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ELISHA DOC GAREY
Ex-Slave - Age 76

Asked for the story of his early life‘and his recollections
of slavery, Elisha replied: "Yes Ma'am, 'deed I*'1l tell you all I
knows *bout dem da&s.“ His next words startled the interviewer."I
knowed you was comin' to write dis jedgment," he said. "I seed your
hand writin' and long ‘fore you got here I seed you jus® as plain as
you is now. I told dese folks what I lives wid, a white 'oman was
comin' to do a heap of writin'.

“*I was born on de upper edge of Hart County, near Shoal
Crick. Sarah Anne Garey was my Ma and I was one of dem shady babies.
Dere was plenty of dat kind in dem times. My oﬁn sister was Rachel,
and I had a half sister named Sallie what was.white as anybody. John,
Lindsay, David, and Joseph was my four brothers.

"What did us-chillun do? Us wukked lak hosses. Didn't no-
body eat dar 'less dey wukked. ‘I'se been wukkin' ever since I come
in dis world.

"Us lived in log huts. Evvy hut had a entry in de middle,
and a mud chimbly st each end. Us slep' in beds what was }tached to
de side of de hut, and dey was boxsed up lak wagon bodies to hold ds
corn shucks and de babies in. Home-made rugs was put on top of de
shucks for sheets, and de kivver was de same thing.

"I still 'members my grandma Rachel. De traders fotched
Fer here f'um Virginny, and she nevér did\iearn to talk plain. Grand-
ma Sallie Gaines was too old for field wuk, so she looked atter -de
slave babies whilst deir Ma's was wukkin' in de field. Grandpa Jack

Gaines was de shoemaker.
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- "Most of de time I was up at de big house waitin' on our
white folks, huntin® eggs, pickin' up chips, makin' fires, and little
jobs lak dat. De onliest way I could find to make any money in den
lays was to sell parttidges what I cotched in traps to dem Yankees
what was allus passin' ‘round. Dey paid me ten cents apiece for
part'idges and I might have saved more of my money if I hadn't loved
dat store boughten peptmint candy so good.

"What I et? Anything I could git. Peas, green corn,
'tatoés, cornbread, meat and 1y hominy was what dey give us more
dan anything else. Bakin' was done in big old ovens what helt three
sones of bread and in skillets what helt two. Big pots for bilin'
was swung over de coals in de fireplace. Dey was hung on hooks
fagtened to de chimbly or on cranes what could be swung off de fire
when dey wanted to dish up de victuals. Hit warn't nothin' for us to
Zetch five or six 'possums in one night's huntin'. De bast way to
tote 'possums is to split a stick and run deir tails thoo! de crack
- den fling de stick crost your shoulders and tote de 'possums *long
safe and sound. Dat way dey can't bite you. Dey's bad *bout gnaw-
in' out of sacks. When us went giggin' at night, us most allus
fotched back a heap of fishes and frogs. Dere was allus plenty of
fishes and rabbits. Our good old hound dog was jus' 'obout as good
at trailin' rabbits in de daytime as he was at treein' 'possums at
night. I was young and spry, and it didn't seem to maka no 4diff?!
unce what I et dem days. Big gyardens was scattered over de place
whar-some -aver Marster happenad to pick out a good gyarden spot. Dem
gyardens all b'longed to our Marster, but he fed us all us wanted out

of 'em.
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®A11l dat us chillun wore in surmer was jus' one little shirt.
It was a long time 'fore us knowed dere was folks anywhar dat put
more dan one piece of clothes on chillun in summer. Grandpa Jack
made de red shoes us wore widout no socks in winter. Our other
winter clothes was cotton shirts and pants, and coats what had a
little wool in *em. Summer times us went bar headed, but Unker Ned
made bullrush hats for us to wear in winter. Dere warn't no diff'unt
clothes for Sunday. Us toted our shoes 'long in our hands goin' to
church. Us put 'em on jus' 'rfore us got dar and tuk ‘em off agaim
soon as us got out of sight of de meetin' house on de way back home.

"Marse Joe Glover was a good man and he never whupped his
Niggers much. His wife, our Miss Julia, was all right too - dat
she was. Deir three chilluns was Miss Sue, Miss Puss, and.Marster
Will. Marse Joe done all his own overseein'. He used to tuck his
long white beard inside his shirt and buttom it up.

“Dat was a fine lookin' turn-out of MarsevJoe's - dat rock=-
a-way car'iage wid bead fringe all ‘round de canopy, a pair of spank-
in' black hosses hitched to it, and my brother, David, settin' so
proud lak up on de high seat dey put on de top for de driver._v

"Dere warn't no slave, man or ‘oman, livin' om dat planta-
tion what knowed how many acres was in it. I 'spects dere waé many
as 500 glaves in all. Marster *pinted a cullud bhoy to git de slaves
up fore day, and dey wukked f'um sunuﬁ to sundown.

"Jails? Yes Ma'am, dere was sev'ral little houses dat helt
'oout two or three folks what dey callsd jails. White folks used to
git locked up im 'em but I never did see no Niggers in ona of dem

little jailhouses. I never seed no Niggefs sold, but I did see 'em
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in wagons gwine to Eississippi to be sold. I never seed no slave
in chains.
®*Some few slaves could read and write, and dem what could
read was most allus called on by de othsers for preachin'. Charlie
licCollia was de fust cullud preacher I ever seed. White folks 'iowed
slaves to make brush arbors for churches on de plantations, and
Nigger voys and gals done some tall courtin' at dem brush arbors. Dat
was de onliest place whar you could git to see de gals you lakked de
best. Day used to start off services singin', *Coms Ye Dat Loves De
Iawd.* Warn't no pools in de churéhes to baptize folks in den, so
dey tuk 'em down to de crick. Fust a deacon went in and measured de
vater wid a stick to fimd a safe and suitable place - den dey was
ready for de preacher and de canidates. Evvyvody else stood on de
banks of de crick and jined in de singin*. Some of dem songs was:
'Icad Me to de Water for %o be Baptized,' *Oh, How I love Jesus,®
and 'Oh, Happy Day dat Fixed my Choice.! -
"I hates to even think *bout funerals now, old as I is.
*Course I'se ready to go, but I'se a thinkin' *bout dem what ain't.
Funerals dem days was pretty much lak dey is now. ZEvvybody in de
country would be dar. All de coffins for slaves was home-made. Dey
was painted black wid smut off of de wash pot mixed wid greass and_,
water. De onlisst funeral song I ‘members f'um dem days is:
'Ok, livin' man
Come view de ground
Whar you rmst shortly lay.®
"How in de name of de Lawd could slaves run away’to de

North wid dem Nigger dogs on deir heelé? I never knowed nary one to .
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ran away. Patterollers never runned me none, ﬁut dey did git atter
gome of de other slaves a whole lot. Morse Joe Allus had one pet
slave what he sont news by. |

"When slaves come in f'um de fields at night, dey was glad
to jus' go to bed and rest deir bones. Dey stopped off f'um field
wuk at dinner time Saddays. Sadday nights us had stomp downm good
times pickin' de banjo, blowin' on quills, drinkin' liguor, and
dancin'. I was shot' one fast Nigger den. - Sunday was meatin' day for
grown folks and gals. Boys th'owed rocks and hunted'birds'.neats

dat daye.

"Chris'mas mornin*s us chillun was up ‘fére squirrels, look-
in* up de chimbly for Santa Claus. Dere was plenty td'g;t den - syrup,
cake, and evvything.

"New Year's Day de slaves all went back to wpk wid most of
'‘em clearin' new ground dat day. Dere was allus plenty to do. De
only other holidays us had was when us was rained out 6r if sleet and
snow drove us out of de fields. Evvybody had a good time den a
frolickint*., When us was_frackin' rabbits in de snow, it was heaps of
fun. ’

"Marse Joe had piles and pileé of corn lined up in a ring
for de corn shuckin's. De gen'ral pitched de songs and-de Niggers
would follow, keepin' time a-singin' and shuckin' corz. Atter all
de corn was shucked, dey was give a big feast wid lots of whiskey to
drink and de slaves was 'lowed to dance and frolic 'til mornin'.

| ®If a neighbor got behind in geth'rin' his cotton, Marss

Joe sont his slaves to help pick it out by moomlight. <Times lak dem

days, us ain't never gwine see no more.
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®*I ain't never seed no sich time in my 1ife as dey had when
Marse Will Glover married Miss Moorehead. She had on a white satin
dress wid a veil over her face, and I 'clare to goodness I never seed
gich a pretty white lady. Next day atter de weddin' day, Marse Will
had de infare at his house and I knows I ain't never been whar so
mich good to éat was sot out im one piace as dey had dat day. Dey
aven had dried cow, lak what dey calls chipped beef now. Dat was
somepin' brand new in de way of eatin's den. I et so much I was
skeered I warn*'t gwine to he éble to go 'long back to Marse Joe's
plantation wid de rest of ‘em.
®0ld Marster put evvy foot forward'to take care of his
slaves when dey tuk sick, 'cause dey was his own property. Dey
poured asafiddy (asafetida) andhpinetop tea doﬁn us, and made us take
tea of some sort or another for 'most all of de ailments dere was dem
days. Slaves wore a nickel or a copper on strings *round deir necks
to keep off sickness. Some few of ‘em wore a dime bgt dimes was
hard to git. |
"One game us chillun played was 'doodle.*! Us would find us
a doodle hole and start callin' de doodle bug to coms out. ¥ou
might talk and talk but if you didn't promise him a jug of !'lasses
he wouldn't come up‘to save your life. One of de songs us sung
playin' chilluns games was sorter lak dis:
"Whose been heré
Since I been gona?
A pratty little gal
Wid a blue dress on.'!

"Joy was on de way when us heared 'bout freedom, if us did

~
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have to whisper. Marse Joe had done been kilt in de war by a bomb.
Mist'ess, she jus' crisd and cried. She didn't want us to leave her,
so us stayed on wid her a long time, den us went off to Mississippi
to wuk on de railroad.

"Dem Yankees stole evvything in sight when dey come along
attar de surrender. Dey was bad *‘bout takin' our good hosses and
corn, what was $16 a bushel den. Dey even stole our beehives and
tuk *em off wropt up in quilts.

"My freedom was brought *bout by a fight dat was fit 'twixt
two men, and I didn't fight nary a lick myself. Mr.Jefferson Davis
thought he was gwine beat, but Mr. Lincoln he done.de winnin'. When
Ir. Abraham Lincoln come to dis passage in de Bible: 'My son, there- 
fore shall ye be free indeed,' he went to wuk to sot us free. He -
was a great man - Mr. Lincoln was. Booker Washin'ton come ‘'long

later. He was a great man too. b

"De fust school I went to was de Miller O. Field place.
Cam King, de teacher, was a Injun and evvywhar he went he tuk his

flute 'long wid him.

"Me and my fust wife, Zssie Lou Sutton, had a grand weddin',
out de white folks tuk her off wid 'em, and I got me a second wife.
She was Julia Goulder of Putman County. Us didn't have no big doin's
a1 my second marriage. Our onliest two chillun died whilst dey was
still babies."

asked about charms, ghosts and other superstitions, he
satted himself on the chest, and boasteds: "De charm is in hers. I
Just dare any witches and ghosties to git atter me. I can see ghosties
any time I want to.

"Want me to tell you what happened to me in Gainesville,
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Georgia? I was out in de woods chopgpin' cordwood and I felt somepin'
flap at me 'bout my foots. Atter while I looked down, and dere ﬁas
one of dem deadly snakes, a highland moccasin. I was so weak I
prayed to de Iawd to gimme power to kill dat snake, but he didn't. De
snake jus' disappeared. I thought it was de ILawd's doin', but I
warn't sho's. Den I tuk up my axe and moved over to a sandy place
Whar I jus' knowed dere warn't nc snakes. I started to raise my axe
to cut de wood and somepin' told me to look down. I did, and dere
was de same snake right twixt my foots again. Den and dere I kilt
nim, and de Sperrit passed th'oo me sayin': *You is meanser dan dat
snake; you kilt him and he hadn't even bit you.' I knowed for sho!
den dat de lLawd was speakin'.

"I was preachin' in Gainesville, whar I lived den, on de
Sunday 'fore de tornmado im April 1936. Whilst I was in dat pulpit
de Sperrit spoke to me and said: 'Dis town is gwine to be 'stroyed
tomorrow; *pare your folks.® I told my congregation what de Spefrit
done told me, and dem Niggers thought I was crazy. Bright and early
n2xt mornin' I went down to de depot to see de most of my folks go
off on de train to Atlanta on a picnic. Dey begged me to go along
wid ‘em, but I said: 'No, I'se gwine to stay right here. And 'fore
I got back homa dat tornado broke loose. I was knocked down flat
and broke to pisces. Dat storm was de cause of me bein' hitched up
in dis here harness what makes me look lak de devil's hoss.

"Tuther night I was a-singin' dis tunes *lMother how long
'fore I'se Gwine?'! A 'oman riz uy and said: ‘*'You dons raised de
daid.' Den I laughed and 'lowed: 'I knows you is a Sperrit. I'se

e too.' At dat she faded out of sight.

9
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"I think folks had ought to be 'ligious 'cause dat is
God's plan, and so I jined de church atter Christ done presented
Hisself to me. I'se fixin' now to demand my Sperrit im de Lawd.
"Yes Matam, Miss, I knowed you was a-comin®. I had done

seed you, writin' wid dat pencil on dat paper, in de Sperrit.®
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LEAH GARRETT

Leah Garrett, an old Negress with snow-white hair
leaned back in her rocker and recalled customs and manners of
slavery days. Mistreatment at the hands of her master is out-
standing in her memory.

"I know so many thingzs 'bout slavéry time 'til I never
will be able to tell 'em all," she declared. "In dem days,
preachers wuz just as bad and mean as anybody else. Dere wuz
a man who folks called a good preacher, but he wuz one of de
meanest mens I ever seed. When I wuz in slavery under him he
done so many bad thingzs 'til God soon kilt him. His wife or
chillun could git mad wid you, and if dey told him anything he
always beat you. Most times he beat his slaves when dey hadn't
done nothin' a t'all. One Sunday mornin' his wife told him deir
cook wouldn't never fix nothin' she told her to fix. Tiume she
said it he jumped up from de table, went in de kitchen, and made
de cook go under de porch whar he always whupped his slaves. She
begged and prayed but he didn't pay no 'tention to dat. He put
her up in what us called de swing, and beat her 'til she couldn't

holler. De pore thing already had heart trouble; dat's why ne put

her in de kitchen, but he left her swingin' dar and went to church,

preached, and called hisself servin' God. When he got back home

she wuz dead. Whenever your marster had you swingin' up, nobody

12
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wouldn't take you down. Sometimes a man would help his wife,
but most times he wuz beat agperwards.

"Another marster I had kept a hogshead to whup you on.
Dis hogshead had two or three hoops 'round it. He buckled you
iface down on de hogshead and whupped you 'til you bled. Every-
body always stripped you in dem days to whup you, 'cause dey did~-
n't keer who seed you naked. Some folks'.chillun took sticks
and jobbed (jabbed) you all while you wuz bein' beat. Sometimes
dese chillun would beat you all ‘cross your head, and dey lias
and Pas didn't know what stop wuz.

"Another way marster had to whup us wuz in a stock dat
he had in ds stables; Dis wuz whar he whupped you when he wuz
real mad. He had logs fixed together wid holes for your feet,
hands, and head. He had a way to open dese logs and fasten you
in. Den he had his coachman give you so many lashes, and he
would let you stay in de stock for so many days and nights.
Dat's why he had it in de stable so it wouldn't rain on you.

iveryday you got dat same number of lashes. You never come out

able to sit down.

"I had a cousin wid two chillun. DUe oldest one had to
nuss one ot marster's grandchildren. De front steps wuz real
high, and one day dis pore chile fell down dese steps wid de baby.
His wiTe and daughter holléred and went on turrible, and when our
marster come home dey wuz still hollerin' just lak de baby wuz

dead or dyin'. When dey told him 'bout it, he picked up a board




and hit dis pore little chile 'cross de head and kilt her right
dar. Den he told his slaves to take her and throw her in de
river. Her ma begged and prayed, but he didn't pay her no 'ten-
tion; he made 'em throw de chile in.

"One of de slaves married a young gal, and dey put her
in de "Big House" to wuk.. One day Mistess jumped on her 'bout
something and de gal hit her back. Misteés said she wuz goin'
to have Marster put her in de stock and beat her when he come
home. VWhen de gal went to de field and told her husband 'bout
it, he told her whar to go and stey 'til he got dar. Dat night
he took his supper to her. He carried her to a cave‘and hauléd
pine straw and put in dar Tor her to sleep on. He fixed dat cave
up just lak a house for her, put a stove in dar and run de pipé
out through de ground into a swamp. Everybody always wondered }
how he fixed dat pipe, course dey didn't cook on it 'til night
when nobody could see de smoke. Ie ceiled de house wid pine logs,
made beds and tables out of pine poles, and dey lived in dis cave
seven years. Durin' dis time, dey had three chillun. Nobody Wuz
wid her when dese chillun wuz born but her husband. He waited
on her wid each chile. De chillun didn't wear no clothes 'cept
a piece tied 'round deir waists. Dey wuz just as hairy as wild
people, and dey wuz wild. When dey come out of dat cave dey
would run everytime dey seéd a pusson.

"De seven years she lived in de cave, diffunt folks

helped keep 'em in food. Her husband would take it to a certain




place and she would go and giy it. People had passed over
dis cave ever so many times, but nobody knowed dese folks
wug livin' dar. Our Marster didn't know whar she wuz, and
it wuz freedom 'fore she come out of dat cave for good.

"Us lived in a long house dat had a flat top and little
rooms made like mule stalls, just big enough tor you to git in
and sleep. Dey warn't no floors in dese rooms and neither nho
beds. Us made beds out of dry»grass, but us had cover ‘'cause
de real old people, who couldn't do nothin' else, made plenty
of it. Nobody warn't 'lowed to have fires, and if dey wuz
caught wid any dat meant a beatin'. Soms would burn charcoal
and take de coals to delr rooms to help warm 'em. Every pusson
had a tin pan, tin cup, and a spoon. Kverybody couldn't eat
at one time, us had ‘'bout four different sets. Nobody had a
stove to cook on, everybody cooked on fire places and used skil-
lets and pots. To boil us hung pots on racks over de fire and
baked bread and meats in de skillets.

"Marster had a big room right side his house whar his
vittals wuz cooked. Den de cook had to carry ‘'em upstairs in
a tray to be served. When de somethin' t'eat wuz carried to de
dinin® room it wuz put on a table and served from dis table. De
food warn't put on de eatin' table.:

"De slaves went to church wid dey marsters. De preachers
always preached to de white folks first, den dey would:spreach to
de slaves. Dey never said Tothin' but you must be good, don't

steal, don't talk back at your marsters, don't run away, don't

N
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do dis, and don't do dat. Dey let de colored preachers preach
but dey give ‘'em almanacs to preach out of. Dey didn't 'low

us to sing such songs as 'We Shall Be Free' and 'O For a Thous-
and Tongues to Sing'. Dey always had somebody to follow de
slaves to church when de colored preacher was preachin' to hear
what wuz said and done. Dey wuz 'fraid us would try to say some-

thing 'gainst 'em."
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;/// £ MARY GLADDY,

A

W EX-SLAVE

Place of birth: On the Holt plantation, in Muscogee
County, near Columbus, Georgia.

Date of birth: About 1853,

Present residence: In rear of 80634 - 6th Avenue, Columbus,
Georgia,

Interviewed: July 30, 1936.

Her story: ™I was a small girl when the Civil War broke out,
but I remember it distinetly. I also remember the whisperings
among the slaves - - their talking of the possibility of

freedom,

"My father was a very large, powerful man., During his master's
atsence, in 63 or '64, a colored foreman on the Hines Holt
place once undertook to whip him; but my fathef wouldn't allow
him to do it. This foreman then went off and got five big buek
Negroes to help him whip father, but all six of them couldn't

'out-man' my daddy! Then this foreman shot my daddy with a
shot-gun, inflicting wounds from which he never fully recovered.

"In '65, another Negro foreman whipped one of my little drothers.
This foreman was named Warren. His whipping my brother made me
mad and when, a few days later, L saw some men on horse-back
whom I took to be Yankees, I ran to them and told them about
Warren - a common Negro slave - whipping my brother. And they

said, 'well, we will see Warren about that.' But Warren heard



them and took to his heels! Yes, sir, he flew from home, and

he didn't come back for a week! Yes, sir, I sholy scared that
Negro nearly to death!”

*My father's father was a very black, little, full-blooded,
African Negro who could speak only broken English. He had a son
named Adam, a brother of my father, living at Lochapoka, Alsa,

In 1867, after freedon, this granpa of mine, who was then living
in Macon, Georgia, got mad with his wife, picked up his feather
bed and toted it all the way from Macon to Lochapokal! Said he

was done with grandma and was going to live with Adam. A few

weeks later, however, he came back through Columbus, still toting
his feather bed, returning to grandme in Macon. I reckon he

changed his mind., I don't believe he was over five feet high
and we could hardly understand his talk.

"Since freedom, I have lived in Mississippi and other places,

but most of my life has been spent right in and around Columbus.
I have had one husband and no children. I became a widow about
35 years ago, and I have since remained one because I find that

I can serve God better when I am not bothered with a Negro man."

Mary Gladdy claims to have never attended scechool or been
privately taught in her life. And she can't write or even form
the letters of the alphabet, but she gave her interviewer a very
convineing demonstration of her abiiity to read., When asked how
she mastered the art of reading, she replied: "The Lord

revealed it to me.®

For more than thirty years, the Lord has been revealing his work,

and many other things, to Mary Gladdy. For more than twenty

18
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years, she has been experiencing "visitations of the spirit™.
These 4o not oceur with any degree of regularity, but they do
always occur in "the dead hours of the night"™ after she has
retired, and impel her to rise and write in an unknown hand.
These strange writings of her's now cover eight pages of letter
paper and bear a marked resemblance to crude shorthand notes.
Off-hand, she can "cipher®" (interpret or translate) about half
of these strange writings; the other half, however, she can
make neither heads nor tails of except when the spirit is upon
her. When the spirit eases off, she again becomes totally
ignorant of the significance of that mysterious half of her
spirit-directed writings,

"punt®™ Mary appears to be very well posted on a number of
subjects, Sh& is unusually familiar with the Bible, and quotes
seripture freely and correctly. She also uses beautiful
languaege, totally void of slang and Negro jargon, "big" words

and labored expressions.

She is a seventh Day Adventist; is not a psychic, but is a
rather mysterious personage. She lives alone, and ekes out a
living by taking in washing. She is of the opinion that "we

are now living in the last days™; that, as she interprets the
"signs™, the "end of time™ is drawing close. Her conversion

to Christianity was the result of d hair-raising experience with
a8 ghost - about forty years‘ago, and she has never - from that

day to this - fallen from grace for as ™long as a minute™,

To know "Aunt™ Mary is to be impressed with her utter sincerity

and, to like her., She is very proud of onme of her grandmothers,



Edie Dennis, who lived to be 110 years old, and concerning whom
a reprint from the Atlenta Constitution of November 10, 1900, is
appended. Her story of Chuck, and the words of two spirituals

and one slave canticle which "Aunt®™ Mary sang for her interviewer,

are also appended.

AUNT EDIE DERNIS HAS
REACHED GOOD OLD AGE

- SPECIAL -

(FROM ATLANTA CONSTITUTION,
NOVEMBER 10, 1900.)

Quite a remarkable case of longevity is had in
the person of Edie Dennis, a colored woman of
Columbus, who has reached the unusual age of
109 {ears of age and is still in a state of fair
health.

Aunt Edie lives with two of her daughters at

No. 1612 Third Avenue, in this city. She has
lived in three centuries, is a great-great grand-
mother and has children, grandchildren, great-
grandehildren and great-great-grandchildren,
aggregating in all over a hundred persons. She
li;os with one of her "young®™ daughters, sixty-
six. .

Edie Dennis is no doudbt one of the oldest persons
living in the United States. Cases are
oceasionally reported where 105 years is reached,
but 109 years is an age very seldom attained. A
wonderful feature of this sase is that this old
woman is the younger sister of another person
now living, Aunt Edie has a brother living at
Americus, Georgia, who is 1ll years old.

Notwithstanding her great age, Aunt Edie is in
fairly good health. She is naturally feeble and
her movements are limited. Even in her little
home, from which she never stirs. Although she
is feeble, her faculties seem elear and undimmed
and she talked interestingly and intelligently to



a Constitution reporter who called upon her
recently.

Aunt Edie was bornm in 1791, Jjust eight years

before the death of George Washington oecurred.

She was a mother when the war of 1812 took plaee.
The establishment of Columbus as a c¢ity was an
event of her mature womanhood., The Indian War

of the thirties she recalls very distinetly.

She was getting 0ld when the Mexican War took place.
She was an 0ld woman when the great confliet
between the states raged., She was seventy-five
years of age when she became free.

It is quite needless to say that Aunt Edie was a
slave all her life up to the year 1866. She was
born in Hancoek County, Georgia, between
Milledgeville and Sparta. She was the property

of Thomas Schlatter. She ecame to Columbus Just
after the town had been laid off, when she was a
comparatively young woman. She became the property
of the family of Judge Hines Holt, the distinguished
Columbus lawyer, She says that when she first came
here there was only a small collestion of houses,
Where her present home was located was then
nothing but swamp land., The present location of
the court house was covered with a dense woods,

No event in those early years impressed itself more
vividly upon Aunt Edie's mind than the Indian War,
in the thirties. She was at the home of one of

the Indians when she first heard of the uprising
against the whites, and she frankly says that

she was frightened almost to death when she
listened to the cold~blooded plots to exterminate
the white people. HNot much attention was paid to
her on account of her being a Negro. Those were
very thrilling times and Aunt Edie confesses

that she was exceedingly glad when the troubles
with the red men were over. Another happening of
the thirties which Aunt Edie recslls quite
distinetly is the falling of the stars. She says
quaintly that there was more religion that year

in Georgia than there ever was before or has been
sinece, The wonderful manner in which the stars
shot aeross the heavens by the thousands, when
every sign seemed to point to the destruction of
ghe earth, left a lasting impression upon her

rain. ‘

Aunt Edie says that she was kindly treated by

her masters, She says that they took interest in
the spiritual welfare of their slaves and that
they were called in for prayer meeting regularly.
Aunt Edie was such an 0ld woman when she was
freed that the new condition meant very little

ehange in 1life for her, as she had about stopped
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work, with the exeception of light tasks about
the house,

There seems to be no doubt that Aunt Edie is
109 years 0ld. ©She talks intelligently about
things that oceurred 100 years ago. A4ll her
children, grandchildren, ete., asserts that
her age is exactly as stated., Indeed, they
have been the custodians of her age, so to
speak, for nearly half a century. It was a
matter of great interest to her family when
she passed the 100 mark.

Aunt Edie is religious and she delights in
discussing sceriptural matiers, She has
practical notions, however, and while she is
morally sure she will go to a better world
when she dies, she remarks, "That we know
something about this world, but nothing about
the next.®

Perhaps this is one reason why Aunt Edie has
stayed here 109 years.

NOTE: Mary Gladdy (8064 - Sixth Avenue,
Columbus, Georgia). A grand-daughter
of Edie Dennis, states that her
grandmother died in 1901, aged 110,

THE STORY OF CHUCK, AS
TOLD BY MARY GLADDY,

Chuck was a very intelligent and industrious slave, but so
religious that he annoyed his master by doing 8o mueh praying,
chanting, and singing.

So, while in a spiteful mood one day, this master sold the Negro
to an infidel. And this infidel, havihg‘no respect for religion
whatsoever, beat Chuek nnmerdifully in an effort to stop him from
indulging in his devotions. But, the more and the harder the
infidel owner whipped Chuek, the more devout and demonstrative the

8lave became.



Finally, one day, the infidel was stricken ill unto death; the
wicked man felt that his end was near and he was afraid to die.
Moreover, his conscience rebuked him for his eruel treatment of
this slave. The family doctor had given the infidel up: the

man apparently had but a few hours to live., Then, about 8 o'cloeck
at night, the dying man asked his wife to go down in the slave
quarter and ask Chuek if he would come to his bedside and pray

for him.

The white lady went, as requested, and found Chuck on his knees,

engaged in prayer.

"Chuck™, she called, ™your master is dying and has sent me to

beg you to come and pray for him.™

"fhy, Maddom®™, replied Chuek, ™I has been praying fer Marster
tonight - - already, and I'1ll gladly go with you."

Chuck then went to his Master's bed side and prayed for him all
night, and the Lord heard Chuek's prayers, and the white man
recovered, was converted, Jjoined the church, and became an
evangelist. He also freed Chuck and made an evangelist of him,
Then the two got in a buggy and, for years, traveled together all
over the country, preaching the gospel and saving sould.
NOTE: Mary Gladdy believes this to be a true story,

though she knew neither the principals involved,

nor where nor when they lived and labored, She

says that the story has been ™handed down®™, and

she once saw it printed in, and thus econfirmed by,

a Negro publication - - long after she had originally
heard 1it.
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KEEP THE FIRE BURNING WHILE YOUR
SOUL'S FIRED UP.

Pire, fire, 0, keep the fire burning
while your soul's fired up,

0, keep the fire burning while your
goul's fired up;

Never mind what satan says while
your soul's fired wup,

You ain't going to learn how to wateh
and pray,

Less you keep the fire burning while

your soul's fired up.

014 Satan is & liar and a eunjorer,
too;

If you don't mind, he'll cunjor you;

Keep the fire burning while your
soul's fired up,

Never mind what satan says while, your soul's fired up.

Sung for interviewer dy: Mary Gladdy, Ex-slave,
806% - Sixth Avenue,
Columbus, Georgit,
December 17, 1936.
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THE GUSPEL THaIl

Never seen the like since Itve been
born,

The people keep a-coming, and the train's
done gone;

Too late, too late, the train's done gone,

Too late, simmner, too late, the train's done
gone;

Never seen the like since It've been
born,

The people keep a-comring, and the train's
done gone;

Too late, too late, the train's done gone.

went down into the wvelley to watch
and pray,
iy soul got happy and I steyed all
all day;
Too late, too late, the traint's done gone;
Tco late, sinner, too late, the train's
done gone;
Never s=en the l1like since Itve beern
| torn, .
The people keep a-coniﬁg end the train's
dore sore,
Too late, too late, the iraint's done

gone.,
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Sung for interviewer by:

Mary Gladdy, ex-slave,
806% - 6th Avenue,
Columbus, Georgisa,
December 17, 1936

OLD SLAVE CANTICLE.

My sister, I feels 'im, my sister
I feels 'im;

All night long I've been feelin
'im;

Jest befoe day, I feels 'im, Jest be
=foe day I feels 'im;

The sperit, I feels 'im, the sperit I
feels 'im!

My brother, I feels 'im, my brother, I
feels 'im;

All night long I've been feelin
'im, |

Jest befoe day, I feels 'im, Jjest
befoe day, I feel ‘*im;

The sperit, I feels 'im!

Aceording to Mary Gladdy, ex-slave, 8063 - 6th Avenue,
Columbus, Georgia, it was customary among slaves during
the Civil War period to secretly gather in their cabins
two or three nights each week and hold prayer and

experience meetings. A large, iron pot was always placed
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against the cabin door - - sideways, to keep the sound
of their 451ces from "escaping®™ or being heard from the
outside. Then, the slaves would sing, pray, and relate
experiences all night long. Their great, sonl-hnngergng
desire was freedom - - not that they loved the Yankees
or hated their masters, but merely longed to be free

and hated the institution of slavery.

Practically always, every Negro attendant of these
meetings felt the spirit of the Lord "touch him (or her)
Just before day™. Then, all would arise, shake hands
around, and begin to chant the canticle above quoted.
This was also a signal for adjournment, and, after
chanting 15 or 20 minutes, all would shake hands agein
and go home = = confident in their hearts that freedom
was in the offing for them.
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Sarah Gray is an aged ."ei-amve, whose years have not only
bent her body but seem to have clouded her memory. Only a few
facts rela»i;ing to slavery could, therefore, be learned from her.
The events she related, however, seemed to gi ve her &s much
pleasure as & child playing with a favorite' toy.

The only recollesi onsggghhas of her mother is seeing her
as she lay in her coffin, &as she was very young when her mother
died. She remembers asking her sisters why they didn't give her
mother any breakfast.

Sarah's master was Mr. Jim Nesbit, who wags the owner of
a small plantation in Gwinnett County. The exact number of
slaves on the plantation were not known, but there were enough
to carry om the work of plowing, hoeing and chopping the cotton
and other crops. Women &s well as men were expected to turn
out the required amount of work, whether it was picking cotton,
cutting logs, splitting rails for fences or working in the house.

Sarah was a house slave, performing the duties of a maid.
She was often taken on trips with ’me mistress, and treated more
as one of the Nesbit family than as a glave. She remarked,"I
even ate the same kind of food as the master's family."

The Nesbits, according to Sarah, followed the ous tomary
préctice of the other slave owners in the matter of the punish-
ment of slaves. She says, however, that while there were stories
of some very oruéel masters, iri her opinion m”iﬁ!‘i&"ﬁgsmm
days were not as oruel as some people today. She said oscasionally

slave owners appointed some of the slaves as overseers, and very

often these slave-overseers were very ocruel.
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When the war began, ‘»the”Nesbits and other plantation
owners grouped together, packed their wagons full of supplies,
took all of their slaves, and started on a journey as refugees.
They had not gone very far when & band of Y‘ffankee'/éoldiers
overtook them, destroyed the wagons, took seventy of the men
prisoners and marched off taking @11 of the horses, sayingM
that they were on their way to Richmond and when they returned
there Would be no more masters and slaves, as the slaves would
be freed. Some of the slaves followed the ¥ ankees,'/but most
of them remained with their masters' families.

They were not told of their freedom immediately'on the
termination of the war, but learned it a i1ittle later. 4s
compensation, Mr. Nesbit promised them money for education.

She dedlares, however, that this promise was never fulfilled.

Sarah Gray's recollections of slavery, for the most part,

seem to be pleasamt. She sums it up in the statement, "In spite
of the hardships we had to go throagh &t times, we had a lot to

be thankful for. There were frolics, &8nd we were given plenty of

good food to eat, especially after a wedding."

The aged ex-glave now lives with a few distent relatives.
She is well cared for by a family for whom she worked as a nurse
for 35 years, and she declares that she is happy in her old age,
feeling that her life has been usefully spent. |
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#lice Green's supposed address led the interviewer to a
casin with a padlocked front door. A small Negro girl who was
slaying in the adjoining yard admitted, after some coaxing, that
s..2 xnew where Alice could be found. Pointingvdpwn the street,
sie sald: " 3ee dat house wid de sheet hangin' out in front. Dat's
viar wunt Alice lives now." A few moments later a rap on the door
0. the house designated was answered by a small, slender Regress.

" Yes Lkiam, I'm Alice Green,”was ner solemn response to
t:2 incuiry. She pondered the question of an interview for a

went and then, with unsmiling dignity, bade the visitor come in

o
(@]

2Ll b2 seated. Only one room of the dilapidated two-room shack
2s usavle for shelter and this room was so dark that lamplizht
'ws nscessary at 10:00 o'clock in the morning. Her smoking oil
iz 5 was minus its chimney.

4 Negro child about two or three years old was Alice's
scle companion. " I tekes keer of little 3allie iae whilst her
w---7 wuks at a boardin' house," she explained. "3he's lots of
G ULy I0oTr me.

"Charles and lilly Green was my daddy and mammy.
Liciy's overseer was a man named ureen, and dey sald he was a

s972riul mean sort of man. I never did know whar it was dey

ived vhen Daddy was borned. wmammny's marster was a lawyer dat

’,.J



‘dey called Slickhead Mitchell, and he had a plantation at Helicon,
springse. Mammy was a house gal and she said dey treated her

riznt good. Now Daddy, he done field work. You know what fleld
work is, hoein', plowin®, and thlngs lak date. Nhen you was a
slave you had to do anything and evvything your marster told you
to. You was jus' 'bliged to Qbey your ma;ster‘no matter what he
said for you to do. If you didn't, it Wae mighty bad for you.

..y two oldest sisters was Fannie and Rena. Den come my brothers,
Isaac and Bob, and my two youngest sisters, Luna and Violet. Dere
;\ms seven of us in all.

" 3laves lived in rough little log huts daubed wid mud
and de chimblys was made out of sticks and red mud, ‘Mammy}said
dat atter de slaves had‘done got through wid.deirkday's work and
rinished eatin' supper, dey all had to git busy workin' wid cotton.
3ome carded bats, some spinned and some weaved cloth. I knows you
1s done seen dis here checkidy cotton homespun- dat's what dey
veaved for our dresses. Dem dresses was made tight and long, and
dey made 'em right on de body so as not to waste none of de cloth.
4ll slaves had was homespun clothes and old heavy brogan shoes.

" You'll be s'prised at what Mammy told me ‘bout how
she 0t her larnin'. She said she kept a,school book hid in her

vosom all de time and when de white chillun got home from school
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siie wéuld ax 'em lots of qugstions all 'bout what dey had done
larned dat day and, 'cause shé was so proud of evvy little scrap
of book larnin' she could pick up, de white chillun larned her
now to read and write too. All de larnin' she ever had she got
fro.. de white chillun at de big house, and she was so smart at
ittin' ‘'em to larn her datqatter de war was over she got to be

a school teacher. Long 'fore dat time, one of dem white chillun
sot married and tuk Mammy wid her to her new home at Butler,
zzorgia.

" Now my daddy, he was a plum sight sho' 'nough. EHe
521d4 dat when evvythin' got still and quiet at night he would
slip off and hunt him up some 'omans. Patterollers used to git
atter 2im wid nigger hounds and once when dey coteh him he said
Gz veat nim so bad you couldn't lay your hand on him nowhar dat
1% wzrn't sore. Dey beat so many holes in him he couldn't even
wgar his shirt. Liost of de time he was lucky enough to outrun 'em
.ng 1f he could jus' zit to his marster's place fust dey couldn't
lay hands on nim. Yes iiam, he was plenty bad 'bout runnin' away
. sitvin' into devilment.

" Daddy used to talk lots 'bout dem big cornshuckin's.
-3 35.1d dat when dey got started he would jump up on a big old
2liz ol corn and noller loud as he could whilst he was a snatchin'

i3l siucks off as fast as greased ligntin'.



" When Mammy was converted she jiwed the whit%folks
caurch and was baptized by a white preacher 'cause in dem days
slaves all went to de same churches wid deilV marster's famblies.
Dere warn't no separate churches for Negroé& and white people den,

" I warn't no bigger dan dis here little Sallie Lime what
stays wid me when de lar ended and dey freell de slaves. 4 long
sine atter it was all over, Mamm& told me ‘bout dat day. She said
sie was in de kitchen up at de big house a-hookin' and me and my
sisters was out in de yard in de sandbed a-playin' wid dé little
-2ite ehillun when dem yankee sojers come. O0ld Miss, she said
to .amays 'Milly, look yonder what's a-comin'., I ain't gwine to
azve nothin' left, not even a nickels worth), 'cause dere comes
Gz yankees.' Dey rid on in de yard, dem s¢jers what wore dem
sive juckets, and dey jus' swarmed all over pur place. Dey even
23 in our smokehouse and evvywhar and took whatever dey wanted.
Uz 3:21d slaves was all freed from bondage #nd told us to jus!

5.2 anything and evvything us wanted from d¢ bigz house and all
'round de plantation whar us lived. Dem th¢ivin' sojers even

‘1ciieu up one of de babies and started off ¥jyd it, and den 014

-
(@]

5 did scream and cry for sho'. Atter de¢y had done left, 01d
-iss called all of us together and said she didn't want none of us
to leuve her and so us stayed wid her a wholy year atter freedom

4L 4one come.



" Not many slaves had a chance to git property of deir
own for a long time 'cause dey didn't have no money to buy it wid.
Dem few what had land of deir own wouldn't have had it if deir
winite folks hadn't give’it to 'em or holp 'em to git it. Ly uncle,
Carter Brown, had a plenty 'cause his white Tolks holped him to
31t a home and 'oout evvything else he wanted. Dem Morfon Negroes
0t ahead faster dan most any of de others 'round here but dey
couldn't have done it if deir white folks hadn't holped 'em so
much.

" Soon as I got big enouzh, I started cookin' for well-
off wnite iolkse. ¥act is, I ain't never cooked for no white
folks dat didn't have jus' plenty of money. 3Some of de white
folks what has done et my cookin' is de liitchells, Upsons, Ruckers,
3ridges, and Chief Seagraves' fambly. I was cookin' for Chief
Suesse's mammy when hs was jus' a little old shirttail boye.
noney, I allus did lakx to be workin' and I have done my share of
it, but since I zot so 0ld I ain't able to do muéh no more. My
white folks is mighty good to me tihoughe.

" low ioney, you may bthnink it's kind of funny but I
ain't never been much of a hand to run *round wid colored folks.
Ly mamay and ny white folks dey raised me right and Jarned me
;00d manrers and I'm powerful proud oif ny raisin'e I feels lak

now dat white folks understands me better and 'preciates me mors.
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Why, jus' listen to dis! “'hen Lr. Veaver 3Bridges told me his
mother had done died, he axed me aid I want to zgo to the funeral
and he said he was zoin' to take me to de church and graveyard
too, and sho' 'nough dey did come and zit me and carry me. 'longe.
I was glad dey had so many pretty flowers at Lirs, Bridges!
funeral 'cause I loved her so much. She was a mighty sweet, good,
kind 'oman.

" 411 my folks is dead now 'cept me and my chillun,
archie, Lila, and Lizzie. 41l three of 'em is done married now.
Archie, he's got a house full of chiliun. HHe works up yonder at
de Georgian hotel. I loves to stay in a little hut off to myselfl
'‘cause I can tell zoud as anybody when my chillun and in-laws
begins to look cross-eyed at me so I jus' stays out of deir way.

" I'm still able to go to caurch and back by myself
pretty reg'lar. 'Bout four years ago I jined Hill's Baptist
Church. Lak to a got lost didn't I? If I had stayed out a liivtle
longer it would have been too late, and I sho' don't want to be

lost."



38

PLANTATION LIFE

Interview with:

AILICE GREEN
156 Willow Street
Athens, Georgia

Written by: Sadie B. Hornsby
Athens - i

Edited by: Sarah H. Hall
Athens -

Leila Harris
Augusta -

and
John N. Booth
District Supervisor
Federal Writers' Project
Residencies 6 & 7.



ALICE GREEN

Alice Green's address led to a tumble down shack set in a
small yard which was enclosed by & sagging poultry wire fence,

&

The gate, off its hinges, was propped across the entrance.

The call, "Alice!"™ brought the prompt response, "Here I is. Jus'
push de géte down and come on in." When a little rat terrier
ran barking out of the house to‘challenge the visitor; Alice
hobbled to the door. "Come back here and be-have yourself"™ she
addreséed the dog, and turning to the interviewer, she said;
*lLady, det dog won't bite nothin' but somepin' t'eat - when he
kin git it." Don't pay him no 'tention. Won't you come in and

have a seat?"

Alice has a light brown complexion and bright blue eyes. She
a

wore a soiled print dress, and/dingy stocking cap partly con-

cealed her white hair. Boards were laid across the seat of

what had been a cane-bottomed chair, in which she sat and rocked.

Asked if she would talk of her early life the o0ld Negress repliéd:
"Good Lord! Honey, I done forgot all I ever knowed 'bout dem days.
I was born in Clarke County. Milly and Charley Green was my mammy
and pappy and dey b'longed to liarse Daniel Miller. Mammy, she was
born and raised in Clarke County but my pappy, he come from south-

west Georgia. I done forgot de town whar he was brung up. Dere
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was seven of us chillun: me and Viola, Lula, Fannie, Rena, Bob,.
and Isassc. Chillun what warn't big 'nough to wuk in de fields or

in de house stayed 'round de yard and played in de sand piles wid de

white chillun.

*Slaves lived in mud-déubed log huts what had chimblies made out of
sticks and mud. Lordy Honey! Dem beds was made wid big hiéh posties
and strung wid cords for springs. Folks'never hed no wire bedsprings
dem days. Our mattresses was wheat straw put in ticks made out of

coarse cloth what was wove on de loom right dar orn de plantation.

"I don't know nothin' *'bout what my grandmammies done in slav'ry
time. I never seed but one of 'em, and don't 'member much 'bout
her. I was jus' so knotty headed I never tuk in what went on ‘'cause

I never 'spected to be axed to tell *'bout dem days.

"Money! Oh-k-h, no Ma*am! I never seed no money 'til I was a great
big gal. My white folks was rich and fed us good; Dey raised lots
of hogs and give us plenty of bread and meat wid milk and butter and
all sorts of vegetables. Marster had one big garden and dere warn't
nobody had more good vegetables dan he fed to his slaves. De cookin'
was done in open fireplaces and most éll de victuals was biled or

fried. Us had all de 'possums, squirrels, rabbits, and fish us wanted

ceuse our marster let de mens go huntin' and fishin' lots.



®*Us jus' wore common clothes. Winter time dey give us dresses
made out of thick homespun eloth. De skirts was gathered on to
tight fittin' waisties. Us wore brass toed brogan shoes in win-
ter, but in s.mmer Niggers went bar'foots. Us jus' wore what us

could ketch in summer. By dat time our winter dresses had done

wore thin and us used ‘'em right on thropgh de hot weather.

"Marse Daniel Miller, he was some kinder good to Mammy, and Miss
Susan was good to us toco. Now Honey, somehow I jus' cain't 'mem-

ber deir chilluns names no more. And I played in de sand piles

all day long wid 'em too.

*Oh-h-h¢ Dat was a great big old plantation, and when all dem
Niggers got out in de fields wid horses and wagons, it looked lak
a pienic ground; only dem Niggers was in dat field to wuk and dey

sho' did have to wuk.

"Marster had a carriage driver to drive him and QOle Miss *round
and to take de chillun to school. De overseer, he got de Niggers
up *fore day and dey had done et deir breakfast, *tended to de
stock, and was in de field by sunup and he wuked *em 'til sundown.

De mens didr't do no wuk atter dey got through tendin' to de stock

at night, but Mammy and lots of de other ‘omans sot up and spun and

wove 'til 'leven or twelve o'clock lots of nights.

"My pappy was a man what b'lieved in havin' his fun and e would

run off to see de gals widout no pass. Once when he slipped off
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dat way de patterollers sicked dem nigger hounds on him and when

dey cotched him dey most beat him to death; he couldn't lay on his

back for a long time.

"If dey had jails, I didn't know nothin® 'bout 'em. De patterollers
wid deir nigger hounds made slaves b'have deirselfs widout puttin?
'em in no jails. I never seed no Niggers sold, but Mammy said her

and her whole fambly was sold on de block to de highes' bidder and

dat was when Ole Marster got us.

"Mammy, she was de cook up at de big house, and when de white chillun
come back from school in de atternoon she would ax ‘em to show her
how to read a little book what she carried 'round in her bosom all

de time, and to tell her de other things dey had larn't im school

dat day. Dey larned her how to read and write, and atter de War

was over Mammy teached scnool and was a grenny 'oman (midwife) too.

®Dey made us g0 to church on Sundays at de white folks church 'cause
dere warn't no church for slaves on de rlantation. Us went to Sunday
School too. Memmy jined de white folks church and was baptized by
de white preacher. He larnt us to read de Bible, but on some of de
plantations slaves warn't 'lowed to larn how to read and write., I
didn't have no favorite preacher nor song neither, but Mammy had one
song what she sung lots. It was 'bout *'Hark from de Tombs a Doleful
Sound."* I never seed nobody die and I never went to no buryin'

durin' slav'ry time, so I cain't tell nothin' *bout things lak dat,
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*Lordy Honey! How could dem Niggers run off to de North when dem
patterollers and deir hounds was waitin' to run 'em éown and beat
tem up? Now some of de slaves on other places might have found
some way to pass news 'round but not on Ole lMarster's place. You
sho' had to have a pass 'fore you could leave dat plantation and he
warn't goin' to give you no pass jus' for foolishment. I never
heared tell of no uprisin's twixt white folks and Niggers but dey
fussed a-plenty. Now days when folks gits mad, dey jus' hauls off

and kills one another.

"Atter slaves got through deir wuk at night, dey was so tired dey jus'
went right off to bed and to sleep. Dey didn't have to wuk on Sadday
atter dinner, and dat night dey would pull candy, dence, and frolic
'til late in de night. Dey had big times at cornshuckin's and log
rollin's. My pappy, he was a go-gitter; he used to stand up on de
corn and whoop and holler, and when he got a drink of whiskey 1ﬁ him

he went hog wild. +ere was alius big eatin's when de corn was all

shucked.

"Christmes warn't much diffunt from other times. Us chillun had a
heap of fun a=-lookin' for Santa Claus. De old folks denced, quilted,

and pulled candy durin' de Christmastime. Come New Year's Day, dey

all had to go back to wuk.

"what for you wants to know what I played when I was a little geal?
Dat was a powerful long time ago. Us played in de sand piles, jumped

rope, played hide and seek and 0l1d Mother Hubbard."
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At this time a little girl, who lives with Alice, asked for a

piece of bread. She got up and fed the child, then said: “Come

in dis here room. | wants to show you whar | burned my bed last

night tryin’ to kill de chinches: dey most eats me up evvy night.”

In the bedroom an oil lamp was burning. The bed and mattress show-
ed signs of fire. The mattress tick was split from head to foot

and cotton spilling out on the floor. “Dat’'s whar | sleep,” de-

clared Alice. The atmosphere of the bedroom was heavy with nauseous
odors and the interviewer hastened to return to the front of the house
desiring to get out of range of the chinch-ridden bed. Before there

was time to resume conversation the terrier grabbed the bread from
the child's hand and in retaliation the child bit the dog on the jaw

and attempted to retrieve the bread. Alice shatched off her stocking
cap and beat at the dog with it. “Git out of here, Biddy. | done

told you and told you ‘bout eatin’ dat chile’s somepin ‘teat. | don't

know why Miz. Woods gimme dis here dog no how, ‘cause she knows |
can't feed it and it's jus’ plum starvin'. Go on out, | say.

“Lordy! Lady, dar’s one of dem chinches from my bed a-crawlin’ over
your pretty white dress. Ketch him quick, ‘fore he bites you.” Soon
the excitement was over and Alice resumed her story.

“Dey tuk mighty good care of slaves when dey got sick. Dey had to,
“cause slaves was propity and to let a slave die was to lose money.
Ole Miss, she looked atter de ‘omans and Ole Marster, he had de doctor



for de mens. I done forgot most of what dey made us take. I know
dey made us wear assfidﬁy (asafetida) sacks 'round our necks, and

eat gumgoo wax. Dey rubbed our heads wid camphor what was mixed

#id whiskey. 014 folké used to conjure folks when dey got mad at 'em.
Dey went in de woods and got certain kinds of roots and biled 'em wid

spider webs, and give 'em de tea to drink.

"One -day us chillun was playin' in de sand pile and us looked up and
seed a passel of yankees comin'. Dere was so many of 'em it was lsk

a flock of bluebirds. 'Fore dey left some folks thought.dey wsas

more lak blue devils. My mammy was in de kitchen and 0Ole Miss said:
'Look out of dat window, Milly; de yankees is comin' for sho' and dey's
goin' to free you and take you and your chillun ‘way ffom me. Don't
leave me! Please don't leave me, Milly!' Dem yankees swarmed into de
yard. Dey opened de smokehouse, chicken yard, corneridb, and evvything
on de place. Dey tuk what dey wented and told us de rest was ours to
do what us pleased wid. Dey said us was free and dat what was on de

vlantation b'longed to us, den dey went on off and us never seed ‘'em

no more.,

"When de War was over QOle Miss c¢ried and cried and begged us not to
leave her, but us did. Us went to wuk for a man on halves. I hed to

. white
wuk in de field 'til I was a big gal, den I went to wuk for rich/folks.

I ain't never wuked for no pore white folks in my whole life.

"It was a long time 'fore WNiggers could buy land for deirselfs ‘'cause

dey had to make de money to buy it wid. I couldn't rightly say when
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schools was set up for de Niggers. It was all such a long time ago,

and I never tuk it in nohow.

"I don't recollect when I married George Huff or what I wore dat day.
Didn't live wid him long nohow., I warn't goin' to live wid no man what
sot 'round and watched me wuk. Mammy had done larnt me how to wuk, and

I didn't know nothin' else but to go ahead and wuk for a livin's I
don't know whar George is. He might be dead for all I know; if he ain't,
ne ought to be. I got three chillun, Two Qf 'em is gals, Lizzie and
Lila, and one is a boy. My oldest gal, she lives in Atlenta." She |
ignored the question as to where her other daughter lives, ™My son

wuks at de Georgian Hotel. But understand now, dem ein't George Huff's
chillun. Deir pappy was my sweetheart what got into trouble and runned

away. I ain't gwine to tell his name.

"Honey, I jus' tell you de truth; de reason why I jined de church was
'cause I was a wild gal, and dere warn't nothin' too mean for me to do
for a loﬁé time. Mammy and my sisters kept on beggin' me to change my
way of livin', but I didn't 'til four years ago. I got sick esnd thought
I was goin' to die, and den I begged de good Lord to forgive me and
promised Him if He would let me git well 'nough to git out of datvbed,

I would change and do good de rest of my life. When I was able to git
up, I jined de church. I didn't mean to burn in hell lak de preachers

said I would. I thinks evvybody ought to jine de church and live right.

"Oh-h-h! Lady, I sho' do thank you for dis here dime. I'm gwine to
buy me some mest wid it. I ain't had none dis week. My white folks

is mighty good to me, but Niggers don't pay me no mind,



"Has you axed me all you wants to? I sho' is glad ‘cmuse I ain't had
nothin' tteat yit.®" She pulled down her stoecking to tie the coin
in its top and revealed an expanse of sores from ankle to knee. A
string was tied above each knee. "A white lady told me dem strings
soaked in kerosene would drive out de misery from my laigs,™ Alice

explained. "Goodbye Honey, and God bless you."
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AR EX-SLAVES OPINION OF SLAVERY

Islah Green, an ex-slave, still has & clear, agile mind
and an intelligent manner. With his reddish brown eomplexion,
straight hair, and high cheek bones, he reminds yo&. of an old
Indian Chief, and he verifies the impression by telling you that
his grandfather was & full blooded Indian

Isaiah Green was born in 1856 at Greensboro, Ga. Cleary
MaXlory Willis and Bob Henderson were his parents, but he did not
grow up knowing the love and care of a father, for hisg father was
sold from his mother when he was only two years. Years 1 ter, his
mother lost track of his father and married again. There were
eleven children and Isaiash was next to the youngest.

His master was Colonel Dick Willis, who with his wife
Miss Sally" managed a plantation of 3,000 acres of land anmd 150
slaves. Col. Willis had seven children, all by & previcas nérriage.
Thwoughout the State he was known for his wealth and culture. His
plantation extended up and down ths Oconee River.

His slave quarters were made up of rows of 2-room log
cabing with a different family ocoupying each room. The fireplaces
were built three and four feet in length purposely for cooking.
The furniture,consisting of a bed, table,and chair, was made
from pine wood and kept clean by sooni-ing with sand. KNew mat-
tresses and pillows were made each spring from wheat straw.
| " 014 Unele Peter, one of the Willis slaves, was a skilled

carpenter and 'ould g0 about building homes for other plantation

owners. Sometimes he was gone as long as four or five months.
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Every two weeks, rations of meal, molasses and bsem
were given each slave family in sufficient gquantity. The slaves
prepared their own mea‘a, but were not allowed to '1eavoﬁ the fields
until noon. A nursing mother, however, could leave between times.

Large families were the aim amd pride of & slave owner,
and he quickly learned which of the slave women were breeders and
vhich were not. A slave trader could 4 ways sell 'a bredding woman
for twice the usual amcunt., } A greedy owner got rid of those who

£ undesirables
lated a numbdeyr, inecluding the aged and unruly.

Eidn't breed. First, however, he would wait until he had acecumu-
/ There was an old slave trader in Loui siana by the name of

j’ﬁwiley who 8lways bought this type of slave and re-sold them. When
ready to sell, a slave owner notified him by telegram. #hen Riley
arrived, the slaves were lined up, undressed and closely 1nspe§ted.
Too many scars on the body meant a "bad sleve" and no one would

| be anxious to purchase him. |
T Green related the story of his grand mother Betsy Willis.
f@;ndnother was half whi te, since the master of the plantation
fon which she‘ 1ived was her father." He wished to sell her, and when
she was pladed on the block he made the following statement: " I
wish to sell & slave who is also my daughter. Before anyone can
purchase her, he must agree not to treat her as a slave but as &
free person. She is a good midwife and can be of great service

to you. Col. Dick Willis was there, and in front of everyone

si gned the papers.
= The Willis plantation was very large and required many
workers. lhere were 75 plow hands alene, excluding those who
were required to ﬁo the hoeing. Women 88 well as men worked in

the fields. Isaiah Green d&eclares that his mother could plow
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as well as any men., He 8lso says that his work was very easy in
the spring. He dropped peas into the soft earth between the
cornstalks, and planted them with his heél. Cotton, wheat, corn,
and all kinds of vegetables made up the crops. A special group of
women did the carding and spinning, and made the clbfh on two looms.
All garments were made from this homespun cloth. Dyes from roots
and berries were used to produce the various celors; Red elm
berries and a certain tree bark made one kind of dye.

Besides acting &s midwife, Green's grandﬁother Betsy
Willis, was also a skilled seamstress and atle to show the other
women different points in the art of sewing. Shoes were given to
the slaves as often as they were needed. Green'; step-father was
afflicted andi could not help with the work in the field. Since he
was 8 skilled shoe maker his job was to make shoes in ihe winter.
In summer, however, he was required to sit in the large garden,
ringing a bell to smare away the birds,
/’/ﬂ///\Col. Willis was & very kind man, who would not tolsrate
{crusl treatment to any of his slaves by overseers. If a glave re-
ported that he had been whipped for no reason and showed scars on
his body as proof, the overseer was discharged. On the Willis
Plantation were 2 colored men known as "Nigger Drivers." One

‘particularly, known as "Uncle Jarrett,"” was very mean and enjoyed

exceeding th;ggﬁhority given by the méster. Green remarked, "I
wﬁé the master's pet‘. He never woed anyone to whip me and he

didn't whip me himself. He was 7-ft. 9 in. tall and often as I

walked with him, he would ask, ®*Isaiah, do you love your old

mastert® Of course I would ansﬁer,yoa. for I 414 love him."
Col. w11115 did not allow the "patterrollers" to inter-

fere with any of his slaves. He never gave them passes, end if
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to whip them.
Mr. John Branch was eonsidered one of the meanest slave

owners in Green County, &nd the Negroes on his plantation were

always running away/rl:other., slave owner know/mfor his cruelty

ﬁv/a;-bolonel Calloway, who had a slave named Jesse who ran sway
anm stayed 7 years. He dug a cave in the ground and made
fairly comfortable living quarters. Other slaves who no longer
‘ could stand Col. Calloway's cruelty, would Joinm him. Jessae
g visited his wife, Lettie, two and three times a week &t night.
f Col. Calloway could never verify this, but became suspieciocus
‘ when Jesse's wife gave birth to two children who were the exsct
2 duplicate of Jesse. When he openly &ccused her of knowing
;! Jesse's whereabouts, she denied the charges, pretending she hed
not seen him since the day he left.

When the war ended, Jesse came to his 0l1d master and told

him he had been living right on the plantation for the past 7

years. Col. Calloway was 8stonished; he showed no amger toward

Jesse, however, but losned him a horse and wagon to move his

goods from the cave to his home.
There were some owners who made their slaves steal goods

fromoggrpnntations and hide it on theirs. They were punished

by their master, however, if they were caught.
Frolics were held on the Willis plantation as often as

'_des:l.red. It was customary to invite slaves from adjoining plan-
tations, but if they attended without securing & pass from their
master, the "patterrollers" could not bother them so long as

they were on the Willis plantation. On the way home, however,

they were often caught and beaten.
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~ In those days there were many Negro musicians who were
always ready to furnish mb.sie from their banjo and fiddle for

the frolies. If a white family was entertaining, an;_tii;-neaded
musi cian but didn't own one, they would hire a slave from another
plantation to play for them.

Col. Willis & ways allowed his slaves to keep whatever
money they earned. There were two stills on the Willis plantation,
but the slaves were never allowed to drink whiskey at their frol-
ics. Sometimes they mammged to "take & little" without the master
xnowing it. |

On Sunday afternoons, slaves were required to attend white
churches for religious services, and over and over again the one
sermon drummed into their heads was, "Servants obey your mistress
and master; you live for them. Now go home and obey, and your
master will treat you right." If a slave wished to join the
church, he was baptized by & white minister.

The consent of both slave owners was necessary to uni te
& couple in matrimony. No other ceremony was required. Ef
either master wished to sell the slave who'x:nrried. he would
name the price and if it was agreeable to the other, the deal
was settled so that one owner became master of both. The lar-
ger and stronger the man, the more valuable he was conéidered.

Slsves did not lack mediocal treatment and were given the
best of attention by the owner's family doctor. Sometimes
slaves would preteml illness to escape work in the field. 4
quick examination, however, revealed the truth. Home remedies
such as turpentine, castor oil, etec., were always kept on hand
for minor ailments.

Green remembers hearing talk of the war before he actually
saw signs of it. It was not long before the Yankees visited
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Greénsboro, Ga., and the Willis plantation. Dn one ocession,
they took all the best horses and mules and left theirs which
were broken down and worn from travel. They also searehed for

money and other valuable During this period & me2il wagon

bfoke down in the cresk and water soon covered it. When the

water fell, Negroes from the Willis plantation found sacks of
money and hid it. One unscrupulous Negro betrayed the others;
rather than givé back the money, many ran away from the viecinity.
Isaiah's Uncle managed to keep his money buﬁ'the Ku Klux Klan
learned that he was one of the group. One night they kidﬁaped

and earried him to the woods where they pinned him to the
grounl, set the dry leaves on fire, snd left him. In the
group he recognized his master's son Jimmie. 483 fate would

" have it the leaves burned in places and went out. By twisting
a 1little he managed to get loose, but fourd that his feet were

f badly burned. Later, when he confronted the master with the
5 facts, Col. Willis offered to pay him if he would not mention
the fact that his son Jimmie was mixed up in it, and he sent
the man to a hospital to have his burns treated. In the emnl,
all of his toes had to be amputated. |
T Another time, the Yankees visited the Willis plantation
and offered Green 8 stick of candy if he would tell them where
the master hid his whiskey. Isaish ignoramtly gwe the infor-
mation. The leader of the tropps then blew his trumpet anﬁ
his men came from every directiom. He gave orders that they
search for an underground cellar. Very soon they found the
well-stocked hiding place. The troops drank &as much as they
wanted and invited the slaves to help themselves. Later, when

Col. Willis arrived and the mistréss, who was furious, told him
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told him, she said, "If it hadn't been for that little villain,
the Yankees would never have found your whiskey." The master
understood, however, that Isaiah hadn't known what he was doing,
and refused to punish him.

e ~ Tpe Yankees came to the Willis plantation to notify the

/ﬁegroes of their freedom. One thing they said stands out in
; Green's memory. "If your mistress calls you 'John,® call her

'Sally.* TYou are as free as she is and she can't whip you any
more. If you remain, sign a paper so that you will receive pay
for your work." Mrs. Willis looked on with tears in her eyes

and shook her head sally. The next day the master notified each

slave family that they could remain on his plantation if they
desired and he would give each $75.00 at Christmas. Looking at

Isaiah's step-father, he told him that since he was afflicted he
klwould(éﬁiifig;ﬁ;;;p$50.00, but this amount was refused. Wishing
'to keep the man, Col. Willis finally offered him &s much as he
‘@romised the ablebodied men.
N Some slave owners did not let their slaves know of their
freedom, and kept them in ignorance as long as six months; some
even longer.

Green's family remained cn the Willis plantation until
they were forced to move, due to their ex-master's extravagance.
As Isaiah remarked, "He ran through with 3,000 acres of land
and died on rented land in Morgan County."

/7" Direotly after the war, Col. Willis was nominated for the
/;ffice of legislator of Georgia. Realizing that the vote of the
5gex-slaves would probably mean election for him, he rode through
his plantation trying to get them to vote for him. He was not

3 sucocessful, however, amd some families were asked to move off

ot
<
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his plantation, especially those whom he didn't particularly

like.
Years later, Green's family moved to Atlanta. Issiah is

now living in the shelter provided by the Dept. of Publiec Wel-

fare. He appears to be fairly contented.
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TEE EXPERILNCES CF AN EX-SLAVE

Followins is the acoount of slavery s told by Mr. Issa¢ Green, #!i0 3spent
a part of his echildhood ss & 8lave,

"I wus born in Greene County, lieorgia, eighty-one yesrs ago. Ny marster wus
named Colonel -illis. lie wus @ rich mam en' he bad a whole lots o' slaves - - 'bout
seventy~-five or ~ore. Besides my mother an® me I had nine sisters. 1 wus de
sounges' chile. I didn't know ‘bout my fatncr *till after surrender, 'ecause ol'
mrster 80ld him 'way fum my mother when I wus $wo ye:rs olde

":kemn I wus big enuff I haed to go to de fiel® wid de rca' o' de éhillun an'
drap corn an' pecss. €'d take our heels am' dent a place im de groum' an' in
every dent ve hed to drep two peas., Sometimes we'd meke a mistnke an' drap three
seeds irstead o' two &n' if we did dis too often it meant de strap fum de overseer.
On our rlantetion we hed & colored an' a white overseexre

"5 ol' rarster never did wiup me an' he didn't ‘lowx none o' de overseers to
whup mc either. Fe always say: 'Dat's my nigger ~ = I sol' iis fether when I
coulda saved him - - he wus de bes' man I had on de plantation.’' De rest o' de
siaves uster git whuvpins soretimes fer not workim' like cey should. when dey didn't
work or some othir little t ingz iike dat dey would git twenty-five or fifty lashes
but de marster would tell de oversee:: 'Do 't you cut my nigger's hide or sear him,
You see if a slave wus scarred he wouldm't brings ¢s much a8 one with & smooth hide
in orse de marst-r #anted to sell .im, ‘cause de buyers would see de scars &n'
say dat he ®us & bad nigger,

“sonetimes de womem uster git whunpins fer fightim®. O1l' marster uster tell
my mother all de time dat he wus goin' to vive her one~hundred lashes if she

didn't stop fightin®, but te never did do it thoughe iy grendmother never did git

T S



whuoped. Colonel Bluek, her first marster, wus her father an' when he went broke
be bad to sell her. #hen he went broke he put her om de blosk - in dem deys dey
puat slaves on de block t0 sell 'em jes' like dey do horses an' mules now -~ he say
to de gentlemen gathered 'rouns 'Dis is my nigger an' my shilej she is & midwife
an' & extreordimsiry weaver an' whoever buys her has got to promise to treat her
like & white chile.' !y marster bought her an' he treated her like she wus white,
too. e never did try to hit her aa' he wouldmn't$ let nobody else hit her.

"#e always had & plenty to cat an' if we didm't we'd go out in samebody's
pasture an' kill & hog or sheep an' clesm him by & braneh an’ den hide de meat
in de woods or in de loft of de house. vaome of de white folks would lesrm you
how to steal fum other folks, cometimes ol' marster would say to ome o' usg
'3last you - you better go out am' hunt me & hog tomight am’ put it in zy smoke~
house - = dey can search you niggers' houses but dey can't seareh mime.'

"Once & week de marster give us three pounds of pork, a balf gellom o' syrup,
an' & peck o' measl. You had to have a garden conmcoted wid yo' house fer yo'
vegetabloa., Ce marster would let you go out in de woods an' cut you as large &
sp::ce as you wanted. If you failed to plant, it wus jes' yo' bad luek. If you
wanted to you could sell de cora or de tobacso or anythiig else da$ you raised
to de marster an' he would pay you. 'Course he wusa't goin' to pay you too much fer i,

"All de slaves 1ad to v’k - - my mother wus a plow han', 411 de aged »om an'
women had to tend to de hozs an' de cows an' do de weavin' an' de sewin'. Sometimes
01' msrster would let us bave & frolie an' we gould dance all night 1f veo wanted to
as long as we wus ready to go to de ficl' when de overseer blowed de bugle 'fo day
nex' mornin'e De ficl' hap's had to git up early enuff tc £4xX dey breskfus' befo'
dey went to de flel', e chillun took dinmer to *em at twelve o'clock. iie used
baskets to take de dinner in, an' lasrge pails to take de milk in. Dey hsd to fix supp«

fer dey selves when dey lef' de fiel' at dark,

5 SR



"All de clothes we wore wus made or de plantation. De women had to card,
spin an' weave de thread an' den wihen de cloth wus mede it wuy dyed wié& berries.
My step=father wus de shoemaker om de plantation an' we always had good shoes.
He beat ol' marster out o' 'bout fifteen years work. <hen he didn't feel like workiam'
he would play like he wus sick an' ol' ma:ster would git de dostor fer him., vhen
anybody got sick dey always had de doctor to tend to him,”

Regariing housss, Mr. Greean says: "We lived im log houses dat had wood floors.
Dere wus one window an' a l:rge firepluce where de cookin' wus done im de ashes.
De ehinks in de walls wus dauvbed wid mud to keep de weatner out. De bcds wus made
by hapd an' de mattresses wus big tiekin's stuffed wid straw,”

Continuing he seyst "Yo' actual treatment depenied om de kimd o' marster
you bad, A heap o' folks done a heap better im slavery dan dey do noWw. Everybtody

on our plantation wus glad when de Yankes soldiers tol' us we wus free."
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¥argaret Green,

1430 Jonzs Street,

Augusgta, Georgia

(Richrmond County)

¥argaret Green, 1430 Jones Street was born in 1855 on the
plantation of Mr. Cooke Mcxze in Edgefield Gounty, South Carolina,..

Mergaret®s houss was spotlessly c¢lean, her furniture of .'%‘he |
golden oak type was polished, and the table covai‘and‘siﬁeboard '
scarfs Were beautifully laundered. Wargaret is a aﬁnall, t‘rim
little flgura dressed in a grey print dress with a full gathered
skirt and a clea.n, starched apron with .strings tled in a big bow. et e o
She has twinkling aeyes, a kindly smile and a pleagant manner.

"Yes,mam, I remembers slavary tlmes very well. I wuz a 1i ttle'
girl but I could go back héme and show you right where I waz when
the soejers come through our place with their grey clothes and bright
brass buttons. They looked mighty fine on their hogses ridin® "round.;
I could show you right where thoge sojers had the camp® .

Margeret desciribed "the quarters®, and told of the 1ife.  ®Each.
fam*ly had a garden patch, and cokld raise cottcn. Galy ¥arse Couké
raised cotton; ¥hat we raised we .gt". | |

'Harga.ret Were the slaves on your master's plantation mi straated?‘

"What you say? Eiatreat? Ch! you mean llugged! Yes, man, aoma-

time Harsé Cooke wiip us when we need it, but he never hurt nobedy. He

‘Just givas 'em a lick or two to make 'em nind they busginess. Iaru S
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COOké'was“a;gOQd‘mah, and hé'névsr let a overseer lay affinger on
one of hls niggers!' )

!ﬂérgaret Were yon aver whlpped?'

Margaret laughed; with her ayes twinkling merrily shé'raplied,'
"Warse Cooke say he wuz gonna whip me *cause I’taéféo misehevious.
He was oﬁ his horse. I broke aﬁd run, and Merse ain*t give me that
whippin® till yett®

*Yes, mam, I hearn storiess o' ghos'es and hants, but I never
did b*lieve in none of 'em. I uster love to play and to get out of
211 the work I could. The 0ld folk on the plantashrn ﬁhtér tell us
younguns.if we didn't hurry baqk from the spring witﬁ the-watgr bué-
kats, the hants and buggoos would catch us. I ain*t never hurry till
vet, and I never see a hant. I wighed I could, *caus® I don*t b'lieve
I would be scart.® | |

"Margaret, did you learn to read?"

"Oh! no mam, that wuz sumpin® we ﬁuzn't Y lowed to doj nobody
could have lessons, But we went to Church to the Publican Baptist
Crurch. Yes, mam, I'se sho' dat wuz the name - - the Publicaﬁ'Baptist
Thurch - - ain't I been there all my life 'till I been grown.and
rarried? We ﬁster go mornin' and evenin', and the~white peéple sat on
me sidé and the slaves on thé other."

"Wargaret said har mother was a seamstress and also a caok. Three
other seamstresses workaed on the jlantation. There was s spinning
wheel and a loom, and all the cotton cloth for clothing Was‘wéven and
then made into clothes for all fhe slaves. Thefe were three shoe

rmakers on the place who made shoes for the slaves, and did all the

saddle and harness repair.




Margaret was agked who attended the slaves when they wexf‘ezsiéi(.»";-".

"farse Cooke's son was a doctbiiﬁ,;'she replied, and he *tended
anybody who was bé.d sick. Granny'Phoeb,e was the midwife ‘ai: our
plantashun and she birthed all the babies. She was old when I wasg
a little gal, and she lived to be 105. Marse Cooke néver' let any
of his slaves do heavy work 'till dey wuz 18 years old." Margaret's
father went to the war with "Marse Cooke® as his body servant, and
her mother went also, to cook for him! |

*To tell you the truth, man,®™ said the old woman, "I *member
more .Ybout that war back yonder than I member *bout the war ﬁe had

a. few years ago."
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, X ' innie Green

Interviewed

Kinnie is not an ex-slave, for she was "jes walkint™®
when the war wss over, Her parenté were given their
freedom.in Ifay but stayed on with Judge Green until
f21l, after the wheatl cutting. The family moved to

a two story house "out Meriwether Road" but didn't
get along so well, Minnie was hungry lots and came

to tovm to g-t seraps of food. Vhen she was a‘“géyd
big girl"™ she came to town'ona day with her hair full
of oukle=burrs, dressed in her mother's basque ipoking _
for food, when she saw a msn staniing in front of a
gtore eating an orsnge. She wanted thet peeling, ﬁb
one kept their cows and pigs up and when the men threw
the peeling on the ground a sow . rabbed it. Minnie
chased the pig right down Hill Street, was hollering
and meking »lsnty of noise, when a ledy, "Uis' Mary
Beeks™, came out and asked her ™what's the mattere?n
"Right then and there I hired myself out to Miss iiary,
and she raised me."™ Minnie played with white children,
went to the "white folks™ Church, and did not "associate
with niggerc™ until she wss grown., Every summervthey
went to the Cawmp Grounds for two weeks. They took the
children, !Minnie for nurse, o sgtove, a cow and every- o ;

thing they needed for that time. LJ

She was ncarly grown before she went to a colored church

ahd "haptisin®® and it frightened her to see a person
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immersed and come up "shcutin'"., Minnie thought they was

nfightin' the Prescher™ so she didn't go back anymore.

Minnie firmly bvelievesg if a.woman comes in your house first
on Hew Years Day, it will bring you bad luck, and she hsgs
welked as far as 10 miles to get a man in her house first.
If she meets a cross eyed person, she crosses ner fingers
and snits on them to break the bsad spell. MHooten' owls™
are sure the sign of death and she always burns her hair
combins beceuse if you Jjust throw them away and the birds
zet them to »ut in tkeir nests, you'll have =z "wandefin'

milld . "
Minnie is 72 yeesrs old, very active physieally ané nmentally,
lives amoiig ﬂwsﬂwgroes now buv greztly misses her ™ihi te

folks."”

“Minnie Green
50& Eszsv Clieppell Sireet
Griffin, Georgisa

st C1, 1996.
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WHEELER -GRESHAM of WILKES COUNTY GEORGIA
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Wheeler Gresham, 82 years old, tall, very erect, has
white hair and beard, a quiet dignified manner, and radeﬁ old
eyes that seem ever to be gazing back on those happy days he told
ebout "when we war' in slavery." He is uneducated, having gone
to school only one week in his life - gave up "tryin{\to larn
out er books."

Wheeler claims the distinetion of having had three masters
and loving them all equally well; he belonged to one and lived
with the other two. It all happened in this wise:

His mother, Barbara Booker, belonged to "Marse Simmie and
Marse Jabie Booker®™ - ("Marse Simmie wuz the one what named me")
his father, Franklin Gresham belonged to "Marse Geo;ge Greah&m."“
The Bookers and Greshams lived on adjoining plantations and were
the bdest of friends and neighbors. They would not sell a slave
no matter what happened, so when Barbara and Franklin wanted to
marry they had the consent of their owners and settled down on
the Booker plantation where Barbara continued her work and
Franklin spending all his spare time with her, although he be-
longed to the Greshams and kept up his work for them. He had a

pass to go and come as he pleased.
Wheeler tells of his life on the plantations for his time

wes spent between the two where he played with the other little
slaves and with the white boys near his age. He enjoyed most
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playing marbles, hunting and fishing with the little Gresham
boys. He never has had a punishment of any kind in &ll his
whole long life, and said with much pride - "An' I &1n‘t never
been in no ccurt scrape neither.AIﬁO'm, my Htréters didn't |

e e et e
~ 'low nobody ter 'buke dey han's. Ef a overseer got rough an?

. wanted to beat a nigger, he had to go right den and dar.” e
§ added: "Dem overseer fellows wuz rough anyhow, dey warn't our

| sort of folks. An' de owners what wuz mesn to dey niggers

4

i
wuz looked down on by *speectable white folks lak’ dan.what I

. _belonged to."

*All us little niggers on the Booker plantatioﬁ et in de
white folks' gitchen, & blg old kitchen out in de yard. De
grown slaves cooked and et in dey cabins, but our Kistess
wouldn't trust 'em to feed de little ones. My Gramma wuz!de
cook an' we had plenﬁj of good victuals, we'd &ll set er round
an' eat all we wanted three times er day." /

Wheeler sald that the Doctor who lived near by was always
called in when the negroes were sick and they had the best of
care; their owners saw to that. 0f course there were simple
home remedies like mullein tea for colds, Jerusalem Osk seed
crushed up and mixed with syrup, given to them in the Springtime,
and always that terrible "garlic warter" they aso despised to
take.

| When death came the slave was buried on the plantation in
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the negro burial ground, & white preacher conduoting the last
rites. When a negro couple wanted to marry the consent of the
owners was ceremony enough and they set up a home as man and
wife and lived on "'thout all dis 'voein' lak dey has terday."

Christmes was & big time with three or four days holiday
on the plantations. Santa Clsus found his way to the Quarters
and left the little negroes stick candy &nd "reisens", and "dar
wuz er plenty'of pound cake fer everybody." Fourth Sr July
was & big holiday and all the little boys white and black went
a-fishing together that day.

Sundsays were kept holy - no work was done on the Sabbath.
On "meetin' days" everybody attended the neighborhood Church,
white and black worshiped together, the darkies in the gallery
built for them. On all other Sundays they went to Church and
everybody sat in one big Bible Class. Wheeler said his Mistess
called up all the little negroes on the plantaticn on Sunday
afternoons and taught them the catechism and told them Bible

stories.
There wes plenty of fun for the darkies in the Gresham and

Booker éolmnnity. They had dances, cornshuckings, picnics and
all kinds of old time affairs. These were attended by slaves for
some distance around, but they had to have passes or "de patter
pollers would sho' git 'em. Us little niggers wuz feared to

g0 'bout much *kase we heered so much erbout de patter rollers."
Wheeler enjoyed the sornshuckings more than snything else, or
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rather he talked more freely about them.i He said that the
corn was piled high in the barn and the men and boys, after a

(i

big supper of "fresh meat and all kinds of good things, and

i SRR S

plenty of h pound cake" f- (that pound ceke he can't seem

to forget) - would gather arounf and to the tune of an old fidéle
in the hands of a plantation musieian, they would sing and
shuek corn until the whole pile was finished. Many races were
entered into and the winners proclaimed amid much shouting ané
laughter. This merriment and work lasted into the night.
Wheeler was guick to sey that the heappiest tm of his life
was those days of slavery and the first years immediately after.
He was happy, had all that anyone needed, was well taken care of in
every way. He spoke of their family as being a happy one, of how
they worked hard all day, and at night were gathered around their
cabin fire where the little folks played and his mother spun
away on her "task of yern". His Mistess made all his clothes,
"good warm ones, too." All the little negroes played together
and there "wuz a o0ld colored lady"™ that looked after them "en'

kept 'em straight.”
There was little talk of the war, in fact some of the slaves

didn't know what "de white folks wuz er fightin' 'bout."” Wheeler's
two Booker masters, "Marse Simmie and Marse Jablie, went to de war,

Marse Jabie wuz kilt der.” Very little difference was noticed
in the plantation life - of course times were harder and there was

O

a sadness around, but work went on as usual.| When the war was

ovei' and the slaves called up and told they were free: "Sum wuz
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‘\i glad an' sum wuz sorry, dey &ll wuz at a wonder - &t de row's
len', didn't know whar ter go. De most of ‘em stayed on lak we
[_w_uf, workin' fer our white folks. Dat's wheat my Pa an' Ma
don;m, dey stayed on fer sometime after de war."” Wheeler tells
about & few Yankees eoming through the country after the war:
mggera wuz all *feared of 'em an' we run frum 'em, but dey
1 didn't do nothin' to nobody. I dunno what dey cum er 'round
down here fer," A
theoler said he "nuver paid signs no mind - imm paid no
*tention to all dem 'stitions an' sish lak." He didn't have any
superstitions to tell only he did hear “ef a screech owl fly
*cross yo' do* hif.svcr sign of a death in det house, &an' ef a
whippowill calls at de' do' hit's er sign of death., Dat‘'s what
folks say, I don't know nothin®' 'bout hit."
, wm"I '‘m glad I knowed slavery, I had er better livin® in dem
days é@an I eber had since. No talk 'bout money in dem days - no
W,’,_ ef & doetor wuz needed he wuz right dar. I*se livin‘
ter day 'kase I got sich a good start, an' den too, I'se livin’
on de days of my Pa and Ma. Dey wuz good folks an' lived ter be

old. An' den too, I'se allus lived on a ‘fam, ain't nuver

knowed no t'other kind of life, an' dat's de healthiest and

freest way ter live."
And, maybe, this gray old son of the soil is right -

who knowsa?
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HEARD GRIFFIN~EX=-SLAVE

In order to catch Mr, Heard Griffin, the writer prepared herself
for an early morning interviei. His dsughter previously informed her
that 1t would be the only possible chance of seeing him. Why? because
even at the age of 86 years he is still restless; and is forever in the
streets. He can walk much faster than & young person; but memory an_d‘
hearing are a little dimmed by eage., By careful and tactful _questi(miing,

~ E R
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‘emple time for thinking the writer was able to learn a few

facts of slavery which are as follows:

Mr. Griffin was born May 19, 1850 in Weldon conntyél)rnbnroo.
Georgia. His mother Sarah Griffin birthed 11 children; but he aid not
clearly remember his father as their master s0ld him when he was a very
smell boy. Here he remarked."™ They would take small babies fram their
mothers’ arms and sell them,

Their master and mistress Mike and Lucinda Griffin omf%about
200 acres of land and a large number of slaves, On this plantation was
grown corn, cotton, wheat, é’etc}sl.ong before day light, the master would
came to the slave quarters and call each person one by one, ®Get up,
Get Bps" Very soon every one was up and fully dressed ready to begin
the day's worke First, howevexj they drenk ome or two glasses of milk
and a piece of corn bread, which was considered breakfast. Whether this
amount of food was sufficient for & morning's meal didn't matter to their
master., They simply had to make it last them until dinner. Smiling

Mr. Griffin remarked, "It wouldn't be long before you would hear the
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"geeing and hawing" coming from the fields, the squealing of pigs and the
varking of dogs.all sounds mingling together.

Every one had a certain amount of work to complete before the
day ended; and each person worked in feverish haste to get it done and avoid
the whipping which they knew was in store for them, should they fail.
During the day Mr. Griffin's mother werked in the field, hoeing and plowing.
At night sh5 as well as other women, had to spin thregxd into cloth until
bed timé. Each woman had to camplete four cuts or -E%r; pu.nishﬁ%m tﬁe
next morninge. *If it began raining while we worked in the fields, the
overseer would tell everyone to put up their horses and to to shelling . ,
corn in the cribs," remarked Mr. Griffin.

"Mike Griffin was the meanest men I've ever known, he continued,,
"He would sit down with nothing else to d/o) think of same man, send for him
and for no reason at all, give him a good beating, He kept a long cow-
hide, which was almost an inch thick and with this he would Almost beat
folks to death. First you had to remove your clothing so that whipping
vogld not wear them outs, One day he beat a woman named Hannah so badly
that she died the same night. Before day_break he had carried the baby 7
off and buried it. We never knew the burial placo(" Overseers too, .
were very mean, particularly those on the Griffin plantation. They followed
the example of the man who hir them and as a result th:l.s Plantatipn 75.\:»/\)

e} W '4/ a/vi i}"?f'w} (' 3 ,"Q(b\} 2 1“ M ' “‘1:&'

known far and wide ror 11:5 Aemuz,_zaaz__and.m Meny slaves would "'w: h&m,

have attempted to run away but for fear of the pask of blood hounds kept

for the purpose of tracking run away slaves.
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) Patter-)fbllers”were busy, too)looking up slaves and whipping them
for the flimsiest of excuses, Slaves often outran them to the woods and
managed to return to their plantations unobserved. If a pass had a certain
hour msrked in it, for the slaves ret}lrn and he failed to return at the de-
signated houses, this was an offense for which they were punis_hed by the
patter-rollers. "Yes,’ remasrked Mr. Griffirza;;ie were not even allowed to
quarrel among ourselves, Our master would quickly tell'us\ratl am the one
to fight) not youz" ~ When a slave visited his relatives on another pla_.ntation
the master would send along one or two of his children to meke sure they
did not attempt to run away.

Discarded bed clothing was given to slave families on the Griffin
Plantation and often it was necessary, to keep a big log fire in the winter,
in orc_ler to sleep comfortably. Clothing for individual needs cansisted of
one pair of brogan shoes a year and hame-mede cotton garments, shirts, ’pants,
dresses, getl{a Every person went bare footed in the summer and saved their
cne pair of shoes for the winter,

Food consisting of mesl, bacon meat, and syrup wes given the slave
families once a weeks Occasionally "shortlé“ a seeond quality of flour was
given them for their Sunday meals. The |Gr1rr1ns were not liberal in feeding
their slaves, but would not object to thei reising a little corn, and a
few vegetabless ftw—e;e\r—):}they had t'ohworz;l;: tl.;eil; é;‘dehmy the
light of Wﬁa\ wood. Real coffee was an unheard-of luxury among
sleves: 2o scorched or corn meal served the purpose just as well. On
Christmas Mr;—Griffimwr the master, called each slave and gave him a dram of
whigkey., -Ne—eother—food-er fruii wes-gisen.

Tin Fans served as plates for the fzmilies. Spoons, knives, and
forks were unheerd of} "Meny a day I have eaten mashed bread and milk fram

a trough and thought it wes good,™ remarked Mr, Griffin.
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Occasionally on other plantationsd slaves were allowed to earn
money by selling vegetables, chickensiotc_{ehm_g'n the Griffin Plgn-
tation they could only segl home made "gingercakes®™ for which a f_iro-eent{

| plece of paper money wes received in return. There were three pieces of
paper money used in those days;the five-centd, ten-cent/, and firtoen-cent;‘
piece‘ﬁj i

Although the m did not have separate churches, they were
expected to attend the white churches and occupy the beaches placed in the
back, purposely for them. After the coachman drove the white fémily to
church he unhitched the horses from thé carriage and carried them to the
pasture whe;'e they ramained until the services were over,

Marriages were very easily performed on the Griffin Plantation:

1p—thets géfter securing the consent of both owners the rest of the ceremony
consisted only in having the couple jump the broam. In the event, the br:l"da
and groom lived on separate plantations the grpem was given a pess to visit
her on week ends, beginning Saturday afternoon and ending Sunday Evening.

"Our master was to0 mean to let us have rrolics)"rmarked Mr. Griffan,
"We never knew anything, but works of course when we got ‘s:lck we were given
the best medical care possible, People didn*t die, they always got woll?'. 2
Hame remediaséf made from various roots were used for minor illnesses.

"When the Civil War broke caut our master lodded his horses with
his most valuable possessions and refugeed forty miles fram his home, ™remarked
Mr. Griffin. "On one occasion the Yanks came to our plantation snd stole
three of our best horses. I never saw a battle fought but often watched the
gfn:rederate /oldiers drillinge Ve continued to work long after freedom was
declare& not knowing that we were free, One day. our mteﬁ son-in~law

called us together end told us we were free. Most of us didn't know what
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to do but we were glad to get off of that plantation and away from o0ld man
Griffine® With & broad smile he continued;well that is all I can tell
you Miss, but come back to see me againg" qu;h the above remark Mr. Heard
Griffin and I closed our interview, He reminded me)howover, that he had
been married five times and was the father of fifteen children, four of
whom are still livinge His daughter cares for him and tries to make his

old age as happy and camfortable as she can without the aid of relief._]

<)
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REMINISCENCES OF SLAVERY DAYS

It was a beautiful brisk morning in October when I turned
into main street to call on one of the most unique and interest-
ing characters that we have among our colored citizens.

Upon arri\ving at the house where Uncle Dave liies, I made nmy
way through :;{g;te at-the stie-ofhtg Nome; and the first thing

At
that greeted my—wéston in his back yard was a sign, "No Truspass-
ing." I called to a tenant who rents his home to inquire‘ where I
might £ind Uncle Dave. We looked about the premises, and called
him, but no response. I was just about to leave in despair,when
the colored girl said "maybe he can be found inside,"™ whereupon
we calied him forth. <}He greeted me with a deep peal of laughter,
saying "now you done caught me sho, Mistp¥ssi" I told him the
story of my mission, and,after making various excuses he finally,
with a studied reluctance, consented to talk to me a while. He
called the colored girl and asked her to bring me a chair into
the yard, which he placed near his favorite out-door 1oungipg
i:laoe, and invited me to sit down. Then, with a hearty laugh he
said, "now Miss, just what is it you want me to tell you?" #i
want you to tell me all about yourself back i‘n' slavery days and
since, Uncle Dave."%’Miss, it I tell you all I kmow, then you will
lgliw’.as much about me as I know." Agalin he burst into laughter,
and constrained by a high sense of propriety, but with a—feeling
eof perfect ease, he began to relate to me in a manner and style

all his own, some of the facts ~oivcunstanees—and-hepponings con-

nected with his life.
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"Miss, my name is David Goodman Gullins. I was born in
1854 on the 27th dey of December, in Putnam County, about 3%
miles from Eatonton, on the Greensboro Road. I was born in
slavery, my father and mother being owned by Mr. J.W. Mappin.

“Marse Mappin was not a large slave holder, since he only had
about thirty-five slaves, but hs was what we call a 'coming
man". I do not remember how much land he owned, but nothing like
some of the very wealthy land and slave owners. My owner wﬁs a
comparatively young man, say middle aged, weighing about 190
pounds, with a fairly good education and withall a first rate man.

"My earliest recollection of him was his perfectly bald head. It
looked like & peeled onion. He married a widow, Mrs. Elizabeth
Lawson, who had two sons; one who was Judge Thomas G. Lawson of
the Ocmulgee Circuit, and Zurst Lawson, who was killed in the war,
My owners were very good to their slaves;

My father's name was John Mappin. He of course went by the
name of the owner. My mother's name was Catharine. She was
bought from an owner by the name of Milline by my master, and she
became Catharine Mappin. I know nothing of their lives, their
childhood, their struggles, hardships, etc., -and where they came
from. There were eleven boys and one girl in our family, I being
the third oldest boy born. Three brothers born after me died in
infancy. My mother raised only five of her sons to manhood, and
my sister is still living in Eatonton, Ga. 8She is Gragie Roby.

I have one brother still living, W.R. Gullins, a minister. He is
somewhere in North Carolina. When this brother was born, Mistress
had a lot of company, and all the ladies wanted to name the new
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baby for their best friends. So the baby was named Willie Richard
Edgar Mappin for the best friends of the young ladies. He later
dropped the name Edgar and goes by the name of Willie Richard
Gullins.

"Uncle David you say your owners name was Mappin, why is
your name Gullins?" ?hwell, Miss, I'll have to digress a little
to give you the history of the name. ZEvery effect has a cause you
know, and after I got old enough to reason things out, I woﬁdéred
toc why my name wes Gullins, so I did some investigating and the
story goes like thisy %When I was a very small boy back before the
war, a circus came to town. I remember the clown, whose name was
Gullins. My father, John Mappin, was so much like the clown in
his ways and sayings, that afterwards everyone started calling him
Gullins. This soon became a sort of nickneme. Some years after
when slaves were freed, they were all registered, most of them tak-
ing the famlly name of their owners. When time came for my father
to register, the Registrar says, "John, what name are you going to
register under, Mappin or Gullins? Everyone c¢alls you Gullins, and
they will always call you Gullins. My father, after thinking for
a moment said, "just put down Gullins." By this time I was be-
ginning to think that Uncle Dave was pretty much of a clown himself.

"Now Uncle Dave tell me your esrly impressions of your mother
and father." ?“M&ss, my mother was one of the best women God ever
made. Back in slavery time I recall the trundle bed that we child-
ren slept on. In the day it was pushed under the big bed, and at
night it was pulled out for us to sleep on; All through cold,bitter
winter nights, I remember my mother getting up often to see about
us and to keep the cover tucked in. She thought us sound asleep,
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snd I pretended I was asleep while listening to her prayers. She
would bend down over the bed and stretching her arms so as to
take us all in, she prayed with all her soul to God to help her
bring up her children right. Don't think now tha,t she let God do
it all; she‘helped God, bless your life, by keeping a switch right
at hand.” ®Uncle Dave you didn't have to be chastised, aid you?'

-1 got two or three whippings every day. You see my mother didn't

let God do it all. You know if you spare the rod you spoil the
child, and that switch stimulated, regulated, persuaded and strength-
ened my memory, and went a long way toward meking me do the things
my mother told me to do. BHurrah for my mother! God bless her
nemory!©What about your father, Uncle Dave?’¢lly father was a good
man; he backed my mother in her efforts to bring us up right. He
t0ld me many a time, 'Boy, you need two or three killings every
day? "S'Uncle Dave why were you so obstreperous?’ &"Miss, you see

I was the baby in the family a long time, as three brothers born
after me died in infancy. I was petted and spoiled, and later on
they hed to whip it out of u."

Of course the slavery question was fast drawing to its climax
when I was born. Already war clouds sodfto cast a shadow. While
freedom was not had in Georgia until 1865, I was hardly old enough
to remember ox-knaw very much about the early customs of slavery
in pre-war days. We had comfortable quarters in whick to live.
Our houses were built in long rows, house after house. My father
was carriage driver and foreman of the other niggers. His title
was B.K.'$Uncle Dave what does B.N. stand for? #ith this question
to answer, Uncle Dave broke into a spasm of laughter, bending

double first, then rocking from side to side, all the time laughing
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while I waited anxiously to know the secret. Then, throwing his

head back, he came forth with great emphasis-' Why, he was what

we called 'Big Nigger'. Then we both laughed.l:Uncle Dave what
were the duties of your mother as a slaveft %very Slave had his
task, and my mother was cook for the family and the weaver. All

of the clothing was made on the plantation from cotton and wool..
The cotton was carded, spun and woven into cloth and died. Like-
wise, woolen garments was made from the wool clipped from the
sheep raised for this purpose. All these garments were mede right
on the plantation.

r

!'Uncle Dave what did you do when you were a little slave?

' Well, there was a whole drove of us little niggers. We had lots

of chickens, cattle, hogs, sheep, etc. I had to help get up the
eggs, drive cattle, open gates, go on errands for Marster, and
Marster most always took me on trips with him,letting me ride in
the foot of his buggy. I was his favorite little pet nigger;"

i nall
You must have been the Little Big Nigger, Uncle Dave.gi was always

=

pushing an investigation, so when Marse Mappin take me on trips
with him that was my favorite time to ask questions. I remember
one hot August day we were driving along, and I had already asked
numerous questions, and Marse had already told me to shut up. I
remained quiet for a time, but the temptation was too great, and
while Marse was wiping the perspiration off his bald heed, I said,
Marster, may I ask you one more questionf'Ybs, what is it David?’

"If a fly should light on your head wouldn't he slip up and break

his neck? When Marster shouted *Shut up? I did shut up. He used
to tell his wife, Miss Elizabeth, ¥ou know Elizabeth, my little
nigger, Dave, drives me nearly crazy asking questions about the

stars, moon, sun, and everything.’
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My family lived continuously on the Mappin plantation until
after the war. Perhaps the most grievous fault of slavery was
its persistent assault upon the home life. Fortunately, none of
our family was ever sold, and we remained together until after the
war. Marster Mappin was far above the average slave owner; he
was good to his slaves, fed them well, and was a very humane gen-
tleman. We had such quantities of food- good rations, whieh-was
raised on the plantation. We had cattle, goats, hogs, sheep,
chickens, turkeys, geese, all kinds of grgin, etc. Very often
a beef was butchered, we had fresh meat, barbecued kids, plenty
vegetables, in fact just plenty to eat, and the slaves fared well.
On Sundays we had pies and cakes and one thing and another. A
special cook did the cooking for the single slaves. I'll say our
rations were 150% fit. Everyone had certain tasks to perform, and
all that was done above certain requirements was paid for in some
way. We always had meat left over from year to year, and this old
meat was made into soap, @§y using grease and I’e and boiling all
in a big iron pot, @fter the mixture become cold, it beewme a solid
mass, which was cut and used for soap. Those were good old days.
Everybody had plenty of everything.

There were strict rules governing slaves, but our master was
never brutal. I being a child, never received any punishment from
any one except my mother and my Mistress. Punishment was inflicted
with a raw cow hide, which was cut in a strip about three inches
wide, one end being twisted. This made a very powerful and painful
weapon. There were unruly slaves, what we called desperadoes. There

were ‘'speculators‘', too, who would get possession of these, and if

a slave come into possession of one of these speculxz 2rs, he either
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had to come under or else he was sure to die. The Lynch law was
used extensively. Those slaves committing crimes against the state
were more often considered unworthy of triel, though some were
brought to trial, punishment being so many licks each day for so
many days or weeks, or capital punishment. It is true that many
crimaétput upon the slaves when the white man was guilty.

We had plenty of amusements in those days, such as corn shuck-
ings, dances, running, jumping and boxing contest. Saturday was
the big frolicking time, and every body made the most of it. Slaves
were allowed to tend little patches of their own, and were often
given Saturday afternoons off to work their crops, then when laying- !
by time came, we had more time for our patches. We were allowed
all we could meke over and above our certain tasks. Marster used
to buy me candy when he také?ﬁith him, but I can't remember him
giving me spending money., |

We were not compelled to attend church on Sundays, but most
of the slaves went from time to time. I was a Baptist, Pif my
Afggily bsing Baptist, but I have long since put Christianity above
creeds. I learned too, many years ago, that we can find in the
contents of bhat old book we call the Bible, a solution to every
problem we run up againstiE}Uncle Dave is a learned theologian, +, .

and has served many years as a minister, or Doctor of Divinity. ﬁl‘Jx

3

He is very modest, and says that he wants no titles on his neme. Lo

Ho-—says—thet He believes that every man and every woman gets all
the credit they deserve in this world. aotng back to thé church
services, we slaves attended the white folks churches. Thers
were gallerjed built for the slaves in some of the churches, in
others, there was space reserved in the back of the church for

the cclored worshippers. It was a custom to hold prayer meetings
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in the. quarters for the coloredf sick. One of the slaves named
Charity had been sick a long time, just wasting away. One beau-
tiful spring morning they came running for my mother saying that
Charity was dying. I was a very small child, and ran after my
mother to Charity's house. It was a very harrowing experience
to me, as it required three women to hold Charity on the bed while
she was dying. I became so frightened, I slipped into unconscious-
ness. They toock me home, and after hours went by I still was un-
conscious, and Marster became so alarmed about me that they sent
for Dr. Cogburn. He said that it was a thousand wondefé,that I
ever came back, but he gave me some medicine and brought me around.
About a year later, my hair turned white, and it has been ihite
ever since. They used to gather herbs and one thing and another
from the woods for simple maladies, but Marster always send for
the doctor when things looked serious to him.

In 1863, Miss Elizabeth was going to have big company at her
house, amd she was saving her strawberries for the occasion. I
spied all these nice, ripe strawberries through the paling fence,
and the whole crowd of us little niggers thought they needed pick-
ing. We found an opening on the lower side of the renoé and made
our way in, destroying all of those luscious ripe strawberries.
When we had about finished the job, Mistress saw us, and hollered
at us. Did we scatter! In the jam for the fence Iole I was the
last one to get through and Mistress had gotten there by that time
and had me by the collar. She took me back to the house, got the
cow hide down, and commenced rubbing it over me. Before she got
through,she cut me all to pieces. I still have signs of those
whelps on me today. In the fight I managed to bite her on the

Vo S
L
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wrist, causing her to almost bleed }o death. ? finally got away
and ran to a hiding éiace of!sare y j‘ihey used soot and other
things trying to stop the bleeding. Ywhen Marster come home he saw
Miss Elizabeth with her hand all bandaged up, and wanted to know

what the trouble was. He was told the story, so he came out to'

look for me. He called me out from my hiding place, and when he

saw me with those awful whelps on me, and how pitiful looking I was,
he said, ¥Elizabeth, you done ruint my little nigger, David." "I
wouldn't have him in this fix for all the strawberries." I was very
fond of strawberries in those days, but that experiemnce put an end
forsever to my taste for them. S0 much for the strawberry business!
" Even a doé"fiiind treatment. Scme days Mistress wes good and
kind to us little niggers, and she 'oﬁld save us the cold biscuits
to give us when we brought in the eggs. Sometime, she would go two
or three days without giving us any biscuits then she didn't get no
eggs. We rascals would get up the eggs and go-off and have a rock
battle with them. Every effect has a cause- then Miss would wonder
why she didn‘'t get any eggs and call us all in for cold biscuits,
then the eggs would come again. Of course we had our game of ”tell";
If one of the gang threatened to tell, then we all would threaten

to tell all we knew on him, and somehow we managed to get by wiih

it all.
After the war,my father stayed on with Marster Mappin as a

cropper running a two horse farm for himself. In the early 70's
my father bought 12 acres of land from Judge Lawson near EBatonton,
which was later sold in lots to different colored people, and became
xnown as Gullinsville, and is still‘{’cmed »3—thie—neme by some.

In 1876, 26 day of November, I left my folks and came to Mili-
edgeville to live. I worked for Mr. Miller S. Bell in the livery
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[stable for $7.00 per month. Of this amount I sent $3.50 home to my
;parents. The next year I went on a farm with Mr. John Wall for $8.00
fper month. The next year I had a better offer with Mr. R.N. Lamer
ftc farm and act as general handy man for $9.00 per month. I saved my
émoney and worked hard, and I would lend Mr. Lamar my yearly income at
%interest. In 1882, Mr. Lamar negotiated a trade with Mr. Samuel Evans
jfor this plece of property right here. When they found out a pegro
wanted to buy the property, there was more or less argument, b;; I

sat right still and let Mr. Lamar handle the trade for me. I have
owned other property, but I have sold everything else I had. My health
failed, and I just settled down here to be quiet.- I owned property on
Chestnut Street in Atlanta end in Putnem County also. I have been
saving all my life, everything, &m On looking about me, I concluded

he was indeed a thrifty person. Sueh @n accumulation of every con-
ceivable thing ( junk) that had been discarded by others, Uncle Dave

had brought home and carefully and neatly stored it away for subse-
quent use.

nUhcle Dave tell me something about your education? f’well, when

I was a boy back in Putnam County I went to night school. For a long
time I was the only negro in the class. My foundation work I got under
a Mr. Whitfield, Mr. Eﬁhn Nix, and we had a Yankee teacher, Miss Claudia
Young. In September 1885 I went to Atlanta and. entered the acgdemic
department of what is now Morehouse College. I was graduated in aq‘E’,
demics in 1889 as valedictorian of the class- my subject being "We Are
Coming", which was a theme on the progress of the negro race. In 1891
I was graduated from the theological department as~;Qled1ctor1an, ny
subject then being "Why Do Nations Die".

"Now'niss, you ask me if I am superstitious. I show am. When I

hear these owls at night I just get up and get me some salt and a news-
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peper and burn this, and I don't never hear that same owl again. Some
folks say tie knots in the sheet, but I burn salt. I think the bellow-
ing or lowing of cows and oxen or the bleating of sheep is a bad qmen.n
Then Uncle David took me way back in the Bible and recited how theu»
king was commanded to slay all the cattle and everything and they képt
out some of the oxen and sheep."I‘believe you should turn a clock
face to the wall when a person dies. I believe in sighs, yés mem?$

Marster was good to his niggers, but they had to have a pass to
'leave the plantation. There were patrolers to look after the slaves
and see that they did not run around without a pass. If they found
one without a pass, he was strapped then and thére by the patrolers.,
0f course I was too young in those days to run around at night, and
my mother always had us in bed early. It was long affer'the war that
I did my courting. I was to have married a girl vefore I went to
AtlantaﬁinHEQQNBO's, butygggﬂgigg,,)l later married Q'Yhnkee nigger
@n gklanta. Sﬁé‘g;iéﬁé;d to the }ZOO. and some how, she never could
épt used to me and my plain ways. We had four children, thrée boys
and one girl. Two of the boys died, and I have living today, one
daughter married and living in Washington, D.C. and my son and his
ramilyjiive in Alabana.

N My Marster d4id not gb to the war, but we all worked at home
pééparing food and clothes and other things for those who did go.
Some of the s&%es went as helperg)&n digging ditches and doing manual
labor. The Yankee soldiers visited our territory, killing everything
in sight. They were actually most starved to death. Marster was all
broken artér the war. He had planned to buy another plantation, and
increase his holdings, but the war sorter left us all like the yellow

fever had struck.

After a number of years in Mission work and in the ministry I
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I was compelled to retire on acecount on my broken health. I owe my
long life to my mother's treining in childhood. There are four things
that keep o0ld man Gullins busy all the time- keeping out of Jjail, out
of héil, out of debt, and keeping hell out of me. I learned to put
my wants in the kindergarten, and if I couldn't get what I wanted,
I learned to want what I could get. I believe it is just es essential
to have Jjalls as to have churches. I have learned too, that you can't

"
substitute anything for the grace of God.
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After explaining the object of the visit to ¥, Hammond he
smileé an? remarked "I think that is a zood pigce of work you're doing; and
I'11 tell you all that I can remember abouf.élavery, you seé'I was only a
small boy then; yesterday though, I was 83 years old," Mr, Harmond led the
way up & dark stairway down & dark hall to & door, After unlocking the
door, he turned on a light which revezled a very dark room commonly fufnished
and fairly neat in appeerance, The writer took & seat and listened to the
0ld man relate the following incidents,

A slave boy by the name of Milton Hermond wes born in Griffin,
Zeorgia, October 20, 1853, Iis parents, BEmily and Jemes Hammond, had 10
chiléren 8 boys an? 2 girls of whom he was oldest., His mother, sisters and
hrothers vsed the name Hammond as this wes their fath r's name, Although
every number of his family with the exception of kis father, belonged to BRill
freeman they always used his pame, I, Iummonds family always lived in the
tovm of Griffin and belonged to a class known &s "Town Slzves".

When lir. Harmond reached the aze of € years their old master,
2ill Freeman died and all thé property monéy, slaves, etc., had to be resold
et cn administrztioms sale, sAmong his four chilérsn a plan was made t0 re-
rurchase their_fgvorite slavesi.but many were sold to owners in Aifferent

stat:

w

perticularly iississippl ané Louisiana, 3. Fammonds father, de=-
siring to keep his family near him, spoke t0 his master anc asked that ke
appeal to the young mistress to purchase hiz family, "I remember the auction
0

sale quite well" remerked ir, Hemmondf They stood us on the bl*ck side by

side, The mistress held my baby brother in her arms; and they began to to
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ory us off just as they do now. 'Of course my mistress came forward and
bought us, and we returned home the same day we leftY, Slaves were al=
ways sorted and placed into separate groups or classes. For instance, the
heavy robust ones were placed together and sold for large sums of money.
The light weights were grouped and sold accordinglye.

Althoughk the Freemans owned a large plantation several miles
from Griffin and had a large number of slaves, who lived on this plantation
to do the work, they resided in town with only the Harmond family as their
servants. Mr. Hemmonds' grandmother acted as the cook for the housshold
and his mother &assisted her. His sister was the chamber-maid and kept
the house spotlessly clean. Smiling, ¥r. Hammond remerked," Until I was
older my job was that of playing, later I became my young mistress's
carriage driver", Miss Adeline Freeman wes the young mistress whom Mr.
Hemmond continued to speak of; and during the war period she 4id welfare
work; that is, Mr. Hammond drove her and her mother around through different
counties, soliciting medicines, rags for bandages, etc., which were sent,

-

to the hospitals.

Mr. Hammond related the following experiences while driving
through the country. ° i alweys visited the richest slave owners, those
who ovmed 2 &nd 3 Ihundred hesd of slaves, and often would remain in one
community over night a.ﬁd probably the next day, Aﬂer putting up the horses &n
and carriage I would follow my mistress into the dining roam. As;ha always
saw to 1t that I sat at the same table with here I never could drink milk oe
eat butter, so on more then one occasionl‘ other—* people would try to influence
my mistress and tell her thet if I belonged to them they would make me drink
milk or beat me, She never noticed any of their remarks; but always gave mé
the same food that she ate. e

et

Often while driving, I would almost drop off to sleep and my
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0ld mistress would shouﬁfmﬂlton arcn't you sleep%“. v NO matam", I would
reply, ™ yes you are}l'll slap your jaws", Iy young mistress would then

take the reins end tell me to go to sleep™

Mr. IJemmond continued - " Many & morning I have known the overseers
on the plantation where we were stopoingd to blow the horn for every one to get
up, long before sunrise prepare their bfeakfast and get to the fields, The o0ld
women»were reguired to care for the young children while theilr mothers worked
in the fields, Sometimes there would be 8 many as ten and fifteen for each to
look after. Around noon they were fed from e trough which was about ten or
fifteen feet in length., Pot liguor by the buckets was thrown in the trough
until they were filled. The children with spoons in their hends would then /

line up on each side no sooner was the signal given than they begen eating
like a lot of pigs. The smaller ones would often jump in with their feet,"

After the work in the fields was completed for;the day, women
were then required to work at night spinning thread into cloth. Each woman
had a task which consisted of meking som many cuts a night. ~As Mr. Hammond
remarked, "You couldn't hear your ears at night on some plantations, for the
0ld spinning wheels", 4t 9 o*clock the overseer would blow the horn for
every one to go to bed. The cloth woven by women was used to mzke men
clothing also, and was dyed different colors fram dye which was made by
boiling walnut hulls and berries of various kinds. Color varied aecording |
to the kind of berry used. One pair of shoes, made to ordsfkwms given each
person once a yeer,

One and two roamed log cabins were found on practically all the
rlantations. The num:@er of rooms -depended upon the number in the family.
cometimes one roomgwould contain three and four bed scaffolés, 80 called by
lir. Hammond because of their peculiar construction., Some beds were nailed
to the walls and all of them were built with roped bottoms, Home made tebles

and benches completed the furnishings of a slave home, There were mE no stoves
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large fireplaces ; five'to gix feet in length, served‘the purpose of stoves
for cooking. Cooking utensils including an oven and very large poté uefe
found in every home. Wooden plates and spoons were used on some plantations.
The rations for the next week were given each family on szturday
nights , amounté varying esccording to the.number in each family, Usually a

amall family received three lbs. of bacon, one peck of mest, and one quart of

SyrupPe
Slaves on the Freeman plantation never knew enything but kind

treatment., Their mistress was & religious women and never punished unless it
was absolutely necessary. On other plantations however, some slaves were
trecated cruelly. VWhen a slave resented this treatment he was quickly gotten
rid of, Meny were sent to Mississippi and Texas. White offenders were’
sent to chain geangs, buﬁ there wers no ganzs for slaves", "Patter rollers"
were knoﬁn more for their cruelty than many of the slave ovmers and would often
beat slaves unmercifully®, I remember one,"remarked Mf. Hanmond, "The Patter

j
rollers fot after & man on onr place "Dooker went to see his wife and took =long
an old out of date pass. The Patter-rollers asked to see the pass which he
wuickly handed to them and kept walking. after inspecting the pass closely
thksy called Booker and told him the pass was no goed "Well hhis is "he replied
«n4 sterted running just as fast as he could until he sefely reached the plan-
tuation. I never meeded a pass.”

Through the week the slaves were allowed to conduct prayer meeting
in the quarters themselves; but on Sundeys they attended the white churches for
t-2ir weekly religious meetings. ®We were told to obey our masters and not to
steal? het i3 all the sermon we he&rJ;Lremarked Mxr. Hammond, Their services were
conducted in the basement of the church in the afternoons.

liarriag:s on the Freemen Plantation, were conducted in much the

same manner as they are today. IMr, Hammond only remembers attending just one

94
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marriage of a colomed couple. 4 white minister performed the ceremony right
in the mistress's yard as svery one white and coloréd looked on., After the
ceremony the usudal frolic éid not tske place; however on othsr plantations
frolics often took place immediately following a marriage. Whiskey served
as refreshment for some while others had to content themselves with barbecue.

*When we got sick we were not allowéd to suffer thrdugh .ncgli-
gence on the part of our owner", remarked lLir, Ha:mond. Family doctors of
the white families attended the slaves and through them they were well cared
for. Castor oil was the favorite hame remedy used in those days and it
zsould alwéys be found on the family shelf, |

My first impression of the civil wa® was received when the me-
thodist and Baptist Churches began to éiscgree™, remarked Mr. Hammond. He
continued, - "One day as my uncle 'nd I worked on kiss Adeline's truck farm
‘wheeler's Calveary, & group of Confederate soldiers came to the field and forced
us to give them our two best mules, In their plece they left their old helf
starved horses,?mﬁediately rode to town and informed the mistress of what had
taken nlece., Turing this tims Confederate soldiers were kmown to gaptire
slaves and force them to dig ditches /60&11 as breastworks, mistress
became frightened, and locked me in the closet until late in the eveningv. §he
then fixed a basket of food and instructed me as to the direction in vhich to
travel back to the field, It was & comon sight to see soldiers marching on
to Macon, G&., in the mornings and in the evenings éée the same group on their
w2y back running from the Yanks",

Y

Lir. Hammond made the following statement concerning the end of

the wer. £20ur Listress told us we were free; however, I was too young to re~
«lize just whet freedom would meen to us, but somehow I knew that we would

.
have to be responsible for our ovn upkeep, Doctor8 bills, medicines,

clothing, (etc) would have to be paid by us from then on. After that we
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worked for anyone who would hire us and never earned over 25 or 30 cents a days
:.M_,Somet-imes our pay consisted of & peck of meal or a piece of meat."

" As a close to the interview Mr. Hemménd stated he married at the
age of 23 and was the father of 7 children. He has lived in Atlanta for the
past 65 years working at various jobse At one time he owned a dray. "y old
age is the result of taking care of myself and not being exposed.” Besides
this Mr. Hammond atte;lds Bethel A.M.E. church regularly. As mrkkkx writer pre-
pared to leave, Mr. Hammond remarked }"_, I never knew much about slaversb you

see7fI 've always been treated as a free mmh",
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JANE SHITH HILL HARKON
of
WASHINGTON=- TILKES

A comical little old black woman with the happy art of saying
and doing as she pleases and getting by with it, is Jane Smith
Hill Harmon of Washington-Wilkes. 3She lives alone in hef cabin
off the Public Square and is taken care of bty white friends.

She is on the streets every day carrying Ber long walking stick
which she uses to lean on and as a "hittin' stick™. She doesn't
fail to use it vigorously on any "nigger" who teases her. She
hits hard and to hurt, but it seems they had rather hear what
she has to say, and take the penalty, then to let her alone. Her
wardrobe consists of out-of-style clothes and hats given her and
it is her delight on Saturday afternoons to dress up in her
finest and fanciest creations and come strutting along down town

proud of the attention she is attracting.

Unlike most old people, Aunt Jane doesn't like to talk about the
past. She enjoys life and lives in the present. It was hard
to get her to tell anything much of her early life, Finally,
however, she grew a bit reminiscent and talked of bhe past for

a little while.

"Yassum, I'se 88 years ole last gone lay, an' I been in Tashington,

Georgy fuh 53 years an' I ain't been in no Council scrape an' no
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Cote nor nothin' bad lak dat, kase I 'haves myself an' don't
lak niggers an' don't fool 'long wid 'em. No'm, I sho'! ain't
got no use fuh niggers 'tall. An' as fuh yaller niggers -
huh! I jes'! hates 'em - dey's de wust niggers de're is, dey's
got dirty feets, an' dey's nasty an' mean, I hates 'em, I tells

yuh!

"I wuz borned an' raised on de Smith plantation out here a piece
frum town. I wuz one of fourteen chillun, I think I wuz de
10th 'un. Ve wuz well took keer of by our Marster an' his fust
wife, she wuz jes' as good ter us as she could be, my fust
liistess wuz, but she died an' Marster married agin an' she wuz
mean ter us little niggers. She'd whup us fuh nothin', an' us
didn't known what ter do, kase our fust liistess wuz so good ter

us, but dat last 'oman, she sho' wuz mean ter us.

"My Marster had lots of slaves an* us all had work ter do. DBe
fust work I done wuz churnin' an' I loved ter do 'hit kase I
loved milk an' butter so good. I'd dance an' dance 'round dat
ole churn, churnin' an' churnin' 'till de butter wuz come. I
allus could dance, I cuts fancy steps now sometimes when I feelg
good. At one o' dem big ole country breakdowns (dances), one
night when I wuz young, I danced down seben hig strong mens, dey

thought dey wuz sumpin'! Huh, I danced eb'ry one down!
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"I uster play dolls wid de overseer's chillun, an' look fuh
aigs, an' tote in wood an' pick up chips. Us had good times
togeder, all us little niggers an' de little white chilluns.
Us had two days at Chris'mus, an no work wuz done on de place
of a Sunday., Everybody white an' black had ter go ter Chu'ch.
De overseer piled us all in de waggin an' took us whether us
wanted ter go or no. Us niggers set up in de loft (gallery),

an de white folks wuz down in de Chu'ch too.

"Atter er while dey s'lected me out to be a housegirl an' den

I slep' in de big house. 411 de little niggers et in de white
folks' kitchen out'n er big tray whut wuz lak a trough. De
ook put our victuals in de tray an' gib us a spoon an' pone er
bread a piece an' made us set 'roun' dat tray an' eat all us

wanteds  'Hit wuz good eatin!, too.
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"All durin' of de War my liarster wuz off fightin' an' de overseer

wuz hard on us. .‘e wuz glad when iarster cum home er gin. De

Yankees wuz a-comin' an' Daddy Charles, he wuz a ole black man on

de place, knowfed 'bout larster's money, an' he took hit all an'

put it in er big box an' went out in de night time an' buried hit

'way down deep in some thick woods an' put leaves all over de
place an' dem Yankees couldn't fin' hit nowhar, an' dey went on

off an' let us 'lone.
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"My Ma wuz a 'spert spinner an' weaver, an' she spun an' wove
things ter be sont ter de 8oldiers in de War. I 'members dat,

her ar spinnin' an' dey say hit wuz fer de soldiers.

"Atter we wuz free I went ter school er mont's I fit so wid all

de chillun I quit. Dey said I mustn't fight an' I knowed I
couldn't git er long widout fightin' so I jes' quit an' ain't
never been ter no mo' schcols. Iy Marster said he imz zoin!
tar have a schcol on de place for all his niggers, but freedom

cum an' he dida't do hit.

"I mari' ed in my white folks' kitchen, marited de fust time when
I wuz 19 years ole. I been marited two times an' had good

husban's. Dey wuz good ter me.

"Doctors? Doctors? I don't know nothin' 'bout no doctors! 1
ain't never teen sickly. Bis year (1936) I done had to have
mo' ter do wid doctors dan ever in my life. I'se gittin' now
to whar I kain't walk lak I uster, all crippled up in my laigs

wid sompin'.

"4in't nobody lef' now tut me an' onme o' my six chillun., He
lives up in dat Phillerdelma (Philadelphia) an' I 'cided onst
three er fo! year ‘ergo, to go up da're an' live wid 'im. Lawdy,
Lawdy, I ain't been so glad o' nothin' in>my life as I wuz ter

git back ter Washington, Georgy! I ain't goin' 'way frum here
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'ti11 I dies. Son is mari'ed, an' sich er 'oman as he's got!
She's un o' dem smart No'th'n niggers. She 'bused de So'th an'
de white folks down here all de time. I'd er beat her wid my
stick ef'n I'd er had 'tection, but I wuz way off up da're in
de No'th an' didn't know nobody. But I did found a gal what
use ter livé here an' went an' stayed wid her 'till I worked an'
got 'nough money ter git home on. Jes'! soon as I got here I
went straight ter lir. Sheriff ¥alton an' Mr. Sturdivant (Chief
of Police) an' tole dem 'bout dat sassy hateful nigger up da're
&alkin' 'bout de So'th an' de white folks lak she done, an dat
she say she wuz comin' down here ter see me., I axed dem when I
got er letter sayin' she wuz a-comin' would dey take me ter
Augusty ter meet her an' when she stept off'n de train ter let
me take my stick an' beat her all I wanted ter fer talkin' bout
my white folks lak she done. Dey said: "Aunt Jane, jed you
let us know an' we sho' will take you to Augusty ter meet her,
an' let you beat her all you want ter." But she ain't never
come - she skeered, an she sho' better be, kase I'se home down
here an got all de 'tection I needs. Ef'n she ever do come,
I'm goin' ter beat her wid dis stick an sen'! her back to her
country up da're in dat Phillerdelma. She ain't got no sense
an' no raisin, neider, talkin' 'bout de So'th an' my white folks

what lives here."

And from the wicked flash from sunt Jane's eyes, it will be

well for her "sassy" daughter-in-law to stay "™up No'th".
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DOSIA HARRIS
Ex-Slave - Age 78.

Dosia lives in a red painted frame house. Her

very black skin, thick lips, and broad nose are typical of her |
African ancestry. She is tall, thin, and a little stooped, and her
w2>0ly hair is fast fading from gray to almost white. When she greeted
tne interviewer, she was wearing & blue striped dress whieh displayed
s lerge pvatch of blue print on the front of the skirt over her‘knees.
Over her dress a black silk blouse, lavishly trimmed with black beads,
wzs worn for a wrap, and a rair of men's brown shoes, sans laces, com-
rleted her costume. Due to illiteracy Dosia has retained the diaslect
of the old southern darky.

| Asked to relate her experiences as a slave, she re-
clied: ™0o, Miss! #aat does ycu want to know 'bout dat for? Well,

enyhow I was borned in Greene ‘ounty. Mary and Auss Downs was my Ma

end Pa. I cain't tell ycu whar dey come from.

] played 'round de yard wid de re$£ of de chillun
snd picked & little cotton up and down de rows. I wes de onliest
ciile my Mammy had. My Pa wes married two times, and I was his fust
chile. I had four half sisters: Fannie, Clars, Dai#y, and Martha

ann, but I never had no brothers.

"All de houses in de slave quarters was log cabins
‘cert two. Dey wes made of boards what was put on straight up and

down. All de houses had chimblies masde out of mud and sticks. De beds
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had high posties and some of 'em was nailed fo de wall of de cabin.
Dey didn't know nothin' 'bout no wire springs den, and dey strung

de beds wid heavy cords for springs. Dey made mattress ticks out of
coarse home-wove cloth; some was striped and some was plain un-
bleached white. Atter d¢e wheat was thrashed evvy year de 'omans tuk
deir ticks and emptied out de old straw and went and filled 'em wid
new wheat straw. Wisht I had a nice fresh made wheat straw mattress
now. Us had plenty of good quilts for kivver.

¥Some of de slave chillun slept on de flo', but me,

I slept wid my grandma. She was Crecia Downs, and she done raised me,
'cause my Mammy died when I was three days old, or come to think of it,
was I three weeks 0ld when dat happened? I'se done got so o0ld I forgits
lots of things lak dat. Mammy died of some kind of fever dat was mighty
catchin'. Twenty-five Niggers died on dat one plantation 'bout de same
time, from dat fever. Atter grandma got too old to wuk in de field,
she didn't do nothin' but piddle ‘round de yard and bile slops for de
nogs. Grandpa Joe Downs, he was de carpenter, but he done most any

kind of wuk dat come up to be done; he wuked in de fields and driv cows,
or jus' amything.

"Money! No Ma'am! All dey ever give slaves was a
belly full of somepin t'eat, &e clo'es dey wore, and de orders to keep
on wukin'. Now come to think of it, I did see @é,OOO of Jeff Davis
fodder what de white folks th'owed ‘'way étter de War. Us chillun picked
it up and played wid it.

"What did us have t'eat? O0o0-0! Dey give us plenty
700d vietuals. Dere was bread and meat; peas, greens, and other vege-

tables; all de milk us wanted, and sometimes dere was good old ginger-



cakes made wid sorghum syrup. Aa for me I lakad fried fat meat and
cornbreaﬁ coaked in de ashes better dan greens and awaet thlngs any |
0old time. All de cookin' was éone in great big Open fireplaces det B
was plum full of ovens, skillets and all sorts of long handled pans énd
things. Gentlamen.: Dat pot would bile down wid dem peas in it 'fore |
Ayou knowed it if you dldn't watch 1t close. Bere never was no cher

bread good as what us baked in éem.ovens and in de ashes.

"Possums' Ybu jus' makes my mouth water, talkin"
tbout 'possums. Folks thoughﬁ so much or deir 'possum dogs dmm days
dey fed 'em 'til dey was Jus' fat and lazy. Dey cotched de 'possums,
singed and scraped de hair off of ‘em, finished dressin' 'em end
drapped 'em in de pot to bile ’til dey was tender. Den dey put 'em
in bakin' pans and kivvereé 'am over wid strips of fat meat and baked
‘em jus' as nice and Brown, and if dey had good sweet 'tatoes, dey
roasted 'em in de ashes, pealed 'em, ané put ‘em on de big old platters
wid de 'possums. Babbits was plentiful too anﬁ I loves 'em 'til dis
good day. Most of de young tender rabbita what dey eotched waa fried
but if dey brung in some old tough ones dey was throwed in &e pot wid

a piece of fat meat and biled 'til dey was done. Squirrels was cooke&

Jus' lak rabbits. Bsre was plenty of fish down dar in Greene County whar
us lived, but I never did eat ‘em. Slaves would wuk all day apd fish |
all night, but you never did ketch Dosia foolfn' ‘round no fish ponds.,
Slave famblies was 'lowed to have iitfie gYardenrpétches'if &ey wanted
‘em, I ricéilect how I used to go to de gyarden infde wdhtér and éﬁt
down collards atter frost had done hit 'em and féichéd 'em to dé house

to be biled down for dinner.
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*What us wore in summer? Well, it was lak dis -
little Nigger chillun didn't stay out of de branch long ‘'nough to
need much clothes in hot weather, but in de winter dey give 'us dresses
made out of coarse cloth wove on de loom right dar on de plantation.
Sone of dem dresses was red and some was blue. De cloth was dyed wid
red oak bark and copperas, and dey used indigo what dey raised on de
place to dye de blue cloth. De waisties was close fittin® andrsdrter
skimpy skirts was gathered on to 'em. De underskirts was unbleached
white cloth mede jus' lak de dresses only some skimpier. 0ld Marster
raised plenty of cattle and saved de hides what he sont to de tannery
to be got ready for my uncle, Moses Downs, to make our brogan shoes.
Dem shoes had brass toes to keep 'em from wearing out too quick. Uncle
Vose was sho' a smart shoemaker. He had to make shoes for all de
slaves on de whole plantation.

WMarster Sam Downs owned us, and his wife, Miss
Mary, was a mighty good somebody to belong to - "0ld Mist'ess" us
called her. I don't 'member nothin' 'tall 'bout 0l4 Marster, 'cause
he died *'fore I was knee high to a duck. 014 Marster and 0ld Mist'ess
nad five chillun. Dey was: Miss kllen, Marse Sem, Marse James Kelsey,
Merse Tom, and Marse William. 0ld Miss sho' was good to us Niggers,
'cause she was raisin' us to wuk for her. ‘

"When Marse Williem went to de War, he tuk my pappy

»id him., Dey come back home on one of dem flyloughs, (furloughs) or
somepin lak dat, and you jus' ought to have seed de way us chillun
crowded 'round pappy when he got dar. One of his fingers had done got
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shot off in de fightin', and us chillun thought it was one of de
funniest lookin®' things us had ever seed, a men wid a short finger,

He said dem yankees had done shot it off.
"Atter 0ld Marster died 0ld Mist'ess moved to a town

called Woodstock, or was it Woodville? It was Wood-somepin® or nother.
She hired old man John Akins to oversee de plantation, and she evermore
did oversee him and de plantation too. She had a finé racing mule what
wouldn't throw her for nothin'. Evvy mornin' she got on dat mule and
rid out tc her plantation. She allus fetched us somepin®' t'eat; most

of de time it was a gingercake apiece,

"I couldn't rightly say how big dat plantation of
hers was. Oo-o! But it sho' was one nore big place, and Niggers wes
scettered all 'round dar lek blackbirds. Dat old overseer, he sho'
was mean to de slaves. He whupped *em and he kept on whuppin' ‘em,
'til sometimes it seemed lak he jus' beat on 'em to hear 'em holler.
It warn't long atter midnight when he got 'em up to go to wuk end he,
kept 'em at hard labor 'til wey atter sundown. De biggest things he
whupped Niggers for was for runnin' 'way and for not doin' deir wuk.
right,

| *Jails! Did you say jeils? Yessum, dey had jails.
You know slaves warn't civilized folks den - all dey knowed was to fuss
end fight and kill one ‘'nother. Dey put de Niééers in dem jails 'til
dey hung 'em.

"Grandma was sold on de block to uarse Sem's Pa,
Marse Kelsey Downs, soon atter she was brung over to dis country from

de homeland of de black folks. She never did larn to talk dis language
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right plain. Us used to git her to tell us 'bout when she was sold.
De sale was in December but it was so far off dat corn was in tassel
‘fore my pore grandmammy got to Greene County. She said dey camped
at night and got up long 'fore day and was driv lsk cows, a man in
front and 'nother one back of 'em to keep 'em from branchin' out and
runnin?,

*Niggers never had no chance to lafn to read and
write dem days. Dey went to meetin' at Shiloh - dat was de white
folks church nigh Penfield - and Bethesda was 'nother of de white
folks churches whar slaves was brought to listen to de preachin'. One
thing sno', Niggers couldn't read de Bible, but dey jus' lumbered down

'bout de Lord from deir heads.

"Slaves didn't run off to no North dat I ever knowed
'bout. I heared tell ‘'bout one man named Si what run ?waj wid dem
yankees when dey came through and dey made a black yankee soldier out
of him atter he jined up wid 'em. I heared tell of patterollers what
cotched Niggers *way from home 'thout no pass., Folks said dey brushed

you off and sont you home if dey coteched you.

"All I knowed Niggers to do at night atter dey come
in from de fields, was to eat supper and fling deirselfs on de beds
and go right off to sleep, ‘'cept when dey wanted to hunt end fish, and.
most of dat sort of thing was done atter de crof# was laid by or atter
iey had done been gathered into de barns. On Saddy nigiuts, de older
‘omans ironed and fixed up for Sunday whilst de men was busy gittin'
de harness and tools and things ready for de next week's wuk. Young
f~1ks never had nothin' but good times on deir minds. Dey danced,
frolicked, eand cut de buck in gen'ral. Dey didn't have no sho' 'nough

nusie, but dey sho' could sing it down. One of de dance songs
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went somepin® lak dis:

tOh! Miss Liza, Miss Liza Jane!
Axed Miss &iza to marry me
Guess what she said?

She wouldn't marry me,

If de last Nigger was dead.'

"Christmas was sho' one grand time. Dar warn't
no big heap of good things lak dey has now. 014 Mist'ess give de
Niggers a little flour and syrup for to make sweet cake. Uere was
rlenty of fresh hog meat and chickens and all sorts of dried fruits,
I was allus plum crazy 'bout de rag doll grandme would make for my
Christmas present. GCome New Year's Day, it was time to go back to
wuk and evvy slave was made to do a heap of wuk on dat day to start de

yesr off right,

"Slaves had a big o0ld time at cornshuckin's. Dey
didn't care so much 'bout de somepin' t'eat jus' so déy got plenty of
whiskey to drink, and when dey got all het up on dat you could hear 'em
a mile away a-whoopin® and hollerin'. Sometimes dey kilt a cow and
throwed it in a pot and biled it down wid dumplin's, seasoned hot wid
red pepper.®

Asked what games she played as a child, Dosia
replied: ™Gentlemen! What de giver'ment don't want to know, ain't
wuth knowin' no how. What I played? Well, now, let me see: Mollie,

Mollie Bright was one of our gemes; Hiding de Switch was de one whar

ycu counted 'em out; dat countin' run lék dis: 'Ten, ten, double-ten,

forty-five, fifteen.' Gentlemen! I could run lek a snake.
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"Ha'nts? Why, I kin see dem things anytime.
Dis hyar place whar I lives is full of ha'nts, but dese folks
would git mad wid me if I told 'bout 'em. Now, back in Greene
County, I kin talk 'bout dem ha'nts all right. Back dar Mrs. Babe
Thaxton had a mighty pretty flower yard. She used to tell me dat
if I let anybody git any flowers from her yard atter she was daid,
she would sho' ha'nt me. She had done been daid a good while when
I was gittin' some flowers from her yard and a gal come along and
axed me to give her some. I started cuttin' flowers for her. At
dat Miss Babe, she riz up over me lak she was gwine to burn me up.
She looked at me hard and went off and sot in a tree whar she could
look right down on me., I ain't never cut no flowers out of dat yard
no more. Now 'bout Raw Head and Bloody Bones, Honey, don't you know
dat ain't nothin' but a cows head what's done been skint? 01d folks
used to ax us: 'Has you seed Raw Head and Bloody Bones?! Us would
run over one 'nother tryin' to git dar fust to see him, and it allus
turned out to be jus' a o0ld skint up cow head. Den in de nighttime
us would have wild dreams 'bout dem old skint cow heads.

"De onliest song I ever heared de Niggers sing in
ie fields run somepin lak dis: *'Tarrypin, Tarrypin, (terrapin) when
vou comin' over, For to see your wife and fam-i-lee.' Dey must ea
been wantin' to eat turkle (turtle), when dey was a-singin' dat song.

®0ld Mistt'ess was mighty speciel good to her slaves

wien dey was sick. Fust thing she done was send for de doctor. I kin
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see him now.' He rid horseback and carried his mediecine in saddéle~-
bags. He used to put some kind of powders in.a glass of water anﬁ
give it to de sick ones. Dere was three o0ld 'omans what Old Mist'ess
kept to look atter sick slave ‘omans. Dem old granny nurses knowedA

a heap about yarbs (herbs). May apple end blacksnake roots, king of
de meadow, (mesdow rue) wild asthme (aster) and red shank, dese was
biled and deir tea give to de slaves for diffunt ailments.™  Asked
to describe king of the meadow, she continued: "Honey, ain't.you never
seed none? Well, its such a hard tough weed dat yoﬁ have to use &
axe to chop it up, and its so strong and pow'ful dat nothin' else kin
crow nigh 'round it. Back in dem days folks wore tare (tar) sacks
‘round deir necks and rubbed turpentine under deir noses. When deir
ailments got too hot, lak when Mammy died, dey made 'em swallow two

or three draps of turpentine.

®*T ricollects dat when de news come dat dem

vankees was on de way towards our plantétion, 0ld Mist'ess tuk her

cld pacin' mule and all her money and made Uncle Moses go dowh.on de
river wid her to help hide 'em. I told her I was gwine tell dem yan-
kees she had done stole my uncle and hid him so he wouldn't hear 'bout
‘reedom. And when dem yankees finally did git dar, dey was singin'
some sort of a song 'bout freedom. I 1it out to runnin', and it was
way atter midnight 'fore 0ld Mist'ess found me. I was pretty nigh
skeered to death. Dey called all de slaves together and told 'em dey

was free as jack rabbits, and 'deed dat was de truth. Us stayed dar for
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years., It looked lak us warn't never gwine to leave.

"Grandma started out to wuk for herself as a
granny-'oman,'ana 0ld Mist'ess give her a mule EP ride on to meke
her trips from one farm to another. It was & long time_'fore Niggers
could git *nough money together for to buy land of deir own, and it
seems lak it was & long time 'fore schools for Niggeré‘was sot up.'

“When me and Oscar Harris got married, us had a
big weddin®' wid evvything good to eat what us could git, and plenty
of wine tc drink. De dancin' and good time went on most all night.
I had a reg'lar weddin' dress made out of pretty white swiss trimmed
wid lots of lace and it hed a long train. I wore long white gloves.
Tucks went 'round my petticoat from de knees to de lace what aidged
de bottom, and my draw's was white cambric, gathered at de knee wid
a wide ruffle what was tucked and trimmed up pretty. I married on
Saddy night and dat called for a second day dress, 'cause I Jus® had
to go to church next day and show dat man off. Anyhow, my second day
dress was blue cotton wid white lace on it, and I wore a big white
plumed hat draped down over one eye. Wid de second day dress I wore
dem same draw's, petticoat, and gloves what I was married in. Me and
Oscar's five chillum was Mary, Annie Belle, Daniel, Cleveland, and
Austin, | N

"My 0ld men and all my chillun is daid 'cept Daniel,
and I don't know whar he is. I wants to git married again, but dese

nyar jealious Niggers 'round hyar says if I does de giver'ment is gwine



-11- i14

to ecut off my old age pension, and 1 sho' don't want to loose dat

money. No Sirt

"I didn't take in nothin' 'bout Lincoln, Davis or
dat man Washington. Dem days chillun had to take a back seat. When
0ld folks wanted to talk, dey jus' sent chillun on 'bout dey business.
One thing I does know: I'd sho' ruther have times lek dey is now.
Yessum, I sho' head. _

"I jined Randolph Baptist church in Greene Qounty
'cause I felt de urge and knowed it had done got to be my duty to
. 'ine up. I'se been & Baptist ever sinece, and will be one 'til I die;
so was all my folks 'fore me. Folks when dey jine de church ought to
live right so dey kin see de good lLord and have a restin' place atter

dey is done wid dis siﬁful world. Yessum, I jined dat Randolph Baptist

Caurch way down in Greene County a long time ago."

o e O
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Henderson Harris';lmfoIav§~

Henderson Harrié wes born August 19, 1858’ in Taibot'ebunty;’
His ﬂarnnts were Frederick and Adeline Harris of Jcnes Gountj,
but Henderson rememnbers not?ing about them heeauae they’botb-
were sold on the block and left kim when he was just a Pew

months o0ld,

Mr. Bill Adams, w&aau&q Penderson'’s owner, lived on a large
nlantation on the old cge roed vetween Macon and Columbus.
There weére sbout three hundred acres in this plantation and.

between thirty and Lifty :.leves.

.. Adams wes Just & "straight out farmer, and as guod & mar-
ster as ever wore shoe leather. 'kiarse Bl11l' was a putty hard

man atoib businese, and meant Ysketi' when he said *skat'."

Lé hed ezsher ané & white doctor on his plentetion,
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and expected w«ll tte Iegroes to go to 'preachin' on'Sunday
arternoon, and if suny of them were sick enough to need =
doesor,they kzd him., The doetor ccme around sbout once a

month end every slazve wes looked after,

The slaves were wlloved Saturday afternoorf, provided there

e
.*\i
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no fodder or other stuff down in the field to be put imo
the barn loft in case of raiu,. *fhey hgd all Sunday, even the

cook and other houce serveantsz, frembreakxfosion. "Ole Miss




had the cook bake up light bread end make pies 6nlséfurday
to do et the big house fhrough Sunday."‘

The first work that Fenderson remembers doing was "totin

peackes to the pigs™ and "dramin' peas.”

He recalls nothing about the Yankees coming through, but
remembers the others ftelling how they burned the warehouse
| . e
and drove off the cattle snd hogs.
After freedom his memmy and Gaddy returned to 'ole larster’s!?
. | _ " -
plantation and Wees he zné the cther(seven)children lived

with them end workxed for Tiarse 5ill.?

The 0ld fellow is very superstitious and firmly h:lieves trat

the "sguluch™ owl's note is a "sho sign of death.”

Lendercson says thsi he is sbtle to work ané ithat cleans

g
L

Jards, cuts wood, gad Go#snost any kind of gohzhe cenn Tind,

~
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EX-SLAVE INTERVIEW

Unecle Shang Harris
Toccoa, Gecrgia (Stephens County)

"Uncle Shang" iHarris, at the age of 97, is more vigorous
than many men twenty years younger. Erect and stécky, holding
his white woolly head high, he retains the full favor of living.
‘When the interviewer entered his cabin lie rose from the supper
table wiping from his mouth the crumbs of a hearty meal, and
peered uncertainly through the gathering dark.

"Does I ‘member 'bout slav'ey times?" IHis facerrelaxed into
a broad smile, "G-lory, hallelujeii, I sho does! I was born den
and freed den. “hat you wanter know? I kin tell you all about it."
HZe led the way to two chairs nezr the stove.

AT,

My marster was Mr. Bob Alexander. e lived in Franklin County
jes' dis side o' Carnesville. Iie treated me good--yes mem, he
sio did. !y marster didan't have no beatin' o' his niggers. I
didn't do no work back in dem times - nuttin' but play. Me and
my sister belonged to de youngest boy (dey was seven boys in dat
family) and we jes' climbed trees and frolicked all de time. We
had plenty in de eatin' line too.

"But law cihile, eve'ybody didn't have dat. Some de marsters
tied dev nigcers to posts and whupped 'em till dey nigh killed
'enns Lots of fem rua away and hid in de woods. De marsters

would put de dogs after you Jes' like a coon. Dey'd run you

end tree you" - initating the sound of baying dogs - "oh, glory,



Page 2 - Bell i18

hallelujah - dat's de way dey done 'em! I'se seéd bare feets
all cracked up wid de cold. We don't have no cold weather now.
Why, I'se seed big pine trees bust wide open - done froze, |
and de niggers would be out in dat kind o' weather. But dey'd
ruther do dat dan stay and git beat to death. Many & night
jes' tbout dark, I'd be a-settin' in my cabin wid my ole lady
(dat was after I got older) and see somebody prowlin' rount' in
de bushes, and I'd know hit was some po! nigecer was hidin' and
dida't hed nuttin' to eat. LMy marster nuse to say, 'Harris,
when you see somebody hongry, gi' *im sumpin' to eat'. We
didn't never turn *em down even when dey look so bad dey was

right scarey.

C "o'm, I never was sold. Mr. Bob nuse to say, 'I got hogs,
horses, rules and cows to sell, but no niggers.' e had 'bout /
twenty slaves. De biggest portion of 'em stayed on de farm.

"Lots o' folks did sell dey niggers, and sometimes dey'd
teke yo' ciiile and go to Alabama or Virginia, and you wouldn't
never see him no mo'. Dey kept de dark ones together and de
bright ones together. it didn't meke no diffunce 'bout families.
Dey warn't no marryin' 'mongst de niggersbway back in time. De
marsters wanted you to increase to give 'éﬁ.more niggers, but dey
didn't had no marryint. I had three wives and I got.ﬁy fourth
one now. Dey all treated me good.

*Dat mized-up color in niggers come from slay'ey times.

" Some de marsters beat de slave women to make 'em give up to 'em.
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"Dey talks a heap 'bout de niggers stealint., Well, you
know what was de fust stealin' done? it was in Afriky, when
de white folks stole de niggers jes' like you'd go get a drove
o' hnogses and sell *em. Dey'd bring a2 steamer down dere wid
a red flag, 'cause dey knowed dem folks liked red, and when
dey see it dey'd follow it till dey got on de steamer. Den

when it was all full o' niggers dey'd bring 'em over nere and

sell ten.

A cm——

" Totm I never was hired out to nobody in slav'ey times.
waun't I tole you we didn't do no work? I never seed no money -
not a nickel. De most money I ever seed was when my boss
buried some when de Yankees was.

"We nuse to have frolics and break-downs all de time -
quiltin's and finger-pickin's and dances and all sech as dat,
Finger-pickin's was when we'd pick de cotton off de seeds by
nand. ‘e'd spread it down in front o' de fire place 'cause it
wes easier to pick when it was hot.

"Does I 'member de old songs? Hallelujakh, I sho doesi”
Thie old darkey began to pat his foot a:nd clap hiis hands while
ne san5,  "Pickin’ out de cotton an' de bolls all rotten", re-

./
peating the same line over and over to a sing-song melody as
impossible of transcription as & bird-call. Suddenly kis
sriiling face fell serinus «ud the song stopped.

"3ut since de Lawd saved me from a life o' sin, I don't

think about dem things. I doa't 'member 'en muclk now. I

been saved forty odd years."
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myas that o sinful song, Unecle Shang?"

"Dat's de devil's song, dat is. A - dancin;'an' a stompin'
dat-a-way!l

nFolks ause to have fights sometimes at de frolics but dey
didn't do no killin'e Hit ain't like dat now. Dey stob you

now, but dey 4idn't do dat den. Somebody'd always stop ‘em

-

tfore it gos dat fur."

"Yes'nn, we sung spirituals. We sung 'De good ole-time re-
ligion®,' a1' sech as dat. I can't 'member all dem good songs
Ti0We "

His middile-sged wife, washing dishes over the wood stove,
struck up, “I am bound for de promise land," and he joined
in with a firm voice. But neither remembered many songs
distinetly. | "

"fe didn't had no échools. Dey wouidn't let de white
chillen tell us about books. One day I axed about sumpin' in
a book, and one de ﬁhglleé say, 'hamma tole me not to learn
you nuttin' or she'd whup me'." }

Asked adbout holidays, Uncle Shang replied, "Thanksgiving
we‘give»ﬁhakks in de church on our knees. Warn't noﬂsiave
gallery. Wﬁite and- colored all together and shouted togethers

"Christmas we frolilc and eat cake. We had serenades, too,

on banjoes and old tin pans and whatever you wanted to make a

noise. knq a gallon o' liquor - anythlng you want$" with a

- loud laugha

120
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"Yes, mam, I 'members when de war broke out. Eit was on a
Sundey morning, jes' as clear and brisht es could be. And
Gen'l Lee prayed till it thundered. ces' 'fore de sun riz he
was fixin' to go to a battle. Ile got down on his knees and
Le jerred de worl'. Ves, man, hit thundered and whez de folks
heered it, dey all commenced runnin' todes him wid de butts o
dey guns, and stacked de guns 'round a sweet-apple t;ee."

Unele Shang weas not quite clear as to who had stacked the guns,
but he was sure it had bee: done. |

"I 'menbers when de VYankees come too. De Yenkees come in -
&ell, hallelujah! - one Friday mornin' 'bout sun-up. Iama
took a notion to go out in de syrup-cane patch, and I was
settin' on de fence. I could hear dem cannons a-boomin' and
de sun was a-risin' so red jes' like blood. Den I‘seed de
Yankees a-comin' wid dey blue coats on an' all dem brass but-
tons jes' a-shinin'. T holler, 'Mamma - lodk a-yo-o-ondert’
One man had a fleg wid red on it - dat's for blood. One man
come in a hurry and say, 'All come to de aouse.’

"Den he look at me a-settin;~6n de fence, and he saj, tiey,
boy, you mighty fat'. He talk and he telk and by dat time de
~yard was full o' Yankees. "Lemmé ;;k you sunmpin', he say,
twhere's de horses?' Wid dat, he shot off a pistol - Ban: -

_"My boss had done took 'em off. I say, 'I don' know nuttin®
thout ‘'em.!

"All dey got from our house was a big sack o' flour. Dey

i21
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didn't burn nuttin' o' ours. Dey say, 'You all feelin' so good,
havin®' a good time - we won't take nuttin.!

"De calvary was here 'fore de Yankees was. Dey had on blue
coats, too. Dey meake de boss hual corn all day a-8unday to
fed dey horses.

"Dey try to git de niggefs to go back Jorth wid 'em, and dey
had a 51@ crowd o' colored goin', but I wouldn't go.r A fust
cousinrto my Dad left 'cause dey beat him S0e I think he done
well in de 'Torth. But I didn't want to go.

, "After freedom was, some de marsters wouldn't tell you. But
our marster tole us. He sald, 'You free as I iS. ~If you want |
to stay wid me, all right. If not, you know where to go.!'

'f//‘j"Mistis warn't like de 5083;" (mimiéking_a precise, s;ightly
' acid &oice), "She>say, 'T don't want to‘hear of no fightin' now.
You'll git your arms cut off 1f you fight.'

- "But de boss keep her cooled down. FEe say, 'Arms cut off-=-

huhl You git yo's broke off if you don't hush.®

wAfter freedom, we didn't work for no regular wages - jes'

knock about like chillen 'round de house. I don'ﬁ know how
old I was den, but I warn't no chicken. After while I worked

on de railroad, de fust one here; what used wood burners. I

£ill was mede. “ |
"ghite folks nuée to travel in wagons waey back in time.

| When dey tuk de eotton to New York dey went to Athens in de

PP
Yo
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wagons wid oxen or mules, and den to few York on de train. De

la@ies rid *'round town in carrisges - Rockaways - dem low one-

hosg things. De driver sat on top. He wore a big beaver hat
. and good clothes and heavy gloves.
"White folks had lots o' dances and eve'ything went well,
People was mighty nice in dis country.
"Cne my young bosses wﬁs a doctor. Dey didn't give dem
- 1ittle pills you have now, what don't.do no good. Dey made tLea
out o' devil's shoeétring; and yerbs out de woods, and blue masé

pills. When babies come, dey had mid-wives. Dey didn't do nuttin'

tq cut de pains - you got to have dem.

"Yes, mam,'i knows *bout Cunjurs - plenty o' eunjurs. Denm
cunjur - ‘folks takes weeds ‘and yerbs, and flxes you so you ecan't
sleep and can't ‘eat and bark like a dog. One man told a girl
he'd fix her S0 green flies 'ud follow her all de time - and
- dey aidl | “ -

*One of ’eﬁ gin me some stuff once. Yes, mam, like to killed
» de’ old paps I had done found some mcney in Alabema, &and another
5-’ 1% man wanted ne to gi' it to him so he put sumpin' in my coffee.

1 When I tasted dat coffee I started cussin' (I was wicked den) -
ifﬁf 1 T couldn't sleep - eouldn't rest. My nephew seid, t8omebody done
v }huxt yous' My father-in-lew tuk it off; He made some tea out
g rattle-snake mﬂaﬁer, and I drunk dat and swallowed a silver

| &m&ihea -nat“tmk*&e cunfur off. 3ome says it*s gccd to take nine

- silver*pieces an& boil" t‘em and drink’ de water.

"
[ 2N BN TR
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"I knows sumpin' *bout ghoses, too, but my foots got temper
in *'em and when I sees anything, I runs. People say dey ain't
no sech thing, but dey is.

i///“\ "Dey was a house - people couldn't live dere, but a fellow
K\ said he could go dere, so he went. Fust thing he seed a cet
rarin®' and pitchin' in de fireplace. Den dey was a kickin' up
in de loft, and here come a big old dog a-spittin', and fire all
spranglint' out. He rared and growled. Den in come a woman. Iie
say, 'What'll you have, iady?' She say, 'Dey's ten thousand do.lars
buried righﬁ where I'm a-stardin'.

"He stayed dere till he got it too. De devil was trying to
' scare him off, but she wanted him to have it. “ |

"People nuse to bury lots o' money 'way back in time, and
lots o' folks is found it. | .

a2 "Good;luck and bad-luck signs, you say? Well, lemne see,"
‘i”he 0ld man paused to reflect and-scratch his head. "well, de

/ bes' luck sign is to git in wid de Lawd. Keep wid Him; ile'll

,/

} keep you.sweet in yo! soul. God's g01n' to come down de mid-aLr.

i I seen dat one time. Jesus come to me - you never seen de l:t,kab of
!

/ it - de chariots - oh, glory! - and de nurtleqt singin' you ever
heered. ®-oh - g-lory, hallelujah! Dat was Jjes' last year,
"I had a good life. T been enjoyin' myself. I enjoys mys?lf

Can't do no

"‘\.4

now; but I so old now I Jes' staggers over de place.

work but chop wood once in a while. I enjoys myself in prayer?

”whﬁn de relief folks fus' comz here, dey wouldn't give

LI I 1

‘mﬁ nuttin' but I been prayin' anﬁ glory to Jesus I been gittiq
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little sumpin' ever since dat time,
"De way things is goin' now, it's better dan in slav'ey times,
'cause dey ain't no knockin' and beatin'. Things is gone too fur

for dat now. If eve'ybody would be o' one mind and serve de Lawd,

dey wouldn't be no troubles.

"I doa't know whether I'1ll get th'ough dis winter or not.
it was mighty cold last year, and dey warn't much fﬁel. But I
thanks de Lawd for zll ile's done for me, and I'se ready to meet

"im when he comes.”
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TOM HAWKINS
rx-Slave - Age 75,

Tom was nowhere to be seen when the interviewer mounted
the steps of his cabin. Daisy, his wife, was ironing on the back
porch and when she learnsed the object of the proposed interview,
she readily agreed to induece Tom to talk. She approached a basg-
ment door and called: "Tom, here's one of dem givert*ment ladies
what's come to hear you talk ’bdut slrvery days." Tom replied:
"All right, Nﬁés Daisy, I'se a-comin'." The old man soon appearsed
feeling his way with his cane carefully before each hesitant step.
Tom is blind. ZEstablished comfortably in his favorite chair, he
talked freely.

"I was borned on Marse Johnny Poore's plantation 'bout
four miles f'um Belton, South Callina. Marse Johnny owned my Ma,
Mornin' Poore, and all three of her chillun. Dey was me and Johnny,
end Mollie. My Pa was Tom Hawkins and he was named for his owner.
De Hawkins plantation was 'bout a mile f'um de Poore place. sntter
Ma marricd Pap, dey each one had to stay on wid deir own Marster.
Jdey couldn't stay on de same plantation together. 1 don't ‘member
much 'bout Gram'ma Jennie Poore ‘cept dat she was de cook at de big
house. Gran'pa Wade Poore was de blacksmith and Marse Johnny got
a big price when he sold him to Dr. Chandler. Some of de slaves made
demselfs corded veds and others jus' had makeshifts. De beds and
cabins was good 'nough for de Niggers den, 'cause dey never had knowed
no better. Gangs of slaves slept together lak hogs in dem dirt-

floored log cahins.
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®Chilluns what was big *nough to do anything had to wuk.

I was a moughty little chap wheh dey started me in as houseboy. I
slept on a trun'le (trundle) bed in Miss Annie's room. In de daytime
my little trun'le bed was rolled back out of sight under Miss Annie's
big old four poster teester bed. I kep! a‘fire burnin' in her room
winter and summer. Night times she would c¢all me. 'Tom! Tom!® Some-
times I was so soun' asleep I didn't answer. Den pop, she would hit
me on de head wid her long stick. Den I knowed hit was time to fire
up her pipe. She smoked dat pipe a pow'ful lot atter larse Johnny
died.

"Grown slaves made a little money, but I never got none
'til atter de war. I didn't have no cause to want no money. 1iiss
Annie, she give me evvything I needed.

"Oh, but us had plenty of good things to eat on de Poore
plantation - meat and bread wid lots of turnips and ‘'tatoss. *Bout
once a month dey give us lallyhoe. Dey calls dat 'lasses now. Us
et our breakfast and dinner out of wooden bowls. Under a long shed
puilt next to de kitchen was a long trough. At night dey crumoled
cornbread in it, and poured it full of buttermilk. Grown folks and
chilluns all gathered *‘roun' dat old trough and et out of it wid deir
wooden spoons. No Ma'am, dere warn't no fightin' ‘roun' dat trough.
Jey all knowed better'n dat. '

"Us got 'possums and rabbits de best ways us could - cotch
tem in traps, hit 'em wid rocks, and trailed ‘em wid ddgs. Us lakked
'possums baked wid 'tatoss, but most of de rabbits was stewed wid
dumplints. All our cookin' was done on big open fireplaces. Dey
didn't fry nothin' dem days; leastwise dey never give de slaves no

fried victuals, Grown folks seined for fish in Big Crick and Saluda



Page 3. 19229

River at night, 'cause dey couldn't git away ftum field wuk in de
~daYe Chillun cotch a heap of fish wid hook and line. De river
and crick bofe run thoo*' Miss Annie's plantation so us didn't have
to ax for a pass evvy time us went a fishin'. Us ailus had to havs
a pass if us left de plantation for anything or de patterollers was
apt to git you and look out den, for you was sho' to git a larrupin'
if dey cotch you off f'um home widout no paés.

“Dere warn't but one gyarden on de Poore plantation, and it
was big enough to feed all de white folks and slaves too. Two whole
acres of dat gyarden was sowed down in turnips.

"Chilluns didn't wear but one piece of clothes in summer;
dat was a shirt. In winter dey doubled up on us wid two shirts. I
'members how dem shirt tails used to pop in de wind when us runned
fast. Us chillun used to tie up de *bacco, what us stole f'um Miss
snnie, in de under-arm part of de long loose sleaves of our shirts.

Us didn't git no shoes for our foots, winter or summer, 'til Us was
ten years old. i

*Marse Johnny Poore, he was kilt in de war and den 0ld
Mist'ess, she was our Miss Annie, looked atter de plantation 'til her
only child; young Miss Ann, married Marse Tom Dean. Den ha helped
¥iss Ann 'tend to her business. Dey was moughty good to us. Miss Annie
done her own overseeint. She rid over dat gléﬁtation onat or twict a
day on her hoss. |

*Our white folks lived in a big old two-story house what sot
off f'um de road up c¢n a high hill im a big oak grove. Miss Annie's
own room was a shed room on dat house. De upstairs room was kept for
comp'ny. Unkle Wade Norris Poore was Miss Annmie's car;iags driver. De

car'iage was called a surrey den.
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| ®Dar was .'bout four or five hunderd acres in our planta-
tion. Hiss Annis kept 'bout a hunderd slaves. She was all time
sellin® 'em for big prices atter she done trained 'em for to be
cooks, housegals, houseboys, carriage drivers, and good wash 'omans.
Ske wukked 79 slaves in her fields. Her Niggers was waked by four
otclock and had to be in de field by sumup. Dey come im *bout dark.
Atter supper, de mens made up shoes, horse collars, and anything
else lak dat what was needed; de 'omans spun thread and wove cloth.

®Miss Annie was her own whuppin' boss. She beat 6& tom
for most anything. She had a barrel wid a pole run thoo' it, and
she would have a slave stretched out on dat barrel wid his clothes
off and his hands and foots tied to de pole. Den Miss Annie would
fire up her pipe and set down and whup a Nigger for a hour at a time.
Migss Anmie would pull my ears and hair when I didn't do to suit her,
but she never whupped ms. Migs Annie didn*'t need no jail for her
slaves. She could rrnage 'em widout nothin' lak dat, and I never
did hear of no jails in de country *roun' whar us lived.

*Yss Matam, I seed Old Kiss sell de slaves what she trained.
She made 'em stand up on a block, she kept in de back yard, whilst
she was a=-auctionin' 'em off. I seed plenty of traders go by our
place in wagons what dey had deir somepin' ¢tggt and beddin' im, and
deir slaves was walkin' 'long behind de wagon, gwine on %o be sold,
put dere warn't none of 'em in chains.

®Dere warn't no schools whar slaves could git book larnin'

in dex days. Dey warn't even 'lowed to larm to read and write. When
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Dr. Cannon found out dat his carriage driver had larned to read and
write whilst he was takin' de doctor's chillun to;énd f'um school,
he had dat Niggers thumbs cut off and put another boy;to doin' de
drivin' in his placse.

*Washin' ton Church was de name of de meetin' house whar
us Niggers on de Poore plantation went to church wid our white folks.
Couldn't none of us read no Bible and dere warn't none of de Niggers
on our plantation ever converted and so us never had no vaptizin'se.
De preacher preached to de white folks fust and den when he preached
to de Niggers all he gver gsaid was: 'It's a sin to steal; don't steal
Marster's and Mist'ess’chickens and hogs;®' and sech lak. How could
anybody be converted on dat kind of preachin'? And ’sides it never
helped none to listen to dat sort of preachin' ‘cause de stealin' |
kept goin* right on evvy night. I néver did see no fun'rals in dem
days.

®Niggers didn't rum to no Northk. Dey run to de South,
‘cause dem white folks up North was so mean to ‘em. Ons Nigger,
nared Willis Barle, run off to de woods and made hisself a den in a
cave. He lived hid out in dat cave 'bout 15 years.

*0l1d Miss give dem dat wanted one a cotton patch and she
didn't make her slaves wuk in her fields atyer de dinner bell rung
on Saddays. De mens wukked in dem patches of deir own on Sadday
avanin' whilst de 'omans washed de clothes and cleaned up de cabins
for de next week. Sadday nights dey all got togatﬂer and frolickeds;
picksed de banjo, and drunk whiskey. Didn't none of ‘em git drunk,'‘'cause dgy
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was used to it. Dar was barrels of it whar dey stilled it on de place.
On Sundays us went f*um cabin to cabin holdin' prayer meetin's. Miss
Annie ‘pointed diff'unt ones to look atter de stock evvy Sunday.v

"Big times was had by all at Chris'mas time. De eats
warn't no diff'unt *cept dey give us sweet bread and plenty of lally-
hoe (molasses) what was made. on de plantation., Us had two waeeks vaca-
tion from field wuk and dey let us go rabbit and ‘*possum huntin'. Us
had a gran' time clear up to New Year's Day.

"Oh, us did have one more big time at dem cornshuckin's.
Dg corn was hauled to de crib and de folks was 'vited in de atter-
noon *'fore de cornshuckin' started dat night. When de mens got to
shuckin' dat corn, de 'omans started cookin® and dey got thoo' 'bout
de same time. Den us et, and dat was de best part of de cornshuckin'
fun. Cotton pickin's was‘held on moonshiny nights. Dey picked cottom
't{il midnight, and den dey had a little shakin® of de footses 'til day.

"Mens had good times at de quiltin's too. Deir white folkses
allus give 'em a little somepin' extra t'eat at dem special tihéé.
3ut de 'omans what was cooks at de big house tisd sacks ‘rouh'\deir
waisties under deir skirts, and all thoo' de day dey would drap a
little of dis, and some of dat, in de sacks. When day poured it out
2t night, dere was plenty of good somepin' t'eat. De mens kept da
fire goin' and if dey got hold of.a tallow candle dsy 1lit dat to help
de 'omans see how to guilt. Most of de quiltin's was at night and

nazrly all of 'em was in winter time.

)

"De bgst game us had was marbles, and us played wid home-
made clay marbles most of de time. No witches or ghosties never

dothered us, ‘cause us kept a horsashoes over our cabin door.
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®Miss Annie doctorsd us. In~%ummer, she made us pull up
certain roots and dry special leafs for to make her teas out of. |
Horehoun', boneset, and yellow root was de main things she used. Shae
made a sort of sody out of de white ashes f'um de top of a hick'ry
fire and mixed it wid vinegar for headaches;' De black ashes, left
on de bottom of de hick'ry fire, was leached for lys, what was biled
wid grease to make our soap.

*I never will forgit de day dey told us de war was ovar and
us was free. One of de ‘omans what was down by de spring a washin'
clothes started shoutin': *Thank God-a=-Moughty I'se ffee at lasti!
Marse Tom heared her and he come and knocked her down. It was *bout
October or November 'fore he ever told us dat us was frse sho' 'nough.
Dat same 'oman fainted dead away den 'cause she wanted to hollsr so
bad and was skeered to make a soun'. De yankeas come thoo' soon
atter dat and said us was free and ‘vited all de Niggers dat wanted
to, to go 'long wid dem. I never will forgit how bad dem yankess
treated Old Miss. Dey stole all her good hosses, and her chickens
and dey broke in de smokehouse and tuk her meat. Dey want in de big
house and tuk her nice quilts and blankets. She stood all of dat wid
a straight face but when dey foun' her gold, she just broke down and
cried and cried. I stayed on and was Miss Apnie's houseboy long as she
lasted. I was 21 when she died.

*Dem night riders done pleﬁty of whuppin® on our plantation.
Hit was a long time 'fore Niggers could git 'noughkmoney to buy lan'

wid and it was a good 20 years 'fore no school was sot up for Niggers

in our settlement.
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®I thinks Mr. Jefferson Davis and Mr. Lincoln was bofe of
‘em doin' deir best to be all right. Booker Washin'ton, hs ﬁas all
right too, but he sho®' was a 'maybe man.t He mought do right and
den he moughtn't. | |

*Yos Matam, if 01d Miss was livin®' I*d ruther have slavery
days back, 'cause den you knowed you was gwine to have plenty t'eat
and wear, and a good place té sleep even if Hist‘esé did make you
wuk moughty hard. Now you ecan wuk your daylighté plum out and nevser
can be sho' ‘bout gittin' no&hin'.

"De fust time I married me an& Adtline Rogers”stood up by
de side of de big road whilst de preacher said his marryin' words
over us, and den us went on down de road. Me and Ad'line had six
chilluni Mary, Lucy, Annis, Bassie, John and Henry Thomas. Atter
my Ad*line died, I married Daisy Carlton. I didn't have no weddin®
negder time. Me and Daisy just got a hoss and buggy and driv' up to
de house whar de Justice of de Peace lived, and he jined us in

mattermony. Den us got back in de buggy and went back down de big

road.®

Tom began telling why he joined the church, when Daisy
interrupted. ®"Now Tom, " she said, "you just tell dis white lady
what you told me ‘'bout how come you jined de church.® "Now, Miss
Daisy," pleaded Tom, "I don't want to do dat.® Daisy snappeds "I
don*t keer what you don't want to, you is gwine to tell de trufe,
Tom Hawkins.® At that, Tom giggled and begans "Well, Miss, hit
was lak dist I went to church one night a feelin' moughty good. I

went up and knseled at de altar whar dey was prayin' for converts, and
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a good lookin' yaller gal was kneelin' right in front of me. I
accident'ly tetched hsr om de laig. I sho' didn't mean to do it.
In dat 'cited crowd most anything was apt to happen. Dat gal, she
kicked me in de eye, and bruised up my face. My nose and ayes
started drippin* and I hollered out real loud: *Oh, Lord have mussyt!
Den I staged a faint. De brother's of de church tuk me outside.
Dey was sho® I had got 'ligion. By dat time I was so ‘shamed of
myself, I went back inside de meetin' house and jinsed de church,
'‘cause I didn't want nobody to know what had done happsned. I |
tcided den and dar to changs my way of livin'. Next time I seed
dat yaller gal I axed her why she kicked me in de face and she saidz
'Next time you do what you done den, I'se gwine to kill you, Nigger.!
“Yes Matam, I thinks evvybody ought to be 'ligious."
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BILL HEARD
Ex-Slave - Age 73.

Bill Heard's blacksmith shop, a sagging frame
strueture, in the forks of Oconee Street and Lexington
Highway, is conveniently located for both local and trav-

| eling clientsels.
An old voice singing Swing Low Sweet Chariot

in a low tone but with a fervor known only to Negroes led

the visitor through the shop, where there was no sight of

the singer. Bill was eventually discovered seated on a
cushicn—eovered nail keg beneath a large water-oak at the
rear of the building. A large hymn book was placed across
his knees, and the o0ld Negro was happily singing away all

by himself. His gray hair was partly covered by an old black

cap, and his faded blue work shirt and pants showed evidence

-

of long wear.
As the song ended Bill discovered that he was

not alone. Off came his cap, and he scrambled to his feet
with a smile/ "Good evenin', Missy, how is you? Won't

you have a seat and rest? Dese nail kegs makes a mighty good
place to set when you is tired out, agd it's powerful nice
and eool under dis old tree." After his guest was comfort-
ably seated on anothef cushioned keg, the aged smith resumed

his perch. "I didn't hear you come into my shop, and I think
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dat's aboutde fust ‘time ‘anybody ever did eome in dar:widout
‘me Wearin' tem. . I wsed to de in :dar:'so busy all de time, I
never had no ehanmce to “rest up or practive my singin'.
Times has changed in lots of ways since dem good old days.
Seme felks laughs when us galls tem 'good old days,' - &hd
dey wants to know how eome us thinks dey was good old days,
when us had such hard wuk to do den. Oourse folks had %o
wuk hard and 4idn't have .all dese new-fangied .gadgets to
wuk wid lak dey got mow, but I still walls %em de gopd old
days ‘'esuse folks wes bDetter off dsn; . 4ey loved .one another
and was .allus ready to lend a halp:m' hand, *specially in
times of troubile.

'nT don't know nothin' *hout slawvery :timss
tcapt what my .Mammy and BDaddy told ius. sdaddy, he. delonged to
Marse Tom Heard down in Zlbart County, *kont 10 miises' from
Bueker .place, nigh Ruekersville. .Daddy said lerse Tom had
about a hunnerd and twsnty-five siawves on his place.  Jmgdy
was mighty littis when Marse Tom got him, and he pever bought
nene of Daddy's other kinfolks, so it was right herd for de
littie boy all by hiaself, 'camse :de Other siaves on e
plantation was awful maan to him. .Dey. wouldn't let him
sleep in deir quartsrs, sSo he -staysd up-at .de big house, and
piace to keep warm. Atter .he got big -enough .to wuk, dQay

tueated aim betdor.
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"Evvybody eooked on fireplaces dem days,
'cause dere warn't no sto'-bought stoves. Marse Tom fed
all his slaves at de big house; he kept 'em so regular at
wuk ders warn't no time for 'em to do deir own cookin'.
*Slaves lived in one-room log eabins dat had
rock chimblies, and each cabin had one little window wid a
wooden shutter dey fastened at night and in bad weather.
Deir beds was made out of pine poles rasténed to de sides of
dem old beds 'teesters,' ‘cause de posties was soc high.
Ropes or cords was criss-crossed to hold ‘'em together and to
take de place of springs. Nobody hadn't ever saw no iron
springs on beds dem days. Dem big old ticks was generally
filled wid wheat straw, but sometimes slaves was 'lowed to
pick up waste cotton and wash, dry, and card it to stuff deir
béd-ticks wid. But Missy, dat was jus' too much trouble when
a good old straw tick slept so fine. Cheers was made out of
oak splits, and cane and rye plaits was used for de cheer-
bottoms. Dem 0ld chsars sot mighty good and lasted a lifetime.
"Folks sho 'nough did live at home den; dey
raised all sorts of vegetables sich as corn, 'taters, wheat,
rye, and oats, and what's more, dey raised de cotton and wool
to make de cloth for deir clothes. Cows, hogs, goats, sheep,
ochickens, geess, and turkeys was runnin' all oﬁer dem pastures,

and dere warn't no lack of good victuals and home-made clothes.
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When hogs and cows was kilt to put meat in de smlkehouse
deir hides was tanned for leather to be used for harness
and shoes, and a heap of times a piece of hide was used for

a cheer-seat.

"Daddy said dey had a powerful hard time
gittin' things lek soda, salt, sugar, and coffee durin' de
war times. He said dat sometimes corn and okra seeds was
parchéd right brown and ground up to be used for coffeg, but
it warn't nigh as good as sho 'nough coffee. When de salt
had to be used if rolks and critters was to keep well. Dey
dug up de dirt under old smokehouses and biled it to git
out de salt. Nobody didn't waste none of dat salt. No
Surree! It was too hard to git. When it got so dey couldn't
buy no soda, dey saved nice clean corncobs and burned dem into
a fine powder what dey used for soda. Was it fit for bread-
makin®'? Why, Missy, dem biscuits made out of corncob soda
and baked in dem old dutch ovens was fit for anybody to eat
and enjoy. De onlisst trouble 'bout it was gittin' tem to
bake enough of it.

"Slaves c¢lothes was all made at home. ~ Gals
spun de thread and old 'omens wove de ‘cloth on home-made looms;
my Mammy was one of dem weavin' 'omans. Clothes for summer
was jus' thin cotton, but cotton and wool was mixed for cold

weather, and don't think dem wool and cotton clothes didn't
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keep out de cold; dey sho did. Deir clothes was dyed:wid
barks from trees, inknballs, walnut hulls, and red bud.

Most evg§ plantation had its own shoemaker man dat tanned

all de leather and made up all de sho;éfﬁ Leather for slaves'
shoes warn't allus tanned and shoes made out of untanned
leather looked lak dey had done been dyed red.

"Dey had special mens on de plantation for all
de special wuk. One carpenter man done all de fixin' of
things lak wagons and plows, holped wid all de buildih' wuk,
and made all de coffins..

"No, Missﬁ, dere warn't no undertakers back in
dem days, and folks had to pervide évvything at home. Corpses
was measured and coffins made to fit de bodies. All de neigh-
bors, fur and nigh, gathered ‘round to set up wid de fambly.

"Funerals warn't so common den as now 'cause
folks didn't die out so fast dem.days. Dey tuk better kser
of deyselfs, et right, wuked hard, and went to bed at night
'stid of folks runs 'round now; deir mammies and daddies never
knows whar dey is. ?giks don't teach chillun right, and dey
don't make dem go to churchvlak dey should oughta.

"Folks didn't even git married back in dem days
lak dey does now, leastwise slaves didn't. If a slave wanted

to marry up wid a gal he knocked on his Marster's door and
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told him *bout it. If his Marster lakéd de idea he told him
to go on and take de gal and to treat her right; dat was all
dere was to slaves gittin' married.

"My Daddy said slaves went to do white folks'
church 'til dey got some churches ror éolored'folks, Church
days was big days wid folks den 'cause dey didn't have meetin’
evvy Sunday. Slave 'omans had percale or calico dressgs,
brogan shoes, and big home-made bomnets wid slats in de brims
for.Sunday-go~to-meetin' wear, and if it was cold dey wropt |
up in shawls. Menfolks wore cotton shirts and pants. Dey
had grand preachin' dem days and folks got honest-to-goodness
*ligion.

"Folks wuked mighty hard dem days, 'specially
durin' plantin' and harvest time, 'til atter de corn was
gathered and fotched out of de fields in dem old two-wheel
carts dat was used to haul up all de craps. When de corn-
shuckin's started evvywhar dey tuk time about at de diffunt
plantations. De fust thing.dey done atter dey got together
was to 'lect a general; he led de‘singin', and de faster he
sung de faster de shucks flew. Plenty of corn liquor was
passed 'round and you know dat stuff is sho to make a Nigger
hustle. Evvy time a red ear of corn was found dat meant a
extra drink of ligquor for de Nigger dat fbund'it. Atter de
last ear of corn was shucked a big supper'was served and day

danced and sung de rest of de night.
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"When dey needed some new gronnd cleared up;
dey had a logrollin'. Ewvybody tried to out wuk de others,
and if de job hadn't been finished 'fore night, dey kept right
on at it by moonlight. One man wuked so hard tryin' to beat
de others dat when he went to de spring for some water, he
tuk one drink, raised his haid quick lak, and died right dar.
He was plumb daid when dey picked him upl
"Dey give us our freedom in April and Daddy left

0l1d Marster in May. He moved here nigh)’ de old Pittner place
wha¥ I was borned. Daddy farmed for a-while and wuked at
blacksmithin® for de white folks too,i.'cause dat was de wuk
he had been doin' for his 0ld Marster.  De fust ricollections
I've got is 'bout de days on dat old place. I ain't never
gwine to forgit 'bout dem old oottonpihkip'écdsy had when I
was a youngstsr. Dey said dey was Jjus' lak dem cottonpickin's
dey had *'fore de war. Dey would git up big crowds ard pick
cotton by de light of de harvest moon, and dat's 'most as
bright as daylight. Evvybody holped and, fast as dey picked
all de cotton on one farm and et a big supper, dey-—huetisdOn

J$o—de—eottor—Gi-—one-—tadi-and—ot—a—big-—ouppery dey hustled on
%o de next place whar plenty of cotton, white in de fields and
liquor, and good barbecue, and sich lek kept ‘'em happy and
hustlin' *most all night. When dey had done done all de cot-
tonpickin' dey could for one night dey stopped for dancin' and
all sorts of frolickin'. Plenty of liquor in dem little brown
jugs holped to make things 'most too lively sometimes. De few
fights dey had when dey was drinkin' heavy didn't 'mount to

much.



Chillun loved hogkillin' times. PFive or six
mens would jine up aﬁd g0 tkom place to place in de scommunity
whar dere was lots of hogs to be kilt. When dem hogs was all

butchered de folks would git together and sich a supper as dey

would have! De mostest fr@?ﬁ'msat sich as ehit'lin's, haslets,

p%?y;oots, and sausage, widégood old collard greens, cracklin?
brea&, and hot coffee. I'mﬁa-tellin' you, Lady, dat was good
aatin', and atter you had d@ne been wukin® in de hogkillint®
dem cold days you was readyéfor victuals dat would stay by you.
"De fust placg I ever went to school was in a
Little house on de old BertiBenyard place nigh Winterville,
(isorgy, and let me tell youﬁ Missy, schoolin' warn't nothin'
lJak what it is now. Den wh%t lived nigh went home to dinner,
tut chillun dat lived a fur piecs off fotch deir dimner to
school in a tin bucket. Us ;as still livin' dar when Mr.
John MoCune moved from lhitq;eld County to dat old Pittner
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place. My Daddy wuked for him end I played ‘round wid his boys.

*"Daddy moved ciloser to town and opened up a
blacksmith shop on Broad Str;et at what was called Wood's
corner den. I holped him.inide shop and went to school some.
Folks had to wuk so hard to #ake enough to keep alive dat dey
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