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Interview wi th James ,t...i ' :1' 

Monroe ,Abbot. ex-slaveV, \,. ' 
" Ce.pe Girardeau. 

If s born on December 25, 1854. My muthuh wuz Allie Ann Lane. Aftuh 

mancipation I tuk my daddies name Abbot--he wuz Anthony Abbot, ant belong­

ed to Ole~ Joe Abbot, a neighbor. Our Y-astuh wuzJoe Lane an' our Missus 

lNUZ Jane Kno7. Lane. Dey had a ~irl, Barbara Ellen, an' two boys, Tom en' 

Ed. Latuh years dey had more boys but I nevuh knowd dam. 

De white folks house wuz big, wid porches, an flowers all aroun', an 

sweet locust trees in de dot' yard. Dis 'wuz up in Perry County,_ few 

miles fum S~venty Six Landing. 

~~en Ole Mastuh died. dat wuz de fathuh ob young Mastuh Joe--he war 

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

cum,: 'til wheat-sowin' time in de fall. An' its de God's trufe, all dat 

time he made me stan' side 0' his bed--keepin' de flies offen hL~, I wuz 

jesseben year ole but dere I had tuh stan, day en night, night err' 'day. 

", Cotse I'd sleep sumtimes wen he wuz sleepin'. Sumtimes when I'd doze, my 

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

across de haid an' he'd say, "Now I dare you to cry." I cried, but he did-

den see me do it. 

('But at las' he died. Jane came in an' said, "Hets da1d.. You can go 

out to play now James." She ustah come in to Ole Ma~tuhansaYt -why don' 

"you let him gO' out tuh plat an' let someone else stan' here?" But Ole 

Mastuh say;, "Not I want Jam~s." 'So now I runs outside-I meets me. sister 
~ : 

an ~'.s~ys.:~;"ByGod, hets daid.".I4idden know lwu,s, cussin'" she say"! 
I' • • . i 

~ . . 

..... 

"/ gonnatell:'Muthunont~U~"bU',t:tS'f0~gl.d ,to be out , '1;,' r1mS t1l1 I meet 
J 

/ 
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";." ... '. 

~, 
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Uncle Rube an' I says, "By God, he's daid," den I runs all meets ma Muthuli. 

an' I tells her "By God, he's daid." She jes kinda turned her back tuh me 

an' I cud see her shakin. She war laffint 

Aftuh de bury in , was over, Young Joe and' Jane stood dar on de porch 

an' dey call de darkies up one at a time. Fust sey calls ma Gr~a an 

young Joe says, "Yo ole Mastuh's daid. Now 1's you' Mastuh, an' Miss Jane. 

here is your Missus. Do you uruierstand dat?" Grampa say "Yessir" an pass 

on. Nex' he call Lucy, den Aunt Hanna. To each one he says de same, "I's 

yore Mastuh and Miss' Jane here is yore New Missus"--sum ob' em says "Yes-

sir", sum obI em jes kinda bows dey haid an' pass on. Wen he cre.ll.mah 

Muthuh up an' say de same tuh her--she look at him a minit den she say. "I 

knowtd yuh all dese year as Joe an' h~r as Jane, an' I aint gonna start now 

callin' you Mastuh or M'issus. I'll call you Joe an' Jane like I allus done," 

an' she walked away. 

,,/ One time ',fore dat she puddin near kill young Joe. 
e. 

Bhe wuh hoing corn 
, .A 

in de field an he cum ridin'-... I spect he war Jes tryin' to be smaht but he 

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

no mind an' . he tell her agin. Den she say. "You chewing tobaccy? Whyntt 

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

cross de shold~rs. Den she grab huh fingers roun' his throat. an his face 

wuh all black as my own fore dey pulls her offen him. Den Ole,Mastuh try 

! tuh whup her, but he couldn' by hisself, so he sends 1'0' three nigger .. buy ... 
, , , 

i ers dat t s close by • When one 0' em tells muthuh to put her han's togedder 
j 

! 
1 
.! 
! 

( 

so he tie em, she grab him by de CGL+lilr ant desellt 0' het s pants ~ lalqckts 
. ;E.' . 

his haid aaina post like a Qattern·t ra;m. D;en Ole Mastuh say, "Men yo'bet­
.J 

ter.g~ on hOl11e~ 1 don' Wf.lnt TW· culludtolkS.~o git hurt .. " He said'it like 

" dat. 

.2 



.......... -.,... 
My Muthuh wuz big an' strong. She nevuh worked in de house none but 

dey warn't nothin on de place dat she couldn~ do. She cud cut down a big 

tree en chop off a rail length an' use a wedge an' maul an' make rails as 

good as anybody_ Pore Muthuh, she shore did have a hard time. Dey warn't 

never nuthin for her but work hard all de ttme she ·neveh came in rwn de 

feel' 'til dark, den had to feed wid a lantern. 

George SWan, a neighbor used tuh whup ole Felix with a cat-o-nine 
-

tails til we'd hear him hotler over at our place. 

I 'member one time de snow wuz a foot deep an I had tuh gathuh corn. 

I wuz barefooted an' barehanded. Mah feet hurt so bad an' mah hands got 

so stitf I couldn' work mah fingers, but ah had tuh keep on breakin' off 

de corn. Dat night mah feet crack open an' nex' mahnin' when I had tuh 

make de fires I lef' a, track 0' blood across de' flo. t Dey shore wuz 

mean to us but· God .Bless YO'li, dey' s ~ll dai d an' gone an t de Lawd has ~ared 
me. 

Wen de war cum, lots 0' cullud men went off to fight fo do Government. 

Young Mastuh Joe nevuh went but whenever de.sojers cum aroun' Mastuh Joe. 

couldn t nevuh be toUll~ t . 

One time a passel a' sojers cum to de place,. dey didden go to de big 

house, but dat night dey spread stre.wfum de straw pile on d~ flo ob our 

cabin--an t slep dar •. Weslep in de loft. Nex' xnornint dey went to de barn 

an' took .de brant newwe.gon an' de b.es' team 0' ,mule's ant dey went to de 

smoke hous~ an', hepdeysets. Dar wuz one manstandin on de wagon cuttin 
, 

dO'W,Il.<d$ hams an' s1s1~ lD;ea.t an' de ~~der packin it in de wagon. Jane cum 

Q:t1t~~.deporc4 ,ant,; .$~t .r&:ls;1n.t. a ruccus bout. temt~kiIl her meat.. De· 

·3 
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sojer whut wuz cuttin' down de meat pUllout he's ~ an' say "tllut dat she 

say?" Jane run in'de house quick--but he got mad de way she talk an' den' 

he take all a de meat an' cans 0' lard, an a barrel of molaBses. Vie aint 

nevuh seed dat wagon agin an it wuz bran' new. 

Dey wuz a battle a few mile away an' dey said you couldn' walk on de 

groun' wifout steppin'on daid men. 

Wen de war wuz over dey dldden want us to know bout It. Dey want to 

keep us as long es dey could. But it cum out in de papers dat de Guvment 

men wuz gonn1cum round :an t see so dey had' tuh turn us loose. 
, , 

Abe Lincolnwuz de honestest President we evuh had. If it warn't fo' 

him we'd still be in bondage. 

If you puts two hoss-shoes above youh door--one up an' one down--it'll 

shore catch de wiches if dey tries tuh come through. 

One time it wuz in de evenin' I wuz puttin bay in de pen fo de hosses at 

night. an I $ee·a big white light acummin' up 'de lane jes a little above de 

top 0' de fence. It wuz big an' shiny white. I wuzn' rightly skeered but 

I stood dere watchin ' it. It c1l'ql. up an followed de' fence to de road., I 

watched to see did it go to de graveyard, an' shure nuf it did. It meant 

sump in , but I don t blOW whut. An den one day, bout noon I seed sumpin. 

I wuz out side dar an a little dog cum towards me. It wo' a bright collar, 

shinint like, an' pretty. I aint nevuh seed nuthin' like it. I goes to it 

an calls, "Heah puppy, heahpuppy. "It stan dere nt look,at me fir a minit 

den turn and' jump ovuh dat ten rail fence an' is lost in de tall weeds. 

Now ,you know no natchel puppy could jump ovuh a ten~rail fence. I goes in 

an tells ,Hanna de cook 'bout it an' she say. "Lawd hat mercyI dat's a token 

fo' sump in. I dont knowwhut mebby ~omebody gonna die, but it sho' is a 



-~ 

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

Girardeau, Missouri. 



Cape Girardeau Co. 
Page 1. 

INrERV~ii WITH BETTY ABERNATHY 
(EX-SLAVE) 

Folklore. 

"My muthuh brought ae to Cape Girardeau in 1862, an' I was 'bout ten yeah old' 

at dat time. Huh name was Malissa Abernathy an' she tole' me that' Ole Massa' John 

Abernethy was mah daddy. 'Ole ~~ssa' was mean to his cullud folks and so was 'Ole 

liissis Willie'. 

"We lived up in Perry County. The white folk had a nice big house an' they was 

a number of poor little cabins- fo' us folks. Our's was one room, built of .l_ogs, an' 

had a puncheon floor. 'Ole 'Masea' had a number of slaves buf we didden' have no ,-) 

school, 'ner church an' mighty little merry-makin'. 
. , 
Mos'ly, we went barefooted the 

yeah 'round. 

"My muthuh an' some of the othuh women done the wesvin' an' sewin'. I learned 
; 

to~pin, I could fill broaches and spin as good as any of 'em~ One time 'Ole' Tom 
i c:-. .-

Johnson, the 'nigger~-buyert come up frum Little Rock. He was go'in to buy muthuh 

an' her family, and take us to Arkansas, but 'bout that time they was so much talk 

'bout freein' the slaves, he was 'fraid to. 

"Mostly we had right fair eatin' s. We didn't go into the big house much, jes' 

on cleanin' ,jdays ant such li~e. 

"Ole Massa' often hired his c.ullu.d folks out to neighbuh farmuh a.n' he didden' 

care hO'1l' they was treated. One time my two brothers was hired out s.n' in the avenin' 

they!.came an' tole muthuh they was gcbin' to run away t cause they's treated so mean. 

Sha begged tem not to come there to hide 'cause theytd find 'em 'shore, an' most 

likely kill • em right before her eyes. They got away ant tale Masss t c'ome to the 

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

tied a x:-qp,e • round huh neck, ant tied the other end to the raftuhs. Then he beat 

her to make her tell • 

.. Attuh this we was treated so mean that a neighbor helped us escape.. We-all 

got in a big wagon, 'bout ten or twelve of us, an' druv us 'to the Cape, wher.e they's 

loj,r •• ho' d .protect us. 
, ~". ' '. 



Cape Girardeau Co. 
Pl'!ge 2. 

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

Folklorei1. 

on the cornuh where Mr. Hecht now lives. Here we lived fo' .a long time. "Muthuh 

an' I had no trouble findin' work to do. She hired me out fo' twenty.five·cents 

a week an' I was so proud to be eaanin' money that I nevuh thought 'bout learnin' 

to reed or write. 

7 
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MISSOURI 

ac~~Im 
11 AUNT" HANNAH .ALI..EN Page 1. 

goD GOT A Hom ON HER 

One of the oldest ex-slaves en10untered in Missouri is "Aunt" 
{ 

8 

Hannah Allen of Fredaricktown, who claims she is 10'7 y~rs old. ,.-., 

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

82 when she made application for a marriage license in Frederick-

town in 1912. 

In spite of her extreme age, Aunt Hav~~ah is able to do all of 

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

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

at her advanced age she does not have to wear glasses; She claims 

her grandfather was a white man and she attrip"utes her unusual 
\ 

heal th to s8v'eral cau~es. She was well treated as a slave during 

her younger years when she was under the ovmership of a family named 

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

. same spot during the last '71 years. Being a Negro, she natu.rally 

does not take life seriously but as she expresses it "jest lives it 

like it comes". 

In rkviewing the inci'dents which. she was able to reca.ll on the 

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

story as follows: 



l:ISSOURI 
FREDERICKTOWN 
EX-SLAVE STORIES 
tI AUNT" HANN..IUI _ti.I..E:N \ Page 2. 

"Down in Pocabont'?-s, iu-kansas, a man had 400 slaves and de boss 

would allow an old colored man to have meet ins every Saturday night 

and of a Friday night dey would have a class meeting. Several of dem 
I 

--got relie::ion right out in de field and would kneel down in de corn-

field. De boss r,vent home and told his wife he thought de slave::) was 

losin' their minds 1 cause dey was all kneeling dovm in de field. De 

boss' daughter also cot religion and went down to de mourners' bench. 

De colored 0hurch finally made de boss and his whole family get re-

ligion. De old whit~ mistress would sing and pray while she washed 

dishes, milked de cows, and made biscuits. So dey called de doctor 

and he come and said dat God had got a hold on her. 

"One of de darkies nad a baby out in de field about eleven 

O'clock one morning. De doctor come out there to her. She ~ms sick 

a long time 'cause she got too hot before de chile was born. After 

dis happen~d de boss got to be a better man. Dis old boss at first 

would not let the darkies have any church meetins. 

"On Sunday dere at home de colored folks could get all de water 

dat ran from de maple trees. De slaves would get through their work 

for de boss and den dere would sometimes be three days when dey could 

work for themselves. Den dey would get paid for working for others aDd 

den 'buy clothes. Dey had de finest boots. 

9 



MISSOURI 
FREDERICIrrOWN 
EX-SLAVE STORIES 
"AUNT' HANNAH .ALIJi~N Page 3. 

"Dey did not want de mistress to tell me when we was' free 'cause 

dere was only two of us slaves left there. De other slaves'already 

done run off. I did not want to leave. When I was a slave I learned 

to do a job right or do it over. I learned to sew, coo~ and spin. 

We set by de fireside and picked a shoe f.ull of cotton and den ~e could 

go to bed. Bu~ you did a lot before you got dat sho.e full of cotton 

when it was pressed down. Dis was almost enough to pad a quilt with. 

De white children would be getting their lessons den and dey used a 

pine torch for a light to see by. 

"I i"laS paid nothin t after slavery but just stayed with de boss and 

dey gave me things like a calf, clothes, and I got to gp to church with 

dem and to camp meetings and picnics. Dey would have big basket meet-

ings with pies, hogs, sheep and de like. Dey did not allow me to go 

wi th other colored girls if dey had no character. We all set down and 

ate at de same table with de white folks and tended de sick together. 

Today if de parents would make their children do like dey did in slav-

ery, den we would have a better race. I was better off dan de free 

people. I think dat slavery taught me a lot. 

"In Fredericktown I worked for my mistress' sister and made ~IO 

a month. My father told me to always keep myself clean and nice and 

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

10 
\ 



',MISSOURI 
FREDERICKTOWN 
EX-SLAVE STORIF.S 
"AUNT" HA!.\INA..'8: ALLEN Page 4. 

always tried to keep me fron going out with de low class. After I 

washed de supper dishes, I would have to go upstairs and cut out 

quilts and I did not like it but it was good for me. 

''];Iy first husband gave $50 for- dis lot I am Ii ving ~on. Dat was 

just at de end of de war. He hauled de logs and chinked and white-

washed dem and we had two rooms and a hall. It was a good, nice, 
/ 

warm house. He was a carpenter. About twenty-five years later my 

husband built him a frame house here and dug him a well. He had 4 

dozen chickens, 15 head of hogs, 2 horses, 2 wagons, and a buggy to 

go back and forth to de church at Libertyville, New Tennessee, or 

Pilot Knob. We lived together fifty years before he died. He left 

me dis home, three horses, 3 milk cows and three hogs. 

"We had no childre~ but 'dopted a little boy_ He was my husband's 

sister's child. De boy's mother took a notion that she wanted to work 

out and she was just a young girl so we took de boy at about de age of 

three and he was with us about six years. He went to a colored school 

den but a white teacher taught him. We adopted a girl too from Mar-

quando De girl's father was a colored man and de mother was a white 

WOIllS.l"1. De woman den married a white man in :Marquand and her husband 

q~d,not want de child so we took her at about three years old. We did 

not have her no time 'til she died. We have helped to raise about a 

11 



MISS~ 
FREDERICKTOWN 
EX-SLA.VE STORIES 
"AUNT" HA..rw:AH AIl. EN" 

\. 

Page 5. 

dozen children. But I have quit doing dat now. I now has my second 

husband; he always liked to have children around but we ain't ~a,d 

none of our own. 

"Vlhen my first husQand died he did not owe fifteen_cents. He just 

would not go in debt to nobody. He attended de Masonic lodge. After 

he died I went· to work. I bought wood, washed., iro~ed, and cooked. I 

have made'as high as $15 a week and keep. I took care of a man's chil-

dren after him and his wife separated. We have had two house~ burn 

down right here. One of our houses was a little too close to Saline 
- , 

Creek and it was condemned and we tore it down and built de one we have 

now, thirteen years ago. Harry Newberry has a mill and. he give us de 

lumber to bui"ld dis house •. ·· 

"We have a lot in de colored graveyard. I have no insurance but 

Mr. Allen has some kind of insurance. so if h~ gets hurt.traveling he 

will get something. We is getting, together, $25 in pensions a month 

and we is living pretty well right now. Some months we spend from sev- . 

en to eight dollars on food. Almost everything is cash for us. I been 

going barefoot about ten years. I come mighty near going barefoot in 

de winter time. We been getting a pension about two years and we was 

on relief for two or three years before date Our biggest debt is a 

doctor bill of about t60. 

. . --"~. 

12 
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}:iISSOURI 
FRED.E:RICK:rOWN 
EX-SLA V.:£ STORIES 
" AUNT" HA1Y:1':.AH i.J:.I.3l'f Page 6. 

"Some of de colored folks is better off now and some is worser. 

De young race says we who ·v','aS sla.ves is ten times worse off den dey 

'cause we had bosses and couldn't read or write. But I say de young 

race is got all dis to go by and dey ought to be much be.1;ter off dan 

dey is. We is better off in one sense dan de young race 'cause about 

half of dem don't know how to raise their children and dey don't know 

how to do nothing. I think our folks hCi.S just as Eood a chance now 

as de white folks but dey don't get cultivated. Dey say today dat 

I don't know nothing' cause I VJas a slave and·· all I learned was what 

de master learnt me. But I know enough to keep out of devilment. I 

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

13 
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Missouri 

Ex-Slave Story Page 1. l~ 
, . 

"1' s born in 1830 on Castor River 'bout fourte.en miles east of 

Fredericktown, lola. l~y birthday is Decernber 24.; Yes, sir, I, is 107 

years old dey say and dey got de records up there in de cou.rt house to 

Tlrove it. De first ti"1e I married AdatnWiTnger in 1866 and was rnaI'':' 

ried by Squire l,-ddison in Fredericktovm. In 1912 on ~',..ut,ust 11 me and 

de 08.rson VlClS married in de Methodist church here and dis was de lar-

{jest one in },i'redericktmlJI1. Bout six or seven hundred come for de c el-

ebration. I guess I is 'bout de oldest person in t~adison County. 

"My father' eorne 'from Ferry County. He was llaILled Abernathy. 1.1y 

father's father was a white man. 1\:y white peo)le come from Castor end 

dey mmed my mother and I VIas two years old when my mother was sold. 

De white peogle kept tv;o of us ::i.l1cJ. sold inother and three children in 

New Orleans. Me end my brother George 't';as kept by de Bollingers. This 

was in 1832. De white people kept us in de house and I took care of de 

babies most of de time but worked in de field a little bit. Dey had six 

boys. 

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

slept on de floor in front of de fireplace n(;}6.r de mistress. Dey got 

hold of a big buffalo rug,' and I would sleep on i,t. De Bollinger boy, 

Billy Bol1iIlger, would go to de cabin and slesp with George, my brother • 

. . , 
• 

.... '" 
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li!.:issouri 

Ex-Sla ve Story Page 2. 

Dey thought nothing of it. Old man Bollinger sent some colored folks up 

to his farM in Sabula and Billy cried to go long with demo He let Billy 

go. I stayed with old Aunt Bets~ on Castor River. 

"Before de Civil War broke out we were at Sabula and_a Mr. Schafer 

and Mr. Bollinger started to take de slaves to Texas. Dey got as far as 

Rockport, near Hot Springs. A man by de name of John.Higdon from Color-

ado married Olive Bollinger and he vras injured in de arm in de Battle of 

Fredericktown. Den John Higdon went to Rockport after he was shot and 
, J , 

had taken de os. th of allegiance. Higdon's wi fe died in Roclcport and she 

had a child two years old.. I took de baby to care for. Devlife was to 

be buried back home so dey took de body in a wagon with just a sheet over 

it towards Little Rock. I was sitting in de wagon holding de two-:rear old 

baby. On de way 'bout ten miles out we were captured by Federal soldiers 

. and took back to Rockport •. De body was put in a room for two weeks and 

den placed in a ,vault above.de ground and stayed dar for bout eight years 

before Mr. Higdon took it back home to bury. 

"Higdo~to.okllle.and his child to 'bout eight miles from Hot Springs 

to ahotel'h~4adbougp.t. .Onceha come up to de 110 tel wi th two government 

, horses and> 'Dut;.me . and de child on ahorsEfand .wewere on de way to Little 
,,',';-'0"' . "":'" : ..... c •• '.':."-:' ," '.,'., '. '. '. :-" •••• • •••• .' ," . ' ." • • ", , •••• ,. "'./:.,' • 

.RO~lc.' .. WeiC:~4El~t:;Vfay :.~or.'bo'Uot twow~ek~·;.~4<, W'!iJ9,<cap tU,red aga~n,p.~~ 

1S 

:n~.",~p~d,l~rljla$lc~d us all ,t,bol.lt .de .'. >, .. 
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horses, guns, child, etc. De soldiers let him keep hi,s gun 'cause dey said 

it w'ouldn't ldli a flea. But dey cut de buttons off de coat, and took de 

s])urs off of his heels and said he could not GO any further. Dey took me 

::md de baby and made us si t on de ground.', pe' soldiers took' Higdon to de 

ri ver. It ViaS late in de day. Dey said dey vms coine; to transfer him back 

to :'5isso uri arLd sell de borses. Higdon had par)ers from Col. Lowe and Cham--

bers. De soldiers v/ere masons and after u while dey ,:11 come back just a 

laughing und shaking hands. 

"We yrer's put on a boat at L1 ttle Rock going toward st. Louis .De 

child took de small pox from a lady on de boat. ~~en we got on de boat dey 

were firing at the wheels of de boat from acro~s de river.' I was feeding de 

baby and de chamber-maid come out and said, 'I would drown him'. I said, 

t If you do dat you will have to drown me too'. Dey had Higc.wn locked up 

on de boat and he did not get to see de baby for two weeks when we got to 

st. Louis. Just as we got to St. Louis, two white ladies saw de baby who 

was so sick and dey went out and got some clothes for it. De doctor come on 

de boat and vaccinated me. De sores on,the baby were as big as half dollars. 

"Den after vie got to st. Louis we went to Whitworth's in Ironton, 1:1i8-

souri. Higdon was on de back porch and a soldier shot at him and took him 

to headquartersdat night. Whitworth had some soldiers take us to Sabula, 

twenty-five miles away ~De sold.iers den tQok Higdon back to Ironton until 
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de. war was over. Higdon married tr.LI'ee times. 

• 

Page 4. ,. 

"John, the baby, 'tAres rai sed by his grandmother and step-mother in St. 

Louis. John married the daughter of a county clerk in Luxenburg, :Missouri. 

_:Jld he became county clerk for thirty years in dis county. John died 'bout 

two years ago this July. 

"I 'member how dey would treat one slave. De master took two boards 

and tied one to de feet and another to de hands and tied her back with ropes 

and whipped her with a cat-a-nine tails till she bled and den took salt and 

ge:pper and put ,ip. ,de gashes. I can 'member when I was in Iron County de sol­

diers stole de boss f horse an .. "!. de boss had to go to Patton to gi tit. Once 

de soldiers made me get up in de smoke house and throw down some 'ham •. De 

authorities 'gaged de soldiers for stealing from de people. I had to carry 

some stuff out for Sam Hildebrand to eat. 

"'1' ve been Ii ving here since de Civil War. Dis is de third house that 

I built on dis spot. What r thing 'bout slavery? Well we is gettinlong 

purtywell now.and I believe its best to not agitate." 

,.f'" 
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"It s born in Harrison County, in 1859 and was rai sed in Georgeto'wn, 

Scott Cou.nty. Yes, I was born a slave. Ey boss vms John Mc~liggin, a 
I 

Scotch-Irishman, who raised hogs, sheep, hemp, and darkies. He had 'bout 

230 darkies on de place. We lived in log cabins. Dey bad slip doors for 

de windows. lIan, what you talkin 1 bout? We never saw a window glass. 

Had 'bout fourteen cabins and dey was placed so dat de old master could 

sit on his porch and see everyone of demo My mistress was 11.liee McWig-

sin. 

"I was kep~ ,~usy shooin' flies off de table with a pea-fowl brush, 

watching de chickens~ and gettint de maple sugar from de root of de trees. 

We made a pocket at de base of de tree and dipped ,out de sugar '?ater w~th 

a bucket. Had 'bout 40 or 50 trees along de road. Had all kinds of ber-

ries. We never got no whipp in , , only a little boxin'. In church we sat 

on one side and de whites on de other. De white preacher always rea4 a 

special text to de darkies, and it was this, tServants, obey your master.' 

"John McWiggin was a son of a Federal. Bis brother, Keenie, was a 

Confederate. W.a.en \.'ie Confederate army come Keenie took?de,silv.er goblets 
, 

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

soldiers~ome Jahnie would help hiscr01'ltl'~t;:})e soldiers took Mae t s iro,p.~ . . 
grey saddle hosses tc Lexington, and de boss had to pay $500' to get de 

< (,-• ." ') ;,: ' 

hosSE}s,baQ)£. He got some of his mules back,. De bushwaekers and night-

is 
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riders were here. But de boss got 'round it this way. He had de slaves 

dig trenches 'cross de road and tie grape vines over it. Den have de dark-

ies go up on de hill and sing corn songs. Den de nightriders come a-rush-

ing fu~d sometimes dey would get four or five whites in these raids. It 
. 

would kill de men and horses too, when dey fell into de trench. On Satur-

day night we had a shindig. We would eat chicken and pound cake and of 

course whiskey made in Kentucky. De jail was called·:ie watch-house. 

"After de war de government instituted religious trainin' 'mong de 

colored people and gave dem white teachers. I was in Lexington, Ky., when 

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

without de letters is a mystery to me. 

"I's one of de preachers of de church here and am a deacon,. too. I 
p 

studied at de University of Louisville, wher~ I was a theological student, 

and was one of de main orators in de school. 

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

Fredericktown, and have preached quite a few funerals. Have preached some ... . . 
brush arbor sermons and stood under a arbor when we was married. I baptized 

42 in Pennsylvania. 

ttI ain't eligible enough to express 'bout slavery. I ain't sfi.yin' 

nothing. tt 

Interview withW~C. Parson Allen, 
8t-sl.ave,agEld.?S,F:pede:Ofck;town, Mo. 
:rntervi ewed byJ •. Tom:<M:Ues. 
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F..ALE MID HEII.RTY ,AT 119 

Charles Gabriel Anderson, 119 years old, lives at 1106 

Biddle street in St. Louis alone. He'is 5 feet, 3 inche.s in 

height, has mixed gray hair and weighs 145 pounds. 

He is slightly bent, but does not have to wear glasses, and 

is able to go anywhere in the city wi t:lout assistance. I He has a 

good mernory, and cheerful attitude. Seated in the church of God in' 

Christ, a store front church, next d.oor to his home, where he attends 

because of the convenient location, he tells the writer the following 

story: 

"I was born January 5, 1818 in HuntSVille, Alabama de son of 

Sallie McCrea and George Bryant. My ownerts name was 1-:iss :Marcaret 

Tony. She sold me to Edmond Bryant while I VlaS quite young. I 

sometimes go by de name of Bryant. 

"I was just big enough to carry water and help a bit with 

farming While Miss Tony had me, but I jadge I VIlas 'bout 14 years old 

when IvD:.Bryant got me, 'cause I was old enough to plow and help with 

de cotton and I done a man's size work in his field. I was his slave 

whend.ewarbroke out. I joined de army in 1864. I used to,git a ... 
pensi~ori. of $65 a month, now I only gi t:$56 a month but last month I 

20 

di,dn't git no checkatall. i I don't know why_ Wish I could find out " " 
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'cause I needs it bad to live on. I used to nurse de white folks 

children IHhen I was a little boy. I made a better nurse dan most 

girls, so jest kept on at it till I was old enough to be a field 

band. 

"I had a hard time till de war broke out. Soon as I got a 

chance, I run off and Vlent to de army. I served two years and six 

months. I COPle out in 1866. 'Course I vms in de 110spi tal till 

'66. I don't know how long I was in del' wounded. But I do know 

when I got better, I was such a good nurse de doctors kept rne in de 

government hospital to help nurse dem other soldiers and dere sure 

'nough was a heap of 'er2 Ul) dere. Dat was in Madison, Wisconsin. 

After dey t;.trned me loose from de hos::)i tal, I went to work in a bar-

bel' shop up dere. I worked l:;"~ it one year to learn de trade. After 

I learned de barber trade I don't reaember how much longer I stayed 

dare. I left dere and went to Dodgeville J Wisconsin a...'1d opened a 

barber shop of my own and run it about two or three years. Den I 

WBBt to Dubuque, Iowa, and stayed about one year and barbered in a 

hotel dere. 

"I come to st. Louis in 1876 and started being a roust-a-

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

to driving private carriages and done gls.ss cleaning. 

21 
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"I got what little education I got, tending night school here 

in St. Louis. I cot 'nough to eit ordained in ~d Chamuer Street Bap-

tist Church for a preacher. Den I come in holiness in Elder Jones, 

Church of God in Christ on Ken·:j.erly Avenue. I pastored :-the -r.:acedonia 

Spiritual Church eight years in East S~. Louis, Ill. I been married 

twice and ffiu~e father of three children, all dead, and both wifes 

dead. I don't know how long none of 'em been dead. My mother died 

while I was ~~ de army and my father got drowned before I was born. 

I only had two Sisters and three brothers, and dey is all dead. My 

brother, Jim Bryant, died in de army. He enlisted one year before I 

did, but in a different regiment. I has voted man~ times in my life/ 

time, and always voted Republican till dis last election, I decided I 

better vote de Democrat ticket and I dj.d, , and I fion't regret it either. 

"I gits my washing done by de neighbors dat do washing and I 

eat at de restaurant on de corner. De Ku Klux never bothered me none 

'cause I st~edup north out of dere reach. 

"I 'memoer de old slaves used to sing: 'Amazing Grace How 

Sweet De Sound'; tI want to'be a Soldier, Since de Lord ha.s set me 
\ 

Free'; 'Fighting for Liberty'; 'Why Should We Start, and Fear to Di~t; 

'Death is the Gate to Endless Joy and Yet We Dread to Enter 'J:here"; 

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

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

......... 
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on his breast, I lean my head and breathe our lives out sweetly 

there' • 

"Sister, I just think dis younger generation is gone to-

tally. Dey ai!l't taught right in de home; and de teach:ers can't 

do a thing with 'em. If it wasn't for de prayers goin' up to de 

throne of grace from all us old saints whatts got SBnse enough to 

trust in nothin' else but Jesus, de whole busines~ would be gone 

plum to rack. Dey ain't even got sense enQugh to know datI De 

young folks mind is on worldly goods and worldly pleasures and 

dere ain't no good in none of it, just misery and woe, to all it 

touches. And still dey don't seem to see, and don't v.Jant to see 

and nobody got any sense, can't make t em. see. (';rOd help dis genera-

tion is all dat I can say. 

ttl figure I lived dis long 'cause in de first place, I obey 

God, I never did drinl( liquor or smoke in my whole life. I never 

wore glasses but precious little and dat was wben I did what little 

reaCl.ing and writing I knoVled how to do; cause after my children went 

to schoollong enough to read and write for me I just stopped doing 

datlittle bit. Now dey's all dead so I just makes marks, and lets 

, it go at dat. I am a member of The Kenn.erly Avenue Church of God ... 
in Christ." 
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JANE BAKER--EX-SLAVE 

"II:a muther wuz in a log cab' n east ot! F,gr..rnington an. when Price's 
", 

lders com thru frum Frederickto1t'll)l., ons ob de soldiers climb' d ober· de 

ce an robi::ed de hen house ob eggs an he put de eGgs in his boots, Den 

en he climbfd ober de fence to git back to de road he mashed de eggs 

_ :.is boots. De soldier to~ eff his boots an turned dem up-side-down 

e 

tIt de broken 86gs out an ma muther ran out ta de fence an hallor-ed, 

oc1y, goodJ.' 
.fr- -

"l\:a muther say dat de worse side ob slaxery wuzwher.l de slabes war 

out'. A master or' slabe holder vmd loan or sub-let slabes ta a 

fur so many months at so much money. De master agreed ta supply so 

clothes. De man who rented de slabes wud treat den jus lik animals. < 
".,.a muther wuz 'Bele twice. De furst tiLe she wuz 14 'years ole. 

tak'n 26 miles to de nevI owner, an hit took all day. She tied all 

belongings :up in a red bandanna handkerchief an went on horseback. 

stream wuz so high dat when~ej cross'd hit dey got all -IJ'let. pen 

soon as she got to de new owner she wuz ship'd de follin' df3,Y· One Ob 

oWLers WU2 so good ta her dat she quz treated as one ob de 

';CE: - The above information was received from Chas. Baker, who is 

of Dayse Baker, principal of the colored Douglass School in 

ington, Missotiri. Thus these facts are concerned with their mother, 

• Jane :Baker, an EX-Slave, who died at the age of 103. 
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She Loves Army fI'¥ 

The subject of this sketch is Mary A. Bell, 85 ~ars 

old, living in a 4-room frame cottage at 1321 Argus Street, 

St. Louis County, Missouri. 

Mary Bell has a very 1igbt com~lexicn, light brown eyes, 

mixed gray hair, very long and straight. She has fine fea-

tures. She is quite bent, and shows her years, but is cheer-

fu1. She is living in the same yard with her daughter who is 

married and lives next door with her family, Mrs. Virginia 

Miller and sixchildl'en. Her story follows: 

"I was born in Miss~uri, May 1, 1852 and owned by an old 

maid named Miss Kitty DiEgS. I had two sisters and three bro-

thers. One of my brothers was killed in de Civil War, and one 

died here in st. Louis in 1919. His name was spot. lfy other 

brother, four years yOl~ger thin I, died in October, 1925 in 

Colorado Springs. 

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

out to a Presbyterian minister when I was seven years old, to 

ri' 25 
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take care of three children. 

"I nursed in dat family one year. Den Miss Diggs hired 

me out to a baker namea Henry Tillman to nurse three CJhildren. 

I nursed there two years. Neither family was nice to me. De 

preacher had a big farm. I was only seven years old so dey 

put me on a pony at meal time to ride out to de field and call 

de hands to dirmer. After the meals were finished, I helped 

in de kitchen, gathered the eggs, and kept plenty busy. MY 

father was owned by de Lewis family out in the country, but 

Miss Diggs owned my mother and all her ohildren. I never at-

tended school until I came to st. Louis. when Abraham Lincoln 
1. ~. 

was assa\nated I had never been to scho~. Dat S81L.e year 'I 

attended school at Benton Barracks and went about six or seven 

months/~th de soldiers, ;here was no Negro SehOOla St. 
r 

Louis at dat ti:$e. The next school I attended was st. Paul 

Chapel, 11th and Green Streets. I went dere about six months. 

De next place I went to school was 18th and Warren. I went 

there about two years. My next school i~S 23rd and Morgan, now 

Delmar Boulevard, in a store bui~ding. I went dere between two 

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

, . 
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at de time I was going from school to school, was a nurse in 

Benton Barracks and my mother taken in washing and ironing. I 

had to help her in de home with de laundry. 

"I married at de age of twenty-two and was de mother of 

seven children, but only have two now liVing)~daughter dat 

lives next door and in de same yard with me, and a son in the 

Phillipine Islands. I have eight grandchildren and four great 

grandchildren. 

"I so often think of de hard times my parents had in dare 

slave days, more than I feel my own hard times, because my fa-

ther was not allowed to come to see my mother but two nights a 

week. Dat was Wednesday and Saturday. So often he came home 

all bloody from beatings his old nigger overseer would give 

him.. My mother would take those bloody clothes off of him, bathe 

de sore places and grease th&.m good and wash and iron his clothes, 

so he could go back clean. 

"But once he came home bloody after a beating he did not 

deserve and he run away. He seared my mother most to death be-

cause he had run away, and she done all in her power to persuade 

him to go back. He said he would die first, so he hid three 

27 
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days and three nights, under houses and in the woods, looking 

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

on ~is trail he couldn't make it. He could see de riders hunt-

ing hirr, but dey didn't see him. After three days and three 

nights he was so weak and hungry, he came out and gave h~elf 

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

to buy him from his owner~Mr. Lewis)because Marse Lewis was so 

mean to him, and de nigger trader knew how valuable he was to 

his owner. de nigger trader promised him he would try to make -~ 
a deal with his ovmer for him, because de nigger trader wanted 

him. So when dey brought father back to his owner and asked to 

buy him, Mr. Lewis said dere wasn't a plRntation owner with 

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

of course that put my father back in de hands of Marse Lewis. 

Lewis owned a large tobacco plantation and my father was de head 

man on dat plantation. He cured all de tobacco, as it was brought 

in from the field, made all the twists and plugs of tobacco. His 

owner's son taught him to read, and dat made his owner so mad, be-

cause my father read de emancipation for freedom to de other 

28 
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slaves, and it made dem so happy, dey could not work well, and 

dey got S0tJ no one could manage dem, when dey found out dey were 

to be freed in such a short time. 

"Father told his owner after he found out he wouldntt sell 

him, dat if h~ whipped him again, he would run away again, and 

keep on running away until he made de free state land. So de 

nigger trader begged my father not to run away from Marse LeWiS, 

because if he did Lewis would be a ruined man, because he did 

not have another man who could manage de workers as father did. 

So the ovmer knew freedom was about to be ,declared and my father 

would have de privilege of leaving whether his owner liked it or 

not. So LeWis knew my father knew it as well as he did, so he 

sat down and talked with my father about the future and promised 

my father if he would stay with him and ship his tobacco for him 

and look after all of his business on his plantation after free-

dom was declared, he would give him a nice house and lot for his 

family right on his plantation. And he had such influence over 

de other slaves he wanted him~ to convince de others dat it would 

be better to stay with their former owner and work for him for 

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

who did not know dam. He pleaded so hard with my father, dat 

29 
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father told hirr. all right to get rid of' him. but Lewis had been ,. --so mean to father, dat down in father's heart he felt Lewis did 

not have a spot of good in hirr. No place for a black man. 

"So father ~tayed just six months after dat promise and taken 

eleven of de best slaves on de plantation, and went to Kansas City 

and all of dem joined the U. S. Army. Dey enlisted de very night 

dey got to Kansas City and de very next morning de Pattie owners 

were dere on de trail after dam to take dem back home, but de of-

ficers said dey were now enlisted U.S. Soldiers and not slaves 

and could not be touched. 

"In de' county where I was raised de white people ~'~~ to 

church in de morning and de slaves went in de afternoon. I was 

converted at the age of fourteen, and married in 1882. My hus-

band died May 27, 1896 and I have been a widow every since. I 

do get a penSion now, I never started buying ,dis little old,,' 

4-room frame dwelling until I was sixty-four years old and paid 

for it in full in six years and six months. 

"I am a member of. St. Peter's A.M.E. Church in North St. 

Louis. I told you my father's name was Spot, but that was his 

'nickname in slavery. His full name was"spottwou~ Rice.andmY" 
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sonts full name is William A. Bell. He is enlisted in de army 

in de Phillipine Islands. I love army men, ~ father, brother, 

husband and son were all arIIlY men. I love a man who will fight 

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

(Written by Grace E. Yijlite, St. louis, ~!issouri.) 
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William Black of 919 South Arch Street, Hannibal, Missouri, 

is one of the few ex-slaves living in Marion County. ~e is now 

about eighty-five years old, and has lived his entire life in 

N~rion, Monroe, and Ralls Counties. In e~atting about his life 

and experiences he says: 

~ mother and father come from Virginia. I don't know how . ; :;. 

old I is, but I have had one birthday and the rest is aniversities. 

I think I is about eighty-five. I was born in slavery and when I 

was eight years old was bonded out to Sam, Briggs of New London. 

Mr. Briggs was a good. master and I didn't have a whole lot to do. 

My job vras to take his chi~dren to school and go after dam of an 

evening. In the mean ttme I just piddled around in de fields. 

"In de evening when de work was done we would sit 'round and 

'play marbles and sing songs. We made our songs up as we went 

along. Sometimes dere would be a corn shuckin' and dat is when 

we had a good time, but we always shucked a lot of dat corn. 

~I did Ilot go tosohool any ?Uldtoday I do not even have de 

sense otwriting at all. Unless some one guides my han~I cannot 
~ ',' ", r .'" . 

I wish I wasn't so ol.d, now s~ I eould go to school 
:;"," 

.. and learn how to read an<i write. 
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"I 'member one day when de master was gone, us darkies 

thou~ht '\'Je would have a party. I guess de master knowed we 

was going to have one, 'cause dat night, when we was all having 

a good time, my sister said to me, 'Bill, over dere is old mas-

ter Sam.' He had dressed up to look like us and see what we 

was up to. Master Sam didn't do anything to us dat time 'cause 

he had too good a time hisself. 
\ 

"At tITe'age of thirteen my sister was bonded out to some 

IP.an who was awful mean, she was a bad girl, too. After we were 

freed she told me all. about her old ~ster. She said, 'One 

Christmas my master was drunk and I went to wish him a merry 

-Christmas and get some candy. He hit at me and I ducked and , 

run 'round de house so fast I burnt de grass 'round dat house 

and I know dere ain't no grass growing dere yetl' 

"When we ~~s freed our master didn't give us nothing, but 

some clothes and five dollars. He told us we could stay if we 

wanted to, but we was so glad to be free dat we all left him. 

He was a good man though. 

"Durin' de war we could not leave de master's house to go 
.-' 

-to'de neighbors :without a pass. If we didn't have a pass de 

paddyrollers would get us q.dkill us'or take us away. 

33 



MISSOURI 
HANNIBAL 
EX-SLAVE STORIES 
WILLLL\M BLABK' Page 3. 

"After de freedom come we could vote, but some of us never 

t-.". 

done it. To dis day I ain't never voted. De government has been 

as good to us as dey could. I get ten dollars a month and think 

I should have more, but I mow dey is giving us all dey can and 

some day dey will give us ex-slaves more. 

"I am glad dat we have Our churches and schools. We· don't 

have no business being with de good white people. Dey is cultured 

and wo is not ,but some day we will be as good and de:?" will be 
i J i 

glad to have us r round. dem more. Just' cause we is black is no 

sign that we ain't good niggers. 

"1 don't like de way de younger gene~ation is doin'. As my 

neig)lbors say,' the devil is gettin t dem and 1 t won't be long f fore 

he will come ti.nd get dem alL f When I was young we didn't act like 

dey do npw-a-days. We didn't get drunk and stay da t way and kill 

each other. De good Lord is going to do something to all of dem, 

mark my word. 

"I can't 'member some of the songs We sung, but when we was 

freed we sang 'Master's Body is Moulding tntheGrave', and I 

know some Qtdem fs." 

t1111tilJ1,13lacik 11ves"'by ,himself 
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any kind of vlOrk for about five years. He is active in re-

li~;ious affairs and attends church regularly. He is one of 

the few persons living in ~.'arion County who raises tobacco. 

His garden :plot, five by ten feet, is close to his hou~e. 
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HE SAW lIf.ANY JtBANTS" 

George Bollinger is a typical, old-ttme Negro who lives in 

Cape Girardeau. In his younger days he was big and powerful and 

even now at the age of 84 he is above the average in build. He 

t. 

owns his home and his is the last colored family to r~nain in this 

neighborhood which is rapidly being built up with modern homes. 

George has little education, unlike ,his wife who is much 

younger and uses fairly good English., He sits on his porch and 

thoroughly enjoys talking of the long ago with those who appreci-

ate listening to his story. 

"Benton Hill?" he said. "Sure, its hanted. I se~n things 

and heard things there lots of times. Good gosh amightyt One 

night we was driving through dere and we heard something'dat sound 

like a woman just a screaming. Old man Ousbery was wi th me and , 

he wanted to stop and see what it was but I says, 'No you don't. 

Drive on. You don't know what dat might be. t Another time wets 

driving by there, and dey was a great big mule just standing cross 

de road and he just wouldn't move. I says, tJust drive on and 

he tIl get out of de way. ' ,But he didn t t. When we gets to him, 

he just parts right in de middle and half stands on one side ,and 
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half on de other. Vie didn't look 'round. No, mo'-- we just made 

dat hoss go. 

"I don't know what Flakes dem hants round there -- lessen its 

de gold what's buried dere. And you lmow de spirits a~ways come 

back fer gold. Sure dey's :ilOney buried dere. Didn f t you all know 

dat? Lots of folks is dug there, but dey ain't never found it. 

Why dey is holes 'round dere VIllere men's been diggin'e; for dat gold. 

nDey ViaS one man. had a-wl1at you call i t'i' A 'vi::lin', rod. That 

points to virlere things is hid. But he didn't find it neither. 

And then out by de Maberry place,' close to Gardenville -- who-e-e -

I's sure enough seen things out dere lots of times. You know where 

dat clump of peach trees is at de corner of de fence? Dey always 

seems to come from right there. I worked out there for a long 

time. We'd get out to work early, sometimes 'twasn't good and day. 

"One morning I's coming along there, on a hoss I was, and I 

met a hossman. He looks funny to me and when he asks ITle something 

I says, 'Git on. I ain't talking to you1 1 But he says, '~1t, I 

wan ts to talk to you t· As I says, he looks funny to me and ,I pulls 

out my pistol. I always carries my gun, and r think if he makes 

a pass at me I'll git him. But I goes on without looking back. 

Now just dat one luan is all I, seen, but when I gets past, dey is 

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

back. 
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"One morning I'd got out there real early, too early to go 

into de field and I thinks If 11 rest awhile under de tree. I 

had my eyes shut for a while when something bothered me. When 

I opened up my eyes there was a lot a strange hosses s~ding 

'round me in a ring. I jumped up and hollered, 'git out'. Dey 

turned and ran and dey run right off a steep bank on the other 

side of de field. 

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

"Cose I never, ,nobody else never neither, dey wa,sn't dere, 

dat's why," he answered. 

"Lord, when I thinks of de way we used to work. Out in de 

field before day and work till plumb dark. My boss would say, 

'George take two men, or maybe three men, and git dat field plow-

ed, or dat woods patch cleared'. And he knowed if he tell me, de 

work would be done. 

"And I worked at anything. One time I steamboated for eight 

years. But what do dese young folks' knOVl tbout' work:? Nuthin t t 

Look at dat grandson of mine, just crossed de porch--why' hets 

fourteen and he can t t even use' a 8%. Too young? Go on with yout 

"I tells you dese young folks just don't know how to work. 
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Dey has too much studying up here (pointing to his head and mak-

iug motions like wheels going round.) When I's his age I's work-

irig at anything I could find. I worked on a fann and on a steam-

-boat, I carried cross ties--just anything where r could earn money. 

And I saved money, too. Vlhen we bought dis house I had $2,400 

saved up~ And men was stronger in dem days and had Detter health. 

"Dese Y0li...YJ.g folks want too easy living. And dey ain't brung 

up to show respect to old folks like we is. If I goes down de 

walk and a bunch young folks is coming along, I knows I's got to 

step out of de way--'cause dey won't give any. And if some lit-

tIe ones on roller skates is coming down de sidewalk--you better 

git off or dey'll run right into you. 

"I was tellin' you 'bout Miss Katie coming to see me, vvasn't 

I? Well just last week her boy come to see me. He's maybe 25 

or 30 year old. Somebody told him 'bout me and he come here and, 

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

a fine young man, he was." , 
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An Interview with 
George Bollinger, (Ex-sla.ve) 

"We lived out on de edge o'Bollinger Oounty. 'Ole Massa's'name was 'Dal Bollinger'. 

e Missus,' we alwaus called, "Aunt Polly"., Den day wz young' Massa Dave,' and young 

sie Katie' • 

My Pappy's name wz. 'Billinger' 'en my mammy wuz 'Temple t. Mypappy wuz a smart man. 

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

• He cud break a 'Hoodoo' spell, an' he cud tell things dat hap~ened wen he diden see 

.·If one a' de folks went to town he cud tell'em jes everything de1 don dere. 

Dey wuz 'bout 20; mebby 25. slaves on de place, 'en we all lived in a big, old; log 

My mammy WS B. good cook 'en she cud spin en weave. She. made all de clothes we 
; .... .: .... ~. 
~ ,., .. . 

Us chilluns never wore no pants--jes sumpin like a long shirt made 0' homespun. 
;,--

know nuthin' 'bout learnin'. Dey wuz a church, but we didden go much, 'en we, .... ,.t 
.#", 

i 

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

¥ 
...... '10.,._ 

even de man over at de store wouldn't let mo' dan two cullud folks come in at a.time.--.. 
(~ 

I didden even know what money wuz. Massa' had a chest bout three feet long--up in a if? 
-

ttle attic. It wz jest full 0' gold' en silver money-- no' greenback'. It wuz cover~ j 
"""-_ .... 

rugs, 'en I never know'd what wuz in dere--we used to go up der to play sumtimes' 

days, an Aunt Polly'd holler, 'Ef you don' cum down fum dere de ghosts 'ul git ye'. 

never seed inside de chest 'till dey bury it--dat wuz in war-time. Dey put a big hand r 

under it'an de men carry it down Dr de sugar grove de udder side 0' de grave yard. 

now 'en show you de very spot dey bury it. "De ~s' times we-ens had wuz 

fishing, an' man~ did we like to fish. Allus we had Saturday atternoon oft, 'lessen 

sUlllthin' . special like. 'En Sunday's we allus fished all day long • 

. . ani time day. wuz two hundred sojers c~ to our place-.. ?~y wuzSoutherners, an' dry 
eo . 

". nearly st·ar~ed. *,li\sa'tole 'em dey cud kill dat. ¥-g .. steer .~,.shoQilB 11im·.n 'for~ 
. ~.' " 

,';~ ,~.y, ... ~~t,' o.lf. hunl,:!!J ·d.1;p~~;."tep',',a;as~ick· en.~ol'l!S 
.. .... ,' ' ................ " .' ... ,' ..... .. . ... . 

'em over de .fire 
••••• ,. .' "," •••• 1., ••••• " • 

Rlt'''.~flll!d;:1'iI<l •. I:'. '. g~vet.m time to cook thru tore dey et it!! 

.,.\.!',;:.;.: .. 

, 
.~ ~-. ... , ... 

:~ - .. :.~ 
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Cont, Interview Geo. Bollinger, (Ex-slave) 

Folklore. 41 

Oat ole steer didden last long. 'En 'Massa' had ten cribs 'er corn. He tole 'em to 
_ dey selves. "Bout dat time a deespatch came; dat de "Yankees" wuz commin'. Dey went 
up to meet 'em, 'an dey had a battle over at Patton. Long 'bout midnight sum of 'em 
came back, wounded. Aunt Polly helped 'em, but she begged 'em not to stay dere, 'er de 
"Yankees" cum in. burn de house down. 
Aunt Polly 'en mammy all us know'd whut to do when a body quz ailin'. Dey all us had a bag 0' 

yarbs hangin' under de porch. When de sojers wuz commin' we all us hid de hosses. Massa' had lots ob 
'em, 'en Missie_ had de pudttiest black mare. It's name quz 'Kate'. Des one time de hosses musta skered 
'er sumpin-de sojers foun' 'em, an' here dey com ridin' up past de house wid ecery on of our hosses. 

A sojer wuz ridin' 'Black Kate'. Wen 'Missie Katie' dee dat-she holler, and she ran an' 
grab hoi' de bridles, on han' on each side 'er his haid. De sojer put suprs to do mare, but she hung on jes a 
cryin'. I kin jes see her now; de mare a rarin' and 'Missie _ haigin on a-cryin'. She hung on 'till dey reach 
de creek. Den she lose her grip, but she sho' did cry. 
"One night we had a big corn shukin'. We shuced 'till way late in de nite; den sum de white men 
stay all nite. Day wuz a pile 'er shucks higher'en dat door, Nex' mornin' a bunch 0' "Yankees" cum by. As 
dey wuz comin' thru' de yard, dey see one man runnin' to hide behin' de barn. Dey say; "Halt", but de man 
keep runnin'; so dey fire-de bullet thru' his had and he stop. Den dey say; "If day's one man, dey's more 
a hiddin.' Dey looks roun', den de haid man say: 'Men ride thru' dat pile 'er shucks 'en _in dey hair. 
Den de sojers ask's 'em things 'en iff'n de answers didden seem good; dey hit 'em over de haid wid dere 
guns. I wuz standin' right here, an' I saw 'Ole Massa' git hit on de haid once, den an udder time; an' he fell. 
I sho' thot he wuz daid, but warn'!. Aunt Polly fix him up atter de sojers wuz gone, but de bushwackers got 
him. 
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Dey must a heerd about de chest 0' money he had buried. Dey try to make him tell, ;but he 
wouldn't. Den dey put 'er rope 'roun' his neck an' pulls him up. Den dey lets him down; but he wouldn' 
tell no how-so dey finished him. 
Yes, de' nigger buyers ust'a cum roun' our place. It was sight to see! Dere 'ud be rebbe five 'er six 
men a'ridin' fine hosses 'an a-drivin' a whole flock 'er slaves along de rode; jes' like stock, all chained 
togedder. 
On time dere wuz Pete Smith, 'Ole Tom' Johnson, an' Fred an' Sam Daughery; all' niggar 
buyers-dey wuz at our place, an' dey wud all sit dar, an' us slaves had to stan' up in front 0' 'em, an' 
dey'd bid on us. I 'members I wuz full chested an' dey laid a stick across my chest to see how straight I cud 
stan'. 'Ole Pete' Smith quz gonna' buy me; but my young folks begged 'Massa' not to sell me, cause we'd 
all played togedder---so he didden' sell me. 
But dey wuz gonna buy my 'pappy' an take him way off, but, my 'pappy' was smart. He had 
made baskets at night an' sold 'em when he cud, 'en saved de money-dat night he goes to de fireplace an' 
lifts up a stone; an' out 0' de hole he pulls out a bag a' money an' he runs away. I ain't never seed my 
'pappy' since. Las' I hurd a' him he was in "Indiana.' When Mista Lincoln made his Proclamation; (dat 
wuz 'fore de war wuz over,) young Massa' Dave set us free. He gave us a yoke of oxen an' a wagon' ; full 
0' everythin' we needed. Der wuz a feather bed 'en quilts an' meat an' purvisions-an' he sent us into de 
Cape-an we been livin' roun' here ever since. 
All my white folks is daid 'cept 'Missie Kaltie', an' do you know, some year back; she cum to see 
me. Yessir; her car druv up, right der, to de sidewalk, an' she made all her grandchillun get out an' shake 
han's wif me. She sho' wuz a fine woman! 
'Klu Klux?' Yes, dey quz aroun' sometime', but dey didden bother ef you mind your own bizness. But de 
darkies belter not congregate; buas day shore take 'em out an' flag' em. If dey kotch you at a neighbor's 
house alter dar, you shore belter have a pass fum yo' "Massa' 
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NOTE: George Bollinger and his family live in a nice one-and-one-half story house, which they 
own. They have always been industrious people and their home is nicely kept. George is 84 years old and 
seems to enjoy life. He was glad to talk over "old times", especially after he recognized me. (The "Me, 
being Mollie E. Smith) and recalled that he used to work in my grandfather's Tan Yard.) George Bollinger, 
is living at 320 N. Spriggs St., Cape Girardeau, Missouri. 
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. Wi . tt :;;111 , ' , ADDie Bridg... Age 81. 
Comer Second and A. street, 
J'arm1ngton, 1I1ssouri. 

• I'. born on March 6,18551 on Wolt Crick, in St. francois County. If muthuh. 

Clausa MCfarland Bridges, wuz borned on Wolf Crick too, but mah tauthar) Jerry Brid­

ges, kum trom Californie. William Kcrarland wuz our boss, and he had a lotta' slaves. 

Us liv'd in a log cabin, wiz two roams. Yep, there wuz a tlo~r an' .. had ~ bed, but 

hit hadn't no mattress; jus' roped an' cord'd. Holes wuz in de ,side ob de bed, soo~s 

de ropes cud go thru'. We all wore' jeans' an' wrap'dan' ole' sackJround our l:gs; 

mos·e time we went baretoot, -.-all's used eat-nip tea ta cure mos' ever'thing. Our 

bota wuz purty good ta us, but we larned dat' ole' K.P.CayceJ he wuz a slave:-holder, 
l 

wud beat 'Hunter' Cayce, an' ole' 'nigger' l1l8I1, every Konday mornin' 'tU hill back 

bled. Den be tuk salt an' put hit in de ga.shes. My brudders war) livin, Jerry, 
, " 

Rubin, Louis, an' Nat. IIa sista' llliry, she went to Rolla an' married •• e an' JD& 

bruvver Jerry air de only ones a-liviD'. 

-1 married OVerdie Southerland wen I wua 26 years ole'. Abe Koen married us, 

but we are not a-livin' together now. I never had no childr'n by him. .. tarat Job ..---# 
wz with Dr. Jim Braham tur one year, an' nine months. I got .2.50 a _~k. I did 

all de housework thar. 

"'Atter de war W\1Z over my muthuh went to Pilot Knob to wurk' in a hotel. lie, an • 

my muthuh went hUPJ)n Pilot ~ob. berry huntin', one day, an' we seen de leg ob 11 man 

an' his antle-bone wuz sticltin' in hi. j3hoe. Thar warn't any flesh on de leg. Hit 

WI near d, ole' Fort;(rort DaYidson).- (Note, !his must have been a portion ot a 

sol.dieT', ,troa the'Bat~le of Pilot bob:) 

... authuh tole' me'dat de1 used ta 8ell de little childr'n away tum de breastYi 
, -

ob air .uthuJa's~ )fa lluthuh plow'" in d .. fiel' an' _dleave her baby la1in' at one 

end o. ae tiel't *11. she plowed clear ta de odder en4 an' kUll back. Ibe bOW'. a 

tit; ... w)lohJid -a cbild;. by one 0 b, hi,. slave. sat 4en sol. de chill as a alave. 

,-("., 

(" 

> 
I ,,;~ 
~, 
~( " 

~ \ 



,.deral triters' Project 
District I 5 
Sikeston, Missouri. 

las'nt dat turrible, sellin' his own son? 

a;:, 
I'olklore " 45 

-De young folks calls us 'ole' togies', but we knew how ta act, an' loti ob de 

young-un's don't know dat now. When I wu& growij' hup we had company an' would hav' 

ta wait 'til de 01' folks wuz thru' eat in , ttore we cud eat. Sum' ob my muthuh's 

friens' kum one day with their 'redique'~(~gl which held knitting and sewing, and 

were tied with a draw-string, at the top.) -they war eatin' an' I WU~ sittinI on a 

ladder dat led hup to de attic. I come down de ladder and wuz sittin' near de bottom 

an' dese grown people's was eatin', den dey lean back ta rest a-while, den eat a lit-

tle more, an' res' a-while. I had ta sit dare an' watch dam. After a-while I says. 

'My time now'. Well, Jus' for c:ia.t, my muthub give me one ob de worse _hippin'. dat 

I ever had. Sometines I had ta ,tan' in de closet, or stan' on de flott an' hol' one 

toot, .hen I wuz punished. 

-Ya muthuh'. stepfarher wuz poisen'd'in whiskey. HiB name wuK'Charlie Gipson'. 

Onc't a man held hup a bottle an' said I 'I'm d~inkin' de poisenott'. But he wus 

putt in , de pois'n in. Atter dat, ~harlie Gipson drank de whiskey out ob de bottle an' 

in nine months he .wuz daid. 
/ 

-Simon cud call de snakes an'/dey wud kum rr~ all directions. He wud talc' de 

skins ob dese snakes an' put dam on de roof ob de shed, an' den when dey.wuz dry, he 

wud mak' powder out ob dem an' 'hoodoo' people. 

"'If. all went tub a pahty one time an' Scot Cole's si.tab et a big apple thar. 

Atter a little while, she died. Sola ma muthuh tole us to not eat anythin' dat people 

liYe you; hit might be poisen'd. 
. 

-I' •• been tole dat if people dies satistied, dey don' tum bak, but it dey don' 
... 

die. 8at1.,1.d, d8y kum back. But I Dever aeed nothin'.-
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(011. of the reli&1o" songs used. to be h 

-Jesus in his chariot ride. 

Be h~ three white horBes Bide by side . 
nen le.us reache" the mountain top 

. 
Be spoke one word, the chariot stop 

a. t • the lily of the ftlley, '0 my Lanl..-

~---~---~-----------~-------(Following,is a 'LoYe SODg' ahe aangl whick-

she ~earned as a girl wneD attending play~parties). 

-I'. wandering down to Graybrook Town, 

1M" the drums and tites. are beating 
." 

The .AmericIDs haYe gained the day 

And. the bridges are re'tr_tiag. ----
117 prett.y little piDk I 

I ueeel to think that you and I would marrr) 

But since you told. me . so many faults 

Ihl "~oare nothing about you. 
1\ 

1'11. take my bapaack OD .y back 

MY ritle on my shoulder 

Iau. open up a ring and choose & couple in 

Te re11 •• e the }troke. heartea.-\.. __ =.~_ ...•. __ m_ •••••• __ _ 

(rellew1ag ie a soag she lear.e' as a child)a 

"Itu tUDe up _, fiddle-

I'U rollin .1 be. . 

I'll.-te • e1f -~.~ 
~~. ". . 
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Rre whiskey, rye whiskey, 

Ain't no friend of mine, 

He killed my old daddy.: 

And he inj ured my mind. 

(Following is a .ong she learned as & child) 
II 
Rain, rain, raiD all around 

Ain't goin' rain no more 

And what did the blackbird say to the crow? 

You bring rain, and I'll. bring snow 

Ilain, rain, rain al.1. around 

Ain't goin' a-rain. no more 

O1d Hawk and buzzard1l8nt to roost 

The hawk came back with a loosened tooth. 

Bain, rain, rain all. around. 

Ain't goin' a-rain no more 

I had an old hat and i t ~d a crown I 

Look like & duck's neet s1ttin' on the ground, 

Rain. rain, rain all around I 

Ai"",... i' ai . _ .. go n a-r n 110 more. 
-~~.--.-.. -.--.-

,(I'ollcnring is & speech she gaTe as a small. child); 

~ lOTe the cheerful. summertime) 

I'i th all the birds and flowers, 

I love the gelllle tlowing streams J 

I 1 ... the evening breeze, 

I leY8 to go to school, 
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'1'0 read, write and apell 

I loye my teacher's .. i1e again 

ADd get .y lessons well .. ,-.------~-----
- \..L 
~ e./~"~--::;"Y'" (Following is a apeech given a8 a ch1.1d) 

\ \.~ """ r' ~i~ Hear the children gayly ehout 

" . (~ .;' . Halt put tour, Ichool i. out 
.~ 

lferry, merry, playful giris and b01B 

Thinking ot games and toy. 

Slates, slede, dol1a and book. 
, 

at'how happy each· ODe looks 

'How tor enowballe', Harry crie4 

ADd to hit his sister tried 

Sister nora full ot tUD 

With her littl~ hand making one 

At her brother Harry threw 

IId.tt it tle. and hi' hi. 1l08e 

'Bave I hurt you "brother dear!' 

Aske' his sister running near' 

' .. i.e4', .aid be 

lDaia i. ~Bll aport tor M'. 
--------~----.--~-----

5 
hlkle" 

.W' 
J;.¢Y 

(Pollowing is a. tamiliar prayer when ahe was a chilcl) 

" Sarior, tender sheperd. heaJ' .e 

Ble •• the little lamb. tonight 

fhrouch the darkne.. .e t.e1 Deare.t 

.tca rq .leep ttll aonaiac • light 

IlNIk the tria4. I lOY8 .0 _11 

'·f. : ",": .. """.\' -"""""', .: ..... ' 

• I . ,". ' • ,~" 0, "', • 
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Take me when I die to heaven 

" Happy there with thee to dwell 
;' 

(Following is a very familiar song)a 

·'Dear mother: said a little fish 

'Pray, is this naughty fly 

I .am very hungry and I wish 

You. would. ~et me go and try.' 

'Sweet innocence', the mother cried) 

And started from her nook t 

'The hurried fly is but to hide 

The sharpness of the hook'. 

So he thought he'd venture out 

To see if it was t~e 

AFound about the hook he played 

With many a l~ng look. 

'~ear !D9.', to himself be eaid 

~Itm sure its not & hook' , 

So as he tainter, ~ainter grew 

With hallowed voiQe~ he cried, 

'If I had minded you 

I would not then-have died'. 

Riddle-LI rode Dver the bridge, and yet I walked. 

Answer-t'Ye't It 118.8 the name ot the dog with ile. 

6 
i'olklore " 
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federal Writ.ers· Project 
District II 5 
Sikeston, Missouri. 

Riddie--'Big at the bottom 

Little at the top, 

Something in the middle 

Goes flippity flop 

Answer--Ch\\1m 

'l ~ 
Talkior. 

Riddle--tWay down yonder in the meadow is a little red heifer. Giye'r her some haj 

she will eat it. Give'r. her some water she will die. 

Answer--i'ire. 

Riddle-II went over Hefil Steeple 

Then I met & heap of people 

Some \Jere k~ick 

Some were k-nack 

Some were the color of brown tobacco 

Tiay were neither men, women, n6r children 

An 81Ier--Bee s 

(Note:-- Annie Bridges is quite a character. When giving her speeches and singing 

50 

her 6ot]ga she dramatizes them while walking across the room. She i8 hard of hearing 

and can be heard for quite a distance. She receives an old-age ~Sion. She is 

considered by many, a sort of nuisance around town, since she i. always begging for 

something. Some are afraid of her.) 

(rollowing is a song of Abraham Lincoln, she sang)a 

'It it hadn't been far Uncle Abraham 

Ylhat would we a' done -? • 



,ederal. ... iter.' PraJect 
DiStrict , 5 
I1UstOll, 1I1880uri. 

«IoDg ot Abraham Liac~lD-coDt.) 

'Been'down in de cotton ti814, 

Piena' in de SUD. 

a 
roltlere .. 

-~.------------------~~-.--------------.-------.-.. ------------~~----~-

... 
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INl'ER'JIEN w'ITH BETTY BROWN 
(EX-SLA'Vh: ) 

Folklore. ~ 52 

e 
"In de ole' days we live in Arkansaw, in Gree~ County. My mammy,:wuz Mary-

Ann !I'~llan, an' we belong to 'Massa' John Nutt, an' 'Miss' Nancy.' 

"Our white folks live in a big double house, wid /3 open hall between. It wuz 

built of hewed logs an' had a big po'ch on de west side. De house stood on cash~ 
rivuh, at the crossroads of three. roads; one road go tuh Pocahonta.6, one too Jones­

turg, ant one tuh Pie-Hatten, (Powhatan). 

IINow whut fa' you wanna' know alldem things? Air ye tryin' to raise de daid? 

Some 0' tam, ah don'. wanna see no mo', an' some 0' 'em ah wants to stay whar dey is. 

Pore mammy~ Ah shore had one sweet muthuh, an' ah wants huh to stay at rest. 

"De wuz just us one family 0' cullud folks on de ple.~e. You see, 'Miss' Nancy' 

hired us fum her fat huh , 'Ole Massa Hanover. Jes' ma.h mammy an' huh chillern. She ,d. 

had five, 'fore de WB.r wuz ovuh.. Our daddy; he wuz an Irishman, name Milla.n, an' he 

had de biggest still in all Arkansas. Yes'm, he had a white wife, an' five chillern 

at home, but ma.h mammy say he like huh an' she like him. You say ah don' look half 

white? Maybe I's fadin'. 

"We live in a little ole' log house, it wuz so Iowa big feller had -:.oftoop to git 

in. Our folks wus mighty good tuh us, ant we stayed dar wid tum after we's freed. 

'tAh don' rightly know how old eh is, but de /riest writ' it all down fo' me, when 

gittint ma.h pension. Shot ah's a Catholic. Is they anything else? Fo' fifteen 

ah tended de Catholic church, swept an' dusted, an' cleaned, but ah's too ole' 

t dat now, an' ah's po'ly in ma.h baok, cain't git 'round'like dat no mo'. 

~We lived ,de ole'~time way of livint, mammy done de cookin ant we had plenty good 

Mammy made all de clothes, spinnin', ant weavin t an' sewin'. Ah larned 

spin, ,,~~n ah wuz t.,2,9 little tuh re8.ch de broach, an( ah could hep her thread de loom. 

t .. ~y .wu~ a, ep()e"'lJ!8.ker ,sbe t d mk emQc cas ins for all 0' 'us • 
,',--":. '-' "-" " '-," ,,>-",- ;-" ",''-- ' " ., • 
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Cape Girardeau Co. 
Page 2. 

(Con't INTER'IUii .iIl'H B.i!..TI'Y BRO,vN) 

Folklor* 53 

An' de had a ten hand. Ah uste wade barefooted in dem Pit's an' work wid dam hides, 

but ah wouldn't wanna do it now. 

"Dey WUZ 8. grove 0' post-oak timber, 'bout five, or six acres, all cleaned out; an' 

w der, dey rsissd bear cubs. Why, dey raised 'em tuh eat. Lawd: dat's good eatin'. 

Jes' gimme &' bear meat an' den let Ita go tuh slaep~ M-m-m! 

"They wuz fruit trees planted all 'long de road, plRnted jes'_ like fence-posts for 

'bout e mile, an' all de fruit dat fell in Ge road de hogs got, we'ens could go get any 
A 

of it, any time, an' trevelers, 'long de road, was a' way's welcome ter hep dey selves. ---
'1[assa' nevuh planted no shade trees. Iffen trees wuz planted dey had to be fruit trees. 

'Ceptin' de holly bush, he like dat 'cause its green in winter. 

"They wus some flowers 'round de house. Snow-balls, batchelor-buttons, old-maids; 

jest such old-fashion ones, no roses, n'er nuthin' like date 

"Massa' raise some cotton, but 'Ole Massa' Hanover had sech Ii big cotton pe.tch yuh 

co,lldn't look acroes it. An' dey all kind' a fowls yu'd find any whene' s, guinie's 

~cks, n' geese, n' turkey's, n' peafowl's, an' lotsa chicken's a' 'cose. 

"L:y mammA could hunt good ez any man. Us'tuh be a coup'la pedluh men come' round' 

wuth they packs. My. marmny' d a'ways have a pile 0' hides tuh trad.:; with I em fer calico 

prints n' trinkets, n' sach-like, but mos'ly fo' calico prints. She'd have coon hides 

n' deer n' mink, n' weavers, lawd! I kin still hear dem beavers slaehin' 'round' dat 

dam. Dis time fer marning' dey's a'way's shore busy. An' folks in cities goes tub pawks 

now to 93a sech animal. Hunt All seen all 'em things ah wants tuh see. 

Good Lawd~ lie didden' know whut chur'ch wuz n' ar school nuther, an' the "'II'hites 

<nevuh nutthur' •. Dey wuz a couple 0' men us'ta come by, an' hole a camp-meet in' • Dey'd 

build a big arbuh, with branches o· lea'les over de top, an' build benches; dey~~d come 

aftuh crops wuz laid by, an' preach 'til cotton wuz openin' • Ah never knowd whut s~ 
belong to, n'er whar dey go, n'er what dey come fum 'nuther. 

8Ies'm, we seed sojers, an' we seed lot's 0' 'em. Dah wuz de'blue-coate'; some 



Cape Girardeau Co. 
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(Con' t-n.JT~Rvlli:.'V NITH BETTY BRO~VN) 

Folklozty. 54 

/' 
0' de folks call'em 'BlueJelly Yank's, dey had fine blJ.6 coats an' the brass buttons 

all ovuh the front 0' 'em shinin' like s·tahs. Dey call us little cullud folks', I cubs' , 

en'; dey burn down Jonesburg. Yes'm we seed Jonesburg down in ashes. Dem 'Blue-coat's' 

\vuz devils, but de 'gray-coats wuz wusser. Dey turn over our bee-gums an' dey kill our 

steers, an' carry off our provisions, an' whut dey couldn't carry off dey ruint. Den 

dey go roun' killin' all de cullud men an' ~ayanettin' de chillern. 

"No, dat wuzzen' de 'gray:",coats' doin' de killin', dat wuz 'bushwackers' an' 'Ku 

Klux' ers', dey sho' wuz bad. Dey shot my little siatuh in bac.k 0' her neck an' day shot 

me in de laig. See dat scar, dat whar dey shoot me. An' dey kill my gran'fathuh; dey 

sho' did. 

"Gran~£athuh's name wuz 'Jim Hanover'. 'Ole Massa Hanover', he wuz a lawyer, an' 

he educated mah gran' fathuh tuh be a overseuh. He lived wid' 'Massa Henover for long 

time. He wuz a good man, mah gran'fathuh wuz, an' he wuz smart too, an' when de war 

surrenduh, dey make him Mayor of Pie-hatten, an' he made a good mayer too; people all 

said so, an' dey wuz gonna' 'lect him fo' foe mo' year, an' de 'Ku Klux'ere said dey 

wuz aen' gonna have no 'nigguh' mayor. 50 dey tuk him out and' killed him. Dey wuz 

awful times. Now you know dat wuzzen right an' who's de cur se fo' such things gonne. 

rest on? 

'tAh disa.membuh jest when we come tuh Missouri, but it wuz when 'Ha~1: t an 'Wheeler' 

" wuz 'leeted President. Down in Arkansas dey say dey gonn.a make us all vote Democrat. My 

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

"Der wuz two white men say dey'd get us to Cape Girdti. Dey had two covered wagons, 

an' dey WtJz forty-eight 0' us cullud folkS. We put our belongin's in de wagon. Dey 

.' wuz a coupl' a ole' gramma's rode in de wagons, an' some little feller's, but de rest of 

us walk ever step 0' de way. An' it rained on us ever' step 0' de way. At night we'd 

~lay down to sleep unduh de wagon 80 tired we nevuh even know'd it wuz rainin' • 

" 

;'." . ~ 
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(Con't-INTERVIE:VJ wrrH tE'l'TY BROWN) 

Folklore. 55 

"When we got to st. Francis Rivuh dey ferried us across on a big flat, an' had a 

rope tied across de rivuh to pull us ovuh. But we had to ford ~te ..!atuh";:: Castuh 

rivuh, an' ~ggerwool~amp, When we'd come to de rivuh de white ma~ 'ud say: 'Ack 

like sojers'. De hosses Iud swim across, pullin' de wagon, some 0' de big folks Iud 
• 

grab hole' de feed box an' de rest 'ud each grab roun' de one in front an' dat way we ~ 

fords de ri~uhs, wid stings a' folk hailgin' out behin.' de wagons. 

"Hoo-doos', ghosts's er signs? No mam~ Ah don' believe in none of date Nowyou 

is tryin' to call up de devil. But wait ~ /th kin tell you one sign dat ah knows is tr.e. 

If de dog jest lays outside de do' sleepin' ant has his haid inside de do', you's gonna' 

git a new member in de family befo' -de year is out. An' jest de othuh way roun' • Ef 

de dog lays sleepin' inside de do' an' has his haid hangjm~; out, you's g\fine a 10S9 a 

'membuh 0' yuh family fo' de end a' de yeah. 

"Dey wuz sumpin' funny happen when ma little girl die sometim~ ago. She wuz a 

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

mind. Ah don' know whut's a matter wuth her, but ah brung her home to take keer 0' 

her, but she don' get no bettuh. One day she's standin', lookin' out de front do' an' 

she holler: 'Heah dey's comin' aftuh me'. Ah don' know whut she see, but s~e run to 

back room an' stan' right dere. 

Her _ daddy an' me look at huh an' dar wuz a big bello' fire hangin' ovuh her haid. 

We picked huh up, anI putHhuh to bed. We sent fo' de doctah an' fo' de 6iest, an' 

nUrses we had when she fuat took sick. I nevuh knowedwhut wuz de mttuh 

~.,1i.st'woUldn't tell me~ de doct.uhwouldn't tell me, an' ah guess de nurse 

gte.ell. "a'bout it ezahWUZ. Some folks tell me she wuz conjured. <Man po' little 
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"lU.sta 10e MedleY' and his wite, ){iss Addle was rq young master and 

mistress. Old master 109 Medley done brtmg us trom Kentucky when he 

JIOved from there to Cape County'. I was jest a baby den. I never knowed 

nothin' 'bout rq daddy. 

"De .. hi te tolks had a big log-house. ' It was an awful big house, 

wi th a big PQroh OD ae north slde. They- was some cedar trees in 4e yard 

and. some fruit trees. »81' was a big log barn and split rail fences all 

around. U8 littl., tellers had to help carry 1. de wood, and help do de 

teeding. De,y had lots of hosses, cows, and pigs. 

'\ "D8J' was a separate hOllse for de spbming and weaving'! Cose all our 

olothes and shoes too, _8 _de on de pla... Massa was might'1' good to 

his cullad folks. He never 'lowed none of 'am to be sold 8l1d I "1'1't 

recollect ever seeiag 8D.7one getting lIhuppe4. 11o, we never had no ,gather-

in' 8 nor schools t nor 11uthiag of the kiad.. 

~ssa had a ttAe big earrtageaad one Sunday he'd take all de white 
" 

. folks to church ani de nert SUnday, he put de eu.llllcltolks ill de carrtage 

andse.d. da 1;0 cmu-oh. Dat's how come \18 to 8. Catholics. We CClll$ .all 
. ', 

de a,. to Cape, to St. V1D.C$J1t'lIelutro., a __ by de rlT8r. We llvea"aW87 
-

ot!4ere in4e lJaekw'oocla ancl we dl-h'tseeJll1ieh of 80j81"S--je8' at_scat. 

t.'r~~., ... ceme~7at1ier 4(tskil'lll1shat de Cap.. 'thea de ~ ..... i. we 

ae eell.e., tafta. 
: ',' -'-'" -,' -' - -.\, 
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"When I's little de most est tun we had was going tishing--we spent 

most ot our time down dar by de branch and I guess de big tolks was glad 

to haTe us out ot de way." 

Interview wi til Steve BroDt 
Ix~lave, lives.at end ot 
lUll. Street. Cape Girardeau, )(0. 

'i, 
[. ';. L . 
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Missouri 

Ex-BlaTe Story Page 1. ~ 

Richard Bruner 

The subject of this sketch Eich&rd Bruner,is one of the oldest 

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

lives in the little town of Nelson. 

His humble dwell1ng, a gray and weathered frame building of 

about four rooms and two porches, sets in a square of yard thick with 

blue grass, old fashioned flowers like holly hocks, flowering pinks 

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

apples. peaches ,pltlms and pears shade every part of the plot. A splen-

did walnut tree towers over the smaller fruit trees, the house and the 

porch)while at the side of the house a garden spot contains'a fine vari­

ety of vegetables. 

As the writer approached, the old man was seated on a cot on the 

little porch. The wall back of him was hung with all kinds of tools. a 

saw, a hammer, bits of wire, a piece of rope, part of a bridle, and a 

wing, apparentlY' from a big gray goose. His long curling, gray hair is 

neatly parted and brushei and he wears a mustache and short beard or 

chill. whiskers, an unusUal thing 8lDOng negroes 1ll this part of the COUll­

try. Ris skin 1s a light brown color and his eyes bright with his .sec­

ond eyesigb.tWhieh enables him to look on the world without glasses. 

:eaok :of"tlle' h~use and den the hill t 'is a well equipped sla1i8hter 

ht;illJe'.'>'1fh.~eroi- _ilt';;'f.~stlil.~ola 'maa~~af' t~ea~,ar$of thei~teh.~-
too old.oW' 
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Missouri 

Ex-Slave Ston Page 2. 

to take charge ot this work, but the house and equipment is still in 

good repair. 
, 

This aged Negro has been tor many years a highly respected preac-
-

her ot the gospel. His own account ot his lite and adventures tollows: 

wres'. I remembers betore de war, I remanber being a water-boy to 

de tield ,ti.aa48 betore I were big enough to work in de tields. I hod 

tobaccer when I 1IB.S about so high, (measuring with his hands about three 

and one halt teet ~rp.m the tloor). 

"Yes'm dey thrashed me once, made me hug a tree and whip me, I had 

a terrible temper, I'm part Choctaw Indian. Wa went to de white tolks 

church on Sundays, when we went to camp meeting we all went to de mourn-
I ' 
l' 

ers t bench together. De mourners bench stretch clear aeross de front ot 

de Arbor; de whites and de blacks, we all just tell down at de mourners' 

bench and got religion at de same place. Ole Jlarsa let us jine which-

ever church we wanted. either de Methodist or Baptist. 

"Ro, I Dever went to llO school. de colonel·'s daughter lamt me to' 

write rq 1UUI18, that was atter de wah. .o'm, dey didn't care it we had 

dances and frolics. We had de 'dances down at de quarters and de white 

tolks would 001118 down and look on. Whellevu-'us D.1ggas OD oneplantatioD 

8"1; ebs:tNPerGu8. white telks laawna dey bIo..... lilt. de neighbors !lear! 

4athawa hel"ec1:er come to help make ciat ob,.tnperoU8 n1gga behave. })., 

:blGotl4eha1m. to call ... neishbors it anybody died or were sick." 

• 
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Ex-Slave Story page 3. 

In response to the question as to where he joined the Yederal 

~, Bruner replied: 

"Well you see I was a runaway n1gga; I run away when. I was about 

grown and went to Kansas. When de war broke out I joined de ~8th Uni­

ted States Colored Infantry, under Capt. Lucas. I fit three years in 

de~. Mt old Marsa's two boys just olde~ than me fit for de south. 

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

Bibliography: (B) Richard Bruner, Ex-Blave and Negro preacher, Nelson, 

Missouri • 

. . . 
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MISSctJRI 
lIERCULAlJEL'll 
.sx: ... SLA VE STORIES 
ROBERT BRYANT Page 1. 

SLAVE-MARRIED 4 TIMES 

"1 was born out by Caledonia and is 75 yef.irs old. ~,:y mother 

came from another family. My old master bought her from another 

man. She died when 1 was about eight years old and my father died 

~bout tonty years ago. His name was George Bryant but he went by 

de name of Broe,k,. I was li vin' in ?ilot Knob when l)rice's raid 

come through. De government gave de old man a tea1'J1 to make it to 

St. Louis. Me and my mother and my brother who was deaf aTld dumb 

went with dem but de soldiers captured us and de old man jumped oft 

de mule and high tailed it to de woods. My mother got out of de wa-

gon and took my brother to de woods too. De soldier rid up to de 

wagon and said, 'Little boy, you don't need to be afraid, I'm after 

your father.' 

"I started to get out ot de wagon and fell down under de mule 

and dere 1 was on de ground. I got up and made for de woods and got 

in a hole where de hogs was a':'wallerin t. 1 had on a dress and was 

standin t in de mud up to my knees. I got lost out in de woods for 

th;,~e,days. I Jjlust laid around and slept behind a log at night and 

duri~,td$ 'day'I played in dat mud-hole. -It I seetd somebodycomin f 
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MISSOURI 
HERCU'LAJrEUM 
EX-SLAVE STORIES 
ROBERT BRY1Ufr Page 2. 

"A colored lady found me after three days and called me and 

took me along. I stayed vrlth her three weeks before my mother 

found me. I like to eat up everything dey tHid when I first got 

something to eat after bein' in de woods so long. We went from 

one place to another and along about 2 o'clock in de night you 

would heaf something hit de house like hail. Den we had to come 

out of dere 8.I,lq hit for de woods. We would go to another house 

'bout ei~~t or nine miles away and I'll be switched if ~ere would 

not be hai 1 fall in ' on da t hous e about 2 0' clock in de r.1.ornin' • 

It t!/aS them bushwhackers again. We kept runnin' for about three 

weeks. We would go to peoples' houses for food and some of dem 

would give us enough food to eat for two or three days. 

"I'll show you now how my mother happened to find me. One 

night we was in a old house and we didn't dare talk loud 'cause 

we was afraid de soldiers vlOuld hea.r u~. Vie was afraid to light 

a light. All at once my mother who was in one side of de room 

said: 'I wish I could find my little boy.t Den de lady I was 

with said: tI found a. little boy playin' in de hole where de 

hogs wallowed • 'Come over here and see if dis is your boy'. So ... ,; 

my mother come over and said: 'I can't see him but. I sure can 

te.llby- putt iIi , 1JJ.Y hand on his head'. So she put her hand on my 

haidand'sa,id:tYes, dat's sure 'neligh my boy. 



MISSOURI 
EE...~~ 
EX...sUVE STORIES 
ROBERT BRYANT Page 3. 

"But I wouldn't GO with Il'?r. I wouldn't leave dat other 

woman. About 2 o'clock dat night d'e .han befan to hit de house 

-and we had to F;i tout. So I went with de other woman and' it 

was about two or three days before I would go with my mother. Two 

or three days later we all met again and my mother said: 'Don't 

you 1mbw your mother.' I knowed it was my mother t cause my brother 

what was deaf and dumb was with her. Den I went on with her. I 

would talk to my brother with signs. 

"Den we went to a little place av-my, away from Pilot Knob. 

Den my mother was free and she said, tRobert, we is all free. t I 

was too young to know anything 'bout it. After VFe was free we put 

in a little stuff in de ground. We had to go to de woods to get 

some brush and make a brush fence around de garden to keep de cat-

tle out. We got permission from a FBn dat owned a farm to build 

our own log house. It took two or three days to build a one room 

house. We made up some mud with water and made it stiff enough to 

stick to de chinckin t. Den we cut a big hole in one end of de build-

ing and got some flat rocks and medea fireplace. We put mud'on de 

inside and outside of de chimney. Sometimes de chimney would catch ... 
on tire and we had to run to de branch to get water and put it out. 

Sometimes itw()Uld catch 'on fire 'C'wic,e or three times in one night. 
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ROBERT BRYANT Page 4. 

"We took old gunny sacks and put le~ves in dem to make a bed 

and we slept on de floor and had a old spread qnd de white folks 

gave us some old quilts. To make a fire we got some spun¥ out of 

a log and then took two flint rocks and to-reckly it would make a 

spark and catch that spunk. We banked de fire at night. 

"We never had no doctor. My mother would go out in de woods 

and get herbs and if I had de stomach ache we would put a little 

bit of turpentine one a piece of sugar. If I had de headache we 

would put a piece of brovm paper and vinegar on horse radish leaves 

on de head. In two or three hours us kids would be out playin t 

and kickintup our heels. We would go out and get some goose grass 

and make a little bit of tea and pour it d.oV!Il for de stomach ache. 

We would get dis black root for constipation. We used a turnip 

anQ scraped it and ~~uld bind de foot when it was frost bit. 

"1' se been married four times and had children by two wifes. 

had eight children altogether and all are girls but two. Ain't 

but one living and dat is Ed :McFadden what's livin' in Fredericktown, 

Mo. He works for Deguire at de lumber mil:}. and. has. been workin t 

dare for a.bout 30 years. Most of myehildren died young,' but three 

giri~ 'i:ivadtogat· married. It se married t~eetimes by a preacher 

artd once by de~quire. . . 
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"r steamboated six years on de Mississippi between St. Paul 

and New Orleans. I got $1 a day and board, and we sure would pack 

dem sacks and sing dem songs. De old mate would holler a~ us: 

'Give me a song boys'. _~d den we would start out. It 'peared 

like de work went ahead easier when we was singin'. It would take 

us four weeks to make de rounds before we got back to St. Louis. 

We hauled potatoes, sheep, wheat, corn, cattle, horses, and cotton. 

There was 45 of ' us altogether. I never got hit but one time on de 

boat. De mate with kn~cks on hit at another feller for 'cause he 

was loaf! n' and hi t me and lena cked me and my load in de r.i ver. I 

couldn't swim but dey fished me back in de boat and rolled me over 

ano. over to run dat v\'ater out of me. I run on de 'Bald Eagle' and 

de 'Spread Eagle'. My mamma got after me to ~uit and when I got 

hit she got uneasy about me, but I would hear dat whistle blowin' 

my feet'd begin to itch and I 'could not help but go down to de old 

boat a.gain. De old mate had my name 'doubled up'. It was Bob Rob. 

ffDen I went to wheelin' iron ore at Sulphur Springs. All day 

long I worked with 16 men loading barges with wheel barrows. Every 

time you took a lead it had 800 pounds.. and It se telling you alli 

dat t s 'Some iron. This iron ora came from dat big it11l down in Pilot 

i . 'tno~'.· VI~ had straps otei-ourshould~rs an'd dey saved' our hands ana. 

l~:;~60k> ab6ut'aday!3.hd e::nalr:t61oa.d a~barge 'and~~egot paid 
';-':~: ~. ". 
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"I give mJT wife 8.11 my money and all de time she was eivin' 

it away to another man. So dat v;as when I left her flat and went 

down to Charleston, Calro,.and Kentucky and stayed three years. I 

was workin t in de tobacco for three years'. Dere was too much stoop-

in' in dat and I decided to come back to St. Louis. We only got 

~12 a month in de tobacco fields and worked from 4 o'clock in de 

morning to 8 or 9 o'clock in de night.time. Dere was 9 or 10 in 

de tobacco field. 

"Den I worked in de iron foundry in a st. Louis furnB:ce. I 

carried iron and hustled in de casting hole. Dey ~aid pretty good 

and we got $1.50 to $1.75 a day. I \'lorked up dere two years and 

den come to Sulphur S.Qrings and went on de farm and got $26 a month. 

I got to be a trusty and dey put it in my hands. I worked here five 

years for old Mike Green. I was single den. I went down on John 

Coffman's farm in ste. Genevieve County to work for him. Worked on 

his farm for 'bout 15 years and got $26 a month and board. He had 

a gang of 'em working' for him. He had rows of cabins 'most a mile 

long. Dat was where I got married a second time • 

. ,!il,fter I left dere I went down below Fredericktown and went on 

a farm again and' stayed right dere for seven years. I lost my wife 

atdat:plaC~atid <sold my land. t paid.t90for40 acres dare and: 
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had paid 'bout half on it. So I sold it back to de man what I 

bought it from for $,45 and went to :9on:r..e Terre and worked for de 

St. Joe.Lead Co. and worked on de lead well and den went to tap-

pin'. I got $1.60 for 12 hours. I worked dere until dey moved 

de works up here and den I followed de works right uIJ here. Den 

I worked 'bout 30 years here doing de sarne kind of work 1N1 th the 

same !.Jay. 

"\'."hen I quit workin' here it was about 13 years ago and I \vas 

about 62 years old. De com)&ny just laid me off on account of age. 

Den de supervisor dere got me a job as janitor at de colored school 

here at $7.00 a month. I've been janitor ever since. Dere is ten 

colored families in Herculaneum, and about 50 colored people here 

no'!.'! but dere used to be mostly all colored but most of t em done 

left. I lived here in dis house a little more dan 5 years without 

payin f rent •. Den after my son got on theWPA dey begins to-take 

$3. 85 rent a month. Vie been pay in , rent 'bou t two years. The St. 

Joe Com,pany owns all de houses here. We gets our vre.ter free. I'se 

been gettin' a penSion about a year now. 

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

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

Justice of Peace and served three months in de COtUlty jail at 

Hillsboro. The white folks come down an.a. got me out and it didn't 

costIlle a,thing. 
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"A man has got more his own say now dan he did have. He can 

do more what we Wa.l1t to and. don't have to [to to de other fellow. 

S12very 111igh t a done de other falloYT some good but I don't·· think. 

it ever done de colored people no good. SOIne of dem after freedom 

didn't know how to go out and work for demselves. Dovm at old 

John CoffJ:118.n' s lots of dem stayed w,i th him right along sarne as if 

dey wasn't free~ Dey didn't want to leave here 'cause dey didn't 

think dey could live if dey left him. But,when dey got away up 

here in St. Louis dey know they can make a livin', without Marse 

John, but they got to "go up aqainst i.t." Dependin' on somebody 

else is poor business. Wilen I was workin' I depended on myself. 

If dey would have freed de slaves and give dem a piece of ground I 

think dat vlould been a' heap better dan de '!fray dey did. Look at de 

Indians! They're all livin'. I'se ahvays been able to eat fu'1d 

"I can't hardly tell about de younger generation, I can say 

dat if it was not for de old generation today de young ones would 

gouptsal t creek~. Dey don't want to wprk. Some of dam is p!'etty 

$IIlEll't •. Pride is de reason dey don't }1ant.to work. Dey dress up· 

. a good time. De old: folks is de cause of 

dati I don't want him to 
, 
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If de colored people don't pick up und. see about business dey 

is f,oing to be behind. Dese young people won't co to church. 

You can't bet dem in dere. Dat' s de place dey, ou.ght to go. _ 1'se 

been goitj.' to church since I was a boy. Colored folks did not raise 

me. White folks learned me to fP to church. ~i~S. Baker., at Cook's 

Settle:!1ent t would read de Bible every night at 9 0' clock and she 

"\Iiould f spluin it to,~me. If she was not able, her daughter read it. 
, J I 

We need a workhouse for de young people. 

"De first time I ever cast my vote was for Garfield who got 

killed. It was in Kimmswick. Been votinf. ever Since, and vote all 

through dem all. I'sa been talked to lots of times, tell in t me 

how to vote. Dey even give me a ballot and show me hoVl to vote. I 

would stick dat in roy pocket and votellke I pleased. I ~:!.ntt'never 

sold my vote b~t It'~e been offered t10 for it. But I say if you Is 

goin " to ~et beat, I say' you is just bee.'c. You a. in , t no man t·:) go 

over theria' andes-st your vote. You got to Eitandfor your point. , 

"De first automobile I ever sean had buggy wheels. It made a 

i'i 'i~rribl'e raeket.'li;~. 'Baker told me dlit'people was geirit somet1:$a - ,. 

' .. :., 

"1' 
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SLAV~ ! NEGRO LORE 

. Folklore. 

Thd wonderful meteoric display known as the "8t~r shower" or "the time when the 

stars fell, It occur-ed in 1833. It- was on the night of the 12th and 13th of November. 

Many ignorant persons concluded that the Judgement day had come, or that the end of the 

70 

world was at hand. Negroes especially were very much frightened. A dance was in progress 

on a Buchanan County farm, attended exclusively by slaves from the neighborhood. Nhen 

the sta.r shower began the negroes were first mde aware of the fact by a messenger who 

ran frantica.lly into the cabin. :and shouted, "If you all wants to git to hebin, you'd 

better 'gin to say yo' pra'rs mighty sudden, case the Lawd is acomin' wi'de fire an' 

de glory an' de wld'll be burnt up like a cracklin' 'fo mo'nio. It 

The dancers r an out, fell on their kneew and cried for mercy. Not for many days 

did they recover from their fright. One old negro declarea that if the world and his life 

were spared he would agree to break eighty pounds of hemp every day instead of fifty, 

as he had been ftccustomed to do. 

The Negro was a part of the early Buchanan County fe.mily. They w ere bla~ck sUves 

and happy. 

The negro Mammy had her proper place in the scheme of thingso She was no fiction 

of a later day novelist, but genuine, ~ntle, untiring, and i'aithful •• The Negro mammy 

merits 8 prominent place in the picture an artist might paint, for on her broad should-

( . 

.... -. 

i~" 

era was carried the generstior. which made the early history of Missouri fadcinating B.nd (. 
';'..-::,< 

greet. 

'Nhen once 8. week came "Johnny Seldomtl--as trie hot biscuits rmde of wheat flour 

were called in Old IHssouri--all other kinds of breed faded into nothingness. Two kinds 

af biscuits were. typically Missourian--the large, fluffy thigh biscuits .. - which looked 

like an undersized sofa pillow--and beaten biscuits, small, crisp, delicious--the grand-

father of all afternoon tea refreshments. No "Po' white t rash" can make beaten bisctiits. 

Indeed, much of the finest flavor of all cookery belonged intuitively to the Negro. How 

jhe Negro cook mena9ed to get biscuits steaming hot from the cook-room a quarter of a 

o 
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mile distant through the open yard to the dinin~ Iroom table has always been a 

mystery. She did it, however, and successfully. (A) 

Mr. Alex Buf .t'o!,!i, an ex.-s1ave, lives at 1823 Seneca street, st. Joseph, Missouri •. ...-
Mr Bufford, (everyone calls him Uncle Alex) does not know how old he is, but says he 

does remember that he was a grown Olan at the time of the Civil Nar. 

I heard about Uncle Alex from one of the le.dies in the referel1ce room at the Public 

Library in :3t. Joseph, Mo. She told :;e I would have to see Uncle Alex right at the 

noon hour OR in the evening, as he would be at work during working hours. I didn't 

ask her what kind of· work he did but I heeded her Edvic e about seeing him at the noon 

hour. I arrived at his place a bout 11:50 A.M. As I got out of my car I happened to 

look ,/P the alley •. An old Negro driving a one-horse we.gon was just ent ering it. I 

guessed in a minut e that t his was t he old gentlemen I YB.nt ed to see. When he approached 

I did not tell him at first what I wanted but started t alkingEiJout the weather. I saw 

in a minute the old fellow was going to be interesting to talk to. 

Aft er we had commented e bout the weather, I told him what I wanted. Uncle Alex, 

"Ya sir, l'll be bery glad to t ell you anything I kin recollect, but I don't remember 

like I use'd to .It He said, "I don't know how ole I am, but I was a grown man at the 

time of de war and I guess I'sa de oldest man in de city. I was born in Buchannan County 

and have libed here all my life. I only bean out de Itate once in my life and dat wuz 

ober to Elwood sabers.l years ago. (Elwood, Kansas is only 8. bout 2 miles west of st. 

Joseph.) I'se just don't keer to go any pla.c:e." 

To my question about his itmily he replied. "Ya sir, I ha.b four da.ught ers end one 

son libing, bUt da don't help dis ole man any. Y untill I got de ole age pension seberal 

months ago, I had a terbil time rraking a libing." 

Uncle Alex and his brother who is younger than he, live together. The brother is 

an old man more feeble than Uncle Alex. 

After the War 
Uncle Alex worked on the farm for the Conetta, near Faucett, Mo. 
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Folklore'i~ 

in Buchanan County for severe1 y~ars. Then he moved to town and worked for the same 

people in their brick-yard untill just a few years ago, 

fhe house Uncle Alex lives in now beloilgs to the people he worked for so long. He 

Lives there rent free. (BC) 

By Carl B. Boyer 

3t. Jos,::ph, Mo. 
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"I've lived here 'bout 65 years. I Vf&S born in slavery on de Hill 

~I ::t place in Farmington. ~,;:y mother t s name was Catherine. Father's name was 

George. A brother and sistah of mine was sold as slaves 'fore I was born. 

-
I nevah saw them. 1,:y father 'was sold away from my mother. OUr home was 

not pleasant. The mistress wa.s cruel. Her brother would go down in de 

orchard and cut de sprouts and pile 'em up under de house so as de mis-

tress could use 'em on us. She also used a bed-stick to whip with. 

"One day we t0S>k, de cows to pasture and on de VIaY home I stopped to 

visi t IvIrs. Walker and she gave me a goose; egg. lIDd den when we got home 

de old mistress kicked me and stoID1Jed on us and broke my goose egg. Did'n 

nind de whipp'ing but sure hated to break my egg •. 

"Our cabin was one room, one door and one fire place. Our mistress 

was a rich woman, and she had three husbands. She had a big square smoke 

house full of hog, beef. deer, all pickled a~~y. She had 12 cows and lots 

of butter and a spring-house. 

"To eat we had corn meal and fried meat dat had been eaten'by pugs. 

Vie had some gravy and all ate 'round de pans l11<:e pigs eating slop. .And 

we had a tin cup of sour milk to drink. Sometimes we would have ginger-

breaa. Dis was 'bout twice a year. 

fIMy brother da.t was a slave ran off '~vith four or five other boys ahd 

H~ went west an~t di~din Hon~lula. ! They had a 'nigger-
,,~-, " ". 

careef de slaves who were hard to 
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"Once it Got so cold dat de chickens froze and fell out of the trees 

and de mistress EMve each of us a chicken to eat. ~e had no shoes even in 

vlinter. I can't 'merr:.ber having ;,Toad clothes. 

"One of our neighbors, Er. I.~cI(ullin, was a poor v!hi te but he had a 

heart and was our mistress' cuurdian. I was too little to. do much but I 

would walk along de furrows and hit de oxen vii th a stick. Uy sistah come 

and got me after freedom and learned me de all:;habet. De first thing I 

ever learned to re3.d- was, t I see you Tom. Do you see me'?' I worked for in-

telligent people and learned a great deal. After I ma.rried I wanted to learn 

a great deal and hOVi to read. A.t de camp in ll;~ine La Motte I went to school 

in a log house for 'bout two months. 

"Dey would whip with a cat-o-nine tails and den mop de sores with salt 

water to make it sting. De tr''iders would come tl'll'ough and buy up slaves 

in groups like stock. On de way south dey would have ref:ular stov-:ing 

places like pens and coops for de slaves to stay in; at each of these stop-

pin' places some of de slaves would be sold. My uncle'S father was his mas-

tel" and de roaster sold my uncle who was his ovm son. 

"When my mother died I did not know what a coffin was or what death was. 

So I went to my dead mother where she "Jas on de cooling board and brushed my 

dress ana said, 'Look at my pretty dress.' 

"There was a tough gang called patrollers. Dey would scare de negroes -
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and would keep dem always afraid. De mistress vvould take a couple of us 

young ones to church but when we got home things 'VIere different. 

"And I never seen so many soldiers in my lif~ before or since than 

when Price come through on his raid. It was apple pickbl' time and de 

mistress made us gather apples and pack 'em to the soldiers and we had to 

pack water from de spring to 'em. De mistress had pickets out in front 

of de house 'iilhen de soldiers was in town. 

"Once when de union .soldiers was in tovm a negro soldier come and got 
1i: 

him a turkey off de fence. De next night a white soldier come to get a tur-

key and he looked allover de place and come up over de stile. Den de mis-

tress goes out on de porch and called de dogs and said, 'Sic the ro~~e'. 

De soldier took out his pistol and laid it on de fence and waited a.nile and 

looked. De dogs were jumping up against de fence. So de soldier shot de 

dog and then went off and got on his hoss again. 

"One day a Union offioer come up ~~d had a saber and said he would cut 

off de mistress' head. De officer was a Dutchman. The mistress then ran 

to towp. for llelp. De. soldier caDle right in de cabin and said i 'Me no hurt 

you.' De soldie!,'went in de se.fei.p.de house and ate all he w,anted and den 
" .. [, , ' ", .,',' , ,',' . ' " , 

went tob~d.1n (iehop.se., ]'in~l.l.yde lawc()me and lIlOved h~m out of de b.ed . 

hsoldiers .. would ~ome. a~ nlght and. rout de slav-ewomen out 
'> ''':',~ .. ::,<', ,.', < '" "':,' .>,.. '; ,... ',~', " .::.:,:::-:',"," • 

,', ' 

· .. .,. .... 'u ..... "desdldiers a ,', ' , "'",",, , 
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SOLD SLAVE. ILL LUCK FOLLOWED 

"I did not get to see my daddy long. He served in de ~irst 

of ie war and COIue hallie sick and died at Cadet. I was born at 

Cadet. I lives here in Festus and am 90 years old. My-mother 

was .A.rzella c"asey and VlaS a slave in Cadet. Torn Casey ovmed both 

my mother and father. De master had a pretty good farm and dat 

was where I vvorked when I was a boy. IVir • Casey . never hit me a 

lick in my life. He was sure good to us. I had an uncle John and 

dey had to sell him 'cause dey could not do anything with liim. Dey 

took him to Potosi before dey sold him. He did not want to be 

drove. 1~. Casey said if he had 100 niggers he would never sell 

another one. He said he never had any more good luck since he 

sold Jopn. Losing his children was his bad luck. 

"Before freedom we had our 01~ house and stayed hereafter 

freedom. My master said,lWell, Joe you are your own boss.' I 

said: "How come?' He said: tIt 11 help you. t Dey would not turn 

us out without a sbow. We stayed dere free and I went out in de 

diggin t s in de tiff at Valle Mines. Some days I made $5 and den 

some days made $2. whi te folks would come and get ma. and she would 
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Dey paid her good. Vie 

must have stayed about 3 years at Casey's after de freedom and den 

waat to Mineral Point and worked for de tiff and mineral. I mar-

ried up dere and had about 13 children by 2 wives. I ain't got no 

wife now. Dey is both dead. My children is scattered so I don't 

know how many is 11vin'. I got a boy dat went to this last war and 

I thi~Jc he is out west somewhere. I got two boys here. On~ is work-

in' for de factory 'in Crystal City. De other one ~~ows lots about ce-

ment. I got another child in New York. They don't write to me. I 

can't read or write. Dere was no school for niggers demday~. I 

has to make a cross mark every time I do anything. I went to school 

one week and my mother had to clean tiff to make a livin' for dem 

children and get grub so I had to go to work. I had about seven S18-

tefs and brothers altogether. I done worked at everything--steam-

boating, cutting wheat in Harrisonville, Illinois. I Was here when 

dis was all woods, man. Me and a saloon keeper have been here a long 

time, more'n 50 ye~rs I guess. I pay $5 a month rent or just what I 

can gi va 'em. My two boys lives here with me now and I get $12 pen-

sion. 

"Bat.'s whentrJ.yold Il\8.ster run when dam blue jacj~ets conle. Dey 

made me kill chickens and turkeys and cook for 'em. De lieutenant 
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and sergeant would be right dere. De master would go out in de 

woods and hide and not come out till they rung de bell at de 

house. 

"I voted since I been 21. I voted ~or Roosevelt tWice. Some 

th1n~ he is goint to get in again. Vinat's the use of takin' money 

from a man for votin' a certain way? If! like you and you have 

treated me good all my life den I'll vote for you. 
, ~' ,~ 

"I don't know what I think about de young Negroes today."· Dey 

is all shined up and goin' 'round. If dey can read and write dey 

ought to know de difference between right and wrong. I don't think 

dey will amount to much. Some of 'em ain't got no' sense. My mother 

would not let me stay out. Now. dat is all dey doin'. Last night 

de policeman put a knot on my boy's head; he was drinkin' and got in-

to it with. a coon. De young colored people is fight in , all de time. 

I don't get out. Just go to de store and come back home again. Dere 

is a house right '.J near··· where dey has a big time every night. De 

whites and black ones was mixed up here till I stopped it. Right down 

in dat hollow I'll bet you'll find one-third white women livin' with 

black men. Most all de colored people around here is workin' in the 

works here at Crystal Oi ty. Dey will get up a war here if they keep 

on,You jllstwatch, like they did in Illinois when dey burnt up a heaI' 

ot(H.~Gll,S.. It's liable to get worse d.e way dey is go in t on. tt 
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IJ.1LA. OHAMBERS 

'The subject of this sketch is Lula Chambers who 1s not cer-

tain of her age. However she knows she is past ninety and that 

she was born in Ga].at1:n County, Kentucky near Virginia. She lives 

wi th a granddaughter, Ge;;ve Holden, 2627 Thomas Street ,S;Z ~ 
Lying ill in a three-.quarter metal bed in the front hall room 

of her ~a4augb.tert s 4-room brick apartment t the old lady is a 

very cheerful person, with an exceptionally fair complexion. Her 

brown hair 1s mixed with gray and she wears it quite long. Her 

room 1s neatly furnished. 

"1 was born in GalatinCounty, Kentucky, more than ninety 

years ago, slaves didn't know dere age in them days when I come 

along. ! do know 1 was born in July and my mammy's name was P~1i­

fir Lillard. I don't know nothing at all about no kind of father. 

Course,I had one but who he was r never knew. "r ain't never 

ev&n'seen111Y mother enough to really knoW' her, cause 'she 'Rasold - .. 

otf.the.plantat16n .... hereI was raised,· when I,was too youn.gtore­

'~.i; her, andr just growet upin.theholtsewtth thewhl tefolks 
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dat owned me. Dere names was Dave Lillard. He owned more dan 

one hundred slaves. He told me dat my mother had seven children 

and I was de baby of 'am all and de onl~est one living dat I 

knows anything about. They sold my mother down de river when I 

was too young to recollect a mother. I fared right well with my 

white masters. I ~one all de sewing in de house, wait on de ta-

ble, clean up de house, knit and pick wool, and my old miss used 

to carry me to church with her waenever she went. She liked lots 

of water, and I had to bring her water to her in church. I had so 

much temper dey never bothered me none about nursing de children. 

But I did have a heap of nursing to do with de grown ups. 

I used to gat a whipping now and den but nothing like de other 

slaves got. I used to be scared to death of those old Ku Klux 

folks with all dam hoods on dere heads and faces. I never will for-

get, I saw a real old darkey woman slave down on her knees praying 

to God for his help. She had a bible in front of her. 
-.;; 

Course she 

couldn't read it, but she did know what it was, and she was pray1n' 

out ofber very heart, until she dra~ed the attention of them old 

Ku Klux and one of t em just walked in her cabin and lashed her un-
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merciful. He made her get up off her knees and dance, old as she 

was. Of course de old soul couldn't dance but he just made her 

hop around anyhow. 

De slaTe owners in de county where I was raised-- de well-to-

do ones I mean, did not abuse de slaves like de pore trash and oth-

er slave holders did. Of course dey whipped 'em plenty when dey 

didn't suit. But dey kind of taken care of 'am to sell. Dey had 

a great slave market dere dat didn't do nothing but sell slaves, 

and if dey wanted a good price for dem de slave would have to be 

in a purty good condition. Dat's what saved dere hides. MY owners 

had a stock farm and raised de finest stock in Kentucky. Dey did-

n't raise any cotton at all, but dey shore did raise fine wheat, 

barley and corn, just acres and acres of it. De worse lashing our 

slaves ever got was when dey got caught away from home without a 

pass. Dey got whipped hot and heavy den. 

In Arkansas many of de slaVEit owners would tie dere slaves to 

a wagon and gallop t em allover town and would dey be banged up. 

I saw a' strange niggah come to town once and didn't know where be 
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was going and stepped in the door of a white hotel. When he saw 

all white faces, he was scared most to death. He didn't evan turn 

around he just backed out and don't you know dam white folks kilt 

him for stepping inside a white man's hotel by mistake, yes they 

did. 

o. 

"I can't tell you any pleasure I had in my early days honey, 

cause I didn't have none. If I had my studyin' cap on, and hadn't 

just got over dis terrible sick spell, I could think of lots of 

things to tell you, but I can't now. Right aftar de war dey sent 

colored teachers through de South to teach colored people and child, 

do you know, dam white folks just crucified most of '8m. I don't 

know how to read or write. Never did know. I am de mother of five 

children, but dey is all dead now. I have two grandchilren living,' 

and have been in St. Louis seven years. I come here from Helena, 

Arkansas. My husband was a saloon keeper and a barber. He died in 

1880 in Brinkley, Arkansas. I nursed and cooked in Brinkley after 

he died for fifteen year •• for one family. 
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"I wears glasses sometime. I have been a member of de 

church over fifty years. My membership is in Prince of Peac:e 

Baptist Church now and has been every since I been in st. Louis. 

God has been so good to me, to let me live all dese years. I 

just want to be ready to meet him when he is ready for me. My '""_ 

only trouble will be to love white folks, dey have treated my 

race so bad. My pastor, Rev. Fred McDonald always tells me I 

will have to for-,,,ive them and love dam if I wants to go to hea­

ven. But honey, dat'~ goin to be a lifetime job. I don't care 

how long God lets me live, it will still be a hard job. ;{ 

"I gets an old age pension. It is very little, but I thank 

God for date I have nothing left to do now in this world but to 

pray. Thank God for his goodness to me and be ready when He 

comes. 

"Dis rhemetis serves me so bad I can't be happy much. Wish 

I could remember more to tell you but I can't." 

The old woman is well preserved for her years. (Written by 

Grace E. White.) 
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EI04ALINE COPE 
• 84 

Ex-Slave 

Emmaline Cope was born at MCMinville, Tenn., on August 20, 1848, and 

is now 89 years of age. 

Emmaline's slave father was King Myers and her slave mother was 

Caroline Myers. They were both owned by one Tim Myers a. wealthy and prominent 

planter of McMinville. 

After peace was dec~a.red at the ex.piration of the Civil 'Nar, Emmaline 

Cope was taken to Lowell, Kansas, and there afterwards, was married to 

John Cope. Thirty five years ago John Cope died in Kansa.s and Emmaline Cope 

then moved to Joplin with one girl child. They have lived in Joplin contin-

ously since then. 

When interviewed Mrs. Cope, slowly recovering from a paralytic stroke, 

Seemed una.ble to give any details of the Civil war activities. 
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, , 

"I'se 83 years old and was born in Ste. Genevieve County 

and myoId slave-time place was in New Tennessee abou~ 14 miles 

west of de town of Ste. Genevieve. 1~ master had only my mother, 

my mother's brother, and an old lady by de name of Malinda. My 

mother had six' children but only four of us lived to be grown. 

]'ather was owned by a l\1Jr. Aubershon right dere at Coffman. 

Mother come from way south in Kentucky and she was owned by a 

Master Calvin dare and when him and de mistress diad de slaves 

had to be divided up runong de children. Den my mother's mis-

tress left Louisville and brought her here to Missouri. When 

mother come to Missouri she was only 9 years old. 

"MyoId mistress, I ean't say a hard word about her. Before 

I was borned she was left a widow and she treated us almost like 

whi te folks. She took care of us and raised us up. Mother di ed 

after shaaad six children and we was left ,in de care of dis old 

mistress. The Catholic people treated us like as if we was free. 

MY mother a~d t~ther was married by de priest and i ~ was lawful., 

:BUt'deseo~tl:n;rones was married by de ma~ter. hisself. When dey, 
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married de master could pick up any old kind of pa.[ler a nd call 

it lawfully married. An almanac or anything would do. But 

what was it'? The colored people didn't know A from B and wasn't 

allowed to learn to read. If my IDllster or mistress would see 

me readin t a paper dey would come up and say, '~lhat you mow 

about reading a paper? Throw dat down.' Dis Vlas done to keep 

us from learnin '. to read anything. 

"After we got free Vfllat did we do to get lawfully married 

to our slave-time wife? Understand good now. Den de squire 

came around and we had to get married allover again under de 

new constitution. It would- cost $5. When de master first mar-

ried us he would say in de ceremony something like dis. 

"Now, by God, if you aintt treatin' her right, by God, I'll 

take you up and whip you." The girl's mistress would chastise 

her de same way. I would choose who I wanted to marry but I had 

to talk to my master about it. Den him and de owner of de girl 

I wanted would get together and talk it over. 

"Dere is lots of people right today who can't tell you how 

de new constitution come up. In slave time, young man, we was 

stock, like cattle and hogs. If I killed 50 men nothin' was 

said about jail, but we got wh~pped den. Dat was your sufferin' 
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for what you done done. Man, I never got but one whippir..' from my 

master. I can tell you just how it come. It was done through takin' 

care of an old cow. Novr, in d~m times, son, dere was not gates like 

dere is noVi. You called dem t slip bars', and would let down a rail 

fence called bars to let the cattle in. Understand, listen at it 

good now. Eve~ mornin~ I had to go up to de straw stack and drive' 

de cows to de barn. To milk dem T;ve had to drive.dem down a lane to 

de house for de olli ,cook woman to milk. As I dro'¢6 dese cows dey all 

got through de gete but when de last cow come through she fell over de 

bottom rail and de master was standin' at de Window and saw dis happen. 

De snow was about three feet deep. Now listen good. De old master 

was crippled and so here he come with a,walkin' stick in one hand and 

a cowhide in de other. 

"Resaid, 'By God, I'm goin' to learn you, by God, how to let 

down bars'. I said, 'Marster Jim, I let down every bar 'capt dat one 

on de bottom'. He jtllJi.ped on me and got me down in dat snow till I 

couldn't see himet all. Every time he rai~ed up an' come down with 

dat cowhide it cut through de snow and hit me. I didntt b.adnuthin' 

cm'cept an old pair of socks around my feet. You know if you was 

raised from·birthlike dis you oQulQ.stand it. ,It come to met I. 

ev~ get to be,a _n~ w<:ttl.1d'jayde marst.arbe.q),tfor 
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"And so after dat when 'we got free I was growin' on 13 years 

of age. liiy aunt and brothers come and got l!le. IvIy old r.1B.ster was 

a shoemaker, and one day my uncle told me to take a p'air of boots 

and take dem over to have half-soled. I taken dem. over. I had 

not come across the old master since de time we Vl8.S free until dis 

day. But when I went in de house de family was around dere and I 

forgot about payin,' _.h.im back for de way he done treated me. Jim's 

motherwbo was dere said, 'Well, Peter, don't you wish you was back 

here livin' with us again?' I said, 'No, mam.' Den I went in de 

kitchin and talked to Jim's vIife. She was a Republican and said, 

'wasn't dat hateful whQt she said about you bein' back here again?' 

De next time I met my old master, ~T. Galvin, was on de road. He 

was walkin' and could hardly drag. I was ridin t my horse and thought 

about gettin' down and whi:ppin' him but lNhen I looked at him I 

thought I might as well be whippin' a year old child. I let him go. 

"Later on Jim got poor and one day I met him at de saloon in 

Staabtowri. He wanted to get some leather from anot~er store. He 

asked me if he could have my horse. I said rather sharp, 'No, I 

won't. f Den I thought and said, '1I..r. Jim, 1'.11 go and get de leather 

niysel:f'.fSb I got de leather and takanit to his homa and sat it in 

6nae.p'Srdh'by":tii~ 'door. Den he . said, 'Peter, Ithe.nlt you a.thOusand 
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times.' Any time you need anything in de shoe line come to me,' 

"Later on he was down and out and he come to his sisters. Dey 

could not take. care of him so dey put him in de asylum in Farmington. 

I' met him in Farmington on lots of days, and .felt like payin' him 

back for dat whippin'. But' just looked like every time, Go'd . would 

say, 'No, don't do da t. He will pay for da t. He will come down' • 

• \nd he sure did pay for it. He died in de asylum out from Far.ming-
, ,;, .' 

ton. I never mentioned about dat whippin' to Jim Galvin, not a nary 

time. 

"When I was freed I fel tlike I vres goin' into a new world. It 

was de daughter of de old mistress what told me I~ms as free as dey 

was. It was dangero~s around de house durin' of de war •. So de old 

mistress broke up de old place and us 'ooys was given to our godmother. 

Mary was my godmother and it was here I was told dat I was free. 

We ,was little and didn't· know which ·way to go. My mistress said,' 'Now 

Peter, you are free and de first chance we get we are going to send for 
.. 

your aunt to come and get you. t Dere were four of us brothers bein' 

taken t care of by four sisters, when we was free. My unole was in de 

arIlJ1 and served two years and had \ come home. He asked my aunt, 'Where 

are,.dose boysl' My' aunt sai'd, 'Dey ,iss'\iillwith de white toIles,.'. So 

UT;Jf1.lA91e: QOl1leto .getus. When he comeJ;l.e rid up and we was so glad .:to 

.. -;~: 
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see him we run out and met him. He said, 'Boys, I've come after 

you. ' 

"We walked up to de house. Den de white folks was just as glad 

to see Uncle JUlius as if he had been their brother. Den Uncle 

Julius said to my godmother, Mary, 'Well, Miss Evely t I come after 

Pete.' She said, 'Julius., I'm awful glad you've come to get him, I 

hate to give him up" qut taka him and take good care of him. t Ju-

lius was told de same thing by all de other godmothers of my brothers. 

All of dese sisters had de winter clothes for us cut out but dey wasn't 

made. De white women said, 'All your aunt has to "do Ls to make dem'. 

We had between nine and ten miles t8 SO to get down to my aunt's home. 

~l~y aunt's husband was freed at least 15 years before de war start-

ed. His master died and he was f~eed by a will when the master went to 

de court house in Ste. Genevieve. Now, just listen good. Dis master 

willed 800 acres to his slaves who divided up de farm. Before he died 

he put down in a way dat his daughters and sons-in-Iaws could not break 

it tcepting dey would raise several thousand dollars. De old slaves 

would sit down and tall us about it. De master turns in and pays de 

taxes up for 100 years. One of de trustees for de will was a Dr. 

Herdick and Henry Rozier both of Ste. Genevieve. My uncle's part was 

40 acres and it was dis· farm where I w:aat when I come out from under 
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de shelter of de whitefolks. De colored would sell 20r 3 acres at a 

time and all dis farm is now sold. J was 13 when I got tree and went 

to dis farm and there was m.v home until I was right at a grown man. 

De only taxes we had to :pay was on household goods and stock. Every 

year when de personal taxes come due I would'go into Ste. Genevieve to 

pay de taxes. As long as Dr. Herdick and Henry Rozier lived as over-

seers we was well protedted on de farm. But Ed Rozier. a lawyer, 

tried to get us to 'pay de other kind of taxes. 

"I was goin' on 20 or2l before I left de fa,rm •. De old l~dy and 

Uncle died about de swne time. Dey took de old lady to de River Aux 

Vases Catholic Church to bury her and I stayed with de old man and he 

died before dey got back from de f1:1lleral. We sold our forty acres 

and asrewas six heirs. Den I went to work .on a farm. of N.i.l". Aubushon 

for $10 a montjr ·for lSyears. When I quit Aubershon I went den out in 

Washington County at Potosi and stayed with my two uncles out\dere. I 

,s~rved in a iron factory-der,e .tor about two years. Sometimes I, would 

gait .~:a .. day. ··Denwhen de pr1ce woU&:~fall off I would get less. Den 

JCGAe,J)a .. ~,;t;o .Ste.QenevieveCountyand: worked by ,deda1:BJlti:.denW'ent 

/;t~ Si.;r,ql:j.is,~ .. 1 wo;rlted,d~e.; ~;J;omonei,ron factory to anothe,Dand .SO 

;,~e~;~.tijqv..~(~ ~~,t.~ , 'J"C·-

~. . ..' an. :aa~on,ft~.l1t',j .QQ. ..... OrJ.ean.s. ·tQ.e.a.;qu1~,tie 
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down trade and rested up and made de northern trip from st. Louis 

to St. Paul·. Everything had to be sent from de South out to Cali-

fornia. Dat boat had nothin' on it cept eatin' things. So my_aim 

was to get out to California to dig gold. I got defeated in dis way. 

"De river got so low dat we would be tied'up for 3 or 4 days be-

fore we could unload it. And we never made it to de port where we 

could unload it to send it to California. From dese ports you went 

by land with a covered'wagon and oxen or mules. It would sometimes 

take 6 months to get to California from de t:Lme we left de river. 

Y;Y way would have been free because I could drive a te8JJ1 out to Ce.li-

fornia. But I never got to go cause de river got so low. I quit de 

river work and done some farming for first one den another down in 

ste. Genevieve County for a couple of years. 

"Dey was just s.tartin' tip at Crystal City. Dere was lots in 

de paper about it. Now and den W1lli8JJ1 Kilner, who was livin' in 

Jefferson County, wrote me to work for him. I would work for him 

from May to December durin' de wheat ¢uttin', thrashing, corn pullin' 

all.d~Wh.eatsoWint • Den" dere was no more summer work. so Crystal City 

wa.$juststartfri.' tipaJid.dere was no railroad and dey got everyth:ing 

by. boaif~flli:d teams he.ulec1Jaethihg~f from. de. river tip to c1e plant • 

. frOnf<5Gto60f&rnl.teants d()i:rf~t·d~i·i veri~aulin t 
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de coal, briclc, etc. for de company. Sometimes we would make $15 a 

day for de farmer man and he would pay me ~lO a month and board. Den 

I went to Crystal City and vfOrked 13 Fltraight years. De most Q:at ever 

I got dere was five or six dollars a day. Dis 'would be about every 

three months w'en we tore dovm de furnace and built it back. At other 

ti:rn.es I 'would get about $4.50 a day. I done everything. lEade mortar, 

carried de hod and brick and ~'~hen qui ttin' time come you was tired. 

After I quit Crystal City I went down in Ste. Genevieve County and farm-

ed and got married and had two children. My 'wife and one Child, a li t-

tle girl, is dead. I live here with my son and his wife. Ny son has 

been workin' for de St. Joe here for 12 or 13 years. I had to quit work 

when I iost my eye-sight. 

"I was grubbint hazel-nut bushes in dem rich bottoms in ste. 

Genevieve County; and one day I was runnin' and fell down on a stob and 

it went through my left eye. Dis happened about 40 years ago. De other 

eye was good till I was 45 and den I had de loss of both eyes and been 

blind ever since. Pse been gettin' a blind pension. for 22 years. It 

is ~?5 every ttree months. 

"Dere is only one colored family here dat owns their house. All 

de others rent from the company. I vote at every presidential election, 

but dat's about all I ever do vote. I been votint for every president 
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election since I was 21 years old. l:i'rora de begir:ning to de end its 

always the same ~ the Rel1ublican ticket. Dey joke me a good deal around 

here 'bout voting one way. 

"As I look back on it, peo:ole ought never to have been slaves. 

Dat was the low dovmest thing dat ever was. De first startin' of 

slavery was when a white man would go over to Africa and de people 

over dere was ignorant and de white man would hold up a pretty red 

handkerchief and traqe. it for one of' de Negro women's children. De 

Negroes in Africa was too igTIorant to know better and dis is de way 

slavery started. I always said like diS, when de older ones that 

knowed de things, dey· ought have learned de sla"ITes-their names as dey 

was in Africa. Lots of us don't know what our grandparents was in 

Africa. Slavery dian't teach younothin' but how to work and if you 

didn't work your back would tell it. Slavery taught you how to lie, 

too~ ~ust like your master would tell you to go over and steal dat 

hog. Den de other master from who I stole de hog would say, 'Peter, 

why I've lost a hog; did you ever see him anywhere?' I would say, 

'No, suh'. Of course if I did not lie I would get a whippin'. 

"De white people did not want to put us in a state to ourselves 

after de freedom 'cause dey couldn't do without us. De colored people 

done come up too high now to back 'em and dey got a better chance. De 

conditions now of de colored people is of course better now cause dey 
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is somebody. But every day dey is tr:Tin' to starve us out and Give 

de white !'~an a job on de stf'>.te road. Dey do dat to keep us down. 

Dat's done n~ore now dan ever before. Its been worse since Rooseyel t 

got in dere. lihen Hichway 61 was lmt in froLl St. Louis down to Fes-

tus de colored man had a :;:mrt to do. Since Roosevelt got in dey won't 

even let a colored IT'.an v.ralk Ciovm de hiGhway." 
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VETERAN JANITOR 

Marshall, Missouri has a life-long negro citizen who was born in 

slavery, but was too young to remember actual slave conditions. He is 

Ed Craddock, born a few years before the Civil War, the son of slaves 

owned by leading pioneer families. Craddock lived through the hard 

days of reconstruction. His own father was a school building janitor 

in Marshall in the 1870's, and Ed Craddock was apprenticed under his 

sire, finally, upon death of the latter, succeeding to the job, which 

he_ has held for forty-seven years. Years ago he married and reared a 

large family. Craddock belongs to the Methodist Church, serving as 

"second minute-man", which he explains is something like a secretary, 

and also belongs to the Colored Masonic Lodge. Craddock's brother is 

a practicing physician in st. Louis. (C) 

"Stories told me by my father are vivid", Craddock said in an in-

terview. "One especially, because of its cruelty. A slave right here 

~in Marshall angered his master, was chained to a hemp-brake on a cold 
\" 
\night and left to freeze to death, which he did. My rather said slaves 

had to have a pass to go places. 'Patrollers' usually went in groups 
J • 
lor three. If they caught a slave off his plantation without a pass the 
\ 
~atrollers often would flog them." (C) 

\" 
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Craddock relates that his father suffered from chills and fever 

which. quinine, the only remedy known then, failed to cure. Someone 

advised him. next time the chill came on, to plunge into a deep aRd 

cold hole in the river. Ed says his father, out of desperation, tried 

the suggested cure. and it worked, in tl way squaring with the modern 

medical theory of setting up a counter-irritant in oertain cases. (C) 

Craddock's mother was owned by the family of Marmadukes, one ot 

whom was an early-day governor of Missouri. (C) 

Bibliography: (C) Ed Craddock, Janitor, Saline County Court House, 

Marshall. Missouri. 
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HENRY SAYS HE'S 105' ------

Henry Dant, now living with his daughter on Davis street in Hannibal, 

was born in sl~very on the farm of Judge Daniel Kendrick, south of MOnroe 

City in Ralls County. He is about one hundred and five years old, in 

possession of all his faculties and is able to move around the house. He 

seemed to have only hazy recollections, and it was difficult to keep him 

from wandering from the subject. The following is the story that he told: 

"I was married and had three children when we was freed. The only 

slaves Mr. Kendrick had was my mother, brother, Sister, and myself. h~. 

Kendrick had three boys. Joe carried mail to PariS, and de other two, 

Bob and Jerome, was school teachers. 

,~ 
,,' 

~e was treated fair when we behaved ourselves, but we had to be straight-

ened out sometimes but we were not mistreoted. We worked hard on de farm. I 

cradled wheat and plowed corn often till mddnight. We often drove hogs to 

Palmyra and Hannibal. When dere was no crops in de fields we made brooms and 

baskets. MY brother died and ien I had to do most of de work. I was de only 

colored man on de place den. De Stage stopped at Mr. Kendrick's place and I 

had to look after de horses and mules. Demail come dere too, and dere was 

always a lot of people to be fed. 

"Mr. Kendrick was judge of de court at New LondQn and he was away most 

of de time. He was a big man in de county in dem days, and I had to go to 

town often. Once when I was driving to town with de ox te~ and wagon during 

de war, dere was soldiers on de road like yo'u never did see. I tell you dem 

was bad times. I come back a different road because I was afraid, and I run 

dem oxen most of de way home. I got dere all right, but de oxen laid down on 

..'-.-' .... 
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me once. De next morning one of the oxen was dead and in about a week de 

other one died. Dey just couldn't stand de running. 

.. 
" 

HTwo of de master's boys got locked up over in New London or some place 

during de war. Dey come back after the war was over. 

"I played a fiddle for all de weddings and parties in de neighborhood. 

Dey paid me fifteen or t.eaty cents each time and I had money in my pockets 

all de time. 

"When we was set free dey gave us a side of meat and a bushel of meal. 

Dat's all we got. I went on a farm and farmed for myself, later I owned a 

far.m in Ralls eounty. We raised corn and pigs and drove de pigs to Hannibal 

and Palmyra. When I got too old to farm I come here to live with my daughter. 

I get a pension now for about a year. It's not very much but it helps." 

• 
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Interview wi. t h Lucy 
Davis ex-slave 100 
Cape Girardeau 

" In dan ole days we lived down near Hiclarsan. Ka.intucky. 7{e belonged 

to Masta' Xoe Mott and Missus Mary Mott. Den dey was young Massa' Xames 

Andrew an' young lJassa' Joe, an' dey wuz Missie Ophelia an' Missie Mary 

Rebecca • 

. , Dey had a nice big house t white wid big porches ant big locust trees 

aroun' in de yard. Dey only had us one fa.mly 0' slaves but d.ey wuz a 

good many er us. 

" My Daddy 1ffUZ Henry Li tener and my mammy wu.z Rosanna 11 tenere My 

daddy belonged to Woodson Morris. He wuz a. cousin of Massa Joe Mott an' 

. lived a few miles away. He wuz allus allowed to visit us over Saturday 

night an' Sunday. Mammy done de cookin' at de big house an' Massa Joe 

allus said dey warn't nobody cud 00 ok like Rose--dat' s what he call her • 

.. We lived in a three-room log house an' we allus had plenty good eatin'. 

Hams, puddinear all year round chickens, en' sweet'taters an' posswns too. 

"Caint tell bout no good times in dem days cause dey warn't none. We 

diden have no church but Ole Missus Mary usta carry mammy along to her 

-church-ridin behind on her hoss. I guess dey wuz mos'ly right @Pod to us 
to. 

all. The chillern wouldn' never let nobody whup me cause we all played 

togedder. But Ole Massa usta whup lD8.DDIlY when he'd git mad. 

If When de war came Ole Massa didden €!p but he war a reg'lar ole seesheshl ."\ 
.", 

Young lames Andrew went off to war an tole Missus usta grieve for him. We r 
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aint never seed no fightint round our place but we could hear de big guns 

over at Columbus. When de sojers was round de neighborhood dey'd allus 

have me playing' round de front gate so I cud tell em when dey's comin' 

up de road. Den dey goes an' hides 'fore de sojers gi ts dar. Dey all 

skeer'd 0' de aojers. Its skeerd too but dey say Bojers won't bother 

little black gal. De sojers jes' came in en' ransack de house--dey 

finds sumthin to eat an' dey looks for money. Dey wants moneyI but dey 

don' find none. Den dey wants ter know whar's my folks--but I tells 'em 

I don't know. Dey jes left en' didden say whar dey wuz goin'. 

r, 
When de war wuz over Ole Massa Joe came in an' he say. ~oseJ you 

all aint slaves no mo'--You is &1 free as I is". Den you should a heard 

my mammy shout: You never heerd sich shoutin' in all yo' bahn days. An' 

Ole Missus she joined in de shoutin' too. She war glad cause now James 

Andrew would be comin' home. 

'r Old Missus Delia Reed, dat wuz Old Massa's sister she wuz good bout 

lookin atter us wen wets ailin' but iffen we's sick dey'd git de doctoro 

Dey wuz jas as dutiful to us as to dere white folks. 

'r Dey usta talk--bout hoodoos en eastin' spells en' sech like--but I 

guess dey warn't much to it er dey'd a cast spells on some a' de mean 

Y~ssats when dey beat urn up. Still Iffen dey had, mebby dey'd a beat urn 

up worser or mebby killed em. 
I , 

Davis, Lucy. 319 South Frederick street, Cape Girardeau, Missouri. 

101 



, . 

Missouri 
St. Louis County 
Ex-Slave Stories 
Mary Divine Page 1. 

VIAS NURSE MAID AT 4 

The subject of this sketch is Mary Divine, 85 years 

old. She lives at 8004 Elinore Avenue, St. Louis County, 

Missouri, with her son and daughter-in-law. 

Her home is an old fashioned 3-room slate dwelling, 

with an abundance of old furniture for such a small place. 

The little old won~n was interviewed while mending the poc-

kets in her son's trousers. Her story follows: 

"I was born May 24, 1852 in Carroll County, Tennessee. 

Ey mother's name was Mary Vihi tehorn, 'cause she was owned 

by de Whitehorns in dat county. My father's name wa~ James 

Farrow 'cause he was owned by de Farrows. De slaves had to 

carry d.ere owners' names, married or what not. My mother-had 

three children. My first owners' name VTas George Whitehorn 

and his wife's was Jackie Whitehorn. When old Marse George 

died, we was hand eEl dovm to Joseph Whitehorn in Miss Jackie's 

will. She knowed long before freedom we were going to be 

free, so she had in her will dat her darkies,- she always 

called us darkies - had caused dem to have all dey ovmed and 
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and it was no more dan right when we git free to divide up 

de plantation so everyone of us could make a good livin' on 

de livin' we done made for dem, and dey stHl own and have 

plenty. She was a good old soul. She didn't want a one of 

us to leave, even after freedom been declared. She said she 

would never live to see it and she didn't neither. She died 

'fore we vms free, and dem chillun never did carry out her 

will neither. 

'Cause dey didn't give a one of us nothln', no, nothin' 

at all. Put us out wid just what we had on our" backs, and 

dat was ~st nothin'. At 4 years old I had to nurse old man 

George's son, Joseph's baby, and de baby was most big as me, 

but I nursed it just de same, honey. Dey put me in dat fami-

ly nursin' dat baby 'fore I was four 'cause dey put me dare 

in January and I wasn't four years old till de incoming May 

dat same year. I 'member dat right well. I nursed dat ba-

by for two years, too, and it sure was crazy 'bout me. I 

loved it too, yes, I did. Den after two years dey sent me to 

work for ne old man's oldest son, Jacob. Dey made me do all 

de cardin' and spinnin', make ropes and ply lines, two cuts 

a day, was my task and I stayed dere in dat family until at-

ter the Civil War was over. 
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"I heard my father got killed in de Civil War. I never 

knowed for sure, 'cause three months 'fore I was born, his 

owners carried him away to some other part of de country and:-

we never seen nor heard from him no more. Mother never did 

know what aappened him, no she didn't. 

"Just 'fore war was declared I was still young and small 

but just de same I had to help pack brick to de moulders where 

dey would be building brick chimneys, and work in de field, too. 

I had it mighty hard in dam. days, yes I did but den it wasn't 

hard as some others had it. 

"I 'member during de war days, my old miss use to boast 

'bout her littlest darkey, don~spun enough thread to clothe her 
. 1\ 

whole 'family for de next thre.e years to come. For two years af'-

ter freedom was declared I worked from farm. to f8.l'm and de pro-

mise we was going to get paid, ,but we never got nothin' from none 

of dat work but de old slave cabin to sleep in and tood enough 

just so we could work. 

"We hadnobobydown, in dat cotmtryto:make folks keep 

dere word and 'pay a nigger, so we, just have to keep on travel in , • 

A:tte!ir'boll,itthra.eyear.s later r2,cookad tnde same county for a 

Bill Green. GotTIrJ board and keep and 11.00 a week._ 1:tsleept 
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me 'bout five months. Dey never did keep us long for pay. 

Den I went to John Carney's plantation wid my mamma. I 

card and spun dere for 'bout one year and some weeks. We 

got $1.00 a week and he was supposed to give us home made 

cloth to make us some clothes for our work, but he never 

did do it. After dat we ~t to work on Sub Allen's far.m 

" for $1.00 week. I took sick dere and dey haa to call in a 

doctor. My mamma and me worked for him a long time, but we 

got ready to go and want our money he said, while I was 

sick it taken all he owed us to pay my doctor's. bill so we 

didn't git nothin' dere, but a place to stay and we shore 

did work like slaves in all dam places, from sun up till 

sun down just like in slave days. Only difference was 

we didn't git a beatin' when we didn't suit. I couldn't 

make no money for clothes or nothing so I just up and mar-

ried and had eleven children. Den my husband died. I had 

a child in dis last World War. He was my ninth child and 

got took in de last draft. I never heard of him no more. 

Dis one I'm living with named ~sses Divine. He's de 

only child I got living I know anything about. 
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"I been here in St. Louis since Wilson's first admin-

istration and worked in de nut factory five years. I like to 

sew and do general housework. I read, write and spell a lit-' 

tle but not enough to speak about. I know dis young genera-

tion's got a mighty fine chance if dey 'cept of it and 'preci-

ate it. Course some do and some don't. I prefer living in 

town dan out here but my son bought dis spot. I can't make 

my own living no more, so I got to live on it. I git what de 

relief pretend to call help, tain't nuff for nothin' though. 

Dey claim I'll git a pension, but I never seen it yet. I'll 

be dead directly and I won't need it. I can't answer dam 

other questions 'bout what us slaves expect and voting, I don't 

know." 
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r Federal Vlri t ers t Pro j ect , 
District 1/5, 
Sikeston, Missouri 

Interview with wife of Charles 
Douthit, Farmington, Mo. 1(}~ 

Note:--Whi1e the inter'ti'lt:Jwer was questioning Charles Douthit, Farmington, 

~i!issouri, negro, who was bO:l:'n in 1865, his wife standing in the door loc)ked 

rather wild-eyed, and unabl~ to stand it any longer, finally broke out with 

the fol10wing:--"Say! What ~re ~hey gittin' all dis stuf fur anyway? I bet I 

know. They want ta fi~d out how dey treated de ole slaves so's dey'11 know 

how to treat the young 'uns when dey makes dem slaves. I bet they're goin' 

a try to have Slaves again and dere are some people who want slavery back but 

de people won't stant fu:r Mt now. I don't know what de government wants to 

do but de people would have a most turrible war if dey tried to have slaves 

again. But rna muther who worked for John Coffman in Ste. Genevieve County, 

\liUZ well treated. She war really owned by the Missus and de Missus would not 

sell rna. mamma . ,'.nen de war W\lZ ober de mbsus gave rna. muther some land an 

built her a beautiful home QOwn dare. Me muther wuz treated so good dat she 

stayed an worked fur de Miss·us til de Missus died. I was borned down in dat 

dare house dat de Missus built fur rna ~ruthuh and me son lives dare now. I 

was down dare las week, an I calls hit home." 



SLAVERY. 

The slaves had a hard time, sone of them. All the work was done 

by hand. The slaves cradilied the wheat. They raised hemp for clothes. 

, .-" ".'~~ 
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The old master had one woman who made clothes the year round for- thehands. 

We had to get a pass from the master to leave the place. If any of the 

slaves got in irouble they were taken to the whippin t post. If they 

had done a big crime they got 60 or 70 lashed with a VJhip, for a small 

crime they got about thirty. If their master wou~d not pay their fine 

the white folks went to singin r school then they would sing one or two 

songs thats all they knew. They would have big basket meetings. All the 

slaves had to set in the gallery when we went to church. Most everybody 

went on hossback. Some of the farmers were good to their men and some 

bad. -Nhen some farm had more slaves than was needed, he ,would hire them 

out to some body or sell them. New Years day was always sale day or the 

day they would hire out for the year. lNhen we wanted to get married we· 

had to ask the master and the girls t mother and father. All the married 

m~ got Thursday night off to go to see their wives. 

At Christmas time we got a week off and we got Saturd~y afternoon 

off. At Christmas the old boss would fix a big bowl of eggnog for us 

niggers. The niggers were superstitious. They would not live in a 

house where a sinner had died. There was an old man and woman lived 

down the road from our house that fit all the time, and by that house 

after dark onecmight and saw them walk in f around in the 'house. None of 

us niggers would go by there after dark, we always rode around the place. 

People are lots smarter now than they was then. 

Related by uUncle John Estell, colored, aged 85. 
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&'MOKY EULENHERG 

"I was born on October 13, 1854. My master was Henry 

Walker and we live 'bout three mile from Jackson. De house 

was of logs. One of dose big double kind wid a open hall in 

between. Solomon Eulenberg was my father and he was a big 

fine looking man. My mother come fl.Dll Tennessee when she was 

ten year old. 

~aster had nearly a hundred slaves and dey was about 

ten or twelve cabins in de quarters. Dey was a big feeding 

barn where we'd hitch up and go to work. De barn was built 

of big hewed logs, too. 

"No'm, dey w'8.sn' t none of us ever try to run away. We 

had a good home and we all stayed till dey declare peace and 

lots of us kept on a staying cause we didn't knoW noth1ng 

else to do. But my father was industrious--he worked hard 

and saved his money and in a couple of year he bought a team 

and we moved to a little place. 

-.e 
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"But lots ot de cullud folks had 1 t hard dam da78-

dey was jest tUl'J1ed loose and d1dn't know what to do. Some 

of de white folks 'WaS might,. good to 'em. It they'd hear 

ot a tamily being hungry dey'4 selid tood to 'em or haTe's 

aome to d.,. ki tahen. 

"A oose mebbe it donlt sound right but in some way8 

I orten wish we's baok in dam days. We had a fine place. 

Every year we'd kill S$Tenty or seventy-tive hogs--and had 

plenty of every thing. We ate our meals in our own oabin 

but eTery morning at seven, de colored hOUS81rOmaD went to 

de smoke house to cut meat tor de dq. U. youngsters all 

gange4 up round har, hoping to get something. Lotaa times 

miasus would ask us if' we's huD.g:ry and bring us into 48 kit­

oh8l1 and give us what dey had lett. Somet1me she have de 

womea make up paneak •• for us. Us children had 48 chorea 

to clo--aa4 8D1 work dat we'a able. 

"We diu t t haTe no sehool. A woman oome and stay all 

year roUDd je8t to teach little Miss LuG1 and .he taught 
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some ot de cullud children to read and 111"1 to. M1811W1 would 

have a preaoher come one. a month to prealJa. I reo'loot 

his llBme was Rev. YJatts. .Allot us would come into de big 

house tor meeting. 

~8D1 a time ~~ seen soldlers pass on de road but de, 

naver molested us none, 'oept to ~ome in and eat everything 

that was cook.d-and sometime have de WOl!l8l1 cook up 80M 

JIIOre. One Sunday morn1ng a bunch of 'em. oome by .. -dey had 

been 01'.1' to Burtordv1lle and burned ae 11111. Another SUn­

dq a bunch of Rebs ooma by and camped 'bout a ~11e from 

our paoe. Dftt n1ght de Blue Coa ta ran onto • an. Dey k1l1-

e4 about thlrt1. Next morning U8 bo,._ went over 'here u4 

what .e saw d1dn't suit me none. Some ot de cullud man help­

ed to bury ,_. 

"We bad lots a good times 1n d_ clays. U. boys play­

marbles and ball. aa4 other games like bol's will. On Batur­

daya tram tlve to nine we all had ott--don we'd oongregate-­

and baYe singing and duo1uS. At Chri .... s and suoh day. 
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we'd have a big time. \Vhen dey's a wadding miSSUB always 

dressed 'am and fixed 'em up. I reo'leot one time missu8 -

sold my mother and four children but it "l8.sn't no trade. 

De woman' s name was .Mrs. Sheppard and she was a DSIIY old 

old woman. She come into my mother's cabin and grabbed 

her and told her she going to take her home. Mother jes' 

pushed her out de door and said she wouldn't go--and she 

told mis8US she wouldn t t go--so dey had to oall 1 t ott--

it was no trade." 

(Smoky Eulanberg liTes about three blocks northwest 

of the Oourthouse in 1ackaon. The house vms all nice and 

clean, his sheets and pillows all snowy ,¥bite and freshly 

ironed. He has been bed-tast for a long time. Hi. wite 

1s an In'ere.'ing person, but ahe remembers lloth1D.g ot 

slaTe day-a.) 

(Written trom F. C. in S1keston District.) 
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WED FOR ECONOMIC REASONS 

Although 94 years of living have diYr,r.Jed her eyes a bit and the 

burdens she's packed through the years have bent her wiry frame Ann 

Ulrich Evans, a former slave, is still able to carryon. She lives 

in a rear ap~rtment of the SlUE district at 1405 North Eighth street 

with her daughter, Eliza Grant. 

Ann declares she's had eleven children of her own and that from 

them have sprung so many grand children and great grand children that 

she's enti~ely lost count of them. The story of the incidents that 

have filled her life but have still left her able to love w~nkind and 

smile follows substantially in her OVnl words~ 

"1 WaS born March 10, 1843 on Dolphin Street, Mobile, .Alabama. 

My mother's name was Charlotte Ulrich and my father' 8 was Peter Pedro 

Ulrich. I am the mother of 11 children and we has over 100 grand-

children. Dere is so many great grandchildren and great great grand-

children we jes' quit countin' when we comes to demo I has four gen-

eratlons, and dey give me a party three years ago, and 80 many of my 

off spring come der wasn't any room for half of 'em and even dat was 

not de taginning of de lot of 'ern. I got a gang of 'em I never dfd 

113 



MISSOURI 
ST. LOUIS 
EX-SLAVE STORIES 
_LJ4"N UL.."TtICH Jl."'VANS Page 2. 

see, and never will see, I don't reckon. Dey just write and tell us 

dey got 'em. 

"My father was ovmed by a rich old boss named Captain Bullmay. 

He owned a raft of boats, and my father was a cook on one of dam boats. 

M~ only raised two of her children. De Ulriches sold ~e when I was 

a girl to Dr. Odem in de same county, and I worked in his field, spun 

thread to make cloth, pulled fodder, put de spinning in, and after 

a while, I don't know llow long, he swapped me off for two boys. My 

new ovv.ner ~~s Gilbert Faulkner. He was a railroad section man. I 

worked in de field for him until we was sot free. I had some good 

times and some bad times both. De man I married worked on the rail-

road for him. His name was Moses Evans. Dat was in Helena, Arkansas. 

My husband's been dead more dan 30 years now. I got four daughters and 

three sons living and a host of grand and great grand, and great great 

grandchildren living. Since my husband died, I just live from one child 

to the other and some time de grandchildren takes care of me, I havn't 

done no kind of work since my children got big.enough to work. Dey been 

pretty good to me all my days. 

"Bout a year ago de government done started giving me a pension, 

$11 a month. It helps some, but don't very much, every things so high, 

honey. When freedom come I asked my old owner to please let me stay 

: ... , 
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on Wid dem, I didn't have no Vlhar to go no how. So he just up and 

said 'Ann, you can stay here if you ¥rent to, but I ain't goin to give 

~rou nothing but your victuals and clothes enough to cover your hide, 

-not a penny in money, do no nigger get from me.' So I up and said, 

'why boss, dey tells me dat since freedom we git a little change', and 

he cursed me to all de low· names he could think of and drove me out 

like a dog. I didn't knOV! what to do, or where to go, so I sauntered 

off to a nearby pla.ntation where a colored slave kept house for her 

bachelor slave ovnaer and she let me stay with her, and her boss drove 

me off after two days, because I kept company with a nig{er who worked 

for a man he didn't like. I was barefooted,.so I asked Moses Evans, to 

please buy me some shoes, my feet was so sore and I didn't have no money 

nqr no home neither. So he said for me to wait till Saturday night and 

he'd buy me some shoes. Sure 'nough when Saturday night come, he buyed 

me some shoes, and handkerchiefs .and a pretty string of beads and €;ot 

an old man neighbor named Rochel to let me stay at his house. Den in 

a few weeks me and him got married, and I was mighty glad to marry him 

to git a place to stay. Yes I was. 'Cause I had said, hard times as 

I was having if I seed a man walking with two sticks and he wanted me 

for a wife I'd marry him to gi t a place to stay. Yes t did and I 

meant just date In all my born days I never knowed of a white man 

giving a black man noth~pg, no I ain't. 
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"Now child, let me tell you right here, I was always a heap more 

scared of dem Ku Klux dan I vres of anything else. 'Cause de war was to 

help my folks. But dem old Ku Klux never did mean us no good. Honey, 

I used to make pallets on de floor after de war for my children, my-

self and husband to sleep on, 'cause dam Ku Klux just come all around 

our house at night time and shoot in de doors and windows. Dey never 

bothered nobody in de day time. Den SOIlle time dey come on in de house, 

tear up everything on de place, claim dey was looking for somebody, and 

tell us day hungry 'cause dey ain't had nothin' to eat since de battle 

of Shiloh. Maybe twenty of 'em at a time make us cook up everything we 

got, and dey had false pockets made in dere shirt, and take up de Skillet 

with de meat and hot grease piping hot and pour it every bit down de 

front of dem shirts inside de false pockets and drop de hot bread right 

down dere, behind de meat and go on. 

"One night dey come to our house after my husband to kill htm, and 

my husband had a dream dey's coming to kill him. So he had a lot of 

colored men friends to be at our house with guns dat night and time dey 

seed dam Ku Klux coming over de hill, dey started shooting just up in 

de air and about, and dam Ku Klux never did bother our house no more. 

I sure glad of date I'se so tired of dam devils. If it nadn't bean 

for dat day would have killed everyone of us dat night. I don't know 
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how come dey was so mean to us colored folks. We never did do nothing 

to demo 

"Dey go to some of dem niggers' house, and dey run up de chImney 

corner to hide and dem low down pounds shoot 'em and kill 'em in de 

chimney hole. Dey was terrible. Den de next bad thing happened to us 

poor niggers after de war was dis. De white folks would pay niggers to 
... ,. 

lie to de rest of us n~ggers to git der farming done for nothing. He'd 

tell us come on and go with me, a man wants a gang of niggers to do some 

work and he pay you like money growing on trees. Well we ain't had no 

money and ain't use to none, so we glad to hear dat ·good news. We just 

up and bundle up and go with this lying nigger. Dey carried us by de 

droves to different parts of Alabama, Arkansas and Missouri. After we 

got to dese places, dey put us all to work allright on dam great big. 

farms. We all light in and work like old horses, thinking now we making 

moneyahd going to git some of it, but we never did git a cent. We never 

did gi t out of debt. We always gi t tl}.rough with fine big crops and owed 

de white man more dan we did when we started de crop, and got to stay to 

pay de debt. It was awfuL Allover was lUte:.:dat. Dam lying niggers 

caused all date Yes dey did. 

"I don't know what to think of this younger generation. 'Pears to 

'" 
me like dey jest ain't no good. Dey is too trifling. I often times tell 
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'em dere chances today side of mine in my day. Dey jest say dey wouldn't 

take what I been through. 

"But dey is just a hopeless lot, just plain no good. All j can 

say is as you say, some is some good but so few 'ginst de masses, take 

so long to find 'em, I just don't bother 'bout trying to hunt 'em out. 

"I voted once in my life, but dat's been so long ago I don't 'm.em-

ber who it vms for, or where I was living at de time, I never ha.d no 

friends in politics to my knowing. All I 'member dey told me to put a 

cross under de elephant, and I did date I don't know nothin' more 'bout 

it dan date Don't know what it meant or nothing. After all I been 

through, honest chile, I love everybody in de world, dose dat mistreat 

me and dose dat didn't. I don't hold nothing in my heart 'ginst nobody, 

no I don't. God going to righten each wrong some day, so I'se going to 

wait with love in my heart till dat day come. Den I speck I will feel 

plenty sorry, for what's going to happen to dem dat mistreated me and 

my people and all other helpless folks. 'Cause I seen white folks in 

my day, have 'bout as tough tirre in a way as black folks, a.'1d right now 

some of tern fairing just 'bout like me. 

"I 'm~ber how de old slaves use to be workin' in de field Singing 

'Am I born to die, And Lay Dis Body Down.' And dey sing, Dark was de 

night and cold de ground, on whieh my 10rd was laid, Great drops of 
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blood lil:e sweat run down, in agony He prayed. Another song was 'Way 

over in de promised land my Lord calls me and I must go'. And 'On 

Jordan's Stormy Banks I stand, and cast a wishful eye. To Canaan's 

fair and happy land, where my possessions lie. All o'er those Wide 

extended plains, Shines one eternal day; There God, the son forever 

reigns, And scatters night away, No chilling winds, nor poisfnous 

breath, Can reach that healthful shore; Sickness and sorrow, pain and 

death, iue felt and fea.red no more. When shall I reach that happy 

place, And be forever blest? When shall I see my father's face, And 

,in his bosom rest?" I am Bound for the Promised Land.' 

"I am a member of the Sanctified Church. I was a Baptist for. 

years ." 
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Folklore. 120 
INTERVIEJJ .iITH JAw.;::> GOINGS 

(3X-SLAVE) 

}'eresa Cannon wuz m,y mammy. She belonged to old Dr. Cannon, of Jackson; when I 

was born. Tom GOings wuz my Daddy~ He lived on a near-by plantation. Mrs. Dunn bought 

my melllmy and me. Den' Massa' Lige Hill got us fum her. I growed up out der nea.r 'Nhi te-

water. Dey ~z 'bout twenty slaves 011 de place, 'en we wuz a~l living pretty good--

plenty to eat, an' clothes enu!'. Dey wuzn't no school out d_~re, an' I didden know nothin' 

'bout readin' 'bout writ in' --mostly, I j es' done 'chorea' carrin' in de~wood 'en water 

en' sech like. 

I wuz 'bout ten YBars old wen de war wuz over, so I 'members well-nuf. rrhey wuz 

a battle over at 71hiteyater, I didden see it, but I heard de shooting and seed some 0' 

de wounded men. De Southern soldiers had been round de pl~.ce for 'boyt a. week. 'Massa' 

had a ::.,rist mill' en he had lots 0' corn. Dey wuz takin' our corn en' grindin' it for 

dey own use. Dey wuz killin' our hogs, an' halpin' der selves to whut we had. Den word 

came dat de 'Yankees' wuz comin'. 'Old George' wa~ sent to take de horses to de woods 
---

i .. :I~' , 

'en hide 'em. Back in de woods he rrat two neighbor boys, 'Willis', 'en Columbus Bain', ~ 

en' dey showed him where to hide de hosses, an' de sojers never did fin' 'em. Our young 

'Massa Billie' 'en de two 'Bain' boys got away--but de 'Yanks' druv de army clear to 

Bloomfield 'en furder. 

De dead wuz laying all long de road an' dey stayed dere,too. In dem days it wuzn,t 

nuthin' to fin' a dead man in de woods. De~yankees' took ~d Massa' 'en all de udder 
i 

men in to Cape Girardeau t en made 'um help build de forts. 

'He often seed aojers on de roads, but dey didden bother us much, but de bushwackera ~ 

.--

'de wuz bad. One day, Bill Noeman 'en his step-mother;fum 'Nhite""water Station, cum up t.'::::·; 
'-' 1; 

to our plac e • She had on s. print dress 'an a. sunbonnet, ten dat wuz all she had left in C 
de world. Dey had burned up everything for 'um--dey house, dey grist mill--everything. 

lltt eumtimea de sojers got de ~shwackers-~Dere wz one fella named 'Bole.n' dey got him 

. 'en tuck him to de Cape. Dere dey hung him on a high gate-post, j est outside t er town • 

'mammy', Teresa Cannon lived here in dis house wid us for a long time. She died 

ago at· de ageaf one hundred ' en fifteen." 

;.;. 
( 
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My full name wuz Rachal Exelina Mayberry (Mabrey) an' my mammy's name was Cynthy 

Jane Logan. You see 1 carried de name Mayberry cause ~at wuz my masta's name. 

Josiah £,ayberry. My mammy carried de name Logan • cause dat wuz de famly she belonged 

Masta' bought her down in Buckskull, Arkansas. Masta had three sons, Dosh, his 

e wuz Hoberta, Alf his wife wuz Y~lissa and Byrd, his wife wuz Gully. In dem days we 

I em all by dere first name •. We honored de ole Masta', but de younger folks, we 

call Masta l Dosh, or Masta' Byrd--or MissUB Gully. It "uz jes Dosh, Byrd or Cully, 

didden' know de ole MisBUS. Dey tole me she went cra.zy and kilt herself shortly after 

she though I was w'Lite. We wuz de only slave famly Masta' had en 

We all liked him, all 0' us but Vynthy, dat's my ~mny I allus called 

Cynthy t ill after de war wuz ovar. Cynthy always called him. "Ole Damn"8-she hated 

I cause he brought her fum Arkansas and left her twins an dey poppy down dare. Cynthy's 

was a full Cherrokee. She wuz alwys mad and had a mean look in her eye. When she 

her Indian up de white folks let her alone. She usta run off to de woods till she 

One time she tuk me and went to de woods an' it. was nigh a month fore dey 

wuz nigh dead. Dey kept me at de white folks house till I got strong'" 

Only one time ;.'J..S.sta' whip me. We made lots 0' molasses on our place. O;,! lots of 

IllOlasses en' dey wuz allus some barrels standin' u:p~right wid bungs in close to de bottom 
-' -~ 

80 de'lass6s run out. One day I seed one 0' de men fix him Bome sweetened tobaccy. tie 

". 
his tobaccy in a box ahout so big, en he push de bung des .way, en dat way--den down, 

it j es loose enough so de 'lasses trickle out over his tobaccy. I 

chad him an thought I'd fix me some, too. I got my box fixed en' I pushed at de bung, 

I pushed dis way, en d at way like. I seed him do when all at once dat bung flew out en' 

lasses flew ull over de place. De barrel ' ..... as full en' it cum out so fast I couldn'·t 

de bung back in. I tried till I wuz wadin' lasses to my kn~es. Den I run call' 

, ~d tell him a bung dun bust out. He say how you .j 0 dat? I tell him I jes kn,ock 

I 'en it flew out. 'Den he seed my box and be kDOWed how I done it. Den he laid me 

foot en my haid. He took his switch, ,and he gave me one go~d 
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cut. Den he kept beatin on de floor. I guess dat wuz to make de others think he wuz 

giving me a big beat in t • But I didden want that big foot on my haid no more. I De bi e 

~. 

bouse stood facing de road. It wuz built like lots 0' houses wuz in dem days , de kitchen 

and dinin I room on one side. Masta I s room on de udder with a big open hallway between. 

Across de front was a big porch. We called it a gallery. Across de road, back a piece 

mys wuz our cabin. ~ynthy did all de cookin, an she wuz a good cook. We allus had 
e • 

plenty good things to eat. De white folks would sit dovm en eat, enwhen dey's through ,vet d 

sit down at de same table. I members de first .s hoes I ever had. One of de men had got 

em fo' his little girl, en' dey was too small. So he giv' 'em to my step-daddy for me. 

Dey uz too big but I wore em en wuz prou46f em. They wuz so big fo' me, they went dis 

way en' dat way en' den de heels went al,:lcrooked. I wore t em till bout de time de first 

snow came den I guess I though I'd wore 'em long enuf an' I throwed em away. My step 

daddyvhil)ped me for dat and made me wear 'em all winter. 

I must a been b out eight year old when de war start. Fust I knoVied, one day Masta 

said to me. "Child go out to de gate an see if anyone comin. /I I went to de gate like 

he tole me an' dere was men comin down de road. Whew! I never seed so many men in all 

my life. I -vent back en' tole him. He didden' say nuthint but lit out the back way 

across the fields an we didden see him again fot some time. 

After that we saw lots 0 1 sojers--dey'd stop at our place but dey never bother 

nuthin. Masta told us allus to have plenty cookint an bakin' ready when de sojers came. 

Cynthy'd have de kitchen cupboard piled full ot lightbread and cakes and pies--some-

time deyt s Rebel soj era an sometimes dey's Riplblicans--We called de Northert1s Republicans • 

. Ie cud allus tell 'em. 'rhe Rebels wore brown coats and the Northerners wore blue suits 

wid {'retty gold pieces on dey shoulders. M~: but dey wuz pretty. 

Masta t ud come home once en awhile --an den one day he come home.-l can see him 

yet asittin by de kitchen 'fst.o.ve. De stove sat back in de big fireplace far enu! so de 

de flue but not too far so you could look in de oven. Dere sat de Masta 
1\ 
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"'" likle he had sumthin' to teQl mammy but was skeered to. 

jes fount a hen's nest an' wuz runnin'in to tell her. 
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She had her mad up that 

I hollered 11 Cynthy , Cynthy·1--

put up his hand en say, slow like--"&top chile~ you mustin' call her iJynthy no 

The "liar is over and you no more slaves. Now you must call her mammy". But dat 

difference it made--we kep' on livin dere just.de same, till Masta' died two year 

war. 

day a mule kicked Rim on de laig what wuz hurt in de war. It got so ba.d de 

couldn' do nuthin for it. Masta' wud holler wij pain--It wuz in de fall of de ~r. 

in and sed, "Masta' you know dat big yellow apple tree? It's bloomin again, 

little green apples on it.1t He looked at me an aez-'Chile, youre lyin". 

Masta I aint." He say "If your lyin' to me, I'll get up and lick you again", 

I runs and gets him a branch wid flowers on, and little green apples, an when he Bees 

, he cries. He knows he's gonna die bause de tree is bloomin out of season. But I Jidden 

I says "'Masta' if dem ap:,les gi ts ripe, we'll have good eatins t 'cause de big 

wen dey fall, dey bust wide open. it 

en if I'd a know'd what I know now I could have saved him. I'd a took 

leaves en boiled em to make a tea--dan I'd a poured dat in de sore en it ud 

musta 
Masta', had hundreds a acres--cause he give each o' his boys a big farm-en dey was 

dotter Caroline, by his fust wife--I forgit bout her--he give her a farm, too--D,s 

down in Stoddard County, near Advance. Shortly after dat Dosh died, en de rest sold 

en I went to Tex.as. 

We seed Masta' lots a times after he died. I sez it wuz Masta' cause it looked like 

One day I was standin lookin·thru- de bars 0' de gate wen I seen out in de road de 

dog I ever seed in all my life. He wuz standin' dar lookin' at me. I seys to my 

_ri~n.~~, "Look! he's got thick sandy red hair like Masta's, en he's got a nose like 

, en he's got eyes' like Masta's, an heeho' do like like Masta'--Den I run back 

-, 
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o de gallery where de a dder folks is. Dat dog stan' dere lookin at us, de big brush 

124 I 

a wavin', den he reach thru de gate wid one paw, en onlatch it, and walked 

J.hs gate went shut agin but it did:len make no noise. Den he cum up de walk en 

de gallery in front of us. He jump over de side fence, en run across Ie 

, en go inter de woods. We know'd it wuz Masta', jes cum to look aroun, en it git 

noon, jes when Masta' always cum in fo' dinner. We ain't 

him cum outer de grave yard, but he always com frwm dat way. En one day I wuz 

de doorway of our cabin an I looked across to de bi8 house, and dere sat V~sta' 
. 

big chair on de gallery. I c()led Mammy en she says--nlf yours lyin', I'll 

But she cum en look, en she seed him too, he had his white shirt-sleeve rolled 

elbow and his red flannel undershff sleeve down to his wrist jas like he uster 

Der he sat en while we wus lookin he got up e~ walked off around the house. 

I members one evenin' bout dusk I wuz comm~hru de cotton patch, an' I run plum into 

along--Dat wuz durin' de war, en der he wuz crawlin' on his hands en knees. 

had de biggest hands I ever seed on a human, an his feet w asn' t ever touchin de groun'--

jes floppin' one over de udder, dis way. An his face!--I've seed false faces but 

de worst I ever s eed--dere wuz big red en white stripes all across his face. He 

looked at me like a dog rare on his haun2~s, and j es' dat w-ay he wuz taller 

I didden stop to look ag: in' hut I lit oat en run through dat cotton patch. 

I did ran. I jes' knocked dat cotton one way er nother--en dey d idden 

me for it when I tole em bout it nuther. Nex' mornin' we went down der to look, 

de tracks where his knees had made-thru de cotton fatch,cross the road, en enter 

But no body else never did see him. I often studied, wuz he natchal, or jas a 

brother wuz horned, I members dat day. Mammy and I wuz working' out in 

She wuz covsrin corn, an she j es had bout three or four more rows to eaver r 

de house •. Dey wuz jes one room en she tried to made de udder children go 

But dey wouldn' go, so she ran Qu('side in de chimney cO~ller, an soon dey heard 
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a baby holler. Dey c ailed me to (; um quick cause Uammy found a baby. by de ~ng ho.us~ 

stood a ole tree--en 1. seed it had blown down an in de branches was a big nest an de nest 

IUZ empty. 1 sez -"Rite dere's where mammy found her baby--rite outer dat nest". Dey sex, 

"No suh: She done found it in de chirnify corner, QIlse we heard it dere." No, mammy d:idlen 

need nobody to help tend to her. Aunt Hannah Erwin was a doctor woman. She could sure 

cure a woman if she had child-bed fever--but my mammy didden need her. If 

Rachal Goings,l~s at end of Bodean Lane adjoining ~ommunity Gardens, Gape G~rardeau, Mis-

souri, no street number. 
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"Sweet are the us'es of Advers i ty , 

"Which like a toad, ugly and venomous, 

"Wears yet a Jewel in its head." 

Page 1. 

------------Shakespeare. 

********** 

STILL CARRIES SCARS FROM LAS~ 

Childhood and girlhood memories are vivid to Sarah Frances 

Sb.,EliIT g~Elv~s, an 8? year old Negro woman whose indomitable cou.r-

age and steadfast purpose overcame obstacles and made possible 

the ownership of the 120 acre farm near Skidmore, on R.F.D. #4, 

where she lives with her bachelor son, Arza Alexander Graves. 

The frame house which is their home, though small, is com-

fortabla. It is surrounded by a neatly kept yard, with flower 

beds and a cement walk which leads from the gate to the front 

door. 

• The visit had been arranged by telephone, and as the inter-

viewer neared the home, Aunt Sally could be seen standing, on the 

front porch, eagerly watching and waiting~ A "close up" showed 

that her inmaculately waShed, stiffly starched, print dress and 
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apron were unwrinkled. Evidently she had stood up ever since she 

had put them on. 

Her white hair was combed back off her fore-head, and held 

in place by side combs. Although age has lined her hands, and put 

deep furrows in her brown cheeks, her unquench~ble will to over-

come handicaps has held her body erect and shoulders undrooped. 

In spite of her years, most of which were spent in gruelling la-

bor, she is rugged and healthy, and meets the world with a smile 

and ready sympathetic laughter. 

She was eager to begin her story, and led the ~~y into the 

house, where at once the u~~stakable signs of good housekeeping, 
tv-"~-v 

cleanliness and tasteful arrangement aPe apparent. The home, 

though small, is moderately and comfortably furnished. They also 

enjoy the conveniences and accommodations of the rural telephone, 

a radio and a daily newspaper. 

Her life story is one of contrasts; contrasts of thought; 

contrasts of culture, beneficial inventions and suffrage. Not 

far from her home the glistening streamlined Zephyr speeds on 

twin rails beside the Missouri River, near the route of the slow-

moving, creaking wagons on the ox-road of the 1850 1 s. 
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~ name is Sarah Frances Shaw Graves, or Aunt Sally as 

everybody calls me. Yes'm that's a lot of name an' I come by 

it like this. 1Iy husband was owned by a man named Graves, and 

I was owned by a man named Shaw, so when we was freed we took 

the surnames of our masters. 

"I ¥'IlaS born J)i!arch 23. 1850 in Kentucky, somewhere near 

Louisville. I 8.1!l goin' on 88 years right now. (19.37). I was 

brought to Mtssouri when I was six months old, along with my 

mama, who was a slave owned by a man named Shaw. who had allot-

ted her to a man named Jimmie Graves, who came to Missouri to 

live with his daughter Emily Graves Crowdes. I always lived 

wi th Emily Crowdes." 

The matter of allotment was confusing to the interviewer and 

Aunt Sally endeavored to explain. 

"Yes'm. Allotted? Yes'm. I'm goin' to explain that," she 

replied. "You see there vms slave traders in those days, jest 

like you got horse and mule an' auto traders now. They bought 

and sold slaves and hired 'em out. Yes'm,rented 'em out. Allot-

ted means soroethin' like hired out. But the slave never got no 

wages..That all went to the master. The man they was allotted 
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to paid the master." 

Page 4. 

"I never was sold. My mama was sold only once, but she w~s 

hired out many times. Yes'm when a slave was allotted, sombody 

made a down payment and gave a mortgage for ·the. rest. A chattel 

mortgage. " 

A down paYmentt! 

"Times don't change, just the merchandise. 

"Allotments n::a.de a lot of grief for the slaves", Aunt Sally 

asserted. "We left my papa in Kentucky, 'cause he was allotted 

to another man. My papa never knew where my Inama went, a.n' my 

mama never knew where papa went." Aunt Sally paused s. moment, 

then went on bitterly. "They never wanted mama. to know, t cause 

they knowed she would never marry so long she knew where he was. 

Our master wanted. her to marry again and raise more children to 

be slaves. They never wanted mama to know where papa was, an' 

she never did", sighed Aunt Sally." 

Only those who have lost their mate, and never know the 

end of the tale, can understand such heart anguish. 

~ said she would never marry again to have children," 
J'~' 

continued Aunt Sally, "so she married my step-father, Trattle 

;Barber, tc~us,e he was sick ant could never be a father. He was 
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so sick he could.n't work, so me and mama had to work hard. We 

lived in a kitchen, a room in a log house joined on to the ma~-

teres house. My ma..'11S. worked in the field, even \Ilhen I was a lit-

tIe baby. She would lay me dm'm on a pallet near the fence while 

she plowed the corn or worked in the field. 

"Stepfather and mama often tended their own tobacco and grain 

in the moonlight. This they could sell and have the money. We 

could go to chUrch which was held in the school house. Sometimes 

they let us play with the other children after the noon dishes 

were washed and there wasn't anything else to do. 

"There was most always something to do.· Master never allow-

eo.. nobody to be idle. iVIorea worked in the house and the fields 

too. At night after she come home from the field, she had to 

grate corn for the family next day. We didn't hl3.ve mapy grist 

mills them days, an' we would punch holes in a piece of tin, and 

rub the ear of corn across it and make meal for our use. 

"Nowadays, when you all want a nice wool dress, all you got 

to do is go to the store and get it", Aunt Sally commented, when 

asked to tell about their clothing. 

"When I was gronn' up an' wanted a nice wool dress, we 

would shear the sheep, wash the wool, card it, 'spin it and weave 
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it. If we wanted it striped, we used two threads. We would 

color one by using herbs or barks. Sometimes we had it card-

ed at a ~ll, an' sometimes we carded it ourselves. But when 

we did it, the threads were short, which caused us to have to 

tie the thread often, makin' too many knots in'the dress. I 

have gathered the wool off the fences where it had been caught 

off the sheep, an t washed it, an fused it to make mi ttens • 

"Yes'm. I worked in the fields, and I worked hard too. 

Plant in ' and harvestin' in those days was rea.lly work. 'l'hey 

used oxen to break up the ground for corn, an' for plowin, it 

too. They hoed the corn with a hoe, and cut the stalks with a 

hoe and shocked t em. They cut the grain with the cradle and 

and bound it with their hands, and shocked it. They threshed 

the grain with a. hickory stick. Beating it out. 

"I carried water for the field hands. I've carried three 

big buckets of water from one field to another, from one place 

to another; one in each hand and one balanced on my hea.d. 

ifYes'm. Some masters was good an t some was bad. My mama's 

master whipped his slaves for pastime. My master was not so bad 

as -some was to their slaves. I've had many a whippint, some I 
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deserved, an' some I got for being blamed for doin' things the 

master's children did. y~ master whipped his slaves with a cat-

o-nine tails. He'd say to me, 'You ain't had a curry in , down 

for some time. Come hereltt' Then he whipped me with the cat. 

The cat was made of nine strips of leather faatened onto the end 

of a whip. Lots of times when he hit me, the cat left nine stripes 

of blood on my back. Yes ma'am." 

Aunt Sally brooded over the whipping memories, then under the 

influence of a brighter thought continued;-

"I belong to the African Methodist Episcopal Church, an' I 

ain't never cussed but once in my life, an' that was one time I 

nearly got two whipp1n~ $ for somethin' I didn't do. Some of mas-

ter's kin folks had a weddin', an' we walked to the church, an' 

somebody kicked dust on the bride's clothes, an' I got blamed but 

I ainlt never kicked it. The master's daughter Puss, she kicked 

it. Ole mistress she whipped me. Yes'm, she whipped me. It was 

the worst whippin' I ever got. The worst whippin' in my whole life, 

an' I still got the marks on my body. Yes'm. I got 'em yet. 

~en the master come home, he was goin' to whip me again, an' 

I got,mad,an'told him it was a lie, an' if Puss said I kicked 

dustoJl',the whi tefolks she was a llAMNEDLYINtJ)EVIL. He took the 

switch an'gavePuss a whippin' tor tellint a lie. Yes'm. That's' 
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the only time I ever cussed in my life. 

Page 8. 

"Yes'm, ant that's about all I knows about slavery and folks 

ways hereabouts. I can tell you about after we was freed. When 

we was freed all the money my mama had was 50 cents. I never went 

to school till after I was freed. I went two. v.ri,nters and a little 

more to school near Burlington Junction. I never went a full term 

, cause I had to work. 

"I knowed my husband all my life. He was brought here by 

that man Jimmie Graves, that mama was allotted to. My husband took 

that name. His full name was Joseph H. Graves. We had one child, 

. a boy. His name is Arza Alexander Graves. He lives here with me. 

Its our farm. 

"I have lived on this place ever since I was married. ':rhat 

was in the same year that Burlington Junction was started. We first 

bought 40 acres for $10.00, then two years later we bought the back 

80 acres for $15.00. Things is changed. 'Ie work1nt for ourself now, 

ant what we get is our'n, an' no more whippin's. I worked in the 

fields and helped pay for this land. I belong to the African Metho-

dist Episcopal Church in Maryville." 

The day her family was freed, they had 50 cents. Today these 

children of a transplanted race, once enslaved, have tbrough years 
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of steadfast courage overcome the handicap of race and poverty. They 

threshed grain wi th a hickory stick, and made their corn meal_by grat-

ing the ears across a strip of tin with holes punched in it. 

With all her handicaps, this Negro woman has lived to an honora-

ble old age, is self-supporting and has the respect of her neighbors. 

All this she has accomplished despite the fact she was once a chattel 

and was frequently "curried down" with a "cat-to-nine tails." 
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SLAVE .AND NEGRO LORE 135 

Sarah Frances Shaw Graves (Aunt Sally) whose address i. R.F. Df4 Skidmore, 

Missouri is eighty-seven years of age. She lives with her baehelor son on their 

one-hundred-twenty acre farm. The home though small is moderately furnished and 

she enjoys the comforts of the rural telephone and radio and daily newspapers in 

her home. The house is surrounded by a nice yard containing many flowers and is 

enclosed with an iron fence, a cement walk leading from the front gate to the house. 

Aunt Sally had been informed that the reporte*' was intending to ca.ll on her 

the following day and she was eagerly awaiting the arrival of the visitor. The 

report er was greatly impressed by the arrangement and cleanliness of Aunt Sally's 

modest home. Aunt Sally was immaculately dressed in a stiffly starched print dress 

and a fresh .hite apron. Her white hair was combed straight back off her fore-

head and held back with side combs. She was in a very excited talkative mood,and 

talked fr eely, and laughed heart ily when the report er explained the purpose of the 

interview and asked the privilege of taking her picture. Actual int erview follows: 

".y n~ is Sarah Frances Shaw Graves or Aunt Sally as everybody calls me. 

I am eighty-seven (87) yeara old and I was born March 23, 1850 in Kentucky somewhere 

near Louisville. I was brought to Missouri when I was six months old with my Mamma 

who was a slave owned by a man named Shaw who had alotted her to a man named Jimmie 

Graves who came to Missouri to live with his daughter. Emily Gravres Bro.des. I 

always lived with Emily Crowdes. We left my Papa in Kentucly as he belonged to an-

other mr.. lay Papa never knew where my Mamma and me went and my Mama. a.nd ""'8 never 

knew where my Papa went. They never wa.nted Mama to know where my Papa. was because 

they knew Mama would never marI"J a~:;long. as ;'she,knew where he was. Our Master 

wanted Mama to marry again and r~1se more children for slave. but Mama said she 

would .never, pl8Xry a man and have children so she married my step-father, Trattle 

Barber, because she knew he had a disease and could not be a father. He was sick 

and not able to work: so me and llama had to work hard. Vie lived in a kitchen, a 

room' in a log house joined on to the J6ast ere house. All I knew about that part 

l; w".wha:t th~y told me. The Crowdes family who we came here with, settled near ~ 
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Possum Walk which is near the plaas that is now called Burlington Jet., Missouri. 

We were freed in '1863 but we heard so much about slavery coming back that we stayed 

with the Crowdes' two years longer or untill 1865 when we was sure that we was 

freed. When we was freed we took the same name as our Masters. We then lived about 

two miles north of them and worked for some of the neighbors who was poor and had 

children and we lived on Lowell Livengood's grandfather's plaae for about two years. 

Mama had fifty (50¢) cents coming to her and that is all the money we had. My 

jama. did a washing for that money for a lady and the Mistress told her that when the 

lady called tor her washing that the fifty cents belonged to us. This was after we 

Vias freed. I went to school near BUl"lington Jct., )(i~souri and my teachers name was 

Rachel Libbey. I 'llfent to school two winters a little ,while, I never went a .full 

term any time. I bad to work and when the busiest time was over I would go to 

school when I didn't work. I knew my husband all my lite. He was owned by this man 

Jimmie Fraves who I4ama was alotted to, but was brought here by the man he was alloted 

to, named Nicholas. MY husband·s full name was Joe H. Graves. We had one child, 

a boy, whose name is Arza Alexander Graves. I have lived on this ~lace I am on now 

every since I was married, that was the same year Burlington Jet., Missouri, started. 

We first bought forty (40) acres and paid twenty ($20.00) dollars for thet, then 

about two years later we bought the back eighty (80) acres and I think we paid fifteen 

($15.00) dollars for that. I worked in the fields and helped pay for this land. I 

belong to the African Methodist Episcopal Church in Maryville, Missouri. 

When I was growing up and wanted a nice wool dress we would shear the sheep, 

wash the wool, card it, spin it, and weave it. If.e wanted it striped we used two 

threads, we would color one by using herbs and barks. We sometimes had it" carded 

at a mill and' sometimes we carded it ourselves but when we did it the threads were 

short which caused us to have to tie the thread often making more knots in the dress. 

In plauting corn in them days they broke 'up the ground,one layed off the rows tone 

would go along and drop the corn or grain and if they .amed to plant beans in with 

the cor . would go along and, drop the seed. 
~~\:;;... none 
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They covered it over with a hoe and they cut the stalks with the hoe and stacked 

up the stalks. They way they raised the corn after it came up they took one horse 

and wer!t on each side of a row and in the middle of every row to .plow the corn. 

It took three rounds on every row to get it plowed. They used oxen sometimes to 

plOW and nearly always used oxen to plow up the ground. They cut the grain .ith 

the cradle and bound it with their hands and shocked it up. They thrashed the 

grain with a hickory stick by beating it out. Many times I have carried three big 

buckets of water from one plnce to another, one in each hand and one balanced on 

my head. My Master was not as bad as some Masters was to their slaves. One time 

when I had over worked my Master said, It You have not had a currying down for a long 

time, come over here, and he whipped mw with a cat-of-nine-tails. This cat was 

made of nine small pieces of leather fastened on to the end of the whip. Lots of 

times when they hit with the cat it left nine stripes of blood. Mama's Master whipped 

his slaves for past-time. I have got many whippings for being blamed for doing 

things the Master's children did and I was blamed for it. One time when a couple was 

married, me and other members of the family were walking down the road and I was very 

careful not to kick up any dirt and to be very nice to the couple but when we got 

howe one of the Master's daughters told that I was mean and tha.t I kicked up dirt 

~o that dust would get on the lady's dress and I got the worst whipping I ever got in 

my life by the Mistress and I still have the marks on my body, and when the Master 

came I was carrying the vitales from the kitchen to the dining room which was the 

. living and bed room and when I went in I tool the bread and when I came back he was 

standing in the door and he told. me what they told him about me: and I said I did not 

do it and If "Puss" said I did she is a "~mned lying devil" and he dropped the 

switch and went and talked to his daughter and gave her. a whipping for iBlling the 

untruth. That was the only tjUtl I ."er swore. In a few days the bride came over 

visiting and told them .they ha.d the sweetest little colored girl she was so lovely 

and kind. We were never allowed to be idle, always doing something and my work often 
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was choreing around to say I was doing something. I huve gathered the wool off the 

fences where it had been caught off the sheep,,~~~ wa~hed it and used it to make 

mittens. I never was sold and my Mama waB sold only once b~t she was hired out ~any 

times. tie slept on wha.t they called a bed, a tick filled with straw on the bed. 

My Mama t s Master had a child near my age and my Mama always left me at the house with 

the Mistress and I nursed the Mistress, Mrs. Crowdes, as well as her own child until 

one day the curtain, which was used as a partition around a bed oa.which I lay near, 

caught on fire and then my Mama. always took me to the field with her and would lay 

me on a pallet near the fence while she plowed the corn or worked in the field. step-

father ftncl Mama often tended to their own tobacco and grain in the moonlight which 

they could sell and have the money. One thing we could go to church which was held 

in the schoel house. Sometimes they would let me go out and play with the other 

children after the noon dishes were washed and there wasn't anything else to do then. 

I ()ften sewed strips of cloth togather to make carpet rags, there was always some-

thing to do. Mama worked in the field and in the house too. They nearly always 

kept a girl in the house. We did not have many mills and somet imes we could not 

get to the mill and we would punch holeS in a piece of tin a.nd rub the ear of corn 

across it to grate it for our use. Many times ~ma woulQ work in the field all day 

and in the evening she would grate enough corn for the family use the next day. 

The Masters had stores and you had to go to that store and get your needs and when 

the month was up you had nothing as it took all you earned to pay your bill." (A) 

Cunsultant: Sarah Frances Shaw Graves, R.F.D.#4. Skidmore, Missouri. 
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Sikeston, Missouri. Camste:t"~t ex-slave. 
Lives at'S.E. corner of 
Frederick and Bellevue 
streets, Cape Girardeau, 
Mo. 

My mammy wuz Celie Camster en my daddy wuz Jack McGuire. We lived out 

in Bollinger County an' belonged to ~~ssa George Camster. De white folks 

had a big house. made 0' logs, wid chinkins in 'tween en 'nen dobbed over. 

Us cullud folks had little cabins an' we had gooq. livin' dar. Ole 'l~assa 

a.l1' Missus Patsy wuz mj,ghty good to us. Eatints? Lawd we had everthin'--

not de mess we has to make out wid now. 

I fell to young'Missie Janie ant wuz her maid an' when Missie ;Tanie 

married lUsta Bradley I went with tam down to Charleston in Mississippi Coun ... 

ty. 
. 

Missle Janie an' her Mista Bradley rode in a buggy ant I sits behind. ' 

I seed de big ribber • Dar·wuz a boat on it. I aint \, I member de fust time 
... 

'-. nebber seed a boat befo' ant I says, "Ohl Miss Janie dat hQuse gonna sink." 

) She lat at me ant say dat:al::boat., Pore Miss Janie-dat Mista Bradley made 
: i' .. "'\ 

.... ... her believe he had a big plantation an lots 0 "money an when we gi ts dar 
\ 

.~' ~ 

i he wai-D,tt nuthlnt but a::,y!,rseer on de JoaMoore plaee..PoraMlssie Janie' 

. I she lIUz sopurty ant she' had 10tsa beaux-..she oQu,+aaf married rich but she 

..•• · •. f . ··t··.·.t.. d .. :,.\;e8 .. w-.. . e wrong one. . 

i; •• b.ad good times f'Qr$ we lef'de'oleplae •. ~t:(\)re Olei :1[a$sa died. • •. 
. ,: . 

usta·.iit·t<>g$t~er·1a'i'd.·'"e.t>eh:tD..$.··· Det.d· $8.1""1",$ s()nta .. ste:p.()ver ·.to'·dGud"!!' 

~'i' 
! (~..,( " ;i 

!' 

f"..l) , . 
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women ud put in a C]lilt an' some ud git to ·cookin t an' bakin M rom! de las::. 

S'-13 cakes we used to have! A.r]f den wen de quilt wuz finished an de eatin 

done dey'd clean out de roon an dance. Dam sho wuz gQod times .. But I 

v;rlembers de las t dance 1!J8 had. Ole Massa wuz sick. We's habbin' de dance 

~mi imnt Mary W'uz dar. She wuz a spiritualist woman-.. you knows whut a 

3;Jiritualis is, don' you? Well, everyb.ody wuz danein' ant habbin' a good 

time--Aunt Mary say. "Hush! I's canna as};: is Ole I,:asse canna eit well". 

]jen she say--"If Ole Massa Bonna die t ra;) three times f rI Den in a minni t 

cones a loud blara! blarnl blamt right across de house. Den we all cryan' 

[;0 home cause we k..l10WS Ole MassA's gonna die! 

Bout dat time my daddy die too an my marn.rny marry Levi V;i1son. He bc-

long to Nelson Zllls an' when Ole ~1assa Bl1is' s daught~r married Bev(-;rly 

i)arrot dey went to Texas an' tuk my step-daddy along. Cose he never 'spect-

ed to see rrry mammy again '311' he married a young woman· down dar. Atter de 

war) dey comes back up dar an' he seed my ma.rrrrny but she says t "Go T .. ray. I 

libbed wid you sebben year an' nebber had no !!!hillun by you. Now you got 

a young woman an' she got chillun. You stay with her. I won't bother you 

none." 

My mammy ailus stayed wid Ole Missus Patsy. Ole Tom Johnson. de nigger, 

trader tuk her two brothers an' sent urn to New Orleans. He usta libe in 

dat big house dat wuz war de postoffice is now, an' he usta keep de slaves 

he buy dar at he's house till he can send urn down de ribber on d.e boat. 

/ 
( One time a slave at a neighbor farm was workin' in de £:,ee1' an when 

) he comes in, in de ebenints he's wife wuz gone an' de cradle wuz emty. 
c,. ,~ r" He t s Massa done sold t em. 
~~<, ! 

De ole :man fell down on he's knees ant he begin 

~, t k I prayin' an he pray ant he holler "Ohl nobody know but Jesusl Nobody know 
£". \ 

l~ \ "'"({". ,. 
,'--l': 

~:~, 
.1~; "" 
.~~:,~. ''''~~>< 

.. 
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( but Jesust" An' he kept dat up a prayin' an a,l1ollerin like date His 

') ole Massa hear him, ant it made him feel bad. De ole darky keep on a 

( prayin' an a hollerin, "Nobody know but Jesus." Ole Massa keep on a hear-

i 
I int it, till atter awhile, he git right down der on de flo' wid de darky 
I 
i ant he' fess religion. 
\ 
"\ 

After Ole Massa George died, Ole Missus Patsy lP8.rr1ed Woodson Parrot 

and went to his place in Scott County. Dey had a nice big home dar an he 

were a good man. When he lay yin he wuz sick a long time an' dey wuz allus 

some lodge. men roun' him an my ~1L~ wuz skeered of de men. De nite he 

died, Ole Missus Patsy had been up wid him so much she wuz sleepin--an he 

callout, "Oh! Patsyt Oh! Patilt Oht Patsyt" three times jes lilee date 

:Mammy wuz skeered 0' dem men an she wouldn't go in an wake Ole Missus Pat-

sy-. Den ,ole. Massa Parrot say t "Ohl Patsy t lain t neb ber made a prayer in 

my life an' h~re I'se dyin." Ole Missus Patsy nebber' did forgive my DUU~ 

for not wakin t her till de day she died. 

Miss Janie allus had to live on rented places. Mista Bradley warn't 

smart an' he didn't have nuthin but,she staye~ with him an' done de best 

she could .. 

Jle seed lotsa sojers cum by durin' de war, but dey nebber bothered us 

much. . De Ku Kluxers cum roun' sometimes but mostly to see datdarkies stay 

whar ,dey belong. When de war wuz over I wanted to stey wit Missie Janie 

but my IIlB.IrllIlY cum an' got me. We worked f ora German family Ii vin on Jack-

son Hill. 

I cud a J)e~~ aspiritualiswoman if I'd had a.little education. I 

s.ee thingb\1 t I ne~b$:t' know t d whut dey mean.-lihen 

eb,"l.~f .·rO\1a~l;~S'$ •. ellnth,~ngs ... 
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co~es to see me. One 

comes to see me when 
I •• ~ 

l'se in trouble hut I ain't seen her now for a long tDne. 
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Mrs. Lou Griffin. a daughter of Minnie and William Gibson, is some­

thing over ninety years old. She does not know her exact age. She tells 

the writer she is one ot a family ot thirteen children and that her grand­

mother had twenty-one children. She lives with a great nephew it 2936 

Easton Avenue, St. Lou1s. She tells her story as follows: 

"People tells me not to tell nothing 'bout myself to tolks like you 

what asks me. cause you ain't going to give me noth1ng tor it nohow, but 

somebody somewhere pays you to gather up this stutf. So I's just gonna 

tell you dis much sister. SUre 'nough I was slave born. 'Fore I was big 

enough to do nothing us chillun used to run about in de woods while de 

old tolks was working on de plantation. We sit stole away by white folks 

What wasn't our owners and sold I reckon, nobody knowed where de chillun 

gone nor who got 'am. We know dis much, we didn't never see 'am any more. 

WWe just be out in de woods picking fruit and flowers. I know this 

though Sister, after while, de .ebels got a heap of us. I heard 'em say 

dey some ttmes get fifty dollars tor some of de black folks dey sold and 

some big healthy ones brought one-hundred dollars. Course I don't know 

how much money dey brought, I just know 'bout it. We use to go to de 

church house. If we suited de overseer he let us go. It we didn't we got 

lashed plenty. Dey lash you till you was torced to pray den dey whip you 

like anything tor prayin t • But God done stopped all that now. Dis heRb 
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old Abe Lincoln come through our town. I guess you done heard 'bout him, 

is you, honey? If you ain't, I'll tell you. He just come 'round to· see 

how de Rebs do de slaves. I gets so full thinkin' how de good ~wd fix 

it tor us. He come 'round when nobody's lookin' tor him. Bye and bye 

he says, fight tor your treedom in de Yankee army instead ot standing 

'round here being sold and treated like beasts. 

·Ole letf Davis was a Rebel and he rode a fine horse. Abe Lincoln 

come there, wid a mule. De slaves made up a sons 'bout how old Abe Lin-

coln got hold of leff Davis in de army and Abe Lincoln took and road leff 

Dav1s' big fine horse and leff Davis had to ride de mule. Abe Lincoln. 

was United States president and leff Davis was de fool. We often hear 

tell ot dam Yankees coming to our town a long time 'tore dey get there. 

We know when dey reached us, cause dey run dem Rebs way from there own 

place and take 'em themselves. I been all down in Arkansas, Louisiana •. 

Mississippi, North Carolina and everywhere, being hiked around by ds 

Valentines, dat's de ll8D1e of Jrq mother's owners and mine too, tor that. 

I 'haved so I didn't git licked like some more did, yes indeed I did. 

De bells would ring tor day, sissy. and we had to get up and start right 

in working, yes mem. I use to lOTe to see 'am drill dam soldiers. SUre 

did. I thaDk God it 1s allover now. I aintt going to tell you no more. 

Like to have you stay awhile, but if you work just oome back." 

An Interview with Mrs. Lou Griffin, 
Ex-Blave, 2935 Easton Avenue, 
St. Louis, Mlssour1. 
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NEVER SOLD HIS VOTE 

..... 

"I is 90 years old and was born right dere. in Whi ttenbur.g, 

Cape Girardeau County, Missouri, across de creek. We was stayin' 

wi th GreenVill~~n. ~'fy father was named Nathan and my mother 

was Mary. She died right after de war was over. My grandmother 

was born in West Virginia and I had three brothers and three sis-

ters. Dey is all dead but me. My. father drove an old ox team 

aroundderehauling coal ~ He fought in de' war and come back and 

went right to work and den bought him a farm back of Whittenburg 

and lived dere until he died. 

ftDe first work I dcne was on de farm. Den I worked at Mine 

la Motte, and Buck Eye. Was a tie inspector and also worked in 

de car shop at Madison, Illinois. On de farm I got $1 a day. In 

de mines r got $12 a week. In de car shop I made about 40 cents 

a hour •. I bought dis property here with my money and have been 

bn' it' .for 18 years. Igi va $450 for d~s property. I"ve paid 
',. ' 6' 

fl.! taiesfor eight or nine years arid now pay $5 a: year~ Demas-

te:r J:iadab1gfarm of two or . tllreehundred acres snd had four or 

SometimeS .·,tiIyfatn~~'woil.i'd taka· me dOlm "der$1n'de . 

:;Aft,~~;~'tatherfS firstwfre' 
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but had no trouble with de old folks. At Christmas time, man dey 

treated us with fun; eats of all kinds, dat you could pack home. 

"When de war was over we moved across de creek to ourselves 

and my father bought 25 or 30 acres. I felt like a new man wben 

de war was over. I stayed with my grandfather until I was 21 and 

got married in Perry County when I was 32. I had 4 children and 

dey is all dead. 1~ wife has been dead about 14 years. I've lived 

25 years in Fredericktown. De young Negroes ain't no account as 

compared to when I was a boy. De parents nowadays don't make dam 

work hard enough. Dey can sleep all day if dey want to. Some of 

de young Negroes around here work in de shoe factory. Some load 

ties. ~ 

"Once when I was a baby, IJ1..y sister was sitting by de. fire-

place rocking me and she fell asleep and let me fall in de fire-

place and I was burned on de hand. Four of my fingers was burned 

and have never come out straight. When I was a boy I did not know 

what a stove looked like. We had dese old corded beds. Dere used 

to be a lot of wild hogs around dere and dey would eat anything dey 

got hold of. Vie would put up ice from. de Mississippi River. It 

was over a foot thick. We wore home-made clothes and did not buy 

no clothes. We wore oopper-toed shoes called brogans. De first 

.time I voted was for Teddy Roosevelt. I been voting ever since. 

Lots ot dam have told me how to vote but I never sold my vote." 
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"Uncle" Fil Hancock 

The following interview, bristling with facts and vivid recol-

lections covering more than three quarters of a century was obtain-

ed recently by a worker employed by the Federal Writers' Project in 

Missouri from WOncle" Fil Ha~cockt eighty-six year old Negro, liv-

ing at Rolla, Missouri. The old man's story, ,told as nearly as pos-

sible in his own dialect runs thus: 

"I, Vias . porn 1851 t de 28th day of February. 11y granny come here 

with her mdssus-Hancock-- when dey brung de Cherokee Indian tribe 

here from middlin' Tennessee, de time dey moved de Missouri Indians 

back to Oklahoma, what dey called IndiB.J.'"l Terri tory way back 'bout 

135 or 140 years ago. Our old missus maiden name was Riggs. My 
,. --

old master was Scotch-Irish. A big, red faced man wid sandy h~ir. 

mostly baldheaded. Us little niggers was scairt of htm and run and 

hid when we see htm coming. He weren't 'lowed to whip us, 'cause he 

didn't own us. Our old missus had eleven of us and he had twenty-one 

niggers of his own. And our old mdssus wouldn't let hUn tech us. 

"We had to mind him though. But she done de whipping. My own 
.~. ". 

mammy whipped us good and proper--She used a razor strop, and shore 

poured it on us. She was puny and sick most all de time. Dey said 

she had consumption, now-days dey calls it T. B. But it was plain 
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old consumption in dam days. I 'member, she were so sick dat she 

were not able to hold us an' whip us, and she made one of us lit-

tle niggers push de other one up to her bed while she whippea" us. 

We took our turns in gittin' a whipping. Poor old mammy, she lov-

ed us and ~mnted us to do right. We never got a whipping 'ceptin' 

we needed it. Old granny, my IIIBJ:llD'.Iy's mother and old missus whipped 

us a little, an only wid buckbresh, jest a little 'roun' de ankles. 

All us little niggers was jest like stair-steps, one after de other. 

I got whipped plenty, but I needed it. 

~ 01' missus Hancock named me herself - called me Filmore 

Taylor Hancock, after two presidents who took der seats in 1850. 

01' Colonel Hancock was our master an' he vms de richest man in 

Greene County. Missouri. and owned more slaves than any man in Mi-

ssouri. His wife, old missus was born in 1804. My own granny on 

my manJlllY'S side was born in 1805. My granny was given to missus, 

as her own de day she was born. Coarse old missus was only a year 

old den. De~ was thirty-two of us slaves on our old missus place, 

and eleven of us sprung from old granny. 

jr- "We had five young missus. My young missus names were Winnie, 
(. 
) Elizabeth, Luncinda, Luella, and Tennessee. "Dey was so rich and 

1 
\. 
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,/'" 
. proud, dey wouldn't look at any body to marry. Only two of tem ever 

married. Dey was fine ladies, but dey shore had me plumb spilt. 

Some of dem whipped me three or four times, but I 'member ho~dey 

jes' breshed me a little roun' de legs, and turn away and laugh a 

little. I can see now I needed moretn I got. If I told a lie I 

got whipped for it, and old missus poured it on if we lied. 

"I and de other "two gals, my sisters and a brudder of mine--

well, when our mammy died, old missus took UR down to her house, 

away from our cabin, so she could look after us. Our old granny 

was de white folk's cook. She helped look after us. We got to eat 

what de white folk did. Up to de cabins where de other niggers was, 

had salt meat, cabbage, 'taters, and shortnin' bread three times a 

day. We all had plenty vegetables we raised ourselves. Every Sun-

day morain' our missus sent us up a big tray 'bout three feet long, 

made of sycamore--and it full of flour. Once a week we had hot bis-

cui ts. But me and Squire, my brudder and my sisses, Mary and Margot 

had it a little better, we had what our old missus had. I was ten 

years an' six months old when de war come up. 

"In '61, I see General Lyons, when he passed right by our house. 

All de Union sojers had to pass by our house time of de war. We liv-

ed on the main wagon road from Rolla to Springfield. Well Child, 
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Lordy me! dat's funny for me to tell you ~ow General Lyon look. It 

was a sight to see him with them 'purties! And we f:!.sked old missus 

what dat was, them 'Jlirties' he had on his shoulders. She says to us 

chillun: 'He is de general.All dem odder men got to mind him'. He 

was killed in dat battle of Wilson Creek. Dey kept him in an ice-

house in a spring, owned by a man named Phelps. He lived west of 

Springfi eld. Dey keep General Lyon tvvo weeks, 'fore they brung him 

down dis-a-way. Dey shipped him out of Rolla to Gonnecticut-- dat~s 

what I hear de 01 folks says. Dat man Phelps was our neighbor and 

later he got to be governor ot Missouri in 1876. Crittenden was first 

de Democratic governor in '73. 

"Old missus called us little darkies all up--a...'1d carried us down 

to de wagon, General Lyon's body was in, when dey was bringin' him 

back here. And we looked at him and asked what was' de matter. Old 

missus said 'He was killed'. He was packed in ice in de wagon and 

de wagon had four mules hitched to it. I wanted to know it he was 

de man who had dam tpua'tles' on his shoulders. She said 'Yes'. 

'" "I said, 'Did marse Bill and marse George and marse Jeff Hancock 

hep kill hirr.r.' She said: 'Yes'. 1rerse Bill, marse George an' marse 
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Jeff was my young bosses, my old master's sons. Old rnissus didn't 

seem glad or anything, jes' looked kiuo.a sad. We asked her would he 

ever fight again. .she said, 'No'. I won't ever forget how General 

Lyon looked. He rode a kinda gray-white horse when I first see him 

and looked so tall and proud like. 

"De rebels held Springfield from 1861 till 1862, when General 

Freemont come in and took it. Marmaduke and Price had de bigGest ar­

mies of de southerners, Freemont COLae sneaking in, wrapped his wagon 

wheels with old blankets so dey wouldn't hear him coming, and he had 

a body guard of three hundred. Marmaduke and Price was den in Spring­

field. Free~ont come 'bout daybreak, and started shooting de to~n up. 

He got de tovVll and held it. 

WMarmaduke and Price drifted 'round to de Southeast part of de 

state and went into Arkansas. Later dey had a three hour scrmmnage 

at Pea Ridge, Arkansas. Either 62 or 63, I kaint 'mamber much, I 

was too little and scairt to know. Being only ten or eleven years 

old. Dey was a man. named Finis McCrae, a rebel in de Marmaduke and 

Price Army, in de infantry. He took sick some place in Arkansas. 

Dey brung him to us, we being rebels, and keep him two weeks in our 

up-stairs, not letting anyone know he was dere. We kept him till he 
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got better and he went back into de army and fit some more. 

"I seen Marmaduke in person t when he was making his campaign 

for governor t down in Cuba, Missouri. All de Union sojers stopped 

at our house to get water. We had a runnin' stream that never did 

go dry. They filled their canteens there. All us chillun fussed 

'bout 'em takin' our milk and butter outen de spring-house. Old 

mJ.ssus keep all her milk and butter and cheese in dere to keep it 

cool. Yfuen de Union sojers come by our house to Rolla dey took so 

much of de water to fill dere canteens it nearly took our spring 

dry. Took every thing we had in de spring-house---milk, butter--­

everything. 

"I don't 'member how dey was dressed, but dey all had on sum­

pint blue. Uniforms I guess. Me and four more little darkies was 

one-half mile offen de big road when dey passed t and got scared and 

run bac};: to old missus house and hid in de old barn loft all dat 

night. Old missus asked us what we did for sumpin' to eat. We told 

her we bent de rye down in de field and rubbed de grain out wid our 

hands and eat dat. She took us to de house and give us sompin' to 

ea.t.. De sojers was still passing de house den. 
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"In time of de Civil War we wouldn't come down to Rolla, we went 

south to do our trading. We wasn't Union and Rolla was Union Head­

quarters. Old ~~ster was getting old den, he had been a colonel in 

some army or other way 'fore de Civil V/ar. 

"Lincoln issued "green backs" 'long 'bout '61 or '62, after Ste­

phen A. Douglps goes up to Washington and tell Lincoln, after he got 

de 'nomination dat if he didn't get Jeff Davis and some of de leaders 

and prosecute 'em, he was going to have vmr on his hands. Lincoln 

tells Douglas to go back and tell Jeff Davis to lay dem guns down, 

dat in 90 days he would flow dem so much a head for dere niggers. Dat 

ii' dey would free dam dey could be paid for so much a head, by taxa­

tion. But ~incoln told dem dey would all have to came back together 

again same as before like dey was. You see dese folks in de south had 

done got ~8,000.000, all dat ammunition and guns and things from ~ng­

land. Jeff Davis and dem l6~ders wouldn't give it up. 

"De first issue of greenbacks was ~1?5,000,000 and de next issue 

was $250.000,000. We had been told all dis and I ask old missus if she 

reckon we could whip dem 'blue bellied yankees'. I says: 'dey ain't 

got no money'. 

"We called de Union sojers--'Yankees' and our side was called de 
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Gray or de Rebels. It's 75 years, the 10th day of August, 1937, that /' 

General Lyon was killed. 

~ boss - Hancock was de biggest slave holder in Missouri when 

de war first come up. He settled four miles east of Springf~ield, Mi­

ssouri. He owned close to 1200 or 1500 acres of ground. b~om Spring­

field to Strafford - east. We had 375 acres in cultivation- corn, 

oats, wheat, rye, and clover was our main crops. 

ffMy daddy belonged to a man named Lou Langston. There is a rail­

road station named for this same Langston. What was known as the "Gulf 

Road". I took ~ mammy's white folk's name. They were as fine and 

good as anybody. The first child old missus had was a boy, Bill Han­

cock. The first child my old granny had (on my IIlBIllII1Y" s side) was a 

boy, named Joe. Old missus gave granny's boy Joe, to her boy Bill, 

as a slave. You see my old missus and my old granny was born a year 

apart demselves. 

"One time my old master Hancock, got mad at my uncle, who was a 

growed up nigger. Old marse wanted to whip him. He tried to make my 

uncle put his head twixt his (old marser's) knees. My uncle didn't 

offer to fight him, but twisted him roun' and roun' trying to get 
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his head out. He gave one twist dat throw-ed old marse down to de 

ground. My uncle jumped and run and jumped over de fence. My un­

cle did not belong to old marse but to his son, Bill. But old marse 

SUI'e got mad when my uncle run. ~o he sold him to a man named Dokes­

a nigger trader of dat neighborhood. Dokes bought niggers and sold 

dem on de block in Bt. Louis. When Dokes took my uncle away, one of 

our neighbors by de name of Fisher-- up near Strafford, gits on his 

horse and goes to Springfield and tells my young boes, Bill, dat old 

man Hancock had sold Joe and Jane. Jane belonged to Marse Hancock. 

Mister Fisher had only one colored man, and he told my young boss, 

Bill, dat if he would buy both them nigge~s back, dat he would buy 

Jane for his (Fisher's) colored man. He didn't have no wop~n for 

him. 

"Old Doke was on his way den to St. Louis with 'em. Bill and 

Fisher started out, rode and caught up with deam near what is now 

known as Knob View, Missouri. Vlhen dey come in sight of Dokes, Bill 

stopped and dropped back. Fisher goes up to de wagon, stopped Dokes 

and asked him what he wou~d take for Joe and Jane. They was settin' 

up in the wagon handcuffed together. I think it was a thousand dol-
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lars or fifteen hundred dollars he asked for both. Den Fisher beckoned 

to Bill Hancock to come on. Bill come up and paid Dokes what he asked. 

Dokes was to take 'em back, hisself, to dere own neighborhood. 

"When marse Bill rode up, my uncle said, 'Take these haiidcuffs off 

me'. Mr. Dokes took them off. My uncle jumped out of de wagon and run 

up to de big mule my young boss was settin' on, he reached up an' took 

Bill, his marster off dat mule so quick and lay him down on de ground. 

He commenced to love and kiss him on side of his head. He picked him 
l' 

up and sat marse BitIJI on his mule again and said, 'I know marse Bill 

wasn't goin' to let me be sold.' He takes him off his mule again and 

lay him down two times more and keep lovin' and kissin' him, he was 

dat happy. 

"But old marse Hancock, jes' wouldn't let Joe live on his place 

again, no more. He was dat mad. It made him so mad to think Joe bad 

turn him over when he had his legs twixt his knees. But young marse 

Bill took Joe to Springfield and hired htm out to a blacksmith by de 

name of Lehr. He got forty dollars a month for him. Joe stayed dere 

till de Civil War. Old master let Joe come to de house to see his 

mother, my old granny, once in a while, but never to live. 

"Old man Fisher bought de colored woman from marse Bill, for his 

colored man, and paid him as he could. Our white folks had plenty of 
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"I first come to Rolla in 1869 and stayed till 18'70. 'l'hen dere 

was only one brick house in Rolla, standln' Where the ~dwln long Ho­

tel now stands. Den I left and went to Cuba and stayed dere and at 

Salem til' 1882. I come back to Rolla when de Crandel House" was 

built, where de Rolla Hospital now is located. I started a barber 

shop here under the Crandel House basement. I have been here and at 

Salem ever since 1882, Rolla my headquarters. 

"If I can leave enough when I die, I v~nt to be buried at the 

Union Graveyard in Greene County, Missouri, where my mammy is buried. 

since three years before the Civil,iar. My daddy was buried there in 

1863. 

"When I was young, we didn't know nuthin' 'bout churches. Us 

kids never got to go no place 'less de old niggers took us. And dey 

wouldn't take us. De older ones had church out in ae brash, under de 

shade trees. 

"I kin 'member one of my cousins carryin' me pick-a-back, one 

time, thre~ miles to church. Dey only had church in de summer time, 

or meeting dey called it. It was allus in de woods. We dassen't be 

ketched wid a book to read or to try to be educated. Course every 

one wasn't treated dat-a-way. Sometimes de niggers would have danoinf, 
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if de bosses or masters gave dam passes. IDe passes read sump1n' like 
. .~ .'--

dis: 'Let my nigger file pass and repass to such and such a plaoe'. 
".~ . 

IF;"''''" 

"I 'm~ber once, my /$issus bougnt me a pair of hi€~ top red boots. 

Myt I was proud. In dem days, we went bare-foot most all y~ar round. 

But my missus tried to make us happy on Christmas. I put dam boots on 

and I pranced round and round jest to hear dem squeak •. I done thought 

dat was de purtiest noise I ever heard. I asked old missus, could I 

go to old Massyts house. He were our neighbor, bout half mile--but 

it were dark. Old missus said, 'Hain't you scared to go?' I say, 'not. 

I went up de road, my boots squeaking and squeaking. Didn tt have time 

to be scared--listenin' to dem boots. 

"Aunt Rachel, my own aunt, lived at Massy's house •. You see Masseys 

was dere name and dey was white folks but we say ~~ssy's house. I want-

ed my old aunt to see my new boots. When I got dere I called r:n:y aunt 

to come see my boots. She come and say, 'Hain't you scared to oome here 

all 'lone'. I say, tno'. I twisted and turn. round and round so she 

could hear 'em squeak. But when it come time to go home, I got plum' 

scared. Aunt Rachel had to take me. Sbe took me where I could see our 

house. My! How old missus laughed when she found I had to be brung 

home. She say, 'I told you, you be scared to 8&iiJS alone' • 

. .' 
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"In dam days no nigger got boots till he vvas big and able to 

work for 'em. I was old missus pet and she plum' spilt me. I al­

Ius got more'n de odder niggers got. Boys had cotton shirts and 

de gals had cotton dresses. 

/'~ "You know its a funny thing, de whi ta folks took everything 

from us niggers, even try to taka our old songs and have dem on de 
.J 

radio. We niggers say 'de white folks take everything,~is, dat, an' 

'tother, but what we got is jes' natural borned to us.' 

"I knocks a tamborine jest like de Georgia niggers played a 

tambourine, 'fore de Civil War. Dem Georgia minstrels was taken 

oval' to England to perfor.m 'fore de ~ueen-Victoria, way 'fore Civil 

War. Folks from "trey up East got t em and took 'em. Dey ain't many 

plays like dem no more." 

"Uncle" Fil, as he was familiarly known in Rolla, played for 

the Folk Festival in Rolla and received so much applause, •• had to 

be helped off the stage. He is exceedingly active. He plays the old 

tambourine, (he owned so many years) under and over his legs, behind 

his head, bouncing it and catching it, never losing the rhythm an in­

stant. 

He is tall and erect, and has a remarkable memory, especially for 

dates, name. and places. He loves children, and usually has a pocket 
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full of pennies for the babies. His home is a one-room hut (plain 

shed building) back of the Post Office on Ninth Street, Rolla, Mi­

ssouri. He lives alon. and has no living relatives. The people of 

Rolla aid him with gifts. 

Uncle "FiIts" favorite old spiritual is below. He says: "Dis 

song, I'm a tellint you, is de truf." 

..... 
DIS IS MY BURYIN' GROTIN' 

Ask my Lord for mercy, 
Good Lord, gimme religion, 
Good Lord, ginme me a heart to b'lieve, 
Dis is de bU~Jin' groun'. 
Amen, Hallelujah. Dis is de buryin' groun'. 

Tell your mother, 
Tell your father, 
Dis is de buryin' groun', 

. Tell all your neighbors. 
Tell all your neighbors chillun, 
Dis is de buryin' groun'. 

Uncle Fil says, "Niggers jest makes 03y own verses, jest nat-

urally comes to us, and we make our own rhyme as we go." 

One of the humorous songs, a favorite of his goes: 

You, by word, now all we go, 
In fact we spoke both high and low, 
In the house and out of doors, 
Ebening in the baby's nose. 
When I was young an' in my pr1ae, 
I'se a countin' courtin' them gals, 
Most all de time. 
Now I'm old and you will see, 
I'm not as young as I used to be. 
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Now when the elephant moves aroun' 
The music begins to play, 

Page 15. 

Oh, the boys aroun' dat monkey's cage 
I'd better keep away. 
Rock, the cradle John, 
Rock, the cradle John. 
Many a man is rockin' another man's son 
When he thinks he's rockin' his own. 
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Dave Harper,a former slave, had just tuned in on the base-

ball game when the interviewer arrived for he is an ardent~ardi-

nal fan and, although he was extremely courteous, he never missed 

a play in that game. He was not at all reticent about telling of 

his life though plainly curious to know the purpose of the inter-

view and just a bit skeptical as to its final use. Dave, who now 

li ves in Montgomery City, Mo., has been a gardener for years, al-

ways having the earliest and finest vegetables as well as supply-

ing others with plants for resetting. 

"I'll be glad to tell you anything I remember; Dave said in 

reply to the reCluest for something of his life story. ttBol. Harper 

was my masterl We lived northwest of town (l,Iontgomery C1 t Jr ). I 

was born in Montgomery County and lived dere all my life. Col. 

Harper had 25 or 30 slaves; dere was lots of money wrapped up in 

dem." 

Here Dave reflected for a moment and shook his head sadly at 

the amount of cash invested in humans and then continued. 

"He bought me when I was six years old. I was born eighty-

seven years. ago IlIil:I;tJanuary • down on Cle~Fork, southwest. of 

~nyt'&let n~)4ine91a, tbout half mile from capt. Callaway's grave. 
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No'm, it don't seen like dey could have found enough dirt dere to 

cover his body. It sure is rocky dare. Did you ever read Nat 

It says da t one of Capt. Callavmy' s =~en was bur-

ied down dere across de field.. 

"I've seen slaves go through Dfu!ville in droves like cattle. 

Dey was chained together and. dey walked 'eo to st. Louis to de nig-

ger yard. One mother give out. De ma .. l1 in charge ITlade her give her 

baby away, she couldn't carry it no further. SOLeone near Danville 

raised de baby. 

"1 irJaS sold when I was six years old to Clark 'i'ihi tesides' s 

father to nurse Clark. ~5y mother v:as sold davm on de l-.issouri River. 

I'll tell you 'bout date De Fords moved to Danville from Virginia. 

Dere VIas several brothers in together in de nipger business. Dey 

brought my rl10ther to wai t on !vlrs. Ford e.nd carry her her coffee. 

She married and had three children. De nie::ser tr~"ders from Virginia 

run an attachment to get possession of my mother. Den on de way 

back he took cholera and died. De case was in court vIhen de vJar 

come up. 1~. Bwn Sharp had de money, he died and dat ended it. I 

was sold by Thos. J. Powell t de sheriff. Mother was to be sold. 

Kit Talbot bid on her and.de baby. She cried so hard 'cause she 

wanted to live with me dat Dr. Sharp paid de bid and got her. I 

used to go to see her real often. 
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"We was fed just moderate. Dere was fifteen hands. When day 

come in at noon, dey ate from de big old kettle where de old colored 

woman had cooked de food. De next morning after he bought me, de 

boss carried me to de old 'V·roman and told her to take care of me. Dat 

morning de kettle vms full of spare ribs and de people fished dem 

out with sticks. I didn't see no knives or forks. When dey asked 

me why I didn't cet something to eat, I asked 'bout dem and a table 

where I could eat. De overseer just cried. 

"De old lady took care of de children while de mothers workE:',ld. 

De oldest one never went to de field. She just looked after de lit-

tIe ones. One overseer was colored. He was an lli~cle of 'Big Nig' 

dat works at de hotel. Vie ""laS fanning out wheat and one of de c11il-

dren was raking out de wheat. He talked back to de overseer who 

struck him. Dere was a single tree under de edge of de cloth. De 

master picked up de singletree but didn't strike de overseer, he 

backed off. Col. Harper raised oodles of tobacco. Dere were 16 to 

17 pundrad pounds to de hogshead. He raised 15 to 20 hogsheads. 

"My mother-in-law was from Memphis. One day dey Vlent to 
• 

church and de Ku Klux Klan came in and beat de people over deir 

heads with pistols. De people went out de doors and windows. Dey 

could just blow a horn and de Ku Klux Klan would come from all di-

rections. 
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"I was sold -for J715. vfuen de freedom come, I said, 'Give 

me $715 and I'll go back.' Col. Harper just gave me a Quarter to 

buy my dinner. After de freedom, I worked i::1 wheat harvest all 

season for ~.75 a day. I worked for a week and my mammy to'ld me 

to bring her some bacon. When de ffian paid me, I sjJent it all for 

a side of bacon. I felt mighty proud to take dat to her. Bacon 

was ~.50 a pound. I stayed at Dr. Sharp's where mother worked 8...11d 

done chores. Later I eB.de rails. Dey _~)aid me ~14 a month for cut-

ting rail timber. I was paid at de !)ostoffice and took de money 

ho~e and gave it to mammy. 

"Col. Harper's wife was Gen. Price's niece and Col. Harper 

was a recruiting officer for Gen. Price. Young men came dere to 

join de southern army. Dey could always get a horse. De women 

stayed dere all de time to make de suits for de soldiers. De Union 

soldiers tried deir best to kill Col. Harper. 

"One time I saved his life. Dey was going to kill him, 'bout 

75 or 100 men on horses. I warned de Colonel two hours before dey 

got dere. Dis is how it happened. Col. Harper gave me de first day 

-of Christmas to go to see my mother. Us children went out in de 

woods playing and when we come back de yard was all cut up wi th 

horses hoofs. Dr. Sharp put me on my horse and told me to tell 

Col. Harper dis message, dat t dere was SO(;ma.ny soldiers dat you 

might get hurt, you can come again some other time. f I told Col. 
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Harper and he left. I didn't see him again until I was cutting 

wheat. 

"My mistress lived dere for some time without any menfolks 

Jround 'cept de slaves. Dere was a horse kept dere on purp~e so 

I could come to town every day for de mail. After awhile, my 

mistress and her daughter went to Jarod Harris's to stay. Den I 

went to Harris's every morning for de mistress orders and to 

Montgomery each afternoon for de mail. I took de mail to de camp 

at night. Dat was Bill bnderson's camp over in Callaway County. 

Dey moved dat camp pretty often but I found it. One time de bush-

whackers came to burn de depot but Col. Harper-had it full of to-

bacco and wheat so dey didn't burn it. 

"Young Billy Mathis was a lieutenant. He used to come to 

see mistress aLmost every day and bring her messages. Once a 

gang of blue coats was coming down de road. He got on one of mis-

tress' horses and she told me to go 'long and bring de horse back. 

We went down through de woods with de bullets whistling through de 

air and cutting off de limbs of de trees." 

Dave had apparently studied about the voodoo doctors and their 

wiles for a question as to conjure doctors brought a quick response: 
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"We call dem 'two headed Negroes'. You know dat if he could 

do any tricks he would keep dem from whipping him or selling him 

and dey couldn't do dat or dey would have done it long time ago. 

Tear open a pillow and sometimes dere is a w~i of feathers. Some-

times dey puts things under de door step but I don't pay no 'ten-

tion to it. Dey is some dat thinks dere is something to it. 

"Mother used to tell a tale 'bout when .he was a little girl. 

Her mother went to frolics but her father went to bed, he was always 

tired after hts day's work. On.e night my mother saw a woman come to 

her father's bed and rub her hand over his head. It didn't wake 

him up. De next day he took sick and soon died. I don't believe 

in hoodoo doctors but it is like de blood hounds can run and tree a 

man but if you can't find de goods it don't count. 

"I worked in de hay harvest for $.50 a day. Common domestic 

for shirts was $.50 a yard. It took six yards to make one shirt, 

... dat was a week's work. We lived on chickens. :My mother raised a 

whole campmeeting of chickens. Dere never was a better white man 

dan Dr. Sharp. When I married I had four head of horses and three 

mules. lowed for one team of horses. I took typhoid fever in Au-

gust and was in bed until November. Dr. Sharp and Dr. Bodine knew 

something was de matter but dey didn't know what it was. When de 
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note come due, I got on a horse and rode to Dr. Sharp's. He wanted 

to know what I was doing on dat horse. I told him 'bout de note and 

he said, 'Hum, dat's what's been bothering you. Don't you get off 

dat horset I help you den you get back home and go to bed and stay 

deret' He just wrote a check for ~90, I had already paid $300. 

After I got well, I sold a span of mules to Joe McCleary and put 

de check in de bank for Dr. Sharp. Dat ~~s to pay him for de note 

and taking care of I'le da t SllD'lIP.er and fall. 

"I was in de railroad home guards during de Viar. 'Vie had to 

ke~p de people from tearing up de railroads-.. ···· .. L.i'ought Bill .Ander-

son's men many a time. Seems sort' of c;,.ueer wh~n I used to take dem 

de mail but we kept dem from burning de railroad bridges. I served 

for 'bout six months near l'.~acon." 
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Folklore. 169 
An interview with Clara 
McNeely Harrell, Ex-slave, 
Cape Girardeau, Mo • 

. :e libbed way off' en de backwooos, six mile tuther side 0' Jackson, near Fruit­, 
land, and Ah's feared dey aint much Ah ken tell yuh. My ole Massa wuz John McNeely, 

" 
Ah doni rightly lL.ember mah ole Eis:3uS Mcheely but when she die, ole lr1~L)Ba merry young 

Missie ;1arries fum down tow'ds de ribber. De white folks he.s a fine big whit e house s.n 

wei ens had a little log house. Dey wuz lot's a nut trees roun' dere an in de fall a' 

de year wei ens usta t;9.ther lotaa nuts--hicker l nuts, walnuts, ancil dey wuz l18.zel nuts too. 

1:.y l.ammy's na.me ?--le9' see now--dey calls her If.innie--yes dats it Minnie. Youh 

see mah mind aint so clear but. 'when Ah talks 'bout em dey kir.da comes back tuh me. 

1::ah pappy's nHm8 wuz Johr, !.litchell and he belong to 8 neighbor. I'se little and didn't 

hab much work to do. Jas chores, like heppin' to car1'Y in wood a.nd sech like, but 

IDos'ly I'se jes' playin' an' tom-boyin' aroun'. 

Ole kassB had three boys at went off to war--Dey wuz Ab, an' Bob' an' Jack. iia 

nebber seed no fightin' roun' our way but sometime we heerd de cannon fum Gape. One 

tilts dey wuz lotsa sojE\rs cum pass O~jr place an dey haa lotaa wagons an' thirlgS. Ah 

e.irit nebber seed so many men a.n' I'se plum scared to d €lath, but dey nebber bot.her none • 

. :e had big fields 0' wheat B.n cahn an sich, but mah mammy didden work in de riel' 

she spin an she weave. Ah could spin too. Ah's fill de quills anG Ah I'd hep her ? 

thread de loom. De loom stood out on de big porch and Ah kin jes see her sittin dar. 

She'd push de thread through tuh me an'den Ahl d ketch it and pull it t orough an han it 

back tuh her. 

"" Hhen de war wuz over, Ole Massa call tuh me an' he say" Clara you know de war is 
I 

overtt--an Ah say "V/ha.r wuz it?" Ah nebber know'd nuthin 'bout de war. 

No'm, Ah dcbn' know nuthin 'bout ghosts an sieh like, but 'Nhen All elies /'.h Sp9C}:S 

to ~o to Hebbin an' LawdLAh's gonna sit all day an' shout an' sing, and clap mah han's 

an' stomp mah feet ~ Oh ~awd ~ Dat'a gonna be a happy time. 
n 

Clara McNealy Harrell, probablY,80 or 82 years old lives in hollow--no street 

number west from ~Va.shington School, Cape Girardee.u, 1\:'10. 
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"Iviy mother was a slave in Franklin Parish, Louisana, 'bout 200 miles from New-

Orleans. I was born in 1862. 11)' mother' 5 name was Caroline Head by marriage, She 

was born in slavery. Her home was in l~;ississippi first and she emigrated to Louisiana 

I caus e de land was worn out. I had seven brot hers and. sist era and all are gone but me. 

:y mother was separated from my father two tiwes. Iv;y mother Vias married three times 

due to being moved around. l1y brother's father was sent into a free stete under some 

consideration. 3ush Daker was my mot her' 5 boss. De boss had two plantations. De 
1 

morning I was going to be born de overseer began to fight my mother and a colored man 

took a hoe and said if the man hit her again he wQuldkneck his!. brains out. The over-

seer had been at this place for four years and had not been paid. Mother was confined 

in de field and dey got her to de house. If Baker had been thar he would have killed 

de overseer. Three men came up to kill de ovep,seer with guns for beat.in' my moth~r 

and de overseer had to leave. ky mother never did get over her trcubles dat morning. 

~rs. Baker said it would be better for mother to work in de field 'cause mother could 

then take bett er care of her children. 

"Mrs Baker was kind anu tended de children when dey was sick. ~6 Baker took us 

to Texas durin0 de war 'cause she was afraid the Union soldiers would take her slaves 

'~':'~;"'~ri' 
,~,.. . 

away from her. After peace was declared de soldiers came and told de white people dat''>! 

ae slaves was free. But we never did leave Mrs. Baker's pla~e. After de war was over 

Mrs. Baker took us back to Louisana. j·"e traveled with a team of ox.en and three teams , 
.... ........:...-

\. 

of mules with wagons. Some of Mrs. Bakers slaves staid in Texas and never did come 

back from Texas. Dis was in 1865. 
<1 

Ifr can 'member de home place. De county road went close to de front gate. Mrs. '\ 
C 

Eliza Baker had a beautiful yard and after de war she would have us come and stay in de_ 

yard to be protected from de jay,hawkers. De high water would come past de fence and 
r-, 

"'t:'-"'" 
''(-~ 

,..:.;; 
.' .. we would pla.y in de water. One time a jay-he:wker come and git one of de children in a c-...... 
.... 
~;.,Skif£ and ~en we yelled and de mastah come out with his pistol and hit de jay-hawker, 
. ~, . 
~~,.: ,'.' . 

-' 
'. " . 

. ,',~~;;g)~~'~~1,i;;~:f~>i!~:J,!lii~!;fjctE,;"~,~f~t~:::j;~",.c~~ld o~er a gain. 
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So we did not play down in de \Vat er no more. 

i 1·' ""':J.l' c' ..... I 

"De mistress had a long table out in de froJlt yard under de smokehouse shed and here 

all us children had our food. It was good food. Mr~. Ba~er.had a fig nursery in de front 

yard and we would go aLd pick washtubs of figs. ,Some were dried and others were put up.' 

w.rs. Baker had a plantation of 1,800 acres. On week ends we would dance and they would 

always be getting married. '~Ve had a colored man on de place who could read and he did 

de marrying. De only school I ever :rent to was to a night school hlire fer a short time'. 

Dey would tell me a story 'bout, 'de be8r an de Grand-ma' an'bout 'little Riden' Hood". 

Dey uset0 tell us some awful, yarns. Dey would kill over 100 head of hogs every year and, 

cure it, and I can!t get used to buyed meat today. Mrs. Baker Vlould take anyone in de 

wagon to church oat we.nted to go. My aun~ went to church but would not be baptized. 

"I 'member when de Ku Klux Klan started out when dey would dress up in white and dey 

had a noise like 'a-a' '0-0'. But we were not 'fraid of'dem 'cause we knew dey would be 

killed if. dey come on de pla.ce. I think a lot of Abe Lincoln. I have often thought how 

hard it was to give up his life, fer de United States. But Christ died for to save 'de 

world and Lincoln died to save de United States. And Lincoln died more Christ like den 

any other man dat ever lived. 

tlDara was an old colored man on de place and he wou+d drive Jeff Davis 'round and 

, would keep Davis in his house al~d feed him. This was when Jeff Davis was a boy, and a 

orphan. Jeff Davis gave dis colored man, Montgomery, a lot of land. It's a good thing 

dat slavery is o'ver. Anything wants a priv'ilege outside and not in a coop. Slaves could 
.". 

not be natural when they" was dis way. Everybody wants to do somethin' with demselves. 

If I staid in Louisana till 1875 and got mad and left and went to Madison Parish, Louis-

·.iana. It was not de white people dat made; me leave here but it was rrrJ father. Den I 

Vickslnurg for seven months, den to st. Louis on a sail boat. It cost me $8.50 to CO •• .. " ':.~" 

"'. 

Louis. I found w()rk in at. Louis ill a little whl.l,e. Neverdidbave 

, ••. :lia'd.~t:l; . 
. ~\ ", '",,\:-.:'>:, ,i/o 

~i ,C:~:;' ;~( .~:: .~' ji<.~: ,i~;~;~D~t;~U~;~·B~i;~\~;.t~.::~~;~;~~:~t~~!;A;,,:t 
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"I came to St. Louis in 1883 and did all kinds of hous e work. I got a dollar a day. 

Den I came to Fredericktown 'cause I wanted to own a home. You were never sure dat you could 

have a sure claim to lend in st. Louis It was a t quick Claim'. iie lived one mile above 

Fredericktown and had seven or eight acres. I married in Fredericktown and have no chil-

drenj My husband has been dead since 1908. I made my way fine by washin' and ironing an 

wade $18. a week since my husband died. I ~aid $985. for dis house. II 
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HOW DID UNCLE JOE GET Hlli~? 

Living at 410 Vleet Pettis Street, Sedalia, 1s Joseph Higgerson, 

a pensioned Negro soldier of the C1v1l i1lar, who can look back through 

the long Vista of years and visualize slave life in Missouri, when the 

institution of slavery was at its most thriving M1d-~t-iaf period. 

He was born a slave on a farm. near Boonville, Missouri t in 1845 

if his claUn of being 92 years old in the sUmmer of 1937, is correct. 

He 1s somewhat bent and withered and his appearance of great 

age is accentuated by white patriarchial whiskers below the chin, 

while his cheeks are clean shaven; a style much in vogue during the 

lite time of Horace Greeley. (B) 

"" His home, a little, for room, frame cottage, with its tiny front 
"'\ 

porch set close against the picket fence enclosing the lot, mirrors 

somewhat the deterioration age has placed upon its occupant. Both 

house and fence are weather beaten. gray from age and lack of paint. 

"Could you and would you tell about slavery days?" he was asked. 

-Yes Ma'am,· he courteously and smiling replied, the smile 

revealing big, strong teeth. -Yes. indeed. WoUld you all step in the 

house and set? I am so happy to have company." 

He selected the dining room, which is also the comf'ortably tur-

nished living room, as the place to "set and talk". In this room is 

an oak dining table. chairs and a china closet, through the glass doors 

of which may be seen attractively decorated dishes, some of them of very 

1'73 

:~ 

old pattern. There is also an old fashioned combination desk and book-~~ 
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case, and a chest of drawers. The windows are adorned with curtains 

and drapes of good quality_ 

The clean condition of the interior was a revelation of a 92 year 

old Negro man's desire and ability to keep house, and keep it clean. 

He lives alone, his wife having died many years ago. 

There 1s in the appearanc;e of this ancient Negro with shoulders 

now bowed; the dark brown skin, extending across the bald head; the 

large nose; immense teeth; shaven cheeks below which a mat of white 

whiskers encircle the throat, like the ruff on a condor's neck; there 

is in his appearance that which stamps him at once as the living 

bridge between the present day's civilization and a dim past; the 

knowledge of which exists today in the memories of but few persons. 

As he talked, strange sights, scenes and cultures were told, 

sometimes with words that have changed much in meaning. 

As his mind pictured the scenes of those old days, this primi~ 

tive blending of both Indian and Negro races, at times unconsciously 

reverted to the pr1m1.tive sing song recitative chant of his ancestors, 

particularly when narrating his outstanding pleasant memories. 

This is his story: 

"Old man Higgerson was my master. We lived on a farm and dere 

was a big family of us. I is the only one left. The farm laid just 

below the Lamine and Missouri Rivers, and I can't tell exactly where 

it was. Everybody called us 'free niggahs" -- cause Higg3I'son slaves 
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was treated so good. Yes. ma' am. My mam:m:.r lived to be 80 years old 

- and didn't have a gray hair in .her haid. She was part Black Hawk 

Indian, - and I show it ill ::13 too." 

Then as his thoughts raced back to slavery days, the pictures 

of youth crowded thick and fast, and he burst forth into-a half chanted 

description of the panorama of his memories. ~I've seen hundreds of 

Indians pass thru the country t on foot. Boss man let 'em have a shack 

overnight. Next mawnin dey set out on foot. and take up de road, one 

behind the othar. Yes, suh! Just wrapped in a blanket one behind 

the othar. Winter and summer, and barefoot too!" 

Then he told of game and game ways. 

"Yes suh! I done seen wild deer hop ovar fences, and hundreds 

ot: wild turkeys. We used to build turkey pens and dig e trench, put 

feed in dere and covar it ovar wid bresh and de turkeys w'c~11d come to 

feed, and we would trap 'em. Yes, ma'am, an I done seen 100 to 150 

wild tu~keys in a flock. I has datI Lots of wild pigeons, too. I 

has seen a thousand geese flyin' over in the early mornin'. Then I've 

trapped quail too, in rail pens, built ten feet square. Yes, suhJ 

"But listenl --- slaves couldn't shoot; was a law agin it in 

slaves times; no slave could own or shoot a gun. We couldn't shoot 

game. An' dat come dis way. President Jackson say, 'Keep books and 

guns oute slaves hands if you want to keep 'em slaves'." 

Joe Higgerson chuc~led a little with a g11nt of humor in his eyes 

175 
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"Everybody made whiskey in dam days, had little 'stilleries 
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allover the country, made apple ~nd peach brandy. Good too. One 

day I was sent to a neighbors for brandy. I took a little taste 

and walked on. Den I took anoder little taste, and wa.lked on. Den 
.~ 

I took anoder little t~ste and sot dovln de jug. Den I took anoder 

little taste, and so on ~d so on. Pretty soon I looked up, ~nd 

I nevar did 1rno~'l how I got to whar 1'5e g',':inter. Nobody ever say 

anything about it or tell me nu~fin! I gueRs somebody carry me whar 

I'se gvlinter." 

He was asked if he ever remembered seeing slaves sold at Boon-

ville. 

"Yes, ma'am! "he exlalmed. "Jhy down at Boonville, \/loman and a 

baby was put up to be sold, and de buyer he want de woman, but he 

don't want de baby, so they separated 'em, and was gettin' ready to 

put 'em on de boat for Noo Orleans, and ship 'em down de river, and 

de woman she ran back to kiss de baby goodbye, and de tradal' picked 

up a whip and cracked it and shouts, "A bellerin cow will soon forget 

its calf!. She was sold down de r1 vel' and navar saw de baby again. 

Now dat was sad". He paused and then resumed. 

"One tradar. nome of Henry :Moore, he used to handcuff all the 

niggahs together till tUne to put 'em on de boat for Noo Orleans. 

Dey always carried whips and they'd crack dem to see how far de dark-· 

\\ 
\\ 
'\ 
\ 
\ 
\ 
1 
~ 

i 
I 
I 
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This remiD~scence tickled him mightily and he laughed heartily 

at thoughts of the capers the negroes cut when the vihip cracked. 

"An I remembers one boat load. Boat load got as far as Cairo, 

Illinois, and lots of de darkles jumped overboard and W?S drowned." 

"Viere the overseers on the plantations Negroes or '/hi t~s?" 
"OVerseahs, white," Higgerson replied, "Overseahs white." A 

darky was the niggah driver. Darkies didn't ever get to go to the 

big house where the planter lived, De niggah driver reported to the 

ovahseah. and the ovahseah reported to the Boss." 

WNow this is the way with me," Higgerson continued. t~ father, 

who was also my boss. he kept a store, and I went to de store to 

take care of de children, cause de JOss done send for me. Well, one 

time when the wah was on, some Federal soldiers come and done scared 

me so bad I forgot all about de chile and run home, and de soldiers 

burned de bridge, you had to cross befo' you got to de store. So 

after dat de ole man run a boat across." 

Hoping to get some idea of how Christmas was celebrated among 

the Negroes on the farms and plantations the aged man was asked 

what he remembered of Christmas, in slavery times. 

"One Christmas I never goin' to forget", he replied. 

"jes before Christmas lots of people came to de store to buy 

and de groun t was all covered wid snow. An de man what run de store 
--~-
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was getting ready to close up, cause it was getting dark, and close 

at dark a man come and wanted in and de store keeper wouldn't let 

h~ in. An it got later and later. and by an by Joseph, dats me, 

was sent to de store to find why de store keeper ain't come horne yet 

and Joseph ,lent to de store, and looked in and saw de old man on his 

back, his throat cut wid de blood runnin' allover de floor' and $1,400 

dey knowed he had -- gone. Dere was whiskey and blood runnin' allover 

de floor. "l'hiskey was cheap dam days; good v!hiskey, too. 

"v'lhen they set the n1ggahs free, the boss man come out b.nd read 

de papers to tem say-in' dey was free. And I went to Boonville and 

joined de Union ~T. Noverrlber 23, 1863. I served in de 25th Corps, 

Second Division under General ;'llii tsell. I was in de last battle of 

de war at Palmetto Ranch, Texas. on de Rio Grande, just 36 miles 

from de Gulf. 'Nhen I was discharged from de army to go home, I thought 

- why I have no home. where shall I go? Den I decided to go back to 

Boonville. All w~ family was scattered. 

"But I was lucky. Someone had started to build a shack, and had 

not finished it. I got permigsion to finish it and picked up building 

material here and dere, and made it into a home. I never been without 

a home since. My wife and I lived together 61 years. She is gone now." 

(B-D) 

(Written by Geo. K. Bartlett, Kansas City from F. C. 
of Kathleen Williams) 
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SMOKED 'EM UPSID~ DOVJN 

'flle subject of this sketch is Delia hill over 90 y~arB 

old. She lives at 1338 nrgus Street, St. Louis County, ~.UB-

souri. 

Delia Hill is a good natured, well preserved old lady. 

She is quite tall, medium in size, dark complexion and her 

hair is almost entirely white. She is very neat in her quaint, 

frame three room cottage. She shares her home with a widowed 

companion who appears to be well in her 50's but is able to 

work. Delia .dill's story follows: 

"1 was born in liold V"iater, Mississippi more dan 90 years 

ago but don't know jes I how old I is. by first oltmers name 

was Marse John Hawkins and he had a big mill. He had me and 

my mother with 14 other chillen, Aunt Ellen and her 8 chillen, 

and Aunt Tilda with all her chillen. I don't know how many 

Aunt Tilda had. Anyhow Marse John owned everyone, of us. La-. . 
-: I \( : \ , 

tel' on he sold me to Marse Dave Stafford, a circus rider. I 

got a scar on my eye today whar de ole overseer throwed a fork 

at me cross de table, 'cause I went to sleep, I was so tired 
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w'hile fa:ming flies off him while he's eatin'. I had to fan 

flies every meal time with a fly br:lsh. 'l'hey worked me so 

hard, I'd just go on to sleep standin' up. Dat old ove~seer 

was a mean old devil any how. Viall when old J.v:arse COi-!le home 

from de circus ridi;}' I told him 'bout it, and he fired dat 

overseer right then and told him if my eye went out, he would 

look him up and kill him. I never seed him anymore. 

"Dey sold us niggahs so bad dovffi dere where I come from, 

dat when I was little I got sold 1flrom my rnot:-ler and she never 

found me till after de war in 1871. uas we glad to see each 

other? I say we was. I was raised up hard, honey. I can 

count de winters I ever even had shoes on my poor feet. When 

Marse Dave bought my lnother he only bought her and 6 us chil-

1un. He was fairly nice to niggahs, but he didn't have as big 

a drove of 'em as de other plantation owners, but child we 

could hear niggahs hollen every night on different plantations 

all around us.from lashings dey gittin! from dere old overseers 

and masters too, for dat matter. 
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" ~ owner raised mostly cotton and corn, my mother wove 

all de clothes we wore, she even done all de spinning. Dur-

ing de Civil 'Nar, my old Miss use to hide us niggahs in de 

woods to keep de Yankees from seein' us. Dey pass t~rough our 

place and got most all our stock just de same and all dey want-

ed to eat besides. nut dey never found a one of us. Arter dey 

pass by we all go on back home. 

"Dey sent us to church reglar and de preacher say to us, 

any you all see anybody stealin' old Miss chickens or eggs, 

go straight to old Miss and tell her who 'tis and all about 

it. Anyone steal old Marse hogs or anything belong to old 

Marse, go straight to him and tell him all about it. Den he ask 

us, what your daddy bring home to you when he come, and what he 

feed you chillun at night. We scared to death to tell anything 
J 

'cause t honey, if we did de nir:gah get a killin, and our rna.mmy 

tie up our feet and hang us upside down by our feet, build a 
! 

i 
fire under us and smoke us, scare us plum to death.j We swear 

\ mammy go in t to burn us up. 
j 

Lord, child, dat was an awful scare. 

Yes, roam, it was. Ve old preacher told us go on work hard, tell 

old ~ass and old Master de truth and when we die God going let 
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us in heaven's kitchen and sit down and rest from all dis 

work we doin' down here. 

"We believe dat den. ~ie did::1't know no better, honest 

we didn't, honey. Our old !,:iiss used to tell us, I want .. ~ll 

my nL;gers to always tell de truth. If dey kill you, die tell­

ing de truth. But bless your soul, our mammy done smoked 'nough 

of us up side down, to not tell dem white folks nothin', a lie, 

nor the truth. ilJO sir'ree. Viho 'ftTant to get snaked up likely to 

burn up hanging there as not. Now ain't dat so? No, sir, tell 

dam white folks, dey find out anything, they jes' find out by 

themselves, dat's it. I never did read or \vrite. I been married 

three times. My last husband I married Ootober 31, 1901 and moved 

right out here in dis house November 6, 1901, been here ever since. 

1tr husband been dead now 18 years. I~ children all died while dey 

was babies. I had six children. I wear glasses sometimes, but I 

praise God I can see good without glasses. 

nne government gives me a pension and I git along fairly 

middlin'. Since peace been declared I made my living doing laun­

dry work and cooking. I nursed right smart in Memphis. My mother 

died in 1893 here in St. Louis. Her name was Eliza Mullin, but 

I never did know how old she was. She didn't neither. I am a 

Baptist and go to church reglar as I kin, but I suffer so hard 

1B2 
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with indigestion. I cantt go no place much. Guess dat's 

'bout all I can remember worth 'membering, hope it helps 

de book out." (Written by Grace E. White, st. Louis, Mo.). 
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Missouri. 

/I I's borned on October 13, 1858 on the ~outheast side of Farmington,Missouri. My 
, 

, Jiose rdll, was borned in Virginia. iShe kumta Missouri as a girl an frum dat 

on slle Vvuz a slabe fur John Hill, our ~oss. She worked thar til~ our freeJom. Ou# 
) 

'ly had three---boy:s', Peter, 'William, ana/me an two girl::>, Sallie and Malinda. We 

up in a cabin with one room. All ui:; kids ate on da flo i'rum da sameplate an da 
! 

do; got de mos. we generally wor~ a straiGht Slip like a nightgown an hit 

.".,.":n .. ,, round the neck. lIn the Old'S04h boys were dressed in thia f~shion until !bout 
II 

old and i.vere called boystt. ) Tak dis off an we war naked. 1 The ole 
l.---

wife ob da Boss was da devil' sister~ He:vhame was "Whip". She beat da 

folks !Jor 'n tha kids. I:>he us ad tha cowhide an we got a lickin I whether we did any 

, or not. i/e had ta git up early Given supper we war put ta bed an did 

round. We had ta go on S the Boss' Church, t ha Camelite or Chris-

~hurch. 1a mat huh wuz no yarns an so I know no ghost ~tJries. 

very oS ensible. 'I'ha \II. i te folks did not h~lp us ta read 'an write. I 
I 

ths.t after we war free. 1 ver did go t a school. Our games was --Nolf on tha 
! I 
, an ~ing-Kong-Ko •• We allays had ta be doin' somethin~, Gyen if it war pickin' 

when, Price's army kum thro here in Z 64 or ~n their way ta Pilot Knob • 
. N"~'" 

or seben years 'ole. t an rna sisther had bin down ta the white childr'n 

them dinner. We had ta bring tha basket bak an we 3E down in tha corner 

da graveyard ta eat whut wuz left, in da basket. Da graveyard was nex to da Fredreiclf-

road and jus across frum our house. All at ~mc't I heard the mos' turrible noise, .. 
f • ~.,. 

saw soldiers kum up da road. We war sure scared. We jumped uo, ran cross da road, 
.,,~- ............... ... 

Da soldiers laughed~"a'~id" . 
"'~ .. )':' c:s:,:.~.>.~~ '., . '~. 

One soldier on a horse kum up ta de fence, tore off da top rail, .'~IWif»; iiif{~~~e;:.~ ." .,.:, :.;; 
'. .,; , rl . ?;:; ;~~; :.~\; ;'~'::f~T,< 

ober da ,fene" an took out after us, but he nebber cud catch . 

over da fence an begun ta tak out fur da house. 
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to da Missus. She say dat dSy was only havin' a good time an would not hurt us. We 

stood 3.t da house an looked, an it took bout all afternoon f'tr da soldiers to pass. 

Tbar war 11orses, ';iagons and cannons. !)a soldiers durin' da war took all da~ss' 

horses 9.way an he had on:Ly a yoke ob oxen lef. 

II After ci.a freedom we all had ta get out an work. "-;6 had a big family. I wor~' d 

; at da leD . .:l smelter at Mine La Motte in 18'72 an work'd thar fur six years. .L made 

*2.50 a day an dat was good ~vages then. I batched thaI'. I larned ta read at Mine 

La Motts when a white man tau;;;ht. me in :..evenini3 at da mine between shifts. After-

wards I Vlork' d in Bonne ·.ferre at da smelter but got lead colic an quit thar. 

II I t~ink slavery w.;z a curse on human nature. I believe in nobody bein' in bondage 

ob no Undo De. Almichty wuz not a goin' ta let slavery las' much longer. You know 

whut !-is did about de. people in Egypt. 

( "- , .' . . 
~jo·t.e--LoulS Hill Ilves in a very nice home. He is a quiet negro, and escept for 

a short time, has spent his entire life in Farmington. He receives an Old Age Pension. 

I did not inquire about his marriage, for, 1'rom knowledge I haye gained, he lives with 

a colored woman to':,' hom he is not married) 
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How he traded liquor for lessons in reading, VITi ting, and 

arithmetic is one of the interesting facts of his younf::er life 

recalled in an interview recently obtained from Louis Eill, an 

ex-slave, now living in Farmington, Iv~issouri. 

Louis believes that the government should have made some 

provision for the aid of the Negroes during the early struggle 

following their emancipation. 

Regarding the part which he takes in politics, Louis de-

clares that his invariable rule is to "look over de field and 

vote for what he think'S is de best timber." 

The story of his experiences as given to the interviewer 

is told as closely as possible in his OV\TD words which follow: 

"1 was too young to know what to eX'iJect from freedom. ~,,:y 

. mother picked up fu'1.d left de white. folks in de night and took us 

kids with her. Dat was after we was free but dey wouldn't let 

her get away in de daytime very handy. Dey did not pay my mother 

anything after she was free. ·In dem days kids didn't question 

de old folks like they does now t so I didn't find out much. Dere 
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was two sisters, two brothers and myself what left dat night with 

my mother. We all had some bundles, and v.Jhen we left de old mis-

tress in de dark we went to some neigllbors several blocks away. 

We didn't have to £,0 far away 'cause dey could not force you to 

go back after we was free. But my mother did go back and work 

for de mistress a good while but she got paid den. We stayed here 

for quite awt:ile and den Vlent up to ja11e r:ines. 

"I piddled aro'J.nd and hired out for first one and den another 

and did what a kid could do. Vfuen you earned any money dem days 

you had to give it to your mother and didn't knoW' what she done 

done with it. About de first work I done was for Er. Eoyer, a 

Frenchman, up in Valle J<ines in de diggin' s . I dug mineral, zinc, 

etc. I got 50 cents a day. He did all de dig€:in and I f coached' 

it from de head of the d.rift to de shaft. I had a' ii ttle car on 

wheels dat run on a wooden track. I reckon I worked for Lim 'bout 

two years. l,!!y mother vlOuld go out to de big dirt pile called 

'scrappin' and would pick out de zinc and lead chunks and little 

pieces. 

"Purt near every Saturday we would take de ore down to Fur-

Dace Town and get it weighed and get a check for it. Den we come 

back to Farmington after several years and lived with my sister's 

a Ii ttle l>,i t of everything. I was 
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gettin' ·to be a pretty good sized boy and went to Mine La I\/lotte 

and worked on de furnace. My first work at dat place was at $2 

.r a day and later on I became a 'charger' and fat ;'~2.50 a 9:.ay. I 

stayed wi th dam six or seven years. After I left dere I VITent 

to Bonne Terre and got married and [ot mine sickness or lead colic 

from workint in de furnace and had to quit. I come back to Farming-

ton and is been here ever since. Den I worked at sawing wood, chop-

ping WOOd, and at a soda factory and beer depot and peddled ice and 

delivered soda and beer to Knob Lick, Synite, Graniteville and Bonne 

Terre. I worked here for a long time. 

"1' se had four children and two is livin. De boy is in Los 

.Angeles, California and the girl is in Seattle, Washington. My boy 

is a chauffeur for an old, rich feller by de name of Clark and he 

has been in de same job for 16 years. He Gets '100 a month, room 

a..'1d board. Hets been wanting to quit but de old man won't let him. 

My son's daughter does de cooking for dis rich ~~y. W~ son is 56 

years old now. 

"My daughter is 54 and is married. What whe does is more dan 

I can tell you. Her husband was a soldier in de regular army, in 

de 10th Calvary, and was in dejihtl1i'PJj:bfiO', and 01lbaand so my 

d.aughter is been around sOme. She been away from here for about 

23 'or. '24 ···yearS. 
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"1 think de young Negroes need settling down and have more 

education and not so much good time. I didn't have much of a 

chance. We was turned loose barefooted and had no schools den 

and when dey had schools I had to v,,1I7rk. But in Mine La 1,~otte a 

Ivlr. McFarland would come over to our cabin and teach me readint, 

writin' and trit~~etic. He ""~s an awful drinker but was smart. 

I would give him a little something to drink for teachin' me. I 

took lessons for tbout a year. I sure do like to read de news-

papers now and can VtTite letters. The young generation thi~s 

too much about goin' and having a good time. A little 'task 

master t wouldn t t hurt de young people. I VJasn t t in de slavery 

long enough for it to hurt me none. I was fr~tiWhen I was 8 years 

old. ~W mother, however, was worked like an old horse and de best 

part of her life was spent in bondage. 

"I believe de government should have made some provision for 

de slaves when dey turned dem loose. De government could have com-

pelled slave-holders to give slaves a little track of land,a cow 

and a horse and glv·e 'em a start. De slave had made what de white 

man had. I actually believe de Negroes would be better off top.ay 
./ 

if they had doned-is.M:i old mistress Just had ood;l.es of land. 

coursede.whitefol.~swasnot used to work and. dere'wa$ plenty 
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"I voted as soon as I got a chance. De first time I voted 

was in 1880. 1'se had t em try to pay me to vote butT told dem 

my vote. was not for sale. You Imow you ain't dictated to un-

less you is 'wishy washy'. Once, a feller asked me how I voted. 

I said, tJust to suit myself.' I generally look over de field 

and vote for what I think is de best timber. Dey is goin' to 

have a hot time in 1940, for dam that lives to see it. It's a 

free country and a man should not have to ovm :property in order 

to vote. Dey ought not to pppress anyone." 
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"Aunt" Rhody Holsell, 89 years old, of Fredericktown, is one of 

the interesting ex-slaves in Missouri. According to her story she 

WEtS 17 years old when the Civil War ended. Her mother and fatner···· 

were slaves and both of them had died before the beginning 0"£ the con-

flict. She believes that she is part Indian as her great grandmother 

is believed to have been an Indian squaw. 

The folloWing is her own version of events which played a part 

in her life during her slave days and since that ti~e: 

"Vlhen dey turned me loose I was naked, barefoot, and didn't have 

nothin' to start out on. They turned us loose without a thing and we 

had to kinda pick ourselves up. We would go out of a Sunday and dig 

ginseng and let it dry for a week and sell it to de store. We would 

make about a dollar every Sunday dat way, and den we'd get our goods 

at de store. The master and all de boys vms killed in de war and de 

mistress married some 'hostle jostle' who helped to kill the boss. I 

vms jus' not goin' to stand dat so dis was when I left home. 

"Abraham Lincoln done put a piece in de paper saying dat all de 

slaves was free and if dey whipped any of de slaves after dey was set 

free dey would prosecute them. Me and another little oid woman done 

some shoutin' and hollerin' when we heard 'bout de freedom. We tore 

up some corn down in de field. De old missus was right there on de 
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fence but wouldn't dare touch us den. Once de mistress struck me after 

we was freed and I grabbed her leg and would have broke her neck. She 

wanted to apologize with me de 'Nay she had treated me but I would not 

let :b...er. They thought it was awful dat dey could not 'whip d:e slaves 

any longer. 

"I den worked from one farm to another. I would stay a year or 

two each place. Dey wanted me to stay. Dey said I wes de best plow 

boy dey had. I vlOuld cut de old roots and dey would pop but dey paid 

me nothin' and dey didn't [;i ve you no clothes. VIe got so much in de 

share of de cropping but dey would not share with me so I would leave. 

So I come to :B'redericktown to try to find my mother's people but when 

I eot here dey done told me dey was gone to Illinois. 

"I den come right out of de field and Vient right into the dining 

room. I was never turned off from any of my work. I would just work 

'till I got tired and quit. Talk about bein' happy! We was sure 

'nough some happy people when dey done took dat yoke offen our necks. 

Before I was free we had to shuck three wagon loads of corn a day. 

De v18.gon would hold 40 bushels. 1'd corne home and my fingers would 

be twisted from so much vvork. De oxen would slobber allover de corn 

before we picked it. It was cold out dere in de field an' I would 

wrap my feet up in my dress and wait till de wagon would drive up. I 

had no shoes on. Man, I don't know how I'm here today. It just was 
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de mercy of God that took care of me. When my mother was dying she 

done asked God to look over us and it must have been her prayer dat 

helped me to still be here. 

"When my mother was sick once de doctor come and broug.r!.~ his 

wife. De wife always come with de doctor. De doctor would not allow 

de family to give de medicine, 'cause he said de family would give, in 

to de sick person. De wife of de doctor would give de medicine when 

de doctor was asleep. I never seen de family give medicine till I 

come up here. De doctors always come and stay till de sick person 

was out of danger and de wife always come with him. 

"Lord, people nowadays don't know nothing 'bOllt nothin'. Child, 

I spun backwards and forwards to de wheel till I wore my feet out till 

de balls of my feet was wore to de blood. 

"Lots of slaves went to Illinois after freedom, but I never been 

out of de State. I don't go to frolics of any kind. I just come here 

'and settled down and never rambled 'round. Itve lived in dis house 55 

years and have buried purty near all DW family right out of dis house. 

I ain't never had a fuss with any of my neighbors, and I done took de 

bitter with de sweet. I ride in an automobile only to funerals. I 

ain't been on a train but once or twice and dat was 'bout 40 years 

ago. I'm interested in church now, can sit and listen to preachint 

and singint all day, but I sets right here while dey has all dis other 
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excitement. Its been seventy years since I done been to Farmington to 

a picnic. I don't want de pension so much to roam around but to be pro-

tected in r:try' old age and to have a few more days of peace. I don't care 

nothin' about clothes. 

"I been votin' at that thing ever since it started. Dey would take 

me a free ride when votin' time comes. You can't turn around for dey 

vrants to take you to vote. But after de voting dey won't pay no atten-

tion to me. I never did vote only a straight t±cket and I al~~ys went 

my o~m way. Dey would sometimes tell me how to vote but I didn't pay 

them no mind. My husband did not believe in women voting and he said 

it would tear up de country. He said he wanted to be in heaven when de 

"'Tomen voted. Garfield 1-'JaS de first president I ever voted for. 

"I believe it would been better to have moved all de colored people 

way out west to dem selves. Abraham Lincoln 'wanted to do dis. It would 

have been better on both races and dey would not have mixed up. But de 

whi te people did not want de 'shade' taken out of de country. Many of 

de bosses after de freedom couldn't stand it and went in de house and got 

a gun and blew out his brains. If Lincoln had lived he would have separa-

ted us like dey did de Indians. We would not have been slaughtering, burn-

ing, hflnging, and killin' if we had been put to ourselves, and had our own 

laws. Many a person is now in torment because of dis mixup. God give us 

a better principle and we could have had thousands of whites slaughtered 
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"De present generation is a lost condition. If dey don't girdle 

their lines and pull dem up co1ser and ask God to help 'em?lld quit 

going to dam 'hog holes' and drinkin' it is fSoine to be deaf!!" and de-

struction. Dis not only is true of the Neeroes but white folks, too. 

~=other and father think it is a1rir:ht. Dese undertakers 1s goin' out 

all e.e time, niGht e.nd day, on the hi€;c.ways and p1ckin' up de carcass 

of people. Its sin dat is v'lrong with de vlorld. De future of tIl.e Negro 

is of the past. We have SO:l18 good friends among the wIli te folks but 

de devil 1s just got so strong dat de good can't hardly stand. We have 

some good citizens in dis toVv'll. I can't re"ad or write but I used to 

have the white lady read the funny side of the paper when I set down 

to eat. 

"Once during de war de soldiers was around me very thick. I was 

coming back from carryin' de dinner out in de woods to Sam Hildebrand. 

I took him a table cloth, napkins and everything first class. I went 

down to de house and hid de basket in a hollow lagend crossed de 

creek and dey hallored, haltt De soldiers was cussin' me like a 

bay steer. Dey said, 'I'll kill you right here and blow your brains 

out if you don't till.' I told dem I had been up dere to water de 
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calves so dey give me my pass and let me go on to de house. I would 

not tell dem nothin' 'bout Sam Hildebrand nor where he was hiding. 

\ihile Sam et his meal I would stand 'round and watch in de woods. I 

was de oldest one on de place and I was de only one what had~'to carry 

his meals to him. 

"I would get IlP many mornings and hear the bugler blowin'. Das 

when dey was callin' the pickets in. Yoy. would see de pickets corne in 

just a-flyin t and out sent de fresh pickets on duty. I was not scared 

of demo Sometimes de soldiers stayed 'round our place for two weeks 

and camped. Dey was about 500 and de men laid out on de ground under 

a government wagon and in some houses around about. Dese soldiers would 

go out with sabers and whac'k de heads off of de sheep, hogs t and calves 

and in about five minutes would have dat yearlin' skinned and dashvit 

into de bailin' kettle. Den dey would take a long knife and cut off a 

big piece of meat with the blood runnin' out. Dey did not cook de meat 

done and did not put much salt on it. It sure was funny, seein' dem 

sQldiers eatin' a big hunk of meat with de blood runnin' out. Dey al-

ways had bread but don't know where dey got it. They was so tired and 

wore out and their feet was sore and de infantry was almo~t barefooted. 

Dey was always dressed in blue. Sometimes we would have 30 or 40 yards 

of goods on de loom and dey would tear it off and send it home to their 
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family. ~·ie was glad t;nough to get dem to take dis and get out. There 

would not be a man on de place when these 500 soldiers come. ~ie always 

managed to bury dat gentleman (money). I can remember tr...e boss took 

out of his c:lest his money, enough to fill the table, and put it in a 

buck skin bag and he we~'1t off' v.1.th another man. I don't know what be-

come of de money and dey was killed and there Wb.S no one left to tell 

de tale. 

"I sure had. it rough and tumble since 6.e war. Of course I don't 

have a boss now. I've worked on fe farm, as a dining room girl, washin', 

ironing, and hiring out. I would get about ~9 to ~10 a week. I was 

workin' for de railroad people den when de road was runnin' strong here. 

l[.y husband he died 40 years ago and he done left me wi th about 15 cents, 

and the mortgage on dis house was about .iP130. I had a wagon worth about 

$40 and old Dr. Newberry took dat for his bill. Den I would 6.0 two or 

three washings before I coree home and would come by de undertaker's and 

leave him some money on de funeral. 1:Ly daughter is a grass-widow and 

she lives here. Her ex-husband shines shoes down tovm, but he don't 

help us none. 1/f.y daaghter has got three children. 

"I don't go to church lately. Its embarrassing to go in this hot 

weather. I know where I want dem to bury me. All the old folks buried 

out at de old colored cemetery. 
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"I goes,.. down here to de store and if I cant t get de money dey 

waits till I can, I can get it on a credit. Dey think Aunt Rhody is 

one of the leadin' persons of de town. Of course I don't run allover 

tovm but go to one store. Dey have got used to me and dev 1mow it 
v " 

sometimes takes an hour for me to make up my mind what I want to buy. 

When I go to de store they kid me and say: 'why, Aunt Rhody, ain't 

you dead yet? You is goin' to outlive us all.' 

"Slavery learnt me how to work and I wasn't feared of no kind of 

work. Most of de people around here don't know nothin' 'bout work. 

A little slavery would do dis young age some good and dey is gain' to 

get it. Dis young generation .1s slaughtertng our people UlY, dovm in 

de south. Our people don't know what freedom is down there. Better 

not go down there and talk about freedom. My brother went down there 

in the south and got back so far from de river dat he never got out. 

I guess de eX'Josure and the beatin' killed him. Lots of places dey 

votes down there, but de votes is thrown in de waste basket and dey 

don't count. These people can't beat up us people and jump up on a 

bed and close their eyes and die and expect to go to heaven. 

ttl ain't never heard de Bible read till I was free in Frederick-

town. When we was slaves we did not have much time to get out and sin 

IIiUch •. Dis generation is goin' to destruction. Its all 011 account of 
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not minding their parents.' Dey is just hard-headed. Its caused by 

de way de old folks acted and is beint put on dis present generation. 

I tell 'em, you don't think dat you can walk these streets and fall 

dead and never said nothin' to god to move this gulf of sin and den 

expect to go to Heaven. I'm tryint to serve God and fightin' all de 

time against de devil to keep him from knockin' me over. I'm not a 

person to' go on with a lot of nonsense. I talk to de young people 

all de "t.i.me around de stores and tell 'em dey is got to get up from 

there to make it across de river. Dey all talk about me preachin' 

a sermon around de stores. But de devil's already got de 'bill of 

sale' on demo I'm talkin' to de Lord all de time cause my stay is 

going to be mighty short now." 
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.' J\ "I've lived in Fredericktown ever since de war and only two or three 
, ~~~ -

\~ times I've been aut of hollering distance of town. I was seventeen years 

~ 
old when de war was over. My boss l.'18S Thos. McGee in Wayne County. My 

mother and father were slaves. My great"'grandmother was a Indian squaw. 

My m.other was dead four years 'fore de war and my father was dead three 

years. 

"I sure can 'member 'bout de war. De funniest thing was SOIDe soldiers 
f-~ , ." , f--' cmnped at our house. Man, I would p~l weeds 'in de cotton patch, and when 
~ 

I got a little elder I was a-carding and spinning and dat wheel \lIas a-singing. 

I spun all de chain all through de Oi vi 1 Viar and I spun all dC3 warp. De c , 
{ ~,i'" 

\ 

boss treated us very goed. De boss would know every row of corn we would ~~ 
i;, '-~ 

'-
hoe; sometimes we would break de corn 01'1' and den we got a whipping 'IN1. th a 

weed. 

"De bess lost all three of hi s boys wi th their shoes on in de war, but 

dey did not jGin de army. De boss was also killed. De boss had a race 

horse and de soldiers found dis cut an de boss tried to get de hoss out of 

de state to New Orleans until after de war. My brother got de race hGSS 

down there ell right. My brother got en Knight and rede clear to Cape and 

his closes ware tern eff. me get te CaPe just as de boat was pulling out. 

Dey killedda boss when he got en another hess an he was shot 'cause de 

soldiers thought he was on de race hoss. ney killed de bess in August on 

Monday. D. bess was going that day to Greenville tQ make his will. 

"Atter d. war I _rkedmy way to Fredericktown. I started out bare-

headed an baref •• ted.I. _rkad tram ene tam. to another. I wemed at one 
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farm for two years and at another for one year. These people paid me a 

little. It took 'bout five years 'fore I got tv Fredericktown. I did 

anything. I cradled five acres of oats and my husband bound it. I didn't 

feer no kind of hoss. I have ten great grand-children, and one great-great-

grElJldchild. 

"I took Sam Hildebrand's dinner to him many times and v.lleIt" Sam was 

killed ~n Southern Illinois dey tried to get me to go up to Fanningten to 

identify him. But I would not do it. I told dem dat he had a mark behind 

his shoulder dat dey could see. I 'member once when Sam Hildebrand was shot 

~ld came t~ our place to have his SGre washed out. I held de wash pan f0r 

old Tern McGee te 'wash his ~und. 

"De old fGlks had all kinds af tea te haal peGple. De old mistress 

took d. 'ridicuo' with her and WGuld be gone for a week going from one sick 

person tQl another. IvIY boss caused my mother's death. She was on a wagon 

of oats and was being pulled by a yoke of oxen. De wagon turned and she 

fell off' en a sapling and it went through her skin and dey had to saw de 

sapling off and she had to lay with dat snag in her side till de doctor 

twenty miles away come. It waS in August and she died with PQisen. Her 

coffin was made right out on de work 'bench. Dey didn't have anything in de 

coffin but a winding sheQt scell.pe~ nicely and a~~rQud f~r de body. It was 

a miracle to me when I CaroB up here to see how dey dressed up de dead people. 

Vfuen I die just. wrap me in a clean sheet. That was what my f®re-parents had, 

I'ts .better to think whar dat .seul is. Two wheel carts was meetly used at 

1n.th,fse d;e.ys with .sen. The drlv.r muld be walldngtilol-ngbeside 
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"De BC)ss sai d one man was treated mean and they could net do anything 

witll him. The old fellow would play his gourd and de snakes 1ivould come 

'rotmd. Finally dey sent him down to NeVi Orleans and seld him on de blDck. 

"If yeu move on Saturday you wen'tstay long. If de boss decides about 

you on Tuesday or Friday these are hanging days. I can't read or write but 
. 

I have a little mother sense •. We have three spirits, evil spirit in de 

grave, another spirit which is wandering, and a spirit in heaven. 

"I think slavery is good f0r dem dat tmderstands it. We are all slaves 

now. W. have a rough and tumble business. Slavery was cruel but it's about 

as bad new. Them days they didn't hang anybody for doing bad things. I may 

. . . 

be vn'eng. I b.en voting ever since d. mess got up. My husband said he 

went.dt0 be in:-heaven When de: wQID.enweuld b. messin' 'round 8lnong de men 

and votii1g~ . Iwi~hW.haa ~wh~le lot of Abraham I.i~c;lns now. He did 

a great d.itd when he took de yoke off us colored people!, We will get a 

littler.st anyway_ 
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An aged negress answered the door when I knocked and asked if this was 

Isabelle, she invited me into her parlor, a tiny room with a rather good-

looking brussels rug upon the floor, and panel lace curtains hung at the 

windows. The walls were hung with enlarged crayon pictures of Isabelle's 

husband and their sona and daughters; no other pictures adorn the walls. 

:f!,The center Ed baa- the old family Bible occupying the place of honor; all 

the births, deaths, and marriages of the family have been carefully recorded 

in this book. An album holds next place and contains many old fashioned 

pictures of her "white folks" and friends of her jounger days. 

The outside of this little four room house is quite attractive, it was 

formerly painted white, but not much paint clings to it now, old fashioned green 

shutters still hang at the windows, a tiny little portiCO shelters the front 

door, There is room at one end for a small porch swing to be hung. At tha 

other end an old weather-beaten chair affords a resting place for the caller. 
, 

The yard is entirely enclosed by a fancy wire fence, and a concrete wak 
\ 

leads to the porch. 

This old woman lives entirely alone in this little cottage which was pro-

vided for her many years ago by the will of her old master. 

She says she is 87 years old, but circumstances seem to indicate that she 

is at least 90, she said she was married and had a child about a year old when 

the war closed in 1865. 

Her work as a slave "was almost all in the house; she was taught to sew, 

and had to help make the clothes for the other slaves. She also was a nurse-

maid for her mistress little children and at one time was hired out to the 

methodist preacher's family to take care of t~. children when his wife was 

111. 

She remembered joining the ~white tolks" methodist church in old Cambridge 
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and going to church on Sundays and sitting in the Gallery, which was the 

place reserved for the colored people In that particular place. 

On Sunday morning Aunt Cindy got "happy" at the services and began to 

throw herself about and shout, the white folks on the seats below hurried to 

get out trom under the edge of the balcony for fear Aunt Cindy would lose her 

balance and fall over the railing to th~ floor below. 

Isabelle is a Firm Believer in "Rants". 

When she was a girl the adjoini~g plantation was owned by her master's 

brother-in-law, and on this plantation was the big old tobacco factory where 

the tobacco raised on several neighboring plantations was priced and hung. 

The negroes on her masters place said this factory was "hanted". None of 

them would go near this factory after nightfall ,tor when the nights were still 

and the moon was full, you could hear the ting, ting, ting, of the lever all 

night long and voices ot the slaves crying out and complaining. and you knew 

there wasn't anybody there at all, jest Hants. 

Isabelle was a mid-wife by profession after the war and tells this as one 

of her experiences. 

She was caring for a lady that had just had her second child; they lived 
>IT' 

1n a cottage with a full basement .under it. 

The father was to take full care of the other Child, a little boy, at night, 

and they were to sleep in the basement. The father and little son tried to 

sleep in the basement for two cr three nights, but the father could not sleep. 

Something bothered him as if restless spirits were abroad. One morning Isabelle 

said she was standing by the door when she heard a voice,' low and vibrant, sBying, 

"No sleep here. Can't sleep here." No one was there but her and the mother 
; 

and the two little Children, so, of course, she knew it was "hants". This was 

proved to her satisfaction a few months later. The skeleton of a man was found 

44H~nder the bas~eme~n~t~t~l~o~o~r~. __________________________________________________ .......... 
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HENRY JOHNSON 

The subject of this sketch is Henry Johnson, over ninety 

years of age, living at 1526 Hanley noad, Lincoln Terrace, st. 

Louis, Missouri. Henry is of dark complexion and has a wealth 

of long white hair and feminine features. 

His eyesigbt is good. He is in excellent health for his 

age. The old man admits that his main weakness is chewing to-

bacco. He was seated in the living room of his 4-room, old fas-

hioned frame cottage which is poorly furnished, but clean where , 
he lives with his wife, at least twenty-five years younger than 

himself. His story follows: 

"My name is Henry Johnson. I was born in Patrick County, 

Virginia and was raised allover de state. I was only so+d 

twice. My father t s name was Bill Alexander and my mother's 

name was Fannie, but I didn't know nothin' 'bout my parents till 

I was past eighteen years old or about that. I never knowned my 

real age. MY owner's name was Billy Johnson in Patrick County 

so I always carried his nrume. When I vms a little bit a fellow, 
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I used to pack water to twenty-five and thirty men in one field, 

den go back to de house and bring enough water for breakfast de 

next morning. When I got a little bigger, I had to take a lit­

tle hoe and dig weeds out of de crop. If our ~nite boss see a 

little grass we overlooked he would handcuff our feet to a whip­

ping post, den chain the slave around de stonach to de post and 

strap de chin over de top of de post and place your hands in front 

of you. 

In de start de slave has been stripped naked, and lashed, of­

ten to death. Dey VTould be left strapped after from twenty-five 

to fifty lashes every two or three hours to stand dere all night. 

De next day, de overseer would be back with a heavy paddle full 

of holes that had been dipped in boiling water and beat until de 

whole body was full of blisters. Den he'd take a cat and nine 

tails dipped in hot salt water to draw out de bruised blood and 

would open everyone of dam blisters with date If de slave did 

not die from dat torture, he would be unfastened from de whipping 

post, and made go to de field just as he was. Often times he 
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Here he showed the writer scars on his head and shoulders which 

he said were from those beatings. 

"I never knowed what a shirt was until I ?ffiS past twenty. 

When my young master went three miles to school, he rode on a horse, 

I had to walk along side de horse to carry his books, den go home 

and fetch him a hot dinner for noon and go back after h~ at night 

to carry dem books. 

'~y boss had eleven children. He had one hundred and twenty­

five slaves on one of de plantations, two hundred on another. 

On all his plantations he owned better'n 1500 slaves. He was one 

of de richest land owners in de state of Virginia. He often told 

me I was born just one hour before his youngest son. I stayed with 

dat family until way after de war was fought, 

"Dey would take a great string of slaves in de road on SUnday 

and make us walk to church. Buggies with de white folks in would 

be in front of us, in de mddst of us, and all betwixt and behind 

us. When we got dat four or five miles we had to sit on a log in 

de broiling sun, while a white man preached to us. All dey evah 
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would say would be niggers obey your masters and mistess and don't 

steal from 'am. And 10 and behold, honey, de masters would make 

us slaves steal from each of the slave ovmers. OUr master would 

make us surround a herd of his neighbor's cattle, round dam up at 

night, and make us slaves stay up all night long and kill and skin 

every one of dem critters, salt the skins down in layers in de mas­

ter's cellar, and put de cattle piled ceilin' high in de smoke 

house so nobody could identify skinned cattle. 

"Den when de sheriff would come around lookin' for all dwn 

stolen critters, our boss would say, 'Sheriff just go right on 

down to dam niggahs' cabins and search dam good, I know my nig­

gers' don't steal.' Course de sheriff come to our babins and 

search, sure we didn't have nothin' didn't belong to us, but de 

boss had plenty. After de sheriff's search, we had to salt and 

smoke all dat stolen meat and hang it in old marse smoke house for 

him. Den dey tell us, don't steaL Dey raised turkeys in de 500 

lots and never did give us one. So we wanted one so bad once, I 

put corn underneath de cabin and a turkey, a great big one, would 

come under our cabin to eat dat corn. One day when I got a chance 
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I caught dat old gobbler by de neck and him and me went round and 

round under dat old cabin house. He was de biggest strongest bird 

I ever see. I was only a boy but finally I beat. I twisted his 

neck till he died. Den I took out up to de big house, fast as any­

thing,to tell my old miss one 01' our finest turkeys dead. She said 

stop cryin' Henry and throw him under de hill. I was satisfied. I 

run back, picked dat ole bird, taken all his feathers to de river 

and throwed dam in. Dat night we cooked hiIt.. and didn't we eat 

somethin' good. I had to tell her 'bout dat missin' bird cause 

when dey check up it all had to tally so dat fixed date 

"My old master told me when de war was being fought and the 

Yankees was on de way coming through Franklin County. Virginia, 'My 

little niggah do you know how old you is?' I said: 'No sah, boss. 

He said: 'You are seventeen years old'. I never even saw my mo­

ther and father until I was in my twenty's. A whi te man taken me 

to Dansville. Virginia to drive his carriage for him. After I 

was dere a spell a colored man kept watching me so much I got plum 

Scared. Dis was after de war was over. Den one day. 10 and behold, 

he jumped at me and he grabbed me and asked me where was I staying. 
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I did not know whether to tell him or not, I was so scared. Den 

he said I am-your father and I am goin' to take you to your mo-

ther and sisters and brothers down in Greenhill, Virginia'~ When 

d 
he got me dere, I found tw sisters and four brothers. Dey was 

/I 

all so glad to see me dey shouted and cried and carried on so I 

was so scared I tried to run away, cause I didn't know nothin' 

'bout none of thmn. And I thought dat white man what brought me 

down aere oug~t to have saved me from all dis. I just thought a 

white man was my God, I didn't know no better. 

"Well, when my folks finally stopped rejoicing, my mother 

only had two chickens. She killed and cooked dam for me. MY 

father and brothers would go to work every day and leave me at 

home with my mother for over a year. They would not trust me 

to work, feared I would run off cause I didn't no nothin' 'bout 

them. Hadn't even heard of a mother and father. MY brother and 

father would work all day and only get one peck of corn or one 

pound of meat or one quart of molasses for a whole day's work from 

sun up till sun down. We had to grind dat corn for our flour, and 

got biscuits once a year at Christmas and den only one biscuit 
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apiece. 

"After a little better'n a year after I come, the white man 

told my father to bring his family and move from Greenhill, Vir ... 

ginia to Patrick County, Virginia to his big farm, and farm dere 

for him and he would give him one half pf all he raised for his 

share. ~je went, and did we raise a big crop. He kep' his word 

all right and we stayed dere till de white man died five years la-

ter. Den we went to another farffi. We had cleared enough in the 

five years to buy us a fine pair of oxen and had money besides. 

So we went to another farm and went to work giving the owner ot 

the farm one third of the crop and kept two thirds ourselves. We 

stayed there two years. Then tat her sold de oxen and wen.t to 

Sweetvil1e, Virginia and bought $200 worth of land and stayed a-

bout five years. We made our crop wi th a hoe and made good. Den 

I lett home and run about allover, learned how to play a ~1ol1n 

and made my livin' with it for a long ttme. 

"I quit dat and railroaded about eight years working on sec-

tiona and new grading. Den went to Decata, Alabama and worked with 

a land company putting down PiPFingS about three months. I quit 

dat and married Anna Johnson an~ come to Jiles County, Tennessee-
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"I came to St. Louis from 'l'ennessee more dan forty ~,ears 

ago. I got work right away at Cycle & Harris Steel Plant on 

18th Street and worked dere about six months, when I got scald­

ed almost to death on the job. I got a new nose and a new ear 

from dat accident. .....11 de flesh of my right arm was off to de 

bone. I was in de hospital eight months from it and I got ~500 

out of de damage suit. I bought me a horse and wagon out of it 

and done light hauling, and moved out here i.ll Lincoln Terrace 

and been out here ever since. 

"I landscti~ed out here for sixteen years until I was dis­

abled to work hard any more. I got a garden but I can't make 

any money from it, cause all de other folks out here got gar­

dens too. I am a deacon in Mt. Zion Baptist Church right here 

at de corner. Rev. Thomas is my pastor. 

"I only went to school three days in my whole life but a col­

ored friend taught me how to spell out of a blue back spelling 

book. His nrune was Charlie Snowball. I vms learning fine until 

I got burned. Den my eye sight was poor for a long time, but I 

see now very good. I only need glasses for to read what little 
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I can reed. I can't VIri te at all. My grandfather vras 135 years 

old when he died, and my father lived to be 135. 

"De white people in Missouri sure have been mighty good to 

me since I been here. I have as nice clothes as any man in St. 

Louis, good clothes what I mean. All been given' to me by white 

people able to give sornethin'. I have not had to buy a hat, shoes 

or suit of clothes for over twenty-five years, and got far !'!lore 

good clothes dan I can ever wear out till my dying day_ I think 

these 20th century white folks dat have principle are trying to 

make amends to Negroes to make· up for the meanness there forepar­

ents done to us, so I try tc forgive 'em all in my heart for the 

s~e of a few good ones now. I've buried two wifes from dis very 

house. I am now living with my third wife and she is a mighty 

fine woman. We have been together about sixteen years." (Written 

by Grace E. White.) 
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Bred Slaves Like Stock 

Hannah Jones was born in Cape Girardeau, 1t:Lissouri ,'August 

3, about 1850, the daughter of Lottie Oil and Noah Thompson. Her 

story follows: 

"The nigggrs had three or four wifes before de war, as wBny 

as dey could bear chillun by. But after de war dey had to take 

one woman and !Il8.rry her. My mother had three chillun by him and 

de odder wifes had three and four chillun too. Old man, Ben Oil 

raised my mother. He was an old bachelor but his brothers were 

all married. 

"Ben Oil had 100 niggers. He just raised niggers on his 

plantation. His brother-in-law, John Cross raised niggers, too. 

He had 125 niggers. He had a nigger farm. His other brother-in-

law we call old man English, had 100 niggers. Dey all jest had 

nothint else but niggers. Before de war,broke out, Tom Oil and 

John Oil come up dah and taken all us niggers but eight and eight . /) 

acres of land he left for Ben Oilts housekeeper. 014 Marse Ben 

died and after dat Tom carried us all back down der to New Orleans 
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wid him and opened up a nigger. pen. Dat's a place like a stock 

yard where dey auction us off. De old ones was de ones dey was 

anxious to get shet of. We only know our ages by known' !Ve is 

born in corn plantin' and cotton pickin' time. We never even 

knowed de days of de week. 

"I had three aunts to die in all dat huddle of niggers. 

De doctors make us go walking every day cause dat was de only 

exercise we gi t. One of dem aunts dro:pped dead on de street 

while walking. De other two died in de slave pen. My grandmo­

ther was a fine seamstress. She sewed all de sewing for de white 

folks. Three days after her first baby was born dey made her git 

up and make twelve stiff-fron~, tucked white shirts for her old 

nrlstress' boy who be goin' off to college and she was so sick and 

weak, some of de stitches was crooked. Old Miss ordered de over­

seer to take her out and beat her 'bout it. Before he did de doc­

tor looked at her and said tain't no use beatin' her she w0u't do 

you no more good. She's stone blind, but she can have chillun 

right on. Bo dey kept her for dat and she bore twelve more head 

of chillun after date 
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"IvlY mother was black as a crow and her hair was so long 

she could sit on it. Dey brought a huadle of ni~bers over amongst 

de Indians from allover de south and Maryland and Interrn.E!;rried 'em 

wid dere own sisters, brothers, cousins, nieces and de like. De 

niEgel's didn't know for years dey was any kin. When dey want to 

raise certain kind a breed of chillun or certain color, dey just 

n~ixed us up to suit dat taste, and tell de nibLer dis is your wife 

or dis is yOllr husband and dey take each other and not lmow no bet-

tel' and raise big families to de white folks liking. 

"I never can f'orget one Sunday morning de rebels come into 

Cape Girardeau. De old Miss what raised me tad just killed two 

hogs and put 'em in de smoke house. I got up bright and early dat 

~unday morning. I looked out toward de smoke house and seed two 
? 

white men out dere dressed in blue clothers and dey just went in Old 

II :i5S smoke house and help dam selves. I run right fast and told old 

l'ii 5S what was go in€; on out del' in her smoke house. But dere Viasn t t 

no men folks around so we couldn't help ourselves. Dey told us dey 

was 300 strong and just den some others come over de hill and told 

tem come on, ~urry up so dey climbed de hill in a hurry leaving dere. 

They had three gun boats and dey turned one of dem things loose up 
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der as dey was goin' and Lawd child dat thing destroyed property 

for miles around. 

"Some of dem rebels had ball bats, some had sticks~ some rid­

ing and some walking. Dey killed three of us niggers in our camp 

dat morning. All de nigger men been taken away just leaving us nig­

ger women and chillun. Dey burned down frame and log huts just de 

same. My mDther 11ved to be 115 years old, two uncles lived to be 

100, one sister over 60. I use glasses when I read but am blind in 

one eye. My husband has been dead 37 years. He was an old soldier 

so Uncle Semgi ves me a pension. 

"I had 15 head of chillun. I have now seven grandchillun and 

four great grandchillun. I has been in st. Louis 17 years and lives 

with my daughter Nancy McDonald, 2804 Dayton Street." (Written by 

Grace E. ~ft:ite, St. Louis, MO.) 
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Emma Knight, living at 924 North Street, Hannibal, Missouri, 

was born in slavery on the farm of Will and Emily Ely, n~r Florida, 

Monroe County. The following is her story as sbe told it: 

"We lived on a Creek near Florida. We belonged to Will Ely. 

He had only five siaves~;o.my father and mother and three of us girls. 

I was only eight or nine years old. De Elys had eight children. 

Dere was Paula, Ann, Sarah, Becky, Emily, Lizzie, Will, Ike, and 

Frank. Lizzie was de oldest girl and I was to belong to her when 

she was marri ed. 

"De master of de house was better to us dan de mistress. We 

didn't have to work none too hard, 'cause we was so young, I guess. 

We cut weeds along de fences, pulled weeds In de garden and helped 

de mistress with de ho.eing. We had to feed de stock, sheep, hogs, 

and calves, because de young masters wouldn't do de work. In de 

evenings we wes made to kIli t a finger width and if we missed a 

sti to~ would have to pull all the yarn out and do it over. De 
o 0 

master's girls learned U$ to read, and write. We didntt bave hardly 
• 0 

no clothes and most of'aetime dey was just r~gs. We went barefoot 

.tt goot real G:01d.' ,·Otlr· ffjtet would crack open from de cold and 
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made moccasins for our feet from old pants. Late in de fall mas-

ter would go to Hannibal or Palmyra and bring us shoes and clothes. 

We got dem things only once a year. I had to wear de young master's 

overalls for underwear and linseys for a dress. 

"My father was took away. My mother said he was put on a 

block and sold 'cause de master wanted money to buy something for de 

house. W~ mother told me she come from Virginia or down south some 

plac~. Dey brought her in a box car with lots of other colored peo-

ple. Dere was several cars full, with men in one car, women in ano-

ther, and de younger ones in another, and de babies in another wi -th 

some of the Women to care for demo Dey brought dem to ~almyra and 

219 

sold demo Master Ely bought my mother. I don't know where my father 

come from. 

~istress always told us dat if we run av~y somebody would catch 

us and kill us. We was ~ways scared when somebody strange come. De 

first we knew dere was a war was when some soldiers come through. We 

was sure scared den. Once a man come and we thought he was a patrol-

ler but he askeClfor something to eat. Mother took him to de mistress. 

S.· .... h. e gt,tve him sometb.1ng to eat wrapped in a paper andtoJ.,d h:i.m to get 
, ' ':'-- c· , 

9ff de.,place. 
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"Some Union soldiers come and told us that we was free like 

dey was and told us not to be afraid, dey wouldn't hurt us. Dey 

told us de war was over. De master told mother not to go away, dat 

if she stayed a while he would give her a couple hundred_dollars. 

We stayed a while but she never got no money. 

220 

"We come to Hannibal in an ox wagon. We put up at de barracks 

and den mother went to live with Hiram Titchner. He lived right 

where de postoffice is now. I hired out to Mrs. James across de 

street for my clothes and schooling. W~s. James had two girls. One 
.;--

of dem learned me not to be such a tomboy and not to be so rough. 

I tell you I was a bad girl when I was.young. I couldel~b every 

tree on de master's farm and my clothes was always in rags from being 

so rough. My mother used to whip me most every day with a broom stick 

and even hit me with chairs. I guess I was bad. If I had a dollar 

for every broom. handle that was laid across my back I -would have lots 

of money. I tell you we was raised plenty tuff dem days. 

"De yotingfolks can't stand such raising dese days. Dey just 

couldnftgQthl"ough ?!hat we was 'through. The young folks now just 

couldn.tt do 1 t a tall. We never wa.s t lowed on the street' after nine 
• 

o'clock. We . sure run for home when the church bell done rung on de 

11111 at:n1n.,o~,cl.oek. Now-a-days deY0\1,tlgfolks stays out hU,! dft 
,:.,."'" '...". -. .' ",". 

eveB ldlleachotherover tritlint 
; . ,", .. '". ' .. '. ,'.: ", 
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I know it 'cause I see them do dese things. I 'spose dere parents 

are a lot to blame. 
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"I was married when I was young, less dan twenty I reckon. I 

had one girl but she is dead now. Her boy lives with me. I gets a 

pension, seven dollars a month, for about a year now. This little 

old shack belongs to me. I go to de Baptist Church over on Center 

Street when ever I can. We used to go to church on de corner 'cross 

from de postoffice. Dere is 8. big store dere now1-" 
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~h mammy tole me ah wuz jes fo' year ole wen de war end,~o ah don' Imember much 
, ,', " "." .1:-.,"'.... ..•.. " .• , .• _. "" ".,~-'" 

bout fo' de \var. Ole Massa miz Buckner Caldwell an' ole"Missus, we always call Miss 

de only name ah knows huh by, jes Miss Coon. He war a fine ole man but she 

a hard one. Ah wuz name "aftuh young hussie Harriet~ 

IIDe white folks had a fine hOUse, a very lawge house standin' high up on a bluff 

an three/~awterhs fum, Cumbuhlain' Rivuh. Dat 'NUZ in Smith County, Ten-

don rightly 'member 'bout how many slaves dey hed, bu~ dere war sev'ral cabins 

cullud folks live in. 

and daddy wuz Sarah an Bob Tadwell. Mammy wuz raised in Vuhginyuh an' / t 
she wuz sixteen yeah qle she wuz put on de block an' sold in Nashville. 

a seamstress. She nevuh work in de fiel', an' she don' know nut~n' 

cookin', but she do fine sewih'.lIVhen dey put her on de block dey has some o· 

work dar tuh show what fine sewin' she kin do. "Yuh know ,all de sewin war done by 

, an mah mammy'd sew sometime till huh finguhs nearly drap off. She sew de fines' 

""" ~ .... 
K, ," 

\ .', 

.... ~--: 

cks an' she make all dem fine tuck bosom shurts 10' de men. 

II One time a man come an' wunna buy mammy an me. Mtss Uoon wuz gonna sell us un-

to ole Massa. Ole Massa wouldn' sell none 0' his people, but Miss Coon' 

try to put things ovuh on him an' he couldn' do nuthin 'bout it but go .,git 

Ole Miss Uoon put de price on usa way up high-cause mammy sach a fine seamstres s r~ 

, ah wuz. ahvJa.ys a buxum chile, nevuh sick er nuthin. But he say dat too much ant he 

on home.. Aftuh while wen dey so much talk bout freein' de niggers Miss Coon sont 

she come way down on de price but he sont back word dat '. 

" " 

, I('e lef' thar when we !1;ls tree. My mammy ahways got work a 
, 

Yll~te woman fifteen year. 
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foolishness roun' her place an' dey nevuh bothtih huh none, but dey beat up some ot de 

eighbors. One ole man dey b eat till he die. '! 
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Ex",:Slave Story 

"£.:y mother was a slave in Franklin Parish, Louisiana, 'bout 200 miles 

from New Orleans. I was born in1862. My mother's name was Caroline Head· 
I' 

by marriage. She was bern in slavery. Her home was in :Mississippi first 

and she emigrated to Louisiana 'cause de land was worn out. I had seven 

brothers and sisters and all are gone but me. My mether was separated from 

rnY father two times. My mether was married three times due t";" being meved 

arollild. My breth.r's father was sent inte a ,free state under some censider-

ation. Bush Baker was my mother's boss. De bess had twa plantations. De 

morning I was going to be bern de overseer be~an to fight my mother and a 
1 

colored man tOGk a hee and said if the man hither again he would kneck his I 
i 

brains out. The overseer had been at thi s place fer feur Yliars and had not' 

been paid. Mother was confined in de field and dey get her to de heuse. 
I , 

I 

If Baker had been thaI' he would have killed de everseer. Three men came up 

to kill de everseer with guns for beatin' n~ mether and de overseer had to 

leave. My mother never did get over her troubles dat morning. Mrs. Baker 

said it would be better fer mather to work in de field 'cause mether could 

then take better care f'Jf' her children, 

"Mrs. Baker was kind and tended de children when dey vms sick. Mrs. 

Baker took us teTexas during de war 'cause she was afraid the Unien seldiers 

would take her slaves away frem her. After peace was declared de soldiers 

came and told de whi tepe.ple.dat de slaves was fre.. But we ~ever did 

e_ver Mrs. Baker t •• k us back t. 

if! 
" 

_I 
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from Texas. Dis was in 1865. 

"I can 'member de home place. ne ceunty :read went close to de frent 

gate. Mrs. Eliza Baker had a beautif-ul yard and after de war she would 

have us ceme and stay in de yard to be protected from de jay-hawkers. ne 

high water would ceme past de fence and we would play in de water. One 

time a jay-hawker come and git cne of de children in a skiff ~d den we 

yelled and de mastah COIIJ.e cut with his pistol and hit de jay-hawker .verde 

head. So de jay ... hawker turned de child over again. Set we did net play 

dovvu in de water no mere. 

"D~ mistress had a long table Gut in de front yard under de smoke 

house shed ahd here all us children had our foed. It was g.od feed. Mrs. 

Baker had a fig nursery in de frent yard and we weuld ge and pick wash .... 

tubs af figs. Sema were dried and others w.~e put up. l\irs •. Baker had a 

plantation ef 1,800 acres. On week ends n weuld dance and they wlluld 

always be getting married. W. had a- celored man on de place who CQuld 

read and he did de marryi.ng •. De only sch.el I ever went te was tea ni~t 

schoelhere rer a sh.rt time. Dey wauld tell mo a story 'bQut'De Bear an 

de Grand~t an 'beuttLittle Ridin' Ho.d.' ney use to tell us seme awful 

-". 
yarns. _ Dey .wevld kill ever 100 head af· hegs every year and cure it.. and 

I cantt,.e •. t';·.u.$e,~ •. buy.d.~at today. Mrs. Baker would take any.no in de 

wag'llt .• '(j.t~ell q.atwanted te s-. ¥y atint went techurch but WfJuldnetb.· 

.u~whend'y weuld:dl:'e;ss'.up ,~.ll. 
,.: " ' ' , .. ' 

But _werenet 
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f)f Abe Lincoln. I hav~ often thought hf3w hard it was to give up his life 

for de Uni tfied States. But Christ died for te save de wQrld an Lincoln died 

to save deUni ted States. And Lincoln died more Christlike dan any other 

man det ever lived. 

"Dar@ was an old celored man on de place and he would drive Jeff Davis 

'round and would keGp Davis in his house and fe~d him. This V!!!:s when Jeff 

Davis was a boy, and a orphan. Jeff Davis gave dis colored man, Montgomery, 

a lot of land. It's a good thing dat slavotry is over. Anything wants a 

})ri vilegQ outside and not in a coop. Slaves could not be natural when dey 

\,ciS dis vvay. Everybody wants to do some thin , v.rith deID.Selves. 

"I staid in Louisiana till 1875 8l1d got mad and left and went ttl 

kadison Parish, L·®uisiana. It was not de \vhi te ge()ple dat made m,tll lsave 

hcr@ buy it was my father. Den I went to Vi~ksl,:mrg for seven months, den 

t'J St. Louis @n a mail boat. It cost me ;~8.50 to COlnii from Vicksburg to 

St. Louis. I found work in St. Louis in a little while. Never did have 

to worry 'beut where I was going -"to sllil6lp. I left Madison Parish causlil lve 

had a floGd when de lev~e brake. 

"I come t~ St •. Louis in 1883 and did all kinds of house ·w@rk. I got 

a dollar a day. Den I carne to Fredsricktovm 'causri I \·;anted to own a home. 

¥QU were never sure dat: y~u could have a sure claim to land in St. Louis .. 

It was a 'quick claim. t~'Ji lived one mile above Frsdericktovm and had seven 

or eightacre.B. I married in Fredericktown and have no children. Jl<Iy husband 

hasbeen.de.9.d since 1908. I made my. way fine by washin t and ironip.g an made 

$18. a :week since my husband, died. I paid .,$985. for dis hQuse. " 
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~ mastuh's name was Peter Burns ,and we lived out in Cape County, 

close to the Houck place. My daddy's name was Charles Lee. ~t8 

name was 'Lizabeth, and old mastuh bought her from de Catholic priests. 

Old mastuh had a big white frame house and it had lots at trees ~ound 

it. There was a saw-mill jes' across de road. 

"I was just a little teller during de war, but I can remember dat 

when de Rebel sojers come by our place old mastuh had de table set tor 

'em, and treat 'em fine--'cause he's a rebel--den when de 'Yankee's come 

along he give dam de bes' he had, and tre,at 'em fine 'cause he's a 'Yan-

kee'. Old Jedge Ranney live on de next plaae and he and old mastuh was 

good friends--but he was such a hot southerner he couldn't stand old mas-

tub to act like date In a way I guess old mastuh was right for none of 

de sojers never bother nuthin' on de place. 

"One t~e de blue-coats was coming by de jedge's place. De jedge 

had lots ot turkeys and dey was roosting up in de trees. I don't think 

de s~,jers was bothering nuthin', but something must've skeered dam tur­

keys for dey commenced aak1Dg a awful racket. Den de jedge, he coms out, 

ask what dey doing to his turkeYB--and he raise a big tuss. So den de BO­

jers druv' into de barn--dey was a great big barn with a drive through de 

middle. Dey j es' drove in de wagons, loaded t em with corn and hay--and 

dey caught some chickens and dey take all de jedge's best hosses. De 
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jedge jes' stand there and watch 'em. He can't do nuth1ng 'cause de more 

he say de more dey takes. "BUt dey never bother old mastuh' s place noDe-­

cause he make friends with both sides. 

"One time de 'Webel sojers was there. Old mastuh had de table all set 

with everything fiDe to eat. And de Rebels was Jest getting ready to eat 

when we hear de big guns from de forts, at de cape, and word come dat de 

Yanks was coming. I can jest see d~ Rebel sojers yet--how dey rolled out 

of there. Most of 'am was a-wearin' coonskin caps with de tail a-hangin' 

down. And how dey did go 1 Dat was de time Mabmaduke was a-tryin' to take 

de Cape. I hear de Yanks overtook him about Allenville and had a skirmish 

there. 

"No'm I don't much believe in ghosts and de 11te--8nd yet one time 

out there by Benton Hill--you know dey always say Benton Hill's ha'nted-­

well I was comin' along there one evening tbout dark--and from across de 

road come two men--dey was dressed in kind of white suits and had big, 

floppy hats on. Dey didn't say nothing and cross de road, right in front 

ot me--with dey heads hanging down. When I gets a little past tem I thinks-­

wonder where dey's goi~ So I looks back and see's 'am start up dat hill 

and then jest plum disappear. I studies 'bout that, and next morning when 

I goes back, I goes to look and see where de tracks 80. De clay on dat 

hillside were so soft if you'd put your hand down it would leave a track, 

but dey warn t t a sign of a track whar I seed dam men walk up dar and dis-
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appear. After dat I always carry me a lantern wben I goes by dar, at 

night, and when tolks tells me 'bout spir1ts dey seen I don't never tell 

'em I don't believe 'am." 

An Interview with Wes Lee, 
Ex-Blave, 'Lives at Bodean 
Lane, Cape Girardeau. )40. 
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PERRY IS RIGHT AT 87 

"I was 'born near Fayette, Missouri, not far from New J!'lorence 

on September 2, 1850. Dat makes me right at 87 years oi~. My fa-

ther's name was Stephen Estol and Mother's was Agnes SWiney_ My 

grandfather's name was Albert IvlcGee and he was borned in Virginia. 

He was a carpenter. My grandmother's name was Erl1ily and she was a 

slave in Glasgow, Howard County, Kissouri.' I vvas born just three 

miles northwest of Glasgow. My boss den is now a banker in I{ansas 

City. His name is James ltlwald SWiney. Once he was a preacher in 

23() 

st. Louis and I saw him preachin' dere once. He seen me going along 

de street one day. I never would have knowed him only he said: tHey 

boy, where you from? Where did you bail from?' I said: 'I hails 

from Howard County.' He sa id : t Come in. f 

ftI went in and stayed dere mighty near all day and ate dinner 

with demo He come out on de porch and told me not to call him mas-

ter but to call him 1,1r. SWiney. We talked. all evening and he told 

me to be a good boy and to be truthful. 

"You know Abra.ham Lincoln offered $300 a bead before de war for 
.. 

all de slaves but de people would not sell any more dan you would cut , 
yourshfide tree down in your yard. So deyelectad Jefferson DaVis 

"',(~~.""'" 
. ,,,,.,,...,,.,'" 
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President. A rnan by de name of Grigsby was a slave buyer. It was 

like you would want a hog or cow and dey would put slaves on de 

block and tcry them off'. You have got to make profit on de deal. 

A good strong man i,'JQuld sell for $300 and some for $100 '.~ A hous~ 

slave was worth more dan a field slave. 

"Dey wouldn t t sell my mother. ,De old mistres s 1llould not allow 

n~ mother to be sold. I had only one Sister and two brothers. One 

brother died when I was a be.by. De Hebel soldiers taken me. I was 

a waiter. When l.)rice' s raid come they took me off de farm. After 

dey left Pilot F..llob dey come up through Missouri and fired on Glasgow 
• j .,,-

and only 900 militia'and regula~ soldi~rs could n6t fight 90,000 reb-

else So dese 900 ran and blew up de powder magazine and it sounded 

just ~ike thunder and looked like a black cloud. De rebels went on 

across de river and said dey was going to make de niggers smell hell. 

De soldier said, 'Hey, little nigger, we want you to go with us and 

wait on de Captain. t I was light as a feather almost and dey boosted 

• 
me up on a horse behind one of de soldiers and took me to Glasgow 't~ 

a eatin' place. Dey hadhardta~k made without any salt or any short-

nin'about' enl:.. TP.$re was ple~ty springs up there • I had to clean off 

de 'herser, and played marbles and tUrned handsprings and dey had me for 

,I")edu..ldwa.lkoh,IPi'ha.nd.s. ' Lot-sof timesdsywQul;frch'l.1> in 
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and pay me a little. When I left and was free I had $18 in nickels 

and dimes and had only one piece as big as a quarter. I v~s as 'fraid 

of a Union soldier as of a rattle snake. Horace SWiney come to town 

and begged de soldiers to let me come back so he brought me back on 

his horse. I was in Glasgow about three days. 

"One day young Swiney come out and told us Vle vms free and for 

us to call him Mr. Swiney a...'1d not master: Dere \'las only one colored 

family who left the farm here of 800 acres. lul de rest of us stayed , , 

right dere. He had about 70 slaves. De old man made a talk and said 

dey was plenty of land dere and ~~ could- all stay and ,:work as we bad 
" 

beep-. After de freedom dey ::paid me 10 cents a dalr or $3 a month and 
, ( 

board. N.an, I 'done everything. I carried water' onrrry head. Seet 

I!I!J head is flat and I ain't got no sense. I had to carry ~ter in 

'piggins', something like a well bucket with one handle so you could 

catch it with one ha.nd and set it up on your head. Dese buckets was 
'~ 

made out of wood on de place dere by a good carpenter. nd. piggins 

would hold 2 gallons of water. 
" .\ 

tlItvehad 12 'hildren and I was married 55yearswhenrtiy wife 
, 

Alice, 1s' ateache~,1n .de college in st. Louis.1
, 'She, went 

'. ~:" -'.'. 

":' .. ''':.'' . 
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to four colleges, at Champaign, Illinois; Lincoln University, 

Jefferson City; University of Chicago and at Honolulu Universi-
'~ 

ty where she is dis summer. She has been teaching about 5 o~ 
6 years. She teaches geography and mathematics. I went naked, 

barefooted, and hungry and send my daughter to school. She went 

to grade school rie:llt here in Festus. Alice is 42 now' and she 

wants to marry and ·have four children. Bessie is my other daugh-

ter, and she has taughtsch~ol for 18 years. She is a graduate 

of Lincoln University and taught at Cape Girardeau 4 years, at 

Lost Creek in Washington County 2 years, in Festus for 6 years, 

and in Appleton, Missouri, too. BeSSie is married now and she 

don't have any children. I stays right here vnth her. 

"My son, Granville McGee, lives i~ st. Paul, Minnesota, and 

works on de Northern Pacific Railroad and is a waiter between Chi ... 

cago and Seattle. He's been with dam 17 years. His is a six day 

run and he has 6 clIil~en. Another son, W. C. McGee , lives in 

Lansing,Mfchi~an •• He is a Democrat, 'When de Democrats is in 

power I is a Democrat and when de Republicans is in power I'se a , 

Republican. 'l)at' sde, way it generally goes.;, . My soh up lnLahsing 
" , 

is editor of the Lansing Eye Opene~, and has been editor for sever--
o • •• 
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a graduate of ~incoln University. too. He vms a porter for a 

railroad before he was a editor. You got to have a pretty fair 

education to be a porter now. My oldest son, 61, lives in Rock-

ford, Illinois. He was born in Crystal City and when lre was here 

he was an inspector in de sand mines. He is a furnace man over at 

Rockford in a glass factory. He has been working for de glass com-

pany ever since he was big enough to walk. He is married 'and has 

one child. My son, Oscar, is a railroader and lives in St. Louis 

and is a porter on a train what runs between St. Louis and down in 

Mexico. He is married and has no t?,11ildren and never will have none. 

His wife had a ac~ident. ' 
, 

"After I was free I come to St. Louis and done a little of 

everything and worked for my step-father and worked harder for him 

dan for my master. I sawed wood and drove a cart. We had a coal 

and wood yard. I did not get paid but could eat. I worked for him 

until one day I met my father's sister on de street and she asked 

me some questions on Mor~a.n Street in St. Louis. 

"Den I went with Uncle Jim McGee to live and he took me down to 

Greenvilie, ~~ississippi and picked cotton and worked as a porter at 
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de hotelllere. I got '12 a month and board.. I didn' tstay davID dere 
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verJ long and come back to St. Louis and vlOrked at :2illing's 

Bank dat was a saloon and ViaS paid ~18 a [;lonth and made extra 

<J.bout ~,25 on tips. I worked for him for about two years plU:."'1b 

! till I COFle dovin in Jefferson County. I 'worked 30 years over 

in t~:e ,late glA,ss f'actory' in Crystal City and had to quit dere 

on account of my eyes. I 11'3.8 firlng i~ de fur'Jt:1.ce. I sO:'1etil'~es 

nade \~4 a da~r and board at de factory. 'Den I ;:!Or~(ed for 27 years 

for de Festus ~,=erCE\n tile Corrpany and done a little bit of every-

thine. I gets $11, a m,onth novv as an old ece ~)ension. 

"I V!8.S 21 or 2 vJhen I first voted. I<y first vote Vlas for 

u. S. Grant for President at Semati te, Lissouri. ~,~y last vote 

was for F. D . Roosevelt. Lots of dern. wanted tOiJay r:e to vote 

a certain way but I never paid any attent:i,on to demo I fm a 

Democrat now. I don't think a man ought to be allowed to vote' 

unless dey 1m ow what dey doin. t 

"P se went to school only tp...ree days in my life. De ~iS8US 

learned me my A, B, ets and all de rest I learned myself. I 

paid $1.60 a month to go to ni,g-,ht school in st. Louis for three 

months and learned to read and spell, but I just can't write. 

If I had de chance dat de young folks have now I would go as high 

as you could go. I can talk some German cause I worked for a 

Dutchman once. De young generation of colored people ain't goin' 

• 
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to amount to nothin'. Dey don't want to work, but one out of 

a thousand might do something. Dey all think dey know too much 

and don't VIrant to learn no more. ~,!y other boys will never know 

what my son lcnows. De young ones don't ap0reciate their advan-

tages. Dooker T. Washington had a hard time. He will never have 

no more like him. Some of de slave holders ·treated de slaves". 

better than dey is today •. De youn,~ generation is about at their 

best now. Dey think too much about their pleasure. Dey don't 

have enough work to do. I u,sed to '::rork 16 hours a day. Now dey 

is got it dovm to 6 hours a day. I think it was good for some 

of de colored people to be slaves. 

"I t:2ink it would be better if some of the ones now were 

slaves and it would teach dem to work. lilY young mistress treated 

me good and I went with her right behind a horse called Andrew. 

She thought a heap of me and'1 thought a heap of her. 

"Dere ain't but two classes of people, go?d and. bad, and dey 

been tryin' to se~arate de black people from de white peop~e but 

de line has already been cut. Colored women is havin' white 

children! I think dat is wrong. Dey ought not to mix dem up, 

but I ain't goin' to try to separate 'em. Dat is de reason I 

voted for de Lincoln Bill. If people do wrong let"em be pun-

ished accordin' to law no matter what color. 
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"Slavery hurt de men who oWTled de slaves. De !~egro was only 

de shade tree. De master would set back in de shade and tell de 

Negro what ,to do. I hear so many say, 'I'm free1 But ~here is 
, 

only one person who is free and he or she is de one dat God has setJ 
f 

,1 

free. God set forth in de heart of Abraham Lincoln dat every man 

should earn his bread by de sweat of his brow. IV~an is his own free 

agent. De masters measured out bad measure and dey got worser in 

de end dan de slaves. 

"What is ruinin' dis country is de love for money. God is gain' 

to rule dis world." 

.' 
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"I was born in Valle I:Li.nes in t:he northern part of St. Francois 

county. Ky mother's name was 80:phie 1I,:cGuire. She was a slave of 

Henry Bisch and my father was Damed I'hiliI.' I\:cGuire ~.~d vres owned by 

J oiln McGuire. I lives here in Herculaneurr. and run 74 years old. My 

father worl{ed in de mines and Ely mother worked in and around de 

hOl1se and cooked 0 She was nore of a house girl. I had three brothers 

and seven sisters. All my sisters is dead 'cept tvJO. One of dem 

lives in De Soto and de other in St. Louis. One of my brothers lives 

at Crystal City and one has worked for over 20 years for de St. Joe." 

Company here at Herculaneum. 

"1' se heard my mother and father talk about what a hard time dey 

had when dey was set free and went to housekeeping. First de3r moved 

in a house dat was already built and den dey built a log cabin. My 

father dug de zinc and lead ore to rrJBke a living at Valle Mines. He 

would get so much a ton and would sometimes make ~~2 a day and den 

sometimes he would not make anything. I lived at Valle Mines till I 

come of age and den moved to St. Louis where I worked for 30 years. 

I worked in a boiler room, in de steel works, and drove a team. I 

hauled sand, Cinders, lumber, dirt, etc. I got about $1.50 a day 

when! worked in St. Louis. I was married for about 35 years and 
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my wife is dead and didn't have any children. ~lhen I left st. 

Louis I worked in de mines at Fletcher and den Cffi~e over here and 

have been-'scalaw£lggin' around since I been here. 

"I 'membered hoVJ my mother used to tell sbout 8n old:-colored 

I:18Il who ground her sci2;sors and he ground dem on both sides and dey 

would not cut anything. Dat sure made her mad. I used to have to 

turn d.e old grindstone for my father to get his ax sharp. He like 

to wore me ou i. I feel like I grow-ed up ·wi th more freedom now since 

we has no slavery. I believe if de colored people had never been 

brought to dis country dey would be further developed dan dey is 

this way. Our people has been under bondage in dis country for over 

200 years. Being in de tondage has been a great hardshi}) on our race. 

Dis condition might have some effect today with some peo'ple. Dey might 

say, 'Well, dis fello·w will never amount to nothin' t cause his pars:2ts 

was slaves.' 

"I can read and write and went to school in Valle !Lines at night 

and :paid for it. It cost ~~l a month and I went a part of two terms. 

I learned to read and write from my father. My father's master would 

not allow him to have any books, but de master's son would steal a , 
book and when dey was in de mines working I had some free time. My 

father and de master's son would go off' in one side of de mine and 

239 



EISSOURI 
}IERCUL.A.N1..!.",(Jl1 
EX- SlAVE STORIES 
JOHN MCGUIl"tZ 

dere learn to read and write. 

:Page 3. 

"In SOIlle ways I think de young generation is much better otf dan 

I am or 'was. But, on de other hand, it seems to me like dey is more 

rude but as de younger ones grows up maybe dey "IJill be better. De 

younger generation has a Breater opportunity, but dey is behind in 

doing things against the law. You all knows such like as stealing, 

killin', robbing and swindling is foing on now' more dan when I VIas 

a boy. We have some mighty rude colored children. Dere is several 

reasons for dis rudeness. It's eaused by letting children go as dey 

wants to go. De parents gets so dey feels dat their child is too 

good to correct. Another reason is a whole lot de breeding of de 

children. I think dat since sle .. very de Negro vIonld have been better 

off if he had been put on a reservation to hisself. It would have 

come more natural to civilize de Negro dat way dan de ,vl8¥ it is now. 

Dere is a lot of white men get Negro women and a lot of white women 

get Negro men. Dat would never have happened if de races had. been 

separated. I'se been down in Southeast Missouri and de colored race 

is treated pretty bad down dere." 
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"I was born in Stoddard County t Missouri. My mother belonged to John 

Sitzes and my father belonged to Lark Abernathy. I can jes remember how afraid 

US chillun was of de soldiers. De boss had a big plantation and raised every-

thing dey ate and wore. We had a cabin d': t joined on to the house. My mother 

was JUS' 1 ike a man and worked in de fiel t and made railB. ~S aunt wove. I 

piclced up chips. My mother was the type dut they had to treat good. De master 

had eieht children. There WfiS a white school of three rnonths. ·r did not go to 

"_,fter de war was over we all worked for twenty-five cents a day but didn't 

get caid in money but in food. i·:lother Vias sold twice t and rr'.J father ',vas sold 

avray from my mother. I don't 'meffiber anything 'bout my father. I was 'bout 

four years ole'! when de war ended. t Bout 811 we did on Sunday was to dig ginseng 

and fish. One of de slaves would go out to a dance and get in in de mornirl' 

and lie would get a whippin' • 

",Utt::r de 'War some Ku Klux come through our place and de wbi te folks said 

they could tell who dey WGre by de walk. After de war was over de soldiers 

were going to take some of de colored women south, so we hid under de stairway. 

De soldiers fought to get de slaves to go and my mother bad a scar on her 

shoulder dat dey made. De soldiers took some of de slaves south and sold them 

somewhar' and we never heard from them again. 

"Black root was a purgative medicine as well as goose grease. For whooping-

cough dey would use honey and alum. 

nAt Christ~s we'd get candy or a new dress. On one Christn~s old Christine 

or Santa Clause would wrap up in a blanket and this is how we got our presents. 

Down thar de hickory nuts grew big and it was a funny thing when we found out 

dat old Christine was giving us our own hickory nuts. 
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ftI can't 'n:ember 'bout any hoodoo business but cnce 1:1 Negro man bor-

rowed a pair of boots from another man and when he returned therr; thar was 

a snake 's to,)th sticking up through de sole of one of de boots. 

Interview with Eliza Madison, 
ex-slave, aged 75, Fredericktown, Mo. 
Interviewed by J. Tom Miles. ' 
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Folklore. 2,13 , 
An Interview with Drucilla I 
Martin, age 102, and Richardi 
l{artin, age 92. End of Davisi 
st., Poplar Bluff, Missouri,) 

"I'se half Indian andl look it too, and if' I wo' gold rings iYl my ears and nose 
I would look just like my mammy did • cause she was full blooded Ind+an. I don' know 

what kind, but she was big and tall and had black hair, she could sit on it and it was 

as cou' se as 8. mule's tail. She carried a tom-hawk and eve' y one", t epped to one side 

when they met her on the turn~pike. She wus from Giles County, Tennessee. Giles 

County, Hear Me ~ And her name was 'Mirar-Lu Ellen'. My father's name wes Spencer 

Joh:.90n, don't guess I seed much ob him 'cause remmy and him '!Iasn't married. 

"'/Iefts.yed on, for Mars Pinter, (Mr. Pointer), from the time I 'member 'till 

the war closed, and we wus free; and you had better never let lars hear you call us 

sle.ves. He'd not stand for it; hear me~ 'Ue didn't farm, 'xactly; Mars Pinter owned 

the iron works e.nd most of his people worked in there. Best I 'member we did raise 

our fJats and that wus all 'cause the near-est t reding post wus Nashville, Tennessee., 

and that wus a long way, them days. 

"I had r.ine brothers a.nd sisters, and they wus: Monroe Henderson; he wus the 

~ouse servant, Jefferson, Ida, Felia, LaurE, Izora, and I don' 'member the other 

two; guess they died when they wus babies, but all we was named the same names as 

Mars Pinter kids; and we played with them, hear me ~ we ph.yed with them. 

"Then when I wus big' nuf I wus put to ca!'din' wool and cotton. iie ",usn't 

paid no money for our. Vlork we didn' need r.one; we had ever'thin' we needed, and 

e 
plenty of good stuff to i,at, and good warm cloths to ware. 

"Th em 'nigger' boys wus so proud to 'long to Ua.rs Pinter that they would 

. break up white rocks and scatter them on the turn-pike, and make nice, white shiny 

walks for Misses. When the carriage was ordered out for a drive, first mammy walk 

out with a white cloth, rub it over the carriage--huh; better not find a speck of 

dirt on the carriEge. 

tlMaqmlY allu6 taught all her white and derk c:hildren, when interin' the pre­

sence of elders, to make your' obedience', (bow), and then, sit quite. 
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"Men, them days wore long hair too, but sometime they cut it off, if it .got too 

long and hot. They woule turn a milk crock down over their haid and even it off' some. 

"Ne didn' know nothin' much about the war, we dirln' want to leave 1!arse, and 

that wus all the difference it made us. I do 'member '01' Jeff Davis, come to 'Marse' 

9.nd say: 'Gib me them niegers' and I will carry them down to Fort Pillow and hide 

them in the cave until,!' this is over'; then 'Marse' run them off, and said: 'better 

not put Bny of my people in a cave, they worked for me and made all my money: I 

gwine to do right by these people.' 

fI./here we lived we never heard tell of a I form school, never needed nothin'lake 

that; didn't know what one wus. 

"Cne thing I does' member well, and would like to know if anyone else was 

there and 'members it. I went with my I Misse Pinter' to fee them hang John Brown, he 

was a 'dhig'; they brought him from the Culpepper County Court House, in Virginia, 

and hung him to a beech-wood tree, a.t Harper's Ferry; on the baI}.k of the James River. 

Now they sing 'Hung him to a sour-apple tree', but that ain't right. I saw it and 

I know. 

"I said a while ego we wusn't paid no money, but I did know what it wus 'cause 

'Marse' never put lock or key on his sellar-door, and he kept food B.nd his money in 

small barrels down there s.nd we could play wif it and never once did anyone try and 

take any of it. 

"I learned to iron too, and there wuS two women stood there ironing ev.ery day, 

they sho' could m8.ke them purty 18.ce 'broidery underskirts s h.nd alone. 

liMy mammy was in full charge of the house, and all the 'Marse' children, anti 

when they pass her, she say: 'Lit yo' dress, then it'n she see little spot dirt or 

wrinkle, make dem take off all de cloths and chAnge. Den she say 'take off you 

'shoe, smell their feet, ¥uh ~ she call '~~sa, '(ring thAt foot tub', then she would 

wash and dry their feet and put on clean stockings. Mammy wus clean as a new pin. 

"When I got. B!1ly size to notice I wus dunr .. confounded to hear my mammy talk up 

to the white boys carnin' to court 'Missie Pinter's' girls. Ma.mmy meet them at de 
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door end say: ' What you want?' They sey: 'I come to call on Mis---- ~ She say, 

j(het you got makes you think got right to calIon my fine. :daughter?J\'bat you oVln? 

Can you hire her work done? Do you think my daught er is qwin' to marry any' por' 

white trash', and he_ve to work hard all her life? Then if' n he couldn' give a 

good account for hirr..sef, mammy would swing her tom-hawk and yells 'Be··gone, don' 

come back'. 'Nother thing a young ma~ had bett er not come court in' in his shirt 

• sleeve, bett er have on his coat or rrs.mmy would 'ba.ck' in he haid. 

"Then after the war wus over, and we wus free, it wusn't hard to find work. I 

wus allus honest and religious, 'longed to the Southern Babtist Church. I got work 

among the rich white people and traveled with them. Then I worked as laundress in 

the U.S. Marine Hospital, in st. Louis, for seven years; when George Washington 
'- .". .... \. 
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was President. I worked on the ''::;has. P. Shoto'" steamboat 8.S chamber-maid, and made 

lots of trips to Florida. I was maid for lV.rs. Busch, in St. Loui s, and they wus 

powerful rich, they made that. beer up there. 

"Richard says, he wus bawn May 8, 1845, 011 the c orner of Baal and WJ8.in St reet s, 

Memphis, Tenn. And I wus bawn May 8, 1835, in Giles County, Tenn. We neither one 

had much bad treatment but we is glad slavery is over." 
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TIICEl! .. RD AhD DRUCILLA MARTIK, OLD TIlV£ NEGRO SLAVES. 

RE:;ference: Richard and Drucilla i,"artin (A.& B.) (colored (Robinson 

Street, . :8Vl ~¥ orld, Foplar Bluff, r.Lissouri 

Called on [tne talked. to Hichard and Drucilla ?~Iartin, old time 

negrO€s, '>Iho were slaves. 7hey talked fluentl,i, reall;y enj oying talk-

. . '-OUT toe lllg aL: '-J c_ r good days' as t hey put it, as they say the ir master was 

c:ood t.o them. o 

.hiche.rd is rather short and. wears a iJeard, vvhich iEt snow vihi te , 

He claLns to be sornethil g Getter than nipety years old, he says about 

ninE:t.:/-four or fi-ve, and Drucilla is ten years older than Richard. 

About four' or fi-v-e years a~o their homE: vvhich the./ owned was des­

troy~d by fire, and ha'v'-ine; no insurar:.ce, the;}, have since been living in 

a poor SUGsti tute for a house made of pieces of tin, wooe., and old boxe s, 

built under the branches of a tree. 
. . 

Richard was in a hurry to bO to ~own and see if their old age 

pension cheCKS had £..ome ,,'et, a~l;:'. inv:i,.ted us ~o. comeback SOID2 other time. 

Drucilla said she was the slave of John Fointer. Eel' mother who 
. . 

was part Indian wore a rine. in her nose and carried 9- tomahawk, had ten ----children, and motll(~red the t;:fl Children' of her (ster/ s wife.. Drucilla 

does not remember rnuchabout her father, as he was the slaVe of another 

"~lthough Drucillc;l. does ·not have any education, she can quote verse. 

verse from.t heq,itle. ;jhe told S0111e 6rUeSo.{Ile stories of how some 
~,-

masters :treatedthei~ slaves. 6he said there never' was a book 

.'''''''' .... .u·.J''"LJ.·;tll~t~$e.lly told how . so~e,. o:r in faGt 1;.he majority of the. slaves 
, ~:' " ~'. ' .. ' " -' ' , . .;. '.. " 

-'~"""""'''''. _~~,,~_i;~~! m?.~t masters . t~,ey~~re'no:t,anymo.r.e th~ 

, :.bf· •. tp.ej'~1lngg;irl~ .. were •. ~~at~p.·~ti;L .:t.hey W~}l~d'/~, 
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or o~ the road were left to starve or be eaten up by the hogs. 

Drucilla said some times their master would rent them out to other 

wti te rnen to work them if he didn I t have anything for them to do. borne 

masters ~;,:ouLi put their feed out in troughs for them just as they were 

feedini.-:. cattle. Some would give them cotton seed to eat. She saidthey 

woulCi.:_o howe and cry and tell their master how they were treated and 

t:leir master would tell them they wouldntt have to go work for any 

one that did them liAe that. 

In 1265 when the slaves were freed, Drucilla said she felt all out 

in th~ world as if she did not have a pl~ce to go and their master was 

afraici to let them sta.,/ with him e 'Jen though they begged \to sta/, as 

it was then against tile law. She waSs6nt to S. Louis to do servant 

Vior",_, for a white family, that W'::iS ver:/ wealthy, and she stayed with 

them fOI' tV/entJ years. Drucilla has been married twice, and is the 

mother of ten children, but knows of only one daughter, or rather, she 

wa.s trle last one she has heard from out of the three trEi.t she thinks are 

still Ihring, and that was fifty ye2:.lrS ago.'-

The aged old couple are gain; to receive $8.00 apiece per month 

old e.ge lension, and a check for $80.00 back pay. When worker asked 

Drucilla what she was going to do with her pension money, she said she 

wasgoini to build a little house, "'As Mammy is tired living in that 

shack". 

Nhen we got up to leave, the old Negro mammy ran out and fell down 

and kj_ssed our feet. There were two workers ;stumbling along trying to 

get down the rocky path that leaves the little shack, with their eyes 

of tea.:t's;~ndtheID'uscles of their throa.ts tightened,until they 



the hill, "Honey chiles come back to see mamn:iY some more, and she t;ll gfjte 

yo all. some thin out of her gardell. at 

Richard Martin was a slave in Memphis, "Tennessee. Drucilla Martin 

was a slave in Giles County , Tennessee. 

, 
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liMa, .w.tE~ W!:li_Louisiana A;~t~; an she married an livid in Libertyville, Missouri, .-' ~-. ~'/'~ 

in~rancOis._9.~. yare dead now, but ud be bout 78 if she war livin'. ®-
rn into slavery.·~~ grandmuther wuz Harriet Smith, an she wuz born in 'bout 1820 

___ .____ .,..., ,~...."r' 

• r'" .. _"""'~" ..... ~ ...... " 

she war bout 40 years ole wen deWar begun. She wuz a slabe near l'llew Madrid, Missouri, 

an died wen she wuz bout 90 yars ole. Ma grandmuthuh had 14 childr;I n an wen de war ended, 

her master, Shap Phillips, tak one obrer ,~irls named Phebe an put her on a hoss an took 
, -

ller away with him an we neber heard from her agin. Lije think she wuz taken south ta work 

fur som' body. When La grandmuthuh got free she 1'.n my grandfather, w~2 w01'ked fur another 

master, br.ought a small farm nearlnob Lick, in St. Francois County, Missouri. Dey bilt 

dam a house an bought only 20 acres at a time an finally had 120' acres. 

11 I used to lay wake nights a-lis' Len ta stories dat muthuh an grandmuthuh ud teU about 

slabery .. aY6. I know a lot ob stories but hab furgot many ob dem. My, how she cud tell' 
I~"­• bout dose times, an dey ware ,true too. Wen rna grandmuthuh got married dey jus jumped 

obet a broomstick an· dey ware consider'd man an wife. Dis Viare de custom den. De master 

ud hole de broomstick. I ask grand.muthuh wat Slhe ud a-done had she fall'n ober de broom- ",:(: 
, t 

stick. ;;)he say" "Well, I didn't fall,. but jump'd clear ober hit.· I member dis cause hit 

seemed so funny. Brogan;:; hoes war wore then. Dey,var ob rougr leather and de shoes 

ha.d brass toes. All de clos wuz wove an de only fancy clos rna grandmuthuh had ware giv~n 

ta her by de lilissus. 

IIShap Phillips had a good many slabes an grandmuthuh wuz de cook. She wuz very 

strong an cooktd in kettles bigg'r dan dey habe now. Whenever a negro slabe had a baby 

she had ta work rite on. If she work'd in de fiel she ud take de baby long and lay hit 
.. 

down in de rail/ence corn'r in de sun. De baby had 'on only a slip. De master ud ride 
<.:;~~{) 

slabes with dis'?, his hoss in de fiel an had a horse whip dat wuz platted, an he ud cut de 

~ 
r' ., 

she :..Qud pick up their babnr 
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An Interview with Mrs. Hattie • 
Matthews, aged 58, McCormick, 
Street, Farmington, Mo. 

de grown sla.bes did dis, dey wud call ""Pot liquor tima- an de childr'n ud run to de 

kettle an drink wat wuz. in de bott' m ob de kettle. lis wus genera.lly de juice or water. 

fruIng-eens. Sometime de childrln got a piece ob cornbread. Dis wuz all'de childrln got 

eat an of course dey war always hlngry. 

\~ De master had a polly-parrot an dese parrots ud be placid ta hear an watch wat de 
~ 

slabes did. Dey war not always seen by de s~bes an wen de master wuz away de parrots 

wat had ha:~p'n'd an report it. une of de slabes wuz bakin' bread an she tok 

ob biscuits an hid it under de cus}1..ion of de chair. De ole Missus come in an 

sick an she started ta sit dOVon in de chair. De parrot wuz sittin' up dar an say, 
, , 

si biss!; burn you':* The Missus lifted up de cushion an f oun de pan 0 bread. She 

sick and couldn't whip de slabe so she wuz goin' to hab;e de master do it wen he came 

De slabe wuz mad so she tok de parrot an VI rung its neck and threw it out hind de 

e thinkin' she had kil'd de parrot. , 
• De Mi:3sUS had to go out dare fur somethin' an de parrot say,.Poor polly, layin' in 

De master den,really beat de slabe we;t he came in. Ma. grandmuthuh knew de 

dat dis }1~pp'n'd to in N~w Madrid. Ma grandmuthuh got whipp'd only onc't an de master 

z sorry cause she fought back. She wuz strong an a good work'r. Ma graridmuthuh wuz 

fur sale on de block once an dey offer'd several thousand dollars fur her but she wuz 

good worker an she WUZ Dot sold. Wen d~~gg!diers come de slabes ud hide but wen de 
A 

soldiers com de slabes tid run to dem. 

\\ Wen de master had company he ud "tak meat skins· an grease de mouths ob all de slaba 
I 

childr'n. Den wen de COIL~ any cam de master ud call' all de slabe children in an say, "You 

• tile rascals have been eating.- He wanted to c reate de. impres,sion 

slabes better dan de other masters round dare. 

\," Grandmuthuh .said dey had lots ob hoodoo business. 
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But de slabes sure could hoodoo each other. t:iomebody who wanted ta hoodoo somebody else 

wud tak snake.; an frogs an pulverize um an put de stuff in a bottle. Dey den dug a hole 

in de groun under de step agburied de bottle in de hole. When de person (for whom the 

hoodoo was intended) took a step ober dis spot dey wud habe pains in deir legs. Ma 

grandmuthuh cud see de ST- .akes come up inside deir legs an dey had to cut a hole in deir 

legs ta let de snakes out. Sometimes dey ud get a person ta take de snkes an frogs 

frum a person, and den de person who y;ut de hoodoo under de step or .. :;':l'och ud lose deir 

charm and die. hla e;randmuthersay she :;;aw many a frog an snake corne out ob a person's 

mouth. iJe alabes were turrible ts. each other. All such as dis went on in de dose days. 

This here Loodco business still goes on dovm in Mississip[Ji. I'm shure glad I don't 

l 
liv9 dovm thar. ida. cousin got into an a rgwnent with· a negro girl down thar an irey 

cotikien't settle hit. So she tmy cousin) wrote to somebody who wrote back an tole ma 

/I 
cousin all bout this here other girl such as her amount or insurance, etc.' 

," .. ,,: . .b'. 
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Interview with Letha Taylor Meeks, " 
ex-slave Gape Girardeau, Mo., r 
Lives in Smelterville. I 

I iMy full name is Letha (rayl~r [Iieeke, an' I'se bahn dOllm in Panola County, Missis-

sippi close to de 'l'allahatchie riibbah. 
. , 

Mall fathuh an' mothuh W:.iZ Andy and SUsan 

l'a.ylulJ. 'He belonged to Ole Ililassa Billie Welborn an' our Misses wuz Ole Miss' Cloe. 

;! Dey had' a fine big house, we call it de mansion. Dey had po'ches an' galleries 

bof. Der wuz trees all aroun', pine trees en' cedahs, an' oak trees. An' de yawd 

wuz full a flower bushes.--big snowballs an' lilacs, an' rows of flags, an honey-

suckle vines, wid de mockin' birds an' doves a sint;in' roun' --an dey vmz jay birds 

too. tin der v,ruz big vegi table gahdens an f rui t trees. In de st 6' room in de fall 

der Wl)Z always bags full er dried apples an I peaches, an' lJUmpkin an cahnjstrings 

o'oniom, a. hanging up, an heaps, 0 turnips an' sweet 'taters, an bins fulla. 'taters. 

An' tt:ey ViUZ lotsa cabbages an' collards in shelters in de gahden. 

t';ic;:s I Cloe dress mighty fine. She wear calico prints roun' home ~ but when ere 

dress up she 'j, ear silks an' satins' with hoop skirts an a rare-back hat tied unduh 

her chin. 
, 
, When de white fulks go tuh c}:urch at Jfredonia us cullud folks go too but we sits 

up in de gallery. We didden hab no school but sometime de preacher an his wife 'ud 

come to stay wid de white folks an dey'd a 'ways hab classes fo' us chi:Llern. One 

time dey stayed dar nearly a yeah. 

>, us chillern ustajplay hide en seel{, honey on de bee ball, frog in de meadow, an' 
.J 

ebertbing playable. Ah learned tuh s pin an ahd fill" quills till ah had a whole 

basket full an' I'd wind:' de broches. Man. ~thaw hepped with de weavin. Dep p:!ade 

all our clothes--'member one time dey made sech fine gray homespun for de nien's 

pants. Ole Jltithufu li{et.. was seamstress for de white folks--we called her Mothuh Ret-

her name was Henrietta. De looms an' spinning wheels was in a big r<;>..e1(!,Aown in ,de 
, \- ./ 

,',J "'t' '" basement. Dere wuz a big fireplace in de room. 
.i ,', ' '" f;i ,~:,' ,':' ,§:. 

An Ah' d help her on clefilii~4~l~. :';.?W:·i~:j': 
I, '\ I -~ .. ~, L:~:-\~~'-l'F~'~-".',j· ~F.;_i 

\\ 1futhuh helped wuth de cookin, too. 

,folks shore had fine funicher an' t hinge, an' de fines' silver ~,P~9,~~~~~~;'#~a~/ 
\__ -41.... ~ ''< '.\c,.." 

house. We mt;de de candles) put a at-ring in de mold, den po' de grta.$,e.i,n~.,p'eF.&/ 
.. ··-·'-·'··~·~-,~l~'L,,~,:~':~:>:·\·~~ 

/ 

~ f)\ 
V 
') 
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/I 'Fo{ de soj ers came all de smlver an' fine things wuz hid. Dey had two base-

ments--de big one unduh de whole house n'en a small one in back}--unduh de small one 

VJtiZ a cel1ah, an in dat cellar dey hide all de, tbings--barrels 0 I taters, sacks 0 t 

dried fruits an vegetables, de meats an' l~wd, en puvisions--an de silver till dey 

had it full l.;.p--den dey puts back de puncheon boahds--an' fills in wuth dirt jes 

like it warn' t nuthin unduh there. 

Dey had two sons go off tuh war. liolumbus came back when de..wa}1 wuz ovah but 

Wallace died wid measleSl. When he leave to go tuh wa.r, he tell me he gwine tuh 

come back, wid Lincoln's head on a stick but de Lawd sent him back wid his head in 

a coffin. Dey had all us cullud folks come through de house to see young Massa 

Iyin dar in de big front room in his coffin. 

Dey vrus mo dan a hundred slaves. Dey wus three cabins close to de mansion an 

our fambly lived dar. .in de quawters dey wuz bout fifty cabins but dat viuz bout 

five illilefum: l'us--over on de udduh place. Young MassaWillyum live in de big house 

.L.I 

ovah der. .be didden· go tuh wah an one time de sojers come an' look for him. Dey 
.:r 

ca.in't fin' him so dey burn de house do-wn cause dey think he's in' dar --but dey nebber 

bothuh our place. 

Fmst time ah ebber seed de Yankees, it wuz one Saturday--I went out tuh let 

de calvE)s into de grove. When ah look down de road an ah see one man come roun 

de cornuh,\ den anudduh--den mo-- till ah see it de whole ahroy comin--Den ah's skeered . , ' 
an ah runs back to de house ahollerin'. -De Yankees is comin'·.. Dey comes on up de , 
road an into de yawd an' one man grab me an' he say -rs you de little gal what run 

,I . 

aroun t but dey don ' tarry long. 

to tell umto hide cause we' s co min '1- .Ah tells um I' se de little gal whuji .. run but 
" . <,' •. ~'~~,:~ ~ / t': _.,,' '~ 

ah never tells nobody to hide. I is· sbo' skeered. He hol' s me whil&,d,.e·'~n~ .. ,16ok~·',\ 

'i"'/ .". t:;i ,~';; ,,' -" ',~~\ 
1.\ i ''',.;" 
; '<"'" "'<, .. /' '!!<); 
.I ~ _,'. _~ ",~,.:, 

!~ De nexld.a~,dat W"uzSunday, Ole For.rest come by wid his Rebel\~!.j~:'lia 

fine mules. Massa' httd a fine pair o' matchedmule~-,"~n~z . 
. '-<e"" . 
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gray an' he druv dem to de carriage. 'viell, early nex' mornin' de feeder, he wuz 

henry Nance, he come to our cabin an asks my fathuh is he seed Gains and Fox--

dat's de mules. My fathuh say no dey mus' be out in de 'grove, but he say no,- he 

hunt an' he call an' he v;histle fo' em but he can't start 'um no place. Dey hunt 
I 

some mo' de:: say dey better go tell Massa. After a little Massa say ~enry an' 
I 

Andy, you don' need tuh go to do fiel' dis morIlin'''. Dey knows whut dat mean 

an' dey jes sit dar. Den Massa go out to de dogwood thicket an' he cut a bundle 0' 

switches, all he cud carrx. He take de men out to de bahn lot, has '·em take off dey 

shirts an' he wears out all dose switches. Den he say iffen dose mules not in de 

lot next tnonday mawnin' de gonna git double de dose. Massa think dey s ell de~ules 

to de sojers an' packet de money. But by next Monday mawnin' my fathuh an' Henry 

Nance is in Memphis--dey runned away. 

!I 

An' de next time de Yankee sojers cum through dar, Ole' Uncle 'Lias tuk MasSl\ts 
'. "f' !I> 

10: "l'; 

fine carriage an' two mules an' him an three women escaped to Memphis. 

When de war is ovah Massa call us all up an' tell us wets free. 
~'o .{ ." l 

He say to fp"yt,: 
-J, ,!; 

1,,.-, 
mathuh *Now So0kj'9-her nam e' s Susan but dey all call 

I 

her Sook--he 6 ay -Now Sook, 

you is free as I is---but we stay dar jes de same. An' N~s6a he writ to Memphis 

fo' mah fathuh tuh come back, but he don' come so Wiassa go tuh Memph~s tuh git him. 

Massa's got a eatin' cancer an he want my fathuh tuh come back. My fathuh wuz a'wt\ys 

kind of a fohman. Massa'd tell him whut he wanted dis group Of men to do, an' whut 

he wanted dat group tuh do, an mah fathuh saw they don it. ~o when Massa goes fo' 

him he comes back. 

HIn Memphis he tells Massa he knows whar one 0' his hosses is .whut wuz stolen. . . 

i -
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Fredonia whar we usta 'tend seryice. 

, 
Interview with Letha Taylor 
Meeks, ex-slave, Cape Girardeau, 
Mo., Lives in Smelterville. 

II Dey war mos' ly perty good to us down dah--' case we nevah cud go nowhars 'thout a 

pass or we I d gi t whupped. Dey had a dQctor woman to take care o'us iffen we's sick. 

Her name I s Miss Ellell--An' dey's good an' careful bout womens when dey' s gonna have 

a baby. She wuz jes given light work to do, cause dey wanted big healthy famblies. 
I 

(i One time dey wuz Ku Klux come to de do. Ah nebber seed em causeah run an' crawl , 
unner de bed, but ah heerd um say, "Please gi' me some ''later, I ain't had a drink si nce 

'---" , 
de battle a I Shilo·. 

'f Ole Jeff Davis sho' made it hawd fo' de cullud folks but wid Abe Lincoln an' de 

grace ob 
1/ 

de Lawd we's all free now. 

.' ..... ,.,' 

" ·t 

.. 

",," .. :0. , ...• '". 
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Co. Folklore. 

INfER/lEW ,{ITH WYLIE MILLi£R, EX-SLAVE 

l'se gonna be 83 cum next Nobember. Mah mammy's n~me wuz Zaster. !Ie belong to Ole 

Jiassa Henry Miller so we goes by de name 0' !ailler. Mah daddy's name wuz Israel an 

he belon~ to a nei~hbor name Brown so he go by de name 0' Brown. Ole MissUB name 

25G 

wuz 'Frohnie an dey had three boys whut went off tuh war. Dey live in a two-story frame 

house--dat down c los e to Bloomfiel' • 

De fust time fie ever seed sojers, dey wuz a big crowd 0' 'em cum up to our place. 

,;hen us chillern seed' em we crawl unner' de house--white and bla.ck, 'all 0' us. De Blue 

coats look unner dere an' dey say, "Come out 0' der, you, or we kill all 0' you". Ne's 

sure sca.red but we crawls out. Ley didden hurl us none, but dey' rests Ole Boss. Dey 

h.kes him up stairs an' ack' 6 him things. I spects dey didden do him no harm but dey 

keeps him locked up. 

Dey wuz a feller hangin' roun' dere named Bolen, Nas' Bolen--he WUz a bush-wacker 

a.nd we seed dem Blue coats chase 'em across a ten acre fiel' but deY" didden ca.tch 'em. 

Den fley take all de bes' meat in de smoke house--w8 sho' did hate to s ta.n' dere an' see 

'em cut down all dem good hams. An dey had de women folks inside a cookin' fot 'em, 

an a bakin bread. An' de sojers wuz all roun' de bahn a.n de gran'ries faedin our cahn 

to dey hosses. When de sojers lef', my mammy an' a feller name Nash Miller escape an' 

go off wid de soj ers. 

~ 
Den one time de 5eeseshes, under Marmaduke, come through dar on d~ way to Cape. 

De Blue Coats was camped at Round Pond an dar de Rebel soj era run into 'em an' dar's 

whar they had de big battle. De Rebels nebber bother us none nut her 'c ept j ss for gin .. 

{ihen de Wfi.r was ober, Ole Me.sea call us all up to de fron' porch and tell us now 

de war is ober an we is free, but it don' make much diffrence. We stays dar jeB de 

same for few year. Ole 'Massa wuz alluB good to his cullud folks~ but fo' a spell he 

had a overseer. He wuz a Denmarker an J his name W:.iZ Martindale an' he wuz tuff. 

I 'members one night de Ku Kluxers came--dey wants a drink: 0' water. One man say 

"Gimme Some t wa ere 



cape Girardeau Co. 
Page 2. 

(Gon't Intervie~." with -J{ylie Miller, ~x-sla.vG.) 

Folklore ~{}~ 

I ain't had no drink sence de bat.tle of 5hilo." I had to carry water for him bout ez 

fur ail fum here to cross de street and dat man crink five big buckets full an Wiy he 

want mo'. 1>:y young Massa .~es, he step up> an' tell um to leave hete an he say "Hylie, 
'/ 

don't you carry no mo water". Dey don' wanta go--dey had on white gowns button' up de 

front wid ble.ck buttons an' masks on dey faces. 

Youn~ ;ies, he had a pistol. He call it Ii Remin::;:ton an' he je s es soon soot 'em 

as to aay "Hodey-do~" 80 he tell 'em again, "Git out fum here, I know you." Den dey 

goes but dey say tome, "Boy, we don' wanna. ketch you out at night"-- an' didden. 1I 

'\ '. ; ..«1 
, ; t \ '. 

, ••. I~' /" " e ~ ,:..\ , * .,.J I • 
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Lewis Eundy, nov! living on Viest Center Street, H~,~nibal, 

l\:issouri, was born in slavery on the farm of John Wright, five 

miles nerth of La Belle, Lewis Ceunty, Lissouri. He has lived 

in Hannibal more than thirty years, and has a wide acquaintance 

among beth whites Rnd colored pee:rle. The followinc is his 

story of his life. 

"lix. Wright had eleven ~laves, my mother and ten of us 

children. 1:':.1'. Wright had eight children. -:'::y father YJas Oilffied 

by Billy Graves, whose farm was joined to de master's farm. I 

don't knovJ where he come from, but T'lot~1er was bruught here by 

de Wrights from Virginia. Our master and mistress was t,:ood to 

us, but of course :roy own mother had to whip me often. She used 

a whip made from twisted buckbrush twigs ana~did 'it ·stingt 

"I w.orked in de fields m.ost generally. When I was small 

I rode .one .of de oxen and harrowed de fields. When I was about 

ten .or eleven I plowed with oxen. l'se plowed many times ~~th 

a Dloldbeard plow with an iron share on it. 

"We never wanted for clothes very bad. We wore long shirts 

lam reached te de knees until we was twelve or f.ourteen years .old. 
f 

Damweol shirts sure was warm. We had .one pair .of shoes a year. 
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l:any tim.es I done went after de cows barefoot when dere was more 

dan a foot of" snow on de ground. It d.idn't seem to hurt me. I 

was toughened to it. 

"After we was freed mother stayed with master for.about a 

year, den she moved over tovl£ .. rd N'evIar};: imd wcrkeEl out till she 

got straightened out so she could keep house for herself. I stay-

ed dere for 6. while loncer until I cot work on a farn:. at fi ty cents 

a day. After a while dey paid m.e seventy-five cents a day •. We 

didn't get nothin' from our rr~ster after de war. I 'member de 

Bowans, though, give dere slaves eighty acres of land. 

"I 'members dere v-rcl.S a Ku Klux Klan in de county; but dey 

never bothered me none. I tended to my own business and never 

bothered nobody. I never was arrested in my life .and I never 

gives de policemen no trouble. 

"I got married when I was about twenty and settled in Jetto 

in Knox County ar.Ld worked on a farm. JIe had two children. One of 

dem died years ago, and I am living here with my other daughter. 

After .a while we moved to Palmyra. I worked 'round on farms until 

about 1903, den we moved here to Hannibal. I worked in de Burling­

ton shops for seventeen years, till de~r told me I was too old to 
-~." ... - .• 

wp:rk: any more. I 1s getting a pension now:for more ,dan a year. 

25S 
e:' ':t 
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"I has voted ever since I was old enoug~. Dey used to tell 

me how to vote. I always belonged to de Baptist Church and belongs 

to de Helping Hand Baptist now. lIy mistress belonged to de old time 

Chrtstian Church and. I used to dri va her to churcnirith' Q bay mare 

she had. 

"We used to sing, 'I .Am Bound for the ProIiiised Land', and 

'Heart (Hark) From Tlle Tombs ~._ournful Sound', :My. mother used 

to sing, 'You All Ought To have Been There,' 'Roll, Jordan, Roll', 

and 'Do, Lord, Do Remember Me.' Dey don't sing them old sonGs no 

moreo 

t'Mankind 1 De' young folks no'!.'; days ain't like we used to be. 

Vfuy, in Monticello dey used to hc;,ve B. log jail, but nov; dey is got 

one made of ' stone and iron. Dey just can't hold 'em no more. I 

guess it's rightdat'dis world is growing weaker and wiser. But 

de young folks has a better chance. Look at<de big fine schools 

dey has now. Dey ought to get along better dan dey do." 

·"··.'~.!O'.'. ':'0·:'· 
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MALINDA MURPHY 

"I was born right here and was about four years old B.t de time of 

de war. We was owned by the hill's at Farmington. My motller plowed in 

the fields, and haule1 wood in de snow. We had no shoes and made tracks 

of blood in de snow. Us little tots had to go allover de field and 

pick up feathers. De mistress would go along with a stick and say, 'Here 

is another feather to pick up.' 

WWhen de soldiers came we had a good meal. De soldiers had on blue 

coats, and when dey came we would be switching off de flies with a long 

pole with paper on the end. De soldiers would then say 'We don' need 

that, come on and eat with us'. 

"We wore linsie dresses and all slept together and were bound to 

keep waxm. When de WU" was over we was free to go but de only thing we 

had was a few rags. So we walked to Valle Mines, twenty-four ~les 

north in Jefferson County. We walked it twice 'cause we would carry a 

few rags a little piece and den go back after de rest. 

"At Valle Mines we could make a little money digging ore and se11-

ing it to de store. De mines were on de surface and mother dug in de 

mines. Atter we had gone to Valle Mines, Overton Hill, de son of de 

Hill's, came up dere and asked mother where she had hid de money and 

silver during de war. She told him but after three weeks he came back 
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in a buggy and took mother with him to de plantation and she showed 

Overton where to dlg close to a cedar tree to find de money and sll-

ver." 

Interview with Malinda MUrphy. 
Ex-Slave, Farmington, Mo. 
sent in by J. Tom Miles, Farm­
ington, Mo. 
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Margaret Nickens, now living at 1644 Broadway, Hannibal, l41.ssouri. 

was born in slave17' on the tam ot PleaS8llt McCann about six miles tNm 

Par1s in Monroe County, Missouri. She was a daughter ot Qe6'rge Morrison 

and wite, slaves of Plea sent McCann. The tollning is her st01'7 as she 

told it: 

"Mr. McCann was a rich slave holder. His daughter, Georgia Ann, 

was married to a Mr. Dawson and lived in Liberty, Clay County. When 

I was 'bout eight years old de Da_sons come back to Paris t. visit. Dey 

had two Children den so dey took ID0 as a nurse tor de childreJh Mr. 

Dawson didn't believe in slaves end he didn't own none. My mistress had 

only Ol1G slave to do de cooking end she took me tor to be de nurse. 

"De baggage and slaves and other things dey hauled in a covered 

wagen end de wili te tolks rode in a rockaW87. When we was fixing to leave. 

dere was lots ot people standing 'round. __ mother had to stand dere 

like I wasn't her's and all she could sey was, 'Be a good girl, Margaret.' 

"When we was at Libert7 de tirst soldiers we seen was General Price's 

men and later _e seen lots ot Union seldiers. 
. 

"De dq 4&t de slaves was treed Kr. DaWSOD told me dat I was as 

tree as he was and dat he brought me here and he would take me back it 
-, 

I wanted t. go. I said, 'It I still haw a mother and tather I wants 

to go to d_.' 
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"When .. get back to Paris lD7 mistress ae.rg16. .Ann said, 'Oh. that 

black good-tor-nothing 107 gal, I should have lett her at Uberty, but 

Mr. DawsOll would bring her.' I didn't like her 'cause she wasn't very 

good t. _ and now I don't want to meet Jq' mistress in either hell or 

heaven. 

"I was about eleven7ears old den. We moved trom dere to Palmyra. 

My tat her split rails and built tences (the,. didn't have wire tence in 

those days.) and shucked corn and worked on tal'lllS or whatever kind ot 

job he could get to do. Jq tather didn't get no land nor monel like 

some ot de folks d1d. Most ot de white folks was good to de slaves and 

didn't whip dem unless dey was sure 'nough bad. 

"IQ' tather ceme trom Virginia and Jq' motbel' trom Kentucky' when dey 

was 11 ttle. De,- Deftr seen dere parents no more. Dey watched tor a 

long time among de colored people and asked wbo dey was when de,. thought 

some body looked like dere paJ"4lnts. but never could tind dem. Dey was 

80 small when de,. lett, de,- d1dn' t even rem_ber dere names. 

"1 haft been working tor de 001. Dan DulaJIY and de )(eban tamilies 

here in HaJmibal tor three generations. mere'n sixty' Tears. I'. net 

working D. .. bare now since Mr. Mahan died about Uo years ago. 

2G4 

"1 am sanng DfI' meneY'. what little 1 h .... but de younger tolks now 

da3rs don't saft 8.JI11;h1ng. DeY' Just 1I8Dt a geod tiJll8. I tell dem te save 

tor a raiuy da7 eftD it it. onl1 an \IIlbrella, because it will rain 80me 

dq." 
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Margaret Nickens is called "Mag" by her triends. She 1s about 

eight)"-f'1ve years old and lift8 alene 1n a home that she owns. She 

reared and educated ODe daughter who taught school over a per1ed ot 

forty years iD the _~egft pubUc school in Hannibal. The daughter d1ed 
--=:::~ 

eight years ago. 
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storie. ot ex-slave, 
Ellza over\on. age IS. 

(Note: Since IE11:a OVerton, an ex-slave 1 III now wi ttl ber daugbter. Jlr a. Mamie­

Robinson, in Detro! 1,. tt16 following lnt' orma 1;10n was ga1ned from 1nt.erviews 

with Mr~-l. overton's children nuw livint:;. 1n Farml1I.gt.Ol'l. Tb8¥ are. 

Mrs. aaggle K8L.Illedy, age 66. John Franks, age 50, and Ur!;;. Emma Boely, Ega 71. 

The oldest of tllo t.uree children c~n reoall life uur ing these days and. 

tiiC others recall stor1es told them by their parenta. ) 

nUur mutbuhi E11za, was born a slave in 1849, on da farm of bar bOIS; 

fAr. J;;adden t in New Tennessee, st •• Genev1eve County, Mi.sour1. Ellza l a 

muthu!l 'i"JUZ [) leo e 318V8. Muthuh WUE sol' with our grandmutnuh to John -

Coff:r.nn of ne~r Coffman, M1ssouri, 1n st •• Genevieve Count.y. Mr. Coftman 

nfJO ... h{'lU8f<nds of acres. He hF.1d three plantat1 ;)na an' one wuz at Llberty­

wille. Missouri. Ha hed 'bout two hundred slaV'I~ The negroes war 

t,Ak'n frum viie plantssnun ta the other,Bud our grandmuthub worked at all 

three places. ,'Ole man Coffman' l'Iu'Z a mean ole' sluve hal.'er. He war 

Etfr~,td of his slave. an' bad sorne one els8 ta do da vvblppln·. They 

W~r rougher on me aunt. Eleanor. cuase she war stubborn. They wud punish 

da ~!la.ves .ev4rely fur .'membranee. They whoop'd wi ttl a rawhide whop an' 

traoe chains. Wilson Harris wus WHooped. at a tree 000.'1, an' when de, 

60t tnro.' D.e say he wud f1,hi. They whop h1m Aorue mor' .ttl1 he nus weak 

an' bieod1n'. The other elaves had to .:::,rease his Bhirt 1;8 take it. ott 

h1s back t8 ~,p trum \aar1n' otf de tlesh. we can go down thar now 

and pick out t,rees whar the slave. ",ar t1ed an' wh1pp'd. The trees died 

On de s1d6 ',har de slvv8a war tie4. There ure t,hree tr.e. on da cottman 

farm ti13t I seen dead on;fi' side, an' lwa' war 1n t.he yard. TllEu' 18 one 

0108' to the HOOCK aal1ros. Itat-lon the •• 
\ 

"When John cottman WlolZ sick hI 8"'Y he "112 goin t t.a ride ,tJap.', a 

!tan hoaa, 1n.~' b."ben. s .... e ask u.s ttl "aka good oar. of '.lap'. 
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I kn:.H' Coffman dldn' t go 1,a nauben 'oause he d1scl an' let' .1 Jap' here. 

"lit. CotfLtan hl:l d a whole :'OW ot slt1v9 cab1HI. OUr cab1n. war slIiall 

~I we h~~ a ~ord8d bed, tr~idla bed ta slip unda' the bla bed ta save 

room, 1J.J •• :S l!'laUe s~llt, bott0i11 chairs, tin plates, 'c~·ocld·n boxes, an' a 

Hra-place. John Coffrl1an gave us a. .Ilowence of rood. we had hogs-heade 

an' jOi.ls. ~a.!1y thE,;, time \"ie ran short on food ;~o' s One n16bt muthu.,h went. 

out to ':dl .. r ti:l.:; 110gs V'iD.r •• JIr. Coftman tWd eo many bogs b, dldn t t !mow 

how ma.l..Y be he-,d. :..he 11,d da wa:ter.'not an' the Ilogs Wto'l" a long 1Iiays 

frill1/. .... 1·. C~tfman' $ llouse. SO sha h.i t a hoe 1n de head with the ax an' 

killed it. Atta' Y.,11i.l11 f l·t Gte rJcwt. to tr:e cabin ta cet. tho wat.r an' 

waIn SilQ kumt bak ... ft of tbs other nlav6e t1£:d stole de dead hog. SO abt 

nl t [~w4the r one in de hoad L.n * aft.er f lxin' 1 t hid I, h€; h·J(~ und.er de 

ilea t ilome. 

":..Ie i\w.at OOtutort t.ol~ de \"l1ite ooy ta tl:'..ro' o. YJ,11f.e at ma mn.tnuh~ 

, The b,<,y tat ma lJu ... hub jus' 'bove UiJ fJye ... n' dr::n gr(~.nd.1lUthuh whoptd Aunt Com' 

fort fUI' tol':'in' tL'l~ t'ihi is boy tel do this. 

time. One of' de t.:,t1.1il8S we wud play v t in fr\4nt ot~ha cab tn VJas ,'Guina­

ole L1280 siilglo,t. Tills b. .. re t,;am. fntZ play.'d hy na\"11;" tVl0 rows lL:H=J up 

•• flo mall Villa dance i.t,P .'.J.r Jown tlilU line ".n· swing !!Inch one. a. wlld all 

s1nb ant pat our bens an' "8\ 1;. a keep 'ii,10 tor tbe dance. 

ItThar wuz 80lle prach1nt goin' on 1n the .a.·na an' Oil t under the 

'arbors on Saturday nlgh~. an' Sunday. The preaoher .UZ a slave \00. 

Two .ons~ t.hat. .e I ••• ber ihey .una war: I We'll B •• Aro\lnd the Altar­

'bil' -\11, Lord ·Ana.era '8.,e,.,. and 'Qlt, in t.hs. C.b.arlot and Rlde tillb' -

iKi~"," • ;, 
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"Our tauthur .uz also a slav. of. fJ. Mr. Pat.tar.on lJut, he WIla treat.'d w.l1 

Whan Mr. Patterson died 0 ,r fauther waS will'd ta Mr. Pat.terson's daught.er. 

Our tuuth.ur. Jacob Franks. wuz a trusted negro an'a t,amat.er who drove 

trUDl Ste. Genevieve ta tho plantashua. He ua8d ta swim ther1v.r 'AU Va ••• , 

with his team. H.' ud bring bak things frum ste. Genevl,.ve that war hard 

ta gl t. Salt "uz hard 1,a (7i t at 
-~ this time. 

" Our muthuh, Eliza, married Jacobs Franks wen she waz 16 years 01.' 
., 

Jus' aitter she wuz free. She ",UZ always rather puny an' wuz worth very 

Ut.t.le as a olave. Ono't she was aold ~lth bhrae others ani brot.' only 

$50. Our muthuh has 5 ohildren livlp', 19 great grandchildren, and two 

gre~t (:,randohl1dren; Paul Evanai 6. and Andresi3. Our taut.hur dted 43 

yeara ago an 'our Uluthuh married a IIr. OYerton ani he 11 also c!ead now. 

n A lIr. Jonos b0 1Jght ~ur' aun~ a.n' tokf her t.tI. Shelby Count.y, Mlssourl. 

Our aunt had two children ~ Mr. Jon.s. On. of lem wuz so white dat 

Mr. Jones couldn't sell him tur a slav •• 

"Yihen de sla.ves war freed, ,we wa.r tole ta go allYwhalr' we 'pleas'd. 

Tori n;l tely ~nut.huh marr! ed at, one' t,. but others c 10 not car'e ta 1,av. ~har 

way ot 11'fin' oallae they had no money. no homes, and did not know how t.a 

~o thar own ~ork. "But·J1m Blackwell; who had been a alave ru~John Cottman, 

laved up a lot. or to .. d in his cabIn an' then when h. was treed, h •• ent. 

ou\ in de woods an' bu~lt him a home ot his own. He c\11; down de 'r ••• 

an' made his oabln thar an' liv'd. 

"Ihe.r a woman stan' up an' Bay we would be bet-tab 01t,1.04&1 1n 

81a"11'1_ I lay;"WbJ,1 She 8a1: 'You would nab 1,8 look att.ah noth1n' 

ot 10ur .'ltar.'. 'It that" what she wuz t,alkln' 'bout', I said, 

1.a taut,hUh .us ten years ole' fore h. put on a pair Gt pan's. He had , 

, 

':(:~~~"". a csla., .... I ... • Rot nfl)' ."ood 1t. w1'11 _ "f •• t-· 
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DELICIA HAD SOl,,:},; l'.!1l'IIPER 

The subject of this sketch is Delicia Ann Wiley Patterson, 

better known as Lucinda Patterson, 92 years of age and lives in 

a 3 room kitchenette apartment at 2847 Delmar Boulevard, apart-

ment 103. 

The old woman is a very neat little brown skinned, white 

haired person. She lives alone in her neatly furnished snug lit-

tle quarters. '~ihen the writer introduced herself and asked for 

an interview, Lucinda seemed rather peeved and she said: 

"I'm hot, and mad because the landlord sent the paper hanger 

here and started to clean up my apartment, then come and taken him 

a~rey before he finished, because I am old. 

HI got plenty temper and I been sick, and when I get mad I 

get sick allover again. I turned off the radio, cause I don't 

want nobody talkin' to me and I dontt vmnt to talk to nobody, Itve 

told my history enough I dontt want to tell it no more anyhow, and 

especially today the way I feel. H 

But she seemed too good a subject to let go on with a merely 

perturbed ~od, so I visited with her until she was in good humor, 

2G9 
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and very willingly gave me the following story: 

Page 2. 270 

"I was born in Boonville, :Missouri, January 2, 1845. My mother's 

name was Maria and my father's was Jack Wiley. Mother had five chil-

dren but raised only two of us. I was owned by Charles~Mitchell un-

til I was 15 years old. They were fairly nice to all of their slaves . 
and they had several of us. I only got whipped once in the whole 15 

years there, and that was because I was working in the garden with 

one of my ownerts daughters and I pulled up something that she did not 

want pulled up, so she up and slapped me for it. 

"I got so mad at her, I taken up a hoe and run her all the VfaY in 

the big house, and of course I got whipped for that. I &ld not even 

have to sleep in the cabins. I slept on a pallet in the bedrooms with 

old marse's children. I was a pet anywhere I worked, because I was al-

ways very neat and clean, and a good worker. 

"When I was 15 y'ears old, I was brought to the courthouse, put 

up on the auction block to be sold. Old Judge Miller from my county 

was there. I knew him.well because he was one of the wealthiest 

slave owners in'the county, and the meanest one. He was so cruel all 

the slaves and many ovmers hated. him because of it. He saw me on the 

bl~ck for sale, and he knew I was a good worker so when he bid for me, 

I spoke right out on the auction block and told him: 'Old Judge Mil­

ler don't you bid for me, 'cause if you do, I would not live on your 
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plantation, I will take a knife and cut my m'1Il throat from ear to 

ear before I would be owned by you.' 

"So he stepped back and let someone else bid for me. My o?m 

father knew I was to be for sale, so he brought his owner to the 

sale for him to buy me, so we could be together. But when father's 

·ovmer heard what I said to Judge Miller, he told my father he would 

not buy me, because I was sassy, and he never owned a sassy niggah 

and did not want one that"vre.s sassy. 11hat broke my father's heart, 

but I couldn t t help that. .Another nigger trader standing right 

beside my father's owner said, I wouldn't own a nigger. that didn't 

~aT. some spunk. So I was sold to a Southern Englishman named 

Thomas B. Steele for ~1500. He had an old slave he had in his home 

for years as their housekeeper, and his wife did not like her and, 

he had to sell her to keep peace at home so he put me in his bug-

gy and taken me home to his wife and told her, 'I bought you another 

girl, Susianna, but I don't want you to lay the weight of your fin-

ger on her when she disobeys. Let me know and I will punish her 

myself.' . 

"I lived in that family until after the Civil War was over. 

Mr. Steele's wife's people had a big family and they visited the 

Steeles a great deal. NIr. Tom didn't like them because they were 
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Yankees and the Steeles were Union.. So one time Mr. 'l'om was going 

a-v.;ay on a trip and he knew when he was bone, his wife vJOuld have 

ull of her folks in the home visiting, and that was against his 

'dishes. He told me to keep tab on every time her relatives come to 

the house and nov; long they stayed, and tell him when he come back 

home, and that he would leave orders in the home to let me work in 

the field, so I would not have to bother \;'Ii th that great big f'Blllily. 

,ihen he left all his wife's folks come richt dov'ffi on our plantation, 

so I had to work in the house for them so hard, I did not have time 

to even look at the field. 

f1Vlhen old boss come home I told him, I had not worked in the 

field and why. Him and his wife had a big fight about that, and 

she hated me for a long time, and said, t lie idea of' her husband tak-

ing a nigger's "fOrd to her's and mistreat her on account of it. But 

he did not let her bother me about nothing, so I stayed on vvith them 

until one day, while I had a fly brush in my hand fanning flies while 

they ate, she told him something I done she didn't like. Just to 

please her, he taken the fly brush out of my hand and just tapped me 

with it. It didn't hurt me a bit, but it made me so mad I .oust went 

straight to the kitchen -left all the dishes, put on my sunbonnet and 
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J'Url away.. I stayed two weeks. He sent everybody he thought knew 

273 

where I was after me, and told them to tell me if I would only come 

on back home, no one would ever bother me anymore. I hid in the 

woods that whole two weeks and ~'laS not afraid. I Vlould be afraid 

out in thoGe woods novT, but I wasn't then. .'>.t nip;ht I v-iOuld come 

up to some of the slave cabins who v:ere my friends and eat and stay 

all night. So I went bt:~ck home after my 2 weel{s off as a runaway 

nigger and no one ever bothered me any more either. I carr.e to St. 

Louis with them, during the Civil ~·iar. 

"When freedom vre.s declared lv:r. Steele told me that I was as 

free as h.8 was. He said I coul-d leave them if I please, or could 

stay, that they wanted me and Vlould be glad to have me if I would 

stay and his wife said, course she is our nir~ger. tihe is as much 

our nigger now as she was the day you bought her 2 years ago and 

paid $l5QO for her. That !IlI:3.de me mad so I left right then. Stnee 

she was so smart. Her husband told her, now Sue you might as 

well face it. There ~lre no more slaves and won't ever be any more, 

regardlef)s of how much we paid for them. So just quiet yourself 

down, she don't have to stay here if she don't want to, but till 

this day some of their children come to visit me, but they never 

give me anything ever. 
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"I hired ~yse1f out to a family named Miller's at $3.00 

a week, and lived on t~e place. I had a baby about 3 years 

old. I married before~the war and when my baby was 2 weeks 

old they taken my husband in the army. He died in the ~rmy. 

I worked for the :Millers about 11 months. One day lVirs. Miller 

misplaced her silver thimble and she accused me of stealing it. 

She did not tell me that but she told the white nurse girl, and 

the nurse told me. I got so mad at her for that, 'cause I never 

s6le anything in my whole life and never been accused of steal-

ing, so I quit. They begged me to stay and offered to raise 

my salary, I told them I would not work for anyone who' felt I 

would steal. The very next day she found her thimble in the nur-

sery where she remembered she put it herself, but forgot about it 

at the time. She thought it was lost. 

"r don't know what the ex-slaves expected, but I do know 
-

they didn't get anything. After the war we just wandered from 

place to place, working for food and a place to stay. Now and 

then we got a little money, but a very little. I only voted 

once in rrJy life and that was when working for Mr. Gerhart. He 

was a real estate dealer and he taken me to the polls and showed 

me how to vote for a Republican president. It has been so long 

ago I dontt even remember who the president was, but I do know 
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he got elected. I think the time will soon be lllhen people won 't 

be looked on as regards to whether you or black or white, but all 

on the same equality. I may not live to see it but it is on the 

way. l\:any don't believe it, but I know it. 

n!vly father's owne:r.-'s childrel1 use to take my father in their 

basement and teach him to read in a blue back spelling book. I 

never got any education. lily English is good because I boarded all 

tIle first Negro school teachers and Negro principals St. Louis 

ever had for years. Charlie Brown, the late Hutchinson lnge, Clarice 

Hubbard, Wm. Turner and. ehas. Newton, the old pioneer ]:~egro teachers 

had their meals in my home. I had a lovely home, and have lived 

well in my time right here in St. Louis. I am a member of Central 

Baptist Church and been there for years. I t!:cink this young gener-

etton should advance much faster than they do. Their advantages are 

very good, but they don't s\3em to be appreciative of them. If I 

would of had their chance in my day, I really would make good use of 

it and improve every moment of my life. 

"Charlie Brown started me to attending night school, but I 

couldn't keep my mind on my studies, I was alvvays thinking of home 

and my business. I was afraid the girl that helped would forget to 

grind the coffee for breakfast or fail to put everything on the ta-
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1)le for breakfast next morning. ManJr of the teachers had a 

great ways to so and had to have an early start, and I C01..lld 

not afford to be using the time in the morning doing the things 

t'mt should be done at night. I always believed in doing things 

as they should be done, on time. 

"That's why my services were valuable, any place I vvorked, 

whether as a slave or free, and I still stand by that idea. I 

have done laundry work so satisfactory that I got ~5.00 for do-

ing u9 one white dress, 50¢ each for embrodiery skirts and 25¢ 

a piece for vests. I never did work for nothing but wealthy 

white people," 
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som AT 6 WEEKS OLD 

Marilda Petq, a tQ1'II8r slave n.. 11 ving 1n I40ntgemery 01 tY'. Me. 

1s a CG8.1 black _man w1 th 41st1nctll" negro1d features. Her voice and 

m~Der.t speaking are v1v1c1l1' :reminiscent of the negre .t .. the "Old 

South" • She 11 ves With her 4qpter. PellY'. and JllJDlereus grandchildren 

whom she tries to rule with en iron hand. This does not work so well with 

the yOUDger generation which large17 disregards- the 1rate old WCII18D.. All 

th1s lenda .quite an air ot bell1gerency to the tUDlble~wn bu1lding that 

houses the. 

Polq and Marilda sat in the shade ot a mulbf1"r1 tree where the 

tomer was osteJls1bl1 doing her washing not tar from the b1g 1ron kettle 

where she heated her .,ter. 
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"Yas'sum, I sure ~reJll8lDbt:)ra clem dqs", Mar:l.lcla replied as the quest1on-

ing began. WWhy, I seen people hendcut"f'ed together and dr1 T 'long de 

Will1811L8burg road like cattle. Dey was bought to be took south. I had 

two brothers and two s1sters sold ~d we .eTer did see dam no more. I 

was born in 185'1, APril first. -on a tum two miles south ot Williamsburg, 

on a tUll dat belcmsed to Willi_ Sqe.. II;y mthar 1f8.8 Louisa Hs7es trom 
\ 

Memphis. She never seen her mother or ~ather end didD't '~~w her name, 

so she just _~t by de white folks' D.Ule'. You know dat's how deY' done in 

~ ) 

dam da1s with names. She ne",er had no brothers or sisters here. She was 

sold _Ell ab.e was slx weeks old. lather, hebelOll8fJd to Blll7 Jlart1n &ad 
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he was Sam Kanin. He l'UD. ott to de war 'cause he was tired ot 1>8111' 

whipped end slashed. So he jest l'UIL ott and joined de al"JlG". 

ttl was sold with mother when I was six weeks old. We went back 

to see de old place after we waS tl'ee. Dat place has been sold and 

torn down. It had a tall white double log house. Dere _s three 

cabins, it was a large place. De john Baln place, dey calls it de 

1eff Jones place, ten miles north ot Williamsburg, bad de same kiDd • 
of a house but dey had just two cabins. De Baln place .a8 not so 

large but dey had a right smart ot land. 

"We done right well. Dey give us cornbread and buttermilk in a 

tin can. We crllll.bled de cornbread up in de buttermilk and dat's ill 

we ever bad to eat. Yas'sum, we generally had ·'nough. Well, on Sunday. 

mornings we had biscut ts made Qut ot dis stuft dat dey feed cows _ .. 

sborts, dat's it. We had blscu.its made out ot shorts and sorghum. Dey 

was plentY ot it. We had meat once in a while. • Dey was dead OCidles ot 

prairie chickens and patridges den' but de wlld pigeons was hard to kill. 

We never did get none ot dat meat. Christmas never meant DO more to us 

dan any other dq. Dey give mother sorghUm and sbo:rts to make giJ\prsnaps. 

ttDe,y had a big baok log in de tireplace and a toreetiok and we put 

de wood in betweerL. It was rq job to take care ot de dog Irons. Dey , 

was kept shinin' with grease. De masus would S81', "Marilda, grease de 

dOl irons" I ad to grease d_ all over, too. I taken care ot de 

children. Mother done everything. Dey had two cooks but both ot d_ 
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done all kinds of work. Mother was deregl1.lar cook for Mrs. Hayes. 

"Old Miss sold de other tourch1.1dren and sent tem south. Mother 

and me brought $1.200. When I was nine or ten years old I was put up 

on de block to be sold. I 'member dat just as _11. Hit was just a 
,., 

piece cut out of a log and stood on end. Dey was offered $600 but my 

mistress cried so much dat master did not sell me. Freedan come aoon 

atter datI 

"I otten wish dat some ot de younger race had li 'fed through dat 

time. Dey wouldn't have been so Sf1SSJ' and impudent as dey is now. De 

older people' d have done sane thing • bout it, too." (Marilda. 0 s tone and 

facial expression lett no doubt as to what the older peqple lIIOuld have 

done.) 

"Dey was a battle on Freeman up on Grand Prairie. Dat' s northwest 

of Williamsburg, up where de Mattocks and Harrlsons lived. It was right 

where de Ridgeways and de jones's lived. Dey was fightin' in de evening 

and de,. tit all night. I took de bab,. upstairs on de porch and li stened 

to de tighting. 'Bally once again. boys. rally once againl t Booml Booml 

Bangl Bangl Booml" (MarUda was equal to at least one army.) 

"Dey walked in blood tor milesl Dey took de best horses dat old 

master had. 'Bout 500 solc11ers come to de house and ordered supper. 

Dare was a tall log smokehouse and d.;y went right up to de tip-top and 

got de hams. De ]Ja1ddlin' s and de shoulders was lower but dey ~t de hams. 



Page 4. 

De women worked all night and dey got through cooking 'bout daylight. 

What did dey cook? Wh1'. del" tried ham. made biscuits, and tried eggs. 

If de soldiers wanted a chicken d~ just killed it and someone cooked 

it for dem. I ain't never seen no one have so Dl8Il7 chickens. De soldiers 

cussed de slaves like dogs. Dey was de Union soldiers. de blue coats. 

"When de soldiers come de men tolks just got up and tlew. Dey taken 

to de woods. De soldiers come to get master's money and dey hunted every-

where. Dey asked me. 'Whar is de money?' I say. 'I don't know." Del" 

say. 'You know d--- well you dol I've a notion to cut your throat" I 

mowed where it was 'cause I seen master when he done hid it but he told 

me he would whip me to death it I told and I thought de soldiers was tool­

in' but master meant it. De soldier said; (Here it is necessary to delete 

some ot the most colortul words.) 'She is one of de ••••• stubbornest 

little blaok •••••• I ever seenl I've a notion to cut her throatS' 

(Marilda eT1dently enjoyed her reputation tor ••••••• stubborness.) 

Another man srq. 'Mqbe she don't know. Children don't know things like 

date I wouldn't hurt her.' So dey went away. Dat was de truth, de 

children didn't know everything den like dey does now. Dey knows too much 

nowS 

"De morning we was set tree we didn't haTe nothing. Mother had taree 

little children and no place to flP. De white tolks told dan to 'git away 
\ 

tram here' and we came on down to Williamsburg. We walked down de road 
, 

280 

in de snow. mother and de three little children_ We went to de old lQistress 

and mther asked her could we tind some place to stay_ She said. 'Yes, 
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, 
Louisa. I'll take care of lOU and de children. I would not have turned 

you out ot doors.' She sUre was good to lUI. 

"I seen people turned across barrels and whipped. Dey waS whipped 

'cause de white people was meeD. Scmet1mes dey tied dem. to trees and 

• 
whipped 'em. Dey didn't have no clothes on at all --- dey.was just like 

dey come into de worldS· Dey used a cowll1de a8 big as Jq finger. It was 

:made ot two 8trips twisted together and was keen at de end. De master 

whipped when he could. When he couldn t t do itt he called in de neighbors 

t til you'd think dere 1I1as a meetin' • De poor clarkies ]bad a hard time I 

"De patrollers (accent on the tirst s.yllable) use! black~ whips. 

Dey waS a lot ot de neighbors dat were patrollers. When dey 1«>uld meet 

de colored men out at night, de7 would ask dell it dey bad a pass. It dey 

didn't. de patrollers would get ott de horses and whip dem. De colored , 
men would slip out at night SOIDSt1mes tor a 11 ttle pleasure. My' daddy 

got tired ot being whipped and he put out. He was gonll' clean aW87. 

"De Ku nux nan COJIl8 out and run de colored people away trom hame. 

~ a colored woman came to motheI's bouse in de m1ddll8 ot de night with 

clothes covered wi th ice and snow to de waist and carrying her baby in 

her 8l'DIS 'oause dey ran her 8WQ" trom home. 
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\ 
\ 

"We mowed who de meD was. We'd hear do S87, 'Are you going out \\ 

tonight?' 'Yas, I'se got a little clucld.n' to do.' Gioin' clucld.n'l Huhl \ 
. "}-

(Marilda fairly snorted with 1ndlpation and in SODle aubtile way g&W the 

impressioD that she did not approw ot nan_D.) Dose men would bus' de 

door dOWD ad l'UJl de people ~ut. Run some ot dem clean away. 
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"Dey was one colored man. named J4cPherson. dat told dam not to come 

pester1n' round his cabin. DeY' CCIDS 8.I17how and he shot wid 0. double 

barreled shotgun. He killed a white man. too. Of cOUrse. he had to 

leave hls heme. Be _nt to Il11nols and I ain't ne1'8r seen h1D1 slnce • 
.. 

"Mother hired us out to Mr. Bl1ly Arnold to blQ' a lot ln Wl111ams-

burg and _ bu1l tali ttle house dat 118.8 oUr home. I stayed dere Wltl1 

I married Hanry Pet~ and .. went to de old Xidwll place south of 
I 

Williamsburg. We 111'84 dare twen'ty-flTe ,.ears. Be worked for Taylor 

Arnold. feeding cattle and mules. 

"We had eleven ch1ldreJ1. Four girls and eme boY' ls stlll lluDg. 

Dare are three girls end one bo,. dead. (Marllda' s arl tlDDet1c JJJIq be 

faulty- but lt 1a excusable for she doe8 not read or write.) Mr pensioD 

is a lot of help. I had 8 real nlce garden but lt's 'bout burned up 

now. Dese ch11d1'8J1 think I' se too old to plant dat garden but I'll ahow 

dem. I can't do it all in one d87 but I can do 1 t. 

I never wat to no part1e.. Mother used to BP but I better not 

loot like I want to go. ])ere' a same people here ln town dat can tell 

,.ou lota 'bout sla'V81T. Have 7" aeen Albert lones?" 
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SHE 'MWBERS STARS FALLING 

Susan Davis Rhodes more than 100 years old a resident of St. 

Louis lives at 915 O'Fallon Street in the rear with her married 

daughter) Susie West. 

Susan is less than 5 ft. tall,t'ieighs about 135 pounds and 

has mixed grey curly hair. Her memory and eyesight are exception-

ally good for her years. Her small 3-room quarters are located in 

a very dilapidated old brick building, in the slum area of St. 

Louis. 

Seated on her back porch, she cheerfully told the following 

story of her experiences. 

"I was born in Jones County, North Carolina more than 100 

years ago, I don't know exactly how old I is but goin' by de count 

I got on ~ children, dare ages and de war, and I even 'members de 

stars fallin', I do know I'se more'n 100, but how much more I can't 
. 

tell you dat. MY mother's name was Teeny Jones and ~ father's was 

Lott Davis. I'member 15 of my mother's children, but she had a heap 

more of 'em dan dat. I just don't 'member 'em all. I am de mother 
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ot 10 children myselt. I got 6 living children, 11 living grand­

children, and so many living great and great, great grandchildren 

I can't commence to count 'am. 

~ first bwner's name was Marse Edward Davis ana his wife's 

name was Miss Susie, and I was de nurse girl, waitress and house-

maid all my slave days. I was a good nigger and I never did get 

whipped much. 

"I never did git no education in books neither, but did have 

common sense education and knew how to treat folks. People in my 

day didn't know book learning but dey studied how to protect each 

other, and save 'em from much misery as dey could. Dey didn't 

study trash and tilth like this new day generation. I 'members 

when de stars fell, I tried to ketch some of tem but I couldn~t. 

I seetd in a dream a long ttme ago, honey, dat one of dese United 

States preSidents was going to send folks around to get so~e at 

us slaves living to tell about our lives way back yonder, 'cause 

dey wants to know 'bout it trom us ourselves and not what some-

body else wants to say. And course de Preside~t was not old 'nough 

hisself to know. and he wants to learn de truth 'bout it all for 

hisselt and he's right, honey. Yes, he is. I 'member well when 

de war first kroke out de slave owners taken the little niggers 

from dere mammys, and hide 'em in all kind of places from de Yan­

kees, so when de old niggers sit der freedom, de white folks would 
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have de children for slaves and dey wouldn't know nothing 'bout 

freedom. But de Yankees was smart 'nough to find out 'bout dat 

and freed us children and all. 

"I 'member well when dey took Richmond, Va. I was' nursing 

old Miss' baby, and she just hollered and cried 'cause she thought 

de Yankees done killed her husband. I was worse dan her. I thought 

dey done killed everybody and me too, I just was too scared to die. 

All dem soldiers coming in dere so mad dey didn't know what to do, 

and neither did we. Lord, I was' glad when dat was done. Dam old 

Ku Klux folks in dam old hoods, would ketch us and beat us so bad. 

Dan was de meanest folks in all de world I do know. We sure did 

hate dem folks. Dey run off every one of my brothers. Den dere 

was dam nigger dogs. I guess you sure done heard 'bout dem, dey 

gi t on de niggers tracks and run em down. every tUlle. 

w.o~n my old Miss told my sister dat all de niggers was free 

now, go for herself, but she was going to keep de two youngest 

niggers. Dat was me and my baby sister, I don't know how old I 

was but I was big 'nough to do any ,ind of work most. 

-But my sister stole us away. A white woman in another 

county hired my sister and gave her railroad fare to come to her 

place. My sister rolled', up 3 of our baby sisters like a bundle 

in a quilt and told tem don't move or cry and as soon as she could 
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unroll 'em and let 'em have some air she would. So she got on de 

train with them three 11 ttle niggers in a bundle and toted t em up 

under her arms like dey was her clothes and belongings. and put 

t em under her seaton de train. De bundle was so big every tim. 

de conductor passed it was in de way and he would kick it out ot 

his way. Sister protected dam de best she could. Soon as he pass, 

she opened it and let 'em have some air. When she see him coming 

back, she wrap tem up again. Dey was all sure glad to git off dat 

train. Dey had been kicked so much and dasntt holler. So de white 

lady was mighty nice. She let us all stay dere till we could do 

better. Sister didn't have money 'nough to pay all us fare and 

she didn't want to leave 1.1S and we didn't want her to leave us. So 

dat was de best she could do. After a while she found our mother 

and daddy and they sent tor us. My grandfather hid unCier de hills 

in de woods, hiding to ke~p from going to de war. DeY' never did 

tind him neither t but de boys all fought. After de war was over 'IlI3' 

father worked on farms, till he had mad.e moneY' 'nough to lease a 

piece ot land at Fort Makin, ,North Carolina. I stayed dere with 
{ 

h~ until he was mustered out. I reekon I was 25 years old when 

I married, I don't know exactly. I farmed ie whole time I was 

raiSing my children, clear up till I come up here to St. LouiS and 

dat was over 20 years ago. 



MISSOURI 
ST. LOUIS 
EX-sLAVE STORIFS 
SUSAN RHODES Page 5. 

~ daughter, Susie, I am living here with lost her husband 

five years ago. She has worked at de nut factory every since she 

been here, till her health failed her. She is like me now. Nei-

ther one of us is no 'count, can't do nothing but sit here to home. 

One of m1 nephews, Sanders Randoll, is working on a W.P.A. job do-

ing de best he can for us. De other nephew, Freeman Hollister, can t t 

git nothing to do. De relief helped us some 'bout 18 months dat's 

all. 

"I just look at dis new generation drinking and throwing par-

ties every night, on der way to hell wid der eyes wide open. Its 

a pity, ain't no hopes for 'em. Der heads 1s too hard. I voted a 

Republican ticket one time in my life many years ago, dat was de 

only time I recollect voting. I don't even 'member de man I voted 

for. 

"We old slaves use to lOTe to sing: 

When I can read mr titles clear, 
To mans ions in de sky, 

Itll bid tare well to every tear, 
And wipe my weeping eyes. 

Should earth against my soul engage, 
And f* darts be hurled, 

Then can I smile at Satan's rage and face 
a frowning world. 
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Let cares like a wild deluge come, 
And storms of sorrow fall. 

May I but safely reach my home, 
My God, my Heaven, my all. 

There shall I bathe my weary soul, 
In seas of heavenly rest. 
And not a wave of tDouble roll 

Across my peaceful breast. 
Tis faith supports my feeble soul, 

In ttmes of deep distress, 
When sto~ arise and billows roll, 

Great God, I trust thy grace. 
Thy powerful arm still bears me up, 

Whatever grieves befall, 
Thou art my life, my joy, my hope, 

And thou my all in life. 
Bereft of friends, beset with toes, 

With dangers all around, 
To thee, I all my fears disclose; 

In thee my help is found. 
In every want, in ever.7 strait, 

To thee alone I tly; 
When other comforters depart, 

Thou art torever nigh 
Ot That I knew the secret place, 

Where I might tind my God; 
I'd spread my wants betore his tace, 

And pour TIIY woes abroad. 
My God will pity my complaints, 

And heal my broken bones; 
He takes the meaning othis saiats, 

The language of their groans. 
Arise my soul, trom deep distress, 

And banish every tear; 
He calls thee to his throne ot grace, 

To spread thy sorrows t~ere. 

Page 6. 

"We used to steal oft to de woods and have church. like de 

spirit moved us, sing and pray to our own liking and soul satis-

taction and we sure did have good meetings, honey. Baptize in de 
/ 

river like God said. We bad dam spirit filled meet1ns at night OD 
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de bank of de ri Tar and God mat us dare. .e was quiet t nough so 

de white folks didn' t know we was dere and what a glorious time 

we did haTe in de Lord. I am a member of St. Douglass Baptist 

Church OD Laclede Avenue. Dey is de foot washing Bapt~t8." 
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CHARLIE RICHARDSOIf 
Ex-Slave 

Stree't. Webb City,M1ssour1) (112 If. Rone 
B,y Bernard Hinkle 

jell,Charlie, let us 8it right down here on this bench and 

chat awhile. ar. Hal M. Wi'se, editor of "The Sentinel" here in Webb Citr, 

told me about you. You won't mind if I ask you a feww personal questions 

about the days of slavery will you? 

No Sah' ltd be glad to tell you anything I know. 

Thank you Charlie. The first thing I would like to ask i8; 18 

your name Charles, Charlie or ChaJ-ley? 

Everybody calls me Charlie. 

Where were you "born Charlie? 

I was born at Warrenaburg,Y1ssouri. 

What year were you, born in Charlie? 

They always said I was born in March. Didn' 1, never gl ve no 

day.Jest March. 

How old were you when the Civil War broke out? 

I don't remember exactly but I were $ev~n they said. 

How old are you now? 

The old-age pension man said I was 86 this year. 

Now Charlie,please give me the name of your parents and where 

they came from. 

My Mata name was Ann Smith,the first time, cause my Pappy 

was Charlie Sm1 the Then my Pappy died and JTJ¥ IIa married a man named 

Charlie Richal-dson. He was JIrf step-Pappy so I took hie D3Il1e. Both my own 

i'appy and rq step-PapP7 were ~--"J .. t Plain<~~~oe'8 and bOl.~"1n 
Warrenaburg,but my Ma was a Black Hawk indi_ g1rl'.Jd.nder light, in 

", l ' .J.;- ,::t. 

Q.olora.nd. purttJ. Her lIa was a tull~blooded 'B~'" ~1rk and she married 

k (franCladdJ ~char4 1)ow18 , which ... ID7 JIa'. _'tfo~e she anied 

, ... " 

~' , 

.'.." ,- '". "<::~ ; .. \; :.;" .. ; ~:' 
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(Ex-slave) 

J'Ue 254 
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Tell me Charlie, did you have any brothers or si.tere? 

Yea San,I bad two sisters and tive brothers but none ain't. 

Describe your home and "quarters" the best you can. 

Log Cabins thats what they was. All in a long row-piles ottem • 

They was made ot good old Missouri 10g8 daubed with mud and the chimney 

was made ot sticks daubed with mud. Our bede was poles nailed to sticks 

standing on the noor with cross sticks to hold the straw ticks. 

How did most ot you cook--in the cabins or in the "big house"? 

Most of the negroes cooked in the cabins but my ~ was a 
) 

house girl and lota ot times fetched my breakfast from the ~sters hou.& 

Most of the negroes, though, cooked in or near the cabins. They most1y 

used dog irons and skilleta,but when they went to bile ~thingtthey used 

tin buckets. 

What tood d1dyou like best Charlie. I mean, wbat was your 

favori te dish? 

It warnlt no dish. It ware Jest plain hoe cake mostly. No 

dishes or dish like we has nowadays, No aah! This here hoe cake was 

plain old white corn meal battered with salt and water. No grease. 

Not much greaae,Jest 'nough to keep it trom st1ck1n'. Th1$ here hoe cake 

was frieed Jest 11ke tlap-J~Ck8,only it were not. Not tlap-Jacka I mean. 

When we d:ldn' t have hoe cake we had ask cake. Same as hoe cake only 1 t, 

was biled. Made ot corn meal,salt and water and a whole shuck,with the 

end tied with a string. 
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We never had no tlap-Ja'(;:.ks in the cabins. Ko Ssh! Flap-Jacks 
~ 

was something spe1cal for only ~arster Mat Warren and the U·s.ie. That . 
makes me remember a funny story about flap-Jacka. My IIa brought .~m. 

flap-Jack s~uft down to the cabtn one d8fiYOU know,Jest swiped it from 

292 

the house where she worked. Well, .14a was trying away to gitme somethinl ' 

speCial like when she hears the J~88is comin I wi t.b her parrot. So, Ma 

hides them flap-Jacka right quick. Soon the )4is8is come in our cabin and 

was ta.l.ldn' to my Msl'lllQ' when that crazy old parrpt he begin to get fussy 

like sOlllethin' was wrong. He were a smart parrot and outside ,generally 

called us all " niggera,niggers.". Well Sah, he kept aquakint and the 

Missis kept sayin', "shut up' shut up' ,what's the matter with you?" 

p~tty soon the Missis go over to sit in a chair Ma had with a big pad 

in it. And before the )4i8818 co,uld set down that crazy parrot begun to 

yell, "Look out Maul, 1 t t 8 hot f. lIook out! Look out ,n. The Mlssis turhec& to 

my Ma and said"What's the matter here?" My Ma. answered, u'!ain't nothinfthe 

the matter Missi •• And then that fool parrot hollows agin, nItta hot' It's 

hot'! And surefnough the m1ssi$ she get a peek at a f1ap-Jack stickin' 

through under the pad,where Ma hid them. And Ya almost got a good lickin' 

ter that-. 
That parrot could ou1.-talk Marster warren and wou1dn't eat 

anything we wou1d give him cat1$e he was afriad of being poisoned by 

1s "niggers". rbey use to tie him out in the field to watch the negroes 

at work,and when he went in the house at night. Ma said he would holl •• 

and yeU the moat. unholy lies about those "niggers" ~. what the1 tited 

tried to do to him. 

Sometime we '4 get him to drink some weigh m:1lk,the Marster 

had given. ua when it waa 80 sour it. would make a h~g 8,ue:al. The parrot 

WOUld call us 80m. awtuli name' tor dQing ihat,. 
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What clothing did the older boys and men wear Charlie? 
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Big boys and gwon talks wore Jeans and domestic shirts. Us little 

kids wore jest a gown. In the winter time we wore the same onl.y w.i th 

brogans with the brass toes. 

You said a.while ago that they gave you "weigh" milk. That' liS a 

very poor grade of milk isn't it? 

Yes Sah, It's the poorest kind of poor milk. It ain't even milk. 

It's what is left beh1ng,when the milk i8 gone. 

And coUae. How about coffee. Didn't you have any coffee to drini 

We has coffee some time, but it ware made of burned corned meal. 

Once in awhile the slaves while makin' cottee for Marster Mat out of the 

wheat would burn a pan purposely and he would give it to them to make 

cotfee with. That was purtty good cotfee. SOIDe time they got whupped for 

bmTl1n' it, cause he knowed they burned it too much for his cotee,on 

purpose--jest so they'd git it. 

Now Charlie, you said you were born in Warrensburg,Missouri. 

were you born on Mat Warren t s place? 

Yes Sall. 

Row many slaves did Mr. Warren have? 

150 

I undertsDad they sold o~f attractive women slaves and husky mea 

Row is it they didntt, sell your Mother? 

She ware a house girl. Purtty and light in color,so they wanted 

to keep her tor that job. 

Did they sell your father? 

Yea Bah, they did. That. i8, they SQld JJJ.y .t@p-Pappy u· m.y own 
,~," tR ~ '. . 

.' 
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~peaking about your step-Pappy being sold reminds me: They say that 

the expression" selling slaves on the block" is not true. That 18 not 

atways truE'. 

"e never had no "block" on Mat Warren's place. We cal.ls it "~utt1n' 

'em on the stumpn. But the "stump" were neither block nor stump, it were 

a box. Big wooden box. 

I have heard it said that some slaves brought big .. prices. 're1l me, 

if you/dll, how rauch your step-Pappy was sold fer. 

~jellSah, there was some buyers from .south Texas was att~:r to buy m:t 

step-Pappy for two years runnin',but the Marster would never sell him. 

So one time they comes up to our place at buying time( that was about 

once every year) and while buying other slaves they asked Mat Warren 

if he wouldn't sell my step-Pappy, cause he was a aure 'nough worker 

:in the field--the best man he had and he could do more work than three 

ordinary men. 

But the ~~ster tried to git rif of that buyer agin by saying I 

don't take no old offer of$2!tOOO for Charlie, an' I won't sell under 

$2.055. The buyer he said right quick like. ",Sold right ha..~e". So that i 8 

how he come to leave us and We never seed him &gin. Like to broke ~ 

Mammy up, but that's the way we slaves had it. We didn't let ourselves 

feel too bad,eause we knowed it would come that way some time. But fIf3 

Ma she liked that Charlie and she teeled it most. 

We always ]mowed when they was going to sell, caUSe they would 

let them lay around and do noth1n t. Jest feed them and gi t, fat. They 
, ' 

even smeared their facea w1 t.h bacon riDe to make 'e. 'l~ok jWe~~y and 
.. ~ .:':' 'L, !' 

well fed afore the sale. l'htty never bad no ,gr •••• to eat ijr.iJ..,i)lowand thea 

Mat Warren he makes it look 11ketrhem nigger. 1& ", •• 11 'ted.'~ci· cared tor. 
, " ',-",,-

!he b1ayer. would,8"1ok. pba in ' •• and. examine t.heir teetJl'!4lt. 1101""'0 
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CHARLIE RlCHABDSOB 
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By the way Charlie, what kind ot jails did they have in tho •• da1's? 

They never had no Jails. Your back was the Jail. When you done 

something serious Marater Mat Warren call.ed in the "whuppera" and they 

made your back bleed and then rubbed aalt, into the skin. Atter that they 

chained you to a tree and let. you suffer. 

What did you do as a child around the place? 

I carried in the water and wood to the Missia house and helped Ma. , 
What time did you all get up in the morning? 

A big bell hanging in the center of all the cabins rang at 4 A.M. 

~d then most of the grown folks worked from dawn till eleven at night. 

We never had no Saturd.a1 t 8 . oft like they do now. Nor no Sundq t. off 

neither. 
What kind othouse did the 1hster live in? 

The Marster he have a very fine home. About ten rooma,built of 

common brick. It ware a very purtty house;great big 11k.e. 

What did you do,Cl~11e, after work at night? , 

M08tly,g~ to bed. We kid. did early. But I wake up loys of times 

and hear my Ma. and Pappy praying for treedom. They do that lIlaIl¥ times. 

I hear it said that Abraham Lincoln hears some slavea praying at a 

sneaked meettn' one t1me,ask1n' the Good Lord for treedom. And it is 

believed that Abraham Lincoln told them,that if he were President h. 

would free them. 

Did you ever play any games or dance any? 

"oj No game.,no plq , only work. We had to be might)" careful we 

d1dn't \188 a pencil or any paper or read out where ~e, ~~.r could e.e 

... He would. surell" us fer that. 

1. th1l* he wan \1\'"8.1,.8" man in~. ',wot"'~ 
/ ". t' 

.~<: . 
- f 
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CHARLIE RICHARDSON 
(~x-slave) 

Do you remember much about the war Charlie? 

Not very much. I was only seven then,but I remembers that those 

Busbwack3rs came to steal my Marster's money but he wouldn't tell where 

he hid it. Said he didn't have any.They said he was telling a lie cause 

no man could have so many salves and not have some money. lie did have I' 

150 slaves but he wouldn't tell where the money was hid. So they burned 

his feet, but he still wouldn't tell 'em he r~d hid it in the orchard. 

No 3ah! .he jest didil ~ t tell. 

ThelTl Bushwackers tL.ough, were not so bad as ·them Union 

soldiers. They 'took all our horses and left us old worn out nag.; even 

took my horse I us e to ride. 

What was Ule first thir~ you d4ne after the war was over and 

you far.,tuld yourself free ,Charlie? 

We went rilht next farm and rented land from Buck Towera 

and farmed. Wlti1 Ma died. Then I went to Fayetteville and worked at odd 

Jobs there awhile. I worked too, on the Fayettevile College building. 

I stayed around Fayetteville 40 years. I was married when I first went 

there to a light colo:r;-ed woman. A Cherokee Indian. We had seven 

children, all girl •• Only one is livin' now. She is the one I live with 

in Webb City, JAissouri. I don't live with my wife now. Uy daughter'. 

name 1. I{lrS Sam Cox. Her husband Sam Cox works ~t a garage in Webb. 'l'hel 

have seven children too. ho girls,tive boy., all living. 

my coach 

clothea--Begum hat,(high silk hat),black double-breasted. nap t@11ed coat 

and black broadcloth pants. My shoes were low and ~ 'bea48'·a1J. over the 
. ~ 

i .: , 
tront. I looked 11ke Booker 'f. Wasbington. And I llke:ha ._at .ext. to 

A~aham Lincoln. 

. 
' .. 

. .... ' 
...... '," .... -",. 

I 
! 
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I use to work 'for Juage Brown in Fayetteville a8 coachmalh 

Then I come here and worked for Mrs Louise Corn of Webb City for 13 

years. I ain't workint now,only firin' the boiler for the Fir&t National 

~ank in winter-t~ me. My son-in-law Sam Ccx,he works at the Bank on the 

side and I help him a little. Mostly,I tm jest man about town. 

Now, tell me in passing,Charlie,do you remember any men 

passing t,hrough your place in Warrensburg,looking for escaped slavea'? 

Yes I remember some tough men driving like mad through our 

place many times,with big chains rattleing. We called them slave huntere. 

They always came in big bWlc.hea. Five and six together on horse back. Patr 

Patrollers they was. They were almost as bad to us as them outlaws who 

used to come by and eat up all Marse Warren's chickens. There was some 

~exas bad men,too. John Reid, The Webb Boya, and Little Preston Smith. 

But, I'm sure glad it is allover now,but we didn't git 

nothin' out of it like we expected. We tho~ht they was goin' to divide 

up the farms and give us some of 1 t .No Sah!. They was so mad at, us for be. 

being freed that they got, rid of us .s soon as they could, and we waa 

only too glad to go. 

I gits a small old-age pension now and live purtty quite 

like,but I tell you Sah,times ain't like they use to be. These yer 

young negroes--l doa't think so much of anyhOW. 

Bernard Hinkl.. 
Joplin, Missouri 
Januar, 27,1938 

" J 

, ,. 
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. ~~~~. jes_ ~e::~:.~wo and one-half mile south of COllBlleres in a:-CountY.o"}Mah Fathuh ani Mothuh was Jack an' Mary Ross. Ole Mastuh James Ross 
'----,-.. --,.~-." .. '-' 
was a kind ole man, always good to his cullud folks. Ole Missus died 'fore Ah was 

bahn. 'Nen dey was young Mastuhs James Jr., John an' William. Young Miss Francis 

marri~d Joe Anderson. 

If 'llhey was 'bout six hundred acres in de home place an' a hundred acres in de 

othuh fahm. Ole Mastuh had 25 or 30 slaves an we hed eight cabins built on three 

sides 0' square with de big house on the othuh side. It was a big house, white 

with po' ches upstahs an' do'"m. .L'hey was lotsa fruit trees 'rouzi f th' house, peaches, 

plums, pears, apples, an t hey was hP llihocks growin all roun' the yahd. 

i[ OlB.hcabin was j es one room with a big fiah place at one end. There was a 'ways 

f 
a big kittle a/tangin in th chimbly an' one 0' them iron ovens a settin on the hawth. 

I 

'Ibey was five in ouah fambly an' we had one big bed an', a trundle bed that ud roll' 

unda...l1 the othuh bed like that. 

,: Fethuh beds? Whew! Yessir! ,We hed the bigge:.:; ; fethuh beds! You sfioul.da seen 

the big tlock 0' geese we hed. Hey, hey, hey--!'se thinkin' bout how ns children 

a'ways crawled undah the house to gathuh the goose aigs. The geese a'ways laid~undah 

th' house, an we'd crawl aroun' unduh there an git um an' when we's backin' out, 

:, the ole gander ud ketch us an' flog us. Many's the time ha's wahmed the seat 0' 

ouah pants. 

;. Somehow th' children was skeered 0' 6le Mastuh, ah don' know why, cause he 

i" , nevuh hit none 0' us. Mastuh was tall an' thin,--an if we' ,us sittin' roun' playin' 

i' 
i.'" an he come along we'd jump up an' run, an' if we'ud look back--theuh he'd stan, 
" 

<;jes shakin with laffi:a'. Ali spect he thought it war funny tub have us skeered • 

tub have they lunch. You knowllwhut cahn pone is? 

. ,.~.~- . 
• bout three all tl}.e'i·:~l1~tnOr 

J't,'~r~:b'~:~; ~,."'.<.: , 
M m m m--the-y:io's' ~"l'l;~f:}!'.i~ ", 

~"r- /'4,: ~;.~ .. ~' ~r' -", ~_ .. , 

if Ever morna' bout t,en oclock ani ever afternoon 

Jesmake a sorta hole in th' hot embuhs, thna pU1llr it in 

':embuh$~-a~ ',wbenut 'sd()ne:J 8f3,.wash,. ,ut :, off a ~i t. ',~at, 
" , , ' 'i~l::.~~~11')~~~,'·' , ~;ppne--1i 

,/""._.:.. ........... , .... 0-

, 
.. 

"r 

-I,"" ',. 

,.:.~-t, 

r)· 
~ 

,'t' 
j,}. 

~1 
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'fill ouah cups an' that wa.~ ouah lunch twice evabday. 

II As a boy ah tended thuh cows an:t seck like, an I· built the fires in the fireplafes, I 

i 

later they let me ploW' an' ah thought ah sure hed a big job. Ah Wuz so proud at Iv 

didden \. anna stop for dinnah~ 

"Hig,h Buck, Low Do" was one a' the. games us boys usta play. 

II My gran' fathuh was mas Ily , Indian an he ust~ go out into the woods an' stay 

for days at a time. Ole Mastuh always called' him Ole Yaller Abe--But one time he 

ran away--crossed the rivuh ow:ah heah an' went up tub Canada. He usta write tuh 

. Ole Mastuh ant he'd read the l.ettuhs tuh us. Mall fathuh was the:--shoe~maker, made 

'all the shoes--for the white folks an' us too •. We bought the leathuh from the 'tan-
". 

ya.wd at the edge 0 town an ': Wtld sell them tan-bark. .Ma.h Mothuh was one o' the' 

weavers. The loam an spindin wheels was in a seIH'ate house--Ah usta watch the big 

warp in , bar go 'roun' an' wish ah could ride on ut but ah nevuh did. 

I: We had church foh the cullud folks an' lotsa white folks ud always come an' 

lissen to the preachin 1 • 

. We raised lotsa cattle an' how6e8, an mu1ss--an in them days ~eat was nevah less 

. 'en $2.00 a bU.'1'.hel. . 
., 

i i The niggah buyaha usta come roun' o~place but ah don' recollect any of ouah 

niggahs bein sold. 1'hey' d ,have slave sales avah at Benton. One t~im~oung Mast~.sh 
--. . 

tr>ught honle a thi~teen yeah ole boy he paid a thouse"...n' dollahs an' fifty cents r,;.ell--

i. We didden have no school fa' the cullud folks but young Mastuh William went to school 
r. 

····an' in the evenin's he'd t.etoch 30me olus. In 'at way'ah got' as far as the fo'th 

grade. 

JJ. #~ ....... 

. When the wah came on', 'cose we hea....;he'd lots about it an sometime we'd see abJers. ---"':,,",... . 

Clen'x;l1ilGrant come thru, uommerce With about 40,~OO men~ 

rivuh~n boats,'an' caniped here. The so,jers'ud come foragin' 

tbey.nev~b()"her.ed mu.ch. iller'd··grind they swords. an 

. : 

-,:.' 

;'; 

.:-:,:, . 
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wthe ·Battle of Big Creek, Arkansas an in several Skirmishes. 4h learned tuh play in 

the band, played second B. flat cahnet. We suah learned our do, rels. 

Ii Ouah Captain, Ole George Free was a preacher an he'd have prayun meetin's in his 

tent. All the ole women from aroun' would come--a.'1' we'd have big times on Sundaj mahnirls. 

One time one 0' the boys Ed J'ohnson, got drunk an' the provost guahd put 'm in jail. ~JGX' 

mahnin, Capin Free go down theah to gi t him an t he raise so much racket 01 Cunnel say 
I _ 

ira loose, Ole Cap' m go crazy bout his niggers ........ "'"'-

.... A, 

II We 'I'JaS stationed down in helena, Arkansas" aftuh the fightin was ovah an' the officers 

sent up no'th fa' some teachers, to have school fo' us, They call it the Norman InstituE 

an we each paid fifty cents a month to go. The teachers was Quakers an they never 

laughed or smiled..Lhey a 'ways seemed tuh be thinkin--seemed tuh think it was a sin 
I. I 

to have fun. t"Ah kin stilt heah em--how they usta say, -Thou shall get ith;y' lessons ovah'.--
We was mustered out in St. Louis in 1866. 

"Aftuh ah come back heah tuh. "'ommerce Ah started a school, Ah called it II.Jelect School" 

an' t he) each paid fifty cents a month--grown folks come tuh mah school some 0' em 

fifty an sL:ty year old an ah had all .ah cud take caah of--Latuh, Ah tau'ght school out 

in the country. 

" . 'IVhy do they call me doctuh? See t hat diploma on the wall! 'r got that fum a school 

of jypnotism.,' Yea'm a correspondence course. NB'rn,.r nevuh practised it much, jes a littil 

an then for fun. 

II One time the Ku Klux come aroun. 
. I 

'l'hey knock on the doah, then they say "Please give 
I 

a drink, .A"h aint had a drink since the battle 0 t Shilo.1t 1J1.'hat fo t t hey say that? 

, ", , you see,. they wants us tuh think they's the spirits a 'the sojers killed at Shilo 

in, hell ao long they drinks all the water they kin git. 1'his ,on~ ,'ma.n ' ~lte' 
, ',,~ , . . 

.-' '. ' 

five buckets of water, an' it look like he drink em but nex, inalfli~ri'('t}l-eys.; 

aide thu'doah. 
" ",,~ 
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SHE NEVER ATTENDED SCHOOL 

Never having attended school a day in her 86 years of life 

has not cramped the style of Alice Sewell, one of st. Louis' for-

mer Negro slaves. Alice lives wit~ a married daughter, Mattie 

Hill, and a grandson, Henry ~r.;orse, at 329 South Ewing Avenue. 

Spotlessly dressed, much after the fashion of a nurse, and 

weighing less than 100 pounds, Alice presents a pleasing picture 

as she chats interestingly with visitors. Her mind is keenly 

alive to what is going on in the world. She is much annoyed by 

the roistering younger folks, as she outlines in her observations 

in the folloWing chat: 

"I was born in :Mon tgOI!'.ery, Alabama, November 13, 1851, the 

daughter of Rhoda and Edmond Carey. I have three brothers and two 

sisters dead. I am the only child living. I ain't never been in 

a school trouse in my life and I never did learn how to read or 

write. I recollect three of my overseers. The first one's name 

Elik Clayton, the second one named Mofield and the third one named 

Pierson. I was 13 years old time de third one got me a.Il:d de war 

had started, so we had to pack all de cotton up in bales, and in 

sun face houses and sun face cribs to be out of the weather. The 
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seed cotton was kept in de gin house, 'cause dey didn't had no tiffie 

to fool wid dat. Den dey up and bought spinning wheels and. cl'1.rds, 

so us wonen could spin it to make cloth, and make clothes at ho~e, 

and would not have to go to de factory to buy clothes. 
, 

"Dey had to keep de ~oney to care for de families de soldiers 

left behind, and send corn by de loads to de battlefield to feed de 

horses. Dey stopped raising cotton after de war started, and just 

raised food stuff cause dey had to send food to de battlefield for 

de soldiers. De poor white folks what lived up in de hilly countI"'lJ, 

too poor to ovm slaves, while de "Tar vms going on, had to come down 

out of de hilly country. Dey lived on goverrunent land.and dey had 

to have food for dem and der children. Der men folks was taken away 

from dem to war. Dey was called counterscript soldiers, and if dey 

refused to go to war dey got shot down like a dog. So de rr~st of 

t em rather go on and take chances of de war miSSing f em dan get shot 

widout a doubt. DeY,use to say dey had to go and fight a rich man's 

war but dey couldn't help demselves no better'n us slaves could • ... 

"My owner was very rich~ He owned four plantations of slaves. 

He had two plantations on de Calopoosa River, one nan~d Jedkins 

upper ferry plantation and de other Jedkins Mill Place and the 

third plantation was called The Bradshaw Place. It was out from de 

river and de fourth one was called De High Log Plantation. He was 
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always fairly kind to his slaves. He didn't believe in abusing 

dem less he couldn't help it, and when he'd find out de overseers 

beat 'em widout a cause, he'd fi:;-e'em right away, and git some-

body else. Dat's why he so prosperous, cause he was falr. He 

never even 'lowed overSeers on his plant~tion what had grown boys, 

to be runnin' round 'mongst his slaves neither, no he didn't. He 

didn't believe in dat intermingling, 'deed he didn't. Dey didn't 

'low us to sing on our plantation 'cause if we did we just Sing 

ourselves happy and git to 'shouting and dat would settle de~ork, 

yes mam. 

"Dey did 'low us to go to church on Sunday about two miles 

down de public road, and dey hired a white preacher to preach to 

us. He never did tell us nothing but be good servants, pick up 

old marse and old misses' things about de place, and don't steal 

no chickens or pigs and don't lie 'bout nothing. Den dey baptize 

you and call dat, you got religion. Never did say nothing 'bout 

a slave dying and going to heaven. 'When we die, dey bury us next 

day and you is just like any of de other cattle dying on de place. 

Dat's all 'tis to it and all 'tis of you. You is jest dead dat's 

all. De old lady dat raised my mother, she was a black mammy. 

She done all de burying of de niggers, said de funeral sayings by 

herself. She knew it by heart. Dey swapped my grandmother away 
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'cause she didn't bear children like dey wanted her to, so de man 

dey swapped her off to come back two months later ana told our ovm-

er dat grand.m.a.mm.a was heavy with child. Den he 'wanted to buy her 

back 'cause she was a good worker, but her new owner would not let 

hirr. have her back and she had thirteen children after date Our old 

ovmer surely vlJ'as sicko..f dat swap. lEy mother was only three years 

old when dey sold her mother to another master and she never saw 

her agin 'till she had all dem thirteen children. 

"Dis is how mother found grandmother. Our owner bought a 

slave "what come off of a plantation dat my grandmother was on. She 

was turned over to dis slave owner to satisfy a gambling debt left 

unpaid by de dead husband. So she told my mother all about de deal 

and all de children mother hc.d never seen. :My mother had three 

children of her own, at dat time. De slave dat brought de news 

name vms Elsie. So Elste had lots of relatives on dis plantation 

she was sold off of. Well she had to have a pass everytirr:e she 

~~nt to go visit har folks. So she tells my mother next time I 

git a pass to go see my people, you ask old boss for you one too se 

you can.@o see you manma and sisters and brothers you never seen. 

1~ did and when mamma got to old John Beasley's plantation on 

Lime Creek mother didn't know grandmother Sallie and g~andmother 

Sallie didn't know her daughter' Rhoda till Elsie introduced 'em to 
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each other. Dey was so glad dey just hugged and kissed plenty. De 

war was going on den and dey fought four years and two months. 

"De first year after de war my father and mother kept us chil-

dren and stayed righ~ on with our old ovmer and done share cropping 

till father was able to buy stock of h,is own, but he did not buy 

no property. When I got 18 years old I married, but I stayed right 

on with my ·mother and father just de srune and my children buried 

both my mother and father. My mother lived to be 100 years old and 
t , 

my father was between 80 and 90.when he died. 

"I lett liontgomery, Alabama de last of 1902 when Louis was 

only 11 years old and came to Morouse, Alabama and stayed five 

years after date I moved to Arkansas, stayed quite a while, don't 

know how long. All dat time I made my llving washing and ironing 

and picking cotton from farm to farm. My husband died 28 years ago 

last March. I been in St. Louis now between 12 and 13 years. 

"We used to slip off in de woods in de old slave days on Sun-

day evening way down in de swamps to sing and pray to our own lik-

ing. We prayed for dis day of freedom. We come from four and five 

miles away to pray together to God dat if we don't live to see it, 

do please let our chillun live to see a better day'and be free, so 

dat dey can give honest and fair service to de Lord and all mankind 
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everywhere. And we'd sing 'Our little meetins'bout to break, chil-

lun we must part. ".'ie got to part in body, but hope not in mind. 

0'..11' little meetin' s bound to break.' Den we used to sing 'We walk 

about and shake hands, fare you well my sisters 1 am going horne.' 

"1 never did hear nothing 'bout what de nig,gers specked from 

de white folks. We was so glad to get loose, we didn't speck noth-

ing but git out of bondage. Dey didn't even give us time off to 

wash our clothes. We had to wash 'em at night when 1'1e ought to been 

resting our old backs 'what Vias so tired. .}e liked to go to de field 

clean in de mornings. Dat' s de only way we had of doing, it. I 

never been on relief in my life. 1 got my first pension la.st month. 

It was $17.50 old age pension. 1 sure was proud of date 

"1 never had no interest in politics till last year, dey come 

and got me and told me to vote de Republican ticket. 1 did vmat 

dey said do, but dey didn't gi tit ai'ter all. My oldest grandson 

works at a bakery where he been working nine years and takes care 

of me, liie mother and brother. 1 think de biggest run of this 

late generation is ignorant. 'Course dey goes to school alright, 

but dey don't make no good of it. De people wid de bible and God 

education is.much better folks dan dis ignorant book learned fools. 

Dat's all dey is honey. Dey don't respect derself, God nor de 

devil. Dey jes' act like something wild raised, turned loose in 

de swamps. Dere schooling makes me wish 1 could walk de streets 
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vrid my ears stoPl)ed up aI!d e~Tes blindfolded so I couldn t t even hear 

nor see dis educated generation. .[neSS yOUl~ soul honey, I don't 

care a scrap 'bout schoolin~ dat don't teach decency or common re-

spect. De l:nee Hay is all de education dat mounts to :gothing no 

way. God' s -ira~r is de only way.. It ruakes you treat everybody in 

de world like you i;ant to be treated by other folks and dat' s right, 

8..c'ld everything else's w"rong by dat. 

"But de time's on d.e way here, daughter, when VIe all be one 

people like God intended black and vihi te de Sar.1G. Course de end 

will be at hand when dat hal)gens but its sure coming. Den God 

will bless us all alike and everything Vie put our hands to will 

prosper. God's 'Nill is fast f'ullfilling and He is true to His 

word. VIe will walk vii th God so::ne day, I won t"1i be here I don t t 

speck. But I am walking "wi th God myself right now. I ara a mem-

ber of Southern ~\:ission Church. 

"I owned a nice hODle in War'ren, .i;l,.rkansas. I sold it to come 

up here. De folks down dere said d~y would sure miss seeing me 

walking around down der wid my white apron on but I believed in 

immigration like de ,-gible said. So I just ili.migrated from de South 
"'" . 

up here to de North. God said de pla.ntations would grow up and de 

hoot owls would have 'em and dey is doin it. Growin' up into wil-

dernass. God planned dam slave prayers to free us like he did de 

Israelites, and dey did." 
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Ex ... S1ave Story 

"I'lIl hard of hoarin' ~ (knOW r'm 94 years eld; was bern in Cape 

~ounty. I "(laS a slave till I was 20 years sId. I was a house boy. 

De boss had a number of black men who did de w~rk in de field. In 

"varrll weat:1Gr W6I wore flax, an jeans, in. de vnnter I had plenty of m.eat 

t') eat. I can't read or vvrite. Wish I could. liIy old mistress told me 

I u~s fr6a when I was 20. Den I stayed there a while and f;,;ttk~d on 

she.res. De mili tie. COIU{:I an took a' horse av~ay from me on de road ten 

milos away from home and I had to walk hams. But he fetched de hoss 

h:1;-1C aftar a while. I think slaver:r v~as a good thing. I neVEl!r suffered 

f~)r notllin I" Lincoln wanted every man to work for hinself. 

An Interview with PerrjT Sheppard .. 
Ex-Slave, Aged 94, Fredericktowll, 
Interviewed by J. Tom Miles • 
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INTERifIE~V wItli.!RANK SIDES,- EX-SLAVE 

"Ah's jest a little feller when de wa.r's over, jes' 'bout six year ole, ah wuz, an' 

h don' rec'lect much 'bout dem days. Aaron an' Lucy Sides wuz rna.h daddy an' mammy, an' 

e belong to Mastuh Cato. Dey live near F'redericktown, ah don' membuh young' MisBus' 

a01e, an' dey neveh had no chillum. Dey had a big house, an' seGms like we live in 

eht o'de whit e folks house. De soj ers come 'round sometime, but dey didden' bathuh 

one jes' ask fo' a drink er suthin' to eat, an' go on. , , 

"But de 'Bushwe.ckers', wuz ba.d, dey 

on' ree'lect nuthin' dey done roun' our 

go shootin' a~ybody, en· doin' devilment. I 

c:. 
place but one day a little bunRh 0 ' I em, stop 

ere fo' a drink. Ah's scared 0' 'urn, but ah gives 'em all a drink, an' de las' man 

akas his drink and t' rows de dippuh on de flo'. 

"We did den' hab no school but ah learned to re9.d an' w rite, but ah's not much of a 

cholar at dat. 

"When de war's ovuh we move to 'Cape', an' we live fust one place, 'en 'nuther, 

doin' whut we could. 

"One time ah's workin' wid a gang 011 a railroad bridge. Dey wuz a big gang of us. 

h, mebbe three or fo' hundred. De sleepin' cah wuz 'bout half mile down de track. Come 

h time tuh' turn in', ah starts down de track. It wuz bright moonlight an' ah's tired 

n' sleepy. Jes' as ah comes along whar de cattle gahd is, dere standin' in de middle 

I detra.ck is a big, tall man, all in black •• He don'· move, an' he's tall ag'in as ah is. 

's so light ah kin see him plain. Ah stan's an' looks at him an' ah thinks: 'shall ah 
/ :;./ , 

n past~H No, if ah does he'll git me sho'. Den ah says, 'Shall ah climb dat bobwire 

nee an' go through de fiel', but ah says, 'No, No~ spose dmah pants gits hung on de "oob­

re, den whut happen? Ah looks a t him again an' he's twice as big ez he wuz bero', but 

jest 6tan~ de;: So ah goes jest ez close to 'de fence ez ah could an' goes sideways 
/I 

sst him, keepin' mah eye on him, but he don' move, j es' keep atandin' eere. Nex' day ah 

ss tub look at de place but don' see no sign 0' him. Ah don' know why fa' he stan' 

't b ~ , kl.'lled right deI" ~ ill folks tell me dat,' Bout a year (.e",o , a man wuz 
-, 
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INl'EKfIE,V NITH JlOLLIE RENFRO SHES 

"Mah mammy wuz. Rosie Renfro, an' we' un's blong to 'Masse. 'Tom B. English, an' 

Miss Sarah. We live neah Jackson. My daddy Spencer Renfro, he blong to 'Massa' 

Jac.k Renfro, en' de Cape Road. 

"Massa" English wouldn't sell us, an' '-assa' Renfro woun' sell mah daddy, so 

dey jes' letmah daddy come tuh see us on Satudays. 

"our white folks, dey wuz a:U mighty nice people. Dey live in a big white house, 

an' dey has lotsa nice things. Mah II1aIDIDY done de cookin' an' ~.twen time .he help 

\ 

weave on de loom, an' spin an' knit. 
\> 

"Dey wuz jest two 0' us families. I'{e livedin little ole log houses an' in tuther 

house dey wuz Ann, an' Nancy an' "Aunt Dinah". 

"Den seems like dey wuz a "nuddah house whar a bunch 0' men tay 'at works in de 

fiel'. Dey wuz some field 'roun' de house, an' dey wuz a 'nudder .'fiel' dey call 

'mile fiel'. It were a mile big, 6{uh way. Dey raise lot' sa wheat en' cahn an' sich-

like, an' chickens an' cows, an' fruit, apples, an' peaches. 

"Some a' de womans worked in de file' an' when t ey comes in dey has tuh set 

down an' peal apples an' peaches fo' fryin' an' put'em on big racks out in de sun an' 

when dey's dry, put 'em in bags, an' hang 'em up fo' wintuh. 

'tAh wuzn'. very big at sat t ims, jes' 'bout fo' yeah ole, but ah ree' lect bow 

scared we is when de sojers come by. De men folks all hide out an' so de Missus, 

when we wants tub hide too, she say, "Run on out, run on out, and tell 'em nobody home" • 

Sometime dey hide unnerde bed, 'hind de trunnel bed. 

"An' ah 'membuh 'Miss Betty' died. She had ..p;;eumonya. Dar she wuz all pretty 

in huh coffin, an' dey had all de cullud folks come through de house tuh see her. 

Pore 'li1' Missis' ~ Dey buried huh in Jackson. 

J "When a 'body's sick, if yuh hears a hoot owl near de hou<Je, er a whipperwill 

dat's bad luok, Ah a' way's goes out an' tYies tuh chase 'em 'Jff. But ah guess af 

deyt s gonna bring bad luck, dey's alweady brung it". 

. " 
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SEE WAS SOLD 6 TIMl!l3 

The subject ·of this sketch is Jane Simpson, familili'rly known . 

in her neighborhood as Aunt Jane. She is more than 90 years old 

but her exact age is not certain. She lives at 2?1~~ Clark Avenue 

with her niece and family. 

In a very poorly furnished old 3-room brick apartment, seated 

in the front bed room, was Jane Simpson, frail a1!.t1 slender, very 

light complexion with beautiful long white hair, well combed and 

neatly dressed. < OWing to a recent i.llness, she was not able to do 

any housework. Jane very feebly tells the following story o.t her 

life: 

"I was born more than 90 years ago down in Burkersville, 

Kentucky.- My memory's not so good, 'cause I been sick more than 

20 years, and just got up less than a week ago from a very bad 

spell. But I might tell my story scatterin' like. I'll do the 

best I can. I been sold six times in my life, first to Chris 

Ellis, second, to John Emerson and my third owner was Jessie 

Cook. 
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ttl wasn't old enough to be much help, till I 'come the pro-

perty of Karse Cook. Den I was big snough to pick up chunks in 

de field, set brush heap afire, burn up rubbish, pull weeds and 

de like. He sold me to Dr. Hart around de age of ten to be his 

house girl. De doc tor kept me till de e i vil 'Jlar was in de air' 

and dey started running de slaves to Texas 'cause dey thought de 
• 

Yankees couldn't make it phunto 'rexas, but dey did. By de time 

we got as far as Crowlers Ridge, peace was declared. My father's 

owner was old Bill Cuington, de meanest slave owner in de county. 

Dey made him go to war, so when he come ba.ck, he told my papa 

dat he was as free as him now, and he could go if he wanted to, or 

stay, he didn't care which, but if he stayed he wouldn't git noth-

ing for his work. So a white neighbor friend heard Marse Bill say 

it. He told my father to come to his place wi th him down de road 

apiece where he was clearing up land, but if he got caught, don't 

ever tell he helped him get away 'cause some of the land he was 

clearing up was owned by eUington, and Cuington would fire him, .. if 

be knowed he helped one of his ex-slaves in anyway. 

"So papa taken my mother and us 4 children de route dis white 

friend helped him to go, to Clarington, Arkansas. He got us a job 

on a farm owned by his friend, Jerry Diles. Our whole family went 
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to \'lork on tlfr. Diles farm and we made a good crop. Nl&na milked, I 

cooked, de rest of de fwnily farmed and we stayed there more'n 4 

years. When we left we had money enough to buy us a farm and stock 
." 

of our own. I 'member well when I was a child hOiT dey wouldn't 

'low us chl11un" nothin' " to eat but pumpkin and mush. We didn't own 

no clocks dero days. Vie just told de time by de sun in de day and 

de stars at night. If it was clouded we didn't know what time it 

was. De white folks didn't want to let de slaves have no time for 

der self, so de old folks used to let us chillun run and play at 

night, while de white folks sleep and dey watch de sta~s to tell 

about what time to call us in and put us to bed, 'fore de white 

folks know we was out. 

"I been sold six times in my life, but, I never got more dan 

three or four whippings, but dey cut de blood out of me every one 

of dam times. If old miss got mad about something, just anything 

atall, she'd have you whipped, when maybe you had not done a thing, 

just to satisfy her spite feeling. I never can forget, I was sit-

ting ups~airs in old miss house quilting when de first Yankee army 

boat went to Vicksburg, Mississippi. Old miss made me git right 

up and 10 '""Iit;;~er children out of school andming 'am right home. 
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She's scared to death most, but de boat:went right on •. It didn't 

even stop. I had to take her children back and forth to sohool 

every day. Dey was mighty nice children. Dem very white children 

taught me to read alId wri te t but I been sick so bad and so long I 

done forgot every bit of it. My first old master never was married 

and he only bought 2 slaves in his whole life and had between 50 

and 100 slaves, all kin folks. Dey raised children on his planta-

tion worse dan flies. I never had a child in my life but I raised 

a host of other folks' chillun. 

"Old master v.ras a drunkard. He got drup.k one night and fell 

off a rock and broke his hip. He diad from dat fall. Before he 

died he told papa, he knew he was gOin' to die, and he had been so 

mean to his old slaves dat he wanted to do somethin' for 'em, and 

no one never knew where he kept his money. My grandpapa, Meridie 

and grandmother, Juda, was de only 2 slaves he ever bought and all 

de rest come from d~ 2. Old marse Chris told grandfather before 

he died, there was a keg buried at de foot of de cliff with all his 

money in it, for he was very rich. My oJ-d grandfather told de over-

seer 'bout it. Dey wouldn't dare to dig and find anything on de 

owner's plantation without de overseer let· em, specially when de 

boss is dead, and de overseer of course said he looked for de lceg 

and didn't find nothing. 
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"I ha.d an uncle who was buying his freedom from marse Chris and 

was almost paid out when marse Chris died, but he didn't know nothing 

'bout keeping receipts so he was put on the auction block and sold 

again. My mama and daddy had 13 children and they is everyone dead 

but me. My papa' 5 name was Dave Bedford. He was 103 years old "Jhen 

:he died in Holly Grove, Arkansas. My sister died and left 9 children 

and I raised everyone of demo One boy 15 deaf and dumb, and lives in 

Little Rock, Arkansas and is one of the best paper hangers down there. 

JI.~ husband was a. farmer. He has been dead so long, I can't tell when 

he died. 'My grand niece said he been dead 22 years, I don't lalCiw. 

My children I raised and my friends have been taking care of me, ever 

since my husband died, 'cause I ca.~'t take care of myself. 

"Vlhile my husband lived we farmed all de time and lived well. 

When be died I had $4000 in de bank at Mt. Byou, Mississippi. De bank 

went down and I been a beggar every since. Never did get one penny 

of dat money. I been here in St. Louis so long, I don't know how long 

I been bere. 

"A Democrat offered my husband 80 acres of land if he would vote 

a Democrat ticket and get his friends to change from Republicans to 

Democrats and my husband told him he would suffer his right arm to be 

cut off before he would do that, and he didn't change either. I only 

"', "f • ., 
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voted once in my life dat was for a Republican~ President, I don't 
,-, 

remember which one. De niggers didn't 'spect nothing from de white 

folks when dey got set free. Dey was so glad to get set free dey 

just glad to be loose. 

"I never even heerd of white folks giving niggers nothing. 

Most of de time dey didn't even give 'em whut dey 'spose to give 'em 

after dey was free. Dey was so mad 'cause dey had to set 'em free, 

dey just stayed mean as dey would 'low 'em to be anyhow, and is yet 

most of 'em. I used to hear old slaves pray and ask God when would 

de bottom rail be de top rail, and I wondered what on earth dey talk-

in' 'bout. Dey was talkin' 'bout when dey go in t to gi t from under 

bondage. Course I know now. I don't hardly know what to say 'bout 

dis new generation. Dey ain't nothing like when I come along, nor 

nothing like when you ~ome alone. 

"You can· just look at a person A.nd tell whether dey is 18 te day 

folks or not. Dey is de worse, tIl mannered, bl.ggody generation I 

ever heard of. Dey don It care for folks' feelings and jest as lazy 

and good for nothing as dey can be. Instead of being better 'cause 

der opportunities is better, dey is worse and I feel so sorry about 

it. De old folks wanted to be free so bad dey use to sing a song 
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named 'Free, Free Yiy Lord, March on De Heavenly Way. t I cen' t re-

member none de other sones. I been sick so much. I wish I could 

go back to de Arkansas country where my mama and papa died. Dere 

is 11 children dovm dere right now v!hat I raised and lot of my rel-

atives, too. Dey would take care uf me if I could get there, I 

would not have to live like I living here. I see better vii thout 

glass(js dan I do with dem, I don't read any way. I belong to de 

St. Paul A.~:~.E. Church, but havn't been able to go for six years 

but twice. I don't gi t no help from de relief and ,'.;e need help de 

worst way. 'My grandniece tries to work when she can get it, but 

she is sick, too. 
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Clay (Carrie) brnith, now livine at 612 Butler Street, Hannibal, 

Missouri, was born in slavery shortly before the Civil~War on the 

farm of Joe Wiliupin about five miles west of Hannibal. Her present 

residence on -Butler Street is part of the way up the hill overlooking 

N..a.rk Twain Avenue (formerly Palmyra Avenue) and facing Cardiff Hill. 

Her mother's home was on Palmyra Avenue. Her mother's name was Luckett. 

Following 1s Clay's story as she told it: 

"I was borned right here in Marion County. Dare was ten of us 

children in de family. We belonged to Joe Maupin and Sarah lilln Maupin. 

We called IifU's. Maupin 'Miss Spatsie'. Mot.her was brought here by de 

Maupins from Virginia. Father was born near New London in Ralls Coun-

ty. He belonged to de preacher priest. He was one of dose hardshelled, 

ironsides' Baptists. Father run away to Illinois during de war and we 

ain't never saw him again. 

"Three of my sisters was bound out to de Maupin children when 

dey was married and dey done moved somewhere in Monroe County. I 

knowed of' only one slave in our family dat was sold, and dat was my 

Aunt Harriet. She was sold on de block down on Fourth Street right 

here in Hannibal. I.. only five or six years old den. 
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"After de war my mother worked for Kr. Maupin for three years. 

!'/other bought a house on Palmyra Avenue here in Hannibal den, and 1llr. 

r.!aupin would help mother to make de payments by eiving her work. 

"Dere was only a few houses dovm on Palmyra .h.venue den. Old 

t:rs. Vail had a hotel, or tavern dey .called it In dem days, over 

across de street. Beyond de hill (Cardiff lUll) was all v-Ioods and 

VIe could see bears and deers and tigers over dere. (Of course::.thisis 

untrue. That was Mark '.!.1¥ain's playground years before.) 

"Dey didn't raise children den like dey does now. Dey don't 

mind at all now. When we was across de street and Qidn't mind we got 

a whipp in' so da t we would fall over· in de -brush and. when we come home . 

we got another whippin' , --. we alvvays got two whippins. No'w'8.days de 

youngsters runs 'round allover de town and dey don't pay no mind to 

nobody. 

"Over on dat hill was a pes' house where dey took people with 

smallpox. Dey died thick and dey hauled 'em away at night. Dey 

carried torches and hauled t am in wagons. ',Tt2.en dey took someone by 

to the pes t p:ouse tOld Tl1an Cogner would go ahead and holler t 'Small-

poxl We would all run and hide 'cause. we was scared. Dat was five 

or six years after we moved here. 
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"Dere was no houses 'round here den, but now I look out 

and see what de Lord has done. De bible say de new would take 

place of de old and things would be c~anged. 

"I worked in· de old hotel dmm dere 'cross from'de depot. 

It was de Ketrens Hotel den, for about fourteen years, and den I 

Page 3. 

worked for de Clay tons for about thirteen years. I can't do nothin' 

now, tcause I is too old. I eets a small pension. Dis is my house, 

but dey is a mortgage on it and dey might come a~d take it away from 

me. I belongs to de Baptist Chur!Jh on Center Street, but I don't go 

very often no .1IlOre. My brother 1i ves wi th me. He is dat one-legged 

man you sees in de City Park most of de tim.e. He gets s. pension, too. 

My oldest brother died last week. He was blind." 

}·', .. ,t 
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8L.';'VES W".E~~ 11~"1.L Fill ---
"I was born in 1845, on de fourth of July, near Rich Fountain, Osage 

county, Mo., not far from Jefferson City. ~l:y father's name was Jim Messer-

smith, and my mother's maiden name was Nlartha i'lilliams. I was.called August 

~,':essersmith until I was old enough to vote, den I changed it to plain 'Gus 

S::i th'. Y:y friends nick-named me 'Chinie' and I am called dat today. 

"My master's narne was Bill Messersmith and he called hisself a Pennsyl-

ve.nia Dut.!hman. His father settled in Missouri, near Jeff'el'son City many years 

before de war. He owned 1,500 acres of land. The old man, my master's father, 

had a good many slaves but de chillun didn't have so many after de old man died, 

Rufus, the old man's son and my master's brother took one of de Negro boys; his 

sister, Hanisee, took a Negro girl. These two, Rufus and Uanisee never married 

and lived with my master. Zennie, another sister, took a girl and a boy. She 

married a man by de name of Goodman and my master took my father and my mother. 

~y master's father, before he died, told his chillun, dat at his death 
. . 

he wanted each child to put their slaves out to, work until d~y earned $800 a 

piece, to earn their own freedom, in dat way each slave paid it dem selves ~ 

He did not believe it was right to keep dem in slavery all their lives. But. 

de war came and dey were free Without having to work it out. 

t ftWe all wore hom.e-spun clothes, made of 'TOol mostly. Mother carded, ~pun 

and wove all our clothes. My master let us come and go pretty much as we 

pleased. In fact we had much more freedom dan de most of de slaves had in 

those days. He let us go to other places to work when we had nothing to do 'at 

home and we kept our money we earned, and spent it to suit ourselves. We had 
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it so much better dan other slaves dat our neighbors would not let their slaves 

associate with us, for fear we would put devilment in their heads, for we had 

too much freedom. My father and mother had their own cabin to live in, with 

their family, but de rest of de slaves stayed with our mistress. ~~ father's 

relation 'lived within ten miles of us. Dey came to see us but dat was about 

all de company we had. 

"We used to sing all the old plantation songs, but my father and mother 

were not such good singers. We all had good times along with de work. During 

Christmas time, and de whole month of January, it-was de rulin' to give de 

slaves a holiday in our part of de country. A whole month, to go and come as 

much as we pleased and go for miles as far as we wanted to, but we had better 

be back by de first of February. If we wanted to go through a territory where 

it was hard to travel, or get by, we got a pass from our master. 

"We had quiltins dancin', makin' rails, for days at a time. My goodness! 

lie don't have nothin' to eat now like we did then. All kinds of game, wild 

ducks, geese, squirrels, rabbits, 'possum, pigeons and fried chicken. My! 

women in those days could cook. Great big 'pound cakes' a foot and a half 

high. You don't see such things, now-a-days. 

ttl r~ember my father shooting so many pigeons at once that my mother just 

fed dem to de hogs. Just shoot the game from our back yard. I have seen de 

wild pigeons so thick dey looked like storm clouds coming. I've seen dem so 

thick dey broke thee limbs down. Ducks and geese de same way. We could kill 

dem by tow sacks full , with clubs. \fui te folks and colored folks came to these 

gatherings, from miles aruwnd, sat up all night dancin', eatin', and drinkin'. 

People kept whiskey by de barrel in those days. You see, Miss, in those days 
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dey just loaded up ten or twelve bushel of corn, took it to de 'still-house' 

and traded it for a barrel of whiskey. Not much selling in those days, every-

thing was traded, even to labor. Our folks would tell us to go and help so-and-

so and we done it. 

"1'~other was de cook in those days at our place. De hewed'log house we lived 

in was very big, about five or six rooms. In,times of our holidays, we a+ways 

had our own musicians. Sometimes we sent tenor twelve miles for a fiddler. 

He'd stay a week or so in one place and den he would go onto de next farm, 

maybe four or five miles away, and dey had a good time for a week. When we 
didn't have 'much work, we would get up about five o'clock every morning, but 

in 'c;!.lSY season we had to b'e up and ready to .work at daybreak. There was plenty 

of work for everyone den, even to de little dark1es, 1 f only to pull weeds. 

We raised wheat, corn, cotton, tobacco, cabbage, potatoes, sheep, hogs and 

cattle. Had plenty of everything to eat. 

"Our closest neighbors was de'Thorntolls. 01' man Thornton did not a.llow 

his slaves to go no place. He was a rough man, 8 low heavy set fellow~ weigh-

ed about one hundred and sixty pounds'. He was mean to his slaves. He whupped 

dem all de time. I've seen their clothes sticking to, their backS, from blood 

and scabs, being cut up with de cowhide. He just whupped dem because he could. 

He use to say he allus give his niggers a 'I;breakfast spell ever' mornin' J Dat 

is he whupped dem every morning. I remember he had a nigger woman about seventy 

years old on his place. De Thorntons did not feed their slaves ~ey:'was ,nearly 
c. 

starved. One night that 01' woman was so hungry she stole a ch~~en from her 

master, olt Thornton, and was cooking it in her cabin. He found it out some 

way and started to her cabin, and caught her, while she had it on boiling. He 
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WP1S so mad, he told her to get a 8',oon and ee t every bite before she stopped. 

It 'P'.'lS scald ing hot but he made her do it. She died riEh t away; her insides 

we:'e burned. 

tfl;;hy, 01' Thronton was dCit 1"(lean dat he killed his ovm son. He just beat 

~jir:l to death with de whip-stock of dat cowhidE', a whip Dll:l.de of buckskin. It 

'/:3.3 like dis. De boy had a girl he was courtin' in another t01A'11. Be sturted 

to soe her on Saturda.y noon. 1:is daddy tole him to be back by Sund!:1Y night. 

But de boy did net get [)':lck before ~/onday morning, ten 0' clock. E1s f~!ther v;as 

in de fielc working and saw him coming dOVID de road. ne went to meet him and 

m8t him at de gEL te. He asked why he did not get back sooner and 11 t into beat-

in[ him with de whip stock, de "9art dat should be de whip handle. He beut him 

so hard dat de boy died in about ten hours. It aroused de neighborhood and dey 

beg'Jil to plan a lynching party. He got wind of it some 'way and got all his 

slaves together and pulled out. He left dat place and DO one ever- knowed where 

he went. Dat happened before de end of de wore 

"There was a lot of run-a-way slaves in those days. I never saw a:ny of 

aero but I heard de folk.s t2lk about demo ~:any passed through our port of de 

country. In time of slavery, people were sold lIke cattle or hogs. There was 

no sale bills dat we seen, because folks in dem days was usually honest and did 

not have a lot of red tape in buying and selling. Our master would. not sell 

any of us. He did not believe in separating us, and tried to keep us together. 

He didn't have any trouble with his slaves at all. He was as good a man as 

ever lived and we dj.d pretty much as we pleased. 

"He married before de war, but his first wife died a few months later. He ,... 
married a year after hiw wife died. He went to Pennsylvania and came back and 
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WI.mt to California for about a year. Before he left he made my father boss. 

r!:y father stayed on de place and tack care of everything. He was boss all 

during de war. 

tf·.ihen the battle of 'Jillson Creek was fought up near bpringfield, most all 

de soldiers pas2ed by our house. After dey pas~ed den came de bushwhackers. 

Dey stole all de nig~ers dey could, running dem down south to sell. Dey came 

to our place in de morning; it must have been about 1862-63. De whole family 

of colored folks was home, )cepting my father. 

"Dey looked across de road and seen another house and asked us whose house 

it was. We told dem it was our master's house. Dey saw we had a mare in de 

yard and told us to saddle her up. And told my oldest brother to be ready to 

go with dem when dey come back. Dey went half way to my master's house and 

for some reason wheeled and came back. r/lY mother looked out de door and seen 

them coming and said: 'Here they come.' 

She said to my oldest brother, 'Get under dat puncheon floor, maybe dey 

won't take August,' meaning me. I was about 12 or 13 years old den. We had 

a great big hearth. de rocks and puncheon came right up to it. My mother 

raised de one end of a puncheon and my brother hid there under de floor. De .. 
bushwhackers came back to de house and searcbed everyplace, failed to find him, 

even raised de floor and lmoked under, but my brother had crawled 89 far up 

in de corner dey did not see him. Dey asked my mother where he was and said, 

'By God! We want to know.' Mother answered and said she sent him down to de 

field to get some corn for de bogs and told me to run down there and look for 

him. 

-Well I did. I run down in dat field and ~ going yet. I stayed out in 
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dat woods for four days and nights with nothing to eat but what wild grapes 

and hazel nuts I could find. I knew better d'an to go back dere, but I did 

not know where to go. I fell on a plan to go to my young missus, Zennie. 

Dey lived off de main road, two miles from where we lived. When I got to 

her home, it was in de evening about four o'clock. I saw my ~ousin, Melie, 

fifteen or sixteen years old, but was afraid to speak to her. I saw her out 

a piece from de barn, but I wouldn't let her see me. I stayed all night in 

de barn, but I wouldnlt let her see me. I stayed all night in de barn and 

next morning I pticped out de window ~d 'saw her again. She was picking beans. 
'\. 

I hollered and she recognized me and asked me if I wasn't August. I said yes. 

She told me to come on out and go with her, dat my mother and all of dem was 

at their house den. My oldest brother, Jim, we s there too. He was four 

years older dan me. 

"Den I went down to de house and dey soon fixed me sornett.ing to eat. But 

only a little because dey were afraid it might make me sick. My mother told 

me to stay wit~ Miss Zennie. Miss Zennie had married de second time to a man 

by de name of George ~~Gee. Her first husband, Dave Goodman, was killed right 

at de start of de war by a gang of robbers something 11keode bushwhackers, who 

went in gangs of ten and fifteen, stealing niggers or anything else dey could 

get their hands on. 

"George McGee and mw brother Jim hid out in de bluffs at Rollin's Ferry, 

a place where ferry boats ran. George McGee hid because he did~not want to go 

in de army. .....h. takes my brother and hides in de bluffs. Dey both came to . 

de house tor provisions about twelve o'clock dat night and took me with demo 

We oamped out dat night and next morning dey said to me: 'You stay here. Dey' 
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Dey is out of meat at de house.' So dey went back to de house and killed and 

dressed a young heifer and came back at night to get me. We had a good time, 

eat Lng supper and playing. Along in de night I heard something like horses 

hoofs hitting de ground. I told 'my mother and she said, 'You don't hear nothin'.' 

"George McGee, de young master said, 'Wait, he is right. I hears some-

ting, too! t 

"We jumped up and went out and down a steep holler and made it back to 

our camp dat night yet. Next morning 1JITe wondered who it could have been dat 

we heard. Dat night we went back to see how de folks was getting an and found 

out it was my own father and our own master who had come a hunting for us. If 

we had known, we would not have run. 

"My master told his Sister, M1ss Zennie to keep us hid out of de way, that 

we were doing all right. I stayed in dat bluff about two years, until de close' 

of de war, I never saw my father and master for over a year. I saw my mother 

every time I went to de house for something to eat, about twelve o'clock at 

night. My father had to hide out, too. He kept de stock out in ~e bushes, 

watching after de master's affairs while he was away. 

"We stayed hid until dey took General Lee. Den we w,ent back to 01' master's 

house and it was not long until peace ~~s decl~red. Our house was about a • 

quarter of a mile from de master's, on a far.m he had bought from an old Dutch-

man, about one hundred and sixty acres. One morning, 01' master come over ear-

1,. and said: 

'Jim, by God! YOIl are a free man dis morning, as free as I am. I can'·t 

hold you any longer. Now take your family and go over on dat hundred and 

Sixty acreS I bought and §o to work.' He was giving us all a chance to pay 
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out de farm for ourselves a home. MY father said: 'There's nothing to go 

with it to help cle&r it and live.' To which 01' master answered: 'There's 

de smoke-house, take all you want and I'll fUrnish you with everything else you 

need for a year, until youget a start.' He allowed us to use anything to work 

with, he had on his place. 

"Den we went to work. 01' master said, 'I've got all de land my heart 

could wish but none of it is cleared off. Go down dere with your boys and 

I'll send tow men, both white (Irishmen,Jim and Tom Norman) and allOt you 

clear off dat land. I'll give you five years lease to clear all you can. 

All you clear, you can have half." Well, we cleared fifty acres dat winter. 

We made rails, fenced it and put it all in corn dat fii"st year. There was 

six of us to do dis, My cousin joined my father, brother, and myself,' and de 

two white men. 

"We had it cleared by the first of March--all ready to plow in 1865. 

v~ fether raised his own sheep and cotton, and from dis-my mother ~de our 

clothes. Father cleared thirty acres on his place de s9m~iear and sowed it 

all in wheat. De first year we got 817 bushel of wheat and 1500 bushel of 

corn, it was all new land. Corn rea~ly growed in dem days. We hoed it by 

hand. You don't see corn like dat now. We worked out every little weed. 

Every little darkey worked in dam days. 

"~ grandad, Godfry, owned a place called de old Potter's place, near 

Viahey Springs, V1chey, Missouri, not far from where we lived. He bought it 

from a man who used to make pottery. Grandfather made his own mill to grind 

grain for bread. In dose days there was no steam operated mills and few 

water mills. Sometimes we had to go asmuob as twenty miles to grind corn 
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a bushel of corn. So grandfather made his own burr to grind corn and wheat. 

It lAr Q.S as big as any burr in de large mills, but it VIas turned by hand power. 

It was made of limestone rock, a great big stone about two and a balf foot 

across. De top burr w8uld probably weigh about three or four hundred pounds. 

De bottom case would weigh a thousand pounds or more. There was a hole in 

de top stone, where de grain flowed fr:::ely to de bottom and ground out on the 

big thick stone below. I ground many a bushel of meal on it myself. I don't 

know' how grandfather got de large stones in place, for it was there as long as 

I could remember. I just wonder if it isn't some place there yet. I would love 

to go and lind out and see dq~ old burr aeain. 

?eople call these hard times, shucks, they don't know what hard times is. 

Those were hard d.ays, when folks had to go on foot twenty miles to mill. 

I remember in my early days, we used cattle for teams to haul, start at four 

o'clock in de morning, drive all day, stay over night and grind de 'next day_ 

Sometimes de crowd ahead of us was so big we had to stay over for three or 

four days. Sometirr:es we would be until eleven or twelve at night getting home. 

Gone at le ast tV';o days and one night. I had to make trips like dis many times. 

"Sometimes we could take a couple of bushel of corn and go horseback, but 

twice a year, Spring and :r'all, we would take eight or ten bushel of wheat I six 

and eight bushel of corn or according to what we needed and take de cattle and 

a old wooden axle wagon, walking and driving de cattle all de way there and 

back. We drove or led dem with only a rope around demo 

"De last trip I made m1llin', I drove for Bill Fannins~~a yok~ of young 

three~yearold cattle. Wasn't even broke. Went twenty-five miles, drove all 

de way, walking, while he sat up in de wagon. Sometimes de wagon dragged in 
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de mud, de old wooden axle burying so deep we couldn't hardly get it out, 

going through timber and dodging brush. Some folks went even further .dan 

date Sometimes a rodll might be four or five miles from you but dey got out 

of fix and you would have to go to another one. Maybe twenty-five miles or 

more. 

"There was not many good doctors in those days, but my grandfather was 
, 

an old fashioned herb doctor. I remember hi~ well. I was about twenty-five 

years old when he died. Everybody knew him in dat country and he doctored 
\ 

among de white people, one of de best doctors of his kind. He went over thirty 

miles around to people who sent for him. He was seldom at home. Lots of cases 
, 

dat other doctors gave up, he went and raised them. He could cure anythins. 

~en I was sick one ti~e, I vms den about eighteen or .nineteen years old, 

my folks had Dr. Boles, from Lane's Prairie 'and Dr. Mayweather from Vichey, to 

come and tend me. Dey both gave me up. I,h~d. tyPhoid and pnoumonia. Dese 

doctors were de best to be found but dey could do nothing and said I was as 

good as dead. MY grandfather was gone, had come to Rolla, doctoring Charley 

Stroback's child whose clothes had caught fire and he was burned badly. 

Grandfather could 'blowout' fire. 

"He got home about four o'clock in de morning after de doctors had done 

give me up. He felt my pulse and said he didn't know whether I was dead or 

alive. No pulse but he said I felt warm. He asked my grandmother if she had 

any light bread baked. She said yes and got it for him. He told her to butt-er 

it and lay the butter side down over my mouth and if it melted I was still 

living. She did this and soon she said, 'Yes t he is still alive. Now g() to 

work and get a little whiskey and butter and beat it ~ogether good and drop 
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"He sat beside me, layed his hands on my breast and about ten o'clock 

de next day I began to come around. I realized he was there and he asked me 

if I knew him which I did. 

"In 'blowing fire' , my grandfather Simply blevl on de bu!.n and de fire 

and pain was gone. It was a secret charm, handed down from generation to 

generation. He said only one could be told. He told my Aunt Harriet and 

she could 'blow fire' de same as my grandfather. 

"I remember one good old doctor in dis part of de country. Old Dr. Stark. 

He was as good a doctor, de finest we had in those days. He could chew tobacco 

and spit enough to drown a hog. A lot of de old herb remedies my grandfather 

used, I can st ill remember. He used one called 'white root'.. It is a bush 

dat grows here. In de spring of de year, when its leaves bloom out. in de 

morning hours, when de sun shines on it, it looks just like bright tine. It 

has an awful bitter taste. It was used for mighty near any ailment. lie had , 

ano~her herb, he used, called 'remedy weedS. It is a bright green looking 

weed dat grows around.springs. It is also use4 for many ailments. Another one 

was sarsaparilla root. ~t grows here, lots of it. He wont to de woods' and 

gathered it all hisself getting wild cherry bark, ditney, penny royal, and 

camomile root. Others he gathered and dried some to make teas and others to 

put in whiskey. 

wnogwood buds, some kind of a medicine used as a laxative. Ginseng was 

another remedy. I do not 'know what it was used for, but it was powerful good, 

and one re.medy he used was called 'spicewood t • It was also a healthful drink, 

lik, store- tea. You gather it in de fall, using de stem or stocky part, break 
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it up and dry it. I used it all de time while I worked OD de river, at de 

tourist camps. It has a fine "flavor and its good for you. 

"Indian turnip grows by de thousands in de woods here. Great places of 

it, looks like turnips, grows in big bunches and bright red. Golored folks 

used to use de Indian turnip in slave times. Dey would take dis and dry it 

pulverize it and tie it in big quantities around their feet to keep off de 

trail of bloodhounds. No bloodhound eould trail a bit further after smelling 

it. It was strong like red pepper, burns like everything and colored folks 

running away use it all de time. 

"Grandfather also used 'butter nut root t , some call it white walnut. You 

take one dose of dis and it will cure de worst case of chills, no matter how 

332 

bad. Take two tablespoons for a dose. It is as severe as croton oil. By golly, 

it won!t leave a thing in you, clears you out and one dose does de work. Oh, 

man, but it is bitter. 
\ 

"He used golden seal, a medicine found in places here, very costly, worth 

$7 to $8 a pound now. I dontt know what he used dem all for, but I dO,~member 

of him getting dem in their proper season, and kept dem always on hand. 

"For sore throat or quiozy, he ha~ some sort of tea. He used onion tea, 

too. He took an onion, roasted it in its hull in ashes, squeezed out de juice 

and added a 11 ttle sugar and gave it to de patient. For rheumatism, he used 

poke root, dried it and put it in whiskey. De only thing dat is good for 

rheumatics. There were many more remedies, but I can't recall them now. 1t 

'.' 
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Retereace: "AUnt- ADD Stoke., 91 years ola negro, Caruthersville, Mo. 

One o~ the most interes1;ing characters OL al~ Fem1scot County toaay is an 

ola negro ca.llea "Aunt" Ann Stokes. She was born a slave "out hyar at Cotton-

wooa Pint in l~. a rear 00 high water". Nineteen thirty-six brings her to her 

ninety tbira. year; all 01 Which have been spent in Pem.1scot County, except for 

~ occaSional viSit t~ relatives. In the early years or her lire she was known 

as "a gooo hara workia' nigger". Now she t~es things more quietly. especially 

since she has lost her eyesight ana caD only haar wnen you shout very loualy. 

All aay long she does vary 11~tle, just "SiiS ana. rocks." For a vary ola. 

woman abe is certainly rine looking. Most ola people are usually wrinklea. 

Aun1; Ann loon to be only in har S1X1;18S. 

A sort or creepy reeling comes to one in the pl'esence 01" this ola negro. 

She a1ways leans close to you as she spe~s, lays her bana on your ann. now 

ana then poin1;1ng her ringer. Once ana awbile She smiles snowing her tew re-

1 ! mining teeth in grain rashion. She speaks slowly in a high voice not at al.i 
1 f ______ 

sba.lty. Every story sbe tellS 1s gl<?rl.l ieu ana exaggeratea. She 1s an:dous to 

talk ana likes to have visi1;ors. Nev$r does sne fail to mention her first 

"scnoolin'-i she tellS, "I learnt my alpnabet 1n de miaale ob a rield unner-

neath a 'simmon tree. My cousin teaCllea me, you know wa weren''t 'lowsa to ha, 

books in aem days. They d.iW1't want us 'to know Doth1n'''. then you mention the 

iWar .tSetween tlle S .. ates, you have hit a ravor1 te sUbj~ct oJ. .hers. Especia.11y. 

aoes sna prine bersel~ on ~er war s1;or1es. 

At CO~'1ionwooQ Poln't ane r~bers stanaing on tne batik 01 tne river to "see 

transpo1;s goin' sou1;h.;. Done buSliea t.arough up north here. Fom de steam OD de 

boats we was uz wet us i1 we'z a-stanuin' in a shower OD rain. Sa many soluiers 

dat day wuz all s~anQln aroun de pilot houses. Dey wuzgo1n' tu Fort Pillar on 

a hill in 'l'enn.essee. Sach 8. shootln,t as day was when day turn dam cannons loose. 

Ize tol da~ fur three m1le aown Qe river you coulan't tell ir it's blOOd or water. 
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ttAn 01' sol(l.it:l· tol' me how a.ey capturl:# Vicksburg. Dey put a man on a 

01' skint-up mule an sl:#nu him to ae fort to spy. When he got thar he S8Y he's 

a-runnin' way 10m ae Yankees. He's so p1t1!ul 100k1n' an' so nakeu he eoulun't 

hidevnis nakeaneis: so dey took him in. He stay aroun' de rort rur three aays 

lookin' at everthlng. He seen how 1~ wuz a~l !lXeu. Den one mornin' he come 

up missin' and dey try to git on a.e track ob him. But it ~urn't no use 'cause 

one mornin' de man who'd been on ue 01' skint-up mul~ oome back wlu sum Yanks 

an took de rort.~ 

-~-----~--~-~-----------------

·You cua allas hyar ue Yankees at Kennett or Hornersv1lle wen uay's aroun'. 

One day Ize ovel' to see Melinay ana I say: 'Melinuy, does you all hyar somp1n? 

Soun' like ae Yankees, look out a.s winuer ana. see iI' you sees anything.' 

She say, 'I don' see noth1n t • Dey ain't no Yankues aroun' hyar.' 

Well, I jest sit thar 'till I ca1nt stan' it no morl:#. I gets up and looks 

out de wina.er myselr. Thar dey oome down ae roaa ana I knows theys Yanks ' cause 

I see de blue ob ae coats. Pretty soon dey riae up to as house. Dey yell out: 

'You all got any Gurrilers aI'oun' byar?' 

Me an' Me11D~Y s~ant in de aoah I say, 'Melinay you go out aar an tell 'em.' 

Melindy staI'''t across <1e yaro. wen de leaa.er yell, I I don' want youl De tr-\lf 

a1n't in your yaller bouy_' (Melinay was a mulatto girl) 'Heyl you, you other 

girl, come hyarl' 

'Yes SUh,' I sayan walk out de doah in de yaro.. 

'Got any Gurr111ers aroun t hyar? t, he yell. 

'No sub! 'sez It 'Taint none aroun' hyar.' 

'Know Mr. Douglass?'. he say pointin' his ringer to a house 'cross ae 

prairie. 

tYes suh,' siz I, 'I knows him wen I sees htm.' 

'Has he got any Gurrilers thBr?' 
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'Yes suh, bu-c I don' go rounC1 her no mo. We ain ,.t speak1n' ~. Reckon lain t t 

been on Mr. Douglasses place foah six month. I don't know no-ch1n' bout iv. You 

all better go see rur youahsevs.' 

He leab Clen an rius ovah to Douglass~s place. I seen Bud come out in ~e 

yaru. He call Bua. ovah to de fence anu. talk to h1m. Bout da~ time I see men 

comin' out ae b~ob de house an chargin' ovah ae ranee invo a.e thicket whar 

warn't nothin' but lots ob trees, tar~ b~anKe~. an o~ackberry bushes. Right 

aen ana dare a.ey hau a scrwmnage. De Yanks set lire to ever' builo.in' on de 

place. De blaze wuz a-goin' up to d~ elemenvsl Not a thIng aia they taka out 

Ob Ut;l hou~e cep-cin' feather beu lor a WOUDa.eu Yankee. 

Mr. Douglass, he hear snout a~ slloot1n'. He tuk to ae woous an sliay fur 

a spell. 

~-------------~~-~----~~~~----

"1 ain't bad notbint scare me so bau as one time I went ClOwn to de lot to 

heu. A big 01' black cat run right in lont ob me ana jump up on de corn. Dar 

he sat. sach.a big ca~, goou big twicel Wal, it scairt me so 1 star'tea. to bleea.in' 

at de nose. 1 come back hom~ as ~as as 1 coula. The 01' Doc ne cou1un't stop 

it, I coulan't stop it, seem 11~e nObouy can s~op i~. My bloou blea~much it 

look us color ob saSSlrass tea. De secone. uay Emma, She my aaughter' say, 'De 

black ca~ a.one gone. I caintt fint it nowhere.' 

Den mJ nose Svop bleeain!~" 

-~-~~~--------~-------~-~----

"What's a cure ~ur Rheumit1ze yO\1 say? They's jus one cure tor dat, 1 

knows JAin' t I bau it so bau I coula.n' t raise up to s-cep ovah a fence ral't 

r~ke a raw irish potato ana. pack it ill your pocket. One day Ize walkin' down 

de street ~ I meevs Mr. Bufrman. 1 say t 'Mr. Huf'llllan, .uow's your Rheumatlze? t 
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He say, 'Ain't Ann. 'taint no be~~~r. I thinks I go aown to HOt Springs 

I'ur a spell.' 

'Humph,' says I, 'Don' you go Wtiy do\',n aar to giL well. You don't hab ~o 

ao oat. You git you a raw Irish potaiio ano. carry it wia you all ae time. Wen 

you change yoah pants. cbane~ oat potato ooer "&0 de clean pants. Wen ae potaiio 

gil; ury cl~an ~LU:OUgh, you won't hcv no more Rheuma:tize.' 

Next time I see him he say hez Line. Now ain't dat proOl' enough daii 

pota~oes cure RheumitlanO" 

~~----~--~------------~-------

"One mawnint I gets up to make a fiah in de stobe. It's fearful cola an 

de moon is still a-shinio'. I PUii on my coat an start to work. While as Siiove 

am. neatin f up I lOOKS OUli de wina.sl'. I s~e somplll' quee.1: look1n' out in de 

gar'uen. sompin' stanuin' 'bouli knee hign all b,L'ie:..hL ano. Shiny. I wonaer what 

kin' ob a ghost has go ~ 10o~e now. I taK~~ a OL'oom an snf;lalCs out <le <loah. 

Kinua ha~ sh~ts may eyes kaze Ize scairt to ueath. Wham! I hits o.at ting an 

scallt61'S iii all ovan ue place. Warn't nothln' but an 01' caooage, a po rrozea. 

cabbage!" 

~~~--~--------------------~~--

WDoes I know 01' Mexico Cole? Yessllm, I reckon I QO. He us a uawk man, 

a ~olable a.awk man, w1a. black hair an aawk ey~s. He us what you say a mao.ium 

built man. Yessah, 01' Mexico Cole! He wuz a <loctah. I member ue night he 

wuz on his way home wen as storm cum up. De lighten lig.lltenea. an ae lihunasr 

thunaereo.! Sho' wuz a powlul storm! He' z a-rio.in' along on his hoss wen all 

00 a sua.usn a big 11m' done l'all on a tree an smash him l1a"(,. Da t' s mighty 
.·1· 

bau, I tell yo, mig,hliY ba<l. Yessuh, 01' Mexico Cole t I mem:bers him. tt 
I 

"One time he walk on a 1iraa.in' boat an he see a bottle I'ull 00 sompin' he 

don't kuow what. He picks it up an smell a deep brea.r. Dat really l'rowea him 

out rur a spell. Dey haa to give 'em a hall a bottle ob melteo. greasel Yessum, 
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I m~bers 01' Mexico Cole." 

-----~----~-------------~--~-
TWo 01 Aunt Ann's ravor1~e songs are: 

"By'm by Qon' you griebe a~ter me 
(This l1n~ repeatea lOur v~es) 

II 
Wen I'm gone don you gr1eb& a~ver me 

" 
" 

" 
" " 

" 
" 

" • " 
" " " 

By'm by aon you grieo~ avv~r me. 

III 
De Lawu has prepareu ae way an 

has carriou my soul away 
(This line repeaveu three tlmBS) 

By'm by aon you gl~iebe ~vter me. 

IV 

" 
" 

Wan I'm aeau o.on' you griebe a~·\;er me 
(This line repaaveu three v1rues) 

By'm by don' you griebe attar ma. 

The seco~ song is sung by a "mighvY clevah woman" to her lover. The negro 

woman is av home rocking har baby. her husoanu is sililiing not far away. A wairo. 

litvle wllistle is hearu. The negro soman sings 'to warn her lover or danger. 

"Oh, o.e win's in de wes', 
An' de cuckoo's in o.e nes' , 
No 10ag1n' hyar I'oah you, 
By you baby by yoo. 

Oh. o.e aevil's in de man, 
Cain't you unnerstan', 
No lougin' hyar foah you, 
By you bacy by yoo. 

(Repetition or tlle rirst verse.) 
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Born "Around 1812" 

The subjec't of this sketch is Edward Taylor, exact age 

not known, but he 1s positive he 1s over 115 years old. He 

lives in a two ~oom frame cottage in the rear of 8013 Dale 

Avenue, St. Louis County, Missouri, with his wife of. less 

than twelve months and says she is in her 60's. 

Taylor isa tall, slender, aL~ost erect old man, looks 

well for his ag;e, very hard of hearing, his hair well mingled 

with gray. He believes God has called him to preach holiness 

to the world, and it is a hard matter to keep his mind on an 

interview for his ex-slave experiences instead of preaching 

to his 1ntervi~wer. His stor,y follows: 

"I was born in Chaineyville, Louisiana. I guess around 

1812 • l:3u t I dOll1' t know. I do know, I was owned by Marse 

William Chaney. He was a rich old slave owner. I thought 

in dem days white folks was God, didn't know no better. 

"I tmember. well when de stars fell, I saw lem twixt 

midnight and da.y and tried to ketch some of 'em. I was gr~wn, 

too, most. I wasn't scared 'cause I thought long as I staid 

') 
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where de white folks was, dey would protect me from all harm, 

even de stars in de elements, storms, or what not, just stay 

near de white folks and I had nothing to worry about. I 

thought white folks made de stars, sun and everything on de 

earth. I knowed nothing but to be driven and beat all de 

time. I seed em take de bottom rail out of de rail fences 

and stick de nigger's head in de hole den jam de balance of 

de fence dovm on his neck, and beat him till he's stiff. Den 

I seed 'em put 40 or 50 slaves in stock and as high as 300 at 

a tin:e and punish tern, till some of 'em died. It was terrible. 

Chaney done his slaves so bad v[hen he taken dOVID sick, he just 

suffered till de skin dropped off his bones. I~obody do any 

thing for him but me, everybody, even h:.8 mm folks was scared 

of him, didn't want to touch him he looked and smelt so bad. 

But I just stuck hard by hirr till he died. I took care of 

Jeff vavis for years, long fore he ever got president of des 

United states. Yes sir, I did. When de stars fell people all 

I'l.min t and hollerin t judgment done come. I didn It see no need 

in all dat citement, as long as de white folks livin' I though~ 

they could keep us niggers livin'. 
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"I used to hear de white folks readin' de paper 'bout de 

war, and read1n' de Yankees beaten 'em, and I wondered what de 

world is Yankees. I thou.ght dey talking 'bout birds of de air 

or sumpin'. After while Essex Gun Boat got all de South to 

Vickburg. I found out den what Yankees was. Yes, sir, I did. 

My slave owners would make de blacksmith make buck horns and 

fasten 'em like a crovm on de slave women's heads and brad 'am 

on dere so dey would know 'em bJr dat mark. Dey vIas so tight 

and heavy for dam women to carry around dey often times swell 

up dere head so dey couldn't hardly see out dere eyes. 

I worked na1:ced most my time I didn't know nothing 'bout 

pride. Dey had. looms some places to make hemp coats and jack-

ete. I had to make rails, drive wagons, and make cross tires 

in a blacksmith shop. We had to have a pass to go any place. 

De patrollers would git us and make us show our pass, and we 

got to be in our cabin by 9 o'clock. I got one pound of ~~t 

meat a week. If you got sick de doctor tell you to not lie to 

the old Marse or old r:iiss and you gi t all right. After de' 

war was over I had to cu.t two cords of wood at night and work 

all day for one penny I and we could buy a ginger cake long as 
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I was tall nearly and it last us all week. ~ou could git it 

for a penny and we called it a stage plank. It was long and 

thin. I never kin forgi t when old Marse Willial11 Chaney died. 

We fell to his brother Marse George Chaney. De wife I married 

'.' belonged to de same people ovmed me. :tvlarse Georgechalned a 

host of dam niggers together and sold 'em, and bought some more. 

lie bought four wid my wife at one time but he sold 'em in droves. 

Marse 'wiilliam owned us by de hundreds. I 'member I was 30 years 

old when I married. 1.y wife had two chill in but dey dead long 

ago. I don't know how old my wife was when I married her though. 

I know dis here wife I got now since she was a baby. We jest 

been married less dan a year. I ~ de first colored man to own 

a piece a ground in Lincoln Terrace, and de oldest man, white 

or black, to ever apply for a marriage license in the State of 

Missouri. I owns dis whole block from Dale to Harter Avenue 

and am taking care of four families living on my property, dat 

don't pay me a penny, and haven't for years. I never been to 

school a day in my life. Just trustin' God for my gittin along, 

and my understandin'. An automobile run over me two years ago 

and I had another accident in Jefferson City, l1issour1 one year 

ago, but am still able to go and preach the word of God. 

(Written by Grace E. White, st. LouiS, l~o.). 

• 
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" I wusnl~ Yer¥ old during alay. t1me but I worked, y.s sir, I did, 

and my por' maramy chil", 1 t wustrom da¥l1 ght tal dark, and on 800d l1aht 

nights 1 t flUS way upln the nigh". Kah lIammy" nalle was 'Katie'; Kat-ie -

Cherry, an ma, father WU8 Wllliam Waltnrt, er 8om,thin' like 'at,never 

dId know good I caUSe he n.v.r stayed wlt ua In our cabin no how and w. 
never knowed hill much. 

"Shap Phlllips wus our mar,ter and he brought ~ parents 'tore I 

wus bawn. frum Frank Parker, (we JUs sald fOl Pa.rker'.) and brought UI 

from Wootalton to New Madrld County- '01 Man Shap',(that what .e call him,) 

had t.wo sonm, one nallle;'Amos',and one name 'L1t1fl. Murry'. I t,ook oare 

'Little Murry' ter ma; ''task. and I warn't, much bisgner hill but. did I let 

him sit hur't,? Not mG chil" 

"-'Ole Man Shap' owned 'bout two, three hundred us ala .... and he had 

oabins built all OYer and around his plant,ation. This house iapor iut t 

but then we Jas had one ~lt,tl. room and'lrt tlo08 and no w1ndaa,Bomet1 •• 

JUs hole. cut. 

"Some them slaves eooks in their .abin, not. what they wanted _ut 

What. 'Marse' S1bd J em, most time. wus beans ant. tators and corn bred and 

1Il11k. and some time. 'round he. kl111n' time he pass out the' Jowl .. at I • 

" I Jest doni m •• ber hu~ it, .. eems we dld eat t,hre. time. a da1-

I ws alla1. 80 glad t.o hear da"- h11 ring, t el.e a horn blew. YOWle .e .. 

that kind of shell like oal(Jed tKonk horn' --ana could t,hat. 'ni,s.r' blow 

lowdL 

".&11., coole,d int-he .. »1, house tor 'liar.,'. and then 8$.' ,~. when 

her work was den. ill 'h.re HlPe was took t,e ~h. fl.814. a.nel l,t' •• , &ad ., 
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brot,her And alater by our s.l.s' "111 abe 00 •• and .oa' '111. wh.,. .• e 

did eo~' she woUld run ln soared-llke and look de door and .. 'lon .. 

qui t.. and aa,. '0". .111 t.hinl,( ·.e sle.p'. I Oldn" unde .. s\anc1 all tb~).' 

.tuff dan but. tore lOllg I dld.under.t.a.n' wh,t I' s. ,.111n 1"-

" 'Not,hlr t.h1nS oar bed. wUt poor attart. btlt • ..,. 8ald she wue all.81. 

'dog t1red' and Gould '. alep on the ground. They." .'r&" tl.ka and h.ar4. 

Law no. chil_, •• didn't. ltnotfh wbat. 8prlng_ 11\18. 

··One da.)' I ••• b.r bad, 101 aan Shap' 801' sr8Nl&.sh. Wet8 .a..,·. -
" 

aarl,my and all w ••• er h.ar. ehe was 801 t down lout. w. amo".d not. to do 

no takint on tor It'n fte dld \he hide WOQld 80\ tookaft ott ua. 

ftMtUaJ used 1..0 _rd wool and oot.ton and spin, t.l1en ati. "ould .ea •• 

lood s • I' .'Illber one t.ime, I wa 11 "Ie, I p1ft¥ed • rat. und,r d. 1 ... •• 

I ViQllld oraw,l up aLd arab DataL". and sa'! • .-.-'.-k·, and plnch her. She...,. 

• II 11 put.. G, 8\Op t.o t.h,!i'· rat.' 'bo\h.rlnl .. when I lOt, work to do'That. 

dldn' stop llie but. ubI abo' $2l1tl Rlt rilah it. had 'be nIx' t.l •• I "0 ,\_ 

flI n.,er Kno".d Bunda), trom Konday, 'cept. on Sundq t.he whlt,. II&D eo .. 

arH~ we are oa11,., out. under the brueh arl)or. dldnl' ha •• no work ln the 

tlel' at. day', and be 8tand up'tor. U8 &n!1 preach out, a 11 \t.1, are.D·.ok 

book. I didn't. know what. 1\ Wde 'hen, but. I kno.~ now 1\ was a Bible. 

I • •• II1a .... ".r,·pr.aoh dal' ht • ., ,'Ilnd 1,"11 not. \0 "aal t .... M1 •• 1a or 

MI.\l-st.er'. I. we_ pl.nt.1 at-roD. on 'hat. p!\r'. 

" Well do I ' •• mber dat. 'nil.er' o.er.,er, bls,'smart aleok'; h .... 

called d, 'Dllaer drl •• r·. fI, e., 'burry up t.here, lOU ,e' the bid. apllt. 

on you 1 .. ..., baok-. I "u,n't, hanllI btl enout bllt. 'he Maser on •• vh .. 

'hey tN. " .. a .. ~ \0 do, t,hey b.".r do 1\ in a hVr, ,la, ihe1 wo1lld 

I't. f,h.'blda .pli"and 60IDe \1 .... 1' iJu\ ODe 

"1 •• y.r ha,(! DO, book lamiA' ·o.p\ ' •• ,hr •• \1::1 •• whe Ml •• J\\I'UV • 

La '0,... abe ._ \he ""'1'. ".01 "'ober. &,00 aho 1,rled ,. l&m. ••• 
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• hl dldn' have lIuch t.llDe and oouldn' do lJlach wltb 1\. .., I al1al •• ,., 

ttllve me &ood 01' ooallOft horae B.nae', and not. lara.lln, K188, 'but, I hay. 

got. elm t.; always dld have. 1I0s' t.hese edueat.ed one. are a.art,7, bll h ... I 

Iinart,y, and I n • .,ee dld wan'&. 1.0 be 'hat. way '\al1. 

"It t.hey wus Jalls then to us .1 • .,,& I ne.,er seed one, Jla 1'Jh1ppln' 

to' punlshln' I ao •• on. "U8 gl t,tln' 1\ all t.he tll1,. 
, 

n"Ole Parker' llke ."IQ" and all her people and h. \01' '01 lIan 8ha.' 

1t' n he lashed my ."111 and har tamll, h. would oom'lAlla t.a~a u. baok, 

'cause we wus good and d1dn't. n.ed no plUliahraent. out that was the onl, 

reason thut we wan't, laah.d 11k, th, r •• t ot the •• 

" I was t,ll1n' you aboUt, Sunday ••• \In', none ot us had a Blble 'cept 

the \Vhl t. .... an, and I don't. know where he lot 1 t. trom. I n,,,er did ha.,. 

one t ClPt, on •• aud 1 t, bumed up 1n ray holl •• 1n Ad'fanOI. I liked t.o look 

through 1~ but. I d1dn" know a word 1~ 8a1d. 

~Tlm'. i~ 8 .... I can hear them alnl, I dldn" sina .uGh a' t,h •• ,.'In' 

Cause I was to llttl" but, the othera aanl,'Hark Fro. the Toa", and 

'I am a Sold1er ot the ero8.' • When the preacher lIan ahook b. hald and 

.'omp hi. t •• t. and ,.11, X aal t ..... IQ'~ 'What, 'hat m.n a .. .,? What, he dolo" 

And she 8.,. 'bah', and p.l, h.er hand O'fer ., .out it I knOWN pl,nf., w.l1 

\. atay huah.d "0. Anr lIab\lalna w.n' on I a.v.r ••• ct &01 of 1 'tt, n • .,.' 

mowed not.hln.' 'bout. aftl\h1nl lak that. tnen. 

"The older one. had I ••• tan \00 about that '1 •• , • .". on •••• ek or 

.ere 80 •• one ,., '.l.a1on' trom hi ••• rater and .1' a'boe downl(oalla 

dance now.) Any one that .en' tro. all t,he oloa. planta\lon.e ,., 'al •• 1 •• ' 

t.rofl t,he Mar_t.,.r or o.er •• er ttl .. but, 'he, had to ... '" at, a •• r'-la , 

\la. or t.h.,. would "lah the, badAl' .,n' «Ln. • ••• \l.e t.hl, would .lip 

"t and ,. CHI' al.aloll', 1t •• er 'h., na oallsb"h" 1O .... ·l~t. and pl.n\l 

" 1\_ 1 h .... al.t.er • .., ...... , 1(;,,,.14 likt 1t ... " 'hI •• d_. ' •• 1'" .... 
. ~;,?, :; .. ,::?~~~: .... ' " . 
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lall1l1J,' SilY;' Thlnlt you oan come back in trlme?' 518t..r sa1, 'Den I knQW maml1l7. I 

t.hen fAamm! 8aYi'13,tter save your set ohile'. Then sister sartwell, I 

be~ter go to bed then'. But you loulo hear the f1ddle and the hollerin' 

all ovsr, and 'twas hard to e\ay 'way. 

"At. Ohri stmas time we k!)OVld I brut tho. t and both of mammy's owners 

gib her a gooo time. '01 :Man Saal1 t e.lluys gib us a palr 'ot'stooldngs and 

sonte ,~andY' ana apples. For tho men tolks 'they sometimes ge~ whiske,._ 

Nlw::ear' a VHiS • bout the same and I don' I member no ot.her holidays. 

"Wt1en flO gto ai ok they was a TJhi te do ctor wa.y off somewhere that would 

come. 1 f he VlUS a ant to f t but mos' de time • 01 d Unole Nee John" and 

tUnc 1a ~jake' VJO ul d conjure us. they wa.s called • Voo-Doo t B I. One ti\'i1e 

sistfilr stepped up in th(l meat house doer ana hurt. her toot., don' ttnol'l how, 

Mammy tall Mat-star and he say, 'Cell Ja.ke ha corn.e, an' I WU8 allu8' 'lraid 

of him and he say to sister,'Gal, get up and wa.lk.'. She 8&y: II oe.1n't,. 

He Si3t baok d own and go'll-m-m-m-lI: for a longtime and then lay: 'Gal, I . 

say get up and walk'. She say: 'I oanl t,' • I ~was so soared and mammy 8a1 

to me t 'Set still there (la1', he a.int swine to hurt. you no how'. but he 

look so wild and mean and the next, time he rne.mble words over her toot 

she f~et. up and walk. H. have us wsar a dime around our neoks to' 8ollet.hin';· 

don' know what tho'. I was al!u8 such a tool 'bout money.ljust. liked to 

wear it and d1dn' care. 

"When some onao led w, dic.lnlt, !mOff what. W\l8 don' wit.h • em but. sometime ; 

t.hey WUS 'ook out. in t.he n1sht and I heard 80me WU8 hauled ott in a 11 ttl. 

pu.h-thins and \hrowea in ihe rl •• r and some was put in a hole wi\h \h.ir 

olot.h •• en. 
I 

The slav •• \ 
i 

lang a'" t.he~r work all 1.,-
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• 'Thank God Al.i \1, 1'1 11. tr •• • a •• .,' ,(,h.r. are MUt. all "hi •• rd./ 
I 

I oan ' ••• ta.r). The, .ans t.bi •. oYer and ••• r and lIad. a pr"'1 .enl t. ••• i 
!fear.r \1.. tor ua to b. tr.ed. t.he owner. .., .... n.r all t.he t.1... 80 •• / 

~ook t.h.ir alay •• down 1n the oan. brak •• and hid th •• ; oth.ra wus k.pt, 

,orkin,. '01 Man S"p' \.11 ao ••• ·wh.n you •• , tree I tlYe lOU hOIl. and 

pay :foutor· your work'. I IU". h. would t,oo it'n h' had st,ayed \her •• 

"Th •• 'Blu. Coat."j(Nort.hern Soldiers>, .u. 10\ ••• an.r than t.be 

'Brown Coate; (Gre,). 1n the _ South. The.' Blu, Coa'" COli, 1n and at"u 

your chiokens and cook them OYer 1,-;ur t ire-plaoe and :.211. them right. 'tore 

your eY.8. I' •• mber one tim. the • Bpewn O.a'*' oom. and wE\-nt..d al.\.r. 

I squalltd l1ke a panther. Dur1.nl and at'.r t.he war, the. 'Guer111ae' was 

a Right, dey steal, kill, and t.ar IIp,8Yerywher •• Th. 'K.lt.It.' "8 a. 

powertul ••• an, bunoh and day would oom' a~.r nigh, and take people eu\ 

ar d whlp the., ah dldn't. know what, tor. 

"I •• 11 • ••• bar the day w. wu. treed, .,.rlone aanl,''l'hank 0.4 Alal't.y. 

I'll tree at, las', tree .t, las\, tree at. las\, thank Iod 6111\ik. I'. trM 

at las\, I'. free at. las\. I 

"'01 Ian 8hap' was mad and h. whS);ppad 80.e ot hia alay •• and de t.oolc 

h1m to •• town Jail, last I 8 •• ~ of h1~ he wUl sl\tln1 in tbe town Jall 

winder. lIayba died there, I don' mowlI( At'.r Wf wu. tree there ""a pleaf., 

of work, the, oouldn't whip nobody an~ had \0 pay ua tor 'he work. Ma •• , 

oooked tor Mr. Banter and·Rl1.7'and·~alton' She kept. •• with ber '\111 1 

got 'old 'nout to ooole and ihen I l.t' a.nd lOt. & JOb awayt ... _ der a ••• wher •. 
. 

" I 80t, Married 'bout. 40 .. ,10 yea,s alo t.o I Balt.l.or.' h$r •• a. 1. 101 

years old no.. He tella II' hie· old ill.- t.hoapt h. was an'Alus', and he 

1FU al ••• t. II year •• ael whea t.he w&rj woke out.. He 1f\Ia t .... Lo".nl11. • 

Cou.n.'7. ,.tmta.... H. 'all •• ptOpl!_ Ju.' l,boqh' _o_t.1tlll. ., bi- aM 

ihey ..... 4 t.. lle a ",lcoma aU ••• ., 1; ••. werl. to,," lila. 
/ . 
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'S, saya he was called one ot th, r ineat barber a in the world, all was a 

natural gltt and'.an out ot silhi: he barb,red thousands and thousand •• 
-

His mother WUS trom Georgia and her name was 'Liza' and sh, marri,d J1. -

Taylor. K, and 'Baltimor.' had eleyen childrln since .6 been married. 

They was Charli,; h' ded,Martha; Ii.ing, and not got any kids. an~ Ton7; 

dead, and Louisa and GU8sie; d,ad. How many t.ha't.--ti"e'. R.al. aead, 

and l,tt six childr.n; part of them a re her., 'lit.tle Baltimore' and 

Henry are dead, Ro ••• ".lt i. living and her. at hOIl. and Robert 11 in a 

C.C.Camp. but Dai vd works in a tina het.el in St. .Loui.-; don' lenow "hat on. 

the name i-. 
"-01 Man Ab. Linooln' was a tine 01' man, and I lik.d hill, he naYfl;" 

treed us; but tol' us how. But,lBooker', and Jetteraoa Davi. wusn't no 

triend to the colored alan that. I knowed anyt.hing 'bou1.. 

MIt 1s best to be tree it you carry your selt righ~ you'll be tr.e 

all you days. I belpngs to the Saints Churoh, t'a1nt the 'Holy Roller' 

and I al118 wus 'l1gious but I don' know muoh 'boui stuft, n •• er put De 

study on it. • 

"Is8 just a poor old 'nigger' alav. that is wa1t1n l tor the Geod Lord 

to come and t.ake me home ~nd :It wontbe long ch1le; no,'Granny' ain't aot 

long". 

\ 

-\ 
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Slave Hitched to Plow =_ .•. 

The subject of this sketch is Louis Thomas, 93 years 

of age who lives at 3007 Clark Avenue with his oldest daugh-

ter, Laura Richardson and family. 

In the middle room of a 3-room brick apartment laid 

Louis Thomas, confined to his bed, with a severe cold, but 

kind enough to be interviewed by the writer. The old man was 

clean and quite composed and said he had been interviewed so 

often it was a comra.on thing to him. He was 6 feet tall and 

weighed 174 when taken sick. The home was very poorly furnish-

ed but clean. He is of dark complexion with white hair. He 

said: 

"I was born in Pickens County, Alabama May 9, 1844. My 

mother t s name was Tama and my father's w'as Thomas Windom. Our 

owner was Le~J Windom. I had 2 sisters and 2 brothers. I mar-

ried Caroline Windom. She was owned by the same folks I was, 

we had 11 children but only 2 is living. The oldest one, Laura 

Richardson, I am living with. The other daughter's name is 

Evergreen Richardson, living at 3100 Clark Avenue. Dey are both 
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Richardson's but dere husbands are not related. 

Page 2. 

"I been living in st. Louis since 19~3. When I was 

a slave, I had to plow barefooted, hooked to a double horse 

plow. .For 8 or 10 years of dat time we had a white overseer 

in de summer. I did not only plow barefooted but naked as 

well. In de winter dey allowed me a few clothes but not 

many. I worked from daylight until dark, I didn't know 

nothing 'bout time. 

"Making and gathering crop was my biggest task. We 

made 500 bales of cotton a year, besides growing wheat, pota-

toes and other vegetables for the hands. I stayed on de plan-

tation till way after de Civil '(iar was fought. If de slaves 

could get as near as East St. Louis and Ohio wj.th out getting 

caught, dey would join de Yankees and help fight for freedom. 

But the Rebs wouldn't think of giving slaves any guns, as mean 

as they had been to us. 

"D~J knew too well, we would shoot dem first thing. I 

remember well I was in Tuscaloosa, Alabama and dere was a 

speech made dere by General Forest on a Sunday. He said, 'dere 

ain't a Yankee in 500 miles of Tuscaloosa, Alabama." So de 

Rebs was so happy 'bout dat, dey started early de very ne~t 

morning putting de flooring back in de bridge dey done took out 
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so de Yankees couldn't cross and get to them. 
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"The following Tuesday night de very next day I mean, 

don't you know, dam Yankees come in our town cross dat very 

bridge. That same night old l~rse made us hitch up all his 

horses and gitup all de flour, meat and everything we done 

raised, and carry it up Tom Bilby River. It was a swamp, to 

hide it from de Yankees. But, honey, dat didn't do a bit of 

good, dem Yankees got all our stuff and us, too, and destroy-

ed everything he had. Us slaves was so mad at Old Marse, we 

helped 'em git rid of everything, den went on back home, we 

had no where else to go, and de war wasn't over and we hadn't 

nary a penny of money, child. No we didn't. 

"I made my last crop in 1867 on dat very plantation 

where I lived all'my days. Of course we was free den or sup-

posed to be free. Dey promised to pay us, but we never got 

nothin', least not yet, Marse ain't paid me, and he's dead 

now. In March 1868 dey sent to de field for all us ha.nd.s to 

come up to de house to sign a contract. We all went. We was 

so used to minding old Marse when he sent for us we just mind 

right on like it was still slavery. So I had always been 

mighty handy 'bout most things so he wanted me 'bove de others, 

so he took ~ hand, put it on his pen and held it right dere 

:350 
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and signed my name hisself. I got mad as a wet hen 'bout dat 

agreement he read to me. So he tried to make me feel good 

saying he was goin' to give me half. I knowed better. 

"I felt dere was going to be some trouble up to de house, 

so I had a pistol in my pocket, that had been dropped by the Yan-

kees on purpose to help us slaves shoot our way out. So I Just 

told my old boss I ain't goin' to do it, and when he raised up 

at me I just whipped out dat pistol and everything in sight got 

out of my way. I was mad a plenty, and I already always had 

plenty of temper. So while I had everybody scared and excited 

I left and never did go back. I went to Columbus, Mississippi. 

and stayed until 1923. All dat time I done share cropping 

farming and made good. -When I left dere I came to st. Louis and 

have not worked since. I was too old for a job, but sister, I 

worked many a day for two bits a day and churned all day to get 

milk to drink 'cause I couldn't get no other food. I cut grass 

mowed after share cropping days were over. 

"I never had any schooling. What learning I got I pick-

ed up hearing the children. I have 22 grandchildren. 9 great 

grandchildren. The first 3 years in st. Louis I lived with my 
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daughter Evergreen Richardson at 3100 Clark Avenue. I am a 

member of The Church of God in Christ, on Leffingwell and 

Bernard Street." 
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"I gets a pension from de Civil War. ~'1ilson Thompson, my hus~and, fought for seV9n years. 

fought de India.ns in de west. I geGs ;~40.00 a month. I have 21 grandchildren and 6 gree.t 

grandchildren. I was de mother of 6. 

"My first boss sold my mother and I can remember her climbin' upon de st ile block made 

trunk of a gum tree. Dis was down ~n Zuca, Mississippi,and de trees grew big down 

I.:y boss was my father, they claim. De boss was purty cruel. Our second boss did not -
slavery but his wife did. One of de daughters of de boss married and I went with 

as a slave. Then my boss, Burgess, was a Baptist preacher and he would travel 'round. 

pick cotton, den I did de house work. 

1'1 had two ullcles dat ra.n off and nebber came back. Dey jOined de war. -_ .. 
d come and claim dey could arink a bucket of water. That was done so dey could get us to~~ 

out to dem. They 'Nould be four or five in a gang. I t member de soldiers comin!.'-- and --_ .. _---.. -

g chickens and throwing them in de kitchen an having us to cook dem. ... .. ~ 
--;.. 

how de freedom come but we wer'?taught fer a long time not to know anything "',', 

De only thing I knew I bout it was bad times. l!:ven de boss would not let me 

house when he had family prayers. At n.l.ght before bedtime I would have to seed' 

I would nod from getting sleepy and den de boss would kn0ck me over de head. But /.; 

1m so gla.d de good Lord let me stay here to do something. I've raised about 30 children. 

of my work as a siave was spent helping de mistress, picking up her hankerchief, cleen-
v {' 

up de house, etc. Sometimes I think slavery wa:3 a test dat de lord has us togo through. 

through God dat Lincoln was given de brains and de talent. I would find different .. 

to take. me in after de war. Sometimes I would have. only two dresses. 

"! tell de old folks dat we i§., having slavery again. But de depression is not as hard 

slavery cause de government is helping de people now. After de war we had parched wheat 

coffee and corn meal with de husks in it. Old Burgess' children helped me to learn to 

De Boss would make me spell words backwards. I remember a song, I1Let's go down to de 

. an. be baptized", and' Bound fer de promised land'. My Uncle would play his guitar in 

at . n~,€,~~! .... c~~,Chr~~;~n, ... ~~~,.L ~~~t~~,,; .. ~~!;~;i~;:),;;~~~";~:c;;~!~,~!~;·~~:,r~;:;!:~~~~i;'''i.;!!.''o~;~.~~.'!i~.",e~~~!, " 

' •... , .. 

.... " 
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tadison Go. 

(Con't-J;x-3lave Lore) 

up our stockings ana get t:! little c~ndy at Christmas Time. 

Consultant: Urs. Jame Thompson, ~x-Slave, Frederickt own, Missouri. 
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AUNT SARAH WAGGONER 

A familiar figure in Savannah, Missou.ri is that of an 

aged, bent and withered Negro woman with a little patch of 

white whiskers on her chin, a cap on her head winter and 

summer; who is seen almost daily pulling a little red wag-

on along the streets. 

"Aunt Sarah Vlag€,oner", 8.S she is called, lives alone 

in a small unpainted house, almost a hut, near the right-

of-VlaY of the Chicago Great Western Railroad; about three 

blocks southeast of the courthouse. 

The yard as well as the house is cluttered with all 

kinds of junk, odds and ends which Aunt Sarah has picked 

up as she meanders through the town. She has been a tix-

ture in SavannRh for many years and has the friendship of 

the white people, whb commend her faithfulness and relig-

ious fervor. 

"How be you?" she asked pleasantly when answering my 

knock a.t her door.. When it was explained that her recol-
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lections about slave life before the war were wlllted, she 

beamed delightedly. 

"Yes'm. Come on in an' set, an' soon's I fix the fire 

I'll tell you everything about slave times. Everything I 

kin rememb er • " 

She willed 01'1' a chair for her visitor, then busied 

herself at the old wood and coal cook stove, where some 

vegetables were sirmnering in an antiquated iron kettle, 

and "fat meat" was frying in tll.e skillet. 

"I was a Slave," she stated. "I was born in Kentucky. 

In %~ayson or Hardin County. I don't know which 'zactly, 

'cause we lived in both counties; an' I never did think to 

ask ole Miss Howard who raised me; and I forgot to ask my 

mother if she knowed, and I don't think she knowed." Sarah 

paused for a moment then continued plaintively. "I wish I 

knowed for sure." 

"Vlho was old Miss HmiVB.rd?" 
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"She was white folks. I was raised by de Howards. Mr. 

and Mrs. Jim Howard. They owned m.e. We called him Pap, and 

her old Miss. ~,~y mother' 5 name was Waggoner. She belonged 

to Mr. Howard too. My father he belonged to another man and 

lived on a farm near us. No mam, no tm, Vie \',T8,S never solde 

I'll tell you ho'll! 'twas. You see 1;:r. Ho'ward' s fa thtlr - he 

carne over frum England. He called all his sons to his bed-

side at de last and gave each of them soree of de colored 

people and told them to take good care of them and never to 

let them. be sold. 1 had a cousin, June, who was sold here 

at de courthouse door in Savannah. Him and another boy was 

sold dovlIl South. 

"The Howards brought me from Kentucky to Missouri. That 

was befo' de war. Itve been here a long time. I'm 93 years 

old. 

"Sure I know how old I is", she remonstrated. 

"1'5 93 years old right now. (l93?) And I knows m¥ 

birthday too. I knows it for sure. It come on February 17th. 

l'se sure about dat, for it comes so close to dat of Abe Lin-

coln. His birthday is February 12th." 
I 

i) r::.)""". 
t,}c. ( 
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Memories of the past surged through Aunt Sarah's mind 

and awakened emotions. She rose to her feet, and speaking 

with the enraptured ecs~acy of her race when roused by re-

ligious fervor, testified. 

"I knowed about Abe Lincoln, 'cause his cousin Cap 

Lincoln; Yes, Cap Lincoln, lived right nigh us in Kentucky. 

And he sure was a fine mant" 

"I knowed about Abe Lincoln befo' he ever run for 

president. Long befo' he was 'sasinated. You see, I liv-

ed neighbor to some of his kin folks. Yes ma'am! Oh, yes, 

ma'amt Long befo' de wart" 

"Yes, Oh Lordl Yes, ma'~l 

"Abe Lincoln was jes' next· to Jesus Christ. 

"Yes, Oh Lordt Yest Dat he wast 

"Jes' next to Jesus Christl 

"I remember when I was freedt 

The exaltation of Aunt Sarah. dimmed and faded, and 

with a quavering subdued voice she whispered. 

"I wish I knowed. I wish I knowed. Abe Lincoln was 

born in Hardin County;* in the same month I was; almost the 

* (Abraham Lincoln was born in Larue County, Kentucky, February 
12. 1809.) 

:358 
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the srune day. I wish I knowed was I born in the same county 

he was, but I ain't never goin' to know. Yes ma'am, I was 

moved with the Howards from Kentucky," she continued, "right 

up to the Nodaway River, about ten miles from Savannah. It 

took us about six weeks to come with oxen. I saw the emigrant 

trains gain' through to Californy. 

"That vvas beta' de war. I'se been here a long time. I'm 

93 years old. I'se been here since de woods burned, and I'm 

gointto be here a long time yet, 'cause my mother was a hun-

dred and fifteen 'fore she died. 

~, but the Indians was thick when I fust come here. 

And there vms buffalo; and there was deer; and there was quail 

jes' thick. I wasn't skeered none of de Indians, and I ain't 

skeered of nothin' now. No, rna' em. Cause why? Cause de 
• 

white folks put de fust clothes on me, and fed me; and they 

been doin' it ever since. 

wrou want's to know what kind of clothes did we wear 

in them days? I'm gwine to tell yer. I jes' had two dresses. 

De best one was made out of plain, white muslin. I went out 
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"I allus had to wash it on Saturday, 'cause we all 

had to go to ell urch on Sunday. Yes'm, I went to de white 

folks church, and part of de time I was de only nigger gal 

there. Then I had another dress and a shirt. I made them 

jest like old Miss taught me. Dat was my work dress. It 

was made with a cord 'round de bottom, a cord as big as my 

little finger, so's I couldn't tear it; cause I went over 

fences like a deer. 

"De shirt vms made like a long petticoat. In de win­

ter old Miss made us stockings out of yarn, and we had bro- . 

gan shoes. Didn't you never see any brogan shoes?" queried 

Aunt Sarah. "Don't you know what dey looked like? Huh. 

Dey was neither lined or bound; and we used a peggin' awl 

to make holes for the laces. Some of 'em had copper toes." 

"Didn't they hurt your feet?" 

"Yes'm, but if dey did hurt; we had to wear 'em any­

way. Dam old brogans; I'm sure glad they're gone. 

"Durin' de war, old Miss keep tellin' me I had to 

help her put new cloth in de loom and when little Jane; 

:360 
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tha's her little girl, wanted me to play, her mother would 

say. "Sarey has to work fast now, 'cause she goin' to be 

tree' ." 

"Oh Lord, Miss, Sarey will never be free. But I was 

freed. Now I am goin' to tell you about de home li1'e. 

"I worked in de house for old Miss, and we had plenty 

to qo and plenty to eat. When de white folks was through 

eatin', I got a pan and got de grub, and set on de floor and 

et it. Oh Lordee, but I worked hard since I was twelve years 

old. But not in de fields. Old Miss she say dere was plenty 

for me to do in de house. and dere was, suretnough. 

"I washed and cooked for all of us. And ironed too. I 

het de irons, great big old irons, in de fireplace. I ironed 

on a quilt spread out on de floor, and I ironed jest as nice 

as anybody. I lived right in de house with de white folks. 

In summer ·we slept, my .brother Henry and me, in a trundle bed 

in the kitchen; and in de winter made a pallet besi~e de fire-

place. 

"Old Pap was good to us. He ~ePt up a. ~ire all night 

when it was cold. I never saw a. cookin' stove or a lace 

shoe until I was freed. we jest had to burn our faces cookiat 
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over de fireplace. I milked eight cows and den put de milk 

away. Dat took a long ti~me. They didn't have no horses 

then, much. They had a yoke of oxen. Sometimes some of us 

was hired out to work but we didn't get no money ~or dat 

ourselves. Dey drawed de wages. 

"No ma'run, dey didn't have no beauty parlors den. Huh. 

Old Miss never hed her hair curled, or anything like that. 

We didn't know nothin' about face powder and primpin' up in 

dem days. Huh. Old lUss never used anything on her face 

'ceptin' soap and water. 

"Yes indeed. Vie sure did have good times, tool,. There 

was dances, and 1 liked to dance. Vh-huh. I was a regular 

king ruler at de dances. Many a time I danced till broad 

daylight, and den when I worked I was so sleepy I'd nod, and 

nod. 'l'hen old Pap he say! 'Go out dere and make berey go to 

bed'. Yes, indeedy, we had good times, too. 

"Did I ever get whopped'? I never was whopped--much. Old 

Miss never whopped me~ cause Pap did all de whopping. He said 

if dere was any whopping to be done he' 0. do it. ~ dey 
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never whopped me---very often, - 'cause I done m¥ work de 

bes' I could. 

"I remember once, when Old Eap started off for st. 

Josep~t he rode back into de yard and said to Old Miss. 

'Don't whop Sarey, or let anybody else whop her, or ]11 cut 

the hide off their backs when I gets back. 

"Yes'm, we allus called 'em Pap and Old Miss. Pap 

wouldn't let me take his name 'cause he was a Republican and 

believed dat de colored people ought to have their own laws 

and doctors and all. He was afraid folks would think he 

was a rebel and de soldie~s might kill him. We didn't dare 

take his name so I took my father's name of Waggoner. He 

belonged to one of the neighbors in Kentucky and didn't come 

to Missouri when we did. Yes'm, I had two chilun during de 

war, a boy Bob and a girl Mary and later a girl Minnie. ~ar­

ried? No'm, I never married. I never was married. 

"Viell, no'm, I didn't have a very- hard time after I was 

freed. Slaves wasn't hardly ever allowed to look in de door 

of de school house, so we couldn't learn to read and write. 
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wnen I was freed Pap tried to learn me evenin's to coant my 

fingers. He made me sit by the fireplace and learn to count 

and learn about money so's de white folks couldn't cheat me 

after I ,~s free. After I was free one 6f Mr. Boward's boys 

taught me my letters and helped me learn to read some. 

"After I was freed I went to St. Joseph and did house-

work. Den I was a chambermaid. After while I came back to 

Savannah to work for de Price family. Dey was mighty rich 

and had a big home. .t'lace is still here. I had a fine time 

there. I remember !vIr. :C:d. V. rrice. He was just a boy when 

I went there to work, anu he did plague me terrible some times. 

He'd run into the kitchen, grab a handful of co.ke dough and 

run outside laughin'. 

"ThEIl I got so I couldn't work no more, and he 't'ras a ri ch 

man, and he always helped me. And he left me in his will ten 

dollars every rno"nt':J. for de res' of my life. Oh yes'm I'm to 

get my state pension every month. It's goin' to be twelve 

dollars. I ain't got it yet, but I will fore long. I ain't 
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skeered. 'Cause de white folks 9ut de fast clothes on me, 

and fed me; and dey been doin' it ever since." 

Wit~ a weary, dimming of her eyes, old Sarah settled 

back in her chair, Sighed and mu~mlred! 

"I been here a long time. I'm 93 years old." 

(Written by G. K. Bartlett of Kansas Oi ty Office from 
Fe by Dovie Rose.) 
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The following interview pertaining to former slaves and the , 

conditions under which they lived was obtained from Minksie ( or 

Minksy) Walker, seventy-eight years old who lives at the end of 
,-

Davis Street in a subdivision called New World, Poplar Bluff, Mi-. . 

{souri. 

"I was one year old when de war broke out and six years old 

when it closed. I don't remember the day or month I was born, but 

you can figure out how old I am. My Ill8IDI!lY" s name was Blanch Walker, 

de name Walker come from her belonging to Cannon Walker. He had 

two brothers, Sam and Jimmie, and all their ground run together. I 

well remembers dam boys and so does every one else. Dey was de 

best masters in all de south. Put all their slaves to-gether, dey 

owned about two or three hundred. I dontt know how much land dey 

had but it took a lot to keep all dat .. DI8ll.Y l?-1ggers busy_ 

"I don't know where my parents was born, Old Virgi.nia. I guess, 

but I was born in seven ndles of Diasbsrg (Dyersb~g)t Tennessee. 

My' father was Nat Parker and his master was 'Little Dan' Parker. He 

was kept on de Parker place but mammy got to see him every Sunday 

morning. Dey lived about five miles from us. Dey didn't get to 

talk in de evening 'cause de white folks preached for us then. We 

was called to-gether in de brush arbor by a big bell dey rung. . De 

')6:­-..-l .. ) 
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arbor was as big as a s~uare block here in town, but dey was so many 

of us dat we filled it up pretty quick. De meeting was about like it 

is now 'cept we didn't know half de time what dey was talkiug about, 

we couldn't read and learn; had to listen to learn • 
... 

) women 

"1 well remember after mee~ng mammy would sto~ and talk with 

and she said, 'Minksy, dis is your aunt, my sister. You can 
! 

walk along home With hert. I was ltttle and I would catch hold her 

dress tail to keep up. She would meet other women and dey would start 

talking about de meetin'. First thing 1 would know dey would be jump1n' 

up and dancin' around and pattin' their hands until all ds grass was 

\ wore off slick. 

"1 didn't have no chance to go to school, but I was a little tad 

and did not have to work very hard either. 1 wasn't big enough to hitch 

up de team of oxen but some big person would and then I sure could drive 

them, drove all day. and 1 call remember hauling tobacco to de barons all 

day. We had several barns tall as dat tree", yonder. (tree about 75 feet 

high.) About all we raised was tobacco. Dat sure 'nough was tobacco 

country. a little corn for de stock and we raised what we eat. 

WOe only fighting I remember of during the war was on de farm of 

Dan Parker. De soldiers met right in de middle of his corn and tobac-

co field and when dey got through de tobacco was tramped in de ground 

3GG 
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and you couldn t t find a double handful of de corn. 

"I have always said I was like a shingle, not like a barrel of 

snakes. You never saw a crooked shingle and you will never see a 

straight snake. I have always practiced one thing and dat is telling 

de truth about all things. Dat is why I can say I don't know much 
\ 
about de slavery times, I wasn't old enough. I was Just a slave and , 
, 
idat is all. I said when I was a &Wall boy, 'Lord, just give me de 
! 

!power to read de~ible, old blue back speller and the hymn book'. He 
! -~ 

.. done dis and I know de p~ble by heart. I could preach for six years, 
:.:--

and never t ell all I know. I can't wr i te 8. word or read anything but 

dese books. For a while I did preach~ I traveled by miSSion. Didn't 

own a church of my own and didn t t belong to any special one. I guess 

1 must have preached about five years. 

"I have been married twice, both my wives are dead. I don't know 

how old I was when I first married but I had been free many a day. I 

went to Dyersburg and bought de license. I got drunk and didn' get to 

Newbarn, Tennessee, where my girl lived until de next day. We had two 

children, a boy and a girl. Dere names was George Earl and George 

Ella. Dere mother lived nine years and when she died I give the.m to 

their grandmother. I told her she could have dam and I would never 

bother around and I have never seen dam since. Guess they are grown 

')('-~ u ) ( 
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by dis time if dey lived and are still alive, day are the only kin­

talks I have. 

"I went to Clinton, Kentu~ky, and married again. Dat wife just 

lived a short ttmB and then I moved to Arkansas and lived until thir-
.-

ty years ago when I moved to Butler County and Poplar Bluff. I have 

lived on dis hill all dat time and sometimes it gets lonesome but 

When it does I just gets ~ bible and reads. I spend lots of time 
~: 

since my mule died, under the shade of dis tree, because I havn't any-

thing to do anymo,re. I was jllst thinking de other day in slave times 

you never seed an old nigger man or woman allowed to rest 1n the shade. 

There was some work for demo De old women took care of de kids and de 

old men kept clean around the master t s door and barn yard. 

~Where I was W~ fared extre fine during slave times. Our master, 

Cannon Walker, was a Union man. 'vie had plenty pork meat to eat and 

fared fine. lie bought us good clothes and paid all the doctor bills 
.,-

when we got sick. We had good houses too. We had to get up preety soon 

in de morning but we didn't know nothing then. Our old mistress wanted 

me to call her boy dat was de same age as me, 'l~arster Tillie. I said, 

'No, MaIn, when he call me Marster Minksy then I call him Marster rr1111e'. 

Master Cannon Walker did not allow any patrollers to boss his slaves 

when any of dam was stopped on de pike and ask who dey belonged to all 

dey had to say was Cannon. Sam or jim Walker and dey never bothered 
- , 

them. 
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"My father and oldest brother run away with de Yankees during 

de war and we never heard of dam anymore. Our master eive all de old­

er men a place t? raise chickens. He give others poplar trees to make 

charcoal and dey vres allowed to make a little money on de· side dis way. 

I remember hearing mSIIlll1Y tell dat one year he give all' his men tw'enty 

bushels of corn a piece and dey took it to de still and had whiskey 

made out of it. They put de barrel in de field and she said thel'e was­

n't very much raised that year~ 

"De slaves did not have to fight in de 'war but sometimes one would 

go in to look after his young master. After de 1~Cl.r and we was free, 

maroray hired out to our old master and we stayed on there two years. Den 

she married and we started moving from place to place. My step-father 

was a mean man. I couldn't have been more den ten years old when he 

started hiring me out by de day. I was hungry all de time because I 

had been used to plenty of pork meat and all he would let me eat was 

parched corn. One day I was working for Archie Dickerson, I was sick 

and he ask me what the matter with me. I told him I had been used to 

meat and my step-father would not let me have any. He called his wife 

and told her to feed me meat every day, I never will forget htm. 

"I didn't get any education but I don't care. Lawsy, dis is a 

free country now, you can e1 ther \'lear shoes or go barefooted. Slave 
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times was alright before de war because we d1dn't know noth1n' better. 

bu t I sho t wouldn't like it now. I am. an old man now and I get de 014 

age pension, so all I have to do is rest hare under the tree and read 

JJJ:Y b1 bl e." 

3 1('0 
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JAMES LIVES ALONE AT 87 --
Living alone at the age of 87 probably is not a mode of existence that 

would appeal to many. However, James Wilson, a former slave living in a single 

room in the rear of 917 O'Fallon Street seemingly takes this little matter o~ 

a lonely existence in his stride. James stands quite erect, considering his 

years and his eyesight is good. His hail' is white and' he is about six feet 

tall. 

3171 

iVhen the writer called to interview him, both he and his room were spotlessly 

clean. 
w 

Sitting outside the door of his quarters James' mind w~ndered back and 

forth through the years he has lived since he was born on Christmas day, 1850, 

and, piecing together the bits of information that he CQuld recall, he told 

tbe following story: 
.; 

"1 was born in Ch;:1.rlestovm, South Carolina, December 25, 1850. John Wilson 

was my oymer. He ovmed more than 700 slaves and a terrible big plantation where 

be raised cotton, rice, corn, and cattle. Bless your soul, daughter, he was a 

bard task master, yes he was. He owned big ships, both kinds, for freight and 
. 

passengers. He kept me running on dem boats from de time I was 10 years old 

till I was 16. We sailed everywhere. From New York to Rome, Jerusalem, Sweden, 

France and everywhere under de sun tr'-insporting passengers, clothing, cotton, 

and everything from one country to another. I handled de sails. It certainly 

was hard work for me because I was so young, but I was an expert wid dem sails 

just de same. Yes, 1 was. 

-But old President Abraham Lincoln taken me off dat boat, and I fought in 

de Civil War. I lacked two months of fighting five years. I never even married 

unt 11 15 years ago, I married a woman 45 years old. After we was married, she 

decided I was too old for her, so she just went on off with a younger man. I 
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never been de father of a child in my whole life. I git a $13 a month old age 
-, 

pension to live on. Since I been free, I made my living railroading, brakasman 

and steamboating. 

"I voted many times in my life and just can't feel right to vote nothin' 

but a Republican ticket whether they ever get back in power again. I never did 

have a political job nor had no friends had any that -I know of. I just can't 

exnlain how I feel 'bout this generation. Dey jes' ain't doing right, dat's 

all. Dey jest doing everything dey is big enough to do. Don't regard nobody, 

don't care what dey say nor how dey act to their own parents nor nobody else's 

folks. Dey just sets me to worrying terrible sometimes, wonderin' what on dis 

earth gonna become of dis here sin-racked generation. 

"Dem old Ku Klux was a bad lot of mongrels. Dey catch you out widout a 

pass dey cut you 100 lashes, and you feel like you ain't able to go nowhere 

again wid a pass or widout one. After de war was fought, I do know some of 

dem old slave owners to be nice enough to start der slaves off in freedom wid 

somethin' to live on till dey get on der feet, but dey wasn't in droves, I tell 

you dat now, just a mighty preciQus few. Den der was -some others dat kept der 

slaves in bondage after-de war, just like before de war and de Slaves, never 

know till der dying day dat dey was free folks. Far as _dat goes, down dere just 

below Sunflower, Mississippi, and lots of other countryside places in de deep 

South, dey got slavery right now. De only song I can t~ink of we use to sing 

sci mu.!h was: "0, Lord Remember Me". 

"I can't remember none de other songs. I been allover de world, seen 

how different races are in dere OVID lands, and I often sits and wonder if 

maybe dese little fellows here now running about'_:will see de equal rights dat 

gits talked-about now and den. But, daughter, you and me will never see it. 

No we won't. I am a member of the Paradise Baptist Church." 
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EX-sLAVE BLIND BUT HAPPY 

The subject of this sketch is t':intie Gilbert Wood, 90 years 

old. She lives at 4321 West Belle Avenue, St. Louis, Missouri, 

with her widowed daughter, Emma Swift, 69 years old. 

In the living room of a 10 rbom brick residence located in 

the better class section of the Negro district of the City, 

Mintie lives with her oldest daughter and two grandda~ghters. 

The old woman has been blind for 8 years. She is quite bent 

and shows the burden of her years. She is hard of hearing and 

her mind is no longer keen and alert. Her daughter claims a 

recent illness has caused the latter trouble. However, the ex-

slave very feebly tells the following story. 

"I was born down in Bethel, Giles County, Tennessee, Septe.m-\ 

ber 9, 1847. 11~arse Carey Gilbert was my owner and I lived on his 

farm until 1892, when I moved to ~ittle Rock, Arkansas. Marse 

Carey was mighty nice to his 

Can't begin to say how many. 

-/ 
slaves and he had a ho,st off 'em. 

f 
N~ old uncle was de overseer of us 

younguns, about 50 young darkies, and he trained us up till we 

get a certain age, then they turn us over to the grown up lot, 
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where the white overseer took charge of us. I don't 'member every 

thing so good, but I do de best I can.. I 'member when Jdarse Gil-

bert's daughter Miss Rebecca married Marse Maples they lived 'bout 

8 or 10 miles from her daddy's farm, and she use to~eome home ever 

so often to visit. She looked so fine de slaves working in de 

field see her coming dey all stop and rest on der hoe to -look at 

her pass by on her way to see her mamma, and she would tell 'em, 

you niggars better pray my father never die. Cause if hedted, 

"r wouldn't 'low none you niggers to lift your heads from de time 

you go to work till you 'lui t. :My nicgers work and never stop. 

Marse Gilbert gave her 4 slaves as a wedding present, and they had 

a hard time, but her parents was mighty fine. 

Dey owned so much land, cattle, corn, sorgwn, tobacco, millet, 

barley and everything the very finest kind and the wealth was hand-

ed down from one generation of the Gilberts to the other. Dey was 

so rich dey didn't know how much dey was worth the~elvesf but dey 

was altogether different than most of dam slave owners. Dey was 

prosperous 'cause dey ?res better folks, When peace was declared 

everYone of Marse Gilbert's slaves dat had sense enough and did 

stay wid nnn, got half of everything they earned turned in on land 
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and stock to be independent right der on de same spot where we 

had been a slave. And he had so many of his family and darkies, 

too, he has his ovm graveyard where everyone of us black or white 

dat ever been in de Gilbert family can be buried without costing 

us a penny. 

He ovmed so much I can't begin to tell it, and nobody else 

I don't expect. Right nm'l a gang of his old slaves t children is 

livln' right there owning and working p~operty their parents 

slaved on, de old Gilbert estate and his folks der wid 'em, yes 

rnam.. None of U,S never cared for Miss Rebecca. She made her 
~ 

\ 
slaves eat wid de hogs, even poured der milk in the hog trough 

and de hogs and slaves ate and drink together. She was worse 

dan de whole frumily of Gilberts. I get a blind pension. 

"I never did learn to read or write~ but my husband was a 

school teacher and he never was a slave. He was a soldier in the 

Rebel army. I had 6 children, 6 grandchildren, 3 great grand 

children and 3 great,great grandchildren. I liked to sew, knit 

and make quilts fore I was blind. I never used snuff or tobacco 

in my whole life. I have 2 sisters living, one 82 years old, one 

84 years old and a brother8? years old. Dey all live in Prospect 

Tennessee, where they were born and raised. My husband died in 

375 
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1914. Den I went back to Tennessee to live with my father until 

1916 when I came to st. Louis to live with my younger daughter 

Lydia King Davidson until 1920. 
.. 

"Den I was .called back home on account of the death of my 

father. After the funeral I went to Loneoak, ~kansas, to live 

with my oldest daughter, ~1mna Swift and been with her often and 

on ever since. I only eat 2 meals a day, that's breakfast 

around 7 o'clock and dinner between 1 and 2 o'clock, the rest of 

the time I drink plenty water all day and all through the night. 

"We moved to St. Louis in the year 1922. I just can't get 

used to this younger generation. Dey sure is a reckless lot. 

Cause my life had plenty work ttached to it. ~~nen I was coming 

along I sp~it rails, hauled wood, raised de white folks family 

den turned right around and raised my own family. 

"I believe in regular hours doing things, work, rest and 

everything else it takes to make up life. I worked as hard atter 

freedom as I did in slavery. After all we got to work for a liv-

in'. I don't believe in all dis galivantin' around at night. You 

ain't fit for no work in de dar when you don't rest at night. And 

I always believe in helping de fellow who needs help and can't help 

hisself, much as I can. I even ask my neighbors to save me all the 
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old rags ~nd bottles, anything they don't ~ffint no more so as I 
, 

can sell it and gi t i1hOlT of a little somethin' to help some-

body, what ain't got some help like I got. I don't lose nothin' 

for that, and I get joy out of it. I always keeps my little old 

pocket book pinned in my poclcet to put that little extra change 

in, and I got it here right how and some change in it, too,. I 

never did vote, and never lived in Virginia nor know nothing 

about it. I do know de slaves fspected a salary fo~ der work 

when dey g0t free. Some of 'em got part of de promise, but most 

of 'sm got nothin' but de pl'omise. My owners was exceptions. 

Dere might of been some more like 'em but not many. At least I 

never heard of em. All my old favorite songs us slaves US6 to 

sing, I can't separate 'em anymore. I try to think of 'em, so I 

can sing fem, but I jest find myself mixin' 'em UPt and can't 

tell one from the other. Just singing. But the songs I like 

best die day and time is 'Life Is Like A Mountain Railroad' , 

'God Will Take Care Of You', and "I maybe blind, and I can not 

see, I may be crippled and I can not walk, But I'll meet you at 

the ·Station when the train comes along." 
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Ellaine Wright 

Ex-Slave. 

Ellaine Wright was born Warch 1, 1840 and is 97 years of age. Was born of slave 

p~rents just outside of Springfield, Missouri, end lived there at the beginning of the 

Civil ·lIar. 

II 

Her father and mother's name was Evensen taken after "Marse Tom Evanson ",ho owned 

bQth Ellain's mother and father and sixty other slaves. Tom Evanson was a wealthy 

farmer and ran a big hog and cattle stock ranch. 

Ellaine Wright, whose name was Evanson in slavery waa married after the war in 

1866 to OI!B Pete wright. She remembers the '~ilson' s Creek", fight between the Union 

and Confederacy and only a short time after that she ,with all the other Evanson slaves, 

was hurriedly taken south. The Evanson slaves with many other of the district were 

shipped as far south as possible to hide them from the Unionists. Ellaine Wright told 
\ 

ll:'; 
of a heartbreaking meetings between she and her slave mother when Ellaine was just four 

years of age. Her mother had been sold to a slave trader and was to be taken to another 

state. 

They permitted the slaves to say good-bye to their children and Ellaine said she 

would never forget the few words her mother spoke to her just betore they were separ-

ated. "Kllaine, honey mamma's pan way orf and a.lnft never goin to see per baby agin". 

"An I cansee myself holdin onto my rnamJIe. and both of us crying--and then, she was gone 

and I never seed her since. I hopes I goin to see my good mamma some day, I do. Yes', 

r t se goin to do it son, I sure is, yes indeed.·' 

lUlaine doesn't seem to remember a.nything concerning the Civil War, ' Ju.t this 

one import~nt thing clings to her memory--her pafting with her mammy. 
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The two-story frame house, very plain in appearance, almost square in 

shape, located at 400 North Moniteau Street, Sedalia, is the home of Sim Younger, 

an interesting product of Negro slavery. He was born ~~y 17, 1850, at Independ-

ence, Missouri; at the dawn of the "Golden Age of Steamboating on the Missouri 

River" and is a pensioned soldier of the Civil War. 

Traditions and customs of the Old South have stamped their influence on 

the modest home. A porch extends across the front of the house and steps lead 

to the front door, but neither the porch nor front door are used much. They 

are for formal occasions. 

However, home life begins with the smaller porch on the south side where 

bright flowered morning glory vines climb twine strings, their large green 

leaves bringing sheltering shadows to Sim's favorite resting place. Here is 

placed an old-fashioned hickory chair with woven cane seat which is his haven 

of peace and comfort. 

The yard on this side of the house affords plenty of space for exercise 

and a large catalpa tree spreads grateful shade. It was here, under the catalpa 

tree that Sim Younger wanted his picture taken while seated in his favorite 

chair. There 1s a quiet, soldierly dignity about the old Negro that is striking 

and impressive. He is well preserved for all of his 87 years and his keen eyes 

require no glasses. The impress of his college education and soldierly training 

are evidenced by his conversation, bearing and the lack of Negro dialect in his 

speech. 

He courteously expressed pleasure at the request for an interview on slavery 

and inviteo me into the house. The living room where we talked is large, the 

floor is covered with linoleum and a leather covered couch stands against the 
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wall. In the center of the room is a large oak table. Other furniture consists 

of two plain oak chairs, but no rocking chairs. 

Sim lives alone, and While we were talking a Neg~o brought in hiS breakfast; 

a Dint of milk, an egg and two slices of toast. Although urged, Sim would not 

violate his code by eating in my presence. 

"rt.:y father," he !"3p11ed in answer to my question, "was Charles Younger, 

the originator of the Younger family 1n Missouri, and grand father of Cole, 

Bob, and Jim YoU{j.ger. r!.y father was my mother's master •. She was a Simpson. 

I knew Cole Younger well. n 

Cole, Bob, and Jim Younger, known as "The Younger Brothers", were notor-

ious outlaws. It is recorded that Sim's father was the Younger who operated 

a canoe ferry across the Missouri River from Randolph Bluffs, in 1821, to what 

is now Kansas City, then known as Chouteau's Landing. (E) 

"1~ father died when I was five years old, and left mother a farm on which 

my brothers and sisters are still living. Father arranged for my education 

and by the terms of his will I was sent to Oberlin, Ohio, where I was reared 

by Delia Sheppard, in whose care I was placed." 

8im Younger related that he attended Oberlin College, and graduated from 

there in 1870. He did not see his mother from the time he was 1'ive rears old 

until he was the age of 21. Vlhen comment was made tnat he did not use Negro 

dialect, 81m explained, saying: 

"That is due to my early training. Delia Sheppard gave me excellent traln-

lng, and I remember everything she told me, even when I was a very little boy. 

"I will always remember one thing she told me," he continued, fondly remin-

escent, "I was just a little boy and she said, 'Slm, if, when visiting, you 

find a pin on the floor, put it up and call attention to it. It does not belong 

to you. t 
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"Yes, m.e.1 am," he ,continued, "I was born in slavery and ,I enlisted in the 

Union Army, January 1, 1864, at Oberlin,Ohio, and according to the National 

Tribune, I was one of the youngest soldiers in the ranks. 

"I was present at the battle of Petersburg, Virginia, July 80, 1864; one 

of the disasters to the Northern forces of the war, and present on June 15, 
. 

1864, at the initiatory battle of Deep Bottom, and also at Cold Harbor. 
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"I was in the Ninth Army Corps, under Burnside, and was transferred aI-ound, 

in front of Richmond, Virginia. 

"General Butler went do\vn to Fort Fisher and failed, which was the last 

open port of the Confederacy. Another expedition was organized and General 

Terry given cormnand. We embarked on the night of December 31, 1864; landed 

the morning of January 13, 1865, on the peninsula. On the night of January 

15, 1865, we captured Fort Fisher. 

"We>had a terrible, terrible time landing! There was an awful storm! I 

was told to jump overboard, and oh my! I swallowed a good deal of the Atlantic!n 

He sat still a moment, living over in memory the thrilling events of that 

night at Fort Fisher, then, saddened by the pageant of the past evoked from 

memory's storehouse, he said: 

"r want to tell you of one of the tragic things that happened during the 

war, and I was there and saw it. 

"It was at the Southside railroad, at Petersburg, on September 27, 1865. 

I was put on picket duty. The 'Rebs' had built a fire and the wind was driving 

it toward us. They began to holler and cheer, very happy over the fact. 

"All at once we could hear someone coming toward us. The pickets opened 

fire on what they thought were 'Rebs·, and found out to their distress that it 

was a bunch of recruits from our own lines. Many were killed." 

The shadow of this past grief faded from his countenance and in a brighter 
, 



mood he exclaimed: 
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"If I could choose my weapons for tr.e'- next war, I would choose doughnuts, 

t::> be thrown s.t e8.ch other across the :l..tlantic." (.h.-D) 
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