Roxie, it can’t be me. looks like
one of them apes or monkeys I see in John Robinson®® circus parade last No-
vembere.® Dere's been a disapp'intment *bout my looks ever sinsce, and when my
wife die I never narry againe

® All our boys are dead ‘cept Laurens. Hs live in Charloties, and I got
a sister dat marry Ike Austin and live on de Aiken place. I piddles along

wid de white folks and live in a littls house by myself, waitin® for God

to call me home. "
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STORY BY EX~SLAVE -

Among the few ex-slaves still living, irrespective of
thelr age at the close of the VWar Between the States, the
line is still very closely drawn between house servants and
their children, and the rield hands. 01l¢& white~halred Abbey
Mishow has ‘'"misplaced de paper" telling her age but though
she claims to have been very small when the war broke out
she still maintains the dignity of a descendant of a house
servant, nor will she permit her listeners to forget this
fact for an instant,

¥hen the writer called on her, unexpectedly, for an
interview, she found Abbey, her house, and grandchildren
very clean and neate. There was none of the musty, stale odor
about the place common tolgggro dwellings,

"I don't remember much 'bout de plantation," said Abbey,
"1cept dat dey called it Waterford, and dey planted rice. You
see I been jest uh leetle gal; I can't lie and say I remember,
I been jest 'tout so high." She indlcated about the size of
a five or six year old childe "I ain't had no reason for
study 'btout um and 'press it on my mind. My midder dled w'en
I was almost uh baby; she was de tallor and seamstress for
our people. De missus promlse my ma to tek care of me, and
she sho!'! dide I was raise just like a pet. De fust crack
out of me dat window sash gwine %0 helist to find out what all
me, I hardly miss my ma, no mudder couldn't treat me better

dan I treat,”

"We been b'long to Miss (Mrs.) Reese Ford, what live at
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Waterford plantation, on the Black River," (Georgetown County)
Abbey stated. /As she mentioned the name of the old "missus,"
and enumerated the names ol her erstwhile owners, lilss Sarah,
WMlss Clara, lilss Henney, lir. Wlllie and Mr. Reesey, Abbey's
old, wrinkled, black face softened with memories and her
voice became geptle as she told of the care and kindness she
had recelvede |

"I don't know nothing 'bout de war", she continued. "I
w as purtected, and tek to de citye. I didn't hab nothing to
bodder my mind and mek me remember dose dayse NMr, Willie lose
he arm In de ware I 1s see de solcdlers but I been tek care of,
I been spolled and didn't hab no Interest in worryment,”

"I don't know nothing about de street on de plantation,
and what dey do dere, cause I ain't had no 'casion for go dere.
I raise in de yard, I didn't wear de kind ob clothes de field-
hand chillen wear, and I get my dinner from de kitchene I
don't know nothing 'bout crops cause we sumered." (The family
spent the summers at Plantersville, a resort frequented by the
planters of the day) "You see I been leetle, dey dlén't low me
out de yard, I jest tek notes 'round sometimes, I tell you I
bin spoiled, I raise onderneat' liiss Clara demsy (ana thegﬁ. I
nebber had no idea t'ings would ebber be llke dis, I ain't got
no man, and no boy, nor no kinnery to help me, nor to do nothing
for me, only one weak daughter and she aln't much goode. All de

nation dead, t'aint nobody left but me."

"Tg I ebber see a ghost? No ma'am, I is hear 'bout dem
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but I nebber see um, I ain't had 'casion to go out in de night
timees I hear Plat-Eye dere but only dem what has to trabble
round see ume I believe in my Jesus, yes ma'am, if it ain't

been for H'im how I 1ib? ' Qive)

SOURCE: Interview with Abbey Mlshow, 9 Rose Lane, Charleston,
S. C.
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FOLKLORE
gtories from Ex-slaves
Sam Mitchell
Ex-slave Age 87

VW'en war come, I been minding cow for my master. My
father been Moses Mitchell and my mother been Tyra Mitchell.,
We belong to John Chaplin and 1ib on Woodlawn plantation on
Ladies Island. Mr. Chaplin had seven plantation. He 1lib
at Brickyaa'd plantation in winter and in Beaufort in sum-
mer. He hab many slave, but I don't know how many. As
near as I can remember, dey been fifteen slave on Woodlawn
plantation,

De slave 1lib on de Street, each cabin had two room.
De Master don't gib you nutting for yo' house - you hab to
git dat de best way you can. In our house was bed, table
and bench to sit on. My father mek demes MNy mother had
fourteen chillen - us sleep on floor.

Eb'ry Chuesday G?&eaday&x de Master gib each slave a
peck ob corn, W'en potato dug, we git potato, Two time in
de year we git six yaa'd ob cloth, calico in spring and
homespun in de winter. Once a year we git shoe., De slave
had 'bout two task ob land to cultiwate (eultivate) for se'f
in w'at call Nigger field. Could raise one pig..

All my mother chillen dead 'cept me and one sister
Rhina, who 1ib wid me. She 80 year old.

My father hab a boat and he gone fishing at night and

éell fish. Master let him cut post and wood at night and
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sell, too. He had to do dis work at night 'cause in daytime he
have to do his task. He was carpenter, but w'en dey was no car-
pentry work to do on de plantation, he plow., My mudder hoe,
Little boy and o0ld man mind cowe Little girl and o0ld ‘'ooman
mind babye.

On Woodlawn dey was no overseer. We had nigger driver,
Maussa didn't 'low (ed@My -mucher whipping, but slave had to do
task, If didn't, den he git whipping. Driver do whipping, but
if he whip too sewerely (asemeswdy), Maussa would sometime tek
field hand and mek him driver and put driver in field.

If a slave was 3ick, Maussa would come and see w'at was
de matter. Sometimes he would give de slave 42£l£2 1o mek him
womit (vomit), sometimes if he had fever, he would gib him
hippo. If he was sick, the Master would tek him to Beaufort to
de doctore. If a ‘'‘ooman slave sick, Big Missis would go and see
dem,

Slave had only one holiday in de year, Dat Christmas
daye. Maussa would kill a cow on every plantation on Christmas
and gib all de slave some.

On Maussa John Chaplin plantation slave have to tell him
soon as dey begin to cote toeows#s) If Maussa say 'No, you can't
marry dat gal', den dat settle it, you can't marry ume. He don't

lak his slave to marry slave on nodder (Wno®EEr) puson (pewsan)

’plantation, but if you do den you hab pass to wisit yo'! wife.
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W'en slave marry, w'ite preacher marry um in de Maussa house,
but Maussa don't gib you anyt'ing.

Slave had dey own chu'ch on plantation wid nigger
preacher, but on 'munion (Commumies) Sunday, you had to go to
w'ite folks chu'ch in Beaufort and sit up staire

Dey wasn't no Jjailhouse on de plantation, but dey was a
barn w'ere sometimes Maussa put slave w'en dey been bad., I
never saw any slaves sold, but I hear tell of de banjo table,

W'en slave die, Maussa let me berry um in de daytime,

‘do ( aFbNew

some Maussa mek dem wait *till night time.
Nigger preacher preach funeral.

I staa't for mind cow w'en I been nine year old. W'en
I been twelve, I have for staa't wuk in field or cutting maash
(marsh) or splitting reil. Slave chillen play mud-pie, mek
house out ob sand aﬁd secher (swed) t'ing.

Slave on Maussa plantation could come to Beaufort on
Sattidy night, but dey have to be back by 9 ofclock or patrol
would get um.

Maussa had nine chillen, six boy been in Rebel army.
Dat Wednesday in November w'en gun fust shoot to Bay Pint (Point)
I t'ought it been t'under ELWW¥F) rolling, but dey ain't no
cloud. My mother say, 'son, dat ain't no f{tunder, dat Yankee
come to gib you Freedom,' I been so glad, I jump up and down

and run. My father been splitting rail and Maussa come from
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Beaufort in de carriage and tear by him yelling for de driver.

He told de driver to git his eight-ocar boat name Tarrify and
carry him to Charleston, My father he run to his house and

tell my mother w'at Maussa say. My mother say, 'You ain't

gonna row no boat to Charleston, you go out dat back door and
keep a-going. ©So my father he did so and w'en dey git 'nuf
(emowed) nigger to row boat and Maussa and his family go right
away to Charleston.

After Freedom come everybody do as he please. De Yankee
open school for nigger and teacher 1lib in Maussa house to
Brickyasa'd. My father git job as carpenter wid Yankee and buy
ten acre ob land on Ladies Island.

I been married two time., My last wife, Florence, living
right here in Beaufort, but she left me long time agoe. I had
two chillen, one daughter live to Philadelphy and de odder 1lib
on Ladies Islande I got four grand-chillen, all ob dem grown.

Did I ebber hear ob Abraham Lincoln? I got his history
right here in my house, He was de president of de United States
that freed four million slave. He come to Beaufort befo! de
war and et (§%9 dinner to Col., Faul Hamilton house at de Oaks,
He left his gold-headed walking cane dere and ain't nobody know
de president of de United States been to Beaufort 'till he
write back and tell um to look behind de door and send um his

gbld-headed walking cane.
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Jefferson Davis? He been de Democrack presidente.

Booker T, Washington? He wasn't no president, but he was

a great man. I hear him speak once in de cemetery in Beaufort,

What do I ‘t'ink ob slavery? I t'ink slavery 1s jest a
murdering of de people. I t'ink Freedom been a great gift, I
lak my Maussa and I guess he was as good to his slave as he

could be, but I ruther (rather) bedlfree.
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CHARITY MOORE

EX-SLAVE 75 YEARS.

One quarter of a mile north of Woodward station and one hundrad yards
anst of US #21, is the beautiful residence of Mre T. . Ericee In the back

AR

yard is a twalroom frame housee In this house lives Charity Moore and ano-
ther aged Negro woman, said to be an actogenarié#. They occupy the houss
together eand exist cu the gcodness and charity of Mre Brices Charity was
boran e slave of Mre Brice's father and has lived =ll her days in his im~
nmediate familye.

" Don't you 'member my pa, Isaiah Moore? Courss you does! He was de
Uncle Remus of all de white chillun *round dese partse He sho' wasl I seen
him a settin® wid you, Marge Johnnis, Marse Bouyce, and Dickie Brice, in de
back yard many a timee You ell was askian' him quesﬂions 'oout de tals he
wes a tellin' and him shakin' his sides a leugain'e He tellad all thoea
tales 'bout ds fox and de rabbit, de squirrel, brer tarrapin, and sich lak,
long befo' they coite out in a booke He sho' did!

" My me name Nancy, dat was pa's wedded wifee Vere was no bigamous
nor concubine business goin' on wid use My brothers was Dave, Solomon, For-
tune, Charlie, =ud Bricee. My sisters was Haley, Fennis, Szrah, Frences,
Mary ,and lergeret. Hold your writin' dere a minute. Dere was thirteene O yes,
I left out Teetae Vat rounds them up, & baker's dozen, Marse Thomes use to
'low.

" White folks, my pa had Bible telos he never told de white chillune

Did you know dat my pa know de cetschism from cover to cover, and from de

back ond to de stertin' end? Concord Church gived him a Bible for answering
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every question in the catechisme. Hers 'tise. (Producing catechism published
end dated 1840). My pa maybe never telled you any Bible tales he told de
colored chillune. He 'low dat de fust man, Adam, was a black mane Eve was
ginger caks color, wid long black hair down to her ankless Dat Adem had

just one worrimemt in de garden and dat was his kinky haires Eve hate to ses
him sad, *cause her love her husband as all wives ought to do, if they don't.

NS
™ Well, Adem pley wid Eve's hair; run nis fingers through i} and sighe "“??fqz,’;,

Eve ciouldn't do dat wid his kinky haire De dobbil set up in ds nplum bushes > .\
and took notice of de {trouble goin' one. Bvery day Eve's hair growed longer

and longere. Adam git sedder and sadders De debbil in de plum bushes git
gladder and gladders. Dere come a day dat Adem ‘scused hisself from prome-
nsdin® in 'mong de flower beds wid his arms °‘round Eve, a holding up her

haire. De debbil took de shape of a serpent, glided after Eve, and stole up

and twisted hisself up into det heir far enough to whisper in one of them
protty ears: *'Somsbody's got something for to tell you, dat will make Adam
glad and like higself agin! Keep your ears open all day long.'.Then de ser=
pont distangled hisself, drapped to de ground, and skeedaddled to ds red ap=
pls tres, close by de fountaine He knowed dat Xve was gwine%igebaihe. g beat
her dere, 'cause she was welkin' sorta slow, grievin' 'bout Adam and thinkin®
*vout how tc cheer him upe. When she got dere, de old debbil dons changed from
a snake %0 a angel of light, a male angel, I reckone He took off his silk bea-
ver hat, flourished his gold headed cane, and low: 'Good mornin'! Rovely dayd
What a beautiful apple, just in your reach too, ahem'! &ve say: 'I's not been
introduced,' "¥ell', said de debbil, 'My subjects call me Prince, ‘cause I's
de Prince of lighi. My given name is Lucifer. I's at your serfice, dear ledy.'

Bve 'flected: 'A prince, he'll be a king some day.* Then de debbil sey: ' Of

course, ono of your beauty will one day be a queen. I seen a sddness on your
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lovely face as you comec 'long. ‘that might be your worry?' Eve told him and
he "low: 'Just gil Adam to eal one bite out dat aprle 'bove your head and

in a night his hair will grow as long, be as black, 2nd as straight as
your'n.' She low: 'Us ain't 'lowed to sat of de fruit of de tree in de midst
of de gardene Us dare not tech it, legt us dis.*' Then Saten stopped a dise=
vance dis way, theun another wey aud coue back and say: 'Oracious lady! Dis
trss not in ds midst of de gardene De one in de midst is dat crebapple tree
over yondsres OF ccurse de good Lord didn't want you to eat crebapples.® De
debbil doune got her all mixed upe De epple looked sv good, she reached up,
end quick as you can sgy 'Jack Robinson,' she bite de apple oud run to Adam
wid de rest of it and say: 'Husband eal quick and your hair will be as loug,
as black, and siraight as nine, in de moranin'.' While hs wes eatin' it, aad
tebin' de lest ewallow of de apple, 1e was *'minded of de disobedience and
choked twicee Ever since then, & man have a *'Adam's Apple' to 'mind him of
de sin of disobsdience. Twasn't long befo' de Lord coms alookin® for theme
Adem got so scared his face turned vhite, right then, and next morain' he

was a whii2 man wid long heir but worse off than when he was s nizvere. Dere e
P

-

was morc vo dat tele but I disremember it aowe ///2;53
" I's livin' wid my young marster, Thomas, now. He took good care of

‘my pa, when he got so o0ld a.d feebls he coulda' work no moree. God*ll blass
Marse Tommie for all his goodnssse when Pa Isaian come to die, Marse Tommie
come every deye Une day in leevin'®, he szid ia his gruff, kind wey: 'Is dere
anything I can do for you Uncle Isalah?' Ya say: 'Take care of Charity.' *'I
will,® say Marse Tommie. Then he 'low: 'Ain't ders something else?*' 'Yes,'

pa 'low, 'I want e white stons over de head of my gravee® 'What must I put

on de stono,' asked Marse Tommie? 'Just my name and sge,' seid pae 'Oh yos,

dere ought to be something else, ' says Marse Tommies Pa shock his head.
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* I want sometning else on it Uncle Isaish,' said Marse Tommie. Wid & tear
and e smile, pa reised his white head and said: *You can put down, below
de name end age, just dis: 'As good as ever fluttered.' And dat stone &t
Concord Cemetery 'tract more *tention then eny stone and epitaph in dat
churchyard. Way, de white folks puts flowers on it sometimese

* I wonder sometime in de winter ixightrs, as de north wind blows *bout

de cracks in de house, if pa is warm and in Abrahem®s bosome But I knows

~ pa; he's 'umble. There's so many white folks in dat vosom he'll just be

content to lie in Isaac's bosom ’or_rmaybna de prophet Isaieh's, for who he
was namede. |

" Wait derel You have bad luck to leave by dat doore You comed in by

- dis door end Ayou just leave by de seme doore Some folks sey nothin""to det

but I don't want you to risk dete Glad you comes Good byes®
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SENA MOORE
i~-SLAVE 83 YEARS OLD.

Sena lioore lives alone, in a one-room frane houé; about five miles
northeast of wWinnsboro, 5. C. She does seasonal work, such as hoeing and
picking cotton, of which she is still fully capables She pays $200 per
month, rent, for the house and vegetable garden époto

" Sumpin' tell me to make hiaste and come here for to see yous. How's
you dis mornin'? Mustn't forgit my manners, though I's wantin' to tell you
de ifs and hows and de ups and dovns of dese many years dat I's been in dis
land of sofrow and tribulatione.

" I was born in 1354, on de 4ladney plantation. ves a pretly smert
zel, twelve years old, when de Yankees come through. Merse Riley have a
Bible out yonder at Jackson Creek dat show's I's eighty-three years old.

Yis aunty is a sister to my old marster, Jim Gladney. Miss Margaret mar-
ried a Paul but Miss HNancy end liss Mary ann, them two never warry, bless
Godd De house out dere in Jackson Creek neighborhnood.

" Iy pappy was George 3titt. My memmy was Phillis Gladney. iy pappy
wes a slave of de Stitt family; had to git a pass to come to see mamuy. He
slipped in and out 'nough of times to have four chillune. “Yhen de Stitts took
a notion to sell him to Arkansas. Ny mamay weep *bout dat but what could her
do? Just nothin'. 01d marster 'low: ‘'Plenty more good fish in de sea, Phil-
1is. Look '‘round, set your cap, and maybe you'll 'tract one dat'll give your
heart comfort, bye and bye'e My full brudders was Luther Stitt, Bill 3Stitt,

and Levi 5titts My mammy then take up wid & no ‘count nigser name Bill James

and had one child, a boy, name Jime He died long time agoe.
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" Us live in a log house wid a dirt floor and de cracks stop up
wid mud. It had a wooden chimney. Je beds was saplin' pole bedse. De ticks
was wheat straw, though most of de time us chillun slesp on de floore iy
merster not a big buckra; he just nad a handful of slavese Us had to fight
chinches, fleas, and skeeters (mosquitoes) 'most all night or 'til they fill
theyselves wid our bloods Then they take a rest and us git a rest and slepte
My grandpappy was one of de free nigiers. Him was a Stitt family nigper, a
blue=~eyed niggzers ‘

" Money? Lord help me, nod As I ‘'member, us had plenty to eat, sich
as peas, D28ns, greens, lye hominy, and 'lasses but no flour bread.

" Ify young marster, Sam, was kilt in de war but larse Tom went off
and settle in Arkansase.

" Jhat clothes us nave? Just 'nough to hide our secret parts in sum-
mer. A shirt for de boys and a slip-over for de galse They was made out of
weave cloth, dat us spin of de cotton dat us picked out of de field. 7id
all de drawbacls, us was happy more then than nowe.

" Js raise our own chickens and sing while us workin'e. I never nind
white chillun callin® me 'nigger'. Dat was a nickname they call mee.

" Us was Presbytorians and b'long to de Jackson Creek Church, Lebanone
Fallery was all ‘round detup—stairs. 40t a whippin' for goin' to slesep up
dere, cne Sunday, and snorin'e In them days de prsacher was powerful. Ye
folks mighty 'ticular when him come 'round and fill de back of his buggy
wid sumpin'® of everything on de place, lak ham, chickens, eggs, butter, mar-
umalade, jelly, 'lasses, sugar, vegetables and fruite Him put in full time on
Sunday though, preach 'bout two hours befo' he put on de benedictione

“ What *bout my courtin' days? Well, I had them, tooe A& Yankee weant

me to go off wid him but I tell him nol Then when I ‘'fuse him, him 'suade



> 241

another gal to love him and leave wid hime. Her come back to de place six
months later and had a baby by dat scamp mane

" “hen I was fifteen, I marry Bill Moore. 3tood up wid him, dat day,
in a blue worsted dress and a red balmoral over a white tuck petticoat, and
under dat, a soft pique chemise wid no sleeves. Had on white stockin's and
low quarter shoeses I had sweet shrubs all through my hair and it held them
ell nizht end de nex' nisht, tooe 3ill meke a big laugh *bout it, while nos=
in' in my hair and smellin' them sweet shrubs. ‘

" Dr. Turner was de doctor dat 'tended de Gladney's and de slaves on
de place.

" ﬁ&% us git fire? s git two flinmt rocks, hold lint cotton under
them, strike a spark, it drop down, set'de cotton afire and then us fan it
to a blaze.

" Yos gir, I sec¢ wmany good white men, more than I got fingers and
toes, but a low down white man can git low downer than a nigser man. A good
white lady telled me one time, dat a bad white woman is a sight worser and
more low downer than a bad nigger woman can ever git to be in dis worlds. Now
what you gonne day to dat, Mistsr? Well, if you have dat notion too, us won 't
argue 'bout it.

" Does I bslieve de Savior has a remedy for de laks of gich women? *et
me think 'bout dat a little bite De Savior has a cure for things, all things.
How come he ain't? Didn't he give a woman de livin' water at de well and make
her white as énow? Then he run seven devils out another woman, for.just sich
sins as us is talkin' 'bout, Mister!

" Ku Klux? Does I *member them? Dis left knee 'members themd Ons night

de big road full of us nig;ers was comin' from church. Just as us git to de



top Bf de hill us see, comin' up de hill, a long line of hosses, wid riders
dressed in pure white, hoods on deir heads, and painted false faces. They
busted into a gellop for use I was wid my brudders, Luther and Bill; they
jump de side gully and got 'way in de woodse. I jump but de jump was poor

as a cow, I reckon, and dis very leg crumple up. I lay dere in my misery.
'til daylight, and my brudder, Luther, come back and carry me homee Dat

word 'home' 'minds me I ought to be goin' dere now. De Lord take a lakin'

to you, and you to mel May you git to heaven when you die and I git dat pen-

sion befo® I diee Amend"
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CURIOUSacUSPOMS ¢/o Mr, Walter Marsh,
ate 5/6/3 Interviewer: Caldwell Sims,

» Union, s.C.

"Fer 69 years Mis' Marsh done had me a'workin fer her
roun the garden en house., Course Mr, Marsh had ter work
me in de field wid my boys. Us has two mules, Joe an
Delia, Dey stays in our lot, I plows a little but my
time is a wearin., But I gits long "Oh Key™.

"Mr. George W, Wire tuk and died. I nursed him. I
good to them all, I'se different from any other mens, I
never eats milk and butter. Ain't tuck no medicine in

thirty-five year. When sun set I 1s at my house every

day."
1"

Lays down only bout two hours, dats nother way I is
allus curious in de fac' dat at nights I allus has some-

thin ter do., De boys jes sits and looks at me and dey

‘don't say nary a word, dey jes looks at me.

"Born in slavy, too little to tell much bout dat,
cep 1 is different froﬁ my chiliunse Dey calls me curious,
My pea riz up four boys. Us had four mules and hauled dirt
to Graniteville evey day when us stayed together, Three
brothers older than me, I is allus been corazy bout farmin,
helped my paw evey day when I was young with everything.
*When I wuz young no man could turn me down a workin.

Now it ain't none that ken turn me down a 'walkin®,
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"FOREST" A FAITHFUL SERVANT

Susan Nelson, 9 Trapman strecet, about eighty years olc,
daughter of Paris ("Forest") and Christina Gibbs, is a Tine
type of trained house servante Tall, slim, and erect, she
carries herself with dignity, and curtsies with graces Her
color is darlr brown, her features aqudline., She seldom
smilese

"I am the youngest of my family and they are all dead,

I never had a childe I was married in the HMethodist Church,
but my husband married againe I'rom the first I can remem-
ber, I lived in Charleston with my mother and father, He
hed his freedom before the war and worked on the Bays Vhen
he came home from his days work he had a cot by the door
where he would lay down ﬁo rest, and all thc time he used to
tell me about 'those happy days', as he said. Ask Mrs,
Arthur Lynah about my father; she knows about him,"

Susgn goes on with her story:i-

"My father belonged to Judge Prioleau and was trained to
walt on the table from the time he was a boy; and this is
how he nearly got a vhippin' -~ his master liked 'Hoppin
John' and therc was some cold on the table - you know 'Hoppin
Jonn'? His master told him to 'heat it'; he thought his
master said ‘'eat it', so he took it out and sat down and eat
ite Vhen he went back his master asked him where was the
'Hoppin John'!? Paris say he eat it, His master was mad -

after waitin! éll that time =~ and say he should have a

‘whippin'e But Mistress say 'Oh, no, he is young and didn't
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understand'; so he never cot the whippin'.®

"Later he was taken from waitin' on table to be his
master's body-servant and that was when his name was
changede One of the young ladies, his master's daughter,
was named Alice, and when he called 'Paris', it sounded
like 'Alice!, so hls master named him }Forest' and he
kept the name from that time, for his first and his last
name, and he always went by the name of IForest until he
dieds"

He went abroad wlth Judge Prioleau as hils body=ser-
vant, and traveled in Europe, (Authority - lrs. Arthur
Lynah)

"In later years, when his master was paralyzed, For-
est was hls attendant; and when his master died, Torest
watched by him all nishte, He lay dovm under the couch -
they used to lay them on couches then = and he slept
there and wouldn't leave him, and stayed there all night;
and hls mistress came in the ecarly morning and kissed his
master, and she sald 'you here, orest' and he answered,
'yes, mistress.'! After that, everything was changed. His
mistress wanted to give him his freedom, but the rest of
the family didn't agree to that, so he went to Savannah
with 'Mas Charles!s But thougch he was treated well he
was so homesick that he couldn't staye He thought of his

mistress and of the old home, and of hils mother, and he

/
. ran away and came back to the Plantation. lias Charles

2

'

[

I
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was so mad when he came after him that he ﬁas ready to whip
him; but when he saw how happy they were he agreed to rive
Porest his freedoﬁ."

Before the iar Between the States l'orest was mar=
ried, living in Charleston, and workingvon the Baye. Susan
remerbers her terror when the shells of the Federal bombard-
ment were bursting over the clty, and recalls holding out
her arms for someone to hold here Her father had returned
home onc afternoon and was resting from a hard days work,
when a shell crashed throush the walls of their little home
on Tradd street, and passed lmmediately over him as he lay
on his cote The neighbors ceorie rushing in thinking that
everybody had becn killed, but the shell had passed
throush, shattering the house but leaving Forest unharmed.
He lived to the apge of ninety-seven, valued and respected;

his dauchter carries on his food reputation, and knovm Dy

the name of SUSAN "FOREST."

SOURCES: lirse Arthur Lynah, Ashley Avenue, Charleston, Se Ce

Susan Nelson, 9 Trapman streect, Charleston, Se Ce

——-
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Mrs. Genevieve W. Chandler
Murrells Inlet, S« C.
Georgetown County
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(Recollections of Uncle William Oliver)

"Underground Railway? They give it that name being they
hed this way to transfer the slaves. T. O. Jones was one
of the officers. Growed up in Illinois. |

"I was born in Horry - eight miles this side of Conway.
The old Oliver places Father Caesar Gliver; Mother Janiee.

‘Mother born near Little River - Jewitt place. Joe Jewitt

raise my fathere. Had four brother; twelve sistery

One = Trizvan
Two - - Sarah
 Three ;» - Martha
Four - William
Five - Mary, the fifth
Six | - Lizzle, the sixth
Seven - Emma, the seven
Eigﬁth - Alice, the eighth
 Nine - Joanna
Ten s Havillé
Eléwen - Ella
_Twe1ve~‘ - Redonia
Thirteén - Caesar
Fourteen = Zackie
Fifteen - Eddie
Sixteen - (He could not remember)

"Three boys so scattered about you can't tell anything
sbout them. All chimney, claye. All chimneys that day,
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claye Moved right away soon as Freedom came. Women done
cooking and washing same as now. Shuck mattress. My
mother was a weéver. 0ld timey loom. Cotton and wool,.
Sheckel (Shuttle?) .

"I remember one song my mother sang:

'Do, Lord, remember mel
_ Remember merwhen the year go roundl.
Do, Lord, remembér me {
Why can't you die
Like Jesus died?
He laid in His gravel
He criépled éome;

Some He saved.!

| "I can't get it all, |

"My father head men on the plantation. Indigo? Out
the bush down. Put it in sacks. Let it drip out. Call
that indigo mud. Raise cattle and hogs loose over the
Gounty. No cash money was give to d ave. Had to get a
ticket. Hire they self out as stevedbre - anywhere
they could =~ and ﬁay Massa so much for the time. Smart
slave do that. Oh, yes, my father do that. If they keep
theﬁselves alive after freedom, they doing well., |

"$¢h0§1iqg? Only by night. And that couldn't be
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known. When he could get any body to teach him. 'A - B - (!
but wasn!'t allowed to go to any school.

"We'd eat peas, rice, cornbread, rye bread, sweetbread.
Most molassese. Game was all over the woods. Everybody
could hunt everybody land those days. Hunting was free.
Wihen I come along had to work too hard to hunt. Could get
pike out the lakes. Go fishing Sabbath. That was day off.
Sunday free day. Wild turkey. Possum. Don't bother with
no coon much. -Possum and squirrel all we could get. Had
our gardene. Differenf bean and collard. Turnip.

"Clothes? Regular wool and cottons Meple dye end indi=-
go. Red, blue, graye. Lot of gray. Big slave owners had a
éhoemaker. Plenty of hides. Cow hides, deer hides.

"When I married, was working turpentine. Rent timber
and cut boxes. |

"Dhe cruelest treatment I know of in the United States
‘and all the other states was done in the Southwestern stetes.
Take New Orleans. Galveston?. Was fixing.to get to Texas.
Texas beat the country for cruelty. Thej'tell me ﬁhen your
Master and Missus in this country want to make you do your
task, they thrcaten to sell you to Texase Had a regular
'Vanger Range! in New Orlesns. Place they keep the slaves
and auction them off. Man by the name of Perry Ann Marshall.
He was sold put theres He told my father he'd be out in the
field in the morning - hoe in hand. Had to get out there
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fore it was light, hoe in hand. Boss mun there with whip.
Wihen light enough to hoe, givé order, 'Heads upl' Then
lots of women fell dead over the hoe. Give order, 'Heads
upl! you chop! Breakfast bring to you in the field. Set
right there by you hoe and edt till hé_say, 'Heads up!!
When women fell dead, lie right there till night where
the body drop = - till you knock off. That!s Texasl I
call Texas t'Hell.! Even today black man can't get no first
élass ticket Texasl |

| "When you come right down to the truth, we always
\got ﬁp fore day most of time. You could go visiting other
planfation, but must have you a ticket. Patrol catch you

they whip you."

Given by VUncle William Oliver
.A‘boy in slavery time

Murrells Inlet, S. C.

May 20th, 1937.
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STORIES FROM EX-SLAVES

"I was raised in Newberry (County, S.C. on de place of Mr.
Chesley Davis, near Indian Creek. I now live in a rented house in
‘Helena'. My grandmother come from Virginia. 0ld man Tom Davis
who lived near Indian Creek was a grandson of Chesley Davis. My
| ~daddy was Oxner, his first:ngme was Wash. My mother was named
Sidney Davis. My first.wife was Pblly Miller and de second was
*;Mafy,mangum. | ' | -
| "Marse would whip his niggers, but he‘wasn't a hard man.
I peeped around de house once when I_ﬁas a'little~boy and saw him
whipping a slave. |
| ' "We got our vegetableS'ffom'de white folks garden. We nev-
fef had‘ény'of our gwn, We had plenty home-raiéed meats and flour;A
' Wé'ma&e our own clothes at home by carding, spinning and yeaving;
~ We dyed dem bymakiqgvdyes from de barks of trees or réd-cléy;“
"Marse had a big plantation, and 75 to 100 slavés. My
mother was de house_maid., She never learﬂed to réad and write, and
nogeof‘ustdid, either. _ »h V
| "Fe us; to hunt rabbits, possums, wild turkeys gnd;squir;_
réis, and we went fishiné, too. Weinévef had to work onvSaturday |
afternoons or Sundays unless we had to take fodder or straw to de
~barn to keep it from getting wet, |
"Corn-shuckings and log-rollings was common in dem days.
De workers had supper when dey got through. Niggers went to white
folks' churches and set in de back or in de gallery. 4 few years

igtter de war, de niggers‘made brush arbors to use for preaching.




"0ld man Chesley Davis and two of his boys sho liked to
drink liquor. His baby boy was bad to‘drink. We had barbecues in
dem days and nearly every man would get drunk.

"Tater on, old man Davis tried to preach. He preached
some at de Baptist church at Bush River, and at Fairview Baptist
church, about four miles above where he lived.

"T don't remember much about de Ku Xlux. I never saw any
of dem. I remember a little‘about de Red Shirts. I don't remember
anything about slaves getting forty écres of land and a mule when
'freedoﬁ come. Since de:war, de niggefsrhave worked on farms énd
done odd Jobs in town." | |

Source: Albert Oxner (N,75), Newberry, S.C. RFD )
 Interviewer: G.L. Summer, Newberry, S.C. 12/17/57
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"De cows lowed fer days befo'! Will Abrams died. Dey got
wusser and wusser Jes' right 'mediately'ﬁefo' he died. De owls, dey
had been hollering in dis here holler down behind Miss Belle's house
fer mo' dan a month. One day iiss Belle, she 'lowed she ain't never

- heard so many screech owls befo! dis in her life. I had done fetched
her one of my collards. Ve was a-talki;g out on de back porch.

"1 took and told her 'bout how Will had done got his fingér
infected fooling wid dem dead folks. lilss Belle, she say dat ain't
got nothing to do wid will being sick. she also 'lowed dat dat wasd't
any reason fer dem owlé a-sc:eechiﬁg and gwine on so, Den I told her,

- I says, 'Miss‘Bellé,_ain't you heard de cows, how dey lows at night
~ here recently? YeS'm;"allldese is death signéa it ain't'gwine-bé
long neither befof we hears 'bout somébody a-dying in dese here parts.f3
Miss Belle, she look at me sort of furious’like, but she nevefﬂsayr |
-nothing dat time. | ‘

"Dat night de beastes w:zs a-ta&iné on so dat I had tc hold
my pulsé. Fust(first), real tight like dis; den I presses harder and
hé;def tiil I jes'-nétchelly squeeze all de blood ouf‘of my wristes.

'batiis oné of de best signs I knows fer making dem owls and éows git
quiet. Yes sir, you has to hoid ybur puise fer fiveAwhole miﬁutes, . é
‘tight; When you does dis,”de_oﬁl's”voice, he git l?wef and lower as ;

your pulse git weaker and weaker. Look, honey chile, all dese other

niggers, dey had been a-tying up & sheet or a-putting de shovel in

de fire, and a-tuxﬁ;ng over de nasty old shoes; but de owls, dey

’keét right on a-screeching. But dis old darky, she de oné what know'd
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how to weaken 'em down by holding her pulse. Now, I doesn't tell

dese young niggers 'round here; neither does I tell many white folks
'bout de wisdom I is learn't t'pout such things.

"yill Abrams, he been ailing fer I jes' remembers how many
weeks., ke couldn't eat nothing but beans. I nsd beans in my bottom
corn., Catherine, she axed me fer some and I give 'em to her. %ill,
he eat 'em, fer dat was his craving. His finger got wusser till it
nearly driv him crazy. Den he got down and took to de bed. Look like
his time, it was drawing nigh;'

"fhite folks, dé Jedgenment is a-coming. We's all got to
face it; De folks is wicked, both biack and so is de white. Eow dey
'Spects de good Lawd to have mercy on de wicked and sinful souls de
way dey does every day is mo' dan aunt Ann can see, and I is already
done lived my ninety years. De Lawd,rﬁe-still seeé fit to bless me
wid health; and de zood wﬁitenfolks, He 'lows dem to help he.

"How could Dr. Dawkihs or either Dr. Montgomery do Will
any good waen de Lawd, He done éot de nour? Dr. antgrmery,'ﬂe tlowed
to Catherine dat Will had two chances to die and one to live, He also
~s8aid dat he had donerhis best. 411 de darkies and white folks, too,
in Union, dey come over heré»to see Will. Lots of 'ém fetched ‘'em
some things along to give to Will. He was a éood man 'cause he had
done been born again, and he followed 'de straight and narrow path'.
Dats de reason dey liked him, 'cause his»déeds, dey up and spoke fer .
ﬁim. Well; so many folks was a-gwine in dat room dat Dr. Montgomery,
he say Cathefine_have to keep dem out. Will, he kept a-gitting weaker
and weaker., De ailing in his finger had done spread all over his

.

chest. Dr. Montgomery and Dr. Dawkins, dey held a consulation.
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When dey come out dey told Catherine and dem others dat Will had
done took and got pneumonia from dat finger. 3o dat night, even de
dogs, dey took to howling and'gwine on., Tain't no use to set dar and
ldugh when de owls screeched and de cows lowed and de dogs howled.
It sho am de death sign.

"Hard work, trouble, and a-fooling wid dem dead folks, dem
de things what make Will go away so easy. He was always a-running
'round a-gitting sorry niggers out of scrapes, and a-making 'greements
wid de white folks fer 'em; and dey néver thanked him half de time.

Us old folks, us told him to stop focling Wld dem dead niggers and
all such as de like, 'cause he gwine to kill hlS self. I 1s most
blind:-but de darkies, dey told me how Will fooled tround a-doing
things fer so many sorry folks. ‘

| '"But den, God plucks his flowers. De nlght of de eighth day
, dem doctors had done *lowed dat ﬁill had pneumonla Will look up at
| hls wife and say, 'Git dese folks out of here so I can die by myselﬁf.

"It was 'leven o'clock iq de morning when d§y>c5me and toidi
me. Susie Eubénks, she 'lowéd dat de screeching of de owls wake her
up dat morning t*bout 3 o'cioCk. I lowed dat a dog a-howling was what
riz:me-up.>0atherine 'ipwed dat she hadn't laid down no time tillrshe -
heard Gus's coﬁ a-loﬁing. All de signs took and failed den, as dey
will do bn-such 6ccasions.”

»Source. Ann Palmer (¢Q@), 120 N. Church st., Union, S.€.
Interviewer- Caldwell Sims, Union, S.C. .
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STORILS OF EX-SLAVES

While seeking an interview with an ex-slave today,
the writer was directed to a certain h’ouse where an old man
livede Intering the premises by the rear, he observed an
old men helping a women who was washing some clothess He wes
stepjping around quite lively, carrying webter end emptying one
pot efter another of the dirty water already used by the
womene After he had sufficient water for his wife's nceds,
he ssked the writer to go with him bo the front porch where
he could be quiet and talk,

He stated that he was large enough during the Civil
War to wait on the soldiers when they woulc come to his master's
home for something to eat, which wes at Kilgore's Bridge on
Enoree Rivery and that his job during the slavery days wes to
wait on the white folks and watch the plentations

He also steted that his father was & full-blooded Indian
who was sold to his master by Joe Crews, thé biggest slave tradfar

in the countrye. His father wes stolen somewhere in lississippi,

634 2¢ 3
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elong with other Indians, end sold into slavery with the "niggerse"

He said his father told him he was stolen by Joe Crews when he was

& young bucke At that time, his father went by the name of "Pink

Crews," but after he was purchased by Mre Joe Patterson, his name

became "Fink Psttersone" He stated that his mother was a white .

vomen who ceme from Ireland and was working on the Patterson ferge

She was not & slave, but was married to his father by his "Marster,"



They lived in a ons-story, one-room log cabin which had
a dirt floore The whole family of 18 children and paremts lived
in this smell houses They were comforteble, however, and all had
good health, He stated that he had not been sick for fifty yeers,
end that the only trouble with him now was & bpoken foot, the result
of a reilroad wreck sbout forby years agoe He said his foot still
gave him trouble in bad weathers .

He said that he had not been conjured et all, but had just
gotten his foot brokens "Conjuring end ghosts are all foolishness
anyhowe™  The nearest he ever ceme to seeing e ghost was one night
when he observed a "white thing moving back and forth across the
branche" He had with him his brother's cap and ball pistol, and he
shot at the object two or three times, knowing that his dogs would
come to him if they heard the shotse Two or three dogs came up and
recognized him. He told one bull dog to go to the white thing and
see what it wase After the dog had been all around the place where
the thing was moving, he knew there was nothing there to frighten
hime Next morning, he went out to see the object and found it to bé
a small tree with white leaves waving in the breeze,

"Going back to slevery times, he said that on most plantations
were kept squirrel dogs, *possum dogs, sneke dogs, rabbit dogs and
"nigger" dogse Each dog was trained for a certain kind of trackinge
Fe used to train the "nigger" dogs which were used to track slaves
who had run eway from the plentation. He said he had two dogs that
were sure never to lose the scent when they had taken it_up. "If
I put them or your track here and you went to Greenville, they
would track you right to Greenville."

fle said his master did not allow his slaves to be whipped
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but he had seen slaves on other plentetions weering cheins to l)
keep them from running ewaye

"Feople don't work like they used to, and this thing of
higher education is ruining nigrerse All their learning teaches
them is how to beat a man out’ of a dollar end how to get out of
worke It teaches them to cusj end it hgaches these young girls
how to make easy morneye As o0lc as I em, I've been epproached by
girls I didn't know end asked for a dollare Now that thing won't
doe I believe in teaching children how to resd and write; but
don't go any further than thate I've never seen & moving picture,
(nce a man offered to give me a ticket to a movie, but 1 told
him to give me a plug of tobacco instead." When ssked if he thought
colored preschers should be educated, he replied that'when they are
educated they lesrn how to steal everything a man has, if they ceane

"You remember reading ebout Joe Crews and Jim Young - what
they did in this stete? Vell, they tried to lead all the niggers
after the war was overs I was the one who got Jim Young away fr-am
the whitese I carried him to Greenville, bu‘t he got back somehaovw,
end was killede Joe Crews was killed, toos The’Ku Klux was after
+hem hot, but I carried Jim Young awey from thems You lmow, the
Yenkees was after getting all the gold and monsy in the South,.
After the war, some Ya.nk:ee-soldiers would come along end sell
anyhody, niggers or whites,as gune They were trying to get on
to where the white people kept their moneys If they caught on,
they would go there end steal ite You know, there wasn't eny
banks, so people had to keep their money and gold in somebody's
safe on some big man's places These men in selling guns was

trying to find out where the money was hide"™



-l 2:29

When asked about hunting, he’said that hunting in
slavery days was not like it is nowg for a man could hunt
on his own place then and get pler;ty of gamee Thers were
plenty of wild hogs in those days, as well as wild turkeys,
rebbits and squirrelse Some of the hogs were so wilé that
no cne dared to go into a pack of them, for they had tusks
s$x inches long, and coulc tear a man to piscese A man
could sboo’c a wild hog and have no trouble over ite Cattle,
he said, ren wild and were dangerogs at all timese

"When you buy something now, you haven't got muche
I bought a cake of soap for my wife but it was & small thinge.
Vhen we used to make our own soap on the plantation, we had
plenty of good soape"

He said his father followed his master and others to
the war, and he drowe artillery wagons st timese At Appo-
mattox, hbks father told him that he drove wagr:is over dead
soldiers piled in ditches. His father live-;l ';:o be 111 years
olde After he and his father were set free, they remained
with Mre Joe Patterson to help him make that year's crops;
then they moved to another places

He heerd that work was plentiful in Spartanburg, and
he moved here and did various ]d.nd§ of worke He said that he
was not as strong as he used to be, but that he could still
do & full day's work except when his foot troubled hime

Uncle George was quite polite and seemed glad to talk
of old timese He observed, though, that in old times people l
would speak to hime "You go up to a crowd now, and they won' {
speeke They won't notice youe" ‘
SOURCE: George Pastterson, 653 Peachtree St, Spaertanburg, S.C. FeSe Dufree
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STORIZS FROM EX-SLAVES

George Patterson, ex-slave, says that during the Civil War
and afterwards, when the owners of plantations in the Enoree River
section had & surplus of peaches and apples, they mzée aprle and
peach brandy; and after they had filled kegs with it, rolled the
kegs into a pond %o keep them from leaking unfil they were either
sold or taken out for personal use. Corn and rye whiskey were also
stored in the water to keep the kegé from leakinz. In those days,
he stated, good whisksy sold for 40 cents a gallon. Butter sold for
five cents a pound; eggs six cents a dogzen, and hens that now cost
75 cents a piece, sold for ten cents. But stated George, salt was
very dear and hard to get; a barrel costing as much as 350.

George also stated there were plenty of wild turkeys, ducks
and wild geese on the Enoree'River. The turkeys would ravage a gar-
den or scratch up the planted seed on the plantation. He has often
been sent out to frighten the wild turkeys away from the crops. He
said plenty of meat could be secured by shooting the wild hogs
that roamed the woods, that anybody was at liberty to kill a hog.
0f course, some once tame hogs mingled with the droves of wild hogs
but the tame hogs had the owner's name on them; so one had to be
very careful that he did not shoot a marked hog. He said that when
his father, an Indian, was stolen by Joe Crews, from the woods of
Mississippi, he marched them with nigsers he hud also stolen, or
traded for, into different scctions of the country, selling them
as slaves and speculating on them. He drove them just like cattle

and would stop at various plantations and sell the Indians and
niggers into slavery.

Source: George Patterson, 653 Peachtree sSt., Spartanburg, S.C.
Interviewer: F.S. Durre, Spartanburg 0ffice Dist.d
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Ex-8lave, (9 Years 390240

I remember wé colored peoplé belong to de white folks
in slavery time. Remember when de war was gwine on cause we
hear de guns shoot en we chillun jump up en holler., Yes, mam,
I remember dat. Remember de 30th of dis QOctober, I was 79
years old. "

"No,mam, I ain' got no kin people. You see I been born
in North Carolina. Government lady get Lindy Henderson to stay
here en look out for me cause it be like dis, I can'! see out my

eyes one speck. Can' tell de night from de day. Don! discover

daylight no time, child. We rents dis here house from Miss (Mrs.)

Wheeler en Lindy treats me mighty good."

(Lindy: "Well, we gets along nicely. I done feed her up
en she get back in bed, it be so cold en ain' got no coal to
heat her. Yes,mam, has to wait on de Salvation of de Lord.
Govéﬁnment gives us a little small salary, but we has to live
mighty small, mighty small. Honey, it takes a right sharp to
‘1ive on dese days. If dey wasn' helpin me, I just don' know,
be as I ain' much dese days. Got dis hignh blood so worser en
den I has such a achin in my joints en throat dat does worry
me right smart too.")

WMy white folks, dey was de Williamsons dere in North
Carolina. Yes,mam, dey was good to dey colored people. We
lived right in dey yard or dat what you may say in de yard.
Al}l de colored people lived dere side de &ard whe! dey be close
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enough to holler if anything get de matter. You see, I
wasn' big enough to do no work much den only as we chillun
tote up wood for de white folks en piddle bout de yard. I
know I won' big enough to do nothin but jump up en keep fuss
gwine all round de yard dere. I remembers dey used to get a
handful of switches en stand us chillun up in a long rcw en
‘give us all a lick bout de legs. You see, dey didn! work ¢e
chillun when dey was little bit of things en stunt dem up.
Ohillun grow to be bout 12 or 13 years old fore dey work dem
in dat day en time,"

"My white folks was well off peoples, honey. My Massa,.
he run three plantations en he had a heap of colored peoples
dere. You see, people didn' run over de ground in dat day en
time like dey do nowe De men 1lift up every piece de dirt in
de ground en get all de roots out it. My mother, she was one
of de plow hands dere en when time come to lay off de ground,
she force to work out. Dat de reason we chillun be up in de
yard twixt meals. Den when breakfast en supper come, we eat
to we house. Live close enough to de white folks house dat de
nigger chillun could go to de house en get dey hominy en clabber
‘tween meals. Oh, dey have dese here long wooden trays set up
somewhe! under de tree dere in de yaré dat dey would full up
wid hominy en clabber for we chillun. Give some spoon en dem

others never had none. Dat it, all eat out de same tray right

side together. Yes,mam, When I was raise up, have plenty to
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eat en chillun never;fail to get it
(Lindy: “Oh, child, we was bred en born in a fat kitchen
in dat day en time. We was well taken care of. People say
‘I don! look like it cause I here gwine bout wid stick in my
hand. 8ho was raise up in a fat kitchen. Yes,mam, 1 was
raise to do all de cookin en de nursin for de white folks.
Ain' never see no kitchen yet dat dey could lost me in cause
I was trained myseif. ‘Never had no chance to go to school
no time., You see,if it wasn' cookin, it was chillun. Bout
time new baby come, dat first baby be knee child'en B0 on like
dat. Well, leﬁ me hush now, honey, en let 8allie tell you dat
what in her mind. 8he de one what you come to get speech from.")
WYes,mam, de people ate like dey eate now, but dey didn!
never know what a stove was in dem days. 8ome of de kitchen
fireplace, you could put a whole railin in it to hang de pots
on. Den dey had dem big old clay chimneys wid dirt ovens dat
would hold a bushel of tatoes to a time. Just was a brick
chimney now en den in slavery time., Bake all de cakes en de
bread right dere on de fireplace., Ohild, dere sho been more
to eat in slafery time den dere be now en I know dat all right.
Dere been mﬁre sheep en hogs en cows en goats. No,mam, I don!
think I like goat. I don' think so. I recollects I tried to
eét some goat one timg en it swell in my mouth. Know I wouldn!®
eat sheep neither. It a sin. Seem like dey so humble,"
"Fhite folks didn' give de niggers no money no time, but

dey had money in slavery time much so as dey does now., You see,
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all de white folks wasn' equal. 8ome was poor en de colored
people sell dem thirgs dey white folks never want. Oh, dey
take anything ydu carry.dem."

I don' know nothin bout de Yankees only I see dem come
through dere de day we was freed, but won' no great heap of
dem come. GCoase dey was passin through dat country all durin
de war en come to de colored people's house en get somethin to
eat. Yes,mam, colored people feed dem en give dem somethin to
travel on. It just like dis, de Yankees would give de colored
people dey good clothes en take'dey rags. You see, dey was
desertin. Was runnin away en gettin back home. I don' know
whe! if de white folks know bout dey dere oxr not, but I know
one thing, Massa &ldn' see dem. !

#Yankees didn' do no harm nowhe! in dat country to nobody,
white nor colored. Never hear tell of dat, but white people
was scared of de Yankees as dey was of a ratilesnake. Yankees
tell de colored people dey was free as dey was, but just didn!
know it. I know dey said dat cause I was standin up listenin
to dem just like any other child be standin dere lookin up in
your mouth. Den when de colored people was freed, heap of de
white folks died cause dey grieve demselves to death over de
loss of dey property. B8ho know dat cause I see dem en hear
tell bout it plenty times."

"Dere been plenty white folks dat wouldn' never fight
against de Yankees widout dey couldn' get out of it. Dey slip
off en hide in pits dey dig in de wcods en in de bays. 8ome of
dem say dey didn' have no slaves en dey won'! gwine fight. Dat
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de way it be, if dey didn' fight, dey had to run away en
stay in de woods. Dat point me to think bout how young
Massa would slip off wid de colored boys on a Sunday to
play like white people will do en would learn dem to read.
Carry old Webster's Blue Back wid dem en when dey been way
off yonder, young Massa would learn-dem to read. My father
could read, but he couldn! never write."

"Yes,mam, White folks get handful of switches en whip de
nigger chillun round de legs, but wouldn' never whip none of
de grown tomans cause dey was breedin. Didn' kill niggers
whe! I was born."

(Lindy: "My Lord, child, reckon dey would bout beat me
to death if I been livié den cause I done had two husbands
en ain! never bear no child yet; Doctor tell me if I want
a child, I would have to go to de hospital en be operated on
en I wouldn' never get my mind fixed to do dat. Honey, I lies
down in dat bed dere at night en thanks my God dat I ain' never
had dat operation. I know I been bless cause dis de time of
Revelations de people livin in. Don' want no child my God
gwine hold me responsible for at de Jedgment. 8Sho bless cause
like I see de world gwine, people ain!' got no time to be gettin
ready to meet dey God. Tell my God dat I thank he a thousand
times again dat I been make like I is. It a blessin, honey, &
blessin. ")

#Yes,mam, de white folks make dey own cloth right dere on

de plantation in dem days. Dey had a loom house, but my mother

had a loom right to her own door, Sometimes, she would weave
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plece for de whité folks en den she weave for herself., White
folks find all de colored peoplet!s clothes en see to have all
dey weavin done in dat day en time. Dey had certain one of de
colored people to do all de common weavin, but dey couldn' do
dem three en four treadle till dey Missus learn dem how. My
0l1ld Missus could weave any kind of cloth or blankets or anything

-

like dat."
“Oh, de white folks be right dere to look after dey colored

peoplé if dey get sick., Coase dey gwine take care of dey niggers.
Gwine save dem just as long as dey gof breath in dey body. Won'!
no niggers gwine suffer if dey need doctor neither. Heap of dem
was cared for more better in slavery time den dey is now cause
dey had somebody dat had to care for dem or lose dem one. Ain'
no white folks want to lose dey niggers."

#No, God! no, Godl I hear talk bout it, but I don' know
whe! dey can do it or not. If déy can conjure, dey keep it to
demeelves, Dey never tell me. I hear tell of dem things call
ghosts, but I ain'! never sec none of_dem en ain' never see no
hant neither., I has see a spirit though. Peoples dat been
dead, dey appears fore you en vanishes. 8een dem all right.

Dem things call ghosts en things, I don' wanna see none cause
I don' know bout dem. Hear talk of dem, but ain' seen nothin
like dat.®

¥Well, it like I tellin you, everybody didn' hate dey white
folks. Dat how-come some niggers stayed right on dere wid dey
white people after freedom en farmed for half what dey made on

de crop. You see, dey didn' have nothin to work wid so dey stay-
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ed on dere en farmed on shares."

"I couldn' exactly tell ycu which de better times dese
days or in slavery time. I know heap of de colored people
fared better when dey belonged to de white folks cause dey
had good owners. Didn'! have to worry bout huntin dey clothes
en somethin to eat in dat day en time. Juat had to work. Now
dey have to hunt it en get it togéther de best way dey can.
Ch, honey, peoples has so much worraytions dese days. Dat

how-come dey ain'! live a long time like dey used to."

Source: S8allie Paul, ex-slave, (9 years, Marion, S.C.,
Fairlee 8treet.

Personal interview by Annie Ruth Davie, September,

1937.
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Ex-flave, (9 Years 330371

"No,mam, I ain' able to see none tall no time. Dis

here one of my eye is weaken from dat other one. Cose I
can tell de day from night, but say see somethin, I couldn!
never do dat«”//

| "Well, I don' know nothin mére to speak bout den dat I
been tell you dem other times you come here, It just like
I tell you, we nigger chillun would look to de white folks
yard in de day, but we stayed to us house in de quarter on
a night. Oh, we lived close enough to de white folks yard
to know dere was cookin gwine on in de Missus kitchen. No,
child, we never eat us meals to de white folks house, You
see, all de niggers on de plantation would draw rations den
just like heap of dese people bout here draw rations dese
days. I mean dey would draw so much of ration from dey Massa
to last dem a week at a time just like de people draw govern-
ment ration right bout here now. Dere was sho a plenty to eat
in dat day en time, too, cause I know whe! I come up, I was
raise on a plenty. Dere was abundance of meat en bread en
milk all de time. Yes,mam, cows won' lackin no time whe! I
was raise. I remember dey would give us chillun all de milk
en hominy us could eat twixt meals. Always fed de nigger
chillun to de white folks yard twixt meals. You see, dey

was mighty particular bout how dey would raise en feed de
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little niggers in dem days. Been more particular deh you
would be particular wid a ten dollar bill dis day en time.
Would keep dey little belly stuff wid plenty hominy en milk
same as dey was pigs. Dey do dat to make dem hurry en grow
cause dey would want to hurry en increase dey property. De
white folks never didn' despise tquee a big crop of nigger
chillun comin on. Hear tell dat some of de white folks
would be mean to dey colored people, but never did see nothin
of dat kind bout my white folkd plantation. Cose de colored
people would be let loose to get together on a night en when
Sunday come. Dat all de time dey ever had to visit cause dey
been force to work from sunup on de hill till sundown over de
swamp. X

"0h, de colored people had plenty song in slavery time,
but I ain' studyin nothin bout dat now. My 'membrance short
dese days, child. Yes,mam, de colored people had so many song
in slavery time, I can' remember de first word. Dey would sing
anything dey could make a noise wid. Some of dem could read
out de hymn book en some of dem couldn! tell one word from de
other. 7Yes,mam, some of de young Massa would steal off to de
woods wid dey colored mate on a Sunday evenin en learn dem %0
read, No, Lord, dere won' no schools nowhe! for de colored
people in dem days. White folks catch nigger wid a book,
nigger sho know he gwine get a whippin soon as dat tale let



Code No. No. Words

Project, 1885-(1) Reduced from words
Prepared by Annie Ruth Davis Rewritten by 2140
Place, Marion, 8.C. _ =
Date, November 9, 1937 Page 3.

loose. Now en den dey young Massa would learn dem, but dey
wouldn' never let dey fore-mammy know bout it. Cose dey
couldn!' never write, but some of dem could read. Massa en
Missus never know bout it though.!

"Now, it de Lord truth, honey, I ain'! want to mislead
you noway. Wouldn'! do dat for nothin. Don' lay no mind
to heap of dis talk I hear some people speak bout., I gwine
talk bout what I been touch wid. Some of de colored people
fared good en some of dem fared bad in slavery time., Some
of dem had good owners en some of dem had bad ones. Thank
de Lord, I didn' get much of it cause I won'! but nine years
old when freedom come. (Whe' de lady? Gone?). (The old
woman is totally blind and remains in bed all the time),
Some of de white folks had dese here overseers en dey was
rough owners. Thank God, I was little en dey never didn!
whip me exceptin little bit bout de legs dere in old Massa
yard. Remember dey cut we chillun round de legs wid a switch
sometimes when dey would want to punish us en learn us better
sense, Honey, us bhad a good old Massa. Won' no cuttin en
slashin gwine on round us like dere was on dem other plantations
round dere. My blessed a mercy, lady, some of dem grown niggers
mighty as well been dead in dat day en time, de overseers been
8o mean, De little chillun wouldn'! never be force to work like
dey is now. Dey would just be playin bout dere in old Massa

yard en totin wood for dey Missus. Wouldn' have to work in
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slavery time cause dey had somebody to feed dem. Dat de
difference, dey have to work for what dey get dis day en time
en ain'! be satisfied wid it neither.‘//

"Well, I don' know nothin bout dem cornshuckin dey used
to have only as dey would gather de crop in dem days en haul
it up to de white folks big old farm barn. Den dey would ax
all de white folks bout dere to s&nd dey hands dere to shuck
corn one night. En pray, dey would have such a whoopin en a
hollerin en de like of a big supper dere dat night. My blessed
Lord, dat was a big time for we chillun. One man would have
corn shuck to his barn one night en dey would all help shuck
corn to another man barn de next night. You see, people was
more mindful to bless one another in dat day den dey be dese
days. Yes,mam, neighbor been please to turn good hand to
neighbor den."

“Oh, dere ain' been no end to fine victuals in dat day
en time, You know dere was a plenty to eat in slavery time
cause de people made somethin to eat den, but ain' nothin
now hardly. Child, dis a tight time we gwine through dese
days. I remember dey used to have plenty 'tatoes en bread
en fresh meat every day en have heap of sheep en cows en
goats all bout de woods den, but dere ain' nothin growin in
de woods dese days. Now, if a man got a hog, he got it by de
tail in de pen. No,mam, de most of de people ain' got nothin

now en dey ain' got nothin to buy somethin wid neither.™~
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"I don' know, child. I settin here in dis bed day in
en day out wid dese 0ld bare eye en I don' know how de people
gwine, I don' study nothin bout dem. I know I don' care how
or which a way dey gwine cause I studyin bout most all my days
behind me now. Plenty people ain! livin good as dey used to
live long time ago. 8Seems like dg times is tighter en worser
den what dey used to be. Reckon de reason be dere was more
made to eat den., Pa always tell we chillun dat it a sign de

times gettin better when dere more made to eat, child.'

Source: Sallie Paul, age 79, colored, Marion, S.C.

Personal interview by Annie Ruth Davis, Oct.-
Nov., 1937.
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SALLIE PAUL

Ex-8lave, (9 Years 380373

"I ain' tryin to remember nothin bout my mammy when
she was a girl. I know I hear dem speak bout old Massa
bought her en my grandmammy from off de block en raised
dem to a good livine. Hear talk dat some of de colored
people bout dere would catch old Harry in slavery time,
but dere won' nothin snatchin noways bout my white folks.

I mean some of de colored people would catch de devil in
dat day en time cause dey come up under a rough boss.

Just had half enough to eat en had to stir bout half naked
most all de time. Not been took care of as dey should have
been.,*

“Cose when we was chillun, de grown people would be
force to punish us some of de time, Yes,mam, I do know
what would happen to me,if I been get in devilment., I
would get a whippin right den en dere. Nobody wouldn!
never whip me, but old Massa en my mamny cCause pecple won!
no more allowed to whip anybody child den dey is dese days.
My child done anything wrong den, you had to come to me bout
it. I recollects, dey would whip us chillun wid tree switches
round us legs. Den if dey would want to spare de punishment,
dey would try to scare us out de mischief, Tell us Bloody

Bones would jump out dat corner at us, if we never do what

dey say do.*
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“Oh, I here to tell you, dey had de finest kind of en-
joyments in dem days. It was sho a time, to speak bout,
when dey had one of dem quiltings on de plantation. Didn!
do nothin but quilt quilts en dance en play soume sort of
sometanin after dey would get done. Colored people would
have quiltings to one of dey own house, up in de quarter,
heap of de nights en dey would frélic en play en dance dere
till late up in de night. TWould enjoy demselves bettier den
de peoples do dese days cause when dey would get together
den, dey would be glad to get together. Oh, my Lord, dey
would dance en carry on all kind of fuss. Yes,mam, blow
quiﬂ% en knock bones together dat would make good a music
as anybody would want to dance by. Ohild, dey had plenty
scraps to make dey bed clothes wid cause dey Missus would
save scraps for dem.*

"Yes,mam, de white folks would furnish de colored
people wid clothes for true in dat day en time, Dey couldn!
let dem go naked. How dey gwine work wid bare back? Cose
dey fine clothes, dey managed to get dat demselves. 7You see,
white folks wouldn! give dem no.Sunday frock, but one. I tell
you, de cloth was better wearin den. Dis here cloth dese days,
wear it two or three times, de wind could bout blow through it.
Oh, dey had de finest kind of silk in slavery time. Don' hear
no silk rattlin bout here dese days, but would hear silk rattle
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in slavery time just as same as would hear paper rattlin.
Colored people wore just as much silk in dem days as dey
do now cause when dey had a silk dress den, it been a silk
dress., Won'! no half cotton en half silk. Goods was sho
better den, child, I say. Like I tell you, when a man had
a broadcloth suit den, it won'! no half jeanes. A4ll de
colored people, dat bezn stay on my white folks plantation,
had dey own little crop of corn en fodder bout dey house en
when a peddler come along, dey would sell dey crop €n buy
silk from de peddler., Dey been sell dey crop to anybody
dey could. Dere was always a poor one somewhe?! dat been
need corn en fodder."

"No,mam, colored people didn' have no church of dey own
in slavery time cause dey went to de white folks church. All
I can tell you, we went to buckra's church en dey set in one
part de church en us set in de gallery. Yes,mam, de white
folks would see to it dat all dey niggers never chance to
miss church service no time. &En de slave owners would bury
dey plantation niggers right dere to de colored people grave-
yard behind de church, dat was settin right side de white
people graveyard.*

"I won' married till long time after freedom come here
en when I get married, de colored people had dese here bresh

(brush) shelters for dey church en dey had dey own colored

15
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preacher, too. Honey, I marry a Paul, a slavery one, but

I didn!' have no big weddin.

Didn' want none. Just married

dere to my fatherts houge en I had a white dress dat was

made out of cotton, all I can tell.

Know it won! no silk.

I don!' know nothin more den dat to tell you. Dat de mighty

truth, all I know, I had me a husband en dat won! no great

bleesin, to speak bout«”///

"Don' ax me, child.

dem things people say is a charm.

people what believe in dem,

Ax somebody dat know somethin bout
I say, dey is ignorant

I know I ain' never wear notain

round my foot cause I ain' got no dime to spend, much less

to be puttin it round my foot.

I calls dat nothin but a

foolish person dat would do dat, ain' you say so? I seec a

woman once wear & twenty-five cents piece tie round her ankle

en I ax her what she do dat for.

She tell me she had de

rheumatism en she hear dat would cure it., I tell her I ain?

had no mind to have no faith in all dat what I hear people

speak bout. Dat won'! nothin but a devil been talkin to dat

e

P
woman, I saye®”

"My God a mercy, I tell you, slavery time was somethin,

Dat been a day. Colored people didn' have no privileges den

only as dey Massa would let dem loose on a Saturday evenin

en on a Sunday. But, child, dey was just as proud of dat as

people is proud of a month dese days.

Didn!' have no more
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Privileges in slavery time den dese people got now in dis
here chain gang. No,mam, niggers belong to dey owner in
slavery just like you got a puppy belong to you. Make dem
go so far en den stop.“ﬂ

"What I think bout Abraham Lincoln? I ain' took time
to have no thoughts bout him. Hear so much talk bout him
$ill I don' know what he done. Hear talk dat he been de
one dat free de slaves, but whe' de power? De power been
behind de throne, I say. God set de slaves free. De Lord
do it. Abraham Lincoln couldn' do no more den what God give
de power to do. It just like dis, I believes it was intended
from God for de slaves to be free en Abraham Lincoln was just

de one what present de speech. It was revealed to him en God

was de one dat stepped in en fight de battle."

Source: Sallie Paul, colored, age (9, Yarion, S.C.

Personal interview by Annie Ruth Davis, Nov., 19%¢
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STORIES FROM IX=-SLAVES

"I'se born 10 years befo' Freedom on a Christmas days
Marse Tom Sanders, whose place I'se born on, lived in Chester
Countye One of my first 'memberances is a dreams I though I
saw my little sister, Sars, leying on a cooling boardes I was
five years old at dat timees I woke my mother up and tole her
tbout it, bt it was jus' a dream an' wasn't nothin' to ite

"I never hed no schooling and the Ku Klux sho scairt mes
They took my daddy; my brother'was too younge It was on Satiday
nighte UNext day was Sunday, and dey didn't fix de doors what de
Ku Klux broke downe Us nebber did see pa no mo's

"As it was in de day of Noah, so shall it be in de coming
of de days of Jesus Christe FPeoples fitting end a-=killin' and
a-scrappin' all de time now, kaize dey don't take no time to go
to prayer meeting. Iy grandfather had a prayer-meeting house.
All de niggers on de plantation went to it ever Sat'day night,
Dey sot on benches, and den dey would git down on dere kmees end
praye 1 was a little gal, and me and de other gals would fetch
water for dem to drink. Us toted pine when it was cole, and us'd
take coals 'round fer de ole folks to light dere pipes wid. Atter
while, dey git to singin' =nd shoutin'e .Den de Spirit done come
down and tuck hole of deme Dat would be when everybody would get
happye De, ole roefters creak and shake as de Spirit of de Lord

sink decper end deeper in de hearts of the prayint' folks, Tate
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Senders, de preacher from Lowryville, would come in 'bout dat
time and faise his hands 'bove de congregation and plead wid

de Lawd to open de hesrts of de wi,cked so det de Holy Spirit
could come ine Vasn't no killint and scratchin" going on in
dem dayse Do ole folks tell us chillun dat if we do wrong, de
Lawd gwine come down in His wrath and punish us on dis earths
Sides dat, He gwine send us to torment whar we's live in 'termal
hell firee we worl' is so wicked now dat I'se looking fer de
locust to come and stay five months and sting everybody in de
fo'head dat ain't got religione Den people will be so sheme of
deselt‘ R fer dere wickedness dat dey mll seek death, and dey
won't be able to get no deaths

"De Lawd, He is a-pressin' me on upe Yes, Lawd, Revelation
is wonderfules De comin' out of smoke, dem's de devil's angelse
When you reeds de Word of de Lawd, take an!in’ceres’ in ite De people
dat I knows is so wicked dat my heart keeps anguished,

"I learnt myself how to reads My pa brought s Bible from
de ware I has dat and I reads its. Iy pa got shot comin' from
Mississippis Marse Sanders hear about it and he sont and brung
him home, Den us lived 15 miles from Chester on Broad Rivers My
pappy was named Henry Doirseye VWhen he was young, he was Marse
Sander 's butler boy. He got well from de shote Den de Ku Klux
gob him for somethings I ain't never knowed whate I don't know
what dey done when I was a baby,

"I 1se nussed since I was a little gal, My ma made me make
teas to cure folks! colds end ailments. She made me fetch her water
and towels and other things whi]_.e she wait on de sick folkse Bat's

de way I was broke into nussings Nineteen-eighteen laid out folks
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at Monarche I started right after breakfas' wid two dollarse
Git home at night with narry a pennys Git folks soup and
milke, Everybody dat didn't get sick worked harde De folks
died anywey like fliese De Lawd give me striémgth to stand
up through d¢ whole times Vhen de flu pass on and de folks
.get well, den dey pey me for my services,

"Millie Nash, Andy's wife, she look atter me since I'se
got olee She gooder to me dan anybody I know, but at de same
time, she's aggravation to me kaise she drink likker. Millie
sho does git drunk, but I keeps on prayin' fer her, Dis mawnin
she's gwine to a funerals She was poling 'long *'hind me and
drapped her pocketbooke When us git ready to go into de church,
she stopred and grabbed hol' of me and say, 'Lina, whar my |
pocketbook?!' I looks at her and say, 'Nigger, how dbes I know
wharbputs you throw dat thing down? You stayed 'hind me all de
way from de ice houses Didn't I tell you to let dat dream alone
befo' you left de house?' I sot down in front of de church and
Millie’turned arocund and went down de street toward de ice house.
She seed her pocketbook where she drapped it, 'bout half wey twixt
de ice house and de church. Vhen she come 'long whar I was sitting,
I lowed to her dat I'se gwine up to de relief offices T lef' her
end here I is. Won't be long hefo' Millie be here, toos De funeral
done maréhed on when Millie got back to de churche"

SOURCE: Lina Anne Pendergress, Union, SeCe, Rte 1
Interviewer: Caldwell Sims, Union, S.Ce
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INTERVIEW WITH AMY PERRY
EX-SLAVE

Amy (Chavis) Perry is eighty-two years old. She is
strong for her age and lives alone in an old building at the
rear of 21 Pitt street where she supports herself by taking
in washing. She is a self-respecting 0ld negress, with a
reputation for honesty among the "white folks" whom she con~

siders her friends,
Amy has two names, "like de people in doze times" -

Amy Rebecca. She "adopted the Rebecca." Her father was
John Minser Chavis, a slave in the McClure family, who, she
claims, lived to be 116 years old, and "who wukked up to de
las'," and Sarah (Thompson) Chavis, who belonged to Mrs.
William Keller, an ancestor of the Cogswell family of
Charleston, Amy says she was given to Miss Julia Cogswell
as a "daily gift," Miss Julia having been a child at the

same time that she was, In reply to a few leading questions

Amy gave the following story.

"We is live in de country, near Orangeburg, and I re=-
members berry little 'bout de war and de time befo' de war,
You_see 1 bip bgrry little, I bin only seben year old. Some
Ole people mek oup‘like dey remembers a lot ob %'ings." Here
she gave the writer a quizzical look. "You know imagination
is a grééi £'in§. Dey eider mek all dat up or dey tell you

- what bin tell dem. I got to stick to de trut', I 'members
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b°r:x_;§33§3Lm935f2“§}§2l3? I don't ‘member much 'bout what
we did in de country befo' de war, nor what we eat, no no
games and such. I don't know what de big people weare. De
cullered people mek dey own cloth, and call um cotton ausen=-
berg. Dey mek banyans for de chillen. Sleebe bin cut in
de cloth, and dey draw it up at de neck, and call um banyan.
Dey is wear some kind ob slip under um but dat alle Dey
ain't know nutting 'bout drawers nor nutting like dat.

| “De medicine I remember was castor oil, and dogwood
and cherry bark, which dey put in whiskey and gib you. Dey
1s gib you dis to keep your blood good. Dogwood will bitter
yo' blood, it good medicine, I know.

" I 'member de people hab to git ticket for go out

at night, W'en dey is gone to prayer meeting 1 is see dem
drag bresh back dem to outen dey stepe If de patrol ketch

you wid out ticket dey bezt you.

"I 'members w'en de Yankee come tru, and Wheeler
a'amy come after um., Doze bin dreadful times, De Yankees
massicued de people, and burn dere houses, and stole de meat
and eberyting dey could find. De white folks had to live
wherebber dey kin, and dey didn't had enough to eate I know
whole families live on one goose & Week, cook in greens,
Sometimes they hab punkin and co@n, red corn at dat. Times

was haard, haard. De cullered people dodn't hab nutting to
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eat neider., Dat why my auntie bring me to Charleston to 1lib,

"De fust year atter freedom I gone to school on Mr,
John Townsend place, down to Rockville, After peace declare
de cullered pecple 1lib on cornmeal mush and salt water in de
week and mush and vinegar for Sunday. Mine you, dat for Sun-
day. I don't see how we 1ib, yet we is. About eight year
after de war we use to go down to de dairy for clabber, Dey
give you sc much for each one in de fambly, two tablespoon
full for de grown people and one tablespoon for de chilluns,
We add water to dat and mek a meal, In de country de cullered
people 1ib on uh third (crop) but of course at de end of de
year dey didn't hab nutting, yet dey has libed. I member w'en
de Ku Klux was out too, de_people bin scared cause dey is beat
some and kill some.,"

When asked Which she thought best, slavery or freedom,
her answer was: "Better stay free if you can stay straight.
Slabery time was tough, it like looking back into de dark, like
looking into de night."

Feeling that as she remembered so little of plantation
life her opinion was based on'hearsay or her memories of way

times, the writer told her of the answer of another old negro

woman: "No matter what slabery bring, if it hadn't been for
' alabefy I nebber would hab met my Jesus." It seemed to make

a strong impression on Amy who threw up her hands in the typi-
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cal African gesture, and said "Praise de Lawd, w'en yo talk 'bout
Jesus you is got me coming and going." A

Amy is deeply religious. She owns four of Judge Rutherford's
books which she claims to have read "from cubber to cubber" many
times, "Some people b'lieve in dreams, she said, "but I don't hab
no faith in dem. Lot ob people b'lieve in root and sich but dey
can't, scare me wid root., I roll ober dem from yuh to Jericho and
dey wouldn't bodder me. A man died bad right in dat house yonder,
and I went wid de doctor and close his sight and sich, and I come

right home and gone to bed and sleep., He ain't bodder me and I
ain't see um since, I don't believe in ghosts, nor dreams, nor
conjuh, dat de worse, John de Baptist and dem dream dreams, and
de Lawd show dem vision, but dat diffrunt.” With another comical
look at the writer, she continued; "You can eat yo!' stomach full
and you'll dream, I b'lieve in some kind ob vision. You doze
off, and yoﬁ hab a good dream, I b'lieve dat. People get con-
verted in dreams, I was twelve year ole when I get converted. I
dreamed ‘I was in a field, a large green fleldes A girl wes dere
dat I didn't had no use for, I had a bundle on my back, I honey
de girl up and love um and de bundle fall on de ground. Dey put
- me in de church den.

"Some people say dey kin seé ghost but you can't see ghost

and 1ib, De Bible say if you kin see de wind you kin see spirit,

If you kin see ghost you can see Gawd, and I know you can't see
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Gawd and 1libs. De Bible say soe I don't b'lieve in um, no
ghost, and no cunjuh tho my uncle Cotton Judson and my aunt
Nassie both b'lieve in dems Uncle Cotton could do most as
mich as de debbul &M hesself, he could most fly, bt I
‘nebber b'lieve in um no matter what he_kin do,"

In order to zet her to talk the writer told her of a
few of the accomplishﬁents of the East Indians. She said,
"Y@s, Gawd 7ot some peopie mek berry wise. Dey can't say
dey mek demself wise. What race dese Indian come from, any-
way, I know dem come from Indiana, but wha%~race, Ham, Seth,
Japhéth or what, I hear de Indian hab some,wise'waﬁs, and
my people b'lieve in all>kind ob ?host,-and spirit an t'ing
but I don't. I don't eben iet.um tallt to me 'bout dem, wen
det sfart I say 'cone gomé wid dat," I can't coﬁﬁ%eragt de
Bible and I can't counteraét Gawd, I don't b'lieve in ume
Dat what I don!t-Visif rouncd. Iy people 1u5 &iové% too much’
idle dlscourse, and idle discourse is 'gainst de Blble, I
b-nébber trapsy round w'en I young and I don't nowe. Day why
I don't hab no companye. A4 long as ole pebple 1ib dey going
to tell de young ones ‘bout ghost an t'ing, and dey going'to
pass it on,'and w'l'en dey die dey going tb leab dat foolish-

ness right yuhe No I don't b'lieve in no conjuh and no root.

If dey gib me poison deh dey got mes"
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§§§§LAT§ Rob Perry
RES & Aunt Della
Date 5/6/37 Britton,
Trenton, SC
Interviewer:

Caldwell Sims,

®Aunt Della born in 1863, He in 1564. He dreve cows
fer Marse Squire Jim Perry, who lived on the line of
Edgefield and Newberry Counties. Mos de time dey traded in
Newberry County, cause it nearer town. All road wuz bad
in dem days, even in summer dey wuz allus rough.

"Uncle Rob toted water, picked up chips and carried
rations fum kitchen to dinin room. ©6ften Messrs. Jim
Long, Sam, Jake and Bob Smith, (3 brothers) came to our
big house fer dinner and to dance afterward,

*Plenty water to tote and fires to build den. Go out
an git pine and cedar lim% to put over de picturs and ‘roun
de mantle beards® Fix up de table wid trimmins, git mo
candles and put all roun. Mak egg-nog in de winter and
mint juleps in de summer, Some time dar wuz sillibub, it
taint so good tho. De young mens dat I mentioned befo have
me ter pick out pretiy girls fer dem ter dance wid.

I drap a curtsey an han dem de name* If dey want ter dance
wid him they look at him and flick dey fan an if dey didn't
den dey never give him no mind.

"Dat done all pass by as evry thing does. Now I thanks
God and looks to de Savior., Ef dar is success ter ye dat
is what you has to do all de time. Della and I done had

fifteen chillunse Us is so lonesome as we has jes one a
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livin,

"Mr. Campbell, a Yankee man married Miss Joanna Perry,.
Her paw wuz Mr, Oliver Perry of Bouknight's Ferry on de
Saluda River., In dat famly wuz Miss Isabelle and Messrs.
John, Milledge, Jake and Tom. Iiiss Joanna marry on
Fridey in de parlor all fixed up wid cedar ropes a'hangin
fum de ceilin an de mo-es candles what Q;Zbody ever did
see. She made us bhil' her éé arch and kivver hit wid vines.
1t sot before de mantle and a white bell hung fum de middle
uv it. White oleth wuz stretched over eveything and dey
never let nobuddy walk in dat room cep in dey bare feet fer
fear dey dirty all dat cloth.

"Miss Isabella sho picked de pianny fer Liiss Joanna,
“ Young lady fum anuther plantation sang two songs. All
pur white ladies wore dey pretties' white dresses wid flowers
in dey hair. Miss Joanna had her face all kivvered up wid
er thin white cloth dat fell off'n her and laid all back
uv her on de floor., 4&ll de white ladies had dey white dresses
a layin over de floor but didn't none uv dem have dey faces
kivvered cept Miss Joanna, you see she wuz de bride,

wiy oletoman wuz rigged in white herself. Evvything in dat
house wuz fixed up extry fer de ceremonys I wo one de men's

black coats and black pants and a white shirt wid a ves an

tie. I had on a fine pair black shoes, Dey give all dat ter
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me en I kirp it adder de weddin. Dat suit I wore ter church
fer de nex ten years,

"Nex day, Saturday, come de big®infair", X double table
wuz set up in de dinin room. Ham, turkey en ;hickan wuz
put on dat table dat wussent teched. Dey jes stay dere
along wid de fixins. #11 de victuals wuz placed on de
plates in de kitchen and fetched to de table. Five
darkies wuz kep busy refreshin de weddin diners,

"Miss Joaunna en de Yankee man what she done married de
day befo dat, her sister, de lady what sing en her maw an
paw an de parson set at de table whut dey calls de bridal
table, Dat table had de mo¥es trimmins on hit of bows an
ribbens and de like ob dat, I still sees Miss Joanna a
settin dare. She wo her weddin dress jes zactly ;ak she
did de day befo. ©She hever had her face kivwvered up wuz
de onliest change I seed, De weddin dinner musta lasted
two ﬁours- Atter dat de carriage came roun en evvybody
lined up along de front door by de cape jessamines ter
throw rice an ole shoes at de bride when she come outside
de big house ter git in de carrage. Evvybody wuz mighty
spry to be done danced all de night befo til de sun had
showed red in de Eas' dat Sgdday mornin.

matter she done off I jes' cud'n figger' out how Marse'
hed got so much together fer dat weduin', kuise hit had'n been

no time since de Yankee so'ders had carried off ev'y thing and

2
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left us dat po. But den sum years has slipped by since
dat.

"When I turn back to go in de big house, I see de pea-
fowls a sneakin off to de river rale shame kase dey never
hed er sign uv a taile All dey tail feathers wuz plucked
ter make de weddin fans en ter go in de Mistus an de gals
hats., Dat sho wuz er big drove en dey is de pretties'

fowl whut dere is, an folks doesn't give dem no mine dese

days.
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STORIES FROM EX-SLAVES

Victoria Perry, who lives in Spartenburg, says that
she was just a small child when slavery times were "in vogue,"
being eight years old when the "negroes were set free in 1865,"
Her mother, she said, was Rosanna Kelly, and had lived in Vir-
ginia before she was bought by Bert Mabin, who owned a fa.r;n near
Newberryo She says that she was of‘ten awekened at night by her
mother who would be crying end prayinge When she would ask her
why she was crying, her mother would tell her that her back was
sore from the beating that her master had given her that daye
She would often be told by her mother: "Some day we are going to
be free; the Good Lord won't let this thing go on all tho time,"
Victoria said she was as scared of her master as she was of a mad
doge She said her master used td tie her mother to a post, strip
the clothes from her back, end whip her until the blood cams, She
said that her mother's clothes would stick to her back after she
had been whipped because she "blbed" so muche She said that she
wanted to cry while her mother was being whipped, but that she
was afreid that she would get whipped if she cried.

"Whenever my master got mad et any of the niggers on the
place, he would whip them alle He would tie them to a post or to
a tree, strip off their clothes to the waist, end whip them till

he got tired, He was & mean master, and I was scared of him, I

got out of his sight when he ceme alonge



"My fether wes & white man, one of the overseers on
the farme I don't know anything about him or who he wase I
never saw him that I knowed ofe But the way Bert Mabin beat
my mother was cruels

"One day a Yenkee come by the house and told my master
to get all the colored people together; that a certain Yank'eev
general would come by and would tell them that they were froes
Sog one day the niggers gathered together at the house, and the
Yankee general was there with some soldierse They formed a
circle around the niggers and the general stood in the middle
and told us all we were freee My motherrshouted, 'The Lord be
praiseds! There was a general rejoicing among the niggers and
then we backed awsy and went homees IMy mother told me she knew
the Lord would answer her prayers to set her frees

"I went hungry meny days, even when I was a slaves Some-
times I would have to pick up discarddd corn on the cob, vilpe
the dirt off and eat ite Sometimes during slavery, though, we
had plenty to eat, but my master would give us just anything'to
eate e didn't care what we got to eat,

"After we were set free, I went with my mother to the
Gist plantation down in Unions My mother always wanted to go
back to her home at Bradford, Virginia, but she had no way to
go back except to mlk. Work was mighty scaree after slavery
was over, and we had to pick up just what we could gete My
mother got a job on the Gist plantetion, and somehow I got up
here to Spartanburge

"I married Tom Perry, snd I have been here ever since,

although he is deed nowe He was a brick-mason.
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"I sure was scared of my master, he treated us niggers
just like we was dogse He had all our ages in a big Bible at
the house, but I never went there to see my agee My mother told
me alweys #o say 1 wes eight years old when I was set frees I am

eighty now, according to that,"

SOURCE: Viectoria Perry, 167 Golding Ste., Spartanburg, S.Ce

Interviewer: F.S, DuPre, Spartanburg, S.Ce
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"I was bofn on the Jim Petty place in what was
then Spartenburg County.

"Miarse raised all his darkies to ride younge I
no more 'members when I learned to ride than I 'members when I
come into the world. Harse had his stables built three logs
“ high from the outside of the lot. When the horse step down
into the lot, then I jump én his back from the third loge So
little that I never could havé got on no other way without
helpe.

"The horse what I rid had a broad fat back end
he trot so fast that sometimes I fall off, but I hang on to the
mane and swing back on his back and he never break his gaite -
Then agein if I didn't swing right back up he teke and stop
till I git landed on his back once more. |

"One horse called Butler, farm horse named Tom,
mule called Jack, slave horse called Stonemen, then one called
Cheny, one Jane, one Thicketty and the stud=horse named Maxe
I allus pley with him, but my folks was ig'nant to that fact.

I lay down and he jump streight up over mee I git corn and he

263

eat it from my hand. There was epples and salt that he loved ﬁ:Qc’f

from my palme He throw his fore legs plumb over my head, and
never touch me at alle All this gwine on in Max's stable. It
big enough for a dozen or more horses, 'cause it hardly ever beed
that Max git out and his stable had to be big so as he could

exercise in ite So I slip in there and we play unbeknownst to
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the old folks, white or black. Dhe door slided open. When I git
tired and ready to go out then I slide the door open. Maxie knowed
that I was gwine and he had the most sense. He watch till I git
the door slid open and if he could he run by me end jump oute I
never could git him back in and he race 'round that lot till the
hends come in from the field at dark. He have a good time and
git all sweaty.
"ihen he jump over me out'n the sliding door, then
I hide under the feed house till Mammy holler, ¥Lawdy, fore the
living, yonder is Mex a-ripping hisself plumb to he death in that
lote' Then they send for some the mens to git him backe. Atter
they done that thenlI crewl out, climb the lot fence and run
through the field home. When I sets down Maw 'lows, 'Does you
know itls real curious thing how that old stud-horse git his door
open and come out'n that stables It must be h;ints éreeping
'bout right hgg?“in the broad open daylightl' At that I draw up
reel near the fire and say, 'Maw, does you reckon that the haints
is gwine to come and opén our door some time2!

"On t'other hand, if I be real quick a-gitting out
of the stable door before Max turn and see me,'éaggtfhen he couldn't
git outs None of them never knowed 'bout the good times that me
and Max used to did have. And it'peers real strange to me now
that he never did hit me with his foots nor nothing. That horse
sure 'nough did love me end that's jest all what it is to that.

I also used to slip in the extre feed house and fetch him oats

and the like'twixt and'tween times. He stay that fat and slick.

~

But itvwouldnfﬁ)nary 1il' derky would go near that sbud=horse

e 7
oo e

but me. They's all skeered to death when he git in the lot and
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s when they seed him in there they would run aﬁd git in the
house and slem the door plumb shut.

"When I done come up nigh 18 or something like
that, the big freedom come 'rounde Marse Jim say us could all
go and see the world as we'uns was free niggers. Us jump up and
shoutzéaory and sing, but us never sasaﬁg our white folks like it

;-

'pears to be the knowledge uﬁ Northe uf'duaohé;been there and they
thinks us turned our backs on our white folks, but I never seed
nothing but scalawag niggers and poor white trash a-doing that,
that I ain'te One niéger went from the piantatiqn to the north
as they celled ite
. "When he hed done stayed there fer five years then

he come back and hired out to Marse Jim. He looked real lenky,
but I never paid that no mind then. He was older thah I was and
he always 'lowing, 'John, up in Winston all the niggers mekes
five dollar a day; how come you don't go up there and git rich
like I is's Some of the older ones laugh when he talk to me
like that and he lean to my ear and say real low, 'They's
ig'nant.?!

"One dey when the cfops done laid by I ﬁold
Marse Jim, as I allus cell him that, I 'lows, 'Marse, dis fall
I gwine north to git rich, but I sure is gwine to bring you
folks something when I comes south agein'.

"So Marse give me my money end I set out for the

northe I got to Winston-Salem end got me a jobe But it wae that

H

harq}apcleaning end a-washing all the time. !Cause I never knowed
. - nothing 'bout no ‘baccy and there wasn't hbthing that I could turn

off real quick that would bring me no big monéjs It got cold end
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I never had nn big oak logs to burn in my fireplace and I set and
shivered till I lay down. Then it wasn't no kivver like I had at
Marse Jim'se Up there they never had ‘'nough wood to keep no fire
all night.

"Next thing I knowed I was down with the grip and
it took all the money dat I had and then I borrowed some to pay
the doctor. So I up and come back homee It took me a long time
to reach Spartanburg and from there I struck up with the first
fhome niggers I seed since I left in the fall. That meke me more
better than I feel since the first day what I 'rive at Vinston.

. Long afore I 'rive at home, I knowed that I done been a fool to
ever leave the plantation. |

| | - "hen I git homerall the darkies that glad te
offer me the 'glad hand'e I ax ﬁhere thét nigger what 'ticed
me off-to the north and they all 'low that he done took the
consumption and died soon after I done gone from home. I never
had no consumption, but it took me long time to git over the
grippes I goes to old Marse and hires myself out/;nd I never
left him no more till the Lawd took him away.

"God kmows that the slaves fared better than these
free niggers ise. Us had wool clothes in the winter and us had
fire and plenty wood and plenty to eat and good houses to keep
out the rain and cold. In the samme r us had cool clebber milk and
bread and meat and spring water and now us don't have all them things

- and us cen't keep up no houses like our log houses was kepte

"Why, Charlie Petty, Marse's son, wore home made

clothes at home jest as us did. He was dat pfoud that he'come




editor or something of a Spartenburg paper."

SCURCE:

John Petty, Hill Street, Gaffney, Se Ce
Interviewer: Caldwell Sims, Union, S. C.

(87)
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INTERVIEW WITH SARAH POTNDEXTER
EX-SLAVE, 87 YRARS.

" ly name is Sarah Poindextere. I was born in 1850, ¢n de
plantetion of Jacob Poindexter, 'bout ten miles beyond Lexington court
houses Tnese old eyes of mine has seen a mighty lot of things here*bouts

-

durin' de eighty=seven years I been ‘round here.

"De first time I see Columbia, it de powerfulest lot of
big wood houses and muddy streets I ever see in my lifes. De Poindexter
wagon det carry my daddy and my mammy and me to de big town, vretty often
mire in mudholes 81l 'long de big road from de plantation to de court
house. Dat trip was made 'bout 1857, 'cause I was seven years old when
I mede dat tripe.

#Since that first trip I hes lived in sight of Columbie,
‘rost all my life. My daddy, my mammy and me lived on de plentation of
Master Poindexter until 1863« We might a lived thers longer, if things
had not been so upsets I sho! recall de excitement in de neighborhood
when roving crowds of niggers come *long de big road, shoutin' and
singin® dat all nigzers am free. Smow was on de ground, but de spiritsv
of de niggers was sho® pleuty hote.

*De Poindexter plantation was one big place of excitement
them dayse De slaeves work some, all durin® de war, sometimes I now
*spects it was for de sake of deo missuse All of us loved her, 'cause
she was so kind and good to use She was cryin®' and worryin' all de time
‘bout her manfolkg, who was awey fightin? darm Yankees, she say. She sho!

had plenty of backbone or spunk, when stragglers show up, they always
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hungry and always ready to take what they went to eazt, until the missus
come on de scene with her trusty shotgun. It seem like de war last for-
ever to me, 'stead of 'bout five yearse To a child, Lordy, how long de
yeaers hang on, and when we get past fifty, oh, how fast de time runs.
| wOne day memmy stay in bed, too sick tc go to de big

house to cook, and befo! noon, who should come to our cabin but liissus
Poindexter herself, carryin' g basket. She set it down and say to mammy:
'lawzy Sadie, I noti leave you here to starve; then she uncover ds basket
and set out a big plate of chicken and dumplin®, hot biscuits, coffes,
and a lot of other good thingse

"¥hen she gone, mammy eat some and give me some, and memmy
git up next mornin® and say: 'Sis, my white folks® missus am so good and
kind, I am goin® to work for her today, vest I cean's She went but she
wasn't good well yet. Missus Poindexter many times fetch me a piece of
candy or somethin® when she go to town and ovach.

"No, I never see Columbia burn in 1865, but we reckon
that it was bwrnin' that night in February, 1865, 'cause we smell it
and de whole east look lak some extra light is shinin® and pretty soon,
gome folks come ridin' by and tell us the whole city in flames. De next
time I see it, I guess there wasn't fif'ty houses stendin'. Chimaeys
stendin' 'round, is about all there was where most of de city was
standin' befo'.

"}y deddy was killed down ‘'bout Aiken, shortly after 1865e
Me and mammy come to Columbia and live in a cabin in de alley back of

Senate Street, where mammy take in washin' and cook for some white folks,

who know her; I helped hers She die in 1868, and I goes 'way with four
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other nigger gels to Durham to work in a tobacco factorye Both white and
nigger women work there, but de nigger women do most of de hard work,
strippin' de leaves, stemmin®' them, and placin' them to drye White women
finish them for de trades
"In 1870 when I comes back to Columbie de city am acomin'

backe Big buildin®s up along de streets, but most of them was made of woode
Soon after that I gets work in a hotel, but Columbia &t that time was not
so big and Durham was smaller still, although Durham had more brick housese
T was haprier on de Poindexter plantation and had fewer things to worry
'vout than when I was ascratchin® *round for myselfe

"You ask has I been married? Yes, I marry a dandy lookin!
young man, 'bbut my own age, 'bout a year after I comes back to Columbias
His name, so he say, is Sam Allen. He meke fun of some other niggers who
work at one thing or another to livee One day he come to where I work and
say he bound to raise ten dollarse. I hands him de cash, and he gives me
a good kiss right there befo' de folks, but I never see him againe I hear,
after he gone, that he win gome more money at a garblin'® place on Assembly
street, and reckon he decided to blow *way, while blowin' was good.

"De folks who know me always call me Sarsh Poindexter, and
I got it honestly, like other honest slaves who never know what their real
neme was, and so I keeps it to the end of the roads

"I am now livin' with a distant reletive and firmly trustin®
in Jesus, as I have done for more than fifty years, that he will keep me to
the end of the trail here and greet me when I pass on ‘'way up Yonder? ™
Address:

800 Lady Street (In the rear)
Columbia, 3. C.



[\
~}
)

Project #-1655 380039

lrse Chlotilde RBR. Martin
Beaufort County

FOLKLORE
Stories from Ex-slaves
Sam Polite
Ex-slave Age 93

W'en gun shoot on Bay Pint (Bay Point) for freedom, I
been sebenteen year old wuking slabe. I born on B, Fripp
Plantation on St, Helena Island., My fadder been Sam Polite
and my mudder been Mol Polite, My fadder b'long to Mister
Marion Fripp and my mudder b'long to Mister 0ld B. Fripp. I
son't know how mucher land, neider how much slabe he hab,
but he hab two big plantation, and many slabe - more'n a hun-
dred slabee

Slabe lib on Street - two row ob house wid two room to
de house.s I hab t'ree sister name, Silvy Polite, Rose Polite
and Minda Polite., Hab brudder, too, but he die.

My fadder and mudder ain't marry., Slabe don't marry =-
dey Jjest 1lib togedder. All slabe hab for stay on plantation
in day time but w'en wuk done, kin wisit wife on odder plan-
tation., Hab pass, so Patrol won't git um,

W'en I been leetle boy, I play en Street - shoot mar-
ble play aa'my and sech t'ing. W'en hawn blow and mawning
star rise, slabg hadb for git up and cook. W'en day clean,
dey gone to field. ‘'Ooman too old for wuk in field hab for
stay on Street and mind baby. 0O1ld mens follow cow, Chillen
don't wuk in field 'till twelve or t'irteen year old., You
carry dinner to field in your can and leabe um at de heading

(end of row.) W'en you feel hongry, you eat. Ebery slabe
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hab tas' (task) to do. Sometime one task (quarter acre), some=
time two tas', and sometime t'ree., You haf for wuk 'til tas!
t'ru (through). W'en cotton done mek, you hab odder tas'.
Haffa cut cord ob maash (marsh) grass maybe. Tas' ob maash
been eight feet long and four feet high.“Den sometime you
haffa (have to) roll cord ob mud in cowpen., ‘Ooman haffa rake
leaf from wood into cowpen, (This was used for fertilizer.)

W!en you knock off wuk, you kin wuk on your land. Maybe
you might hab two or t'ree tas! ob land 'round your cabin what
Maussa gib you for plant. You kin hab chicken, maybe hawg.
You kin sell aig (egg) and chicken to store and Maussa will
buy your hawge. In dat way slabe kin hab money for buy t'ing
lak fish and w'atebber he want. We don't git much fish in
slabery 'cause we nebber hab boat. But sometime you kin t'row
out net en ketch shrimp. You kin alsoc ketch 'possum and rac=-
coon wid your dawge.

On Sattidy night ebery slabe dat wuks gits peck ob corn
and pea, and sometime meat and clabber. You nebber see any
sugar neider coffee in slabery. You has stiraw in your mattress

but dey gib you blanket. Ebery year in Christmas month you
gits four or eider fibe yaa'd cloth fcording to how you is.
Out ob dat, you haffa mek your clote (clothes.) You wears dat
same clote till de next year, You wears hit winter en summer,
Sunday en ebery day. You don't git no coat, but dey gib you
shoe. In slabery, you don't know nnttin%/ '‘bout sheets for
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your bed. Us nebber know nutting 'bout Santa Claus 'till Free-
dom, but on Christmas Maussa gib you meat and syrup and maybe
t'ree day widout wuk. Slabe wuk 'till daa'k on Sattidy jest
lak any odder day - I still does wuk 'till daa‘k on Sattidy.
But on Sunday slabe don't wuk. On Fourth ob July, slabe wuk
"till twelbe o'clock and den knocks off. On Sunday slabe kin
wisit back and fort' (forth) on de plantations.

Slabe don't do mucher frolic. W'en 'ooman hab baby he
hab mid-wife for nine day and sometime don't haffa wuk for
month w'en baby born, Missis send clote (clothes) from Big
House., W'en nigger sick, Maussa sen' docotr. If you been
berry sick, doctor gib you calomus (calomel) or castor oil.
Sometime he gib you Dead-Shot for worms, or Puke (powder) to
mek you heave., If I jest hab a pain in muh stummick, my mud-
der gib me Juse-e-moke w'at he git outen de wood. (I was un=-
able to get any definite idea of what "Dead-Shot", "Puke" or
Juse~-e-moke" were.)

If slabe don't do tas', de git licking wid lash on
naked backe. Driver nigger gib licking, but Maussa 'most always
been dere. Sometime maybe nigger steal hawg or run *‘way to de
wood, den he git licking too. Can't be no trouble 'tween
white folks and niggef in slabery time for dey do as dey choose
wid you, But Maussa good to slabe i1f dey done day's tas' and

don't be up % no meanness. Missis don't hab nutting to do wid

'D Il
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nigger.

In slabery, nigger go to white folks chu'ch. Slabe don't
know nutting 'bout bvaptizing. W'en nigger dead, you can't
knock off wuk for berry um, You haffa wait *till night time to
put um in de graabe (grave.) 7You berry um by de light ob torch.

0ld Man Tony Ford bin de man w'at !'tend to funerals. Dey

wasn't no nigger preacher on de plantation but dey been people

to hold praise. (prayers)

I nebber see nigger in chain, but I shum (see them) in
stocke I see plenty nigger sell on banjo table. Dey put you
up on flatform (platform) en dey buy you. I see my uncle sell
he brung one hundred dollar., 'Ooman don't sell widout he
chillen..

Mister Johnnie Fripp been my n'oung Maussa. W'en he
chillen git marry, 0ld Maussa diwide de nigger. He gib Maussa
Johnnie t'irty slabe and I been one ob dem. Maussak buy plenta=~
tion on de Main (mainland). He build big house. He hab four
boy and two gal . He hab five hundred acre. He ain't hab no
oberseer, jest driver., We don't know no poor white trash on de
Main, neider on St., Helena Islant.

I wuk in field on Maussa Johnnie Fripp plantation. Some-
time we sing w'en us wuk. One song we sing been go lak dis:

"1Go way, Ole Man
Go way, Ole Man
W'ere you bin all day

If you treat me good
I'11 stay 'till de Judgfment day,
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But if you treat me bad,
I'll sho' to run away.'"

W'en war come, Missis tek me and two more niggers, put we
and chillen in two wagon and go to Baarnwell (Barnwell). My mud-
der been one ob de nigger. We stay in Baarnwell all enduring
(during) de war. My fadder he been wid de Rebel - been wid Mr.
Marion Chaplin, W'en Freedom come, Missis didn't say nutting,
she jest cry, But she gib we uh wagon and we press (stole) a
horse and us come back to St. Helena Islant., It tek ttree day to
git home., W'en we git home, we fine de rest ob de nigger yere
been hab Freedom four year befo! we: I wuk for uh nigger name
Peter White., Muh fadder come back, and buy 20 acre ob land and
we all 1lib togedder. I gone to school one or tiwo year, but I
ain't larn (learn) muche. Four year after war, I buy fifteen acre
ob land., Dat was dis yere same place w'ere I 1libs now., After
w'ile I goes to wuk in rock. (phosphate mines.) I hears 'bout
Ku §lux. Dey been bad people. Dey will kill you. Been marry to
fouf wife, Dis yere last one, he been born in slabery too, but
he don't 'members much *bout um. He been lestle gal so high jest
big 'nuf for open gate for white folks. I hab t'ree chillen, two
libbing. I hear tell my boy William been marry to a w'ite 'ooman
in England and hadb t'ree chillen. My gal Alice 1lib in New Yawk.

Sometime she send me money. I hab two great-gran..
Abraham Lincoln? He de one w'at gib we liberty for wuk

for we se'f, He come to Beaufort 'fore de war. He éome as uh
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rail-splitter and spy 'round. He gone back w'ere he come from
and say: "You eider got to gib dese nigger t'ree day for dey-
se'f or dere will be blood-shed." And he been right. I would
be gla d for shum (see him) but I nebber shum.

I don't know nutting 'bout dat genman KHister Davis,
neider bWlister Washington - you say he been = nigger, too?

Wat I t'ink 'bout slabery? I t'ink 1t been good t'ing.
It larn nigger to wuke If it ain't mek nigger wuk, he wouldn't
do nutting but tief (thief.) You don't find nigger wuk for
slabery running 'round looking for ready money - dat been all
dese yere n'oung nigger want, Me - I slabing for self right
now, I don't want nobody for mek me wuk, but slabery larn me
for wuke I hab wuk five hundred head ob man in rock and today
ain't one can come to me and say: "Sam Polite, you beat me out

ob one penny."

Slabery done uh good t'ing for me, ‘'cause if he ain't

larn me to wuk, today I wouldn't know how to wuk.
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"I llve with my chllaren on a farm in Newberry Vounty. I
have a good place to live and plenty to eat. I work on the farm. I
moved from Chester County in the year 1898, the year the Spanish-
American %ar started.

. "I was porn in Chester County- in April 1860. Ly parents
belonged to the Pratts, but mylmother belcnzged to the Kennedys be-
lore che married. They went t0 Robert K.‘Kennedy and vas with him
as his slaves. lle wee a 200G wman but h.e wife was mean. She sure
could 'cuss out!' slaves 1i they made her mad. She whigped me once
when I was a smali boy. I coulén't do much with her. Jy daddy's
family belon ed to the pratts who lived seven miles from Chester.
They was good folks to slaves. They always had lots to eat from

their big garden. The white folks went hunting, anc it was said

some wild turkeys was around Price's ilountain, about nine miles

south of Chestei.

| "Je zot up before day and went to work and worked till
suﬁdown. My mammy cooked TFor the family; and one day the mistress
g0t mad}at her and hif her on the ﬁead with a coffee paddle. Te
ﬁorked all day on Saturdays but didnt't werk on Sundays. On Chfist-
mas we had a holllday and had frolics and big eats.

"The paurollers once caus sht my aaddy out at nlght without

a pass and whipped him a little, just for mlschlef. He was always
allowed to go about ﬁhere he wanted totge wiﬁhout a pass, but next

time he aeked Miss Polly for a paper to take out with him,
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"After the war the Ku Klux didn't bother us but the Red
Shirts come and wanted us to join them, that is they wanted my brother
to Join. He wouldn't join though. My brother-in-law joined and wore
one of the shirts with them. He wanted 7ade Hampton elected as he
believed it was best for us. He was a Democrat and said they all
ought to wear them. Once some mischief was played on a Negro who was
& Republican and voted for Chamberlain. He was given a card and told
to go to a certain merchant and shiow the card to him, that the mer-
chant was a Chamberlain man and would give him supplies. He showed
the card to the merchant who got mad and told the Negro if he didn't
get out of his store he would kill him.

"Some of the old folks sometimes saw ghosts. A negro went
to church one night on a horse, and somebody slipped up behind and
spurred the horse. The Negro went home.as fast as he could, saying
that he had seen a ghost. .

| "jhen Freedom come, 0ld Man Kennedy took it well and said
we was all free, but his wife just cursed us and said, r'Damn you, |
you are free now', Oid Marse Kennedy had some sons killed inltne war. i
James and Douglas Kennedy lived in Chester County after the ﬁar. |

| "Ye used to dance jigs bonurself, and we dsznced the ‘hack-
back', skipping backwards and forwards facing each other. When 6ne
danced a Jig he would siné, 'Juber this, Juber that, Juber kills a
yellow cat'. My brother used to sing a cotton picking song: 'My mammy
got meat skin laid away; grease my belly three times a day’'.

"fe was Baptist and baptized by immersion. An old Baptist

song that was sung at the baptism was: 'Trouble water today, trouble

water today, trouble water today. He will save you, He will save you;

come to Jesus today, come to Jesus today, come to Jesus today. He‘willg

‘'save you, He will save you, just now.'
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"An old woed-chopping song wnich is yet sunz by negroes is:
tCome on baby, let us go down; Come on baby, let us go down; Ten-
pounder hammer above my head; ‘'nough to kill my body dead.!

"7 married Rosy Kennedy, a daughter of liose Kennedy, and had
five children, but only two are now living. I have several grand- “
children living in Chester County. I worked first on the Kennedy place.
Their daughter, liiss Julie, was good to us. She married Robert Orr of
Chester. She didn't have many beaux befBre,because her mother was so
mean nobody wanted to come around her. l:iss Julie helped at my weading
When my wife wasn't avble to get breaki;st go I could =zo to work, lL.iss
Julie would tell me to come to her house and eat. That was after ner
mother died.

"I think Abraham Lincoln didn't do justvright; rcause he
threw all the hegpoes.oh the world vitnout any way oi zetting along.
They was helpless. Lie ought fo nave dbne it gradually and give them a
.chance to‘getAon tﬁeir own. I think Sooker vashinston is a great man
anL has ddne'great work, opecsuse he says negroes must pave eaucation
and learn to Work, too, andé not sit cown and expesct more because he
is educated.

"] joined the cliurch ceczuse I helleve tnere is a 'here-
after', and I wanted to learn more about Jesus and get His rorgive-
ness for what T had done wrong. We need Him always, because St. lat-
thews says the last state of man is worse than the first."

Source: William Pratt (N.77), Newberry, S.C. RFD
Interviewer: G.L. Summer, Newberry, 5.C. 9/9/87
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HENRY PRISTELL

83 Year 01ld Ex=Slzve

"Uncle Henry" Pristell and his wife, Lucina, live in the town
of Estill in the usual type of small negro cabin. "Uncle Henry"
has a record of his age that shows thét he is eighty-three years
old but he is so well preserved that it is hard to believee.
Although he is very bald, and his closely cut hair is nearly
white, he gets about so easily and talks with such vigor he
seems much younger.

"Oh, yes ma'am, I kin tell you 'bout de war times. I seen
lots of dat, ma'tam. I seen lotsl I couldn't tell you all 'bout
it - it been so distressful = but I kin tell some. When de Yan-
kees come, at first sight of dem dey was string right 'long as
far back as Luray. And string out crossways all over everywhere.
De& was jes'! as thick together as de panels in dis fence. Doy
was thousands of !eml It was in de afternoon, an'! dey was over
everywhere - over de woods, over de fields, an! through de
swamps, thick as dem weeds out derel Dey didn't leave anythingl
Dey burn de fences down, shoot de cows, de hogs, de turkeys an'!
ducks an® geese, de chickens an'! everything. Dey didn't stay no
time - didn't spend de night - jes! pass through. I see some of
tem set a fence afire an! stop dere an' cooke. Dere was rail
fences of fat pinewood 1n dem dayse.

"For de plantation use, dey didn't burn none of de célored
folks! houses nor de old boss! house. An'! as for anybody being
injured when dey pass through I didn't see none of dat. I must

speak de truth, ma'am I didn't see anything out of the way. Jes!

L
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burn things an' take things to eat. Dere was lr. Thomas'
plece, an' Mr, David Horton's place, den kr. Wallace! place.
Dey didn't burn sny of 'em. I was on de VWallace place., My
old boss been Mr. Sam Wallace. De house been up dere till
'bout.thirty year ago. Dat been a fine place. Oh, yes
ma'am. De house was built up righ off de ground - as high
as de top of dat room dere. I don't know why cdey didn't
burn de house. Now dat's all I kin tell you 'bout dat. In
all other liftle doings, I didn't so much &s realize it
'cause dey been little scattering doings. I do remember dat
dere was a camp at Lawtonville for a while. Dey built a
place for de prisoners,of mud. Dey dug a pit down in de
ground 'bout three feet deep, den made de walls of mud. I'm
satisfied 'bout dat. Dey didn't stay long. It was de
Southern soldiers had de camp.

"After de war, we stay dere on de place. Stay dere for
year s My father been Abram Pristell, my mother Lucy Pris-
tell, 'Fore de war, I been Jes! a little boy. Didn't have
no special work to do. I penetrates ‘round de yard dere by
de kitchen. MWy mother would cook for de folkse. Penetrate
several days an' several night. De kitchen was off from de
house. It had & big fireplace in it. Didn't have no stove.
I'11l be honest wid youe. I'm satisfied 'bout datl Had a

loom in it an' a spinnin' wheel. I seen dem a many a time

spinnin' an' weavin'!s Oh, yes ma'am I'm satisfied 'bout datl
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An' dey had plenty of good things to eat. Oh, dey was well se-
cured. You'll never see dat no more = not on dis sidel But
dey had plenty of peorle to feed an' to take care of. t!Course
we don't want dose times no more, 'cause*while scme of de boss
been good to 'em some of 'em bzen bade What little time we got

here we wants to take it easy an' quiet."

Source: Henry Pristell, 83, ex-slave, Estill, S. C.
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JUNIUS QUATTLEBAUM

EX-SLAVE 84 YEARS OLD.

Junius Quattlebaum lives with his grandson, a short distence south
of the Guignard Brick Factory, in the town of New Brookland, Se C. He is
partially capable of self-support from what work and produce he is able to
pick up around the City Marret in CGolumbies .

"Well, sir, you want to talk to me 'bout them good old days back yon=
der in slavery time, does you? I call them good old days, 'cause I hes never
had as much since. I has worked harder since de war betwixt " de North and de
South than I ever worked under my merster and missus. I was Jjust a smell
boy while de wer was gwine on, but I was ;nig 'nough to see and know what went
on dere on de plantstion all right.

"I was born on Marster Jim Quattlebaum's plantation over dere in Sa~
luda Countye He had 'btout éixty-five slaves in all, countin' de chillune My
marster wouldn't have no overseer, 'cause he say overseers would whip his nig=
gers and he didn't 'low nobody, white or black, to do date If his niggers had
to be whipped, he was gwine to do dat hisself and then tﬁey wouldn't be hurt
miche Marster lak to see his slavés happy and singin' 'bout de places If he
ever heard any of them quarrelin' wid each other, he would hoiler at them and
say: 'Sin§§ Us ain't got no tine to fuss on dis placee!

"Marster lak he dram, 'specially in de fall of de year when it fust git
coole Us used to have big corn shuckin's on de plantation at night, 'long 'bout
de fust of November of every yeare All de corn was hauled from de fields and put
in two or three big piles in de barnyard and de slaves would git 'round them,

sing and shuck de corne De slave women would hang buckets of raw tar afire on



staves drove in de ground ‘'round de crowd, to give lighte. Them was sho' haeppy
timese

"Marster would give all de grown slaves & dram or two of pure aprle bran-
dy, on them corn shuckin' nights, and take several smiles (drinks) hisself. I
'members so well, one of them nights, dat marster come to de barnyard, where us
was all 1it up, 2 singin' f£it to kill hisselfe Us was s'prised to see marster
settin' down wid us niggers end shackin' corm as Tas' es us wase After a spell,
him stood up and took 'nother smile, then say: 'Pass de jug 'round and let's
all take a drinke' Wid dat, one of de niggers grat de jug of liguor end passed
it 'round to all de shuckerse Then marster say: 'Everybody singe ' Some of
de niggers 'quire: 'What you gwine to sing?' He say: - 'Sing dis song: Pass
'round de bottle and we'll all teke & drink.! Some of them in de crowd 'jected
to dat song, 'cause they had 'nmough liquor in them ;o 'ject to anythinge kers-
ter kinde scratch he head and say: 'Well, let me git a pole and you all is
gwine to singe' And singin' dere wes, as sho' as you's borne Them niggers
‘round de corn piles dat night h'isted dat song right now; dere was no waitin'
for de pole or nothin' else. They wanted to sing, bade

"De next mornin', after dis night I's talkin' 'bout, Miss Mertha, our
good missus come 'round to de slave houses and 'quire how they 2ll felte She
sey: 'You all can rest today and do what you went to do, 'cause Marster Jim
ain't feelin' so well dis mornin'e' She knowed what was gwine on et de corn
shuckin' de night befo' but she ain't said nothin' ‘bout ite. Mammy said mauy
times dat de missus didn't lakiﬁziskey drinkin® business in nobody. She was
e pure and 'ligious women if dere ever was one in dis worlde Dere ain't no
wonder dat de marster was foolish 'bout here Mammy sey de onliest way for both

white and bleck to keep from lovin' Miss Martha, was to git away from her and



not be so you could see hers

"Dis is de way our marsters treated deir slavese I don't care what de
world does write and say 'bout slave owners; I knows dise Us slaves dat b'long
on marster's plantetion had de best folks to live and work wid I has ever seen
or knoweds Dere is no sich kindness dese days betwixt de boss and them dat
does de worke All de slaves worked pretty hard sometimes but never too harde
They worked wid light and harpy hearts » 'cause they knowed dat merster would
teke good care of them; give them a plenty of good vittles, warm clothes, end
warn houses to sleep in, when de cold weather come. They sho' had nothin' to
worry 'bout and no overseer to drive themto work, lek some slaves on other
plantetions haede Easy livin' is 'bout half of life to white folks but it is
all of life to most niggers. It sho' is.

*No, sir, de patarollers (patrollers) didn't bother none of marster's
slavess 1 has done told you he wouldn't let nobody, white or bleck, whip his
niggers, ‘cause he thought too much of them and de work ’chéy couid ;lo on de
plantation when they was well and healthy. Yes, sir, I ‘members, lak yistiddy,
when Columbia was burned by de Yankees in 1865 All dat happened in de month
of Februery, I thinkse Some of de niggers on de plentation said they seen de

smoke from dat big fire, but I has my doubts 'bout de truth of date
"When Christmas come, all de sleves on de plantetion had three deys

give to them, to rest and enjoy themselvese Missus end de two little misses
fixed up a big Christmas tree. It was a big holly bush wid red berries all
over ite It sho'! was a picture of besutifulness. ‘I can see missus so plain

now, on Christmas mornin', a flirtin' 'round de Christmas trees, commendin' de

little misses to put de names of each slave on a packsge and hang it on de tree
for theme She was alweys pleased, smilin' and happy, 'cause she knowed dat she

was doin' somethin!' dat would make somebody else happye She tried as hard to



meke de slaves happy &s she did to meke her own white friends happy, it seem
lek to mes Close to de tree was a basket and in dat basket was put in a bag

of candy, apples, raisins and muts for all de chillune Nobody was left oute

"Christmas mornin', marster would call all de slaves to come to de

Christmas trees He made all de chillun set down close to de tree and de grown
slaves jined hands and make & circle 'round elle Then marster and missus would
give de chillun deir gifts, fust, then they would teke presents from de tree and
call one slave at a time to step out and git deirse After ell de presents was
give out, missus would stand in de middle of de ring and raise her hand and bow
her head in silent thanks to Gode #11 de slaves done lak her done. After all
dis, everybody was heppy, singin', and laughin' ell over de place. Go 'way
from here, white maxi}l Don't tell me dat wasn't de next step to heaven to de

sleves on our plantetione I sees end dreams 'bout them good old times, back

yonder, to dis daye"
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