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Oklahoma 'fri ters I Proj ect 

IUAC AlWI8 
.Age 87 .1l's. 

!ul.aa, Okla. 

.... Sl.avss. 

I waa born in Louisiana, way before the War. I Wnk: it was about ten 

years before, because I can remember ever.rthing so well about the atart of 

the War, and I believe I was about ten yeara old. 

My ~ belonged to lir. Sack p. Gee. I don't know what his real given 

name was, bu.t it maybe Was Saxon. Anywaya we all called him Kaster Sack. 

He waa a kind of youngish man, and was mighty rich. I think he waa born 

in England. Anyway his pappy was from lIngland, and I think he went back 

before I was born. 

Master Sack had a big plantation ten miles north of Arcadia, Lo\U,siana, 

and hi s land run ten miles along bo th sides. He would leave in a buggy aBd. 

be gone all day and stUl not get allover it. 

There was all ldnds of land on it, and he raisedoane aIK1. oats and wheat 

and lotaof ~orn and cotton. Ris cotton fields was the biggest anywheres in 

that part, and when chopping and picking times come he would get negro es from 

other people to help out. I never wa.s no good a.t picking, but I ms a terror 

with a hoe! 

I was the only child my !4ammy had. She was jus t a young girl, and my 

Master did not own her very long. He got her from Mr. Mdilon Hilliard, where 

my papPY' belonged. I think she was going to have me when he got her; aIlynya 

I come along pretty soon, and my DI8lIIJD1' never was ve'1!7 we,l afterwards. ),{q'be 

Master -Sack sent her back over to my pappy. I don I t mow. 

II~ was the house girl-at Mr. Sack's because she wasn't very strong, 

and when I was four or £'1 va years old she died. I was big enoqh to de li ttle 

things forKr. Sack and his daughter, 80 they kept me at the mansion, aDd I_ 

helpe4 the house b078. time I "aanine or t8l1 Kr.Se.ek' I dal1gh ter was ge1st.,. 
;}t-, 
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to be a young woman - fifteen or sixteen years old --. and that was old 

enough to· get married. off in them days. They had a lot of company Just 

before the War, and they had. a whole bunch of house negroes around all 

the time. 

.... 

Old Mistress died when I was a baby, so I don't remember anything about 

her, but Young Mistress was a winder! She 190uld ride horseback nearly all 

the time, and I had to go along wi th her when I got big enough. She never 

did go around the quarters, so I don't know nothing much about the negroes 

Mr. S$ck had for the fields. They all looked pret t1 clean and heal tb1', 

though, when they would come up to the Big House. He fed them all good and 

they all liked him. 

He had so much different kinds of land that they could raise anything 

they wanted, and he had more mules and horses and. cattle than anybody around 

there. Some of the boys worked wi th his fillies all the time, and he went 

off to New Orleans ever, once in a while wi th his race horses. He took his 

dalJ8hter but they never took me. 

Some ot his land 1faI in pasture but mOlt of it was all open fields, 

wi th Just miles and miles of co tton rows. . There was a pretty good strip 

along one side he called the "old" fields. T.bat's what they called the 

land that was wore out and turned back. It was all growed 'Up in young 

trees, and that's where he kept his horses most of the time. 

The first I knowed about the War coniin.g on was when Mr. Sack had a 

Whole bunch of whitefolks at the Big HOuse at a function. They didn't 

talk about anything else all evening and then the next time they come 

nearly all their menfolks DID I t there - Just the _menfolks. It RIIB' t 

very leng till Mr. Sack: went off to Houma wi th some other men, and. pretty 

soon we knew he was in the War. I don't remember ever seeine him com& 

2 



Oklahoma Wri ters I Proj ect 

home. I don't think he did un til it was nearly allover. 

Next thing we know-ed they was Confederate soldiers riding by pretty 

nearly every day in big droves. Sometimes they would come and buy corn and 

wheat and hogs, but they never did take any anyhow, like the Yankees done 

later on. They would pay with billets, Young Missy called them, and she 

didn't send them to gi t them cashed but saved them a long time, and then 

she got them cashed, but you couldn l t buy anything wi th the money she got 

for them. 

'lJha t Conf edera te money she go t waen I t no good. I was in Arcadia wi th 

her at ~ store, and she had to pay seventy-fiv~ cents for a can of sardines 

for me to eat with some bread I had, and before the War you could get a 

can like that for two cents. Things was even higher then than la.ter on, 

but that's the only -time I saw her buy anything. 

When the Yankees got down in that country the most of the -big men paid 

for all the corn and meat and things they got, but some of the little bunches 

of them lIOuld ride up and take hogs and things like that and just ride off. 

They wasn I t anybody at our pla.ce but the womenfolks and the negroes. Some 

of Mr. Sack's women kinfolks stayed there with Young Mistress. 

Along at the last the negroes on our place didn't put in much stuff -

jest what they 'WOuld need, and could hide from the Yankees, because they 

would get it all took away from them if the Yankees found Olit they had 
I 

plenty of/corn and oats. 

The Yankees was mighty nice about their manners, theugh. They camped 

all around our place for a. while. There was three camps of them close by 

at one time, but they never did come and. use any of our houses or cabins. 

There was lots of poor whites and Cajuns that lived down below us. between 

us and the Gulf, and the Yankees just moved into their bouses and cabins 

and used them to camp in.-
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!rhe negroes at our place and all of them around there didn't try to get 

away or leave when the YSDkees come in. They waan't no place to go. 8Z1y

W81', so they all stqed on. Bu.t they didn't do very much work. Ju~t enough 

to take care of themselves and their whi tefolks. 

Master Sack c~me home before the War was quite over. I think he had 

been sick, because he looked thin and old and worried. All the negroes 

picked up and 110 rked. mighty hard after he come home, too. 

One day he went in to Arcadia and come home and told us the War was 

over s,n~ we was all :tree. The negroes d1dn I t know, what to make ~f it, and 

didn It. know where to go, so' he told all that wanted to stay on that they 

could jus t go on like they had been and pay him shares. 

About half of his negroes stayed on, and he marked off land for them 

to farm and made arrangements wi th them to let them use their cabins, and 

let· them bave mules and tools. They paid him out of their shares. and some 

of them f1Dally bought ~he mules and some of the land. But about half went 

on off and tried to do better somewheres else. 

I didn't stq with him because I was jest a boy and he didn't need 

me at the hOuse anywq. 

Late in the 'far my Pappy belonged to a man named Sander or Zander. Kight 

been Alexuder. but the negroes called him Mr. Sander. Ihen pappy got free 

he come and asked me to go with him, and I went along and lived with him. Be 

had a share-cropper deal with Mr. Sander and I helped him work his patch. 

Th;at place was just a 11 ttle east ot Houma, a few miles. 

When my Pappy was born h1s l>arents belonged to a Mr. Jdams, so he took 

Adams for his last name, and l did too, because I was his SOD. I don't know 

where· Mr. Adams l1ved, but I don't think my PapP7 was bom in Louis1ana. 

Alabama, -.ybe. 1 think his parents come 'otf the boat. because he was very 

black - neJl blacker thazl I am. , . 
. ' 
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I lived there with mY Pappy until I was about eighteen and then I 

married and moved around allover Louisiana from time to time. My wife 

give me twelve boys and five girls, but all my children are dead. now but 

five. My wife died in 1920 and I come up here to Tulsa. to live. One of 

my daughters takes care and looks out for me now. 

I seen the old Sack P. Gee place about twenty years ago, and it was 

all cut up in little places and all run down. Never would have known it 

was one time a '1g plantation ten miles long. 

I seen p1aoes going to rack and ruin all around - all thS:-places I 

lived at in Louisiana - but I'm glad I wasn't there to see Waster Sack's 

place go down. He wa~ a good man and done right by all his negroes. 

Yes, Lord, mY old feets have been in mighty nigh every parish in 

Louisiana, and I seen some mighty pretty places, but I'll never forget how 

that old Gee plantation looked. when I was a boy. 

5 
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ALI CE .ALEXANDER 
Age 88 yrs. 

Oklab.ona City, Okla. 

I Vies 88 years old the 15th of Harch. I was born in 1849, at JacksCl'Il 

• 
Pc.rish t Louisiana. My mother's name vras Mary Marlow, and father I s Henry 

,r ~ .L,i,ar.LOW. 

I can't remember very much t bou t slavery t cause I was awful small, 
.. - . 

but I cent'efnember that my mother's master, Colonel Threff died, and· my_, mother, 
-, 

ber husbe.:nd, and us three chillun was handed down to Colonel Thred!:f' s 'poor '" 

kin folks. Colonel Threff owned about two or three hundred head of niggers, 

and all of lem was tributed to his poor kin. Ooh w~e! be sho l l:.n.d jest a lot 

of the~ too,! lrJ.aster Joe Threff, one" of hls poor kin', took my mother, her 

husband, and three of us chillun from Louisiana to the~assissippi Line. 

Down there 'fie lived in a one-room log hut, and, slept on homemade 

rail bed steads ~~th cotton, and sometimes straw, mostly stEaW sumners and 

cotton mnners. I worked round the house and looked after de smaller 

chillun - I mean my mother's chillun., Mostly we ate yeller meal corn bread 

and sorghum male.sses. I ate possums when we cO~lld get "em, but jest cOuldnlt 

':,; stand rabbit meat. Didn't know there nae any Christmas or hol"idays'in dem 

( days." 

I can1t!nembuh no.¥hing 'bout no churches in slavery. I was a sinner 

and loved ,to , dance. -' Iremembuh. I was on the floor one night dancing aI:ld I 

ha.CifourdaU6ht~rs on, the ,floor with me' and my son was playing de music -

'that got me! I jest stopped and said I wouldntt cut another step and I 

·I,I:ni a~;I!\Re'r' 0,£ ,the,l3ta.pti,s,:t Ch~hari.dbeen,fo.'r, 25!!Jr 30 years~ 
:." ," '; ..... ::,".':.,.;. ,. .. :,; ," .. ;' ." .. ' .,.' '" . . 



mother said he was the meanest man on earth. Held jest go out in de fie~ds 

a.nd beat dem niggers, and my mother told me one day he come out in de field 

"beating her sister and she jumped on him and nearly beat him half to deatJ:l and 

old l1aster come up jest in tiIire to seei t all and fired dat overseer. Said he 

didn't want no man working fer him dat a wonan could whip. 

After de war set us free my pappy moved us away and I stayed round 

down there till I got to be a grown vroman and married. You know I had a 

~retty fine wedding 'cause my pappy had worked hard and commenced~o be 
, l I I 

~rosperous. He had cattle, hogs, chickens and all those thing~ like that. 

A college of dem niggers got together and packed up to leave Louisia~ 

1,:8 and my husband went ·wi th them. We had covered wagons, and let me tell you 
,. 

r walked nearlJr all the way from Louisiana to Oklaho:oa. We left in March but 

didn't gi t here till :May. We came in search of educa tion~ I go t a pretty 

fair education down there but didn't take care of it. We come to Oklahoma 

looking for de same thing then that de.rkies go North looking fer now. But 

we·, got dissapointed. W}l..at Ii ttle I learned I qui t taking 'care of it and 

seeing after it and lost it all. 

J:love to fish. ,I've worked hard in my days. Washed and ironed 

. for 30 years, and paid for dis home that wa:y •. Yes sir, dis is my home. My , 

mother died right he2e in dis'house. She was lll·yea.'hs old. She'is been· 

dead tbout20 yeB.hs. 

I 'havethre$ daUghters here mari"i.edj' Suasie Pruitt, Bertie Shannon, 

and Ir.eneFreeman~IreIlelos t herhtlsband, and' h~' So dead no·w. 
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PHOEBE BANKS 
Age 78 

Muskogee, Oklahoma. 

1,428 words 

In 1860, there was a little Creek Indian tovm of Sodom on the north bank of 

the Arkansas River, in a section the Indians cF~lled Chocka Bo ttoms, where Mo se 

Perryman had a big farm or ranch for a long time before the Civil War. That S8~e 

year, on October 17, I was born on the Perryman place, which was northlvest of where 

I li vel-' now in Muskogee; only in them days Fort G1 bson and Okmulgee was the big-

g·est towns around and Muskogee hadn I t shaped. up yet. 

My mother belonged to Mose Perryman when I WEtS born; he was one of the best 

known Creeks in the whole nation, and one of his youneer brothers, Legus Perryman, 

was made the big chief of the Creeks (1887) a long time after the slaves was freed. 

Mother's name was Eldee; my father's name was Yiilliam McIntosh, because he belonged 

to a Creek Indian family by that name. Everybody say the McIntoshes was leaders 

in the Creek doings away back there in Alabama long before they come out here. 

Wi th me, there was twelve children in our fami1;l; Daniel t Stray, Scott, Segal t 

Neil, Joe, Phillip, Mollie, Harriett, Sally and Queenie. 

The Perryman slave cabins was all alike - - - just two-room log cabins, with 

a fireplace where mother do the cooking for us children at night after she get 

through working in the Master's house. 

Mother was the house girl - - - cooking, waiting on the table, cleaning the 

house, spinning the yarn, knitting some of the winter clothes, taking care of the 

mistress girl, washing the clothes - - - yes, she was always busy and. worked mighty 

hard all the time, while them Indians wouldn't hardly do nothing for themselves. 

On the McIntosh plantation, my daddy said there was a big number of slaves 

8 
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and lots of slave children. The slave men work in the fields, chopping cotton, 

raising corn, cutting rails for the fences, building log cabins and fireplaces. 

One time when father was cutting down a tree it fell on him and after that he 

was only strong enough to rub down the horses and do light work around the yard. 

He got to be a good horse trainer and long time after slavery he helped to train 

horses for'-the Free Fairs around the country, and I suppose the first money he 

ever earned was made that way. 

Lots of the slave owners didn't want their slaves to learn readlng and writ-

ing, but the Perrymans didn It care; they even helped the younger slaves with that 

stuff. Mother said her master didn1t care much what the slaves do; he was so 

lazy he didn't care for nothing. 

They tell me about the jar time s, and that's all, I remember 0 fit. Befo re 

the War is over some of the Perryman slaves and some from the McIntosh place fix 

up to run away from their masters. 

My father and my uncle, Jacob Perryman, was some of the fixers. Some of the 

Creek Indians had already lost a few slaves who slip off to the North, and they 

take what was left down into Texas sols they couldn't get away. Some of the other 

Creeks was friendly to the North and was fixing to get away up there; that's the 

ones my daddy and uncle was fixing to join, for they w&s afraid their masters 

would take up and move to Texas before they could get away. 

'fb.ey call the old Creek, Who was leaving for the North, "Old Gouge" 

(Opoethleyohola). All our family join up with him, and there was lots of Creek 

Indians and slaves in the outfit when they made a break for the North. The run-

awaY's was riding ponies stolen from their ma.sters. 

When they get into the hilly country farther north in the country that be-
- . 

long to' tb:eCheroke~ indians~·they make oSmp' on a big creek and there the' !acel 

' . "9 
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Indian soldiers catch up, but they was fought back. 

Then long before morning lighten the sky, the men hurry and sling the camp 

kettles across the pack horses,' tie the littlest children to the horses backs 

and get on the move farther into the mountains. They kept moving fast as they 

could, but the wag'Ons made it mighty slow iD:_~_he brush and the lowland swam-c s, so 

just about the time they ready to ford another creek the Indian soldiers catch up 

and the fighting begin allover again. 

The Creek Indians and the slaves wi th them try to fight off thE'Jl1 soldiers 

like they did l)efore, but they get scattered around and separated so I s they lose 

the battle. Lost their horses and wagons, and the soldiers killed lots of the 

Creeks and Negroes, and some of the slaves was captured and took back to their 

masters. 

1:1ead allover the hills when we get away; some of the Negroes shot and wound-

ed so bad the blood run down the saddle skirts, and some falloff their horses 

miles from the battle ground, and lay still on the ground. Daddy and Uncle Jacob 

keep our family together somehow and head across the line tnto Kansas. We all 

get to Fort Scott where there was a big army camp; daddy work in the blacksmith 

shop and Uncle Jaco'b join wi th the Northern soldiers to fight against the South. 

He come through the war and live 'to tell me about the fighting he been in. 

He went with the soldiers down around Fort Gibson where they fight the 

Indians who stayed wi th the South. Uncl e J aco 0 say he killed many a man during 

the war, and showed me the musket and sword he used to fight with; said he didn't 

shoot the women and children- - - just whack their heads off with the sword, 

and almost couid 1 see the blood dripping from the pointl It made me scared at 

his stories. 

Theca;i~i;'~£ this company want his' men to be brave and. not getsC~~ed~ 
.'-:" . .,,' ~ 
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so before the fighting start he put out a tub of white liquor (corn whiskey) and 

steam them up sols they'd be mean enough to w~ip their grannie! The soldiers do 

lots of riding and the saddle-sores get so bad they grease their body every night 

with snake oil so's they could keep going on. 

Uncle Jacob said the biggest battle was at Honey Springs (1863). That was 

down near Elk Creek t close by Checotah, below Rentiersville.He said it was the 

most terrible fighting he seen, but the Union·soldiers whipped and went back into 

Fort Gibson. The Rebels was chased allover the country and couldn't find each 

other for a long time, the way he tell it. 

After the war our family come back here and settle at Fort Gibson, but it 

aill't like the place my mother told me about. There was big houses and buildings 

of brick setting on the high land above the river when I first see it, not like 

she know it when the Perrymans come here years ago. 

She heard the Indians talk about the old fort (1824), the one that rot down 

long before the Oivil War. And she seen it herself when she go with the Master 

for trading with the stores. She said it was made by Matthew Arbuckle and his 

soldiers, and she talk about Oompan6:B. Ct D, K, and the Seventh Infantry whO 

was there and made the Osage Indians stop fighting the Creeks and Cherokees. She 

talk of it, but that old place all gone when I first see the Fort. 

Then I hear a.bout how a.fter the Arbuckle soldiers leave the old log fort, 

the Cherokee Indians take over the land and start up the town of Keetoowah. The 

folks who move in there make the place so wild and rascally the Cherokees give up 

trying to· ~e a. good town and it kinder blow away. 

My husband was Toru ~anks,but the boy I got ain't my own son, but I found 

him on my d06rstep when he t s about three weeks old and raise him like he is my 

own bl0'6d~ it,. went' to school at the manu8J. trainin~ school at Tuilaha.ssee and 

the ed.,I&At1611 ii~":~6t get him a teacher job at, Taft (Okls.). where he is now. 

" 
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NANCY ROGERS BEAN 
Age about 82 
Hulbert, Okla. 

Ex-Slave 

10--19-38_ 12 
520 Words 

I I m getting old and it's easy to forget, most of the happenings of 

slave days; anyway I was too little to know much about them, for my mammy 

told me I was born about six years before the War. My folks was on their 

way to Fort Gibson, and on the trip I was born at Boggy Depot, down in 

southern Oklahoma. 

There was a lot of us children; I got their names somewheres here. 

" Yes, there was George, Sarah, Emma, Stella, Sylvia, Lucinda, Rose, Dan, 
~ 

Pamp, Jeff, Austin, Jessie, Isaac and Andrew; we all lived in a one-room 

log cabin on Master Rogers' place not far from the old military road near 

Choteau. Mammy was rai sed around the Cherokee town of Tahlequah. 

I got my name from the Rogers', but I was loaned around to their rel-

atives most of the time. I helped around the house for Bill McCracken. 

than I was with Cornelius and Carline Wright, and when I was freed my Mis-

tress was a Mrs. O'Neal, wife of a officer at Fort Gibson. She treated 

me the best of all and gave me the first doll I ever had. It was a rag 
'i 

doll withicharcoal eyes and red thread worked in for the mouth. She 

allowed me one hour every day to play with it. When the War ended Mistress 

O'Neal wanted to take me with her to Richmond, Virginia, but my people 

wouldn't let me go. I wanted to stay with her, she was so good, and she 

promised to come back for me when I get older, but she never did. 

All the time I was at the fort I hear the bugles and see the soldiers 

marching around, but never did I see any battles. The fighting must have been 

too far away. 
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Master Rogers kept all our family together, but my folks have told me 

about how the slaves was sold. One of my aunts was a mean, fighting wl)man. 

She was t.o be sold and when the bidding started she grabbed a hatchet, laid 

her hand on a log and. chopped it off. Then she throwed the bleeding hand 

right in her master'g face. Not long ago I hear she is still living in the 

country around Nowata, Oklahoma. 

Sometimes I would try to get mean, but always I got me a whip~ing for 

it. When I was a little girl, moving around from one family to another, I 

done housework, ironing, peeling Dotatoes and helping the maill cook. I went. 

barefoot most of my life, but the master would get his shoes from the Gov-

ernment at Fort Gibson. 

I wore cotton dresses, and the Mistress wore long dresses, with different 

colors for Sunday clothes, but us slaves didn't know much about Sunday in a 

religious way. The Master had a brother who used to preach to the Negroes on 

the sly. One time he was caught and the Master whti)ped him something awful~ 

Years ago I married Joe Bean. Our children died RB babies. Twenty 

year ago Joe Bean and I separated for good and all. 

The good Lord knows 11m glad slavery is over. Now I can stay peaceful 

in one pla~e --- that's all I aim to do. 

~, -, ,. 
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PRINe!: BEE 
Age 8$ yrs. 

Red Bird, Okla." 

Ex-Slaves I 

I don It knOlv how old I was when I found myself standing on the 

toppen part of a high stump with a lClt of white folks walking around looking 

at the little scared boy that was me~:i Pretty soon the old master, (that's TIJY' 

/,. fi.rst master) Saul Nudv111e, he say to me that I'm now belonging to Major Bee 

and for me to get down off the auction 'block, 

I do that. Major Bee he cq,mes over and right away I know lIm going 
I 

te· like him. Then when I get to the i Major's plantation and see his oldest 
i 

daughter Mary and all her 'brothers atJ.d sisters, and see how kind she is to 
I 
I ' 
I 
I 

all them and to all the colored chil~.ren, why, I just keeps right on liking 
! 

'am more all the time. 

They was about nine white L~hildren on the place and Mary had, to 

wa.tch out for them I cause the mother! was dead. 
[ 

That Mary gal seen to it t~at we children got the best food on the 
! 
I 

place, the fattest possum and the ho~test fish. When the possum was all 
I 

bro\1'lled, and the sweet 'taters swimmling in the good mellow gravy, then she 
I ' 
I 

ce-.ll us for to eat. Um-um-h! That !rvaa tasty eatingl 
I 

I 
And from the garden c~me ~~e vegetables like okra and corn and 

) 
oldons that Mary would mix all up iJ the soup pot with lean meats. That would 

\ 

rest ldIJ4er easy on the stomach too j • specially if they was a bit of red 

squirrel meats in with the stew! 

ltlajor :See say it wasntt g .od for me to learn reading and writj,ng. 

I;aekoud it would ruin me. But th"sent me to Sunday School. Sometimes. 

Ihslli1' '~ of theslaTesla.t.eWhow.i(;o l'ead'ftheB1bl,e ei thar, butthe1 all got 
~'t. ._ ' . .J":: ,)' _.- "-", ',c. 

!: .' 
''', ~ 1,' ~;':,- '. ":"C'."':_,">'>-.,,,,':', ,:_:':_ ',:' "':;,.i;::" ,;":: <;'::~' ".-: _ ,_: '_ ,,~' _ " ,," ::"":_', 
~\" I'; \",~'.I;_.j.0:1). ,~... l.b~1.~!~4~~;:,~1;~:h~~;'~~I$~i.ll:~~t, 

'j 

Ii",· 

j4 
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That religion I got in them way back days is still with me. And it 

ain't this pie crust religion such as the folks are getting these days. The 

old time religion had some filling between the crusts, wasn't so many empty 

words like they is today. 

They was haunts in them way back days, too. How's I know? • Cause 

I stayed right with the haunts one whole night when I get caught in a norther 

when the Major sends me to another plantation for to bring back worne cows 

he's bargained for. That was a cold night and a frightful one. 

The blizzard overtook me and it was dark on the way. I come to an 

old gin house that everybody said was the hauntinest place in all the county. 

E)tt I went in account of the cold and then when the noises started I was just 

too scared to move, so there I stood in the corner, all the time ~il morning 

come. 

There was nobo~ I could see, but I could hear people~ feet a

tromping and stomping around the room and they go up and down the stairway 

like they was running a race. 

Sometimes the noises would be right by my side and I would feel like 

a hot wind passing around me, and lights would flash allover the room. No

body could I see. When daylight come I went through that door without looking 

back and headed for the plantation, forgetting all about the cows that Major 

Bee sent me for to get. 

When I tells them about the thing, Mary she won't let the old Major 

scold, and she fixes me up with some warm foods and I is all right again. But 

I stays me away from that gin place, even in the daylight, account of the 

haunts. 

When the War come along the Major got kinder mean with some of the 

slaves, but not with me. I never did try to run off, but some of 'em did. 

One of my brothers tried and got caught. 

j5 



Oklahoma Writers' Project 

The old Master whipped him ttil the blood spurted allover his body, 

the bull whip cutting in deeper all the time. He finish up the whipping with 

a wet coarse tow~l and the end got ~ brother in the eye. He was blinded in 

the one eye but the other eye is good enough he can see they ain't no use 

trying to run away no more. 

After the War they was more whippings. This time it was the night 

riders - them Klan folks didn't fool with mean Negroes. The mean Negroes was 

whipped and some of them shot when they do something the Klan folks" didntt 

like, and when they come a-riding up in the night,·all covered with white 

spreads, they was something bound to happen. 

Them way b~ck days is gone and I is mighty glad. The Negroes of 

today needs another leader like Booker Washington. Get the young folks to 
, 

working, that I s what they need, and get some filling in their pile crust re-

ligion so's when they meet the Lord their sou1¢ won't be empty like is their 

pocketbooks today! 

:16 
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LEWI S 30mIER 
A.g& 87 ~Trs. 

507 lJ. DD.rlanc.l 
D::lahome... c:. ty, . Oklahoma 

I i72..S born 7 miles north of PeJ.estine, Te:ms. on l!att Swanson IS 

~)lace in 1850, but I kin not remelilber the date. r-:y rrrLs tress was name Celia 

Sm1...'1son. l,ry m:is tress nas so Good to me till I jest lO.ved her. 

M;r fal~ily and all slaves on our :9lace was tree.ted good. l.:ighty 

fei7 flogr~ings \Tent on 'round end about. l:aster wa.s the overseer over his 

darkies and did.nlt use no other'n. I waited t2.o1e 2nd churned in the 3ig 

;rouse. 

I ate D,t the table wi th my tlistress [',n(l her farnily O-'<1d nothing 

vIas evah said. We ate b2..con, greens, Irish :9oto.toes and such ,2,S we gi t now. 
A 

Aunt Chaddy vrc"s the cool: :;md nurse for 211 the c11i1lun on the :olace. 

We used. to he:::r slo.ves on d.c otller places hollering fron vlhi:9~)ings, 

out master never whhYDcd his niggers 'less they lied. Sor;;eti:nes slaves fro:11 

other places would rU.n off ancl CO:;1e to O1.1r 1)lace. Hsster ITo'J.ld tcl::e them 

back ano. tell the slave-holders how to trer:.t then SO dey wouldn I t run off 

again. 

lHstress had a little stool for me in the big house, CL.'1d if I got 

sleepy, she "Out me on the foot of her bed and I stayed. there til morning, 

got up washed nyface and hands and got ready to wait on the table. 

There r[2,S four or five hundred slaves on our place. One mO:!1l1ing 

during slavery, my father killed 18 white men and ran away. They said he was 

lazy and whipped him, and. he just killed all of I em he could, which was 18 of 

'ein. He stayed away 3 ;rears without being found. He come back 1"Jld killed 

7 before. they could kill him. When he was on the place he j est made bl'U.ili1g. 

~ ... 1.7 
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My mother worked in the field cnd weaved cloth. Shirts dat she - ---made lasted 12 months, even if wore and washed and ironed eve17 uay. Pants 

could not be ri!')~)ed I'ri th two men })ulling on deT!] with 811 their might'. You 

talking 'bout clothes, them was SODe clothes then. Olothes made now jest 

don't COTJe up to them nec:.r abouts. 

Doing of slavery, '\7e [1-e.d the best church, lots better than tode,y. 

-2-

I e;J a ]a~)tist from head to foo',:;, yes sir, yes sir. ·Jest couldn't be nothing 

else. In the first place, I TIOuldn't even try. 

I knOl'lS 'VThen the war started a:.1d ce2.seted. I tell you it was some 

war. W'nen it was allover, the Yankees 'CODe thoo t singing, "You may die poor. 

but you won't die a slave." 

When the War was over, master told us the.t we could go out and 

take care of the crops already :91,anted and plant the ones that need planting 

I cause we lrnoVled all t bou t the place and we would. go halvers. 7I e stayed on 

3 years after slavery. We got a little money, but we got room s~dboard 

and didn't have to work too hard. It was enough difference to tell you was 

no slaves any more. 

}Aft~r slavery and when I vras old enough I got married. I married 

a gal 
I . 

t~t was a daughter of her master. He wanted to own her. but she 

shot didn't return it. He kept up with her till he died and sent her money 

jest all the time. Before he died, he put her name in his will and told his 

'* oldest son to be sure and keep up wi th her. The son was sure true to his. 

promise; for till she died, she was forever hearing from him or he would 

visit us, even after we moved to Oklahoma from Texas. f-
Our chillun and grandchillun will gi t her part since she is gone. 

She was sure a goodwife and for no reason did I take the second look at 

That was love, which don't live no more in o1ll' hearts. 

18 
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I mal:e a few pennies selling fish worms and doing a little yard 

work and raising vegetables. Not much money in circulation. When I gets 

my old age pension, it ~~ll mru~e things a little mite better. I guess the 

time will be soon. 

Tain't nothing but bad treatment that makes people die young and 

I ain't had none. 



350089 
Oklahoma Writers' Project 

FRANCIS BRIDGES 
Age 73 yrs. 

Oklahoma City, Okla. 

EX-Slave~ 

I was born in Red River County, Texas in 1864, and that makes me 

73 years old. I h8>d myself 75, and I went to my white folks and they counted 

it up and told me I was 73, but I always felt like I was older then that. 

My husband's ne..me is Henry Bridges. We was raised up children to~ 

gether and married. I had five sisters. My brother died here in Oklahoma 

about two years ago. He was a Fisher. Mary Russell, my sister, she lives in 

Parish, Texas; Willie Ann Poke, she lives in Greenville, Texas; Winnie mackson, 

lives in Adonia, Texas, and t~attie White, my other sister, lives in Long Oak, 

Texas, White Hunt County. 

Our Master was named Master Travis Wright, and we all ate nearly the 

same thing. Such things as barbecued rabbits, coon, possums baked with sweet 

potatoes and all such as that. I used to hang round the kitchen. The cook, 

~!ama Winnie Long, used to feed all us little niggers on the flo', jest like 

little pigs, in tin cups and wooden spoons. We ate fish too, and I like to 

go fishing right this very day. 

We lived. right in old Master '.1right' s yard. His house sat way up 

on a high hill. It was jest a little ole. log hut we lived in a little old 

shack around the yard. They was a lot of little shacks in the yard, I can't 

tell jest how many, but it was quite a number of lam. We slept in ~ld-fashion 

beds that we called "corded beds", 'cause they had ro:pes crossed to hold the 

mattresses for slats. Some of lem had beds nailed to the ~ell. 

20 
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!.1aster Travis Wright had one son named Sam Wright, ancl after old 

Master Travis Wright died, young Master Sam Wright come to be my mother's master. 

He jest died a few years ago. 

My mother say dey had a nigger driver and he'd whip 'em all but his 

daughter. I never seen no slaves whipped, but my mother say dey had to whip 

her Uncle Charley Mills 
. "..-1 

once for tell a ·story. She say he bored a hole in de 
A 

ITall of de store 'til he bored de hole in old Master's whiskey barrel, and 

he caught two jugs of whiskey and buried it in de banks of de river. When old 

l,laster found out de whiskey was gone, he tried to make Uncle Charley"'fess up, 

and Uncle Cht'Tley vmuldn' t so he brung him in and hung him a,nd barely let his 

toes touch. After Uncle C~rley thought he was going to kill him, he told 

where de whiskey was. 

We didn't go to church before freedom, land noJ 'cause the closest 

church was so far -- it was 30 miles off. But I'm a member of the Baptist 

Church and I've been a member for some 4O-odd years. r was past 40 when I 

heerd of a Methodist Church. My favorite song is "Companion." I didn't get 

to go to school Itil after slavery. 

I 'member more after de War. I 'member my mother said dey had 

patrollers, and if de slaves would get passes from de Master to go to de dances 

and didn't git back before ten o'clock deyfd beat 'em half to death. 

I used to hear tam talking IboutKu Klux Klan coming to the well to 

get water. They1d draw up a bucket of w~ter and pour the water in they false 

stomachs. They false stomachs was tied on 'em with a big leather buckle. 

They'd jest pour de water in there to scare lem and say, lI~his is the first 

drin..l{ of water live had since I left Hell." They'd say all sech 'things to 

scare the cullud folks. 

I heerd my mother say they sold slaves on what they' called 8..11 Bllctton 

21 
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bloCk. Jest like if a slave had any portly fine looking clrlldren they1d sell 

them chillun jest like selling cattle. I didn't see this, jest heerd it. 

After freedom, when I was old enough then to work in the .field, we 

lived on Mr. Martin's pB\llntation. We worked awful hard in the fields. Lawd 

yes'm! I've heard 'bout shuclcing up de corn, but give me dem cotton pickings. 

])lry'd pick out £~ll de crop of cotton in one day. The women would cook and de 

men'd pick the cotton, I mean on dem big cotton pickin~s. Some would work for 

they meals. Then after dey'd gather all de crops, deyi 1. give big d.c'1ll'!.es, drink 

whiskey, an.d jest cut up sUL1)Jin terrible. We didn't know anything 'bout holi

e_ays. 

I've heard my husbnno. tp.D.: 'bout u:=taw head an' bloody bones." Said 

Vlhenever de~T mothers 1'.'r'llteQ tt. scr.re t em to make 'em be good dey'd tell 'em 

de,t a man was outside de door and asked her if she'd hold his head while he 

fixed his back bone. I don't be1:i#ve in voodooing, and I don't believe in 

hents. I used to believe injboth ot" ten 1.'hen I was young. 

I married Jake jrid~,;es. ',;e had a ordinary wedding. The preacher 

married us and we had a license. We have two sons g~awn living here. My 

husband told me that in slavery if your Master told you to live \7i th your 

brother, you had to live with him. My father's mother and dad was first cousins. 

I can 'member my husband telling me he was hauling lumber from Jeffer

son where the saw mill was and it was cold tl~t night, and when they got half-

way back it snowed, and he stopped with. an old cullud family, and he said way 

in the night, a knock come at de door --woke 'em up, and it was an old cullud 

man, and he said dis old man commence inquiring, trying to find out who dey 

people w~s and dey told him best dey co~ld remember, and bless de Lawd, 'fore 

dey finished talking de found out dis old cullud man and de other cullud woman 

an' man dat was married was all brothers and sisters, and he told his brother 
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it 'IleS a sh.~me he hn.d married his sister and dey had nine chillun. My husband 
I 

shot told me dis. 

I've heerd 'em SRY dey old master r~ised cl1illun by those cullud women. 

'.:hy, there was one f!hi te man in Texas had a cullud woman, but didn't have no 

chillu11 by her, and he he.d this cullud rIO man an(1. her old mistress there on the 

SCJ!le place. So, when old Histress died he YTouldn't let this cullutl i"foman leave, 

nnd he gave her a swell home right there on the place, and she is still there 

I ruess. They say she say sometime, she didn It V7ant yto Negro man smutting her 

sheets up. 

I think Abraham Lincoln was a good man, and, I have read a whole lots 

'bout him, but I don't Imo\,7 much 'bout Jeff Davis. I think Booker T. Washington 

is a fine man, but I aint heerd so much about him. 
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JOHN :BROn 
Age (a.bout) 87 yrs. 

West Tulsa, Okla. 

Most of th.g folks have themselves a regular birthd2.y but this old 

colored man. just !lick out a:ny of the days during the yea:r - one day just about 

as good as another. 

I been around a long time but I don't know when I got here. That's 

the truth. Nearest I figures it the year was 1850 - the month don't make no 

difference nohow. 

Eut I knoW' the borni!,€ was do\"l'!l in. Taloga County t Alabama, near the 

county seat town. Mi s s Abby tm S 1'1: th my Marnr.y tha. t day. She was the wife of 

Master John ~OWll. She was with all tt.e slave women every time a. baby 11!tS 

born, or when a. plague of misery hit the foLies she knew what to do and what 

kind of medicine to chase off the aches and :?8ins. God bless her! She sure 

lOVed us Negroes. 

Most of the t-ime there was !!loreln three hundred slaves on the 

plantation. ~ne oldest ones cor:e right from Africa. MY Grandmother was one 

of them. A savage in Africa - a. slave in America. 1fammy teld it to me. Over 

there all the natives dressed naked and lived on fruits and nuts. Never see 

maD7 white mens. 

One ~ a big ship stopped off the shore and. the nt~tives hid in the 

brush along the beach. Grandmother was there. The ship marL sent a little 

boat to the shore and. scattered bright t.hings and trinkets 'on the be:a.ch. The 

natives wer8 curious. Grandmother said everybody made a rt'lsh for them things 

soon as the boat left. !he trinkets was fewer tha.n. the peoples. I(ext day the 

::mite folks scatter some more. There was another scramble. The Illatives was 

24 
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feeling less scared, and the next day some of them walked up the gangplank to 

get things off the plank and off the deck. 

The deck was covered with things like theyld found on the beach. 

Two-three hundred natives on the ship when they feel it move. They rush to 

the side but the plank was gone. Just dropped in the water when the ship moved 

away. 

Folks on the beach started to crying and shouting. The ones on the 

boat was wild with fear. Grandmother was one of them who got fooled, and she 

say the last thing sei~n of that place was tl1e natives running up and down the 

beach waving their arms and shouting like they was-mad. The boat men come up 

from below where they had been hiding and drive the slaves down in the bottom 

and keep them quiet with the whips and clubs. 

The slaves was landed at Charleston. The town folks was mighty mad 

'cause the blacks was driven through the streets without any clothes, and 

drove off the boat men after the slaves was sold on the market. Most of that-

load was soleI to the Brown plantation in Alabama. Grandmother was one of the 

bunch. 

The Bro\vus taught them to work. 1~de clothes for them. For a long 

time the natives didn't like the clothes and try to shake them off. There 

was three Brown boys - John, Charley and Henry. Nephews of old Lady Hyatt who 

was the real owner of the plantation, but the boys run the place. The old 

lady she lived in the town. Come out in the spring and fall to see how is the 

plantation doing. 

She was a fine woman. The Brown boys and their wives was just as 

good. Wouldn't let nobody mistreat the slaves. Whippings was few and nobody 

get the whip 'less he need it bad. They teach the young ones how to read and 

write; say it was good for the Negroes to know about such things •. 
I 
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Sunday was a great day around the plantation. The fields was for

gotten, the light chores was hurried through and everybody got ready for the 

church meeting. 

It was out of the doors, in the yard fronting the big log where the 

Bro\Yns all lived. Master John's wife would start the meeting with a prayer 

and then would come the singing. The old timey songs. 

The white foDes on the next plantation would lick their slaves for 

trying to do like we did. No praying there, and no singing. 

The Master gave out the week's supply on Saturday. Plenty of hams, 

lean bacon, flour, corn meal, coffee and more'n en9ugh for the week. Nobody 

go hungry on that place! During the growing season all the slaves have a 

garden spot all their own. Three thousand acres on that place - plenty of 

room for gardens and field crops. 

Even during the war foods was plentiful. One time the Yankee sol

diers visit the place. The white folks gone and I talks with them. Asks me 

. lots of questions - got any meats - got any potatoes - got any this - some of 

that - but I just shake my head and they don't look around. 

The old cook fixes them up though. She fry all the eggs on the place, 

skillet the ham and pan the biscuits! Them soldiers fill up and leave the 

house friendly as anybody I ever seel 

The Browns wasn't bothered with the Xu Klux Klan either. The Negroes 

minded their own business just like before they was free. 

I stayed on the plantation 'til the last Broivn die. Then I come to 

Oklahoma and works on the railroad ttil I was too oid to hustle the grips ana 

packages. Now I just sits thinking how much better off would I be on the old 

plantation. 

Homesickl Just homesick for that Alabama farm like it was in them 

good old timesl 
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SALLIE OJ.BDD 
Age 83 yrs. 

Burwin, Okla. 

I was born in Jackson. Tennessee, and 11m going on 83 years. MY' 

mother was Harriett Neel and father Jeff Bills. both of them named 

after their masters. I has cne brother, J. B. Bills, but all de 

rest of my brothers and asters is dead. 

Ho sir, we never had no money while I was a slave. Ie jest didn't 

have nothing a-~all! 'Ie ate greens. corn bread, and ash cake. De::-only 

time I ever got a biscuit would be when a m1ademe~or was did, and my 

Mistress would give a butterei biscuit to de one Who could tell her who 

done it. 

In hot weather and cold weather dere was no difference as to What 

we wore. We wore dresses lIfT mother wove for us and no shoes a-tall. I 

never wore anY' shoes till I was grown and den deY' was old .!rogans wid 

only two holes to lace, one on each side. Dnring my wedding I wore a 

blue cal ico dress, a man's shirt ta.il as a head =.'ag, and a pair of 

brogan shoes. 

My Master lived in a three-story frame house painted. white. My 

Mistress was ver,r mean. Sometimes she would make de overseer whip 

negroes for looldng too hard. at her when she was talking to dem. DeY' 

had four children. three girls an4 one boY'. 

1 was a servaa. t to my I4as ter, and as he had de pal SY' I had to care 

for him, feed him and push him around. I don't know how manY' slaves., 

but he had a good deal of f em. 

About four o'clock mornings de overseer or negro carriage driver 

who stqed at the Big House would ring de bell to gi t up and gi t ,to work. 
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De alaves would pick a heap of cOttOD and. work till late on moonshining 

nights. 

Dere was a white post in front of JIf3' door with ropes to tie the slaves 

to whip dem. Dey used a plain strap. another one with holes in it. and 

one' dey call de cat wid nine tails which was a number ot straps plated and 

de ends unplated. Dey would whip de slaves wid a ride strap wid holes in 

it and_de holes would make blisters. Den dey would take de cat wid nine 

tails and bu.rst de blisters and den rub de sores wid turpentine and red 

pepper. 

I never saw 8llY' slaves auctioned off bu.t I seen dem pass our house 

chained together on de way to be sold, including both men and women wid 

babies all Chained to each other. Dere was no churches tor slaves, but 

at nights dey Would slip off and gi t in Utches and sing and prq. and. 

when dey would sometimes be caught at it de,.. would be whipped. Some of 

de slaves wauld turn down big pots and put dere heads in dam and prq. 

My- Kistress would tell me to be a good obedient slave aDd I would go to, 

heaven. I'ben slaves would attempt to run off dey would catch dem and 

chain clem and fetch I em back ud whip dem before dey was turned loose 

a.ga.1n. 

De patrollers would go about in de quarters at nights to see if any 

of de slaves was out or slipped oft. As we sleep on de dirt floors on 

pallet., de patl"Ollers would walk allover and on us and if we even grunt 

'dey would wh:l.p U8. De oul' trouble between de whites and blacks on our 

plantation was who de everseer tied rq mother to whip her and my tather 

uat:l.ecl her and ae overseer shot and ldlled him • 

• egroes Dever waa allowed to g1 t s:l.elt. and when de7 weu1d 1.ek somewhat· 

8iek:, de overseer wou14 give da lOme 'blue-_IapiU. and 0:1.1 of some Bort' 
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and make dem csontiD.ue to work. 

During de War de Yankees lIOuld pass through and kill up de chickens. 

and. hogs, and cattle, and eat up all dey could tind. De day ot treedom 

de overseer went into de field and told de slaves dat deY' was free, and 

de slaves replied. -free ho"'* and. he told deml 'free to work aDd live 

for demselves.' And dey said dey didn't know what to do. and so some ot 

dem stayed on. I married Josh lorch. I am mother of four children and 35 

grand ohildren. 

I like Abraham Lincoln. I think he was a goo~ maD and president. I 

ii4,a't DOW much who Jeff Davis was. What I heard 'bout Booker ~. 

Washington, he was a good man. 

Now da t slavery i. over. I don't want to be in nary I no ther slavery. 

and if ever 11&17 'ao them. come up I woilldn' t s tq here. 
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:BE!eTY FOREMAN' CRESSlER 
Age 94 yea.rs 

Ok1c'1,.1:l.oraa Oi ty, Okl[-~ • 

. . 
I '\.'f:1.S "0')1'1.1 July 11, 1843 in Ba.leigh, N. C. My mother was named 

Melinda Manley, the slave of Governor. Manley of North Carolina, and my 

fe,ther was named Arnold Foreman, slave of Bob and John Foreman, two young 

masters. They come over from Ar~sas to vis it my mster and my pappy and 

maIllIl1Y met and got married, 'though my paP1'1 only seen my mammy in 1tLe summer 

when his masters come to visit our master and dey took him right back. I 

had three sisters and two brothers and none of dem was my whole brothers and 

sisters. I stayed in the :Big Rouse all the time, but m:y sisters and brothers 

was gived to the master's sons and daughters whey dey got married and dey was 

told to send back for some more when dem died. I didn't never st~ with my 

.ma.mmy doing of Slavery. I stayed in the. Big House. I slept under the dining 

room ta.ble wi th three other darkie s. The flo' was well carpeted. Don t t 

remembah m:y grandmamnw and grand.pap1'y, but my master was they master. 

·I·waited on the table, ke~t flies off'n my mistress and·went for 

the mail. Never made no money, but dey did give the slaves money at Ohristmas 

time. I never had over two dresses. One was calico and one· gingham. I had 

such underclothes as dey wore then. 

Master Manley and Mistress had six sons ani six ~rters. Dey raised 

dem all till dey was graw.n too. Dey lived in a great big house Icross from 

the mansion, right .intown before Master was Ilected Governor, den dey all 

moved in dat mansion. 

Pla.n.tation folks had barbecues and Illq crop feasts" and invited 

the city darkies out. When I first come here I couldn 't 1m.derstand the 

folks here. 'cause claydidnlt quit work: on laster Monday. That is some dq 
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in North Carolina even today. I doesn't remember any play songs, 'cause I was 

almost in prison. I couldn't play with any of the darkies and I doesn't re-

member playing in my life when I was a little girl and when I got grown I 

didn't want to. I wasn't hongry, I wasntt.nrured and I got only five lickw 

from the white folks in my life. Dey was for being such a big forgitful girl. 

I saw tern sell niggers once. The only pusson I ever seen whipped at dat 

whipping post was a white man. 

I never got no learning; dey kept us from dat, but you know some of 

dem darkies learnt anyhow. We had church in the heart of town or irtthe 

basement of some old building. I went to the 'pisc~pal church most all the 

time, till I got to be a Baptist. 

The slaves run away to the North 'cause dey wanted to be free. Some 

of my family run away sometime and dey didn't catch 'em neither. Tne pat-

rollers shot watched the streets. But when dey caught any of m~ster's niggers 

without passes, dey jest locked him up in the guard house and master come down 

in the mawnin' and git 'em out, but dem patrollers better not whip one. 

I know when the War commenced and ended. Master Manley sent me 

from the Big House to the office about a mile away. Jest as I got to the 

office door, three men rid up in blue uniforms and said, "Dinah, do you have 

any milk in there?" I was sent down to the office for some beans for to cook 

dinner, but dem men most nigh scared me to death. They never did go in dat 

office, but jest rid off on horseback about a quarter a mile and xeem lak 

right now, Yankees fell out of the very sky, 'cause hundeds and hundeds was 

everywhere you could look to save your life. Old Mistress sent one of her 

grandchillun to tell me to come on, and one of the Yarurees told dat child, 

IIYou tell your grandmother she ain't coming now and never will come back there 

as a slave. It Master was setting on the mansion porch. Dem Yankees come up on 
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de porch, go down in cellar and didn't tech one blessed thing. Old Mistress 

took heart trouble, 'cause dem Yankees whipped white folks going and coming. 

I laid in my bed" a. many night scared to death of nu Klux Klan. Dey 

would come to your house and ask for a drink and no more want a drink: than 

nothing. 

After the Wait, I went to mammy and my step-pappy. She done married 

again, so I left and went to Warrington and Hal,tif'ax, North Carolina, jest 

for a little while nursing some white chillun. I stayed in Raleigh, ~here I 

was born till 7 years ago, when I come to Oklahoma. to live with my only living 

child. I am the mother of 4 chillun and 11 grandchillun. 

When I got married I jumped a broomstick. To git unmarried, all 

you had to do was to jump backwards over the same broomstick. 

L~ncoln and Booker T. Wawhington was two of' the finest men ever 

lived. Don't thi~ nothing of Jeff Davis, 'cause he was a traitor. Freedom 

for us was the best thing ever happened. Prayer is best thing in the world. 

Everybody ought to pray, 'cause prayer got us out of slaver.t:. 
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POLLY COLBERT 

Age 83 yrs. 

Col bert. Oklahoma 

I am now living on de forty-scre farm dat de Government give me and it 

is just about three miles froID myoId home on Master Holmes Colbert's 

plantation where I lived when I was a slave. 

Lawsy me, times sure has Changed since slavery times! Maybe I notice 

it more since I been living here all de time, but dere1e farms 'round here 

dat I've seen grown timber cleared off of twice d~ng my lifetime. Dis 

land was first cleared up and worked by niggers when dey was slaves. After 

de Wa.r nobody work$d it and it just nat\.l.nlly growedup again wid all sorts 

of trees. Later, white folks cleared it up again and took grown trees 

off'~ it and now dey are still cultivating it but it is most wore out now. 

Some of it won't even sprout peas. Dis same land 'U..Sed to grow corn. without 

hardly any work but it sure won't do it now. 

I reckon it was on account of de rich land d.a.t us niggers dat was 

owned by Indians didn I t have to work so hard as dey did in de old states, 

but I think d.a.t Indian mastel's was just naturally kinder any way, leastways 

mine was. 

My mother, Liza, was owned by de Colbert family and my father, Tony, 

1f'a.S owned by de Love family. When Master Holmes and Miss Betty Love was 

married dey fathers give my father and mother to dem for a wedding gift. I 

was born at Tishomingo and we moved to de farm on Bed River seon after dat 

and I been here ever since. I had a sister and a brother, but I ain't seen 

dem since den. 
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My mother died when I was real small, and a.bout a year after d.a.t my 

father died. ~aster HOlmes told us children not to cry, dat he and Miss 

lletsy would take good care of us. Dey did, too. Dey took us in de house 

wid dem and look after us j est as good as dey could colored children. We 

slept in a little room close to them and she allus Been dat we was covered. 

up good before she went to bed. I guess she got a sight of satisfaction 

from taldng care of us I cause she did.n' t have no ba.bies to care for. 

Master Holmes and. Mis's Betsy was real young folks but dey was purty 

well fixed. He owned about 100 acres of land dat was cleared and ready for 

de plow and a lot dat was not in eul tivatlon. He had de woods full of hogs 

and cows and. he owned seven or eight grown slaves and severa.l children. I 

remember Uncle Shed, Uncle Lige, Aunt Chaney, Aunt Lizzie, and Aunt Suey 

just as well as if it was yesterday. Master Holmes and Miss Eetsy was both 

half-breed Choctaw Indians. Dey ha.d. both been away to school somewhere in 

de states and was well educated. Dey had two children but dey died when dey 

was little. Another little girl was born to dem after de War and she lived 

to be a grown woman. 

Dey sure was fine young folks and provided well for us. He allus had a 

smokehouse full of meat, lard, sausage, dried beans, pea.s, corn, potatoes, 

turnips and collards banked up for winter. He had plenty of milk and. butter 

for all of us,too. 

hster Holmes allus say. itA hungry man caint work." And he aUus saw 

to it that we had lots to eat. 

We cooked all sorts of Indian dishes: Tom-fuller, pasha fa , hickory-nut 

grot, Tom-budha. ash-Cakes. end pound cakes 1.>esides vegetables and mea.t 

dishes. Corn or corn meal wa.s used in all de Indian dishes. We made homilly' 

outln de whole grains. Tom-fuller was made from beaten corn and tasted sort 
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of like hominy. 

We would take corn and beat it like in a wooden mortar wid a wooden 

pestle. We would husk it by fanning it and we would den put it on to cook 

in a big pot. While it was cooking we'd pick out a lot of hickory-nuts, tie 

'em up in a cloth and beat 'em a little and drop 'em in and cook for a long 

time. We called dis dish hickory-nut grot. When we made pashofa we beat de 

corn and cook for a little while and den we add fresh pork and cook until de 

meat was done. To~budha was green corn and fresh meat cooked together and 

seasoned wid tongue or pepper-grass. 

We cooked on de fire place wid de pots ~ng over de fire on racks 

and den we baked bread and cakes in a oven-skillet. We didn' t use soda and 

baking powder. We'a put salt in de meal and scald it wid boiling water and 

make it into pones and bake it. We'd roll de ash cakes in wet cabbage 

leaves and put 'em in de hot ashes and bake 'em. We cooked potatoes, and 

roasting ears da.t wa:y also. We sweetened our cakes wid molasses, and dey was 

plenty sweet too. 

Dey was lots of possums and coons and squirrels and we nearly alway-s had. 

some one of these to eat. We'd parboil de possum or coon and put it in a pan 

and bake him wid potatoes t round him. We used de broth to baste him and for 

gravy. Hi t sure was fine ea ti ng dem dqs. 

I never had. much wo rk to do. I helped. 'round de house when I wan ted to 

and. I run errands for Miss Betsy. I liked to do things for her. When I'got 

a little bigger my brother and I toted cool water to de field for de hands. 

Did.n't none of Master Holmes t niggers work when dey was sick. He allus 

saw dat dey had medicine and a doctor iffen dey needed one. 'Bout de only 

sickness we had was chills and fever. In de old dqs we made lots of our 

own medicine and I still does 1 t yet. We used polecat grease for croup and 
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rheumatism. Dog-fennel, butterfiy-root, end life-everlasting boiled and 

mixed and made into a syrup will cure pneumonia and pleurisy. Pursley-weed, 

called squirrel physic, boiled. into a syrup will cure chills and fever. 

Snake-root steeped for a long time and mixed with whiskey will cure chills 

and fever also. 
tl 

Our clothes was all made of home~. De women do~e all de spinning 

and de weaving but Miss :Betsy cut out all de clothes and helped wid de 

sewing. She lea.rned to sew when she was away to school and she learnt all 

her women to sew. She done all the sewing for de children. Master'1rolmes 

lxmght our shoes and we all had 'em to .... ear in de winter. We all went bare-

foot in de mwMmer. 

He kept mighty good teams and he had two fine saddle horees. He and 

Miss :Betsy rode 'em all de time. Sb.e would ride wid him allover de farm 

and dey would go hunting a lot, too. She could shoot a gun as good as any 

man. 
J 

Kaster Holmes sure did love his wife and children and he was so prot. 

of her. It nearly killed 'em both to give up de little boy and girl. I 

never did hear of him taking a drink and he was kind to everybody, both black 

and wh1 te, and everybody liked him. Dey had lots of company and dey never 

turned aJlf~dY a1fa7. We lived about four miles from de ferry on Bed River 

on de Tems Road and lots of travelers stopped at our house. 

We was 'lowed to visit de colored folks on de Eastman and Oarter plan-

tations dat joined our farm. Eastman and Oarter was both whi te men dat 

married Indian wives. Dey was good to dey slaves, too, and let tem visit 

us. 

Old Uncle Xe1lup (Oaleb) Colbert, Uncle :Billy Hogan, liev. John Oarr, 
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Rev. Baker. Rev. Hogue. and old Father Murrow preached for de white folks 

all de time and us colored f"lks went to church wid demo Dey had church 

under brush arbors and. we set off to ourselves bu. t we could take part in de 

singing and sometimes a colored person would get happy and pray and shout 

but nobody didn't think nothing 'bout date 

De Pat~ro11ers was de law, kind of like de policeman now. Dey sure 

never did whip one of Waster Holmes' Jilggers fo r he didn't allo" it. lie 

didn t t whip • em hi ss ·elf and he sure didn' t allow anybody e1 se to e1 ther. 

I was afraid of de ICu !luxars too, and I 'spects dat Master Holmes was one 

of de leaders iffen de truth was known. Dey sure was scary looking. 

I was scared of de Yankee soldiers. Dey come by and killed some of 

our cattle for beef and took our meat and lard. out 'n de smokehouse and dey 

took some con.\.= too. Us niggers was aw:f'u1 mad. We didn't know anything 

'bout dem fighting to free us. We didn't specially want to be free dat I 

knows at. 

Right after de War I went over to Bloomfield Academy to take care of a 

little girl, but I went back to Master HOlmes and Miss Eetsy at de end of 

two years to take care of de little girl dat was born to dem and I stayed. 

with her until I was about fifteen. Master Holmes went to Washington as a 

delegate, for something for 4e Indians, and he took sick and died and dey 

buried him dere. Poor Kiss Betsy nearly grieved herself to death. She 

stayed on at de farm till her little girl was grown and married. He~ nigger 

men stayed on with her and rented land from her and dey sure raised. a sight 

of truck. Didn't none of her old slaves ever m<m very far from her and 

most of them worked. for her till dey was too old to work. 

I left Miss Betsy purtY' SOOD after Master Holmes died. and went ba.ck to 
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de Academy and sta,'ed three yeaH. I married a man dat belenged to Master 

Holmes' cOusin. His Da1D8 was Oolbert. too. I had a big wedding. Miss 

Betsy and a lot of white folks come and stayed for dinner. Ie danced all 

evn1ac and atter mpper we started. again and danced. aJ.l night and de next 

day and de next nignt. 'e'd eat awhile and den we'd dance awhile. 

• -6-

My ansband and I had nine Children and now I've got seven grandehildren. 

My husband has been dead a long time. 

My sister. Chaney, lives here close to me but her mind has got feeble 

and she can't recollect as much as I can. I live with my son and be:-is 

migh ty good to me. I mow I ain't long for di 8 world bu.t I don't mind for I 

has lived a long time and I'll have a lot of friends in de other worl! and 

I won't be lonesome. 
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GEORGE CONRAD, JR., 
Age 77 yrs. 

Oklahoma Oity, Okla. 

Ex-Slaves 

I was born February 23, 1860 at Connersville, Harrison County, Xen-

tuck7. I was born and lived just 13 miles from Parish. My mother's name is 

Rachel Conrad, born at Bourbon County, Kentuoky. My father, George Conra.d, was 

born at Bourbon O~unty Kentuc~. MY grandmother's name is Sallie Amos, and 

grandfather's name is Peter Amos. MY grandfather, his old Mastef freed him 

and he bought my grandmother, Aunt Liza and Uncle Cy. He made the money bY' 

freighting groceries from Ohio to ~sville, Kentucky. 

Our Master was named Master Joe Conrad.' We sometimes called him 
. . 

"Mos" Joe Conrad. Master Joe Conrad stayed in a big log house with weather 

boarding on the outside. 

I was born in a log cabin. We slept in wooden beds with rope cords 

for slats, and the beds had curtains around them. You see ~ mother was 

the cook for the Master, and she cooked everything -- chicken, roasting ears. 

She cooked mostly everything we have now. TheY' didn't have stoTes; they cooked 

in big ovens. The skillets had three legs. I can remember the first stove 

that we had. I guess I was about six years old. 

My old Master had 900 acres of land. My father was a stiller. He 

made three barrels of whisky a day. Before the War whisky sold for l2l¢ and 

13; a gallon. After the War it went up to $3 and $4 per gallon. . . When War 
, 

broke out he had 300 barrels hid under old Master's barn. 
" -.. 

/ There was 14 colored men working for ol~Master Joe and 7 women. I 
1 

think it was on the 13th of May, all 14 of these colored men, and my father, 

went to the Army. When old :Master Joe come to wake 'em up the next morning 

-I remember he called ·rea.l loud, liles, Esau, George, Frank. Arch, on down 

the line, and ~ mother told him they'd all gone to the a~. Old Master went 
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to Cynthia, Kentucky, where they had gone to enlist and begged the officer in 

charge to let him see all of his boys, but the officer said "No." Some w~ 

or 'nother he got a chance to see Arch, and Arch came back with him to help 

raise the ,creps. 

My mother cooked and too~ care of the house. Aunt Sarah took care 

.Of the children. I had two little baby brothers, Charlie and John. The old 

Mistress would let my mother put them in her cradle and Aunt Sarah got jealous, . 
and killed beth of the babies. When they cut one of the babies open they took 

out two frogs. Some say she conjured the babies. Them niggers cou~d'con-

jure each other but they couldn't de nothing to the whitefolks, but I don't 

believe in it. There's an old woman living back there now (pointing around 

the corner of the house where he was sitting) they said her husband But a 

spell on her. They call 'em two-headed Negrees. 

Old Master never whipped any of his slaves, except two of my uncles 

-- Pete Conrad and Richard Sherman, new living at Falsmouth, Kentucky. 

-
We raised corn, wheat, eats, rye and barley, in the spring. In 

January, February and March we'd go up I te ~he Sugar C~p where he had a grove 

of maple trees. We'd make maple syrup and put up sugar- in cakes. Sugar sold 

for $2.50 and $3 a cake. He had a regular sugar house. }flY old Master was 

rich I tell you. 

Whenever a member of the whi te family die all the slaves would turn 

out, and whenever a slave would die, whitefolks and all the slaves would go • ... 
'My Master "had a big vault. My Mistress was buried in an iron coffin that th.ey 

called a potanic coffin. I went back to see her after I was 21 years old and - -----... 

she look jest like she did when they buried her. All of the family was buried 

in them vaults, and I expect if you'd ge there teday they'd leak the same. 

The slaves was buried in good handmade coffins. 

I heard a lot of talk 'bout the patrollers. In them days if you went 

awa:y from home and didn't have a pass they'd whip you. Samet ime s they'd whip 
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you with a long black cow whip, and then sometime they'd roast elm switches 

in the fire. This was c~led Itcat-o-nine-tails", and they'd whip you with 

date We never had no jails; only punishment was just to whip you. 

Now, the w~ the slaves travel. If a slave had been good some-

times old Master would let him ride his hoss; then, sometime they'd steal a 

hoss out and ride 'em and slip him back before old Master ever found it out. 

There was a man in them, days by the name of John Brown. We called him an 

underground railroad man, 'cause he'd steal the slaves and carry 'em across 

the river in a boat. When you got on'the other side you was free, rcause 

you was in a free State, Ohio. 

We used to sing, and I guess yOtL~g folks today does too: 

"John Brown's Body Lies A'moulding In the Clay." 

and 

"They Hung John Brown On a Sour Apple Tree. It 

Our slaves all got very good attention when they got sick. They'd 

send and get a doctor for 'em. You see old Mistress Mary bought my mother, 
~ I 

father and two Mtilmi throwed in for $1,100 and she told Master Joe to always 

keep her slaves, not to sell 'em and always take good care of 'em. 

When my father went to the army old Master told us he was gone to 

fight for us niggers freedo~. MY daddy was the only one that come back out of 

the 13 men that enlisted, and when my daddy come back old Master give him a 

buggy and ho s s. 
I 

When theYank"s come, I never will forget one of 'em wa'e named 

John Morgan. We carried old Naster down to the barn and hid him in th.e hay. 

I felt so sorr.y for old Master they took all his hams, some of his whiskey, 

and all dey could find, hogs, chickens, end jest treated him something terrible. 

The whitefolks learned my father how to read and write, but I didn't 

learn how to read and write 'til I enlisted in the U. S. Army in 1883. 
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They sent us here (Oklahoma Territory) to keep the immigrants from 

settling up Oldahoma. I went to Fort Riley the 1st day of October 1883, and 

stayed there three weeks. Left Fort Riley and went to Ft. Worth, Texas, and 

landed in HenT.retta, Texas, on the 14th day of October 1883. Then, we had 

65 miles to walk to Ft. Sill. We walked there in three days. I was assigned 

to my Company, Troop G. 9th Calvary, and we stayed and drilled in Ft. Sill six 

months, when we was assigned to duty. We got orders to come to Ft. Reno, Okla., 

on the 6th day of January 1885 where we was ordered to Stillwater, Okla., to 

move five hundred immigrants under Capt. Couch. We landed there on"the 23rd 

day of January, Satur~ evening, and Sunday was the 24th. We had general 

inspection Monday, January 25, 1885. We fell in line of battle, sixteen com-

panies of soldiers, to move 500 immigrants to the Arkansas City, Kansas line. 

We formed a line at 9:00 o'clock Monday morning and Captain Couch 

run up hiswhi te flag, a.nd Colonel Hatch he sent the orderly up to see what 

he meant by putting up the flag, so Captain Couch sent word back, "If you 

don't fire on me, r'll leave tomorrow." Colonel Hatch turned around to the 

Major and told him to turn his troops back to the camp, end detailed three 
e.~ 

camps of soldiers of the 8th e~~ to carry Captain Couch's troop of 500 

immigrants to Arkansas City, Kansas. Troop L., Troop D., and Troop E. taken 

them back with 43 wagons and put them over the line of Kansas. Then Wl9 were 

ordered back to our supply camp at Camp Alice, 9 miles north of C~thrie in the 

Cimarron horseshoe bottom. We stayed there about three mon~hs, and Oapt. CouCh 

and his colony came back into the territory at Caldwell, Kansas June 1885. 

I laid there 'til A~gust 8, then we changed regiments with the 5th 

Calvary to go to Nebraska. There wa$ a breakout with the Indians ~t Ft. Reno 

the. 1st of July 1885. The Indian Agency tried to make the Indians wear citizens' 
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clothes. They had to call General Sheridan from Washington, D.O., to quiet 

the Indians down. Now, we had to make a line in three divisions, fifteen 

miles a part, one non-commissioned officer to each squad, and these men was 

to go to Oaldwell, Kansas and bring him to Ft. Reno' that night. He came that 

night, so the next morning Oolonel Brisbane and General Hatch reported to 

General Sheridan what the trouble was. General Sheridan called all the Indian 

Ohiefs together and asked them why they' rebelled against the agency, and they 

told them they weren't going to wear citizen's clothes. General Sheridan 
, 

called his corporals and sergeants. together and told them to go behind the 

guard house and dig a grave for this Indian agent in order to fool the Indian 

Chiefs. Then, he. sent a detachment of soldiers to order the Indian Chiefs 

aw~ from the guard house and to put this Indian agent in the ambulance that 

prought him to Ft. :R.eno and take him back to Washington, D. 0., to remain 

there 'til he returned. The next morning he called all the 1ndian ~iefs 

to the guard house and pointed down to the grave and said that, "I have killed 

the agent and burie0 him there." The Indians tore the feathers out of their 

hats rejoicing that they killed the agent. 

On the 12th of the same July, we had general ins~ection with 

General Foresides from Washington, then we was ordered back .to our supply camp 

to stay there 'til we got orders of our change. On August 8, we got orders 

to change to go to Nebraska, to Ft. Robinson, Ft. Nibrary, and Ft. McKinney, 

and we left on the 8th of August. 

This is my Oklahoma history. I gave this story to the Daily Qk1ahoman 

and Times at one time and they are su·,)uosed to publish it but they haven't. 

Now you see that tree up ther.e in front of my house? That tree is 

50 years old. It is called the potopic tree. That was the only tree around -
herein 1882. This was a bald prairie. I enlisted over there where the Oity 

Market sets now. That was our starting camp under O~pt. Payne, but he died. 
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I joined the A. M. E. Methodist Church in 1874. I love this song 

better than all the rest: 

"Am I a Soldier of the Cross?" 

Abraham Lincoln was a smart man, but he would have done more if he 

was not killed. I don't think his work was finished. I'll tell you the 

truth about Booker T. Washington. He argued our people to stay out of town 

and st~ in the countr,r. He was a Democrat. He wes a smart man, but I 

think a man should live wherever he·choose regardless. I never stopped work -
whenever lId hear he was coming to town to speak. You know they wasn't· 

fighting for freeing the slaves; they was fighting to keep Kansas from being 

a slave State; so when they had the NortE whipped, I mean the South had 'em 

whipped, they called for the Negroes to go out and fight for his freedom. 

Don't know nothing 'bout Jeff Davis. I've handled a lots of his money. It 

was counterfeited after the War. 

I've been married four times. I had one wife and three women. I 

mean the three wasn't no good. My first wife's name: Amanda Nelson. 2nd: _ 
Co 

Po~untas Jackson. 3rd: Nannie Shumpard. We lived together 9 years. She 

tried to beat me out of my home. 

, 
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MUS ctJDINGlWI 
(white) Age 81 yra. 

Oklahoma 01 ty, Oklahoma 

K»-81aves 

Jq father's name was.1. J. :Brown, and my mother's name was Hattie 

:Brown. I was born in the :last, in Saveer OoUllty, Tennessee. I had 

twelve sisters and brothers, all are dead but two. 1'. S. Brown lives 

at 327 W. Oalifonia, and Maudie Remolds, my sister lives at Minrovie, 

Oalifornia. 

We lived in different k1nd.s of houses Just like we do no.... :SOllie was 

of log, some frame and some rock. I remember when we didn't have stoves 

to cook on, no lamps, and not even an:r candles until I was about six years 

old. We would take a rag and sop it in lard to make lights • 

.All of our fumi ture was home made, but 1 t was nice. We had Just 

plenty of every thing. It wasn't like it is in these days where you 

have to pick: ancl scrape for somethiug to eat. 

My grandfather and grandmother gave my mother and father two slaves, 

45 

an old woman and man, when they married. My grand.father owned a large planta-

tion, and had a large number of slaves t and. Jq father and mother owned several 

far.ms at different places. Our mother and father treated our alaves good. 

!he,- ate what W8 ate, and they stayed with us a long time after the 'are I 

remember though all of the slave;' owners weren't good to their slaves. I 

have seen 'em take those youg fine looking negroes, put them in a pen when 

they got ready to whip them, strip them and 181 them face down, and beat 

them until white whelps arose OD. their bodies. Yes, some of them was 

treated awful aean. 

I saw JBOthera aold from their babies, and ba'biea sold. trom their 

mothers. !hey would strip them. pu.t them on the auction ble. aad .ell 

tJa .. - 'bid them. off Jut l1ke you would eattl.. Some would' •• 11 for 
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lots of money. 

They 1IOuldn't take the slaves to church. I don't ramember when the 

negroes bad their first schools. but it was a long time after the 'far. 

~, I remember when they'd have those big C.OrB shucld.ngs t fiax pulliagst 

and quil ting parties. They would sow acres after acres of nu, then they 

would meet at lome house or plantation and pull flax until they had finished, 

then give a big party. Thereld be the same thing at the next plantation and 

so on until they'd all in that neighborhood get their crops gathered. I 

remember theyld have all kinds of good eats - :pies, cakes, chicken. fish, 

freSh pork, beef, -- just plenty of good eats. 

I went over the battlefield. at Kaomlle, Tennessee, two or three hours 

after the Yankees and the Rebels had a battle. It was about a mile from 

our house, and I walked over hundreds of dead men lying on the ground. Some 

were fatally wounded, and we carried about six or seTen to our house. I saw 

the doctor pick the bullets out of their nesh. 

lb.en the Yankees came they treated the slave owners awful. mean. ~ey 

drew a gun on my mother, made her walk for seTeral miles one real cold night 

and. take them up on the top of a mountain and show them where a still was. 

!hey would make her cook for • am. They took eve" thing we had. I was 

about twelve years old at that time. 

I etayed there with my mother until a.fter m'1 father died, then we moved. 

to Al.abama. I was about 22 years old. I _med a man named Keller. He 

and Jq brothers were railroad. graders •. Ie traveled allover Texas. 

I ma4:e the Ibm. Came here in 189 with my mother, husband and eight 

children. If7 husband and brothers graded the streets for the towns! te of 

Oklahoma Oi ty- and plat te4 it off. 
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When we made the Bun, we just stood on the property until it _8 8U1"

veyed, then werd pay $1.00. and the lot was ours. I camped on the corner 

of Bobinson and Pottawatomie Streets and BDbinson and Chicmsaw. I owned. 

the Northwest corner. It later sold both lots. 

I am a Christian. Baptist mostly, I guess, and I believe in the Great 

Beyond. I don I t think you have to go to church all the time to be saved. 

but you have to be right wi th the Kan up yonder before 10u can be saved. 

I am a Bepublican, and i tmakes my blood boil whenever I hear a negrO 

sq he is a democrat. !hey shond all be Republ~oans. 

I haTe been married twice. I married lilliam Cunningham here in 1922. 

He is dead; in fact,. both JD.7 husbands are dead, so I don.' t see lIlUCh need of 

talking about them. 
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WI:J;aLI.AM CURTIS 
A€;e93 yrs" 

Mc.Alester, Oklahoma. 

"Run Nigger, run, ' 
De Patteroll gi t ye! 
Run N~gger, nL~, 
Eels almost here! II , 

Please Mr. Patteroll, 
Don t t ketch me! 
Jest take dat nigger 
What I S behind dat tree." 

Lawsy, I done heard dat song all my life and it warnlt no joke 

neither. De Patrol would git ye too if he caught ye off the plantation 

VTithout fJ. pass from your 11aster, and he'd whup ye too. None of us ,dassn't 

leave without a pass. 

We Chillun sung lots of songs and we played marbles, mumble peg, 

and town ball. In de winter we would set around de fire and listen to our 

Hammy and Pappy tell ghost tales and witch tales. I don't gu.ess dey was shot 

nuff so, but we all, thought dey was,' 

, My 'Mammy was bought in Virginia by our Master, Hugh McKeown. He 

A 
owned a big plantation in Georgia.~ Soon after she come to Georgil( she 

,< married my pa. Old Master was good to us. We lived for a while in the 

quarters'bf:iliind th~Big House, and ,my mammy was d~ house woman. 

'&)~ehOw ,in a trade, or 'maybe mypa was mortgaged, but a:nyway 

ol~I#J'~",A8't,rmantnVirgini"baVe bJrJl a.rid."e~ver ~eehim no more I till 

'~~Itn:i.ghb~Okeour!le~rtswhen,he '~dto leave and old Master. " 

"'""" 
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a.bout fifteen years old. Old Master bought a tavern and mammy worked as house 

vroman and I went to work at the stables. I drove the carriage and took keer 

of the team and carriage. I kept lem shining too. lid curry the horses 'till 

they was/slick and shiny. lId polish the harness and the carriage. Old Master 

a..'1d Mistress Ylas quality and I wanted everybody to know it. They had three 

girls and three boys and we boys played together and went swi~~ing together. 

Yie loved each other, I tell yeo 

Old Master built us a little house jest back of de tavern aE-d mammy 

raised us jest like Old Mistress did her chillun. When I didn't have to work 

de boys and me v~uld go hunting. We'd kill POSSUD, coon, squirrels and wild 

gags. Old Master killed a wild hog and he give mammy her ten tiny pigs. She 

raised t em and my, at the meat we had when they wC'.s butchered. 

They had lots of company at de Big House, and it was de only tavern 

too, so they was lots of cooking to do. They would go to church on Sunday rold 

they would spread their dinners on the ground. My, but they was feasts. Weld 

allus git to go as I drive the carriage and mamsy looked after the food. We had 

our own church too, with our own preacher. 

We had a spinning house where all the old women would card and sIJin 

wool in de winter and cotton in de summer. Dey made all our clothes, what few 

we wore. Us boys just wore long tailed shirts 'till we was 12 or 13 years 

old, sometimes older. I was 15 when I started driving the fambly carriage and 

I go t to put on :Ran.ts then. 

Our suits was made out of jeans; That cloth wore like buckskin. 

We'd wear tern for a year before they had to be patched. 

We made our own brogan shoes too. Weld kill a beef and skin it 

spread the skin out and let it dry awhile~ Weld put the hide- in lime 

it 'till it was Bafrll. 
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1Text weld take it to the bench and scrape or 'plesh l it with knives. It 

nas then :9ut in a tight cabinet and smoked wi th oak wood for about 24 

hours. Smoking loosened the skin. Weld then take it out and rub it to 

soften it. It was blacked and oiled and it Vlas ready to be made into shoes. 

It took nearly a year to get a green hide made into shoes. Twan l t no wonder 

~e had to go barefooted. 

Sometiracs lId work in the wood shop, dressing wagon spokes. We 

made spokes with a plane, by hand on a bench. 

I didnlt have much work to do before! was 15 except to run errands. 

One' 0 f my job s was to take corn to the mill to be gro1L"1d in to meal. Some one 

\Jould put my sack of corn on the mule's back ancl he1:0 me up and I I d ride to 

the mill and have it gro1L"1d and they'd load me back on 8-"Yld I'd go back home. 

I remember once my meal fell off and I waited and waited for some-

body to come by and help me. I got tired wai ting so I toted the sack to a big 

log and laid it acrost it. I led my mule up~o the log and after working 

hard for a long time I managed to get it on his back. I clinbed up a,nd jest 

as we started. off the mule jumped and I fell off and. pulled the sack off vrith 

me. I couldn't do nothing but wait and finally old Master came after me. He 

knowed something was wrong. 

Old Master was good. to all of his slaves but ltds overseers had 

orders to mal{e 'em vrork. He fed I em good e.nd took good keer of 'em and. never 

made lem work iffen they was sick or even fell0ad. They was two things old 

Master jest wouldn't 'bide and dat was for a slave to be sassy or lazy. 

Sometimes if dey wouldn't work or slipped off de farm dey would whip 'em. He 

didn I t whip often. Colored overseers was worse to whip than white ones, but 

IlHadn't you all rather have a nigger overseer than a white 

to white man over my niggers. II I tve seen the overseer whip 



OldahoJ:ta Writers' Project -4-

some but I never did get no w.hip~ing. He would strip 'em to the waist and 

'VThi:!! I em TIi th a long leather strop, about I?S wide as two fingers and fastened 

to a handle. 

When de Vlar broke out everthing was changed. My young Hasters had 

to go. T. H. l.1cXeoYlIl, the oldest was a Lieutenant Mel was one of the first to 

go. It nigh broke all of our hearts. Pretty soon he sent for me to come and 

~;:eeu him com:::; any • Old Master let me go and I stayed in his quarters. He was 

stationed at Atlanta and Griffin, Georgia. lid stay with him a weel:~or two 

2nd I I d go haDe for a few days and lId truce back food and fruit. I stayed 

with him and waited on him 'till he got used to being in the army and they 

l10ved him out to fighting. I wanted to go on with hL-:1 but he wou1d..n I t let 

L1e, he told me to go back Cond tal::e care of Old Master and Old Mistress. They 

was getting old by then. Purty soon Young Master got wounded purty bad and 

they sent me home. I never i,7ent back •. I got a "::9ass" to go hO);le. OO"llXSe, 

after the war nothing TIC,.S right no more. Yes, ne ':'lC'.S free but vre didn't know 

what to do. We didn't \Tant·to leave our old Easter and our old hO[;10. We 

stayed on e.nd after a while my pc.:P"9Y COTile hone to us. Dat 17[18 de best thing 

about de war setting us free, he could come bacl: to us. 

We all lived on at the old pla..l1tation. Old Master a...l'J.d old Mistress 

died and young Master took charge of de farm. He couldn l t a'done nothing 

without us niggers. He didn!t }:now how to work. He was good to us and 

divided the crops with us. 

I never went to school much but my white folks learned me to read 

. and write,. I could always have any of their books to read, and they had 

10 ts of I em. 

Times has changed a lot since that time. I don't know where the 

world is much better now, that it has everthing or then when we didn't have 

51 



Oklahoma Wri terst 

hardly nothing, but I believe there was more religion then. We always went 

to church end I've seen I em bapti ze f~om in the early morning 'till afternoon. 

in the Chatahooche river. Folks don't hardly know nowadays jest what to believe 

they's so many religion.s, but they' 5 only one God. 

I '\7as eighteen when I married. I had. eight chillun. My wife is 

86, and she lives in St. Louis, Missouri. 
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LUCINDA. DAVIS 
Age (about) 89 yrs. 

Tu1 sa, Okla. 

"What yo' gwine do when de meat give out? 
What yo' gwine do when de meat give out? 

Set in de corner wid my lips pooched out! 
Lawsy! 

What yo' gwine do When de meat come in? 
What yot gwinedo When de meat come in? 

Set in de corner wid a greasy chin! 
Lawsy! " 

. 
Dat's about de only little ~igger song I lcnow, lessln it be de one 
about: 

IIGreat big nigger, laying 1:1.ind de log .:. 
Finger on de trigger and eye on the hawg! 
Click go de trigger and bang go de gun! 
Here come de owner and de b1.1ck nigger run!1I 

• 

And I think I learn both ofdem long after I been grown, 'cause I 

belong to a full-blood Creek Indian and I didn't know nothing but Creek talk 

long after de Civil War. MY mistress was part white and knowed English talk, 

but she never did talk it because none of de people talked it. ~ heard it 

sometime, but it sound like whole lot of wild shoat in de cedar brake scared 

at something when I do hear it. Dat was when I was little girl in time of 

de War. 

I don't know where I been born. Nobo~ never did tell me. ~ut my 

mammy and pappy gi t me after de War and I know den whose child I is.. De men 

at de Creek Agency help 'em git me, I reckon, maybe. 

First thing I remember is when I was a little girl, and I belong to 

old Tus'kaya-hiniha. He was big man in de Upper Creek, and we have a purty good 

size farm, jest a little bit to de north of de wagon depot houses on de old 

road at Honey Springs. Dat place was about twenty-five mile south of Fort 

Gi.bson,. but I don't know nothing about whar. de fort is 'When I was a little girl 
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at dat time. I know de Elk River 'bout two mile north of whar we live, 'cause 

I been there ~ de time. 

I don't know if old Master have a white name. Lots de Upper Creek 

didn't have no white name. Maybe he have another Indian name, too, because 

Tu.skayahiniha mean "head man warrior" in Creek, but dat what everybody call 

him and dat what de family call him too. 

MY Mistress' name was Nancy, and she was a Lott before she marry old 

man Tuskaya-hiniha. Her pappy name was Lott and he was purty near white. Mqbe 

so all White. Dey have two chillun, I think, but only one stayed on de plaoe. 

She was name Luwina. and her husband was dead. His name was Walker, and 

Luwina bring Mr. Walker1s little sister. Nanoy. to live at de place too. 

Luwina had a little baby boy and dat de reason old Master buy me, to 

look after de little baby boy. He didn't have no name oause he wasn't big 

enough when I was with dem, but he git a name later on, I reckon. We all oall 

him "Istidji." Dat mean "little man." 

When I first remember, before, de War, old Master had 'bout as many 

slave as I got fingers. I reckon. I can think dem off on my fingers like 

dis, but I can't recollect de names. 

Dey call all de sla.ves "Istilusti." Dat mean ":Slack man." 

Old man Tuskaya-hiniha was near I bout blind before de War, and 

'bout time of de War he go plumb blind and have to set on de long seat under 

de bresh shelter of de house all de time. Sometime I lead him around de 
• 

yard a little, but not ver:y much. Dat about de time all de slave begin to 

slip out and run off. 

My' own. pappy was name Stephany. I think: he take dat name 'cause 

when he little his mSJl'llD7 . call him "Istifani." Dat mean a skeleton. and he 

was a skiIlll1' man. He belong to de' Grqson family and I think his master name 



~ ... 

Oklahoma Writers' Project 

George, but I don't know •. Dey big people in de Creek, and with de white folks 

too« NY mammy name was Serena and she belong to some of de Gouge family. Dey 
.&. 

was big people in de Upper Creek, and one de biggest men of the Gouge was 

name Hopoethleyoholo for his Creek name. He was a big man and went to de North 

in de War and died up in Kansas, I think. Dey say when he was a little boy 

he was called Hopoethli, which mean "good little boy", and when he git grown 

he make big speeches and dey stick on de "yoholo." Dat mean "loud whooper." 

Dat de way de Creek made de name for young boys when I was a little 

girl~ When de boy git old enough de big men in de town give him a name, and 

sometime later on when he git to going round wid d~ grown men dey stick on 

some more name. If he a good talker dey sometime stick on uyoholo" t and iffen 

he make lots of jokes dey call him "Hadjo." If he is a good leader dey call 

him ulmala" and if he kind of mean dey sometime call him "fixigo." 

My mammy and pappy belong to two masters, but dey live together on 

a place. Dat de way de Creek slaves do lots of times. Dey work patches and 

give de masters most all dey make, but dey have some for demselves. Dey didn't 

have to stay on de master's place and work like I hear ,de slaves of de white 

people and de Cherokee and Choctaw people say dey had to do. 

Maybe my pappy and mammy run off and gi t free, or may-beso dey buy 

demselves out, but anyway dey move away some time and my ma.m.myl s master sell 

me to old man Tuska:ra-hiniha when I was jest a little gal. All I have to do 

is stay at de house and mind de bab:r. 

Master had a good log house and a bresh shelter out in front like 

all de houses had. Like a galler.y, only it had de dirt for de flo' and bresh 

for de roof. Dey cook everything out in de yard in big pots~ and dey eat out 

in de yard too~ 

Dat was-sho' good stuff to eat, and it make you fat too! Roast de 
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green corn on de ears in de ashes, and scrape off some and fry it! Grind de 

dry corn or :9ound it up and malee ash cake. Den bile de greens -- all kinds 

of greens from out in de woods and chop up de pork and de d.eer meat, or 

de wild turkey me.at; maybe all of dem, in de big pot at de same time! Fi sh 

too, and de big turtle dat layout on de bank! 

Dey always have a pot full of so~~i set tin right inside de house, 

and anybody eat when dey feel hungry. Anyb~dy come on a visit, always give 

'em some of de sofki. Ef dey don't t~ce none de old man git mad, too! 

When you ma~e de soiki you pound u:9 de corn real fine, den Dour 

in de water an dreen it off to git all de little skin from offtn de grain. 

Den you let de grits soale and den bile it and let it stand. Sometime you 

nut in some :9ounded hickor~ nut meats. Dat ma~e it real good. 

I don't know whar old Master git de cloth for de clothes, less'n 

he buy it. Befo' I can remember I think he had some slaves dat weave de 

cloth, but when I was dar he git it at de wagon depot at Honey Springs, I 

think. He go dar all de time to sell his corn, and he raise lots of corn, too. 

Dat place was on de big road, what we called de road to Texas, but 

it go all de way up to de North, too. De traders stop at Honey Springs and 

old Master trade corn for what he want. He gi t some :9urty checkedy cloth one 

time, and everJbody git a dress or a shirt made off'n it. I have dat dress 

'till I git too big for it. 

Everybody dress U}') fine when dey is a funeral. Dey take me along 

to mind de baby at two-three funerals, but I don't know WDO it is dat die. 

De Creek Sho' take on when somebody diel / 

Long in de night you wake up and hear a gun go off, way off yonder 

somewhar. Den it go again, and den again, jest as fast as dey can ram de load 

in. Dat mean somebody dead. When somebody die de men go out in de yard and 
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let de people know dat way. Den dey jest go back in de house and let de fire 

go out, and don't even teCh de dead person till somebody git dar what has de 

right to tech de dead. 

When somebody bad sick dey build a fire in de house, even in de 

summer, and don't let it die down till dat person git well or die. When dey 

die dey let de fire go out. 

In de morning everybody dr:ess up fine and go to de house whar de 

dead is and stand around in de yard outside de house and don't go in. 

Pretty soon along come somebody what got a right to tech and hand1e~de dead 

and dey go in. I donlt know what give dem de right, but I thiru~ dey has to 

go through some kind of medicine to git de right, and I know dey has to drink 

de red root and purge good before dey tech de body. When dey git de body 

rea~ dey come out and all go to de graveyard, mostly de family graveyard, 

right on de place or at some of the kinfolkses. 

When dey git to de grave somebo~ shoots a gun at de north, den 

de west, den de south, and den de east. Iffen dey had four guns dey used tem. 

Den dey put de body down in de grave and put some extra clothes in 

wi th it and some foo·d and a CllP of cO.ffee, maybe. Den dey takes strips of 

elm bark and lays over de body till it all oovered up, and den throw in de 

dirt. 

When de last dirt throwed on, everybody must clap dey hands and 

smile, but you Sho hadnlt better step on any of de new dirt around de grave, 

because it bring sickness right along wid you back to your own house. Dat 

what dey said, anyway's. 

Jest soon as de grave filled up dey built a little shelter over 

it wid poles like a pig pen and kiver it over wid elm bark to keep de rain 

from soaking down in de new dirt. 

Den eve17b'ody go back to de house and de family go in and scatter 
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so~e kind of medioine 'round de place and build a new fire. Sometime dey 

feed ever,rbody befo' dey all leave for home. 

Every time dey have a funeral dey alwqs a lot of de people sq, 

"Didn't you hear de stikini squalling in de night?" "I hear dat stikj.ni all 

de night!" De "stikini" is de soreech owl, and he su,ppose to tell when an~ 

body going to die right soon. I hear lots of Creek people say dey hear de 

soreeoh owl olose to de house, and shot nuff somebody in de family die soon. 

When de big battle oome at pur place at Honey Springs dey jest git 

through having de green oorn "busk." D~ gTeen corn was just ripened enough 

to eat. It must of been along in July. 

Dat busk was jest a little busk. Dey wasn't en"".g'h men around to 

have a good one. But I seen lots of big ones. Ones whar dey had all de 

different kinds of "nanga." Dey oall all de danoes some kind of banga. De 

chicken danoe is de RTolosabangall, and de "I stifanibangall is de one whar dey 

make lak dey is skeletons 'Uld raw heads ooming to git you. 

De "Hadjobanga" is de orazy dance, and dat is a funny one. Dey all 

dance crazy and make up funny songs to go wid de dance. EveI7boCiy thin.lt up 

funny songs to sing and everybody whoop and laugh all de time. 

:Bu.t de worse one was de drunk dance. Dey jest dance ever whicha~, 

de men and de women together, and dey wrassle and hug and carI7 on awful! De 

good people don't dance dat one. Everybody sing abant going to somebody elses 

house and sleeping wid dam, and shout, "We is all drunk and we don I t know what 

we doing and we ain't doing wrong 'oause we is all drunk" and things like date 

Sometime de bad ones leave and go to de woods, tool 

Dat kind of doing make de good people mad,' and sometime dey have 

killings about it. When a man catch one his women - maybeso his wife or one 

of his datIghters -- been to de woods he oatoh her and beat her and cut off 

de rim of her earsl 
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People think maybeso dat ain't so, but I know it is! 

I was combing somebodyls hair one time -- I aintt going tell who~ 

and when I lift it up offln her ears I nearly drep dead! Dar de rims cut 

right offln lem! But she was a married woman, B,nd I think maybeso it happen 

when she was a young gal and got into it at one of dem drunk dances. 

Dem Upper Creek took de marrying kind of light anyways. Iffen de 

younguns wanted to be man and wife and de old ones didn't care dey jest went 

ahead and dat was about all, I cepting some presents maybe. But de Baptists 

changed dat a lot amongst de young ones .. 

I never forgit de day dat battle of de CiVil War happen at Honey 

Springs! Old Master jest had de green corn all in, and us had been having 
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a time gitting it in, too. Jest de women was all dat was left, tcause de men 

slaves had all slipped off and left out. My uncle Abe d.one got up a bunch 

and gone to de North wid dem to fight, but I didn't know den whar he went. 

He was in dat same battle, and after de War dey called him Abe Oolonel. Most 

all de slaves 'round dat place done gone off a long time before dat wid dey 

masters when dey go wid old man Gouge and a man named McDaniel. 

We had a big tree in de yard, and a grape vine swing in it for de 

little baby "Istidji", and I was swinging him real early in de morning befo' 

de sun up. De house set in a little patch of woods wid de field in de back, 

but all out on de north side was a little open space, like a kind of prairie. 

r was swinging de baby, and all at once I seen somebody riding dis way t cross· 

dat prairie -- jest coming ~kit1ng and ~laying flat out on his hoss. When 

he see de house he begin to give de war whoop, "Eya.-a-a':"a-he-ah!" When he 

git close to de house he holler to git out de way tcause dey gwine be a big 

fight, and old Master start rapping wid his cane and yellin.g to g1 t some grub 

and blankets in de wagon right now! 
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We jest leave everything setting right whar it is, 'cepting putting 

out de fire and grabbing all de pots and kettles. Some de nigger women run 

to git de mules and de wagon and some start gitting meat and corn out of de 

place whar we done hid it to keep de scouters from finding it befo' now. All 

de time we gitting ready to travel we hear dat boy on dat horse going on down 

de big Texas road hall ering. tf~a-a-a-he .. he-hah! H 

Den jest as we starting to leave here come something across dat 

little prairie shot nuff! We know dey is Indians de way dey is riding, and 

de way dey is all strung out. Dey had a nag, and it was all red and had a 

big criss-cross on it dat look lak a saw horse. De man carl1T it and rear 

back on it when de wind whip it, but it flap all 'round de hOTse's head and 

de horse ~itch and rear la~ he know something going happen, Sho! 

I~out dat time it turn kind of dark and begin to rain a little, 

and we gi t out to de big road and de rain come down hard. It rain so hard 

for a little while dat we jest have to stop de wagon and set dar, and den 

long come more soldiers dan I ever see befo'. Dey all white men, I think, 

and dey have on dat brown clothes dyed wid walnut and. butternut, and old 

Master say dey de Confederate soldiers. Dey dragging some big guns on wheels 

and most de men slopping 'long in de rain on· foot. 

Den we hear de fighting up to de north 'long about what de river is, 

and de guns sound lak hosses loping 'cross a plank bridge way off somewhar. 

De head men start hollering and some de hosses start rearing and de soldiers 

start trotting faster up de road. We can't git out on de road so we jest 

strike off through de prairie and make for a creek dat got high banks and a 

place on it we call Rocky Cliff. 

We git in a big cave in dat cliff, and spend de whole day and dat 

night in dar, and listen to de battle going on. 
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Dat place was about half-a~mile from de wagon depot at Roney Springs, 

and a little east of it. We can hear de guns going all day, and along in de 
e. .v 

evening here come de South side making for a ~t~way. Dey come riding and 

running by whar we is, and it don't make no difference how much de head men 

hollers at 'em dey can't make dat bunch slow up and stop. 

After while here come de Yankees, right after 'em, and dey goes on 

into Honey Springs and pretty soon we see de blaze whar dey is burning de wagon 

depot and de houses. 

De next morning we goes back to de house and find de soldiers ain't 

hurt nothing much. De hogs is whar dey is in de pen and de chickens come 

cackling 'round too. Dam soldiers going so fast dey didn't have no time to 

stop and take nothing, I reckon. 

Den long come lots of de Yankee soldiers going back to de North, and 

dey looks purty wore out, but dey is laughing and joshing and going on. 

Old Master pack up de wagon wid everything he can carry den, and we 

strike out down de big road to git out de way of any more war, is dey going 

be a.ny. 

Dat old Texas road jest crowded wid wagons! Everybody doing de same 

thing we is, and de rains done made de road so muddy and de soldiers done 

tromp up de mud so bad dat de wagons git stuck all de time. 

De people all moving along in bunches, and eve17:1i ttle while one 

bunch of wagons come up wid another bunch all stuck in de mud, and dey put all 

de hosses and mules on together and pull em out, and den dey go on together 

awhile. 

At night dey camp, and de women and what few niggers dey is have to 

.git de supper in de big pots, and de men so tired dey eat everything up from 

de· women and de niggers, :purty nigh. 
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After while we come to de Canadian town. Dat whar old man Gouge 

been and took a whole lot de folks up north wid him, and de South soldiers 

got in dar ahead of us and took up all de houses to sleep in. 

Dey was some of de white soldiers camped dar, and dey was singing 

at de camp. I couldn't understand what dey sing, and I asked a Creek man 

what dey say and he tell me dey sing, "I wish I was in Dixie, look away -.;. 

look aWB¥." 

I ask him whar dat is, and he laugh and talk to de soldiers and 

dey all laugh, and make me mad. 

De next morning we leave dat town and git to de big river. De rain 

make de river rise, and I never see so much water! Jest look out dar and 

dar all dat water! 

Dey got some boats we put de stuff on, and float de wagons and swim 

de mules and. finally gi t across, but it look lak we gwine all drown. 

Most de folks say dey going to Boggy Depot and around Fort Washita, 

but old ltaster strike off by hisself and go way down in de bottom·somewhar 

to live. 

I don't know Whar it was, but dey been some kind of fighting all 

around dar, 'cause we camp in houses and cabins all de time and nobody live 

in any of I em. 

Look like de people all git away quick, 'cause all de stuff was in 

de houses, but you better scout up around de house before you go up to it. 

Liable to be some scouters already in it! 

Dem Indian soldiers jest quit de army and lots went scouting in little 

bunches and took everything dey find. Iffen somebody tr,y to stop dem dey git 

killed. 

Sometime we find graves in de yard whar somebody jest been buried 
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freSh, and one house had some dead people in it when old Mistress poke her 

head in it. We git away from dar, and no mistake! 

By and by we find a little cabin and stop and stay all de time. 

I was de only slave by dat time. All de others done slip out and run off. 

We stay dar two year I reckon, 'cause we make two little crop of corn. For 

meat a man name Mr. Walker wid us jest went out in de woods and shoot de wild 

hogs. De woods was full of dem wild hogs, and lots of fiSh in de holes whar 

he could sicken I em wid buck root and catch 'em wid his hands, all we wanted. 

I don't know when de War quit off, and when I git free, but I 

stayed wid old man TuSkay~hiniha long time after I was free, I reckon. I 

was jest a little girl, and he didn't know whar to send me to, anyways. 

One day three men rid up and talk to de old man awhile in English 

talk. Den he called me and t ell me to go wid dem to find my own famil)!. He 

jest laugh and slap mw behind and set me up on de hoss in front of one de men 

and dey take me off and leave my good checkedy dress at de house! 

Before long we git to dat Oanadian river again, and de men tie me 

on de hoss so I can't falloff. Dar was all dat water, and dey ain't no 

boat, and dey ain't no bridge, and we jest swim de hosses. I knowed Shol 

I was going to be gone dat time, but VTe gi t across. 

When we come to de Oreek Agency dar is my pappy and my malllmy to 

claim me, and I live wid dem in de Verdigris bottom above Fort Gibson till I 

was grown and dey is both dead. Den I marries Anderson Davis at Gibson Station, 

a.nd we gi t our allotments on de Verdigris east of Tulsa -- kind of south too, 

close to de Broken Arrow town. 

I knowed old man Jim McHenry at dat Broken Arrow town. He done some 

preaching and was a good old man, I think. 
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I knowed when dey started dat Wealaka school across de river from 

de Broken Arrow town. Dey name it for de Wilaki town, but dat town was way 

down in de Upper Oreek country close to whar I lived when I was a girl. 

I had lots of children, but only two is alive now. My boy Anderson 

got in a mess and went to dat McAlester prison, but he got to be a trusty and 

dey let him marry a good woman dat got lots of property dar, and dey living 

all right now. 

When my old man die I come to live here wid Josephine, but I'se 
.. 

blind and can't see nothing and all de noises pesters me a lot in de town. 

And. de children is all so ill mannered, too. Dey -jest holler at you all de 

time! Dey don't mind you neither! 

When I could. see and had my own younguns I could jest set in de 

corner and tell 'em what to do, and iffen dey didn't do it right I could 

whack 'em on de head. 'cause dey was raised de old Oreek way, and dey know 

de old folks know de best! 
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ANTHONY DAWSON 
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1008 E. Owen St., 
Tulsa, Okla. 

"Run nigger, run, 
De Patteroll git youl 
Run nigger, run, 
De Patteroll comel 

"Wat.ch nigger, watch
De Patteroll trick youl 
Watch nigger, watch, 
He got a big gun!" 

t 
Ex-sla~!3 

Dat one of the songs de slaves all knowed, and de children down 

on de "twenty acres" used to sing it when dey playing in de moonlight tround 

de cabins in de quarters. Sometime I wonder iffen de white folks didn't make 

dat song up so us niggers would keep in line. 

None o~ myoId Master's boys tried to git away 'cepting two, and 

dey met up wid evil, both of 'em. 

One of dem niggers was fotching a bull-tongue from a piece of new 

ground way at de baCk of de plantation, and bringing it to my pappy to git it 

sharped. My pappy was de blacksmith. 

Dis boy got out in de big road to walk in de soft sand, and long come 
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a wagon wid a white overseer and five, six, niggers going somewhar. Dey stopped 

and told dat boy to gi t in and ride. Dat was de last anybody seen him. 

Dat overseer and another one was cotched after awhile, and showed 

up to be underground railroaders. Dey would take a bunch of niggers into~town 

for some excuse, and on de way jest pick up a extra nigger and show him whar 

to go to git on de' "railroad system." When de runaway niggers got to de North 

dey had. to go in de a.rmy t . and d.a.t boy from our place got killed. He was a good 

boy, but clef jest talked h1milito it,. Dam r~ilroaders Was honest t and cley 
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didn't take no presents, but de patrollers was low white trashl 

We all knowed dat if a patroller jest rode right by and didn't 

say nothing dat he was doing his honest job, but iffen he stopped his hoss 

and talked to a nigger he was after some kind of trade. 

Dat other black boy was hoeing cotton way in de back of de field 

and de patroller rid up and down de big road, saying nothing to nobody. 

De next day another white man was on de job, and long in de even-

ing a man come by and axed de niggers about de fishing and hunting:! Dat 

black boy seen he was de same man what was riding de day befo' and he knowed 

it was a underground trick. But he didn't see all de trick, bless Godl 

We found out afterwards dat he told his mammy about it. She worked 

at de big house and she stole something for him to give dat low white trash 

I reCkon, 'cause de next day he played sick along in de evening and de blaCk 

overlooker - he was my uncle - sent him ba.Ck to de quarters. 

He never did gi t there, but when dey started de hunt dey found 

him about a mile away in de woods wid his head shot off, and old Master sold 

his mammy to a trader right away. He never whipped his grown niggers. 

Dat was de way it worked. Dey was all kinds of white folks jest 

like dey is now. One man in Sesesh clothes would shoot you if you tried to 

run away. Maybe another 8esesh would help slip you out to the 1llldOrground 

and say "God bless you poor black devil", and some of dam dat was poor would 

help you if you could bring tem sumpin you stole, lak a silver dish or spoons 

or a couple big hams. I couldn't blame them poor white folks, wid the men 

in the War and the women and children hongr.y. The niggers didn't belong to 

themnohow,a.nd they had to live somehow. But now and then they was a devil 

on earth, walking in the, sight of -God and.. spreading iniquity before him. He 

was de low-down 8esesh dat would take what a. poor runaway nigger had to give 

,
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for his chance to git away, and den give him 'structions dat would lead him 

right into de hands of de patrollers and eit him caught or shot! 

Yes, dat's de way it was. Devils and good people walking in de 

road at de same time, and nobody could tell one from t'·other. 

I remember about de trickery so good 'cause I was IIgrown and out" 

at thB,t time. VThen I was a little boy I was a house bey, • cause my mammy was 

the house woman, but when the war broke I already been sent to the fields 

and ~~y was still at de house. 

I was born on July 25, 1832. I know, 'cause old Master keep de 

book on his slaves jest like on his own family. He was a good man, and old 

Mistress was de best woman in de world! 

De plantation had more tllan 500 acres and most was in cotton and 

tobacco. But we raised corn and oats, and lots of cattle and horses, and 

plenty of sheep for wool. 

I wes born on the plantation, soon after my pappy and rna:mmy was 

brought to it. I don't remember whether they was bought or come from my 

Mistress's father. He was mighty rich and had several·hundred niggers. When 

she was married he give her 40 niggers. One of them was my pappy's brother. 

His name was John, and he was my master's overlooker. 

We called a white man boss the "overseerll, but a nigger was a over

looker. John could read and write and figger, and old Master didn't have no 

white overseer. 

Master's name was Levi Dawson, and his plantation was 18 miles east 

of Greenville, North Carolina. It was a beautiful place, with all the fences 

around. the Big House and along the front made out of barked poles, rider style, 

and all 'whitewashed. 
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The Big House set back from the big road about a quarter of a 

mile. It was only one story, but it had lots of rooms. 

There was four rooms in a bunch on one side and four in a bunch 

on the other, with a wide hall in between. They was made of square adzed logs, 

all weatherboarded on the outside and planked up and plastered on the inside. 

Then they was a long gallery clean across the front with big pillars made out 

of briCks and plastered over. They called it the passage 'cause it din't have 

no floor excepting bricks, and a bugerJ could drive right under it. Mostly it 

was used to set under and talk and play c8,rds and drink the best whiskey old 

Master could buy. 

Back in behind, the big house was the kitchen, and the smokehouse in 

8n9t~er place made of plank, and all was whitewashed and painted white all 

the time. 

Old Mistress was named Miss Susie and she was born an Isley. She 

brought 40 niggers from her pappy as a present, and Master Levi jest had 4 

or 5, but he had got all his land from his pappy. ahe had the niggers and 

he had the land. That's the way it-was, and that's the way it stayed! She 

never let him punish one of her niggers and he never asked her about buying 

or selli~g land. Her pappy was richer the..n his pappy, and she was sUre 

quality! 

My pappy's name was .. ~ thony , and mammy's name was C11anie. He was 

the bla~csmi th and fixed the wagons, but he couldn (t read and figger like 

uncle John. Mammy was the head house woman but didn't know any letters either. 
( 

They was both black like me. Old man Isley, where they come from, 

had lots of niggers, but. I; don't think they was off the boat. 

You can set the letters up and I can't tell them, but you can't 

fool me with the figgers., 'less they are migp.ty big numbers. 
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Master Levi had three sons and no daughters. The oldest son was 

Simeon. He was in the Sesesh army. The other two boys was too young. I 

ca.n't remember their names. They was a lot younger and I was groitm and out 

befo l they got big. 

Old Master was a fine Christian but he like his j~~'" anyways. 

He let us niggers bE,ve preachings and prayers, and would give us a parole to 

go 10 or 15 miles to a ca.mp meeting and stay two or three days with nobody 

but Uncle John to stand. for us. Mostly we h8,(1 white preachers, but-when we 

had a black preacher tha.t was Heaven. 

We didn 1 t bE.ve no voodoo women nor conjure -folks at our 20 acres, 

':Fe all knowed about the Word and the unseen Son of God and we didn't put no 

stock in conjure. 

Course we had luck charms a.nd good and bad signs, but everybody 

got dem things even nowaday~. My boy hk~d a white officer in the Big Wa~ and 
,~~. 

he tells me that man had a lill old doll tied around his wrist on a gold chain. 
y-

We used herbs and roots for common ailments, like sassafa~, and 
1\ 

boneset and peach tree poultices and coon root tea, but when a nigger got bad 

sick Old 1~ster sent for a white doctor. I remember that old doctor. He lived 

mn Green~ille and he had to come 18 miles in a buggy. 

\f.hen he give some nigger medicine 'he would be afraid the nigger 

was like lots of them that believed in conjure, and he would say, nlf you donlt 

take.that medicine like I tell you and I have to come back here to see you I 

going to break your dam black neck next time I come out herel" 

. Whe~ it was bad weather sometime the black bo~ sent after hillL. had 

to carr.y a lantern to show him the way back. If that nigger on his mule got 

t1fur ahead so old doetor couldn't see de light he shot catch de devil from 

that old doctor ane?- from old Maste~ too, less'n he was one of old Missy's.' 
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house niggers, and then old Master jest grumble to satisfy the doctor. 

Down in the quarters we had the spinning house, where the old woman 

card the wool and run the loom. They made double weave for the winter time, 

8.nd all the wlli tefolks and slaves had good clothes and good food. 

Master made us all eat all we could hold. He would come to the 

smokehouse and look in and say, "You niggers ain't cutting down that smoke 

side and that souse 1ak you ought to! You made dat meat and you got to help 

eat it Up!1i 

Never no work on Sunday tcepting the regular chores. The over-

looker made everybody clean up and wash de children up and after the praying 

we had games. Antny over and marbles and "I Spy" and de likes of that. Some 

times de boys would go down in de woods and git a possum. I love possum and . 

sweet taters, but de coon meat more delicate and de har d.on't stink up de 

meat. 

I wasn I t at the q1.l8.rters much as a boy_ I was at the big house 

with my mammy, and I had to swing the fly bresh over my old Mistre~s when she 

was sewing or eating or taking her nap. Sometime I would keep the flies offln 

old Master, and when I would get tired ane. let the bresh slap his neck he 

would kick at me and cuss me, but he never did reach me. He had a way of 

keeping us little niggers scared to death and never hurting nobody. 

I was down in the field burning bresh when I first heard· the guns 

in the War. De fighting was de battle at Kingston, North Carolina, and it 

lasted four days and nights. After while bunches of Sesesh come riding by 

hauling wounded people in wagons, and then pretty soon big bunches of Yankees 

come by, but dey didn't ack like dey was trying very hard to ketch up. 

Dey had de country in charge quite some time, and they had forages 
. ' 

coming round all.thetime •.. 13y<¥tt time old Master done buried hi.s money and 

silVer a.n,q.. deb;g eloQk, ~but theYa:rijceesdidn.t.~'ar ·to s~reh 01lt .dat 
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kind of stuf'f. All dey aSE- about was did anybocly find a bottle of brand¥l 

When de War ended u~) most all de niggers stay with old Master and 

-vrork on de shares, until de land git d.ivided up and. sold off and the young 

ni€;gers gi t scattered to town. 

I never did ha,ve no truck wid de Ku Kluckers, but I had to step 

mightyhigh to keep out 'n it! De sho t nuff Kltu:es never did bother around us 

r C2"use we minded our' own business and never give no trouble. 

We vrouldn I t let no niggers come I round our ple.ce talking 'bout 

delegates and voting, end we j est all stayed on t:p.e l)lace. But dey was some 

lou white trash and some devilish niggers made out like dey Vias leu Klux ranging 

t round de country stealing hosses and talring things. Old Haster said dey 

wasn I t shore enough, so I reckon he knowed who the re6"11lar ones \7as. 

These bunches that come around robbing got into our neighborhood 

and old Master told me I better not have myoId horse at the house, 'cause 

if I ha.d him they would know nobody had been there stealing and it wouldn't 

do no good to hide anything 'cause they would tear up the place hunting what 1 

had and maybe whip or kill me. 

"Your old hoss aint no good, Tony, and you better kill him to make 

them think you already been raided on, "old Master told me, so I led him out 
G: 

and knocked him in the head with an axe, and then we hid all our Y'rub and 

waited for the Kluckers to come most any night, but they never did come. I 

borried a hoss to use in the day and took him ba~~ home every night for a-

bout ·a year. 

The niggers kept talkinG about being free, but they wasn't free then 

and they ain't now. 

Putting them free jest like p~tting goat hair on a sheep. When it 

rain de goat come a running and git in de shelter, 'cause his hair won't shed 
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the ra.in and he gi t cold, but de sheep ain't got sense enough to gi t in the 

shelter but jest stand out and let it redn on him all day. 

But the good Lord fix t?:e sheep up Vlid a woolly jacket thE',t turn 

the water off, and he don't git cold, so he don't have to have no brains. 

De nigger during slavery was like de sheep. He conldn t t tal{e care 

of hisself but his Master looked out for him and he didn't have to use his 

brains. De master's protection was like de wooly coat. 

But de 'mancipation come and take off de woolly coat and les.ve de 

nigger wid no protection and he c2.in't take care of hisself either. 

\:hen de niggers was sot free lots of them got mighty uppity, and 

everybody wanted to be a delegate to something or other. The Yankees told us 

we could go etol'm and vote in the 'lectians and our color was good enough to 

run for anything. Hea.ps of niggers believed them. You ccdn1t fault them for 

that, 'Ce.use they didn't have no better sense, but I Imowed the black folks 

didn't h8~e no business mixing in until they knowed more. 

It was a long time after the War before I went dOi7Il to vote and 

everything quiet by that time, but I hea.rd.people talk about the fights at 

the schoolhouse when they hc-:.d the first election. 

I jest stayed on around the old place ar-0ng time, and then I got 

on another piece of ground and farmed, not far from Greenville until 1900 • 

. Then I moved to Hearn, Texas, and stayed with my son Ed until 1903 when we 

moved to Sapulpa in the Creek Nation. We come to Tulsa severe.l years ago, amd 

• I 
(D been l-Ihvingwi tllL h.~ ever S l.nce. 

I can't move off my bed now, but one time I Vias strong as a young 

bull. I raised seven boys and seven girls. My boys was named Edward, Joseph, 

Furney, Julius, James, and William, and my girls ~% :luveni'ai 01:lli?!:'il; Ohanie 

. Mamie, Rebecca and Susie. 
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I always been a deep Christian and depend on God and know his 

unseen Son, the King of Glory. I learned about Him when I was a little boy. 

Old ~~ster was a good man, but on some of the plantations the masters wasn't 

goo~ men and the niggers didn't get the Word. 

I never did get no reading and writing 'c~use I never did go to 

the schools. I thoug;ht I was too big, but they had schools and the young ones 

went. 

But I could figger, and I was a good farmer, and now I bless the 

Lord for 8,11 his good works. Ever;)Toody don't know it I reckon, but we all 

needed each other. The olacks needed the whites, and still do. 

There's a difference in the color of the skin, but the souls is all 

v!hi te, or all black, ':!.Jending on the man 1 s life and not on his skin. The old 

fashioned meetings is ousted up into a thousand different kinds of churches 

and only one God to look after them. All is confusion, but I ain't going to 

worry my 010. he8,d about 'em. 
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ALICE DOUGLASS 
Age 77 yrs. 

Oklahoma City, O~~a. 

I was born December 22, 1860 in Sumner County, Ten:1.essee. My 

I mean mammy, I cause what did we Imow 'bout mother and mamma. 

:Master and Mistress made dey chillun call all nigger women, il:Black 'Hammy." 

Jest as I was saying my manuny was named Millie Elkins and my :9appy was 

named Isaac Garrett. My sisters and brothers was Franlc, Susie and M6llie. 

They is all in Nashville, Tennessee right now. They lived in log houses. 

I 'member my grandpap?y and when he died. I a1lus slept in the Big House in 

a cradle wid white babies. 

We all the time wore cotton dresses and we weaved our own cloth. 

The boys jest wore shirts. Some wore shoes, and I &~o' did. I kin see 'em 

now as they measured ~v feets to git my shoes. We had doctors to wait on us 

iffen we got sick and ailing. We wore asafedida to keep all diseases offen us. 

Wllen a nigger man got ready to marry, he go and tell his master that 

they was a woman on sech and sech a farm that he'd lak to have. Iffen master 

give his resent, then he go and ask her master and ~fan he say yes, well, they 

,jest jump the broomstick. Mens could jest see their wives on Sadday ni teo 

They laid peoples 'cross barrels and whupped tern vdd bull whups till 

the blood come. They'd half feed 'em and niggers'd steal food and cook all 

night. The things we was forced to do then the whites is doing of their own 

free will now. You gotta reap jest what you sow 'cause the Good :Book says it. 

They used to bid niggers off and then load 'em on wagons and take 

'em to cotton farms to work. ,I never seen no cotton till I come heah. Peoples 

make big miration 'bout girls having babies at 11 years old. And you better 

have them whitefolks some babies iffan you didn't wanta be S"old. Though a 

funny thing to me is, iffen a nigger woman had a baby' on the boat on the wa;:r 
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to the cotton farms, they throwed it in the river. Taking 'em to them cotton 

farms is jest the reason ni€;gers is so plentiful in the South today. 

I ain't got no education a'tall. In dem days you better not be 

caught with a newspaper, else you got a beating and your back almost cut off. 

When niggers got free, whitefolks killed 'em by the carload, 'cause they said 

it was a nigger uprising. I used to l~ on the flo' with the whitefolks and 

hear' em pass. Them patrollers roved t~Jing to ketch niggers without nasses 

to whup 'em. 
. ·r9) 

They was sometl.mes called bush whackers.'\"'';;'' ,# 

We went to white folks' church. I was a great big girl before we 

TIent to cullud church. We'd stay out and play while they worshipped. We 

jest played marbles - girls, white chillun and all. 

The Yankees come thoo' and took all the meat and everything they 

could find. They took horses, food and all. Mammy cooked their vittles. One 

come in our cabin and took a sack of dried fruit with my mammy's shoes on the 

top. I tried to make 'em leave mammy's shoes too but he didn't. 

I stayed in the house with the whitefolks till I was 19. They lak 

to kept me in there too long. That's why I'm selfish as I am. Within three 

weeks after I was out of the house, I married William Douglass. Whitefolks 

now don't want you to tech 'em, and I slept with white chillun till I was 

19. You kin cook for 'em and put your hands in they vittles and they don't 

say nothing, but jest you tech one! 

We stayed on, on the place, three or four years and it was right 

then mammy give us our pappyts name. We moved from the place to one three or 

four miles from our master's place, and mammy cooked there a long time. 

Abraham Lincoln gits too much praise. I say, shucks, give God the 

praise. Lincoln come thoo' Gallitan, Tennessee and sto?ped at Hotel Tavern 

wi th his wife. They was dressed jest 18k tramps and nobody knowed it was him 
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cmd his wife till he got to the White House and writ back and told 'em to 

lQok 'twixt the leaves in the table where he had set and they shot nuff found 

out it was him. 

I never mentions Jeff Davis. He ain't ~mff it. 

Booker T. Washington was all right in his place. He come here and 

told these whitefolks jest what he thought. Oourse he wouldn't have done 

that way do'!iIl South. I declare to God he shot told 'em enough. They toted 

him 'round on their hands. No Jim Crow here then. 

I jined the church 'cause I had religion round 60 years ago. People 

oughta be religious shot; what for they wanta live in sin and die and go to 

the Bad Man. To gi t to Heaven, you sho' ought to work some. I want a resting 

place somewhar, 'cause I ain't got none here. I am a member of Tabernacle 

Bantist Church, and I help build the first church in Oklahoma City. 

I got three boys and three girls. I don't know none's age. I 

give 'em the best education I could. 
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Oklahoma City, Oklahoma 

I was born June 6, 1856 in Madison County, Georgia. Father was named 

Joe Dowdy and mother was named Mary Dowdy. There was 9 of us boys, George, 

Smith, Lewis, Henry, William, myself, Newt, James and Jeff. ~lere was one girl 

and she was my twin, and her name was Sarah. My mother and father come from 

Ricl1mond, Va., to Georgia. Father lived on one side of the river_and my mother 

on the other wide. My father would come over ever 'week to visit us. Noah 

Meadows bought my father and Elizabeth Davis I daughter of the old master took 

my mother. They married in Noah Meadows' house., 

MY mother was the cook in the Big House. They'd give us pot likker 

with bread crumbs in it. Sometimes meat, jest sometimes, very seldom. I 

liked black-eyed peas and still do till now. We lived in weatherboard house. 

Our parents had corded-up beds with ropes and us chillun slept on the floor 

for most part or in a hole bored in a log. Our house had one window jest big 

,enough to stick your he~ out of, and one door, and this one door faced the 

Big HOuse which was your master's house. This was so that you couldn't git 

out tless somebody seen you. 

MY job was picking up chips and keeping the calves and cows separate 

so that the calves wouldn't suck the cows dry. Mostly, we had Saturday after-

noons off to wash. I was show boy doing the 1'Iar, me and my' ,sister I cause we __ J 

was' twins. MY mother could~n~be bought 'cause she done had 9 boys for one 

farm and neither my father, 'cause he was the father of lem. I was religious 

and didn't play much, but 1 sha did like to listen to preachings. I did used 

to play marbles sometimes. 
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We jest wore shirts and nothing. else both winter and swmner. They 

was a little heavier in winter and that's all. No shoes ever. I had none till 

after I was set free. I guess I was almost 12 years old then. 

The overseer on our place was a large tall, black man. We had plenty 

poor white neighbors. They was one of our biggest troubles. They'd allus look 

in our windo~ and door all the time. 

I saw slaves sold. I can see that old block now. MY cousin Eliza 

was a pretty girl, really good looking. 
t!'ft 

Her mastah was her father. When the 

girls in the big house had beaux coming to see 'em, they'd ask, "Who is that 

pretty gal?" So they decided to git rid of her right away. The day they sold 

her, will allus be remembered. They stripped her to be bid off and looked at. 

I wasn't allowed to stand in the crowd. I was laying down under a fig brush. 

The man that bought Eliza was from New York. The Negroes had made up nuff 

money to buy her off thef"l;elf, but they wouldn't let that happen. There was 

a man bidding for her who was a Swedeland. He allus bid for the good looking 

cullud gals and bought fern for his own use. He ask the man from New York, 

"Whut you gonna do with her when you gi t 'er!" The man from New York said, 

"None of your damn business, but you ain't got moneynuff to buy 'er." When 

the man from New York had done bought her, he said, "Eliza, you are free from 

now on." She left and went to New York with him. Mama and Eliza both cried 

when she was being shoed off, and master told 1 em to shet up before he 

knocked they brains out. 

Iffen you didn't do nothing wrong, they whipped you now and then 

anyhow. I called a boy Johnny once and he took me 'hind the garden and poured 

,R 
it on me. and made me call him mastBh. It was from then onl I started to fear 

the white man. I come to think of him as a bear. Sometimes fellows would be 

a little late making it in and they got whipped with a cow-hide. The same man 
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whut whipped me to make me call him master, well, he whipped my Il'\8.InIll8. He 

tied her to a tree and beat her unmerciful and cut her tender parts. I don't 

know why he tied her to that tree. 

The first time you was caught trying to read or write, you was 

whipped with a cow-hide, the next time with a cat-o-nine tails and the third 

time they cut the first jint offen your forefinger. They was very severe. 

You most allus got 30 and 9 lashes. 

They carried news from one plantation by whut they call rel~. 

Iffen you was caught, they whipped you till you said, "Oh, pray Master!" One 

day a man gitting whipped was saying Oh pray master, Lord have mercy til They'd 

say "Keep whipping that nigger Goddamn him." He was whipped till he said,'tOh 

pre:y}/J8.ster, I gotta nuf!." Then they said, "Let him up now, 'cause he's 

praying to the right man." 

W~ father was the preacher and an educated man. You know the sermon 

they give him to preach? - Servant, Obey Your ~~ster. Our favorite baptizing 

hymn was On Jordan's Stormy :Sank I Stand. W\Y' favorite song is Nobody Knows 

the TroUble I've Seen. 

Oh, them patrollers! They had a chief and he gittem together and 

iffen they caught you without a pass and sometimes with a pass, they'd beat 

you. But iffen you had a pass, they had to answer to the law. One old master 

had two slaves, brothers, on his place. They was both preachers. Mitchell 

was a hardshell Baptist and Andrew was a Missionary Baptist. One day the 

patroller chief was rambling thoo' the place and found some letters writ to 

Mitchell and Andrew. He went to the master and said, "Did you know you had 

some niggers the. t could read and wri tet n Master said, "No, but I might have, 

who do you 'spect?" The patroller answered, "Mitchell and Andrew." The old 

master said, "I never knowed Andrew to tell me a lie 'bout nothingl" 
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Mitchell was called first ~nd asked could he read and write. He was 

scared stiff. He said, "new-sir." Andrew was called and asked. He said, 

"Yes-sir." He was asked iffen Mitchell could. He said, "Sho l , better'n me. 1l 

The master told John Arnold, the patroller chief, not to bother lem. He 

gloried in they spunk. When the old master died, he left all of his niggers 

a home apiece. We had Xu Klux Xlans till the government sent Federal officers 

out and put a stop to their ravaging and sent 'em to Sing Sing. 

Doing the war my father was carpenter. His young master come to him 

'cause he was a preacher and asked him nmst he go to the front a~ my father 

told him not to go 'cause he wouldn't make it. He went on jest the same and 

when he come back my father had to tote him in the house 'cause ht'1 had one le~ 

tore off. The Yankees come thoo', ramshacked houses, leave poor horses and 

take fat ones and turn the poor ones in the corn they left. They took ever-

~o. 1_ thing they could. They cuss n1ggers who douged I em for being fools and make 

'em show 'em everything they knowed whar was. 

Our old master was mighty old and him and the wonten folks cried when 

we was freed. He told us we was free as he was. 

I come to Oklahoma in 1906. I come out of that riot in 1906. Some 

fellow knocked up a colored woman or something and we waded right in and be-

lieve me we made Atlanta a fit place to live in. It is Olle of the best cities 

in America. 

I married Miss Emmaline Witt. I carried her to the preacher one of 

the coldest nights I ever rid. I have three chi11un and don't know how many 

grandchillun. My chi11un is one a nurse, one in Arizona for his health and 

the other doing first one thing and another. 

I think Abraham Lincoln was the greatest human being ever been on 
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earth 'cepting the Apostle Paul. Who a,ny better'n a man who liberated 4,000,000 

Negroes! Some said he wasn't a Christian, but he told some friends once, "I'm 

going to leave you and may never see you again (and he didnlt) so 11m going to 

take the Divine Spirit, with me and leave it with you." 

Jeff Davis ~as as bloody as he could be. I don't 1ak him attall. 

But you know good things come from enemies. I don't even admire George 

Washington. White men from the south that will help the Negro is far and few 

between. Booker T. Washington was a great man~ He made some blunders and 

mistakes, but he was a great man. He is the father of industrial education 

and you know that sho' is a great thing. 

The white folks was ignorant. You know the better you prepare your-

self the better you act. Iffen they had put some sense in our heads 'stead 

of sticks on our heads, we'ud been better off and more benefit to tem. 

I had something.from within that made me fear God and taught me how to 

pre,y. People say God don't hear winners pray, but he do. Everybody ought to 

be Christians so not to be lost. 

I work in real estate and can do a lot of work. I don't use no 

crutches and no cane and walk all the time, never hardly ride. I come in at 

1 and 2 o'clock e., m. and get up between 8 and 9 a. m. Icept Sundays, I get 

up at 7 or 8 a. m. so I can be ready to go to Sunday School. I cook for my 

own self all the time too. I am a l3a.ptist and a member of Tabernacle Baptist 

Church. I am a trustee in my church too. 
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Most folks can"t remember many things happened to lem when 

they only eight years old, but. one of my biggest tribulations come about 

dat time and I never will forget itl That was when I was took away from 

my own mammy and pappy and sent off and bound out to another man, way off 

two-three hundred miles away from whar I live. And dat I s the last time I 

ever see either one of them, or any my own finf~lksl 

Vlhar I was born was at Hazelhurst, Mississippi. Jest a little 

piece east of Hazelhurst, close to the Pearl River. and that place was a kind 

of new plantation what my Master, Dr. Alexander, bought when he moved into 

Mississippi from up in Virginia awhile before the "War. 

They said my mammy brings me down to Mississippi, and I was 

born jest right after she got there. My mammy's name was Margaret, and she 

was born under the Ramson's, back in Tennessee. She belonged to Dave Hamson. 

and his pappy had come to Tennessee to settle on war land, and he had knowed 

Dr. Alexander's people ba.ck in Virginia too. My pappy's name was Addison, 

and he always belonged to Dr. Alexander. Old doctor bought my mammy I cause . . 

my pappy liked her. Old doctor live in Tennessee a little while before he 

go on down in Mississippi. 

Old doctor's wife named Dinah, and she shot was a good woman, 

but I don't remember about old doctor much. He was away all the time, it 

seem like .. 

When I is about six year old they take me into the Big House to 

learn to 'ge a house woman, and they show me how to cook and clean up and take 
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care of babies. That Big House wasn't very fine, but it was mighty big 

and cool, and made out of logs with a big hall, but it didn't have no long 

gallery like most the houses around there had. 

They was lots of big trees in the yard, and most the ground was 

new ground 'round that place, 'cause the old Doctor jest started to done farm

ing on it when I was took away, but he had some more places not so far away, 

over towards the river that was old ground and made big crops for him. I 

went to one of the places one time, but they wasn't nobody on I em but niggers 

and a white overseer. I don't know how many niggers old Doctor had, but 

Master John Deeson say he had about a hundred. 

At old Doctor's house I didn't have to work very hard. Jest had 

to help the cooks and peel the potatoes and pick the guineas and chickens and 

do things like that. Sometime I had to watch the baby. He was a little boy, 

and they would bring him into the k:i.tchen for me to watch. I had to git up 

way before daylight and make the fire in the kitchen fireplace and bring in 

some fresh water, and go get the milk what been down in the spring all night, 

and do things like that until breakfast ready. Old Master and old Mistress 

come in the big hall to eat in the summer, and I stand behind them and shoo 

off the flies. 

Old doctor didn't hav~ no spinning and weaving niggers 'cause he 

say they don't do enough work and he buy all the cloth he use for everybody's 

clothes. He can do that 'cause he had lots of money. He was big rich, and 

he keep a whole lot of hard money- in the house all the time,but none of the 

slaves know. it but me. Sometimes I would have the baby in the Mistress' room 

and shewouldgogit three or four pig wood boxes full of hard money for us 

to play wi the I would-make fences out of the money all across the floor, to 

ke'ept:lleQ~bysa.t~s:tied~ and when he 'go to sleep·1 would put the money back in 
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the boxes. I never did 1mow how· much they is, but a whole lot. 
OLJ) 

Even after the War start &id Doctor lw,ve that money, and he would 

excl12nge money for people. Sometimes. he would go out and be gone a long time, 

and come back 1~rith a lot more money he got from somewhar. 

Right at the first they lltade him a high officer in the War and he 
A 

done doctoring somewhVr¢ at a hospital most of the time. But he could go on 

both sides of the War, and sometime he vlOuld come in at night e...nd bring old 

Mistress pretty little things, and I heard him tell her he got them in the 

Horth. 

One o_~y I VIas fanning him and I asked him is he been to the North 

and he kick out at JP.e and tell·' to shut up my black nouth, and it nearly scared 

me to death the way he look at me! Hearly every time he been gone and come 

in and tell Mistress he been in the North he have a lot more hard money to 

put away in them boxes, too! 

One evening long come a man and eat supper at the house and stay 

all nieht. He was a nice mannered man, and I like to wait on him. The next 

morning I hear him ask old Doctor what is my name, and old Doctor start in to 

try to sell me to that man. The man say he canlt buy me 'cause old Doctor say 

he want a thousand dollars, and then old Doctor say he will bind me out to 

him. 

I run away from the h~use and went out to the cabin whar my mammy 

and pappy was, but they tell me to go on back to the Big House 'cause maybe I 

am just scared. But about that time old Doctor and the man come and old 

Doctor make me go with the man. We go in his buggy a long ways off to the 

South, and after he stop two or tluree night at peoples houses and P11t me out 

to stay with the niggers he come to his own house. I ask him how far it is 

back home and he say about a hundred miles or more, and laugh, and ask me 

if I know how far that is. 
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I wants to know if I can go back to my mammy some time, 1.'I..Ilc1. he 

say uShb', of course you CC'.Jl, some of these times. You (ion1t ~)elol1b to me, 

Jo, l'se jest your boss and not your master." 

He live in a bit old. rottena.;;r house, but he aint farming none of 

the land. Jest as soon as he git home he goro!f again, and sometimes he only 

come in at night for a little while. 

His wife's name was Kate and his name was Mr. John. I was there 

about a week before I found out they name was Deeson. They had_two children, 

a g~rl about my size name Joanna like me, and a little baby boy name Johnny. 

One day Mistress Kate tell me I the only nigger they got. I been thinlcing 

maybe they had some somewhar on a plantation, but she say they aint got no 

plantation and they aint been at that place very long either. 

That little girl Joanna and me kind of take up together, and she 

was a mighty nice mannered little girl, too. Her mammy raised her good. Her 

mammy was mighty sickly all the time, and that's the reason they bind me to 

do the work. 

Mr. John was in some kind of business in the War too, but I never 

see lum with no soldier clothes on but one time. One night he come in with 

them on, but the next morning he come to breakfast in jest his plain clothes 

again. Then he go off agEdn. 

I sho I had a hard row at that hous e. I twas old and rackady, and 

I had to scrub off the staircase and the floors all the time, and git the 

breakfast for Mistress Kate and the two children. Then I could have my own 

breakfast in the kitchen. Mistress Kate always get the supper, though. 

Some days she go off with the two children and leave me at the 

. house all day by myself, and! think maybe I run off, but I didnft know whar 
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He done some kind of trading in Jackson, Mississippi, and he 'would be gone 

three or four days at a time, but I never ctid lmow vThat kind of trading it 

was. 

About the time he come hom'e to stay I seen the, first Ku Klux I ever 

seen one night.· I 'l78,S going dOi'm the road in the moonlight and I heard a 

hog grunting out in the bushes at the side of the road. I jest'waL~ right on 

and in a little ways I hear another hog in some more bushes. This time I 

stan and listen, and they's another hog grunts across the road, and about 

~~,t time two mens dressed up in long white skirts steps out into the road 

in front of me! I was so scared the goose bumps jump up allover me 'cause 

I dln't knovr what they is1 They didn't say a Y.'ord to me, but jest walked 

on :past me and went 011 back the we.y I had come. Then I see two more mens 

ste:!,J out of the woods and I run from that as fast as I ce.n go! 

I ast Miss Kate v.'hat they is and she say they Xu Klux, and I 

,better not go walking off down the road any more. I seem them two, three times 

after that, though, but they ViaS riding hosses them times. 

I stayed at Mr. John's place two more years, and he got so grumpy 

and his wife got so mean I mel{e U}1 my mind to run off. I bundle up my clothes 

in a little bundle and hide them, and then I wait until Miss Kate tpJce the 

children and go off somev!here, and I light out on foot. I had me a piece of 

that hr .. rd money what Master Dr. Alexander had give me one time at Christmas. 

I had kept it all that time and. nobody knowed I had it, not even Joanna. Old 

Doctor told me it waififty dollars, and I thought I could live on it for a 

while. 

I never had been away from that place, not even to another plant-

ation in all the four years I was with the Deesons, and I didn't know which-

a-way to go, so I jest started west. 
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I been walkinl about all eveningl it seem like, and I come to a 

little town with jest a few houses. I see a nigger man and ask him whar I 

can git something to eat, and I say I got fifty dollars. 

"What you doing vdd fifty dollars, child? Where you belong at t 

anyhow?" He ask me, and I tell him I belong to Master John Deeson, but I is 

running away. I e:::plain that I jest bOUlld out to Mr. JOM, but Dr. Alexander 

my real master, and than tha,t man tell me the first time I knowe.i\. it that I 

aint a slave no more! 

That man Deeson never did tell me, and his wife never did! 

Well, dat man asked me about the fifty dollars, and then I found 

out that it was jest fifty centsl 

I can't begin to tell about all the hard times I had working for 

something to eat and roaming around after that. I don't know why I never did 

try to gi t back up around Hazelhurst and hunt up my pappy and mammy, but I 

reckon I was jest ignorant and didn't know how to go about it. Anyways I 

never did see them no more. 

In about three years or a little over I met Bryce Draper on a farm 

in Mississippi and we was married. His mammy had had a harder time than I had. 

She had five children by a man that belong to her master, Mr. Bryce and al-

ready named one of the boys that my husband -- Bryce after him, and then 

he take her in and" sell her off away from all her children! 

One was jest a little baby, and the master give it laudanum, but 

it didn't die, and he sold her off and lied and said she was a young girl and 

didntthave no husband, 'cause the man what bought her said he didn't want to 

buy no woman and take her away from a family. That new master name was Draper. 

Thel~st y-ear of the War Mr. Draper die, and his wife already dead, 

and heg;!eall his farm to his two slaves and set. them free. OlI1e of, them 
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slaves was my husband's mammy. 

Then right away the whites come and robbed the plaoe of every 

thing'they oould haul off, and run his mammy and the other niggers offl 

Then she went and found her boy, that was my husband, and he live with her 

until she died, jest before we is married. 

We lived in Mississippi a long time, and then we hear about how 

they better to the Negroes up in the North, and we go up to Kansas, but 

they ain't no better there, and we come down to Indian Territory In the Creek 

Nation in 1898, jest as they getting in that Sp~ish War. 

We leased a little farm from the Creek Nation for $15 an aore, 

but when they give out the allotments we had to give it up. Then we rent 

100 aores from some Indians olose to Wagoner, and we farm it all with my 

family. We had enough to do it tool 

For ohildren we had John and Joe, and Henry, and Jim and Robert 

and Will that was big enough to work, and then the girls big enough was Mary, 

Nellie, Izora, Dora, and the baby. Dora married Max Colbert. His people 

belonged to the Colberts that had Colbert's ~rossin' on the Red River way before 
';:-

the War, and he was a freedman and got allotment. 

I lives with Dora now, and we is all happy, and I don't like to 

talk about. the d..a.ys of the sla.very times, • cause they never did mean nothing 

to me but misery, from the time l' was eight years old. 

I never will forgive that white man for not telling me I was free, 

and not helping me to git back to my ~ and pappy! Lots of white people 

done that. 
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Ex-Slav.es· 

I was born near Memphis, Tenn., on the old Ben Moore plantation, 

but I don't know anything about the Old South because Master Ben moves us all 

up into Missouri (about l4-miles east of Westport, now Kansas City), long be- ' 

fore they .tarted fighting about slavery. 

-Mary Collier was my mother's name before she was a Moo~e. About my 

father, I dunno. Mammy was sickly most of the time when I was a baby, and 

she was so thin and poorly when they move to Missouri the white folks afraid 

she going die on the way. 

But she fool 'em, and she live two-three year after that. That 1s 

what good Old Master Ben tells me when I gets older. 

I stay with Master Ben's married daughter, Mary, ti'll the coming of 

the War. Times was good before the Wa~and I wasn't suffering none from 

slavery, except once in a while the Mistress would fan me with the sti~ -

bet I needed it, too. 

When the War come along Master he say to leave Mi stress Mary and 

get ready to go to Texas. Jim Moore, one of the meanest men I ever ses, was 

the son of Master Ben; hets going take us there. 

Demon Jim, that's what I cal], him when he ain't round the place, 

but when hels home it was always Master Jim 'cause he was reckless with the 

whip. He was a Rebel officer fighting round the country and didn't take us 

slaves to Texas right away. So I stayed on at his place not fa:r from Master 

:BetJ.l s plant~tion., 

ifasterJimts wife was a demon, just ,like her husband. Used the whip 
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Mistress say I been mean. 

One time I tell him, you better put me in your pocket (sell me), 

Master Jim, else I'se going run aw~'. He don't pay no mind, and I don't try 

to run away 'cause of the whips. 

I done see one whipping and that enough. They waan' t no fooling 

about it. A runaway slave from the Jenkin's plantation was brought back, and 

there was a public whipping, 'so' s the slaves could see what happens when they 

tries to get away. 

The runaway was chained to the whipping post, and I was full of 

misery when I see the lash cntting deep into that boy's skin. He swell up 

like a dead horse, but he gets over it, only he was never no count for work 

no more. 

While Master Jim is out fighting the Yanks, the Mistress is fiddling 

round with a neighbor man, Mister Headsmith. I is young then, but I knows 

enough that Master Jim's going be mighty mad when he hears about it. 

The Mistress didn't know I knows her secret, and I'm fixing to even 

up for some of them whippings she put off on me. That's why, I tell Master Jim 

next ~ime he come home. 

See that crack: in the wall' Master Jim say yes, ,and I say, itO,s 

just like the open door when the eyes are close to the wall. He peek and see 

into the be,droom. 

That's how I find out about the Mistress and Mister Headsmith, I 

tells him, and I see hets getting mad. 

What you mean' And Master Jim grabs'me hard by the arm like I was 

t17i ng to get avrar. 

I 'Bee them in the, bed,. 

",ha:1;"sall 1,$8.7. The' ~m()n IS got, him ., and !laster Jim tea1"s, out of 
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the room looking for the Mistress. 
"' ...... 

Then I hears loud. talking and pretty Boon the Mistress is screaming 

and calling for help, and if old Master :Ben hadn't drop in just then and stop 

the fight, why, I guess she be beat almost to death, that how mad the Master 

\Vas. 

Then Master Ben gets mad 'cause his boy Jim ain't got us down in 

Texas yet. Then we stay up all the night packing for the trip. Master Jim 

truces us, but the Mistress stay at home, and I wonder if Master Jim beat her 

again when he gets back. 

We rides the wagons all the way, how many days, I dunno. The 

country was wild most of the way, and I know now that we come through the 

same country where I lives now, only it was to the east. (The trip was evi-

dently made over the "Texas Road." And we keeps on riding and comes to the 

big river that's all brown and red looking, (Red River) and the next thing 

I was sold to Mrs. Vaughn at :Bonham, Tems, and there I stays till after the 

slaves is free. 

The new Mistress was a widow, no children round the place, and 

she treat me mighty good. She was good white folks - like old Master :Ben, 

powerful good. 

When the word get to us that the slaves is free, the Mistress says 

I is free to go anywheres I want. And I tell her this talk about heing free 

sounds like foolishment to me - ~y, where. can I go! She just pat me on 

the Shoulder an~ say I better stay rig~t there with her, and that's what I 

do for a long time. !nenI hears about how the white folks down at Dalles 

p~s big money for house girls and there I goes. 

That's all I ever do ·after that - work at the houses till! gets 

t.OG old to hobble on these tired .old feets Md.lags, then I just sits down. 
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Just sits down and wishes for old Master Ben to come and get me, and 

take care of this old woman like he use to do when she is just a little black 

child on the plantation in Missouri! 

God Bless old Master Ben - he was good white folks! 
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McAlester, Okla. 

I sho' remember de days when I was a slave and belonged to de 

best old Master what ever was, Mr. John Eixon. We lived in Selma, Dallas 

County, Alabama. 

My grandma was a refugee from Africa. You lrnow dey was w.ai te 

men who went slipping 'round and would capture or entice black folks onto 

their boats and fetch them over here and sell 'em for slaves. Well, 

f,r~mdma was a little girl 'bout eight or nine years old and her parents 

"', 

had sent her out to get wood. Dey was going to have a feast. Dey was going 

to roast a ,baby. Wasn't that awful? Well, they captured her and nut a 

stick in her mouth. The stick held her mouth wide open so she wouldn't cry 

out. When she got to de boat she was so tired out she didn I t do nothing. 

They was a lot of more .colored folks on de ooat. It i;..o-ok about 

four months to get across on de boat and Mr. John Hixon met the boat and 

bo~ght her. I thirLk he gave five hundred dollars for her. She was named 

Gigi, but Master John called her Gracie. She was so good and they thought 

so much of her dat they gave her a grand wedding when she was married. 

Master John told her he'd never sell none of her chillun. He kept dat nro-

mise and he never did sell any of her grandchillun either. He thought it 

was wrong to separate famblys. She was one hundred and three years old 
I 

when she died. I guess her mind got kind of feeble 'cause she wandered off 

and fell into a mill race and was drovmed. 

Master John Mixon had two big plantations. I believe he owned about 

four hundred slaves, chillun and all. He allowed us to have church one time 

a month with de white folks and we had prayer meeting every Stmday. Some-

times when de men would do something like being sassy or lazy and dey knowed 
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dey was gonna be whipped, dey'd slip off and hide in de woods. When dey'd 

slip back to. get some food dey would all pray for 'em dat Master wouldn r t 

have 'em Whi~yed too hard, and for fear the Patroller would hear 'em they'd 

~ut tlleir faces down in a dinner pot. I'd sit out and watch for the Patroller. 

'He was a white man W:r10 was appointed to catch runaway niggers. We all lmew 

him. His name was Howard Campbell. He had a big pack of dogs. The lead 

l10und was named Venus. There was five or six: in the pack, and they was 

vicious too. 

My father was a carriage driver and he allus t')ok the f~ily to 

church. My mother went along to take care of the little chilluns. She'd 

take me too. They was Methodist and after they would take the sacrament 

lve would allus go up and take it. The niggers could use the whi tefolks 

church in the afternoon. 

De Big House was a grand place. It was a two-story house made 

out of logs dat had been peeled and smoothed off. There was five big 

rooms and a big open hall wid a wide front porch clea.TJ. across de front. De 

porch had big posts and pretty banisters. It was painted white and had green 

shutters on de windows. De kitchen was back of de Big House. 

De slaves quarters was about a quarter of a mile from de Big House. 

Their houses was made of logs and the cracks was daubed with mud. They 

would have two rooms. Our bedsteads was made of poplar wood and we kept 

them scrubbed white with sand. We used roped woven together for slats. Ou~ 

mattresses were ma~e of cotton, grass, or even shuclcs. lW mother had a feather 

bed. The chairs was made from cedar with split white oak bottoms. 

Each family kept their own home and cooked and served their own 

meals. We used wooden trays and wooden spoons. Once a week all the cullud 

chillun went to the Big House to eat dinner. The table was out in de yard. 
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My nickname was "Speck". I didn t t like to eat bread and milk when I went up 

there and ltd just sit there. Finally they'd let me go in de house and my 

mother would feed me. She was the house woman and my Auntie was cook. I 

don't know why they had us up there unless it was so they could laugh at us. 

None of old Master's young niggers never did much work. He say 
. 

he want 'em to grow up strong. He gave us lots to eat. He had a store of 

bacon, milk, bread, be~s and molasses. In summer we had vegetables. MY 

mother could ma..ke awful good corn pone. She woulc ta..l{e meal and put salt 

in it and pour boiling water over it and make into pones. ShetdWrap these 

pones in wet cabbage or collard leaves and roll dam into hot ashes and bake 

demo They shot was good. We'd he~e possum and coon and fish too. 

The boys never wore no britches in de summer time. Boys fifteen 

years old would wear long shirts with no sleeves and they went barefooted. 

De girls dressed in shimmys. They was a sort of dress with two seams in it 

and no sleeves. 

Old Master had his slaves to get up about five o'clock. Dey did 

an ordinar,y day's work. He never whipped them unless they was lazy or sassy 

or hlA. a fight. Sometimes his slaves would run away but they alIus come 

back. We didn't have no truck with railroaders 'cause we like our home. 

A woman cussed my mother and it made her mad and they had a fight. 

Old Master had them both whipped. My mother got ten licks and de other woman 

got twenty~five~ Old Mistress Sho' was mad 'cause mother got whipped. Said 

he wouldn't have done it if She had known it. Old Mistreas taught mother 

how to read and write and mother taught my father. I went to school jest 

one day so I can1t read and write now. 

Weddings was big dB¥S. Wet d he.ve big dinners and dances once in a. 
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o-J-
while,A'hen somebody died they'd hold a wake. They'd sit un all night and 

sing and pray a.'1d talk. At midnight they'd serve sandwiches and coffee. 

Sometimes weld all get together and play ring plays and dence. 

Once the YaJllcee soldiers come. I was big enough to tote pails and 

piggins then. These soldiers made us chillun tote water to fill their can-

teens and water their horses. We toted the water on our heads. Another 

time we heard the Yankeels was coming and old, Master had about fifteen hundred 

~oounds of mAB.lc. They was hauling it off to bury it and hide it when the 

Yankees caught them. The soldiers ate and wasted every bit of that good 

meat. We didn't like them a bit. 

One time some Yankee soldiers stopped and started talking to me 

-- they asked me what my name was. "I say Liza,_ and they saY, IILiza who?1f 

I thought a minute and I shook: my head, "Jest Liza, lain' t got no other 

name. II 

He say, "Who live up yonder in dat Big House?" I say, "Mr. John 

Mixon. II He say, "You are Liza Mixon.'" He say, flDo anybody ever call you 
I 

nigger?" And I say, "Yes Sir." He say, "Next time anybody call you nigger 

you tell I em dat you is a Negro and your name is Miss Liza Mixon." The more 

I thought of that the more I liked it and I made up my mind to do jest what 

he told me to. 

My job was minding the calves back while the cows was being milked. 

One evening I was minding the calves and old Master come along. He say, 

"What you do in" nigger?" I say real pert like, "I ain't no nigger, II se a 

Negro and I'm Miss Liza Mixon. II Old Master shot was surprised and he picks 

~p a switch and starts at me. 

Law, but I was skeered! I hadnlt never had no whipping so I run 

fast as I can to Grandma Gracie. I hid behind her and she say, "What's the 

matter of you child?" And I say, "Master John gwine whip me." And. she S~t 
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IIVlhat you done?" And I say, IIHothing. tI She say she know better and 'bout 

that time Master John got there. He say, "Gracie, dat little nigger sassed 

me." She say, "Lawsie child, what does ail you?" I told them what the 

Y~~ee soldier told me to say and Grandma Gracie took my dress and lift it 

over my head and pins my hands inside, and Lawsie, how she whi~ped me and I 
t;; 

dassent holler loud either. t jest said datl\de wrong person~ai~'t 11 

I'se getting old now and can't work no more. I jest sits here and 

thinks about old times. They was good times. We didn't want to bB freed. 

We hated the Yankee soldiers. Abe Lincoln was a good man though, wasn't he? 

I yries'to be a good Chris,tian 'cause I wants to go to Heaven when I die. 
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"lIse seventy years old." 

.And I say, "Whut's you telling me for." I ain't got nothing to 

do with your age!" 

I knowed I was one year older than she was and it sorta riled me 

for her to talk about it. I never would tell folks my age for I knowed 

white folks didn't r.ant no old woman working for" 'em anet I just wouldn't 

tell lem how old I really was. Datwas nine years ago and I guess I'm 

sev~nty five now. I can't work much now. 

I was born four years before de War. -.:. "The one what set the cullud 

folks free." We lived on a big plante.tion in Texas. Old Masterl s name was 

John Booker and he was good to us all. My mammy died just at de close of de 

War and de young mistress took me and kept me and I growed 1.1'0 with her chillun. 

I thought I was quality sure nuff and I never would go to school 'cause I 

couldn't go Ilong to de same schoel with de white chillun. Young mistress 

taught me how to knit, spin, weave, crochet, sew and embroider. I couldn't 

recollect my age an.d young Mistress toHl me to say, "I'se born de second year 

of de War dat set de cullud folks free," and the only time she ever git mad 

at me was when I forgot to say it jest as she told me to. She tal{e hold of 

me and shook me. I recollects all it, all de time. 

Young mistress' name was Elizabeth Bo~kel' McNew. II se namecl after 

her. She finally gave me to my aunt when I was a ~ig girl and I never lived 

wid white folks any more. I never saw my pappy till I was grown. 

I-:",~ 
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In the cullud quarters, we cooked on a fireplace in big iron pots. 

Our bread was baked in iron skillets with lids and we would set the skillet 

on de fire and put coals of fire on de lid. Bread was mighty good cooked 

like date We made our own candles. We had a candle mold and we would put 

a string in the center of the mold and puur melted tallow in it and let it 

harden. We would make eight at one time. Quality folks had brass lamps. 

When we went to cook our vegetables we would put a big piece of 

hog jowl in de pot. Weld put in a lot of snap beans and when dey was about 

-half done weld put in a mess of cabbage and when it was about haYf done weld 

put in some squash and when it was about half do~e we'd put in some okra. 
" 

Then when it was done we would take it out a layer at a time. Go 'way! It 

make s me hungry to talk ab ou tit. 

When we cooked possum dat was a feast. We would skin him and dress 

him and put him on top de house and let him freeze for two days or nights. 

Then wet d boil him with red pepper, and take him out and :put him in a pan 

and slice sweet 'taters and put round him and roast him. 1~, dat waS good 

eating. 

It was a long time a,fter de War 'fore all de niggers knowed dey 

was really free. My grand pappy was Ma1Jter :Sooker' s overseer. He wouldn It 

have a white man over his niggers. I saw grandpappy whip one man with a long 

whip. Master Booker was good and wouldn't whip 'em lessln he had to. De 

niggers dassent leave de farm without a pass for fear of de Xu IO.uxsrs and 

patrolers. 

We would have dances and play parties and have sho'· nuff good times. 

We had tiring pl~s. n We'd all catch hands and march round, den wet d drop all 

hands 'cept our pardners and we'd swing round and sing: 
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"You steal my pardner, and I steal yours, 
Miss Mary Jane. 
My true lover~ gone away, 
Miss Mary Jane! 

"Steal. all round and don't slight none, 
Miss Mary Jane. 
He's lost out but l'se got one, 
Mi ss Mary Jane!" 

We always played at log .rollin's an' cotton pickin's. 

Sometimes we would have a wedding and my what a good time we'd 

-~ 

have. Old Master's daughter, Miss Janie, got married and it took us more'n 

three weeks to get ready for it. De house was cleaned from top to bottom and 

us chillun had to run errands. Seemed like we was allers under foot, at 

least dat was what mammy said. I never will fergit all the good things they 

cooked up. Rows of pies and calces, baked chicken and ham, my, it makes !IV 

mouth water jest thinking of it. After de wedding and de feast de white 

folks danced all night and us cullud folks ate all night. 

When one of de cullud. folks die we would allers hold a "wake." 

We would set up with de corpse and. sing and prElY and at midnight we l d all eat 

and den we'd sing and pr~ some more. 

In de evening after work was done weld sit round and de older folks 

would sing songs. One of de favorites was: 

"Miss Callina gal, 
Yes Ma'am 
Did you see dea buzzards? 
Yes Ma' am. 
Did you see dem floppin'. 
How did yet . like I em? 
Mighty well. 

"Miss Oalline gal, 
Yes Mal Ellll, 

Did you see dam buzzards? 
Yes Malam, 
Did you .see dem sailin I, 
Yes Ma'am. 
How did you like lem? 
Mighty well. 

" , ') .. 

99 



Oklahoma Writers' Project -~ 100 

I've heered folks talk about con,jures and hoodoo charms. I have 

a hoss shoe over de door dat will bring good luck. I shot do believe cer

tain things bring bad. luck. I hate to hear a ecrinch (screech) owl holler 

at night. Whenever a scrinch owl git in dat tree at night and start to 

holler I gits me a stick and I sa:y, "Confound you, I'll make yet set up dar 

and say 'Umph huh' t" so I goes out and time I gi ts dar he is gone. If you 

tie a knot in de corner of de bed sheet he will leave, or turn your hat 

wrong side out too. Dey's all good and will make a scrinch owl leave ever,y 

time. 

I believes in dreams and visions too. I dreamed one night dat I 

had tall palings all 'round my house and I went out in de yard and dere was 

a big black hoss and I say, "How come you is in my yard? I'll jest :put you 

out jest lak you got in." I opened de gate but he wouldn't go out and finally 

he run in de door and through. the house and went towards de East. Right after 

dat my son died. I saw dat hoss again de other night. A black hoss allus 

means death. Seeing it de other night might mean I'se gwineter die. 

I know one time a woman named May Runnels wanted to go to church 

ab ou t a mile away and her old man wouldn I t go wi th her. I t made her mad and 

she say, II I'll be dammed if I don't go. n She had togo through a grave yard 

and when she was about half WS¥ across it a icy hand jest slap her and her 

mouth was twisted way 'round fer about three months. Dat was a lesson to her 

fer cussing. 

One time there was a nigger what belonged on a adjoining farm to 

Master John Bookers and dey told us dis stor,r= 

"Dis nigger went down to de spring and found a terrapin and he say, 

"What brung you here?" Jest imagine how he felt when it say to him, "Teeth 

and tongue brung me here, and teeth and tongue will bring you here. n He run 
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to de house and told his Master dat he found a terrapin dat could talk. Dey 

went back and he asked de terrapin what bring him here and it wouldn't say a 

word. Old Master didn't like it 'cause he went down there jest to see a ,common 

ordinar,y terrapin and he told de nigger he was going to git into trouble fer 

telling him a lie. Next day the nigger seen de terrapin and it say de same 

thing again. Soon after dat dis nigger was lynched right close to de place 

he saw de terrapin. II 

Master John Booker had two niggers what had a habit of slipping 

across de river and killing old Master's hogs and hiding de meat ~n de 10ft 

of de house. Master had a big blue hog and one ~a:y he missed him and he 

sent Ned to look fer him. Ned knowed all de time dat he had killed it and 

had it hid in his 10ft. He hunted and called Itpig-ooie, Pig." Somebody 

done stole old Master's big blue hog. Dey couldn't find it but old Master 

thought Ned knowed something 'bout it. One night he found out Ned was gonna 

kill another hog and had asked John to go with him. He borrowed John's 

clothes and blacked his face and met Ned at de river. Soon dey find a nice 

big one and Ned say, "Jo~, I'll drive him round and you kill him." So he 

drove him past old Master but he didn't want to kill his own hog so he made 

lak he t d like to kill him but he missed him. Finally Ned got tired and said. 

"r'll kill him. you drive him by me. n So Master John drove him by him and 

Ned 1010ck de hog on de head and cut his throat and dey load him on de canoe. 

When dey was nearly 'cross de river Old Master dip up some water and wash his 

face a little, then he look at Ned and he sa;y', "Ned you look sick, I believe 

you've got lepersy." Ned row on little more and he jump in de river and 

Master had a hard time finding him again. He had the overseer whip Ned for 

that. 

I think Lincoln was a wonderful man. Everybody was sorry when he 

died, but I never heerd of Jeff Davis. 
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I was born after de War of de Rebellion but I 'member lots a' things dat 

my narents told me 'bout slavery. 

My grandmother was cB.ptured in Africa. Traders come dere in a big boat and 

dey had all sorts of purty gew-gaws --- red handkerchiefs, dress goods, beads. 

bells, and trinkets in bright colors. Dey would pull up at de shore and entice 

de colored folks onto de boat to see C'~e purty things. Befo I de darkics realized 

it dey would be out from shore. Dat's de way she was captured. Fifteen to twenty-

five would pay dem for de trip as dey all brought good prices. 

I was born and ra.ised in Louisiana, near Winfield. My mother I s Master was 

John Rogers ~.nd his wife was Miss Millie. Dey we.s awful good to deir slaves and 

l1li 
he never shupped his grown niggers. 

I 'member when I was a. child dat we didn t t have ha.rdly anything to keep 

house wid, but we got along p'Jrty well I guess. Our furniture was home-made and 

we cooked on de fireplace. 

We saved all our oak-wood ashes. and would put a barrel on a slanting scaffold 

and put sticks and shucks in de bottom of de. barrel and den fill it wid de ashes. 

We'd pour we.tar in it and let it drip •. Dese drippings made pure lye. We used dis 

wid cracklings and meat scraps to ma.~e our soap. 

Father took a good-sized pine long and split it open. plpned it down smooth 

and bOred h61esin debot·tom and drove pegs in dem for legs; dis was our battling 
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bench. We'd spread our wet clothes on dis and rub soap on 'em and take a :paddle 

end beat de airt out. We got 'em clean but had to be careful not to wear 'em out 

wid de paddle. 

We had no tubs either. so father took a hollow log and. spli tit open and put 

partitions in it. He bored a hole in each section and drove a peg in it. Be next 

cut two for~ed poles and drove 'em in de ground end rested de ends of de hollow 

log in dese forks. We'd fill de log trough wid water ~nd rinse our clothes. We 

could pullout de pegs ~~d let de water out. We had no brooms either, so we ma~e 

orush brooms to sweep our floors. 

Dgre we}~ lots of wild game near our home. I I member father and two more men 

going out and killing six deer in .je!';t a little while. Dey was plentiful" and so 

was squirrels, coon, possums and qul1. Dere was lots of bears, too. We'd be in 

de field working and hear de dogs, and father and de boys would go to 'em and maybe 

dey'd have a bear. We liked bear meat. It was dark, but awful good and sweet. 

De grown folks used to ,have big times at log-raIlings, corn-shuckings and 

quiltings. Deytd have a big supper and a big dance at night. Us children would 

play ring p1ays~ play with home-made rag dolls, or we'd take big leaves and pin 

'em together wid thorns rotd make hats and dresses. We'i'_ ride saplings, too. All 

of us would pull a sap1 ing down and one would climb up in it near de top and gi t a 

good hold on it. and:dey wo~ld turn it loose_ It took a purty good holding to stay 

wid it. I can tell you. 

All de ladies rode horseback, and dey rode side-saddles. I had a purty side-

saddle when I growed up. De saddle seat was flowered plush. I had a purty riding 

habit. too. De skirt was so long dat it almost touched de ground. 

We spun and wove all our clothes. I had to spin three broaches ever night 

~other would take bark and make dye to give us different colored 
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dresses. 

l1.ed oak and sweet gum made pUJ;'ple. Bois d t arc made yellow or or~e. Walnut 

made a purty brown. We knitted our socks and stockings, too. 

We celebrated Christmas by having a big dallee and egg-nog for ever' body. 

During slavery young colored boys and girls didn't do much work but just growed 

up, care-free and happy. De first work boys done was to learn to hitch up de team 

to hlas~·er· s carriage and teke de Y01.mg folks for a drive. 

My older brothers and sisters told me lots of things dey done during slave 

days. My brother Joe felt mighty big after freedom and strutted about. One day 

he took his younger brother, 01 wid him to where father was building a house. Dey 
. K 

:olayed 'bout de house and come up to where $, whi te man and father w/:!.s tating. De 

white lllan Vias rolling a little ball of mud in his hands and he just pitched it 

over on Olls foot. It didn't hurt him a mite, but Joe bridled u~ and he started 

to git smart, and father told him he'd break his neck if he didn't go on home and 

keep his mouth shet. Father finally had to whup Joe to make him knew he was black. 

He give father and mother lots of concern, for dey was afraid the Iu Iluxers would 

git him. One day he was ?laying wid a axe and chopped off brother 01'8 finger. 

Mother told him she was going to kill him when She caught him. Be took to de woods. 

His three sisters a.ndtwo neighbor girls run him llearly all day but couldnt,t catch 

him. Late.in de evening, he come up to a whi te neighbor f s house and she told him 

to go in and 'git under de bed and, day couldn' t fi~d him. Curtains come down to de 

floor and ashe was tired he decided to risk it. He hadn't much more dan got liid 

when he hea,rddegirls coming. " ~ heard de woman say. "He's under de bed. 1f He 

knowed hew~soa:ugllt, and he put up, a fight. but deY' took him to mother. He got 

a,.h:app,iJM.,,~t l+e,w4s shocked dat mother die I t kill him like she said she was. 

He di"J;t:;~~.,Q.~I:~upping. "~ gl;o",,~d:,U;P\,to be ~ good man. and was de a.pple of my 
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Father knowed a'man that stole his Master's horse out and rode him to a dance. 

For some reason de horse died. - De poor man knowed he was ll:'P against it, and. he let 

in to begging de men to help him git de horse on his back so he could put him back 

in his stable and his Master would. think he died dere. Poor fellow, he really did 

think he could tote dat hc:1rse on his back. He couldn't git anybody to help him, so 

he went to the woods. Be was shot by a patroller 'cause he wouldn't surrender. 

Dey captured him but he died. 

Paul Castleberry was a white preacher. De colored would EO to church de same 
~ \} 

as de whites. He give de colored instructions on obeying Masters. He flaY., "while 

your Master is going f'om pillar to post, looking after your intrusts, you is 

always doing some devilment." I 'spect dat was jest about de truth. 

My sister played wid Miss Millie's little girl, Mollie.. De big house was on 

a high hill and at de foot of de hill. Nearly a half-mile away was a big creek wid 

a big wooden bridge across it. Soldiers come by ever' few days, and you could hear 

deir horses when dey struck de bridge. Sister and Mollie wouJ.d run upstairs and 

look down de hill, and if it was Confederate soldiers dey would run back and tell 

Miss Millie and dey would start putting out de best food dey.had. If dey saw Yankee 

soldiers. dey would run down and tell 'em and dey'd start hiding things. 

De Yankees come through dere and took ever I body- s horses. Lots of people took 

deir horses and cows and hid. f em in some low place ~n de deep wood. 

Miss Millie had. a. young horse e,nd she he.d 'em t~ke him ·to (le wheat field and 

hide him. De wheat was as high as he was. De Yankees come·by. and a man had 

stopped dere just before dey come. He was riding an old horse, and he was wearing 

a long linen-duster -- a duster was a long coat dat was worn over de suit to pro-

tect i tfrom de dust. 

Dis smart-alefk hid behind de house and as de soldiers rode up he shot at 

'em. Dey started shooting at him and he started running. and his coat was sticking 
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straight out behind him. De soldiers surely wasn r t ·trying to hit him, but dey 
~s 

sure did scare him plenty. Mi~ Millie was certainf; dey wae going to find her 

hor~et but dey didn't. 

Master John Rogers was ~ood to all his slaves, and they e~l loved him and 

w~1l1d aldied for him. One day he wes sitting in his yard and Mollie come running 

down stairs and told him de Yankees was coming. He never say nothtng, but kept 

sitting dere. Dat morning he had a big sack of money and he give it to my mother 

to hide for him. She ripped her mattress, and put it in de middle of it and 

sewed it up. She den made UTI de 1ed and put de covers on it. De Yaru~ees searched 

de house and took de jewelry and silverware and old Master's gold mug, but dey didn't 

find hi s money-

My p9.rents lived close to d.e old plantation dat they lived on when dey was 

slaves. De big house was still dere. but it was sure dilapidated. Ever'body was 

poor after de We.r, whites and blacks alike. I really thin..1r de colored was de best 

off, for they knowed all 'bout hardships Rnd hard work and de white folks didn't. 

At first so~e of lem was too protrl to do drudgery work. but most of 'em went 

right to work and build up deir homes aga.in. Food, clothes, and in fact everything 

needed, was scarce • 

. Mother always. s~, 11 If you visi t on New Years, you'll visit all de year.)) We 

always had black-eyed peas and hog jowl for New Year's dinner. for it brought good 

luck. 

The Nineteenth of June was Emancipation Day, and we always had a big picnic and 

speeches. 

I knowed one woman who was a conjur woman. Lots of people went to her to git 

her to break: a evil spsll dat some one had over them. She'd brew a tea4rom··herbs 

and give to 'em to drink, and it alWaySl cured ·em. 
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I 've seen people use all kinds Fit roots and herbs for medicine, and I also 

seen 'em use all kind of things for cures. I've knowed tem to put wood lice in 

a b~~ and tie tem 'round a baby's neck so it'd teeth easy. 

Black-haw root, sour dock, bear .grass, grape root, bull nettle, sweet-gum 

bark and red-oak bark boiled separately and mixed, mrutes a good blood medicine. 
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Well, to tell you de truth I don't know my age, but I was born in 

1858, in Franklin, Tennessee. Now, you can figger for yourself and tell 

how old 1 is. I is de daughter of Prophet and Callie Isaiah, and dey was 

natives of Tennessee. Dere was three of us children, two boys and myself. 

11m de only girl. My brothers names was Prophet and ]il11e Isaiah. I 

don't 'member much about dem as we was separated when I was seven years 

old. 1111 never forget when me, my ma and my auntie had to leave my pa 

and brothers. It is jest as clear in my mind now as it was den, and dat's 

been about seventy years ago. 

Oh God! I tell you it was awf'lll dat day when old Jeff Davis had a 

bunch of us sent to Memphis to be sold. I can see old Major Clifton now. 

iOB. 

He was a big nigger trader you know. Well. dey took us on up dere to Memphis 

and we was sold jest like cattle. Dey sold me and IDa together and dey sold 

pa and de boys together. Dey was sent to Mississippi and we was sent to 

Alabama. t~ pa, 0 how my ma was grieved to death about him! She didn't 

live long after date She didn't live long enough to be set free. Poor ma, 

she died a slave. but she is saved though. I know she is, and I'll be wid 

heX' so me day. 

It was thirty years before my pa knew if we was still living. Finally 

in some way he heard dat I was still alive, and he began writing me. Course 

I was grown and married den and me and my husband had moved to Missouri. Well, 

my pa started out to see me and on his way he was drowned in de Missouri River, 

and I never saw him alive after we was sold in Memphis. 

1 can't tell you much Ibout work during de slave days 'cause you see 

I was jest B. ba.by you might say when de War 'broke out. I do re)!Illember our 
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hater's name though. it was Dr. Perkins. and he was a good Master. Ma 

and pa sure hated to have to leave him, he was so good to dam. He wa.s a 

rich Il18Jl, and had a big fine house and thousands of acres of land. He wa.s 

good to his niggers too. We had a good house too. better dan some of dese 

hoUses I see folks living in now. Oourse Dr. Perkins niggers had to work, 

but dey didn't mind 'cause he would let dem have little patches of dey own 

such as 'tatoes, corn, cotton and garden. Jest a little, you know. He 

couldn't let dem have much, there was so many on Dr. Perkins plantation. 

I don't remember seeing anybody sick in slavery time. You see I was 

jest a kid and dere's a lot of things I can't" remember. 

I am a Ohristian. I jined de ahurch nigh on sevent,y years agp and 

when I say da t. I don I t mean I j est j ined de church. I mean I gave myself 

up to de Heavenly Father. and I've been gwine straight down de line for Him 

ever since. You know in dem days, we didn't get religion like young folks 

do now. Young folks today jest find de church and den call theyselves 

Christians, but they aint. 

I remember jest as well when I was converted. One day I was thinking 

'bout a sermon de preacher ba.d preached and a voice spoke to me and said; 

"De Holy Ghost is over your head. .Accept it!" Right den I got down on mY' . 

knees and prayed to God dat I might understand datvoice, and God AlmightY' 

in a vision told me dat I should find de church. I could hardly wait for 

de next servioe so I could find it, and. when I was in de water getting mY' 

baptisement, dat same voice spoke and said, "Now you have accepted don't 

turn back • cause I will be wid you al wqa! " 0 you don I t know no thing • bou t 

dat kind of religion! 

I 'member one night shortly after I jined de church I was laying in 

bed and dare was a vine tied around my waist and dat vine extenie4 into de 
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elemen ts. 0 my God! I can: see it now! I looked up da t vine and away in 

de elements I could see my Divine Master and he spoke to me and said, "When 

you get in trouble shake dis vine; !'m your Master and I will hear your cry. 

I bowed old Jeff Davis good. I.by I was jest as close to him as I am 

to dat table. I've talked wid him too. I reckon I do know dat scoundrel! - . 

Why t he didn I t want de niggers to be free! He was known as a mean old rasc.:L 

allover de South. 

Abraham Lincoln' Now you is talking 'beut de niggers friend! Why dat 

was de best man God ever let tramp de earth! Everybody was mighty sad when 

poor old Abraham was 'sassinated, 'cause he did a mighty good deed for de 

colored race before he left dis world. 

I wasn't here long during slavery, but I saw enough of it to know it 

was mighty hard going for most of de niggers den, and young folks wouldn't 

stand for dat kind. of treatment now. I know most of the young folks would 

be killed. but they jest wouldn't stalld for it. I would hate to have to go 

through wid my 11 ttle share of it again. 
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I was born in Mansieur, Louisiana, 1852, Avoir Parish. I am the 

daugh:ter of !-lfred and Olementine Joseph. I donlt DOW much about my grand

parents other than m:r mother told me m:r grandfather's name was Fransuai, and 

was one t ire a king in Africa. 

Most of the slaves lived in log cabins, and the beds_ were home-made. 

~ne mattresses were made out of moss gathered from trees, and we usedm have 

lots of fun gathering that moss to make those mattresses. 

My job was taking care of the white children up at the Big House 

(that is what they called the house where our master lived.), and I also had 

to feed the little Negro children. I remember quite well how those poor 

little children used to have to eat. They were fed in boxes and troughs, 

• 
under the house. They were fed corn meal mush and beans. When this was poured 

into their box they would gather around. it the same as we see pigs, horses and 

cattle gather a.round troughs tod.q. 

We were never given any money, but were able to get a little money 

this way. our l4a.ster would let us have two or three acres of land each year 

to plant for ourselves, and we could have what we raised on it. We could not 

allow our. work on these two or three acres to interfere with Master's work, 

but we had to work our little crops on Sundays. Now remind you, all the 

Negroes didntt get these two or three acres, only good masters allowed their 

slaves to have a little crop of their own. We would take the money from our 

little crops and buy a few clothes and something for Christmas. The men would 

save enough money out of the crops to bw their Christmas whiskey. It WaS all 
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right for the sla.ves to get drunk on Christmas and New Years Dq; no one was 

whipped for getting drunk: on those d.a\vs. We were allowed to have a garden and 

from this we gathered vegetables to eat~ on Sundays we could have duck, fish 

and pork. 

We didn't know anything about any clothes other than cotton; every-

thing we wore Was made of cotton, except our shoes, they were made from pieces 

of leather cut out of a raw cowhide. 

Our Master and Mistress was good, they let us go to church with 

-them, have ou~ little two- or three-acre crops and B1lY" other thing that the 

good masters would let their slaves do. They lived in a big fine house ~d 

had a fine barn. Their barn. was much better than the house we lived in. 

Master Depriest (our master) was a. Frenchman, and bad eight or nine children, 

and they were sure mean. They would fight us , but we were not allowed to 

fight our little Master or Mistress as we had to call them. 

The overseer on Master's plantation was a mean old fellow, he 

carried his gun all the time and would ride a big fine horse and go from one 

bunch of slaves to the other. Some poor white fO'1ks lived close to us. They 

could not own' slaves and they_lla.<t to work for the rioh plantation owners. I 

believe that those poor white folk: are to blame for the Negroes stealing be

cause they would get the Negroes to steal their master's corn, hogs, chickens 

.and :ma.n;r other. things and sell it to them for practioally nothing. 

'fe had to work plenty hard, because our Master had a large planta

tion. Don't know just how many acres it WaS, but we had to be up at 5 o'clock 

in the morning and would work until dark then we would. have to go home and do 

our night work. that is cook. milk, an.a feed the stock. 

The slaPS were punished for stealing, running off, not doing what 
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their master told them and for talking back to their master. If any of these 

rules were disobeyed their feet and hands were chained together and they were 

put across a log or a barrel and whipped until the blood came from them. 

There were no jails; the white man was the slaves' jail. If whipping 

didn t t settle the crime the Negro committed - the next thing would be to hang 

him or burn him at stake. 

I've seen them sell slaves. The whi tee would auction them off just 

as we do cattle and horses today. The big fine healthy slaves were worth more 

than those that were not quite so good. I have seen men sold from their wives 

and I thought that was such a. crime. I knew that God would settle thing 

someday. 

Slaves would run away but most of the time they were caught. The 

Master would put blood hounds on their trail, and sometimes the slave would 

kill the blood hound and make his escape. If a slave once tried to run awa:y 

and was caught, he would be whipped almost to death, and from then on if he 

was sent any place they would chain their meanest blood hound to him. 

Ftmerals were very si~le for sla.ves, they could not carry the body 

to the church they would jus t take it to the grave yard and bury it. They 

Old "1' stress use'- to were not even a.l1owed to sing a song at the cemeter,y. ~ 
1\ 

tell us ghost stories after funerals and they would nearly Scare me to death. 

She would tell of seeing men with no head, and see cattle that would suddenly -"-- .~ .. -.-"~-

turn to cats, and she made us believe if a fire Was c1os~ to a cemetery it 

was coming from a. ghost. 

I used to hear quite a. bit about voodoo, but that something I 

never believed in, therefore, I didn't pay any attention to it. 

When a sla'V'e was sick, the master would get a good doctor for him 

if he was a good slave, but if he wasn't considered a good slave he would be 
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given cheap medical care. Some of the doctors would not go to the cabin where 

the slaves were, and the s lave would have to be carried on his bed to his 

master's back porch and the doctor would see him there. 

When the news came that we were free, all of us were hid on the 

Mississippi River. We had been there for several d.qs, and we had to catch 

fish with our hands and roast theDfor food. I remember quite well when old 

Master came down to there and hollered, Oome on out niggers; you are free now 

and you can do as you pleasel We all went to the :Big House a.n~ there we 

found old Miss cI7ing and talking about how she hated to lose her good niggers. 

Abraham Lincoln' Wb.y' we mourned thi-ee months for that man when he 

diedl I wouldn't miss a morning getting 'I!'f3' black arm band and placing it on 

in remembrance of Abraham. who was the best friend the Negroes ever had. Now

old Jeff Davis, I didn't Care a thing about him. He wa.s a Democrat and none 

of them mean anything to the Negro. And if these young Negroes don I t quit 

messing with the democratic bunch they are going to be right back where we 

started from. If they- only knew as I mow they would straggle to keep such 

from happening, beCause although. I had a good master 1 wouldn't want to go 

through it again. 
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~-S1aves 

I am what we colored people call a "native. II That means that I 

didn't come into the Indian countr.y from somewhere in the Old South, after 

the Lr, like se many negroes did, but I was born here in the old Creek 

Nation, and my master was a Creek Indian. That was eightY' three years ago, 

so I am told. 

lq mammy belonged to whi te peop~e back in Alabama when she was 

born - down in the southern· part I think, for she told me that after she 

was a sizeable girl her white people moved into the eastern part of Alabama 

where there was a lot of Oreeks. Some of them Creeks was mixed up wi th 

the wh~es, and some of the big men in the Creeks who come to talk to her 

master was almost white, it looked like. "My white folks moved around a 

lot when I was a li t tle girl", she told me. . 

When ma.mmy was about 10 or 12 years old some of the Creeks begun 

to come out to the Terri tory in little bunches. They waSIl t.t the ones who 

was taken out here by the soldiers and contractor men -- they come on ahead 

by themselves and most of them had plenty of money, too. A Creek come to ~ 

mammy's master and bought her to bring out here, but she heard she was being 

sold and run off into the woods. There was an old clq pit, dug way back 

into a high bank, where the slaves had been getting clay to mix with hog 

hair scrapings to make chinking for the big log houses that they built for 

the master and the cabins they made for themselves. Well, my ms ID1llY run and 

hid way back in that old clay pit, and it was way after dark before the master 

and the other man found her. 

!l'he Creek man that bought her was a kind. sort of a man, IIBJBII17 said, 

and WGulp,n1t let the master pu.Bish 'her. He took her awqand was kind to· her, 
.~ . . . 

but he decided ~e was t •• ,-oug to breed. anti he sold her to aaother Oreek: ... he 
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had severe! slaves already, and he brought her out to the Territory. 

The McIntosh men was the leaders in the bunch that come out at 

that time, and one of the bunch, named Jim Perryman, bought my ll18DIl1IY and 

married her to one of his -boys", but after he waited a while and she 

didn't have a baby he decided she was no good breeder and he sold her to 

Mose Perryman. 

-2- 116 

Mose Perryman was my master, and he was a cousin to Legus Perryman, 

who was a big man in the Tribe. He was a lot younger than Moss, and laughed 

at Mose for buying my ma.tmllY, but he got fooled, because rq mammy got married 

to Mose t s slave boy Jacob, the way the slaves was married them days, and went 

ahead and had. ten children for Mr. Mose. 

Mose Perryman owned. my pappy and his older brether, Hector, and oae .. 

of the McIntosh men, Oona, I think his name was, owned my pappy's brother 

William. I can remember when I first heard about there was going to be a. war. 

The older children would talk a.bout it, but they didn I t say it was a. war aJ.I 

over the country. They would. talk about a war going to be "back in Alabama", 

and I gu.ess they had heard the Oreeks talking about it that wq. 

When I was born we lived in the Chaska bottoms, and. Mr. Mose Perryman 

had a lot of land broke in all up and down the Arkansas river aJ.ong there. After 

the War, when I had got to be a young woman, there was quite a settlement grew 

up at Choska. (pronounced Ohoe-ake,.) right across the river east of where Haskell 

now 1s, but when I was a child before the War all the whole bottoms was marsby' 

kind of wilderness except where farms bad. been cleared out. The land was very 

rich, and the Creeks who got to settle there were lucky. !l'hey aJ.ways had big 

creps. All west of us was high ground, toward Gibson statiGn aDd Fort Gibson, 

and the la:ad was sandy. Some of the Mclntoshes lived over that wlq, and 11t1' 

Uncle William belonged to ene of them. 
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We slaves didn't have a hard time at all before the War. I have 

had people who were slaves of white folks back in the old states tell me 

that they had to work awfully hard and their masters were cruel to them 

sometimes, but all the Negroes I knew who belonged to Oreeks always had plenty 

of clothes and lots to eat and we all lived in good log cabins we built. We 

worked the farm and tended to the horses and cattle and hogs, and some of t~e 

older women worked around the owner's house, but each Negro family looked 

after a part of the fields and worked the crops like they belo~ged to us. 

When I first heard talk about the War the slaves were allowed to 

go and see one another sometimes and often they were sent on errands several 

miles with a wagon or on a horse, but pretty soon we were all kept at home, 

and nobody was allowed to come around and talk to us. :But we heard what was 

going on. 

The McIntosh men got nearly everybody to side with them about the 

War, but we Negro-es got word somehow that the Cherokees over back of Ft. Gibson 

was not going to be in the War, and that there were some Union p~ople over 

there who would help slaves to get away, but we children didn't know anrthing 

about what we heard our parents whispering about, and they would stop if they 

heard us listening. Most of ~e Creeks who lived in our part of the country, 

between the Arkansas and the Verdigris, and some even south of the Arkansas, 

belonged to the Lower Creeks and sided with the South, but down below us 

along the Oanadian Hiver they were upper Oreeks and there. was a good deal of 

talk about them going with the North. Some of the Negroes tri ed to get 

away and go down to them, but I don I t know of any from our neighborhood that 

went to them. 

Seme Upper Creeks came up into the Choska. bottoms talking around. 

among the folks there ab~t siding with the North. !hey were talking, they 
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said, for old man Gouge, who was a big man among the Upper Creeks. His 

Indian name was Opoeth-le··ya-hola., and he got away into Kansas wi th a big 

bunch of Creeks and Se.minoles during the War~ 

Before that time, I remember one night my uncle William brought 

another Negro man to our cabin and talked a long time with my pappy, but 

pretty soon some of the Perr~r;nan Negroes told them that Mr. Mose was coming 

down and they went off into the woods to talk. But Mr. Mose didn't come 

down. When pappy came back MalILuy cri ad quite a while, and we children could 

hear them arguing late at night. ~nen my uncle Hector slipped over to our 

cabin several times and talked to pappy, and mammy began to fix up grub, 

but she didn't give us children but a little bit of it, and told us to stay 

around wi th her at the cabin B-Yld not go playing with the other children. 

~~en early one morning, about daylight, old Mr. Mose came down to 

the cabin in his buggy, waving a shot gun and hollering at the top of his 

voice. I never saw a man so mad in all my life, before nor since! 

He yelled in at mammy to "git them children together and git up 

to my house before I beat you and all of them to death! II Mammy began to 

cry and plead thht she didn't know anything, but he acted like he was going 

to shoot S"llTe enough, so we all ran to mammy and started fOT Mr. Mose's 

house as fast as we could trot. 

We had to pass all the other Negro cabins on the way, and we could 

see that they were all empty, and it looked like everything in them had been 

tore up_ Straw and corn shucks allover the place, where Bomebody had tore 

up the mattresses, and all the pans and kettles gone off the outside walls 

where they used to hang them. 
-

At one place we saw two Negro boys loading some iron kettles on 

a wagon, and a little further on was some boys catching chiekens in a yard, 
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but we could see all the Negroes had left in a big hurry. 

I asked ~ Where everybody had gone aDd she said, ·Up to Mr. 

MOse's house, where we are going. He's calling us all in.' 

-Will pappl' be up there too'· I asked her. 
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INo. Your pappy and your Uncle Hector and your Uncle William and 

a lot of other menfolks won't be here aDy more. The7 went aW&'T. That's 

wh1' Mr. Kose is so mad, so if any of you younguns· say anything about any 

strange men cOming to our place I'll break your necks! II IIa:aDq.' was sure 

scared.~ 

We all thought sure she was gOing to get a big whipping, but Mr. 

Mose just looked at her a minute and then told her to get back to the cs.bin 

and bring all the clothes, aDd bed ticks and all ldllds of cloth we had and 

come back ready to travel. 

"We're go int to take all you black devil s to a place wh.ere there 

won't no more of you run awq! I he yelled after us. So we got ready to 

leave as quick as we could. I kept crying about my pappy, but lIl8lIlIq would 

SEq','Don't you _rry about your pappy, he's free now. Better be worrying 

about us. Ne telling where we all will end up!' !here was four or five 

Oreek families aDd their Negroes all got together to lea ... a, wi th all their 

stuff' packed in buggies and wagons, and. being toted by the Negroes or carried 

tied on horses, Jack asses, mules aDd milk cattle. I reckon it was a fu.D.ny' 

looking sight, or it would be to a person now; the way we waJI all loaded 

doWJl with all ma.aaer of baggage when we met at the old ford across the 

Arkansas that lead. to the Oreek Ageac7. The Agenc7 stood on a high hill a 

fn miles &cnss the river from where we lived. but we ccru.ldll't see it froll 

our place doft in the Chaska: bottoms. ht as seoD. as we got up OD the tq)laad 

east of the bottoms we cOll14 leok acNSS and see the hill. 
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When we got to a grove at the foot of the hill near the agency Mr. 

Hose and the other masters went up to the Agency for a while. I S1lppose 

they found out up there what everybody was suppo sed to do and where they 

was supposed to go, for when we started on it wasn't long until several more 

families and their slaves had joined the party and we made quite a big crowd. 

The little Negro boys had. to carrr a little bundle apiece, but Mr. 

Mose didn't make the little girls carry anything and let us ride if we could 

find a.nything to ride on. My mammy had to help lead thefeows p~rt of the time, 

but a lot of the time she got to ride an old horse, and. she would pu.t me up 

behind her. It nearly ~cared me to death, because I had never been on a horse 

before, and she had to hold on to me all the time to keep me irem falling off. 

Of course I was too small to know what was going on then, but I 

could tell that all the masters ·and the Negroes seemed to be mighty worried 

and careful. all the time. Of course I know now that the Oreeks were all 

spli t up over the War, aDd. nobody was able to tell who would be friendly 

to us or who would try t.o poison us or kill us, or at least rob us. There 

was a lot of bu.shwhacking all through that country by little groups of mell 

who was just out to get all they could. They would appear like they was the 

enemy of 8lQ'body they run across, just to have an excuse to rob them or 

burn. up their stuff. If you said you was wi th the South they would be 

wi th the North and if you claimed to be wi th the Yankees they would be wi th 

the South, so our party was kind of upset all the time we was passing through 

the COUll try along the OaBadiau. That was where old Gouge had been talkin& 

against the South. I I ve heard my folks sq \lIat he was a wonderful speaker, 

too. 

We all had to mOTe along mighty slow, on account of the ones on foot, 

and we would:a' t get very tar in eD-e dq, then we Negroes had to fix up a place 

t, camp and get weod'~eeOk supper fer ever.rbGd7. Semetimes we would come to 
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a place to camp that somebody knew about and we would find it all tromped down 

by horses and the spring ail filled in and ruined. I reckon old Gouge's people 

would tear up things when they left, or maybe some Southern bushwhackers 

would do it. I don't know which. 

When we got down to where the North Fork runs into the Canadian we 

went around the place where the Creek town was. There was lots of Creeks 

down there who was on the other side, so we passed around that place and forded 

across west of there. The ford was a bad one, and it took us ~'long time to 

get across. Everybody got wet and a lot of the stuff on the wagons got wet. 

Pretty soon we got down into the Cllickasaw countrY. and everybody was friendly 

to US; but the Chickasaw people didn't treat their slaves like the Creeks did. 

They was more strict, like the people in Texas and other places. The 

Chic~~saws seemed lighter color than the Creeks but they talked more in 

Indian among thems~lves and to their slaves. Our masters talked EngliSh 

nearly all the time except when they were talking to Creeks who didn't talk 

good English. and we Negroes never did learn very good Creek. I could always 

understand it, and can yet, a little, but I never did try to talk it much. 

Mammy and pap-py used English to us all the time. 

Mr. Mose found a place for us to stop close to Fort Washita, and 

got us places to stay and work. I don't know ~ch direction we were from 

Fort Washita, but I know we were not very far. I don't know how many years 

we were down in there, but; I know it was over two for we worked on crops 

at two different places, I remember. Then one day Mr. Mose came and toll 

us that the War was over and that we would have to root for ourselves after 

tr...at. Then he just rode away and I never saw him after that until after 

we had got back up into the Choska country. Mammy heard that the Negroes 
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were going to get equal rights with the Creeks, and that she should go to 

the Creek Agency to draw for us, so we set out to try to get back. 

We started out on foot, and would go a little ways each day, aDd 

mammy would try to get a little something to do to get us some food. !we 

or three times ane got paid in money, so she had some money when we got 

back. After three or four days of walking we came across some more Negroes 

who had a horse, and mammy paid them to let us children ride and tie with 

their children for a ~ or two. They had their children on the horse, so 

two or three little ones would get on with a larger one ta guide the horse 

8,nd we would ride a while and get off and tie the horse and. start:waJ.king 

on down the road. !hen when the others caught up with the horse they would 

ride until they caught up with us. Pretty soon the old people got afraid to 

have us do that, so we just led the horse and some of the little ones rode 

it. 

We had our hardest times when we would get to a river or big creek. 

If the water was swift the horse didn't do any good, for it would ~ at the 

water and the little ones couldn't stay on, so we would have to just wait u£til 
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someone came along 1n a wagon and maybe have to pay them wi th some of our money 
--. 

or some of our goods we were bringing back to haul us across. Sometimes we 

had to wei t all day before anyone would come along in a wagon. 

We were coming north all this time, up through the Seminole Nation, 

but when we got to feeleetka we met a Creek family of freedmen who were going 

to the A&ency too, and mammy paid them to take us along in their wagon. When 

we got to the Agency ~ met a.legro who had seen pappy and knew where he 

was, so we sent word to him and he came and. found us. He had been through 

most of the tar ill the 'tJll1on army. 
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1he~ we got away into the Cherokee country some of them called the 

"Pins" helped to s.mu.ggJ.e him on up into Missouri and over int() Kansas. but 

he soon found that he couldn't get alone: and sta.y safe unless he went with 

the .A.rmy. He went with them until the War was over, and was a.round Gibson 

qui te a lot. When he was there he tried to fiIld out where we had gone but 

said he never could find out. He was in the battle of Honey Springs, he 

said, but never was hurt or sick. lhel1 we got back together we cleared a 

selection of land a little east of the Ohoaka bottoms, near where Olarks

ville now is, and farmed until I was a great big girl. 

I went to school s.t a little sehool called l3l.ackjack school. I 

think it was a kind of mission school and not one of the Oreek nation 

schools, because my first teacher was Miss Betty Weaver and she was not 

a Oreek but a Cherokee. Then we had two white teachers, Miss King and 

John Kernan, and another Cherokee was in charge. His:name was Ross. and 

he wa.s killed one day when his horse fell off a bridge across the Verdigris, 

en the ~ from Tullahassee to Gibs •• Station. 

When I got to be a young woman I went to Okmulgee and worked for 

some people near there fer several years. then I married !ate Grayson. We 

got our freedmen' s allotments on lI1ngo Oreek, east of Tulsa, and lived there 

until our ehildren were grown and !ate died, then I oa.me to live with my daugh

ter in !ul.sa. 
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ROBERT R. GRINSTEAD 
.Age 80 yrs. 

Oklahoma City, Okla. 

Ex-Slaves 

I was born in. Law.!ence County, Mississippi, February 17, 1857. My 

father's name is lnias Grinstead, a German, and my mother's name is Ann Green-

stead after that of her master. I am a son by my mother and her Master. I 

have four other half brother: William (Bill) oldest, Albert, Silas, and John. 

I was only eight years of age at freedom and for that reason I was 

too young to work and on account of being the son of my Masterts I received 

no hard treatment and did little or no work. Yet, I wore the same clothing 

as did the. rest of the slaves: a shirt of lowell for summer and shirt and 

trousers for winter and no shoes. I could walk through a briar patch in my 

bare feet without sticking one in the bottom of my feet as they were so hard 

and resistant. 

I was the only child of my Master as he had no wife. When the War 

broke out he went to the War and left the plantation in charge of his over-

seer and his two s~sters. As the overseers were hard for them to get along 

with they were oftener without an overseer as with one, and therefore they 

used one of the Negroes as overseer for the most of the time. 

Across the river was another large plantation and slave owner by the 

name of Master Wilson. We called him Master too, for he was a close friend 

and neighbor to our Mis·tresses. There was one Negro man slave who decided to 

not work after Master went to the War and the white overseer was fired and 

the Negro overseer was acting as overSeer, so my Mistress gave him a note to 

take across the river to Master Wilson. The note was an order to whip this 

Negro and as he couldn'~ read he didn,t'!? know wha.t the note contained until 

after Master Wilson read it and gave orders to hls men to tie him for his whip-

ping.~ter this;th~ whippln$ was so severe that they never had 8JJY more 

. "~jr~ 
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trouble in making this Negro slave work and they never had to send him back 

again to Master Wilson to be whipped. The fun part of this above incidence 

was the Negro carried his own note and went alone to be whipped and didn't 

know it 'til the lashes was being put on him. 

My Master's plantation was about 2 miles long and l~ mile wide and he 

owned between 30 or 40 slaves. The Negro overseer would wake up t,he slaves and 

have them in the field before they could see how to work eaoh morning and as 

th~ would go to work so soon their breakfast was' carried to the field to them. 

One morning the breakfast was taken to the field and the slaves were hoeing 

cotton and among them was a lad about 15 years of ago who could not hoe as fast 

as the older slaves and the breakfast was sat at the end of the rows and as 

they would hoe out to the end they would eat, and if you would be late hoeing 

to the end the first to ge to the end would began eating and eat everything. 

So, this 15 year old lad in order to get out to eat before everffthing was gone 

did not hoe his ~ow good and the overseer, who was white at this time, whipped 

him so severely that he could not eat nor work. that day. 

The Negroes went to church with the white people and joined their 

church. The church was Baptist in denomination, and they milt a pen in the 

church in Which the Negroes sat, and when they would take sacrament the 

Negroes would be served after the whites were through and one of the Negro 

group would pass it around to the others within the pen. 

As there were no dances held on the plantation the Negroes would ottimes 

slip off and go at nights to a nearby dance or peanut parching or rice suppers 

at nights after work. Some of the slaves would be aJ.lowed to make for them-

selves rice patches which they would gather and save for the dances. To pre-

pare this rice for cooking after harvested they would burn a trough into a 

log, they called~ortar and with a large wooden mallet they called pessel, and 

which they would pound upon the rice unttl hulled and ready for cooking. This 
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rice would be boiled with just salt and water and eaten as a great feast with 

delight. 

During slavery some of the Negro slaves would kill snakes and skin 

them and wear these snake skins to prevent being voodooed they said. When 

some of the slaves would take sick and the home remedies would fail to cure 

them our Mistress would allow one of the Negro men slaves to go to the white 

doctor and get some medicine for the patient. The doctor would ask questions 

as to the actions of the ·oatient and from said. description would send medi-

cine without ever going to see the patient and his medicine woUld always cure 

the patient of his disease if consulted in time. 

After the news came that brought our freedom a white union officer 

with 20 trained Negro~ soldiers visited the ulantations and saw that the 

Negroes received their\freedom. He would put on a demonstration with his 

Negro soldiers by having them line up and then at a command they would all 

rush forward and stand their guns up together on the stock end without a one 

falling and get back into line and upon another command they would rush 

forward and each get his gtUl again without allowing one to fall and again 

reline up. 

When I was large enough to pay attention to my color and to that 

of the other slaves I wondered to myself why I was not black like the rest 

of the slaves and concluded to myself that I would when I got grown like they 

were as I knew not then that I was the son of my Master. 

During the War and as the men and our Master all went to the War the 

Negroes or a Negro would have to go to the Mistress' homes each morning and 

start fires and never, did I ever hear of a rape case under such close con-

ditions as Negroes going into the bed rooms each morning of the white mistress 

to start fires. 

MY first wife was name Tracy Smith. As I had been free for over 
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12 years. We had ordinary marriage ceremony. I have 11 grown children, 15 or 

20 grandchildren and. 3 great grandchildren. 

I think Abraham Lincoln was a fine old gentlemen and as to Jeff Davis 

I don't thiIL~ he was what he should have been, and as to Booker T. Washington 

I think his idea of educating or training Negroes as servants to serve the 

white race apuealed more to the white race than the Negroes. 

My viewpoint as to slavery is that it was as much detrimental to 

the white race as it was to the Negroes, as one elevated ones minds toohighly, 

and the other degraded ones mind tool owly. 
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MATTIE HA:RDAAN 
Age 78 yrs. 

Oklahoma Oi ty, Okla. 

I was born January 2, 1859, at Gunalis, Texas. My father's name 

was William Tensley and my mether' s name Mildred. Howard. They was brought 

from Virginia. I did have 8 brothers and sisters but all of them are dead. 

My Master was name William Henr;y Howard. Since I was too young 

to work I nursed ll!Y sisters' children while they worked., The cooking was 

done all up to the general kitchen at Masters house and when slaves come 

from work they would send their children up to the kitchen to bring their 
. 

meals to their homes in the quarters. Our Mistress would have one of the 

cooks to dish up veget'ables and she herself '?'.Tould slice or serve the meat 

to ~ee that it wasn f t vrasted, as seemingly it was thought so precious. 

As my mother worked I round the Big House quite a deal I would 

go up to the Big House with her and pl~ with the white children who seemed 

to like for me to come to play with them. One ~ in anger while playing 

I called one of the white girls, flold black dog" and they pretended they 

would tell their mother (my Mistress) about it. I was scared, as they saw, 

and they promised me they would not tell if I'd promise to not do it again, 

and which I was so glad to do and be let off so lightly. 

For summer I wore a cot ton slip and for winter my mother knitted 

at nights after her days work was done so I wore red flannels for underwear 

and thick linsey for an over-dress, and had knitted stockings and bought 

shoes. As mr Master was a doctor he made his slaves wear suitable clothes 

in accordance to the weather. We also wore gloves my' mother knitted in 

winter. 

lq' Mistress was good to all of the slaves. On Sund~ morning she 

weuldmakeell the Negro children come to the :Big HOuse and she would stand 
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on the front steps and read the Oatechism to us who sat or stood in front 

on the ground. 

My Master was also good. On Wednesdays and Friday nights he would 

make the slaves come up to the Big House a~d he would read the Bible to them 

and he would pray. He was a doctor and very fractious and exact. He didn't 

allow the slaves to claim they forgot to do thus and so nor did. he allow 

them to make the expression, "I thought so and So." He would say to them 

if they did: "Who told you, you could thinkl" 

They had 10 children, 7 boys and 3 girls. Their house was a 

large 2-stor,y log house painted white. My father was overseer on the planta

tion. 

The plantation consisted of 400 acres and about 40 slaves including 

children. The slaves were so seldom punished until they never'd worry about 

being punished. They treated their slaves as though they loved them. The 

poor white neighbors were also good and treated the slaved:; good, for my 

Master would warn them to not bother his Negroes. My Mistress always told 

the slaves she wanted all of them to visit her and come to her funeral and 

burial when she died and named the men slaves she wanted to be her pall

bearers, all of which was carried out as she planned even though it was after 

freedom. 

The slaves even 'who lived adjoining our plantation would have 

church at our Big House. They would hold church on Sundays and Sunday nights. 

As my mother worked a deal for her Mistress she had an inkling or 

overheard that they was going to be set free long before the day they were. 

She called all the slaves on the plantation together and broke to them this 

news after they had promised her they would not spread the news so th~t it 

would get back to our Master. So, everybody kept the news until Saturd~ 

129 



Oklahoma Writers' Project -3- 130 , 

night June 19th, when Master called all the slaves to the big gate and told 

them they were all free, but could stay right on in their homes if they had 

no places to go and which all of them did. They went right out and gathered 

the crop just like they'd always done, and some of them remained there 

several years. 

MY first husband was name, S.W. Warnley. We had 4 children, 1 

girl and three boys an;::' 3 grandchildren. I now have two grandchildren. 

Now that slavery is over I sometime wish 'twas stil~ existing for 

some of our lazy folks, so that so many of them wouldn't or couldn't loaf 

around so much lowering our race, walking the streets day by day and running 

from house to house living corruptible lives which is keeping the race 

down as though there be no good ones among us. 
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A"N1UE HAWKINS 
Age 90 

Colbert, OIda 

t calls myself 90, but I don't know jest how old I really am but 

I was a good sized gal when we moved from Georgia to Texas. We come on a 

big boat and one night the stars fell. Talk about being scared! We all run 

and hid and hollered and prayed. We thought the end of the world had come. 

I never had no whitefolks that was good to me. We all worked jest 

like dogs and had about half enough to eat and got whupped for everything •. 

Our days was a constant misery to us. I know lots of niggers that was 

slaves had a good time but we never did. Seems hard that I can't say a~y-

thing good for any of 'em but I sho' can't. When I was small my job was to 

tote cool water to the field to the hands. It kept me busy going back and 

forth and I had to be sho' myoId Mistress had a cool drink when she wanted 

it, too. Mother and my sister and me worked in the field all day and come 

in time to clear away the things and cook supper. When we was through in 

the kitchen we would spin fer a long time. Mother would spin and we would 

card. 

MyoId Master was Dave Giles, the meanest man that ever lived. He 

didn't have ma~y slavesl My mammy and me,and my sister, Uncle Bill and 
) I . J 

Truman. He had owned my grandma but he give her a bad whupping and she never 

did git over it and died. We all done as much work as a dozen niggers--we 

knowed we had to. 

I seen old Master gi t mad at Truman and he buckled him down across 

a barrel and whupped him till he cut the blood out of him and then he rubbed 

salt and pepper in the raw places. It looked like Truman ~ould die it hurt 

so bad. I know that don't sound reasonable that a White man in a Christian 

communi ~Y would do such a thing but you can I t realize how heartless he was. 

People didn't know about it and we dassent tell for weknowed he'd kill us' 
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if we did. You must remember he owned us body and soul and they wasn't ~ 
": 

thing we could do about it. Oli Mistress and her three girls was mean to 

us too. 

One time me and my sister was spinning and old Mistress went to 

the well-house and she found a chicken snake and killed it. She brought it 

back and she throwed it around my sister's neck. She jest laugh'd and laughed 

about it. She thought it was a big joke. 

Old Master stayed drunk all the time. I reckon that is the reason 

he was so fetched mean. ltr, how we hated him! He finally kil~ed hisself 

drinking and I remember Old Mistress cal:J,.ed us in to look at him in his 

coffin. We all marched by him slow like and I jest happened to look up and 

caught my si sterr s eye and we both jest natchelly laughed- Why shouldn t t 

we? We was glad he was dead. It's a good thing we had our laugh fer old 

Mistress took us out and whupped us wi th . a broomstick. She didn 1 t make us 

sorry though. 

Old Master and Mistress lived in a nice big house on top of a hill 

and us darkies lived in log cabins with log floors. Our dresses was ~ade 

out of coarse cloth like cotton saCking and and it Sho' lasted a long time. 

It art to been called mule-hide for it was about that toUgh. 

We went to church s1metimes. They had to let 'U.s do that or folks 

would have ~oand out how mean they was to us. Old Master'd give us a pass 

to Shaw the patroller. We was glad to git the chance to git away and we 

alway'S went to church. 
.~ r 

During the War we seen lott of sOl~ers. Some . of them was Yankees 

and some wereSesesh soldiers. lq' job every d.lq was to take a big tray of 

food and set it on a stump about a ~rter of a mile from our house. I done 

>this twice a dq and ever time I went back the dishes would be empty. I never 

. .,." 

:.1 
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did see nobody and didn't nobody tell me why I was to take the food up there 

but of C01,lTSe it was either for soliders that was scouting 'round or.it may 

been for some lowdown dirty bushwhacker, and again it might a been for some 

of old liaster's folks scouting 'round to keep out of the army. 

We was the happiest folks in the world when we knowed we was free. 

We couldn't realize it at first but how we did shout and cry for joy when 

we did realize it. We was afraid to leave the place at first for fear old 

Mistress would bring us back or the pateroller would git us. Old Mistress 
-

died soon after the War and we didn't care either. She didn't never do 

nothing to make us love her. We was jest as -glad as when old Master died. 

I don't know what become of the three gals. They was about grown. 

We moved away jest as far away as we could and I married soon after. 

My husband died and I married again. I been married four times and all my 

husbands died. The last time I married it was to a man that belonged to a 

Indian man, Sam Love. He was a good owner and was one of· the best men that 

ever lived. My husband never did move far away from him and he loved him 

like a father. He a1~s looked after him till he died. My husband has 

been dead five years. 

I have had fifteen children. Four pairs of twins, and only four 

of them are living. The good Lawd wouldn't let me keep them. I'se lived 

through three wars so you see lIse no baby. 
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IDA BJNRY 

Age 83 
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lx-Slave. 
10-14-37 

I was born in Marshall. Texas, in 1854. Me mother was named Millie 

Henderson and me father Silas Hall. Me mother was sold in South Oaro1ina 

to Mister Hall, who brought her to Texas. Me father was born and raised 

by Master John Hall. Me mother's and father's family- consis~d of five 

girls and one boy-. My sister's names were: Margrette, Ohalette, Lottie, 
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Gracy and Loy-o, and me brother's name was Dock Howard. I lived with me mother 

and father in a log house on Master Hall's plantation. We would be sorry when 

dark, as de patrollers would walk through de quarters and homes of de slaves' 

all times of night wid pine torch lights to whip de niggers found awa;r from 

deir home. 

At nights when me mother would slip awa:y for a vi si t to some of de 

neighbors homes, she would raise up the old plank floor to de log cabin and 

make pallets on de ground and put us to bed and put the floor back down so 

dat we couldn't be seen or found by the patrollers on their ~troll aroun~ at 

nights. 

My grandmother Lottie would al.wSl'S tell us to not let Master catch you 

in a lie, and to always tell him de truth. 

I was house girl to me Mistress and nursed. cooked, and carried de 

children to and from sChoel. In summer we girls wore cotton slips and yarn 

dresses for winter. When I got married I was dress in blue serge and was de 

third persen to marry in it. Wedding dresses was not worn after de wedding in 

d_ d.qs by niggers as we was taught by our Mistress dat it was bad luck to 
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wear de wedding dress after marriage.' Therefore, 'twas handed down from one 

generation to the other one. 

Me Mistress was sometimes good and sometimes mesne One day de cook was 

waiting de table and when passing around de potatoes, old Mistress felt of one 

and as hit wasn't soft done, she exclaimed to de cook, "What you bring these 

raw potatoes out here. for't" and grab a fork and stuck it in her eye and put 

hit out. She, de cook, lived about 10 years and died. 

Me Mistress was de mother of five children, Crock, Jim, Boss and twO 

girls name, Lea and Annie. 

De~ home was a large two-stor,r white house wid de large white posts. 

As me Master went to de War de old overseer tried. himself in meanness 

over de slaves as seemingly he tried to be important. One dar de slaves 

caught him and one held him whilst another knocked h~ in de head and killed 

him. 

Master's plantation was about 300 acres and he had 'bout 160 slaves. Be

fore de slaves killed our overseer, he 'ROuld work lem night and dq. De sla.ves 

was punished when dey didn't do as much Work as de overseer wanted 'em to do. 

Be would lock t em in jail S) me nights wi thout food and kept 'em dere all 

n;tht,and after whipping 'em de next momiag 'ROuld onl)" give 'em bread and 

water to work on till noon. 

When a slave was hard to catch for punishment dey would make 'em wear 

ball and chains. De ball was 'bout de si ze of de head and made of lead. 

On Sundq;mornings before breakfast our Mistress wo1lld call us together, 

read de Bible and show us pictures of de Devil in de Bible and tell us dat 

if' we was not good sad if we weud steal and tell lies dat old Sataa would 

git '11B. 



Oklahoma Writerst Preject -3-

Close to our Master's plantation lived several faldlies of old "poor 

whi te trash" who wo'Uld steal me Master's hogs and chickens and come and tell 

~ 
me Mistress dat dey seen some of de slaves knock one of d~ hogs in de head., 

Dis continued up till Master returned from de War and caught de old whi te 

trash stealing his hogs. De niggers did at times steal Master's hogs and 

chickens, and I would put biscuits and pieces of chicken in a sack under me 

dress dat hung from me waist, as I waited de table for me Mistress, and later 

would slip off and eat it as dey never gave de slaves Bone of_dis sort of food. 

We had church Sundqs and our preacher Rev. Pat Williams would prea.ch 

and our Master and family and other nearby white neighbors would ofttime 

attend our services. De patrollers wouldn't allow de slaves to hold night 

services, and one night dey caught me mother out praying. Dey stripped her·' 

naked and tied her hands together and wid a rope tied to de hand cuffs and 

threw one end of de rope over a limb and tied de other end to de pommel of 

a saddle on a horse. As me mother, weighed 'bout 200, dey pulled her 'Up so 

dat her toes could barely touch de ground and whipped her. Dat same night she 

ran a~ and stared over a ~ and returned. 

During de fall months dey would have corn shucking and cot ton pickings 

and would give a prize to de one who would pick de highest amount .. of cott'on 

or shuck de largest pile of corn. De prise would usually be a suit of clothes 

or something to wear and which would be given at some later date. 

We could only have dances during holi~s, but dances was held on other 

plantations. One night a traveler visiting:me Master· and wanted his boots: 

shined. So Master gave de boots to one of de slaves to Shine and de slave 

put de boots on and went to a dance and danced so much dat his feet swelled 

so dat' when he returned he could not pull .J em off.-. 
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De next morning as de slave did not show up with de boots dey went to 

look for him and found him lying down trying to pull de boots off. He told 

his Master dat he had put de boots on to shine 'em and could not pull 'em 

off. So Master had to go to town and ·buy de traveler another pair of boots. 

:Before he could ran away de slave was beaten wid 500 lashes. 

De War dat brought our freedom lasted about two years. Me Master went 

and carried one of de slaves for a servant. When he returned he seemed a 

much different man dan he was before de War. He was kind and good and from 

dat day' on\',he .never whipped another slave nor did he allow any of his slaves 

whipped. Dis time lasted from JanUary to June de 19th when we was set free 

in de State of Texas. 

Lincoln and Davis both died short of promise. I means dat dey both 
n.IZ. 

died before dey carried out de~ plans and promises for freeing de slaves. 
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MOW S HILLYlilR 
Age 84 71"s. 

Alderson, Okla. 

147 father was Gabe Hillyer and m7 mother was Clarissy Hillyer, and 

our home was in Bome, Georgia. Our owner was Judge Ri1lyer. He was de 

last United States senator to Washington, D. e., before de War. 

My mother died when I was only a few days old and the only mother I 

ever knew was Judge Hillyer's wife, Kiss Jane. Her nine children were 

all older than I was and when mother died Miss Jane said motB.-er had raised 

her Children and she would raise hers. So she ,took us into her house and 
. 

we never 11yed at de quarters any more. I had two sisters, Sally and 

Syl via, and we had a room in de Big House and s1 ster Sally didn i t do 

nothing else bu.t lookatter me. I used to stand with my thumb in rq 

mouth and hold to Miss Jane's apron while she knitted. 

When Judge Hil17er was elected he sold out his farm and gave his slaves 

to his children. He owned about twelve or fourteen slaves at this time. 

He gave me and my sister Sylvia to his son, Dr. Hillyer, and my father to 

another one of his sons who was studying law. l'ather st81'ed wi th" him and. 

took care of him until he graduated. Father learned to be a good carpenter 

while he lived. with George Hillyer. George never -.rried until after de 

War. 

Dr. Blll7er lived on a big plantation but he practiced medicine all de 

time. He didn I t have much time to look after de farm but he had good over-

seers and they sure didn't beat his slaves or mistreat rem in any 1Rq'. Dr. 

Hlll7er married a rich girl, lIiss Mary Oooley, and her father gave her 

fifteen slaves when ahe married and Jud&e Ril17er gave him tive so he had 

a purty good start from de first and he mowed how to make money so he was 
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a wealthy man when de Rebellion started. 

My sister and I didn't knowhow to act when we was sent out there 

among strangers. We had to live in de quarters just like de other 

niggers, and we didn1t especially like it. I guess I was a sort of bad 

boy. 

There was several more boys about my age and we didn't have any work 

to do but just busy ourselves by getting into mischief. We'd ride de calves, 

chase de pigs, kill de chickens, break up hens nests, and in fact do most 

everything we hadn't ought to do. Finally they put us to toting water to 

de field hands, minding de gaps, taking de cows to pasture and as dat kept 

us purty busy we wasn't so bad after date 

My happiest d~s was when I was wi th de old Judge and. Miss Jane. I 

can sit here and think of them old times and it seems like it was just 

yesterday dat it all happened. He was a great hand to go to town ev·ery day 

and lounge around wid his cronies. I used to go wi th him, and my how they 

would. are,lle. Sometimes they would get mad and shake their canes in each 

other's faces. I guess they was talking politics. 

Our old Master liked cats better than any man I ever saw, and he alw~s 

had five or six that followed him about de place like dogs. When he went to 

eat they we,s always close to him and Just as soon as he finished he would 

always feed them. When he was gone us boys used to throw at his cats or 

set de dogs on 'em. We was always careful dat no one saw us for if he had 

known about it he would &owhipped. us and no mistake. I wouldn't &oblamed him 

either, for I like cats now. I think they are lots of company. 

He was a typical Iouthern gentleman, medium sized, and wore a Van Dyke 
. 

beard. He never whipped hi s slaves, and he didn I t have a one da t wouldn It 

a-died for him. 

Judge Hillyer had one son, William, dat wouldn't go to oollege. He 
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made fun of his brothers for going to school so long, end said that he would 

be ashamed to go and stay five or six years. After de War he setUed d01m 

and studied law in Judge Aki~s office and opened a office in Athens, Georgia, 

and he made de best lawyer of them all. 

Us boys used to go huntlngwith Master William. He hunted rabbits, 

quails, squirrels, and sometimes he would kill a deer. He hunted mostly 

wi th dogs. He never used a gun but very Ii ttle. Lead was SCi scarce and cost 

so much dat he couldn1t. afford to waste a bullet on rabbits .or snakes. He 

made his own bullets. The dogs would chase a rabbit into a hollow tree and 

weld take a stick and twist him out. Sometimes we'd have nearly all de hide 

twisted off him when weld git him out. 

Old Judge Hillyer smoked a pipe with a long stem. He used to give me . 

ten cents a day to fill it for him. He told me I had to have $36 at the end 

of the year, but I never made it. There was a store right close to us and 

lid go down there and spend my money for lemon stick candy, ginger cakes, 

peanuts, and firecrackers. Old Master knowed I wouldn1t save it, end he 

didn l t care if I did spent it for it was mine to do with just as I pleased. 

Every time a ci rcus eome to town I I d run 0 ff and they wouldn I t see me 

again all day. Seemed like I just couldn't help it. I wouldn't take time 

to git permission to go. One time to punish me for running off he tied me 

up by my thumbs, and I had. to stay home while de rest went. I didn't dare 

try to git loose and run off for I !mowed lid git my ja.cket tanned if I did. 

Old Uaster never laid his hand on me, but I knowed he would if I didn't do 

as he told me. He never told us twice to do anything either. 

Coins had curious names in them days. A dime was called a thrip. Four

pen was about the same value as three cents or maybe a little more. It took 

three of lam to make a thrip. There was all sorts of paper money. 

140 



Oklahoma Wri ters' Proj ect -4- 141 

Eve17 first fuesdq slaves were brought in from Virginia and sold 011 de 

block. De auctioneer was Oap'n Dorsey. E. M. Cobb was de Slave bringer. 

They would stand de slaves up on de block and talk a.bout what a fine looking 

specimen of black manhood or womanhood dey was, tell how healthy dey was, 

look in their mouth and examine their teeth just like they was a horse, and 

talk about de kind of 'WOrk they would be fit for and. could do. Young heal. thy 

boys and girls brought the best prices. I guess they figured dat they would 

grow to be valuable. I used to stand around and watch de sales take place 

but it never entered m:J mind to be afraid for I knowed old Judge wasn't'going 

to sell me. I thbught I was an important member of his family. 

Old Judge bought every ro~sh niMer in the country. He'd take him 

home and give him the key to everything on de pla~e and say to help hisself. 

Soon as he got all he wanted to eat he'd qui t being a rogue. Old Judge said 

that was what made niggers steal - they was hungry. 

They used to scare us kids by telling us da t a runaway nigger would g1 t 

us. De timber was awful heavy in de river bottoms, and dey was one nigger 

dat run ott from his master and lived for years in these bottoms. He was 

there all during de War and come out after de eurrender. Every man in dat 

country omed him at ,some time or other. His owner sold him t~ a man who 

was sure he could catch him -- he never did, so he sold him to another slave 

owner and so on till nearly everybody had him. He changed hands about six 

or seven times. They would come in droves with blood hound; and hunt for 

him but dey couldn't catch him for he lmow,ed them woods tOG well. He'd 

feed de dogs and make friends with 'em and they wouldn't bother him. He lived 

on nuts, frtrlt, and wild game, and niggers 'WOuld slip food to him. He'd slip 

into town and get whiskey and trade it to de niggers for food. 
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Judge Hillyer never Ilowanced his niggers and dey could always have 

anything on de place to eat. We had so much freeciom dat other slave owners 

in our neighborhood iidn't like for us to come among their slaves for they 

said we was free niggers and would make their slaves discontented. 

After I went to live with Judge Hillyer1s son, Dr. Hillyer, one of 

my jobs was to tote the girls books to school every morning. All the 

plantation owners had a colored boy dat did that. After we had toted de 

books to de school house weld go back down de road a piece and line up and 

have the "gone-bying-est" fight you ever see. We'd have regular battles. 

If I got licked in de morning I'd go home and rest up and lid give somebody 

a gpod liCking dat evening. I reCkon I caught up with my fighting for in 

all my working life I have always worked with gangs of men (D'f from one to 

two-hundred and I never struck a man and no man ever struck me. 

Jim Williams was a patrcller, and how he did like to catch a nigger 

off de farm without a permit so he could whip him. Jim thought he was de 

best man in de country and could whip de best of I em. One night John 

Hardin. a big husky feller, was out late. He met Jim and knowed he was 

in fo r it. Jim said t "John I I m gonna gi'Ve you a whi te man I s chance. I 1m 

gonna let you fight me and. if you are de best man, well and good." 

John say, "Master Jim, I can l t fight wid you. Come on and give me mf 

licking, and let me go on home." 

:But Jim wouldn I t do it, and he slapped John and ca.1lei him some names 

and told him he is a coward to fight him. All dis made J'ohn awful mad. and 

he flew into him and give him the terriblest licking a man ever toted. He 

went on home but knew he would git into trouble over it. 

J~,m talked around over the country about what he was gloing to do to 

John but everybody told him dat he brought it all on hisself. He never 
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did try to g1 t another nigger to fight with him. 

Yes, I ga.eas charms keep off bad luck. I have wore I t?m but money 

always was my best lucky piece. live made lots of money but I never made 

good use of it. 

I was always afraid of ghosts but I never saw one. There was a grave

yard. beside de road from our house to town and I always was afraid to go by 

it. lid shut my eyes and run for dear life till I was past de grave yard. 

I had heard. dat there was a headless man dat stayed there on- cold rainy 

days or foggy nights held hide by de fence and throw his head. at you. Once 

a man got hi t and he fell right down dead. I believed dat tale and you can 

imagine how t felt whenever I had to gp past there by myself and on foot. 

I saw lots of Ku Kluxers but I wasn't afraid of the». I lenowed I hadn' t 

done nothing and they wasnlt after me. One time I met a bunch of lem and one 

of lem said, "Who is dis feller?" Another one said,"Oh, datls Gabe's foolish 

boy, come on, donlt bother him." I alWlqs did think dat Totce sounded natural 

but I never did say anything about it. I t sounded powerful like one of old 

Judge f s 'boys. Dey rode on and didn It bo ther me and I never was a bi t afraid 

of 'em any more. 

I went to school one month after de War. I never learned much but I 

learned to read some where along de road dat I come over. My father come 

from Athens. Georgia. and took us away with him. I learned the oarpeuterls 

trade from him. He was so mean to me datI run awa:y ~ I was nineteen. 

I went back to Rome, Georgia, and got a job with a bridge gang and spent 

two years with lem. I went then to Henderson. Kentuck7. and worked for 

ten years. There was hundreds of colored people coming to de mines at 

Krebs and Alderson and I decided to come along, too. I never worked in 

de mines but I did all sorts of carpentering for them. 

I married in Atoka, Oklahoma, thirty-three years ago.. I never had no 
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children •. 

live made lots of monel' but somehow 1t always got awq from me. But 

me and DI1' wife have our 11 ttle home here and we are both still able to 

work a little, so I guess we are making 1t all right. 
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HAL H'U!SOJ' 
.Age 90 fTS. 

Oklahoma OitT, Okla. 

I was born at Galveston, Tennessee, October 12, 1847. T.here were 

11 children' 7 brothers; Andrew, George", Olel!lt, Gilbert, lI'ranlt, lIack~a.nd 

Horace; and 3 girls"' Besie, Karie and N&ncr. Ie were a1:1 Ha.tsens. Together 

with my mother and father we worked for the same man whose name was IIr. 

:Barton :Brown, but who we all call )(aster :Brown, aDd sometimes Mr. 13rown.. 

"Master :Brown had a good wea.ther-board house, two "sto~, with five 

or six rooms. TheY' lived pretty well. He had eight children. We lived in 

one-room log huts. !here were a long striD€ of them huts. We slept on the 

floor like hogs. Girls and boys slept together - jest everybody slept every 

whar. We never knew what biscuits were! ie ate 'seconds and. shorts· (wheat 

ground once) for bread. Ate rabbits, possums baked with taters, beans •• and 

bean soup. !fo chicken, fish and the like. Ky favorite dish now is be&1J.s. 

lIaster :Brown oned about 36 or 40 sla.ves, I cm't recall jest nOWt 

and about 200 acres of ground. There was very little cotton raised in 

Galveston""! I mean jest some corn. Sometimes we would shuck corn aJ.l night. 

He would not let us raise gardens of our own, but didn't mind. us raising 

,corn and a few other tl"llck vegetables to sell for a li t~le spending "bange. 

I learned to read, write and figger at an early age. Master 13rown' s 

bey and I were the same1 age you see (14 years old) and he woUld send me to 

school to protect his kids. and I wo'Ul.d have "to sit up there until school 'liaS 

Gut. So while sitting there I listened to what the white teacher was telling 

the kids. SlId c&:l~gb.i on how to read, wri ie and figger - but I never let on. 
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'cause if I was caught trying to read or figger dey would whip me something 

terrible. After I caught on how to figger the white kids would ask me to 

teach them. 1mster ]rmIn would often say: liMy God O'mighty, never 0.0 for 

t:b..at nigger to learn to figger. tI 

We weren r t allowecL to count change. If we borrowed a fifty-cent 

piece, we \1ould have to l)ay back a fifty-cent piece -- not five dimes or 

fifty pennies or ten nickels. 

We went barefooted the year round and wore long shirts split on 

each side. All of us niggers called all the whites "poor white trash. 1I The 

overseer was nothing but poor white trash and the meanest man that ever walked 

on earth. He never did whip me much 'cause I Vias kind of a pet. I worked up 
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to the Big House, but he shot did whip them others. Why, one day he was beating 

my'mother, and I was too small to say anything, so my big brother heard her 

crying and came running, picked up a chunk and that overseer stopped a'beating 

her. The white boy was holding her on the grotUld and he was whipping her with 

a long leather whip. They said they couldn't teach her no sense and she said 

"I don't wanna learn no sense." The overseer's name we.s Charlie Clark. One 

day he whipped a man until he was bloody as a pig 'cause he went to the mill 

and stayed too long. 

The patroller rode all night and iffen we were caught out later than 

10:00 otclocl~ they would beat us, but we would git each other word by sending 

a man round way late at night. Always take news by night. Of course the Xu 

Klux Klan didn't come 'til after the war. They was something like the pat-

rollers. Never heard of no trouble between the black and whites 'cause them 

niggers were afraid to resist them. 

MY biggest job was keeping fliesoff'n the table up at the Big House. 

When time come to go in for the day we would cut up and dance. I can't remember 

any of the songs jest now, but we had s'ome that we sung. We danced a. whole lots 
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and jest sung "made up" songs. 

Old Master would stay up to hear us come in. Of course Saturday 

afternoon was a holiday. We didn't work no holidays. Master gave us one weat 

off for Christmas, and never worked us on Sunday, unless the "ox was in the 

ditch. II When the slaves got sick we had white doctors, and we would wait on 

each other. Drink dock root tea, mullin tea and flaxweed tea, but we never 

wore charms. 

I think it's a good thing that slavery's over. It ought to been over 

a good while ago,. But it.s going to be slavery allover e.gain if things don't 
" 

git better. But I thank God I've been a Christian for 70 years, and now is a 

member of Tabernacle Baptist Church and deacon of the church, and a Christian 

'cause the Bible teaches me to be. 

That war was a awful thing. I used to pack them soldiers water o~ 

my head, and then I worked at Fort Sill and Fort Dawson in Tennessee. Those 

Yankees cam's by nights - got behind those rebels, and took their hams, drove 

hoaaws in the houses, killed their chickens and ate up the rebels food, but the 

YsJiks didn't bother us niggers. 

When freedom come old Master called us all in from the fields and told 

us, IIAll of you niggers are free as frogs now to go wherever you choose. You 
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are your own man now. 11 We all continued working for him at $5.00 arnonth. After 

the crops were gathered the niggers scattered out. Some went North -- and we 

would say when they ~ent North that they had "crossed the water." 

I never married 'till after the War. Married at my mother's house 

'cause my wife's mother didn'~ let us ~rry at her house, so I sent Jack Perry 

after her on a hoss and we had a big dinner -- and jest got married. 

I am the father of nine children, but jest three is living. One is 

Si dentist in Muskogge. Dr. Andrew Hutson. All of the children are pretty Viell 

read. We never had schools fO~ niggers until after slavery. 

I,vhink: Abrahan{LiIiCOln was a, great ~, but I don't know much about 
.ieffDavi$. ". :s..Q()~er .T ."asb~(i)n,·.~. 8;;\ fiile\ DUiUl~' 

. ,,\~' • • •. "/~','. '. ,"'; '.,.; 'L.' . . '. ",;.:' :;,'. ';':"';'" c. "".::' .",!' ,'.';,:',t ,', :"~ '," _ ", ... ,~-' ",:.:.,' ,; . '. -'" ~ ':."-~-~"~"'--'-'/~.,:....:2..._;::":...:..:.~-"~~..:~~_, ... .i.,, . .' .. ~. :.:. ;' < 
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When a feller gets as old as me it's a heap easier to forget things 

than it is to remember, but I ain't never forgot that old plantation where good 

old Doctor Allison lived back there in Georgia. long before the War that brought 

us slaves the freedom. 

I hear the slaves talkinr; [,bout mean masters when I was a boy. They 

wasn't talking about Master Allison ~'hougl;J., 'cause he was a good man and took 

uart for the slaves when any trouble co~e up with the overseer. 

The Mistress: name was Louisa (the same na.me as the gal I was married 

to later after the War), and she was j~st about as mean as was the old Master 

good. I was the house boy when I gets old enough to understand what the Master 

wants done and I does it just like he says, so I reckon th2>t's why we always get 

along together. 

The Master helped to raise my mammy. When I was born he says to her 

(my mammy tells me when I gets older): "Cheney", the old Master say, "that boy 

is going be different from these other children. I aims to see the,t he is. 

Hets going be in the house all the time, he ain't going work in the fields; he's 

going to stay right with me all the time." 

They was about twenty slaves on the plantation but I was the Q~e old 

Master called for when he wanted something special for himself. I was the one 

hetdok'withhiin~on the trips to town, I was the one who fetch him the cooling 

drink after he look about the fields and sometimes I carry the little black 
I 

bag when he goes a-doctoring folks with the ,misery away off some other farm. 

The Master hear about there going be an auction one day and he figgered 

maybe he needed some more slaves if they was good ones, so he took me and started 
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out early in the morning. It wasn't very far and we got there early before 

the auction started.. Rockon that was the first time ! ever see any slaves sold. 

They was a long platform made of heavy planks end all the slaves was 

lined up on the platform, and t~ley was stripped to the waist, men, women, and 

children. One or two of the women folks was bare naked. They wasn't young 

women neither, just middle age ones, but they was built good. Some of them was 

well greased and that grease covered up many a scar they'd earned for some fool-

ishment or other. 

The Master don't buy none and pretty soon we starts home. The Master 

was riding horseback, - he didn't ever use no.buggy 'cause he said that was the 

way for folks to travel who was too feeble to sit in the saddle ~·~cl I rode back 

of him on another horse, but that horse I rides is just horse while the Master's 

was a real thoroughbred lllee maybe you see on race tracks down in the South. 

That auction kept bothering me all the way back to the plantation. I 

kept seeing them little children standing on the flatform (platform), their 

mammy and pappy crying hard 'cause their young'uns is being sold. They was a 

lot of hearta.ches even they was slaves and it gets me worried. 

I asked the Master is he going to have an auction and he jest laugh. 

I ain't never sold no slaves yet and I ain't going to, he says. And I gets 

easier right then. I kind of hates to think about sta~ding up on one of them 

platforms, kinder sorry to leave myoId mammy and the Master, so I was easy in 

the heart when he talked like that. 

The plantation house was a big frame and the yard was shaded with trees 

all around. The Master's children - four boys and two girls -would play in the 

yard with me just like I was one of the family. And weld go h"lmting and f1hshing. 

There 'was a creek not far away and they was good fishing in the stream and 

squirrels in the trees. Mighty lot of fun to catch them fishes but more fun 

when they is all fried brown and ready for to eat with a piece of hot pone • 
• 
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Ain t t no fish ever te,ste thevt good sincel 

One thing I sort of ponders about. The old Master don't let us have 

no religion meetings and reading and writing is somet,hing I learn 'after the 

War. SOIDe of the slaves talk about meeting 'round the country and wants to 

have preaching on the plantation. Master says NO. No preacher around here.to 

tell about the Bible and religion will be just a puzzlement, the Master say, 

and we let it go at that. I reckon that was the only thing he was set against. 

That anQ the Yankees. The Master went to the War ana stayed 'til 

it was most over. He was a mighty sick man when he come back to the old place, 

bu.t I was there waiting for him just like always. All the time he was'.away I 

take care around the house. That's what' he say for me to do when he rides awq 

to fight the Yankees. Lot's of talk about the War but the slaves goes right on 

working just the same, raising cotton and tobacco. 

The slaves talk a heap about Lincoln and some trys to run away to the 

lJorth. Don't hear much about Jeff Davis, mostly Lincoln. He give us slaves the 

freedom but we was better off as we was. 
t:.J.-.-

The day of freedom come around just any other day, except the Master 
I\. 

say for me to bring up the horses, we is going to town. That's when he hears 

about the slaves being free. We gets to the town and the Master goes into the 

store. It's pretty early bu.t the streets was filled with folks talking and I 

wonder what makes the Master in such a hurry when he comes out of the itore. 

He gets on his horse and tells me to follow fast. ~ we gets baCk 

to the plantation he sounds the horn calling the slaves. They come in from the 

fields and meet 'round back of the kitchen building that stood separate from 

the Master's house. They all keeps quiet while the Master talks! "You-all is 

free now, and all the rest of the slaves is free too. Nobody owns you now and 

nobody gOing to W\Jn you anymore!" Tpe.twas good news, I reckon, but nobody know 
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~t to'~o about it. 

The crops· was mostly in and the Master wants the folks to stay 

'til the crop is finished. They talk about it the rest of that. day. They 

wasn't no celebration 'round the place. but they wasn't no work after the 

Master tells us we is free. Nobody leave the place though. Not 'til in the 

fall when the work is through. Then some of us go into the town and gets work 

'cause everybody knows the Allison slaves was the right kind of folks to have 

around. 

That was the first money I earn and,then I have to learn how to spend 

'1 t. That was the ha-rdesi part 'cause the prices was high and the wages was low. 

Then I moves on and meets the gal that maybe I been looking for, 

Louisa ]aker, and right away she takes to me and we is married. Ain't been no 

other woman but her and she's waiting for me wherever the dead waits for the 

living. 

I reckon she won' t have so long to we,i t now, even if I is feeling 

pretty spry and got good use of the feets and hands. Ninety-eight years brings 
'. ~.-

a heap of wear and soine of these days the old body'·ll need a long time rest and 

then I'll 'join her for all the time. 

I is ready for the New Day a-co~ingl 
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MRS. ISABELLA J.A.CKSO~ 
Age 79 yrs. 
Tulsa, Okla. 

aBoom ••• Booml Boom ••• Booml ll That t s the way the old weaver go 

all day long when my sister, Margaret, is making cloth for the slaves down 

on old Doc Joe Jackson's plantation in Louisiana. 

That was near the little place of Bunker, and its my birthplace, 

and I guess where all l[ammy's children were born because she was never sold 

but once and nobody but the old Doc ever did own her af:ber she come to his 

place. 

He always say couldn't· nobody get work out of Mammy but him. I " 

gue~s that's just his foolery 'cause if she ain't no good the Old Doc most 

likely sell her to some of them white folks in Texas. 

That's what they done to them mean, no account slaves - just send 

them to Texas. Them folks sure knew how for to handle • eml 

But I was talking about my sister, Margaret. I can still see her 

weaving the cloth - Booml •• Boom! - and she hear that all the day and get 

mighty ttred~ Sometimes she drop her head an~ go to sleep. The Mistress 

get her then sure. Rap her on the head with almost anything handy, but she 

hit pretty easy, just trying to scare her that's all. 

The old Master though, he ain't so easy as that. The whippings 

was done by the master and the overseer just tell the old Doc about the 

troubles, like the old Doc say: 

ayou just watch the slaves and s"ee they works and works hard, but 
. 

don't lay on with the whip, because I is the only one who knows how to do 
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Maybe the old Master was sickened of whippings from the stories the 

slaves told about the plantation that joined ours on the north. 

If they ever was a living Devil that plantation was his home and the 

owner was It! Thatls what the old slaves saY, and when I tell you about it 

see if I is right. 

That man got so mean even the white foL~s was scared of him, 

'specially if he was filled with drink. ~1at's the way he was most of the 

time, just before the slaves was freed. 

All the time we hear about slaves on that place g&,tting whipped or 

being locked in the stock - that one of them things where your head and hands 

is fastened through holes in a wide board, and you stands there all the day 

and all the night - and sometimes we hears of them staying in the stock for 

three-four weeks if they trys to run away to the north. 

Sometimes we hears about some slave who is shot by that man while 

he is wild with the drink. Thatls what I'm telling about now. 

Don't nobody know what made the master mad at the old slave - one 

of the oldest on the place. Anyway, the master didntt whip him; instead of 

that he kills him with the gun and scares the others so bad most of 'em runs 

off and hides in the woods. 

The drunk master just drags the old dead slave to the graveyard 

which. is down in the corner away from the growing crops, and hunts up two of 

the young boys who was hiding in the barn. He ta.k:J3s them to dig the grave. 

The master stands watching every move they make, the dead man lays 

there with his face to the sky, and the boys is so scared they could hardly 

dig. The master keeps telling them to hurry with the digging. 

After while he tells them to stop and put the body in the grave. 

They wasn't no coffin, no box, for him. Just the old clothes that he wears 

in the fields. 
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But the grave was too short and they start to digging some more, 

but the master stop them. He says to put back the body in the grave, and 

then he jumps into the grave hisself. Right on the dead he jumps and stomps 
Jt/ 

'til the body is mas\(ed and twisted to fit the hole. Then the old nigger is 

buried. 

That's the way my Mammy hears it and told it to us children. She 

was a Christian and I knoW' she told the truth. 

l:dke I said, Mammy was ntver sold only to Master Jackson. But she's 

seen them slave auctions where the men, women and children was stripped naked 

and lined up so·, s the buyers could see what· kind of animals they was getting 

for their money. 

My pappy's name was Jacob Keller and my mother was Maria. They's 

both dead long ago, and I'm waiting for the old ship Zion that took my W.ammy 

away, like we use to sing of in the woods: 

"It has landed my old Mammy, 

It has landed my old ~.annny, 

Get on board, Get on board, 

'Tis the Old Ship of Zion -

Get on board! II 
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NELLIE JOmTSON 

I don't know how old I is, but I is a great big half grown gal 

when the time of the War come, and I can remember how everything look at that 

time, and what all the people do, too. 

I'm pretty nigh to blind right now, and all I can do is set on 

this little old front porch and maybe try to keep the things piCked up be-

hing my grandchild and his wife, because she has to work and~he is out sel1-

ing wood most of the time. 

But I didn't have to live in any such a house during the time I 

was young like they is, because I belonged to old Chief Rolley McIntosh, and 

my pappy and msl!lll'lY have a big, nice, clean log house to live in, a..1"ld every-

thing round it look better than most renters got these days. 

We never elid call old Master anything but the Chief or the General 

for that's what everybody called him in them days, and he never did act to-

wards us like we was slaves, much anyways. He was the mikko of the Kawita 

town long before the War and long before I was borned, and he was the chief 

of the Lower Creeks even before he got to be the chief of all the Creeks. 

Eut just at the time of the War the Lower Creeks st~ed with him 

and the Upper Oreeks, at least them that lived ~long to the south of where 

we live, all go off after that old man Gouge, and he take most of the Se;±no1e· 

too. I hear old Tuskenugge, the big man with the Seminoles, but I never did 

see him, nor mighty few of the Seminoles. 

My mammy tells me old General ain't been living in t~t Xawita 

town ver,r many years when I was borned. He' come up there from down in the 

fork .of the river where the Arksllsas and the Verdigris run together a little 

while after all the last of the Creeks come out to the Territory. His brother 
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old Chili McIntosh, live down in that forks of the rivers too, but I donlt 

think he ever move up into that Kawita town. It was in the narrow stretch 

where the Verdigris come close to the Arkansas. They got a pretty good sized 

white folks town there now they call Coweta, but the olQ Creek town was dif~ 

ferent from that. The folks lived all around in that stretch between the 

rivers, and myoId Master was the boss of all of them. 

For along time after the Civil War they had a~court 'at the new 

town called Coweta court, and a school house too, but before I was born they 

had a mission school down the Kawita Creek from where the town now is. 

Earliest I can remember about my master was when he come to the 

slave settlement where we live and get out of the'buggy and show a preacher 

all around the place. That preacher named Mr. Loughridge, and he was the 

man had the mission down on Kawita Creek before I was born, put at that time 

he had. a s:chool off at some other place. He gi t down out the buggy and talk: 

to all us children, and ask us how we getting along. 

I didn't even know at that time that old Chief was my master, 

until my pappy tell me after he was gone. I think all the time he was another 

preacher. 

My pappy's name was Jackson Mclnotsh, and my mammy name was Hagar. 
l' 

I think old Chief bring them out to the Territory when he come out with his 

brother Chili and the rest of the Creek people. My pappy tell me that old 

Master's pappy was killed by the Creeks because he signed up a treaty to bring 

his folks out here, and old Master always hated that bunch of Creeks that done 

that. 

I think old man Gouge was one of the big men in that bunch, and 
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he fit in the War on the Government side, after he done holler and go on so 

about the Government malring him come out here. 

Old Master have lots of land took up all around that Ka,vrita 

place, and I don't know how much, but a lot more than anybody else. He have 

it all fenced in with good. rail fence, and all the Negroes have all the 

horses and mules and tools they need to work it with. They all live in good 

log houses they blUlt themselves, and everything they need. 

Old Masterls land wasn't all in one big field, but a lot of . 

little fields scattered allover the place. He just take up land what already 

was a kind of prairie, and the niggers donlt have to clear up much woods. 

Vie all live around on them litt'le farms, and we didn ' t have to 

be under any overseer like the Cherokee Negroes had lots of times. We didn't 

have to work if they wasn't no work to do that da~. 

Everybo~ could have a little patch of his own, too, and work it 

between times, on Saturdays and Sundays if he wanted to ... What he made on that 

patch belong to him, end the old Chief never bothered the slaves about any

thing~ 

Every slave can fix up his own cabin any way he want to, and pick 

out a good place with a spring if he can find one. Mostly the slave houses 

had just one big room with a stick-and-mud chimney, just like the poor people 

among the Oreeks had. Then they had a bl~sh shelter built out of four poles 

with a roof made out of brush, set out to one side of the house where they 

do the cooking and eating, and sometimes the sleeping too. Th(l)Y set there 

when they is done working, and lay around on corn shuck beds, because they 

never did use the log house much only in cold and ~ainy weather. 

Old Chief just treat all the Negroes like they was just hired 

hands, and I was a big girl before I knowed very much about belonging to him~ 

I Was one of the youngest children in my family; only Sammy and 
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MID~:;'ie was Y9liLnger tfl,an I was. My big brothers was Adam, August and Nero, 

and my big sisters was Flora, Nancy and Rhoda. We could work a mighty big patch 

for our own selves when we was all at home together, and put in all the work 

we had to for the old Master too, but after the War the big children all get 

married off and took up land of they own. 

Old Chief lived in a big log house made double with a hall in 

between, and a lot of white folks was always coming there to see him about 

something. He was gone off somewhere a lot of the time, too, and he just 

trusted the Negroes to look after his farms and stuff. We would just go 

on out in the fields and work the crops just like they was our own, and he 

never come around excepting when we had harvest time, or to tell us what he 

wanted planted. 

Sometimes he would send a Negro to tell us to gather up some 

chickens or turkeys or shoets he wanted to sell off, and sometimes he would 

send after loads of corn and wheat to sell. I heard my pappy say old Chief 

and Mr. Chili McIntosh was the first ones to have any wheat in the TerritJry, 

but I 'don't know about that. 

Along during the War the Negro men got pretty lazy and shiftless, 

but my pappy and my big brothers just go right on and work like they always 

did. My pappy always said we better off to stay on the place and work good 

and behave ourselves because old Master t~~e care of us that way. But on 

lots of other places the men slipped off. 

I never did see many soldiers during the War, and there wa.sn t t 

any fighting close to where we live. It was kind of down in the bottoms, 

not far from the Verdigris and that Gar Creek, and the 'soldiers would have 

bad crossings if the come by our place. 

We did see some whackers riding around sometimes, in little 
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bunches of about a dozen, but they never did bother us and never did stop. 

Some of the Negro girls that I knowed of mixed up with the poor Creeks and 

Seminoles, and some got married to them after the War, but none of my family 

ever did mix up with them that I knows of. 

Along towards the last of the War I never did see old Chief come 

a.ro1l..Tld any more, and somebody say he went clown into Texas. He never did come 

back that I knows of, and I think he died down there. 

One day my pappy come home and tell us all ~hat_the Creek done 

sign up to quit the War, and tb.e>t old Master send word that we all free now 

and can take up some land for our own selves or just stay where we is if we 

w8nt to. Pappy stayed on that place where he was at until he died. 

I got to be a "i3:ig girl and went dmm to work for a Creek family 

close to where they got that Checotah town now. At that time it was just all 

a scattered settlement of Creeks and they call it Eufaula town. After while 

I marry a man name Joe Johnson, at a little settlement they call Rentesville. 

He have his freedmen's allotment close to that place, but mine ls up on the 

Verdigris, and we move up there to live. 

We just had one child, named Louisa, and she married Tom ArmstroU3 

They had three-four children, but one was named Ton, and it iB him I live with 

now. 1~ husbandts been dead a long, long time now. 
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lvIRS. JOSliJ-JOBDAN 
Age 75 yrs. , 

840 East King St., 
Tulsa, Oklahoma. 

I was born right in the middle of the War on the Me.rk Lowery planta-

tion at Sparta, in White Oounty, Tennessee, so I don't know 8nything much 

about then slave days except what my maw~y told me long years ago. 'Course 

I mean the Oivil War, for to us colored folks they just wasn't no other war 

as meanful as that one. 

My mother she come from Vinginia when a.little girl, but never nobody 

tells me where at my papljY is frorl. His name was David Lowery when I was born, 

but I guess he had plenty other names, for like my mammy he was sold lots of 

times. 

Salina was my mammy's name, and ,she belonged to a Mister Olark, who 

sold her and pappy to Mark Lowery 'cause she was a fighting, mule-headed woman. 

It wasn't her fault 'cause she was a fighter. The master whu owned 

her before Mister Olark was one of them white mens who was always whipping 

end beating his slaves and mammy couldn't stand it no more. 

That's the way she tells me about it. She just figc~red she would 

be better off dead and out of her misery as to be whipped all the time, so 

one day the master claimed ,they was something wrong with her work and started 
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to raise his whip, butme~y fought back and when the ruckus was over the h{aster 

was laying still on the ground and folks thought he was dead, he got such a 
) 

heavy beating • 

• Mammy says he don't die and right after that She was sold to Mister 

Olark I ,been telling you about. Ana. mammy was full of misery for a long time 
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after she was carried to !,iark LOv7eryl s plantation where at I was "born 

dllri~g of the War. 

She bad t~IO children ilhile Delongi~g to 1fister Clark and he 

-2-

wouldn't let t~em go vlith ma~ilLly and ~Jap:9Y. T:.t11:'.tl S I'lhat causecl her misery. 

Pa:9~)Y tried to ease her mind but she jest kept alcryi~lg for her babies, Ann 

and RenDan, till Mister Lowery [:ot Olark to leave them visit rrith her once 

a Bonth. 

Mar:uny always sa;ys that Hark Lowery was a good roastet'. :But he I d 

heard things about mammy before he got her and I reckon was curious to know 

if tl1ey we.s all true. Hal;L1Y says he found out mighty quick t~ley was. 

It was marnny's second day on t:1e plantation and l,Iark LO'7ery acted 

like he was goi:'lg to vrhip her for s01:'ethir;.g she 1 d done Or hadn't, but l!lalill1Y 

Imocked hi.:11 plUDb t?lrough the open cellar door. He TIasn' t hurt, no t even 

ll~d for maIF:y says he clirabecl out the cellar a'laughing, saying he was 

only fooling to see if she YTould fight. 

But na:nmy's troubles VlD..sn I t over t~en, for Mark L017ery he sot 

himself a new young wife (his first wife nas dead), and lUamr:Iy VTas rou.nd of 

the house most of the tiDe after that. 

Right away they Imd trouble. The Mis tress was trying to ma.ke mamnw 

hurry up with the work and she hit mammy wi th the broom stick. MaJIll!lY's mule 

temper boiled up allover the ki tcken and the Master had to stop the fighting. 
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He wouldn't whip malllmy for her part in the trouble, so the Mistress 

she sent word to her father and brothers and they come to Mister Lowery's place. 

They was going to whip roam:,':y, they was good and mad. Master was 

good and mad, too, and he warned 'em home. 

"Whip your own slaves. " He told them. liMine have to work Slid 
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if they're beat up they can't do a days work. Get on home - !'ll take care 

of this." And they left. 

My folks didn't have no food troubles at Mark Lowery's like they 

did somewheres else. I remember nu:unmy told me about one master who almost 

starved his slaves. Mi§hty stingy I reckon he was. 

SOIDe of them slaves was so poorly thin they ribs would kinder 

rustle against each other like corn stalks a-drying in the hot 'winds. But 

they gets even one hog-killing time, and it was fUl1ny too, mammy said. 

-They was seven hogs, fat and ready for fall hog-killing time. 

Just the day before old master told off they ~as to be killed something 

happ.ened to all them porkers. One of the fi eld boys found them and come 

a,..telling the master: "The hogs is all died, now they won't be any meats 

for the winter. 

When the master gets to where at the hogs is laying, they's a lO,t 

of Negroes standing round looking sorrow-eyed at the wasted meat. Trle master 

asks: flW'.a.at t s the illness with I em? II 

"Malitis." They tell him, and they acts like they don't want to 

touch the hogs. Master says to dress them anyway for they ain't no more meat 

on the place. 

Hesa.y~ to keep all the meat for the slave families, but that's 

because he t s afraid to eat it hisself account of the hogs' got mali tis. 

IIDon f t you-all know what is malitis? Mammy would ask the children 

when she was telling of the ~even fat hogs·ana. seventy lean slaves. And she 

would laugh, remembering. how they fooled the old master so's to get all them 

good meats. 

strozigest NegroeSgo'C.'upearly in the morning,fI Ma.mmy 

•... ~)-&l~d.!i el6.~J.~~~±i;;)~:'~~f,~i~f;:~ar.~ ;the.ris:l:llgnorn. C$l1~d the slaves ·r.T(J>mtheil,! 

, . '" \ 
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He ski tted to the hog pen wi th a heavy mallet in his hand. When he tapped 

Mister Hog 'tween the eyes with that mallet 'mali tis , set in mighty quick, b'lllt 

it was a uncommon 'disease', even with hungry Negroes around all the time." 

Mammy had me three sisters and a brother while on the Lowery 

plantation. They was Liza, Addie, Alice and Lincoln. It was a long time . . 

after the War and we was all freed before we left old Master Lowery. 

Stayed right there where we was at home, working in the fields, 

Ii ring in the same old cabins, just like before the War. Uev~r did have no 

big troubles after the War, except one time the Ku ~ux Klan broke up a church 

meeting and whipped some of the Negroes. 

The preacher was telling about the Bible days when the Klan ii'ade 

up. They was all masked up and everybody crawled under the benches. when they 

shouted: ~'We 'II make you damn niggers wish you vlasn t t free! If 

4P4.:._th~just about did. The preacher got the wors.t whipping, bloo.d 
.r .... '~· ,,~, ,;.., {.. """Ie.~. 

was ,running ~;rom his nose and mouth and ears, and they left him laying on the 

floor. 

They whipped the women just like the men, but Mammy and the girls 

wasn I t touched none and we run all t;he way back to the cabin. Layed down wi ttJ: 

all our clothes on and tried-to sleep, but wet s too sca-irt to close our ,eyes. 

Ma.rnmy r8ckoned old Master Lowery was a;"ridingwith·~,t:\l,~ ,.naIl,that 
:" '."~"': , 

night, else weldgo~ a flogging too. 

We first m.oved abOu.t a mile from Master' Lowery' s p.Jt;~;:~a:nd~-werweek 
.,,' _. '·,h'." ,.,""- "',,", :-1' ... r...ll,~.~.~ 

weld ask~ylf wechildr9Il could' go see old Master and she la . say: IIYes. 

if· you .. ~a;ll.,. t:tre,good, niggers." . 
• ',:" :'..-",'<. . _. ,. " 

cl1ildrena:ndhewould ,gi~e 
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The old !)lantations gone, the old Masters gone. the old slaves is 

gone, and Illl be a going some of these days, too, for I been here a mighty 

long tine and they ain't nobody needs De now 'cause I is too old for any good. 
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"Prayers for sale 

"UNCLE" GEORGE G; KING 
Age 83 yrs 

Tul sa, Oklahoma. 

••• Prayers for sale ••• n Uncle George chants 

in sing-song fashion as he roams around Tul~a' s Greenwood Negro district .:. 

poclcets filled with prayer pallers that are soiled and dirty with constant 

handling. 

But they are potent, Uncle George tells those who fear the 

coming of some trouble, disaster or just ordinary misery, 8L~d there's a 

special prayer for each and every trouble - including one to keep away the 

bill collector when the young folks forget to make payments on the radio, 

the furniture, the car, or the S~ring outfit purchased months ago from the 

credit clothier. 

Its all in the Bible and the Bible is his workShop - 'cause folks 

donlt know how to pray. 

Re's mighty old, is Uncle George King, and· he'll tell you that 

he was born on two-hundred acres of Hell, but the whitefo1ks called it 

Samuel Roll's plantation (six miles N.E. of Lexington, So'~th Carolina). 

Kinder small for a plantation, Uncle George explains, but plenty 

room for that devil overseer to lay on the lash, and plenty room for the old 

she-devil Mistress to whip his m~ti11 She was just a piece of living raw 

meat! 

The old Master talked hard words, but the Mistress whipped. Lot's 

of difference, and Uncle G~orge ought to know, 'cause hels felt the lash 

"' 

1ayed on pretty hea'V7 when he was no older than. kindergarten children of today • 

. The Mistress owned the slaves and they couldn I t be sold wi thout 

he.r sq-sp.~at' s the reason George was never. sold, but the Master once tried 
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to sell him I CEmse the beatings was break:ing him down. Old Mistress said 

"No", . and used it for an excuse to whip his Mammy. Uncle George remembers 

tb8.t, too. 

They crossed her wrists and tied them with a stout cord. They 

made her bend over so that her arms was sticking back between her legs and 

fastened the arms with a stick so's she couldn't straighten up. 

He saw the Mistress pull his 1~yls clothets over her head so's 

the lash would reach the skin. He saw the overseer ilay on the whip with hide 

busting blows that left her laying, all a shiver, on the ground, like a 

wounded animal dying from the chase. 
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He saw the Mistress walk away, laughing, while his Mammy screamed 

and groaned - t~a old Master standing there looking sad and wretched, like-he 

could feel the blows on Mammf's bared back and legs as much as she. 

The Mistress was a great believer in the_ power of punishment, 

and Uncle George remembers the old log cabin jail built before the War, right 

on the plaritation, where runaway slaves were stowed away 'till they would 

promise to behave themselves. 

The old jail was full up during most of the War. Three runaway 

slaves were still chained to its floor when the Master gave word the Negroes 

were free. 

They were Prince, Sanovey (his wife) and Henry, who were caught 
:J . 

and whipped by the patrollers, and then brought back to the plantation for 

another beating before being locked in jail • 

. U!he Mistress ordered them chained, and the overseer would come 

every morning with the same question: "Will you niggers promise not to run-

away no moret ff 

:But they wo}lldn l t proraise. One at a time the .overseer would 

~_iD,~" ~dlea;d them from the jail toCiit them wi til powerful blows 
,- "',- .:~,t;:j.;;·.., ::< 
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from the lash, then dr~ them baCk to be chained until the next day when 

more liCkings were given 'cause they wouldn't promise. 

The jail was emptied on the day Master Roll called together all 

the men, women and children to tell them they wasn't slaves no more. Uncle 

George tells it this way: 

"The Master he says we are all free, but it don't mean :we is 

white. And it don't mean we is equal. Just equal for to w~k and earn our 

own living and not depend on him for no more meats and clother." 

Food was scarce before the War; it was worse after the shooting 

and killing was over, and Uncle George saysl: "There wasn't no corn bread, 

no bacon - just trash eating trash, like when General Sherman marched down . 

through the country taking everything the soldiers could lug away, and burning 

all along the w~. 
, 

"Wasn't nothing to eat after he march by. Darkies search'round 

the barns, maybe find some grains of corn in the manure t and they'd parch 

the' grains - nothing else to eat; except. sometimes at night Mammy would skit 

out and steal scraps from 'the Master's house for the children'. 

"She had lots of hungry mouths, too. ThE;lY was seven of us then, 

six boys and a girl, Eliza. The boys was Wesley, Simeon, Moses, Peter, 

William and me, George. This pappy's name was Griffin. 

"But' they was other' p&pWs (lIa.mmY' told him) when llva was born 

long before any of us, and Laura come next, but from a white daddy. MaJnmy 

l'ostthemwhen. she was sold around on the marke-ts. 

"~henan they 'aone,lots ,;of riding round the country_ One night 

Jh!~,~6011ea~, ,t:(i theol~'$l~ve.:q1lBir.,t$'~s~ wheret'l:J.e1Za;bins'is~llsqua.red,ro1ln~ 

lookt~fo.r,tw6, w.omen:.' 



Oklahoma Writers' Project -4-' 168 

"They picks 'em out of the crowd right quick and say they been 

with white men. Says their children is by white men, and they're going to 

get whil"lped so's they'll remember to stay with their own kind. The vromen 

kick and scream, but the mens grab them and roll them over a barrel and let 

fly with the whip." 

It we,s a long time after the Civil "Je:r thc'l,t Uncle George got his 

first schooling or attended regular church meetings. Like he says: 

"Gettine; up at four o'clock in the morning, hoeing in the fields 

all a~y, doing chores when they come in from the fields, and then uiddling .. -

with the weaver~ill nine or ten every night - it just dia~'t leave no time 

for reading and such, even if f.'e was allowed to." 

And religion, that came later too, for during the old plantation 

days Uncle George's white folks didn't think a Negro needed religion - there 

wasn't a Hea,ven for Negroes anyhow. 

Finally, though, the :Master gave them right to hold meeti~gs 

on the plantation, and old Peter Coon was the preacher. The overseer was 

there with guards to keep the Negroes from getting too much riled up when 

old Peter started t~dk:ing a.bout Paul or some of the things in the Old Testa-

mente That's all he would talk about; nothing 'bout Jesus, just Paul and 

the Old Testament. 

His Mammy went to every meeting. Like he says: "She Jmew them 

good things was good for her children and she told us about the Bible." 

Like his old Mammy, Uncle George is a firm believer in the power 

of the word. nPrayers are savingl Uncle George S8-YS, "But they's lots of 

folks' don't know how to pray." 

That's why he has prayers for sale - and he knows they are never 

failing, "If you tack t em up on the wall and say I em over and. over every day 

they's sure to be answered." 
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:MARTHA XING' 

Age 85 yrs. 
McAlester, Oklahoma 

IIThey hung Jef£ Davis to a sour 
apple tree! 

They hung J'ef£ Davis to a sour 
apple tree! 

They hung J'ef£ Davis to a sour 
apple tree! " 

While we go marching on!" 

Ex-SlaV'es 

Dat was de song de Yankees sang when they marched by our house. 

They didn't harm us in any way. I guess de War was over th~ 'cause a few 

days after a.at old Master say, "Matt", and I say-, "Suh?" He say, "Come here. 

You go tell Henr,y I say come out here and to bring the rest of the niggers 

with him." I went to the north door and I say, "Henry, Master Willis say 

ever one o£ you come out here." We all went outside and line up in front of 

old Master. He sq, "Henry". Henry say, "Yes sah". " Old Master say, Every 

one of you is free ...;. as free as, I am. YoU all can leave or stay 'round here 

if you want to." 

We all stayed on for a long time 'cause we didn't have no other 

home and didn't know how to take keer of cursel ves. We was kind of scared 

I reckon. Finally I heard my mother was in, Walker County,Alabatna,and I 

left and went to live with her. 

~ mother was Harriet Davis and she was born in Virginia. I don't 

know who my father was. :My grandmother was captured in Africa when she was 

a little girl .. 'J. bit; boa.t was down at the edge of a bq an' the people 'was 

all excited about it an' some of the bravest ,went up purty close to Look at 

it.' The men on the boat told them to come on board. and they' could have the 

p~ett7 red handkerchie£s~ red andbl118 beads ,and big rings. A'lot of them 
' .. :' 

went on board and the ship.l,led avnq with th~. My grandmother never saw 

of'h.r folks a.gaii1~ 
, 

" 

.' ' ..... ~, ;' . 
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When I was about, five years old they brought my grandmother. my 

mother and my two aunts and two uncles to Tuskaloosa from Fayettesvi11e, 

A1ab~. 

" 
'" , 

We crossed a big river on a ferry boat. They put us on the "block" 

and sold us. I can remember it well. A white man "cried" me off just like 

I was a animal or varmint or something. He said. "Here's a little nigger. 

who will give me a bid on her. She will make a good house gal some~.u 

Oldman Davis give him $300.00 for me. I don't-know Whether I was afraid or 
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not; I don't think I cared just so I had something to eat. I was allus hungr,y. 

Miss Davis' grandmother and one of my aunts and uncles •. Olef man Davis bought 

the rest of us. Uncle Henry looked after me when he could. I could see my 

mother once in awhile but not often. 

I had a purty easy time. I didn't have to work very hard 'till I 

was about ten years old. I started working in the field and I had to work 

---in, the weaving room too. We made all our own clothes. I spun and wove 

cotton and wool. Old Master bought aurshoes. We made fancy cloth. We 

could stripe the cloth or check it or leave it plain. We also wove coverlids 

and jeans to make mens suits out of. I could still do that if I had to. 

We ~l went to o.."1urch wi th the white folks. We didn't have no 

colored, nreachers. The niggers would get happy and shout allover' the ,. 

place.. Sometimes theyl d fallout doors. 

The Big House was a double log, two story house, not very fine but 

awfUl comfortable. They was four big fireplace rooms downstairs and two 

upstairs. Then they was two sort of Shed rooms. There was a big piazza 

across the front. The kitchen was a wq off from the house. seems like it 

was 200 feet at least. Otlr quarters were olose by at the back. He didn't have 

ma.ny' slaves and. they was nearlY' all my -kinfolks. There was Aunt Jimmy and 
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Phillis, Uncles Henr,y, Mitchell, Louis and AndY, and the others were Uncle 

Logan and Uncle Nathan. They was old Mistress' slaves'when she done married. 

Old Master and old Mistress had three boys, Eli, Billt and Dock. 

They had to go to war and old Mistress shot did cr.1. She say they might get 

killed and she might not see lem any more. I wonder why all dero white folks 

didn't think of that when they sold mothers away from they chillun. I had 

to be sold awa:y from my mother. Two of her boys was badly wounded but they 

all come back. 

Abe Lincoln done ever.1thing he could for the niggers. We lost our 

best friend when he' got killed. 
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GEORGE KYE 
Age 110 yrs. 

Fort Gibson, Okla. 

Ex-Slaves 

I was born in Arkansas under Mr. Abraham Stover, on e. big farm about 

twenty miles north of Van Buren. I was plumb grown when the Civil War 

come along, but I can remember back when the Cherokee Indians was in all 

that part of the country. 

Joe Kye was my pappy' El name what he was born undel' back in Garrison 
.' 

County, Virginia, and I took that name when I wa.s freed, but I donlt 

know whether he took it or not because he was sold otf by old Master Stover 

when I was a child. I never have seen him since. I think he wouldn't mind 

good, leastways that what my maDJll!1' say. 

My mammy was named Jennie and I don't think I had any brothers or 

sisters, but they was a whole lot of children at the quarters that I played 

and lived with. I didn't live with mammy because she worked all the time, 

and us children all stayed in one house. 

It was a little one room log cabin, chin1i:ed and daubed, and you 

couldn't stir us with a stick. When we went to ea.t we had a big pan and 

all ate out of it. One what ate the fastest got the most. 

Us children wore homespun shirts and britches and little slips, 

and. nobody but the big boys wore any bri tches. I 190re just e. shirt until 

I was about 12 years old, but 1 t had a long tail down to my cal vea. Jour 

or five of us boys slept in pne bed, and it was made of hewed logs with 

l"8pe laced acrost it and a shuck mattress. We had stew made out of pork 

and potatoes, and sometimes greens and pot liquor. and we had ash cake 

mostly, but biscuits about once a month. 

In the winter time I had brass toed shoes made on the place, and a 
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cloth cap with ear flaps. 

The work I done was hoeing and plowing, s.nd I rid a horse a lot for 

old Master because I was a good ,rider. He wou.ld lend me to run chores 

for him, like going to the mill. He never beat his negroes but he talked 

mighty cross and glared at us until he would nearly scare us to death some

times. 

Re told us the rules and we lived by them and didn't make trouble, 

but they was a neighbor man that had some mean negroes and he nearly beat 

them to death. We could hear them hollering in the field sometimes. They 

would sleep in the cotton rows, end run off, Bnd then they would catch the 

cat-a-nine tails sure nutf. He would chain them UP. too, and keep them 

tied out to trees, and when they went to the field they would be chained 

together in bunches sometimes after they had been cutting up. 

We didn t t have no place to go to church. but old Master didn (t care if 

we had singing and praying, and we would ti e our shoe s on our backs and go 

down the road close to the white church and all set down and put our shoes 

on and go up close and listen to the service. 

Old Master was baptized almost every Sunday and cussed us all out on 

Monday. I didn't join the church until after freedom, and I'al~ays was a 

scoundrel for dancing. My favorite preacher was old Pete Oonway. He was 

the only ordained colored preacher we had after freedom, and he married 

me. 

Old Master wouldn't let us take herb medicine, and he got all our 

medicine in Van :Buren when we was sick. l!ut I wore a buckeye on my neck 

just the same. 

When the War come along I was a grown man. and I went off to serve 
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because old Master was too old to go t but he had to send somebody any-

ways. I served as George StovE~r, but every time the sergeant would call 

out II Abe Stover" t I would answer "Rere ". 

They had me dri ving a mule team wagon that Old Mas ter furni shed t 

and I went with the Sesesh soldiers from Van 13uren to Texarkana and back 

a dozen times or more. I was in the War two years, right up to the day 

of freedom. We had a battle close to Texarkana and another big one near 

Van :Buren, but I never left Arkansas E\II.i! .. never got a scratch. 

One time in the Texarkana battle I was behind seme pine trees and the 

bullets cut the limbs down allover me. I dug a big hole with my bare 

hands before I hardly lola wed how I done it. 

One time two white soldiers named Levy and 13riggs come to the wagon 

train and said they was hunting slaves for some purpose. Some of us black 

boys gat scared "because we heard they was gaine to Squire Mack and get a 

reward for catching runaways, so me and two more lit out of there. 

They took out after us and we got to a big mound in the woods and hid. 

Somebody shot at me and I rolled into some bushes. He rid up and got down 

to look for me but I was on t'other side of his horse and he never did see 

me. When they was gone we went back to the wagons just as the regiment 

was pulling out and the officer didn't say nothing. 

They was eleven negro boys served in my regiment for their masters. 

The first year was mighty hard because we couldn't get enough to eat. Some 

ate poke greens wi thout no grease and took down and died. 

How I lmowed I was free, we was bad licked, I reckon. Anyways, w~ 

qui t fighting and a Federal soldier come up to my wagon and say: "Whose 

mules?" "Abe Stover's mules,· I says. and he tells me then, "Let me tell 
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7&U. black boy, you are as free now as old Abe Stover his own self!" 

When he sail that I jumped on top of one ot them mules' back,before I 

knowed anything! 

-4-

I married Sarah Richardson, Februa.ry 10, 1870, and had only eleven 
"-

children. One son is a deacon and one grandson 1s a preacher. I am a good 
~ 

Eaptist. Before I was married I said to the gal's old man, 11'11 go to 

the mourners bench if you'll let me have SaJ.," and sure nuff I joined up 

just a month after I got her. I am head of the SJmday School and deacon 

in the St. Paul Baptist Church in Muskogee·now. 

I lived about five miles from Van Buren until about twelve years agO 

when they found oil and then they ran all the negroes out and leased. up the 

land. They never did treat the negroes good around there anyways. 

I never had a hard- time as a 'slave, ~t lim glad we was set free. 

Sometim.es we can f t figger out the best thing to do, but anyway-s we can 

lead our own life now, and 11m glad the )"oung ones can learn. and get some-

where these ~s. 
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BEN LAWSON 
Age 84yrs. 

Oklahoma 01 ty , Okla. 

Ex-Slaves . 176 

I was born in Danville, Illinois. De best I can get at ~age I 

is 84 years old. My father dey tell me was name Dennis Lawson and died be-

fore I was born. My mother's name was Ann Lawson, who I saw once. I was , , 

given by her to my Mistress, Mrs. Jane Brazier, when a kid and she was too. 

My mother raised me, she and. her son to manhood. I got no brothers or . 

sisters to my knowledge. I was de only slave dey had and dey raised me to 

be humble and fear dem as a slave and servant. As I was de only slave I 

slept in de same room wid my Mistress and her son who was grown, her husband 

and father being dead. 

I worked on the farm doing general farm work, hoeing, plowing, 

harvesting the crop of wheat, corn, barley, oats, rice, peas, etc. To make 

~ and harvest the crops dey would hire poor whi te help and as dey was 

grown and ~:'was a lad, dey kept me in a strain in order to keep up wid dem 

for if I didn't it was just too bad for my back. So's dere would be work 

for me to do during the bad days of winter dey built a pen under a shed and 

dey would lay a cloth on de ground covering the ground in the pen and wid 

small meSh wire on top of de pen on which de wheat was laid and wid a wooden. 

maul I would pounder out wheat all day long, even though dey could have 

thrashed it as dey did d~ biggest part of it. 

At meal time dey would give me what was left of de scraps off dey 

table in a plate, which I would eat most de time on de back porch in warm 

weather and in de kitchen in winter. 

For summer I wore a lowell shirt and for wintel~ I wore de same old 

lowell shirt only wid outing slips and a pair of brogan shoes or a pair of . 
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old shoes dat was thrown'away by my Mistress' son. 

Their house was a 3-room log house unpainted, wid only one bed room 

and a dining room and kitchen. 

The plantation had 'bout 160 acres and was worked by my Mistress' 

son and myself plus poor white hired help, my being de only slave. 

I was treated most harshly Imongst a group of just white people 

and who seemed to think me de old work ox for all de hardest work. De nearest 

other Negro slaves were 'bout 15 or 20 miles from me. 

When I was grown I ran away one night and walked and rode de rods 

under stage coaches to Paducah, KentuckY. I got me a job and worked as a 

roustabout on a boat where I learned to gamble wid dice. I fought and gambled 

all up and down de Mississippi River, and in de course of time I had 'bout 

$3,000, but I lost it. 

I don't know de month or de year I was born in but I can 'member 

de sinking of de biggest circus show in de Mississippi River at Mobile~ Alabama 

when I was 10 to 14 years old, I ain't sure which. 

There wasn't no children for me to play with and it seem like I 

never was a child but was just always a man. I wasn't never told dat I was 

free, and I d.idn't know nothing 'bout de War much dat brought my freedom. Dey 

iept all of dat away from me and I couldn't read or write so I didn't know. 

I've been married only once. My wife is 54 years old, and her name 

is Hattie Lawson. We have no children. Since we married after freedom there 

wasn't nothing unusual at our wedding. 
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lJARY LIlIDSAY 

Age 91 yrs. 
Tu1 sa, Oklahoma. 

My slavery days Vlasn t t like most people. tell you aD-out, 'cause I was 

;;i ve to my ;rOUJ1g Mistress [',nd sent away to Tey,as when I was jest a Ii ttle girl. 

aIld I didn't live on a big plantation a ver"J' long tine. 

I got 8,;.'1 old family Bible what say I was b.orn on September 20, in 

18-'.1:6, but I don't lmoVl Y7ho put de vrriting in it unless it W["S my mammy's 

;:l1istress. My mammy had de boo:: r .. hen she die. 

My mammy CO~le out to the Indian cOlmtry from JiIississippi two years 

before I V[2.5 born. Sh.e W2"S the slave of a Ohickasaw part-breed. n~..me Sobe 

Love. He was the kinsfolks of Mr. Benjamin Love, and Mr. Henry Love wh..at 

bring tV!O big bunches of the Chickasaws out from 1.1i ssi ssip})i to the Ohoctaw 

c01l.'1try when the Chickasaws sir£u ul') de treaty to leave Uississippi,· and. the 

Whole Love familY settle tround on the Red River below Fort Washita. There 

whar I was born. 

My mammy say dey :b.ave a terrible l:.aro. time again the sickness when 

they first come out into that country, because it was low and. swampy and all 

full of cane brakes t and everybody have the smallpox a.nd the malaria and 

fever all the time. Lots o,f the Chickasaw families nearly died off. 

Old Bobe Lo\\"e marry her off to a slave named William, what, belong to 

a full-plood Ohickasaw man name Chic.k-a~lathe, and I was one of de children •. 

1.)e children belong to the OW'l.19,!' of the mo ther, a.Tl.d me and my broth~r 

Franklin, wha.tw~called "J3runeru; was. ·bo.rn under the· name of Love and then ·old 

MasterSppebought:;my pappyWilliam,.a:nd>vvew~s all Love slaves then~1rly ... 
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name was Lottie, and they had a daughter name Mary. Old Master Sobe was 

powerful rich, and he had about a hundred slaves and four or five big 

pieces of thP.t bottom land broke out for farms. He had niggers on all 

.,.the places,"but didntthave no overseers, jest hisself and he went around 

and seen that everybody behave and do they work right. 

-2~ 

Old Master Sobe was a mighty big man in the tribe, and so was all 

his kinfolks, and they went to Fort Washita and to Boggy Depot all the time 

on business, and leave the Negroes to look after old Mistress and the young 

daughter. She was almost grown along about that time, when I can first 

remember about things. 

'Cause my name was Mary, and so was my mammy's and my young Mistress' 

too, Old Master Sobe called me Mary-Ka-Chubbe to show which Mar,r he was 

talking about. 

Miss Mar,r have a black woman name Vici what wait on her all the time, 

and do the carding and spinning and cooking 'round the house, and Vici belong 

to Miss Mary. I never did go 'round the Big House, but jest stayed in the 

quarters with my marrmiy and pappy and helped in the field a little. 

Then one day Miss Mary run off with a man aiid married him, and old 

Master Sobe nearly went crazyl The man was name Bill Merrick, and he was a 

poor blacksmith and didn't have two pair of britches to his name, and old 

Master Sobe said he jest stole Miss Mary 'cause she was rich, and no other 

reason. 'Cause he was a white man and she was mostly Chickasaw Indian. 

Anyways old MasterSobe wouldn't even speak to Mr. Bill, and wouldn't 

let him set foot on the place. He jest reared and pitched around, and 

threatened to shoot him if he set eyes on him, and Mr. Bill took Miss Mary 

and left out for Texas. He set up a blacksmith shop on the big road between 

Bonham and Roney Grove, and lived thereuntil he died. 
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Miss Mary done took Vici along with her, and pretty soon she come back 

honie and stay a while, and old Master Sobe kind of soften upa little bit 

cUld give her some money to git started on, and he give her me too. 

Dat j est nearly brol:::e myoId mammy's and pappy's heart, to have me took 

away off fron them, hut the~r couldn't S[?,.y nothing and I had' to go along 

vn th Miss Mary back to Texas. m1en w~ g~t away from the big 90use I jest 
,~ ~ 

cried and cried until I couldn't hardly see, my eyes was so swole up. but 

11i s s l!lary said she gvrine to be good to me.· 

I ask her how come Master Sobe didn't give her some of the grO'lm boys 

and she say she reckon it because he didn't want to help her husband out none, 

but jest w~~ted to help, her. If he give her a man her husband have him vrorking 

in the blacksmith shop, she reckon. 

l1c'lster Bill Merrick was a hard worker, and he was more sober than most 

the men in'them days, and he never tell me to do nothing. He jest let Miss 

. };~T"J tell me what to do. They have a log house close to the sh~p, and a 

little patch oia field at first, but after awhile he git more 11¥l..o., and then 

Miss Mary tell me Clnd Vici we got to help in the field too. 
\, 

That shot was hard living the,nl I have to git up at three o·cloclt 

sometimes se I have ti.me to water thehosses and sloIJ..the hQgs and feed 

the chickens and milk the cows, E:J1d then gi t back to the house and gi t the 

brealcfas t . That vias during the time s when Mi ss Mary was having and nursing 

her two children, .. and old Vioi had to stay with her all the time. Master·· 
" .. .. . 

Bill neverd~d do'none of that kind of wO;rk,buthe had to be in the shop 

and sometimes befored~:Light, to 
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He was the slowest one. whi te man 1 ever did see. 

like de dead lice falling offln him all the time, and every time he go. to say 

anything he talk so slow that when he say one. word you could walk frem here 

to viay over there before he sa:y de nex~ word. He den f t look sick, and he 

was powerful strong in his arms, but he act like he don I t feel good j est the 

same. 

I remer:1ber ,"[hen the War ceme. Mostly by the people :9assing 'long the 

big road, we heard about it. First they was a lot of wagons hauling farm stuff 
, 

into town to sell, and then purty soon they was soldiers on the wagons, and they 

was coming out into' the country to gi t the' stuff and buying it right at the 

place they find it .. 

Then purty soon they commence to be litt~e bunches of mens in soldier 

clothes riding up and down the road goin~ somewhar. They seem like they 

was :ril()stly y01lllg oqys like, and they jest laughing and jollying. and going 
':\ 

onliketheyw8;s on a picnic. 

""'Then the ~aldiers come I round and got a lat of the white men and took 

them off to the War even iffen they didn t.t wan t to' go.. Mas tel' <]ill never did 

want to' go,' I caus-e :p.e had his wife a.n~ twa little children, and: anyways he 

was gittin€; ,Iallthe work he could de fixing; wag;ons and shoe:inghos·se~,. with 
.. " ,. 

all the traffic on de road at that t~me~. Ma~ter ]ili had,jest twq h,()laSElS, 
'. "'~'., 

fer him and his wife to ride ana. to. work to the buggy, and b,ehad ene old yoke . ;' ";;.>' ..... ':..< .... :'-:'.- ,", "'-". " .:.' .' ;', • .... '.' 

of eJCeIiandsoJ;l!9.~9.re ca~tle.He getsQJ!je;·:ki;n,d ()f' apapel" ':il?-towni~d"h~ 
'.' ,.' _~. '.' . • "." ",: ,. ' , -li_. ''',' ..... (' .', '.. ". . " ,- ' . '," . '" "',:'. r • . • 

; .kept,;1t,Jiith.himall···· the time; . a!l~ iWi+$1i th~i,sold~er~ vrQU+4gqIlle.'tf.e i,g;~:lJ.i~i 

. ..hO.$ ... ~.& .• ·.'.e.~,,:.:.,s, •.... • •. ··~ •.. · .. · •• ~.;.:.;e.·.;:'.r.:.· .. ,: .. :.,::.,.'.:.'.,.:,h.·, ... , .•.. · ... ;~.'.:.' .•...... ;,:~' .. i;'"i;,,',·';e· . ~~·WO~dj;~~ ·.~~~:<~n:::paper'on·· f ek,1 al~::t~:y ':i:~';e~'~ . 
•. 1': '/i;": .' .. :. ::,,::~v,;!;.i::{~·;i!\:ti;~;,:'?; i:i~'i': . . .' 

" " '~" ,- ":-', '. . - .. 

: .. :,', 
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'cepting when it rain, and they git all bogged down and be strung all up 

and do~~ the road c8~ping. They kept Master Bill in the shop all the time, 

fi.;::ing the things they bust tryi!l.g to gi t the wagons out 'n the mud. They 

was whole families of them, with they children and they slaves along, and 

they was coming in from every place because the Yankees was gitting in their 

part of the country, they say. 

We all git mighty scared about the Ye.nkees coming but I don't reckon 

they ever gi t thal, 'cause I never seen none,. E.md we was right on the big 

road and v!e would of seen them. They was a whole lot nore soldiers in them 

brorffi looking jeans, round-about jackets and cotton britches a-faunching up 

and down the road on their hosses, though. Them hoss soldiers would. come 

bliling by, going east, all day and night, and the two-three d.ays later on they 

'\70uld all come tearing by going west! Dey acted like dey didn't mow wh?~r dey 

gwine, but I reckon dey did. 

Den Master :Sill.Ait~ick. I reckon he more wore out and worried than 

anything else J but he go down with de fever one d,."y and it raining so hard 

Mistre3s and me and Vici cantt neither one go nowhar to git no help. 

We puts peach tree poultices on his head and wash him off all the 

time, until it Quit raining so Mistress can go out on de road, and then a 

doctor man come from one of the bunches of soldiers and see N~ster Bill. He 

say he going be all right and jest keep him quiet, and go on. 

Mistress have to tend de children and Vici have to take care of 

Master Bill and look after the house, and de,t leave me all by myself wid all 

the rest of everything around the place. 

t got to feed all the stock and milk the cows and work in the field 

too. Dat the first time I ever try to plow, and I nearly git killed, too! I got me 
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a yOUllg yoke of oxens I broke to pull the wagon, 'cause Vici have to use 

the old oxens to work the field. I had to kJre the wagon and. go 'bout 

ten miles west to a patch of 'Vioods Ma.s ter Bill ovmed to gi t fire wood, 

. 'cause vie lived right on a flat :;Jatch of prairie, and I had to chop and 

haul the woodby myself. I had to gi t postoak to burn in the kitchen fire-

place and willow for Ma~ter Bill to nal:e charcoal out of to Durn in his 

blacksmith fire. 

Well, I hitch u}) them yOl .. mg oxen to the plow cilld ::they won I t follow 

the row, and so I go gi t the old o::r.ens. One of them old oxcns didn I t know 

i:le and took in after ne, and I C01.udn I t hitch t.em up. And then it begins 

to rain again. 

After tlle l'.s.in Vlas (lui t I gi t the bucket anet g,"O milk the CO TIS , and 

it is time to water the hosses too, so I st2.rts to the house TIi th the milk 

a..."1d leaning one of the hosses. Ylhen I gits to the gate I drops the halter 

across my arm e.nd hooks the bucket of milk on my arm too, R,nd starts to 

open the gate. The vand "blow the gate \Tide open, and it slap the hoss on 

the flank. Tb,e.t was when I nearly gi t killed! 

Out the hoss go through the gate to the yard, and down the big road, 

and my arm all tangled up in the halter rope ruld me dragging on the ground! 

The first jum:0 knock the wind out of me [' .. nd I cant t gi t loose, and 

thc.t hoss drag me down the 'road on the run un til he meet up with a passel 

of soldiers and they stop him. 

The next thing I kn,owed I was laying on the back ki tchen gallery, 

and some soldiers was pouring water on me with a bucket. My arm was broke, 

and I was stove up so bad that I have to lay doWD: for a whole week, and Mistre'ss 

.'. 
and Vic:f·have to do all the ~rk. 

to walk t round here come some soldiers and. 
.. 
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say they come to git Master Bill for the War. He still in the bed sick, 

and so they leave a parole paper for him to stay until he git well, and 

then he got to go into Bonham and go with the soldi~rs to blacksmith for them 

that got -the cannons, the man said. 

Mistress t~~e on and cry and hold onto the man's coat and beg, but it 

don't do no good. She say they don't belong in Texas but they belong in the 

Ohickasaw Nation, but he say that don't do no good, 'cause they living in 

Texas nov,'. 

Master Eill jest stew and fret so, one night he fever git way up and 

he go off into a kind of a sleep and about morning he died. 

My broke arm begin to swell up fu"ld hurt me, and I git sick with it 

again, and MiS~git another doctor to come look at it. 

He say I got bad blood from it hO'I1 come I git so sick, and he git out 

his knife out'n his satchel and bleed me in the other arm. The next day he 

come back and bleed me again two times, and the next day one more time, and 

then I git so sick I puke end he quit bleeding me. 

While I still sick Mistress pick up and go off to the Territory to 

her pappy and leave the child~en th2,r for Vici and me to look after. After while 

she come home for a day or two and go off again somewhere else. Then the next 

time she come home she s~y they been having big b8~ttles in the Terri tory and her 

pappy moved all his stuff down on the river, and she home to stay now. 

We git along the best we can for a whole winter, but we nearly starve 

to death, 8~nd then the next spring when we getting a little patch planted 

Mistress go into Bonham and come back and say we all free and the War over. 

She say, "You and Vici jest as free as I am, and a lot freer, I reckon, 

and they say I got to pay you if you work for me, but I aintt got no money to 

pay you. If you stay on with me and help me I will feed and home you and I 

can weave you some good dresses if you card ·and spin the cotton and wool." 
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Well, I stayed on, 'cause I didn't have no place to go, and I carded 

and spinued the cotton and wool a.nd she maJ::e me just' one dress.Vici didn l t' 

do nothing but jest wait on the children and Mistress. 

Mistress go off again about a 'l;7sek, and when she' come back I see she 

got some money, but she didn1t give us any of it. 

After while I asked her80in l t she got some money for me,. and she say 

no, ain1t she giving me a good home? Den I starts to feeling like I aint 

treated right. 

Every evening I git done uith the work and. go. out in the back yard 
1" 

~~d Jest stand a~d look off to the west towards Boriham, and. wish I was at that 

place or some other place. 

Den along come a nigger boy and say he working for a family in Bonham 

and he git a Cilollar every Vleek. He say Mistress got some kinfolks in Bonham 

and some of Master Sobe Love's niggers living close to there. 

So one night I jest put. that new dress in a bundle and set foot right 

down the big road a-walking Ylest, and don I t say-nothing to nobody! 

Its ten miles into ~onham, ~~d I gits in town about daylight. I keeps 

on being afraid, -'cause ~~ con't git it outln I!1y mind I still belo:qg to Mistress. 

Purty soon some niggers tells me a nigger name Bruner Love living down 

west of Greenville t . and I know t..ltat my brother Franktlin, • cause we all called 

him Bruner. I don't remember how alII gits down to Greenville, but I know 

I ''Valks. mo.st the way, and I fin0_s Bruner. Him end 'his wife working on a farm, 

and they say my sister Hetty-and my sister Rena Vlhat was little is ltving with 

my mammy w~ back up on the Red River. My pappy done died in time of the War 

. and I .didn' t know it.· 

Brun,er taken' me in a wagon and we wen t to mY ma.n:p:!!y.;:' and I 1 i ved va th . 
, , ... , . ..' .' . 

'<h~~1lIlt~l .. she·diedandRet-ty . was married.' Then I married aboynaine HenrY 
. '.', ~ , ... ",~,." .... , \ .'. . ", .. ,.' .'.... '" , . , 
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Mills, Texas. That was right close to Gordonville, on the Red River. 

We live at Cedar Mills un til three my children was born and then 

Vie come to the Creek Nation in 1887. My last one was born here. 

My oldest is naaed. Georgia on account of her pappy. He was born 

in Georgia and that was. in 1838, so his vrhitefolks got a book that say. My 

next child was Henry. We called him William Henry, after my pappy and his 

pappy. Then come Donie, and after we, come here we had lJadison, my youngest 

boy. 

IJ_lives with Henry here on this little place we got in Tulsa. 

t.1him \ve first come here we got some land for $15 an acre from the 

Oreek Uation, but our papers SE'.J.d Vie can only stay as long as it is the Creek 

Nation. Then in 1901 comes the allotments, and VIe found out 0111' land. belong 

to a Creek Indian. and. we have to pay him to let us stay on it. After while 

he makes us move off and. we 10 se out alle.round. 

But my daughter Donie gi t a Ii,ttle lot I and we trade it for this 

place about thirty year ago, when this town Vl&S a little place. 
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Ex-Slaves 

• 

This is a mighty fitting time to be telling about the slave ~St 

for I'm just finished up celebrating my seventy-nine years of being around 

and the first part of my life was spent on the old John B. Lewis plantation 

down in old Mississippi. 

Yes, sirl my birthday is just over. September 1 it was and the 

year was 1858. Borned on the John B. Lewis plantation just ten mile south 

of Jackson in the Mississippi country. Rankin County it was. 

My mother's name was Lucind.a,·and father's name was Levi Miles. 

MY mother was part Indian, for her mother was a half-blood Cherokee Indian 

from Virginia. 

There was children a-plenty besides me. There was Sally, Julia, 

Hubbard, Ada, Ira, Anthony, Henry, Amanda, Mary, John, Lucinda, Daniel and 

me, Mattie. That was my family. 

The master's family was a large one, too. Six children was 

born to the Master and Mistress. Her name, his first wife, was Jennie, the 

second and last was named, Louise. The children was, Rebecca, Mollie, 

Jennie, Susie, Silas, and Eegerlan. They kind of leaned to females. ' 

My 'mother belonged to Mistress Jennie who thought a heap of 

her, and why Shouldn't she! Mother nursed all Miss Jennie's children 

because all of her young ones and my IDEUI11DY' s was bo rn so close together it 

wasn't no trouble at all for mammy to raise the whole kaboodle of them. I 

was born about the same time as the.·baby Jennie. !l;ley say I nursed on one 

breast while that white child, Jennie, pulled away at the other! 

!.hat was a pretty good idea for-the M1stress, for it didn't keep 

her tied to the ·place and ·~he could vis1't around with her friends most any' 

time she wanted 't)1out having to worry if the babies would be fed or not. 

'···..,'i 
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ltfammT was the house girl and account of that and because her' 

family was so large, the Mistress fixed.up a two room cabin right back of 

the ~ig BOuse and that's where we lived. The cabin had a fireplace in one' 

of the rooms, just like the rest of the alave cabins which was set in a row 

awe::! from the ~ig House. In one room was bunk beds, just plain old two-bY'

fours with holes bored through the plank so's ropes could be fastened in 

and across for to hold the corn-shuck: mattress. 

MY brothers and sisters was allowed to play with the Master's 
-

children, but not with the children who belonged to the field Negroes. 

We just played yard games like marbles and tossing a ball. I don't 

rightly remember much about games, for there wasn't too much fun in them 

~s even if we did get raised with the Master's family. We wasn't allowed 

to learn any reading or writing. They s~ if they catched a slave learning 

them things they'd pull his finger nails offl I never saw that done, though • 

. Each sQlve cabin had a. stone fireplace in the end, just like ours, 

and over the flames at daybreak was prepared the morning meal. That was 

the only meal the field negroes had to cook. 

All the other meals was fixed up by an old man and woman who was 

too old for field trucking. !he peas, the beans, the turnips, the potatoes, 

all seasoned up with fat meats and sometimes a ham' bone, was cooked in'a big 

iron kettle and when meal time come they all gathered around the pot for 

a-plenty of helpingsl Oorn bread and buttermilk made up the rest of the 

meal. 

Ten·or fifteen hogs was butchered ever,v fall and the slaves 

would get tae sldns and IIl&7be a ham bone. !hat was all, except what was 

mixed in with the stews'. nour was given out ever,v Sunda.y morning and if , 

a family run out of that before the next week, well, they was just out that's 

41lt. 
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!he slaves got small amounts of vegetables from the plantation 

garden, but they didn't have any gardens of their own. EveI7body took what 

old Master rationed out. 

Once in a while we had rabbits and fish, but the best dish of all 

was the 'possum and sweet potatoes - baked together over red-hot coals in 

the fireplace. Now, that was something to eatl 

The Lewis plantation was about three hundred acres, with usually 

fifty slaves working on the place. Master Lewis was a trader. He couldn't 

sell of our family, for we belonged to Mistress Jennie. ~Negro girls, the 

fat ones who was kinder pretty, was the most sold. Folks wanted them pretty 

bad but the Mistress said there wasn't going to be any selling of the girls 

who was mammy's children. 

There was no overseer on our place, just the old Master who 

did all the bossing. He wasn't too mean, but I've seen aim whip Old John. 

I'd run in the house to get away from the sight, but I could still hear 

Old John yelling. 'p'ray, Kaster! Ohl Pr~, MasterS', but I ~ess that there 

was more howling than there was hurting at that. 

J.tr uncle Ed Miles run away to the North and joined with Yankees 

during the War. He was lucky to get awB:Y, for lots of them who tried it 

I was ketched up by the patrollers. seen some of them once. They had 

chains fastened around their legs, fastened short, too, just long enough 

to take a short step. No more running away with them chains anchoring the 

feetsl 

There wasn't ~ negro churches close by our plantation. All 

the slaves who wanted religion was allowed to join the Methodist church 

because that was the Mistress' church. 

A doctor was called in when the slaves would get sick. He'd 

give pills for most all the ailments. but once in a while, like when the 

-3i89 
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children would get the whooping cough, some old negro would tr,y to cure 

them with home made remedies. 

~he whooping cough cure was by using a land turtle. Cut off 

his head and drain the blood into a cup. Then take a lump of sugar and 

dip in the blood, eat the sugar and the coughing was supposed to stop. 

If it did or not I don't know. 

And that m~ces me think about another cure they use to tell 

about. A cure for mean overseers. And I don't mean kill, just scare him, 

that's all. They say the dure was tried on an overseer wllo worked for 

Silas Stien, who was a slave owner living close by the Lewis plantation. 

It seems like this overseer was of the meanest kind, always 

whipping the slaves for no reason at all, and the slaves tried to figure 

out a way to even up with him by chasing him off the place. 

One of the slaves told how to cure him. Get a King snake and 

put the snake in the overseer's cabin. Slip the snake in about; no, not 

about, but just exactly nine o'clock at night. Seems like the time was 

important, why so, I don't remember now. 

That's what the slaves did. Put in the snake and out went the 

overseer. Never no more did he whi~ the slaves on that plantation because 

he wasn't working there no morel When he went, when he went, or how he 

went nobody knows, but they all say he went. That's what counted - he was 

gonel 

The Yankees didn't come around our plantation during the war. 

All we heard was, 'They'll kill all the slaves,' and such hearing was 

a-plenty! 

After the war some man come to the plantation and told the 

field negroes they was free. Eut he didn't know about the cabin we lived 

in and didn't tell M7 folks nothing about it. They learned. about the 

-4- 190 
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freedom from the old Master. 

That was some days after the man left the place. The Master 

called my mother and father into the Big HOuse and told them they was 

free. Free like him. But he didn't want my folks to leave and they 

stayed, stayed there three year after they was free to go anywhere they 

wanted. 

The master paid them $200 a month to work for him and that 

wasn't so much if you stop to figure there was two grown folks and thirteen 

children who could do plenty of work around the place. 

But that money paid for an 89-acre farm my folks bought not 

. r1 far from the old plantation and they move~ onto it three year after the 

freedom come. 

I think Lincoln was a mighty good man, and I think Roosevelt 

is trying to carry some of the good ideas Lincoln had. Lincoln would 

have done a heap more if he had lived. 

The young negroes who are living now are selfish and shiftless. 

They're not worth two cents and dcn't have the respect for other folks 

to get along right. ~~atls what I think. 

I been married three times, but no children did I have. The 

first man was Frank Morris, the next was Jim White, and the last was 

John Logan. All gone. Dead. 

From Mississippi I come to Idabel, Oklahoma; in 1909, two year 

after statehood. I moved to Muskogee in 1910, staying there while the 

times was good and coming to Tulsa some years ago. 

I'm pretty old and can~t work hard anymore, but I manage to 

get along. I'm glad to be free and I don't believe I could stand them 

slavery days now at all. 

I'4.f my own boss, get up when I want, go to bed the same way. 

Nobody to say this or that about what I do • 

. Yes, I'm glad to be fre'el 
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Colbert, Okla. 

Lawd help us, I shot remembers all about slavery times for I was a 

grown woman, married and had one baby when de War done broke out. That was a 

sorry time for some poor black folks but I ~uess Master Frank Colbert's niggers 

was about as well off as the best of 'em. I can recollect things that happened 

way back better than I can things that happen now. Fu.nnY... ain't itt 

Frank Colbert, a full blood Choctaw Indian, was mw owner. He owned 

my mother but I don't remember much about my father. He died when I was a 
1 

little youngun. MY Mistress' name was Julie Colbert. She and Master Frank 

was de best folks that ever lived. All the niggers loved Master Frank and 

knowed·jest what he wanted done and they tried their best to do it, too. 

I married 180m Love, a slave of Sam Love, another full-blood Indian 

that lived O~in1ng farm. We lived on Master Frank's farm and Isot2 went back 

and forth to work fer his master and I worked ever day fer mine. I don't 

Ispect we could of done that way iffen we hadn't of had Indian masters. They 

let us do a lot like we pleased j est so we got our work done and didn' t run 

off. 

Old Master Frank never worked us hard and we had plenty of good food 

to eat. He never did like to put us under white overseers and never tried it 

but once. A white man come through here and stopped overnight. He looked 

'round the farm and told Master Frank that he wasn't gitting half what he 

ought to out of his rich land. He said he could take his bunch of hands and 

double his amount of corn and cotton. 

Ma~ter Frank told him that he never used white overseers, that he 

had one 'nigger that bossed around some when he didn't do it hisself. He also 
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told the white man that he had one nigger named Bill that was kind of bad, 
that he was a good worker but he didn't like to be bothered as he liked to do 
his own work in his own way. The white boss told him he wouldn't have any 
trouble and that he could handle him all right. 

Old Master hired him and things went very well for a few days. He 
hadn't said anything to Bill and they had got along fine. I guess the new 
boss got to thinking it was time for him to take Bill in hand so one morning 
he told him to hitch up another team before he caught his own team to go to 
work. 

Uncle Bill told him that he didn't have time, that he had a lot of 
plowing to git done that morning and besides it was customary for every man 
to catch his own team. Of course this made the overseer mad and he grabbed 
a stick and started cussing and run at Uncle Bill. Old Bill grabbed a single
tree and went meeting him. Oat white man all on a sudden turned 'round and 
run fer dear life and I tell you, he fairly bust old Red River wide open 
gitting away from there and nobody never did see hide nor hair of him 'round 
to this day. 

Master Colbert run a stage stand and a ferry on Red River and he 
didn't have much time to look after his farm and his niggers. He had lots of 
land and lots of slaves. His house was a big log house, three rooms on one 
side and three on the other, and there was a big open hall between them. There 
was a big gallery clean across the front of the house. Behind the house was 
the kitchen and the smokehouse. The smokehouse was always filled with plenty 
of good meat and lard. They would kill the polecat and dress it and take a 
sharp stick and run it up their back jest under the flesh. They would also 
run one up each leg and then turn him on his back and put him on top of the 
house and let him freeze all night. The next morning they'd pull the sticks. 
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out and all the scent would be on them sticks and the cat wouldn't sm~l at 

all. They'd cook it like they did posstmt, bake it with taters or make 

dumplings. 

We had plenty of salt. We got that from Grand Saline. Our coffee 

was made from parched meal or wheat bran. We made it from dried sweet po-

tatoes that had been parched, too. 

One of our choicest dishes was "Tom Pashofa"·, an Indian dish. Weld 

take corn and beat it in a mortar with a pestle. They took out the husks with 

a riddle and a fanner. The riddle was a kind of a sifter. When it was beat 

fine enough to go through the riddle we I.d put it in a pot and cook it with 

fresh pork or beef. We cooked our bread in a Dutch oven or in the ashes. 

When we got sick we would take butterfly root and life-everlasting 
s 

and boil it and made a syrup and take it for colds. Balmony and queen'~ 

delight boiled and mixed would make good blood medicine. 

The slaves lived in log cabins scattered back of the house. He 

wasn't afraid they'd run off. They didn't know as much as the slaves in the 

states, I reckon. But Master Frank had a half brother that was as mean as he 

was good. I believe he was the meanest man the sun ever shined on. His name 

was :Buck Colbert and he claimed he was a patroller. He was shot bad to whup 

niggers. He'd stop a nigger and ask him if he had a pass and even if they 

did he'd read it and tell them they had stayed over time and he'd beat lem 

most to death. He'd say they didn't have any business off the farm and to 

~it back there and stay there. 

One time he got mad at his baby's nurse because she couldn't git 

the 'baby to stop crying and he hither on the head with some fire-tongs and 
~ 

she died. His wife got sick and ~he sent for me to come and take care of her 

baby. I shot didn't want to go and I begged so hard for them not to make me 

that they sent a.n older woman who had a baby of her own so she could nurse 
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the baby if necessary. 

In th9 night the baby woke up and got to crying and Master Buck 

called the woman and told her to git him quiet. She was sleepy and was sort 

of sloTI and this made Buck mad and he made her strip her clothes off to her 

waist and he began to whip her. His wife tried to git him to ~uit and he 

told her he'd beat her iffen she didn't shut up. Sick as as she was she 

slipped off and went to Master Fraruc's and woke him up and got him to go and 

make Buck quit whipping her. He had beat her so that she was cut up so bad 

she couldn't nurse her own baby any more. 

Master Buck kept on being bad·till one day he got mad at one of his 

o,m brothers and killed him. This mad.e another one of his brothers mad and he 

went to his house and killed him. Everybody was glad that Buck was dead. 

We had lots of visitors. They'd stop at the stage inn that we kept. 

One morning I was cleaning the rooms and I found a piece of money in the bed 

where two men had slept. I thought it was a dime and I showed it to my ~ 

and she told me it was a five dollar piece. I shot was happy fer I had been 

waniing some hoops fer my skirts like Misstress had so Mammy said she would 

keep my money 'til I could send fer the hoops. MY brother got my money from 

my mammy and I didn't git my hoops fer a long time. Miss Julie give me some 

later. 

When me and my husband got married we built us a log cabin about 

half-way from Master Frank's house and Master Sam Love's house. I would go to 

work at Master Frankls and Isom would go to work at Mister Sam's. One day I 

was at home with jest my baby and a runner come by and said the Yankee soldiers 

was coming. I looked 'round and I knowed they would git my chickens. I had 

'em in 8. pen right close to the house to keep the varmints from gitting lem so 

I decided to take up the boards in the floor and put lem in there as the wall 

logs come to the ground and they couldnlt git out. By the time I got my 
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chickens under the floor and the 'house locked tight the soldiers had got so 

close I could hear their bugles blowing so I je st fairly flew over to old 
b 

Master's house. Them Yankees cluJ.rdown the chimbley and got everyone of my 

chickens and they killed about fifteen of Master Frank's hogs. He went down 

to their camp and told the captain about it and he paid him for his hogs and 

sent me some money for my chickens. 

We went to church all the time. We had both white and colored 

preachers. Master Frank wasntt a Christian but he would help build brush-

arbors fer us to have church under and we shot would have big meetings I'll 

tell you. 

One day Master. Frank was going through the woods close to where 

niggers was having church. All on a sudden he started running and beating 

hisself and hollering and the niggers all went to shouting and saying "Thank 

the Lawd, Master Frank has done come through I " Master Frank after a minute 
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say, "Yes, through the worst of tem." He had run into a yellow jacket's nest. 
tI. 

One \{ight my old man's master sent him to Sherman, Texas. He aimed 

to come back that night $0 I stayed at home with jest my baby. It went to 

sleep so I set down on the steps to wait and ever minute I thought I could 

hear Isom coming through the woods. All a sudden I heard a scream that fairly 

made my hair stand up. My dog that was laying out in the yard give a low growl 

and come and set down right by me. He kept growling real low. 

Directly, right close to the house I heard that scream again. It 

sounded like a woman in mortal misery. I run into the house and made the dog 

stay outside. I locked the door and then thought what must I do. Supposing 

Isom did come home now and Should meet that awful thing? I heard it again. 

It wasn't more'n a hundred yards from the house. The dog scratched on the 
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door but I dassent open it to let him in. I knowed by this time that it was a 

panther screaming. 
")\.>-

I turned my table over and put it against the opelng of 

the fireplace. I didn't aim fer that thing to come down the chimbley and git 

us. 

Purty soon I heard it again a little mite further away - it was 

going on by. I heard a gun fire. Thank God, I said, somebody else heard it 

and was shooting at it. I set there on the side of my bed fer the rest of the 

night with my baby in my arms and praying that Isom wouldn't come home. He 

didn't come till about.nine o'clock the next morning and'I was that glad to 

see him that I jest cried and cried. 

I ain't never seen many sperits but I've seen a few. One day I was 

laying on my bed here by myself. MY son Ed was cutting wood. I'd been awful 

sick and I was powerful weak. I heard somebody walking real light like they 

was barefooted. I said, "Who's dat? 
r.-

He catch hold of my hand and he ~s the littlest hand I ever seen) 

and he say, "You been mighty sick and I want you to come and go with me to 

Sherman. to see a doctor. 1I 

I say, "I ain't got nobody at Sherman what knows me." 

He say, "You'd better come and go with me anyway." 

I jest lay there fer a minute and didn't say nothing and purty soon 

he say, "Have you got any water?" 

I told him the water was on the porch and he got up and went outside 

and I set in to calling Ed. He come hurrying and I asked him why he didn't 

lock the door when he went out and I told him to go see if he could see the 

little man and find out what he wanted. He went out and looked everywhere 

but he couldn't find him nor he couldn't even find his tracks. 

I always keep a butcher-knife near me but it was between the mat-

tress and the feather bed and I couldn(t g~t to it. I don't guess it would 
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have done any good though fer I guess it was jest a sperit. 

The funniest thing that ever happened to me was when I was a real 

young gal. Master and Miss Julie was going to see one of his sisters that was 

sick. I went along to take care of the baby fer Miss Julie. The baby was 

about a year old. I had a bag of clothes and the baby to carry. I was riding 

a pacing mule and it was plumb gentle. I was riding along behind Waster Frank 

amdMiss Julie and I went to sleep. I lost the bag of clothes and never 

missed it. Purty soon! let the baby slip out of my lap and I don't know how 
. " 

far I went before ! nearly fell off myself and jest think how I felt when I 

missed that baby! I turned around and went back and found the baby setting 

in the trail sort of crying. He wasnt~urt a mite as he fell in the grass. 

I got off the mule and picked him up and had to look fer a, log so I could get 

back on again. 

Jest as I got back on Master Frank rode up. He had missed me and 

come back to see what was wrong. I told him that I had lost the bag of clothes 

but I didn't say anything about losing the baby. We never did find the 

clothes and I sho' kept awake the rest of the way. I wasn~t going to risk 

losing that precious baby again! I guess the reason he didn't cry much was be-

cause he was a Indian baby. He was shot a sweet baby though. 

Jest before the War people would come through the Territory stealing 

nig~rS and selling 'em in the states. Us women dassent git fur from the 

house. We wouldn't even go to the spring if we happened to see a strange 

wagon or horsebacker. One of Master Sam Love's women was stole and sold down 

in Texas. After freedom she made her way back to her fambly. Master Frank 

sent one of my brothers to Sherman on an errand. After several days the mule 

come back but we never did see my brother again. We didn't know whether he 
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run off or was stole and sold. 

I was glad to be free. What did I do and say? Well, I jest clapped 

my hands together and said, "Thank God Almighty, I'se free at lastl lf 

I live on the forty acres that the government give me. I have been 

blind for nine years and don't git off my bed much. I live here with my son, 

Ed. Isom has been dead for over forty years. I had fifteen children, but 

only ten of them are living. 



350066 
Oklahoma Writers' Proj ect 

DANIEL WILLIAM LUCAS 
Age 94 yrs. 

Red :Bird, Okla. 

Ex-Slaves 200 

I remember them sl~ve days well as it was yesterday, and when I get 

to remembering the very first thing comes back to me is the little log cabin 

where at I lived when I was a slave boy back 'fore the War. 

Just like yesterday - I see that little old cabin standing on a bit 

of hill about a quarter-mile fro~ the Master's brick mansion, and I see into 

the cabin an~ there's the old home-made,bed with rope cords a-holding up the 

corn shu~~ bedding where on I use to sleep after putting in the day at hoeing 

cotton or following a slow time mule team down the corn rows 'till it got so 

dark the old overseer just naturally had to call it a day. 

,And then I see the old baker swinging in the fireplace. That cooked 

up the corn pone to go with the fat side meats the Master Doctor (didn't I 

tell you the Master was a d.octo1'1) €;ive us for the meals of the week day. 

But on a S11;Ilday morning we always had flour bread, excepting after the War is 

over and then we is lucky do we get anything. 

Just like yesterday - I hear the old overseer ~JL~ing round. of the 

dabins every day at four, and I means in the morning, too, when the night 

sleep is the best, and the folkses tumbling out of the door getting ready for 

the fields. 

All'the mens dressed about the same. Just like me. Wearing the 

grey jeans with the blue shirt stuck in loose around the belt, brogan shoes 

that feels like brakes on the feet about the hot time of day when the old sun's 

a-grinning down like he was saying: "work, niggers, workl" And the over/seer 

is saying the same thing, only we pays more attention to him I cause of the whip 

he shakes around when the going gets kinder slow down the row. 
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Now I sees them getting ready for the slave auction. Many of 'em 

there was. The Master Doctor done owned about two hundred slaves and some

times he sell some for to beat the bad crops. 

There they'd stand on the wooden blocks, their faces greased and 

shiny, their arms and bodies pretty well greased too; seemed like they looked 

better and stronger that way, maybe some other reason, I dunno. And when the 

auction was over lots of the slaves would try to figger out when would the 

next one be and worry some afraid theyl d be standing up "there waiting for the 

buyers to punch and slap to see is they sound of limb and able to do the days 

work without loafing down the rows. 

There's the old white preacher who tried to tell the slaves about 

the Lord. He had a mighty hard job sometimes, 'cause of the teaching was hard 

to understand. And then - then he'd just seem to be riled with anger and lay 

down the law of the Lord between cuss-words that all the slaves could under

stand. So finally I guess everybody was religionized even it was cussed into 

'em right from the pulpit! 

That old preacher always makes me think of haunts, 'cause every 

evening when I drive up the cows for milicing, there's a old, old log cabin 

right on the way that I passvevery night -- and it's so haunted won't nobody 

p:!.ss it after the darkness covers in the daylight. 

I didn't always get by 'fore then, and the sounds I hear! Like they 

was people inside jumping and knocking on the floor, maybe they was dancing, I 

dunno. :But they was a light in the big room. Wasn't the moon a-shining 

through the windows either, 'cause sometimes I woul~ stop at the gate and say 

~, then out go the light and the noises would stop quick, like them haunts 

was a-scairt as me - and then, then I run like the old preaCher's Devil is 

after me with all his forks. 

201 
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Then along come the War. The slaves would go around from cabin to 

cabin telling each other about how mean and cruel was the master or the over

seer, and maybe some of them would make for the North. They was the unlucky 

ones, 'cause lots of times they was caught. 

And when the patrollers get 'em caught, they was due for a heavy 

licking that would last for a long time. 

The slaves didn't know how to travel. The way would be marked when 

they1d start North, but somehow they'd get lost, 'cause they didn't know one 

direction from another, they was so scairt. 

Just like yesterday - I remember the close of the War. No~hing ex

citing about it down on the plantation. Just the old overseer come around and 

say: 

lI!fue Yankees has whipped the Rebels and the War is over. :But the 

Old l~ster don't want you to leave. He just wants you to stay right on here 

where at is your home. That's what the Master say is best for you to do." 

That's what I do, but some of them other slaves is kinder filled up 

with the idea of freedom and wants to find out is it good or bad, so they 

leave and scatter round. 

But I stays, and the Master Doctorne pays me ten dollara every 

month, gives· me b~d and my sleeping place just like always, and when I gets 

sick there he is with the herb medicine for my ailment and I is well again. 

It's long after the War before I leaves the old place. And that's 

when I gets married in 1885. That was my first licensed wife and we is 

married in Holly Springs. Her name was Josephine and we has maybe eight-ten 

children, I dunno. 

And I is thankful they aint t none of my children born slaves and 

have to remember all them terrible days when we was ruled by the whip - like 

I remember it, just like it was yesterday. 

2()2 
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:BERT LUSTER 
.Age 85 yrs. 

Oklahoma Ci ty , Oklahoma. 

Ex-Slaves 

I'll be jest frank, I'm not for sho' when I was born, but it was in 
. 

1853. Dontt know the month, but I was Sho' born in 1853 in Watson County, 

Tennessee. You see my father was owned by Master Luste; and my mother was 

owned by ~sters Joe and Eill Asterns (father and son). I can remember when 

raster Astern moved from Watson County, Tennessee he brought me and my mother 
.. 

with him to Earnum County Seat, Texas. Master! Astern owned about twelve 

slaves, and dey was all Astern Icept Miriah Elmore's son Jim. He owned 'bout 

five or six hundred acres of ground, and de slaves raised· and shucked all de 

corn and piCked all de cotton. De whites folks lived in a big double log 

house and we slaves lived in log cabins. Our white folks fed us da.rkies! We 

ate nearly' ever' thing dey ate. Dey ate turkey, chickens, ducks, geese, fish 

and we killed beef, pork, rabbits and deer. Yes, and possums too. And when-

ever we killed beef we tanned the hide and dare was a~iDe man who made shoes 

for de white folks and us darkies. I tell you I'm not gonna lie, dem white"-

folks was good to us darkies. We didn't have no mean overseer. Master Astern 

and his son jest told us niggers what to do and we did it, but 50 miles away 

dem niggers had a mean overseer, and dey called him IIpoor white trash", "old 

whoosern , and sometime "old red neck", and he would shot beat tem turrible 

iffen dey didn't do jest like he wanted 'em to. 

Seem like I can hear dem "nigger hounds" barking now. You see when-

ever a darky would get a permit to go off and wouldn t t come back dey would put 

de "nigger hounds" on his trail and run dat nigger down. 

De white women wove and spin our clothes. You know dey had looms, 

spins, and weavers. Us darkies would. stay up all night sometime sep'rating 
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cotton from the seed. When dem old darkies got sleepy dey would prop their 

eyes open wid straws. 

Shot, we wore ver.y fine clothes for dem days. You know dey dyed 

the cloth with poke berries. 

We cradled de wheat on pins, caught the grain, carried it to de 

mill and had it ground. Sho', I ate biscuits and cornbread too. Keep telling 

you dat we ate. 

We got de very best of care when we got sick. Don't you let nobody 
. 

tell you dem white folks tried to kill out dem darkies 'cause when a darkey 

took sick dey would send and git de very best doctors round dat country. Dey 

would give us ice water when we got sick. You see we put up ice in saw dust 

in winter and when a slave got sick dey give him ice water, sometimes ~age tea 

and chicken gruel. Dey wanted to keep dem darkies fat so dey could git top 

price for 'em. I never saw a slave sold, but my half brother's white folks 

let him work and buy hisself. 

I was about 14. and I milked the cows, packed water, seeded cotton, 

churned milk up at de Big House and jest first one chore and den another. MY 

mother cooked up at de Big House. 

Dey was a lot of talk tbout conjure but I didn't believe in it. 

Course dem darkies could do everything to one another, and have one another . 
scared, but dey couldn't conjure dat overseer and stop him from beating lem 

nwar to death. Course he didn't flog 'em till dey -do~sumPing. 
I married my woman, Nannie Wilkerson, 58 years ago. Dat was after 

slavery, and I love her, honest to Goa I does. Course in dem days we didn't 

buy no license, we jest got permits from old Master and jumped over a b~oom 

stick and jest got married. 
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I sho' did hate when de Y'anks come I cause our white folks was good 

to us t and jest take us right along to church with 'em. We didn I t work on 

Sadtdays or Christmas. 

We raised gardens, truck patches and such for spending change. 

I shot caught hell after dem Yanks come. Befo' de war, you see de 

patroller rode all nite but wouldn't bother a darkey iffen he wouldn't run 

off. Why dem d.a.rkeys would run off I jest couldn't see. 

Dose Yanks treated old master and mistress so mean. Dey took all 

his hams, chickens, and drove his cattle out of the pastUre, but didn't bother 

us niggers honest. Dey drove old maste~ Aster effln his own plantation and 

we all hid in de corn field. 

My mother took me to GTeenville, Texas, 'cause my step-pappy was one 

of dem half smart niggers round dere trying to preach and de Ku Klus Klah beat 

him half to death. 

Dere was some white folks who would take us to Church wid 'em -- dis 

dis was aftah the war now - and one night we was all sitting up thar and one 

old woman with one leg was dah and when dem Klans shot in amongst us niggers 

and white folks aunt Mandy beat all of us home. Yes suh. 

My first two teachers was two white men, and dem Klans shot in de 

ho'tel what dey lived in, but dey had school for us niggers jest de same. 

After dat, dose Klans got so bad Uncle Sam sent soljers down dere to keep 

peace. 

After de soljers come and run de Klans out we worked hard dat fall 

and made good crops. 'Bout thre~ years later I came" to Indian Territory in 

search of educating my kids. 

I landed here 46 years ago on a farm not far from now Oklahoma City. 
~ 

I got to be a prosp~ous farmer. MY bale of cotton amongst 5,000 bales won 

the blue ribbon at Guthrie, Oklahoma, and dat bale of cotton and being a good 
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democrat won for mea good job as a clerk on the Agriculture Board at the State 

Capitol. All de white folks liked me and still like me and called me "cotton 

king. II 

I have jest three chillun living. Walter is parcel post clerk here 

at de post office downtown. Delia Jenkins, my daughter is a housewife and 

Cleo Luckett, my other daughter, a common laborer. 

Rave been a christian 20 years. Jest got sorry for my wicked ways. 

I am a member of the Church of God. My wife is a member of the Church" of 

Christ." I'm a good democrat and she is a good republican. 

My favtrite songs is: "Dark Was the lite, and Cold the Ground" and 

"Couldn't Hear 1iobo~ Pray." 

I'm glad slavery is over, but I don't think dem white folks was 

fight ing to free us niggers. God freed us. Of course, Abraham Lincoln was a 

pretty fine man. Don't know much about Jeff Davis. Never seen him. Yes, and 

:Sooker T. Washington. He was one of the Negro leaders. Tm first Negro to 

represent the Negroes in Washington. He was a great leader. 

During slavery time never heerd of a aullud man committing 'sault on 

a white woman. The white and cullud all went to church together too. Niggers 

and white shouted alike. 

I remember some of the little games we played now: "Fox in the 

wall", "Mollie, Mollie Bride", and "Hide and go seek. II 
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AUs:191931 STEPHEN McCRaY 
Age 88 yrs. 

Oklahoma City, Okla. 

I was born in Huntsville Oounty, Alabama, right where the 

Scottsboro boys was in jail, in 1850. 

Ex-Slaves 

My parents was Wash and Winnie McCray. They was the mother and 

father of 22 chillun. Jest five lived to be grown and the rest died at baby 

age. My father's mother and father was named Mandy and Peter McCray, and my 

mother's mother ~~d father was Ruthie and Cllarlie McCray. They all had the same 

Master, Mister McOray, all the way thoo'.; 

We live in log huts and when I left home grown, I left my fo~s 

living in the same log huts. Beds was put together with ropes and calle~ rope 

beds. No springs was ever heard of by white or cullud as I knows of. 

All the work I eyer done was pick up chips for my grandma to cook 

with. I was kept busy doing this all day. 
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The big boys went out and got rabbits, possums and fish. I would sho~' 

lak to be in old Alabama fishing, 'cause I am a fisherman. There is shot some 

pretty water in Alabama and as swift as cars run here. Water so clear and blue 

you can see the fish way down, and dey wouldn't bite to save your life. 

Slaves had their own gardens. All got Friday andSadday to work in 

garden during garden time. I liked cornbread best and Itd give a dollar to git 

some of the bread we had on those good old days and I ain't joking. I went in 

shirt tail all the time. Never had on nQ pants 1 til I was 15 years old. .No 

shoes, 'cept two or three winters. Never had a flat Itil I was a great vig boy. 

Marriage was performed by getting permission from Master and go where 

the woman of your choice had prepared the bed, undress and flat-footed jump a 

\broom-stick together into the bed. 
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1~ster had a brick 'house for hisself and the overseer. They was the 

only ones on the place. The overseer woke up the slaves all the way from 2 

o'clock till '4 o'clock of mornings. He wasn't nothing but white trash. Nothing 

else in the world but that. They worked till they couldn't see how to work. 

I jest couldn't jedge the size of that big place, and there was a mess of slaves, 

not less'n three hundred. 

I doesn't he.ve no eggycation, edgecation, or ejecation, and about all 

I csn do is spell. I jest spell till I get the pronouncements. 

We had church, but iffen the white foL~s caught you at it, you was beat 

most nigh to death. We used a big pot turned do~~ to keep our voices down. When 

we went to hear white preachers, he V70uld say, "Obey your master and mistress." 

I am a hard shell-flint Baptist. I was baptized in Pine Bluff, Arkansas. Our 

baptizing song was mos1"ly "On Jordan's Stormy Banks I !!tand" and our funeral 
~ 

song was ":C:ark From The Tomb." 

We had some slaves who would try to run off to the North but the white 

folks would catch 'em with blood hounds and beat 'em to death. Them patrollers 

done their work mostly at night. One night I was sleeping on cotton and the 

patrollers come to our house and ask for water. Happen we had plenty. They 

drunk a whole lot and got warm and told my father to be a good nigger and they 

wouldn't bother him at all. They raided till General Grant come thoo'. He sent 

troops out looking for Klu Klux Klanners and ki~led I em jest 19k killing black 

birds. General GrE~t was one of the men that caused us to set heah free today 

and able to talk together without being killed. 

I didn't and don't believe in no conjure. No sensible person do either. 

We had a doctor on the place. Ever master had a doctor who waited on his slaves. 

but we wore asafetida or onion 'round our neCks to keep off diseases. A dime 

was put 'round a teething baby's neck to make it tooth easy, and it shot helped 

too. But today all folks done got 'bove that. 
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The old folks talked very little of freedom and the chillun knew 

nothing at all of it, and that they heard they was daresome to mention it. 

Eushwhacker, nothing but poor white trash, come thoo' and killed all 

the little nigger chillun they could lay hands on. I was hig under the house with 

a big rag on my mouf many a time. Them Klu Klux after slavery shot got enough 

from them soldiers to last 'em. 

I was married to Kan Pry in 1884. Two chillun was born. The girl is 

living and the boy might be, but I don't know. My daughter works out in service. 

. I wish Lincoln was here now. He done more for the black face thP~ any 

one in that seat. Old Jeff Davis kept s~avery up till General Grant met him at 

the battle. Lincoln shot snowed him under. General Grant put fire under him 

jest lak 11m fixing to do my pipe. Booker T. Washington was jest all right. 

Every time I think of slavery and if it done the race any good, I think 

of the story of the coon and dog who met. The coon said to the dog IIWhy is it 

you're so fat and I am so poor, and we is both animals?" The dog said: "I lay 

· round ~~ster's house and let him kick me and he gives me a piece of bread right 

on." Said the coon to the dog: "Better then that I stay poor. 1I Them's my 

sentiment. I'm 18k the coon, I don't believe in abuse. 
'. .... _. 

I used to be the most wicked man in the world but a voice converted me 

· by saying, "Friend, friend, ~hy is you better to everybody else than you is to 

your self? You are sending your soul to hell. II And from that day I lived like 

a Christian •. People here don't live right and I don't lak to 'tend church. I 

base my Christian life on: "Believe in me, trust my work and you. shall be saved. 

for I am God and beside me there is no other. 1I 

• 
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HANNAH McFARLAND 
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Oklahoma City, Okla. 

Ex-Slaves 21 () 

I was born in Georgetown, South Carolina, February 29, 1853. My 

father was name James Gaine7 and my mother was name Katie Gaine7. There was 

three chillun born to my folks doing slavery. My father was a free man, but 

my mother was de slave of the Sampsons, some Jews. My father was de richest 

Negro in South Carolina doing this time. He bought all three of we chillun 

for $1,000 apiece, but dem Jews jest wouldn't sell mamma. Dey was mighty 

sweet to her. She come home ever night and stayed with us. Doing the day 

a Virginian nigger woman stayed with us and she shot was mean to we chillun. 

She used to beat us sump in , terrible. You know Virginia people is mean to 

cullud people. My father bought her from some white folks too. 

We lived in town and in a good house. 

It was a good deal of confusion doing de War. I waited on the Yankees. 

Dey captured mamma's white people's house. Dey tried to git mamma to tell dam 

jest whut de white folks done done to her and all she could say was dey was good 

to her. Shucks, dey wouldn't sell her. She jest told them she had a free hus-

band. 

My father was a blockader. He run rafts from one place to another 

and Sho' made a lot of money. He was drowned while doing this while I was a 

good size child. 

Dem patrollers tied you to a whipping post ifien dey caught you out 

after 10 o'clock. ~hey 'tempted to do my mother that way, but my papa shot 

stopped date I canlt say I lak white people even now, 'cause dey done done 

so much agin us. 

I was free, but I couldnlt go to school, 'cause we didn't had none. 

I been in Oklahoma over 40 Tears. Have done some traveling and could go some 
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whar else, but I jest stays here 'cause I ain't got no desire to travel. 

All we ever wore to keep off diseases was asafetida, nothing else. 

I done heard more 'bout conjure in Oklahoma than I ever heerd in 

South Carolina. All dat stuff is in Louisiana. I didn't hesh nothing tbout 

the Xlu Klux Klan till I come to Oklahoma neither. More devilment in Okla~ 

homa than any place I know •. South got more religion too. I jest as soon be 

back with the Rebels. 

Bushwhackers whipped you iff en you stayed out late, and shot nuff 

if dey didn't lak you. 

I felt sorry for Jeff Davis when the Yankees drilled him through the 

streets. I saw it all. I said, "Mama, Mama, look, dey got old Jeff Davis. 1 

She said, "Be quiet, deytlllynch you.- She didn't know no betterl She was 

a old slave nigger. I showed the Yankees where the white folks hid their 

silver and money and jewelry. and Mamma shot whipped me about it too. She 

was no fool 'bout slavery. Slavery shot didn't help us none to my belief. 

I didn't care much 'bout Lincoln. It was nice of him to free us, 

but t course he didn't want to. 

The overseer was shot nothing but poor white trash, the kind who 

didn't 18k niggers and dey still don't, old devils. Don't let I~ fool you, 
I . 

dey don t t lak a nigger a tall. 

11m a Methodist. People ought to praise God 'cause he done done so 

much for dese sinners. Dey was heap more religious in JIJ.Y early days. I jined 

churCh in 1863. I jined the Holiness so I could git baptized and the Methodist 

wouldn't baptize you. After J1J7 baptism, I went back to the Methodist Church. 

Tau know mr pastor, Reverend Miller, is the first Methodist preaCher I ever 

knowed that wa.s baptized. and that baptizes everybody'. 

I was married in Akin, South Carolina. to Andrew Pew. We had 12 

chillun. Jest one bOT is rq only living child totUQr~ 
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-MARSHALL MAOK 
Age 83 yre. 

Oklahoma City. Okla. 

I was born September 10, 1854. I am the second child of five. MY 

mother was named Sylvestus Mack and ~ father Booker Huddleston. I do not 

remember my mother's master, 'cause he died before I was born. MY Mistress 

was named Nancy Mack. She was the mother of six children, four boys and two 

girls. Three of dem boys went to the War and one pa.ckeg. and went off som"""e-

whar and nobody heard from him doing of the whole War. ]ut soon as the War 

was over he come home and he never told whar he had been. 

I nevsr saw but one grown person flogged during slavery and dat 

was my mother. The yoa~ger son of my mistress whipped her one morning- in de 

kitchen. His name was Jack. De slaves on Mistress' place was treated so 

good, all de people round and 'bout called us "Mack's Free Niggers." Dis was 

14 miles northwest of Liberty, county seat of Bedford County, Virginia. 

One day while de War was going on, my Mistress got a letter from 
,.' 

" . 
her son Jim wid jest one line. Dat was "Kotherl ,Jackls brains spattered on 

my gun this morning.1I That was all he written. 

Jack Huddleston owned my father, vtho was his balf-brother, and he 

was :the meanest man I ever B'een. He flogged my father with toba.cco sticks 

and my mother after these floggings (which I never seen) had to pick splinters 

out of his back. My father had to slip off a night to come and visit us. He 

lived a mile and a half from our house on the south side of the Blue Ridge 

Mountains, and it sho' is a roCky countr,v. He'd oversleep hisself and git up 

running. We would staIld in our door and, hear him ru;ming ovel':" them rocks til 

he got home. He 'Jias trying to git dere cefo,re his master called him. 
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It was a la.w among the slave-holders that if yo~ left your master's 

place, you had to have a pass, for if the patroller caught you without one, 

he would give you 9 and 30 lashes and carr,r you to your master, and if he was 

mean, you got the same again! 

On the 3-foot fireplace my mother and father cooked ash cakes and 

~ father having to run to work, had to wash his cakes off in a spring betwixt 

our house and his. MY mother was the cook in the Big BOuse. 

All the time we would see "nigger traders" coming through the 

country. I have seen men and women cuffed to SO-foot cl:ra.ins being took to 

Lynchburg, Va., to the block to be sold. Now I am talking 'bout what I know, 

for it .would not mean one thing for me to lie. I ain't jest heard dis. 

MY uncle John was a carpenter and always took Mistress' chillun to school . 
in a two-horse gurrey. On seoh trips. th~ chillun learned my uncle to-read 

and write. Dey slipped and done this, for it was a law among slave-holders 

that a slave not be caught wid a book. 

One morning when I was on my way to de mill wi th a saok of corn, I 

had to go down de main pike. I saw seoh a fog Iti1 I rid close enough to see 

what was gwine on. I heard someone say "close up." I was told since dat 

it was Hood's Raid. They took every slave that could oarry a gun. It was 

at dis time, Negroes went into de servioe. Lee was whipping Grant two battles 

to one 'til them raids, and den Grant whipped Lee two battles to one, 'cause 

he had Negroes in the Union Army. Dey took Negroes and all de white people's 

food.. Dey killed chickens and picked dem on horsebaok. I hever will forgi t 

that time long as I live. 

Ever ~ I had to get the mail for three families. I carried it 

around in a bag and eaoh family took hialn out. I gu.ess I was one of the , 

first Negro mailmen. 
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We had church on the place and had. right good meetings. Everybo~ 

went and took part in the servioe. We had. to have passes to go off the place 

to the meetings. 

The children wore just one garment from th~s time of year (spring) 

till the frost fell. Mistress' daughters made dese. We sure kept healthy 

and fat. 

I will be 83 years of age September 10, 1937 and am enjoying my 

seoond eyesight. I could not see a thing hardly for some few years, but now 
-

I can read sometimes without glasses. I keep m:r lawn in first class shape 

and work all the time. I think this is t cS,use I never was treated bad during 
• 

slavery. 
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ALLEN' V. MANnING 
Age 87 

Tal sa, Okla, 

~Slaves. 

I always been somewhar in the South, mostly in Texas when I was 

a young man, and of course us Negroes never got much of a show in court mat-

ters, but I reckon if I had of had the chance to set on a jury,I would of 

made a mighty poor out at it. 

No sir, I jest can't set in judgement on nobodY, 'cause I learned 

when I was jest a little boy that good people and bad pegple--mrures no 

difference which--jest keep on living and doing like they been taught, and 

I jest can't seem to blame them none for what they do iffen they been taught 

that way. 

I was born in slavery, and I belonged to a Baptist preacher, ·Un~il 

I was fifteen years old I was taught that I was his own c~ttel-propertYt and 

he could do with me like he wanted to, but he had been taught that way too, 

and we both believed it. I never did hold nothing against him for being hard 

on Negroes sometimes, and I don't think I ever would of had any trouble even 

if I had of growed up and died in slavery. 

The young Negroes don't know nothing 'bout that today, and lots 

of them are rising up and amounting to something, and all us Negroes is proud 

of them. You see, it's because they been taught that they got as good a show 

to be something as anybody, if they tries hard. 

Well, this old Negro knows one thing; they getting somewheres 'cause 

the young whitefolks is letting them and helping them to do it, 'cause the 

whitefolks has been taught the same w~, and I praise God its getting to be 

that way, too. :But it all go to show, people do like they been taught to do. 

Like I say, my master was a preacher and a~indman, but he treated 

. the Negroes jest like they treated him. He been taught that they was jest 
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like his work hosses, and if they act like they his work hosses they git 

along all right. But if they don't -- Oh, oh! 

Like the Dixie song say, I was born II on a frosty mornin'" at the 

plantation in Olarke County, Mississippi, in the fall of 1850 they tell me. 

The old place looked the same all the time I was a child, clean U1') to when 

we pullout and leave the second year of the War. 

I can shet my eyes and think about it and it seem to come right 

up in front of me jest like it looked. From my Pappy's cabin the Big House 

was off to the west, close to the big road, and most of the fields stretched 

off to the north. They was a big patch of woods off to the east, and no 

milch open land between us and the Ohickasawhay F.i ver. Ofr to the southwest 

a few miles was the Bucatunna Oreek, anel the plantation was kind of in the 

forks between them, a. little ways east of ~itman, Mississippi. 

Old Master's people been living at that place a mighty long time, 

end most the houses and barns was olel and. been reuaired time and time again, 

but it was a mighty pretty place. The Big House was built long, with a lot 

of rooms all in a row and a long porch, but it wasn't fine like a lot of the 

houses we seen as we pas£ed by when we left that place to go to Louisiana. 

216 

Old Master didn't have any overseer hired, but him and his boys looked 

after the place and had a Negro we called the driver. We-all shore hated that 

old black man, but I forget his name now. That driver never was allowed to 

think up nothing for the sIeves to do, but jest was told to ma.'k:e them work 

hard at wlLat the master and his beys told them to do. Whitefolks had to set 

them at a job and then old driver would whoopity and whoopity around, e.nd egg 

them and egg them until they finish up, so they can go at something else. He 

worked hard hisself, though, and set a mighty hard pattern for the rest to keep 

up with. Like I say, he been taught he didn't know how to think, so he didn't 

try. 
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Old Mistress name was Mar,r, and they had two daughters, Levia and 

Betty. Then they had three sons. The oldest was named Bill Junior, and he 
p 

was,Vlumb grown when I was a boy, but the other two, Jedson and Jim, was jest 

a little older then me. 

Old Master didn't have but two or three single Negroes, but he 

had several families, and most of them was big ones. My own family wal? pretty 

good size, but three of the children was born free. Pa?py's name was William 

and Mammy1s was Lucy. My brother Joe was the oldest child and then come 

Adeline, Harriet, and Texana and Betty before the surrenner, and then Henry, 

Mattie and Louisa a.fter it. 

When the War come along old Master jest didn't know what to do. 

He always been taught not to raise his hand up and kill nobody--no matter 

how come -- and he jest kept holding out against all them that was talking 

about fighting, and he wouldn't go and fight. He been taught that it was 

all right to have slaves and treat them like he want to, but he been taught 

it was sinful to go fight and kill to keep them, and he lived up to what he 

been taught. 

They was some Ohoctaw people lived 'round there, and they flew up 

and went right off to the War, and Mr. Trot Hand and Mr. Joe Brown that had 

plantations on the big road towards ~itman both went off with their grown 

boys right at the start, but ~ld Master was a preaCher and he jest stayed out 

of it. I remember one day I was-sent up to the Big House and I heard old 

Master and some men out at the gate 'xpounding about the War. Some of the 

men had on soldier clothes, and they acted like they was mad. SomebodY tell 

me later on that they was getting up a home guard because the yanl~ees done 

got down in Alabama not far awB:3', but old Master wouldn't go in with them. 
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Two, three days after that, it seems like, old Master come down to 

the qUarters and say git everything bundled up and in the wagons for a long 

trip. The Negroes all come in and everybody pitch in to help pack up the 

wagons. Then old Mas t er look around and he can't find Andy. Andy was one 

Negro that never did act like he been taught, and old Master's patience about 

wore out with him anyways. 

Vre all know that AndY done run off again, but we didn 1 t know where 

to. Leastwise all the Negroes tell old Master that. But old Master soon 

show us we done the work and he done the thiru{ing! He jest goes ahead and 

keeps all the Negroes busy fixing up the wagons and bundling up the stuff to 

travel, and keeps us all in his sight all the time, and says nothing about 

Andy being gone. 

Then that night he sends for a white man name Clements that got 

some blood hounds, and him and Mr. Olements takes time about staying awake 

and watching all the cabins to see nobody slips out of them. Everybody was 

afraid to stick their head out. 

Early next morning Vle has all the wagons ready to drive right· off, 

and old Master call Andy's brother up to him. He say, "You go down to that 

spring and wait, and when Andy come down to the spring to fill that cedar 

bucket you stole out'n the smokehouse for him to git water in you tell him 

to come on in here. Tell him I know he is hiding out way down the branch 

whar he can come up wading the water clean up to the cornfield and the melon 

patch, so the hounds won't git his scent, but I'm going to send the hounds 

down there if he don't come on in right now." Then we all knowed we was for 

the work and old Master was for the thinking, I cause pretty soon Andy come 

on in. He'd been right whar old Master think he is. 
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About that time Mr. Sears come riding down the big road. Hewas 

a deacon in old ~1asterls church, and he see us all packed up to leave and 

so he light at the big gate and walk up to whar we is. He ask old Master 

i'1here we all lighting out for, and old Master say for Iiouisiana. We Negroes 

don't know where that is. Then old deacon say what old Master going to do 

with Andy, 'cause there stood Mr. Clements holding his bloodhounds and old 

~Laster had his cat-o-nine-tails in his hand. 

Old Master say just watch him, and he tell Andy if he can make 

it to 'that big black gum tree down at the gate before the hounds gi t him he 

can stay right up in that tree and watch us all drive off. Then he tell 

Andy to git! 

Poor Andy jest git hold of the bottom limbs when the blood hounds 

grab him and pull him down onto the ground. Time old Master and Mr. Clements 

git down there the hounds done tore off all Andy's clothes and bit him all 

over bad. He was rolling on the ground and holding his shirt up 'round 

his throat when Mr. Clements git there and pull the hounds off of him. 

Then old Master light in on him with that cat-o-nin~tails, and 

I don't know how many lashes he give him. but he jest bloody allover 

and done fainted pretty soon. Old Deacon Sears stand it as long as he can 

and then he step up and grab old Master's arm and say, "Time to stop, Erother! 

I'm speaking in the name of Jesus!" Old Master quit then, but he still 

powerful mad. I don't think he believe Andy going to make that tree when he 

tell him that. 

Then he turn on Andy's brother and give him a good beating too, and 

we all drive orB! and leave Andy setting on the ground under a tree and old 

Deacon,standing by him. I don't know what ever become of Andy, but I reckon 

maybe he went and live with old Deacon Sears until he was free. 
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When I think back and remember it, it all seems kind of strange, 

but it seem like old Master and old Deacon both think the same way. They 

kind of understand that old Master had a right to beat his Negro all he 

wanted to for running off. and he had a right to set the hounds on him if 

he did~ jut he shouldn't of beat him so hard after he told him he was 

going let him off if he made the tree, and he ought to keep his word even if 

Andy was his own slave. That's the way both them white men had been taught, 

and that was the way they both lived. 

Old Master had about five wagons on that trip down into Louisiana, 

but they was all full of stur~ and only the old slaves and children could 

ride in them. I was big enough to walk most of the time, but one time I 

walked in the sun so long that I got sick and they put me in the wagon for 

most the rest of the way. 

We would come to places where the people said the Yankees had been 

and gone. but we didn't run into any Yankees. They was most to the north of 

us I reckon, because we went on down to the south part of Mississippi and 

ferried across the big river at Baton Rouge. Then we went on to Lafayette, 

Louieiana, before we settled down anywhere. 

All us Negroes thought that was a mighty strange place. We would 

hear white folks talking and we couldn't understand what they said, and lots 

of the Negroes talked the same way, too. It was all full of French people 

around Lafayette, but they had all their menfolks in the Confederate Army 

just the same. I seen lots of men in butternut clothes coming and going 

hither and yon, but they wasn't in bunches. They was mostly coming home to 

see their folks. 

Ever,ybo~ was scared all the time, and two--three times when old 

Master hired his Negroes out to work the man that hired them quit his place 
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and went on west before they got the cro:!;) in. But old Master got a place 

and we put in a cotton crop, and I think he got some money by selling his 

place in Mississippi. Anyway, pretty soon after the cotton was all in he 

moves again and goes to a place on Simonette LI.'-:e for the winter. It aint 

a bit cold in that place, and we clidn't have no fire Icepting to cook, and 

sometimes a little charcoal fire in some crock Dots that the people left on 

the place when they went on out to Tezas. 

for 

The next spring old Master lf~ed up again and we struck out 

Texas, when the Yankees got too -close again. But Ma'ster Bill didn It 

go to Tey~s, because the Confederates done come that winter and made him 

go to the arrJJY. I think they took him to New Orleans, and old Master was 

hopping mad, but he couldn't do anything or they VTould malee him go too, 

even if he was a preacher. 

I think he left out of there partly because he didn't like the 

people at that p1ace. They wasn't no Baptists around anywheres, ~ they, 

was all Catholics, and old Master didn't like them. 

About that time it look like everybody in the world was going to 

Te7~s. When we would be going down the road we would have to walk along the 

side all the ti.me to let the wagons go past, all loaded with folks going 

to Tezas. 

Pretty soon old Master say git the wagons loaded again, and this 

time we start out with some other people, going north. We go north a while 

and then turn west, and cross the Sabine River and go to Nachedoches, Texas. 

Me and my brother Joe and my sister Adeline walked nearly all the way, but 

my little sister Harriet and my ma.mmy rid in a wagon. Mammy was mighty 

poorly, and jest when we got to the Sabine bottoms She had another baby. Ola 

Master didn't like it 'cause it was a girl, but he named her Texana on account 
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of where she was born and told us children to wait on l.'fammy good and maybe 

we would get a little brother next time. 

But we didn't. Old Master went wi tIl a whole bunch of wagons on 

out to the l)rairie country in Coryell County and set Ul) a faI"!rl w".a.ere we 

just had to break the sod c.nd didn't have to clear off much. And the next 

baby Ha-":1Il1y had the next year was a girl. We named her Betty because Hi stress 

jest have a baby a little '\'1hile before and its name was Betty. 

Old ~Jaster' s :place was right at the corner where COlJ-rell and 

HcLennan and Bosque Counties come together, and we raised mostly cotton and 

jest a little corn for feed. He seem like he changed a lot since we left 

~1ississip:9i, and seem like he pa.id more attention to us and lookect after us 

better. But most the people that already live there when we git there was 

mighty hard on their Negroes. They was mostly harcl drinkers and hard talkers, 

and they work and fight jest as hard as they talk, too! 

One day Old Master COIle out from town and tell us that we all been 

set free, and we can go or stay jest as we wish. A~l of my family stay on 

the place and he pay us half as shares on all we make. Pretty soon the 

whitefolks begin to cut down on the shares, and the renters git only a third 

and some less, and the Negroes begin to o.rift out to other places, but old 

Master stick to the halv'es a year or so after that. Then he come down to a 

third too. 

It seem like the white people can't git over us being free, B.Iid 

they do everything to ~old us down all the time. We don't git no schools 

for a long time, and I never see the inside of a school. I jest grow up on 

hard work. And we can't go 'round where they have the voting, unless we 

want to ket~~ a Whipping some night, and. we have to jest keep on bowing and 

scraping; when we are I round white folks lilcewe did when we was slaves. They 

had us down and they kept us down. But that was the way they been taught, 
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and I don't blame them for it none, I reckon. 

When I git about thirty years old I'marry Betty Sadler close to 

Waco, and we come up to the Creek Nation forty years ago. We come to Muskogee 

first, and then to Tulsa about thirty seven years ago. 

We had ten children but only seven are alive. Three girls and a 

boy live here in Tulsa and we got one boy in Muskogee and one at Frederick, 

Oklahoma. 

I sells milk and makes my living, and I keeps so busy I don't think 
-. 

back on the old' d~s much, but if anybody ask me why the Texas Uegroes been 

kept down so much I can tell them. If they set like I did on the bank at 

that ferry across the Sabine, and see all that long line of covered wagons, 

miles a~d miles of them, crossing that river and going west with all they 

got left out of the War, it aint hard to understand. 

Them whitefolks done had eve~Jthing they had tore up, or had to 

run away from the places they lived, and they brung their Negroes out to 

Texas and then right away they lost them tDO. They always had them Negroes, 

and lot s of them had. mighty fine places back in the old states, and then they 

had to go out and live in sod houses and little old boxed shotguns and turn -

their Negroes loose. They didn't see no justice in it then, and most of them 

never did until they died. The folks that stqed at home and didn't straggle 

allover the country had their old places to live on and their old friaeds 

around them, but them Texans was different. 

So I says, When they done us the war they did they was jest doing 

the way they was taught. I don't blame thom. because anytodr will do that. 

Whitefolks mighty decent to me now, and I always tried to teach my 

children to be respectful and act like they think the whi tefolks they dealing 

wi th expects them to act. That the way to g1 t along, because some folks been 

taught one wa::r and s9me been taught another, and folks always thinks the wq 

they been. taught. 
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BOB MAYlaRD, AGE 79 
23 East Choctaw 

Weleetka, Oklahoma. 

EX-SLAVES 

I was born near what is now Marlin, Tey~s, Falls County. 

My father was Robert Maynard and my mother was Chanie Maynard, both born 

slaves. Our Master, Gerard Branum, was a very old man and wore long white 

whiskers. He shot was a fine built man, and walked straight and tall like 

a young man. 

I was too little to do much work so my job was to carry the key 

basket for old Mistress. I shot was proud of that job. 
:r-

The baske(f" held the 
, 

keys to the pantry, the kitchen, the linen closet/and extra keys to the rooms 

and smokehouse. When old Mistress started out on her rounds every morning she'd 

call to me to get de basket and away weld go. I'd run errands for all the 

house help too, so I was kept purty busy. 

The "big house" was a fine one. It was a big two-story white 

house made of pine lumber. There was a big porch or veranda across the front 

and wings on the east and west. The house faced south. There was big round 

. white posts that went clean up to the roof and there was a big porch upstairs 

too. I believe the house was what you1d call colonial style. There was twelve 

or fifteen rooms and a big wide stairway. It was a purty place, with a yard 

and big trees and the house that set in a walnut and pecan grove. They was 

graveled walks and driveways and all along by the driveway was cedars. There 

was a hedge close to the house and a flower garden with purty roses, holly 

hoCks and a lot of others I don't know the name of. 

Back to the right of the house was the smokehouse, kept full of 
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meat, and further back 'Was the big barns. Old Master kept a spanking pair 

of carriage horses and several fine riding horses. He kept several pairs 

of mules, too, to pull the plow. He had some ox teams too. 

To the left and back of the "big house" was the quarters. He 

owned about two thousand acres of land and three hundred slaves. He kept a 

white overseer and the colored overlooker was my uncle·, He shot saw that the 

gang worked. He saw to it that the cotton was took to the gin. They used 

oxen to pull the wagons full of cotton. There was two gins on the planta.tion. 

Had to have two for it was slow work to gin a bale of cotton as it was run 

by horse power. 

Old Master raised hundreds of hogs; he raised practically all 

the food we et. He gave the food out to elMh fa:mily and they done their own 

cooking except during harvest. The farm hands was fed at the "big house." . 

They was called in from the farm by a big bell. 

Sunday was our only day for recreation. We went to church at our 

own church and we could sinl and shout jest as loud as we pleased and it didn't 

disturb nobody. 

During the week after supper we would all set round the doors out-
I 

side and sing or play music. The only musical instruments we had was a jug 

or big bottle, a skillet lid or frying pan that they'd hit with a stick or a 
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bone. We had a flute too, made out of reed cane and it'd make good music. Some~ 

times ?'e'd sing and dance so long and loud old Master'd have to make us stop 

and go to bed. 

The Patrollers, Ku Kluxers or night riders come by sometimes at 

night to scare the niggers and make 'em behave. Sometimes the slaves would 

run off and the Patroller would catch • em and have 'em whipped. I've seen 

that done lots of times. They was some wooden stocks (a sort of trough) and 

theyid put the darky in this and strap him down, take off his clothers and 
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give him 25 to 50 licks, 'cording to what he had done. 

I reckon old Master had everything his heart co.uld wish for at 

this time. Old Mistress was a fine lady and she always went dressed up. She 

wore long trains on her skirts and lid walk behind her and hold her train up 

when she made de rounds. She was awful good to me. I slept on the floor in 

her little boy's room, and she give me apples and candy just like she did him. 

Old :Master gave ever chick and child good warm clothes_for winter. We had 

store boU€htt. shoes but the women made our clothes. For underwear we all 

wore 'lowers' but no shirts. 

After the war started old Master took a lot of his slaves and 

went to Natchez, Mississippi. He thought he'd have a better chance of keeping 

us there I guess, and he was afraid we'd be greed and he started running with 

us. I remember when General Grant blowed up Vicksburg. I had a free born 

Uncle and Aunt who sometimes visited in the North and theyid till us how easy 

it was up there and it sho' made us all want to be free. 

I think Abe Lincoln was next to de Lawd. He done all he could 

for de slaves; he set 'em free. People in the South knowed they'd lose their 

slaves when he was elected presi.ctent. 'Fore the election he traveled allover 

the South and he come to our house and slept in old Mistress' bed. Didn't no-

body know who he was. It was a custom to take strangers in and put them up 

for one night or longer, so he come to our house and he watched close. He seen 

f 
I how the niggers come in on Saturday and drawed four pounds of meat and a peCk 

of meal for a week's rations. He also saw 'em whipped and sold. When he 

got b'aCk up north he writ old Master a letter and told him he was going to 

have to free his slaves, that everybody was going to have to, that the North 
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at the head and he'd see where hetd writ his name~ Shot nuff, there was his 

name: A. Lincoln. 

Didn't nd! of us like Jeff Davis. We all liked Robert E. Lee, 

but we was glad that Grant whipped him. 

When the War was over, old Master called all the darkies in and 

lined 'em up in a row. He told 'em they was free to go and do as they pleased. 

It was six months before any of us left him. 

Darkies could vote in Mississippi. Fred Douglas, a colored man, 

came to Natchex and IDe.de po Ii tical speeches for General Grant. 

After the war they was a big steam boat line on the Mississippi 

River known as the Robert E. Lee Line. They sho"was fine boats too., 

We used to have lots of Confederate money. Five cent pieces, two 

bit pieces, half dollar bills and half dimes. During the war old Master dug 

a long trench and buried all de silver ware, fine clothes, jewelry and a lot 

of money. I guess he dug it up, but I don't remember. 

Master died three years after the War. He took it purty good, 

losing his niggers and all. Lots of men killed theirselves. Old Master was 

a good old man. 

I'm getting old, I reCkon. I've been married twice and am the 

father of 19 chillun. The oldest if 57 and my youngest is two boys, ten and 

twelve. I has great grandchillun older than them two boys. 
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AU6191937 
J Alim MONTGOMERY 

Age 80 yre. 
Oklahoma Oi ty, Oklahoma. 

I was born March 15, 1857, in Homer, Louisiana. I claim to be 75 

years old, but that's jest my way of counting. My mother was Sarah Strong 

and ~ father was Edmond Beavers. We lived in a log cabin that had jest one 

.door. I had two sisters named Peggy and Katie. Mammy was bought from the 

Strong family and my pappy was bought from Beavers by Mister Eason. 

We slept on wooden slabs which was jest make-shift beds. I didn't 

do no work in slave times 'cause I was too little. You jest had to be good 

and husky to work on that place. I listened and told mammy everything I heerd. 

I ate right side dat old white woman on the flol. I was a little busy-body. 

I don't recollect eating in our quarters on Sunday and no other time. 

I don't remember no possums and rabbits being on our place, 'cause 

when white folks killed a chicken for their selves, dey killed one for the 

niggers. My pappy never ate no cornbread in all his put-together. Meat was 

my favorite food. I never ate no dry bread without no meat. 

We wore homespun clothes. My first pair of shoes was squirrel skin. 

Mammy had 'em made. We wore clothes called linsey that was wool and cotton 

mixed. 

My father was the onliest overseer. It was shot a great big old 

227 

place. My master jest seen the place on. Sundays. They was jest seven lUggers .,; 

on our pl8.ntation. No working late at night but we had to git up at daylight. 

When our day's work was done, we went to bed, but sometimes they sung. Sadday 

was a holiday from working on the plantation. You bad Sadday to wash for 

yourself. We didn't do nothing. on Christmas and all holidays. 
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Mistress never whip us and iffen master would start, mistress would 

gi t a gun and ma..1{e him stop. She said, "Let ever bi tch whip her own chillun." 

I never seen no patrollers, I jest heerd of 'em. They never come on our place. 

I guess they was scared to. The Klu Klux whipped niggers when so never they 

could catch lem. They rid at night mostly. 

I am a Baptist. I belong to Calvary Baptist Church. I was baptized 

in a creek. Our favorite hymn was tlDark Was the Night ani Cold the Ground." 

Our favorite revival hymn was "Lord I'd Come to Thee, a Sinner Undefiled." 

Our favorite funeral song was "Hark From the Tomb." 
~I 

My family didn't believe in conjure ~ all that stuff, 'though 
rl " 

they's a heap of it was going on and still is for that me.tter. They had hands 

that was made up of all kinds of Junk. You used 'em to ma~e folks love you 

more'n they did. We used asafetida to keep off smallpox and measles. Put 

mole foots round a baby's neck to make him teethe easy. We used to use nine 

red ants tied in a sack round they neck to make lem teethe easy and never had 

no trouble with 'em neither. 

I think I seen a haunt once, 'cause ",hen 1 looked the second time, 

what I seen the first time was gone. 

When the War was over, mistress' son come home and he cleaned his 

guns on my dress tail. It shot stunk up my dress and made me sick too. He 

told old mistress that niggers was free now. I went and told malIIIIlY' that old 

Betsy's son told her the niggers was free and what did he mean. She said, 

"Shbhblthl If They never did jest come out and tell us we was free. We was free 

in July and Ill8JIlII1Y left in September. We lived in Jordan Saline, out from 

Smi th County. Then my mother give me to my father • cau.se she was married to 

another man. Her and my .tep-father moved to Gilmore, Texas. They sent for 

me rC>1md 'bout Christmas and we lived on Sampers' farm. 
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We lived so far out, we couldn't go to school, 'though they was for 

us. We didn't own no land. Didn't nobody learn me to read and write. 

Abe Lincoln was a good man. It was through Mr. Lincoln that God fit 

to free us. I dontt know much tbout Jeff Davis and don't care nothing 'bout 

him. Booker~. Washington built that school through God. He used to live in 

a cabin jest 1ak I done. He was sh0 1 a great man. 

I married ~role Kemp in 1883. I 'mind you they didn't marry in 

slavery, they jest took up. Master jest give a permit. I am the mother of 

10 chillun and 5 grandchillun. Four of my chillun died young. Them what's 

living is doing different things sech-as: writing policy, working on made 

work, housework, government clerk and hotel maid. One is in 'the pen. 
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AMANDA OLIVER 
Age 80 yrs. 

Oklahoma. Oi ty, Okla. 

Ex-Slaves 

I 'membub. what my mother say - I was born November 9, 1857, in 

Missouri. I was 'bout eight years old, when she was sold to a master named 

Harrison Davis. They said he had two farms in Missouri. but when he moved 

to northern Texas he brought me, my mother, Uncle George, Uncle Dick and a 

cullud girl they said was 15 with lim. He owned 'bout 6 acres on de edge of 

town near Sherman, Texas, and my mother and 'em was all de slaves he had. 

They said he sold off some of de folks. 

We didn't have no overseers in northern Texas, but in southenl -

Texas dey did. Dey didntt raise cotton either; but dey raised a whole lots 

of corn. Sometime de men would shuck corn all night long. Whenever dey was 
-.-

going to shuck all night de women would piece quilts while de men shuck de 

corn and you could hear I em singing and shucking corn. After de cornshucking, 

de cu1lud folks would have b'g dances. 

Master Davis lived in a big white frame house. My mother lived 

in the yard in a big one-room log hut with a brick chimney. De logs was 

IIpinted" (what dey call plastered now with lime). I don't know whether young 

folks know much 'bout dat sort of thing now. 
, 

I slept on de floor up at de "Big HouseD in de White woman's room 

on a quilt. I'd git up in de J!n.ingSJmake fires, put on de coffee, and tend 

to my little brother. ,Jest do little odd jobs sech as that. 

We ate vegetables from de garden, sech as that. My favorite dish 

is vegetables now. 

I don't remember seeing any slaves sold. My mother said dey sold 

'em on de block in Kentucky where sha was raised. 
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I don't remembuh when de War broke out, but I remembuh seeing the soldiers 

with de blue uniforms on. I was afraid of 'em. 

Old mistress didn't tell us when he was free, but another white 

woman told my mother and I remembuh one day old mistress told my mother to git 

to that wheel and git to work, and my mother said, "I ain't gwineter, I'm jest 

as free as you air." So dat very day my mother packed up all our belongings 

and moved us to town, Sherman, Texas. She worked awful hard, doing day work 

for 50¢ a day, and sometimes she t d work for food, clothes' or whatever she could 

git. 

I don't believe in conjuring though I heard lotta talk 'bout it. 

Sometimes I have pains and aches in my hands, feel like sometime dat somebody 

puts dey hands on me, but I think jest de way my nerves is. 

I can't say much 'bout Abe Lincoln. He was a republican in favor of 

de cullud folk being free. Jeff Davis? Yeah, the boys usta sing a sODg 'bout 

'im: 

Lincoln rides a fine hoss, 
Jeff Davi s rides a lI(ule, 
Lincoln is de President, 
Jeff Davis is de fool. 

,JAIJ'" 
Booker T. Washington -- I guess he is a right good ..a. He's for 

the cullud people I guess. 

I been a Ohristian thirty some odd years. I've been here some thirty 

odd years. Had to come when my husband did. ~e died in 1902. We married in 

18 -- r've)f0rgot, but we went to de preacher and got married. 

than jump over de broom stick. 

In those days we went to church with de white folks. 

We did more 

Dey had church 

at eleven and the cullud folks at three, but all of us had white preachers. 

Our church is standing right there now, at least it was de last time I was there. 

231 



Oklahoma Writers· Project -3-

I don't have a favorite song, theys so many good ones, but I like, 

"Bound for the Promised Land." Ilm a Baptist, my mother was a Baptist, and 

her white folks was Baptist. 

I have two daughters, Julia Goodwin and Bertha Frazier, and four 

grandchildren, both of lems been separated. Dey do housework. 
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SALOYoli OL-IVD. 
.Age 78 yrs. 

!ulaa, Oklahoma. 

lx-Slaves 23:1'·· 

John A.. Miller owned the finest plantation in 'fashingto.: County, 

Mississippi, about 13-mile east of Greenville. I was born on this aD,OOO-a.cre 

plantation November 17 t 1859, being one of about four hundred slave children 

on the place. 

About three hundred negro families living in box-type cabins illade it 

seem like a small town. :Built in rows, the cabins were kePt whitewashed, neat 

and orderly, for the Master was strict about such things. Several large ba.rn.s 

and storage buildiDgs were scattered areund the plaatation. Also, two cetton 

gins and two. old fashioned presses, oper.a.ted by horses and mules, made Miller's 

plantation one of the best equipped in Mississippi. 
J 

Kaster John was quite So oha.racter. The big plantation didDlt eCC'Up1 

all his time. He owned a bank in Vicksburg and &D.other in New Orleaas, aDd eJll.y 

came to the plaatation two or three times a year for a. week or tn visit. 

Th,iDgs happened around there mighty quick when the lfa.ster showed up. 

If the slaves were not being treated right - out go the white overseer. J1red! 

The Master was a pod. man and. tried to hire pod boss men. Kaster J~hn was 

bad atter the slave _men. .&. 7ellow child show up .everr once in a mile. !hose 

ld.ndalwa7s get special privileges because the Irfaster said he diu't want hi. 

childr811 whipped like the rest of them slaves • 

.,. eft Mammy, lfary, was the Kaster's en d.au&hter! She married Sal .... ) 
/ 

Oliver (who teok the JWIle of Oliver after the War), aDd the Kaster told all the i 

slave drivers te·leave her alone andao1; Whip her. !his made the overseeri jealous 
. . . 

of her aa4 C1I1I.8ec1 trouble. Job "'thers was oa. of the wh1 te overseers whe 

treated her la84, u.d. atter I a. ben &1Id got streng eaough (I was a weakl1D& for 
.~ ........ ' '1 ........ 
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three-four years atter birth), to do light chores he would whip me just for the 

fun. of it. It was fun for him but not for me. I hoped to whip him when I grew 

~. Tha. tis the one thing I won I t ever forget. He di ed about the end of the 

War so that's one thing I won't ever get to do. 

My mother W~B high-tempered. and. she knew about the Master's orders 

not to whip her. I guess sometimes she took advantage and tHed to do 'things 

that maybe wan' t right. But it did her no good and one of the whi te men 

flogged her to death. She died with scars on her back! 

Father use to preach to the slaves when a cro~ of them could slip 

off into the woods. I don't remember much about the religious things, only 

just what Daddy told me when I was older. He was caught several times slipping 

off to the woods and because he was the preaCher I guess they layed on the laSh 

a little harder trying to make him give up preaching. 

Bation dq was Sa'turd,q. 'Each person was given a. peck of corn meal, 

four pounds of wheat flour, four pounds of pork meat, quart of molasses,one 

pound of sugar, the same of coffee and a plug of tobacco. Potatoes and. vegetables 

came from the family garden and each slave family was required to cultivate a 

separate garden. 

During the Civil War a battle was fought near the Killer plantation. 

The Yankees under General. Grant came through the country. They burned 2,000 

bales of Killer cotton. When the Yankee wagons crossed ]&you Creek the bridge 

gave ~ and quite a number of soldiers and horses were seriously injured. 

lor many years after the War folks would find bullets in. the ground. 

! Some of the ballets were 'twins' fastened toge~r wi th a chain. 

Kaster Killer settled my father upon a piece of lam after the War 

and we stqed on it several years, doing well. 

I moved to MUskogee in 1902, Coming on to !ulsa in 1907, the same 

year Oklahoma was made a state. lI7 six wives are all dead, - Lila, Lizzie, lilla, 
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Lula, Elizabeth and Henrietta. •. Six children, too. George,.Anna, Salomon, 

Nelson, Garfield, Oosmos - all good children. They-,'remember the Tuls~ riot and 

don't aim ever to come back to Oklahoma. 
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When the riot sta.rted in 1922 (1 think it was), I had a place on the 

corner of Pine and Owasso Streets. Two hundred of my people gathered at my place, 

because I was so well known everybody figured we wouldn't be molested. I was 

wrong. Two of my horses was shot and killed. Two of my boys, Salomon and Nelson, 

was ~unded, one in the hip, the other in the shoulder. They wasn't bad and,got 

well alright. Some of my people wasn't so lucky. The dead wagon hauled them 

away! 

White men came into the negro district and gathered up the homeless. 

The houses were most all burned. No place to go except to the camps where 

armed wbites kept everybody quiet. They took my clothes and all my money - $298.00 -

and the police couldn I t do nothing about my loss when I reported it to them. 

That was a terrible time, but we people are better off today that any 

time during the days of slavery. We have some privileges and they are worth 

more than all the money in the world! 
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lex-Slaves 

I was born in RIlsk Oounty, Texas, on a plantation about eight miles 

east of Belleview. There wasn't no town where I was born, but they had 

a churoh. 

My mammy and pappy belonged to a part Cherokee named I. p. Thompson 

when I was born. He had kinfolks in the Cherokee Nation, and we all 

moved up here to a plaoe on Fourteen-Uile Creek olose to where Hulbert 

now is, 'way before I was big enough to remember anything. Then. so I been 

told, old master Thompson sell my pappy and mammy a:od one of my baby 

brothers and me baok to one of his neighbors in Texas name of John Harnage. 

Mammy's name was Let! tia Thompson and. pappy· s was Riley Thompson. 

My little brother was named Johnson Thompson. but I had anot..lter brother 

sold to a Vann and he always oall hisself Harry Vanna His Cherokee master 

lived on the Arkansas river close to Webber's Falls and I never did know 

him until we was both grown. My only sister was Patsy and. she was borned 

atter sl'avery and died at Wagoner, Oklahoma. 

I oan Just remember when Mas ter John Harnage took us to Tems. We 

went in a oovered wagon with oxen and oamped out aJ.l along the way. Mammy 

done the cooking in big wash kettles an{l. pappy done the driving of the oxen. 

I -would set in a wagon and listen to him pop his whip and holler. 

Master John took us to his plantation and. it was a big one, too. You 

oould look from the field up to the Big House and any grown body in the yard 

look like a little body, it was so far away. 

We negroes lived in quarters not far from the Big House and. ours was 

a single log house with a stiok and dirt chimney. We cooked over the hot 

coals in the fireplace. 
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I just played around until I was about six years old I reckon, and. 

then they put me up at the Big House with my mammy to work. She done all 

the cording and spinning and weaving, and I done a whole lot of sweeping 

and minding the baby. The baby was only about six months old I reckon. 

I used to stand by the cradle and rock it all day, and when I quit I would 

go to sleep right by the cradle sometimes before mammy would come and get 

me. 

The Big Houae had great big rooms in front, and they was fixed up nice, 

too. I remember when old Mistress Harnage tried me out sweeping up the 

front rooms.; They had. two or three great big pictures of some old people 

hanging on the wall. They was full bl~od Indians it look like, and I was 

sure scared of them pictures! I would go here and there and every whieh-a-1nq, 

and anywheres I go them big pictures always looking straight at me and watch-

iDg me sweep! I kept my eyes right on them so I could run if they moved. 

and old Mistress take me back to the kitchen and say I can't sweep because 

I miss all the dirt. 

We always have good eating, iike turnip greens cooked in a kettle with 

hog skins and crackling grease, and skinned. corn, and rabbit or possum stew. 

I liked big fish tolerable well too, but I was afraid of the bones in the 

Ii ttle ones. 

That skinned corn aint like the boiled hominy we have today. '1'0 make 

it you boil some wood ashes, or bave some drip lye from the hopper to put 

in the hot water. Lat the corn boil in the lye water until the skin drops 

off and the eyes drop out and then wash that corn in fresh wa.ter about a 

dozen times, or just keep carrying water from the spring until you are 
• 

wore out, like I did. 'l'hen you put the corn in a. crock and set it in the 
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spring, and you got good skinned corn as long as it last, all ready to 

warm up a Ii ttle batch at a time. 

Master had a big, long log kitChen setting away from the house, and we 

set a big table for the family first, and when they was gone we negroes at 

the house eat at that table too, but we don't use the china dishes. 

!he negro cook was Tilda Chisholm. She and my mammy didn't do no out

work. Aunt Tilda sure could make them corn-dodgers. Us children would 

catch her eating her dinner first out of the kettles and when we s~ some

thing she say: "Go on child, I jest tasting that dinner." 

In the summer we had cotton homespun clothes, and in winter it had 

wool mixed in. They was dyed wi th copperas and wild indigo. 

My brother. Johnson Thompson. would get up behind. old Master Harnage 

on his horse and go wi th him to hunt squirrels so they would go 'round. 

on Master's side so's he could shoot them. Master's old mare was named 

"Old lillow", and she knowed when to stop and stand real still so he could 

shoot. 

His children was just allover the place! He had two houses full of 

them! I only remember Ee11, Ida. Maley, Mary and. 'fill, but they was plenty 

mo re I don t t remember. 

That old horn blowad. 'way before daylight, and all the field negroes 

had to be out in the row by the time of sun up. House negroes got up too t 

because old Master alway's up to see ever.rbody get out t,;, work. 

Old Master Harnage bought and. sold slaves most all the time, and some 

of the new negroes always acted up and needed a licl.."'ing. The worst ones 

got beat up good, tool Thq didn t t have no Jail to put slaves in because 

when the Masters got done licking them they didn't need no jail. 
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Ky ~8band was Goerge Petite. Be tell me his mammy was sold awaY from 

him when he was a little boy. He looked down a long lane after her just as 

long as he could see her, and cried after her. He went down to the big road 

and set down by his mammyl s bs.:refooted tracks in the sand and set there until 

it got dark, and then he come on back to the quarters. 

I just saw one slave try to get away right in hand. They caught him 

wi th bloodhounds and brung him back in. The hounds had nearly tore him up • 
.. 

and he was sick a long time. I don't remember his naBle, but he wasn't one 

of the old regular negroes. 

In Texas we had a church where we could go. I think: it was * .-hi te 

church and they just let the negroes ha've it when they got a preacher 

sometimes. My mammy took me sometimes, and she loved to sing them salva.-

tion songs. 

We used to carry news from one plantation to the other I reckon, 

'cause Dl8lDIllY would tell about things going on some other plantation and 

I know she never been there. 

Uhristmas morning we always got some bean sugar candy or some molasses 

to pull, and we children was up bright and early to get that 'lasses pull, 

I tell youl And ill the winter we played skeeting on the ice when the water 

froze over. No. I don't mean skating. That's when you got iron skates, 

and we didn I t have them things. We just get a running starta.nd jump on 

the ice and skeet as far a8 we could go, and then run some more. 

I nearly busted my head open, and brother Johnson said: "Try it 

again," but after that I was scared to skeet any more. 

l4a..mmy say we was down in Texas to get .a'fIaY from the War. but I didn't 

see 8117 war and any soldiers. :But one day old Kaster stay after he eat 

breakfast and when us negroes come in to eat he say: ItAfter today lain' t 
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your master any more. You all a8 free a8 I am. N We just stand and look 

and do D I t know wlla t to SIq about it. 

After while pappy got a wagon and some oxen to drive for a white man 

who was coming to the Chel'Okee Nation because he had folks here. His name 

was Dave Mounts and he had a boy named John. 

"e come wi th them and stopped at Fort Gibson where my own grand mammy 

was cooking for the soldiers at the garrison. Her name was Phyllis Brewer 
.. 

and I was named after her. She had a good Cherokee master. My mammy was 

bom on his place. 

We stqed with her about a week and then we moved out on Four lIile 

Oreek to live. She died on Fourteen-liile Oreek: about a year later. 

When we first went to lour Mile Oreek I seen negro women chopping 

wood and asked them who they work for and. I found out they didn I t know they 

was free yet. 

After a while my pappy and mammy both died, and I was took care of by 

my aunt l1.ais Vann. She took my brother Johnson too., but I don It knuw who 

took Harry Vann. 

I was married to George Petite, and I had on a white underdress and 

black high-top shoes, and a large cream colored hat, aDd on top of all I 

had a blue wool dress wi th tassels all around the bottom of It. That 

dress was for me to eat the terrible supper. in. That what we called the 

wedding supper becauae we eat too much of it. Just danced all night, too! 

I was at Kandy Foster's house in Fort Gibson. 8Jld the preacher was ieveren4 

l3arrows. I had tbat dress a long time, but its gone now. I still got the 

1i ttle sun bormet I wore to church in TeDs. 

We had six ch11dre~, but all are dead but George. !iah. and .Annie now. 
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Yes, they tell me Abraham Lincoln set me free, and I love to look at 

his pioture on the wall in the sohool house a.t Four Nile branch where they 

have church. My gn'.nd ma.mmy kind of help sta.rt that church, and I think 

everybody ought to belong to some church. 

I want to say again my Master Harnage was Indian, but he was a. good 

man and mighty good to us slaves. end you can see I am more than six feet 

high and they say I weighs over a hundred and sixty. even if my hai r is 

snow whi tea 
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Ex-Sla.ves 

I was born in Indian Terri tory on de plantation of Isaac Love. He 
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was old Master, and Henry Love was young Master. Isaac Love was a full blood 

Ohickasaw Indian but his wife was a white woman. 

Old Master was sure good to his slaves. The young niggers never done 

no heavy work till dey was fully grown. Dey would carry water to de men 

in de field and do other light jobs 'round de place •. 

De Big House set wa1 back from de road 'bout a quarter of a mile. It 

was a two-story log house, end the rooms was awful big and they was purty 

:fUmi ture in it. The furniture in de parlor was red plush and I loved to 

slip in and ru.b my hand over it, it was so soft like. The house was made 

of square logs and de cracks was filled out even with the e4ges of de logs. 

It was white washed and my but it was purty. They was a long gallery clean 

across de front of de house and big posts to support de roof. Back a ways 

from de house was de kitchen and nearby was de smokehouse. Old Master kept 

it well filled with meat, lard and molasses all de time. He seen to it that 

we alw838 had plentY' to eat. The old lIOmen done all de cooking in big iron 

pots that hung over the fire. De slaves was all served together. 

The slave quarters was about two hundred yards back of de Big House. 

Our furniture was made of oak 'cepting de chairs, end dey was made out of 

hackberry. I still have a chair dat belonged to my mammy. 

The boys didn't wear no britches in de 6WIlIller time. Dey just wore 

long Shirts. De girls wore homespun dresses, either blue or gray. 

Old Kaster never hired no overseer for his slaves, but he looked 

a:f'ter 'em hisself. He punished dam hisself too. He had to go awe:y one 
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time and he hired a white man to oversee while he was gone. The only 

orders he left was to keep dem busy. Granny Lucy was awful old but he made 

her go to the field. She couldn't hold out to work so he ups and whips her. 

He beat her scandalous. He cut her ba.ck so bad she couldn't wear her dreas. 

Old Master come home and my. he was mad when he see Grrulny Lucy. He told 

de man to leave and iffen he ever Bet foot on his ground again hels Ahoot 

him, sure! 

Old Master had a big plantation and a hundred or more slaves. Dey 

always got up at daylight and de men w~nt out and fed de horses. When de 

bell rang dey was ready to eat. After breakfast dey took de teams and 

went out to plow. Dey come in 'bout half past eleven and at twelve de bell 

rung agin. Dey eat their dinner and back to plowing dey went. IBout five 

o'clock dey come in again, and den they'd talk, sing and jig dance till 

bedtime. 

Old Master nevef punished his niggers 'cepting dey was sassy or lazy. 

He never sold his slaves neither. A owner once sold several babies to 

traders. Dey stopped at our plantation to stay awhile. My mammy and de 

other women had to take care of dam babies for two days, and teach dem to 

nuss a bottle or drink from a glass. Dat was awful, dem little children 

crying for they mothers. Sometimes dey sold de mothers away from they 

husbands and children. 

Master wasn't a believer in church but he let us have church. My 

we'i have happy times singing an shouting. They'd have church when dey 

had a preacher and prayer meeting when dey didn't. 

Slaves didn't leave de plantation muCh on 'count of de Patrollers. 

De pa.troller WaS low whi te trash what jest wanted a excuse to shoot 

niggers. I don't think I ever Saw one but I heard lots of lem. 
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I don1t believe in luck charms and things of the suCh. Iffen you 

is in trouble, there ainl t nothing gonna save you but de Good Lawd. I 

heard of folks keeping all 1d.nd of things for good luck charms. . When I 

wa.s a child different people gave me buttons to string and we called 

t..."'1em our charm string and wore I em round our necks. If we was mean dey 

would tell us "Old Raw Head and :Bloody :Bones II would gi t us. Grand mammy 

told us ghost stories after supper. but I don't remember any of dem. 

I nev.er did know I was a slave, • cause I couldn t t tell I wasn It 

free. I always had a good time, didn I t have to work much. and allus 

had something to eat and wear and that was better tha.n it is with me now. 

When de War was over old Master told us we was free. Mammy she say, 

"Well, 11m heading for Texas. \I I went out and old Master ask me to bring 

him a coal of fire to light his pipe. I went after it and mammy left pretty 

soon. My pappy wouldn't leave old Master right then but old Master told us 

we was free to go where we pleased, so me an I pappy left and went to Texas 

where my mammy was. We haver saw old Master any more. We stayed a. while 

in Texas and then come back to de Indian Terri tory. 

Abe Lincoln was a good man; everybody liked him. See, I've got his 

picture. Jeff Davis was a good man too, he just made a mistake. I like 

Mr. Roosevelt, too. 
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Little pinch ot pepper:.----
Little bunch ot wool--------

Mumbled1---Mumble~---------

Two, three Bammy Christy beans---
Little piece ot rusty iron----

Mumbledy---Mumble~-----------

Wrop it in a rag and tie it wid hair, 
Two fum 'a hoss an' one fum a mare--

Mumbledy, Mumbledy, Mumbledy--------

Wet it in whiskey 
Boughten wid silver; 
Dat make you wash so hard your·sweat pop out, 
And he come to pass, shot! 

lx-Slaves ~. ·245 

That's how the niggers say old Bab Russ used to make the hnodoo 

"hands" he ]])ade for the young bucks and wenches, but I don't know, 'cause 

I was too trusting to look inside de one he make for me, and anyways I 108e 

it. and it no good nohow I 

Old.}3ab Russ live about two mile fromme, and I went to him one 

night atmidnight and ask him to make me de hand. I was a y01lll& strapper 

about sixteen years old, and thinking about wenches pretty hard and wanting 

something to help mel out ~id· . the one I liked best. 

Old Bab Russ charge me four bits for dat hand, and I bad to give 

four bits more for a pint of whiskey to wet it wid. and it wasn't no good 

nohow! 

Course datwas five-six years ~ter de far. I wasn't yoet quite 

eleven wheD. de 'far 01.08e. Kost all the rdggers was farmiD& on de shares 

... 
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Bab come in there from deep South Carolina two-three years befo', and live, 

all by hisself. De gal I WB.S worrying about ha.d come wid her old: pap'Dy 

R.nd mammy to Dick cotton on de place, p..nd dey was staying in one of de 

. cabins in the II settlement ll , but dey didn' t live there all de time. 

I donlt know whether I believed in conjure much or not in dem 

days, but anywp.ys I tried it that once and it stirred u-p sech a ru.:mpus 

everybody called me "Hand" after that until after I was married Md had a 

'oRck of children. 

Old Bab Russ was coal black, and he could talk African or some 

other u.nknown tongue, and all the young bucks and wenches was mortal 'fra,id 

of himL 

Well sir, I took dat hand he made for me and set out to try it on 

d9.t gal. She never had give me a friendly look even, and when I would spe8.k 

to her polite she just hang her hep.d and sn.y nothingt 

1(e was all picking cotton, and I come along un behind her and de

cided to use my "Hand." I had bought me a pint of whiskey to wet the hand 

wid, but I wc>,s scared to ta...'L::e out of my pocket p.ud let the other nigp;ers 

see it, so I jest set down in de cotton row Md ta'-:en a big mouthful. I 

figgered to hold it in my mouth until I catcned up wid that gal and then 

blow it on the hand jest before I tech her on the arm and speak to her. 

Well, I take me a big mouthful, but it was SO hot and scaldy it 

jest slip right on down my throatl Then I had to ta'L::e another, and when I 

waS gi tting up I kind of stumbled and it slip down, too t 

Then I see all the others get wayan aheen, and I took another big 

mouthful---the last in the bottle--a,nd drap the bottle under a big stalk and 

start picking fast and holding the whiskey in my mouth this time. I _missed 

about half the cotton I guess, but at last I catch up with de rest and git 
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close up behind dat purty gal. -Then I started to speak to her, but forgot 

I had de whiskey in moath and I lost most of it down my neck and allover 

my chin, and then I strangled a little on the rest, so as when I went to 

squirt it on·d$ .... "handn I didn't have nothing left to squirt but a little 

spit. 
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That make me a little nervous right t-hen, but anyways I step up 

behind dat gal and lay my hand on her arm and speak polite and start to say 

something. but I finish up what I start to say laying_ on my neck with my nose 

shoved up under a cotton stalk about four rows awayl 

De way that gal lam me across the head was a caution! We was in 

new ground, and she j est pick up a piece of old root and whopped me right 

in de neck wi th itS 

That raise sech a laugh on me that I never say nothing to her for 

three-four d.qs. but after while I gets myself wound up to go see her at her 

home. I didn't know how she going to act, but I j~st took my foot in my 

hand and went on over. 

Her old pappy and mammy was asleep in the back of the room on a 

pallet, and we set in front of the fireplace on our hunohes and jest loOked 

a.t the fire and punched it up a little. It -wasn't cold. but de mala.ry fog 

was thick all through de bottoms • 

. After while I could smell the whiskey soakea up in dat "hand" I 

had in my pocket. and I was soared she could smell i t too~ So I j est reached 

in my pocket and tached it for luck. then I rea.ched over and teohed her arm. 

She jerked'it baelt so quick she knocked over the churn and spilled butter

milk allover de floorl Dat make de old folks mad, and dey grumble and holler 

and told de gal. "Send dat black rapscallion on out of here1" But I didn't 

I kept on moviag Over elo.er and she kept on bacldag awa;r. but after 
t i' 
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while I reach over and put my hand on her knee. All I was going to do was 

say something but I shore forgot what it was the next minnit, tcaus~ she 

jest whinnied lak a scared hos's and give me a big push. I was settin strad-

dledy-legged on the floor, and that push sent me on my head in the hot ashes 

in the fur corner of the. chimney1 

Then the old man jump up and make for me and I make for the door. 

It was dark. all 'cepting the light from the chimney. and I fumble all up 

and down the door jamb before I find de latch pin. The old man shorely git 

me if he hadn't stumble over the eating table and whop his hand Aght down 

in de dish of fresh made butter. That make him so mad he jest stand a.hd 

holler and cuss. 

I git de pin loose and jerk de door open so quick and hard I knoCk 

de powder gourd down what was hanging over it. and my feet .gi t caught in the 

string. The stopper gits knocked out, and when I untangle it from my feet 

and throw it back in de house it fall in the fireplace. 

I was running all de time, but I hear dat gourd go "::BlammitY:Slam'. 

and then all de yelling, but I didn't go back to see how dey git the hot 

coals all put out what was scattered allover de cabinS 

I done drap dat "hand" and I never did see it again. Never did see 

the gal but two-three times after that, and we never mention about dat night. 

Her old pappy was too old to work, so I never did see him neither, but she 

must of told about 1t because all the yo'lUlg bucks called me "Rand' after that 

for a long time. 
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Old :Sab kept on trying to work his conjure with the old niggers, but 

the young OD.es didn' t pay him much miad cause they was heariag abeut the 

Gospel and de Lord. Jesus Ohrist. We was all free then, and we could go and 

eome witholl.t a pass, sad the;y was al'lrai'B SODle ldnd of. church meetl-C goiag on 

cl •• e eaough to go to. Ov ni"ers neverd1c1.he,a;r aBout de LordJesU81Ultl1 
, I< 
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after we was free, but lots of niggers on de other plantations had masters 

that told them all about him, and some of dem niggers was pretty good at 

preaching. Then de good churoh people in de North was sending white preachers 

~pngst us all the time too. Most of de young niggers was Christians by that 

time. 

One day old Bab was hoeing in a field and got in a squabble about 

something with a young gal name Polly, same name as his wife. After while 

he git so mad he reach up with his fingers and wet them. on his tongue and 

point straight up and say. "Now you got a trick on youl Dere's a heavy trick 

on you nowlIffen you don't change your mind you going pass on before de sun 

go down!" 

All de young niggers looked like they want to giggle but a.:fraid to, 

and the old ones start begging old. Bab to take the trick off. but that Polly 

git her dander. up and take in after him with a hoel 

She kae';:ed h1a down. aad he jest laid there kicking his feet' in 

the air and trying. to keep her from hitting him in the headl 

Well. that kind of broke 'Up .Bab's charm, so he set out to be a 

preacher. The Northern whites was paying some of the Negro preachers. so he 

tried to be one too. He didn't know nothing about de Bible but to shout loud, 

so the preacher board at Red Mound never would give him a paper to preach. 

Then he had to go back to tricking and trancing again. 

• One da1 he come in at dinner and told his wife to git h~m something 

to eat. She told him they aint nothing but some buttermilk, and he says give 

me some of ~~. Be hOllered a ... nmd till she fix h1lII a big ash cake and he 

ate that and she made him another and he ate that. Then he drunk the rest of 

de gallo~t)f' buttermilk and,,:~t out and lala: down •• a~obacco scaffold in 

de yard and nearly died. 
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After while he jest stiffened out and looked like he was dead. 

and nobody couldn't wake him up. 'Bout forty niggers gathered round and 

tried but it done no good. Old mammy Polly got scared and sent after the 

white judge, old Squire Wilson, and he tried, and then the white preacher 

Reverend Dennison tried and old man Gorman tried. He was a infidel, but 

that didn't do no good. 

By that time it was getting dark, and every nigger in a square 

mile was there, looking on and acting scared. Me and my partner who was a 

little bit cripple but mighty smart come up to see what all the rumpus was 

about, and we was jest the age to do' anything. 

He whispered to me to let him start it off and theL me finish it 

while he got a head running start. I ast him what he talking about. 

Then he fooled round the house and got a little ball of cotton and 

soaked it in kerosene from a lamp. It was ~rass lamp with a hole and a 

stopper in the side of the bowl.iWonder he didn't burn his fool head offl Then 

he sidle up close and stuck dat cotton 'tween old Bab's toes. Old Bab had 

the biggest feet I ever see. too. 

'Bout that time I lit a corn shuck in de lamp and run out in de yard 

and stuck it to de cotton and jest kept right on runningl 

My partner had a big start but I catch up wid him and we lay down 

in de bresh and listened to everybody hollering and old Bab hollering louder 

than anyboay. Old :Bab moved away after that. 

All that foolishness happen after the War, but before de War while 

I was a little boy they wasn't much foolishness went on I warrant you. 

I was born on de 15th of August in 1856, and belonged to Mister ~ 

dison Pyles. He lived in town. in Jackson. Tennessee. and'was a old man when 

de 1'ar broke. He had a nephew named Irvin T. Pyles he raised from a baby, and 

Mister Irvin kept a store at de corner of de roads at our plantation. The 
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plantation covered about 300 or 400 acres I reCkon, and they had about 25 

slaves counting de children. 

The plantation was about 9 miles north of Red Mound, close to 

Lexineton. Tennessee, and about a mile and a half from Parker's Crossroads 

vrhere they hf"d a big ba,tt1e in de War. 

They wasn't no white overseer on the place, except Mister Irvin, and 

he stayed in de store or in town and didn't bother about the farm work. We 

he,d a Negro over1ooker who was my stepdaddy. His name was Jordan, and he run 

away wid de Yankees about de middle of de War and was' in a Negro Yankee regi

ment. After he left we jest worked on as usual because we was afraid not to. 

Several of de men got away like that but he was de only one that got in de 

army. 

They was a big house in de middle of de place and a settlement of 

Negro C8~ins behind and around it. We called it de settlement, but on other 

plantations where white folks lived there· too they called it de quarters. We 

always kept this big house cle~n and ready, and sometimes de white folks come 

out from town and stay a few days and hunt and fish and look over de CT-0ps. 

We all worked at farm work. Cotton and corn and tobacco mostly. 

We all iaid off Sunday after noontime, but we didn't have no church nor 

preaching and we didn't hear anything 'bout Jesus much until after de emanci

pation. 

I reckon old Master wasn't very religious, 'cause he never tell us 

'bout the Holy Word. He jest said to behave ourselves and tell him when we 

wanted to marry, and not have but one wife. 

We had little garden patChes and cotton patches we could work on 

Sun~ and what de stuff brung we could sell and keep the money. Old Master 

let us have what we made that wayan Sunday. We could buy ribbons and hand 

soap and coal oil and such 8..t de store. Master Irvin was always honest 'bout 
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" continuing de money, too. 

We didn't have no carders and spinners nor no weavers on de plaatation~ 

Ther cost too much money to btq' just tor 25 niggers. and thq cost a .lot more 

than field. niggers. So we got· our clothes Bent out to us from in town, and 

sometimes we was give cloth from de store to ~e our clothes out of. 

We got de shorts and seconds from de mill when we had wheat groud. 

and so we had good wheat bread as well as corn pone, and de big smokehouse was 

on de place and we had all de meat we wanted to eat. Old Master sent out after 

de meat he wanted everT da7 or so and we kept him iJa garden sass that w&7. too. 

. -~ We was right between de forks ot Big Beaver and Little Beaeer and we 

could go fishing without getting far off de place. Ie couldn't go far awa, 

without a pass, though, and the,. wasn't nobodT on the place to write us a pass, 

so we couldn't go to meeting and dances and sech~ 

But de niggers on de other plantations could get passes to came to 

our place, and sO we had parties sometimes there at our place. We always had 

them on Suudqa. 'cause in the evening we "ould be too tired to work· if we set 

up, and the other masters wouldn't give passes to their aiggere to come~ over 

in de eveni~. 

We had a white doctor lived at de next plantation, and old Master 

had a contract with old Dr. Brown to look after us. lie bad a beard. as le~ as 
. . 

,.our arm. He cOile tor all k1Dds ot mise17 except bornings. !hen we had a mid';' 

wife who was a white woman lived down below us, The,. was poor people renting 

or livin,g ·on war laad. l'earl1 aU de white tolks in that couatrT bean there a 

long time and their 014 people got 4e land fr .. de gOTerrDIeat tor fightiDg iD·· 

the levolu1oDa17 War. lIest all was trom North Oaroll~. back. I thi_ \ 
\ 

014 Kaster's pappy was trom dare in .de tirst place.· 
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Old Master had two SODS named NewtoD and Willis. )lewton was in· de 

War and was killed. and Willis went to war later and was sick a long time and 

come home early. Old Kaster was too old to go. 

There was two daughters, Mar.f, de oldest, married a Holmes. and Miss 

Laura never did marry I donlt think. 

My mammy's name was Jane, and she was born on de 10th day of May 

in 1836. I know de dates I cause old Master kept his book on all hi.s niggers 

de same as on his own family. - lIa.1amy was the nurse o( all de children but I 

think old Master sent her to de plantation about the time I was bora. I 

donlt think I bad any pappy. I think: I was jest one of them things that 

happened sometimes in slavery dqs, but I mow old !laster didnlt have nothing 

to 40 with it-lim too black.' 
--

1famrIJ married a man nailed J orcian when I was a little baby. lIe was 

the overlooker and went off to de Yankees, when aeycaae for foraging through 

dat countr;yde first time~ 

He se~ed in de legro regiment in de ~~ttle at Jort Piller and a 

lot of Besesh was killed in dat battle,so when de War was over and Jor4an come 

back: home he was a changed nigger and all de whites and. a lot of de niggers 

hated him. All I cepting old Kaster, and he Dever said a wori out of de w&,¥ 

to him. Jest told him to come on and work on de place as long as he wanted 

to. 

But Jordan had a hard time, and he brung it on his self I reckon. 

'iout de first thiJag. he went down to Wildersville Schoolhouse, a";' 

bout a mile frOli Wildersville, to a nigger and carpet bagger convention and 

took m~ ani JIJ8DII7 aloD€;. Tllat was de first picnic -and de first brass band t 

ever see. De 'band mea was all white men and they still had on their blue 

soldier cl.ti~ 

,.: ... 
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Lots ot de niggers·.there had been ill de Union arJQ" too, gd theT 

had on parts ot their artq clothes. !heT took them out trom under their coats 
t 

and their wagon seats ad put them on 'lor de picnic. 

There was a saloon over' in Wildersville, and a lot ot them went over 

there but theT was scared to go in, most ot them. »ut a colored delegate 

named ~qlor and 'IIf3' paPPT went in and ordered a drink. The bs.rtender didn't 

pay them no mind. 

nen a white man named :Billy :Britt walked '¥ and throwed" a glass of 

whiske7 in Jordan's tace and CUBsecl him for being in de Yankee a.rIIJT. Then a 

white man trom the North named Pearson took up the fight and him an~ Jordan 

jumped on :Billy Britt, but de crowd stopped them and told paPP7 to git on 

baCk to whar he come from. 

He got elected a delegate at de convention and went on down to ~ashv111e 

and helped nominate Brownlow tor governor. Then he couldn't ootne back home 

for a while, but tinally he did. 

Old Kaster was uneas7 about de waT thiDgs was going. on, and he come 

out to de farm and stqed in de big house a while. 

One da7 in broad dqlight he was on de ga11e17 and down de road come 

'bout ao bushwhackers in Seseah clothes on horses and rid up to de ~at.. Old 

Kaster mowed allot them, and Oaptain Ola7 Tqlor, who had been de master ot 

de nigger delegate, was at the head of them. 

!hq had ·Jo.rdaB Pyles tied w1.~h .. a .. rope and walked along on de ground 

betwtlXt two horses • 

. . RIhar 70U takiDg 'IA1' Digger!-, Old Kaster sq. He run down otf de 

galler, sad 011.' in i8 road. 

-I. ala" 7GV a1ggerno Jlor~ou knew ~hat·. 0140&ptain !J!a:ylor' 

hell.rbaQ1t. 

, . ' .. ~' . 
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a~d you ain't laid hands on himl Now you jest have pity on my niggerl" 

IIyour nigger Jordan been in de Yankee army, and he was in de 

battle at Fort Piller and help kill our vlhite folks, and you know itl" Old 

Captain Taylor say, and argue on like that, but old l~ster jest take hold his 

bridle and. shake his head. 

rlNo, Clay", he say, "that boy maybe didn't kill Confederates, but 

you and him both know my two boys killed plenty Yankees, and you forgot I lost 
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one of my boys in de War. I Ain t that enough to pay for letting my nigger alone?" 

And old Captain Taylor give the word to turn Jordan loose, and they 

rid on down de road. 

That's one reason my stepdaddy never did lea've old Master's place, 

and I stayed on dere till I was grown and had children. 

The Yankees come through past our place three-four times, and one 

time they had a big battle jest a mile and a half away at Parker's Crossroads. 

I was in de field hoeing, and I remember I hadn't watered the cows 

we had hid way dOWll in de woods, so I started down to water them when I first 

heard de shooting. 

We had de stock hid down in de woods and all de corn and stuff hid 

too, 'cause the Yankees and the Sesesh had been riding through quite a lot, 

and either one take anything they needed iffen they found it. 

First I hear something way off say "Br-r-rumpl Then again, and again. 

Then something sound like popcorn beginning to pop real slow. Then it git 

faster and I st/?,rt for de settlement and de big house. 

All Master's folks was staying at de big house then, and couldn't git 

back to town 'count of de soldiers, so they all put on they good clothes, with 

de hoop skirts and little sunshades and the lace pantaloons and got in the 

buggy to go see de battle! 

They rid off and it wasn't long till all the niggers was following 
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behind. We all got to a hill 'bout a half a mile from the crossroads and 

stopped when we couldn't see nothing but thiCk smoke allover de whole place. 

We could see men on horses come in and out of de smoke, going this 

way and that way. and then some Yankees on horses broke through de woods right 

close to us and scattered off down through de field. One of de white officers 

rid up close and yelled at us and took off his hat, but I couldn't hear 

nothing he said. 

Then he rid on and catch up with his men. They had stopped and was 

turning off to one side. He looked back and waved his hat again for us to 

git away from that. and jest then he. clapped his hand to his belly and fell 

off his hoss. 

Our white folks turned their buggy round and made it for home and 

no mistakel The niggers wasn't fur behind neitherl 

They fit on back toward our plantation, and some of the fighting was 
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inside it at one corner. For three-four ~s after that they was burying soldiers 

'round there, and some of de graves was on oUr old place • 
.. 

Long time afterwards people come and moved all them to other grave-

yards at Shiloh and Corinth and other places. They was about a hundred ~illed 

all around there. 

After de War I ~ried Molly Timberlake and we lived on there 'til 

1902, when we come to Indian Territory at Haskell. They wasn't no Haskell there 

then, ald I helped to build dB.t town, dDing carpenter work and the like. 

We had two boys, :Bill and Jim Dick, and eight daughters, lDffie, Ida, 

Etta, Iva, Jessie, Tommie, :Bennie and Timmie~ Eer real Dame 1s Timberlake after 

her DISJllIIIT. !l!hey all went to school and graduated in the high schools. 

lq wife ha.s been dead about ten Tears~: 
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I was born in the ol:-d Caney settlement southeast of Tahlequah on 

the banks of CaneY' Creek. Off to the north we could see the big old ridge 

of· Sugar Mountain when the sun shine on him first thing'in the morning when 

we all getting up. 

I didn't know nothing else but some kind of war until I was a 

grown woman, because when I first can remember "lIJY old Master, CharIer 

Rogers, was al"~s on the lookout for somebody or other he was lined u;p 

against in the 'big feud • 
. , . 

lb" master and all the rest of the folks was Cherokees, and theT'd 

been killing each other off in the feud. ever since long before I was borned, 

and jest because old Kaster have a big farm and three-four families of 

Negroes them other Cherokees keep on pestering ~is stuff all the time. Us 

children was alw~s afeared to go any place lessln some of the grown folks 

was a.long. 

We didn' t know what we waS a-feared of, but we heard the Kaster 

and Mistress keep talking 'bout "another PartY' killing" and we stuck. close 

to the place. 

Old Kis tress' name waS Nancy Rogers, . but I was a orphan after I 

;was a big girl and I oalled her "Aunt" and "Mamma" like I did when I was 
.. 

little. You see 'IJf3' own Dl8DllIIT was the house woman and I WaS raised 1n the 

\ 
/ .. 

:1' ",' .'. "'''." ':.' . '.~. ~'~'.) ", '."';." . 
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house, and I heard the 11 ttle children call old mistress I'mamma" and so I 

did too. She never did make me stop. 

My pappy and mammy and us children lived. in a one-room log cabin 

close to the creek bank and jest a little piece from old Master's house. 

-2-

My pappy's name was Joe Tucker and my mammy's name was Ruth Tucker. 

They belonged to a man named Tucker before I was born and he sold them to 

Master Charley Rogers and he just let them go on by the same name if they 

wanted to, because last name~ didn't mean nothing to a slave anyw~s. The 

folks jest called my papw "Charley Rogers' boy Joe."-

I already had two sisters, Mary and Mandy, when I was born; and 

PUTty soon I had a baby brother, Louis. Mammy worked at the Big House and 

took me along ever,y day. When I was a little bigger I would help hold the 

hank when she done the spinning and old Mistress done a lot of the weaving 

and some knitting. She jest set by the window and knit most all of the 

time. 

When we weave the cl. oth we had a big 100m out on the gallery, and 

Miss Nancy tell us how to do it. 

Mammy eat at 01..U' own cabin, and we had lots of game meat and fish 

the boys get in the Caney Creek. Mammy bring down deer meat and wild turkey 

sometimes, that the Indian boys git on Sugar Mountain. 

~hen we had corn bread, dried bean bread ~~d green stuff outln 

Master's patch. Mammy make the bean bread when we gi t short of corn meal and 

nobody going to the mill right away. She take and bile the beans and mash 

them up in some meal and that make it go a long ways. 

The slaves didn't have no garden 'cause they work the old 

Master's garden and make enough for everybo~ to have some anyway. 
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1h.en I was about 10 years old that feud got so bad the Indians waw 

always talking about getting their horses and cattle killed and their slaves 

harmed. I waS too little to know how bad it was until one morning my own 

Ill8.I'l1lDY' went off somewhere down the road to gi t some stuff to dye cloth and 

she didn't come b2.ck. 

Lots of the young Indian bucks on both sides of the feud would 

ride around the woods at night, and old Master got powerful oneasy about 

my mammy and had s.ll the neighbors and slaves out looking for her, but no-

body find her. 

It waS about a week later that two Indian men rid up and sst old 

naster wasn't his gal Ruth gone. He says yes, and they take one of the 

slaves along with a wagon to show where they seen her. 

They find her in some bushes where she'd been getting bark to 
.... , \. :.~ .... ,:', ' 

set the dyes, and she been dead a.llthe time. Somebody done hit her in the 

head with a club and shot her through and through .with a bullet too. She 

was so swole up they couldn't lifiher up and jest had-tG-make a. deep hole 
11'1 

right along side of her and roll her ~ it she Was so bad mortified. 

Old Master nearly go crazy he was so mad, and the young Cherokee 

men ride the woods ever,y night for about a month, but they never catch on 

to who done it. 

I think old Master sell the children or give them out to some-

body then, beca.use I never see m:r sisters and brother for a long time after 

the Civil War, and for me, I have to go live with a new mistress that was a 

Cherokee neighbor. Her name was Ha.nnah Ross, and she raised me until I waS 

grown. 

-t:" 
I was her home girl, and she and me done a l~ of spinning and 
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weaving too. I helped the cook and carried wa~~r and milked. I carried 

the ,va.ter in a home-made pegging set ~n my bread. Them peggings was kind 

-~ 

of buc~ets made out of staves set around a bottom and didn't have no handle. 

I can r~member weaving with Miss Hannah Ross. She would weave a 

strip of white and one of yellow and one of brown to make it pretty. She 
"...1 

had a reel that would pop every time it got to a half skein so she would 

know to stop and fill it up again. We used copperas and some kip.d of bark 

she bought at the store to dye with. It we,s cotton clothes winter and 

smnmer for the slaves, too, 1111 tell you. 

When the Civil War come l',long we seen lots of white soldiers in 

them brown butternut suits allover the place, and about all the Indian 

men was in it too. Old master Charley Rogers' boy Charley went along too. 

Then pretty soon - it seem like about a year - a lot of the Cherokee men 

come back home and say they not going back: to the War with that General 

Cooper and some of them go off the Federal side because the captain go to 

the Federal side too. 

Somebody come along and tell me my own pappy have to go in the 

war and I think they say he on the Copper side, and then after while Miss 

Hannah tell me he git kilt over in Arkansas. 
yo 

I waS so grieved all the time I don't remember much what went 

on, but 1 know pretty soon my ~herokee folks had all the stuff they had et 

up by the soldiers and they was jest a few wagons and mules left. 

All the slaves was piled in together and some of the grown ones 

walking, and they took us way down across the big river and kept us in 

the bottoms a long time until the War was over. 

f 

260 



Oklahoma Writers I Project -5-

We lived in a kind of a camp, but I was too little to know where 

they got the grub to feed us with. Most all the legro men waS off somewhere 

in the War. 

Then one day they had to bust up the ca.II\P and some Federal soldiers 

go with us and we all start back home. We git to a place where all the 

houses is burned down and I ask what is that place. Miss Hannah say: 

"Skullyville. child. 'l!ha.t's where they had part of the War." 

All the slaves was set out when we git to FQrt Gibson, and the 

soldiers say we all free now. They give us grub and clothes to the Negroes 

at that place. It wasn't no town but a fort place and a patch of big trees. 

Miss Ha...'ln.ah take me to her place and I work there until I was 

grown. I didn't git any money that I seen. but I got a good place to st~. 

Pretty soon I married Ran Lovely ~d we lived in a double log 

house here at Fort Gibson. Thet-my second husband was Henry Richardson, 

but he's been dead for years, too. We bad six children, but they all dead 

but one. 

I didn't want slavery to be over with, mostly because we had the 

War I reckon. All that trouble made me the loss of my mammy and pappy, and 

I was always treated good when I waS a slave. When it was over I had 

rather be at home like I was. None of the Oherokees ever whipped us, and 

my mistress give me some mighty fine rules to live by to git along in this 

world, too. 

~e Cherokee didn't have no jail for Negroes and no jail for 

themselves either. If a man done a crime he come back to take his punise

ment without being locked up. 
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None of the Negroes ran away when I was a child that I know of. 

We all had plenty to eat. The Negroes didn't have no school and so I can't 

read and write, but they did have a school after the War, I hear. But we 

had a church made out of a brush arbor and we would sing good songs in 

Cherokee sometimes. 

I always got Sunday off to play, and at night I could go gi t a 

piece of sugar or something to eai7 before I went to bed and Mistress didntt 

care. 

We played bread;"and-butter and the boys played hide the switch. 

The one found the switch got to whip the one be wanted to. 

When I got sick they give me some kind of tea from we~ds, and if 

I et too ~ roasting ears and swole up they biled gourds and give me the 

liquor offln them to make me throw up. 

I've been a good churc~goer all my life until I git too feeble, 

and I still UJJ.de-i.4teJJr. Cherokee language and love to bear songs and 

parts of the Bible in it because it make me think about the time I was a 

little girl before my ~ and pappy leave me. 
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\~\. 
(~ \' I was born Jw.y 21, 1862, at Grimes County, Texas. Smith Richardson 

~~ . 
>" was my father's nam~ and Eliza Richardson my mother' s. ~ father came from 

Virginia. My mother \~he was born in Texas. 
''\. " 

We lived in so'1llaIlY places round there I can't tell jest what t but 
I 

i 
I 

we lived in a log house most of the time. We slept oni the flo' on pallets on 
\ 

one quilt. We ate cornbread, beans, vegetables, and got to drink plenty milk. 

-We ate rabbits, fiSh, possums and such as that but we didn't get no chicken. 

I don't have no fav'rite food, I don't guess. 

We wore shirts, long shirts slit up the side. I didn't know what 

Dants was until I was 14. In Grimes County it ain't even cold these days, 

and I never wore no Shoes. I married in a suit made of broad cloth. It had 

a tail on the coat. 

Master Een Hadley, and Mistress Minnie Hadley, they had three sons: 

Josh, Henry and Charley. Didn't have no overseer. We had to call all white 
. 

folks, poor or rich, Mr. Master and Mistress. Y4ster Hadley owned 'bout 

2,000 acres. He had a big number of slaves. They used to wake 'em up early 

in the mornings by ringing a large bell. They said they used to whip I em, 

drive 'em, and sell 'em a~ from their chillun, -- I'd hear my old folks 

talk about it. Say they wasn't no such a thing as going to jail. The matter 

stood good for anything his nigger done. If the master's nigger killed lim 

another nigger, the old master stood good. 

They never had no schools for the Negro chillun. I cant t remember 

the date of the first school -- its in a book someplace -~ but an~ I went 

to one of the first schools that was establithed for the edueation of Negro 

chillun. 
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You know Mr. Negro alw~s was a church man, but he don't mean 

nothing. I don't have no fav'rite spiritual. All of them's good ones. 

Whenever they'd baptise they'd sing: 

"Harp From the Tune the Domeful Sound. If 

Which starts like this: 

"Come live in man and view this ground 
where we must sho' ly 1i e. " 

-0;. 

I'm a member of Tabernacle Baptist Church myself, and I think all 

people should be religious tcause Jesus died for us all. 
-

The p~trollers used to run after me but I'd jump 'em. They used to 

have a permit to go from one plantation to another. You had to go to old 

master and say, n I want to go to such and such a place. ,I And if you had a 

permit they didn't bother you. The pateroller would stop you and say, "Where 

you going? You got a permit to go to such and such a :place?" You'd say, 

yes sull, and show that pass. Den he wouldn't bother you and iffen he did 

old master would git on 'em. 

When lO~ o'clock come which was bed time the slaves would go to 

their cabins and some of 'em would go stealing chickens, hogs, steal sweet 

potatoes, and cook and eat 'em. Jest git in to all kind of devilment. 

Old master would give 'em Sadday afternoon off, and they'd have 

them Sadday' night breakdowns. We played a few games such as marbles, mumble 

peg, and cards -- jest anything to pass off the time. Heahs one of the games 

weld pl~ an' I sho did like it too: 

She is my sweetheart as I stand, 
Come and stand beside of me. 
Ilss her sweet anA 
Rug her· n·ear. 

On Christmas they'd make egg nag, drink whiskey and kiss their girls. 

Some wore charms to ward oft·the devil, but I don't believe in such. 
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I do believe in voodoo like this: People can put propositions up to io~-and 

fool you. Don't believe in ghost. Tried to see 'em but I never could. 

Old master didn't turn my father loose and tell 'em we was free. 

They didn't turn us ¢.loose 'til they got the second threat from President 
I 

AS 
Lincoln. Good old Lincoln; they w94nt nothing like lim. Booker T. Washington 

was one of the finest Negro Educators in the world, but old Jefferson Davis 

was against the cu11ud man. 

I think since slavery is allover, it has' been a benefit to the 

cullud man. He's got more freedom now. 
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:BETTY BOEERTSON 
Age 93 yrs. 

Fort Gi beon, Oklahoma 

I was born close to Webbers Falls, in the Canadian District of the 

Cherokee Nation, in the same year that my pappy was blowed up and. ld1led 

in the big boat accident that killed my old Master. 

I neV2r did see my daddy excepting when I was a baby and I only know 

what my mammy told me about him. He come from across the water when he 

was a little boy, and was grown when old Master JosePh Vann bought him, 

so he never did learn to talk much Cherokee. My mammy was a Cherokee 

-
slave. and talked it good. My husband. was a Oherokee born negro, too, 

and when he got mad he forgi t all the Inglish he knowed. 

Old Master Joe had a mighty big farm and several families of negroes, 

and he was a powerful rich man. PapPY's name was Kalet Vann, and mammy's 

name was Sally. My brothers was name Sone and Frank. I had one brother 

and one sister sold When I was little and I don't remember the nam~s. My 

other sisters was Polly, Ruth and Liddie. 1 had to work in the kitchen 

when I was a gal, and they was ten or twelve children smaller than ,me for 

me to look after, too. Sometime Young Master Joe and the other boys give 

me a piece of money and say I worked for it. and ! reckon I did for I have 

to cook five or six times a day. Some of the Master's family was always 

going down to the r1 ver and back, and every time they come in I have to 

fix something to eat. Old Mistress had a good cookin' stove, but most 

Cherokees had only a big fireplace and pot hooks. We had meat, bread. rice, 

potatoes and plenty of fish and chicken. The spring time give us plenty 

of green com and bean. too. I couldn't buy anything in slavery time. 

so I jest give the piece of money to the Vann children. I got all the 

clothes I need from old Mistress, and in winter I had high top shoes with 
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brass caps on the toe. In the summer I wear them on Sunday, too. I wore 

100m cloth clothes, dyed in copperas what the old negro women and the old 

Cherokee women made. 

The slaves had a pretty easy time I think. Young Master Vann never 

very hard on us and he never whupped us, and old Mistress was a widow woman 

and a good Christian and always kind. I sure did love her. Maybe old 

Master Joe Vann was harder, I don I t know, but that was before my time. Young 

Mas ter never whip hi s slaves • but if they don I t minJ.~·good he sell them off 

sometimes. He sold one of my brothers and one sister because they kept 

running off. !hey wasn I t very big e1 ther, but one d.Eq' two Cherokees rode 

up and talked a long time, then young. Master came to the cabin and said 

they were sold because mammy couldn I t make them mind him. !l'hey got on the 

horses behind the men and went off. 

Old Kaster Joe had a big steam boat he called the Lucy Walker, and 

he run it up and down the ArlrAnsas and the Mississippi and the Ohio river. 

old Mistress sq. He went clean to Louisville, Kentucky, and back. My 

pappy was a kind of a boss of the negroes that run the boat, and they all 

belong to old Master Joe. Some had. been in a big run-awq and had been 

brang back, and. walD I t so good, so he keep them on the boat all the time 

mostly. Mistress say old Kaster and ~ pappy on the boat somewhere close 

to Louisville and the boiler bust and tear the boat up. Some niggers sq 

my pappy kept hol1 ering, "Run it to the bank! Bun it to the bank!" but it 

sunk and him and old Master died. 

Old Master Joe was a big man in the Cherokees, I hear. and was good 

to his negroes before I was born. 14,. papp,. run a1RQ' one time, four or 

five years before I was born. mammy tell me, and a.t that time a whole lot 

of Cherokee slaves run off at once. They got over in the Creek cowit17 
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and stood off the Cherokee officers that went to g1 t them, but pretty soon 

they give up and come home. Mammy say they was 10 ts of exc! temen t on 

old Master's place and all the negroes mighty scared, but he didn t t sell 

my pappy off. He jest kept him and he was a good negro after that. He 

had to 'Work on the boat, though, and never got to come home bo~t once in 

a long while. 

Young Master Joe let us have singing and be baptized if we want to, 

but I wasn't baptized till after the War. But we couldn't learn to read 

or have a book, and the Cherokee folks was afraid to tell us about the 

letters and figgers because they have a law you go to jail and a big 

fine if you show a slave about the letters. 

When the War come they have a big battle away west of us, but I 

never see any battles. Lots of soldiers around all the time though. 

One day young Master come to the cabins and say we all free and 

can't stq there less'~ we want to go on working for him just like weld 

been, for our feed and clothes. Mammy got a W8€0n and we traveled around. 

a few days and go to Fort Gibson. When we git to Fort Gibson they was 

a lot of negroes there, and they had a camp meeting and I was baptized. 

It was in the Grand River close to the ford, ani winter time. Snow on the 

ground and the water was muddy and all full of pieces of ice. T'ne place 

was all woods, and the Cherokees and the soldiers all come down to see the 

baptizing. 

We settled down a little ways above Fort Gibson. Mammy had the wagon 

and two oxen, and we worked a good size patoh there until she died, and then 

I gi t married. to Oal. BobertBon to have somebody to take oare ot me. Oal 

Robertson was eighty-nine years old when I married him forty years &6'"0, right 

on this porch. I had on myoId clothes for the wedding, and I aint had any 
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good clothes a1nce I waa a little ala.,e girl. !hen I had clean warm 

clothes and I had to keep th_ i!:leaa"; too! 

- 4r - 269 

I got 'lIfT allotment as a Cherokee J'reec1man, aud80 4id Oal, "but we 

lived here at th1s place beC8l1ae we was too old. to work the land our

selves. In slavery t1me the Cherokee negroes u lib &D1'body else when 

they ia a death - Jest listen to a chapter in the J1ble and. all c'1!7. We 

had a good song I remember. It waa 1])o.lt Oall the loll, Jesus, hemse 

I'm OoJdDg 1Ie_.· the oDl,7 song I remember tl'Om the :."aolcl1,ra waal IHang 

Jeff Dari. to a lou Apple !re,-, ~ I rem_ber that b8O&l1s, they said he 

used to be at J'ert G1bson oae time. I doalt know what he clone after that. 

I donlt mow about Bobert Lee, but I mow about Le,la Oreak. 

I been a good Ohr1.tiaa ever since I was bapt1se4, bu.t I keep a little 

charm here on 'IItI' neck: a1l1"J8l's, to keep _ trom having the noae bleed. Its 

got a 'buckeye ua: a lead bullet in 1t. I had a .ilver clime 01\ 1t. too, 

for a 10ag t1me, ba.t I took it otf and got me a bos of autt. I'm glad. the 

lar' a over and I am ft.. to meet God like 8ZLyboq a1 se, and .,. grandchildren 

can leam to read ad. wri tee 
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HARRIETT ROBINSON 
Age 95 yrs. 

500 :Block N. Fonshill 
Oklahoma City, Oklahoma. 

Ex-slaves 

I 'Vms born Se]?tember 1, 1842, in Be,strop, Texas, on Colorado River. 

Hy pappy was mUlled Harvey Wheeler and my me..mmy was named Carolina Sims. My 

Drothers end sisters was ne..rned Alex, Taylor, :Mary, Cicero, Tennessee, Sarah, 

Jeff, J~lla and Nora. We lived in cedar log houses rritn cLirt floors and (louble 

chimneys, and doors hung on wooden hinges. One side of our beds was bored in 
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the 'lV2-l1s and had one leg on the other. Them white folks give each nig~~r fa.mily , 
a blanket in winter. 

I nussed 3 white chillun, Lulu, Helen Augusta, and Lola Sims. I 

done this before tha,~ 1'V::;tr th[~,t set us free. We kids use to make extrE:. money by 

toting gravel in our aprons. They'd give us dimes end silver nickles. 

Our clothes was uool and cotton mixed. We had red rustic shoes, 

sales one-~~lf inch thick. They'd go a-whick a-~hack. The mens hs,d ~ants wid 

one seam and. a right-hand pocket. Boys wore shirts. 

We ate hominy, mush, grits and pone bread for the most part. Many 

of them ate out of one tra,y with wooo.en spoons. All vittles for field hands 

was fixed together. 

Women broke in mules throwed 'em down and roped 'em. They1d do it 

better'n men. While mammy made some hominy one day both my foots was scalded 

and when they clipped them blisters, they jest put some cotton round them and 

catched all dat yellow Rater and made me a yellow dress out of it. This was 

'way back· yonder in slavery, before the War. 

Whenever white folks had a baby born den all de old niggers had to 

come thoo the room and the master would be over 'hind the bed and hetd say, 
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IIHere's a nevI little mistress or master you got to wQj:k for." You had to sP..y, 

IIYessuh }1Rster" [;\.nd bow real Im7 or the overseer would crack you. Them was 

slavery days, dog days. 

I remember in slavery time we had stages. Them devilish things had 

jest as many wrecks as CE'.rs do today. Only thing, vIe jest didn't have as many. 

My n1a..mmy belonged to Master Colonel S81I1 Sims and his old mea'Yl vdfe 

Julia. l.ry pappy belonged to Master Meke Smith 'end his good wife Harriett. She 

17as shot [t sood wona.D.. I VIas named after her. Eo.ster Sam and Easter Heke was 

partners. Ever year them rich men would send so many wagons to Nei'7 I\1exico for 

clifferent things. It took 6 months to go and come. 

Slaves was puni6hed by whip and starving. Decker was sho l a mean 

slave-holder. He lived close to us. 'Master Sam didn't never w11i1) me, but Miss 

Julia whipped me every day in the mawnine. During the war she beat us so ter

rible. She say, "Your m2.ster's out fighting and losing blood trying to save 

you fran them Yankees, so you kin git your'n here." Miss Julia would take me 

by my ears anc~ butt my head against the wall. She \,?"Emted to whi1) my mother, but 

old Master told her, ne.\'?" sir. When his fe.ther done give my mE'1!1111y to Master 

Sam, he told him not to beat her, and iffen he got to wllar he ~est bE.d to, jest 

bring her back Dnd place her in his yard from whar he got her. 

vVhite folks didn't 'low you to reBd or write. Them whE.t did know 

come from Virginny. Mistress Julia used to drill her chillun in spelling any 

words. At every word them chi11un missed, she gived me a lick 'cross the head 

for it. Meanest woman I ever seen in my whole life. 

This skin I got noVT, it aintt my first skin. That was burnt off when 

I was a little child. Mistress used to have a fire made on the fireplace 
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e::,nd she made me scour the brass round it and my skin jest blistered. I 

jest had to keep pulling it offln me. 

We did.n1 t had no church, though my pappy was a preacher. He preached 

in the quarters. Our baptizing song was liOn Jordan's Stormy Be.nk 1 standll and 

"Hark From The Tomb." Now all dat was before the War. We ha.d all our funerals 

at the graveyard. Everybody, chillun and all picked u~ a clod of dirt and 

throy!ed in on top the coffin to hel) fill up the grave. 

Taling 'bout niggers running away, didn't my .§tep-pappy run away? 

Didn't my uncle Gabe run awC'.y? The frost would jest bite they toes most nigh 

off too, whiles they was gone. They put Uncle 1som (my step-pappy) in jail and 

uhile's he was in there he killed a white t~rdman. Then they put in the paper, 

"A nigger to kill", and our 1-!aster seen it and bought him. He was a double-

3trengthed man, he was so strong. Held run off so help you God. They had the 

blood hounds after him once and he caught the hound what was leading and beat 

the rest of the dogs. The white folks run up on him before he knowed it and 

made them dogs eat his ear nl~~b out. But don't you know he got away e~how. 

One morning I was sweeping out the hall in the big house and somebo~ come a-

y~ocking on the front door and I goes to the door. There was Uncle 180m wid 

rags all on his head. He said, "Tell ole master he13.h I am,." I goes to Master's 

door and says, "Master Colonel Sam, Uncle Isom said heah he am." He say, 1I\}o 

'round to the kitchen and tell black mammy to give you breakfast." When he was 

thoo' eating they give him 300 lashes and, bless my soul, he run off again. 

When we went to a party the nigger fiddlers would play a chune dat 

went lak this: 

I fooled Ole 1~,stah 7 years 
Fooled the overseer three; 
Hand me down my banjo 
And I'll tickle your bel~lee. 
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TIe had the same doctors the white foli{s had and we wore asafetida 

and g2,rlic and onions to keep from taking all them ailments. 

I 'member the battle bdling fit. The white foli{s buried all the 

je'l7elry and silver and all the gold in the Blue Ridge Mounta.ins, in Ore.nge, ' 

Texas. Master made all us nigsers come together and gi t ree.dy to leE'.''Ile t cause 

the YRlllcees \'Tas coming. We took a steemer. NoVl this Vlas ~ slavery time, shot 

Inuff slavery. Then we got on a ste2.JJlship and !mlled out to G~ston. Then 

he told the ca}1tain to feed "'fe ni:~gers. We l'7as on the bay, not the ocean. We 

left Galveston and went on trains for Houston. 

One, my sister Liza, was mulatto and Master Colonel Sims' son had 3 

chillun by her. We never seen her no more after her le.st child was born. I 

found out though that she \78.S in Ce..nada. 

After the War, Master Colonel Sims went to gi t the !!.k."\.il and so he 

c8.11 Daniel Ivory, the overseer, and say to him, "Go round to all the quarters 

and tell all the niggers to come up, I got a paper to read to lem •. TheY're 

:2 re e now, so you kin gi t you e.110 ther job, 'cause I sin t t go t no more niggers 

which is my ovm." Niggers come up from the cabins nappy-headed, jest lak they 

gwine to the field. Master Colonel Sims say, "Caroline (that's my mammy), you 

is free as me. Pa said bring you back and lise gwina do jest that. So you 

go on and work and I'll pay you and your three oldest chillun $10.00 a month, 

a head and $4.00 fer Harriet, il thE'.t' s me, and then he turned to the rest end 

say "Now all you'uns will receive $10.00 a head till the crops is laid by." 

Don't you know before he got half way thoo', over half them niggers was gone. 

Them Klu Klux Klans come and ask for water with the false stomachs 

and meke lak they was drinking three bucketsful. They done some terrible things, 

but God seen it all and marked it down. 

We didn't had no law, we had IIbureau." Why, in them days iffen some-

body stole anything from you, they had to pay you and not the Law. 
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Now they done turned that round and you don't git nothing. 

One d.8.y whiles master was gone hunting, Mistress Julia told 

her brother to give Miss Harriett (me) a free Whipping. She was a nigger 

killer. Master Colonel Sam come home kd he said, lIyou infernal sons 0' 

-5-

bitches don't you know there is 300 Yankees camped out here and iffen they 

knowed you'd whipped this nigger the way you done done, they'd kill all us. 

Iffen they find it out, I'll kill all you all." Old rich devils, I'm here, 

but they is gone. 

God choosed Abraham Lincoln to free us. It took one of them to 

free us so's they couldn't sa:y nothing. 

Doing one 'lection they sung: 

Clark et the watermelon 
~. D. Giddings et the vine! 
Clark gone to Congress 
An' J. D. Giddings left behind. 

They hung Jeff Davis up ,a sour apple tree. They say he was a 

president, but he wasn't, he was a big senator man. 

Booker T. Washington wai all right in his way, I guess, but Bruce 

e~d Fred Douglass, or big mens jest sold us baCk to the white folks. 

I married Haywood Telford and had 13 head of chillun by him. My 

oldest daughter is the mammy of 14. All my chillun but four done gone to 

heaven before me. 

I dined the church in Chapel Hill, Texas. I am born of the Spirit 

of God shot nutf. I played with him seven years and would go right on dancing 

at Christmas time. Now I got religion. Ever,ybody o~hta live right, though 

you won't have no friends iffen you do. 

Our overseer was a poor man. Had us up before day and lak-a.-that. 

He was paid to be the head of punislunent. I jest didn't like to think of them 

old slaver,y days, dogs. days. 
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KATIE ROn 
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Tulsa, Oklahoma 

I can set on de gallery, whar de sunlight shine bright, and sew a 

pO\verful fine seam when my grandchillun wants a special purty dress for de 

school doings, but I ain't worth much for nothing else I reckon. 

These same old eyes seen powerful lot of tribulations in my time, 

and when I shets 'em now I CPJl see lots of Itil chill~ jest lak my grand-

chi llun , toting hoes bigger dan dey is, and dey pore little black hands and 

legs bleeding whar dey scratched by de brarnbledy weeds, and whar dey got 

whUl)l)ings 'cause dey didn't git out all de work de overseer set out for 'em. 

I was one of dero little slave gals my own self, and I never seen 

nothing but work and tribulations till I was a grown up woman, jest about. 

De niggers had hard traveling on de :plantation whar I was born and 

raised, I cause old Master li·V'e in town and je st had de overseer on de place, 

but iffen he had lived out d.ar hi sself I speck it been as bad, t ca.use he was 

a hard drive.r his own self. 

He git biling mad when de Yankees have dat big battle at Pea Ridge 

and scatter de 'Federates all down through our country all bleeding and tied 

up and hungry, and he jest mount on his hoss and ride out to de plantation 

whar we all hoeing corn. 

He ride up and tell old man Saunders - dat de overseer - to bunch us 

all up round de lead row man - iiat my own uncle Sandy - and den he tell us de 

law 1 

"'rou niggers been seeing de 'Federate soldiers coming by here lookirg 

purty raggedy and hurt and wore out ,tI he say, "'but dat no sign dey lickedl 
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"D~m Yankees ain t t gwine gi t di s fur, but ifien dey do you all 

ain't gwine gi t free by 'em, 'cause I gvline free you befo' date When dey 

git here dey going find you already free, 'cause I gwine line you up on de 

Dan:;: of Bois d t Arc Creel: and free you wid my shotgun! Anybody miss jest one 

lick Y.rid de hoe, or one step in de line, or one clap of dat bell, or one toot 

of co horn, and he g\"rine be free and talking to de debil long beio t he ever see 

a. pair of blue bri tches! II 

Da t de way he talk to us, and de t de Vlay he a(';'t VTid us all de time. 

We live in de log qUArteFs on de plantation, not far from Washington, 

Arl:nns[',s, close to Bois d t Arc Creek, in de edge of de Little River bottom. 

Old liIas t er 1 s neme' uas Dr. I saevc J one s, and he 1 i ve in de town, whar • 

he keep four, five house niggers, but he have a1:l.Q~t 200 on de plantation, big and 

little, and old man Saunders oversee 'en at de time of d.e War. Old Mistress name 

lias :Betty, and she had a daughter nar:le Betty about grown, and then they was three 

b?ys, Tom, Bryan, and Bob, but they VIas too young to go to ie War. I never did 

see I em but once or twice I til aftf:r de .. We.r. 

Old Master didn't go to de War, 'cause he was a doctor and de onliest 
. . .: )'"¥W~}~i~~L' .' . 

one left i~ Was1'l1ngiton, and purty soon he was dead anyhow. 

Next fall after.):~e· ride out and tell us. dat he gwine shoot us befo' 

he let uS free he come out· to see how his steam gin doing. De gin box was a 

li ttle old thing 'bout as 'big as B. bedstead, wid a long belt running through. 
, " ", ' 

de' side oide gin house out to de .engine and boiler in de yard. De boiler 
'~.'", " '. < 

.. ' ",' 

bttrncord mlod, audit ha.ve a little cracle init whar de n:i.g~erginl1er/@een 
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i t l~l,ble to bust, but old Master jump dorm offln his hoss and go I round to de 

ooiler and say, "Cuss ·fire to your black heart! Dat boiler all right! Throw 

on some corCiwood, cuss fire to your heart!" 

Old Brown sta.rt to de wooel pile grumbling to hisself and old Master 

stoop down to look at de boiler again, and it blow right up and him standing 

right da.r! 

Old Master was blowed all to pieces, and dey jest find little bitsy 

ChU1L1{s of his clothes and part s of him ·to bury. 

De wood pile blow down, and old Brown land way off in de vlOods, but 

he VlEtSn I t killed. 

Two wagons of cotton blowed over, and de mules run away, and all de 

niggers was scared nearly to death 'cR-use we knoVTed de overseer gwine be a lot 

I-;'ors8, noVl dat old Master gone. 

Before de War when Master was a young man de slc4ves didn't he.ve it so 

he.ret. my mammy tell me. He~name was Fanny and her old mammy name was Nanny. 

t . 
Grandma Nann~ was alive during de War yet. 

How she come in de Jones family was dis way: old Mistress was Jest 

a little girl, and her older brother bought Nanny and give her to her. I think 

his name was Little JOM, anyways we called. him Master Little John. He drawed 

up a paper what say dat :t-ranny allus belong to Miss Betty and all de chillun 

Hanny ever he"ve belong to her, too, and nobody can't take I em for a debt and . . 

things like date When Miss Betty marry, old Master he can't sell Nanny or any of 

her chillun neither. 

Dat paper hold good too, and gre,ndmammy tell me about one time it 

hold good and keep my own mammy on de place. 

Grandmammy say mammy was jest a little gal and was playing out in 

de road wid three, four other little chillun when a white man and old Master rid 

up. The white man had a paper about some kind of a debt, and old Master say 
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take his :9ick of de nigger chillun and give him back de paper. 

Jest as Grandmaminy go to de cabin door E'-nd hear hi!!l say dat de Dan 

r:it off his hoss and pick u:p my mammy and put her up in front of him and start 

to ride off down de road. 

Pretty soon Ur. Little john cone riding up and say something to old 
~ 

:,::aster, and see grandnarJlny standing in de yare:. screaming 2.nd crying. He jest 

job de spur in his hoss E'~d go kiting off down de road after dat white man. 

Hn,11lIny say he ketch up .... .r:id hiT:! jest D.S he git ~ Bois at Arc Creek 

and ste.rt to wade de hoss :;>.cross. Mr. Li ttlejohn holler to him to come back y!id 

dat little nigger 'cause de paper donlt kiver dat child, Icause she old Histt-ess' 

orm child, and when de man jest ride on, 111'. Li ttlej01m throw his big old long 

hoss-pisto1 down on him and raa.}:e him come back:. 

De man hOP:9ing mad, but he have to give over my mammy and tal:e one 

de other chil1un on de debt paper. 

Old lJe.ster allus kind of techy 'bout old Mistress having niggers he 

can I t trade or sell, and one day he have his rlhoie fOlnily and some more ,,;,:hi te 

folks out at de plantation. He showing 'eIa all de quarters when we all come 

in from de field in de evening,.and he call all de niggers up to let de folks 

see 'em. 

He make grandmammy and mammy and me stand to one side and den he 

SE'.;,{ to the other niggers,. "Dese niggers belong to my wife btl t you belong to 

me, and lim de only one you is to call Master. 

"Dis is Tom. and :Bryan, and Bob, and Miss Betty, and you is to call 

temdat, and don't you ever call one of I em Young Master or Young Mistress, 

cuss fire ,to . your' black hearts!" All'd~~ther whi.te folks look ki.nd of funny, 

and old.:,}{istresstlook 's~ed.Qr 
'. ".: .. " .. '"., " . '-, . 

-,",-.,., 
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I e..llus went by Jones, de name I. was born under. 

Long about de midcUe of de War, after old Ma.ster wa.s killed, de 

soldiers begin coming tround de ~lace and c~~9ing. Dey was Southern soldiers 

and dey say dey have to tcl~e de mules and most de cor~ to git along on. Jest 

go in de barns a.nd cribs [Cnd take c:.llything de~r ·~7a.n t, and us niggers didn I t have 

no sueet Itaters nor Irish 'taters to eat on when dey gone neither. 

One bunch CO::18 2.:nd stay in de woods ~.cro ss de road fran de overseer's 

flaUse: e.nd dey VTas allan hosses. Dey lead. a.e hosses down to Bois d I Arc .. O.reek 

every mornin..::; an daylight and late every evening to gi t water., When we going to 

de field c:.nd nhen we cominG in we all us' see de!:1 leading big bunches of hosses. 

Dey bu€le go jes~lbout de time our old horn blow in de morning ~~d 

,:l:en ue Carle in dey ec.ting sU:9:")cr, and 'ite smell it and sho t gi t hungT"lJ! 

Before old :,U:.ster died he sold off a VIhole lot of hosses al"ld cattle,' 

Dnd some niggers too. He had. des£'~es on de plantation, and wl'li te men from 

around dar cone to bid, and some tr~lers come. He had a big stump whar he made 

de niggers stand wnile dey wc.s being sold, and de nen and boys had to strip off 

to de. waist to show dey mu.scle and iffen dey had c:ny scars or hurt places, but 

Qe women and gals didn't have to strip to de waist. 

De ifni te men come up and look in de slave I s mouth jest 18k he was a 

I:mle or a hoss. ' 

After old l1ast~r go, de overseer hold 011e sale, but mostly he jest 

trade vad de traders what come by. He mru:e de niggers git on de stump, through. 

De trade:J;JI. aJ.l :had big buL"lches of slaves. and dey :have f em all strung out in a 

line going d~w.q. de road. Some bad .wagon,s aI"..d de chillun could ride ~ but not 
'.' • ~j. 

man;)" •. Det, didn't chain or tie.lemfc,~~e' dey didn! t havana place dey could run 
'.;~:'::.: ' 

. ,',;.',. 

de ma.I!lmY" 
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wIll te folks dian' t care nothing 'llout how de slaves grieved y.'hen dey tore up a 

ffcDily. 

Old mEtll Saunders was de hard,est overseer of anybody. He VTould gi t 

'jitV', n,nd give a vrhilJping; some time and de slave \7ouldn' t even lmovl whl?"t it v{as 

about. 

r.Iy uncle Sandy VIas de lee.d rovr nigger, E'nd he was a good nigger and 

never 1,'lOulcl tech a drap of likke:r.. One night some de niggers gi t hold of 

sone likker somehow, 8.n(l dey leave de jug he,lf full on de step of S['mdy's cabin. 

Ne::t morning olet man Saunders come out in de field so me.d he was pale. 

He jest go to de lend roV{ and tell Sevndy to go rrid him, and start 

to'::E'.rd de woods alone :Sois d I Arc Creek wid Sa,ncl.y follering behind,. De overseer 

aIY:8YS c~,rry a bie heavy stick, but vre didn It lmow he was so mad, and dey jest 

went off in de woods. 

Purty soon we hear Sandy hollering and we knov.r old overseer pouring 

in, on, den de overseer come bECk: by his self and go . ,en up to de house. 

Come lette evening he come and see whEtt we done in de day's \'lork, and 

• 
go ' , OOCle to de Quarters v.'id us all. "'fhen he git to mBlIlIIlY' s cabin, whEu' grandmammy 

live too, he say to grandmammy, "I sent Ss,ndy dov.m' in de woods to hunt a hoss, 

he gwine come in hungry purty soon. You better make him a extra hoe ceke." 

and he kind of laugh and go on to his house. 

Jest soon as he gone we all tell grandmammy we think he got a whipping, 

and sho' ntUff he didn't come in. 

De next day some white boys find uncle Sandy wha~ dat overseer done 

killed him and throwed him in a little pond, and dey never done nothing to old 

man Scl,1mders at a.lll 

When he go to whip a. nigger he make him strip to de WEdst, and he 

take a cat-o-nine tcdls and bring de blisters, and den bust de blisters wid 
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a wide strap of leather fastened to a stick handle. I seen de blood running 

outln many a b~ck, all de way from de neck to de waistl 

Many de time a nigger git blistered and cut up so dat we have to git 

a sheet and grease it wid lard and wrap • em up in it, and dey have to wear a 
I 

greasy cloth wrapped a.round d.ey booy under de shirt for three-four days after 

dey git a big whipping! 

Lat er on in de War de Yankees come in all around us and cell1p, and de 

overseer git sweet as honey in de comb! Nobody git a whipping all de time de 

Yankees dar! 

Dey come and took all de meat and corn and Itaters dey want too, and 
.. 

dey tell us, If Why don't you poor darkeys take all de meat and molasses you y,~ntt 
~ . 

You made it and it's your1lirmuch as anybody sl" .But we 1010\7 dey soon be gone. 

and den we git a Whipping iffen we do. Some niggers run off and went wid de Yankees, 

but dey had to work jest as hard for dem, and dey didn't eat so eood ~nd often 

wid de soldiers. 
." 

I never forget de day we was set freer 

Dat morning we all go to de cotton field early, and den a house nigger 

come out from old Mistress on a hoss and say she want de overseer to come into 

town, and he leave and go in. After while de old horn blow up at de overseer's 

house, and we all stop and listen, 'cause it de wrong time of day for de horn. 

We start chopping again, and dar go de horn again. 

De lead row nigger holler "Rolit up!" And we all stop again. "We better 

go on if. Dat our horn," he holler at de head nigger, and de head nigger think 

so too, but he say he afrs.id we ca.tch de devil from de overseer iiien we quit 

widout him dar, and de lead row man say maybe he back from town and blowing de 

horn hisself t so we line up and go in .• 

When we git to de quarters we see·all de old ones and de chillun 

up in de overseer's yard. so we go on up dar. De overseer s~tting on de end of 
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de gallery wid a paper in his hand, and when we all come up he say come and 

stand close to de gallery. Den he call off everybody's same and see we all dar. 

Setting on de gallery in a hide-bottom chair was a man we never see 

before. He had on a big broad blaCk hat lak de Yankees wore but it din't have 

no yaller string on it lak most de Yankees had, and he was in store clothes dat 

wasn't homespun or jeans, and dey was black. His hair was plumb gray and so 

was his beard, and it come way down here on his chest, but he didn't look lak 

he was very old, 'cause his face was king of fleshy and healthy looking. ]e think 

vre all been sold off in a bunch, and I notice some kind of smiling, and I think 

the~r sho' glad of it. 

De man say t IIYou darkies know what day <iis is1" He te,lk kind, a.nd smile • 

~e all don't know of course, and we jest stand da~ and grin. Pretty 

soon he ask again and de. head man say, No, we don't know. 

IIWell dis de fourth day of June, and dis is 1865, and I went you all 

to 'member de date, 'cause you allus going 'member de day. ~Jday you is free, 

Jest 18k I is, and Mr. Saunders and your Mistress and all us white people,"de 

man say. 

III come to tell you", he say/, (~d. I wants to be sho' you all under

stand, 'cause you don't have to git up and go by de horn no more. You is 

your own bosses now, and you don I t have to have no passes to go and come." 

We never did have no passes, nohow, but we knowed lots of other 

. niggers on other plantations got 'em. 

III wants to bless you and hope you always is happy, and tell you 

got all de right and lief dat any white people got!r" de man say, and den he 

git on his hoss and ride off. 

We all jest watch him go on down de road, and den we go up to 

Mr. Saunders and ask him what he want us to do. He jest grunt and say do lak we 
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daD please, be reckon, but git off dat place to do it, less'n ~~y of us wants 

to st~Y' and mal;:e de crop for half of what life make. 

none of us knovr ullar to go '. so Y7e all stay, and he spli t up de 

fields t?nd show us which part -rre got to 1"fork in, and i7e go on lak we was, and 

:~c2:e de crop end gi·t it in, but dey ain't no more horn after dat day. BOIDe 

d.e niggers laz~,r and don It gi t in de field early, and dey gi tit took aws:y from 

t eD, but dey plead around and gi tit back and VTork better de rest of dat year. 

:S"J.t r:e all gi ts fooled on dut first go-out! When de croy all. in we 

don't git half! Old Mis\.L·ess sick in to\7U, a.nd de overseer was still on de 

place and he charge us half de crop for de quarters e~d de mules and tools ~nd 

graD! 

Den he le~ve, ·and \ie gi ts another whi te man, and he set~ up a 

book, and give us half de next year, and tcl:e out for what ue use up, but we 

all got something left over after dat fir'st go-out. 

Old Mistress nevcr gi t well after she lose all her niggers, and one 

da.yde uhi te boss tell us she jest drap over dead setting in her c:b.a.ir, and 

we knOVT her heart jest broke. 

Next year de chillun sell off most de place and we scatter off, and 

I 3.nd mammy go into Little Rock and do work in de town. Granfuna~ done dead. 

I gi t married to John White in Li ttle Rock, but he died. :~d we didn It 

have no chillun. Den in four, five years I marry :Billy Rowe. He was a Cherokee 

citizen and he had. belonged to a Cherokee name Dave Rowe, and lived east of· 

Tahlequah before de War •.. We married inLi ttle~." .. but he had land in de 

Cherokee· Nation,and we come. to. e~st of Ta.hl¢quah and lived I tilt he died, and.. 

wid·IIlY .youngest dati&J;lter. 

chill un, E:qie" J~~. a,nd~~. I,tila 
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Lots of old people lak me say de.t dey was happy in sls .. very, anct dat 

dey he.d de Vlorst tribulations after freedom, but I knows dey didn't have no 

17hi te master and overseer lak we all ruEtd on our place. Dey both dead noV! I 

reckon, end cley no use talking 'bout de dead, but I 1010W I been gone long ago 
I 

iffen dat white man Saunder didn t lose his hold on me. 

It "l'1aS de fourth day of June in 1865 I begins to live, and I gvline 

t8ke de picture of d,.-;.t old. man in de big black hat and long whiskers, setting 

on (le gallery and talking kind to us, clean into my grave wid me. 

Nat bless God, I ain l t never seen no mo:;:e black boys bleeding 

all up and down de back JIlder a C8.t 0 I . nine te.ils, and I never 10 by no 

cnbin end hear no poor .nigger groaning, all wrapped up in a lardy sheet no morel 

I hear my c~illun read about General Lee, and I know he was a good man, 

I didn't know nothing about him den, but I know now he wasn't fighting for dat 

kind of white folks. 

Maybe dey dat kind still yet., but dey don't show it up no more, and I 

got lots of white friends too. All my chillun and grandchillun been to school, 

and dey git along good, and I know we living in a better world, what dey ain't 

nobody II cussing fire to my black heartS II 

I shot thank de good Lawd I got to see it. 
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MOmuS SBlPPABD 
Age 85 yrs. 

Fort Gibson, Okla. 

014 !4a.ster tell me I was borned in November 1852, at de old home place 

about five miles east of Webbers Falls, mebbe kind of northeast, not fs:r 

from de east bank: of de Illinois River. 

Master's name wa.s Joe Sheppard, and he was a Cherokee Indian. Tall and 

slim and handsome. He had black eyes and mustache but his hair was iron 

gray, and. everybody liked him because he was so good-lJ.8.tured and kind. 
.. J 

I don't remember old Mistress' name. MY mammy was a Orossland negro 

before she come to belong to Master Joe and marry my pappy, and I think she 

come wid old Mistress and belong to her. Old Mistress was small and mighty 

pretty too, and she was only half Cherokee. She inherit a.bout half a. dozen 

sla \tiS, and say dey was her own and old Master can I t sell one unles 8 she 

give him leave to do it. 

Dey only had two· families of slaves wid about tWBllty in all, and dey 

only worked a.bout fifty acres, so we sure did work every foot of it good. 

We gi t three or four crops of different things out of dat farm every year, 

and something grow1l!1g on dat place winter and swmner •. 

Pep W. s name was Oaesar Sheppard and Ma.nuny's name was liIaster. Dey was 

both raised 'round Webber's Falls somewhere. I bad two brothers. Silas and 

George, dat belong to Mr. George Holt in Webber's Falls town. I got a pass 

and. went to see dam sometimes. and dey was both treated mighty fine. 

The Big House was a double log wid a big hall and a stone chimney bu.t 

no porches, wid two rooms at each end, one top side of de other. I thought 

it was mighty big and fine. 

U. alaves lived in log cabins dat only had one room and no windows 

so we kept de doors o,en :moat ·of d", time. 'fe had home-made wooden beds wid 

/ 
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rope springs, and de little ones slept on trundle beds dat was home made 

too. 

At night dem trundles was jest allover de floor, and in de morning we 

shove dem back under de big beds to gi t dem outln de way. No nails inlllOne 

of dem nor in de chairs and tables. Nails cost big money and old Master's 

blacksmith wouldn't make none 'cepting a few for old Master now and den, 

so we used wooden dowels to put things tGgeth.~. 
..-

They.was so many of us for dat little field we never did have to work 

hard.' Up at five o'clock and back in sometimes about de middle of de 

evening, long before sundown, unless they was a crop to g1 t in before it 

rain or something like date 

When crop was laid by de slaves jest work 'round at dis and dat and keep 

tol'able bus,.. I never did have much of a job, jest tending de calves 

mostly. We bad about twenty calves and I would take dem out and graze 'em 

while some grown-up negro was grazing de cows so a.s to keep de cows milk. I 

had. me a. good blaze-faced horse for dat. 

One time old Master and another man come and took some calves off and 

Pappy say old Master taking dem off to sell. I didn't know what "sell" meaat 

and I ast Pappy, 'Is he going to bring 'em back when he git through selling 

them?" I never did see no money neither, until time of de War or a little 

before. 

Vaster Joe was sure a good provider, and we alwa:ys had plenty of corn 

pone, sow r bel17 and greens, sweet potatoes, cow peas and cane molasses. We 

even had bnwa sugar and ca11e molasses most of de ti:lJ1e before de 'Iar. So ... 

times coftee, too. 

De clothe. nan t t no worrY' D.e1~i!her.' lDve17thillfg we had was made by my , 
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folks. My aunt done de carding and spinning and my mammy done de weaving 

and cutting and sewing, and. my pappy could make cowhide shoes wid wooden 

pegs. Dey was for bad winter onl7. 

Old Master bought de cotton in Ft. Smith because he didn't raise no 

cotton, but he had a. few sheep and we had wool-mix for winter. 

lCverythill8 was stripedy 'cause l4a.mmy like to make i t fancy. She dye 

wid copperas and walnut and wild indigo and things like dat and make pretty 

cloth. I wore a stripedy shirt till I was about eleven years old, and den 

one day while we was down in de Oboo.taw Country old Mistress see me and 

nearly fall offln her horse! She holler, ""ster, you go right now and 

make d.a.t big buck of a boy some brl tches! n 

'Ie never put on de shoes until about late November when de frost begin 

to hit regular and split our feet up, and den when it gi t good and cold 

and de drop all gathered. in anyways, they is nothing to do • cap ting hog 

killing and a lot of wood shopping, and you don't g1 t cold doing dem two 

things. 

De hog killing mean we gits lots of spare-ribs and chitlings, and some

hodT alway's git sick eating too much of dat fresh pork. ~ always pick a whole 

passel of muska.tines for old Master and he make up sour wine. and dat helps 

out when we git the bowel complaint from eating dat fresh pork. 

If somebody bad sick he gi t de doctor right quick, and he don't let no 

negroes mess aroundw1d no poultices and teas and sech things like cn.pping-

horns ne1 ther! 

Us Cherokee slaves seen lots of green corn shootings and de 11ke of 

date but we never had "flo games. of our own. We was too tired when we come in 

to p1q a'I11' games. Ie had to have a pass to go 8111.place to have singing or 

prqing, aDd den ~ •• &1.,.. a btmch of patrollers a.round to watch every-
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thing we done. Dey would come up in a bunch of about nine men on borses, 

and look at all our passes, and if a negro didn't have no pass dey 'WOre 

him out· good and made him go home. Dey didn I t let us have JIIUCh ellljorment. 

Right after de War de Oherokees that had been wid the South kind of 

pestered the freedmen some. bu.t I was so small dey never bothered me; jest 

de grown ones. Old Master and Mistress kept on ailing me did de night 

riders persecrute me any but dey never did. Dey told me some of dem was baa 

-on. negroes but I never did see none of dem night ridl·ng like some said dey 

did. 

Old Master had some kind. of business in Fort Smith, I think, I cause he 

used to ride in to dat town 'bout every day on his horse. He would start at 

de crack of daylight and not git home till wa:r after dark. When he get home 
. 

he call I'lfY' uncle in and ask: about what we done all day and. tell him what we 

better do de next day. My uncle Joe was de slave boss and he tell us what 

de Mas~er s~ do. 
. ....... ,.'. 

When dat Civil War come along I was a pretty big boy and I 'remember it 

good as anybody. Uncle Joe tell us all to lay low and 'WOrk hard and nobody' 

bother us, and he would look after us. He sure stood good with de Cherokee 

neighbors we had. and dey all liked him. There was Yr. Jim Collins, and. Mr. 

Bell, and Mr. Dave Jrauk:lln, and Yr. Jim Sutton and lIr. :Blackbu.rn that lived 

around clt)se to us and dey all had slaves. Dey was all wid the South, but 

dey was a lot of dem Pin Indians all up on de Illinois Biver and dey was wid 

de North and dey taken it out on de slave owners a lot before de War and 

during it too. 

Dey would come in de nignt and hamstring de horses and maybe set fire to 

de barn. and two of 'em named Joab Scarrel and Tom Starr killed my pappy one 

night just before 48 War broke out. 
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I don't know what dey done it fort only to be mean, and I gIlest) they 

was d:runk. 

Them Pins was after Master all de time for a While at de first of de 

Wa.r, and he was afraid to ride into Fort Smith mch. Dey come to de house 

one time when he was gone to Fort 8mi th and. us children told dem he was at 

Honey Springst but they bowed better and when he got home he said somebod7 

sbo tat him and bushwhacked him all the wa;y from 1I'il son's Bock to dem 'Iild-

-
horse Mountains. but he run his horse like de devil was setting on his tail 

and dey never did hit him. He never. seen them aei there 'fie told him 'bout 

de Pins coming for him and he just laughed. 

When de War come old Master seen he was going into trouble and he sold 

off most of de slaves. In de second year of de War he sold ~ mammy and ~ 

a.unt dat was Uncle Joe's wife and my two brothers and. my li ttle sister. 1Ia.mmy 

went to- a mean old man named Peper Goodman and he took her off down de river. 

and pretty soon Mistress tell me She died 'cause She can't stand de rough 

treatment. 

When Mammy went old Mistress took me to de :Big House to help her, and 

she was kind to me like I was part of her own family. I never forget when 

they sold off some more negroes at de same timet too, aDd put dem all in a 

pen for de trader to come and look at. 

He never come until tlle next. da.y t so dey had to Sleep in dat pen in a 

pile like hogs. 

It wasnlt 'Ill7 Master done date Be done alreadT sold 'em to a man and 

it was dat DI8.Il was waiting for de trader. It made my llaster mad, but dey 

didn't beloDg to him 110 more and he couldn't sq llothing. 

!I'lle man pUt dam 011 a block and 80ld I em to a maD dat had come ill 011 
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a steamboat, and he took dem off on it when de freshet oome down and. de 

boat could go back to Fort Smith. It was tied up at de dock at Webbers 

Falls about a week and we went down and talked to my aunt and brothers 

and sister. De brothers was Sam and Eli. Old Mistress cried jest like 

any of de rest of us when de boat pullout with dem on it. 

Pretty soon all de young Cherokee menfolks all gone off to de War, 

and de Pins was riding 'round all de time, and it aint safe to be in dat 

part around Webber's Falls, so old Master take us all to Fort Smith where 

they was a 1Qt of Oonfederate soldiers. 

'We camp at dat p1aoe a while and old Mistress stay in de town wid 

some kinfolks. Den old Master get three wagons and ox teams and take us 

all way down on Bed River in de Choctaw Nation. 

We went by Webber's Falls and filled de wagons. We left de :f'urniture 

and only took grub and tool s and bedding and 010 the s. 'cause they msn I t 

very big wagons and was only single-yoke. 

We went on a plaoe in de Red River bottoms close th Shawneetown and 

not far from de place where all de wagons orossed over to go into Texas. 

We was at dat place two years and made two little crops •. 

One night a runa.way negro come across from Texas and he had de blood 

hounds after him. His bri tahes was all muddy and tore where de hounds had 

cut him up in de legs when he c1umb a tree in de bottoms. He come to our 

house and Mistress &aid for us negroes to give him something to eat and we 

did. 

Then up oome de man from Texas with Ii. hounds and wid him was young 

Mr. Joe Vann and my unole that belong to young Joe. De,. called YO'Ung Mr. 

Joe "Little Joe Vann" even.atter he was grown on· aceount of when he was a 

1i ttle boy before his pappy was killed. His pappy 1I'8.S old Oaptain RBich 
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Joe" Vann, and he been dead ever since long before de War. My uncle belong 

to old Oaptain Joe nearly all his life. 

Mistress tr,y to get de man to tell her Who de negro belong to so she 

can buy him, bu.t de man say he can t t sell him and he take him on back to 

Tems wid a chain around his two ankles. Da.t wa.s one poor negro dat never 

got awa:y to de North, and I was sorry for him 'cause I 1Ol0w he must have had 

a mean master, but none of us Sheppard negroes, I mean the grown ones, tried 

to git away. 

I never seen any fighting in de War, but I seen soldiers in de South 

army do ing a 10 t of blacksmi thing Ilong side de road one day. De,. was fixing 

wagons and shoeing horses. 

After de War was over, old Master tell me I am free but he will look out 

after me lcause I am just a little negro and I aint got no sense. 1 know he 

is right. too. 

Well, I go ahead and make me a crop of corn all by myself and then I 

don't know what to do wid it. I was afraid I would get cheated out of it 

• cause I can' t figure and read, 80 I tell old Master about ~ t and he bought 

it offln me. 

We never had no school in slavery and it was agin the law for anybody to 

even anow a negro de letters and figures. so no Cherokee slave could read. 

We all come back to de old place and. find de negro cabins and barns 

burned down and de fences all gone and de field in crab grass u4 cockleburrs. 

!u.t, de Big Bouse aint hurt 'eepting it need a new roof. De fumi ture is all 

gone, and some said de soldiers burned it up for firewood. Some officers 

stared ia de house for a while and tore everything up or taok it off. 

laster g:Lve me over to de Wational Freedmen'. ki'eau and I was bound 

out to a Cherokee .. man name Lilu:ie McGee. Then one 4q one of Jq ucles 
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named Wash Sheppard. come and tri ed to gi t me to go live wid him. He say 

he wan ted to gi t de family all together agin. 

He n8d run off after he was sold and joined de Horth ~ and discharged 

at Fort 'Scott in Kansas, and he said lots of freedmen was living close to 

each other up by Ooffeyville in de Coo-ee-scoo-ee District. 

I wouldn l t go, so he sent Isaac and Joe Vann dat had. been two of old· 

Captain Joe's negroes to talk to me. Isaac had been Young Joe's driver, 

end. he told me all about how rioh Master Joe was and how he would look after 

us negroes. Dey kept after me • bout. a year, but I didn't go anyways. 

But later on I got a freedman's allotment up in dat part close to 

Coffeyville, and I lived in Coffeyville a while but I didn1t like it in 

Kansas. 

I lost my land tr,ying to live honest and pay mr debts. I raised eleven 

children just on de sweat of my hands and none of dem ever tasted anything 

d.a.t was stole. 

When I left Mrs. McGee I s I worked a.bout three years for Mr. Sterling 

Scott and Mr. Roddy Reese. Mr. Reese had a big flock of peafowls dat had 

belonged to Mr. Scott and ! had to take care of dem. 

lhitefolks, I would have to tromp seven miles to Mr. Scottls house 

two or three times a week to bring ba.ck some old peafowl da.t had got out 

and gone back to de old plaoe! 

Poor old Master and Mistress only lived a few yea.rs after de War. 

Master went plumb blind after he move back to Webber' B Falls and so he 

move up on de Illinois B1ver 'bout three miles from de Arkansas, and. there 

old Mistress take de white swelling and die and den he die pretty soon. I 

went to see dem lots of times and. they was alwqs glad to see me. 

I would stay around about a. week and help 'em. and dey woUld try to git 
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me to take something but I never would. Dey didn't have much and couldn't 

make anymore and dem so old. Old Mistress had inherited some property from 

her·· pappy and dey had de slave money and when dey turned everything in to 

good money after de War dat stuff only come to about six thousand dollars 

in good money, she told me. Dat just about lasted lem through until dey 

died, I reckon. 

By and by I married Nancy Hildebrand what lived on Greenleaf Oreek, 

'bout four miles northwest of Gore. She had belonged~to Joe W.ldebrand 

and he was kin to old Steve Hildebrand dat owned de mill on Flint Creek 

up in·de Going Snake District. She was raised up at dat mill, but she was 
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---' borned in Tennessee before dey come out to de Nation. Her master was white" 

but he had married into de Nation and so she got a freedmen's allotment too. 

She had some land close to Catoosa and some down on Greenleaf Creek • 

. We was married at my home in Coffeyville, and she bore me eleven child

ren and then went on to her reward. A long time ago I came to live wid my 

daughter Emma here at dis place, but my wife just died last year. She was 

eigb. ty three. 

I reckon I wasn't cut out on de churoh pattern, but I raised my child

ren right. We never had no church in slavery, and no sohooling, and you 

had better not be caught wid a book in your hand event so I never did go to 

church hardly any. 

Wife belong to de church and all de children too, and I think all should 

look after saving thei r soul s so as to drive de nail in, and den go about de 

earth spreading kindness and hoeing de row clean so as to clinch dat nail and 

make dem safe for Glory. 

Of course I hear about Abraham Lincoln and he was a great man, bat I 

was told mostly by my children when. dey come home from school about him. I 
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always think of my old Master as de one dat freed me, and anyways Abraham 

Lincoln and none of his North people didn't look after me and buy my crop 

right after I was free like old Master did. Dat was de time dat was de 

hardest and. eve17thing was dark and confusion. 
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My parents come over on a slave ship from Africa about twen.ty yea:r 

before I was born on the William Driver plantation down in Florida. My folks 

clidn It lrnow each other in Africa but my old Mammy told me she was captured 

by NegTo slave hunters over there and brought to some coast town where the 

white buyers took: her and carried her to America. 

She was kinder a young gal then and was sold to some white folks 

when the boat landed here~ Dunno who they was. 
.. 

The same thing happen to 

my pappy. Must have been about the same time from the way they tells it. 

Naybe they was on the boat, I dunno. 

They was traded around and then mammy was sold to William Driver. 

The plantation was down in Florida. Another white folks had a ple~tation 

close by. Mi ster Simms was the owner. Bill Simms - that t s the name pappy 

kept after the War. 

Somehow or other mammy and pal)PY meet s 'round the place and the 

first thing happens they is in love. That's what mammy say. And the next 

thing happen is me. They didn't get married. The Master's say it is alright 

for, them to have a baby. They never gets married, even after the War. Just 

jumped the broomstick and goes to living with somebody else I reckon. 

Then when I was four year old along come the War and Master Driver 

takes up his slaves and leaves the Florida country and goes way out to Texas. 

Mammy goes along, I goes along, all the children goes along. I don't remember 

nothing about the trip but I h~ars mammy talk about it when I gets older. 

Texas,. that was the place, down near Fairfield. That's where I 

learn to do the chores. But the work was easy for the Master was kind as 

old Mammy. herself and he never give me no hard jobs that would wear me down. 
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All the slaves on our place was treated good. All the time. They didn't 

whip. The Master feeds all the slaves on good clean foods and lean meats 

so'::; they be strong and heal thy. 

Master Driver had four children, Mary, Julia, Frank and George. 

Every one of them child.ren kind and good just the old Master. They was 

never mean and could I find some of 'em now hard times would leave me on the 

~tn! They'd help this old man get catched up on his eating! 

Makes me think of the old song we use to sing: 

Don't mind working from Sun to Sun, 
Iffen you give me my dinner -
When the dinner time cqmes! 

Nowadays I gets me something to eat when I can catch it. The 

trouble is sometimes I don't catch! But that ain't telling about the slave 

days. 

In them times it was mostly the overseers and the drivers who was 

the mean ones. They caused all the misery. There was other whitefolks 

caused troubles too. Sneak around where there was lots of the black children 

on, the plantation and steal them. Take them poor children away off a.nd sell 

them. 

There wasn't any Sunday Schooling. There was no place to learn 

to read and write - no big brick schools like they is now. The old Master 

say we can teach ourselves but we can't do it. Old Elam Bowman owned the 

place next door to Mister Driver. If he catch his slaves toying with the 

pencil, why, he cut off one of their fingers. Then I reckon they lost interest 

in education and get their mind back on the hoe and plow like he say for them 

to do. 

. I didn't see no fighting during of the War. If they was any 

Yankees soldiering around the country I don't remember nothing of it. 
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Long time after the War is over, about 1885, I meets a gal named 

Angeline. We courts pretty fast and gets married. The wedding was a sure 

enough affair with the preacher saying the words just like the whitefolks 

marriage. We is sure married. 

The best thing we do after that is raise us a family. One of them 

old fashioned families. Big 'uns! Seventeen children does we have and 

tuelve of them still living. Wants to know they names? I ain't never for

gets a one! There was Lucy, Bill, Ebbie, Cora, Minnie, George, Fr~~{, Kizzie, 

:~ecie, Andrew, Joe, Sammie, David, Fannie, Jacob, Eob and Myrtle. 

All good children. Just like their old pap'v who's tried to care 

for 'em just like the old Master takes care of their old daddy when he was 

a boy on that plantation. down Texas way. 

When the age comes on a ma~ I reckon religion gets kind of meanful. 

Thi~~s about it more'n when he's young and busy in the fields. I believes 

in the Bible and what it says to do. Some of the Colored folks takes to 

the voodoo. ! don't believe in it. Neither does I believe in the fortune 

telling or charms. I aims to live by the Bible and leave the rabbit foots 

alone! 
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Both my JD8.IDJ!Iy' and pappy was brought from Africa. on a slave boat and. 

sold on de Richmond (Va.) slave market. What year dey come over I don't 

know. My mammy was Jane Mason, belonging to Frank Mason; pappy was Frank 

Smith, belonging to a master wid de same name. I mean, my pappy took his 

Master's name, and den after my folks married mammy took de name of Smith, 

but she stayed on wid de Masons and never did belong to my pappy's master. 

Den, after Frank Mason took all his slaves out of de Virginia county. 

malllIllY' met up wid another man, Ben Humphries, and married him. 

In B.ichmond, dat' s where I was born, 'bout 1847, de Master said; and ciat 

make me more dan 9O-year old dis good year. I had two brothers named Webb and 

Norman, a half-brother Charley, and two halt-sisters, Mealey and Ann. Me, I 

was born a slave and so was my SOil. His father, Toney, was one of de Mason 

slave boys: de Master said I was 'bout 13-year old when de boy was born. 

Fr,ank Mason was a young man wben de War started, living wid his mother. 

Dey had lots of slaves. maybe a hundred, and dey always try to take good care 

of 'em; even after de War was over he worried 'bout trying to get us settled 

so's we wouldn't starve. De Master had overseer, but dere was no whuppings. 

All de way from Richmond to a place dey call Waco, Texas. we traveled by 

ox-wagon and boats, and den de Master figu.res we .all be better off over in A7:k-

ansas and goes to Pine Bluff. 

What wid &1.1 de running 'round de slaves was kept clean and alway. wid 

plenty to eat and good clothes to wear. De Master was a plenty rich man and 
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done what his mother, --Mi1r Betsy Mason, told him when we all left de Big 

Mansion, way back dere in Richmond. De Mistress said, "Frank, you watch 

over dem Negroes cause deyls good men and women; keep dem clean!" Dat's 

what he done. up until we was freed, and den times was so hard nobody wanted 

us many Negroes around, and de work was scarce, too. Hard times! Folks 

don't know what hard times is. 

When a Negro get sick de master would send out for herbs and roots. 

nen one of de slaves who knew how to cook and mix 'em up for medicine une 

would give de doses. All de men and women wore charms, something like beads, 

and if dey was any good or not I don't know, but we didn't have no bad diseases 

like after dey set us free. 

I was at Pine Bluff when de Yankees was shooting allover de place. De 

fighting got so hot we all had to leave; dat's the way it was all de time for 

us during de War---running away to some place or de next place, and we was all 

glad when it stopped and we could settle down in a place. 

We was back at Waco when de peace come, but Master Frank was away from 

home when dat happen. It was on a Sunday when he got back and called all de 

slaves up in de yard and counted all of dem, young and old. 

The first thing he said was, "You men and women 1s all free! I'm going 

back to ~ own mBmEW in old Virginia, but I ainlt going back until all de old 

people is settled in cabins and de young folks fix up wid tentsl" 

Den he kinder stopped talking. Seem now like he was too excited to talk, 

or maybe he was feeling bad and worried 'bout what he going to do wid all of us. 

Pretty soon he said, "You men and women, canlt none of you tell anybody I ain't 

al~s been a good master. Old folks, have I ever treated you meant" He asked. 

Everybody shout, "No, sirl" And Master Frank: smiled; den he told us he 1J9.S going 
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'round and find places for us to live. 

Re went to see Jim Tinsley, who owned some slaves, about keeping us. 

Tinsley said he had cabins and could fix up tents for extra ones, if his 

own Negroes was willing to share up with us. Dat was the way it worked 

out. We st~ed on dere for a while, but times was so hard we finally get 

dirty and ragged like all de Tinsley Negroes. But Master Frank figure he 

done the best he could for us. 

After he go back to Virginia we never hear no mor~ of him, but every 

day I still p~ if he has any folks in Richmond dey will find me someway 

before I die. Is dere someway I could find dam, you s'pose? 
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Sho', I remembers de slavery days! I was a little gal but I can 

tell you lots of things about dem days. My job was nussing de younguns. I 

took keer of them from daylight to dark. ltd have to sing them to sleep toO. 

Ird sing: 

By-Io Baby BUnting 
Daddy's gone a-hunting 
To get a rabbit skin 
To wra.p Baby BuntiIl€ in.1I 

Sometimes lId sing: 

"Rocl:-a-bye baby, in a tree top 
When de wind blows your crad19'11 rock. 
i1hen de bough breaks de crad 111 fall 
Down comes baby cradle' n aIle II 

My father was Jackson Longacre and he wa.s born in Mississippi. My 

mother, Caroline, was born in South Carolina. Both of them was born slaves. 

My father belonged to Huriah Longacre. He had a big plantation and lots of 

niggers. He put up a lot of his slaves as security on a debt anQ he took siCk 

and died so they put them all on de block and sold them. My father and his 

mother (my grandma) was ~old together. My old Mistress bought my grandmother 

and old Mistress' sister bought my grandma's sister. These white women agreed 

that they would never go off so far that the two slave women couldn't see eaCh 

other. They allus kept this promise. A Mr. Covington offered old Master $700 

for me when I was about ten years old, but he wouldn't sell me. He didn't 

need to for he was rich as cream and my, how good he was to us. 

Young Master married Miss Jo Arnold and old Master sent me and my 

mother over to live with them. I was small when I was took out of old man 
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McWilliams' yard. It was his wife that bought my grandmother and my father. 

V~ mother1s folks had always belonged to his family. They all moved to Texas 

and we all lived there until after the surrender. 

Miss Jo wasn't a good Mistress and mother and me wasn't happy. When 

young Master was there he made her treat us good but when he was gone she made 

our lives a misery to us. She \VaS what we called a "low-brow." She never had 

been used to slaves and she treated us like dogs. She said us kids didn't 

need to wear any clothes and one day she told us we could jest take1em off as 
,', 

it cost too much to clothe us. I was jest a little child but I knowed I 

oughten to go without my clothes. We wore little enough as it was. In summer 

we just wore one garment, a sort of slip without any sleeves. Well, anyway 

she made me take off my clothes and I just crept off and cried. Purty soon 

young Y~ster come home. 

He wanted to know what on earth 1 was doing without my dress on. I 

told him, and my goodness, but he raised the roof. He told her if she didntt 

treat us better he was going to take us back to old Master. 1 never did have 

any more good times 'cepting when lid get to go to visit at old Mastert s • 

None of our family could be sold and that was why old Master just loaned us to 

young Master. When old Master died, dey put all our names in a hat and all 

the chilluns draw out a name. This was done to 'vide us niggers satisfactor,y". 

Young Master drawed my mother's naL1e and they all agreed that 1 should go with 

her, so back we went to Miss Jo. She wouldn't feed us niggers. She'd make 

me set in a corner like a little dog. 1 got so hungry and howled so loud they 

had to feed me. When the surrender come, I was eleven years old, and they 

told us we was free. I ran off and hid in the plum orchard and 1 said over1n 

over, "Itse free, I*se free; I aintt never going back to Miss Jo." My mother 
. 

come out ~d got me and in a few days my father came and lived with us. He 

worked for young Master and the crops was divided with him. Miss Jo died and 
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we lived on there. MY mother took over the charge of the house and the chil1un 

for young Master and we was all purty happy after that. 

They was a white man come into our settlement and bought a plantation 

and some slaves. MY, but he treated them bad. He owned a boy about fifteen 

years old. One day he sent him on a errand. On the way home he got off his 

mule and set down in the shade of a tree to rest. He fell asleep and the mule-

went home. When he woke. up he was scared to go home and he stayed out in de 

woods for several days. Finally they caught him and took him home and his 

master beat him nearly to death. He then dug a hole and put him in it and 

piled corn shucks all around him. This nearly killed him 'cause his body 

was ~t up so with the whip. One of the. niggers slipped off and went to the 

jining plantation and told about the way the boy was being treated a~d a 

bunch of white men came over and made him take the child out and doctor his 

wounds. This 1DB.n lived there about t'en years and he was so mean to his slaves 

'ti1 all the white men round who owned niggers finally went to him and told 
.-

him they would just give him so long to sellout and leave. They made him sell 

his slaves to people there in the community, and he went back north. 

MY mother told me that he owned a woman who was the mother of several 

chillun and when her babies would get about a year or. two of age he'd sell 

them and it would break her heart. She never got to keep them. When her 
~ . 

fourth baby was born and was about two months old .he just studied all the time 

about how she would have to give it up and one day she said, "I just decided 

I'm not going t~ let old Master sell this baby; he just ain't going to d9 it." 

She got up and'give it something out of a bottle and purty soon it was dead. 

'Course. didn't nobody tell on her or held of beat her nearly to death. There 

wasn"t me.llT folks that was mean to their slaves. 

Old "ster's bol's plqed with the nigger boys all the time. Theyfd 

go' ~w1mmt~ .• f:!.sh1ng and hunting together. One of his boys name was Robert 

" . " " ~ 
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but everybody called him Bud. They all would catch rabbits and mark them and 

turn them loose. One day a boy come along with a rabbit he had caught in a 

trap. Old Master's boy noticed that it had Bud's mark on it and they made him 

turn it loose. 

Old Master was his own overseer, but my daddy was the overlooker. He 

was purt~ hard on them too, as they had to work just like they never got tired. 

The women had to do housework, spinning, sewing and work in the fields too. ~~ 

mother was housewoman and she could keep herself looking nice. My, she went 

around with her hair and clothes all Jen..l1Y .. Lynned·up all the time until '\16 

went to live with Miss Jo. She took all the spirit out of poor mother and me 

too. 

I renember she allus kept our cabin as clean and neat as a pin. When 

other niggers come to visit her they would say, liMy you are Buckry Niggers 

(meaning we tried to live like white folks).11 

I love to thirut of when we lived with old 1~ster. We had a good 

time. Our cabin was nice and had a chimbley in it. Mother would cook and 

serve our breakfast at home every morning and dinner and supper on Sundays. 

Weld have biscuit every Sunday morning for our breakfast. That was something 

to look forward to. 

We all went to chu.rch every Sunday. We would go to the Afui te foU:s 

church in the morning and to our church in the evening. Bill McWilliams, ~ld 

1~sterls oldest boy, didn't tru~e much sto~~ in church. He mvned a nigger named 

Bird, who preached for us. Bill said,· "Bird, you can't preach, you cant tread, 

how on earth can you get a text out of the Bible when you can't even read? 

Rowin hell can a man preach tha:t don't know nothing?" Bird told him the Lord 

had called him to preach and hetd put the things in his mouth that he ought 

to say. One night ::Bill went to church and Bird preached the hair-:r.aisingest 

303 



Oklahoma Writers' Project -5-

sermon you ever heard. Bill teld him all right to go and preach)and he gave 

Bird a horse and set him free to go anywhere he wanted to and preach. 

Old Master and old Mistress lived in grand style. Bob was the 

dri-rer of their carriage. My, but he was always slick and shiny. Reid set 

up in front with his white shirt and black clothes. He looked like a black 

martin ("oird) with a white breast. The nurse set in the back with the chillun. 

Old N..aster and Mistress set together in the front seat. 

Old Master and Mistress would come dmm to the quarters to eat 
G-" 

Christmas dinners sometimes and also birthday dinners:' It was shot a bi'i'day 

when they done that. They~at first, and the niggers would sing and dance to 

entertain them. Old Master would walk 'round through the quarters taLl{ing to 

the ones that was sick or too old to work. He was awful kind. I never knowed 

him to whip much. Once he ~ipped a woman for stealing. She and mother had 

to spin and weave. She couldn't or didn't work as fast as Ma and wouldn't 

have as much to show for her days work. 

she couldn't do more work than she did. 

She'd steal hanks of mats thread so 
'1 

She'd also steal old Master's to-

bacco. He caught.up with her and whipped her. 

vi I never sa; any niggers on the block but I remember once they had a 

sale in to\m and I seen them pass our house in gangs, the little ones in 

wagons and others walking. I've seen slaves who run away from their masters 

and they'd have to work in the field with a big ball and chain on their leg. 

They'd hoe out to the end of the chain and then drag it up a piece and hoe on 

to the end of the ~ow. 

Times was awful hard during the War. We actually suffered for some 

salt. We'd go to the smoke house where meat bad been salted down for years, 

dig a hole in the ground and fill it with water. After it would stand for a 

while we'd dip the water up carefully and strain it and cook our food in it. 
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We parched corn and meal for coffee. We used syrup for sugar. Some folks 

parched okra, for coffee. When the War was over you'd see men, women and chillun 

walk out of their cabins with a bundle under their arms. All going by in droves, 

just going nowhere in particular. My mother and fs-ther didn't join them; we 

stayed on at the plantation. I run off and got married when I was twenty. 1~ 

never did want me to get married. y~ husband died five years ago. I never had 

no chillun. 

I reckon I'm a mite superstitious. If a man comes to your house first 

on Neiv Years you will have good luck; if a WOlIll3,n is your first visitor you'll 

have bad luck~ When I was a young woman I knoNed I'd be left alone in my old 

age. I seen it in my sleep', I dreamed I spit every tooth in my head right 

out in my hand and something tell me I would be a widow. That's a bad thing 

to dream about, losing your teeth. 

Once my sister was at my house. She had a little baby and we was 

setting on the porch. They was a big pine tree in front of the house, and we 

seen something that looked like a big bird light in the tree. She begun to cry 

and say that's a sign my baby is going to die. Shot nuff it just lived two 

1'Teeks. Another time a big owl lit in a tree near a house and we heard it holler. 

The baby died that night. It was already sick, we's setting up with it. 

! don't know where they's hants or not but lIse sho heard things I 

couldn't see. 

We allus has made our min medicines. We used herbs an(l roots. If 

youlll take poke root and cut it in small piee~s and string it and put it 

Iround a baby's neck it will cut teeth easy. A tea made out of dog fe!L~el or 

corn shucks will cure chills and malaria. It'll make I em throw up. We used 

to take button snake root, black snake root, chips of anvil iron and whiskey 

and make a tonic to cure consumption. It would cure it too. 
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I was born in Clarksville, Tenn. My father was Wesley and my 

mother was Hagar Southall. Our owner was Dr. John Southall, an old man. 

Father always belonged to him but he bought my mother when she was a 
• 

young girl and raised her. She never knew anything 'bout her peo~le but my 

father's mother lived wi th us in de quarter's at Mastel' Southall's. Master 

Joim never sold any of his slaves. 

We was known as "Free Niggers." Master said he didn't believe 

it uas right to own human beings just because dey was black, and he freed 

all his slaves long before de War. He give 'em all freedom papers and , . 

told dem daidey was a~ free as he was and could go anywhere dey wanted. 

Dey didn't have no where to go so we all stayed on wid him. It was nice 

though to, know we could go where we pleased I thout having to get a pass 

and could come back waen we pleased even if we didn't take advantage of it. 

He told hiB slaves dat dey could stay on at his farm but dey would 

have to work and make a living for deyselves and families. Old Master 

managed de farm and bought all de food and clothes for us all. Everybody 

had to work, but dey had a good time. 

We had good clothes, plenty of food and good cabins. We had what 

was known as Georgia bedsteads. Dey was wooden bedsteads wid holes bored in 

de side pieces and in de faa t and head-boards. Ropes was laced back and 

forth across and this took de place of both slats and springs. De ropes 

would gi t loose and we had what was called a "following-pin" to tighten 

. 'em wid. We'd take a block of wood wid a notch in it and catch de rope 

306 



Oklahoma Writers' Project -a ... 

and hold it till de following-pin could be driven in and den weld twist de 

ropes tight again. We had grass or cotton beds and we slept good, too. 

We had tin plates but no knives or forks so we et wi th ~ingers. 

Old Master Vias a doctor and we had good attention when we was sick. We had. 
. 

no wish to take advantage of our freedom for we was a lot better off even 

than we is now and we kIlowed it. We never had to worry about anything. 

De quarters was about a half mile from de IIBig Housel! as we called 

lI18.ster John t s house. It really wasn't such a big house as it had only four 
., 

or five rooms in it. It was a common boxed house, painted white and wid a 

long gallery across de front. Maybe it was de gallery dat made it look so 

big to us. We liked to set on de steps at night and listen to Mastef John 

talk and to hear old Mistress and de girls sing. Sometimes we'd join in wid 

dem and fairly make de woods ring. Everybody th01..1.gh t dey was crazy to let 

us have so much freedom but dey wasn't nothing any of us black folks woUldn't 

a-done'for that family. 

He never employed any overseers as he done his own ove~~eeing. He'd 

tell de older hands what he wanted done and dey would see it was done. Ie 

was never punished. Jast iffen dey didn't work dey didn't have nothing to 

eat and wear and de hands what did work wouldn't divide wid 'em iffen dey 

didn't work. Old Master sho' was wise fer he knowed iffen we was ever set 

free dat we would have to work and he sure didn't bide no laziness in his 

hands. Dey got up 'bout four 0' clock in de morning and was at work as soon 

as dey could see. Dey would work and sing as happy as you please. 

We used to hear stories Ibout how slaves was punished but we never 

saw any of it. Dey would punt sh I em by whupping I em or by making 'em stand 

on one foot for a long time, tie 'em bp by de thumbs as high as dey could 

reach and by making 'em do hard tasks and by going without food for two-three 
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days. 

Niggers was very religious and dey had church often. Dey would 

annoy de white folks wid shouting and aip.ging and praying and dey would 

take cooking pots and put over dey mouths so de white folks couldnlt hear 

lem. Dey would dig holes in de ground too, and lie down when dey prayed. 

Old Master let us have church in de homes. We had prayer-meeting 

eve~WedneSdaY night. All our cullud preachers could read de Bible. He let 

dem teach us' how to read iffen we wanted to learn. 

In de evening when we was through wid our 'work dey would gather 

at one of de cabins and visit and s~ng or dance. We'd pop oorn t eat walnuts t 

peanuts, hickory nuts t and tell ghost stories. We did.n 1 t have any music 

instruments so de music we danced by wasn't so very good. Everybody sang 

and one or two would beat on tin pans or beat bones together. 

Us boys played :marbles. I got to be a professional. I could hit 

de middler ever time. We made a square and put a marble in each corner and 

one in de middle and got off'. several feet from de ring and shot at de marbles. 

Iffen you hit de middler you got de game. I could beat 'em all. 

Old Mast.ar kept us through de War. We saw Yankee soldiers come 

through in droves lak Ooxseyts Army. We wasn't afraid for ourselves but we 

was afraid dey would catch old Master or one of de boys when dey would come 

home on a furlough. We I 0. hep I em gi t away and jus t swear da t dey hadn 1 t been 

home a-tall. 

After de war we stayed until old Master died. It broke us all up 

fo·twe mowed we had lost deb,~st friend dat we ever had or ever would have. 

s. so~t of father to all. of us. Old Mistress went to. live with her 

s:tariied wans:erillg"round.. Some folks from de North come 

on. I gue$s deyws.$a£ra,iddat. we l dhep 
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De white folks in de South as well as de crullud folks lost de 

best friend dey had when Abe Lincoln was killed. He was God's man and it 

was a great loss when he died. 

God created us all free and equal. SomE{)"here along de· road we 

lost out. 

Cullud folks would have been better off iffen dey had been left 

alone in Africa. Weld a-had better opportunities. We ShOIUd have some 

compensation fer what we have suffered. Yes, we could be sent back and 

we'd like it if dey would help us to get started out~·again. Datls where 

our forefathers come from. 

I learned a long time ago dat dey was nothing to charms. How 

could a rabbit's foot bring me good luck? De Bible teaches me better'n 
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date I believes in dreams thOUgh. live seen de end of time in my dreams. 

Saw de great trouble we going through right now, years ago in a dream. It's 

clear in my mind how de world is coming to a end. 

I believe all Christians should all join up together as dat 

makes lem ·stronger. I believe in praying fer what we W&~t and need. I'm 

a licensed preacher in de Baptist church. I've been a member for forty 

years but have just been a licensed preacher about ten years. 
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BEAUREGARDTENNEYSON 
Age 87 yrs. 
West Tulsa, Okla. 

Ex-Slaves 310 

My mother and father just about stocked Jess Tenneyson's plantation 
with slaves. That's a fact. The old folks had one big family - twenty-three 
Children was the number. With the old folks that make twenty-five (there 
were only five more slaves), so I reckon they done mighty well by Master Jess. 

The Master done well by them, too. Master Jess and Mistress Lula 
was Christian peoples. They raised their two sons, Henry and George, the same 
way. 

There was so many of us children I don't remember all the names. 
Three of the boys was named after good southern gentlemen who soldiered in the 
War. Price, Lee and Beaugard. Beaugard is me. Proud of that name just like 
I'm proud of the Master's name. 

My folks named Patrick and Harriett. Mother worked round the house 
And father was the field boss. They was close by the Master all the time. 

The plantation was down in Craig County, Texas. Nine hundred acre 
it was. They raise everything, but mostly corn and cotton. Big times when 
come the harvest. Master fix up a cotton gin right on the place. It was an 
old-fashioned press. Six horses run it with two boys tromping down the cotton 
with their feets. 

In the fall time was the best of all. Come cotton picking time, all 
the master from miles around send in their best pickers - and how they'd work., 
sometimes pick the whole crop in one day! The one who picked the most win a 
prize. Then come noon and the big feast, and at night come the dancing. 

Something like that when the corn was ready. All the folks have the 
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biggest time. Log rollings. Clearing the new ground for planting. Cutting 

the trees, burning the bresh, making ready for the plow. The best worker wins 

hisself a prize at these log rollings, too. 

Them kind of good times makes me thin..lc of Christmas. Didn't have ,no 

Christmas tree, but they set up a long pine table in the house and that plank 

table Was covered with presents and none of the Negroes was ever forgot on 

that day. 

Master Jess didn't work his slaves like ot::ler white folks done. 

We.snlt no four o'clock wake-up horns and the field work started at seven 

o'clock. ~itting time was five olclock - just about union hours nowadays. 

The Master believed in plenty of rest for the slaves and they work better 

that wa:y, too. 

One of my brother took care of the Master's horse while on the 

plantation. When the Master join in with rebels that horse went along. So 

did brother. Master need them both and my brother mighty pleased when he get 

to go. 

When Master come back from the War and tell us that brother is dead, 

he said brother Was the best boy in all the army. 

The Tenneyson slaves wasn't bothered with patrollers, neither the 

Klan. The Master said we waS all good Negroes - nobody going to bother a good 

. Negro. 

We' was taught to work and have good :manners. And to be honest. Just 

doing them three things will keep anybody out of trouble. 
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WILLIAM W.ALTF~ 
Age 85 yrs. 

Tul sa, Oklahoma. 

Ex-Slaves 

Mammy Ann (that was my mother) was owned by Mistress Betsy, and 

lived on the Eradford plantation in Relsford County, Tennessee, when I was 

Dorn ir: 1852. 

L;r daddy, Jim Walters I then lived in Nashville, where my mammy 

carried me when she r8,n aVlay froTII the Mistress after the Rebs 2.nd Yanks started 

to fight. My daddy died in Nashville in 1875. 

We were runaway slaves. The slipper-offers were often captured, but 

l!cw.my Ann and her little boy William' (that's me) escaped the sharp eyes of the 

patrollers and found refuge with a family of northern symphatizers living in 

lTc,ohville •. 

:r:rashville Vias a fort town, filled with trenches and barricades. 

Right across the road from where we stayed ~~s a vacant block used by the Rebs 

as an emei"gency place for treating the wounded. 

I remember the boonl of cannons one whole day, and I heard the ru.mble 

of army we.gons as they crossed through the town. Eut there was nothing to see 

as the fog of povlder smoke beca.me thicker vo'i th every blast of Sesesh eannon. 

W'h.en the smoke fog cleared away I watched the wounded being carried 

to the clearing across the road - fighting men with arms shot off, legs gone, 

faces blood smeared - some of them just laying there eus'sing God and J:vfan with 

their dying breathl 

Those w~re awful times. Yet! have heard many of the older Negroes 

say the old days were better. 

Such talk always sesmed to me but an_~xpression of sen:timent for' S% 
the older Negroes werejust.tooha~d:i.capped w1thtgtor,ce· 

tA~ 

'.1 

/. 
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But live. always been proud of my freedom, and proud of my old mother' 

who faced death for her freedom and mine when .she escaped from the Bradford 

plantation a long time before freedom came to the Negro race as a whole. 

\ 
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Grand daughter of Sarah Vest, aged 92, (deceased) McAlester, Okla. 

I've heard my grandmother tell a lot of her experiences during slavery. 

She remembered things well as she was a grown woman at the time of the War of the 

Rebellion. 

Her home was at Sedalia. Mo., and her owner was Baxter West, a prominent 

farmer and poll tician. He was very kind and good to his slaves. He provided them 

with plenty of food arld good clothes •. He would go to town and buy six or eight 

boltg of cloth at a time and the women could pick out two dresses apiece off it. 

These would be their dresses for dressing up. They wove the cloth for their every-

day clothes. 

The men wore jeans suits in winter. He bought shoes for all his slaves, young 

and old. He had about twenty slaves counting the children. 

My grandmother was a field hand. She plowed and hoed the crops in the summer 

and spring, and in the winter she sawed and cut cord wood. just like a man. She 

said it didn't hurt her as she was as strong as an ox. 

She co~ spin and weave and sew. She helped make all the cloth for their 

clothes and in the spring one of the jobs for the women ";\'908 to weave hats for the 

men. They used oat-straw,. grass, and cane which had been spli t and dried and 

soaked in liot water until it was pliant, and they wove it into hats. The women 

wore a cloth tied around their head. 

They didn't have many matches so they always kept a log heap burning to keep 

.a fire. It was a common ·thing for a neighbor to come in to borrow a coal of fire 

as their fire had died out. 

On waSh da11 all the neighbors would send several of their women to the creek 
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to do the family wash. They all had a regular picnic of it as they would waSh and 

spread the clothe,:; on the bushes and low branches of the trees to dry. They would 

get to spend the day together. 

They had no tubs or wash boards. They had. a large flat block of wood and a 

wooden 9addle. They'd spread the wet garment on the block, spread soap on it and 

paddle the garment till it was clean. They would rinse the clothes in the creek. 

'l'heir soap was made from lye, dripped from ashes, and meat scraps. 

The slaves had no lamps in their cabins. In winter they would pile wood on 

the fire in their fireplace and have the light from the fire. 

The colored men went with their master to the army_ They made regular soldiers 

and endured the seme hardships that the white soldiers did. They told of one battle 

when so many men were killed that a 1i ttle stream seemed to be running pure blood 

as the water was so bloody. 

After the war the slaves returned home with their masters and some of the 

older ones stayed an_with them and helped them to rebuild their farms. None of 

them seemed to think it strange that they had been fighting on the wrong side in 

the army as they were following their white folks. 

Those who stayed with their old master were taught to read and write and were 

taught to handle their own business and to help themselves in every way possible to 

take their place in life. 
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Age 83 
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I was born in Arkansas, in 1854, but we moved to Texas in 1855. lIve 

heard 'em tell a.bout de trip to Texas. De grown folks rode in wagons and 

carts mlt de chaps all walked dat was big enuff. De men walked and toted 

their guns ~1d hunted all de way. Dey had plenty of fresh game to eat. 

My mother's name was Nellie Eell. I had one sister, Liza. I never 

saw my father; in fact, I never hea.rd. my mammy say anything about him and 

I don I t guess I ever asked her anything about him f~r I never thought any-

thing ab0ut not having a father. I guess he belonged to another family 

~d when we moved away he Was left behind and he didn't tr,r to find us 

after de War. 

My mammy and my sister and me belonged to young Master Jason Eell. We 
I 

was his onliest slaves and as he ~ married and lived at hooe wid his 

parents we waS worked and bossed by his father, Captn William Bell and his 

Wife, Miss Mary. 

After we moved to Texas, old Master built a 1)ig double log house, 

weather-boarded on de inside and out. It was painted white. Dey was a 

long gallery cle~ across de front of de house and a big open hall between 

de two front rooms. Dey waS three rooms on each side of de hall and a 

wide gallery across de back. De kitchen set back from de house and dey 

was a board walk leading to it. Vines was planted 'round de galler,r and 

9n each side of de walk in de summer time. De house was on a hill and set 
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back from de big road about a quarter of a mile and dey was big oa.'Ic and pine 

trees all Iround de yard. We had purty flowers, too. 

We had good quarters.. Dey wa.s log cabins, but de logs was peeled and 

square-adzed and put together with white plaster and had shuttered windows 

and pine floo 1's • Our furn i ture was home made but it was go od amd made our 

cabins comfortable. 

Old Master give us our allowance of staple food and it had to run us, 

too. We could raise our own gardens and in dat wBY.,we had purty plenty to 

eat. Dey took good care of us sick or well and old Mistress was awful good 

to us. 

My ~ wa.s de cook. I remember old ~~ster hRd some purty strict 

rules and one of 'em was iffen you burnt de bread you had to eat it. One 

d9.Y mammy burnt de bread. She was awful busy and forgot it end it burnt 

pUTty bad. She knowed dat old Master would be mad. and she I d be punished so 

she got some grub and her bonnet and she lit out. She hid in de woods and 

CAne br~ces for two weeks and dey couldn't find her either. One of de women 

slipped food out to her. Finally she come home and old Master give her a 
J.... 

whipping but he didn't h't:trt her none. He was glad to git her back. She 

told us dat she couldla slipped off to de North but she didn't want to leave 

us children. She was afraid young Master would be md and sell us and we'd 

a.-had. a hard time so she come back. I don I t know ~she ever burnt de 

bread any more or not. 

Once one of de men got his 'lowance and he de"cided he'd have de meat 

all cooked at once so he come to our cabin and got mammy to cook it for him. 

She cooked it and he took it home. One day he waS at work and a dog got in 

and et de meat all up. He didn't have much food for de rest of de week. He 

had to make out wid parched corn. 
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We all kept parched corn all de time and went 'round eating it. It was 

good to fill you up ifien you was hungry and waS nourishing. too. 

When de niggers cooked in dere own cabins dey put de food in a sort of 

tray or trough and everybody et together. Dey didn't have no dishes. fie 

allus ate at de !ig House as mammy had to do de cooking for de family. 

I never had to work h.q.rd as old Master wanted us to grow u;p strong. 

Held have mammy boil Jerusalem Oak an~ ma~e a tea for us to drink to cure 

us of worms ~~d we'd run races and get exercise so~we would be healthy. 

Old Mis,tress and old Master.had three children. Dey was two children 

dead between Master Jason and Miss Jane. Dey was a little girl 'bout my 

age, named Arline. We played together all de time. We used to set on de 

steps at night ~~d old Mistress would tell us about de stars. She'd tell 

us and show us cie Big Dipper, Little Dipper, Milky Way, Ellen's Yard, Job's 

Coffin, ~~d de Seven Sisters. I can show 'em to you and tell you all about 

'em yet. 

I scared Arline and made her fall and break her leg twice. One time 

we was on de porch after dark O!le night and I told. her dat I he2.rd something 

and I madtll like I could see it and she couldn't so she got scared and run 

and hung h.er toe in a crack and fell ofB de high porch and broke her leg. 

Another time while de War WaS going on we Wf),S dressed up in long dresses 

playing grown-ups. We h.~d playhouses under some big castor-bean bushes. 

We climbed up on de fence and jest for fun I told her det I seen some 

Yankees coming. She started to run end got tangled up in her long.dress 

and fell and broke her leg again. It nigh broke my heart for I loved her 

and she Imved me and she didn't tell on me either time. I used to visit 

her'after she was married and weld sure have a good visit talking 'bout 
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de things we used to do. We was sepe.rs.ted when we was about fifteen and 

~ 
didn't see~other any more till we weS both married and had children. I went 

to visit her at Br.rant, Brazos County, Texas and I ain't seen her since. I 
~ 

don't know ~ she is still living or not. 

I 'members hearing a man say dat once he waS a nigger trader. He'd 

buy end trade or sell 'em like they was stock. He become a christian and 

never sold any more. 

Our young Master went to de War end got v/O1md~d an.d come home and died. 

Old Master den took full charge of us and when de War ended he kept us be-

CaUse ~c s&id we didn't h~ve no folks and he said as our owner waS dead we 

wasn't free. Mother died about a year after de War, and some white folks 

took my sister but I wo.S afraid to go. Old Master told me iffen I left him 

he would cut my ears off end I'd starve c~d I don~t know what 8,11 he did 

tell me he'd do. I TImst a-been a fool but I was afraid to try it. 

I had so much work to do end I never did git to go anywhere. I reckon 

he was afraid to let me go off de place for fear some one would tell me 

what a. fool I was, so I never did git to go anywhere but h.ad to work all de 

time. I was de only one to work and old Mistress and de girls never had 
~ 

done no work ~.d didn f t know much about it. I had. a harder time 4eB- when 

we was slaves. 

I got to wanting to see my sister so I made up my mind to run off. 

One of vld Master's motherless nephews lived with him and I got him to go 

with me one night to the potato bank and I got me a lap full of potatoes 

to eat so I wouldn't starve like old Master Said I would. Dis white boy 

went nearly to a house where some white folks lived. I went to de house 

and told lem I wanted to go to where my sister waS and dey let me staY' fer 

a few days and sent me on to my sister. 
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I se,w old Master lots of times after I run away but he wasn't mad at me. 

r heard him tell de white folks dat I lived wid dat he rcised me and I sure 

wouldn't steal nor tell a lie. I used to steal brown sugar lumps whem 

mammy would be cooking but he dicln (t know 'bout dat. 

On holidays we used to allus have big dinners, 'specially on Christmas, 

and we allus had egg-nog. 

We 81l11s r..ad hog-jowl and pea,s on New Yea,rs Day 'caus.e iffen you'd 

have dat on New Years Day you'd have good luck all_de year. 

Iffen you have money on New Years' Day you will have money all de year. 

My husb&nd, Lewis Wells, lived to be one-hundred and seven years old. 

He died five years ago. He could see witches, spirits and ghosts but I 

never could. Dere are a few things det I've noticed 2~d dey never fail. 

Dogs howling and scritch owls hollering is allus a warning. My mother 

waS sick and we didn't think she was much sick. A dog howled and howled 

right outside de house. Old YlB.ster sny, "Nellie gonna die." Sure nuff she 

died dat night. 

~~other time a gentle old mule we he,d got after de children and run 

'em to do house and den he lay down and wallow and \Vc,llow. One of our 

child.ren Was dead 'fore a week. 

One of our neighbors say his (log been gone 'bout e week. He was walkin;g; 

and met de dog ~~d it lay down and stretch out on de ground and meesure a 

grave wid his body. He made him git up and he went home jest as fast as he 

could. When he got dere one of his children was dead. 

Iffen my left eye quiver I know lIm gwineter cry and iffen both my eyes 

quiver I know I gwinter laugh till I cry. I don't like for my eyes to 

quiver. 
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We has allus made our own medicine. Iffen we hadn1t we never could 

astood de chills.8-~d fevers. We made a tea out'n bitter weeds and bathed 
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in it to cure malaria_ We also made bread pills and soaked 'em in dis tea 

Rlld swallowed lem. After bathing in dis tea we'd go to bed and kiver up and 

sweat d.e malaria out. 

Horse mint and palm of crystal (C?stor-bean) and bul1nettle root boiled 

together will rrL~e a cure fer swelling. Jest bathe de swollen ?art in dis 

hot tea. 

Anvil dust and apple vinegar will cure dropsy. One tea cup of anvil 

dust to a quart of vinegar. Shake up well and bathe in it. It sure will 

cure de worse kind of a case. 

God worked through Abraham Lincoln and he answered de prayers of dem dat 

was wearing de burden of slavery. We cu1lud folks all love and honor Abraham 

Lincoln's memory and don't you think we ought to? 

I love to hear good singing. My favorite songs are: "Am I A Soldier Of 

The Cross'] an "How Can I Live In Sin and Doubt My Savior's Love." I belongs 

to de Baptist church. 
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JOD WHIT) 
Age 121 years 

Sand Springs, Okla. 

Of all my Mammy's children I am the first born and the longest living. 

The others all gone to join Mammy. She was named Mary White,. the same name 

as her Mistress, the wife of my first master, James White. 

About my pappy. I never hear hi s name and I never see him, not even 

when I was the least child around the old Master's place 'way back there in 

Georgia more'n one-hundred twenty years agol 

Mammy try to make it clear to me about my daddy. She married like the 

most of the slaves in them da1s. 

He was a slave on another plantation. One day he come for tq borrow 

something from Master White. He sees a likely looking gal, and the way it 

work out that gal was to be my Mammy. After that he got a pa.per sqing it 

was all right for him to be off his own plantation. He come a'courting over 

to Master Whites. After a while he talks with the Master. Says he wants to 

marry the gal, Mary. The Master says it's all right if it I s all right with 

Mary and the other white folks. He finds out it is and they makes ready for 

the wedding. 

Mary says a preacher wedding is the best but Master say he can marry 

them just as good. There wasn't no Bible, just an old Almanac. Master White 

read something out of that. That's all and they was married. The wedding was 

overl 

Ivery night he gets a leave paper from his Master and come 'OVer to be with 

his wife, Mar,y. The next morning he leaves her to work in the fields. Then 

one n~ght Jla.mmy' says he don It come home. The next night is the same, and the 

next. From then on ~ don't see him no more - never find 0ut what happeD 
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to my pappy. 

When 1 was born Mammy named me John, John 1hi tee She tells me 1 was the 

blackest 'whi tel boy she ever see! I stays with her till I was eleven year 

old. The Waster wrote down in the book when 1 was OOlU, April 10, 1816, and 

I know it's right. Mammy told me so, and Master told me when I was eleven 

and he sold me to Sarah Davenport. 

Mistress Sarah lived in Texas. Master 1I'hi te alway's selling and trading 

to folks allover the country. I hateE' t!" leave on account of )(ammy and the 

good way Master 1hi te fared. the slaves - they was good people. Mammy ory but 

I has to go just the same. The tears are on my face a long time after the 

leaving. I was hoping &11 the tlae to see 14ammy again, but that's the last 

time. 

We travels and travels on the stage coach. Once we cross the :Big Biver 

(Mississippi) on the boat and pick up with the horses on the other side. A 

new outfit and we rides some more. Seems like we going to wear c;u't all the 

hors(~s before we gets to the place. 

The Davenport plantation was way north of Linden. Texas, up in the 

Red River country. That's where 1 stayed for thirty-eight rear. !!.here I was 

drug through the hackles by the meanest master that ever lived. The Mistress 

was the best white woman 1 ever mew but Master Presley used his whip all the 

time, reaso~ or no reason, and I got scars to remember b71 

1 remembers the house. A heavy log house with a gallerl clear 

across the front. The ki tohen was back of the house. I work in there and I 

live in there. It wasn't built so good as the Master's house. The cold winds 

in the winter go through the cracks between the loglll like the walls was 

somewheres else, and I shivers with the miser" all the time. 

The oooking got to be my job. The washing too. Wa.~day come around 
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and I fills the tub with clothes. Puts the tub on my head and walks half a 

mile to the spring where I washes the clothes. Sometimes I run out of soa.p. 

Then I make ash soa.p right by the spring. I lea.rns to be careful about 

streaks in the clothes. I learns by the bull whip. One day the Ma.ster finds 

a. soa.py streak in his shirt. Then he finds me. 

The Military Boa.d goes by the place and the Master drives me down the 

road. and ties me to a tree. First he tears off the old shirt and then he 
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throws the bQll whi'p to me. When he is tired of beating me more torture 1s 

ar--coming. The sal t water cu.re. I t don't cure no thing but tha. t 's what the whi te 

folks called it. "Bere's at you." the Master say, and slap the salt water into 

the bleeding cuts. 'Here's at you!' The blisters burst ever,y time he slap me 

wi th the brine. 

Then I was loosened to stagger back into the k1 tchen. The Mistress 

couldn't do nothing about it 'cept to lay on the grease thick, with a kind 

word. to help stop the misery. 

Bation time was Saturday night. Every slave get enough fat pork, corn 

meal and such to last out the week. I reckon the Master figure it to the 

last bite because they wa.s D,O leavings over. Most likely the shortage catch 

them! 

Sometimes they'd. borrow, sometimes! sd slip somethings from out the 

kitchen. The single women folks was bad that way. I favors them wi th some-

thing extra. from the k1 tchen. Then they fave rs me - at night when the ovel'-

seer thinks everybody asleep in they own plaoes! 

I was al~s back to my kitohen bed long before the overseer give the 

get-up-knock. I hear the knook, he hear me answer. Then he blow the horn 
.. 

and shout the loud call, .ARE YOU UP, and. everybody know it wa.s four o'clock 

and pour out of the cabins ready for the chores. 
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Sometimes the white folks go around the slave quarters for the night. 

Not on the Davenport plantation, but some others close aroWld. The slaves 

talked about it amongst themselves. 

After a while they'd be a new baby. Yellow. When the child got old 

enough for chore work the master would eell him (or her). No difference was 

it his own flesh and. blood - if the price was right! 

I traffic with lots of the women. but never marries. Not even when I 

was free after the War. I sees too many married tro11bles to mess up with 

weh doings! 

Sometimes the master sent me alone to the grinding mill. Load in the 

yellow corn. hitch in the oxen, I was ready to go. I gets me fixed up with 

a pass and takes to the road. 

That was the trip I like best. On the way was a still. Off in the 

bresh. If the still was lonely I stop. not on the way to but on the way 

back. Mighty good whiskey, tool Maybe I drinks too much, theu I was sorry. 

Not that I swipe the whiskey, just sorry because I gets sick! Then I 

figures a. woods n;lJDp meeting will steady me up and I goes. 

The preacher meet me and want to lmow how is my feelings. I says I 

is low wi th the misery and he say to join up with the Lord. 

I never join because he don t t talk about the Lord. Just about the 

K~ster and Mistross. How the slaves must obey around the plantation - how 

the whi te folks know what is good for the sla.ves. Nothing about obeying the 

Lord and working for him. 

I reckon the old preacher was worrying more about the bull whip than 

he was the Bible, else he say something a'bout the Lord! But I Iilways bbeys 

the Lord - that's why I is still living! 

The slaves would pray fo r to get out of bondage. Some of them say the 

325 



Oklahoma 'Inters t Proj ect 

Lord told them to run away. Get to the North. Cross the Red. River. Over 

there would be folks to guide them to the Free State (Kansas). 

The LoM. never tell me to run a,,8.'9'. I never tried. it, maybe, because 

mostly the~ was caught by patrollers end. fetched back for a flogging - and 

I ha.d whippings enough already! 

:Before the Civil War was the fighting with Mexico. Some of the troops 

on they way south passed on the Militar.r Baad. Wasn't any fighting around 

Linden or Jefferson during the time. 

They .. as lots of traveling on the Military Boad:~ Yost of the time 

you could see covered wagons pulled. by mules and horses, and sometimes a 

crawling string of W8€Ons wi th oxen on the pulling end. 

From up in Arkansas come the stage coach along the road. To San 

Antonio. The drivers bring news the Mexicans just about all killed. off 

and the 'whi te folks say !ems was going to Join the Union. The country's 

going to be run different they say, but I never see no difference. Maybe. 

bec~se I ain't white folks. 

Wasn't many Mexicans around the old plantation. Come and go. Lots of 

Indians. Cherokees and Chootaws. Living in mud huts and cabin shacks. I 

never see them bother the wlrl1Bs. it was the other 'fIS3 arolind. 

-5-

During the Civil War, when the Bed River was bank: high with muddy wa.ter, 

the Yankee's made a target of Jefferson. That was a small tom down south 

of Linden. 

DOWli the ri var come a fiat barge with cannon fastened to the deck. The 

Yankee soldiers stopped aero .. the river from Jefferson and the shooting 

started. 

then the cannon went to popping the folks went arunning - hard to tell 

who ran the fastest, the whites or the blacks! Almost the town was wiped out. 

hildinga _8 smashed and big trees aut through wi th the cannon ball •• 
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ing: 

And all the time the Yankee d~s was a-beating and the soldiers sinB-

le'll hang Jeff Davis on a sour apple tree, 
As we go marching on! 

Before the Clvil War everybody had money. The white folks, not the 

negroes. Sometimes the master take me to the town stores. They was full of 

money. Oigar boxes on the counter. boxes on the shelf, all filled with money. 

Not the crink1ey paper kind. but hard, jingley gold and silverl Not like 

these scaree times! 

After the War I stay on the plantation 'til a soldier man tells me of 

the freedom. The master never tell us - negroes working just like before 

the War. 

That's when I leave the first time. Slip off t saying nothing,· to 

Jefferson. There I found some good white folks going to New Orleans. First 

place we f!P is Shreveport, by wagon. They took me because I fix up with them 

to do the 00 oking. 

On to the Big River (Mis;;ir.sippi) and boards a river steamboat for New 

Orleans. Lots of negroes going down there - to work on the canal. 

The whole town was bull t on logs covered with dirt. Trying to raise 

itself right out of the swamp. Sometime·s the water get high and folks run 

for the hills. When I got there almost was I ready to leave. 

I like Texas the best. ~ack to Jefferson i~ Where I go. Fifteen-twenty 

mile below Linden. Almost the first person I see was Master Davenport. 

He says, "Black rascal, Y'ou is coming with me." .And I do. He tried. to 

keep his slaves and just laugh when I tell him about the freedom. I worked 

for food and quarters 'til his meanness come cropping out again. 

Tha. t 1fasn' t long and he threatened me wi th. the whip and the buck and 

gag. The buck and gag wa.s mqbe worse. I got to feeling that iron stick in 
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my mouth, fastened. around mT head with chains. pressing bard on my tongue. 10 

drinking, no eating, no taJ.king! 

So I slip off again. !hat night I goes through L-inden. Crawling on my 

hands and knees! Xeeping in the dark spots. hiding from the whites, I til I 

pass the last house, then my feets hurries me to Jefferson, Where I geta a 

ride to Arkansas. 

In Busselville i, where I stop. ~ere I worked around in the yards. 

cutting the grass. fancying the flower beds, and earned a little money for 

clothes and eats, wi th some of it spent for good whiSkey. 

bt 8S the reason I left Arlqu:l.sas. Whiskey. !he lay got after me to 

tell where was a man's whiskey still. I just leave so's I WOD' t have to tell. 

But while I was maldll& a 11 ttle IlODey in Ru.eselville, I lose out on some 

big money, account some white folks beat me to ~t. 

I was out in the hills weat of town, walking along the banks of a little 

creek, when I heard a voice. ((.ueer like. I caJ.led out who is that talking 

and I hears it again. 

1100 to the whi te oak tree and you will find Ninety Thousand Dolle.rs! II Tba. t' a 

what I hear. 1 loek around, nobody il!l sight, but I sse the tree. A big white 

oak: tree standing taller than all the rest 'round about. 

Under the tree was a grave. An old grave. I scratch around but fil!lo.s no 

money and thinks of getting some help. 

1 done some work for a white man in town and told him about the voice. 

Re promiaed to go wi th me, but the next day he to ok two whi te mens s.nd d.ug 

a.round the tree. Then he says they waa no thing to find. 

!ro this dtq I know better. I know Wherever theyl. a. ghost, money is 

aroWD4 8omeplace! !bat'. what the ghost comes back for. 

Somebody dies ani leaves buried money. The ghost watcb.es over it I til it 
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sees lomebody it likes. Then ghost shows himself -lets benr he ' • around. 

Sometimes the ghost tells where is the money buried. like tha.t time at 

Russel ville. 

That aln r t the only ghost I've seen or hea.rd. I see one arOUDi.! the 

Yard where I is living now. ... woman. Some of these times she'll tell me 

where the buried money ls. 

Mqbe the post WODl&D thinks I is too old to ~g. But I been a-41gging 

! 
all these long years. ~er a bite to eat aDd a sleep-UDder COVer. 

I reckon pretty loon ahe'l golng to tell where'te dig. 1'hen she does, 

then old Unele John won't have to dig for the eats 110 more! 
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Tul sa, Okla. 

Ex':'Slaves 

Iffen I could see better out'n my old eyes, and-r had me something 

to work with and de feebleness in ~~ back and head would let me 'lone, I 

would have me plenty to eat in de kitchen all de time, and plenty tobaccy 

in my pipe, too, "bless God!· 

And dey wouldn't be no rain trickling through de holes in de roof, 

and no planks all fell outln de flo' on de gallery neither, 'cause dis one 

old nigger knows everything about making all he need to gi t along! Old 

Master done showed him how to gi t along in di s world, jest as long as he 

live on a plantation, but living in de town is a different way of living, ' 

and all you got to have is a silver dime to lay down for everything you 

want, and I don't git de dime very often. 

But I aint give up! Nothing like datI On de days when I don't 

feel so feeble and trembly I jest keep patching 'round de place. I got to 

keeu patching so as to keep it whar it will hold de winter out, in case I 

git to see another winter. 

Iffen I don't, it dontt grieve me none, 'cause I wants to see old 

Master again anyways. I recleon maybe I'll jest go up an ask him what he 

want me to do, and he'll tell me, and iffen I don't know how he'll show me 

how, and I'll try to do ~t. to please him. And when I gi tit done I wants to 

hear him grumble like he used to and say, "Oharley, you ain't got no sense 

but you is a good boy. Dis here ain't very good but it'll do, I reclean. 

Git yourself a little piece 0 1 dat brown sugar, but don't let no niggers see 

you eating it -- if you do I'll whup your black behind! II 

Dat ain't de wa:y it going be in Heaven, I rec..'4:on, but I cu.a,t set 

here on dis old rottendy gallery and think of no way I better like to have it! 
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I was a great big hulking buck of a boy when de War come along 

and bust up everything, and I can member back when everybody was living 

neaceful and happy, and nobody never had no notion about no war. 

I was borned on the 'leventh of January, in 1843, and was old 

enollgh to vote when I got my freedom, but I didn't take no stock in all dat 

yolitics and goings on at dat time, and I didn't vote till a long time after 

old Master passed s.wa::r, but I was big enoug)1 before de War to remember 

everything pretty plain. 
.,. 

Old Master name was John Williams, and old Mistress name was Miss 

Betty, and she was a Oaml)bell befo.re she married. Yotmg Missy was named Betty 

after her mommy, and Young Master was named Frank, but I don't know who after. 

Our overseer was Mr. Si~Dons, and he was mighty smart and had a lot of 

?atience, but he wouldn't take no talk nor foolishness. He didn't Whup 

nobody very often, but he only had to whup 'em jest one time! He never did 

whup;a nigger at de time the nigger done something. but he would wait till 

evening and have old llaster come and watch him do it. He never whupped ver,y 

hard 'cept when he had told a nigger about something and promised a whupping 

next time and the nigger done it again. Then that nigger got what he had 

been hearing 'bout! 

De plantation was about as big as any. I thiruc it had about three 

hundred acres, and it was about two miles northwest of Monroe, Louisiana. 

Then he had another one not so ·big, two -- three miles south of the big one, 

kind of down in the woodsy part along the White river bottoms. He had another 

overseer on that place and a ~ig passel of niggers, but I never did go down 

to that one. That was where he raised most of his corn and shoats, and lots 

of sorghum cane. 

Our plantation was up on higher ground, and it was more open country, 
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but still they was lots of woods all around and lots of the plantations had 

been whaCked right out of de new ground and was full of stumps. Master's . -
place was more open, though, and all in the fields was good plowing. 

The big road runned right along past our plantation, and it come 

from Shreveport and run into Monroe. There wasn l t any town at Monroe in 

them d~st jest a little cross roads place with a general store and a big 

hide house. I think there was about two big hide houses, and you could 

smell that place a mile before you got into it. Old Master had a part in de 

store, I think. 

De hide houses was jest long sheds, all open along de sides and 

kivered over wid cypress clapboards. 

Down below de hide houses and de store was jest a little settle-

ment of one or two houses, but they was a school for white Doys •. Somebody 

said there was a place where they had been an old fort, but I never did see it. 

Everything Doughten we got come from Shreveport, and was brung in 

by the stage and the freighters, and that was only a little coffee or gun-

powder, or some needles for the sewing, or some strap iron for the black-

smith, or something like date We made and raised everything else we needed 

right on the place. 

I never did even sec any quinine till after I was free. 1~ m~~y 

knowed jest what root to go out and pull up to knock de chills right outln 

me. And de bellyache and de nL~ning off de same w~, too. 

Our plantation was a lot different from some I seen other places, 

like w~y east of there, around Vicksburg. Some of them was fixed up fancier 

but dey didn't have no more comforts than we had. 

Old Master come out into that country when he was a young man, and 

they didn't ~~ve even so much then as they had when I was a boy. I think he 
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t::ome from Alabama or Tennessee, and way back his neoD1e had. come from Virginia. 

or ma,ybe Harth Carolina, 'cause he bowed all about tobacco on the -o18.ce. 

Cotton and tobacco was de long crops on his ?ig place, and of course lots of 

~':orses and cat tIe and mules. 

De big house was made out '.n square hewed logs, and chinked wid 

li tt1e rocks cmcl d.aubed wid white clay, and ki vered wid cY!lress clapooards. 

I remember one time we 'Out on a ne:w roof, and de niggers hauled up de cypress 

logs ~~d sawed dem and fro~ed out de clapboards by hand • 

. 
De house r~d two setting rooms on one side and a Dig kitchen room 

on de other, wid a wide passage in, between, and den abmlt was d.e sleeping 

rooms. T'ney wasn't no stairways 'cepting on de out side. Steps run u.p to 

de slee::;ing rooms on one side from de passage'7lay and on de other side from 

clee..n outside de house. Je·st one big chimb1ey was all he had, and it was on 

de ki tohen end, arret we done all de cooking in a fireu1ace dat was purty nigh 

as wide as de whole room. 

In de sleeping rooms dey wasn't no fires 'centing in brazers made 

out of clay, and we toted up charcoal to burn in 'em when it was cold. mornings 

in de winter. Dey ke:9t vrarr,l wide de bed clothes 3lld de leni tten c10tnes dey had. 

Haster never did make a big gallery on de house, but our waite 

folks would set out in de yard under de big trees in de shade. They was long 

benches made out'n hewed logs and all padded wid gray moss ~~d corn shuck 

padding, and dey set ~retty soft. All de furniture in de h~~se was home-made, 

too. De beds had square posts as big around as my shank and de frame was 

mortised into 'em, and holes bored in de frame and home-made rope laced in to 

make it springy. Den a great big mattress fu.ll of g00se feathers and two--three 

comforts as think as my foot wid carded wool inside! Dey didn't need no fire-

places! 
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De quarters was a little piece from de big house, and dey run along 

both sides of de road dat go to de fields. All one-room log cabins, but dey 

was good and warm, and eve~ one had a little ouen shed at de side whar we 
"" 

sleep in de summer to keep cool. 

They was two or three wells at de quarters for water, and some 

good springs in de branch at de bac1: of de fields. You could ketch a fish 

now and den in dat branch, but Young Master used to do his fiShing in White 

River, and take a nigger or two along to do de work at his camp. 

It wasn't very fancy at de Big House, buf it was mighty pretty 

jest de same, wid de gray moss h~ging from de big trees, and de cool green 

grass allover de yard, and I can shet my old eyes and see it jest like it 

was before de War come along and bust it up. 

I can see old Master setting out under a big tree smoking one of 

his long cheroots his tobacco nigger made by hand, and fanning hlsself wid 

his big wide hat. another nigger platted out'n young inside corn shucks for 

him, and I can hear him holler at a big bunch of white geeses what's gitting 

in his flower beds and see lem string off behind de old gander towaras de 

big road. 

When de day begin to crack de whole plantation break out widt all 

kinds of noises, and you could tell what going on by de kind of noise you hear. 

Come de daybrea~ you hear de guinea fowls start pot racking down at 

de edge of de woods lot, and den de roosters all start up 'round de barn and 

de ducks finally wake up and jine in. You can smell de sow belly fr,ring down 

at the cabins in de II row", to go wid de hoecake and de buttermilk. 

Den purty soon de wind rise a little, and you can hear a old bell 

donging way on some plantation a mile or two off, and den more bells at other 

places and maybe a horn, and purty soon ·younder go old Master's old ram horn 
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wid a long toot and den some short toots, and here come de overseer down de 

row of cabins, hollering ri~~t and left, and picking de ham outln his teeth 

wid a long shiny goose Q.uill pick. 

Bells and horns! Bells for dis and horns for datI All we knowed 

was go and come by de bells and horns! 

Old rarn horn blow to send us all to de field. We all line up, 

about seventy-five field niggers, and go by de tool shed and git our hoes, 

or maybe go hitch up de mules to de plows and lay de plows out on de side so 

de overseer can see irfen de points is shart. AnY'plow gits broke or de point 

fits bungled up on de rocks it goes to do blacksmith nigger, den we all git 

on down in de field. 

Den de anvil start dangling in de blacksmith shop; "Tank! Deling-

ding! Tank! Deling-ding! ", and dat ole bull tongue gi tting straightened 

out! 

Oourse you can't hear de shoemaker awling and pegging, and de card 

spinners, and de old mar:uny sewing by hand, but maybe you can hear de old loom 

going "frump, frump", and you know it all right iffen your clothes do be 

wearing out, 'cause you ~Nine git new britches purty soon! 

We had about a hundred niggers on dat place, young and old, and 

about twenty on de little place down below. We could make about every kind 

of thing but coffee and gunpowder dat our whitefolks and us needed. 

When we needs a hat we gi ts inside cornshucks and ,.,eave .one out, 

and makes horse collars de SMle way. Jest tie two little soft shucks together 

and begin plaiting. 

All de cloth 'cepti~de Mistress' Sunday dresses come from de sheep 

to de carders and de spinners and de weaver, den we dye it wid "butternut" 

and hickory bark and indigo and other things and set it wid copperas. Leather 

tanned on de place made de shoes. and I.never see a store boughten wagon wheel 
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'cepting among de stages and de freighters along de big road. 

We made purty, long back-combs out'n cow horn, and knitting neddles 

out'r~ second hickory. Split a young hickory and'put in a big wedge to prize 

it open, then cut it down and let it season, and you got good bent gra~n for 

wagon hames and chair rockers and such. 

It was jest like d,at until I was grown, and den one day come a 

neighbor man and say we in de War. 

Little while young Master Frank ride over to Vicksburg and jine de o. 

J '~_ 

Se8esh army, but old Master jest go on 1al{ nothing happen, and we all don't 

hear nothing more until long come some 8esesh soldiers and take most old 

Master's hosses and all his wagons. 

I bin working on de tobacco, and when I come back to de barns every-

thing was gone. I would go into de woods and git good hickory and burn it 

till it was all coals and put it out wid water to ma.1{:e hickory charcoal for 

curing de tobacco. I had me some charcoal ,in de fire trenches under de curing 

hO'llses, all full of new tobacco, and overseer come and s~ bundle all de 

tobacco up and he going truce it to Shreveport and sell it befo' de soldiers 

taJ..~e t t too. 

After de hosses all gone and most de cattle and de cotton and de 

tobacco gone too, here come de Yankees and spread out allover de whole 

country_ Dey had a big camp down below our plantation. 

One evening a big bunch of Yankee officers come up to de 'Big 

House and old Master set out de brandy in de yard and dey act purty nice. 

Next day de whole bunch leave on out of dat part. 

When de hosses and stuff all go old Master sold all de slaves but 

about four, but he kept my pappy and mammy and my brother Jimmie and my sister 

Betty. She was named after old Mistress. Pappy's name was Charley and mammy's 

was Sally. De niggers he kept didn't have much work without any, hosses and 
: 
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wagons, but de blacksmith started in fixing up more wagons and he kept them 

hid in de woods till they was all fixed. 

Den along come some more Yankees, and dey tore everything we had 

up, and old Master was afeared to shoot at them on account his womenfolks,' 

so he tried to Bneak the iambly out but theykotched him and prung him back 

to de plantation. 

We niggers didn't know dat he was gone until we seen de Yankees 

bringing dem back. De Yankees had done took charge of everything and was 

camping in de 'big yard, and us was all down at de qUarters scared to death, 

but dey was jest letting us alone •. 

It was night when de white folks tried to go away, and still 

night when de Yankees brung dem back, and a house nigger.come down to de 

quarters wid three--four mens in blue clothes and told us to come up to de 

Big House •. 

De yankees didn't seem to be mad wid old Master, but jest laughed 

and talked wid him, but he didn't take de jokes any too good. 

Den dey asked him Bourd he dance and he said no, and dey told him 

to dance or make us dance. Dar he stood inside a big ring of dem mens in blue 

clothes, wid dey brass buttons shining in de light from de fire dey had in 

front of de tents, and he jest stood and said nothing, and it look 18k he 

wasn't wanting to tell us to dance. 

So some of us young bucks jest step up and say we was good dancers, 

and we start shuffling while de rest of de niggers pat. 

Some nigger women go back to de quarters and git de gourd fiddles 

and de clapping bones made outln beef ribs, and bring dam back so we could 

have some wsie. We gi t all warmed up and dance 18k we never did dance befo'! 

I speelt we invent some new steps dat night! 
/. 
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We act lak we dancing for de Yankees, but we tru.ing to please 

Master and old Mistress more than anything, and purty soon he begin to smile 

a little and we all feel a lot better. 

Next day de Yankees move on away from our place, and old Master 

start gitting readY to move out. We git de wagons we hid, and de whole 

~assel of us leaves out for Shreveport. Jest left de old place standing 

like it was. 

In Shreveport old Master git his cotton and tobacco money what he 

been afraid to have sent back to de plantation when he sell his stuff t and 

we strike out north through Arkansas. 

Dat was de awfullest trip any man ever make! We had to hide from 

everybody u..'1til we find out if dey Yankees or Se6esh, and we go along little 

old back: roads and up one mountain and dovm another, through de woods all de 

way. 

After a long time we gi t to the Misso~ line, an,¢i kind of cut off 

through de corner of dat state into Kansas. r don I t know how we ever git 

across some of dem rivers but we did. ,Dey nearl~ always would be some soldiers 

arou..'Ild de fords, and dey would help us find de best crossing. Sometimes we 

had to unload de wagons and dry out de stuff what all got wet, and camp a d~ 

or two to fix up again. 

Purty soon we git to Fort Scott, anQ that was whar de roads forked 

ever whichaways. One went on north and one east and 'one went d~wn into de 

Indian country. It was full of soldiers coming ru1d going back and forth to 

Arkansas and Fort Gibson. 

We took de road on west through Kansas, and made for Colorado Springs. 

Fort Scott was all run down, and the old places whar dey used to have 

de soldiers was all fell in in most places. Jest old rackety walls and leaky 

roofs, and a big pole fence made out'n poles sot in de grcrund all tied together, 
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out it was falling dOTIn too. 

They 'tTas lots of wagons all around what Delong to de army, hauling 

stuff for de soldiers, and some folks tali' old Master he couldn't malee us 

niggers go wid him, but we said we wanted to an yways, so we jest went on west 

across Kansas. 

When we got away on west we come to a fork, and de best roact went 

kinda south into Mexico,and we come to a little :place called Clayton, Mexico 

whar we camped a while and then went north. 

Dat place is in New Me:dco now, but old lIaster jest called it 

I!e:dco. Somebody showed me whar it is on de map, and it look lak ita long 

r:rays offln our road to Colorado Springs, out I guess de'road jest wind off 

down dat ways at de time we went over it. It was jest two or three houses 

made outln mud at dat time, and a store whar de soldiers and de Indians 

come and done trading. 

About dat time old lIaster sell off some of de stuff he been taldng 

along, 'cause de wc::gons loaded too heavy for de mountains and he figger he 

better have de money than some of de stuff, 1 reckon. 

On de way north it was a funny countr,y. We jest climb all day long 

gitting up one side of one bunch of mountains, and all de nigger men have to 

push on de wheels while de mules pull and den scotch de wheels while de mules 

rest. Ever,rDodY but de whitefolks has to walk most de time. 

Down in de valleys it was warm like in Louisiana, but it seem lak 

de sun aint so hot on de head, but it look lak ever,r time night come it ketch 

us up on top of one of dam mountains,' and it almost as cold as in de winter 

time! 

All de niggers had shoes and plenty warm clothes and we wrap up at 

night in everything we can git. 
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we git to Fort Scot~ again, and den de Yank~e officers come and ask all us 
-.::: 

niggers iffen we want to leave old Master and stay dar and work, 'cause we 

all free noiV. Old hhster say we can do what we ple~se about it. 

A few of de niggers stay dar in Fort Scott, but most of us say 

we gwine stay wid old Master, and we don't care iffen we is free or not. 

When we gi t back to Monroe to de old place us niggers gi t a btg 

sur:9rise. We didn't hear about it, but some old Master's kinfolks back in 

Virginia done come out dar an fix de place up and kept it for him while we 

in Colorado, and it look 'bout as good as when we left it. 

-12';' 

He cut it up in chtuUcs and put us niggers out on it on de halves, 

but he had to sell part of it to git de money to git us mules and tools and 

fOLmd to run on. Den after while he 'had to sell some more, and he seem 18k 

he git old mighty fast. 

YOUllg Master bin in de big battles in Virginia, and he git hit, 

and den he git sick, and when he come home he jest lru{ a old man he was so 

feeble. 

About dat time they was a lot of people coming into dat countr,r 

from de North, and dey kept telling de niggers dat de thing for dem to do 

was to be free, and come and go whar dey please. 

Dey try to git de darkeys to go and vote but none us folks took 

much stock by what dey say. Old Master tell us plenty time to mix in de 

poH tics when de younguns gi t educated and know what to do. 

Jest de same he never mind iffen we go to de dances and de singing 

and sech. He allus lent us a wagon iffen we want to barry one to go in, too. 

Some de niggers what work for de white folks from de North act 

purty uppity and big, and come pestering 'round de dance places and try to 

talk up ructions amongst us, b~t it don't last long. 

De Ku Kluckers start riding 'round at night, and dey pass de word 
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dat de darkeys got to have a pass to go and come and to stay at de dances. 

Dey have te gi t de pass f::::-om de white folks dey werte for, and passes writ 

froTI de Northern people wOlUdn't do no good. Dat de way de Kluckers keep 

the darkies in line. 

De Kluckers jest ride up to de dance ground and look at ever;/bodyt s 

passes, and iffen some darkey dar widout a pass or got a pass from de wrong 

man dey run him home, and iffen he talk big and won't go home dey whop him 

and malte him go. 

Any nigger out on de road after dark liable to run across de 

Kluckers, and he better have a good pass! All de dances got to bust Uf at 

about 'leven o'clock, too. 

One time I scen three-fou::::- !G.uckers on hoso:es, all wrap-oed UD in 
--', -

white, and dey was making a black boy git home. Dey was riding hosses and he . 

was trotting down de road ahead of 'em. Ever time he stop and start talking 

dey pop de whip at his heels and he start trotting'on. He was so made he was 

c~ring, but he was gitting on down de road jest de same. 

I seen 'em coming and I gi ts out my pass young Master writ so I 

could show it, but when dey ride by one in front jest turns in his saddle and 

look back at tother men and nod his head, and they jest ride on by widiout 

stopping to see my pass. Dat man Itnowed me, I reckon. I looks to see iffen 

I knowed de hoss, but de Kluckers sometime swapped dey hosses 'round amongst 

'em,so de hoss maybe wasn't hisn • 

Dey wasn't very bad 'cause de niggers 'round dar wasn't bad, but 

1 hear plenty of darkeys git whopped in other places 'cause dey act up and 

say dey don't have to take off dey hats in de white stores and such. 

Any nigger daP- behave hi sself and don I t go running I round late at 

night and drinking never had no trouble'wid de Kluckers. 

YO\lIlg Mistress."go off and git married, but I don't remember de name 
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'cause she live off somewhar else, and de next year~ I think it wa~, my 

pappy and mammy go on a :place about five miles away owned by a man named 

Mr. Bumpus, and I go 'long wid my sister ]etty and brother Jimmie to help 1 em. 

I live around dat :place and ne~er marl1' till old mammy and pappy 

both gone, and Jimmie and Betty both married and I was gitting about forty 

year old myself, and den I go up in Kansas and work around till I gi t married 

at last. 

I was in Fort Scott, and I married Mathilda Black in 1900, al"ld 

she is 73 years old now a.'rld was born in !1'ennessee. ~'We went to Pittsburg, 

Kansas, and lived from 1907 to 1913 when we come to Tulsa. 

Young Master's children writ to me once in a while and telled me 

how dey gitting 'long UTI to about twenty year ago, and den I never heard 

no mo~e about 'em. I never had no children, and it look lal~ my wife going 

outlive me, so my mainest hope when I goes on is seeing Mammy and Pappy and 

old Master. Old overseer, I speck, was too devilish mean to be thar! 

'Course I loves my Lord Jesus same as anybody, but you see I never 
I 

~ear much about Him until I was grown, and it seem lruc you got to hear about 
,<-

religion when you little to soaY it up and put much b;,T it. Nobody could 

~ead de Bible when I was a boy, and dey wasn't no white preachers tall~ed to 

de niggers. We had meeting sometimes, bat de nigger preacher jest talk 

about bein a good nigger and "doing to please de Master," and I allus thought 

he meant to please old Master, aLd I alIas wanted to do dat anywa:ys. 

So dat de reason I allus remember de time old Master pass on. 

It was about two years after de War, and old Master been mighty 

porely all de time. One day we was working in de Bumpus field and a nigger 

come on a mule and say old Mtstress like to have us go over to de old place 

'cause old Master mighty low and calling mine and Pappy's and Mammy's name. 
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Old man Bumpus say go right ahead. 

When we git to de Big House old Master setting pr9Pped up in de bed and 

you can see he mighty low and outln his head. 

He been talking about gitting de oats stacked, 'cause it seem to him 

laIr it gitting gloomy-dark, and it gnine to rain, and hail gV'line to ketch de 

oats in de shocks. Some nigger come running up to de back door wid an old horn 

old. 1~istres$ .. _sent him out to hunt up, and he blowed it so old Master could hear 

it. 

Den purty soon de doctor come to de door and say old Master wants 

de bell rung 'cause de slaves should oU~lt to be in from de fields, 'cause 

it gitting too dark to work. Somebody git a wagon tire and beat on it like 

a bell ringing, right outside old Master's window, and den we all go up on de 
........ , 

:porch and peep in. Ever.r body was snuffling kind of ~uiet, • cause we can't 

help it. 

VIe hear old Master say, "Dat's all right, Simmons. I don't want my 

niggers working in de rain~ Go down to de quarters and see dey all dried off 

good.. Dey ain't got no sense but dey all good niggers." Everybody around· 

de bed was cr.ring, and we all was cr".ring too. 

Den old Mistress come to de door a~d say we c&~ go in and look at 

him if we want to. He was still setting prop:ped up, but he was gone. 

I stayed in Louisiana a long time after dat, but I didn't care 

nothing about it, and it look lak I'm staying a long time past my time in dis 

world, 'cause I don't care much about staying n9 longer only"I hates to leave 

Mathilda. 

But any time de Lord want me I'm ready, and I likes to think when 

He ready He going tell old Master to ring de bell for me to come mn in. 
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I was a Cherokee slave and now I am a Cherokee freedwoman, and besides 

that I am a quarter Cherokee my own self. And this is the way it is. 

I was born in 1850 along the Arkansas river about half way between Fort 

Smith and old Fort Coffee and the Skul~ille boat landing on the river. 

The farm place was on the north side of the river on the old wagon road what 

run from Fort Smith out to Fort Gibson, and that old road was like you 

couldn't hardly call a road when I first remember seeing it. The ox teams 

bog down to they bellies in some placy, and the wagon wheel mighty nigh 

bust on the big rocks in some places. 

I remember seeing soldiers coming along that old road lots of times, 

and freighting wagons. and wagons what we all know carry mostly wiskey. 

am that was breaking the law, tool Them soldiers catch the man with that 

whiskey they sure P'l.t him up for a long timet less'n he put some silver in 

they hands. That's what my Uncle Nick say. That Uncle Nick a mean Negro. 

and he ought to know about that. 

Like I tell you, I am quarter Cherokee. My m~ was named Adeline and 

she belong to old Master Ben Johnson. Old Master Ben bring my grandmammy 

out to that Sequoyah district V/'ay back when they call it Arkansas. mammy tell 

me. and God only know who my mammy's pa is. but mine was old Master Ben's 

boy, Ned Johnson. 

Old Master Ben come from Tennessee when he was still a young man, and he 

bring a whole passel of slaves and my mammy say they all was kin to one 

another. all the slaves I mean. He was a white man that married a Cherokee 
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woman, and he was a elml on thi8 earth.. I d.ontt want to talk about hi. neu. 

1hi te folks was _an to us like the d.eTil, and so I 3.lt let them pass. 

When I SaT·-r brothers a.nd siate" I mean . .,. half brothe" and. ai8ters, you. 

mow, but mqbe 80_ of them was JIll' whole ldn 81J.TfI8:18 t I d0J?' t know. !heT 

was Lottie that was sole!. off to a Starr because she woulda't haYe a baby. 

aDd a, Dave. jen, Ji. and"lfed. 

J(y DaIle 1s Sarah now bu.t it was .lJmie until I was eight Jean old. ICr 
... 

old Kistresl' Dame was Almie and she D.&1IIe me that •. ancl JIa.DImT was afraid to 

change it until 014 Jliatres. died, thea she change it. She hate old Kistress 

and' th8.t ria1Ie too. 

Lottie'a DaJD8 was Armie, too, btlt JlaBmrT changed it in her own miDd but 

she was af'ra1cl to 1ST it out 10124, a-feared lhe woule!. get a whipping. lken 

lister waa 1014 off Ifa.DIm7 tell her to call herself Jlmie when she Wall 

leaTiAg but ca.l.l herself Lottie when she glt over to the Starrs. Alld lhe 

done it too. I aeen her after that and aha was called Lottie all right. 

1'he lfegroes lived all lmddled up in a bunch in little one-roODl log 

cabi. with stick a.nd ~ chime)'8. We lived i~ one. and it ha.d beds for us 

children like shelves in the wall. IIa1mDT used to help 118 up iRto them. 

&aDa_mmy w... Id.ghtl' old aDd llistress was old too. GraDdJl8I"mT set on 

the Master'l porch aDd minded the "aby .,st17. I tldmk: it was Young .. ter'a. 

Ie was 'lI&l'1'ied to a Cherokee girl. !heT 1fa8 se.,..ral of the b018 btlt on17 
ODe girl, liela. !he old llaster's 1)071 were J.aron, John, •• d, 07 aD4 Iathan. 

!heT 1i.,.ed ill a double log house made out of square hewed logs, and with a 

double fireplace ftt of rock where thaT warmed theiree1.,.e. on one .iu aDd 

cooke, OR the other. . !Jae7 W a long front poreh where theT eet .,st of· the 

• • 
t1_ 1D. tbe suaer, and 11ept on it too. 
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There waS over a hundred acres in the Kaster's farm, and it was all 

bottom land too, and maybe you think: he let them slaves off eas7' Work 
. 

from dqlight to darkl 'l'heT all hated him and. the overseer too, and before 

slavery ended 1fT grandmamm)" was dead and old Mistress 1'8.8 dead and old. 

Master was mighty feeble and Uncle !lick had run aws:r to the North soldien 

and they never got him back. He run aWB¥ once before. about ten years be- . 

fore I WB.8 born, Ila.mm7 sq, but the Cherokees went over l.~ the Creek Nation 

and got him back that time. 

!he wtq he made the Negroes work so barel, old Kaster must have been 

trying to get rich. When they wouldn't stand for a whipping he would sell 

them. 

I saw him sell a old woman and her son. Jmst have been -.q aunt. She 

was a.lwqa pestering around trying to get something for herself, and. one 

clay she was cleaning the yard. he seen her pick up something and put It In-

side her apron. He flew at her end cussed her, and started like he was 

going to hither but sbe just stood right up to him and never budged, and 

when he come close she just screamed out loud and run at him with her 

fingers st\tok out straight and jabbed him in the belly_ He had a big soft 

belly. too, and It hurt him. He seen she wasn't going to be afraid, and 

he set out to sell her. He went off on hi8 horae to get some men to co .. 

and bi4 on her and her boy. and all us children was mighty scared about It. 
\ 

!beT woul.4 have hangings at Fort 86u th courthouse, and old IIsster would 

take a 8laTe there iiometimes to see the hanging, and that alave would come 

back and tell us, all scary stories about the hanging. 

One ti_ he whipped a whole bunch of the men on account of a fight in 

the quarters, and then he took them all to Port 8.1 til \0 see a hanging. He 
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tied them all in the wagon, and when they had seen the hanging he asked them 

if they was seared of them dead men hanging up there. They all said )'es D of 

course, but Jq old uncle Nick was a bad Negro and he said, MNo, I dnt 

a-feared of them nor nothing else in this world", and old Master ju.ped on 

him while he was tied and beat him with a rope, and then when theT got home 

he tied old Nick to a tree and took his shirt off and poured the cat-o-:c.ine-

tails to him until he fainted away and fell over like he was dead. 

I never for.at Beeing all that blood all over·~ uncle, and if I 

could hate that old Indian 8l1T more I guess I would, but I hated hill all I 

could already' I reckon. 

Old ){aster wasn't the only hellion neither. Old Mistress just as bad, 

and she took most ot her wrath out hitting us children all the time. She 

waS afraid of the grown Negroes. Afraid of what they might do while old 

Master Wall aw83'. but she beat us children all the time. 

She would call lie, "Come here Annie1· aDd I wouldn't mow what to do. 

If I went when she called "Annie" 'JIf3' ~ would beat me for answering to 

that name, and it I didn't go old Kistress would beat me for that. That 

made me hate both of them, and I got the devil in me and I wouldn't come to 

either one. 117 grandm8JRl'l1T minded the Jlaster's 1&-rd, and she set OD. the 

front porch all the time, and when I was called I would run to her and she 

wouldn't lat ~body touCh me. 

When I was eight years old old Mistress died, and GrandmaJl1J'lY' told me whT 

old Kistress picked on me so. She told me about me being half Kister Nedts 

blood. Then I knowetl wq Mister Ned would sq, "Let her along, she got big: 
, ' 

big blood in her". elld then laugh. 
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Young Mister Ned was a devil, too. When his mammy died he went out and 
"blanket married." I mean he brung in a half white and half Indian woman 
and just lived with her. 

The slaves would get rations every Monday morning to do them all week. 
The Overseer would weigh and measure according to how many in the family, and 
if you run out you just starve till you get some more. We all know the 
overseer steal some of it for his own self but we can't do anything, so we 
get it from the old Master some other way. 

One day I was carrying water from the spring and I run up on Grandmammy 
and Uncle Nick skinning a cow. "What you-all doing?", I say, and they say 
keep my mouth shut or they kill me. They was stealing from the Master to 
piece out down at the quarters with. Old Master had so many cows he never 
Did count the difference. 

I guess I wasn't any worse than any the rest of the Negroes, but I was 
bad to tell little lies. I carry scars on my legs to this day where Old 
Master whip me for lying, with a rawhide quirt he carry all the time for 
his horse. When I lie to him he just jump down offn his horse and whip me 
good right there. 

In slavery days we all ate sweet potatoes all the time. When they 
didn't measure out enough of the tame kind we would go out in the woods and 
get the wild kind. They growed along the river sand betaween where we lived 
And Wilson's Rock, out west of our place. 

Then we had boiled sheep and goat, mostly goat, and milk and wild greens 
and corn pone. I think the goat meat was the best, but I aint had no teeth 
for forty years now, and a chunk of meat hurts my stomach. So I just eats 
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grits mo~tly_ Besides hoeing in the field, chopping sprouts, shearing aheep, 

carrying water, cutting firewood, picking cotton and sewing I was the one they 

picked to work Mistress' little garden where she raised things from seed they 

got in Fort Sm! th. Green peas and beans and radishes and things like that. 

If we raised a good garden she give me-a little of it, and if we had & poor 

one I got a little anyhow even when ahe didn't give it. 

For clothes we had homespun cotton all the year round, but in winter we 

had a. sheep skin jacket with the wool left on the i.aside. Sometimes sheep 

skin shoes with the wool on the inside and sometimes real cow leather shoes 

with wood peggin~~ for winter, but always barefooted in summer, 911 the men 

and women too. 

Lord, I never earned a dime of money in slave ~s for myself but 

plenty for the old Master. He would send us out to work the neighbors field 

and he got paid for it, but we never did see aJ.1:1 money_ 

I remember the flrst money I ever did see. It was a little while af"ter 

we was free, and I found a greenback in the road at Fort Gibson and I didn't 

know what 1 t Was. Mammy said i twas moneY' and grabbed for 1.~, but I was 

still a hell cat and I run with it. I went to the little sutler store and 

laid it down and pointed to a pitcher I been wanting. The man took the 

money and give me the pi tche r. but I don' t mow to thl s day how mu.ch moneY' 

it was and how much was the pitcher, but I still got that pitcher put away. 

Ita. all blue and white stripedy. 

Wost of the work I done off the plantation was sewing. I learned from 

JJ11' Gra.n.ny and I loved to sew. That was about the onlY' thing I was industrious 

in. When I was just a little bitsY' girl I found a steel needle in the yard 

that belong to old Mistress. MY mammy took it and I cried. She put it in her 
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dress and started for the field. I cried so old Mistress found out why and 

made Ma.mm;r g1 ve me the needle for ilf3" own. 

We bad some neighbor Indians 1ialI19d Starr, and Mrs. Starr used me some

times to sew. She had. nipe b07S and one girl, and she would sew up all theY' 

clothes at once to do for a rear. She would cut out the cloth for about a 

week, and then send the word around to all 'I;he neighbors, and old Mistress 

would send me beca.use she couldn I t; see good to aew. They 'would ha.ve stacks 

of drawers, shirts, pants and some dresses all cut'out to sew up. 

I was the only Negro that would set there and sew in that bunch of 

women. and they always talked to me nice and when they eat I get part of it 

too, out in the kitchen. 

One legro girl, Eula Da.vis, had. a mistress sent her too, one time, 'but 

she wouldn' t sew. She did.n' t like me because she said I was too whi te and 

she played off to sp\1te the white people, She got sent home, too. 

When old Mistress die I done all the sewing for the family almost. I 

could sew good enough to go out before I was eight years old, and whon I 

got to be about ten I was better than ~ other girl on the place for sewing. 

I can still quilt without 'I.'iJY' glasses. and I have sewed all night long 

many a time while I was watching You~~ Master's baby after old Mistrese died. 

They was over a hundred acres in the planta.tion, and I don't know how 

IDarq' slaves. but before the War ended lots of the men had run away. Uncle 

Nick went to the Korth and never come home, and Grandmammy died about that 

time. 

'fe was we;y down a.cross the Red river in '.lams a.t tha.t time, olose to 

Sha.wneetown. of the Ohoctaw Na.tion but just across the riTer on the other 

side in Texas bottoms. Old Master took u. there in covered wagons when the 
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Yankee soldiers got too close by in the first part of the War. He hired 

the slaves O1.,\t to Texas people because he didn't make any crops down there, 

and we all lived in kind of camps. That's how some of the men and my uncle 

Nick got to slip off to the north that WaT-

Old Master just rant and rave all the time we WaS in Texas. That's 

the first time I ever law a doctor. Before that when a slave sick the old 

women give them heros, but down there one d~ old l4e.ster whip a. Negro girl 

and she fall in the fire, arLd he bAd a doctor come out to fix her up where 

she was bur.nt_ 1 remember Granny giving me clabber milk when I was sick, 

a.TJ.d when I was grown I found out it had had medicine in it. 

Before freedom we didn't have no church, but slipped around to the 

other cabins and had a little singing sometimes. Couldn't have anybo~ 

show us the letters either, and you better not let them catch you pick up a 

book even to look at the pictures, for it was against a Cherokee law to have 

a. Negro read and write or to teach a Negro. 

Some Negroes believed in buckeyes and charms but I never did. Old 

Master had some good boys, named Aaron, JaM, Ned, Cy' and Na.t and theY' told 

me the charms was no good. Their sister Nicle told me too, and said when 1 

was sick just come and tell her. 

They didn't tell us anything about Christmas and New Year though, and 

all we done was work. 

When the War was ended we was still in Texas, and when old Master got a 

letter from Fort Smith telling him the slaves was free he couldn't read, and 

Young Miss read it to him. He went wild and jumped on her and beat the 

devil out of her. Said she was lying to him. It hear about killed him to 

let us loose. but he cooled down after awhile and sald he would, help us all 
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get back home lf we wanted to come. 

JIa.tDmT told him she could bear her own expenses. I remember I dldn't 

know what "expenses" was, and I thought lt waa something I was going to have 

to help carry all the .. q back. 

It was a ll)ng time after he knew w. was free betore he told us. He 

tried to keep us, I reckOn, but had to let us go. Be died pretty loon after 

he told us t and lome laid his heart just broke and some said some !legroe, 

poisoned him. I didn't know whiCh. 

A1:qwrqa .. had to Itraggle 'back the best wq we could, and as &1'14 DI&1IDI7 

just got along one wq and another till we got to a ferrr OYer the Red River 

and into A1'kansaa. !hen we got lome rides aDd. walked BO_ util we got to 

Jort Smith. !hey was a lot of !lagro camps there ancl we Itqed awhile alld 

then started out to :rort Gibson Deoaue we heard the,. Wall civing rations 0\1' 

there. IIaJDml' Dew we 1fa8 Cherokee 8Jl7WtJI", I peas. 

fhat trip was hell on earth. Jrobody let us ride and it took UI nearlT 

two weeka to walk: all that w8l8. and we nearly Itarnd all the ti_. 'Ie Wall 

skiD. and. bODeS and feet all blood7 when we got to the J'ort. 

Ie co_ here to Jour Kl1e Jranch to where the !legroel was all letting 

down, and pretty loon 1IammT 41 ed. 

I married OllYer 11180n on Ja.Dl1a17 lecoM, 1878. He used to 'Mlong to 

Mr. Dell tt 'Ii180n of Tahlequah, and I thiDk the old people used to 11.,.e 40ft 

at lillon Jock: 'because 'lIlT husband used to know all about that place and the 

place where I Wall borned. Old Kister DeWitt Will on give me & pear tree the . 

next year after I was married, and It is still out In 'I6T yard and bears everr 

7ear. 

I was -.rrle4 in a white and black: checkeq calico apl'On that I washeA 
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for Mr. !i.Walker's mother Lizzie all ~ for, over close to Ft. Gibson, aDd 

I was sure a happy woman when I married. that dq. H1a and. me both got our 

land on our Cherokee freedman blood aDd I have 11 ved to wr,r '111' husband _d 

see two great grandChildren 10 far. 

I bless God. about Abraham Lincoln. I remember when WJT JDa.BD7 sold. 

pictures of hi. in Jort SDd th for a Jew. 11' he give _ JIJ1' freedoa I know 

he is in Heaven now. 

I heard a lot about Jefferson Davis in rq life; Du.rinc the War we hear 

the legroel singing the soldier song about hand Jeff Davis to a apple tree, 

and old Master tell about the time we know Jeff Davis. 014 laster .., 3eff 

Dsnl W88 jut a dft\g'()oJl soldier mat o~ Yort (1.1MOa __ he ltrillg Ida fam1l,. 

out here from !ennessee, and while they was on the road. from J'on Sudth to 

. where they settled. young Jetf Davis and some more dragoon soldiers rid up and 

te.lked to him a long time. He 887 JIlT grandmam'"1' had a bundle on her head, 

end Jeff Davis SST. "Where TOU going Aunt11'" and she was tired and mad and 

she said, "I don't know, to Hell I reckon", 8D4 all the White soldiers langfte4 

! 301_4 the J'ear Vile BftIllCh CIlU.reh ta 18·19 and Sam SGlollOll WB.tI e. Ot'Mk 

lagro aD4 tile flft' pNACfter I eft!' heard preach. E9'erTboc17 ought to be in 

the church and read7 for that better home on the other side. 

All the old slaveD- I know are dead excepting two, and I will be going 

pretty soon I reckon. 'but I'm glad I lived to Bee the dq the Negroes get 

the richt treatment if they work good and behave themselves right. !he)" don't 

have to have no pass to walk abroad no IlOre. and they can all read and write 

now, but it 'I a tarnation sha1lle some of them go and read the wrong kind. of 
, 

things a.DTWa1II. 
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Lady, if de nigger hadn't been set free dis countr.y wouldn't ever 

been what it is now! Poor whi te folks wouldn't 'never had a chance. De 

slave holders had most of de money and de land and dey wouldn't let de 

poor white folks have.a chance. to own any land or anything else to speak 

of. Dese white fol~s wasn't much better off dan we was. Dey had to work 

hard and dey- had to' worry 'bout food, clothes and shelter and we dian't. 

Lots of slave owners wouldn't allow dem on deir farms among deir slaves 

without orders from de overseer. I don't know why, unless he was afrai! 

dey would stir up discontent among de niggers. Dere was lots of "under-

ground railroading" and I rekon da twas whe. t Old Mas ter and 0 thers was 

afraid of. 

Us darkies wa.s taught da:t poor whi te folks didn't amount to much. 

Oourse' we knowed dey was whi te and 'we was black and dey was to be respect-

ed fo'r dat, but d_atwas about all. 

ru te folks as well as niggers profi ted by ~cipation. Lincoln was 

a friend to all poor whi te folks as well as black ones and if he could at 

lived things would e.'been different for ever' body. 

Dis h8.sbeen e. good old world to live in. I always been a.ble to make 

~ purtygood living ~d de only trouble I ever had Me been sickness and 
-' 

death. - I'-'va had a sight of dat kind of trouble. I've outlived two wives 

and ei:gh __ ;~ children. I had 13 brothers and sisters and I was de oldest. and 

!t'ia-4eQllly" Ol1e left. " 

",j ,;,t:,.ld s1: •• heft)' at night bl ~self andgl..ts ,t:Oc. wendeJ'.inl',.w-.t· .. de gp,o~ ¥ord 
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is sparing me for. r reckon it's for some good ream, and I' d li:~e to 

live to be a hundred if ~ wants me to. I'm not tired of living yetI 
;:z. 

1" was born in Florence, Alabama. My father's name was Thomas Woods 

and my mammy was Frances Fester. Mammy belonged to Wash Foster and fa.ther 

was owned by moses Woods, who lived on an adjoining plantation. ~ He worked 
'::::' -

for his Master ever' day but spent ea.ch night. wid us. He walked I bout a 

mile to his work: ever' day. 

Master Wash was a. poor man when he married"Miss Sarah Watkins' of Rich-

mond, Virginia. Her father was as rich as ~ream, he owned 7 plantations 

and roo slaves to each plantation. When Master Wash and Miss Sarah got, 

married her father give her 50 slaves. Ever' body said Miss Mary jest·, married 

Master Wash because he was a purty boy, and he sure was a fine l~okin€? ~ •.. 

He was good and kind to all hi s 'slaves when he was sober. but' he w8.S 

awful crabbed and cross 'when he was drunk. and he was drunk: most of de time. 

He was hard to please and sometimes he would whip de slaves. I remember . . ) 

seeing Mas ter Wash whup two men once. He give t em roo lashes. 

Miss Sarah was de best woman in de world. It takes a good woman to live 

wid a drunkard. 

Two of the men ran away one time and was gone till'dey got.tired of 

staying away. Master Wash wouldnt t let anyone hunt I em. When dey finally 

come home he had dam strapped in stocks and den deir bodies' bared to de 

waist and he sure did ply de lash •. I guess he whupped "em harder dan he 

would if he hadn I t, been so full . of whi sky • 

. 'J.'Jie~~er did ~sell any of his sla~es.· He kept· ~he' 50 dat Miss Sarah's 
,N •.. r·, 

.ft:th~;'·'gr:,.~': t em ah.dd.eir increS:se.' He bought some eve'rl time dey had 8. sale. 
~:;~~ .... '.'ij.-'.i;:.H ':,.' ! ; ... ~' '.' '. . ::'1 ':-'" '.",' • ... . •. .;.':'" . 

He o;med . two plantati"ons and de7 was about a hundred slaves on each one. 
'f 
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Him and his family lived in town. 

Me and a boy named John was sized and put to work when we was .about 

nine or ten yea·rs old. We was so bad dey had. to put us to work as dey 

couldn't do any thing else with us. We'd chase de pigs and ride de calves 

and to punish us dey made us tote water to de hands. Dey was so many" hands:. 

to water dat it kept us busy running back and forth with de water. De next: 

year dey put me to plowing and him to hoeing. We made regular hands from 

den on. 

If we had behaved ourselves we wouldn't a thad to go to work till we was 

fou.rteen or fifteen anyway. Slave owners was awful good to deir' nigger chaps 

for dey wanted' em to grow up to be strong men and women. 

Dey was about thirty children on our plantation. Two women looked after 

us and took care of us till our parents come in from de field. tiey cooked for 

us and always gave us our supper and sent us home to our parents for de night, 

Our food was placed on a long table in a trough. Each child had a spoon 

and four of us eat out of one tr.mgh. Our food at night was mostly milk and 

bread. At noon we had vegetables, bread, meat and milk. He gave us more and 

better food than he did his field hands. He said he didn t t want none of us 

to be stunted in our growing. 
() 

He bought our shoes for us but c~thfor our clothes was spun and wove 

right there on de/farm. In summer us boys wore long tailed shirts and no 

pan te. I' ve p loweddat w~ a many a day. We was 'Jlad to see it gi t warm in 

de spring so we could go barefooted and go wid out our pants. 

Our overseers lived near de quarters and every morning about four 0' clock 

~1A -£r . .' . 
~blew a h01"JlI\:wak:e us up. Ie knowed it' meant tog11t. up .. and start de day. 

I'&,fts in de field·by de time we could see. We always fed our teams at night. 

Wetd give t em enough to keep I em eating all night so we wouldnl t have to feed 

• 



'em in de mo rni'ng. 

Master WaSh Foster and his family lived in de finest house in Florence, 

Ala. It was a fine j large two-story house, painted white as nearly all de 

houses was in dem days. Dere was big gallery in front and back and a fine 

lawn wid big cedar and chestnut trees all 'round de house. 

He had a fine carriage and a pair of spanking bays dat cost him $500 

apiece. Old Monroe was his coachman and dey made a grand sight. Monroe 

kept de nickel pIa ted harness and carriage trimmings shining and de team was 

brushed sliCk and clean and dey sure stepped out. 

We lived on de plantation about eight~miles from town and we liked for 

de family to come out to de farm. Dey wa~ four children, Wash, Jack, Sarah 

and Sally and dey always played wi thus. When dey come we always had a reg

ular feast as dey children would eat wid us children. Dey had dishes though 

to eat out of. After dinner we would run and pla.y Peep Squirrel. I think 

dey call 1 t hide-and-seek now. 

My mother was a regular field hand till Miss Sarah decided to take her 

into town to take care of her children. Dey all called her Frank instead of 

Frances. I use~ to get to go to town to visit my mother and we'd have glor

ious times I tell you. 

We'd go out and gather hiCkory nuts, hazel nuts, pig nuts, and walnuts. 

We'd all set around de fi re and eat nuts and tell ghost tales evert night. 

Master Wash raised lots of apples too, and we had all that we wanted of dam 

to eat. 

I saw lots of Yankee soldiers. 

our house and camped at DeCatur, Ala. 

wasn I t~ afraid of dem. 

Sherman and Grant's armies marched by 

It took dam three days to pass. We 
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In the second year of de war some Yankee soldiers come through and 

gathered up all de slaves and took us to Athens, Ala., and put us on a 

Government farm. We stayed dere till de end of de War. My father died 

jest before dey took us away. 

My mother and us children were on de farm together and dey treated 

us all mighty good. We had plenty of good food anli clothes. -

Master Wash came to see us while we was on de Government farm. He 

was left in a bad shape and we was all sorry for~him. A lot of his hands 

went baCk to him after de Surrender but we never did. Mother married another 

man named Goodloe and we all went to Arkansas, near Li ttle Rock. Dis was 

his former home. I was about nineteen or twenty years old s.t thi s time. 

I never sent to school. My wife taught me how to read de Bible but I 

never learned to write. I have good eyesight. I guess dat is cause I never 

put dem out reading and going to moving picture shows. 

When any of my family was sick I always sent for de doctor. We had a 

few of our own home remedies dat we used also. We boiled poke root and bathed 

in it for a cure for rheumatism. 

A tea made from ~ay apples was used for a physic. 
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'X was born in 1851, makes me 86 years old. I was born in Middle 

Tennessee, Summers County. My mother was put on a block and sold from me when 

I was a child. I don't remember my father real good. Sister Martha, Sister 

Sallie, nor Sister Jane ,"yasn't sold. But mjr brother John was. My mother's 

name is Rachel Donnahue. We lived in a log hut. The white folks lived in a 

frame white building sitting in a big grove yard. ~'Old master owned a big farm. 

We ate molasses, bread and butter and milk in wooden bowls and ' 

crxmbled our bread up in it. Old master had big smokehouses of meat. Dey ate 

chickens, possums and coons, and my old auntie would barbecue rabbits for de 

white folks. We ate ash cruces too. 

X washed dishes, swept de yard, and kept de yard clean wid weed 

brush brooms. X never earned no money. .All de slaves had gardens, and chickens 

too. MY auntie, dey let her have chickens of her own and she raised chickens, 

and had a chicken house and garden down in de woods. 

I remember in time of de War deytd send me down in de woods to pick 

up chips and gi't wood. All de men had gone to de army. One morning ane, tiWe.S 

cold dey sent me down in de woods and my hands got frostbitten. All de skin 

come off and dey had to tie my hands up in roasted turnips. Sallie she had 

gloves, and didn't get frostbitten. After my old master died, Master Donnahue 

was his name, his old son-in-law come to take over de plantation. He was mean, 

but my sister whipped him. 

We had no nigger driver or overseer. We raised wheat, corn and vega-

tables, not much cotton, jest enough to spun de clothes out of. 

At night when we'd go to our cabins we'd pick c9tton from de seeds 

to make our clotheS. Boys and girls alike wore dem long shirts slit up de side 
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nearly to your neck9& They'd have cornshuckings sometimes all night long. 

You see I didn't have no mother, no father, nobody to lead me, teach me or 

tell me, and so jest lived ~ith anybody was good enough to let me stay and 

done what they did. They'd have log rollings, with all de whiskey dey could 

drink. 

I remember going to church, de Methodist Church dey call it. We 

used to sing di s song and I sho did like it too: 

"I went down in de valley to pray, 
Studying dat good old way." 

I been a Christian long before most of dese young niggers was born. My other 

favorites are: 

"Must Jesus bear Thi s Cross Alone." 

and 

"The Consecrated Cross Illl Bear 'til 
Death Shall Set Me Free, 

Yea, There's a Crown for Everyone, 
And There's a Crown for Me. 

Yes Lawd. there sho is.-

One day a nigger killed one of his master's Shoats and"he catch 

him and when he l d ask him, "What I s that you got there?" The niggar said, "a 

possum." De master said, "Let me see." He looked and seen it was a shoat. 

De nigger said, "Master it may be a shoat now, but it sho was a "Oossum while 

ago when I put lim in dis sack." 

Dey didn't Whip our folks much, but one d~ I saw a overseer on 

another plaoe. He staked a man down with two forked sticks 'cross his wrist 

nailed in de ground ~~d beat him half to death with a hand saw 'til it drawed 

blisters. Den he mopped his baok wid vinegar, salt and pepper. Sometimes 

deyld drop dat hot rosin from pine knots on dose blisters. 

When de Yanks oome" business took place. I remember white folks 

360 
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was running arld hiding, gi tting everything dey could from de Yanks. Dey hid 

deyjewelr,r and fine dishes and such. Dose Yanks had on big boots. Deyld 

drive up, feed dey hosses from old Master's corn, catch dey chickens, and tell 

old Master's c00k to cook 'em, and they'd shoot down old Master's hogs and 

skin 'em. 

De Yanks. used to make my nephew drunk, and have him sing (dis is 

kind of bad): 

"I'll be God O'Mighty 
God Dammed if I don't 
Kill a nigger, 
Oh Whooey boys! Oh Whooey! 
Oh Whooey boys! Oh Vlhooey!" 

I don't remember never seeing no funerals. Jest took' em off and 

curied 'em. I remember dat old Master's son-in-law dat my sister whipped, he 

called hisself a doctor and he killed Aunt Clo. Give her some medicine but he 

didn't know what he was doing and killed her. 

I married William Young and we had a pretty good wedding. l!arried 

in Crittington County Arkansas. Vfuen I left Tennessee and went to Arkansas I 

followed some hands. You know afte~ de War dey immigrated niggers from one 

place to another. I owned a good farm in Arkansas. I came out here some 42 

years ago. 

I have three daughters. Mattie Erocldns runs a rooming house in 

lCansas City. Jessie Cotton, lives ~ight up de street here. Osie Olla Anderson 

is working out in North town. 

Well I think Abraham Lincoln is more than a type a :man than Moses. 

I believe he is a square man, believe in union that ever,r man has a right to 

be a free man regardless to color. He was a republican man. Don't know much 

'bout Jeff Davis but I think Eooker T. WaShington was a p+etty good man. HelS 

a right good man I guess. but he is dead ain't he? 

3(i1 
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I can remember once my auntie's old Master tried to have her and 

she run off out in de woods. and when he put those blood hounds or nigger 

hounds on her. trail he catched her and hither in de head wid something like 

de st.ick de police carry, and he knocked a hole in her head and she bled like 

a hog, and he made her have him. She told her mistress, and mistress told 

her to go ahead and be wid him 'cause he's gonna kill you. And he had dem 

two ~om8n and she had some chilllLi nearly white, and master a~d dey all 

TIorked in de fields side by side. 
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