SLAVE NARRATIVES

A Folk History of Slavery in the United States

From Interviews with Former Slaves

TYPEWRITTEN RECORDS PREPARED BY

THE FEDERAL WRITERS’ PROJECT
” 1936-1938
ASSEMBLED BY

THE LIBRARY OF CONGRESS PROJECT
WORK PROJECTS ADMINISTRATION
FOR THE DISTRICT OF COLUMBIA

SPONSORED BY THE LIBRARY OF CONGRESS

Illustrated with Photographs

WASHINGTON 1941



VOLUME IV
GEORGIA NARRATIVES

PART 4

Prepared by
the Federal Writers' Project of
the Works Progress Administration

for the State of Georgia



Telfair, Georgia
Thomas, Cordelia
Thomas, Ike

Toombs, Jane Mickens
Town, Phil

Upson, Neal
Van Hook, John F.
Vinson, Addie

Virgel, Emma

Walton, Rhodus

INFORMANTS

11
25
29
37

48
71
97
115

123

Ward, William
Washington, Lula
Willbanks, Green
Williamson, Eliza
Willingham, Frances
Willis, Adeline
Willis, Uncle
Winfield, Cornelia
Womble, George
Wright, Henry

Young, Dink Walton

COMBINED INTERVIEWS

Adeline
Eugene
Mary
Rachel
Laura
Matilda
Easter
Carrie
Malinda
Amelia

Folklore
Conjuration

212
213
215
216
216
217
218
219
219
220

COMPILATIONS

Folk Remedies and Superstitions

Mistreatment of Slaves

Slavery

Ellen Campbell

Rachel Sullivan

BEugene Wesley Smith

Willis Bennefield

Emmaline Heard

Rosa and Jasper
Millegan

Camilla Jackson

Anna Grant

Emmaline Heard

Work, Play, Food, Clothing, Marriage, etc.

128,132
134
136
148
151
161
168
176
179
194

205

221
226
230
235
245

251
254
255
256

261
269
282
290
308
355



’,,-"'f s

100129

PLANTATION LIFE AS VIEWED BY AN EX-SIAVE

GEORGIA TELFAIR
) R.F.D. #2 -
Athens, Ga.

Written by

Bditeds:

Miss Grace McCuns
Athens, Ga.

Mrs. Sarah H. Hall

Athens, Ga. '
and

Mrs. Leila Harris

Augusta, Ga.



100129

GEORGIA TELFAIR
Ex-Slave, Age 74
. Box 131, R. F. D. #2
Athens, Georgia

"Yes chile, I'll be glad to tell you de story of my
life, I can't tell you much 'bout slav'ry 'cause I wuz jus'
six months old when freedom come, but I has heared quite a
lot, and I will tell you all I kin:'member 'boutAeverythééi" /ﬁ:
Said old "Aunt" Georgia Telfair, who lives with her son tovhk#/
whom her devotion is quite evident. Both "Aunt" Georgia and
the little home show the excellent care that is given them.

"My pa," she said, "wuz Pleasént Jones, an' he b'longed
to Mafse Young L. G. Harris. Dey lived at de Harris ﬁlace out'
on Dearing Street. Hit wuz all weods out dar den, én’ not a
bit lak Dearing Street looks now.

"Rachel wuz my ma's name. Us don' know what her las'
name wuz 'cause she wuz sold off when she wuz too little to 'mem-
ber. Dr. Riddin' (Redding) bought her an' his fambly always jﬁs'
called her Rachel Riddin'. De Riddin' place wuz waar Hancock
Avenue is now, but it wuz all‘in woods 'roun'.dar,‘jus' lak de
place whar my pa wuz. Atter dey wuz married ma had to stéy_on
ﬁid de Riddin' fémﬁly an' her chilluns b'longed to de Riddin's
'cause dey.owﬁeq_her. Miss lMaxey Riddin' wuz my brud&er's young
Missus, an' I wuz give to her sister,.Misq*Eg;a Riddin', for to
be her own méid, but us didn't git to wuk Tor 'em nona 'cause it

wuz jus'! at dis time all de slaves got sot free. Atter dat my pa



tuk us all wid him an' went to farm on de old Widderspoon

(Witherspoon) place.

A &
"It wuz 'way off in de woods. Pa &ut down trees an'
C

built us a log cabin. iHe maue de chimbly oﬁ%\or sticks an' red
mud, an' put iron barsxcr0st de fireplace to h&ﬁg pots on rop.
to bile our vittuls an' made ovens for de bakin'. De bes' way
to cook 'tatoes wuz to roas' ‘em in de ashes wid de jackets on. 5
Dey ain' nothin' better tastih' dan ash-roasted 'tatoes wid good | 3
“home-made butter to eat wid 'em. An 'us had de butter, 'cause

us kep' two good cows. la had her chickens an' tukkeys an' us'
raised plenty of hogs, so we n;bber Wwuz widoﬁt meét. Oour reg'-
lar Sunday breakfas' wuz fish what pa coteh out of de erick. I .
used to git tired out of 'fish den, but a mess of fresh crick fish
would sho' be jus' right now.

"Us alﬁéys kep' a good gyarden full of beans, corn, on-
ions, peas an' 'taters, an! dey warn't nobody could beat us at
raisin' lots of greens, 'speg}glly turnips an' colla'd greens.:

Us saved heaps of dry peas an' beans, an' dried lots of peaches
an' apples to cook in winter. When de wind wuz a howlin' én' de

groun' all kivvered wid snow, ma would meke -dried fruit puffs for

us, dat sho' did hit de spot}

"When I wuz 'bout eight years old, dey sont me %o school.

]
I had to walk from Epps Bridge Road to Knox School. Dey calls it
Knox Imstitute now. I toted my blue back speller in one han' and

my dinher bucket in de other. Us wore homespun dresses wid bon-




nets to mateh. De bonnets wuz all mace in one piece an' had
drawstrings on de back tO0 make '‘'en 1t'it, an' slats in de brims
to make 'em stiff an' straight. Our Gresses wuz made long to
keep our legs warm. I don't see, for to.save me, how dey keeps
dese young-uns irom l'reezin' now since cey let 'em go ‘roun'
mos' naked. |

"Our brush arbor churcih wuz'nigh-whar srooklyn kiount
Pleasant Church is now, an' us went to Sunday school dar evvy
Sunday. It warn't nuca oi & churcn for looks, 'cause it wuz
made out of poles stuck in de groun' an' de roof wuz jus' pine
limbs an' brush, but dere sho' wuz some Zgood meetin's in dat
0id brush church, an' lots o1 souls foun' de way to de heb'enly

N

nome rignt car.
"Our reg'lar vrsaciicr wuz a colored man named ..orrison,

out Iur. Cobbd preacnza to us lots of times. ile wuz a wihite gem-

man, an' he say ude could a sot all nigint an' lissen long as us

sunz dem old songs. Some of 'em I donc clar rorgot, but de one
L}

I lak bes' goes sorter lak dis:

'T want to be an angel

An' wia ce angels stan!

A crown upon my forehead

And a harp wiain my uaan'.'!

"Anot:ier tune wuz 'Roll, Jordan Roll.' Little chillun

wuz larnt to sing, 'dow sweetly do de Time Ily, Vuaen i Please
my Liother,' an' us chillun sno' woula do our obest & singin' dat

little old sons, so Presacher Cobb would praise us.



"When 1 jined de chureci dere wuz &5 0: us baptized de
sars day 1n J4s crick baci o:x ue church. ‘/hile Freacher dsrown
vuz a baptizin' us, a oi- crowd wuz standin' on ue vank a sinout-
in‘ an' singin', 'Dis is de .:ealin' ‘Jater,' an', 'llakin' ior ae
Promise wan! 3Some oi 'ew wuz a prayin' too. atbter ue vaptizin!
wuz dole uey inaa a biy dinner on ce groun's ior de new ueumbers,
but us didn't see no ju,s uwat aay. Jus' nad plenty o1l 00w some-
thin' t'esat.

"Uunen us warn't in school, me an' ny bruddsr wukkeG in

ce riel' wia pa. In cotton piantin' time, ova Tixeu uu Ge rows
an' us wrap «¢ ssgeas in 'ew. Lex' awy us vyoula raxe alrt over
'ei wiu woouell rakes. ra maue we rakes nisse'f. Dey nad short
woouen tael Jus' ri.uv .or to kivver ue sseu. 1O0LlKses ovuys viihet
Gey uses now an' don't taxe uy a0 time makin' notain' lak dat,
"In ven cays 'roun' ae louss an' in a2 fisl' borys jus'
wo' ons .lsce o1 clo'es. 1T wus jus' a long sairt. wsey dian't
knov nowain' else .en, dust 4+ sno' woula laxk to see you try o

1 3
r.aXe boys £o ‘'‘roun' lookin' lak aat now.

"Day ulied ez ous L0 1r. Jack Lelr's Tamoly waen 1 wuz
"o0us ro'teen ears O.u O GO wasiin', ironin', an' cleanin' up

gz nousz, an' I wukkeuw Tor 'em '"til 1 married. oey ienie cat all

.33 at we nouse an' paid wme in olu clo'es, miaclin'

'tutoss, an' waeat rlour, but 1 nevsr ala 1% Lo mou-



"Us wukked mighty hard, but us had zood times too.
De bigges' fun us had wuz at candy pullin's. La cooked de
candy in de wasn pot out in ce vard. Fust sne pourea in some
aome-made sirup, an' sutbt in a neap oI brown su_ur irom de old

sirup barrel an' den she bilea 1% cown to wvhar il you drapped

a litcle or 17 1n coiu water 1t gob nard gulck. It wuz ready

~en to be poureu out in Jreasy plates an' pans. Us greased our

- 0

han's wid lard to kKeep de candy Iron stickin' to 'sm, an' soon
as 1t ot cool znough de couples woulc start pullin' candy an'
singin'. Dut's migavy happy muSic, waen you is singin' an' pul-
lin' candy wia yo' bes' Jeller. Winsn we candy got tob stiff an'
hard to pull no mo', us stvartea eatin', an' 1t sho' woulu ever- f

r10' 1% away lrom .ar in a hurry. You ain't nebber seed no wan-
cin', waat 1s cancin', liessen you iaas watcied a crowd dahce atter
d=v =% ae candy waat dey done peen pullin'.

tuiitin's wuz a nesup or fun. oometi.es Two or three
Tamblies haa a suiltin' togetger. +0olkses wouid cuilt some an'
Gen cey passeu 'roun' ue toauy. oome would b2 cookin' waile de
O%ucrs wuz a guliltin' an' cven wilen supper Wus ready dey ail stopped
to eat. Dewm colla'd greens wid cornpone an' plenty or gin_er-
cakes an' Truit puifs aun' ni_ olc pots o coiriee wuz mi_uty {ine
catin's 0 us dell.

YAn' dere worn't nothin' loaciin' wihen us nau cornsiuck-

V]

in's. . zen'ral ol ug cornsiuckin' wuz appointea to lead of! in



de fun. He sot up on top of de big pile of corn an' hysted
de song. e woulu git 'em gstarted off singin' somethin' lak,
'Sallie is a Good Gal;' an' evvybody kept time shuckin' an'
a singin'; De zen'ral kept singin' faster an' laster, an'
shucks wuz jus' flyin'. Vhen pa'started passin' de jug 'roun'
dem Niguers sho' nufi begun to sing loud an' fas' an' you wuz
'bliged for to 'low sallis mus' be a Good uval, de way de shucks
wuz comin' off oi dat corn so fas'. Dey kep' it up 'til de corn
wuz all shucked, an' ma hollered, 'Supper readyl' Den dey made
tracks for de kitchen, an' dey didn't stop eatin' an' drinkin'
dat hot coffee long as cey could swallow. 4in't nobody Ied 'em
no better backbones, an' spareribs, turnip greens, 'tato pies,
an' sich lak dan my ma set out for 'em. O©ld time ways lak dat
is done gone Tor 2004 NOW. Yolkses ain't lak dey used to Dbe.
Dey's all done got greedy an' don't keer 'bout doin' nothin' for
nobody else no more.

"kia combed our halr wid a Jim Crow comb, or. cyard, as

%

sonme folkses called 'em. 1 our hair wuz bad nappy she put some
cotton in de comb to keep 1t irom pullin' so bad, 'cause it wuz
awiul hara to comb.

"Ivvybody tried to railse plenty ol gourds, 'cause aey wuz
so handy to use for dippers den. Water wuz toted 1rom ce spring
an' kep' in piggins. Don't spec' you ebber did see a piggin.

Dats a wooden bucket wid wire hoops 'roun' it to keep it from



leakin'. De wash place‘wuz nex' to de spring. Pa fixed us
up & big old stump wnar us haa to battle de clo'es wid a bat-
tlin' stick. It tuk a sight or battlin' to zit de dirt out
sometimes.

"If you turned a chunk over in Ge iire, bad luck wuz
sio' to come'to you. II & dog howled a certain ﬁay at night,
or 1i a scritch owl come in de nigiat, aeati wuz on ae way to
you, an' you élways nad to pe keerful so maypbe bad spirits would
leave you alone.

"Pa built us a new kitc.en, jus' lak what de white folk-
ses had dem days. It sot out in de back yard, a little piece
oi a way Irom our nouse. .e mace 1t ouv 0i logs an' put a big
old chimbly wid a biy fireplece at one =nd. 3enches wuz built
'roun' des sides for seats. JUere warn't no floor in it, out jus"

dirt floor. Dat wuz one sran' kitchen an' us wuz mighty proud

"y w'ite folkses beg.ed me not to leave 'em, when I told

'en 1 wuz gwine to marry Joe %slfair. I'd done veen wukkin' 1or
'em nigh on to six years, an' wuz mos' twenty years old. Dey gim-
e ny weadin' cio'es, an' when I seea cem clo'es I wuz one proud
KNigger, 'cause dey wuz jus' lak I wanted. De nightgown wuz made
out of white bleachin' ah' rad lots oi tucks an' ruiiles an' it
aven nad puif sleeves. sho' 'nougi it aid! De petticoat had ruf-

1rlss an' puffs plum up to ue wails' ban'. Dbers wuz a cosset kiver



dat wuz cut to fit an' all fanecy wid tucks an' trimmin'; an'
de drawers, dey.sho‘ wuz pretty, jusf full oz ruffles an' tucks
~'roun' de legs. Ly dress wuz a@greém ountin', lak wiat dey calls
serge dese days. It had a pretity lace Iront wnat my ma bought
from one of de Lioss ladies. ulien I}got.all dressed up L wuz one.
o' rant' lookin' bride. . |
| "Us got married in de new kitcuen an' it wuz plum full,
'cause na néd done axed 76 folkses to uve weadin'. Some ol ‘em
wuz Joe's foikses, an' us nad eight waiters: Iour géls, an' four
boys. De same rreacher Brown what baptized ue, married us an!
den us had a big suuper. My kiissus, Lula Weir, had done baked
a gpreat big pretty caxe £or‘me an' it tasted jus' as good as it
looked. ntterkus 8% all us could, one 0i de waiters called de
sets ior us to uance ue res' ol de night. An' sich wancin' asl
us did nhave! Folkses.don't know how to dance dat good no mo'.
Dat wuz siho' nuif happy~gancin'. Yes kia'am, I ain't nebber gonna
Torgit waat a granf weadin' us had.

|}
"Next day us moveu right here an' I done been here ever

since. Dis place b'longed tq Joe's gran'ma, an' she willeda it

to him. Us had 1b énillun, put ain't but five oi 'em livin' now,
an' Joe he's been daid for years. Us always made a good livin;
on de férm, an' still raises mos' of waat us neeus, but 1 done
got so. po'ly I can't wuk no more.

"I'se still tryin' to live rignt an' walk de narrow way,

so as [ kin go to ieb'en when I dies.' I'se gwine to pray for



~9 - 10

you an' ax de lLawd to bless you, ror you has been so good

an' patient wid me, an' I'se sho' thankful ny son sont you
fo Se@ me. {ou done helped me to Teel lots better. Good-.
bye, an' God bless you, an' please lia'am, come back to see

me again."”

3K K K 3K 5 0K K ok A Kok
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CORDELIA THOMAS
Ex-Slave - Age 80.

A long, hot walk over;rough, hilly roads brought
the visitor to Cordeiia’s place just after the noon hour of a
sweltering July deay, and the shade of the tall water oaks near
the little cabin was a most welcome sight. The house stoodf
only.a few feet from a spﬁr of railroad track but the small yard
was enclosed by a luxurious green hedge. Roses predominated
among the many varieties of flowers in evidence on the otherwise'
drab premises.

A dilapidated porch across the front of the resi-
dence had no roof and the floorboards were so badly rotted that
it did not seem quite safe to walk from the steps to the front
door where Cordelia stood waiting. "Come right in, Missy," she
invited, "but be keerful not to fall through dat old porch floor."
The tell, thin Negress was cled in a fsded but scrupulously clean
blue dress, a white apron, and a snowy headcloth crowned by a
shabby black hat. Black brogans completed her costume. Cordelia
led the way to the rear of anarrow hall. "Us will be cooler
back here," she explained. Sunlight poured'through gaping holes
in the roof, and the coarse biown wrapping paper pasted on the
walls was‘splattered and streaked by rain. <The open door of
Cordelia's bedroom reveéled a woodén bed, a marble-topped bureau,
and a washstand of the Victorian period. A rocker, two straight

cinairs, a small table, and a trunk completed the furnishings of



2. 13

the room and left but little space for its occupant to move

absut.

"I'se jus' a mite tired," Cordelia stated,
'?'cauée I jus' got back from de courthouse whar dem welfare
'omans done gimme a sack o' flour and some other bundles what
I ain’t opened up.yit, but I knows dey's got somepin in 'em to
holp me, 'cause dem folks is sho' been nighty gcod to me since
ny rheumétiz is been so bed I couldn't wuk enough to make &
livin®'. De dgctor, he say 1 got.de blood presser. I don't
rightly know jus' what dat is, but it looks lak somepin's a-
pressin' right down in my heid 'til I feels right foolish, so
I reckon he's right 'bout it a-bein de blnod presser. hen 1
gits down on my knees it tekes a long time for me to git straight
up on my feet again. De Lord, He's done beep wid me all dese
yvears, end old Cordelia's zoin' to rsep right on kneelin' 'fore
Him end praisin' Him often 'til He 'cides de time has come for
her to go home to nieben.

"I wes borned on lcrse andrew Jackson's plantation
down in 'Conee (QOconee) Counﬁy, twixt here gnd iiigh Shoals. Marse

Andy, he owned my Mammy, and she was named Em'ly Jackson. Bob

Lowe wes my Daddy, and he b'longed to Marse Ike Lowe, The Lowe

plantation was nigh whar liarse Andy's wes, down der in 'Conee
County. 'Cause neither one of deir marsters woudldn't sell one
of 'em to de other marster, lLemmy Lad to stay on de Jackson planta-

ticn and Daddy was kept right on wukin' on de Lowe place atter dey



3. 1
had done got married. Marse Bob, he giﬁe Daddy a ticket what iet
him go to see Mammy e?vy Wédnesday and Saddey night, and dem patte-
rollers couldn't bother him long as he kept dat ticket. When dey
did find a slave off his marster's plantation widout no ticket,

it wss jus' too bad, for dat meant a beatin' what most kilt him,
Memmy said dey didn't never git my Daady, 'cause he allus had his
ticket to show.

"I don*t ricollect much 'bouﬁ»days 'fore de big
war énded '*cause I was so little den, but many's de time I heared
Mammy snd baddy and de cther old folks tell 'bout dem times. Us
chillun had de bestes' time of anybody dem days, 'cause dey didn't
'low us to do nothin' but jus' eat all us could snd play de rest
of de time. I don't know how it was on other rlaces, but dat was
de way us was raised on our old marster's plantation.

*"De crecks of de log cabins whar de slaves lived
wes chinked wid red mud to keep out de cold and rain, Dere warn't
no gless in de windows, dey jus' had plank shutters what dey fasten-
ed shut at night. Thin slide blocks kivvered de peepholes in de
rough rlank doors. Dey hed ﬁo have dem.peephoies SO as dey could
see who was at de door 'fore dey opened up. Dem old stack chimblies
winat was made out 6f sticks and red clay, was all time gittin' on
fire. Dem old home-made beds had high posties and us called 'em
'teesters.' To take de plece of springs, whet hedn't never been
s;en '‘round dar in dem days, dey wove heavy cords lengthways and
crostways. Over dem cords dey laid a flet mat wove out of white -

oak splints and on det dey put de homespun bed ticks stuffed wid

wheat straw. Dey could have right good pillows if dey was a mind

4
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to pick de scrap cotton and fix it up, but dere warn't many of
tem keered dat much 'bout no pillows.

"Slaves didn't do no cookin'® on cur place ‘cause
Marster fed evvybody up at de big house. Missy, I ain't never
gwine to forgit dat big old fireplace up dar. Dey piled whole
sticks of cord wood on it at one time, wid little sticks cross-
ways under 'em énd, let me tell you, dat was a fire what would
'cook\anything and evvything. De pots hung on swingin' racks, and
dere was big ovens, little ovens, long-~handled fryin' pans, and
heavy iron skillets wid tight, thick lids. It sho' was a sight
de way us chillun used to make 'way wid dem ash-roasted 'taters
and dat good, fresh butter; Us chillun hed to eat supper eérly
fceuse all chillun hed to be in bed 'fore dark. It warn't lak
dese days. WwWhy Missy, chilluns now stays up 'most all night run-
nin' 'round dese parts.

"Marster was sho' good 'bout seein' dat his Niggers

had plenty to eat and wesar. For supper us et our bread and milk

e A et i eyt s e e

wid wooden spoons out of wooden bowls, but for dinner dey give us
]
veg'ables, corn pone, and ‘'taters. Marster raised sll de sorts

of veg'ables what dey knowed anything 'bout in dem days, and he had

big o0ld fields of wheat, rye, oats, end corn, 'cause he 'lowed dat
stock had to eat same as folkses. Dere wes lots of chickens, tur-
keys, cows, hogs, sheep, and some goats on dat plantetion so as dere

would allus be plenty of meat for evvybody.
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®our Marster evermore did raise de cottom - lots
of it to sell, and plenty for clothes for all de folkses, white
and blaék, what lived on his place. All de cloth was home-made
'‘cept de calico for de best Sunday dresses. Chillun hed to spin
——
de thread and deir mammies wove de cloth. 'Fore de end of de war,

whilst I was still so little I had tc stand on a box to reach de

spinnin' wheel good, I could spin six reels a day.

“Chillun was happy when Log-killin' time come. Us

—

warn't 'lowed to help none, 'cept to fetch in de wood to keep de
pot bilin' wher de lard was cookin'. OQur Mist'ess allus had de
lard rendered in de bigges' washpot, what dey sot on rocks in de
fireplace. Us didn't mind giftin' de wood for dat, ‘'cause when dem
cracklin®s got done, dey let us have all us could eat and, jus' let
me tell you, iMissy, you ain't never had nothin' good 'less you has
et 2 warm skin cracklin' wid a little salt. One time when dey was
renderin' iard, all us chillun was crowdin' *round close as us
could git to see which one coculd git a cracklin' fust.- Mist'ess
told us to stand back 'fore somebody got burnt; den'Mammy said she
was gwine to take de hides off our backs 'bout gittin® so close to
daet fire, and 'bout dat time somebody ‘'hind me gimme a quick push;
and in de fire I went. Marster grabbed me 'most time I hit dem red
coals, but one hand and arm was burnt so bad I hed to wear it in a
sling for a long time. Den Marster laid down de law and told us

what he would do if he cotch us chillun hangin® 'round de fire whar

dey was cookin' lerd again.



. 17
®"Folkses said our Marster must have a powerful

sweet tooth on account of he kept so many bee hives. When bees

swarmed folkses rung bells and beat on tin pans to git 'em
settled. Veils was tied over deir haids to keep de bees from
gittin' to deir faces when dey went to rob de hives. Chillun
warn't never 'lowed to be nowhar nigh durin' dat Jjob. One day
I sneaked out and got up close to see how dey done it, and dem
bees got ail over me., Dey stung me so bad I couldn't see for
days‘and days. Marster, he jus' fussed and said'dat gal, Cordelia,
she was allus whar she didn't b*'long. Missy, I ain't never wanted
to fool wid no more bees, and‘I don't even lak honey no more,
"Sleves eall wént to church wid deir white folkses
'*cause dere warn't no Nigger churches dem days. All de preéchin'
was done by white preachers. Churches warn't nigh and convenient
dem days lak dey is now and dey was such a fur piece from de rlanta-
tions dat most of de folkses stayed all déy, and dem meetin' days
was big days den. De cooks was told to fix de bestes' dinners

dey could git up, and chillun was made to know dey had better mind

v w—

what dey was 'bout when dey we's in de meetin' house or it was gwine
to be made mighty hbt for 'em when dey got back home. Dat was one
thing our Merster didn't 'low no foolin' 'bout. His Niggers had

to be-have deyselfs at de meetin' house. *Long 'bout August whén
craps was laid by, dey had brush arbor meetin's, White folks
brought deir slaves and all of 'em listened to a white preacher from

Watkinsville named Mr. Calvin Johnson. Lere was lots of prayin!
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and shoutin' at dem old brush arbor 'vival meetin's.

"Dey hed campmeetin's too. De o0ld freeman place
was wher dey had some of dem fust campmeetin's, and Hillsboro,
Mers Hill, and Bethabara was some of de other places whar Marster
tuk us to campmeetin's. Missy, you jus' don't know nothin' 'bout'
'‘citement if you ain't never been to one of dem old-time camp-
meetin's. when folkses would git 'ligion dey would holler and
shoup a-testifyin' for de Lord. Attervde meetin®' dey dammed up
de erick and let it git deep enough for de baptiéin'. Dey dipped
de white folkses fust, and den de Niggers. You could hear 'em

singin' a mile away dem cld songs lak: On Jordan;s Stormx Banks I

Stand, - Roll, Jordean Roll, - A1l God's Chilluns is a-goin' Home,

and - Whsar de Livin' Waters Flow, I jus' can't 'member half of

dem good 01d songs 'cause my mem'ry ain't good as it used to be."
Here Cordelia paused. She seemed oblivious to all around her for
sever=]l minutes, asnd then she suddenly smiled. "Lordy, Missy,"
she begsn, "if I could jus' call beck dem days wid our good old
Marster to look atter us and fee det us had what us -needed to eat
and wear and a good comf'tseble cabin to live-in, wouldn't dis be a
harpy ©0ld 'oman? Lots of de other old folks would lak it too,
'cause our white folkses d2y sho' did take good keer of deir slaves.
"Did you ever hezr of dem loé:?ollin's? On our
place dey spent 'b&ut two whole days cookin' end gittin' ready.

Marster axed evvybody from fur and nigh, and dey allus come 'cause

dey knowed he was gwine to give 'em a good o0ld time. De way dey
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rolled dem logs was & sight, and de more good corn liquor
Marster passed 'round, de faster dem logs rolled. Come night-
time, Marster hed a big bonfire built up and sot lots of pitch-
pine torches 'round so as dere would be plenty of light for ‘em
to see how to eat dat fine supper what had done been sot out for
‘em, Atter supper, dey dénced nigh all de rest of de night,
Mammy used to tell us 'pout de frolics next day, 'cause us chillun
was made to go to bed at sundown. Come day, go day, no matter
whatAmight happen, growin' chillun had to be in bed at deir reg'lar
time, but Mammy never forgot to tell us all *bout de good times
next day.

"Mammy said dem cornshuckin's meant jus' as much
?un and jollification as wuk. Dey gathered Marster's big corn
crap and 'rangedlit in long, high piles, and sometimes it tuk
sev'ral days for dem come}huckers to git it all shucked, but
evvybody stayed right dar on de job 'til it wes finished. At
night, dey wukked by de light of big fires asnd torches, den dey had
de big supper and started aancin®. Dey stopped so often to swig
dat corn liquor iMarster pervi&ed for 'em dat 'fore midnight folkses
started fallin' out end drappin' down in de middle of de dance ring.
De others would git 'em by de heels and drag 'em off to one side
'til dey come to and was ready to drink more liquor and dance again.
Dat was de way dey went on de rest of de night.

"Corpses! Buryin's! Graveyards! Why, Miss, dere

warn't nigh so many folkses a-dyin' all de time dem days as dere is
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now. Folkses 1ived right and was tuk better keer of and dere
warn't so much reason for 'em to die out den. When somebody
did die, folkses come from miles and miles around to de buryin'.
Dey give de slaves de same sort of funerals de white folkses had.
De corpses was washed good all over wid hot water and nome-made-
soap, den dey was dressed and laid out on de coolin' boards 'til
de cyarpenter man had time to make up de coffins. Lordy, Missy,
ain't you never seed no coolin' board? I 'spects dey is &all
gone now though. Dey looked a good deal lak ironin' boards, only
dey had laigs to stand on. Llots of times dey didn't dress de
corpses, but jus' wropped 'em in windin' sheets. Dem home-made,
pine coffins didn't look so bad atter dey got 'em painted up snd
lined nice. Dey driv de wagon what had de corpse om it right

slow to de graveyard. De preacher talked a little and prayed;

den stter de mourners Lad done sung somepin on de order of Harps /quk

From De Tomb, dey shovelled in de dirt over de coffin whilst de

spreacher sald comfortin' words to de fambly of de daid. Evvy
plantation had its own graveyard wid a fence around it, and dere
wes a place in it for de sleves ‘nigh whar deir‘white félks was
buried. -

"Honey, didn't you never hear tell of Dr. Frank
Jackson? fle was sho' a grand doctor. Dr. Jackson made up his
own medicines and toted 'em 'round wid him all de time. He wes
close kin to our Marse Andy Jackson's fambly. All dem Jacksons

down in 'Conee was good white folks.

2

’
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”us stayed on wid Old Marster for a llttle while 1
atter de war Was over, and den right away Mammy died and Daddy “
hired me out to Mrs. Sidney Rives (Reaves ?). I 'speets one
reason she wes so mighty good to me was 'cause I was so llttle den.‘
I was nigh grown when I left her to wuk for Dr._Pelmer s famblya
All his chillun was llttle den and I was deir nuss. One of de ‘7
best of his chillun wes little Miss Eunice. She is done growed '
to be a school teacher and dey tells me she is still a-tesachin’,

It warn't long atter my Uaddy died dat I left de Pelmers and started
wukkin' for Mr. Dock DPorsey's fambly. If dere ever was a good
Chrlstlan ‘oman in dis bere 0ld world it was Miss ballle uorsey,
Mr. Dock Dorsey's wlfe. She had been Mlss ballle Chappell 'fore ‘
she married Mr. Dorsey. Mlss Sallie trled to glt evvybody whab J
stayed 'round her to llve rlght too,‘and she wanted all her help

to go to church reg'lar. If Miss Sallie and Marse Dock‘Dorsey

was livin' now, dey would pervide for 0ld 'Delia jus'lakvdey}ﬁsed_
‘to do. 411 deir chillun was nice. Miss Fannie.and MissﬂSue,vdey
was extra good‘ga}s, but somehpw I jus' caﬂ't'cell bﬁck de'nemeevof
~dem other ones now. Dey all had ﬁo be good wid,de sort of mammy
and daddy dey had. ~g@esée}}ie, she was sick a long time"fere she
died, and dey let me wait on hef. Missy, I tell you de gespel
truth, I sho' did love dat 'oman. Not long.'fore she‘paSSeé‘oﬁ to
Heben,’she told her husband dat atter she was gone, she waﬁted him

to merry up wid her\cousin, Miss Hargrove, s0 as he would ha#e
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somebody to help him rgise:up'per chillun, and he done 'zactly -’
what she éxeqvhim.to. 411 of my own whipe fqikées hasg d@ﬁe‘died
out, and‘01d *Delia won't be here much loﬁger. One of de Thorntdns
here - I forgits which one - marrled up wid my young Mﬁst'ess,
Rebecca Jackson. Her gal got marrled up wid Dr. Jago g horse-
dobtor; ,  A insurance man nemed Mr. Speer married into de Jackson
fambly too. He moved his fambly from here to dé mountaiﬁs on ac=-
count of his son's health, and I jus' los' track of 'em den. |

®Lordy, Chile! What you want to know 'bbut,my
weddin' for, nowhow? Dere ain't never gwine to be‘no.mdre
weddin's lak dey had back dere in dem times 'cause foikseg thinks
déy got to have too much nowadays. When folkses got marfied den
dey was a-thinkin®' ‘bout meakin' sho' 'nough homes for deyselfs, and
gittihf mﬁrried meant somepin sortygf-hqug Hémmy_said dat moat 
times when slafes got married é;}“jﬁs’ Jumped baékwards over a
broomstick whilst deir Marster wapched and den he pernounced dat
dey‘was man éﬁd wife. Now dey is got to go to de courthouse and
pay out good money for a license and den go git a preacher or some-
body lak a jestice Jjedge to say de marriage words over 'em.

"Me end Solomon Thomas had to go buy us a license
too, but us didn't mind 'bout puttin' out dat money 'cause us weas
so much in love. I wore a pretty white dress and a breakfast shawl,
and atter us had done went to ge prescher man's house and got

married, us come right on here to dis very house what had b'longed

to Solomon's daddy 'fore it was Solomon's. Us built two more rooms
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on de house, but all de time Solomon lived us tried to keep de ’
place lookin' a good deal lek it was de day us got married,
"Atter Solomon died, I sold ofi most of de land to

de railroad for de right of way for dat dere track what you sees
out dere, and it sho' has made plenty of wuk for me to keep dat
sbot what dem engines ié all time a~-spittin' out cleaned off my
things in de house. It dreps down through dem big‘holes overhead,
and i can't git hold of no money to have de roof patched up.

| "Me and ~olomon, us had 11 chillun, but dey is all
daid out but three., One of my boys is in Baltimore.and another
boy lives ih Louisiane somewhar, My gel, Delia, she stays over
in de Newtown part of Athens here. She would love to help her
old Mammy, but my Delia's got chillun of Ler own and she can't git
nothin' to do 'cept a little washin' for de white folkses, and she
ain't able to pervide what her own household neéds to eat. Dem

I

boys of mine is done got so fur off dey's done forgot all 'bout

deir old Mammy.

"When us fust got married, Solomon wpkke& at Mr,
Orr's cotton house, and he saned dere a long time 'fore he went
to wuk for Mr. Moss and lir. Levy. All dem white folks was good to
me and Solomon., I kept on wukkin' for de Dorseys *til us had so
meny chillun I had to stay home and look atter 'em. Solomon got
sick and he lay dere suftferin' a long, long time, but Mr. Moss

and Mr. Levy seed dat he didn't want for nothin’'. Even atter
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Solomon died dem good white mens kept on comin®' out now and den
to see if me and Sdlbmon’s chillun had what us needed.

*Solomon, my Solomon, he went out of dis here
world, in dat dere room whar you sees daﬁ 0ld bed, and dat is
perzactly whar I wants to be when de Blessed Lord lays his hands
on me and tells me to come on Home to Glory. I wants to be toted
out of dat room, thrcugh dis hall and on out to de graveyard Jjus'
lak my man was. I knows dat evvything would be done nice jus'
lak.I wents it if Mr. Moss and Mr. Levy wes a-livin' 'cause dey
was both Masons, and members of de Liasons 1s all done swore a
oath to look atter deir own folkses. Dey said Solomon and his
fambly was lek deir own folkses, Mr. Moss and ilr. Levy did. Most
of de folkses, both white and black, dat I has knowed and loved
has done gone on over de Jordan, out of dis world of trouble, and
it will be harpy days for all of us when us meets again in de
place ‘'of many mansions' whar dere won't be nothin' for nome of
us to pester ourselfs 'bout no more.

"All of my life, I*se had a great desire to travel,
jus* to go evvywhar, but atf%r all dese years of busy livin' I
'syrects all de trav'iin' I'11 ever do will be on de road to Glory.
Dat will be good enough for me 'cause 1 got so many more of ‘em I
loves over dar dan is left here."

As the visotor passed out of earshot of vordelia's
cabin the last words she hesrd from the old Negress were: "Good-bye

again, Missy. Talkin' to you has been a heap of consolation to me."
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® Ex«§lave = - Ike Thomas
Aé? Interviewed
Ike Thomas was born near Monticello in Jasper County on
the Thomes plantation. His mother and father were sold
when he was a little boy, and "Missus" Thomas ,in picking
her house boy, took Ike to raise for a carriage boy. She
ﬁicked her little niggers by the way they wore their hats.
If they set them on the back of their heads, they grew up
to be ™high-minded", but if they pulled them over their
eyes, they'd grow up to be "sneaky and steal®, fHfrs,
Thomas let him sleep on a trundle bed pulled out at night
and put under her bed in the day and, fed him under the
table., She'd put a piece of meat in a biscuit and hand
it down to him and warned him if they had ecompany not to
holler when he was thru so he'd touch her on the knee but
his mouth was so big and he'd eat so fast that he "jes

kep' on teching her on the knee."

i During the war,when they got word the’yﬁnkees were oominql
% Mrs. Thomas would hide her Mlittle niggers"™ sometimes in

Xthe wardrobe back of her clothes, sometiimes beiween the

“,
EY



! mattreéses, or sometimes in the cane brakes, After
the Yankees leff)shé'd ring a bell and they would
/ Imow they oould come out of hiding. (When they fires - "pb% 2
heard fhe slaves were free, they didn't believe it so
they just stayed on with their "white folks®.) £ the

Jhegroes were mean or ran away, they would be chased

by hounds andfbiiaéﬁgbem back for punishmenty®

el
7
\ When still a young man, Ike ran away with & negro

tgouple coming in a buggy to Blanfon Mill near Griffin
and worked for Mr. William Blanton until he died,
After.he had been here a while, he got married. His
wife's people had the wedding supper and party. Ee
was a fiddler so had to f£iddle most all night then the
next day his "white folks" gave him the food for the

wedding dinner that he had at his own house.

Ike says every(geJen?years the locusts come and its
sure to be a short crop that "God sends all sorts of
cusses" (ocurses) sometimes its the worms that eat the
cotton or the corn or th; bugs that eat the wheat, He
doesn't believe in ™hants™ or "conjurin'™, He proved
to Mr, William that hants in Sid Scotts house ™wuz jes

sheeps." It seeme Sid Scott was a ™mean nigger™, o..d

o)
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everyone was afraid ofl‘.He was cut in two by the saw
milluand after his funeral wirenever anyone?;géaﬂhis
house at night tﬁ&i'could hear his "hant™ going rat-a-‘
tat-tat-bang, bang, bang™ like feet running. %%ﬁe night
when Ike was coming home from "f£iddlin'" at a white
folks party, he had to pass Scott's house., Now they
kept the cotton seed in half of the house and the other:
half was empty. When,gﬁhgot close, he made a racket
and sure enough the noise started., "The moon was about
an hour up" and he saw these funny white things run out
from under the house and socatter., It scared him at
first but he looked and looked and saw they were sheep
thatzgg:;d a hole into the cotton seed amd would go in

at night to eat.

Before the war the negroes had a big celebration on the

4th of July, a big barbeéue, ball game, wrestling

matches, lots of music and singing. They had to have a

pass from their Masters to attend and pay to get in.

The "patta=-roll"™ came by .to see your pass and if you

d1dn't have one, they'd whip you and send you home, Whaw Ui, v "7
W{W Loz ‘&&1 b ,{‘J*, LA:-.: d»“}"'/‘:‘ Lo faore I v WLL.! ?,v\--‘w( Iy ye e ;‘ tw vk U el le
*o.i/VU) - o L e v

After he came to Blanton's, ¥hey.could come snd go as

theyug;ggggqmggghppez were free.’jzie has been a member

frof several "Societies™ but something has always happened
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Rto the President and Secretary or they ran off with the

%money so now he Just has a sick and accident poliey.

P

Ike will be 94 years o0ld next month. His hair is white,
his eyes blurred with age, but he's quite active tho' he

does walk with a stick,

Ike Thomas

Heidt Bridges Farm near Rio Georgia

September 4, 1936
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JANE MICKENS TOOMBS of WASHINGTON-WILKES

A story of happiness and contentment on a big plantation

where there were "a heap of us slaves™ is told by Jane Mickens

‘Toombs who said she was"five er six years ole when.de Wah come

on (1860), or mablfy a lit'le ol'er."

She is a bright old woman, well and spry despite the fact
she "wuz conjured onst when I wuz young an' dat lef' me lame an'

dis eye plum® out an' de t'other bad."

[ —

When asked about the conjuring she said: "No'm, I don't
tzackly know how t'wuz, but enyhow somebody whut knowed how ter
'wu'k rootdi)got me lame on dis side, an' my eye out, jess kase
I wuz a deceﬁt, nice lookin' gal, an' went on 'tendin' ter my

business an' payin' dem no mind, Dat's de way dey done in dem

‘days, jess jealfous of nice colored niggers. ‘.Yassum, I wuz

sick fer nigh on ter two years an' de doctuhs never knowed what

ailed me, ey done everything dey could, but I wuz conjured an'

dey couldn't hep' me. A doctuh-man frum up yander in New Yalk

[

cum down here ter see his folks, an' he tried to kure me, but

‘v a el .
doctuhs kain't iﬁge conjured folks, so I had ter lay an' suffer

T+i1 de conjure wore out. Dem whut done dat knowed dey done me

2

wrong, but I kep' trustin' in my Lawd, an' now dey's gone an'

I'se er stumblin' roun' yit. No mam, I never knowed jess whut

dey done ter me, but hit wuz bad, I kin tell yer dat, hit might

nigh'kilt me,"

30
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Aunt Jane was born on the Gullatt Plantation on the line
of 7ilkes and Lincoln counties. Her Mother was Liza Gullatt
and her father John ickens who belonged to Mr. Augustus McMekin,
"Yassum, my Pa wuz John 'Mickens an' his Marster bought him in
Alabamy., All de slaves whut belonged to de Mcliekins called
deyselves 'liickens. I wuz one of fifteen chillun an' cum er
long in betweenst de oldest 'uns an' de youngest sum'ers. I wuz
named fer my liistess Jane Gullatt whut died. Young Marse George
Gullatt choosed me out, dough, an' I'd er been his'en ef Freedom
hadn't er come. You know dat's de way dey use ter do back in
slavery time, de young Mistesses an' Marsters choosed out de

little niggers dey wanted fer their'n."

[

This is another case where the father and Mother belonged
to different families, The father had a pass to go and come as
he pleased, although his family lived a little distance away.
Jane said her father's master would have bought her mother if the

War hadn't come on and they were set free.

Jane told of the log cabins in the Quarters where all
the negroes lived. She said they were all in a row "wid er
street in de front, er wide street all set thick wid white mul-
berry trees fer ter mak' shade fer de chillun ter‘play in.® They
never had any punishmggt'%giy switchings by their liistess, and
lthat was not often. { They played dolls, "us had home-made rag:
%dolls,,nice"uns, an' we'd git dem long grass plumes (Pampas grass)
an! mak' dolls out'n dem too. . Us played all day long every day.
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My Mistess' chillun wuz all growed up so jess us little niggers

played tergether,

"My Mother spun an' wove de cloth, an' dyed hit; but our
Mistess made our clothes. liy Grandma, Nancy, wuz de cook an'
shefed all de little 'uns in de big ole kitchen whut sot out in
de yard, She had a tray she put our victuals on an Uh, Uh,

whut good things we had ter eat, an! er plenty'of everything! Us
et pss whut our vhite folks had, dey didn't mak' no difference

in us when hit cum ter eatin'. My Grandaddy looked atfer de
meat, he done everything 'bout dat, an' he sho' knowed how ter

fix it, too.

"De fust thing I recollects is bein' round in de kitchen
when dey wuz makin' ginger cakes an' my lMistess givin' me de pan

L - :
she made 'em in fer me ter sop hit out. @ Dey ain’t nothin' whut

“ smells good lak' de Gookin' in dem days, I kain't smell no victuals

lak' dat now. Everything wuz cooked on a big‘ble open fire
place in one end of de kitchen. Dem good ole days done gone
now. folkes done got wiser an' wickeder - dey ain't lak! dey

use ter be."

| S

At Christmas Santa Claus found his way to the Quarters on the
Gollatt plantation and each little slave had candy, apples, and
"sich good things as dat.” Aunt Jane gave a glowing description
of the preparation for the Christmas season: "Lawdy, how de

folks wu'ked gittin' ready fer Chris'mus, fer three er fo' days
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dey stayed in de kitchen er cookin' an' er bakin' - daye wuz

de bes' light bread - great big loaves baked on de fire place,
an' cakes an' mo' good ginger cakes. Dey wuz plenty cooked

up to las' e; long time. An' another thing, dare want no
cookin' on Sunday, no mam, no wa'k of no kind, My Mistess had
de cook cookin' all day Fridays an' Saddays so when Sunday come
dare wuz hot coffee made an' dat wuz all, everything else wuz
cooked up an' cold. Everybody went to Church, de grown folks
white and black, went to de preachin' an' den all de little nig-

- gers wuz called in an de Bible read an' 'splained ter dem.

"Dare wuz preachin' down in de Quafters, but dat wuz at

night an' wuz led by de colored preachers:/gﬁi_recollects one
- /”

o

 night dare wuz a service gwine oninone of de cabins an' all

|
us wuz dare an' ole Uncle Alex Frazier wuz up a linin' off a
hymn ‘bout

'Broad is de road dat leads ter Death
An' there an! he;e we travel.'

when in come some mens atter a colored feller whut had stole

some sheep an' hogs. Dey kotch 'im, but sho broke up de meetin'.
"'In de hot summer time Uncle George Gullatt use ter preach ter

de slaves out under de trees. Uncle George waz a kind of er

preacher.

"My Pa didn't 'low 4is chillun ter go 'roun'. No'm, he kep'
us home keerful lak. Young folks in dem days didn't go all over

de country lak dey does now, dey stayed at home, an' little chillun

wuz kep'! back an' dey didn' know no.badness lak de chillun do
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terday. Us never even heared de ole folks talk nothin' whut we
oughtn't ter hear. Us jess played an' stayed in a chiid‘s
place. When we wuz sick de white folks seed dat we wuz 'tended
to, Dey use ter mak Jerusalem Oak candy an' give us. Dey fook
de leéves of dat bush an' boiled 'em an' den use dat'wa§er dey
wuz boiled in an' put sugar 'nough in hit ter mak candy; An dey
used plenty of turpentine on us too - plenty ov hit, an' I be-

lieves in dat terday, hit's er good medicine."

When asked about the War, Aunt Jane said she didn't remember

much aboutCEE:MM}“But dare's one thing 'bout hit I sho' does

e

"member, an' dat's my young liistess Beckie's husband, Mr. Fraszier,

being off fightin' in de Wah, an' she gittin' er letter frum him
sayin' he wuz comin' home sich an' sich er day. 3She wuz so happy
she had all de grown slaves wu'kin'! gittin' reaéy fer him. Den
dey brung her er letter sayin' he'had been kilt, an' she wuz in
de yard when she read hit an' if dey hadn't er kotch her she'd

ov fell. I 'members de women'takin' her in de house an' gittin!
her ter bed. She wuz so up sot an' took hitvso hard. Dem wuz
sho' hard times an' sad 'uns too. 'Course I wuz too small ter
know much whut wuz gwine on, but I could tell hit wuz bad frum

de way de older folks looked.

VI recollecta when dey say ‘reedom had cum. Dare wuz a speakin'
fer de slaves up here in town in Barnett's §rove., Dat mornin'
Ole Miss sont all de oldes' niggers to de speakin' an' kep' us
little 'uns dat day. She kep' us busy sweepin' de yards an' sich
as dat. An' she cooked our dinner an' give hit to us hefself.
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I 'members de grown folks leavin' early dat mornin' in a éfeat big

waggin.

"A while after de Wah, Pa took us over to de McMekins place
an' we lived dare fer a long time. He died an' lef' us an' den
us had ter do de bes! we could. Col. Tolbert hired me fer ter

nuss his chillun an'/went over ter his place ter live."

/M
g

o Aunt Jane said she isn't superstitious; but likes to see the

4
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new mobn clear and bow to it for good luck. She said it is better
to show it a piece of money, but as.sbe doesn't always have money
handy, she "jess bows to hit nice an' polite". She keeps up with |
the ﬁeather by her rheumatism and the cat: ' "Ef I has de reumatics
I knows hit's gwine ter rain, an' when de cat comes 'round an'

sets washin' her face, lcok fer rain, kase hit's er comin'. I've
heared folks say dat hit's bad luck ter stump yo' lef' foot, but

I don't know boud dat. But I tell yer, when I meets er cat I

allus turns er round 'fore I goes on, dat turns de bad luck er

way."

When 19 years of age Jane married Albert Toombs. He belonged
to the Toombs family of Wilkes county. aiunt Jane said Albert
brought her many gifts while he was courting: "He warnt much on
bringin' candy an' nothin' la@ dat ter eat, but he brung me shawls
an' shocs - sumpin®' I could wear," They had four children, but

only one is living.
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"When I wuz a growin' up", said Aunt Jane, "folks had ter
wi'k." OShe worked on the farm, spun, wove, ."done seamster wu'k"
and knitted stockings, sox and gloves. She said she carded too,
"an' in dem times ef a nigger wanted ter git de kinks out'n dey
hair, dey combed hit wid de cards. ILow dey puts all kinds ov
greaée on hit, an' buy straightenin' combs. | Sumpin' dat costs
'money, dat's all dey is, old fashion cards'll straighten hair

jess as well as all dis high smellin' stuff dey sells now."

Runt Jane likes to tell of those days of long ago. Her

memory is excellent and she talks well. She says she is living

[

out her Miss Jane's time. -"Yassum, my Miss Jane died when she

;wuz so young, I specks I jess livin' out her days kase I named

;fer her. But I does miss dem good ole days whut's gone. I'se
Lmhungry fer dé sight ov a spinnin' wheel - does you know whare's
one?  Things don't look lak' dey use ter, an' as fer whut. we
has ter eat, dare ain't no victuals ever smelled an' et as good
as dem whut dey use ter have on de plantation when I wuz a comin'
on:wmg§;ssum, folkes has got wiser an' know mo' dan dey did, but
Edéy isrwickeder - dey kills now 'stid er conjurin' lak' dey

.did me "

36
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PHIL TOWNS,

- 014 Silave Story
On June 25, 1824, a son was born to Washington and Clara Towns who
resided in Riclmond, Virginia. This was the fourth child in a family
which finally numbered thirteen. Phil, as he was called, does not recall
many inq}dants on this estate as ths family moved when he was in his
teens. ,\’His grandfather and grandmother wers brought here from Africa and
| their description of the eruel treatment they received is his most vivid
\/mcollection. His grandmother, Hannah, lived to be 129 years of age.

Mr, George Towns, called "Governor®™ by all of his slaves as well as his
intimate friends, moved to Georgia and settled at Reynolds in Taylor CGounty.
Here he purchased a huge tract of land-- 1350 acres-- and bullt his new home
upon this level arss on the Flint River., The "big house," a large unpainted
structure which housed a family of eighteen, was in the midst of a grove of
trees near the highway that formed one of the divisions of the plantation.
It was again divided by a local railway nearly a mile from the rear of the
house., REighty-eight slaves were housed in the "quarters™ which were on

each side of the highway a little below the planter's hanme.

These "quarters™ differed from those found in the surrounding territory as
the size of the Louses varied with the number in the femily. The interiors
were nicely furnished and in most instances the familles were able to secure
any furniture they desired. Feather mattresses, trundle beds and cribs were
common and in femilies where there were masny children, large fireplaces -

soms as many as eight feet wide - were provided so that every omne might be
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uble-to-leeep comfortable in winter. A varisty of cooking utensils were given

and large numbers of waffle irons, etc., then considered luxuries, were found

here.

To consider only the general plan of operation, this plantation was no
different from the average one in pre-civil war days but there was a phase

of the life here which made it a most unusual home. ™Governor" was so
exceptionally kind to his slaves that they wers known as "Gov. Towns' free
negroes" to those on the neighboring farms. He never separated families,
neither did he strike a slave except on rare occasions. Two things which
might provoke his anger to this extent, were: to be told a lie, and to find
that a person had allowsd some one to take advantage of him, They were never
given passes but obtained wverbal consent to go where they wished and alweys

remained as long as they chose.

Phil Towns' father worked in the field and his mother did light work in the
house, such as assisting in spinning, Mothers of three or more children were
not compelled to work, as the master felt that their children needed care.
From early childhood boys and ginls were given excellent training. A boy who
robbed a bird's nest or a girl who froll\iecked in a boisterous manner was
severely reprimanded. Separate bedroams for the two sexes were maintained
until they married. The girls passed thru two stages-- childhood, and at
sixteen they became "gals". Three years later they might marry if they chose
but the husband had to be older-- at least 21. Courtships differed from those
of today because there were certain hours for visiting and even though the
girl might accompany her sweetheart away fram home she had to be back at that

hour. They had no clocks but a "time mark" was set by ths sun. A young man
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was not allowed to give his girl any form of gift, and the efforts of same
girls to secretly receive gifts which they claimsd to have "found”, were in
vain, for these were taken from them. After the proposal, the procedure was
practically the same as is observed today. The consent of the parent and

the master was necessary, Marriages were mostly held at night and no pains
were spared to mske them occasions to be remembered and cherished, Besautiful
clothes --her own selections --were given the bride, and friends usually gave
gifts for the house, These celebrations, attended by visitors from many
plantations, and always by the Towns family, ended in gay"frolics"” with cakes,

wine, etc., for refreshments.

During the first year of married life {he couple remained with the bride's
mother who instructed her in the household arts. Disputes between the newly-
wods were not tolerated and punishment by the parents was the result of
*nagging”. At the end of a yeer, another log cabin was added to the quarters
and the couple began housekeeping. The moral code was exceedingly high; the
penalty <for offenders - married or single, white or colored - was to be
banighed from the group entirely. Thus illegitimate children were rare enough
to be a novelty. ‘

Young Phil was in his teens when he began his first job - coach driver for
"Gov." Towns. This was just before they moved to Georgia. He traveled with
him wherever he went, and as the Gov. purchased a plantation in Talbot County,
(the house still stands), and a home in Macon,(the site of Mt. De Sales Academy),

a great deal of his time was spent on the road. Phil never did any other work

except to occasionally assist in sweeping the large yard. The other members of
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this group split rails, did field work, spinning, tailoring and any of the
many things that had to be done. Each person might choose the type of work

Si.u LN
@y made

he liksd best. “F'Opportu.nities to make cash money were plentiful.
baskets and did hand work which was sold and the money given the maker.

A man or woman who paid Gove. Towns $150.00 might hire himself to the Gov. for
a year., When this was done he was paid cash for all the work he did and many
were able to clear several hundred dollars in a year. In addition to this
opportunity for earning money, every adult had an acre of ground which he might

cultivate as he chose. Any money made from +the sale of this produce was his

OWlle

Racreation was not considered impcrtant emd so no provision was made in the
regular routine., It was, however, possible to obtain *time off" at frequent
intervals and thess might be termed irregular vacation periods. Evening enter-
taimment at which square dancing was the main attraction, were common. quill
music, from a homemade harmonica, was played when banjoes were not available.
These instruments were made by binding with cane five to ten reeds of graduated
lengths. A hole was cut in the upper end of each and the music obtained by
blowing up and down the scale. G:msts came fram all neighboring farms and
engaged in the "“Green Corn" dence which was similar to what is now ealled Buck
dancing, Near the end of such a hilarous evening, the guests were served with

porsimmon beer and ginger cakes,«- then considered < delicacykésd

"Gov." Towns was imterested in assisting eny one Aseiseus-of learnims, The
little girls who expressed the desire to becoms "ladies™ were kept in the

"big house” and very carefully trained. The tastes of these few were developed
to the extent that they excelled the ordinary "quarter" children and were the

envy of the group at social affairs.
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Sunday was a day of Beverence and &ll adults were required to attend

religious services. The trip was usually made in wagons, oxearts, etc.,
altbough the young women of +%< big house rode handsome saddle horses.

A% each church there was placed a stepping block by which they demcended from
their steeds. White and colored worshippad at the same church, constructad
with a partition separating the two parts of the ccngregation but not
extending to the pulpite Profeasions of faith were accepted at the same altar
while Baptiamal services were held at a local creek and al;L candidates were
baptized on the same day. Regular clothing was worn at this service. Children
were not allowed to attend church, and christenings were not comon. Small boys,
reared entirely apart from biwe strict religious observances, used to slip awaey

and shoot marbles on Sunday.

The health problem was not a—very acute ome as these people were provided with
everything cemdueive $o—e contented mind waich—plays ¥ TEYDE TEFT I mrintatn-
:g;g a robust body. However, a Doctor who lived nearby cared for the sick.

Two fees were sst - the larger one being charged if the patient recovered. Home

renedies were used for minor ills -- catnip tea for thrasg, tea from Samson

] fe L2W2 RV AR O IR e

Snakeroot for cramps, redwood and dogwood bark tea }For worns, hershound—camty

?4‘..&‘-{'\. M"J—CLL‘.LA sa [{17
also-fen-worms, This-te-oniy-a—mmadi-pert-eoP—the root teas used by this
A

generation. Peach brandy was given to anyone suspected of having pneumonia-;-

if the patient coughed, it was certain that he was a wictim of the diseass.

In these days, %*W—M mother t¢ namedher children
'ﬂ'\‘ A Atee:o P "<

pregnancy. If another name was given the child, the correct ome wculd be so

fimly implanted in his subeconscious mind +that he would never be able to resist
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the impulse to turn his head when that name was called. The ssventh child
Foe La oot '.js‘»'. AN &,
ol B4 ¥ ¢ -

was always thought to be exceptionally lucky, ashd-=bhe—bemi-of-uffwction

botween the parsnteeni-—ihis—ehiid-wasgreaver; This belief persists today
in many localities.

Bvery family was given a weekly suprply of food but this wmas more for convenience
than anything else as they were free to eat anything their appetites called for.
They killed chickens, ate vegetables, meats, etc. at any time. The presence of
guests at the "quarters" roused Mrs, Towns to activity and she always helped
to prepare the menu. One of her favorite items was chicken -- prepared four
different ways, in pie, in stew, fried, and baked, She gave full directions

b LA w_‘.iix. o

for the preperation of these delicacies te—thosepersonNE WIS Were 10t siedklled—
cooks. Pound cake was another favorite and she insisted that a pound of butter

and a dozen eggs be used in each eake, When the meal was nearly ready, she
usually made a trip to the eabin to see if it had been :‘:pe’ém prepered. The
hostess could always tell without any comment whether she had satisfied her
mistress, for if she had, a serving was carried back to the big house,Wwibirirex.
Fishing was a form of remunerative recreation enjoyed by all.~ Everyone usually
went on Seturday afternoon, but ii: only a few made the trip, the catch was

shared by all.

Sewing was no easy job as there were few small women among the servants.
The cloth made at home, was plentiful, however, and sufficient clothing was
made for all. Some persons preferred making thsir own clothes and this
privilege was granted; otherwise they were made in a cammon sewing roaim.

Ten yards was the average amount of cloth in a dress, homespun and ginghem,
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the usual materials. The men wore suits of $duaburg mdﬁ This was

dyed to more durable colors W&dige Aand a dye mede from

railroad bark (brown).

the

Phil believes that the sereeching of an owl 3)
owd Lo
bellowing of a coy,em io—a-ater-of~duath... @lec-the howling of a dog

after dark iﬁ e sign’of death because thnl\dnath of a humen being is revealed

y \;\» W wean Quunond e
to animals, “m-bvmm Shough we may
1
find some way to rid ourselves of the &m of theuﬁ - the death will

oceur just the same.

P und,
On nearly ell plantations ¥here wers some slgves 'ho,.,Wﬂ!k‘:

sonseguently, for this, —ow-piwtier—reesons, hid themselves im the woods.
Loy
They amuggled food to their hiding place by night, and remained ewmy in same

instances, many months. Their belief in witcheraft caused them to resort to
most ridiculous means of avoiding discowery, Phil told the story of a man

who visited a eanjurer to obtain a*hand" for which he paid £ifty dollars in gold.
e aymbol was a hickory stick which he used whenever ha was being ehased, and
in this manner warded off his pursuers. M one aifﬁculty in th:la

. Low -y . st
proegdun.w' n:—:{"w »gset up” at a fork or cross roads.oif(“‘ e
pugPos - dad b A

H-wes—oftenr nwreesvary—to~aen quite a distance to reach such a spot, but when
the stick was sc placed human beings and even bloodhounds lost his trail. With

;‘_,this assistance, he was able to remain in the woods as long as he liked.

Snakes were frequent visitors in the eabins of the "quarters™. One morning
while Betty, a cock, was eonfined to bed, she sent for Mrs. Towns to tell

her that a snake had lain across her chest during the previous night and had
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tried to get under the cover where her yeung baby lay asinep. ¥rs. Towns
was 8skeptieal about the size and aetivities of the%l but sent for
saveral men to ssarch the house. They had given up the search when one
chanced to glance above the sick woman's bed and there lay the reptile on &
ghelf, The bed was roped and moved to enother part of the roem and prepara-
tions made to shoot him. Quilts were piled high on the bed so that the noise
of the gun would not frighten the beby. When all was reedy Mrs. Towns askad
the 0l1d man with the gun --

*Daddy Luke, ean you kill the snake?"

"Yesaum, mistress,™ he replied.

"Daddy Luke, can yeu kill the smeke?”

¥Yessum, mistress.®

*Daddy Luke, can you kill the snake?®

"Yossum, mistress. ™

"Shoot § &*

He toek careful aim and fired. The huge reptile rolled to the floor.

Ity Ea oy .
They returned to the yard to Ge-seme work near the woodpile, %he mate was.

\
discovered by one of the dogs ﬁ barked until a log was moved and the second

anske killed.

Dre Wi g

j\lnall smakes were not feared im-divesssdyz and for several years it was
cugtamary for women to earry a tiny green snake in their bosoms. This fad wes
discontinued when one of the women was severely injuved through a bite on her

chest.

Phil remembers when the stars fell in 1833. "They came down like rain,* he
said. VWhen askea why he failed to keep some, he replied that he was afraid to
touch them even after they becams black.
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Freedom was discussed M‘ plantatlon fror many years before the civil

A

4,71(«41 P A A

War begen. As contented as m weTe ihore-Eas-semetiing bo-iock—fermari-to
choa—thoy—thoaght—of being abaolu ely free, An ex-slave's description of the
Meal cause of the Civil War, deserves a place here. ) b 4 aa;;ia"that Lincoln
‘h;d}sent: sevemi messages 0 Davis requesting.that he free the slaves. Ne
favorable response was received. Linceln hed a copferenee with Mr. Davis

and to this meeting-he—carrted a Bible and a gun. He tried in vain to convinee—
Davis'.thé.t he was 'WiWMing to the Bible, so he finally threw the two

upoﬁ the table and aahé Davis te--teke his e¢hoice. IHe chose the gun. Lincoln
grasped the Bible and Teshed home. Teus Davis began the war but Eincoln had

1

God. on his side and so he ended it.

Pt

One of Gove. Towns' sons went to the army and Phil was sent to care for him

while he was there, 4 an aristocratic men never went to %ae war without his

Pratos

valet. Hés duty was to cook for him, kesp his cloﬂdsag clean, and ¥e bring the
iy,

body home if he was killed e %e Poor's poop&e ware either buried'4iere or left

1ying on the field for wultures to consume. Food was not so plentiful in the

e sty
'amr and shedir diet of flapjacks and canned goods wes varied only ’ohmugh—bhe

N oY A,M,{g, .
Ao u( P}v ‘
aoo—e-r coffee and whiskey mmmm ne%- mm
All cooking was done #itker between two battles or during the 1lull in a battle.
f"A“t‘t : u_é.-‘\.m
Jokn Towns was scon sent back home as *bhoy felt he was too -&i‘u&bée -SouUTIo I

to be killed in battles “His services were needed at home.

Near the close of the war, Sherman made a visit to this vicinity. As was his

usual hebit, he had esedmed the reputation of Gov. Toms before he arrived

b "euj!‘.-, CIUR PR i

at his-trome. He found conditlons so ideal that MW f".-w{
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Wl mdtantm&yonhism Phil was so impressed
/%y Shexman that he followed him amey and camped with the Yankoos abeus
| where Gentrel City Park is mow. He $hought that snything a Yenkee sald
MW
was true. ‘(One«gave him a knife and told him to go and eut the first man
Soar.
he met, he followsd instructions ewen though he knew the man. j,malizing how °
foolishite had acted, he readily apologized and explainsd Wiy Tats s T 1ers notics
W Wt} M w W‘q %%M
'j:io?fmad o fear nothing | but lizards. Ahew-ihed q"arkmn sach ﬁs md

U%buld run in terrer st the sight of one,t khe Confederates mever discovered
-

this. m‘\e»mwmmw Qearter the close

of the war % j\nre stationad in the towns-to keep order. Union flags were
placed everywhere, and a Southerner was accused of not respecting the flag
if he even passed under ome without bowing. Panalties for this offense were,
to be hung up by the thumbs, to earry grausfpole: for a eertain time, and
nmerous other punishments which eaussd a deal of discomfort o the victims
but sent the soldiers and ex.slaves into peals of laughter. The sight of a’
Yankse soldier-wes encugh-vo—send-a Confoderats oae into hystemies.

Pt aana bt Aot tors
s slaves laughed when told they nro free, but Gov. Towns m almost indif-

ferent. His slaves, he said, were alnya practically free, s0 3 little legal
form did not 4eid ¥ vexy much Ae=¥m, Nearly every ocne remained there and worked

for wages.

For the‘ rast thirty-five years, Phil Towns has been almost totally disabled.
Long life mnononitytohimforh.monmoundtclinlmr

when they honmd their elders mors. He has eighty-four relatives in Virginia -
all older then hn, but states that frionds who have visited there say he looks
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more aged than any of them. His great desire is to return to Virginias,
as he believes he will be able to pﬁ-m e familiar landmarks in

spite of the changes that have taken place.

Mr. Alex Blosk, of Macon, makes no charges for the old shagk in 'hichhoPM
lives; his food furnished by the Department of Public Welfare is supplemented

by interested friends.
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NEAL UFSON

Ex-Slave
Age 81l.

Alternste rein and sunshine had continued for
about 10 days and the ditches helf filled with watef, slippery
banks of red clay, snd the swollen river necessitating a de-
tour, added to the various difficulties that beset tre inter-
viewer as she trudged through Last Athens in search of Neal
Upson's shabby, three-room, frame house. A magnificent water
cak sheaded the vine-covered porch where a rocking cheir and
swing offered a comfortable place to rest.

"Good mornin', Miss," was the smiling greeting-

of the aged Negro man who answered a knock on the front door.

"How is you? Won't you come in? I would ax you to have a
cheer on the porch, but I has to stay in de house cause de
light hurts my eyes." He nad hestily removed a battered old
felt hset, seversl sizes too lerge for him, and as he shuffled
down the hall his hair a.peared slmost white as it framed his
black face. nis clean, but féﬁed blue overa;ls and‘éhirt were
vetched in several places and heavy brogans compietel his.cos=
tume. The dey wes hot and humid and he carefully plsced two
cheirs where they would Lave tne asdventsge of any breeze that
mignt firnd its way thr-ugh the open hallway.

"Miss, I*se mighty glaed yéu come today," he be-

gan, "cause I does git so lonesome here by myself. uiy old fomen



" IT.

wuks up to de court'ouse, cookin! for de folkses in J&ll ‘and
it's allus late when she glts back home. 'Scuse me for
puttin' nmy old hat back -on, but dese old.eyes JUS' can't stand
de light even here in the hall less I shades 'em.
| When asked to tell the story of his life he

chuckled. "Lawsy, Missy," he said. "Does you mean dat you is
willin' to set here and listen to 0ld Neal'talk? 'Tain't many
folksés what wants to heasr us old Niggers talk no méfe. I Jus?
loves to think back on dem days '‘cause dem wes ha,py tlmes so
much better'n tlmes is now. Folkses was better den. Dey was
allus ready to holp one another but gus look how dey isvhowz

| "I was borned on Ma;ster rrank Upson s place ;»
down in Oglethorpe County, nlgh Lex1n'ton Georgy. Marster had
a plantation, but us never lived dar for us s;ayed at de home
place whet never had more'n ‘bout;BOiacres of land 'rdund:itQ
Us never nad to be trottin' to de sto’ evvy tlme us started to.
cook, 'ceuse what warn't ralsed on de home place Marster hed
'em raise out on de big plantatlon. Evvytnlng us needed t'eat
and wesr was growed on Marse Frank's land. |

\"Harold and Jane Upson was my Daddy and Mammyﬁ‘

only folkses jus' called Daddy ‘Hal,* | Both of 'em wes raised
rizht der on de Upson place whar dey played ‘together whllst dey
wes chilluns Mammy said she had weshed and sewed for Daddy ever

-

since she was big enough and when dey got grown dey Jjus* up and




got marrled I wss deir only boy and I was de baby ehlle but o
dey had four ¢ als older n me, Dey was: Corﬁella, Anna Par-
thene, and Flla. Ella was named for Marse ﬁrank's onllest

chile, little Bass Ellen, and our little Mlss wes sho a gooév

1little chile.

"Daddy maae de shoes for all de slaves on de N

rlantation and Memmy was culled de houqe 'oman. She done de»'

cookln up at de big 'ouse, and nade de eloth for her own
fambly's clotnes, and she was soO smart us allus had plenty
t'est and wear. I was little and stayed wid Mammy up at ﬁe :
big 'Quse and Jjus' played all over it and all de folkses up
der petted me. Aunt Tema was a old slave too old to wuk. She
was all de time cookin? glngerbread and hidin' ib in e llttleii
trunk what sot Dby de flreplace in her room.l when us chillun o
was gzood Aunt Tame give us glngerbread but if us aidn't nﬁnﬁ :“;
what she said, us didn't git none. Aunt Tame had de rheumatiz
and walked wid e stick end I could git in dat trunk jus' 'boub
anytime I wanted to. I sho' did git ‘*bout evvything dem.other
chillun had, swappin' Aunt Tema's gingerbread. _When our. white i
folkses went off, Aunt Tama toted de keys, and she evermore did
mat 3 dem.ﬁlggers stand 'round. Marse Frank jus' laﬁghédVWHen o
dev made complaints 'bout her. | | )
"In summertime dey cooked peas and other veg'tébles
for us chillun in a washipot out in de yare in de suade and ua
et out of de pot wid our wooden spoons. Dey,gus' glve‘us Qoodeh

bowls fuil of bread and milk for Supper.
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"Merse Frank said he wanted *em to lern me how
to wait on de white folkses' table up at de big 'ouse, and dey

started me off wid de job of fannin® de flies awey. Mistt'ess

Serena, liarse Frank's wife, made me a white coat to wear in de.

dinin' room. Missy, dat little 0ld white coat mede me git de

onliest whuppin' Marse Frank ever did give me." Here o0ld Neal

paused for = heérty laugh. "Us had comp'ny for dinner det dey
and I felt so big showin' off 'fore 'em in dat white coat dat I
jﬁs' couldn't mske dat turkey wing faﬁ 69 right., Dem turkéy
wings wes fastened on long handles and a%tér'MarSter hed done
warned me a time or two to mind what I was 'béut, the old tur-

key wing wént down in de gravy bowl and when Ivjerked it out it

splattered all over de preacher's best Suﬂday éuit."MArss‘Frank‘

got up and tuk me right out to de kitchen and when hevgot through )

brushin' me off I never did ~:ave no more trouble wid dem turkey

wings.

"Evvybody cooked on open fireplaces dem days. Dey.

had swingin' racks what dey celled cranes to heng de pots on for

bilin'. Dere was ovens for bekin' and de hea&y iron skillets

‘had long handles. One of dem old skillets was so big aat Mammy

could cook 40 bisguiys in it at one time, I ellus did love bis-

cuits, and I would go out in de yard end trade Aunt Tema's ginger-

bread to de other chilluns for deir sheer of biscuits. Den dey

would be skeered to eat de gingerbread 'cause I told 'em I'd tell

on ‘'em. Aunt Tama thought dey was sick and told lMarse Frank de



chilluns warn't eatin' nothin'. He axed 'em what was de
matter and dey‘toid him.aey had done tfaded:all'deir bread B
to me. Marse Frank den axed me if I ﬁ&rn't‘gittin' énough
t'eat, 'cause he 'lowed dere was enough:dai for all. Den
Aun£ Tama‘had to go and tell on me. She said 1 was wuss dan
a hog atter biscuits, so our éood ifarster ordered her té see
dat 1i'1 Neal hed enough t'eat.

"] ain't never gwine to forgit dat whuppin' my
own daddy give me. Hé had jus' éharpened up a fine new &xe for

hisself, and I traded it off to a white boy named Roar what

lived nigh us ‘when I seed him out tryin' to cut wood wia a ) |
sorry old dull axe. I sold him my daddy s flne new axe for S |
‘biscuits. When he found out fbout dat he 'lowed he wes gwine

to give me somepin to make me think 'fore I done any more tra&in;
of his things. |1Mist'ess, let me tell you, dat beatin® he give

me evermore was a-layin' on of de rod.
——-‘______.—‘——" A

"One day Miss Serena put me in de cherry tree to

pick cherries for her, snd she told me not to eat none 'til I
v .

finished; den I could have all I wanted, but I.didn't mind her

and I et so many cherries I got sick and fell out of de tree.

4

Mist'ess was skeered, but iarse Frank said: tIt's good enough
for him, 'cause he didn't mind:'

'WMammy never did give me but one whuppin®' neither.
Daddy was gwine to de circus and 1 jus' cut up 'bout it fcause -

I wanted to go so bad. Mist'ess zive me some cake and I hushed



long as I wasfeétin', but'soon.as de last cake crumb was swel-
lowéd Ilstarﬁed bawlin' again.  She give me a stick of,candy
and soon as I et dat I was squallin' wuss dan ever. Mammy told
iiist'ess den dst she knowed how to quiet me and she retch under
de bed for a shoe.  Yihen she had done finished layin' dat shoe
on me and put it back whar she got it, I was sho willin' to
shet my mouth and let 'em all go to de circus widout no more
racket from me.

| "De fust school I went to was in a little one=
room 'ouse in our white folkses' back yard. Us had g white

teacher and all he larnt slave chillun was jus' plain readin?®

——

and writint., I had to pess Dr. Willlingham's office lots and he
was all de time pesterin' me 'bout spellin'. One day he stopped
me and axed me if I could spell fbumble bee widout ite tail,*
and he said dat when I larnt té spell it, he would gimme some

candy. lir, Senders, at Lexin'ton, gimme a dime onct. It was de
g

fust money I ever had., 1 was plumb rich.and I never let my

Daddy rasve no cezce 'til he fetcihed me to ;own to do my tredin'.
I wes all sbt to buy nmyself a hét, a sto-bougnt suit éf clothes,
and some shoes what warn't brogsns, but Kissy, I wdund.up wid a
singercake and a nickel's wuth of candy. I used to cry and

holler evvy time Lilss serena vent off and left me. Whenever 1
seed 'em gittin' out de carriage to hitch it up, I started beg-
gin' to Zo. Sometinmes she lsughed and said: 'All right Neel.'

But w.en cue salay 'No Neal,' 1 snuck out snd hid under de high-
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up carriasze seat and went along jus' de same. Mist'ess allus.

found me 'fore us got back home, but she jus' laughed and said:
twell, Neal's my little yﬁgger anyhow.*

"Dem 0ld cord beds was a sight to look at, but
dey slept good. Us cyarded lint cotton into bats for mattresses
and put ;em in a tick what us tacked so it wouldén't git lumpy.
Us never seed no iron springs dem Gays. Dem cords, criss-
crossed from one side of de bed to de cther, was our springs end
us had keys to tighten 'em wid. If us didn't tighten 'em evvy
few days dem beds was avt to fell down wid us. De cheers was
homemade too and de easiest-settin' ones had bottoms made out
of rye splits. Dem oak-split cheers was all right, and some-
times us used cane io bottom de cheers but evvybody laked to
set in dem cheers what had bottcms wove cut of rye splits.

"Merster nad dne of dem oli cotion gins winat didn't,

e ————————— b 1. st g

have nc engines, It was wuked by mules. Dem o0ld mules was
hitched to a lonz pole what dey pulled 'round and ‘round to make
de gin do its wuk. Dey had scme gins in dem days what had tread-
|}

mills for de mules to walk in. Lem 51d streadmills looked sorter
lak steirs, but most of 'em waé turpned by long poles wnat de

mules pulled. You nad to feed de cotton by hand to dem 0ld gins
end vou shio nad to be keerful or you wess gwine tvo lose a hand and
maybe s arm. You had to jump in dem o1ld cotton rresses and tread

de cotton down by hand. It tuk rost all day long to gin two bales

cotton end if dere wss tiree beles to be ginned us nsa to wuk

s}

o]
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most all night to-finish up.
"Dey mixed wool wid de lint cotton té‘spin'thzead

to make cloth for our winter clothes. Mammy wove & lot of dat
cloth arnd-de clothes made out of it sho would keep out de cold.

Most cof our stockin's and socks was knit at home, but now and den

o

somebody would git hold of-a sto-bought pair for Sunday-go-to-

meetin' wear.

"Colored folkses went to churcin wid deir own white
S ————

folkses &nd sot in de gellery. One Sunday us was all settin' in

dat church listenin® to de white preacher, kir. dansford, tellin®

" how de old debbil was gwine to git dem what didn't do right " Here
Neal burst into uncontrollsble lsughter. nis sides shook and
tears ran down his face. Finally he begsn his story again: t
"Missy, I Jjus' got to tell you 'bout dat day in de meetin’ 'ouse.
4 Nigger had;iﬁg off from hls marster and was hidin' out from one

place to enother. At night he vould go steal his somepin t'eat.

fe had done stole some chlckens and had 'em wid him up in de

e e O M I P ON  hirg Adr

church steeple whar he was hidin' dat day. Wihen daytime come he
T —— . . .
1} .
went of i to sleep lak Niggers will do winen dey sin't got to hustle,

and when ne wcke up Ireacher .ensford was tellin' 'em 'bout de
debbil was gwine to git de sinners. Right den a 0ld rcoster
whet nhe had stcle up and crowed so loud it seemed lak Gabriel?s
trumpet on Judment Dey. D&t‘runaway Nigger was skeered f'ceuse
he knowed dey was gwine to find him sho; but he wern't skeered

nuffin' compered to dem iggers settin' in de gallery. Dey Jjus'
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knowed dat was de voice of de debbil what had done come atter
‘emn, Dem Niggers never stopped prayin' end testifyin' to de
Lord, 'til de white folkses nad done got dat runaway slave and
de rooster out of de steeple. ils marster was dar and tuk him
home end cive him & good, souné Thrasuin',

"Slaves was '"lowed to unave praycrmeetin' on

wA Vo

Chuesdey (Zuesgey) end «ridey 'round at de @iffunt plentations
whiar Celr morsters didn't leer, and dere warn't meny whet -bjected.

De good marsters =211 give delr slaves prayermeetin' pcsses on den

nights so de petterollers wouldn't zit 'em &nd beat 'em up for

g | &
bein' off delr warster's lanas. Dey 'most nigh kilt some sleves

what dey coteh outl wien dey didn'l nave no pass. wililte preachers
done de t=zlkin' at de weetin'houses, but at dem vhuesdey and
friday night »rayermeetin's, it was all dcone by [iggers. I was

too little to ‘'meaber much 'bout derm zectin's, but my older sister§

s 'boul 'em long atler de war Lsd brung our freedom.

ct

used to talk lo
Dere warn't ceny slaoves wret coold Treaw, $O dey Jus' talkea 'boub
wiol dey «iad done Leared de while preacners say on sunday. One of
] .

de [=zv'rite texties wes de third chepter of John, and most of 'em
Jus' 'membered = line or two from det. iissy, from what folkses
sald 'btout dem meetin's, dere wus sho e lot of gonod rrayin' end
testifvin', 'cuuée s¢ many sinuers repenvel end was saved. Some-

times st dem sundey meetin's at de wihite f'olkses' church dey would

have two 2r three preachers de sume day. De fust one would glve
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de text and preach for at least a hour, den another one would
give a text and do his preachin', and 'bout dat time enother

one would rise up and sey det dem fust two brudders had done
preached e e 9,000 souls, but dat he was gwine to

e o e v st tim z,
o

}HELEQMEEBble-Q?t number. Den he would do his preachin' and

atter dat one of dem others would git up and szy: ‘'Brudders

and Sisters, us 1s all here for de same &na dnly purpose - dat

of savin' souls. Dese other good brudders is done preached,
talked, end prayed, and let the gap down; now 1'm gwine to raise
it. Us is gwine to git 'ligion enough to téke us straight through
dem pearly gates. Now, let us sing whilst us gives de new

brudders and sisters de right hend of fellowship., OCne of dem

[

0ld songs went sort of lak dis:

'Must I be born to die
And lay dis body down<?!

"ilien dey hLauw dcne finished zll de verses and

-

croruses of dat cdey started:

'Amazin' Grace, How sweet de sound
Dat saved a wretch lak me.,'
| T
"'Fore dey stopped dey usually got 'round to singin':

'On Jordan's stormy bsnks I stand,
And cast a wishful eye,
To Cenaan's fair and happy lend
Yher my possessions lie.'
"Dey could keep dat up for hours and it was sho!
good singin', for dat's one thing iiggers was bcrn to do - to

sing when dey gits 'ligién.



. "When 0ld Aunt Flora come up snd wanted to Jine

de church sh@=§blé;fbout how s&efhad'abne“Sééa*de'Hébénry’iigﬁt'
and changed her way of livin'. Folkses %éétified'deh’*boéﬁﬁde
goodness of de Lord and His many tléésin'é‘wﬁat'ﬁé‘gi#é'tO“séiﬁts
‘and sinners, but'déy is done stopped givin' Eim.mhcﬁ’tﬁ&ﬁkévghﬁy

more. Dem days, dey Yzamined folkses 'fore éey let 'em.aine up

wid de chureh. ‘When dey started rzeminin® Aunt Flora, de-

preaeher'axed‘her: 'Is you done been borned again and doeswyou
believe ‘dat Jesus Uhrist done died to save sinners?' Aunt Flora
she started tovcry,‘and she sald: . *'Lordy, Is He daid? Us
didn't know dat. If my old man had donef‘séribed“for'&é'pépér‘“
lak I told him to, us would have knowed when Jesus died?® Neal
giggled, "Missy;" hs said\ ‘ain’t daﬁ jus‘}ﬁgé of dem old-time
Niggers? Dey jus' tuk dat for ign'ance 'and ‘let her come on into
de churoh; o

"Dem days it was de custom for marsters to hire
out what slaves dey had dat warn't needed to Wuk‘oniﬁéiffbﬁﬁ*?
land, so our marster hired out' two of my sisters. Sis' Anra was
hired to a fembly 'bout 16 miles from our placeé. She didn't lak

it dar so she run eway and I found her hid out in our 'tater 'ouse.

POy

One day when us was playin' she called to me Tight low and soft
lak aud told ﬁe she was hongry and'fof me to git her somepin t'eat
but not to teil nobody she was dar. She said she had been daT wid-
out nothin' t'eat for several days. She was skeered Marster might

whup her. She looked so thin and bad I thought she was gwine to

-



die, so I told Mammy. Her and Marster went and brung Anna to de
'ouse and‘fedvher. | aat pore chlle was starved most to death.

Marster kept her at home for S weeks and fed her up good den
he carrled her back and told dem folkses what had hired her dat
'dey had better treat Anna good and see dat she had plenty t'ean,_u‘__J‘M
Msrster waé drivin' avfast hbssﬁdai‘day, but 6léss'y5ur héaft, )
Anne beat ‘him back home dat day. She cried and tuk on gb; beggin'
him not to take her back dar no more dat he told her she could
stay home. My other 31ster stayed on whar she was hired out
'til de war was over and dey give us our freedom. |

"Daddy hed done hid all 0l1é Marster 'S hosses when
de yankees got to our plantation. Two of de rldln' hosses waé
in de smokehouse and another good trotter was 1n de hen 'ouse.
0ld Jake was a slave what warn't rlght bright.: He slep’ in de
kltcnen, end he knowed whar_Daddy had hid dem_hosses, but dat was
gll he knowed. Marster nad give Daddy his money to hide too,
and he tuk some of de plasterin' off de wall in marster s room
and put de box of money 1n31de de wall | Den he fixed dat plas-
terln' back so nice you couldn't tell it had ever been tore o*f.
De night dem yankees come, Daddy had gone out to de wuk 'ouse
to git some pegs to fix sanepin (us didn't have no nalls dem.days)
When de yankees rid up to de kltchen door and found Old Jane
rlght by hlsself dat pore old fool was skeered 0 bad he jus'
started right off babblin' ’'bout two hosses in QQ_smoke_ouse agd

one in deshen 'oﬁse, but he was tremblin'usovhe couldnft‘talk gléin.
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0ld Marster heared de fuss dey made and heé come down to de kitch~-

en to see whet was de matter. De yankees den ordered Marster

to @it 'em his hosses. Marster called Deddy and told him to
git de hosses, but Daddy, ne played foolish lak and stalled fé
'round lsk he didn't have good sense. Dem sojers raved and ~’?:f:zL::ffL§§
fussed all night long *bout dem hosses, but dey never thought &
'bout lookin' in de smoke'ouse and hen 'ouse for 'em &snéd 'bout
daybreaﬁ dey left widout tekin' n~thin', Marster said he was
sho proud of my Daddy for savin' den éood‘hoéses‘fdr him.

| "farster had a long pocketbook what fastened at
one end wid a ring. One day when he'wenﬁ to git out some money
he drapped & roll of bills dat he never seed, but Daddy picked
it up end handed it back to him right sway. Now my Dsddy could ,

have kept dat money jus' as easy, but he was & *certional men
i v

!

and believed evvybody ought to do right.

"Aunt Tema's o0ld man, Uncle Griff, come to live -
wid her on our place atter de war was over. 'Fore den he had
belonged to a man named Colquittl: Marster pervided a home for

W . .. -
him and Aunt Tama *'til dey was both daid.  When dey was buildin®

de fust colored Methodist church in dat section Uncle Griff give

2 whole hundred dollars to de buildin' fund, Now it tuk a heap

of scrimpin' for him to save dat much money 'cause he never had
made over $10 & month. Aunt Tema had'done gone to Glory a long
time when Uncle Griff died. = Atter dey buried him dey come back

and was 'rengin' de things in his little cabin. When dey moved

s
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dat little trunk what Aunt Tama Used to keep gingerbread in.
dey fodnd"?ﬁs‘vlots of money in it. larster tuk keer of dat

it all to her.

| "One time Marster missed some of his money and
he didn't want to 'cuse nobbdy,f30 he 'ecided he would find out
who had done de.débbilmﬁnt. He rut & big rooster in 8 coQﬁ**
wid his haid stickin' out. Den he called sll de Niggers up to
de yard snd told 'em somebody hed been stealin' his money, and,
dat evvybody must git in line and march 'round det coop and |
tetch it. He sald dat when de guilty ones tetched it de old
rooster would érow. Evvybody tetched it fcept one old mam and
his wife; dey jus*® wouldn't come nigh dat coop whar dat" rooster
was a-lookin' at evvybody out of his 1little red eyes. 'Marster
had det old man and 'oman sarched and found all de money what
had been stole.

"Memmy died 'bout a year atter de war, and I never
w1ll forgit how Mist'ess c¢ried aﬁd said: 'Nesel, your mammy is
done gone, and I don't know what I'll do ﬁidouﬁ’her;"‘ﬂot“longj
atter dat, Daddy bid for de confract‘to-Carry de mail and he got
de place, but it made de white fblkses mighty med, 'cause some
white folkses had put iq;§1g§,£gx;dﬁﬁ;ggggzgct.- Dey *lowed
dat Deddy better not .ne'ver start out wid dat mail, 'cause if he
aié he was gwine to be sorry. ‘Marster begged Daddy not to risk
it end told him if‘he-ﬁsuid stay dar wid him he would let him

have a plantation for as long es he lived, and so us Stayed on -

-




dar *'til Daddy died, and a long time atter dat us kept on wukin'

for 01d w~arster.

"White folkses owned us back in de days 'fore de
wer but our own white folkses was mighty good to deir slaves.
Dey hed to larn us 'bedience fust, how to live right, and how to

treat evvybody else right; but de best thing dey larned us was

how to do useful wuk . De onliest time I ‘'member stealin' any-

thing 'dépt Aunt rama's gingerbread wss one time when I went 4o
town wid baddy in.de buggy; When us started back home a man
got in de scat wid vaddy and I had to ride dowm in de b&ck'of
de buggy whar Daddy Lad hid a\ipg qqkllquor. I could hear it
s{ushin' 'round and so 1 got to wantin' to know how it tasted.:
I fulled out de corncob stopper and tuk one taste. It was. so
good I jus' kep'.on testin' 'til I passed out, and didn't know
when us got ncme or nuffin else 'til I weked up in my own bed
next cay. Qggiy glve me a tannin' wnat I didn't forgit for a
long time, but dat was déﬁwusseso drunk I ever was. Lord, but I
did love to follow my Daddy. .

"Folkses warn't sick nmuch in dem days lak dey is
now, but now us don't eat strong victuals no more. Us raked out

not eshes den and cooked good 0ld ashcakes what was a heap better

for us dan dis bread us buys from de stores now. Marster fed us

plenty of gshgake, fresh meét, and ash roasted *taters, and dere
what - .
warn't nobody/could out wuk us.

62
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| _ ns death was somepin what &idn‘t:h&ﬁp&ﬁioftenwen
our plantation, but when somebody &id die‘ﬁolESeswwduld g@~ffom
miles and mileé around to set up snd pray all night to comfort
de fambly of de dsiad. Dey never made up de coffins 'til.étterV .‘*:_$#
somebody died. Den dey measured de céppggwagd madewd&'coffin,}
to fit de body. Deﬁ coffins was lined wid black calieo and
paintéd wid lampblack on de outside. Scmﬁtimes_éey kivvered
de outside wid black calieco lek de limin'. Coffins for white
folkses was jus' lak what dey had made ﬁp for deir slaves, and
dey was all buried in de same graveyard on deir own plaﬁtaﬁions‘
"When de war was over dey closed de littlie one«
‘Toom school what our good Marster had kept im his back yanrd for
H his slaves; but our young AMiss Ell;en,'“lafn‘eimy, ‘sister right om .

'til she got whar she could teach -school. Daddy fixed up a

room onto our house for her school and she soon had it full of - ;
chillun. Dey made me study too, end I sho did hate to have to
go to school to my own sister for she evermore did take ‘evvy
chanece to lay dat stick on me, ‘hut I s'peeté she bad a-right
tough time wid me. When time come .'round to c¢elebrate sehoél
comrencement, I was one proud_little Nigger 'cause i never had
been so dressed up in my life before. I had cn a red waist,

white pents, and a good pair of shoes; but de grandest thing of
all 'bout dat outfit was dat Daddy let me weer his watch. Evvy-

body come for dat celebration. Dere was over 300 folks at dat

big dinner, and us-hadAlots of barbecue and agll sorts of good



tiings t'eat. 0ld iderster was dar, and when lwstooﬁau@ueﬁfouw¢

211 dem folks and said my little speeoh-w@dout.mdssinﬁaaxwuf&;,m_;‘

.zrster sho @id laugh sand clap his hands. - Hamealhe&WmELGVér:taﬁ-*'

7ar he was settin' end said: 'I knowed you eould-larnﬁiﬁ»ynuAi;,~7;@ifﬁu;‘

wanted to.' Best of all, he-give‘m&#@fthleid@llar.»I WaS g Al S

C ——

rich den, plumb rich. One-of my'sistérs*éoul&nﬁt larn nothin'.
Je only letters she could ever say‘was"GseeD.f' No matter what
you axed her to spell she allus said 'G-0-D.!' = She was a good
field hend though and & good 'oman and she lived to be more den
20 yearS‘old; | |

"Now, talkin® 'bout frolickin', us really used ‘to
jence. What I means, is sho *nough old~timeﬁﬁre&kLQQWns¥ Some~

A ——————

times us didn't have 1o musie ‘cept-jus?® beatin* ﬁims on° @13 pans

«nd buckets but most times 013 Blice Hu@son played his fiddle

for us, and it had to be tuned again atter evvy set us daneed. He
never knOWed‘butfone tune and‘ne ol&yed*dat over and over. Some~ =,
times dere was 10 or 15 couples on ae roor at de swne ‘time-and

us didnft think nothin® of danclﬂ' Bll night long. Us had plenty

of 0ld corn juice for refreshment, and stter Elice had two or

)

three cups of dat juice, he could git *Turkey in de Straw? out
of dat fiddle lek nobody's business.
%0ne time a houseboy from another plantation wanted

to come to one of our Saddy night danées;’so‘his*marateriﬁéia‘him

L _ PN TN ‘ R
to shine his boots for Sunday a&nd-fix his hoss for de night and

den he could git off for de frolie. Abraham shined his mdrster's |



boqts“'ﬁi&;heaeould*sea-hiaself'in ;am@ &n@fégy i@@keaxﬁa grand h%vx
was-tempted to try E@h on.‘fnsy*wasfa liﬁti@ %igh%ﬁbuﬁ&héwﬁhought |
he could wear ‘em, and he wanted to show hiéﬁ@iﬁpdﬁf inp'em«&tkée'u
dence. Dey warn't so easy to‘wélkin.andahe‘W&Sa’fraiﬁsha¢might’
gib 'em scratched up walkin® ﬁhrodgh-dekfieida,iéb he snuck:his
Karster's hoss out and rode io de dance. When‘Abraham rid up

dar in dem shiny boots, he got all de gals' 'temtion. Hone of

‘em warnted to dance:wid}defother ﬂiggera.a-EatA&brahammwésthew
struttint *'til somebod§ run in and told;him«nis&naéa bad done

broke its neck. He had Uied. it to a limb and sho 'nough, some

w&y, dat hoss hed done gobhtangled up and hung ihs;ownh§elfi”
Abraham=hegged de other‘Nigger“boys to help him teake de daid. hos§
home, but he had .done tuk deir gals and he didn't git ne. help. He
had to wealk 12}32%95 home in dem tight shoes: De sun had: &aﬂe*riz
up when he'got dar and it warn't long 'fore-his Marster WaSgcallinf:
'Abraham, bring me my boots.'  Dat Nigger would holler out: !Yas'
sah! I'se a-oamluﬂ. But dem boots wouldm't éﬁmavofrw'cauaeﬁhis
foots had’ done swelled up in 'gm;wmﬁis m&#ster~k&9§'onrqa;lin’
andfwhen‘Abr&ham seed'he codldh*t put it off no-longer, he Jjus®.

cut dem bodts off his foots and went in and told what he had done.
His marster was awful mad and said he was a_gooé mind to take de
hide off Abrsham's back. ?ﬂo‘git my hoss quick; Nigger,-ffor&;l
most kills you,' he yelled. Den Abrahem told him: 'Marsker I .
knows you is gwinezto~kill_me‘ncw,-but\your;ho&s_isndonewdaid.S

Den pore ibreham had to out and tell de whole story and his msrster



got to laughin' 30"bout how he tuk all da gala away fram g‘

other boys and how dem boots hurt him ﬁat it laoked lek he 3“

never would stop. When he finally did stop laughin' and shﬁkin*
hls 31des he Sald‘ 'Dat's all rlght Abraham, Bon't nvvar Ket

N
nobody beat your tlme w1d de gals. And dat's all he ever said

to Abraham 'bout it

_ “When my sister got marricd, us sho aid have a
grand time. Us cooked a plg whole w1d a shlny red apple 1n its
mouth and set 1t rlght 1n de mladle of de long table what us
had dbuilt out in de yardw Us nad evvything good to go w1d daﬁ
pig, and attef)dat~5ﬁpper, us danced all night long. My sis-
ster never had'segd det man butﬂoneti@e 'forg she‘marrieg him.
| | ‘w naddy and his cousin Jim.swore w1d one

g

| another dat 1f one died 'fore de other dat de one what was left

would look_atter de daid one's fambly esnd see dat none of_@e_
chillun was bound out to wuk for nobody. It warn't‘long‘attgr
dis dat Deddy died. - I was jus' fourteen, and wmas wukin' for a.

brick meson larnin' det trade. , Daddy ned done been gick a

while, and one night de fambiy woke me up and sa&id hevwasvdyinf,,
I run fast as I could,fdr a doctor but Daddy waé done Qa;d,when
I got back. Ubfburied him right side of Mammy in de old grave-

yard. It was ﬁbst a year atter dat 'fore us had de funerg% ser-
mon preached. Dat was de way folkses done den. Now Msmmy and
Daddy was both,gone but old Marster sald us chlllun could live
dar long as us wanted to. I went on back to wuk, 'cause I wes

crazy to be as good a mason as my Deddy was. In Lexin'ton dere

is a rock wall still standin' *round a whole square what Daddﬁ

N




built inislaver" time. Long as he lived he blowed his bugle
evvy mornin' to wake up all de folkses on sarse Frank's plan-
tation. ile never failed to blow dat bugle at break of day 'cep
cn Sundays, and evvyboay on dat place 'pended on him to wake
'em Up.

"T was Jus' a-wukin' sway one day when Cousin
Jim sont for me tn go tc town »id him, Missy, det man brung
me rizht here to Abthens to de o0ld courthouse and bound me out
to a white man. He done dat very thing atter swearin' to my
Taddv ne wouldn't never let dat happen. I didn't went to wuk
dat way, =o 1 run away asnd venl back home to wuk. De sheriff
come znd ¢ot me and said 1 had to go back whar 1 was bound out
or 7o tc Fail. Fretty scon I runned away egeln and went to
Atlants, and ﬁey never botihered me 'bout dst no rore.

"De onliest time I ever got 'rested wes once when
I come to town to see 'bout gittin' somebody to pick cotton for
me end Jus' as « zot to a certain Nizger's house de police come
in and caurat 'enm iﬂ a cray cemé. Lr. wciune, de polibeman,
said I would nave to go 'long wid ue others to‘jail, but ne would
nolp me etter us ot dar and}ue did. He 'ranged it so 4 could
hurry bzck nome. |

"13Bout de best times us had in de plantetion
days was de corn shucxin's, log rollin's,cnd syrur cookin's. Us

gllus finiched up dem syrup c~okin's wid & cendy pullin®'.



?Ltter he had all his corn gathered and put in
blg long plles Marster 'v1ted de folkses from.all 'round dem
parts., Dat was de way it was done,” evvybody holped de others
sit de corn shucked. Nobody thought of hirin* folkses and payin'
out caéh money for extra ﬁukhlak dat. Dey 'lected a gen ral to
1ead off de singint and atter he got 'em to keepin' tlme wid de
31ngin' de little brown Jug was passed ‘round. When 1t had gone
de rounds a tlme or two, it was a sight to see how fast dem
Niggers could keep time to dat singin’'. Dey could do all sorts
of double tlme den when dey had swigged enough 1iquor. When de
corn was all shucked dey feasted and den drunk more llquor and
danced as long as dey could stand up.' De logrollin s ‘and candy

‘nullin s ended de same way. Dey was sho grand good times.

"I farmed wid de white folkses for Bawyears and :;

néver had no trouble wid noboay.‘ Us allus settled up fair and
square and in crep time dey never botnered to come ‘round to

see what Neal was doin', 'cause dey knowed dis Nigger"was wukin'
all’right. Déy was all mighty good to me. Atter I;got;so old
I couldn't run a farm no more i'whked in‘dé ﬁhiﬁe‘foikées" |
gyardens and tended deir flowers. I had dOhe‘ﬁééh wukin' out -
Mré; Steve Upson'é flowers and when she come to pay, she axed
what my name was. - When I to;diheg it wassNeai'Upsbn she wanted
to know how I got de Upsbh neme. I told her Mr. Frank Upson had
done give it to me.when I wes his slave. She called té Mr. Steve
and dey lek to have talked me to death)for nw~ Marse Frank and

Mr. Steve's daddy was close kinfolkses.
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Atter dat I wuked deir flowers long as I was eble to walk way
of f up to deir ﬁlace; but old Neal é&n‘ﬁ WUk ‘no- more. Mr Steve
and his folkses comes to see me sometimes and I'se allus power-
ful glad to see tem.

"I used to wuk some for Miss Mary Bacon. She is
a mighty good 'oman and she knowed my Daddy and our good 0ld
Merster. Miss Mafy would talk to me 'bout dem old Gays and she
allus said: 'Neal, let's pray,' 'fore 1 left. Miss iary never
did git married. She's one of dem solitary'ladies.‘

"Now, Missy, how come you wents to know 'bout my
weddin'? I done been married two times, but it was de fust time
det was de sho ‘'nough 'eitin' one. I courted dat gél for a.long,
long time while I was too skeered to ax her Daddy for her. I went
to see her evvy Sunday jus' 'termined to ax him for her tfore I
'iéft, and I would stay'late atter supper, but Jus' couldn't~gi£a
up nerve enough to do it. One Sundsy I promised myself 1 WOuld5
ax him if it kilt me, so I went over to his house early dat
mornin' and told Lida, det ﬁas"my*sweetheart&s name - I says to
her: 'I sho is gwine to ax him today.' Well, dinnertime come,
suppertime come, and I was gittin' shaky in my jints when her
Daddy went to feed his hogs and I went along wid him. Missy, ddis
is de way I findlly did ax him for his gal. He 'said he was goin®
to have some fine meat come winter. I aied him if it would be -
enough for all of -his fembly, and he said: 'How come you ax dat,

boy?* Den I jus' got & tight hold on dat old hug pén snd said:
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'Well, sir, I jus' thought if you didn't have enough for all of
'em, I could teke Lida.' i felt myself goin' down. He started
laughin' £it to kill. 'Bey, ' he says, 'Is you tryin' to ax for
Lida® If so, I don't keer 'cause she's got to git married
sometime.' I was so happy I left him right den and run back to
tell Lida dat he said it was all right.

"Us didn't have no big weddin', Lide had on a
new calico dress and I wore new jeans pants. Marster heared ué
was gittin®' married dat day and he sont his new buggy wid a
message for us to come right dar to hlm. I tola Lida us better
go, so us got in dat buggy and drlv off, and de rest of de
folkses followed in de wagon. Marster met us in front of old I
Selem Church. He had de church open -end Preaecher John Glbson
‘waitin' dar to msrry us. Us warn't 'spectin' no church weddin'
but iiarster séid dat Neal had to git married right. He never did
forgit his Niggers. Lida she's done been daid a long time, and
I'se merried agéin, but dat warm't lek de fust time." -,

By noﬁ, Neal was evidently tired'd%%iggi as the

interviewer prepared to leave, Neal said: - "Missy, . I‘se .shor got

somepin to tell my 0ld 'oman when she gits home. She don't .laek to

leave me here by myself. I wish dere was somebody f@r me‘telf““

to evvyday, for I'se had sich a good time today. I don!§ sﬁpqs
it's gwine to be long *'fore o0ld Neal goes to be wid dem I done

been tellin' you 'hout, so domn't wait too long to come back to ‘see

me ggain."

-
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JOHN F, VAN HOOK
Ex~-Slave - Age 76

John F, -Van Hook was & short, stout man with a
shining bald pate, a fringe of kinky gray hair, kindly eyes,
and a white mustache of the Lord Chamberlain variety. His
shabby work clothes were clean and carefully mended, and he

leaned on a cane for support.

John was looking for the "Farm Bureau Office,"
but he agreed to return for an interview after he had transacted
his business. When he reappeared a short time later and settled

" down in a comfortable chair he gave the story of his early life

with apparent enjoyment.
In language remarkably free of dialect, John began

by telling his full name and added that he was well known in
Georgia and the whole country. "Until I retired,"™ he remarked,
"I taught school in North varolina, eand in Hall, Jackson, and |
Rebun Counties, in Georgia. I am farming now about five miles
from Athens in the Sandy Creek &istrict. I was born in 1862 in
Macon County, North Carolina, on the George Sellar‘'s plantation,

which borders the Little Tennessee River.

"I don't know enything much, first hand, about the
war period, as I waes quite & child when that ended, but I can tell
you all about the days of éfconstruction. What I know about the

things that took place during the war was told me by my mother and

other old people.

W 3586
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"My father Wwas Bas Van Hook and he married Mary Angel, -
my mother, Mother was born on Marse Dillard RLove's plantation,
and when his daughter, Miss Jenny, married Marse Thomas Angel's
son, Marse Dillard gave Mother to Miss Jenny and when Little
Miss Jenny Angel was born, Mother was her nurse. Marse Thomas
and Miss Jenny Angel died, and Mother stayed right there keeping
houée for Little Miss Jenny and looking after her. Mother had
more sense than all the rest of the slaves put together, and she
even did Little Miss Jenny's shopping.

"My father was the only darkey 0l1d Man Isaac Van
Hook owned, and he did anything that came to hand: he was a good
carpenter and mechanic and helped the Van Hooks to build mills,
and he made the shoes for that settlement. Thomas Aaron, George,
James, Claude, and Washington were my five brothers, and my
sisters were Zelia, Elizabeth, and Candace. Why, Miss, the only
thing I can remember right off hand that we children done was
fight and frolic like youngsters +ill do when they get together,
With time to put my mind on it, I would probably recollect our

games and songs, if we had any.

mOur quarters was on a large farm on Sugar Fork
River. The houses were wiat you would call log huts and they
were scattered about promiscuously, no regular lay-out, just
built wherever they happened to find a good spring convenient.
There was never but one room to a hut, and they wern't particular
about how many darkies they put in a room.

"White folks had fine four-poster beds with a

freme built around the top of the bed, and over the frams



hung pretty, ruffled white curtains end a similar ruffled curtain
was around the bottom of the bed; the curtains made pretty orna-
ments, Slaves had beds of this general kind, but they warn't Quite
as pretty and fine. Corded springs were the go then. The beds
used by most of the slaves in that dsy end time were called 'Georgia
beds,' and these were made by boring two holes in the cabin wall,
and two in the floor, and side pieces were run from the holes in
the wall to the posts and fastened; then planks were nailed around
the sides and foot, box-fashion, to hold in the straw that we used
for mattresses; over this pretty white sheets and plenty of quilts
was spreaded. Yes, mam, there wes always plenty of good warm cover
in those days. Of course, it was home-made, all of it.

"My grandfather was a blacksmith and faréj?and owned
by 0ld Man Dillard lLove. According to my earliest recollgction
my grandmother Van Hook was dead and I have no memories about her.
My great, great grandmother, Sarah Angel, looked after slave children
while their mothers were =2t work. She was a free woman, but she had
belonged to Marse Tommy Angel end Miss Jenny Angel; they were bfother
and sister. The way Granny Sar;h heppened to be free was; one of
the women in the Angel family died =2nd left a little baby soon after
one of Granny's babies was born, and so she was loaned to that family
as wet nurse for the little orphan baby. Lthey cave her her freedom
and took her into their home, because they did not want her sleeping

in slave quarters while she was nursing the white chkild. In that

settlement, it was considered a disgrace for a white child to feed
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at the breast of a slave woman, but it was all right if the darkey .
was a free woman, After she got too old to do regular work, Granny
Sarah used to glean after the reapers in the field to get wheat

for her bread. She haa been a favored slave and allowed to do
pretty much as she pleased, and after she was a free woman the white
folks continued to look after her every need, but she loved to do
for herself as long as she was able to be up and about.

"What did we have to eat then? Why, most everything;
ash cakés was a mighty go then. Cornbread dough was made into
little pones and placed on the hot rocks close to the fire to dry
out a little, then hot ashes were reked out to the front of the
fireplace and piled over the ash cakes. When thoroughly done they
were taken out and the ashes washed off; they were just like cake
to us children then, We ate lots of home-made lye hominy, beans,
peas, end all kinds of greens, cooked with fat meat. The biggest,
and maybe the best thing in the way of vegetables that we had then
was the white-head cabbage; they grew large up there in Carolina
where I lived., There was Just one big garden to feed all the folks
on that farm. v

"Marse George had a good 'possum dog that he let his
slaves use at nigﬁt. They would start off hunting about 10 o'clock.
Darkies knew that the best place to hunt for 'possums was in &
persimmon tree. If they couldn't shake him out, they would cut the
tree down, but the most fun was when we found the 'possum in a
hollow log. Some of the hunters would get at one end of the log,
and the others would guard the other end, and they would build a fire

to smoke the 'possum out. Sometimes when they had to pull him out,



they would find the 'possum in such a tight place that most of

his hair would be rubbed off before they could get him out. Darkies
hunted rabbits, squirrels, coons, all kinds of birds, and 'specially
they was fond of going after wild turkeys. Another great sport was
hunting deer in the nearby mountaihs. I managed to get a shot at
one once. Marse George was right good about letting his darkies
hunt and fish at night to get meat for themselves. Oh! Sure, there
were lots of fish and they caught plenty of 'em in the Little

Tennessee and Sugar Fork Rivers and in the numerous creeks that

were close by. Red horse, suckers, and salmon are the kinds of

fish I remember best. They were cooked in various ways in skillets,

gpiders, and ovens on the big open firéplaoe.

"Now, about the clothes we wore in the days of the war,
I couldn't rightly say, but my Mother said we had good comfortable

garments. In the summer weather, boys and men wore plain cotton

shirts and jeans pants. The home-made linsey-woolsy shirts that

we wore over our cotton shirts, and the wool pants that we wore in

winter, were good and warm; they had brogan shoes in winter too.

Folks wore the same clothes on gundays as through the ﬁeek, but they

had to be sure that they were nice and clean on Sundays. Dresses for

the women foclks were made out of cotton checks, and they had sun-

bonnets too.
"Marse George Sellars, him that married Miss Ca'line

Angel, was my real master. They had four children, Bud, Mount,

Elizabeth, and, and er; I just can't bring to recollect the name
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of their other girl. They lived in a two-story frame house that
was surrounded by an oak grove on the road leading from Frenklin,
North Carolina, to Clayton, Georgia. Hard Seliars was the carriage
driver, and while I am sure Marse George must have had an overseer;
I don't remember ever hearing anybody say his name.

"Really, Miss, I couldn't say just how big that
plantation was, but I am sure there must have been at least four
or five hundred acres in it. One mighty peculiar thing about his
slaves was that Marse George never had more than 99 slaves at one
time; every time he bought one to try to make it an even hundred,
a slave died. This happened so often, I was told, that he stopped
trying to keep a hundred or more, and held on to his 99 slaves, and
long as he did that, there warn't any more deaths than births among

his sleves. His slaves had to be in the fields when the sun rose,

and there they had to work steady until the sun went down. Oh! Yes,

{

mem, Marse Tommy Angel wes mighty mean to his slaves, but Miss Jenny,
his sister, was good as could be; that is the reason she gave my

mother to her sistef, Miss Catline Sellars; because she thought Marse
. .

Tommy was too hard on her.
"I heard Some talk as to how after the slaves had worked

hard in the field all day and come to the house at night, they were
whipped for mighty small offenses. Marse Gecrge would have them
tied hand and foot over a barrel and would beat them with a cowhide,

or cat-o'-nine tails lash. They had a jail in Franklin as far back
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as I can recollect. 0ld Big Andy Angelfs white folks had him put - °
in jail a heap of times, because he was a rogﬁe and stole everything
he could get his hands on. Nearly everybody was afraid of him; he
was a great big double jointed man, and was black as the ace of
spades. No, mam, I never saw any slaves sold, but my father's mother
and his sister were sold on the block. The white folks thsat bought
‘em took them away. After the war was over my father tried to
locate 'em, but never once did he get on the right track of ‘em.
"Oh! Why, my white folks took a great deal of pains
teaching their slaves how to read and write. My father could read,
but he never learned to write, and it was from our white folks that
I learned to read and write. Slaves read the Bible more than‘any-
thing else. There were no churches for slaves on Marse George's
plantation, so we all went to the white folks' church, about two
miles away; it was called Clarke's Chapel. Sometimes we went to
church at Cross Roads; that was about the same distance across Sugar
Fork River. My mother was baptized in that Sugar Fork River by a

white preacher, but that is the reason I joined the Baptist church,

because my:mother was a Baptist, and I was so crazy about her, and

am 'til yet.
"There were no funeral parlors in those days. They

just funeralized the dead in their own homes, took them to the grave-
yard in a painted home-made coffin thet was lined with thin bleaching
made in the loom on the plantetion, and buried them in a grave that

didn't have any bricks or cement about it. That brings to ny memory
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those songs they sung at funerals. One of them started off something

like this, I Don't Want You to Grieve After Me. My mother used to

tell me that when she was baptized they sung, You Shall Wear a Lily-

White Robe. Whenever I get to studying about her it seems to me

I can hear my mother singing that song again. She did love it so much.
"No, mam, there didn't none of the darkies on Marse
George Sellar's place run away to the North, but some on Marse Tommy
Angel's place ran to the West. They told me that when Little Charles
Angel started out to run away & bird flew in front of him end led
him all the way to the West. Understend me, I em not saying that 1is
strictly so, but that is what I heard old folks say, when I was
young. When darkies wanted to get news to their girls or wives on
other plantations and didn't want Marse George to know about it, they
would wait for a dark night and would tie rags on their feet to keep
from making any noise that the paterollers might hear, for if they )
were caught out without a pass, that was something else. Paterollers
would go out in squads at night and whip any darkies they caught out
that could not show passes. Adgm Angel wes a great big man, weighing
about 200 pounds, and he slipped out one night without a pass. Wwhen
the paterollers found him, he was at his girl's place where they
were out in the front yard stewing lard for the white folks. They
kiiew he didn't belong on that plantation, so they esked him to show
his pass. Adam didn't have one with him, and he told them so. They
made & dive for him, and then, quick as & flash, he turned over that
pot of boiling lard, and while they were getting the hot grease off

of them he got away and came back to his cabin. If they had caught
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Adam: he would have needed some of that spilt grease on him}after

the beating they would have give him. Darkies used to stretch

ropes and grapevines across the road where they knew paterollers would
be riding; then they would run down the road in front of them, and
when they got to the rope or vine they would jump over it and watch
the horses stumble and throw the paterollers to the grouﬁd. That

was a favorite sport of slaves.

"After the darkies got in from the field at night,
ate their supper, and finished up the chores for the day, on nights
when the moon shone bright the men would work in their own cotton
patches that Marse George allowed them; the women used their own
time to wash, iron, pestch, and get ready for the next day, and if
they had time they helped the men in their cotton patches. They
worked straight on through Saturdays, same as any other day, but the
young folks would get together on Saturdaey nights énd have little
parties. ‘

"How did they spend Sundays? Why, they went to church
on Sunday and visited around, holding prayermeetings at one another's
cabins. Now, Christmas morningf Yes, mam, that was a.powerful time
with the darkies, if they didn't have nothing ﬁﬁt a little sweet
cake, which was nothing more than gingerbread. However, Marse
George Gid have plenty of good things to eat at that time, such as
fresh pork and wild turkeys, and we were allowed to have a biscuit on
that day. How we did frolic and éut up et Christmas!? Marse George

didn't make much special to do on New Year's Day as far as holiday
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was concerned; work was the primary object, especially in connection
with slaves.

"Oh-oco-h! ZEverybody had cornshuckings. The man
designated to act as the general would stick a peacock tail feather
in his hat and call all the men together and give his orders. He
would stand in the center of the corn pile, start the singing, and
keep things lively for them. Now and then he would pass around the
Jug. They sang a great deal during eornshuckings, but I have for-
gotten the words to those songs. Great excitement was expressed
whenever a man found a red ear of corn, for that counted 20 points,
a speckled ear was 10 points and a blue éar 5 points, toward a
special extra big swig of liquor whenever a person had as many as
100 points. After the work was finished they had a big feaét
spread on long tables in the yard, and dram flowed plentiful, then
they played bell, tussled, ran races, and did anything they knew how
to amuse themselves.

"Now, Ladies,™ John said, "please excuse me. I,left
my wife at home real sick, and I just must hurry to the drug store
and get some flaxseed so I can make a poultice for her." As he
made a hasty departure, he agreed to complete the story lster at his

home, and gave careful directions for finding the place.

A month later, two visitors called on John at his small,

unpainted house in the center of a hillside cotton patch.
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A tall, thin Negress appeared in the doorway. "Yes,
mem, John Ven Hook lives here. He's down in the field with his
hoe, digeing 'taters.” She leaned from the porch an& called,
"Daddy, Daddy! Somebody wants to see you." Asked if John was
her father, she answered "No, mam, he is my husband. I started

calling him Daddy when our child was little, so I*ve been calling

him that ever since. My name is Laney."

The walls of the room into which John invited his
callers were crudely plastered with newspepers and the small space
was crowded with furniture of various kinds and periods. The ladder-
back chairs he designated for his guests were beautiful. "They are
plantation-made.” he explained, "and we've had 'em a mighty long
time."™ On & reading tsble a pencil and tablet with a half-written
page lay beside a large glass lamp. Newspapers and books covered
several other tables. A freshly whitewashed hearth and mantel were
crowned by an old-fashioned clock, and at ﬁhe end of the room a short
flight of steps led to the dining room, built on a higher floor level,

"Now, let's see! Where was I?," John began. "Oh, yes,
we were talking about cornshuckihgs, when I had to leave your office.
Well, I haven't had much time to study gbout thﬁée cornshucking songs

to get all the words down right, but the name of one was Generel

Religh Hoe, and there was another one that was called, Have a Jolly

Crowd, and a Little Jolly Johnny.

"Now you needn't to expect me tc know much about cotton

pickings, for you know I have already told you I was raised in North
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Carolina, and we were too far up in the.mountains for cotton growing,
but I have lived in a cotton growing country for forty-odd years.

"As to parties and frolies, I guess I could have kept
those things in mind, but when I realized that being on the go every
night I could get off, week in and week out, was turning my mind
and heart away from useful living, I tried to put those things out
6f my life and to train myself to be content with right living and
the more serious things of life, and that's why I can*t remember more
of the things about our frolics that took place &s I was growing up.
About all I remember about the dances was when we danced the cotillion
at regular old country bresk-downa. Folks valued their dances very
highly then, and to b e able to perform them well was a_grea§ accom-

plishment. Turkey in the Straw is about the oldest dance tune I can

remember, Next to that is Taint Gonna Rain No More, but the tune

as well as words to that were far different from the modern song oy

that name. Rabbit Hair wss another favorite song, and there were

dozens of others that I Jjust never tried to remember until you asked

me about them, '

"My father lived in Caswell County énd he used to tell
us how hard it was for him to get up in the morning after being
out most of the night frolicking. He said their overseer couldn't
talk plain, and would call them long before crack of dawn, and it

sounded like he was saying, 'Ike and a bike, Ike and a bike.* What

he meant was, *Out and about! Out and about!’
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"Marriasge in those days was looked upon as something
very solemn, and it wass mighty seldom that aﬁybody ever heard of a
merried couple trying to get separated. Now it'*s different. When
a prescher married a couple, you didn't see any hard liquor around,
but just a little light wine to liven up the wedding feast., If they
were married by a Jjustice of the peace, look out, there was plenty
of wine and," hefe his voice was almost awe-stricken, "even whiskey
too."

Laney interrupted at this stage of the story with,
"My mother said they used to make up a new broom and when the couple
jumped over it, they was married. Then they gave the broom to the
couple to use keeping house." John was evidently embarrassed.
"Laney,™" he said, "that was never confirmed. It was just hearsay,
as far as you know, and I wouldn't tell things like that.

®*The first colored man I ever heard preach was 0ld man
Johnny McDowell. He married Angeline Pennon and William Scruggs,
uncle to Ollie Scruggs, who lives in Athens now. After the wedding
they were all dancing arougd the‘yard having a big time and enjoying
the wine and feast, and old man McDowell, sitting thé&re watching them,
looked real thoughtful and sad; suddenly he said: ‘*They don't be-
have like they knew what's been done here today. Tﬁo people have
been joined together for life. No matter what cores, or what happens,
these two people must stand by each other, through everything, as
long as they both shall live.' Never before had I had such thoughts

at a wedding. They had always just been times for big eats, dancing,
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frolicking, and lots of jokes, and some of them pretty rough jokes, -
perhaps. What he said got me to thinking, and I have never been
careless minded at a wedding since that day. Brother lMcDowell
preached st Clarke's Chapel, about five miles south of Franklin,
North Ca'lina, on the road leading from England to Georgia; that
road ran right through the Van Hook place.”

Again Laney interrupted her husband. "My mother said
they even had infare dinners the next day after the wedding. The
infare dinners were just for the families of the bride and groom,
and the bride had a special dress for that ocecasion that she called
her infare dress. The friends of both parties were there at the
big feast on the wedding day, but not at the infare dinner."

"And there was no such a thing as child marriages
heard of in those days," John was speaking again. ™At least none
of the brides were under 15 or 16 years old. Now you can read about
child brides not more than 10 years o0ld, 'most ever' time you pick
up a paper.

"T don't remember much about what I played until I
got to be sbout 10 vears old. I'was a terrible little fellow to
imitate things. 01d man Tommy Angel built millé; and I built myself
a little toy mill down on the branch that led to Sugar Fork River.
There was plenty of nice soapstone there that was so soft you could
cut it with a pocket knife and could dress it off with a plane for
a nice smooth finish. I shaped two pieces of soapstone to look like

round millstones and set me up a little miil that worked just fine.
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We run pretty white sand through it and called that our meal and
flour. My white folks would come down to the branch and watch
me run the little toy mill. I used to maske toy rifles and pistols
and all sorts of nice playthings out of that éoapstone; I wish

I had a plece of that good 0ld soapstone from around Franklin, so
I could carve some toys like I used to play with for my boy."

"We caught real salmon in the mountain streams," John
remsrked. "Phey weighed from 3 to 25 pounds, and kind of favored
a jack fish, only jack fishes have duck bills, and these salmon
had saw teeth. They yere powerful jumpers and when you hooked
one you had a fight on your hands to get it to the bank no matter
whether it weighed 3 or 25 pounds. The gamest of all the fish in
those mountain streams were red horses. When I was about 9 or 10
years 0ld I took my brother's fish gig and went off down to the
river, I saw what looked like the shadow of a stick in the clear
water and when I thrust the gig at it I found mighty quick I had
gigged & red horse, I did my best to land it but it was too strong
for me and pulled loose from my éig and darted qgt into.deep water.
I ren fast as I could up the river bank to the horseshoe bend where
a flst bottom boat belonging to our femily was tied. I got in that
boat and chased that fish 'til I got him. It weighed 6 pounds and
was 2 feet and 6 inches long. There was plenty of excitement created
around that plantation when the news got arcund that a boy, as little

as I was then, had landed such a big old fighting fish."
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"Suckers were plentiful and easy to catch but they did
not give you the battle that a salmon or a red horse could put up
and that was what it took to make fishing fun. We had canoes, but
we used a plain old flat boat, a good deal like a small ferry boat,
most of the time. There was about the seme difference in a canoe
and a flat boat that there is in a nice passenger automobile and

a truck."

When asked if he remembered sny of the tunes and words
of the songs he sang &s a child, John was silent for a few moments

and then began to sing:

"A frog went courtin'
And he 4id ride

Uh hunh
With a sword and pistol
By his side

Uh hunh

"0ld uncle Rat laughed,
Shook his o0ld fat side;

He thought his niece

was going to be the bride.
Uk hunh, uh hunh

"Where shall the wedding be?
Uh hunh

Where shall the wedding be?
Uh hunh

"Way down yonder
In a hollow gum tree.
Uh hunh, uh hunh, uh hunh.

"Who shall the waiters be?
Uh hunh
Granddaddy Louse and a
Black-eyed flea.
Uh hunh, uh hunh, uh hunh,
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Laney reminded him of a song he used to sing when
their child was a baby. "It is hard for me to formulate its
words in my mind. I just cannot seem to get them," he answered,
"but I thought of this one the other night and promised myself I would

sing it for you sometime. It's 0ld Granny Mistletoe.

"0ld Granny Mistletoe,
Lyin* in the bed,
Out the window
She poked her head.

"She says, '0ld Man,
The gray goose's gone,

And I think I heard her holler,
King-cant-you-0, King-cant-you-0¢*

"The old fox stepped around,
A mighty fast step.

He hung the 0ld gray goose
Up by the neck.

"Her wings went flip-flop
Over her back,

And her legs hung down.
Ding-downy-0, ding-downy-0.

"The o0ld fox marched
On to his den.
Out come his young ones,
Some nin'e or ten.
"Now we will have
Some-supper-0, some-summer-QC.
Now we will have
Some-supper-0, some-supper-0."
"The only riddle I remember is the one about: ‘'What
goes around the house, eand just mekes one track?' I believe they
said it was a wheelbarrow. Mighty few people in that settlement

believed in such things es charms. They were too intelligent for

that sort of thing.
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"0ld man Dillard Love didn't know half of his slaves.
They were called *Love's free niggers.' Soﬁe of the white folks
in that settlement would get after their niggers and say 'who do
vou think you are, you must think you are one of Dillard Love's
free niggers the way you act.! Then the slave was led to the
whipping post and brushed down, and his marster‘would tell“him,

'now you see who is boss.'

"Marse Dillard often met a darkey in the road, he would
stop and inquire of him, 'Who's nigger is you?' The darkey would
say ‘'Boss I'se your nigger.' If Marse Dillard was feeling good
he would give the darkey a present. Heaps of times he gave them as
much as five dollars, 'cording to how good he was feeling. He treated
his darkies mighty good.

"My grandfather belonged to larse Dillard Love, and
when the war was declared he was too o0ld to go. Merse George Sellars
went and was wounded. You know all about the blanket rolls they
carried over their shoulders. Well, that bullet that hit him had
to go all the way through that roll that had I don't know how many
folds, end its force was just about spent by the time if got to his
shoulder; that was why it didn't kill him, othéfwise it would have
gone throuegh him. <The bullet was extracted, but it left him with a
lame shoulder.

"Our Mr., Tommy Angel went to the war, and he got so much
experience shooting at the Yenkees that he could shoot at a target
all day long, and then cover all the bullet holes he made with the

palm of one hand. Mr. Tommy was at home when the Yankees come though.
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Folks around our settlement put their darkies on all their good
mules and horses, and loaded them down with food and valuables,
then sent them to the nearby mountains snd caves to hide until

the soldiers were gone. Mr. Angel himself told me later that

lots of the folks who came around pilfering after the war, warn't
northerners at all, but men from Jjust enywhere, who had fought in
the wer and came back home to find all they had wes gcne, and they

hed to live some way.

"One day my father and another servant were laughing
fit to kill st a greedy little calf that had caught his head in the
feed basket. They thought it was just too funny. About that time
a Yankee, in his blue uniform coming down the roed, took the notion
the men were laughing at him. 'What are you laughing at?' he said,
and at that they 1it out to run. The man called my fatker and made
him come back, 'cause he wes the one laughing so hard. Father
thought the Yankee was going to shoot him before he could make him
understand they were just leughing at the calf.

"When the war was over, Mr. Love celled his slaves
tocether and told them they had been set free. He explaired every-
thing to them very carefuily, and told them he would make farming
arrangements for all that wanted to stay on there with him. Lots
of the darkies left after they heard about folks getting rich working

on the railroads in Tennessee and about the high wages that were being

paid on those big plantations in Mississippi. Some of those labor

agents were powerful smert about stretching the truth, but those folks
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thattgelieved them and left home found out that it's pretty much the
e

same/world over, as far as folks and human nature is concerned. Those
that had even average common sense got elong comfortaeble and all

right in Tennessee and Mississippl, and those that suffered out there

were the sort that are so stupid they would starve in the middle of
a good apple pie. My brother that went with the others to Tennessee
never came back, and we never saw him again.

| "My father did not want me to leave our home at
Frenklin, North Carolina, and come to Georgis, for he had been told
Georgia people were awful mean. There was a tale told us about the
Mr. Oglethorpe, who settled Georgia, bringing over folks from the
jails of LEngland to settle in Georgia and it was said they became
the ruling class of the State. Anyway, I came on just the same, and

pretty soon I married a Georgia girl, and have found the people who

live here are all right."”
Leney eagerly took advantage of the pause that followed

to tell of her mother's owner. "Mother seid that he was an o0ld, old
man and would set in his big armchair *most all day. When he heard
good news from the soldiers he would drum his fihgers on his chair
and pst his feet, whilst he tried to sing, 'Te Deum, Te Deum. Good
news today! We won today!' Whenever he heard the southern armies
were losing, he would lie around moaning and erying out loud. Nobody
could comfort him then.™

John was delighted to talk about religion. "Yes, mam,

after the war, darkies used to meet at each others' houses for re=-
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ligious services until they got churches of their own. Those
meetings were little more than just prayermeetings. Our white

folks were powerful careful to teach their slaves how to do the
right thing, and long after we were free Mr. Tommy would give long
" telks at our meetings. We loved to listen to him and have him
interested in us, for we had never been treated mean like heaps of
the slaves in that neighborhood had.

"One white man in our county needed the help of the Lord.
His name was Boney Ridley and he just couldn't keep away from liquor.
He was an uncle of that femous preacher and poet, Mr. Caleb Ridley.
One day when Mr, Boney had been drinking hard and kind of out of
his heaed, he was stretched out on the ground in a sort of stupor.
He opened his eyes and looked at the buzzards circling low over him
and said, sort of sick and fretful-like, 'Git on off, buzzards; I
aintt dead yet.'™

"The Reverend Doctor George Truett was a fine boy and
he has grown into & splendid man. He is one of God's chosen ones.
I well remember the first time I heard him speak. I was a janitor
at the State Normal School when he was & pupil there in 1887. 1
still think he is about the greatest orator I ever listened to. 1In
those days, back in 1887, I elways made it convenient to be doing
something around the school room when time came for him to recite
or to be on a debate. After he left that school he went on to the

Seminary at Louisville and he has become known throughout this

country as a great Christian.



2z2. an

"T started teaching in old field schools with no
education but just what our white folks had taught me. They taught
me to read and write, and I must say I really was a migihty apt person,
and took advantage of every opportunity that came my way to learn.
You know, teaching is a mighty good way to learn. after I had been
teaching for some time I went back to school, but most of my knowledge
was gotten by studying what books and papers I could get hold of and
by watching folks who were really educated; by listening carefully
to them, I found I could often learn a gcod deal that way."

Laney could be quiet no longer. "My husband," she said,
"is a self-made man. His educated brother, Claude, that graduated
from Maryville School in Tennessee, says that he cannot cope with
my husband.”

John smiled indulgently and continued: "We were in
sad and woeful want after the war. Once I asked my father why he
let us go so hungry and ragged, and he answered: ‘'How can we help

it? Why, even the white folks don't have enough to eat and wear

now, '
1

"Eleven years ago I rented a little farm from ir.
Jesper Thompson, in Jeckson County. After the boll-weevil got bad
I ceme to the nther side of the river yonder, where I staved 7 years.
By this time most of the children by my first two wives had grown
up and gone off up north. My first wife's children were robert,

Ellae, the twins, Julius end Julia Anne, (who died soon after they
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were grown-up), and Charlie, and Dan. Robert is in Philadelphia,
Ella in Cincinnati, end Den is dead.

"Fred, George, and Johnny, my second wife's children
are all living, but are scattered in far-off places.

"Everybody was powerful sorry to hear about Lineoln's
assassination. At that time Jefferson Davis was considered the
greatest man thet ever lived, but the effect of Lincoln's life and
deeds will live on forever. His life grows greater in reputation
with the years and his wisdom more apparent.

"As long as we were their property our masters were
mighty careful to have us doctored up right when there was the leasﬁ
sign of sickness. There was always some old women too old for
field work that nursed the sick on the big plantations, but the
marsters sent for regular doctors mighty quick if the patient seemed
much sick.

"After the war we were slower to call in doctors because
we had no money, and thet’s how I lost my good right eye. If I had
gone to the doctor when it first got hurt it would have been all
right now. When we didn't have money we used to pay the doctor with

corn, fodder, wheat, chickens, pork, or anything we had that he

wanted.

"We learned to use lots of herbs and cther home-made
remedies during the war when medicine was scarce at the stores, and

some 71d folks still use these simple teas and poultices. Comfrey
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was a herb used much for poultices on risings, boils, and the like, °’
and tea made from it is said to be soothing to the nerves. Garlic
tea was much used for worms, but it was also counted a good penumonia
remedy, and garlic poultices helped folks to breathe when they had
grippe or pneumonia. Boneset tea was for colds. Goldenrod was used
leaf, stem, blossom, and all in various ways, chiefly for fever and
coughs. Black snake root was a good cure for childbed fever, and it
saved the life of my second wife after her last child was born.
Slippery ellum was used for poultices to heal burns, bruises, and any
abrasions, and we gargled slippery ellum tea to heal sore throats,
but red oesk bark tea was our best sore throat remedy. For indigestion
and sh&rtness of the breath we chewed calamus rdot or drank tea made
from it. In fact, we still think it is mignhty useful for those pur-
poses. It was a long time after the war before there were any darkies
with enough medical education to practice as doctors. Dr. Doyle in
Gainesville was the first colored physician thet I ever saw.

"The world seems to be gradually drifting the wrong
way, and it won't get any betler 'til all people put their belief -
and I mean by that - simple faitﬂ, in the Bible:‘ What’they like of
it they are in the habit of quoting, but they distort it and try
to make it appear to mean whatever will suit their wicked convenience,
They have got to take the whole Bible end live by it, and they must

remember they cannot leave out those wise old laws of the 0ld lestament

that God gave for men everywhere to live by."
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Laney had quietly left the robm, but as the visitors
were taking their departure she returned with a small package.
"This," she explained, "is some calamus root that I raised and
dried myself, and I hope it comes in handy whenever you ladies need
something for the indigestion."™

"Next time you come, I hope to have more songs

remembered and written down for you,"™ promised John.
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Addie Vinson
#x~Slave, Age 86
655 Dearing Street

Athens, Georgia

Perched on an embankment'high above the street level
is the four-room frame cottage where Addie Vinson lives with
her daughter. The visitor scrambled‘up the steep incline to
the vine covered porch, and a rap on the front door bieught
prompt response. "Who dat?" asked a very black woman, who
suddenly appeared in the hall. "What you waht?....vYassum,
dis ﬁere's Addie, but dey calls me Mammy, 'cause I'se so old.
I s'pects I'sse most nigh a hunnert and eight years old."

The old Negress is very short and stout. Her dark blue
calico dress was striped with lines of tiny polka dots, and
had been lengthened by a band of light blue outing flannsl
with a darker blue siripe, let in just below the waist line.
Her high-topped black shoes weré wan over grey cotton hose,
and the stocking cap that partially concealed her white hair
was crowned by a panama hat that flopped down on all sides,
except where the brim was fastensd up across the front with
two conspicuous "saraty-first".pins. Addie's eyesight is
poor, and she claims it was "plum ruint by de St. Vitus's
dance," from which she has suffered for many years. She
readily agreed to tell of her early life, and her eyes
brightened as she began: "lLawsy, Missy! Is dat what you
coms ‘'ere for? Oh, dem gobd old dayst! I was thinkin® *bout
0ld Miss Jus' t'other day.
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*] was borned down in Oconee €County on Marse ike
Vinson's place. 01d Miss was Marse lke's mother. My Mammy
and Pappy was Peter and 'Nerva Vinson and dey was both field

hands. Marse Ike buyéd.my Pappy from Marse Sam Briéhtwell.

Me and Bill, Willis, Maze, Harrison, Easfer, and Sue was all
de chillun my Mammy and Pappy had. Depe wara't but four of
us big enough to wuk when Marse Ike married Miss Ann Hayes
and dey tuk Mammy wid 'em to dey new homs in town. I stayed

dar on de plantation and done lots of little jobs lak waitin®

on table; totin® 014 Miss! breakfast to her in her room evvy
——

oananny

mornin®*, and I holped 'tend to de grainery. Dey says now

m——

dat folkses is livin' in dat old grainery houss. |

"Dat was a be-yootiful place, wid woods, cricks, and

fields spread out most as fur as &ou could see. De slave
quarters would'a reached from here to lMilledge Avenue.

Us lived in a one-room log cabin what had a chimbly made out
of sticks and mud. Deu homemade beds what us slep' on had big
old high posties wid e great big knob on de top of each post.
Our matt'esses was coarse home-wove cloth stuffed -wid field
straw. 7Tou know I laked dem matt'’esses 'cause when de chinches.
got too bad you could shake out dat straw and burn it, den
scald de tick and fill it wid fresh straw, and rest in peace
again. You can'f never git de chinches out of dese cotton
matt'esses us has to sleep on now days. Pillows? What you
talkin® 'bout? You know Niggers nevar‘had no pillows dem

days, leaseways us never had none. 'Us did have plenty of

i
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of kivver dough. Folkses was all time a-piecin' quilts and}
having quiltin's. All dat sort of wuk was done at night.
"Pappy's lla and Pa was Grandma Nancy and Grandpa Jacob.
Day was field hands, and dey b'longed to Marse Obe Jackson. |
Grandma Lucy and Grandpa Toney liurrah was owned by liarse |
Billy Murrah. ldarse Billly was & preacher what Sho.coul&

come down wid de gospel at church. Grandma Lucy was his cook. )

Miss Sadie LeSeur got Grandma Lucy and tuk her to Columbus,

Georgy, and us never seed our grandma no more. liss Badie
had been one Of.EE_ZEEEEE_ﬁflS' She tuk our aunt Haley 'long
too to wait on her when she started out for Europe, and 'fore
dey got crost de water, Aunt Haley, she died on de boét. Liiss
Sarah, she had a time keepin' dem boatsmens from th'owing
Aunt Haley to de sharks. OShe is buried in de old country
somewhar.

"Now liissy, how was lilgger chillun gwine to git holt
of monay in slavery ti me? Old liarse, he give us plenty of
somepin t'eat and all de cliothes us need2d, but he sho kep'
his money for his own self.,

"Now ‘*bout dat somepin t'eat. Gho dat! Us had plenty
of dem good old collards, turnips, and dem sort of oatments,
and dar was allus a good chunk of meat to bile wid 'em.

ilarss Ike, he kep' plenty of evvy sort of meat folkses knowed

about dem days. He had his own beef cattle, lots of sheep,

dat old bench dey used to lay de meat out on to cut it up is

14
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standin' dar yet. |

"tPossums? Lawd, dey was plentiful, and dat ain't all .
‘dere was on dat plantation. One time a slave man was 'possum
huntin"énd, as he was runnin' 'round in de bresh, he looked
up and dar was a btar standin' right up dn his hind laigs
grinnin' and ready to eat dat Nigger up. Oh, good gracious,

how dat Nigger did run! Dey fetched in 'possums in’piles, and

————

dere was lots of fabbits, fixes, and coons. Dem coon, fox

and 'possum hounds sho knowed deir business. Lawsy, I kin

jué' smell one of dem good old 'possums roastin' right now,
atter all dese years. You parbiled de 'possum fust, and den
roasted hinm in a heavy iron skillet what had a big o0ld thick
lid. Jus' 'fore de 'possum got done,you peeled ash-roasted
'tatsers and put 'em &ll 'round de 'possum so as dey would
soak up some of dat good old gravy, and would git good and
brown. Is you ever et any good old ashcake? You wropped
de raw hoecake in cabbage or collard leafs and roasted ‘em
in de ashes. VWhen dey got done, you had somepin fit for a
king to eat.

"Dg kitchen was sot‘off a pieoé from de big house,
and our white folksss wouldn't eat deir sﬁpper *fore time
to light de lamps to save your life; den I had to stan' *thind
0ld iiiss' chesr and fan her wié/g;}g;gey-feather fan to keep

de flies off. No matter how rich folkses was dem days dere

warn't no screens in de houses.

e T~

.

"I never will forgit pore old Aunt llary; she was our

cook, and she had to be tapped evvy now and den 'cause she
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had de drapsy so bad. Aunt Mary's old man was Uncle Ha#ris,
and I 'members how he used ,to go fishin' at night. De udder
slaves went fishin' too. Many’s-de'time I'se seced my Mhmm&
come back from Barber's Crickrwid a string of fish dfaggin'
from her shoulders down to de ground. Me, I ;aked milk more'n
anything else. You Jjus' oughta seed dat place at milkin'
time. Dere was a heap of cows a fightin', chillun hollerin?,
and sich a bedlam as you can't think up. Dat old plantation
was a grand place for chillun, in summertime 'specially,
‘cause dere was so many branches and cricks qlose by what us
chillun could hop in and cool off.

"Chillun didn't wear nothin' but cotton slips in summer,

but de wintsr clothes was good and warm. Under our heavy

e
e siamunhdan

M
winter dresses us wore quilted underskirts dat was sho nice

and warm. Sunday clothes? - Yes liar'm, us allus had nice

clothes for Sunday. Dey made up our summertime Sunday dresses

out of a thin cloth called Sunday-parade. Dey was made spen-

ser fashion, wid ruffles *round de neck and waist. oOur
ruffled petticoats was all Ftarehed and ironed stiff and élick,
and us jus' knowed our long pantalettes, wid deir scalloped
ruffles, was mighty fine. Some of de 'omans would wuk fancy
eyelets what dey punched in de scallops wid locust thorns.

Dem pantalettes was buttoned on to our drawers. Our Sunday

dresses ror winter was made out of linsey-woolsey cloth.
et T T et e —

White ladies wore hoopskirts wid deir dresses, and dey looked
e )
lak fairy queens. DBoys wore plain shirts in summer, but in

’
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winter dey had warmer shirts and quilted pants; Dey would put
two palr of britches togedder and quilt *em up so" you couldn't’
tell what sort of cloth dey was made out of. Dem pants was

called suggins.

"All de Niggers went barfoots in summer, but in winter
‘ bal . -

us all wore brogans. 014 liss had a shos shop in de cellar

e ——

under de big house, and when dem two white 'omans dat she

hired to make our shoes come, us kncwed wintertime was nigh.
T e, e T

e,

Dem 'omans would stay 'til dey had made up shoes enough to
last us all winter long, den dey would go on to de next.place
what dey s'pected to make shoes.

"Marse Ike Vinson was sho good to his Niggers. He was
de hanger, 'cept he never hung nobody. Him and Miss‘Ann had
six chillun. Dey was lilss Lucy, Miss kyrt, Miss Sarah, Migs
Nettie, Marse Charlie, and Marse Tom. Marse Ike's ma, 0ld
Miss, wouldn't move to town wid him and liiss Ann; she stayed
on in de big house on de plantation. To telllde truf I done

forgot 0ld liiss' name. De overseer and his wife was Mr.

iZdmond and Miss Betsey, and dey moved up to de big house
‘ v .
wid old liss atter liarse lke and liss Ann moved to town.

Stiles Vinson was de carriage driver, and he fotched Marse

s v
O e

e g,

Ike out to de plantation evvy day. Lord! Gracious alive!
It would take a week to walk all over dat plantation. Dere
was more'n a thousand acres in it and, countin' all de chillun,
dere was mighty nigh a hunnert slaves.

"Long 'fore day, dat overseer blowed a bugle to wake

up de Niggers. You could hear it far as High Shoals, and us
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lived dis side of Watkinsville. Heaps of folkses all over

dat part of de country got up by dat old bugle. I will never - °
forgit one time when de overseer said té us chillun:. ~*You
fellows go to do field and fetch.some corn tops.' Mandy said:
'He ain't talkin' to us *cause us ain't fellows and I ain't
gwine.' Bless your sweet life, I runnsd and got‘dem corn tops,
tcause I didn't want no beatin'. Dem udder chillun got deir

footses most cut off wid dem switches when dat overseer got to

st 2

de Niggers hard; he driv' 'em all de time. Dey had to go to

J— A T P ot etk S

de field long 'fore sunup, and it was way atter sundown 'fore
\__—/——w M . >
dey could stop dat field wuk. Den dey had to hustle to finish

deir night wuk in time for supper, or go to bed widout it.
"You know dey whupped Niggers den. Atter dey had done
wukked hard in de fields all day long, de beatin' started up,

and he allus had somepin in mind to beat *'em about. When dey

7%
&
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beat my Asunt sSallise she would fight back, and once when Uncle
Randall said somepin he hadn't oughta, dat oversser beat him
'so bad he couldn't wuk for a week. He had to be gfez all over A
evvy day wid hoalin' ointmeﬁt for a long t;me 'foie dem gashes
got well. ,

ﬁgifgmgﬁgwgetta was de Nigger 'omans what put pizen in

some collards what dey givg_égnj_Nﬁxa and her baby to eat.

She had been laughin' at a man 'cause his coattail was a-flap-

pint' so funny whilst he was dancin', and dem two Jezebels
thought she was makin' fun of dem. At de gréveyard, tfore dey

buried her, dey cut her open and found her heart was all deeayed.

«~



De overseer driv dem ‘omans clear off de plantation, and
Marster, he was mighty mad. He said he had done lost *bout
$2,000, If he had kotched dem *omans he woulda~hung ‘om,
cause he was de hanger. In 'bout two weeks dat oversser left

, . ~
dar, and Old Marse had to git him anudder man to take his place.

"Sho! Dere was a jail for slaves and a hangin' plage |

right in frdnt of de jail, but rone of 0ld Marster's Niggers

warn't never put in no jailhouse. Oh God! Yes, dey sold

slaves. My own granddaddy was made to git up on dat block,

-and dey sold him. Oné time I seed 0ld Marse buy four boys."

At this point the/narrative ceased when.Addie suddenly remem-
bered thet she must stop to get supper for the daughter, who
would soo; be returning from work. |

The visitor called early in thé”mofning»qf the follow-
ing day, and found Addls bent over her washtubs in the bacg
yard. "Have dat cheer," was the greeting as the old Negrgss
lifted a dripping hand to point out a chair under the spread- |
ing branches of a huge oak tree, "You knows you don't want to
hear no more 'bout dat old stuff," she said, "and anyhow, ié
you gittin' paid for doin' dis?" When the visitor admitted
that these interviews were part of her salaried work, addie
quickly asked: "What is you gwine to give me?®

When the lasf plede of wash.had been hung on the line
and Addis had turnsed a large lard can upside down for a stool,
she settled down and began to talk freely. |

"No Ma'm, dey didn't low Niggers to larn how to read

and write. I had to go wid de white chillun to deir school on

- ¥
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Hog lountain road evvy day to wait on 'em. I toted water for

- Tem kep! dé firé goin'; and done all sorts of little jobs lak

dat. liiss lartha, de overseer's daughter, tried to larn me to

read and write, but I wouldn't take it in.

o

"No Ma'm dere warn't no churches for Niggers in slavery
time, so slaves had to go to deir white folksss churches. Us
went to church at Bettf Berry (Bethabara) and kiars Hill. When
time come for de sermon to de Niggers, sometimes de white
folkses would leave and den égain dey would stay, but dat’over-

seer, he was dar all de time. 0ld man Isaac Vandiver, a Nigger

preacher what couldn't read a word in de Bible, would git up in

dat pulpit and talk from his heart. You know dere's heaps of

e

folkses what's got dat sort of 'ligion - it's deep in deir

- hearts. De Reverend Freeman was de white folkses' preacher.

I laked him best, for what he said allus sounded good to me.

"At funerals us used to sing Hark From De Tomb A Doleful

osound. I never went to no funerals, but 0ld Liarster's and

aunt Nira's, 'fore de snd of de war.

" 0ld liarster went off to de war, he had all his

slaves go to de musterln' ground to see hlm leave. He was

captain of his company from Oconue uounty, and 'fors he left

o e oA AR S AT i o1
- L by S ant NI S

he had de mens in dat company bury delr silver and gold, dsir
watches, rings, and jus' anything dey wanted to ksep, on Hog
Liountain. He lef' a guard to watch @ie hidin' place so as dey
would have somepin when dey come back home, den dey marched
back to de musterin' ground dat was twixt de Hopkins' plapta-

tion and 014 lLiarster's place. Uncle Solomon went along to de

oy +
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war to tote Liarstsr's gun, cook for him, and sich lak. It
warn't long 'fore old larse was kilt in dat wer, and Uncle
30lomon fétches him back in a coffin. &ll de sluaves dat went

to de buryin' jus' trembled when guns was fired over Cld liars-

s

A e e raan

ter's grave. Dat was done to show dat 0ld Lierster had been

-

a powerful high-up man in de army.
"Good Gracious! Dsre didn't nary a ligger go off from

our place tc de ilorth, 'causs us was skserad of dem Yankees,

oJere was & white slave-trudser named LicRaleigh what ussed to

T ———S—

come to 0ld larster's plantation to buy up Niggers to take 'en

to de lilssissippi bottomgs, When us seed him comin' us 1it out

S

for de wood:. He ot aunt Rachel; you could hezr har hollerin!
a mils down de road.

"oht! Good Lord! Dsn gatterollers was awful. Folkses
what dey cotchad widout no paper, dey Jjus' pldm wore out. (ld
man John was de fiddler on our place, and whan de patterollers
cotchad him dsy bsat him up de wust of all, 'eause him and his
£fiddle wizs all de tinte drawin' Tiggsrs out to do da?ces.'

“If 0ld wmerstsr wanfed to send a messuge he sont Uncle
faldall on a muls nemad Jiwm, ooumstines dut old mule tuk a

2

notion he didn't want to $o; den hs wouldn't budge. I ricol-

lects one time dey tux a bundle of foddsr and tied 1t to 01d

Jim's tuil, but still he wouldn't wmove. Uld biarstzr kep' a

spacial 1mun to fetch and curry wail for de- piuntution in a

[ A S TR

road cyart, and nobody wurn't 'lowsd to go nigh dat cyart.

D A SR P DAy

"ghen slaves ot in from de fields «t night dey cooked

and 2t deir supper and went to bed. Dey had done been wukin?

107

.
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since sunup. When dere warn't so much to do in de fields,

sometimes 0ld Marster let his Niggers lay off from wuk atter

dinner on Saddays. If de chinches was most eatin' de Niggers

up, now and den de 'omans was 'lowed to stay to de house to

scald evvything and clear ‘om out, but de menfolkses had to

go on to de fisld. On Sadday nights de 'omans patched, washed,

and cut off psaches and applss to dry in fruit season. 1In de

P

daytime dsy had to cut off and dry fruit for 0ld lLilss. When

slaves got smart wid delr white folkses, deir larsters would ) ,
heve 'em beat, and dat\was de end of de matter. Dat was a %E/
heap better'n dey does now days, 'cause if a Niggsr gits out of g‘
place dey puts him on de cheaingange.

"Sunday was a day off ror all de siaves on our plgnta-

tion. Cause, de mens had to look atter de stock in de lot

right back of de cabins. De 'omans cooked allAggy for de

-

next week. If dey tuk a notion to go to church, mules was

hitched to wagons made lak dippers, and dey Jjigged off down

de road. Us had four deys holiday for Christmgs. 01d kilss
give us lots of good things to eat dem four days; dere was
cake, fresh meat, and all jinds of dried fruit what had been
done stored away. all de Wiggers tuk dat -time to rest but ny
ammy. She tuk ms and went 'round to de white folkses' houseé
to wash and weave. Dey said I was a right smaft, peart little
gal, and white folkses used to try to hire me from Old Miss,
When dey axed her for me, Old liiss a&llus told ‘'em:  *You don't

want to hire dat gal; she ain't no 'cdunt.; She wouldn'*t let ::

nobody hire her Niggers, 'cept lammy, 'cause she knowed lammy

warn't gwine to leave her nohow. On New Year's Day, if ders
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warn't too mﬁch snow on de ground, de Niggers burnt brush

and cleared nsw ground.
MMN

N—————

"When Aunt Patience led de singin' at cornshuekin's,

de shucks sho'ly did fly. Atter de corn was shucked dey fed
us lots of good things and give us plenty of liguor. De way

cotton pickin' was managed was dis: evvybody dat picked a
— \___—

thousand pounds of cotton in a week's time was 'lowed a day

—
off. NMammy picked her thousand pounds evvy week.

"Dances? NOw you's talkin' 'bout somepin' sho' *nough.
61d John, de fiddlsr man, was right dere on our plantation.
IWiggers dat had done danced half de night would be so sleepy
vhen de bugle sounded dey wouldn't have time to cook breakfast.
Den 'bout de middle of de mawnin'® dey would complain 'boﬁt bein!
so weak and hongry dat ae overseer would fetch 'em in and have
'em fed. He iet 'em rest 'bout a hour and a half; den he
marched ‘'em back to de field and wuked 'em 'til slap black dark.
Aunt Sook was called de lead wench. If de moon warn't ouf, she
put a white cloth *'round her shoulders and led *em on.

"Didn't none of (ld Marsters chillun marry in slaverj
time, but Old liiss, she letius see a Nigger gal némed Frances
Hester git married. When I sot down to dat weddin' supper I
flung de chicken bones over my shoulder, 'cause I didn't know

no bstter. I don't 'member what gals played when I was little,

‘EEE_EEX§ played ball all day long if dey was 'lowed to. One

boy, named Sam, played and run so hard he tuk his bed Monday and

never got up no more.
"I heared tell of Raw Hald and Bloody Bones. 014 folkses

would skeer us most nigh to death tellin' us he was comin’.
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ijankind! Us mnade for de house den. lissy, please mam, don'tg
ax me 'bout dem ha'nts. I sees 'em all de time. atter she had
done died out, Cld iliss Used to come back all de time. JOhe |
didn't lak it 'cause day wropped her in a windin' sheet and
buried her by de doorsteps, but I reckon dey done rixed her by
now,"cause she don't corie back no more. Dere's a house in
Athens, called de Bell House, dat nobody kin live in, ‘'cause a
man run his wife froum houe and atter she died, she come back
and ha'nted dat house.

"Lawd have mercy! Look here, don't talk lak date I
ain't told you before but part o' dis here yard is conjgred.
A han comes here sarly evvy mornin' and dresses dis yard down
wid conjuration. woon as I sot down here to tealk to you, a
pain started in wy laigs, and it is done gone all over me now.
I startad to l:zave you and go in de house. (Come on. 4Let's
leuve dis yard right now. ilurry!" on reaching the kitchen
addie hastily grasped tneg pepper box and shoox its contents
over sach shouldsr and on her head, saying: "anything hot lak
dis will sho drive dis spell away. e reason I shakes lak I
dogs, one day I was in de yard and souepin cotch me. It helt
fast to uy footsss, den I startsd to shake all over, and I
been shakin' evsr since. A white ‘'oman giume some white soap,
and evvy mornin' I washes mys<lf good wid dat coap 'fore I
puts on my clothss.®

Lzaving the kitchen, addie entercd the front room which
serves as a bedroom. "Lawdy, lLiissy!" she execlaimed, "Does

you smell dat funny scent? 0Oh, Good Lawd! Jus' look at dem
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white powders on my doorstep! Let me git some hot water and
wash 'em out quick! DNow lLiissy, see how dese Niggers 'round
here is allus up to dsir meanness? Dere's & man in de udder
room bilin' his pizen right now. I has to keep a eye on him
all de time or dis here old Nigger would be in her grave. I
has to keep somepin hot éll de time to keep oI'f dem conjure
spells. I got three pids of pepper most ready to pick, and
I'se gwine to tie 'em 'round my neck, den dese here spells
folkses is all de time tryin' to put on me won't do me no
harm. "

Addis now lowered her voice to a stuage whisper. "I
found a folded up piece of white paper under our back door-
- 8tep dis very mornin'. 3Bless your 1life, I got a stick from
de kitchen guick and poked it in a crack in de steps and got
it out 'fore I put my foots down on dem steps. I sho did."

Here sddis reverted to her story of the plantation.

"0ld licrster wes mighty good to his Niggers," she said. Vhen

R N

any of ‘'em got sigk 0ld Wiss soni to town for him, and he al-
lus come ricsht out and fetched a doctor. 0l1d idiss done her
very best for Pappy when he was tuk sick, but he died out jus'
de same. Pappy used to drive = oxcért‘and, when he was bad
off sick and out of his haid, he hollered out: t*Scotch dat
wheel! Scotch dat wheell!' 1In his mind, he was deep in de
bad place den, and didn't know how to pray. 0ld liiss, she
woulid say: ‘'Pray, Fets, Pray.' 0ld liiss maue a heap of teas
from diff'unt things lak pennyroyal, algaroba wood, suassafras,

flat tobacco, and mullein. Us wore rabbiss foots, 1little bags
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of asfiddy (asafetida), and garlic tabs 'round our necks to
kegp off mis'ries. I wishes I had a garlic tab to wear
'round my neck now.

"one day ©Old liiss called us togeddsr and told us dat
us was free as Jjay birds. DJe Wiggers started hollsrint:
'Thank de Lawd, us is free as de jay birds.' 'Bout dat time
a white man come along and told dem Niggers if he heared 'em
say dat again he would kill de last one of 'em. 014 kilss
axed us to stay on wid her and dar us stayed for 'bout three
yeurs. It paid us to stay dere 'stead of runnin' off lak soue
udder MNiggsers dat playsd de fool done. T'warn't long 'fore
den YanRees come 'long, and us hustled off to town to see what
dey looked lak. I never seed so many unens at one time in my
life before. ‘/hen us got back to de plantation de oversser to.d
Ngg_@q;ﬁpq drink no watsr out of de well, 'cause sousbody had
done put a peck of pizen in dar. He flung a whole bushel of
salt in de well to holp git rid of de pizen.

"Atter ae gnd of ue war, I went to wuk as a plow-hand.

R SR
I sho did ksep out of ds way of dem Ku Kluxers. Holksss would
sz28 'em comin' and holle? out: 'De Lu Kluxsrs ;s ridin' tonight.
Keep out of dsir way, or dey will sho ki.l you.' Dem what wus
skserad or bein' cotchsd and bsat up, done deir best to stay
out of sighte.

"It was a long tiluae atter de wur was done over 'fore
schools for Liiggers wus sot up, and den when lliggsr chillun
did git to go to school dey wurn't 'lowsd to use de old blue-

back spellin' book 'cause white r'olkses said 1t larn't 'enm

too much.
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*It was two or three years atter de war *'fors any of de
Niggers could save up snough money to start buyin' land, and -
den, if dey didn‘*t watch dey steps mighty keerful, de white
folkses would find a way to git dat land back from de Niggers.

"What! Is I got to tell you 'bout dat old Nigger i got
married up wid? I don't want to talk '5out dat low down, no
tcount devil. anyhow, I married id Griffeth and, ého dat, I
had a weddin', My‘weddin' dress was jus' de purtiest thing;‘
it waé made out of parade cloth, and it had a full skirt wid
ruffles from de knees to de hem. De waist fitted tight and
it was cut lowneck wid three ruffles 'round de shoulder. Dem
puff sleeves was full from de elbow to de hand. 4ll dem ruffles
was aldged wid lace gpd, *round my waist I wors é wide pink
sash. De underskirt\was triﬁmed wid lace, and dere was lace on
de bottom of de drawers laigs. Dat was sho one purty outfit

- dat I wors to marry dat no ‘*count man in. I had bought dat
dress from my Young lLilst'ess.

"Us had seven chillun and ten grandehillun. liost of 'em
is livin' off up in Detroit. If 24 ain't daid by now he ought
to be; he was a good match for de devil.

"] reckon ir. Lincoln and Mr. Jeff Davis done right as fur
as dey knowsd how and could. If dem northern folkses hadn't
fotched us here, us sho wouldn't nevsr have been here in de
fust place. Den dey hauled off and said de south was meaﬂ to
us Niggers and sot us free, but I don't know no diffunce. De

North sho 12t us be atter dat war, and souwe of de old Niggers

is still mad 'cause dey is free and ain't got no Marster to

e aenaniabinina ‘m—mwmr

oo
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fsed ‘*en and give 'em good wuarm clothes no mors.

"0h! TYou gits happy when you Jines up wid de churcih.
I sho don't want to go to de bad pluce. Dere ailn't but two
places to go to, Heaven and hell, and I'se tryin' to hea
for iizaven. Folksss suys dat when $ld Dives done so bad he
had to go to de bad place, a dog was sot ut his heels Tor to
keep him in dar. Lo Ham, if it's de Good Lawd's will to let
me it to isaven, I 1s sho gwine to ksep out of hell, if I kin.
tgoodbye, lLissy. Next time you comes fetch me a garlic

taeb to ksa3p de conjure spells 'way from ne," was addiets

parting request.
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EMMA VIRGEL
Ix-Slave - Age 73.

Hurrying for shelter from a sudden shbwer, the interviewer
heard a cheerful voice singing "Lord I'se Comin' Home," as she
rushed up the steps of Aunt Emma's small cabin. Until the song was
ended she gquietly waited on the tiny porch and looked out over the
yard which was attractive with roses and other old-fashioned flowers;
then she knocked on the door.

Dragging footsteps and the tap, tap of a crutch sbunded
as Aunt Emma approached the door. "Come in out of dat rain, chile,
or you sho' will have de pneumony," she said. "Come right on in and
set here by my fire. Fire feels mighty good today. I had to build
it to iron de white folkses clcthes." Aunt Emma leaned heavily on
her crutch as she wielded the iron with a dexterity attainable only
by long years of experience. Asked if her lameness and use of a
crutch made her work difficult, she grinned and answared: "Lawsy
chile, I'se jus' so used to it, I don't never think 'bout it no mors.
I'se had to wuk all of nmy 1ife% no matter what was in de way." The
comfort, warmth and cheer of the small kitchen encouraged intimate
conversation and when Aunt Emma was asked for the story of her child-
hood days and her recollsctions of slavery, she replied: "I was too
little to 'member much, but I'se heared my Ma tell *bout dem days.

"My Pa and Ma was Louis and Mary Jackson. Dey b'longed to

Marse John Montgomery, way down in Oconee County. Marse John didn't
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have no wife den, 'cause he didn't git married '$il atter de War. He
had a big place wid lots of slaves. He was sho' good to 'em, and iet
‘em have plenty of evvything. De slave quarters was log cabins wid
big fireplaces, whar dey done de cookin'., Dey had racks to hang
pots on to bile and dey baked in ovens set on de harth (hearth). Dat
was powerful good eétin'. Dey had a big old gyarden whar dey raised
plenty of corn, peas, cabbages, potatoss, collards, and turnip greens.
Out in de fields dey growed mostly corn, wheat, and cotton. Marster
kep' lots of chickens, cows, hogs, goats, and.sheep; and he fed ‘em
all mighty good.

"Jarster let his slaves dance, and my Ma was sho' one grand
dancer in all de breakdown's. Dey give 'em plenty of toddy and
Niggers is dancers f'um way back yonder while de toddy lasts.

"Slaves went to deir Marster's meetin's and éot in de back
EEJE§MEEE£°h’ Dey had to be good den 'cause Marster sho' didn't *low
no cuttin' up ‘'mongst his Niggars at de church. Ma said he didn't
believe in whuppin' his Niggers lessen it jus' had to be done, tut den
dey knowed he was 'round dar when he did have to whup ‘em.

"Ma said when dey had big baptizin's in de ;iver dey prayed
and shouted and sung 'Washin' :way my Sins,' = 'Whar de Healin' Water
Flows,' and 'Crossin' de River Jerdan.! De white preacher paptized
de slaves and den he preached-dat was all dere was to it 'ceppen de
big dinner dey had in de churchyard on baptizin' days.

"When sléves died, dey made coffins out of pine wood and

buried 'em whar de white folkses was buried. If it warn't too fur a
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piece to de graveyard, dey toted de coffin on thrae or.four hand
sticks. TYessum, hand sticks, dat's what dey called 'em. Dey was
poles what dey sot de coffin on wid a Nigger totin' each end of de
poles. De white preacher prayed and de Niggers sung 'Hark f'um de
Tomb,*

"Mo, said she had a grand big weddin'. She wore a white
swiss dress wid a bleachin' petticoat, made wid heaps of’rﬁffles and
a wreath of flowsrs 'round her head. She didn't have no flower gals.
Pa had'on a long, frock tail, jim swinger coat lak de preacher's wore.
A white preacher married 'em in de yard at de big house. All de
Niggers was dar, and Marster let 'em dance mos' all night.

| *I was de oldest of Ma's 10 chillun. Dey done all gone to
rest now ‘ceptin' jus' de three of us what's lef' in dis world of
trouble. Yessum, dere sho' is a heap‘of trouble hers.

*Atter de War, Ma and Pa moved on Mr. Bill Marshall's place
.—————‘—"—'—_———\

to farm for him and dar's whar I was born. Dey didn't stay dar long

'fore dey moved to Mr. Jim Mayne's place away out in de country, inm

de forks of de big road down below Watkinsville. I sho' was a country
gal. Yessum, I sho' was. MH. Mayne's wife was Mrs. Emma Mayne and

she took a lakin' to me 'cause I was named Emma. I stayed wid her

chilluns all de time, slep' in de big house, and et dar too, jus' lak

one of dem, and when dey bought for dey chillun dey bought for me too.

"Us wore homespun dresses and brass_toed shoes. Sometimes

us would git mighty mad and fuss over our games and den Miss‘Emma

would make us come in de big house and set down. No Ma'am, she never
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did whup us. She was gdod and she jus®' talked to us, and told us

us never would git to Heb'en lesseén us was good chillun. Us played

games wid blocks and jumped de rope and, when it was warm, us waded
St — ——— s

in de crick. Atter I was big 'nough, I tuk de white chillum teo

nmn—

Sunday School, but I didn't go inside den - jus' waited on de outside

for 'em. I never got a chanct to go to school none, but de white

chilluns larnt me soms.

"Morse Jim was mighty good to de Niggers what wukked for
him, and us all loved him, He didn't 'low no patterollers or none of
dem Ku Kluxers neither to bother de Niggers on his place. He said

he could look atter *em his own self. He let 'em have dances, and

evvy EEBELQ\QE\EEly he had big barbecues. . Yessum, he kilt hogs,

goats, sheep and sometimesg a cow for dem barbecues. He believed in
havin! planty to eat.

“] 'members dem big corn shuckin's. He had de mostes' corn,
what was in great big piles put in a circle. All de neighbors was
axed to come and bring deir Niggers. De fus' thing to do was t;
'lect a gen'ral to stand in de middle of all dem piles of corm and
lead de singin' of de reels. No Matam, I don't 'member if he had no
shuck stuck up on his hat or nbt, and I can't ricollec' what de words
of de reels was, 'cause us chillun was little,den, but de gen'ral he
pulled off de fus' shuck. Den he started singin' and den dey all
sung in answer to him, and deir two hands a-shuckin' corn kep' time
wid de song. #&#s he sung faster, dey jus' made dem shucks more dan
fly. Evvy time de gen'ral would speed up de song, de Niggers would

spead up deir corn shuckin's. If it got dark 'fore dey finished,

us chillun would hold torch lights for ‘em to see how to wuk. De



5« 4120

lights was made out of big pine knots what would burn a long time.
Us .felt mighty big when us was 'lowed to hold dem torches. When day
got done shuckin' all de corn, dey had a big supper, and Honey, dem
was sho' some good eatments - barbecue of all sorts - jus' thinkin'
‘bout dem pies makes me hongry, even now. Ma made 'em, and she
couldn't be beat on chicken pies and sweet potato pies. #Atter dey
done et and drunk all dey wanted, Marse Jim would tell 'em to go to
it. Dat was de word for de gen'ral to start up de dancin', and dat
lasted de rest of de night; dat is if dey didn't all fall out, fof
old tiﬁe corn shuckin' breakdowns was drag-outs and atter all dem
'freshments, hit sho' kept somebody busy draggin' out dem what fell
oute. Us chillun was 'lowed to stay up long as us wanted to at corn
shuckin's, and sometimes us would git out and try to do lak de grown-
up Niggers. Hit was de mos* fun.

*Dey went huntin' and fishin' and when dey cotch or kilt
nuch, dey had a big supper. I 'members de fus' time 1 ever Qooked
'possum. Ma was sick in de bed, and de mens had done been *'possum
— :
huntin'. Ma said I would jus' have to cook dem 'possums. She told
me how to fix *em and she said to fix 'em wid potatoss and plenty of
butter and red pepper. Den she'looked at me right hafd and said dat
dey had better be jus' right. Dat skeered me'éo I ain't never been
so I could eat no 'possum since den. Yessum, dey was cooked jus'
right, out cookin' 'em jus' once when I was skeered cured me of de
taste for eatin' !'possum.

"Us chillun didn't git out and go off lak dey does dese days.

Us stayed dar on de plantation. In winter us had to wear plenty of
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clofhes, wid flannel petticoats and sich lak, and us stayed in by de
fire. Big boys had clothes made out of jeans, but little boys wore
home spun shirts. On hot days us jus' wore one piece of -clothes,

a sort of shirt what was made long and had a yoke in it.

*Dey made me use snuff to cure my sore eyes when I"was

little, and I never could quit usin' it no more. When I was 'bout
15, Ma and Pa moved to Athens and I went to wuk for Mr. Joe Webb's

fambly. I wukked for *em for 30 years and raised all deir chillun.
— - : :
Jey was all mighty good to me and seed dat I had plenty of evvything.
' 1 out
I would still be dar, but de o0ld folkses all done died/and gons to

dey rest and de younguns done married and lef' hers.

*] was wukkin' right in de house wid ‘'em when I ‘cided to

git married. Yes Ma‘am, I sho' done had one swell elegant weddin'.

a3

Jus' evvything heart could ask for. I pmarried at ny Mats house, but
my white.folkses was all right dar, and dey had done fixed de housse

up pretty wid flowers all over it. Dey give me my white flannel

weddin' dress and it was sho' pretty, bput dey warn't nothin' lackin®

*bout my second day dress. My white folkses bought dat éoo, - 1t was
a bottle green silk. Lawsy, but I was sho' one dréssed'up bride. It
was 8 o'clock dat night when dd preacher got finished wid tyin' dat
knot for me and Sam Virgel. My siéter and héf fellow stood up wid
us and us had a big crowd at our weddin' supper. Dere was one long
table full of our white folkses, 'sides all de Niggers, and I jus'
never seed so much to eat. My white folkses said dat Emma jus® had

to have plenty for her weddin' feast and dey evermore did lay out good
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things for dat supper, and dem Niggers sho' did hide dat chicken
and cake away lak dey hadn't never seed none befors.

"I wukked on for de Webbs 'til dey was all gone. De old
folks is in Heb'en whar I 'spects to éee 'em some day when de Lord
done called me home. De younguns moved away, but I still loves 'em
evvyone, 'cause dey looked atter old Emﬁa s0 good when dey was hére.
Us never had no chillun an@ Sam done been gone to his res' long years
ago. I'se jus' a-wukkin' and a-waitin' 'til I gits called to go too.
I don't have plenty all de time now lak I used to, and nobody here
looks atter old Emma no more, but I makes out.

"I*se mighty glad it rained if dat's what sont you to my
door. It's been nice to talk wid white folkses again. I wisht I had
somaepin' nice for you!\ ‘Let me cut you a bunch of my flowers?® She
carefully placed her iron on the hearth and hobbled out in the yard.
The May shower had been followed by sunshine as she handed her guést
a huge bouquet of roses, Aunt Emma bowed low. "Good-bye, Missy,"

she said, "please come back to see me."
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INTERVIEW WITH BHODUS WALTON, EX~SLAVE

Ten years before the Emancipetion Proclamation was signed, a son Was
born to Antony and Patience Walton' who 1ived in Lumpkin, Stewart County, Ga.
When this son, Rhodus, was three weeks old, his mother, along with the three
younger children, was sold. His father and the thirteen sons and de;;ghtera
that she left behind were never seen sgain. His parents' birthplace and the
name they bore before moving to the Welton home are unknown %o Rhoﬁna and fxe
never wes able to trace his family even after "freedom."

The Walton plentation, home of }r. Sam B. Walton who purchased his
mother, was a very large one with the *Big House™ on an elevation near the
center. The majestic colonial home with its massive columns was seen for miles
around and from its central location the masier was able to view his entire
estata,

Approximately one block from the plenter's home, the ”quartgxs" were
clustered, These were numerous loghouses with stick-and-clay chimmeys in which
the slave families dwelt. Each house wes composmed of one room sparsely furnished,
The beds were corded with rope and as large families were stressed, it was often
necessary for several members to gleep on the floor. There was an opeix fireplace

at which family meals were prepeged. Equipment consisted of an iron pot suspended

by a hanger and a skillet with long legs that enebled the cook to place fire beneath

it. Bread known as "ash cake" was sometimes cooked on the hot coals.

The auction block was located not far from this old home. Here Rhodus
Walton with other young children watched slaves emerge from boxcars, where they
“had been packed so closely +that there was no room to sit, to be =01d to the

highest bidder., This was one of his most vivid recollections,
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As Rhodus' father did not come to this home with his family, he knows nothing
of hime Except for brief intervals his mother worked in the house where cotton and
wool were spun into tﬁread and then woven into cloth from which the slaves' clothing
was mede. An elder sister nursed the master's smeller children, Rhodus' first
duties were to drive the coirs to and from the pastures end to keep the calveé from
annoying the milkers, |

His master was a very cruel men whose favorite fcrm of pumishment wes +o
take a man (or vonhn) to the edge of the plantasion where & rail fence was located.
His heéd was then placed between two ralls so that escape was impossible end he was
whipped until the overseer was exhausted. This was &an almost dailyvoccurrénce; ’
administered on ﬁhe slightest provocation.

Saturday was the only afternoon off and Christmas was the only wacation
period, but one week of festivities made this season long remembered. Many "frolics"
were given and everyone danced where banjoes were available; also, these resourceful
people secured mmch of their music from an improvised fiddle fashioned from a
hand saw, Immediately after these festivities, preparations began for sp'ring
planting. New ground was cleared; old land fertilized and the corn fields cleared
of iast year's rubbish.

‘ Courtship began at a later ‘sge than is customary now but they were much
more brief, Gifts to one's sweetheart were not permi’c‘t'ed, but verses such as:
Roses are red,
Ticlets blue,
I don't love
No one but you
were invariably recited to the loved one. Young negro men always "cocked* their
hats on one side of their heads when they became interested in the other aex.
Marriesges were pecrro:;med by the master. Common law situations did not exist.

Serious illnesses were not frequent and home remedies compounded of roots

and herbes usually sufficéd . Queensy's light root, butterfly foota, scurry root,
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red shank root, bull torgue Toot wers all found in' the woods and the teas mad'e‘3
from their use were "cures"” far many ailments. Whenever an illness necessitated
the servides of a physician, he was called. One difference in the old family
doctor and those of today was the method of treatment. The former aiways carried
his medicine with him, the latter writes preseriptions. The fee was also much
smaller in olden timese

Food was distributed weekly in quantities according‘ to the size of the

family. A single man would receive @

1 pk. meal on Sunday
1 gt. syrup flour (seconds)
3% 1lbs. meat Holidays - July 4th end Christmas

- fresh meat.

Peas, pepper grass, polk salad iere plentiful in the fields. Milk and
"pot 1likker® could be had from the big house when desired, although every family
cooked for itself. Saturday ‘after:mon wes the general fishing time and each person
might catch as many as he needsd for his personal uses

The slaves did most of the weaving on the plantation, but after the cloth
was woven the problem of giving it color presented itself. As they hed no commerciel
dye, certain plants were boiled to %ive color. A plant called indigo, found in
the cotton patch, was the chief type of dye', although' fhsra was another called
copperas. The dresses meade from this ﬁ:aterial were very plain,

Halton believes in most of the old;signs' and superstitions besause he has
"watched them #nd found that they are true.* The continuous singing of a whipporwill

near a house is a sign of death, but if en iron is placed in the fire and allowed to

Tamain there, the bird will fly away.
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When the news of the war finelly reached the plantation, +he slaves toﬂmneﬁ
the progress ﬁth keen interest and when battles were fought near Columbus,
and firing of guns was heard, they cried j‘oyfully - "It ain'$ gonna be long now."
Two of their master's sons fought in the Confederate Army, but both returned home
before the c¢lose of the war. One ciay news came that the Yankee soldiers were sooﬁ
to come, and Walton began to hid all valuebles. The a.lavea‘ were sent to the
cemetery to dig very deep graves where all manner of food was stored. They were
covere‘d like real graves end wooden slebs placed at either end. For three daya.
before the soldiers wei'e expected, all the house servants were kept busy préparing
delicacies with which to tempt the Yankeés and thus avoid having ’sheir '
place destroyed. In spite of all this preparation, they were caught unavares and
ﬁen the "blue coats" were seen approaching, the master and his two sons ran, The
elder. made his way to the woods; the younger mede away on "Black Eagle" a horse
reputed to run almost a mile & minute. Ne;rly everything on the plece wés- destroyed
by these invaders. One bit of information has been given in every interview where |
Xlorthern soldiers visited a plantation, they found, before coming, vwhether tk;
liaster was mean or kind and always treated him as he had treated his slaves. Thus
Mr. Jalton was "given the works" as our modern soldiers would say.

7nen the war ended the slaves‘were notified tha'f: they we;t'e fres., Just before
Rhedus' family prepared to move, his mother was struck on the heesd by a drunken guest .
visiting at the "big house." As soon as she regained consciousness, the fenily ran
off without communicating with an elder sister who had heen =0ld to a neighbor tﬁe
previous year. A year later, news of this sister reaéhed them through a wagoner who
recognized the small boys as he passed them. He carried the news to the family's

new residence back to the lost sister and in a few weeks she arrived at Cuthbert to

make her home with her relatives.
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‘For the past 9 years Rhodus has been unsble to work as he is a vietim ef &
stroke on his left side; both sides have been rptured, and his nerves are bad.

He attributes his long life to his faith in God.
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' AN ACCOUNT OF SIAVERY REIATED BY WILLIAM WARD - EX-SIAVE oo

;77 = {rrersf <0235

e
N

In a amali one=-rcom apertment located on one of Atianta's back streets lives
Williem Ward, an ex-slave, whose physical appearance in no way justifies his claim to
being 105 years of age. He is about five f¢. in height with a rather smooth brown
complexion. What hair he has is gray. He moves about like a much younger person.

For a person of his age his thoughts and speech are remarkahly cleer,

On a bright sunny afternoon in September this writer had an opportunity of
talking with Mr. Ward and in the course of the conversation some very interesting
things were learned regerding the institution of slavery and its customs. Ward
took a dip of snuff fram his little tin box and began his story by saying that he is the
son of Bill and Leana Ward who were brought to this country from Jameica,B.W.I, The
first thing he remembers was the falling of the stars in 1833. TFrom tbat time until he
was 9 years o0ld he played around the yard with other slave childrems Then his parents
were s ent back to ;b‘fé.maica by thedir master, the fomer Governor Joseph E. Browmm. #hile
he was in bondage he carried the name of his masters insteed of Ward, his parents' neme.

From the age of 9 until he was old enough td do heavy work, he kept the mastér'a
yard clean,

Although Mr. Brown owned between 50 and 75 slaves, he had no plentetion but hired
his slaves out to other men who n‘eeded more help but were no;b able to own &8s many
slaves as their work required. |

Mr, Ward and his feilow slaves lived in one-roaom houses in the rear of the
master's home, The furnishings consisted of a bed whick was known as a "Gmnd Rascal"
due to its peculiar construction. The mattress made in the form of a large bag was
stuffed with hat and dried grass,

At daybreak sach morning they were called fram these crude beda to prepare for
the day's wark. Breakfast, which consisted of white btacon, corn bread, and imitation

coffee, was served before they left for the acene of their day's work, Incidentally

the slaves under Mr. Brown's ownership never had any other form of bread the corn b read
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This imitation coffee was made by putting corn meel in a pan, perching it until
it reached a deep golden brows and steeping it in boiling water. At noon, dh‘mer was
brought to them in the field in wash tubs placed on carts drawn by oxen. Dinner
consisted of fat meat, peas and corn bread. Often all laundry was done in these sa&me
tubs. |

The only time that this diet ever varied was at Christmes time when the master
had all slaves gathered in one large field. Then severel hogs were killed and
barbecued. Everyone was permitted to eat as much as he could, but was forbiddemn to
teke anything home. When some one was fortunaite emough to catch a possum or a coon,
he had & change of food,

On Sundeys the slaves were pmrmitted to have a religious meeting of their owr.
This usually took plece in the back yard or in a building dedicatad for this purpose,
They sang spirituels which gave vent to their true feelings. Many of these songs are
sung today. lZ'I‘here was one person who did the preaching. His sermon was always built
according to the naster's instructions which were that slaves must always remember
thet they belonged to their masters and were intended to lead a 1ife of loyel servitude.
None of the slaves believed this, although they pretended to believe because of the
presence of the white overseer. If this overseer was absent sometimes and the preacher
varied in the text of his sermon, ‘that is, if he preached examctly what he thought and
felt, he was given a sound whippinge

Mr. Brown was & kind person and never mistreated his s laves, although he did
furnieh them with the whip for infractions of rules such as fighting, stealing,
visiting other plantations without a "pess", etc, Ward vividly recalls thet one of
the soundest thrashings he ever got was for stealing Mr. Brown's whisky. His most
numerous offenses were fighting. Another form of punishment used in those days was
the stocks, such as those used in early times in England. Serious offense like

killing another person was alse handled by the master who might hang him to a tree by

the feet or by the neck, as he saw fit,
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Fow alaves ever attempted to escape fram Mr. Brown, partially because ot; his
kindliness and partically because of the fear ins ired by the peck of blood hounds
which he kept. When an escaped slave was caught he was returmed to his master and a
sound beating was administered,

As far as marriage was concerned on the Brown estate, ii. Brown, himself placed
every two individuals together that he saw fit to. There was no other wedding ceremony.
If any children were born from the union, Mr. Brown named them. One peculierity on
tr.e Brown estate was the fact that the slaves were allowed no prefsrence or choice
as to who his or her mate would be. Another peculiarity wes these married couples
were not permitted to sleep together except whem the husband received permission te
spend the night with his wife. Ward is the father of 17 childrem whose whereabouts
he does not know.

At this point Ward began to smile, and when he was asked the eause of his mirth,
he replied that he was thinking about his fellow slaves beliefs in conjuring one
another, This was done by putting some sort of wild berries in ¢hae person's food,
#hat he can't understand is why some of this black magic wes not tried on the white
people since they were holding the Negroes as slaves,

Ward recalls vividly Shermsn' ? march through Georgia. When Sherman reached
thie mwesent site of Hapeville, he bombarded Atlanta with camnon, afterwards marching
through and burning the c¢ity. The white residents made all sorts of fraﬁtic attempts
to hide their money and other valusbles. Some hiding places were under stumps of
trees and in sides o hills. Incidentally Shermen's army found quite a bit of the
hidden wealth, Slaves were never allowed to talk over events and so very few, if
any, knew about the war or its results for them before it actually happened, At the
time that Sherman marched through Atlama, Wward and other slaves were living in an
0ld mansion at the present site of Peachtree and Baker Streete. He says that Shermam

took him and his fellow slaves as far as Virginia to carry powder and shot to the
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scldlers, He stetes thet he himself did not know whether Sherman intended to ieep
rir. in slevery or free him. At the close of the war, his master, Mr. Brown, became
111 and died later. Before nis death he informed the slaves that they could remain
on his property or go where they wanted to. ward was taken to Mississl ppl where he
remzined in enother form of sle very (Peonage System) for 40 years. He remembers when
Atlenta was just & few hills without any buildings. JSome of the builainga he worked
on are the Herman Building and the originel Kimball House, & pictpre of which is
attached.

He attributes his 0ld age to his belief in God &nd living a sane life. ihenever
he feels bad or in low spirits, & drink of coffee or a small amount of whisky is enough
tc brece him. He believes that his r emedy is better then that used in sls very which
ronsisted mainly of pills and cestor oll.

with a cheerful good-bye, Ward asked th t the writer stop in to see him &gein;

s&id that he would rather live in the present age under existing conditions then live

in slavery.
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Following is Mr. Wiliiam Ward's description of the bed called "The Grand
Rascal,"

"De beds dat all o' de slaves slept in wus called 'Grand Rascals', Dey wus
mede on de same order as a box, De way dey made 'em wus like dis: dey took four
strips of narrow wood,each one of 'em 'bout a foot widesan' den dey nsiled 'em
together so dat dey wus in de shape of a square. Den dey nailed a bottom onto
dis square shape, Dis bottom wuas called de slats, When dis wus finished dey set
dis box on some legs to keep it off'n de floor, an' den dey got busy wid de
mattress. Dey took ol' oat sacks an' filled 'em wid straw an' hay an' den dey
put dis in de box an' slept on it., Dere ﬁusn't no springs on dese bunks ant
everybody bad a hard time sleepin',

"De resl weed name of dese wus 'Sonova~Bitches' but de slaves called 'em
'Grand Rascals' 'cause dey didn't want people to hear 'am use & bad word,

"After Sherman come through Atlanta he let de slavés g0, an' when he did,
me an' some of de other slaves went back to our ol' masters. OL' man Gov. Browm
wus my boss man, After de war wWus over Ol' man Gordon took me an' some of de others
out to Mississippi. I stayed in peonage out dere fer 'bout fortyvyears. I wus
located at jes' 'bout forty miléé south of Greenwood, &n' i worked on de plantations
of 01' man Sera Jones @an' Ol' man Gordon. |

I couldn't git away 'cause dey watched us wid guns all de time, When de
levee busted dat kinde freed me, Man, dey wus devils; dey wouldn't 'low you to go
nowhere --- not even to churche. You done good to git sumpin' to eat. Dey wouldn't
give you no clothes, an' if you got wet you jes' had to lay down in whut you got
wet in,

"An', man, dey would whup you in spite of de devil. You had to ask to git

water --- if you didn't dey would stretch you 'cross & barrel an' wear you out,
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If you didn't work in a hurry dey would whup you wid a strap dat hed five-six
holes in it, I ain't talkin' 'bout whut I heerd --- I'm talkin' 'bout whut I
done see'd,

"One time dey sent me on 01l' m&n Mack Williams' farm here in Jasper County,
Georgia. Dat man would kill you sho. If dat little branch on his plantatiocn could
talk it would tell many & tale 'bout folks bein' knocked in de head, I done seen
Mack Williams kill folks an' I done seen 'im have fclks killed. One day he tol' me
dat lif my wife had been good lookin', I never would sleep Wid her again 'cause he'd
kill me an' take her an' raise chilluns off'n her. Dey uster take women away fum

dere husbands an' put wid same other man to breed jes' like dey would do cattle,

Dey always kept a man penned up 8n' dey used 'im like & stud hoss,

"When you didn't do right 0l1' Mack Williams would shoot you or tie & chain
*roun your neck an' throw you in de river, He'd git dem other niggers to carry
dem to de river an' if dey didn't he'd shoot 'em down., &ny time dey didm't do whut
he said he would shoot 'em down. He'd tell 'em to "Ketch dat nigger?!, an' dey
would do it. Den he wé-uld tell fem to put de ce¢hain 'roun dere neck an' throw 'em
in de river. I ain't heard dis --- I done seen it,

"In 1627 I wus still in peomage but I wus back in Mississippi on Gordon's
farm. When de levee broke in Mdy of dat same year I lost my wife an' three
chilluns. I climbed & tree &n' stayed dere fer four days an' four nights.
Airplanes dropped food an® when I got reedy to eat I bhad to squeeze de water out
of de bread. After four days I got out of de tree an' floated on logs down de
river 'till I got to Mobile, Alabame, an' I wade fum dere to Palmetto, Georgis,
where I got down sick. De boss mans dere called Gov, Harden an' he sent de

Grady Hospital examiners down dere &an' got me an' I been in Atlanta since dat time,"
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THE STORY OF AN EX=SLAVE

Mrse Lula Washington was born a slave, She cleims to be
eighty~four years old,

Mrs. "ashington was confined to bed because of 2 recent accident
in which she received & broken leg,

She is the mother of twenty-three children of which only two are
livings She lives in one room at 64 Butler St.,, N,E. with one of her deughters,
Since the death of her husband several yea s ago she has been msking her living
as a dray-women, driving & mule cné wagon,

Following are some of the events she rememberss *Ah wuz born in
Randolph, Alabame on de plantation of Marster John Terrell, de sixth child of
my memmy and pappyMe.

"vhen ah wuz six years old marster John sold me an' my sister,

Lize and brother, Ben to Marster Charlie Henson."

"Marster Charlie wuz good to his niggers,

He never whipped dem 'less dey done somethin' awful bad, like
stezlin chickens or slipring off de plantetion without permissione.”

"It wuz funny: de white folks would whipped de niggers for stealin?
but if dey saw a hog in de woods, dey would mzke the niggers catch de hog an
kill him an hide him under dey bushes., Den at night de niggers would hafta'
go down to de spring, builé 2 fire, heat water en skin de hoeg."

"De man on de pléntation next to us' shore wuz mezn to his niggeers,
Marster Jim Roberts wuz his name, He would teke his nigeers an strip there
clothes to dere waist an' lay dem 'cross a barrel an beat dem *til the blood run,

Den he would pore salt water on de sore places."
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"Oh t'member one time he tied two wimmen by dere thumbs to a 1limb
of 2 tree for blessin' out the missus,"

"Us had plenty to eat and plenty to wear, calico drecses an!
brogan shoes, Scmetimes dere misses would give the wimmen some of her old
clothes",

411 és niggers on Marster Charlie'c plantation had to work in de
field ’cept Malindy Luy, & Mulatto nigger gal. Marster Charlie kept her
in de house to take care of Missus Jane, dat wuz Marster Charlie wife."

"One thing 'bout de mulatto nigger§@ wu;)dey thought dey wuz better
then de black nigge¥s. I guess it wuz 'cause dey wuz halfy) white, Dere wuz
a bad feelin' *tween the mulatto slaves‘ﬁ@ de black onese"

Asked, how did the slaves ..arry? She replied, "ah jest don't
'member seeing any marry 'cause a2h wuz so small., Ah wuz jest eleven years
old dec timeé of de wer but ah' members hearing same of dem sey; dat when
two sleves wanted to git married dey would hafta get permission from dere
merster, Den dey would come 'fors de marster an' he would have dem to jump
over a broom an den 'nounce dem married."

'

*"When de Yankees come thru" de white folks told us to go down to
de swamp ¥n hide cause dey would git us. When de wer wuz over de white
folks told us we wuz free."

"Marster Terrell gave my mammy an pappy a oxcart an mule a}ta bushel
of meal, Den my pappy an memmy come got me an my sister an' brother. Den we
come fram Randqlph, Alabama to Georgia."

"Sometimes I wish I.wuz back in slavery, times is so hard."”

Mrs. Washington's thief concern now is getting her old-age pension,
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GREEN WILLBANKS
Ex-Slave - Age 77.

Fairview Street,'Where Green Willbanks lives
is a section of shabby cottages encircled by privet hedges.

As the visitor carefully ascended the shaky
steps to his house a mulatto man, who was sitting on the veranda,
quickly arose. "Good morning," he said, "Yes mam, this is Green
Willbénks. Have a seat in the swing." The porch furniture was
comprised of a chair, a swing, and a long bench. Green is tall,
slender, and stooped; a man with white hair and grizzled face. A
white broadcloth shirt, white cotton trousers, blue socks, and low-

cut black shoes made up his far from immaculate ccstume.

The 0ld man's eyes brightened when he was asked
to give the story of his life. His speech showed but little dialect,
except when he was carried away by interest and emotion, and his

enunciation was remarkably free from Negroid accent.

"I don't mind telling you what I know,™ he be-
gan, "but I was such a little:chap when the war ended that there's
mighty little I can recollect about slavery time, and it seems that
your chief interest is in that period. I was born on a plantation
the other side of Commerce, Georgla, in Jackson County. My Ma and
Pa were Mary and Isom Willbanks} they were raised on the same planta-

tion where I was born. Ma was a field hand, end this time of the year

P

when work was short in the field - laying-by time, we called it - and-
on rainy days she spun thread and wove cloth. . As the thread left the
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spinning wheel it went on a reel where it was wound into henks, and
then it was carried to the loom to be woven into cloth. Pa had &
little trade; he made shoes and baskets, and Old Boss let him sell
them. Pa didn't make shoes for the slaﬁes on our plantation; 0ld
Boss bought them ready-mede and had them shipped here from the West.
"Me and Jane, Sarah, Mitchell, and Willie were
the five children in our family. Oh!vM1ss; I‘was not big enough to
do much work. About the most I done was pick up chips and take my
little tin bucket to the spring to get a cool, fresh drink for 0ld
Miss. Us childrem stayed 'round the kitchen and drunk lots of butter-
milk. 014 Miss used to say, 'Give my pickaninnies plenty of butter-

milk.' I can see that old churn now; it helt about seven or eight

gallons.

"Our houses? Slaves lived in log cabins built
the common way. There was lots of forest pine in those days. Logs
were cut the desired length and notches put in each end so they would
fit closely and have as few cracks as possible, when they stacked
them for a cabin. They sawed pine logs into blocks and used a frow
to split them into planks that were used to sover the cracks between
the logs. Don't you know what a frow is? That's a wooden wedge
that you drive into a pine block by hitting it with a heavy wooden
mallet, or maul, as they are more commonly called. They closed the
cracks in some of the caebins by daubing them with red mud. The old

stack chimneys were made of mud and sticks. To meke a bed, they first

cut four posts, usually of pine, and bored holes through them with
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augers; then they made two short pieces for the head and foot. Two
long pieces for the sides were stuck through the auger holes and the
bedstesad was ready to lay on the slats or cross pieces to hold up
the mattress. The best beds had heavy cords, wove crossways and
lengthways, instead of slats. Very few slaves had corded beds.
fattresses were not much; they were made of suggin sacks filled with

straw. They called that straw 'Georgia feathers.' Pillows were

nade of the same things. Suggin cloth was made of coarse flax wove

in a loom. They separated the flax into two grades; fine for the

white folks, and coarse for the Negroes.

"The only one of my grandpérents I can bring to
nemory now is Grandma Rose on my Pa's side. She was some wcrker, &
regular man-woman; she could do any kind of work a man could do. She

up
was & hot horse in her time and it took an extra good man to keep/with

her when it came to work.

"ghildren were not allowed to_ do much work, be-

cause their masters desired them to have the chance to grow big and

)
strong, and therefore they had few opportunipies to earn money of
their own. I never 414 own any money durihg siavery days, but I saw

plenty of ten cent greenbacks (shinplasters).

"White children and slave children played around

the plantation together but they were not allowed to fight. They had to

[ )

be on friendly terms with each other.
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"What about our food? The biggest thing we

had was buttermilk, some sweet milk, and plenty of cornbread, hog
meat, and peas, As a rule we had wheat bread once a week, usually
on Sunday. All kinds of fruits were plentiful in their seasons.
kach slave femily was permitted to have separate garden space, in
fact, 014 Boss insisted that they work their own gardens, and they
raised plenty of vegetables. Grown folks had rabbits and *possums
but I never did get much 'quainted with them. We fished in the
cricks and rills 'round the plantation and brought in lots of horny-
nheads and perch. You never saw any hornyheads? Why they is just
fish a little bigger and longer than minnows and they have little
norns on their heads. Ve caught a good many eels too; they look like
snakes, but folks call them eels. I wasn't much 'quainted with them
fish they brought from way down South; they called them mullets.

"The kitchen was a separate log house out in

tne back yard. The fireplace, where the cooking was done, took up
cne end of the kitchen, and tnere was a rack acrost it to hang the
cook-pots on for biling. Baking and frying was done in ovens and
neavy iron skillets that sat QQ\EEEXSEF so coals could be piled under-

neath, as well as over the lids.

"The long shirts slave boys wore in summer were

straight like a meal sack open at both ends, with holes in the sides
“or your arms to go through. You stuck your head in one end snd it came
out the other; then you were fully dressed for any whole summer day.

Thnese summer shirts were made of thin osnaburg. Our winter clothes
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were made of woolen cloth called merino. 014 Boss kept enough
sheep to provide plenty of wool and some mighty good food. Slave
children had no extra or special clothes for Sunday; they wore the
sane kind df gowns, or long shirts, seven days a week. 014 Boss
provided brass-toed brogens for winter, but we never thought of such
g thing as shoes to wear in hot weather.

"My owners were Marse Solomon and his wife,
Miss Ann Willbanks., fie called them 0ld Boss and 0ld Miss. As I saw
it, they were just as good as they could be. 0ld Boss never allowed
nobody to impose on his slave chil@ren. When I was a little chap
pleying around the big house, I would often drop off to sleep the
minute I got still. Good 014 Boss would pick me up and go lay me on
his own bed and keep me there 'til Ma come in from the field.

"014 Boss and 0ld Miss had five children. The
boys were Solomon, Isaac, James, and Wesley. For the life of‘mé I
can't bring to memory the name of their only daughter. I guess that's

because we frolicked with the four boys, but we were not allowed to
1} : .

play with Little Miss.

"It was a right decent house they lived in, a
log house with a fine rock chimney. 01d Boss was building a nice
house when the war come on and he never had a chance to finish it.
The log house was in a cedar grove; that was the style then. Back

of the house were his orchards where fruit trees of every kind we

knew anything about provided plenty for all to eat in season as well

as enough for good preserves, pickles, and the like for winter. 01d
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Boss done his own overseeing and, 'cording to my memory, one of

the young bosses done the driving.

"That plantation covered a large space of lang,
but to tell you how many scres is something L can't do.  There were
not so many slaves. I've forgot how they managed that business of
getting slaves up, but I do know we didn't get up before day on our

place} Their rule was to work slaves from sunup to sundown. Before

t.iey had supper they had a little piddlin' around to do, but the time

was their own to do as they pleased after they had supper. Heaps of

times they got passes and went off to neighboring plantations to visit
and dance, but sometimes they went to hcld prayer-meetings. There

RN

“were certain plantations where we were not permitted to go and certain
folks were never allowed on our place. 014W§9§§My§§_ggggagglar about
how folks behaved on his place; all his slaves had to come up to a
certain notch and if they didn't do that he punished them in some way
or other. There was no whipping done, for 0ld Boss never did believe
in whipping sleves.

"None of 'the slaves from our plesce was ever put

in that county jail at Jeffercon. That was the only jail we ever

heard of in those days. 014 Boss attended to all the correction

necessary to keep order smong his own slaves. Once a slave t;ader
came by the place and offered to buy Ma. 014 Boss took her to
Jefferson to sell her on the block to that men. It seemed like sales
of slaves were not legal unless they took place on the trading block

_-—————-\______
in certain places, ususlly in the county site. The trader wouldn't
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pay what 01d Boss asked for her, and 0ld Miss and the young bosses
all objected strong to his selling her, so he brought Ma back home.

She was & fine healthy woman and would have made & nice looking

house girl.
"The biggest part of the teaching done among

the slaves was by our young bosses but, as far as schools for slaves

was concerned, there were no such things until after the end of the
war, and then we were no longer slaves. There were just a few
separate churches for slaves; none in our part of the country. Slaves
went to the same church as their white folks and sat in the back of the

house or in a gallery. My Pa could read the Bible in his own way,

even in that time of slavery; no other slave on our place could do

that.

"Not one slave or white person either died on our
plantation during the part of slavery thet I can bring to memory. I
was too busy playing to take in any of the singing at funerals and at

church, and I never went to a baptizing until I was a great big chap,

long aefter slavery days were pver.

"Slaves ran off to the woods all right, but I

never heerd of them running off to no North. Paterollers never ceame

on 0ld Boss' place unless he sont for them, otherwise they knowed to

stay off. They sho was devils in sheeps' clothing; that's what we

thought of them patergllers. Slaves worked all deay sSaddays when

there was work tc be done, but that night was their free time. They
went where they pleased just so 0ld Boss gave them a pass to protect

them from paterollers.
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*After slaves went to church Sunday they were
free the rest of the day as far as they knowed. Lots of times they

got 'em a stump speaker - usually a Negro - to preéch.to them. There

S~
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were not as many preachers then as now.

"*'Bout Christmas Day? They always had something
like brarndy, cider, or whiskey to stimulate the slaves on “hristmas
Day. Then there was fresh meat and ash-roasted sweet 'taters, but
no cake for élaves on our'place, anyhow, I never saw no ceke, and
surely no Santa4Claus. A1l we knowed bout Christmas was eating
and drinking. As a general thing there was a big day's work expected
on New Years Day because we had to stert the year off right, even if
there was nothing for the slaves to do that day but clean fence dorners,
cut brush and briers, and burn off new ground. New Years Day ended
up with a big o0ld pot of hog Jjowl and rpeas. That was for lﬁck, but
I never really knowed if it brought luck or not.

"Well, yes, once a year they had big cornshuckings

in our section and they had generals to lead off in all the singing;
that was done to whoop up the.work. My Pa was one of the generals
and he toted the jug of liquor that was passed 'round to make his
crowd hustle. After the corn was shucked the crowd divided ihto two
groups. Their object was to see which could reach the owner of the
corn first and carry him where he wanted to go. Usﬁally they marched
with him on their shoulders to his big house and set him down on his
vorch, then he would give the word for them to all start eating the

good things spreed out on tables in the yard. There was & heap of
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drinking done then, and dancing too - just all kinds of dancing that
could be done to fiddle and banjo music. My Pa wes one of them
fiddlers in his young days. One of tné daences was the cotillion,
but just anybody couldn't dance that one. There was & heap of

howing and scraping to it, and if you were not 'quainted with it you

just couldn't use it.

"When any of the slaves were bad sick 0ld Boss

called in his own family doctor, Ur. Joe Bradbury. His plantation

hit up against ours. The main things they gave for medicine them

days was oil and turpentine. Sometimes folks got black snakeroot

Sy,

from the woods, biled it, and gave the tea to sick folks; that ;as

to c;gggﬁoffhpnqm§§qgggp. Everybody wore buckeyes *round their

necks to keep off diseases for we never knowed nothing sbout asafetida
them days; that ceme later.

"When the Yankees came through after the surrender
01d Boss and 01d Miss hid their valusbles. They told us children, 'Now,
if they ask you questions, don't you tell them wherq we hid a thing.'

)

We knowed enough toc keep our mouths shut. We never had knowed nothing
white

but to mind 014 Boss, and we were scared 'cause our/folks seemed to

fear the Yankees.

"0ld Boss had done told slaves they were free as

ne was and could go their own way, but we stayed on with him. He

provided for Pa and give him his shere of the crops he made. All of

us growed up as field hsands.

"Them night-riders were something else. They sho

did beat on Negroes that didn't behave mighty careful. Slaves didn't



buy much lgnd for a long time after the war because they didn't have
no money, but schools were set up for Negroes very soon. I got the
biggest part of my education in West Athens on Piggers Hill. When
I went to the Union Baptist School m¥ teacher was Professor Lyons,

the founder of that institution.

"When me and Molly Tate we;e_ggziigﬁ 50 years
ago we went to the church, because that was the ciheapest place to
go td have a big gathering. Molly had on a common, ordinary dress.
Folks didn't dress up then llke they does now; it was quite indifferent.
0f our 10 children, 8 are living now and we have 14 grandchildren.
Six of our children live in the North and two have remaeined here in.
Athens. One of them is employed at Bernstein's Funeral nome and the
other works on the university campus. I thanks the Lord that Molly is
still with me. We bought this place a long time ago and have farmed
nere ever since. In fact, I have never done nothing but farm work.
Now I'm too o0ld and don't heve strength to work no more.

"I thinks aAbresham Lincoln was a all right man;
God so intended that we should be sot free. Jeff Davis was all right

in his way, but I can't say much for him, Yes mem, I*d rather be free.

Sho! Give me freedom all the time. Jesus said: *If my Son sets you

free, you shall be free indeed.’

*When I jined the church, I felt like I was rid
of my burden., I sot aside the things I had been doing and I ain‘'t
never been back to pick 'em up no more. I Jjined the Baptist church
and have been teaching a class of boys every Sunday that I'm able to

go. I sho am free from sin and I lives up to it.
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"I wonder if Molly's got them sweet 'taters
cyoked what I dug this morning. They warn't much *count 'cause
the sun has baked them hard and it's been so dry. If you is through

with me, I wants to go eat one of them 'taters and then lay this old

Nigger on the bed and let him go to sleep.”
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" Just & 1ew recollections of iife in slavery time, as told me b

wno was Eliza Taliatrerro Williamson, daughter of Diekerson and Pqny
Teliaferro. .y mother was borh at Mt, Airy, North Carolina, near the
virzinia lins, ani always went to school, across tﬁe line, in Virginia,
Her grandfatner was John Tal iaferro, slave holder, tobacco raiser amd
iarmer. " The negro quarters were near - the mu.,-ar Big House. Mother said
thau great-grandfather would go to the back door each night and call every
slave t0 come in for family prayer. They cesme and knelt in the Big House, '
while oi:d-—me-%er prayed. Mother said it was like a camp-meeting when

he died - wailing and weeping by the megroes for their old Marater. She
said the slaves had the same food thatvthe white family had and the same
warm olothes for winter. All ciothing, bed M. table linen, towels,
etc. were hand woven, They raised sheep ror wool, and flax for linen,
but I don't know where they got the cotton they used. "'l'he work of the
house and farm was divided M-]m with a big family. Some of the women
cooked, sewed, wove, washed, milked bat’ pb'ver wzy sent to the field,
Kone or the mﬁ}yer family believed in women working in the fhld.%en
each of grea@grandfathér's children married, he ¢r she was given a

tew slaves, I think he gave my grandfather, Dickerson Taliaferro, three
slaves, and these he brought ‘with him to Georgia when they settled in
ihitrield County.%ﬁy grandfather was a member or the Legislature from
hitfied County for two tqrms. He was as gentle with his slaves as a
Tather would have beon;“f@u never known to abuse one or them. One

01 his slaves, who was a small boy at the mlose of the War, stayed with
my grandfether antil he was a grown mam, then aftgr a few years away
Irom home, came home to old ‘Mareter to die.l"""!his is the picture of good
slave nolderg, but 141828 sadfsaay thes all were not of that typs,
cs::ns::t-ah.ect—PUF-a 'pjiotu.re of horror, which was also told ms by my

nothe r.—Fhe—thought—ef—1t was 1ike a nightmare to my childish mind,




tory of little Joe. Joaephine
the Story Lowen.

i odqet ©
Mother—8aid Shere-—were ﬁ:wo ramiliea liv:ﬁq on addecent rarmslto her

fatherA, They were the two Tucker brothe rs, tobaceo raisers. One of the
wives, Polly, or Pol, &8 she was called, hated the family of her husband's
) ‘ ' 5N Ll; L
brother because they were more affluent than she liked them to be, Iﬁf\ oy
caused the two families to live in disagreement .q'fittle Joe belonged %o
Pol's family, and was somewhere between ten and fourteen years old.
% ‘PI c £ ’b

Mother said made Joe Work in the field at night, and ‘made kim sing so
they woulg. knowdhah wasn't asleep. He wore nothing in sammer but an old

: L] o Loy AT . .

snirf,lphioh came belgvg his knees, made-aof rough facteory-eileth. She—szid

" the bnly food Pol would give him was 3’“-5;*34 trom the table - handed to hii

out the back door. Mother said fﬂ% had some kind of impediment in her

speech, Which caused her to say 'ah' at the cloée or & sentence. So, when

she called Joe to the back door to give him his mess of scraps, she would

say, "Here, Joe, here's your truck, ah."™ Mother was & 1ittle girl then,

and she setd—ehe and grandmother -aa-lﬂ—gil 80 sorry for Joe that they
st £ Cabn b UL 4eald

would bake baskets of sweet potatoes and slip %e the-fietd—toghve—irinm,

She said he would come si-4pepSng through the tail-pienss, corn or—whatever

it might—be, almost crawling, 8o Pol wouldn't see him, emd taks the

sweet potatoes in the tail of his shirt snd scuttile sack threwgh—the—tail

siarf where he might hide and eat

She had a negro woman wao had a inaby/(and there may have been
other women) but this ygro women was not allowed to see h;t:e;by oﬁ;"‘
Jus¢ as a cow woald be let in to her calf at certain times & day, then
she had to go to the rield and leave it alone. Mother said that Pel
either threw or kicked the baby into the yard because it oried, and it
led. T don't know why the authorities didn't taxe-Roli-of her, bat

she may have had an alib 1z or some oxcnso)ror the death of the child,
-Seo—next—-sheet,
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The Burning of the Tobacco Barn Josephins
: Lowell.

i '
The/ Tucker brother had made a fins orop of tobaceo that year, more

than a thousand dollars worth in his big barn. Pol made one of her
g ‘ ;
slaves go With her . &m4 she set fire to the tobacco barm of her
v oforrt Unatbo fy  penfir-

b'rother-in-lawg u&-mm ,{110 get—away before the flames
«’qu ax3

" a crowd, 8he hid in the grass, »bght near the path where
the people were running to the fire, She had soms kind of stroke,
perhaps from fright, or pure devil"’i’ wh fich 'pat her out of business',
T wish i ¢ould remember wl;_otnor it killed her or just made a

U
paralytic of her, bwt-that is a trae story.
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FRANCES WILLINGHAM
Ex-Slave -.Age 78,

The interviewer arrived at Frances Willingham's
address on a sultry July morning, and found a fat and very black
Negress sweeping the sidewalk before the three-room frame house.
There was no front yard and the front steps led up from the side-
walk into the houss. A vegetable garden was viﬁible at the rear
of the lot. The plump sweeper aﬁpeared to be gbout five feet
tall. Her wooly white hair was plaited in tiny braids, and she
wore a brown print dress trimmed in red and blue. A strand of
red beads encircled her short neck, and a blue checked coat and
high topped black shoes completed her costume. Asked if Frances
4illingham was at home, the woman replied: "Dis is her/you is a-
talkin' to. Come right in and have a seat."”

When Frances was asked for the story of her life,
ner daughter who had doubtless been eavesdropping, suddenly ap-
reared and interrupted the conversation with, "Ma, now don't you
=it started 'bout dem old t{imes. You knows your mind ain't no
zood no more. Tomorrow ycur tongue will ‘be runnin' lak a bell
clapper a-telkin' to yourself." *Shut your big mouth, Hénrietta."
Frances answered. "I been sick, and I knows it, but dere ain't
nothin® wrong wid my mind and you knows it, What I knows I'se
gwine to tell de lady, and what I don't know I sho' ain't gwine
tell no lie about. Now, Missus, whet does you want to know? Don't

pay no 'tention to dis fool gal of mine 'csuse her mouth is big as

1ls room.

152



... 15

"I was born way off down in [wiggs County ‘'bout
a mile from de town of Jeffersonville. My Pa and Ma was Otto and
Saraﬁ Rutherford. Our Mist'ess, dat wes Miss Polly, she called
Ma, Sallie for short. Dere was nine of us chillun, me and Esau,
Harry, Jerry, Bob, Calvin, Otto, Sallie and Susan. Susan was our
half-sister_by our Pa's last marriage. Us chillun never done much
but play 'round de house and yards wid de white chillun. I warn't
hut four years old when dey made us free." Henrietta again in-
terrupted, "See dere, I told you she don't know what she's a-talkin'
'hout."

Frances ignored the interruption and continued: "Us
lived in log cebins what had jus' one room wid a stick and nmud
chimbly at de end. Our bedsteads was made out of rough planks &nd
noles and scme of 'em wes naeiled to de sides cof de cabins. lMattress
ticks was made out of osnsburg and us filled 'em wid wheat straw
in seeson. When dat was used up us got grass from de fields. Most
any kind of hay was counted zood 'nough to puﬁ in a slave's mattress.
Dey let us mix some cotton wid de hay our pillows was stuffed wigd.

"My grandmas lived on another plantaﬁion.l 1 *members
snce Grandma Suck, she wes my Ma's mammy, come to our'house and
stayed one or tw$ deys wid us. Daddy's Ma was named EEff' Both my
zrandmas was fiéld hands, but Ma, she was & house gél '*til she got
big enough to do de cyardin' and spinnin*. Aunt Phoebie done de

weavin' and Aunt Polly waes de seamster. All de lak of dat was done

atter de craps was done laid by.



3‘0q 154

"No Ma'am, nobody never give slave chillun nc -
money in dem times. I never had none 'til atter us had done been
cive our freedom. I used to see 0ld Marster countin' of it, but

de slaves never did git none of dat money.

"Our 0ld Marster was a pow'ful rich men, and he sho'

h'lieved in givin' us plenty to eat, It warn't nothin' fine, but

it was good plain eatin' what filled you up and kept you well. Dere

was cornbread and meat, greens of all sorts, 'taters, roas'en-ears
u o=

sl
and more other kinds of veg'tables dan I could call up all day.

iliarster had one big o0ld gyarden whar ne kept most evvything a-

growin' 'cept cabbages and 'matoes. He said dem things warn't

. o, A NSNS ST

fittin' for nobody to eat. Marster let waddy go huntin' enough to
fetch in lots of 'possums, coons, rabbits, and squirrels. Us cooked
'em 'bout lak us does now, only us never had no stoves den, amrd had
to do all de cookin' in open fireplaces in big o0ld pots and long
handled skillets what had big old heavy lids. I'se seed Ma clean
many a 'possum in hot ashes. Den she scalded him and tuk out his
innards. She par-boiled and den basked hLhim and when she fetched him
to de table wid a heap of gweet 'taters 'round him on de dish, dat
was sho' somepin good to eat. Daddy done his fishin' in Muddy
Crick 'cause slaves warn't 'lowed to leave de plantation for nothin'
iak dat.

"Summertimes us wore homespun dresses, made wid full

skirts sewed on to tight fittin' waisties what was fastened down de
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back wid buttons made out of cows and rams horns. Our white

petticoaf slips snd pantalettes was made on bodices. In winter
us wore Eiiggggls what had three stripes 'round de bottom, and
ocver dem us had on long sleeved ap'ons what was long es de balmorals,

5lave gals' pantalettes warn't ruffled and tucked and trimmed up wid

S——

lace and 'broldery lak Miss folly's chilluns' was. Ours was Jus'

nade plain. Grown folks wore rough brogans, but me, I wore de

shoes what Miss Polly's chillun had done outgrowed. Dey called

‘em Jackson shoes, 'cause dey was made wid a extra wide piece of
w . .

leather sewed on de outside so as when you knocked your ankles Jan G@;

'zainst one another, it wouldn't wear no holes in your shoes. Our

Sunday shoes warn't no diffunt from what us wore evvyday.

"Marse Lish Jones and his wife - she was Miss Polly

- was our Marster and Mist'ess. Dey sho' did love to be good to
deir little Niggers. Dey had five chillun of deir own, two gals
end three boys. Dey was: Mary, Anna Della, Steve, John, and Bob.
'Bout deir house! Oh, Missus, dat was somepin to seé for sho'!.,

It was a big old fine two-story frame house wid & porch *cross de
: *

and three upstairs. It sho' did look grand a-settin' back dar in

e T T e

dag big 0ld oak gfove.

"0ld Marster had a overseer, but he never had no
car'iage driver 'cause he loved to drive for hisself so good. Oh
Lord! How big was dat plantation? Why, it must have been as bdbig
as from hefe to town. I never did know how meny slaves Marster

inad, but dat o0ld plantation was plumb full of ‘'em. I ain't never
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seed 014 Marster do nothin' tecept drive his car'iage, walk a

little, and eat all he wanted to. He was a rieh man, and didn't

heave to do nothin'.

"Our overseer got all de slaves up 'fore break of

p—— —re

day and dey had to be done et deir breakfast and in de field when

de sun riz up. Dat sun would be down good 'fore dey got to de

house at night., I never seed none of de grown folks git whupped,

but I sho' got a good beatin' myself one time. I had done got up

on top of de big house~porch and was a-flappinf my arms and crowin®

lak a rooster. Def told me to come on down, but I wouldn't mind

nobody and kept_bn a-crowin® and a-flappin', so dey whupped me down.
~ "Dey had jails in Jeffersonville, but dem jeils

was for white folks what didn't be-have deirselfs. 0ld Marster, de
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overseer, and de patterollers kept de slaves straight. Dey didn't

e o oo ——— B o —

need no jails for dem.

"I ain't never been to school a day in my life,
'cause when I was little, Niggers warn't 'lowed to larn to read
and write. I heared Ma say de colored preacher rgad out of de

\
Bible, but I never seed him do it, ‘'cause I never went to church

none when 1 was & chap. Colored folks had déeir own church in a
out settlement called John De Baptist., Dat's whar all de slaves
went to meetin'., Chilluns was 'lowed to go %0 baptizin's, Evvy-

e

body went to 'em. Dey tuk dem converts to a hole in de crick what

dey had got ready for dat purpose. De preacher went fust, and den

he called for de converts to come on in_and have deir sins washed

away.
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"Our Marster sot aside a piece of ground '1oné

side of his own rlace for his Niggers to have a graveyard., Us.

didn't know nothin' 'bout no fun'rals. When one of de slaves

died, dey was put in unpainted home-made coffins end tuk to de
graveyard whar de grave had done been dug. Dey put 'em in dar
and kivvered 'em up and dat was all dey done 'bout it.

"Us heared a plenty 'bout patterollers beatin' up

Niggers what dey cotched off deir Marsters' piantations widout
no passes. Sometimes dey cotched one of our Marster's slaves

and sometimes dey didn't, but dey was all time on deir job.

"When slaves come in from de fields at night de

'omens cleant up deir houses atter dey et, and den washed and got

up early next mornin' to put de clothes out to dry. Mens would

eat, set ‘'round talkin' to other mens and den go to bed. On our

plece evvybody wukked on Saddays 'til 'bout three or four o'clock

and if de wuk was tight dey wukked right on 'til night lak any
sther day. Sadday nights de young folks got togethef to have
deir fun. Dey danced, frolicked, drunk likker, gnd de lak of

) . .
dat. 01d Marster warn't too hard on 'em no time, but he jus'

let 'em have det night to frolic. On Sunday he give dem what
wanted 'em passes to go to ehurch and visit 'round.

"Christmas times, chilluns went to bed early 'cause
iey was skeered Santea Claus wouldn't come.: Us carried our stockin's
up to de big house to hang 'em up. Next mornin' us found 'em full
of all sorts of good things, 'cept oranges. I never seed nary a

orange 'til I was a big gal. Miss Polly had fresh meat, cake, syrup
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ruddin' and plenty of good sweet butter what she 'lowanced out

e b g

to her slaves at Christmas. 014 Marster, he made syrup by de
- ———————— )

barrel. Plenty of apples and nuts and groundpeas was raised

o e ———

right dar on de plantation. In de Christmas, de only wuk slaves

done was jus' piddlin' ‘*round de house and yards, cuttin® wood,

rakin' leaves, lookin' atter de stock, waitin® on de white folks

PO g

snd llttle chores lak dat. Hard wuk started again on de day atter

Attt et s i,
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New Year's Day. Old Marster 'lowed 'em mighty little rest from

den 'til atter de craps was laid by.

"Course Marster let his slaves have cormshuckin's,

cornshellin's, cotton_pjckin's, and quiltin's. He had grove atter
o onna——

A oW e

¢rove of pecan, chestnut, walnut, hlckor nut, scalybark end chin-

PR A

uapinaﬁigfs. ‘"hen de nuts was all gathered, 01d iarster sold 'em
tdnae big men in de city. Dat was why he was so rich. Atﬁer all
dese things was gétnered and tended to, he give his slaves a big
feast and plenty to drink, and den he let 'em rest up a few days
'fore dey started back to hard wuk.

"I never seed but one marriage on-0ld Marster's

plantation, and I nevér will forgit dat day. Miss Polly hed done

~imme one of 1little Miss #isry's sho' 'nough pretty dresses and I

wore it to dat weddin', only dey never had no real weddin'. Dey

was jus' married in de yard by de colored preacher and dat was

all dere was to it.

*Ma used to tell us if us didn't be-have Raw Head

end Bloody Bones would come git us and take us off. I tried to see
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him but I never did. Grown folks was all time skeerin' chillun.
"hen us went to bed at night, us used to see ghosties, what

looked lek goats tryin' to butt us down. Ma‘said I evermore

used to hollér out in my sleep 'bout dem things I was so skeered of.

"White folks was mighty good and kind when deir

slaves got sick. 014 sarster sont for Dr. 'Free (DuPree) and when

1e couldn't git him, he got Dr. Brown. He made us swallow bitter

tastin' powders what ne had done mixed up in water. Miss Polly

s akire AT 2

J’\A%
mede us drink tea made out of Jerusalem oak weeds. She biled dem Piry
Y

weeds and sweetened de tea wid syrup. Dat was good for stomach
trouble, and us wore elder roots strung *round our necks to keep
off ailments,

"Mercy me! I'se seed plenty of dem yankees a-gwine

e —————

and comin'. Dey come to our Marster's house and stole his good
nmules. Dey tuk what dey wanted of his meat, chickens, lard and
syrup and den poured de rest of de syrup out on de ground. Atter
de war was over Niggers got so rowdy dem Ku Kluxers come 'long to
nake 'em be-have deirselfs. Dem Niggers eand Kluiers too jus' went
hog wild. -

"What did Niggers have to buy no land wid, when dey
never hed no money raid 'em for nothin' *'til atter dey was free?
Us jus' stayed on and wukked for 014 Marster, 'cause dere warn't no
need to leave and go to no other place. I was raised up for a

field hand, and I ain't never wukked in no white folks house.
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"Me I'se sho' glad Mr. Lincoln sot us free. Iffen

it was still‘slav'ry time'noﬁ:old as I is, I would have to wuk jus'®
de same, sick or mo. Now I don't have to ax nobody what I kin de.
Dat's why I'se glad I'se free.
| "Now, tbout my merriage; I was a-living in Putnam

County at &aﬁ time, and I got married up wid Greem Willinghem., He
had come dar from Jasper County. I didn*t have no weddin®. Ma
 jus' cooked a chicken for us, and I was married in a white dress.
De waist had ruffles ‘round de neck and sleeves. Us had 17 chilluns
in all, seven boys and 10 gals, dere was 19 grandchiilun and 21
great grandchillun., Dey ain't all of 'em livin®, and my old men,
he's done been daid a long time ago.™ ) /

Henrietta again made her appea;anoe'and addressed
her mother: "Hush your mouth Ma, for you knows you ain*t got all
dem chillun. I done told de lady you ein't gt your right'mind.*
Frances retorted: "“You shut up your mouth, Henrietta. I is so got
my right mind, and I knows how many chillun of mine dere was. One
thing sho® you is got more mouth den all de rest of my chillun put
together.™

The interviewer closed her notebook snd took her

departure, leaving Frances dozing in her chair.
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Who is the oldest ex=-slave in Wilkes County? This question was
answered the 6ther day when the quest ended on the sunny porch of a little
cnttage on Lexington Road in Washingion-Wilkes, for there in & straight old-
fashioned split-bottom chair sat "amnt® Adeline Willis basldng in the wz;rm
October sunshine. She 18 remarkable for her age - she doesn't know just
exactly how old she is, from all she tells and what her "white folks" say

she is around & hundred. Her general health is good, she spends hef days

in the open and tires conly on the days she cannot be out in her place in
the sune £he has the brightest eyes, her sight is so good she h;s never
had to wear glasses; she gets around in the house and yard on her cene.
Her memory is excellent, omly a time or two did she slowly shake her head

and say apologeticelly - "Mistress, it's been so long er g0, I reckon I done
[

forgot".

From her long associastion with white p_eOpla she uses very little
negro dialect and always refers to her Mother 'as "Mother™, never as Ma or
;el;my as most negroes do. .Thi; is very noticablq. - ’

Her mot;;r was Marina Ragen, "cause she belonged to the Regans," ex-
plained Aunt Adeline, "end she was born on the Ragan p/lantation right down
on Little River in Greene County" (Georgia)e When M;'ina's "young‘m.strous"
married young Mr. Mose Wright of Oglethorpc; County, she took Merina to her
new home to be her own servant, and there is where Adeline wes born, The

place was known as the Wright Planta;ion and was a very large one. S

L4
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Ad?line doesn't remember her father, and stfange to sayﬁ; she cannot recall
how many brothers and sisters she had‘though she tried hard to name them_‘ .
all. She is sure, howevery there were some. older and sa/ne younger, "I rec-
xon I must er came along -about the middle", she said. |

After a .little while Aunt'Adelihe was living far back in the past
and telked freely = with questions now amnd then to eﬁeou;fage ‘her reminisecences,
she told many interesting things about her life as a slave-._

Shé told abéut the slaves living in the Quarters = log houses all in a
long row near the ™white folks' house"™, and how happy they were. = She couldn;t
remember how many slaves were on the plantation, but was sure there were many:

"Yas'm, my Marster had lots of niggers, jest how many, I don't know, but there

sho! was a sight of us"e They were given their allowance of "rations" every

week and cooked their own meals in their cabins, They had good)plain)hcme-
raised things to eat - "™and we was glad to get it too. We didn't have no fancy

fixings, jest plain food%, Their clothes were made by negro sewing women out

of cloth spun and woven right there in the Quarters. All ti\e litf‘le dresses
were made alike, ™When they took a notion to give us Aatri'ped dresses we sho!
was drecsed upe I never will forget long as I live, a hickory. stripe~ (that‘s
what they called stripes in them, deys) = dress the}; made ms, it had brass
buttons at the wrist bands. I was so proud of that dress and tfelt'so dressed
up in it I jest strutted er round with it on", amd she chuckled over the re-~
collection of that wonderful dress she wore SO long agoe

/ - When asked what was the very first thing she remembered, Aunt Adeline
gave & rather surprising enswer: "The first thing I‘ recollect is hy love for
ny Mother = I loved her so and would cry when I couldn't be with her, and as

I growed up I kept on loving her jest that a-way ~even érter I married and had

children of my owne"™
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The first work she did was waiting in the house. Before she could read

her )ﬁ stress taught her the letters on the newspapers and what they spelled so
she could bririg them theipapers they wanted. Her mother worked in the field:
she drove steers and éould do all kinds of farm work and was the best meat

cutter on the p;aﬁtation. She was a gobd spinner too, and was required to

spin a broach of "wool spinning" every night. All the negro wamen had to

spin, but Aunt Adeline said her mother wae specially good in spinning wool and
#that kind of spinning was powerful slow", Thinking & moment, she added:

tAnd my mother was one of the best /dye___r_g, anywhere 'round, and I was too, I

did meke the— most colors by mixing up all kinds of bark and leaves. I recollect

the prettiest sort of a lilac color I made with maple bark and pine bark, not the

outside pine bark, but thet little thin skin that grows right down next to the

tree - 1t was pretty, that color was."

Aunt Adeline thinks they were more fortunate than sny other little slaves
she knew because their /Liarster had a little store right there where he would

give them candy every now and then - bright pretty sticks of cendy. She re-

members one time he gave them candy in little tin cups,' and how proud of those

. -
cups they were., He never gave them money, but out of the store they could get
what money bought so t};ey were happye DBut they had to have whippings, "yas'um,

Nt
good er bad we got them %hippings with a long cowhide kept jest fer that.

They wl}ipped us to make us g;'dw better, I recken®,

e

-. Although they got whippings a-plenty they were never separated by sale.
"No mam, my white folks never believed in selling their niggerg" s said Aunt
Adeline, and related an incident proving this, "I recollect once my oldest
brother done scmething Marster didn't like an' he got mighty med with him an'
saeid 'Gus, I'm goin' ter sell you, I ain't a-goin' to 'keep you no longer',
Mistress spoke up right quick end said: °No you ain't aygoin' to sell Gus,

"\neither, he's nussed and looked after all our oldest chillum, and he's goin'
<.\ T —————
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to stay right here's And that was the last of that, Gus was never sold -
he went to war with his young Marster when he went and died up there in fhe
war cause hé was hamesick, o Marster come back and said,"

Aunt Adeline was surprised when asked if the _Doctor sver wasg celled in
to see her or any of the slaves when thes; were sick back in slavery days - in
fact she was a bit indigneant as she answered: "No msm, I was born, growed up,
married, had sixteen children and never had no Doctor with me 'til here since
I got so old", She went on to say that her white folks looked after their
_Legroes when they weré sick,

They were given tonics and things to kéep them well so sickness among

them was rare. No "store-bought" medieines, but good 0ld home-made remedies

were used, For instance, at the first sniffle they were called in and given a
drink of fat lightwood tea, made by pouring boiling water over finely split
kindling - "that" explained Aunt Adeline, "was cause lightwood'got turpentine
in it". In the Springtime there was a mixture of -anvil dust (gathered up
from around the anvil in the blacksmith's shop) and mixed with syrup, and a
teaspoon full given every morning or so to each little pilccaninny as they were
called up in the "white folks' yard_". Sometimes instead of this mixture they
were glven a dose of garlic and whisky - all to keep them healthy and well,

/"“—"“"‘\-—-.,
There was great rejoicing over the birth of a negro baby and the white
-

folks were called upon to give the little black stranger a neme,

T Adeline doesn't remember anything about the holidays and how they were
spent, not even Christmas and Thanksgiving, but one thing she does remember
clearly and that is: "All my white folks was Methodist folks, and they had
fast days and no work was done while they was fastin' and prayin'. And we
couldn't do no work on Sunday, no mam, everybody had to rest on thet day and
on preachin' days everybody went to fhurch, white and black to the same church,

us niggers set up in the gallery that wes built in the white folks' church

for us",
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There wasn't eny time for play because there was so much work to do on & big

plantation, but they had good times together even if they d4id have so much to

.

a0, ' )
Before Adeline was grown her "young Mistresﬂ' Miss Mary Wright, married
Mr. William Turner frcm Wilkes County, so she came to the Turner Q}antation

to live. and lived there until several ysars after the Ware Adeline hadn't
been in her new home long before Lewis Willis, a young %egro fram the ad-
joining plantation, started coming to see her. "Lewis come t0 see me any
time tcause hi.s Marster, Mr. Willis, give him a pass so he wasn't scared to

be out at night 'count of the Patt_eﬁgg(ﬂq};,e\rs. They didn't bother a nigger if

~—
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he had a pass, they sho! did beat him,"
When Adeline was fourteen years old she and Lewis married, or rather

it was like this: "We didn't have no preacher when we married,.m‘y Marster and

Mistess said they didn't care, and Lewis's Master and Mjstress said they didm't

care, 8¢ they all met up at my white folks® house and had us came in and told

us they didn't mind our marryin', My Marster said, *Now you and Lewis'wa.nts

to merry and there ain't no objections so go on and jﬁmp over the broam stick
g

together émd you is married'. That wes all there was to it and we was married,
I lived on with my white folks and he lived on with his and kept canin' to see
me jest like he had done when he was a courtin®', He never brought me any
presents 'cause he didn't havé no money b0 buy them with, 'but he was good to

me and that was what counted.,™

__Sgperst_;tion end signs still have a big place in the life of this women

even after a hundred long years, She has outlived or forgottn many she use&
to believe in, but still holds fast to those she remembers, If a rooster crows
anywhere neer your door somebody is coming "ahd you might as well look for 'em,
'cause that rooster done told you". Vmen a person dies if there is a clock in
the roam it must be stopped the very minute ‘or death or it will never be any
more good - if left ticking it will be ruined. Every dark cloudy day brings

deeth - "Somebody leaving this unfriendly world today".’ Then she is sure when
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she "feals sadness” and'doesn't know why, it a sign samebody is dying *way ‘ ‘
off samewhere and we don't know it*", Yes, she certainly believes in all the
signs éhe remembers even "to this good dey", as she says,
When asked about the )'far Aunt Adeline said that times were much harder
then: ™Why we didn*t heve no salt - jest plain salt, and couldn't get none
them dayse We had'to get up the dj?ft in the smokehouse where the meat had
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