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Federal Writers' Project, ‘ © 240-~~Folklore. - do

District #5, : ‘ Interview with James e AR

Sikeston, Missouri. : Monroe Abbot, ex-slavey: ‘ jl, ]
: » Cepe Girardesu. : i

I's born on December 25, 1854. My muthuh wuz Allie Ann Lane. Aftuh
mancipation I tuk my daddies name Abbot-~he wuz Anthony Abbot, an! belong-
2d to Ole' Joe Abbot, a neighbor. Our Mastuh wuz Joe Lane an' our Missus
wuz Jane Knox Lane. Dey had a girl, Barbara Ellen, an' two boys, Tom en'

Zd. Latuh years dey had more boys but I nevuh knowd dem.

./"“w e,
De white folks house wuz big, wid porches, an flowers all aroun', an / L
: $
. o d
sweet locust trees in de do'' yard. Dis wuz up in Perry County, & few e
miles fum Seventy Six Landing. : '%
. P

When Ole Mastuh died, dat wuz de fathuh'ob young Mastuh Joe--he war

sick a long time. Dar he lay fum openin' o' spring, 'bout de time flies.

cum,i'til wheat-sowin' time in de fail. An' its de de's trufe, all dat

time he made me stan' sidé o' his bed--keepin' de flies offen him, I wuz

jes seben year oie but dere I had tuh stan, day en night; night en’ ‘day.
?Co'se I'd sleep sumtimes wen he wuz sleepin'. Sumtimes when I'd doze, my

bresh ud fall on he's face, den he'd take he's stick an! whack me a few

across de haid an' he'd say, "Now I dare you to cry."™ I cried, but he did-
- den see me do it. : o S C - ' ”

k”‘ But at ias' he died. Jane came in an' said, "He's daid. You can go %ﬂj

Iy

out to play now James." She ustah come in to Ole Mastuh an say, "Why don'
}you let him go out tuh play an' let someone else stan' here?”™ But Ole

_ﬁf Mastuh say, "™No} I want James." 8o now I runs outside--I meets ma sister

an'I.sgys?“By God, he's daid.™ I didden know I wus cussin', she say"I

| gonna tell Muthuh on you," but I's /ﬁo glad to be out, I runs till I meet
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Uncle Rube an' I says, "By God, he's daid,™ den I runs an meets ma ﬁuthuﬁ;
an' I tells her "By God, he's daid.™ She jes kinda turned her back tuh me
an' I cud see her shakin. She war laffin! |

Aftuh de buryin' was over, Young Joe and' Jane stood dar on de porch
an' dey call de darkies up one at a time. Fust éey calls ma Grampa an
young Jée says, "Yo ole Mastuh's daid., Now I's you' Mastuh, an' Miss Jane
here 1is your Missus. Do you unnerstend dat?® Grampa say "Yessir"™ an pass
on. Nex' he call Lucy, den Aunt Henna. To each one he says de same, "I's
yofé Mastuh and Miss' Jane here is yore New Missus™--sum éﬁ' em says "Yes-
sir®, sum ob! em.jeé kinda bows dey haid an' pass on. Wen he 6all mah
Muthuh up an' say de same tuh her--she look at him a nﬁnit den she say. "I
know'd yuh all dese year as Joe an' hgr as Jane, an' I aint gorna start now
callin' you Mastuh or Missus. I'll call you Joe an' Jane like I allus done,"
an! she walked away, |

One time 'fore dat she puddin near kill young Joe. She wuh hging corn
in de field an he cum ridin'-~I spect he war jes tryin' to be smaht but he

tells her to swallow dat tobbaccy she got in huh mouth. She don' pay him

ﬁo mind an' he tell her agin, Den she say, "You chewing tobacecy? Whyn't

Ayuh swaller dat?" Dat make him mad and he take a double rope en whack her

mg cross de sholders. Deh she grab huh fingers roun' his throat, an his face

éwuh all black es my own fore dey pulls her offen him. Den Ole Mastuh try

S b s

tuh whup her, but;he couldn' by hisself, so he sends fo' three nigger-buy-
ers dat's elose by. When one o' em tells muthuh to put her han's togedder
so he tie em, she grab him by dg collar an' de seat o' he's pants an knock's
his gaid agin a post:like‘a battern! ram. Den Ole Mastuh say, "Mbq'yo! bete~

ter go on home. I don' want my cullud,féiks to git bhurt.* He said it like

' date




My Muthuh wuz big an' strong. She nevuh worked in de house none but
dey warn't nothin on de place dat she coﬁldn*% do. She cud cut down a big
tree en‘chop off a rail length an' use a wedge an' maul an' make rails as
good as anybody. Pore Muthuh, she shore did have a hard time. Dey warn't
never nuthin for her but work hard all de time she neveh came in fum de
feel' 'til dark, den had to feed wid a lantern.

George Swan, a neighbor used tuh whup ole Felix with a cat-o-nine
tails til we'd hear him holler over at our pléce. i

I *member one time de snow wuz a foot deep an I had tuh gathuh corn.
I wuz barefooted an' barehanded. Mah feet hurt so bad’an' mah hands got
so stiff I couldn' work mah fingers, but ah had tuh keep on breakin' off
de corn., Dat night mah feet crack open an' nex!' mahnin' when I had tuh
meke de fires I lef' a track o' blood across de' flo.' Dey shore wuz
mean to us but God Bless you, dey's gll daid an' gone an' de Lawd has‘ibared
me.,

Wén de war cum, lots o' cullud men went off to fight fo do Government.
Young Mastuh Joe nevuh went but whénever de. sojers cum aroun' Mastuh Joe
couldn' nevuh be founs' |

One time a passel a' sojers cum to de place, dey didden go to de big
house, bﬁt dat night dey épread strew fum de straw pile on de flo ob our
cabin-~ant! slep dar. We slep in de loft. Nex' mornin! dey went to de barn
an' took de bran'! new wagon anf de bes!? team 6: mules an' dey went to de

smoke house an' hep deysefs. Dar wuz one man standin on de wagon cuttin

down de hams an' side meat an' de udder packin it in de wagon. Jane cum

out on de porch an' start raisin' a ruccus bout 'em tekin her meat. De
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sojer whﬁf wuz cuttin' down de meat pull out he's gun an! éay "Whut dat she
say?" Jane run in de house quick--but he got mad de way she telk an' den!
he take all a de meat an' cédns o' lard, an a barrel of molasses. We aint
nevuh seed dat wagon agin an it wuz bran' new,

Dey wuz a battle a few mile away ant' dey said you éouldn' walk on de
groun' wifout steppin-on daid men.

Wen de war wuz over dey didden want us to know bout it. Dey want to
lteep us es long es dey could. But it cum out in de papersfdat de Guvment
men wuz gonn%;um round;an' see so dey had tuh turn us loose.

Abe Lincoln wuz de honestest President we efuh haéi Zf it warn't fo!
him wg'd still be in‘bondage.

If you puts two hosé—shoes above youh door-ipne up an' one down--it'll
shore catch de wiches if dey tries tuh come through.

One time it wuz in de evenin' I wuz puttin hay in de pen fo de hosses at
night, an I gee .a big white light acurmin' up de lane jes a little above de
top o! de‘fence. It wuz big én' éhiny white. I wuzn' rightly skeered but
I stood dere watcﬁin' it. It cum.ﬁp an followed de! fence to de road. i
watched to see did it go to de graveyard, an®' shure nuf it did. It meant
sumpint® but I don' know whut. An den one day, bout noon I seed sumpin.

I wuz out side dar an a little dog cum tdwards me. It wo! a bright collar,
shinin®* like, an' pretty. i aint nevuh seed nuthin' like it. I goes to it
an calls, "Heah puppy, heah puppy. "It stan dere n' look at me fir a minit
den turn anﬁ' jump ovuh dat ten rail fence an' is lost in de tall weeds.

: Now~yéu'know n$'nat§hel puppyAcould jump ovuh‘a ten-rail fence. i gées in '
an tells Hanna de cook 'bout it an' she séy,hﬂLawd ha' merey! dat's a token
fo' sumpin. I don' know wﬁut mebby somebody gonna die, but it sho' is a

token,”
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Jemes Monroe Abbot lives in alley--half block north of A.M.E. Church, Cape

. .

Girardeau, Missouri. :

]




cape Girardeau Co. Folklore. ‘6
Page l. A

INTERVIE# WITH BETTY ABERNATHY
(EX-SLAVE)

"My muthuh brought me to Cape Girardeau in 1862, an' I was }bout ten yeah old'
at dat time. Huh name was lkialissa Abernathy an' she tole' me that 'Ole Massa' John
Abernsthy was meh daddy. 'Ole Massa' was mean to his cullud folks and so was 'Ole
kigsis Willie', |

"We lived up in Perry County. The white folk had a nice big house an' they was
a number of poor little cabins fo' ué folks. Our's was one room, built of logs, an'
had a puncheon floor. 'Ole 'Massa' had & number of slaves but we didden’ have no };>
school, 'ner church an' mighty little merry-mekin'. HMbs'ly, we went barefooted the 2 |
yeah 'round. |

"My muthuh an' some of the othuh women done the weavin' an' sewin'. I learned ¢

tq%pin, I could fill broaches and spin as good as any of 'em: One time 'Ole' Tom }ﬁ%

i [ \-:-\-; H
Johnson, the 'niggeri:buyer'come up frum Little Rock. He was go'in to buy muthuh N
T

en' her femily, and take us to Arkansas, but 'bout that time they wes so much talk

‘bout freein' the slaves, he was 'freid to,.

"Mostly we had right fair eatin's, We dldn't go into the big house much, jes'y\wm“'

on cleenin'..days an' such like.

"Ole Massa' ofter hired hlscullud folks out to neighbuh farmuh an' he didden'

care how they was treated. One time my two brothers was hired out an' in the evenin' -‘
they:.came an' tole muthuh they was gein' to run away ‘cause they's treated so mean. ?
She begged 'em hot to come there to hide 'cause they'd find 'em 'shore, an' most

likely kill 'em right before her eyes. They got away an‘ 'Ole Massa' come to the

A S I

cabin to search fo' 'em. When muthuh tole him she didn't know where they was, he

tied a raope 'round huh neck, en' tied the other end to the raftuhs. Then he beat

her to make her tell.

gy "‘57”]? oy

*Aftuh this we was treated so mesn that a neighbor helped us escape. We-all

got in a big wagon, 'bout tem or twelve of us, an' druv us to the Cape, where they's

‘ sojers who'd protect us.




Cape Girardeau Co.

Pege 2. . Folklorey v

(Con't Interview with Betty Abernathy Ex-slave.)-

on the cornuh where Mr. Hecht now lives. Here we lived fo' a long time. "Muthuh
an' I had no trouble findin' work to -do. She hired me out fo! twenty-fivevéents
a week an' I was so proud to be eagnin' money thst I nevuh thought 'bout learnin'

to resd or write.



" same spot during the last 71 yearsQ Being a Negro, she naturally

Ao

"AUNT" HANNAT ALLEN | Page 1.

GOD GOT A HOED ON HER

One of the oldest ex-slaves eng@uﬁtered in Missouri is "Aunt"
Hannah Allen of Fredericktown, who claims she is 107 years old. -

According to Madison County records, Aunt Hannah gave her age as

82 when she made application for & marriage license in Frederick-
town in 1912.
In spite of her extreme age, Aunt Hannah is able to do 21l of

the work around her house and she frequently walks up town and back,

Va

a distance of several blocks. Her eyesight is very good and even

at her advanced age she does not have to wear glasses, She claims
her grandfather was a white man and she attriputes her unusual
health to several caucses. She was well tréated as a slave during
her younger years when she was under the ownership of a family named

Bollinger. ©She is childless and has been content to live on the

does not take life seriously but as she expresses it "jes' lives it
like it comes". | ‘ L
In révieﬁing the incidents which she was able to recall on the

occasion of the writer's recent visit to her home, she outlined her

storj as follows:
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FREDERICKTOWN

EX-SLAVE STORIES .

 MAUNT™ HANNAH ALTEN | Page 2.

"Down in Pocahontas, Arkansas, a man had 400 slaves and de boss
would allow an old colored man to have meetins every Saturday night
and of a Friday night dey would have a class meeting. Several of dem
.”éot religion right out in de field and would kneel down in de corn-
field. De boss went home and told his wife he thought ée slaves was
losin' their minds 'cause dey was all kneeling down in de field. De
boss' daughter also ot religion and went down to de mourners! bench.
De colored church finally made de boss and his whole family get re-
ligion. De Qldehité mistress would sing and pray while she washed
dishes, milked de cows, and made biscuits. So dey called de doctor |
and he come and said dat God had ot a hold on her.

"One of de darkies nad a baby out in dé field about eleven
o'clock one morning. De doctor come out there to her. She was sick
a long time 'cause she got too hot before de chile was borm. After
dié happened de boss got to be a better man. Dis old boss at first
would not let the darkies have any church meetins.

"On Sunday dere at home de colored folks could get all de water
dat ran from.de maple trees. De slaves would get through their work
for de boss and den dere would sometimes be three days when déy qould
work for themselves. Den dey would get paid for working for others and

den buy clothes. Dey had de finest boots.
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FREDERICKTOWN

EX-SLAVE STORIES

"AUNT" HANNAH ALLEN Page 3

"Dey did not want de mistress éo tell me when we was free 'cause
dere was only two of us slaves left there. De other sléveé“already
done run off. I d4id not want to leave. When I was a slave I learned
to do a job right or do it over. I learned to sew, cook& and spin.

We set by de fireside and picked a shoe full of cotton and den we could
go to bed. But you did a lot before yoﬁ got dat shoe full of cotton
when it wés éfessed down. Dis was almost enough to oad a quilt with.
De white children would be getting their lessons den and dey used a
pine torch féf é light to see by.

"] was paid nothin' after slavery but just stayed with de boss and
dey gave me things like a calf, clothes, and I got to go to church with
dem and to camp meetings and picnics. Dey would have big basket meet-
ings with pies, hogs, sheep and de like. Dey did not allow me to go
with other colored girls if dey had no character. ie all set dowﬁ and
ate at de same table with de white folks and tended de sick together.
Today if de parents would make their children do like dey did in slav-
ery, den we would have a better race. I was better off dan de free
people. I think dat slavery taught me a lota

"In Fredericktown I worked for my mistress' sister and made $10
a month. My father told me to always keep myself clean and nice and

to comb my hair. When I lived in Fredericktown de people I worked for
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FREDERICKTOWN

EX-SLAVE STORIES

"AUNT™ HANNAH ALLEN Page 4.

always tried to keep me fron going out with de low class. After I
washed de supper dishes, I would have to €0 upstairs and cut out
quilts and I did not like it bﬁt it was good for nm.‘

™y first husband gave $50 for-dis lot I am living ‘on. Dat was
just¥§t de end of dé war. He hauled de logs and chinked and white-
washed dem and we had two rooms and a hall. It was a good, nicey
war; house. He was a carpenter. Apout twenty-five years later my
husband built him a frame house here and dug him a well. He had 4
dozen chickens, 15 head of hogs, 2 horses, 2 wagons, and a buggy to
go back and forth to de church at Libertyville, New Tenneséee, or
Pilot Knob. We lived together fifty years before he diéd. He left
me dis home, three horses, 3 milk cows aﬁd three hogs.

e had no children but 'dopted a little boy. He was my husband's
sister's child. De boy's mother took a nbtion that she wanted to work
out and she was just a young gifl so we took de boy at about de age of
three and he was with us about six years. He went to a colored school
den but a white teacher taught him. We adopted a girl too from Mar-
quand. De girl's father was é colored man and de mbthg;ﬂwas a white
woman. De woman den married a white man in Marquand and her‘husband

diﬁ<not'Want de child so we took her at about three years old. We did

not have her no time ttil she died. We have helped to raise about a
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EX-SLAVE STORIES

PAUNT" BANNAH ATLEN Page 5.

léozen children. But I have quit doing dat now. I now has my second
husband; he always liked to have children around but we ain't had
none of our own.

"When my first huspand died he did not owe fifteen cents. He just
would not go in debt to nobody. He attended de Masonic~lodge. After
he died I went to work. I bought Wood; washed, ironed, and cooked. I
have made as high as $15 a week and keep. I took care of a man'; chil-
dren after him and his wife separateds We have had two houses burn
down right here. One of our houses was a little too close to Saline
Creek and it Wés condemned and we tore it down and builf de one we have
now, thirteen years ago. Harry Newberry has a mill and he give us de
lumber to build dis house.

"We have a lot in de colored graveyard. I have no insurance but
Mr. Allen has some kind of insurance, so if he gets hurt traveling he
will get something. We is getting, together, $25 in pensions a moﬁth
and we is living pretty well right now. Some months we spend from sev-
en to eight dollars on food. Almost everything is cash for us. I beenA
going barefoot about ten years. I come mighty near going barefoot in
- de wiﬁter time. We been getting & pension about two years and we was

. on reiief for two or three years before dat. OQur biggest debt is a

doetor bill of sbout $60.
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EX-SLAVE STORIES

"LUNT" HANNAH ALLGN Page 6.

"Some of de colored folks is better off now and-sqme is worser.
De young race says we who was slaves is ten t imes worse off den dey
'cause we had bosses and couldn't read or write. But I say de young
race is got all dis to 2o by and dey ought to be much better off dan
dey is. We is better off in one sense dan de young race 'cause about
nalf of dem don't know how to raise their children and dey don't know
how to do'nothing. I think our folks has just as good a chance now
as de white folks but dey don't get cultivated. Dey say today dat
I don't know nbthing 'cause I was 2 slave and all I learned was what
de master learnt me. But I know enough to keep out of devilment. I

think all dis speed shows dat people ain't got no sense atall.

13
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ix-Slave Story Page 1. ¥ 44

LS

;;’ "I's born in 1830 on Castor River 'bout fourteen miles east of
~qd .
3 Fredericktown, lio. Iy birthday is December 24: Yes, sir, I is 107

vears old dey say and dev got de records up there in de copurt house to
nrove it. De first time I married Adam WFinger in 1866 and was nar-

ried by Squire .ddison in Fredericktown. In 1912 on iugust 11 me and

de narson was married in de liethodist church here and dis was de lar-

gest one in Fredericktown. Bout six or seven huﬁdred.come for de cel=-
ebration. I guess I is 'bout de oldest vperson in izdison County.

My father ecome from ferry County. He was named Abernathy. Ly
father's father was a white man. My white peosle come from Castor and
dey owned my mother and I was two years old when ny mother was sold. wa/f
De white people kept two of us and scld mothef and three~children in
New Crleans. lMe and my brother Gecorge was kept by de Bollingers. This
was in 1832. De white pecple kept us in de house and I took care of de
babies most of de time but worked in de field a little bit. Dey had six

boys.

"Our house joined on to de house of de white folks. Many times I

giept on de floor in front of de fireplace near de mistress. Dey got
hold of & big buffalo rug and I would sleep on it. De Bollinger boy, - ' "i
Billy Bollinger, would go to dé cabin and sleep with George, my brother.

e e
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Ex-Slave Story A i Page 2. i

Dey thought nothing of it. (1d man Bollinger sent some colored folks up
to his farm in Sabula and Billy cried tobgo long with dem. He let Billy
go. I stayed with old Aunt Betgy on Castor River. ‘ |

"Before de Civil War broke out we‘uere at Sabula and.a Mr. Schafer
and Mr. Bollinger started to take de slaves to Texas. Dey got as far as
Rockport, near Hot Springs. A man by de'name'of Jchn,Higdon from Color-
ado married Olive Bollinger and he was injured in de arm in de Battle of
Fredericktown. Den John Higdon went to Rockport after he was shot and
had taken de ogéﬁ of allegiance. Higdon's wife died in Rockport end she
had a child two years old. I took de baby to care for. De wife was to
be buried back home so dey took de body in a'wagon with just_a sheet over
it towards Little Rock. I was sitting in de wagon holding de two-year old
baby. Gn de way fbout ten miles out we were captured bg;f?deral soldieré
‘and took back ﬁo ﬁockport.  De body was'put'in a room for two weeks aﬁd
den placed in & vault above;de ground and stayed dar for bout éight years
before Mr. Higdon touk it back home to bury.

"Higdon-tookvmé,andkhis child to 'bout eight miles from.Hot’Sp:;nés
to a hotel he had bought. Once he come up to de hotel with two government
-horses &nd put me and de Chlld on a horse’ and we were on de way to thtle
~Rock. We rode datﬁway,for !bouﬁ,two w@gksﬁanqﬁwas.captured again near

e

| Benton. Eigdon bad on & Union cape. De soldiers asked us ell 'bout ds

15
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iix~-Slave Story ‘ ' Page 3.

horses, guns, child, etc. De soldiers let him keep his gun 'cause dey said
it wouldn't kill a flea. But dey cut de buttons off de coat, and took de
spurs off of his heels and said he could not o any further. Dey took me
and de baby and msde us sit on de ground. . De-soldiers took Higdon to de
river. It was late in de day. Dey said dey was going to tranéfer him back
to Misscuri and sell de horses. IHigdon had papers from Col. Loﬁe &nd Cham--
bers. De soidiers were masons and after « while dey all come back just a
laughing and sheking hands.

ER

"Wé were put on a boat at Little Rock going toward St. Louis. De
childvtook de small pox from a lady on de boat. When we gqt'on de boat dey
were firing at the wheels of de boat from across de river. I was feeding de
baby and de chamber—maid.come out and said, 'I would drown him'. I said,
'IfAyou do dat you will have to drown me too'. Dey had Higlon locked wup
on de boat and he did not get to see de baby”for two weeks when we got to
St. Louis. Just as we got to St. Louis, two white ladies saw de baby who
was so sick and dey went out and got some clothes for itﬂ De doctor come on
de boat and vaccinafed me. De sores on.the baby were as big as half dollars.

*Den after we got to St. Louis we went to Whitworth's in Ironton, Mis-

'sourij Higdon was on de back porch and a soldier shot at him and took him

to headquarters dat night. Whitworth had some soldiers take us to Sabula;

L I

twenty-five miles away. De soldiers den took Higdon back to Ironton until‘~

16
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- Ex-Slave Story Page 4. ; 1’7 |

de war was over. Higdon married three times.

"John, the baby, was raised by his grandmother and step-mother in St.
Louis. J’oim married the daughter of a county clerk in Luxenburg, Missouri.
snd he became county clerk for thirty years in dis county. John died 'bout
two years ago this July. :

"] 'member how dey would treat one slave. '-De master Itook two boards
and tied one to de feet and another to de hands and tiéd her back with ropes
and whipped her with a cat-a-nine tails till she bled and den took salt and
pepper and put in de gashes. I can 'member when I was in Iron County de sol-
diers stole de boss' horse and de boss had to go to Patton to éit it. ‘(.}‘nc'e
de soldiers made me get ub in de smoke house and throw dowﬁ some ‘ham. " De
vauthorities 'gaged de soldiers for stealing from de peoplé. I had to carry
some stuff ouf for Sam Hildebrand to eat.

"I've been living here since de Civil War. Dis 'is de third house that

I built on dis spot. What I thimk 'bout slavery? Well we is gettin.long

purty well now and I believe its best to not agitate.”
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E# "I's born in Farrison County, in 1859 and was reised in Georgetown,
2.

Scott County. Yes, I was born a slave. Iy boss was John McWiggin, a
Scotch~-Irishman, who raised hogs, sheep, hemp, and darkies. He had 'bout
230 darkies on de place. We lived in log cabins. Dey had slip doors for
de windows. Man, what you talkin' bout? We never saw a window glass.
Had 'bout fourteen cébins and dey was placed so dat de old master could
sit on his porch and see every one of deﬁ. My mistress was ilice McWig-
zin. |
"] was kep! ,busy shooin' flies 6ff de fable with a pea-fowl brush,
watching de_chickénsr and gettin' de maple sugar from de root of de trees.
We made a pocket at de base of de tree and éipped.out de sugar water with
& bucket. Had 'bout 40 or 50 trees along de road. Had &il kinds of ber-
ries. We never got no whippin', only a little boxin'. In church we sat
on one side and de whites on de other. De white preacher always reéq a
Special‘text to de darkies, and it was this, 'Servants, obey your master.'
ﬁJohn.MdWiggin was a son of a Federal. IHis byother, Keenie, was a
Confederate. When de Confederate army coﬁe'Keenie tookfﬁe;Silvﬁr goblets

down to de creek and gave de soldiers wéter to drink. Den when de other

soldiers come Johnie would help his erowd,

_éﬁDeasoldiers took Mac's iron-

grey. saddle hosses tc Lexington and de boss had to pay $500" to get de

hcssas,baqk. He got some of his mules back. De bushwackers = and night-
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riders were here. But de boss got 'round it this way. ¥He had de slaves
dig trenches 'cross de road and tie grape‘viﬁes over it. ben have de dark-
ies go up on de hill and sing corn songs. Den de nightriders come a-rush-
ing and sometimes dey would get four or five whites in these raids. It
would kill de men and horses too, when dey féll into.de t;énch. On Satur-
day night we had a shindig. We would eat chicken and pound cake and of
course whiskey made in Kentucky. De jail was calledrée watch-house.

"After de war de government instituted religious trainin' 'mong de
colored people and gave dem white teachers. I was in Lexington, Ky., when

I learned my letters. Just how dese latter-day children learn to read

without de letters is a mystery to me.

"I's one of de preachers of de church here and am & deacon, too. I
. é
studied at de University of Louisville, where I was a theological student,

and was one of de main orators in de school.

"I've merried a lot of 'em, in Poplar Bluff, Kennett, Farmington, and

A

Frédericktown, and have preached quite a few funerals. Have pregched some

.

brush arbor sermons and stood under Q arbor when we was mafried. I baptized
42 in Pehnsylvania. | ‘

"I ain't eligible enough to express 'bout slavery. I ain't sayin'
‘nothing."” f | |

Interview with W.C. Parson Allen,
ex-slave, aged 78, Fredericktown, Mo.
Interviewed by J. Tom Miles.
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HALE AND HEARTY AT 119

Charles Gabriel aAnderson, 119 years old, lives at 1106
Biddle Street in St. Louis alone. Heé'is 5 feet, 3 inches in
height, has mixed gray hair and weighs 145 pounds.

He is slightly bent, but does not have to wear glasses, and
is gble té o anywhere in the city without assistance. ,He has a
good memory, and cheerful attitude. Seated in the church of God in
Christ; a store front church, next door to his home, where he attends
because of the convenient location, he tells the writer the following
story:

"I was born January 5, 1818 in Huntsville, Alabama de son of
Sallie McCrea and George Bryant. My owner's name was Miss Margaret
Tony. She ?g}d me to Edmond Bryant while I was quite young. I
éometimes go by de name of Bryant.

"T was just big enough to carry water and help a bit with
farming ﬁhile Miss Tony had me, but I jedge I was ‘bout 14 years old
when'mr;~Bryant got me, 'cause I was old enough to plow and help with
ae cofton and I done é men's size work in his field. I was his slave
when de war broks dut. I joined de army in 1864. I used to.-git a

pension of $65 a montk, now I only git $56 a month but last month I

. aidn't git no check atall., I don't know why. Wish T could find out - '
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'cause I needs it bad to live on. I used to nurse de white folks
children when I was a little boy. I made a better nurse dan most
girls, so jest kepot on at it till I was old enough to be a field
hand. -

"I had a hard time till de war broke out. Soon as I got a
chance, I run off and went to de army.. I served two years and six
months. I come out in 1866. 'Course I was in ée hospital till
'66. I don't know how long I was in der wounded. But I do know
when I got befter, I was such a good nurse de doctors kevt me in de
government hospital to help nurse dem other soldiers and dere sure
'nough was a heap of 'em up dere. Dat was in Madison, Wisconsin.
after dey turned me loose from de hosnital, I went to work in a bar-
ber shop up dere. I worked in it one year to learn de trade. After
I learned de barber trade I don't remember how rauch longer I stayed
dere. I left dere and went to Dbdgeville, Wisconsin and opened a
barber shop of my own and run it abcut two or three years. Den I
went to Dubuque, Iowa, and stayed about one year and barbered in a
hotel dere.

"T come to St. Louis in 1876 and started being a roust-a-

bout and firing on boats. I changed from dat after awhile and weat

to driving private carriages and done glass cleaning.



VISSOURI
ST. LOUIS

TX-SLAVSE STORIES

CHLRLAS GABRINL ANDIRSON Page 3.

"I got what little education I got, tending night school here
in St. Louis. I pot 'mough to git ordained in de Chamber Street Bap-
tist Church for a preacher. Den I come in holiness in Elder Jones,
Church of Cod in Christ on Kennerly Avenue. I nastored the MNacedonia
Sriritual Church eight years in East St. Louis, Ill. I been married
twice and am -de father of three children, all dead, and both wifes
dead. I don't know how long unone of 'em been dead. My mother died
while I was in de army and my father got drowned before I was born.

I only had two sisters and three brothers, and dey is all dead. My
brother, Jim Bryant, died in de army. He enlisted one year before I
did, but in a different regiment. I has voted many_timés in my 1ife//
time, and always voted Republican till dis lqst election, I decided I
better vote de Democrat ticket and I did, and I don't regret it either.

"1 gits my washing done by de neighbors dat do washingAand I
eat at de restaurant on de corner. De Ku Klux never bothered me none
Wcause.I stayedup north out of dere reach.

*T 'member de old slaves used to sing: ‘'Amazing Grace IHow
Sweet De Sound'; 'I want to be a Soldier, Since de Lord has set me

: {
Free'; 'Fighting for Liberty'; 'Why Should We Start, and Fear to Die';

'Death is the Gate to Endless Joy and Yet We Dread to Enter There',

'The Pain, the groan, the dying strife, rights our approaching souls

away'; 'Jesus can make a dying bed, soft as downy pillows are, whilst

_22
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on his breast, I lean my head and breathe our lives out sweetly
there'. |

"Sister, I just think dis younger generation is gone to-
tally. Dey ain't taught right in de home, and de teachers can't
do a thing with 'em. If it wasn't for de prayers goin' up to d;
throne of grace from all us o0ld saints what's got sense snough to
trust in'nothin' else but Jesus, de whole business would be gone
plum to rack. Dey ain't even got sense enough to know dat. De
young folks mind is on wofldly goods and worldly pleasures and
dere ain't no good in none of it, just misery and woe, to all it
touches. 4And still dey don't seern to see, and don't want to see
and nobody zot any sense, can't make 'em see. God helpi dis genera-
tion is all dat I can say. |

"T figure I lived dis long 'cause in de first place, I obey
God, I néver_did drink liquor or smoke in my whole life. I never
wore glasses but precious little and dat was when I‘did what little
realing and writing I knowed how to do; cause after my children went
to schoollong enough to read and write for me I just stopped doingv
dat little bit. Now dey's'all dead so I just mekes marks, and lets

it go at dat. I am a member of The Kennerly Avenue Church of God

~in Christ."

23



Mi.a muther wuz in a log cab'n east oB Faemington an when Price's
;i;érs com thru frum Fredericktown,onc ob de soldiers climb*d’ober~de
bnce an robbed de hen house ob eggs an he put de ezgs in his boots, Den
enn he climb'd ober de fence to git back to de road he mashed de eggs
. :is boots. De soldier tox ¢ff his boots an turned dem'up-side-down
o 1t de broken eggs oult an ma muther ran out ta de fence an hallored,
so0dy, goody.! , —~

".a muther say dat de worse side ob,slaxéry wuz»wheﬂ de slabes war i
-
=

y
s 87
3
i

B-rmed out'. A master or slabe holder wud loan or sub-let slabes ta a

- fur so many months at so much money. De master agreed ta supply so
v . g gy

n :%

by clothes. De man who rentsed de slabes wud treat den jus lik animals. "
J

".s muther wuz sole twice. De furst tine she wuz 14 'years ole. She‘&%fm
uz tak'n 26 miles to de new owner, an hit took all day. ©She tied all ixwﬁxf
er belongings up‘in & red bandanna handkerchief an went on horseback.
ne stream wuz so high dat when aej cross'd hit dey got all wet. Den

s soon as she got to de new»bwner she wuz ship'd de follin' day. Onc ob E v

g muther's owners wuz so good ta her dat she quz treated as one ob de
amily . "

EFER:CE: - The above information was received from Chas. Baker, who is
he brothér Cf‘Dayse Baker, principal of the colored‘Douglass School in

armington, Missouri. Thus these facts are concerned with their mother,

rs. Jane Baker, an Ex-Slave, who died at the age of 103. TR - ;“ 
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She Loves Army Man
.’T

The subject of this sketch is Mary A. Rell, 85 years
old, living in a 4-room frame cottagg at 1321 Argus Street,
St. Louis County, Missouri.

Mary Bell has a very light complexicm, light brown eyes,
mixed gray hair, very long and straight. She has fine fea-
tures. She is quite Bent, and shows her years, but is cheer-
ful. She is living in the same yard with her daughter who is :g>
married and lives nextvdoor with her family, Mrs. Virginia
Miller and six children. Her story follows:

"I was born in Missouri, May 1, 1852 and owned by &an old
maid named Miss Kﬁtty Diggs. I had two sisters and three bro-
thers. One of my brothers was killed in de Civil War, and one
died here in St. Louis in 1919. His name was Spot. My other
brother, four years younger thén I, died in October, 1925 1in
Colorado Springs.

"Slavery was & mighty hard life. Kitty Diggs hired me

out to a Presbyterian minister when I was seven years old, to
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take care of three children.

"I nursed in dat family one year. Den Miss Diggs hired
me out to a baker named Henry Tillman to nurse three oshildren.
I nursed there two years. Neither family was nice to me. De
preacher had a big farm. I was only seven years old so dey
put me dn a pony at meal time to ride out to de field and call
de hands to dinner. After the meals were finished, I helped
in de kitchen, gathered the eggs, and kept plenty busy. My
father was owred by de Lewis family out in the country, but
Miss Diggs owned my mother and all her children. I never at-
tended school until I came to St. Louis, when Abraham Lincoln

e
was sssasinated I had never been to school. Dat same year I
S Yy

attended school at Benton Barracks and went about six or ssven
« 7‘).’

months< Yith de soldiers, fhere was no Negro schoolé in St.
Louls at dat time. The next school I attended was St. Paul
Chapel, 1llth and Green Streets. I went dere about six months.
De next place I went to school was 18th and Warren. I went
there about two years. My next school was 23rd and Morgan, gow

Delmar Boulevard, in a store building. I went dere between two

and three years. I was very apt and learned fast. My father

B

op;
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at de time I was going from school to school, was a nurse in
Benton Barracks and my mother taken in washing and ironing. I
had to help her in de home with de leundry. -

"I married at de age of twenty-two and was de mother of
seven children, but only have two now livingD/)M§ daughter dat
lives next door and in de same yard with me, and a son in the
Phillipine Islands. I have eight grendchildren and four great
grandchildrén.

"I so often think of de hard times my parents had in dere
slave days, more than I feel my own hard'times, because my fa-
ther was not allowed toc come to see my mother but two nights a
week. Dat was Wednesdey and Saturday. So often he came home
all bloody from beatings his old nigger overseer would give
him. My mother would teke those bloody clcthe® off of him,bathe
de sore places and grease them good and wash and iron his clothes,
so he could go back clean.

"But once he ceme home bloody after a beating he did not
deserve and he run away. He scared my mother most to death be-
cause he had run away, and she done all in her power to persuade

him to go back. He said he would die first, so he hid three
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days and three nights, under houses and in the woods, looking

for a chance to cross the line but de patrollers were So hot

on his trail he couldn't make it. He could see de riders hunt-
ing him, but dey didn't see him. After three days and three
nights he was so weak and hungry, he came ouf and gave himself

up to a nigger trader dat he knew, and begged de nigger trader

to buy him from his ownerDMr. Lewisbbecause Marse Lewis was so
mean to him, and de nigger trader knew how valuable he waé to

his owner.'ge nigger trader promised him he would try to make

a deal with ;is owvner for him, because de'nigger trader wanted
him. So when dey brought father back to his owner and asked to
buy him, Mr. Lewis said dere wasn't a plantation owner with

money enough to pay him for Spot. Dat was my father's name, so

of course that put my father back in de hands of Marse Lewis.
Lewis owned a large tobacco plantation and my father was de head
man on dat plantation. He cured all de tobacco, as it was brought
in from the field, mede all the twists and plugs of tobacco. His
owner's son taught him to read, and dat made his owner so mad, be-

cause my father read de emancipation for freedom to de other
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slaves, and it made dem so happy, dey could not work well, and
dey got sotgno one could menage dem, when dey found out dey were

to be freed in such a short time. -

"Father told his owner after he found out he wouldn't sell
him, dat if he whipped him again, he would run away again, and
keep on running away until he made de free state land. So de
nigger trader begged my father not to run away from Marse Lewis,
because if he did Lewis would be a ruined man, because he did
not have another man who could manage de workers as father did.
So the owner knew freedom was about to be declared and my father
would heve de privilege of leaving whether his owner liked it or
not. So Lewis knew my father knew it as well as he did, so he
sat down and talked with my fakher about the future and promised
my father if he would stay with him and ship his tobacco for him
and look after all of his business on his plantation after free-
dom was declare&, he would give him a nice house and lot for his
family right on his plantation. And he had such influence over
de other slaves he wanted‘himﬁ to convince de others dat it would
be better to stay with their former owner and work for him for

‘their living dan take a chance on strangers they did not know and

who did not know dem. He pleaded so hard with my father, dat
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father told him all right to get rid of him.‘Put Lewis had been
'so mean to father, dat down in father's hearérhe felt Lewis did
not have a spot of good in him. No place for a black man.

"So father stayed just six months after dat promiée and taken
eleven of de best slaves on de plantation, and went to Kansas City
and all of dem joined the U. S. Army. Dey enlisted de very night
dey got to Kansas City and de very next morning de Pattie owners
were dere on de trail after dem to take dem back home, but de of-
ficers said dey were now enlisted U.S. Soldiers and not slaves
and could not be touched.

"In de  county where I was raised de white people whet to
church in de morning and de slaves went in de afternoon. I was
converted at the age of fourteen, and married in 1882. My hus-
band died May 27, 1896 and I have been a widow every since. I
do get a pension now, I never started buying dis iittle old-:
4-room freme dwelling until I was sixty-four years old and paid
for it in full in six years and six months.

"] am a member of St. Peter's A.M.E. Church in North St.
Louis. I told you my father's name was Spot, but that was his

‘nickname in slavery. His full name was.Spottwoca Rice.and my"

30
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son's full name is William A. Bell. He is enlisted in de army
in de Phillipine Islands. I love army men, my father, brothef,
husband and son were all army men. I love a man who will fight

for his rights, and any person that wants to be something."

(Written by Grace E. White, St. Louis, Missouri.)

31
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HE'S QUIT HAVING BIRTHDAYS

William Black of 919 8South Arch Street, Hannibal, Missouri,
~ is one of the few ex-slaves living in Marion County. He is now
about eighty-five years old, and has lived his entire life in

Narion, Monroe, and Ralls Counties. In c¢hatting about his life

and experiences he says: ’

"Ny mp§h§r and father come from Virginie. I don't know how | x>
old I is, but I have had one birthday and the rest is aniversities. ;;3
I think I is about eighty-five. I was born in slavery and when I :&
was eight years old was bonded out to Seam Briggs of New London. ] 3§§
Mr. Eriggs was a good master and I didn't have a whole lot to do. 'ﬁ;MM}

My jqb was to take his cﬁi}dren to school and go after dem of an
evening. In the meaﬁ time I just piddled around in de fields.
"In de evening when de work wes done we would sit *round and
‘play marbles and sing songs. We made 6ur songs up as Weﬂwént
along. Soﬁetimes dere would be a corn shuckin' and dat is when
we_ﬁad a good time, but ﬁe alwayskshucked a lot of dat corn.
| "I did not go to school any and today I do not even have de
'Jsense of writing at all. Unless some one guides my hand I cannot

make a mark. I wish I wasn't S0 old now so I could go to school

‘-and 1earn how to read and write.‘:
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"I 'member one day when de master was gone, us darkies
thought we would have a party. I guess de master knowed we
was going to have one, 'cause dat night, when we was all having
a good time, my sister said to me, 'Bill; over dere isrold mas-
ter Sam.' He had dressed up to look like us and see what we
was up to. Master Sam didn't do anything to us da% time 'cause
he had too good a time hisself.

"At the age of thirteen my sister was bonded out to some
man who was awful mean, she was a bad girl, too. After we were
freed she told me all about her old master. She said{ 'One
Christmas my master was drunk and I went to wish him a merry
Christmes and get some candy. He hit at me and I ducked and
run *round de house so fast I burnt de grass 'round dat house
and i know dere ain't no grass growing dere yeti!

"When we was freed our master didn't give us nothing, but
some éiothes and five dollars. He told us we could stay if we
wanted to, but we was so glad to be free dat we all left him.
He was & good man fhough.l

"Dufin’ de war we could not leave de master's house to go

'tO'de”ﬁeighﬁors without a pass. If we didn't have a pass de

paddyroliers would get us agd kill us or take us away .
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"After de freedom come we c'ould vote, but some of us never
done it. To dis day I ain't never voted. De 'g‘overnment has been
as good to us as dey could. I get ten dollars a month and think
I should have more, buf I kmow “dey is giving us all dey can and
some day dey will give us ex-slaves more.

"I am glad dat we have 6ur churches and schools. We don't
have ho inisiness being with de good white people. ’De& is cultured
and we is not, but some day we will be as good and dey will be
glad to have us 'round.dem more. Just 'cause‘ we is blaék is no
sign that ﬁé ain't good niggers. |

"I don't like de way de younger genex_'ation‘is doin'. As my
neighbors séy, *the devil is gettin' dem and it won't ‘be long 'fore
he will come un'd get dem all.' When I was young we didn't act like
dey do now-a~days. We didn't get drunk and stay dat way and kill
eéch other. ;De good Lord is going to do something to all of dem,
mark my word. '

"I can t 'member some of the songs we sung, but when we was
"freed we sang 'Master's Body is Moulding in the Grave', and I
k:now some of dem is. ’

William Black lives by himself in & house ovmed by his daugh-

:tfe:pl. He is Imable to do any klnd of manual 1abor and has not done - :

S
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any kind ol work for about five years. He is active in re-
ligious affairs and attends church regularly. He is one of
the few persons living in Marion County who raises tobacco.

His garden nlot, five by ten feet, is close to his house.
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HE SAW MANY "HANTS"

George Bollinger is s typical, old-time Negro who lives in
Cape Girardeau. In his younger days hé was big and powerful and
even now at the age of 84 he is above the average in bu}ld. He
owns his home and his is the last colored family to reméin in this
neighborhood which is rapidl& being built up with mpdérn homes. ‘

George has little education, unlike his wife who is much

younger and uses fairly good English.. He sits on his porch and iggn
thoroughly enjoys talking of the long ago with those who appreci- ?
ate listening to his story. | C;géi
"Benton Hill?" he said. ;Sure, its hanted. I seen things CL
and heard things fhere lots of times. Good gosh amighty! One {éﬁ;
night we was driving through dere and we heard something dat sound \\;MJ;
like a woman just & screaming. Old man Qusbery was with me and .
he wanted to stop and see what it weas but I says, 'No you don't. 2§J
Drive on. You don't know what dat might be.' Another time wé's ulim A
driving by there, and dey was a éreat big mule just standing cross .Jﬁﬁ‘
de road and he just wouldn't move. I says, 'Just drive on and %; -
hetll get out of de way.' -But heé didn't. When we gets to him, é
he just parts right in de middle and half stands‘on one side and ' éﬁ
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half on de other. We didn't look 'round. No, mo'-- we just made
dat hoss go.

"I don't know what rmakes dem hants round there -- lessen its
de gold what's buried dere. A4nd you know de spirits always come
back fer gold. Sure dey's nmoney buried dere. Didn't &oﬁ all know
dat? Lots of folks is dug there, but‘dey ain't never found it.
Why dey is holes 'round dere wihere men's been digging for dat gold.

"Dey was one ran had a-what you call it? A 'vinin' rod. That
pointé to where things is hid. But he didn't find it neither.

And then out by de Maberry place, close to Gordenville -- who-e-e -
I's sure enough seen things out dere lots of times. You know where
dat clump of peach trees is at de cornerlof de fence? Dey always
seems to come from right there. I worked out there for a long
time. We'd get out to work early, sometimes *'twasn't good and day.

"One morning I's coming along there, on a hoss I was,‘and I
met a hossman. He looks funny to.me and when he asks me something
I says, 'Git on. I ain't talking to you!' But he says, 'gait, I
wants to talk to you!' As I says, he looks funny to me and I pulls
out my pistol. I always carries my gun, and I think if he makes
a pass at me I'll git him. But I goes on without looking back.
ﬁéw just dat one man is all I;seen, but when I gets past, dey is

lots of talking like dey is six or eight men. But I didn't look

back.
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"One morning I'd got out there real early, too early to go
into de field and I thinks I'11l rest awhile under de tree. I
had my eyes shut for a while when somethiﬁg bothere& me. When
I opened up my eyes there was a lot a strange hosses spgnding
*round me in a ring. I jumped up and hollered, 'git out'. Dey
turned and ran and dey run right off é steep bank on the other
side of de field.

"Did you see them down there?" he was asked.

"Cose iJn;ver,‘nobod& else néver neither, dey wasn't dere,
dat's why,™ he answered.

‘ "Lord, when I thinks of de way we used to work. Out in de
field before day and work till plumb dark. My boss would say,
'George take two men, or maybe three men, and git dat field plow-
ed, or dat woods patch cleared'. And he knowed if he t;ll me, de

~

work would be done.

"And I worked at anything. One time I steamboated for eight
years. But what do dese young folks' know 'bout work? Nuthin'!
Look at dat grandson of mine, just erossed de porchr;why he's
fourteen and hé can't even use a ax. Too young? Go on with you!

"T tells you dése young folks just don't know how to work. '
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Dey has too much studying up here (pointing to his head and mak-
ing motions like wheels going round.) VWhen I's his age'I’s work-
ing at anything I could find. I worked on a farm and on a steam-
boat, I carried cross ties--just anything where I coulé'earn_money.
And I saved money, too. When we bought dis house I had $2,400
saved up. And men was sironger in dem days and hed better health.

"Dese young folks want too easy living. And déy ain't brung
ub to éhow respect to old folks like we is. If I goes down de
walk and a bunch young folks is coming along, I knows I's got to
step out §f de way--'cause dey won't give any. And if some lit-
tle ones.on roller skates is coming down de sidewalk--&ou better
git off or dey'll run right into you.

"T was tellin' you 'bout Miss Katie coming té see me, wasn't
I? Well‘just last week her boy come to see me} He's maybe 25
» of 30 year old. Somebody told him *bout me and he cdme here andq

he sit right dar on de porch fer a hour and talk with me. He was

a fine young man, he was." s
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An Interview with
George Bollinger, (Ex=-slave)

"ye lived out on de edge o' Bollinger County. 'Ole Massa's'name was 'Dal Bollinger'.
0le Missus,' we alwaus called, "Aunt Polly"., Den day wuz young 'Massa Ds.ave,’ and young
issie Ketie'.

My Pappy's name ‘wuz‘ 'Billinger' 'en my mammy wuz 'Temple', Mypappy wuz a smart men.

¢ cud read and write. I don't know whar he learned it. An' he had de power, my daddy

id, He cud break a 'Hoodoo' spell, an' he cud tell things dat happened wen he diden see
t--If one a' de folks went to town he cud tell'em jes everything dey don dere. 5
Dey wuz 'bout 20; mebby 25, slaves on de place, 'en we all lived in a big, old; log '
puse. My mammy wus a good cook 'en she cud spin el;x weave, She. made all de clothes we
ore. Us chilluns never wore no pants--jes sumpin like a long shirt made o' homespun,

g didden know nuthin' 'bout learnin'. Dey wuz a church, but we didden go much, 'en we.

e

N
i

over had no kind 'er gatherin's. Dey wouldn' let de cullered folks congregate--no, shu, .

.,
o

y; even de man over at de store wouldn't let mo' dan two cullud folks come in at a.time._ ]

I didden even know what money wuz. Massa' had a chest bout three feet long~-up in a {_f:*

ittle attic. It wuz jes' full o' gold 'en silver money=-- no' greenback'. It wuz covereg\ :

—

yor wif rugs, 'en I never know'd what wuz in dere--we used to go ﬁp der to play sumtimes
: rainy days, an Aunt Polly'd holler, 'Ef you don' cum down fum dere de ghosts 'ul git ye'. |
never seed inside de chest 'till dey bury it--dat wuz in war-time. Dey put a big hand «
Vike under it'sn de men carry it down by de sugar grove de udder side o' de grave yard,
cud go,right now 'en show you de very spot dey bury it., "De «%/s' times we=-ens had wuz

}ing fishing, an' man} did we like to fish. Allus we had Saturdey etternoon off, 'lessen
» war wheat harvest'er sumthin' special like. 'En Sunday's we allus fished all day long. g‘
Ong time day wuz two hundred sojers cum to our plac‘e-"-fisy wuz Southerngrs, an' d§’y é?
" neerly starved. Ma.ssa't;le "em dey cud kill dat big steer. DRy shoots him ‘en 'fors 9

- ps dey wuz on him ‘skinnin' ‘him, By dat time udders had a fire builtlen de men pull f

de k:;ivég- ‘en dey cut off hunks ; ‘dey puts ! :axg,j on a stick 'en hol's 'em over de fire

den give'em time to cook thru fore dey et it.
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Cont, Interview Geo. Bollinger, (Ex-slave)
Dat ole steer didden last long. ‘En ‘Massa’ had ten cribs ‘er corn. He tole ‘em to
____dey selves. “Bout dat time a deespatch came; dat de “Yankees” wuz commin’. Dey went
up to meet ‘em, ‘an dey had a battle over at Patton. Long ‘bout midnight sum of ‘em
came back, wounded. Aunt Polly helped ‘em, but she begged ‘em not to stay dere, ‘er de
“Yankees” cum in. burn de house down.
Aunt Polly ‘en mammy allus know'd whut to do when a body quz ailin’. Dey allus had a bag o’
yarbs hangin’ under de porch. When de sojers wuz commin’ we allus hid de hosses. Massa’ had lots ob
‘em, ‘en Missie___ had de pudttiest black mare. It's name quz ‘Kate’. Des one time de hosses musta skered
‘er sumpin—de sojers foun’ ‘em, an’ here dey com ridin’ up past de house wid ecery on of our hosses.

A sojer wuz ridin’ ‘Black Kate'. Wen ‘Missie Katie' dee dat—she holler, and she ran an’
grab hol’ de bridles, on han’ on each side ‘er his haid. De sojer put suprs to do mare, but she hung on jes a
cryin’. | kin jes see her now; de mare a rarin’ and ‘Missie __ haigin on a-cryin’. She hung on ‘till dey reach
de creek. Den she lose her grip, but she sho’ did cry.
“One night we had a big corn shukin’. We shuced ‘till way late in de nite; den sum de white men
stay all nite. Day wuz a pile ‘er shucks higher'en dat door, Nex’ mornin’ a bunch o’ “Yankees” cum by. As
dey wuz comin’ thru’ de yard, dey see one man runnin’ to hide behin’ de barn. Dey say; “Halt”, but de man
keep runnin’; so dey fire—de bullet thru’ his had and he stop. Den dey say; “If day’'s one man, dey's more
a hiddin.’ Dey looks roun’, den de haid man say: ‘Men ride thru’ dat pile ‘er shucks ‘en ___in dey hair.
Den de sojers ask’s ‘em things ‘en iff'n de answers didden seem good; dey hit ‘em over de haid wid dere
guns. | wuz standin’ right here, an’ | saw ‘Ole Massa’ git hit on de haid once, den anudder time; an’ he fell.
| sho’ thot he wuz daid, but warn’t. Aunt Polly fix him up atter de sojers wuz gone, but de bushwackers got
him.
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(Con't, Interview , Geo. Bollinger (ex-slave)

Dey must a heerd about de chest o' money he had buried. Dey try to make him tell, ;but he

wouldn’t. Den dey put ‘er rope ‘roun’ his neck an’ pulls him up. Den dey lets him down; but he wouldn’
tell no how—so dey finished him.

Yes, de’ nigger buyers ust’a cum roun’ our place. It was sight to see! Dere ‘ud be rebbe five ‘er six

men a'ridin’ fine hosses ‘an a-drivin’ a whole flock ‘er slaves along de rode; jes’ like stock, all chained
togedder.

On time dere wuz Pete Smith, ‘Ole Tom’ Johnson, an’ Fred an’ Sam Daughery; all’ niggar

buyers—dey wuz at our place, an’ dey wud all sit dar, an’ us slaves had to stan’ up in front o’ ‘em, an’
dey'd bid on us. | ‘members | wuz full chested an’ dey laid a stick across my chest to see how straight | cud
stan’. ‘Ole Pete’ Smith quz gonna’ buy me; but my young folks begged ‘Massa’ not to sell me, cause we’'d
all played togedder---so he didden’ sell me.

But dey wuz gonna buy my ‘pappy’ an take him way off, but, my ‘pappy’ was smart. He had

made baskets at night an’ sold ‘em when he cud, ‘en saved de money—dat night he goes to de fireplace an
lifts up a stone; an’ out 0’ de hole he pulls out a bag a’ money an’ he runs away. | ain't never seed my
‘pappy’ since. Las’ | hurd a’ him he was in “Indiana.’ When Mista Lincoln made his Proclamation; (dat
wuz ‘fore de war wuz over,) young Massa' Dave set us free. He gave us a yoke of oxen an’ a wagon’ ; full
o' everythin’ we needed. Der wuz a feather bed ‘en quilts an’ meat an’ purvisions—an’ he sent us into de
Cape—an we been livin’ roun’ here ever since.

All my white folks is daid ‘cept ‘Missie Kattie’, an’ do you know, some year back; she cum to see

me. Yessir; her car druv up, right der, to de sidewalk, an’ she made all her grandchillun get out an’ shake
han’s wif me. She sho’ wuz a fine woman!

‘Klu Klux?' Yes, dey quz aroun’ sometime’, but dey didden bother ef you mind your own bizness. But de
darkies better not congregate; buas day shore take ‘em out an’ flag’ em. If dey kotch you at a neighbor’s
house atter dar, you shore better have a pass fum yo’ “Massa’

1
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(Con't, Interview of Geo. Bollinger, (ex-slave)

NOTE: George Bollinger and his family live in a nice one-and-one-half story house, which they

own. They have always been industrious people and their home is nicely kept. George is 84 years old and
seems to enjoy life. He was glad to talk over “old times”, especially after he recognized me. (The "Me,
being Mollie E. Smith) and recalled that he used to work in my grandfather’s Tan Yard.) George Bollinger,
is living at 320 N. Spriggs St., Cape Girardeau, Missouri.



- ~ -~
Ll'“ 3 /[ 2tooed s : ;
Fedoral Writers' projeet 6‘ “ ’ 240~--Folklere - %
pistrict # 5 , *v ) An Interview with 44
Sikeston, Missouri. /dub L }/' Annie Bridges, Age 81. ey
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" I's born on March 6,1855; on Wolf Crick, in 8t. Francois County. MNy muthuh,
Clausa McFarland Bridges, wuz borned on Wolf Crick too, but mah fautha{, Jerry Brid-
ges, kum from Californie. William McFarland wuz our boss, and he had a lotta' slaves.
Us liv'd in a log cabin, wiz two rooms. Yep, there wuz a floor an' we had a'bed, but
hit hadn't no mattress; jus' roped an' cord'd. Holes wuz in Ae,side ob de bed, sools
de ropes cud go thru'. We all wore 'jeans' an' wrap'd an' ole’ sac%ffound our legs;

mos? time we went barefoot, We-all's used eat-nip tea ta cure mos® ever'thing; Our

boég wuz purty good ta us, but we larned dat oke' M.P.Caycey he wuz a slavq:?holder,
@ .

wud beat 'Hunter® Cayce, an' ole' 'nigger' man, every Monday mornin' 'til his back a
bled. Den he tuk salt an' put hit in de gashes. My brudders warg Alvin, Jerry, : Kﬁi‘
Rubin, Louis, an® Nat. MNa sis;a' Mary, she went to Rolla an' married. Me ;Q' ma { §
bruvver JUrry'éir de only ones a-livin'. ' ‘%agjk

"I married Overdie Southerland wen I wuz 26 years ole'. Abe Koen married us,

~ 4 ‘g\. wF

but we are not a-livin' togeth'r now. I never had no childr'n by him, Ma furst job
wuz with Dr. Jim Braham fur one year, an' nine months. I got $2.50 a week. I did

- all de housework thar. ,
“After de war wuz over my muthuh went to Pilot Knob to wurk in a hotel. Me;an'
my muthuh went hup on Pilot Knobg berry huntin'g one day, an' we seen de'leg obaman if

an’ his ankle~bone wuz stickin' in his ghoe. Thar warn't any flesh on de leg. Hit

wuz near de ole' Fort;(Fort Davidson).® (Note: This must have been a portion of a é .
soldier, from the'Battle of Pilct Kaob!) | | :73* .
‘®Ma muthuh tole' me dat dey used ta sell de little childr'n away fum de breast"’i ::i

Eilob der nuthuh’s, Ma nuthuh plow'd in de fiel' an' wud leave her baby layin' at one i?

_end oB de fiel', whije she plow'd clear ta de edder end an' kum back. 8ke knav'd a

ihiqunan'vhofhsd‘a child by one ob his slaves an' den sole de chil' as a slave.
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Sikeston, Missouri.

Was'nt dat turrible, sellin® his own son?

*De young folks calls us 'ole' fogies', but we knew how ta act, an' lots ob de
young=un's don't know dat now. When I wuz growig' hup we had company an' would hav'
ta wait *til de ol' folks wuz thru' eatin' 'fofe we cud eat. Sum' ob my muthuh's
friens' kum one day with their 'redique'$(Megs which held knitting and sewing, and

were tied with a draw=string, at the top.) "They war eatin' an® I wuz sittin! on a

ladder dat led hup to de attic. I come down de ladder and wuz sittin' near de bottom
an' dese grown people's was eatin', den dey lean back ta rest a-while, den eat a lit-
tle more, an' rea" a-while. I had ta sit dare an' watch dem. After a-while I says:
'My time nby'. Well, jus' for dat, my muthuh give me one ob de worge\-hippin's dat

I ever had. Sometines I had ta stan' in de closet, or stan' on de flof# an' hol' one
foot, when I wuz punished. |

"Ma muthuh's stepfarher wuz poisep'd-in whiskey. His na;e wuz'Charlie Gipson'.
Onc't'a maﬁ held hup a bottle an' said: *I'm d?iﬁkiq' de poisen off*'. But he wug
puttin' de pois'n in. After dat, vharlie Gipson drank de whiskey out ob de bottle an'
in nine months he wuz daid.

*Simon cud call de snakes an'/dey wud kum frum all directions. He wud ték' de
gkins ob dese snakes an' put dem on de roof ob de shed, an' den when dey wuz dry, he
wud mak' powder out ob dem an' ‘hoodoo' people.

"We all went tuh a pahty one time an' Scot Cole's sistah et a big apple thar.

- After a little while, she died. So's ma muthuh tole us to not eatl anythin' dat people
| give you; hit might be poisen'd.
' *I'se been tole dat if people dies satisfied, dey don' kum bak, but if dey don'

| dies .atilficd, dey kum back. But I never seed nothin'."
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(One of the religious songs used to be):
®*Jesus in his chariot rides

'He had three white horses side by side

Yhen Jesus roachecl. the mountain top

He spoke one word, the chariot e'fop

He's the lily of the walley, 'O my Lord.* N

(Poladowing,is a *Love Song' she sangj which~-

she learned as a girl when attending play-parties):

*I'm wandering down to Graybrook Town,

Where the drums and fifes are beating

The Americans have gained the day |

And the m are retreatinge. { @m;’fz" f

i g

My pretty little pink,
I used to think that you and I would marry

But since you told me so many faults

9 ~/@”\ca.x'e nothing about you.
A

I1'11 take my knapsack on my vack
My rifle on my shoulder

I811 open up & ring and choose a couple in

To relieve the broken hearted.*“ -

{4

(Pellowing is a song she learned as a child)s
“I%11 tune up my fiddle

I'1) rosin my bow -

I'11 make myself welcome -

| hermr I go . ,

46
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.(Pollowing is a speech she gave as a small child);

Rye whiskey, rye whiskey,
Ain®t no friend of mine,
He killed my old daddy,

And he injured my mind.

(Pollowing is a mong she learned as & chil;l)
"Bain, rain, rain all around

Ain't goin' rain no more

And what did the blackbird sey to the crow?

You bring rain, and I'll brirng snow

Rain, rain, rain all around
Ain*t goin' a-rain no more
01d Hawk and buzzard went to roost

The hawk came back with a loasened tooth.,

Bain, rain, rain all around
Ain't goin' a=rain no more
I had an old hat and it had a crown )

Look like a duck's nest sittin' on the ground,

Rain, rain, rein all around,

Ain*t goin' a-rain no mere,

I love the cheerful summertime,
With all the birds and flewers,

I love the gentle flowing streams,
I love the evening breeze, ‘

I love to go to school,
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:,//// "Bavior, tender shepherd hear me

8

N

Folklere

To read, write and spell
I love my teacher's eamile again

And get my lessons well

(FPollowing is & speech given as a child)
"Hear the children gayly shout

Half past four, school is out

Merry, merry, playful girls and boys
Thinking of gemes and toys

Slates, sleds, dolls and books

02 ‘how happy each one lobka

*Now for snowballs', Harry cried
And to hit his sister tried

Sister Flora full of fun

With her little hand making one

At her brother Harry threw

Swift it flew and hi# his nose

‘Bave I hurt you brother dear?*

Agked his sister running near

'No indeed', said he
*This is cnly sport for me'.

(Pollowing is a familiar prayer when she was & child)

Bless the little lambs tonight
Through the darkness be they nearest
Watch my sleep 'til morming.light

' Pless the frimmds I love so well

48
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Sikeston, Missouri.

Take me when I die to heaven

~

1Happy there with thee to dwell
/!

(Following is a very familiar song)?
"*Dear mother; said a nttlé fish

‘Pray, is this naughty fly

I am very hungry and I wish

You would let me go and try.*'

*Sweet innocence', the mother cried;
And started from her nook.
'The hurried fly is but to hide

The sharpness of the hook'.

So he thought he'd venture out
To see if it was true
Apound about the hook he played

With many a long look.

Dear ma', to himself he eaid

"I'm sure its not a hook'

So as he fainter, fainter grew
With hallowed voice, he cried,
'If I had minded you

I would not then-have died'.

Following are gome old riddles, they may be of no yalue.

Riddle=2I rode over the bridge, and yet I walked.

- Answer-%'Yet I® wes the name of the dog with ke.
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Riddée-~*Big at the bottom

Little at the top,

Something in the middle

Goes flippity flop

Answer=--ChuMun

Riddle-='Way down yonder in the meadow is a little red heifer. Giéé‘r her some ha¥
she will eat it. Give'r her some water she will die.

inswer=-=Fire.

Riddle=3I went over Hefil Steeple
Then I met.a heap of people
Some were krmick
Some were k-nack
Some were the color of brown tobacco
They were neither men, women, ndr children

Answer--Bees

(Note:-- Annie Bridges is quite a character. When giving her speeches and singing
her songs she dramatizes them while walking across the room. She is hard of hearing
and can be heard for quite a distance. She receives an old-age p%nsion. She is

considered by many, a sort of nuisance around town, since she &s always begging for

something. Some are afraid of her.)

(Pollowing is a song of Abraham Lincoln, she sang)s
*If it hadn®t been for Uncle Abraham

Yhat would we a!i.'done‘i,2

0
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(Song of Abraham Limcoln-cont.)
'Been down in de cotton field )

‘Pickin' in de sun.
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Page 1.
INTERVIEW WITH BETTY BROWN
(EX=SLAVE)
"In de ole' deys we live in Arkansaw, in Greer‘;County. My meammy..wuz Mary-
- Ann Killen, an' we belong to 'Massa' John Nutt, an' 'Miss' Nancy.'
"Our white folks live in a big double house, wid 8 open hell between, It wuz
built of hewed logs an' had a big po'ch on de wes' side. De house stood on Caah?fj

—

rivuh, at the crossroads of three roads; one road go tuh Pocahontes, one tuh Jones-
, é;rg, an' one tuh Pie-Hatten, (Powhatan). “
“"Now whut fo' you wanna' know all dem things? Air ye tryin' tq raise de daid?
| Some o' ‘em, ah don' wanna see no mo{, an' some o' 'em ah wants to stay whar dey is.
Pore mammy. Ah shore had one sweet muthuh, an' ah wants huh to stay at rest.
"De wuz jus! us one family o' cullud folks on de plece, You see, 'Miss' Nangy'
f hired us fum her fathuh, 'Ole Mmssa Hanover. Jes' mah memmy an' huh chillern. She
é had five, 'fore de war wuz ovuh, Our daddy; he wuz an Irishman, name Millan, an' he
ihad de bigges® still in all Arkensas. Yes'm , he had é,white wife, an' five chillern
i et home, but meh mammy say he like huh an' she like him. You say ah don' look half
; white? Maybe I's fadin'.
"We live in a little ole' log house, it wuz so low a big feller had.ig%toop to git
éin. Our folks wus mighty good tuh us, an' we stayed dar wid 'um after we's freed.
"Ah don' rightly know how old sh is, but defP;iest writ' it all down fo' me, when
V?ah'a gittin' mah pension., Sho' ah's a Catholic. Is they anything else? Fo' fifteen
: ear ah tended de Catholic church, swept an' dusted, an' cleaned, but ah's Egg ole'
o' dat now, gn' eh's po'ly in meh back, cain't git 'round'like dat no mo'.
"We lived de ole'~time way of livin', meammy done de cookin an' we had plenty good
hings to eat. Mémmy mede all de ciothes, apinnin‘, an' weavin' an' sewin'., Ah lerned
210 gpip&when_gh wuz 222 little tuh reach de broach, aﬁ( ah could hep her thread de loom.
‘ Qé§MXJWﬁz;afépgétggkeg, she'd make moccasins for all o' us. |

| ]

' the Nutt boys made shoe§ 100, heavy, big omes dey wuzs but dey kep' our
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(Con't INTZRVIiw «IIH BETTY BROWN)
An' de had & ten hand. Ah ustez wade barefooted in dem pit's an' work wid dem hides,
but ah wouldn't wanna do it now.

"Dey wuz & grove ¢' post-cak timber, 'bout five, or six acres, all cleaned out; an'
in der, dey rsised bear cubs. Why, dey raised 'em tuh eat. Lawd. dat's good eatin'.
Jes' gimme &' bear meat an' den let me go tuh sleep' M-m-m!

"They wuz fruit trees plented all 'long de road, planted jes' like fence-posts for
'bout & mile, an' all de fruit dat fell in de road de hogs got, we'ens could go get any

“\
of it, any time, an' trevelers, 'long de road, was &' way's welcome ter hep dey selves,

'xassa' nevuh plented no shade trees, Iffen trees wuz planted dey had to be fruit trees
'Ceptin' de holly bush, he like dat 'cause its greenm in winter.

"They wus some flowers 'round de house, Snow-balls, batchelor-buttons, old-maids;
jes' such old-fashion ones, no roses, n'er nuthin' like dat.

"Masse' raise some cotton, but 'Ole Massa' Henover had sech & big cotton patch yuh
coaldn't look across it. An' dey all kind'a fowls yu;d find any where's, guinie's
Ducks, n' geese, n' turkey's, n' peafowl's, an' lotsa chicken's a' 'coss.

"I'y mamma could hunt good ez any man. Us'tuh be a coup'la pedluh men coms ‘'round’
wuth they packs. Ky mammy'd a'ways have a pile o' hides tuh tred: with 'em fer calico
prints n' trinkets, n' sech-like, but mos'ly fo' calico prints. She'd have coon hides
n' deer n' mink, n' bYeavers, lawd. i kin still hear dem beavers slashin' 'round' dst
now Qgssé sech animal. Hun! Ah seen all 'em things ah wants tuh ses.

Good Lawd! #e didden' know whut church wuz n'er school nuther, an' the whites
‘nevuh nutthure' Dey wuz a couple o' men us'ta come by, an' hole a camp-meetin! ., Dey'd

build a big arbuh, with branches o' leaves over de top, an' build benches; dey'd come

- aftuh erops wuz laid by, an' preach 'til cotton wuz openin'. Ah never knowd whut seﬂﬁr'

Ldey belong to, n'er whar dey go, n'er what dey come fum 'nuther.

#Yos'm, we séed sojers, an' we seed lot's o' 'em. Dah wuz de'blue-coats'; some
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(Con't=-INTERVId4 wITH BETTY BROWN)

0' de folks call'em 'Blué:belly Yank's, dey had fine bl.e coats an' the brass buttons
21l ovuh the front o' 'em shinin' like stahs. Dey call us little cullud folks','cubs',
sn'; dey burn down Jonesburg. Yes'm we seed Jonesburg down in ashes. Dem 'Blue-coat's'
wuz devils, but de 'gfay-coats wuz wusser, Dey turn over our bee-gums an' dey kill our
steers, an' carry off our provisions, an' whut dey couldn't carry off dey ruint. Den
dey go roun' killin' all de cullud men an' bayanettin' de chillern.,

"No, dat wuzzen' de 'gray-coats' doin' de killin', dat wuz.:bushwackers' an' 'Ku
Klux'érs', dey sho' wuz bad, Dey shot my lititle sistuh in back o' her neck an' day shot
me in de laig. Seq dat scar, dat whar dey shoot me. An' dej kill my gran'fathuh; dey
sho' did.

"Gran' fathuh's name wuz 'Jim Hanover'. '(Qle Massa Hanover', he wuz a lawyer, an'
he educated mah gran'fathuh tuh be a overseuh. He lived wid' 'Ma s Hanover for long
time. He wuz a good man, meh gran'fathuh wuz, an' he wuz smart too, an' when de war
surrenduh, dey make him Mayor of Pie-hatten, an' he made a good mayer too; people all
said sc, an' dey wuz gonna' 'lect him fo' foe mo' year, an' de 'Ku Klux'ers said dey
wuz ?en‘ gonna have no 'nigguh’' mayor. So dey tuk him out and' killed him. Dey wuz
awful times. Now you know dat wuzzen right an' who's de curse fo' such things gonna
rest on? |

"Ah disamembuh jes' when we come tuh Missouri, but it wuz when 'Ha;gs ‘an 'Wheeler'
wuz 'lected President. Down in Arkansas dey say dey gonna make us all vote Democrat. My

step-daddy say he die 'fore he vote Democrat . -

"Der wuz two white men gay dey'd get us to Cape Girda, Dey had two covered wagons,

en' dey wuz‘forty-aight o' us cullud folks. We put our belongin's in de wagon. Dey
\Wuz a coupl'a ole' gramma's rode in de wagons, an' some little feller's, but de rest of

‘us walk ever step o' de way. An' it rained on us ever' step o' de way. At night we'd

{lay down to sleep unduh de wagon so tired we nevuh even know'd it wuz rainin',
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| (Con't-INTERVIEW WITH HE'TY BROWN)
"When we got to St. Francis Rivuh dey ferried us across on a big flat, an' had a
rope tied across de rivuh to pull us ovuh. But we had to ford éz;;te_gatuh’jL;; Castuh

b o

rivuh, an' iggerwool' swamp, When we'd come to de rivuh de white man 'ud say: 'Ack
like sojers'. De hosses 'ud swim across, pullin' de wagon, some o' de big folks 'ud
grab hole' de feed box an' de rest 'ud each grab roun' de one in fronf an' dat way we :
fords de rigﬁhs, wid stings a' folk hangin' out behin' de wagons. _
4/' "Hoo=-doos', ghosts's er signs? No mam! Ah don' believe in noge of dgt. Now you
is tryin' to call up de devil, But wait! Ah kin tell you one sign dat ah knows is true.
- If de dog jes' lays outside de do' sleepin' an' has his haid inside de do', you's gonna'
git a new member in de family befo' -de year is out. An' jes' de othuh way roun'., Ef
de dog lays sleepin' inside de do' an' has his haid hangin! out, you's gwine a lose a
}'membuh o' yuh family fo' de end a' de yeah.

“Dey wuz sumpin' funny happen when me little girl die sometime ago. She wuz a

f gweet chile. She wuz stayin' wuth Miss' English on Henderson Ave., an' she lost her

f mind. Ah don' know whut's a matter wuth her, but ah brung her home to take keer o’

; her, but she don' get no bettuh. One day‘she‘s standin', lookin' out de front do' an'
;fshe holler: 'Heah dey's coqin‘ aftﬁh me'. Ah don' know whut she see, but she run to
%1de back room an' stan' right d;re.

‘ Her. daddy an' me look at huh an' dar wuz a big ball o' fire hangin' ovuh her haid.
?;Wa picked huh wup, an' put:huh to bed. We sent fo' de doctah an' fo' de P?&est, an'

ve got de nursed we had when she fust took sick. I nevuh knowed whut wuz de mattuh
wvith her. ~D;'?;168tiwouldn't tell me, de doctuh wouldn't t ell me, an' ah guess de nurse
¥a® 9% green ‘about it ez ah wuz. Some folks tell me she wuz conjured, Mah po’ little

éirl" o

%en“ofcl 8. Hayes, |9* Pmsicélud’-, 1877-81,
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"Mista Joe Medley and his wife, Miss Addie was my young master and
mistress. O0ld master John Medley done brung us from Kentucky when he
moved from there to Cape County. I was jest é baby den. I never kmowed
nothin® ‘bout my deddy. | ” |

"be white folks had a big log-house. It wes an a\yful big hoﬁse,

with a big porch on de north side. They waé some cedar trees in de yard

and some fruit trees. Dey was a big log barn amnd split rail fences all

around. Us little: fellérs had to help earry in de wood, and help do de "
feeding. Dey had lots of hosses, cows, and pigs. g,

N\ "Dey iaa a separate house for de spinning and weaving. Cose all our 2
clethés and shoes too, 'és made on de plﬁcé. Masse was mighty good ¢to ‘E_
his cullud folks, He never 'lowed none of 'em to be sold and I don't ~§/j
recollect ever seeiné anyene‘getting whupped. Ne, we never had no ‘zs'.ath‘er- \1..,:

_1n's nor schools, nor muthing of the kind.

' _»f"!_ﬁassa had a fine big carriege and one Sunday he'd take ell de white

) telka“ to chureh and de next Sunday, he put de cullud _felks in de earriage
J/ ~ and send dem to chureh. Dat's how come us to be Catholies. We come .all

de way to Cepe, to St. Vincent's Church, down by de river. We lived away

‘ egf ‘dere in de baehoeds and we ,di’dn!‘t'-see» maeh of sojers--jes' a few .geat-

tered. ones come by after de };kims‘hﬁa;t de Cape. When de war m, we
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“When I's little de mostest fun we had was going fishing--we spent
most of our time down dar by de branch and I guess de big folks was glad

to have us out of de way."

Interview with Steve Brown,
Ex-Slave, lives at end of
Elm Street, Cape Girardeau, Mo.
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Richard Bruner

- The subject of this sketch Richard Bruner,is one of the oldest

negroes in Saline County. He claims to be ninety-seven years old and

lives in the little town of Nelson. -

His humble dwelling, a gray and weathered frame building of
about four rooms and two porches, sets in é square of yard thick with
blue grass, old fashioned flowers like holly hocks, flowering pinks

and marigolds making bright spots of color. Heavily laden fruit trees;

epples, peaches, pltums and pears shade every part of the plot. A splen- ey
did walnut tree towers over the smaller fruit trees, the house and the :*
porch,while at the side of the house a garden spot contains & fine veri- -
ety of vegetables. ‘ \j
As the writer approached, the old man was seated on a cot on the
little poreh. The wall back of him was hung with all kinds of tools, a o
_ saw, ‘a harmer, bits of wire, a piece of rope, part of a bridle, and = {g;
wing, Apparently from & big gray goose. His 1ong curling, gray hair is (; Vo
neatly parted and bruéhed and he wears a mustache and. short beard or ‘é
chin whiskers, an unusual thing smong negroes im this part of the coun-
try. His skin is a light brown eolor and his eyes bright with his sec-
ond eyesight which ‘enables him to look en the world ﬁitheﬁt glasses.
Back of the house end down the hill :ls a well equipped slaughter'

‘ house, ‘where for many years this 0ld man has taken care ei‘ the butcher-

"He;%is toe old now”*
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to teke charge of this work, but the house and equipment is still in
good repair.

This aged Negro ha;s been for many years a highly respected preac-
her of the gospel. His own account of his life and adventur;s follows:

"Yes'm I remembers before de war, I remember being a water-boy to
de fieid hands.before I were big enough to work. in de fiélds. I hoed
tobaccer wheﬁ I‘was abouj; so high, (measurihg with his hands about three
end one half feet from the floor).

"Yes'm dey thrashed me oncé, made me hug a tree and whip me, I had
& terrible temper, I'm part Choctaw Indien. We went to de white folks
church on Sundays, lwhen we went to camp meeting we all went to de mourn-
ers' bench together. De mourners bench stretch clear aéross d; front of
de Arbor; de whites end de blacks, we all just fell down at de mourners'
bench and got religion at de same place. Ole Marsa let us jine which- A
ever church we wanted, either de Methodist or Baptist.

"No, I never went to no school, de eqlonel's daughter larnt me to
write my name, that was after de wah. ®No'm, de:} didn't care if we had
dances and frolics. We had de dances dt;lm'at de quartérs and d.e white
folks would come down and look on. Whenever us niggas on one plantation
got obstreperous, white folks hawns dey blowed. When de neighbors heard
dat hawn here dey come to help make dat abatrbparéus nigge behave. Dey

‘blowed de hawn to call de neighbors if anybody died or were sick.®
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- In response to the question as to where he joined the Fedéral
Army, Bruner replied:

"Well you see I was a runaway nigga; I run awa& when I was about
grown and wént to Kansas. When de war broke out I joined de }Bth Uni=-
ted States Colored Infantry, under Capt. Lucas. I fit three ;rears in
de army. My old Marsa's two boys just older then me fit for de south.

Dey was mighty good boys, I liked dem fine." (B)

Bibliography: (B) Richard Bruner, Ex-Slave and Negro preacher, Neison,

Missouri.




2310080

‘o

LIISSCURI
LILRCULANEUM
2X~STAVE STCRIES
ROBERT BRYANT

Page 1.

SLAVE MARRIED 4 TIMES

-

"I was born out by Caledonia and is 75'years old. Yy mother
came from anothéf family. My old master bought her from another
man. She died when I was about eight years old and ﬁy father died
about fomty years ago. His name was George Bryant but he went by
de name of Brock, I was livin' in Pilot Knob when Price's raid
come through. De government gave de old man a team to make it +to
St. Louis. .le and my mother and my brother who was deaf and dumb
went with dem but de soldiers captured us and de old mah.jumped off
de mule and high tailed it to de woods. My mother got out of de wa-
gon and took my brother to de woods too. De soldier rid up to de
wagon and said, *'Little boy, you don't need to be afraid, I'm after
your father.!

"] started to get out of de wagon and fell down under de mule
and dere I was on de ground. I got up and made for de woods and got
in a hole where Qe hqgs was a-wallerin'. I had on a dress and was

bstandin' in de mud up to my knees. I got lost out in de woods for
three days. I gust laid around and slept behind a log at night and

durin' de day I played in dat mud-hole. If I see'd somebody comin?

in”de}wooﬁs-lfﬁould go and hides
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"A colored lady found me after three days and called me and
took me along. I stayed with her three weeks before my mother
found me. I like t0 eat up everything dey had when I fi;ét got
something to eat after bein' in de woods so long. e went from
one mnlace ﬁo another and along about 2 o'clock in de‘night you
would héaf something hit de house like hail. Den we had to come
out of dere and hit for de woods. We would go to another house
'bout eight or nine miles away and I'll be switched if -dere would
not be hail fallin' on dat house about 2 o'clock in de mornin'.
Ii was them bushwhackers again. We kept runnin' for about three
weeks. e would go to peoples' houses for food and some of dem
would give us enough food to eat for two or three days.

"I*1l show you now how my mother happened to find me. One
night we was in a 0ld house and we didn't dare talk loud 'cause
we was afraid de soldiers would hear us. ie was afraid to light
a light. All at once my mother who was in one side of de room
said: *'I wish I could find my little boy.' Den de lady I was
with s=id: *I found a littlé boy playint' in de hole where de
hogs wallowed. Come over here and see if dis is your boy'. So
my mother come over and said: 'T can't see him but I sure cen
tell by puttin® my hend on his head'. 8o she.put her hand on my

heid and said: 'Yes, dat's sure 'nough my boy.
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"But I wouldn't go with har., I woulén't leave dat other
woman. sAbout 2 o'clock dat night de hail began to hit de house
and we had to git out. So I went with de other woman andrit
was about two or three days before I would go with my mother. Two
or three days later we all met again and my mother said: 'Don't
you know your mother.' I knowed it was my.mother tcause my brother
what was deaf gpd dumb was with her. Den I went on with her. I
would talk to my brother with signs.

"Den we went to a little place away, away from Pilot Knob.
Den my mother was free and she said, 'Robert, we is all ffee.’ I
Was too young to kndw anything 'bout it. After we was free we put
in a little stuff in de ground. We had to go to de woods to get
some brush and meke a brush fence aro@nd de garden to keep de cat-
tle out. Ve gof permission from a man dat owned a farm to build
our own log house. It took two or three days to build a one room
house. We made up some mud with water and made it stiff enough to
stick to de chinckin'. Den we cut a big hole in one end of de build-
ing and got some flat rocks ahd made a fireplace. We put mud on de
inside and_outside of de chimney. Sometimes de chimney would éatch
on/fire and we had to}rﬁn to,debbrahch to get water and put it 6ut.

Sometimes it would catech'on fire twice or three times in one night.

63




MISSQURI

HERCULANEUM
EX-SLAVE STORIES
ROBERT BRYANT - Page 4. 84

"We took 0ld gunny sacks and put leeves in dém to make & bed
and we slept on de floor and had & old spread and de white folks
gave us some old q&ilts. To make a fire we got some spunk out of
a log and then took two flint rocks and to-reckly it would make a
spark and catch that spunk. We banked dé fire at gight.

"{e never had no doctor. My mother would go out in de woods
and get herbs and if I had de stomach ache we would put a little
bit of turpentiﬁé‘one a piece of sugar. If I had de headache we
would put a piece of brown peper and vinégar or horse radish leaves
on de head. In two or three hours us kids would be out playin;
and kickin' up our heels. We would’go out énd'get some goose grass
and make a little bit of tea and pour it down for de stomach ache.
We Would get dis black root for constivation. We used a turnip
and scraped it and would bind de foot when it was frost bit.

"Itse been married four times and had children by two wifes.
had eight children altogether and all are girls but two. Ain't
but one liviﬁg and dat is Ed McFadden what's livin' in Fredericktown,
Mo. He works for Deguire at de lumber mill and has been workin'.
dere for about 30 years. Most of my children died young, but three
gifié iivéd to get married. I'se married three times by a preacher

and once by’deVSQuire."
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"I steamboafed 8ix years on de Mississippi between St. Paul
and New Orleans. I got $1 a'day and board, and we sure would pack
dem sacks and sing dem songs. De 0ld mate Would holler at us:
'Give me a song boys'. And den we would start out. It 'peared
like de work went shead easier when we was singin'. It would take
us four weeks to make de rounds before we got back to St. Louié.

We hauled notatoes, sheep, wheat, corn, cattle, horses, and cotton.
There was 45 of’us altogether. I never got hit but one time on de
boat. De mate with knvcks on hit at another féller for ‘'cause he
was loafin' and hit me and knocked me and my load in de river. I
couldn't swim but dey fished me back in de boét and rolled me over
and OVef to run dat water out of me. I run on de 'Bald Eagle' and
de *'Spread Eaéle'. My memma got after me to quit and when I got
hit she got uneasy about me, but I would hear det whistle blowin'
my feet'd begin to itch and I could not help but go down to de old
boat agéin. De o0ld mate had my name 'doubled up'!. It was Bob Rob.

"Den I went to wheelin' iron ore at Sulphur Springs. All day
long T worked with 16 i loeding barges with wheel barrows. Every
time you took a load it had 800 pounds, and I'se telling you allk
“dat's"sdma irqn.i’This iron ore came from dat big Rill down in Pilot
¥ WEJhadféﬁrE§é1§?ér70ur SBbﬁldéiéjaﬁﬁ'dey'sa#edidﬁr'handsvand
$o0k about a day and & hal:t’ to load a barge andwe got paid
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"I give my wife 211 my money and all de time she was givin!
it away to another man. So dat was when I left her flat and went
down to Charleston, Cairo,and Kentucky and sfayed three yéars. I
was workin' in de tobacco for three vears. Dere was too much stoop—
in' in dat and I decided to come back to St. Louis. ¥e only got
#12 a month in de tobacco fields and worked from 4 o'clock in de
morning to 8 or 9.o'clock in de night.time. Dere was 9 or 10 in
de topacco fielde.

"Den I worked in de iron foundry in & St. Louis furnace. I
carried iron and hustled in de casting hole. Dey vaid pretty good
and we got $1.50 to $1.75 a day. I worked up dere two years and
den cdme to Sulphu: Sorings and went on de farm and got $26 a month.
I got to be a trusty and dey put it in my hands. I worked here five
years for old Mike Gréen. I was single den. I went down on John
Coffman's farmmig Ste. Genevieve County to work for him. Worked on
his farm for 'bout 15 years and got $26 a month and board. He had
a gang of 'em working' for himf He had rows of cabins 'most a miie
long. Dat was where I got married a second time.

' ,?Aiter I left dere I went down below Fredericktown and went on
é'garﬁ.agaih and ‘stayed right dere for seven years. I lost my wife

éﬁidég‘ylgga and sold my land. I’paid'$907f6r'40 acres ders and :
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had paid 'bout half on it. So I sold it back to de man what I
bought it from for $45 and went to Bonne Terre and worked for de
St. Joe Lead Co. and worked on de lead well énd den went 56 tap~
pint. I got $1.60 for 12 hours. I worked dere until dey moved
de works up'here and den I followed de works right up~here. Den
I worked 'bout 30 vears here doing de same kind of work with the
same pay.

"When I quit workin' here it was about 13 years ago and I was
gbout 62 years old. De coﬁpany just laid me off on account of age.
Den de supervisor dere got ne avjob as janitor at de colofed school
here at $7.00 a month. I've been janitor ever since. Dere is ten
colored families in Herculaneum, and about 50 colored people here
now but dere used to be mostly all colored but most of 'em done
left. I lived here in dis house a-little more dan 5 years without
vayin' rent. Den after my son got on the WPA dey begins to-take
$3.85 rent a month. We been payin' rent 'bout two years. The St.
Joe Company owns ail de houses here. We gets our water free.‘I'se
been gettin' & pension about ; year now.

. "I shot a fellow once in de leg. It was de man who my wife

was givin' my money to. I had a trial at Kimmswick before de

- Justice of‘PeaCe and served three months in de county jail at

’Hilisbdfﬁg"Thé“White fdlks come down and got me out and it didn't .

. cost me & thing.
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"A man has got more his own say now dan he did have. /e can
do more what we want to and don't have to éo to dé'other fellow.
Slzvery might a done de other fellow some.good but I don'trthink
it ever done de colored people no good. Some of dem after freedom
didn't know how to go out'and work for demselves. Eowﬁ at old
John Coffman's lots of dem stayed with him right along same as if
dey wasn't free?i pey didn't want tc leave ﬁere 'cause'dey didn't
think dey could live if dey left him. But. when dey got'away up
here in St. Louis dey know they can make a livin', without liarse
John, but they got to "go up against it." Dependin"on soﬁequy
else is poor business. hen I was workih’ I depended on myself.

-If dey would have freed de slaves and givevdem a piece of ground I
think dat would been a heap better dan de way dey did. Look at de
Indians! They;re'ail livin'. I'se always been able to eat and
sleep.-‘ | | |

"I can't hardly teilkabout de yéunger generation, I can say
dat if‘it wés not for de old generation today de young ones wﬁuld
gdvdp ‘Sait éfeek'. Dey don't want to ﬁprk.' Some of dem is pretty
$mart.ﬂleide is aa réésﬁn dey doh't?wént.to work. Dey dress up

and sfrut,out and havé'a good time. De old folks is de cause of

1%, Dey say, 'I don't want my boy to do dat; I don't want him to
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If de colored people don't pick up and see about business dey

is going to be behind. Dese yeungvpeople won't o to church.

Tou can't g2t dem in dere. Dat's de place dey ought to go. _I'se
been goip' to church since I was a boy. Colored folks.did not raise
me. wWhite folks learned me to go to church; Mrs. Baker, at’Cook's

Settlernent, would read de Bible every night at 9 o'clock and she

would ;splain it tome. If she wzs not able, her daughter read it.
We need a workhguéé for de young beople.

"De first time I ever cast my vote was for Garfield who got
kiileé. It~was in Kinmmwick. Been votin' ever since, and vote all
throﬁéh dem all. I'se been talked to lots of'times, tellin' nme
how to vote. Dey even gi<ns1:XMLFault xmlns:ns1="http://cxf.apache.org/bindings/xformat"><ns1:faultstring xmlns:ns1="http://cxf.apache.org/bindings/xformat">java.lang.OutOfMemoryError: Java heap space</ns1:faultstring></ns1:XMLFault>