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STORIES OF EX-SLAVES

"T was born in the town of Newberry, and was a servant of
Major John P, Kinard. I married Sam Eddington. I was a Baker,
daughter of Mike and Patience Baker. My ‘mother was a free
woman. She had her freedom before the war started; so I was not
a slave. I worked on the farm with my mother when she moved
back from town, liama worked in town at hotels; then went back
to the country and died. In war time and slavery time, we
didn't go to school, 'cause there was no schools for the-negroes.
After the war was over and everything was settled, negro schools
was started. We had a church after the war. I used fo go to the
white folks' Lutheran church and set in the gallery. On Satur-
“day afternoons we was off, and could do anything we wanted to
do, but some of the negroes had to work on Saturdays. In the
country, my mother would card, spin, and weave, and I learned

it. I could do lots of it."

Source: Harriet Eddington (86), Newberry, S.C.
Interviewer: G.L. Summer, Newberry, S.C. May 20, 1937.
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STORIES FROM EX-SLAVES

"I was born in the section of Greenwood County called 'the
promised land'. My parents were Henry and Julis Watkins, I mar-
ried Frank Edwards when I was young. Our master, Marshall Jordon,
was not so mean. He had lots o' slaves and he give tem good quart-
ers and plenty to eat. He had big gardens, lots of hogs agd cattle
and a big farm. My master hac two childfén.

"Sometimes dey hunted rabbits, squirrels, possums and doves.

"Pe master had two overseers, but we never worked at night.
We made our own clothes which we done sbmetimes late in evening.

"We had no school, and didn't learn to read and write, not
'till freedom come when a school started there by a Yankee named
Backimstore. later, our church and Sunday school was in de yard.

*fe had cotton pickings, cornshuckings and big suppers.

We didn't have to work on Christmas.

"One of de old-time cures was boiling fever-grass and
drinking devtea. Pokeberry salad was cooked, too. A cure for rheu-
matism was to carry a raw potato in the pocket until it dried up.

"I had 11 children and 8 grandchildren.

"I think Abe Lincoln was a great man. Don't know much
about Jeff Davis. Booker iashington is ail right.

"I joined church in Flordia, the Methodist church. I was
50 years old. I joined because they had meetings and my daughter
had already joined. I think all ought to join de church."

Source: Mary Edwards (79), Greenwood, S.C.
Interviewed by: G.L.Summer, Newberry, S.C. (6/10/37)
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A SON OF SLAVES CLIMBS UP.

The Rev. John B. Elliott, A B.A, AM.,D.D., 1315 Liberty Hill Avenue,
Columbia, S.C., is the son of slaves. He was born at Mount Olive, N.C., in
1869, and missed being a slave by only four years. His college degrees were
won at Shaw University, Raleigh, N.C., and the degree of Doctor of Divinity
was conferred on him by Allen University of Columbia, S.C.

Sitting on the parsonage piazza recently, the Rector of St. Anna’s Epis-
copal Church talked about his struggle for education, and his labors up from
slavery.

“I was born at Mount Qlive, N.C., the son of Soloman Elliott and Alice
(Roberts) Elliott. They were slaves when they married, and | escaped bondage
by only four years, since slaves were not freed in the South, until 1865.

“My father was owned by Robert W. Williams, of Mount Olive, and he was
the most highly prized Negro in the vicinity. He was a natural carpenter and
builder. Often he would go to the woods and pick out trees for the job in
hand. Some of the houses he built there are standing today. Mother was equally
trained and well equipped to make a home and keep it neat and clean. When they
were free in 1865, half the community was eager to employ them and pay them well
for their services. And, when | came along, they were living in their own house
and prospering.

“l chose a religious career when quite a boy, and, when | was ready for
college, | was much pleased. | finished at Shaw University at Raleigh, took a
year's study at Columbia University in New York and then finished a religious
course at the Bishop Payne Divinity School at Petersburg, Virginia, where most
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of the colored .clergymen of the Episcopal Church are finisheds Aftter I felt
that I was fairly well fitted to begin my clerical work, I chose South Caro-
lina as my field.

"My first assignment was et Waccamaw Neck, a little below Georgetown,
Se Ce, and a big industrial centere The_re the Negro population is keen for vwi.ne
end whiskeys One of the men whom I was interested in, wes pretty tipsy whem I
called, and, as I sat and talked with him, he said: !You're drunk, tooe! This
surprised me, and I asked him why he thought -sce 'Weli, you got your vest and
‘collar on backwards, so you must be drumki!’ |

"Since, I have had pastorates at Aiken, Peak, Rock Hill, end Walterboro.
From Walterboro} came to Columbia aé pasgtor of Ste. Anna's Episcopal Church and

ERE
the missions of Ann's at New Brookland and Ste Thomas at Eastovere I presume

f

I have done pretty well in this field, since tﬁe Rte Rove Bishop Kirlman G,
Finlay, De De, appointed me arch-deacon for Negro work in upper SouthA Carolinae

"As I was coming'away from the Bishop's office, I was accompanied by
another colored rector, who had very short legse I am six feet, four inches in
héight; and he looked up at me as we walked along end asked quizzically: *How
long should a man's legs be?' I smiled and told him I thought, perhaps, every
man should have legs long enough to reach to the grounde Yes, of course, we
laughed at each other, but my argument won, because Bishop Finlay is about six
—fee‘b, three inches, and I told my short friead: 'When Bishop Finlay and I talk;
we are able to look each other in the eye on the level.!

"I married Susan McMahan, a colored school teacher, and the Lord has
' blessed us with a son, John Be )Jr. s & fine wood=-worker, like his grandfather
was, and two sweet daughters.A Alice, the older one, is a teacher in the public

schools of Columbia and Annie is & studente Our home life has always been



pleasant and unusually sunny.

"I nad one very humorous experience three years ago when I was invited
to deliver an address near Mount Olive, Ne Ce., to a convention of yov.ng people.
Arriving about 10 o'clock that day, I was met by a citizen who told me he was
assigned to introduce me that eveninge As we rode along, I cautioned him not

to boost me too highlye He said little.’
"When the big, and, I may say, expectant audience was seated that night,

he arose snd seemed mich embarrassed, ultimately saying: 'Ladies and gen‘blemﬁ,
I have an unpleasant duty to perform this evening.' Then, pointing at me, he
went on: 'I don't know this man, muche Fact is, I only know two things about
hime One is, he has never been in jail; and the other is, I never could figure
whye' | o |

, '-"Nq » 1 am not related to the late Robert Bruce Elliott by ties of con-
sanguinity. He was successively twice & member of Coﬁgre'ss from South Carolina,
and o member and Speaker of the South Carolina House of Represemtatives in 1876.
Perhaps these honors came to him because he had a good education before he met
the opportunity for service.

"When I think of the '60's = '70's period, I am surprised that recent

slaves, suddenly placed in administrative positions of honor and trusb, did as

well as they did.

"In the seventy-two years since slavery, I have noted muich improvement
along the road, and I am sure that our nation has far less discord now, than it
had when I was a small lad. And, when one cen note progress in our march toward

the light, I guess that ought to be sufficient for my optimism."

ol
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EX-SLAVE STORIES

"I was born on June 20th and I remember when the war broke
out, for I was about five years old. We lived in Spartanburg
County not far from old Cherokee Ford. My father was Emanuel
Elmore, and he lived to be about 90 years old.

"My marster was called by everybody, Col. Elmore, ahd
that is all that I can remeiber Qbuat hisrname._When he went to
the war I wante& to go with. him, but *I was tob little. He Joined -
the Spar&aﬁburg Sharp Shooters. They had a drill‘ground near the. -
Falls. My pa took me to see them drill, anc they were calling'him

Col. Elmore then. When I got home I triea to do like him and every-
body laughed at me. . That is about all that 1 - remember about the .
- war, In those days, children dld not Anow thlngs like thag do now,
and grown folks dld not know as much either. o '
"I used to go and watch my father work. He was a moulder -
in the Cherokee Iron erks way bhack thara when everythiag was
.’done by hand. He moulded everything from knives and forks to |
skillets and wash pots. If you could have seen pa;s'hammei@ you’
: woﬁid have seen soméghing worth looking at. It was 80 big that it
| jarred the whole earth when it struck a lick. Of course it was. a
forge hammer. drlven by water power. They called the hammer"Big
' Henry'. The butt end was as big as an ordinary telephone pole.
"The water wheél had fifteen or twenty spokes in it, but
’ }when it was running it looked like it was solid. I used to llke to

rsit and watch that old wheel The water ran over it and the more

“ *came ever. theAmoreifnwer the wheel gave aut.
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"At the Iron Works they made everything by hand that was
used in a hardware store, like nails, horse shoes and rims for all
kinds of wheels, like wagon and buggy wheels. There were moulds for
everything no matter how large or small the thing to be made was.
Pa could almost »ick up the ri:ht mould in the dark, he was so
used to doing it. The patterns for the pots and kettles of dif-
ferent sizes were all in rows, each row being a different size.

In my mind I can still see them. -

"Hot molten iron ffom the vats was dipped with spoons
which were handled by two mén. Both spoons had long handles, with
a man at eéch handle. The spoéns would hold from fourwto‘five gal-
lons of hot iron that poured just like water dqes. 4ds quick as tﬁe
men poured the hot iron in the mould, another man came along be-
hind them and closed the mould. The large moulds had doors and the
small moulds had lids; They had small pans and small spoons for B
little things, like nails, knives and forks. When the mould had
set until cold, the piece was prized out,

"Pa had a turn for making covered skillets and fire dogs.
~ He made them so pretty that white ladies would come and give an
order for a 'pair of dogs', and tell him how they wanted them to
look. He would take Rhis hamﬁer and beat them to look jusf that way.

"Rollers preésed out the hot iron for machines and for
special lengths and things that had to be flat, Railroad ties were
presséd out in these rollers. Once the man that handled the hot
iron to be pressed through these rollers got fastened in them him-
self. He was a big man. The blood flew out of him as his bones were
crushed, and he was rolled into a mass about the thickness and

width of my hand. Each roller weighed about 2,000 pounds.
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"The man who got killed was named Alex Golightly. He
taught the boys my age how to swim, fish_and hunt. His death was
the worst thing that had happened in the community. The man who
worked at the foundry, made Alex a coffin . It had to be made long
and thin because he was mashed ﬁp so bad., In those days-coffins
were nothing but boxes anyway, but Alex's coffin was the most
terrible thing that I have =ver seen. I reckon if thﬁy had had
_pretty coffins then like they do now, folks would have bought
them to sleep in. i

*Hundreds went to Alex's funeral, white and black, to see
that lonz narrow coffin and the grave which was dug—to fit it. On
the way to the graveyard, negroes sang songs, for Alex was a good
man. They carried hi.. to the Cherokee graveyard on the old Smith
Ford Road, anc there they buried him. My father helped to build
«the coffin and he helped haul him to the graveyard. Pa worked at
the Iron Eoundfy until he was very old. He worked there before i
was ever born.

| "My father was sold four ti.es during slavery. When he
was brought to Virginia he was put on the block and auctioned off
for $4,000. He said that the last time he was sold he only brought
$1,500. He was born in Alabama. When he was bought he wgs carried
from Alabama to Virginia. It was Col. Elmore who took him. He
wanted to go to Alabams again, so Col. Elmore let a speculator take
him back and sell him. He stayed there for several years and got
homesick for South Carolina. He couldn't get his marster to sell
him back here, so he just refugeed back to Col. Elmore's planta-
tion. Col. Elmore took him back and wouldn't let anybody have him.

"Pa married twiece, about the same time. He married Dorcas



Ex-Slave: Emanuel Elmore o= 4 co-~ . O

°ws

Cooper, who belonged to the Coopers at Staunton Military Academy.
I was the first child born in Camden. She had sixteen children. I
was brought to Spartanburg County when I was little. Both ma and
pa were sold together in Alabama. The first time pa came.to South
Carolina he married a girl called Jenny. She never had any children.
When he went to Alabama, Dorcas went with him, but Jenny stayed
with Col. Elmore. Of course, pa Just Jjumped the broom for both of
them. -

*Yhen pa left Alabama to refugee back, he had to leave
Dorcas. They did not love their marster anyway. He put Dorcas up
on the block with a red handkerchief around her head and g&ve her
a red apple to eat. She was sold to a man whose name I have for-
gotten. When they herded them she got away and was months making
her way back to South Carolina., Those Africans sure were strong.
~ she saidithat she stayed in the woods at night;-Nearoes along the
way would give her bread and she woauld kill rabbits and squirrels
and cook and eat in the woods. She would get drunk and beat any
one that tried to stop her from coming back. When she did get back
to Col. Elmore's place, she'wés lanky, ragszed and poor, but Col.
Elmore was glad to see her and told her he was not going to let
anybody take her off, Jenny had cared so well for her children
'while she was off, fhat she liked. her. They lived in the same house
with pa till my mother died.

- nCpl, Elmore said thet negroes who were from Virginia and
had A:;ican blood could stand anything. He was kind to ma. He fed
her extra and she soon got fat again. She worked hard for Col. El-
more;,and she an@ pa sure did love him. One time a lot of the neg-

roes in the'quarter got drunk and ma got to fighting all of them.
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When she got sobered up she was afraid that Col Elmore was going
to send her back to Alabama; so she went and hid in the woods. Pa
took food to her. In about a month Vol. Elmore asked where she was,
and pa just looked sheepish and grinned. Col. Elmore fold pa to go
and bring her back, ifor he saild he was tired of having his rations
carried to the woods; so ma came home., She had stayed off three
months. She never felt well anymore, and she died in about three
more months. Pa and Jenny kept us till we got big and went off to
ourselves.

"Jenny was born and faised in south carolina, and she was
good to everybodyiand never fought and went on like ma did, Ma
liked her and would not lep anybody say anything against her. She
was good to pa till he died, a real old man. Jenny never had any
ghildren. she was not old when she died, but just a settled woman.
We felt'worse over her death than ﬁe did over ma's, because she
was so good to us and had cared for us while marand pa were in
Alabama; then she was good to us after Dorcas died and when she
hid in the woods.

"It seems that folks are too tender now, They can't stand
much. My ma could stand more than I can. My childfen can't stand
what I can right now., *

Source: Emanuel Elmore (729, Sycamore St., Gaffney, S.C.
Interviewer: Caldwell Sims, Union, S.C. 11/16/37
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MOM RYER EMMANUEL

Ex-Slave, Age 78 390407

"0h, my Lord, child, I ain' know nothin bout slavery
time no more den we was just little kids livin dere on de
white people plantation. I was just a little yearlin child
den, I say. Been bout six years old in slavery time, Well,
I'll say dat I bout 80 some odds, but I.can' never seem to
get dem odds together. I was a big little girl stayin in
0ld Massa yard in dem days, but I wasn' big enough to do
nothin in de house no time. My old Massa been Anthony Ross
en he had set my age down in de Bible, but my old Missus,
gshe dead en I know dem chillun wouldn' never know whe'! to
say dat Bible at dese days. Old Miss, she been name Matt
Ross. I wish somebody could call up how long de slaves
been freed cause den dey could call up my age fast as I
could bat my eyes. 8ay, when de emancipation was, I been
six years old, so my mammy tell me. Don' know what to say
dat is, but I reckon it been since freedom,"

"I been born en bred right over yonder to dat big patch
of oak trees bout dét house what you see after you pass de
white people church cross de creek dere. De bld man Anthony
Ross, he been have a good mind to his colored people all de
time. Yes,mam, my white folks wae proud of dey niggers. Um,
yes'um, when dey used to have company to de big house, Miss

Ross would bring dem to de door to show dem us chillun. En
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my blessed, de yard would be black wid us chillun all string
up dere next de door step lookin up in dey eyes. 01ld Missus
would say, 'Ain' I got a pretty crop of little niggers comin
on?' De lady, she look so please like. Den Mise Roes say,
'Do mﬁ little niggers want some bread to gnaw on?' En us ‘
chillun say, !'Yes'um, yes'um, we do." Den she would go in
de pantry en see cquld she find some Cook bread to hand us.
8he had a heap of fine little niggers, too, cause de yard
would be black wid all different sizes. Won'! none of dem
big enough to do nothin. No,mam, dey had to be dver 16
year old fore old Maésa would allow dem to work cause he
never want to see his niggers noways stunt up while dey was
havin de growin pains. Den when dey was first grow up, dei
would give some of dem a housé job en would send de others
in de field to mind de cows en de éheep en bring dem up,
Wouldn' make dem do no heavy Work right to start wid. But
dem what was élder, dey bad to work in de field. I reckon
dey would be workin just bout like dey is now from sunrise
in de mornin till sunset in de evenin." o
"Yes, honey, I been come here under a blesein cause my
white folks never’didn' let dey colored people suffer o
time. Always when a woman wduld get in de house, old Massa
would let her leave off work en stay dere to de house a month
till she get mended in de body way. Den she would have to carry
q%ebigi %ugg ‘en get back in de field to work. Oh, dey had a
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old woman in de yard to de house to stay dere en mind all

de plantation chi;lun till night come, while dey parents'
wag workin, Dey'woﬁld let de chillun go home wid dey

mammy to spend de night en den she would have to marcﬁ¥

dem righf‘back to de yard de next mornin. We didn' do
nothin, but play bout de yard dere en gat'what de woman
feed us. Yestum, dey would carry us dére when de women
would be gwine to work., Be dere fore sunrise, Would

give ﬁs three meals a day cause de old woman always give

us supper fqre us mammy come‘out de field dat evenin. Denm
5igger ones,»dey would give dem clabber en boil peas en
collards sometimes. Would give de little babies boil pea
soupvén grdel en auck bottle. Yes,mam, de old Woman had to
| ‘mind all de yearlin chillun en de babies, too. Dat all her
business was. I recollects her name, it been Lettie. Would
string us little wooden bowls on de floor in & long yow en '
us wouid get down dexe en drink just like us wée pigs. Oh,
she would give us a iron spoon to taste wid, but us ﬁouldn'
never want it. Oh, my Lord, I remember just as good, When
we would see dem bowls of hot ration, dis one en dat one
would holler,'dat mine, dat mine.' Us would just squat dere
en blow en blow cause we wouldn' have no mind to drink it
while it Was hot. Den We would want it to last a long time,

too. My happy, I can see myself settin dere now coolin dem

vitals (vioctuals)."
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WLike I speak to you, my white folks was blessed wid a
heap of black chillun, but den dere been a odd one in de
crowd what wasn! noways like dem others. All de other
chillun was black skin wid dis here kinXy haeir en she was
yellow skin wid right straighp“hair. My Lord, old Missus
been mighty proud of her black chillun;fbut gshe sho been
touches bout dat yellow cne., I remember, all us chillun
was pla&in round bout de step one day whe'! Miss Boés was
settin en she ax dat yellow child,'say,.'Whé your papaf!

De child never know no better en she tell her right out.
exactly de one her mammy bad tell her was her papa. Lord,
Miss Roés,'she say, 'Well, get off my step. Get off en
stay off dere cause you don' nowaje belong to me.! De poor
'child,~she cry en she ory so hard till her mammy never know
what to do. 8he take én grease her en black her all over
wid smut, but she couldn' never trouble dat straight'hair
off her noway. Dat how-come dere so much different olésses
today, I say. Yes,mam, dat whe'! dat old stain come from."

| "My mammy, she Wwag de‘hOusewomanvto de big house en she
say dat she would always try to mind her business en she
never didn' get no whippiﬁ much, Yes,mam, dey was mighty
good to my méther, but dem other what never do right, dey
would carry dem to de cow pen en make dem strip off dey
frookfbodie;‘clean to de waist. Den dey would tie dem down
$0 a log en paddle dem wid a board. When dey would Whip de

men, -de boards would often times have nails in dem. Hear

Al
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talk dey would wash dem wid dey blood. Dat first hide dey
had, white folks would whip it off dem en den turn round

en grease dem wid tallow en make dem work right on. Always
would inflict de punishment at sunrise in de mornin fore dey
would go to work. Den de women, dey would force dem to drop
dey body frock cross de shoulders so dey could get to de naked
skin en would have a strap to whip dem wid. Wouldn! never use
no board on de women., Oh, dey would have de lot scatter bout
full of dem what was to get whip on a mornin."

"You see, de éolored people couldn' never go nowhe! off
de place widout dey would get a walkin ticket from dey Massa.
Yes,mam, white folks would have dese pataroller walkin round
all bout de country to catch dem colored people dat never had
no walkin paper to show dem. En if dey would'catch any of dem
widout dat paper, dey back woulé sho catqh scissors de next
mornin, *

Hwell, I don' know as de white folks would be meanin to
kill any of dey niggers, but I hear talk dey would whip dem
til11l dey would die some of de time en would bury dem in de
night. Oouldn! bury dem in de day cause dey wouldn'! have
time, When dey would be gwine to bury dem, I used to see de
lights many a time en hear de people gwine along singin out
yonder in dem woods just like dey was buryin buzzards. Us
would set down en watch dem gwine along many a night wid
dese great big torches of fire. Oh, dey would have fat
lightwood torches. Dese here big hand splinters. Had to
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carry dem along to see how to walk en drive de wagon to

haul de body. Yes, child, I been here long enough to see.
all dat in slavery time. All bout in dese woods, you cagfnd
plenty of dem slavery. graves dis day en time. I can tell
bout whe! dere one now. Yes,mam, dere one right over yonder
to de brow of de hill gwine next to Mr. Claussens. Can tell
dem by de head boards dere, Den some of de time, dey would
just drop dem anywhe'! in a hole along side de woods somewhe!
cause de people dig up a skull right out dére in de woods
one day en it had slavery mark on it, dey say. Right over
dere cross de creek in dem big cedars, dere another elavery
graveyard. People gwine by dere could often hear talk en
couldn' never see nothin, so dey tell me. Hear, um - um -
um, ¢n would hear babies cryin all bout dere, too. No'um,
cant hear dem much now Cause dey bout to be wearin out. I

tell you, I is scared every time I go along dere. Some of
dem die wicked, I say."

Source: Ryer Emmanuel, colored, age 78, QOlaussens, S.C.

Personal interview by Annie Ruth Davie, Dec., 1937.
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MOM RYER EMMANUEL
Ex-Slave, Age (8 380417

®%¥ell, how you feelin dis mornin, honey? I had tell
Miss Bue dat I would be keepin a eye out dat door dere en
when I is see a car stop up to de house, I would try en
make it up dere dis mornin., Yes,mam, Miss Sue tell me you
was comin today en I promise her I would be up dere, but I
ain' been feelin so much to speak bout dis mornin. Den you
see, I know I gwine be obliged to run down to de woods en
fetch me up some wdod en kindlin fore night fall. i been
t gpect to make Koota break me up some sgplinters, but he ainm!
no count worthrnothin. Yes,manm, hé my grandson. Cose I tries
to knock bout somewhe! en let me get out in de cotton patch, I
can put in‘a good sturdy job‘any day. You see, my eyes does be
pretty good cause dey got on dey second glove, I say. OJan see
good to my aée. Butroh, my Lord, right in my chest here, it
"does thump sometimes just like a drum beatin in dere en I can!
never stand to hurry en walk hard no more dese days."

"No,mam, it don' bother me noways to leaie dat door open.
I keeps 1t dat way bout all de time, so as I can look out en
see what gwine along de road dere. What de matter, honéy, you
don'! loves t0 smell dem chitlin I got boilin dere on de stove?
I hear some people pay dey can'! stand no chitlin scent nowhe!

bout dem, but I loves dem so much dat it does make my mouth
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run water to thiﬂk bout how me en Koota.gWine enjoy dem dis
evenin. No,mam, ug don' never eat us heavy meal till dat
sun start gwine down behind dem trees cross de creek yonder.
You see, I does keep some :tat§§§7§3f2 in de coals on de
hearth en if us belly sets up a growlin twixt meals, us just
rakes a 'tatoe out de ashes en breaks it open en makes out on
dat. My God, child, I think bout how I been bless dat I ain!
never been noways scornful bout eatin chitlins. Yeg,mam, whén
I helps up dere to de house wid hog killin, Mr. Moses, he does
always say for me to carry de chitlin home to make me en Koota
a nice pot of stew.! |

"I tellin you, when us been chillun comin up, people sho
never live like dey do dis day en time., Oh, I can remember
just as good when I used to go dat Hopewell Presbyterian Oﬁurch
cross de creek dere, Yes,mam, dat been de white people slavery
church en dat dey slavery graveyard what settin right dere in
front de church, too. Dat sho a old, old slavery time church,
I say. Massa Anthpny Ross would make us go dere to preachiﬂ
every Sunday en dey was mighty strict bout us-gwine to prayer
service, too. Us would go up dem stepe in dat little room,
what been open out on de front plazza to de church, en set up
in de gallery overhead en de white folke et down dere below
-us. Yes,mam, dat whe! de colored people went to church in dem
days en some of dem go dere till dey die cauwe dat whe'! dey been

join de church. Some of dem does go dere often times dese days,
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too, when de white people axes dem to sing to dey church. I
remember, when I been baptize dere, I was just a little small
child. Oh, de white preacher baptized all us little niggers
dere. 014 Massa, he tell all his hands to carry dey chillun
up dere en get dem baptized. Oh, my happy, dey been fix us
up dat day. Put on us clean homespuns en long drawers, dat
been hang down round us ankles like boots, en all us get a
new bonnet dat day. I recollects, dey would march us right
up to de front of de church en de preacher would cdme down to
whe! we was standin wid a basin of water in one hand en a towel
in de other hand. He would take one of us chillun en lay he
wet hand on dey head en say, 'I baptize dee in de name of, etc.'
Deh dat one would have to get back en another one would step up
for dey turn. De preacher, he would have a big towel to wipe
his hands wid en every child's mammy would be standin right be-
hind hind dem wid a rag to wipe de(drain) dren water out dey
eyes."

¥O0h, my Lord, when de Yankees come through dere, I hear
dem say it was de Republicans. Mr.»Ross had done say dat he
hear talk dat dey was comin through en he tell his niggers to
hurry en hide all de plantation rations. Yes,mam, dey dig
cellars under de colored people houses en bury what meat en
barrels of flour dey could en dat what dey couldn! get under
dere, dey hide it up in de loft. Mr. Ross say, 'Won' none of
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dem damn Yankeee’get no chance to stick dey rotten tooth in
my rations.' We say, 'Ma, you got all dese rations here en
we hungry.! kShe say, 'No, dem ration belong to boss en you
chillun better never bother dem neither.! Den when Mr. Ross
had see to it’dat dey had fix everything éafe, he take to de
swamp. Dat what my mammy say cause he know dey wasn'! gwine
bother de womens. Lord, when dem Yankees ride up‘to de big
house, Miss Ross been scared to open her mouth cause de man
was in de swamp. No,-child, dey didn! bother nothin much,
but some of de rations dey get hold of., Often times, dey
would come through en kill chickens en butcher a cow up en
coék it right dere. Would eat all dey wanted en den when dey
would go to leave, dey been call all de little plantation
‘niggers to come dere en would give dem what was left. Oh,
Lord, us was glad to get dem vitals, too. Yes,mam, all dey
had left, dey would give'it to de poor colored people. Us
been so glad, us say dat us wish dey would-come back again.
Den affer dey had left us plantation, dey would gb some other
place where dere was anothér crowd of 1little niggers en would
left dem a pile of stuff, too. 0ld Massa, he been stay in de
swamp til1l he hear dem Yankees been leave dere en den he come
bhome en would keep(sendin to dé colored people'housee to get
a little bit of his rations to a time. Uncle Solomon en 8ipp

én Leve, dey been eat much of boss' rations dey wanted cause
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dey been know de Yankees was comin back through to free dem.
But my mammy, she was a Widow woman en 0ld man Anthony Ross
never left nothin to her house,"

"I tell you, honey, some of de colored people sho been
speak praise to dem Yankees. I don' know bow-come, but dey
never know no better, I say. Dey know eﬁ dey never Xnow,
One o0ld man been ridin one of dese stick horseés en he been

so glad, he say, !'Thank God! Thank God!"

Source: Ryer Emmanuel colored, age 78, Claussens, S.C.

Personal interview by Annie Ruth Davis, Marion, S8.C.
December, 1937.
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"Good evenin, child. How you is? How Miss Sue gettin
along over dere to Marion? I hope she satisfied, but derxe
ain' nowhe! can come up to restin in your own home, I say.
No, Lord, people own home don' never stop'to cuss dem no
time. Dere Koota's mamma all de time does say, 'Ma, ain!
no need in you en Booker stayin over dere by yourself. Come
en live wid us.! I say, 'No, child. Father may have, sister
may have, brother may have, en chillun may have, but blessed
be he dat have he own.' I tell all my chillun I rather stay
here under my own roof cause when I takes a notion, I can go
in en bake me g little hoecake en draw me a pot of coffee en
set down to eat it in satisfaction."

“After you was gone de other day, I thought bout right
smart to speak to you, but when I gets tired, I just get all
fray up somehow. My sister, she come to see me Sunday en I
had dem all laughin bout what I say dat I had tell you. My
sister, she make out like she don'! know nothin bout dem olden
times. Her husband, he done gone en die en she cut lookin
- round for another one. Reckon dat what ails her. I tell her,
I ain' see none nowhe'! dat I would be pleased to take in. But
I don' care what she say, us sho been here in slavery time

cause my mother didn' have bdut one free born child en dat one

come here a corpse,"



Code No. ‘ No. Words

Project, 1885-(1) Reduced from __ words
Prepared by Annie Ruth Davis Rewritten by o
Place, Marion, 8.0. - 23
Date, January 7, 1938 Page 2.

"I remember, Ma used to tell we chillun bout how dey
couldn'! never do nothin in slavery time, but what de white
folks say dey could do., I say, 'If I been big enough in
dem days, I would sho a let out a fight for you.t! You see,

I was a little small child den en I never know no better
den to speak dat way" -

"My mother, she was de house woman to de big house in
slavery time, but she never didn' get no money for what she
been do. No,mam, white folks nevef didn' pay de poor colored
people no money in dat day en time. 8ee, 0ld boss Would give
dem everything dey had en provide a plenty somethin to eat for
dem all de time, Yes%um, all de niggers used to wear dem old
Dutch shoes wid de brass in de toes en de women, dey never
didn' have nothin 'cept dem old coarse shoes widout no linin.
Couldn' never waar dem out. Yes'um, dey always give us a
changin of homespuns, so as to strip on wash day en put on a
fresh one."

“Den I recollects we chillun used to ax us mammy whe'! us
come from en she say, 'I got you out de hollow log.'! TWell,
just like I tell you, slavery chillun héd dey daddy somewhe'!
on de plantation. Cose dey had a daddy, but dey didn' have
no daddy stayin in de house wid dem. White folks would make
you take dat man whg' if you want him or no. Us chillun never
didn' know who us daddy been till us mammy point him out cause
all us wentiin Massa Anthony Ross! name, Yes,mam, all us had

8 different daddy, so my mammy say."
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"Who dat come here wid you? Lord, dat don' look like
no wife. How long you is been married, heney? You ain' say
so. Look like you is just bloomin, I say.'

"Oh, I tell you, I see a heap of things in dem days,
but I ain' got my studyin cap on right now en I can' call
up nothin right sharp. Us never know nothin bout us was
gwine get free in dat day en time, Us was same as brutes
en cows back dere cause us been force to go by what white
man sey all de time. Oh, dey would beat de colored people
80 worser till dey woula’run away en stay in de swamp to
save dey hide., But Lord a mercy, it never do no good to
run cause time dey been find you was gone, dey been set de
nigger dog on you. Yes,mam, dey had some of dese high dogs
dat dey call hounds en dey could sho find you out, too. Oh,
dem hounds would sho get you. Don'! care whe'! you was hidin,
dem dogs would smell you. If you been climb up a tree, de
dog would trail you right to de foot of dat tree en just
stand up en howl at you. Dey would stand right dere en hold
'you up de tree till some of de white folke been get dere en
tell you to come down out de tree. Den if you never do like
dey say, dey would chop de tree down en let you fall right
in de dog's mouth. Would let de dog bite you en taste your
blood, so dey could find de one dey was lookin for better de
next.time;. Yes,mam, white people would let de dog gnaw you

up en den dey would grease you en carry you home to de horee
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lot whe! dey would have a lash en a paddle to whip you wid.
Oh, dey would have a2 swarm of black people up to de lot at
sunrise on a mornin to get whip., Would make dem drop dey
body frock en would band dem down to a log en would put de
licks to dem. Ma was whip twice en she say dat she stay to
her place after dat. I hear talk dey give some of dem 50
lashes to a whippin. Dat how it was in slavery time. Poor
colored people couldn'! never go bout en talk wid dey neighbors
no time widout dey Massa say sd. I say,>'Ma, if dey been try
to beat me, I would & jump up en bite dem.' 8he say, 'You
would get double portion den.! Just on account of dat, ain!
many of deﬁ slavery people knockin bout here now neither, I
tell you. Dat first hide dey had, white fon;s just took it
off dem. I would a rather been dead, I say. I remember, we
chillun used to set down en ax Ma all bout dis en dat. Say,
'Ma, yunnah couldn' do nothinl' She say, 'No, white people
had us in slavery time.V |

"My God a mercy, I think now de best time to live in
cause I ain! gettin no beatin dese days. If I had been big
enough to get whip in slavery time, I know I would been dead
cause I would been obliged to fight dem back en dey would kill
folks for dat in dem days. If anybody bhurt me, dey got to hurt
back again, I say. Cose us had us task to do in dem days, but

us never didn' have to bother bout huntin no rations en clothes
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no time den like de people be burdened wid dese days. I
tell you, what you get in dese times, you got to paw for
it en paw hard, but ain'! nobody else businegs whe! you do
it or no." |

"Oh, de young people, dey ain' nothin dis day en time.
Ain' worth a shuck no time, De old ones Ban beat dem out
a hollow anywhe'!. Ain' no chillun raise in»dese days, I say.
After fre=dom come here, I know I been hired out to white
folks bout all de time en, honey, I sho been put through de
crack. Lord, I had a rough time. Didn' never feel no rest.,

Dat how-come I ain' get all my growth, I say."

Source: Mom Ryer Emmanuel, colored, (8 years, Claussens, S.C.

Personal interview by Annie Ruth Davis, Marion, S.C.

See ESXVI MS%HL}L.
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"White folks, I sho nuff did ride wid de 'Red Shirts' fer
riarse Hampton. Dar was two other darkies what rid wid us. Dey is
bof daed now. (One was Jack Jones, and de t'othern I does not re-
collect his name. Hdm and Jack is both daed, Dat leave me de
onliest living one what rid in de company. ™

"I rid in de company wid usarse Jimmie Young and he was de
Cap'un. lie live out yonder at Sardis Church. iv'ybody know ilarse
Jimmie., He ain't quite as aged yet as I bees. ir. J.T. Sexton, he
rid from up around Cross Keys. he =0t de 'hole in de wall' and I
calls on him yit, and us talks over de olden days. iiiss 3obo's hus-
band, he rid in larse Jimmie's company. (‘r. Preston B. 3o0bo) Our
company camped at de ole Brick church out whar de munsion set now.
It has allus been called de Lower airforest Baptist Church, whar
de wnite folks still goes, 'ce>t de done move de church down on de
new road, further from>de mansion and de ole zgraveyard. I lows dat
you knows I 1is speakinz o' de new mansion -- r. Emslie Nicholson's
house on de forest at de Shoals. I is ot memory, but I ain't zot
no larning; dat I is proud oI, kaise I 1s seed folkg wid larning
dat never knowed nothing worth spesking aoout., i1l de way 'fru', 1
is done tuck and stuck to my white folks -~ de Bemocratéc wiiite

(o)

"Sho was a pretty sicht to see 'bout a hun'ded mens up
L
on fine horses wid red sunirts on. I still sees dem in mg mind
clear as day. Our red snirts fastened wid a strong band 'round de

walst. Dar wasn't nar'y speck o' white to be seed no whars on 'em,
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Dey was raal heavy and strong. Fact, déy was made from red flannel,
and I means it was sho 'nough flanhel, too. I had done kept one o!
mine here till times got hard and den I tuck and tore it up fer me
a undershirt, here past it been two winters when it got so cold.
"One.hight us sot up all night and kept a big fire. Next
morning it was de biggestAfrost all over de ground; but us never
got one mite cold. De gbod Whiée ladies of de community malle our.
‘red shirts fer us, I 'spects Marse Jimmie ﬁén name some fer you.
"I got eve'y registration ticket in my house, and I still
votes allus de democratic ticket. I has longed to de Democratic_
club ever since de red shirt days and I has voted dat way all de
time., I was Jeé' turnt't sevgnteen wheh I jJined de Red Shirts and
got into de Democratic Club, and I has been in it ever since. It
ain't gWwlne out neither. “ 7
ﬁl shorseed Hampton speak from-Dr.VCulp's porch.-I voted fér
him.-At dat time, I lived on de Keenan place. lMarse Jimmie'Young,
he de overseer fer Mr. Keenaﬁ. Mr. Charles Ray owns an& lives on it
now. Dat brick church straight up de road from de Keenah place;
straight as a bee line. Dat whar us met most o' de time fer de Red
Shirt gatherings. Our Red Shirt Ciub was called de JFairforeSt'
club atter de Lower Fairforest white folks Baptist church. De church
has allus sot on de banks o' Fairforest Creek. Atter us got organ-
~ized, I used to tote our flag. I was de onliest darky dat toted it,
"I is doné handed you a few names; dey ié_all Democratic
names. Lots‘of dem 'scapes my knowledge, it has all been so long
ggg, Dar was Mr. Gilmer Greer. lilss Gilmer Blankenship what lives

out dar, she his niece. jir. John Sims 'nother white man I members,
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Dar was lots o' companies in dis county, bui’l does not recall
how many.

"Captain Jimmie Young would gllus notify when dar was to be
a‘meeting. Uodarkies dat 'longed 'ud go and tell de white mens to
come to de church. Us met sometime right 'fo de t'lection and all™de
companies come together at de ole courthouse dat stood right whar
de new one is now, |

"Robinson's Circus come to Union. De circus folks gib everbody
a free ticket to de circus dat 'longéd fo dé Democratic Club. Dey -
let all de scalawag niggers in fer registration tickets dat de Re-
pubiicans had done give deh to vote fer Chamberlain.ADem niggers
wanted to go to de circus wu'ée~dan dey wanted to de anything else.
Dey never dre'mt dat dey was not-a going to git to vote“iike de car-
getbaggerg, and de scaléwégs had done tole dem to do. Fact is, dey
‘never much cared Jéé' since de got in de circué; Dem dat wanted de
regiqtration tickets back when de come out, nevér seed nobody to
git tem from nohows. Robinson's Circus was so big dat dey never
showed it all ip Unionp but what dey had was out on McClure's field. .
It wasnft no houses dar den, and, o' coufée; dar wasn't no mill no
whar about Uﬁion in dem days. All de tents dat was staked was stak-
B ed in MéClure'slole field over on 'Tosch' Branch. In dem days, dat
field waédg biggest territory inhée clear around Union., Atter dat,
all de Red Shirta met on de facade in front o' de courthouse. Mos'
—all de mens‘made a- speech. Another darky sung a song liké dis:
'Marse Hampton was a honest ‘man; Mr. Chamberlain was a rogue'’ --
Den I suns a song likn dis: 'Marse Hampton et de watermelon, Mr.
Chamberlain knawed de rine,' Us Jest having fun den, kaise us had

. done 'lected Marse Hamp&on as de new governor of South Ca'linla.

souréez "Uncle Pen" Eubanks, Hampton Ave. Union, S.C. (age 83)
| Interviener* Caldwell Sims, Unien, 5.C. (5/4/27)
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LEWIS EVANS
EX-SLAVE 96 YEARS

Lewis Evens lives on the lands of the estate of the late C. L. Smith,
ebout ten miles southwest of Winnsboro, S. Ce. The house is a two=-room frame
structure, with a chimey in the centere He has the house and garden lot,
free of renmt, for the rest of his life, by the expressed wish of Mre. Smith
before his demisee The only other occupant is Wi mjfe, Nancy, who is his
third wife end much younger than Lewis. She does ail the work about the
home. They exist from the produce of the garden, output of fowls, and the
small pension ILewis receives. They raise a pig each year. This gives them
their mga$ for the succeeding yeare.

" Who I b'long to? Where was I born? White folks tell me I born af-
ter de stars fell, (1333), but meybe I too little to 'member de day. Just
have to go by what I hear them saye. Think it was 'bout 1841. All accounts
isy I was born a slave of Marster John Martin, near Jenkinsville. Old Mis=-
tress, his wife, named Miss Margeret. All Ilcan ‘member ‘'bout them is dis:
They had 'bout fifteen slaves, me 'mongst them. His daughter merried a doc=-
tor, Doctor Harrison. I was sold to Msje. William Bell, who lived ‘'bout ten or
twelve miles from old Marster. I's a good size boy thene. Meje. Bell had ten fem-
ilies when I got dere. Put me to hoein' in de field and dat fall I picked cot-
ton. “ext year us didn't have cotton ﬁlanters. I was took for one of de ones
to plant de cotton seed by drappin' de seed in de drille I had a bag 'round
my neck, full of seeds, from which I'd teke handfuls end sow them 'long in
de rowe Us had a horse-gin and screwpit, to git de cotton fit for de market

in Charleston. Used four mules to gin de cotton and ons mule to pack it
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in a bale. Had rope ties and all kinds of bagginge. Seems to me I 'members
sgein' old flour sacks doubled for to put de cotton bales in, in de screw=
presss

" Us raised many cows, hogs, sheep, and goais on de Bell place. Us
worked harde Us all had one plﬁce to eat. Had two women cooks and plenty
to eat, cooked in big pots and ovens. Dere was iron pegs in and up de kitchen
chimeys, chain and hooks to hold pots 'bove de firee Dqt's de way to boil
things, meats and things out de gardene |

" Whippin's? Yes sir, I got 'most skinned alive once, when I didn%t
bring up de éows one Sundaye ot in a fight wid one of Miss Betsie Aiken's
hands and let de cows git away, was de cause of de whippin'e I was 'shamed
to tell him 'bout'de fighte Maje Bell, dis time, whipped me hisselfe

“ My white folks was psalm singers. I done drove them to de old brick
church on Little River every Sabbath, as they call Sundaye Dere was lMiss lMare
garaety his wife, Miss Sallie and Miss Maggie and de two young marsters, Tom
and Hughe Dé two 'boys and me in fronmt and my mistress and de two girls be-
hind. Maje Bell, when he went, rode his saddle horse.

® Who-eed Don't talk to dis nigger 'bout patrollers. They run me many
a time. You had to have & pass wid your name on it, who you b'long to, where
gwine to, and de date you expected backe If they find your pass was to Mre
James® and they ketch you at Mr. Rabb's, then you got a floggin', sure ana
plenty. Majes Bell was a kind master and would give us Saturday. Us would go
fishin' or rabbit huntin® sometime.

" Us had two doctors, Dortor Furmen and Doctor Davise ﬁhite folks care
for you when you sicke I didn't have no money in slavery time, didn®t have
no use for none.‘Ub had no quarters, houses just here and dere on de place,

'round de spring where us got watere
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" Yy Marster went to de old war and was a majores He had brass but-
tons, butterflies on his shoulders, and all dat, when he come backe

* De Yankees comee Fust thing they look for was money. They put a
pistol right in my forehead and say: 'I got to have your money, ﬁhere is
it?' Dere was a gal, Caroline, who had some money; they took it away from
ler. They took de geese, de chickens and all dat was worth takin' off de
rlace, stripped ite. Took all de meat out de smoke-house,.?orn out de criP,
cattle out de pasture, burnt de gin-house and'cotton. Whén they left, they
shot some cows and hogs and left them lying righﬁ derees Dereo was a awful
smell round dere for weeks afteres

" Somethin' d'rected me, when I was free, to go work where I was
‘born, on de Mﬁrtin place. I married Mary Douglas, a good=lookin' wench. A
Yankee took a fancy to her and she went off wid de Yankeee She stayed a long
time, then come back, but I'd done got Preacher Rice to marry me to Lauvinia
thene Dis second wife was a good gale I raised ten chillun by her, but I's
outlived them all but Manuel, Clara and Johne ‘When louvinia passed out, I
got Magistréte Smith to jine me and Nancye. She's still livin'. Home sick
now, can't do nothin'.

* White people been good to mee I've been livin' in dis home, free of
rent, given me for life by Mre. Jim Smith, ‘*cause I was his faithful servant
twenty yearse

" Meny times I's set up in de gallery of de old brick church on Liftle
River. They had a special catechism for de slaves, dat asked us who made you,

and
what He made you out of,/what He made you for? I ain' forgot de answers to

dis daye
" Marster Major give us Chris®mas dey and a pass to visit 'bout but

we sho' had to be back and repo't befo' nine o'clock dat same day.



L)
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" I got my name after freedom. My pappy b'long to Mre David R. Evanse
Jis name wes Steve; wasn't married reg'lar to my mammy. So when I went to
take a name in Reconstruction, white folks give me Lewis Evanse

" I b'longs to de Baptist churche Am trustin' in de Lord. He gives
me a conscience and I knows when I's doin' right and when de devil is ridin®
me and I's doin' wronge. I never worry over‘ why He made one child white and
one child black. He make both for His glorye I sings 'Swing Low, Sweet Char-
iot, Jesus Gwine Cerry Me Home.' Ain't got many more days to staye. I knows

I'm gwine Homee"
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PHILLIP EVANS

SX-SLAVE 85 YEARS OLD.

Phillip Iivans, his wife, Jenie, and their crippled son live together
in a two-room frame house with one fireplace. The old woman has been a
ﬁet nurse for many white families in winnsboro. Heither Phillip nor his
boy can worke The wife nurses occasionally.

" T was born at de CGeneral Bratton Canasan plece ‘'bout six miles, sort
of up a little, on de sunrise side of Winnsboro. I hopes you're not contrary
like, to think it too much against dis old slave when I tells you de daye.
fell éir, dat dey was de fust day of April but pray sir, don't write me down
e fool ‘*cause I born on dat p'ticular Aprilerol Day, 1852. ﬁhen I gits through
wid you, I wants you to say if dat birthdey have any 'fect on dis old man's sen-
sibility.

" My peppy was name Dicke Him was bought by General Bratton from de sale
of de Evens estate. My pappy often tell mammy and us chillun, dat his pappy
was ketched in Africe and fetched to America on a big ship in a iron cage,
'long wid a whole heap of other black folks, and dat he was powerful sick at
de stomach de time he was on de shipe

" My mammy was neme Charlotte. Her sasy her know nothin' 'bout her daddy
or where he come frome Une of my brothers is de Reverend Jackson C. Evans,
age 72« Richerd, another brother, is 65 years o;d. All of us born on de Ca-

nean Bratton placee General Bratton love dat place; so him named it proud,

like de land of Canaan.




' enem;'_ues .-

"I help to bring my brother Richard, us calls him Dick, into de worlde -
Dat is, when mammy got in de pains, I run for de old granny on de place to come
right eweye Us both run all de way backe Good us did, for dat boy come right
aweys 1 'members,to dis hour aﬁd minutesdat as soon as dat boy got here, he
set de house full of noise, a= cryin' like a cat séuallin'-. 411 chillun does
dat though, as soon as they come intc; de worlde I got one sister older than

mé ; her name Jenny Watsone Her live in-a house on de Cansen place, callin' dis-
tence from where I lives Us is Methodistse A proud family, brought low by Mre
Hoover and his crowde Had to sell our 1and; 'Séec‘c us would have starved, as
us too proud to bege Thank God, Mr. Roosejre‘lt- come 'longe Him never ask -
whether' us democra’bv or 'p‘ublica.n nor was us black or white; him just clothe our.
na.kednes's-az_ld ease de pains of hxihger, and goin! fuzfther-, us goin' to be took
care of in our old age;. Oh, how I love dat men; though they> do say hm got

"My brother, de preac}_ler,_ says dat occasioned by de fact dat de President

got a big stick and a w.g foot, da‘b sometime he tromp on de gout foots of sgome

of them rich people. Howsomever, he say dat as long as de Lord, de 5011, and de

Holy Ghost is wid de President, it*1l be all right for us colored fqlics. It

mekes no difference 'bout who is against de Presidente He says us niggers ‘down.

South’ cen do nothin! but be Methodist, pray to de Lord, end shout for de Presi-
dente I's goin' to try to_do some of de prayin' but dis voice too fesble to do
mch shoutinte

"Whet kind of house us live in at slavery t ine? Nice plank houses A1l

de houses._ in de qﬁartex-'éwmade def waye. Our beds was goods Us had a good marsters —

- Cur 11‘V1ﬂ' 'housesa.nd vittles was better end hes.lth:.er than they is nowe Big quer-

ters had ma,ny fam:.lz.es wid. a. b:.g drove of chillune . »Fed them from big loﬁg




trays set on planks. They eat wid iron spoons, made at de blg.cksmi’ch’sshop.
that they eat? Peas, beans, okra, Irish 'tators, mush, shorts, bread, and
milke Dere was 'bout five or six acreé to de ga.r‘den. | Us kept fat end happye
"Who was de overseers? | Mre Wade Rawls was one and Mr, C;sbo:;ne was
another. There was enother one but 'spect I won't 'n@e hii!x,'cause him had
some troube wid my Uncle Dennise 'Pears like he insult my saunt end beat her.
Uncle »Dennis took it up, be;a‘c de ovéréeer, aﬁd run off tg de woodse Then .when'
he gl’c hungry, him come home at night for to eat sumpin's .Dis kept up 'til
one day my pappy drive a wagon to town end Dennis Jmed hlm. Him wes a sebttin'
on de back of de wagon 1n'vde town and somebody point him out to a officers ﬂ
They clamp him and put him 3€.n jaile After de '}estigation'.they‘take hQiz‘nv"to de
 whippin! post of de. toﬁn, tie hié foots, malce him put his hand's' in de stocks,
pulled off hlS shlrt, pull dorwn his britches ‘and wh:.p h:Lm terrlble. |
"No s:.r s Marster General Brat‘l:on dld:n't 'low his slaves chillun to worke
_I‘ just played 'round,vhelp‘ Teed de ‘stock end pigs, bring in ‘de fruit fronm de
orohard and sich Like. | -
"Yes sii', marster give me small coins. Wha’c :I do wid de money? I buy>
a pretty caﬂ;z,,bne t:l.me. Just don't 'members whet I did wid ik all.
"Us went f:.sh:.n’ in de A&elton Branch,, wid hookse Ketch rock rollers,
_ perch axnd ca’cfish, They eat mighty ‘goods I like de shortmin' bread and :mgé.r |

" cane 'lasses best amd de fust time I ever do wrong was 'bout- de watermelons. .

' “Gur ghoes was made on de place. They had wooden bottoms e My daédy, _

‘ b‘e-ing‘de foremn_, was de only sl'a.vefdé% was give de honor %o ﬁear boots. o

“Eere was just “two mulattoes on de place. Qne was a daughter of my aunt.
- A1 de niggers was crazy ‘bov:b her wid de consent of my amn'b, marster glve

folks markans&s. De"‘vo'bher‘ w&s '. , My me.rster wa.s




not his daddy. No ﬁse to put down dere in writing just who his pappy was.

"Stealing was de main crime. De whippin's was put on de backs, end
if you scowled, dat would gif you a whippin' right dere and then.

* Yos sir, dere is heunts, plenty of theme De devil is de daddy end
they is hatched out in de swamps. My brother say they is demons of hell
and has de witches of de earth for their hosses.

"De neighbors 'bout was de Neils, de Rawls, de Smiths, and de Mobleyse.
Varse Ed Mobley was great for huntin'e Marse General Bratton was a greet
sheep raisere In spite of dat, they got élong; though de dogs pestered de
sheep and de shotguns peppered de dogs sometimese

"My marster was a general in de Secession Wars After dat, him a con=- -
" troller of de State. Him run old *Buttermilk’ Wallace out of Congress. Then
he was a Congressman.

"My mistress was liiss Bettie. Her was & DuBose. Hef child, Miss Isa-
bella; marry some big man up North and their son, Theodore, is de bishop
of de high 'Piscopal Church of Mississippi.

"Now I repeats de questién: Doés you think I's a fool just 'czuse I's
born on dat fust day of April, 18527

"You made me feel religious askin' all them questions. Seem like a
voice of all de days dat am gone turn over me end press on de heart, and
dis room ‘fect me like I was in a church. If you ever pass de Canaan place

I'd be mighty happy tc see you again."
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STORIES FROM EX-SLAVES

"I was born in old Abbeville County, S.C. about 1861; was
reared in what is now éreenwood County. My father was Winston
Arnold and my mother, Sophronia ilomax irnold. They belonged to
the Arnold rawily during slavery time. I was just & small child
during the Confederate iiar, and don't remember anything about it.
I heard my mother tell about some things though. The slaves earned
no money aind were Jjust given quarters to live in and something to
eat. My father was a blacksmith on mastert's place, and after the
waf, he was blacksmith for himself. I heard him tell about the
patrollers. They had lots of cornshuckings and cotton pickings,
but they never worked at night.

"I remember the night-riders, but don't remember -that they
did any harm much except they got after a man once.

"When any of us got sick we sent for = doctor, but old-
time folks I hezsrd about, would use herbs, tree barks, and the
like of thet to make teas to drink.

"I married in a negro church when I was young. I married
Frank Fair who came fro; Newberry County, S{C. After the cere-
mony, the neighbors gave me a nice dinner at the church.

"I don't remember anyth.ng about Iincoln or Jeff Davis,
but I think Booker Washington is a leading colored man and has
done good.

"I joined the bhurch wheh I was nine years olfl because
my father and mother belonged, and so many young people were
joining. I think everybody ought to join a church."

Source: Eugenia Fair (76), Greenwood, S.C.
Interviewed ¥y: G.L Summer, Newberry, S.C. (6/10/37)
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STORIES FROM EX-SLAVES

"I lives in Newberry in a small three-room house which be-
longs to my son., He helps me some ‘'cause I can't work except jest a
little 'round de house.

"I don't know much 'bout de war times. All I know is what
I told you befo', I 'member when de war quit agd freedom come. }ost
of de slaves had to find work where dey could.”Some had to work as
_share-croppers, some fer wages, and later on, some rented small plots
of land. Xany niggers since de war moved to town and worked as»day
hands, such as carpenters, janitors, dray drivers and de like.

"De o0ld tire folks had blacksmith shops on de farm and
made most of de toolsrdey used. Dey had plenty to eat. We never
wanted fer nothing andAalways lived good. I had it better den dan I
does now,

"In slavery when de patrollers rode up and down de roads,
once a niggef boy stole out to see his gzl, all dreséed up to kill.
De patrollers found him et his gal's house and started to take off
his coat sordey could whip hih;-but he said, 'Pléase dont't let my
gal see under my coat, 'cause I got on a bosom and no shirt'. (The
| custom was to wear stiff, white bosoms held up éround the neck when
no shirt was on. This gave the appearasnce of a shirt.)

Miy sister-in-law and mother-in-law both come from Virginia
but I don't ‘'member anything dey said 'bout dat country. Iy sister-
in-law went baék dere atter freedom come, but her mame died here.

V“Us slaves went to de white folks' church at Cross Roads,

and our mistress made us go. She often would teach us to read and
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write at home when we would try to learn. Mistress had a nigger
driver fer her carriage, and when he drove he wore a high beaver hat

and a long coat. our white folks had a big kitchen way off from de

- house. Dey had a big wide fireplace where dey cooked over de fire in

skillets. My miétress had me to work in de house, kind of a house-
girl, and she made me keep clean and put large ear rings in my ears
so I would look good. When Christmas come, Marse and Mistress always
give de slaves good things to eat. Dey had lots of cows, and dey glve
us good butter and milk, molasses, meats and other good thlngs to eat
We always worked on week days except Saturdays: and sometimes on dat
day until 12 o'clock. We alwaySHhad Christmas and Faster hollidays. |
"Ve had eorn-shuékings aﬁd eotton-pickings. De niégers
would Sing:>'Job, Jdb, farm in a row; Job, Job, farm in a row',
Sometimes on m@onlightnighfs we had bénder‘pullings and when we got
through wé.had big.suppers, always wid- good potatoes or pﬁmpkin pies,
de best eating éve:.,we made corn bread wid;plenty-bfAmilk,Aegés and

lard,- and somet imes wid sweet potatoes, éefbest corn bread in de

- world. 'Simmon;bread was made wid sifted 'simmon juice cooked'Wi@ flou

. *Inarried first time to Joe Todd, and had a big wedding-
ﬁhat'my_miStréss_give me .in her back yard. she had a_ﬂig shpat‘killeg ‘
fer de wedding dinner.'My'mistress‘deﬂf;as Miss Cornelia Ervin. When
i mﬁrried de second time, I marriea in town to ﬁest Farrow, in der
colored people’s Baptist church by Rev. West Rutherford, a nlgger
preacher, de pastor. My second husband died, too, a few years ago.

"y can't 'member much 'bout old songs, but a Baptist- song

was: 'Dowa to de water, River of Jor&a ,Down to de water River of

onréen, Dere my Savier was baptized._
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Another version went thus:
" oome along, come along, my dear loving brother,
Come along ané let's gzo home;
Down into de River where my Savior was baptized.'!

"De present generation of niggers ain't like de ones
when I come along. Dey don't work like I did.

*T don't know much about'Abramham' Lincoln, Jefferson
Davis'or Booker Washiington. I just hear about ‘Booker Washington,
reckon he is all right.

"I think slavery helped me. I did better den dan I do.
now. When I joined de church I was grown and married, and had two
chnilluns. I joined de church because I thought I ought to settle

down and do better fer my family, and quit dancing and frolicing."

Source: Caroline Farrow (N.80), Newberry, S.C.
Interviewer: G.L. Summer, Newberry, S.C. (9/16/37)
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STORIES FROM EX-SLAVES

"I was born in Newberry County, Near Chappells depot.

My master, 1in slavery time, was John Boazman. He was a good man
to his slaves. I was raised in the big-house, and helped as a
servant-girl, My mistress smoked a pipe, and sometimes she would
have me to get a red coal from de fire and put it in her pipe. I
did dét wid tongs. I lived theré a long time. I come to Newberry
over 40 yéars ago and worked wid de white people in town.

"I married twice. My first husband was Joe Todd, and
after he died, I married West Fafrow. He was a dray-man in town
for many years. |

"The folks back home had fine farms, good'gardens, and
took pride iniraising all kinds -of things in the garden. They

allus planted Irish potatoes the second time in one season.

"They cooked in big open fireplaces, in kitchens that set

away off from the house. A big spider was always used for cooking

over the fireplace.

"After de war, we stayed'on_awhile. My mistress took me

——

to de white folks' church and made me sit in the gallery; then

brought me home."

Source: Caroline Farrow (80), Newberry, S.C.
Interviewer: G.L. Summer, Newberry, S.C. (5/18/37)
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STORIES FROM EX-SLAVES <

"I do not knows when er whar I was born. My father was
Price Feaster; mother was Lucy Richards Feaster. She belonged
to Mr., Berry Richards dat lived ‘'tween Maybinton and Goshen
Hill Township, on de 'Richards Quarter'. My sister name Harriet;
brothers was Albert and Billy, and dats ali de chilluns dere
was in de family. My furs' recollection dat I knows was when
we went to de Carlisles., I was so young dat I can't recall
nothing much 'bout de Feaster plantation, Qur beds was home-
made and had ropeé pulled tignt frum one side to de other fer
de slats. No sir, I doesn't know nothing 'bout no grandmaw
' and grandpaw,
A "De,furs' work dat I done was drapping peas. Albert
' was plow-hand when I come into de world. Harriet was up big
enough to plant corn and peas,»tod. Billy looked atter de
stock and de feeding of all de animals on de farm. My furs'
monéy was made by gathering blackberries to sell at Goshen
Hill to a lady dat made wine frum dem. I bought candy wit de
money; people was crazy 'bout candy den. Dat's de reason I
ain't got no toofies now,

"O0le lady Abbie looked out fer our rations. De mens
eat on one side and de gals on t'other side de trough. We eat
breakfast when de birds furs' commence singing off'n de roost.
‘Jay birds tud allus call de slaves. Dey lowed:\it's day, it's
day, and you had to git up. Dere wasn't no waiting tbout it.
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De whipperwill say, 'cut de chip out de whiteoak! you better
git up to keep frum gitting a whipping.‘Doves say, 'who you is,
who you is."™ Dat's a great sign in a dove. Once people wouldn't
kill doves, ole marse sho would whip you if you did. Dove was
furs' thing dat bring something back to Noah when de flood

done gone frum over de land. When Freedom come, birds change
song. One say, 'donjt know what you gwine to do now.' 'n other
one low, 'take a lien, take & lien,:' Nigéérs live fat den wid
bacon sides,

"Mr, Billy Tnompson and Mr. Bill Harrist' daddy give
liens: in dem days; dese big mens den. Captain Foster clothed
de niggers atter Freedom.

. "Ole lady Abbie give us mush and milk fer breakfast.
Shorts and seconds was mixed wid de mush; no grease in de morn-
ing a-tall. Twelve o'clock brung plenty cow-peas, meat, bread
and water. At night us drunk milk and et bread, black bread
made frum de shorts. Jes' had meat at twelve o'clock, 'course
tsharpers!' 'ud eat meat when marster didn't know. Dey go out
and git 'em a hog frum a drove of éeventy-five er a hand'ed;
dat one ﬁever be missed,

"I is awful to hunt; come to Union to sell my rabbits
and ¢possums. Mr. Cohen dat run a brick yard, he buy some. Ole
man Dunbar runted a market. He was ole man den., He's de beef
market man; he take all de rabbits and sell 'em when I couldn't
git a thing fer 'em. Ole lady living den, and when I git home
she low is I got any 'loady' (samething to eat). I come in wid

beef and cow heads. Cow foots was de best meat. Dgy throws all
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sech as dat away now. Dere was allus a fuss in de house iffen

I never had no 'loady'. Somehow er another I was allus a fam-
ily man and was lucky to git in wid mens dat help me on. Never
suffered wid help frum dese kind men. Dat's de way I got along
as well as I has. Ole Missus and Marse learn't me to never tell
a lie, and she teached me dat's de way to git along well., I
still follows dat.

"Up in age, I got in wid cap'n Perfam (Mr. George
Perrin). He was de banker. He say 'bout me, 'what I likes
'bout Gus, he never tell a.lie’,

"Befo' dat, I work fer Lawyer ilonroe. He had a brother
named Jim and one named George, his name Bill. His sister
named iilss Sally. Dar I farm fer‘dem and work on half'uns. De
Yankees camped on his place whar Mr. Gordon Godshall now got
a house. N'used to go dar mifnight ev'y night and ev'y day.
Dey had a pay day de furs' and de fifteenth of de month. Dey's
terrible fbru'engans' (onions) and eggs. Dey git five marbles
and put dem in a ring; put up fifty cents. Furs' man knocks
out de middle-man (marble) got de game. Dey's jes'! sporty 0
dat. Never had nothing but greenbacks den. Fifteen cents and
ten cents pieces and twenty-five and as high as fifty cents
pieces was paper in dem times.

"Dey larﬁ't us a song: 'If I had ole Abe Lincoln all
over dis world, but I know I can't whip him; but I fight him
-1t4ill I dies'. Dey low'd, 'we freeded you alls'.

- ®Another song was: 'Salvation free fer all mankingd;

~ Salvation free fer all @ankind'. I was glad er all salvation.
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rsalvation free fer me'; got up dat song furs' on a moonlight
night, and us sing it all night long, going from house to house.
ﬁwotherless chilluns sees hard times; just ain't got
no whar to go; goes from do' to do',' dat's de song dey got up.
I doesn't know whar it come from. 'Nother one was: 'When de sun
refuse to shine; Lord I wants to be in de number, when de sun
refuse to shine. If I had a po! mother she g?ne on befo', Lord
I promise her I would meet her when de saints go marching in.!
Dat's what lots people is still trying to do.

"We sot mud baskets fer cat fish; tie grapevines on dem
and put dem in de river. We cotch some wid hooks. I went seining
many times and I set nets; bought seins and made de nets, Pull
up sein after a rain and haﬁe seventy-five or eighty fish; some-
times have none, Peter Mills made our cat fish stew and cooked
ash-cake bread fer us to eat it wid. Water come to our necks
wnile we seilning and we git de fish while we drifting down stream.

"We wear cctton clothes in hot weather, died wid red
dirt or mulberries, or stained wid green wa'nuts -- dat is de
hulls. Never had much exchanging of clothes in cold weather. In
dat day us haul wood eight or ten feet long. De log houses was
daubed wid mud and dey was warm. Fire last all night from dat big
wood and de house didn't git cold. We had heavy shoes wid wood
soles; heavy cotton socks which wés wore de whole yeafuthrough
de cold weather; but we allus go barefeeted im hot weather.
Young boys thirteen to fifteen years old hac de foots measured.
When tracks be seed in de wa'melon patch, dey was called up,

and if de measurements of dere tracks fitted de ones in de
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wa'melon patch, dat was de guilty nigger. I 'clar, you had to
talk purty den. When I go in de wa'melon patch, I git de old
missus to say fer me to go; den I could eat and nothing was
said 'bout it. |

*Sunday clothes was died red fer de gals; boys wore de
same., Wé made de gals' hoops out'n grape vines. Dey give us é
dime, t£ dey had one, fer a set of hoops.

"Twan't no dressing up fer marring inrslavery times; Just
say, 'gwine to'be,a marriage tonight' and you see 'bout 40 or
50 folks dar to see it. If it be in wa'melon time, dey had a
big feast atter de wedding; 0ld man preacher Tony would marry

you fer nothing. De keep de wedding cake fer three weeks befo!

it was eat."

Source: Gus Feaster (97), 20, Stutz Ave., Union, S,C.
Interviewer: Caldwell Sims, Union, S.C.
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"I ain't never give you dis information. Miss Suste
and Miss Tommie Carlisle, Marse Tom's onliest daughters, died
befo'!' de surrender, Miss Susle slipped one day wid de scissors
in her hand, and when she did dem scissors tuck and stuck in
one her eyes and put it plum' smack out and éhe never did see
out'n it no mo', Dat made it so sad, and every/Body cried wid
her but it never done her narry bt of good.

"When dem young ladies died, I left out and run off
from my ma and come to Union. Mr. Eller kept a big sto! jest as
you come into town. It was Jest about whar Mr. Mobley Jeter's
is now, Dat's in de middle of town, but in de fur off days I is
speaking about, it was de very outskirts of dis town. I is seed
dis town grow, dat is what I 1s, Mr. Eller tuck me to be his
driving boy, -and dat sto! sot jest exactly whay de Chevet
Charage (Chevrolet Garage) sets now,

"When I been dar six years, my ma come to Union and
she found me dar. Us was dat glad to lay eyes on one another dat
we jest shouted fur joy and my Ma tuck and smacked me wid her
lips right in de mouth. She told me dat my pa had done got shot
a fixing dem o0ld breastworks down in Charleston and dat called
fur a big cry from me and her both. Mr. Eller, he went out'n de
back of his sto' 'till us quit. He let me go back home to de
Carlisle place wid my ma. Everything done changed and I brung
my ma back to Union and kept her, kaise I was a man ih full deém.
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"lLawyer Shand tuck my ma to work fur him and I
started being his coaéhman. He ole and he live in Columbia
now. When he done dat, me and ma lived in one of his houses.

He lived on what you knows as Douglas Heights and he had de
biggest house dar. Dat was way befo' Captain Douglas moved
from Goshen Hill. Den Captain Douglas tuck de day and built
dat house you sees now aheading what dey calls Douglas Heights
atter Lawyer Shand's house was to' (tora) do%n. De house sot
right on top de hill in de middle of de street you sees. His
driveway was flanked wid water oaks and it retched down to
Main street. De grounds wasAon each side dat drive and dey
retched to whar de white folks is got & school (high school)
now. On de 6ther side of dat drive his grounds hit Miss Fant's,
(Mrs. John Fant's property). |
| "You could clam up Cap Douglas' stairs and git in a
run;around> (cupola) and see de whole town through dem glass_
winders. (This cupola is still on the house.) Never had none of
dem things.in Union afo! dat. Some years attér dat, when Col,
Duncan had his house run over (remodeled) he had one of dem
Arup-arounés put on his'n. To dis day wid all de fine fixings
fglks has in Union, dar ain't narry one got none of dem‘thingé
and dey sho' is purty.

"Let me drap back, kaise I 1s gone too fer along;
you wants olden times. On our plantation Marse Tom had a nigger
driver. He 'hoop and holler and wake us up at break of day. But
befo!' freedom come 'long, Marse got a bell; den dat nigger
driver rung dat bell@at‘breal of day. He wgs a sofry nigger datA

never had no quality in him a'tall, no sir-ee.
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"Us had to feed de mules in de dark of mornings and
de black of night when craps needed working bad. Seed many as
a dozen hoe-womens in de field at one time. Dey come when dey
finished breakfast aﬁd de plows had got a start.

"Dey used mulberry skins from fresh mulberry saplins
to tie around dere waists fer belts. If your singletree chain
broke, you fixed it wid mulberry sking; same wid your galluses.
liulberry is mighty strong and easy to tie any}hing dat break.

"Marse Tom never whipped tbout nothing much but
stealiné. He never iet his overseer do no whipping if he knowed
it. He burnt you up 'bout stealing, dat he would.

| "Dey never wanted us to git no larning. Edmund Car-.
lisle, smartest nigger I is ever seed. He cut out blocks from
pine bafk on de pine tree and smooth it..Git white oakcn'”hickory
stick. Git a ink ball from de oak trees, and on Sadday : and —
Sunday slip off whar de white folks wouldn't know 'bout it. He
use stick fer pen and drap oak ball in water and dat be his ink
atter it done stood all night.'He larnt to write his name énd |
how to make figures. Marse Jule and Bill, two of Marse Tpm's
boys,_foﬁnd out dat Edmund could write and dey wanted to whip =
him, but Marse Tom wouldn‘*t let ‘em. |

"One morning Edmund was making a big fire 'round all
de pots, kaise we was butchering forty hogs. Edmund had his head
under de pot a blowing up de fire dat had done tuck and died to

embers. Jule and Bill seed him and dey broke and run and pushed
E&mund plum' under dem pots. De embersvburnt his face and de

hair off'n his head. Marse Tom wo' (wore) Bill and Jule out fer it.

Missus 'lowed den dat Edmund de smartest nigger on dat plantation.
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"We had Sadday afternoons to do our work and to waéh.
we had all de hollidays off and a big time Christmas and July
Fourth.

"Going to funerals we used all Marse's wagons. Quick
as de funeral start, de preacher give out a funeral hymn. All-
in de procession tuck up de tune and as de wagons move along
wid de mules at a slow walk, everybody sing dat hymn. When it
done; another was lined out, and dat kept upr'till we reach de
graveyard. Den de preacher pray and wersing some mo', Ih dem days
funerals was slow fer both de white and de black folks. Now dey
is so fast, you is home again befo' you gits dar good.

"On de way home from de funeral, de mules would perk
up a little in dey walk:and a faster hymn was sung on de way
home. When we got home, we was in a good mood from Singing de
faster b&mns and de funeral soon be forgot.

"As & child everybody in dem days played marbles.

"Ma sung some of de oldest hymns dat I is ever heard:
(He sang) '0 Zion, 0 Zion, O Zion, wanta git home at last?.
(Another) 'Is you over, Is you over, Is you over' and the bass
come back, 'Yes thank God, Yes thank God, Yes thank God, I is
over. How did you cross? At de ferry, at de ferry, at de ferry,
Yes, thank God I is over.,!' If I sing dem now folks laughs at me,
but ma sho’teached dem to her chilluns.

"When boys and gals gits up some size dey feels dey-
selves. At dat age, we went bird thrashing in de moon light. Den
we sing dis vulgar song, 'I'll give you half-dollar if you come
out tonight; I'll give you half-dollar if you come out tonight:
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Den de gals charmed us wid honeysuckle and rose petals hid in
dere bosoms. Now de gals goes to de ten cent sto' and buys
cheap perfume., In dem days dey dried cheneyberries (chinaberriés)
and painted dem and wo' dem on a string around .dere necks to
charm us.

"¥hen us very little, ma say at night when she want
us to go to bed and we be playing marbles, 'Better come on in
de house or Raw Head and Bloody Bones '11 git you. From den on
I is seed spooks.

"our work song was, 'John Henry was a man; he worked
all over dis town'. Dey still uses dat song. In slavery some
holler when dey be in de field like owls; s ome 1ike crows; and
some like pea-fowls Missus had de purtiest pea-fowls in de
whole country., Dont't see none now, buﬁ dar ain't nothlng dat
flies purtier. |
| "Me apd Wade~0arlisle was 'possum hunting one iight
in de fall when de dogs bedded a 'possum in a grave. We dug
down and got de 'possum, He was dat big and fat and his hair
was so shiny ahd purty dat we 'lowed dat he de finest\'possﬁm
we had cotch dat fall. | |

"Jest den; Wade struck de box dat de dead man was
a-lying in. Jest as he did dat, a light jumped out'n dat grave
right in front of us and all over Wade's shovel. Our two dogs
tuck and fun and holler and stick dey tails betwix dey legs
like somebody a-whipping dem, Dem dogs never stopped running
and hewling 'till dey xeached home, me and Wade right behind
dem.:Wade had dat 'possum in his hand. Dat light now and den

Jump right in front of us.
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*] hollered, 'Wade, fer de lLawd in Heaven sake, drap dat
tpossum. ' He drapped it and we run 'till we got home. Wade
still had dat shovel -- or was it a axe --, I jest recollects
which, anyway, he still had it in his hand; and when I looked
at it, it was still shining. I pinted my finger at it, kaise
I was dat scared dat no words wouldn't come from my mouth.
.Jade throwed it in de wood pile and we run in-de house wid it
still shining at us.

*"T stayed dar all night, and I ain't never been
hunting in no graveyard at night since dat; and if de good
Lawd give me senSé I is got now, I ain't never gwine to do it
no mo', |

"It ain't no good a-t'sturbing dead folks., All
befo' dat I is heard it gits you in bad, and now since den I

~ knows it."

Source: Gus Feaster (col. 97), 20 Stutz Ave., Union, S.C.
Interviewer: Caldwell Sims, Union, S.C. (7/1/37)
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POLK-LORE: NEGRO SLAVE.
Slave Time Customs on the Plantation

of Thomas Anderson Carlisles

"Cap! my old Master's deughter, Nrs, George
Yerrin (Ida Rice) and Miss Peake (iirs. Keitt Peake) 'lows I
is done pas' 84. Miss lda was 84 when she died enc I was
allus mo' older den she was, and a long ways at date I allus
figers dat Ah is 97. Miss Agnes (lirs. Keitt Peake) and Miss
Ida was 1il' gals when I driv' dem to and from school ever'
dey fer ole Marse. You See I had to be a big boy to drive de
Marse's chilluns to school, %specially when dey was 1il' gals !
I is & great deal older than Mr., Bill Harrises. I met him dis
mornin' wid sweet 'tater in his pocket. He 'lowed; 'Gus, you
is jes' 'bout de oldes' nigger in dis county, eint you?' I
reised my hat to 'im and ‘'lowed, Yessir, guess I is, Capa

"Had to stey out and guard de silver and de
gold jewels in de pines when my white folks hid it dar to
keep de Yankees from a-gittin' it. Dey driv' de waggins in
de pines and us unload de jewels and things and den dey would
drive de waggins out de woode When de weggin done got plum
away us would teke dry pine needles &nd kivver up 2ll de waggin
gracks and hoof prints after us had done reked de dirt smooth
over deme We stayed wid de silver end stuff and drink coffee
end eat black crus?; dat de sweetnin' bread dat us had durin'
de war, Couldn't git no sugar den. Sometime we used sassafras

tea as we never had no coffee to grinde Be white folks was jes'

t
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as bad off as we was. From de big house dey brung our mess of
vittals after dark Had done fell,

"Poke saled was et in dem days to clean'a feller
outs Hit cum up tender every spring and when it cut deep down
in sand it looked white. It's an herb. Cut it; wé.sh it and
par boi}; pour off water end ball up in balls in your hand;
put in frying pen of hot grease (grease from hamf or strip meat)
and fry. ©Season with black pepper and salt and eat with new
spring onions. Tender white stems are better than the saiad and
of course earlier. Ash ceke was good wid poke saled and clebber
or butter milk and best of all was sweet milk! Dat not only fill
up your belly, but meke you fet and strong.

"Sometime de darkies would eat too much and
git de colice Fer dis dey would take and chaw pine needles end
it ﬁould be all over wid den. On all de plantétions dar was
old womens, too o‘ld to do any work and dey would take and study
what to do fer de ailments of grown folks and 1il' chillunse
Fer de 1il!' chilluns and babies dey would take and chaw up
pine needles and den spit it in de 1lil' chilluns mouths and
make dem swallow, Den when dey was a teachin' de babies to
eat dey done de food de very seme way. Dem old wimmens mede
pine rosin pills from de pine rosin what drapped from de pine
trees and give de pills to de folks to take fer de back aches
Dey allus kept de pine trees gashed fer dis purpose. Den day
"also gashed de sweet gum fer to git gum to chaw. 'Twasn't
no sech thing as chewin' gum till thirty years ago. Sweet

gum, it's good fer de indigestion and fer de toofies, when it

don't git yer mouth all stuck so as you can't say nothinge.:



I *spects dat de chief reason how come it done gone plum out o!
dates I most fergot to inform you dat resin pills is still de
best thing dat I knows to start ryour "water" off when it dome
stopped on ye.

"It was & special day on each plentation when
de Master and de o'seer give out de week's retions, like dis:
Four pounds o' bacem; ;me peck o' meal; quart o‘rflour; quart
o' molesses;~-dey was dat black; and dey was de rations fer &
whole endurin' week, Had a big choppin' tlock where all de
meat was chopped one In dem days évery bit o' de meat was
reised on de plantation from de Master's hogse Into de grooves
o' dis choppin' block would git lodged small pieces o' meatf
Choppin' ax was hea.vy»ahd broad. Heavy rat.;tons come out on
Fridey. On 8ad'day come de shoulder meat fer Sunday mornin!
“brekfas' and de.flour come on -Sad'day also., Our Master give
us hominy fer Sundsy mornin' brekfas', kaise us had red meat
wid gravy den. My Master was Marse' Tom Carlisle of Goshen
Hill. He de one give us dem Sunday specialse De niggers on
de other surroundin' plentations never got no sech 'sideration
as I ever heard of.

"Me and John minded de-Missus' cows. ihen de
red meat choppin' was done all de pié.ntation chilluns wout‘zld be
dar to git what fall in de grooves o'de blocke One day John
'lowed to me if you puts your ol' bleck hand on dat block 'fore
I does today, I is a gwine to chop it off. I never said nary

a word, but I jes' roll my eyes at hime I got dar and broke
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and run fer de blocke I got big piece and when John come up I
was eating ite I say, Nigger, you is too late and lazy fer any-
thing. 'Bout that time he reach over fer a scrap I never seed.
I push him back and reach fer hit. John took up de choppin' ex
and come right down on my finger, 'fore I could git it out de
waye. Dat's why you see dis scar here now. Dat nigger lay my
finger plum wide open, fact is dat he jes' left i;: a hangin',
Marse's doctor and he fix it backe Den he whip John hisself;
never ‘low de o:ferseer to do it dat ‘cixﬁe. Mgrse Tom pretty
good to us; never whip much; never 'low de overseer, lir. Wash
Evans, to ﬁ’nip too much neither. He would have liked to whip
mo' den he did, if de Marse would *lowed it, but heTW_asn't éo
bade Mr, Evans wasn't no pé' wh‘ite. trash, but he was kinder -
middlin' like. De Evans is done riz high up now. |

"Newt and Anderson wes my young mersters. Dey
wes 'long ’bot__zt my own age. Doy went to school at Goshen Hill,
De school was near de store, some folks called it de tradin'
post in dem dayse De had barrels o' liquor set’gin' ocut from de
store in a long row. Sold de likker to de rich mens dat cerried
on at de race track near bye Foiks in Goshen was all r:{ch in
dem dayse. Rogers Church , where de Carlisles, Jeters, Sims,
Selbys, Glens, end lots of other folks went too end de slaves,
was de richest country church in dis pe.r'bvo' de whole state,
so I is often been told. LEbenezer, cver in Maybinton, was de
onliest church in de whole country dat tried to strive wid

Rogers in de way o' finery and style. De Hendersons, Maybins,
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Hardys, Douglasses, Cofields, Chicks and Oxners was de big folks
over dar. Both de churches was Methodist.

"Every summer de carried on Camp Meetin' at
Rogerse. All de big Methodist preachers would come from way off »
den. Dey was entertained in de Carlisle big house. Missus put
on de dog (as de nigrers says now) den. Every thimg was cleaned
up jes' 'fore de meetin' like us did fer de early-spring cleanin',
Camp Meetin' come jes' after de craps was done laid bye Den all
craps wes done laid by befo' July de Fourth. It was unheard of
fer anybody to let de Fourth come ﬁidjgz craps out'n de way,
Times is dune chaﬁged now, Lewde Den de fields was heavy wid
corn head high and cotton up aroun' de darky's waistl Grass
wes all cleaned out o' de furrow's on de las' go 'round. De
fields eand even de terraces was put in_‘épple pie' order fer
dergatherin' o' devcraps in de fall,

"As you all knows de Fourth has allus been
nigger daye Marse and Missus had good rations fer us early
on de Fourthe Den us went to barbecues after de mornin' chores
was done. In dem days de barbocues was usually held on de
plentetion o' Marse Jim Hill in Fish Dam. Dat was not fer from
Goshen., Marse Jim hed a purty spring dat is still all walled
up wid fine rockss De water come out'n dese rocks dat cold
dat you cen't hold your hend in it fer more dan a minute at de
loﬁges‘, Dar is a big flat rock beyond de spring dat I 'specs
kivvers more dan en acre and a half o' ground. A creek run
along over dis rock, where de mules and de hosees could rest

in de shade of de trees and drink ell de water dat de wanted.
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Wild ferns growed wakst high along dar den. All kinds of purty
flowers and daisies was gathered by de gals. Dem was de best
days dat any darky has ever seed. Never had nothing to aggrevate
your mind den. Plenty to eat; plenty to wear; plenty wood to
burn; good house to live in; and no worry 'bout where it was a-
coming froml

"01d Marse he give us de rations fer de barbecues.
Every master wanted his darkies to be thought well of at de bar=- |
becues by de darkies from all de other plantations. De had
pigs bartecued; goats;end de Missus let de wimmen folks bake
pies, cekes and custards fer de barbecue, jes' 'zactly like
hit was fer de whAite folks barﬁecue deselfl

"Young ones carried on like young colts e-
frolicin' in de paéﬁure till dey had done gét so full o'u vittles
dat dey c'ouid not eat snother bite. Den dey roamed on off and
set down somewheres to sleep in de shade o' de trees. When de
sun started to going down den de old folks begin to git ready to
return back to dey home plentations, fer dar was de master's
stock and chickens to feed end put up fer de night, to say nothinp
o' de cowg to milk, The master's work had to go on aroumi de
big house, kaise all de darkies had been 'lowed to have such a
pléasant daye Next day being Sad'day wes on dis occasion not
only retion day,‘but de day to git ready fer de white folks Cemp
Meetin' which I has already caelled to recollection several times.

"I has to drap back to my own plantation now;

keise I guesses dat de seme thin.g took place on all de - - -~



neighborin' places in preparation fer de white folks 'big Meetin'.
But I hetter confine my relations to det what I really knows.

At de barbecue I seed niggers from several neighborin' plentations
end I can tell you 'bout date But I draps now to de doings o'

my own white folks.

"As I has said once,de fields was in lay=by
shape and de Missus done already got de house cleaned. De
chilluns was put in one room to sleep and dat meke more room
fer dé preachers and guests dat gwine to visit in de big house
fer de nex' six vael;s. Den de plans fer cooking had to be brung
'touts Dey never had no ice in dem deys as you well knows; but
us hed & dry well under our big house. It was deep and every-
thing kéep r»eral corok, down dar. Steps led down into ite and it
allus be real derk d_ownrcwiar. De rats ruﬁ aroun' down der and
de younguns skeert to go down fer anything. So us. c-arry a
11ghﬁood§?§> fer light when us put anything in it or take
anything oute Dar ain't no need fer me to tell you 'bout de
well house where us kept all de milk and ‘butterr, fer it was
de talk o' de country 'bout what nice fresh milk and buttef
de missus sllus had. A hollow osk log was used fer de milk
trough. Three times & day Cilla had her 1il' boy run fresh
cook well water all through de trough. Dat keep de milk from
gwine to whey and de butter fresh and cool. In de dry well
was kept de cenned things and dough to set till it had done
rig! When company come like dey ailus did fer de cemp
meetings, shoalts and goats end meybe a shee.p or lamb or two
was kiit fer barbeéue out by Cilla's cebin. Dese carcasses

i'ras kept down in de dry well over night and put over de pit



early de next morning after it had done took salt. Den dar was a
big box kivvered wid ;creen wire dat victuals was kept in in de
dry welle Dese boxes was made ratw proof.

"Whilst de meats fer de company table was kept
barbecued out in de yard, de cakes, pies, breesds, and t'other
fixipgs was done in de kitchen out in de big house yard. Baskets
had ter be packed to go to camp meetin', Tablgs w;s built up at
Rogers under de big oak trees dat has all been cut down now. De
tables jes' gromned and oreeked and sighed wid victuals at dinner
hour every dsy durin' de cemp meetin',

"Missus fetch her finest linens and silver emd
glasses tobut-shine: dem bz;ung by ;ie‘ t'other white folks o'
quality. In dem days de white folks o' quality in Union most
~ all come from Goshen Hill and Fish Deam. Af‘cef de white folks
done et all dey could hold den de slaves what hed done come to |
church and to help wid de tebles and de carriages would have de
dinner on a smaller table over clost to de spring. Us had table
cloths on our table also and us et from de kitchen ohiné end de
kitchen silvers.

- "Young gals couldn't eat much in public, kaise
it ain't stylish fér young courting gels-to let on like dey
hes ?ny eppetite to speek ofe I sees aat am & custom dat —still
goes amongst de wimmen folks,‘ not to eat, so heavy. Cullud gals
tried to do jes' like de young white missus would do.

"After everything was done eat it would be enough
to pack up and fetch back home to feed all de hungry niggers
whet roams roun' here in Union now, Dem was de times when every-
body had 'nuff to eat and more dan dey wented end plenty clothes

to wear!
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"During de preaching us derkies sot in de back
o' de church. Our white folks had some benches dar dat didn't
nobody set on 'cept de slaves. Us wore de best clo'es dat us
hade De Marse give us a coat and & hat and his sons give all
de old hats and coats ‘'round. Us wore shirts and pants made
from de loomss Us kept dem clean't and ironed jes' like de
Marster and de young marsters done their'n. Den L;S wore &
string tie, dat de white folks done let us have, to churche
Dat 'bout de onlie:st time dat a darky was seed wid o ties
Some de oldest men even wore a cravat, dat dey had done got
from de old mersters Us combed our heir on Sundaey fer churche
But us never bothered much wid it no other time. During -
slavéry some of Vde old men had short élaits o' hair,

"De gals come out in de starch dresses fer
de camp meetinge Ley took dey hair down out'n de strings fer
de meeting. In dem days all de darky wimmens wore dey hair
in string 'cep' when dey 'tended church or a wédding. At de
cemp meetings de wimmens pulléd off de head rags, 'cept de
memmiess On dis occasion de mammies wore linen h;ad. fags
fresh laundered. Dey wore de best 'aprons wid long streemers
ironed and starched out e hanging down dey backs. All de
other derky wimmens wore de black dresses and dey gotw hats
from some dey white lady folks; jes' as usrmens got hats from
our 'n. Dem wimnens dat couldn't git no hats, mostly wore black

bonnetse De nigger gals and winches did all de dressing up dat

dey could fer de meeting and also fer de barbecue.
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"At night when de méeting dun busted till nex!
day was when de darkies really did have dey freedom o' spirite
Ad de waggin be creeping along in de late hours o' moonlight
and de darkies ﬁrould reise a tune. Den de air soon be filled
wid the sweetest tune as us rid on home and sung all de old
hymns da*t;. us loved. It wes allus some big black nigger wid
& deep bass voice like a frog dat ud start up de ‘time. Den
de others mens jine in, folloﬁed up by de fine 1i1f voices o
de gals and de cracked voices o' de olé wimmens and de gré.nniés.
When us reach near de big house us soften dovm to a deep hum
dat de missus likel Sometime she his't up de window and tell
us sing ‘'Swing Low Sweet Cha‘'ot' for hér and de visiting guests.
Dat ail us want to hear. Us open u;_S and de niggers ;iear de
big house dat hadn't been to church wdulci wake up end come 7out
to do oabin door and jine in de refrain. From dat we'd swing
on into all de 0ld spirituals Vdat us love so well and dat us
‘knowed how to sing. Missus often 'low dat her darkies could
sing wid heaven's "gpiration (inspiration)s Now and den some
old mammie would fall out'n de waggin a shoutin' Zlory and
Eallelujah end Amenl After dat us went off to lay down fer
de night. ’

| "Young Newt and Anderson was de boys what was
neer de age of me and John. Cotsg dey went to school every
day it was in sessign. Dey had dey own hosses and dey rid
'em to school. When dey come home dey would throw de reins

to me and John and us took dem hosses and rub dem down and

fesd 'em,
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"Lots of times Newt and Anderson would tell me
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and John to come and git under de steps while ole Marse was eating

his supper. When he git up from de table us 1il' niggerxz would
allus hear de sliding o' his chair, kaize he was sech a big fat
mane Den he go into de missus room to set by de fire. Dar he
would warm his feets and have his Julip. Quick as lightning
me and John scemper from under de steps and break fer de big
cape jaseamine bushés long de front walk. Dar we ﬁide, till
Anderson and Newt come out e fetching hem biscuit in dey hands
fer use It would be so fuil of grm}y, dat sometime de gravy
would take and run plumb down to de end o! my elbow and dfap
off, 'fo I could git it licked offn my wristse Dem was de
best rations dat a nigger ever hed. Whe'n dey };ad honey on de
white folks teble, de boys never did fail to fetch a honey

biscuit wid dem.. Dat wes so good dat I jest take one measley

1il* bite of honey and melted butter on my way to de 'quarterf.

I would jest taste a leetle. When I git to Memmy den me and
Mammy set off to ourself's end taste it till it done all g;oﬁe."
Us had good times den; nike I rever is had befo'! or sincse

| | “.SoonAatter dat dey sen{: me and John to de
f‘i-eld ’cv.; lern drapping. I had to drap peas in every bther
hill and John had to drap de corn in de rest. De overseer,
ole msn Wash Evé.ns, come down dar to see how us was a doing.
Den us got dat skeert dat us got de corn and peas mixed upe.
He starfed to hit us wid de whip dat he had hung 'round his
waist. Bout dat time Marse Tom rid up. He made de overseer

git out'n dem corn rows and let us 'lone. After dat us got
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'long fine wid our drappinge Vhen it come up everybody could see
dem rows dat us had done got mixed up on when de overseer was dar.
Marse Tom was dat good to his hands dat dey all love him all de
time. But one day when ole man Evans come through de fiald and
see dem rows he did call me and John off and whip us., Dat de
most dat I ever got whipped. Marse got shed o! de overseer soon
atter date. : -

"It was V;'mst like dise Ole man Wash Evans was a
wicked man., He teake 'vantage of all de slaves when he git half
chance. He was great source of worriment to my Mammy, ole lady
Lucy Price and 'nother ‘'oman, ole lac;y Lucy Charles. Course he V
'vantege over ell de darkd#es and fer dat reason he could sway
everything his way, most all de time., But my mammy and ole ladj
Lucy was 'ligious Wimneﬁs. Dat didn't meke no diffuns w:id wicked
©0ld man Ew.rans. One dey Missus sont my mammy end de other ole
lady Lucy to fetch her some blackberries by dinners

"Ne emd John was wid dem a pickin' and £illin’

o! de big buckets from de 1il' buckets when ole man Evans come
riding ups He argued wid both maimmy and ole lady Lucy and}le{zpt
Atell.ing h:un dat de missus want her berries and dat dey waé
'ligious wimmens anyhow and didn't practice no life o' sin and
vile wickedness, Finally he got down off'n his hoss and pull
out his whip and low if dey' didn't submit to him he gwine to
beat dem half to deaths Atﬁ?md John took to de woods. But
we peepe My mammy end old lady Lucy start to crying and axing

him not to whip dem.,



"Finally dey eot like dey gwine to indulge in
de wickedness wid dat ole mane But when he tuck off his whip
and some other garments, my Memmy and ole lady Lucy greb him by
his goatee end further down and hist him over in de middle of
dem blackberry bushes. Wid dat dey call me and John. Us grab
all de bubkkets and us all put out fer de 'big house' fas' as
our legs could carry us. Qle man Evans jest er hoilering and
er cu;ssing down in dem briars. Quick as us git to de big house
us run in de kitchen. Cilla call Mis_sus. She come and ax what'
ailing us end why we is so ashy looking. Well, my Mammy and ole
- lady Lucy tell de whole story of dey humiliations down on de
&:reek_.

"Missus 'lowed dat it didn't make no diffuns
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if Marse was in Union, she gwinter act prompt. So she sent fer V

Mr, ivens end he took reail long to git dar, but when he do come,
Missus, she 'low - "Mr, Bvans, us does not need yo' services on
dis plentation no mo', Siri' He 'low Marse aint hemse. ‘Missus
*low = ' I does not want to argue de point wid ye, Mr.} Evans,
fer yc;' services has come to an end on dis plantationi* Wid
dat ole men Evans_ go off wid his head a-hanging in shame. Us
niggers went out end tole de news wid _gle.dness shining out from
our eyes, kaise us was dat giad det we did not know what to do.
"All de fields was enclosed wid a spdit rail
fence in‘ dem days. De pands took dey rations to de field early
every mc;rning and de wimmens slask work round eleven by de sun
fer to build de fire and cook dinner. Missus 'low her niggers

a

to git butteemilk and clabber, when de cows  in full, to carry



to de field fer drinking at noon, dat is twelve o'clock. All
de things was fetched in waggins and de fire was built and a pot
was put fo bile wid greens when dey was in season. ‘Ove'r coals
meat was baked and meal i;x pones was wpapped in poplar leaves
to bake in de ashes. 'Taters was done de same way, both sweet
'taters and irishe Dat made a good field hand dinner., Plenty
was allud had and den 'lesses was also fetched along. Working
niggers does on less dese days.

"Does you- know dat de popler leaves was wet
afo' de meal pone was put iﬁ -i’c? Well, it was, and when it got
done de ashes was blowed off wid your breath and deh de parched
leaves folded back from de cooked pone. De poplar leaves give
de ash oake a nice' fresh sweet taste. All forks and spoons wes
made out'n sticks den; dven dem in de big house, kitchen. Bread
bowls and fough treys was ell made by de skilled slaves in de
Marse's shop, by hands det was skilled to sech as date |

"Young chilluns and babies was kept at home by
de fire and nursed and cared fer by de ole wimmens det obuldn't
do no field work; De chief one on our plantation dufing my -
"m_embranoé was ole aunt Abbise. She had hesd o' de chilluns all
over de plantation when dey mamies was aﬁworki'ng in de field.
Marse Tom used to ride through de 'quarters' every day to see'
about ole lady Abbie end de chillums when dey parents was at
work in de fields during de w;x;king season, Ole lady Abbie had
to see to it dat dey was kept warm by de fire and dat dey clothes
was kept up wid while dey mammies was in de fields Dem chilluns
on our plantation was well looked after. De seamstresses also
kept our work clothes petched and darned, till new oxies was wove

fer us,



-15- - 68

"Sides dat dem chilluns was fed. Each child
had 3 maple fork and spoon to eat wide. Lil' troughs was made
fer dem to eat de milk and bread from. fShorts', low stools,
was made fer dem to set up to de traughs to, whilst dey was
eatings De other ole ladies helped wid de preparations of dey
messes o' vittals. One ole women went her rounds wid e wet rag
a wiping dem chilluns dresses when dey would spill c;ey milk
and breade Marse Tom and sometime Missus come to see de 1il!
babies whilst dey was a eatinge De other ole ladies'tended
to de small bebies. Somstimes it was many as fif'teen on de
plantation et one time dat was too little to walk.

"Dey mammies was not worked on our plan‘tétion
till_d_e4babies‘ was big 'nough to take -a bottle. And in dem
days no bottie was given no baby under a year olde De wimmins
in family way was better cared for den dese young niggers now=
a-deyse Marse Tom never bred no slaves but he did care for his
niggers when dey married and got dey own chilluns. b § has done
related to you how dey fixed de medicines and thingse Dem
babies was washed every day if dey“mammies was in de field, dat
never made no diffuns, kaise it was de old ladies’ jobs to see
to it dat dey wease. Youngunsbon de plentation was bathed two or
three times a week. Mulgin leaves and salt was biled in great
big pot to put in de babies wash water and alsorin de chilluns’
watere Dis would keep 'em from gitting sicke. Den dey was allus
greased atter de washing to keep de skin from busting open. Mosely
dey was greased wid tallow from de muttoen. Mr. Anderson took

medicine and atter dat he doctor all de slﬁves fer his paw freee
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"While de Yenkees had everything closed up down
in Obarleston it was hamd to git anything in dis country into
de sb0's. Us allus traded at de post (Goshen Hill Treding Post)e.
If I recollects correctly it was during dis period dat Marse Tom
let my Mammy go up to de post to fetch back her a bonnet.

"Up dar dey took cotton and corn and anything
like dat in trade dat dey could sell to de folks dat was working
on de railroad bed dat was gwine through dat country (Seaboard
Airline), So Mammy took a lot of cotton wid her to de poste She
knowd dat it was gwine to fgk'e lots to git dat bonnet. It weren't
but three and a half miles de short way to de post from our place.

"I's gwine long wid her and so I had to wear some
pants to gb to de post as dat was big doings fer a 1il' darky
boy to git to go to de tfading cen’ceri. So auAnt .Abbie fotched me’
a pair of ;exk pa.nts‘ dat was dat stiff, dat dey made me feel like
I was all closed up in a jacket, atter being used to only a shirt-
taill
_. | "Well, it wasn't fur énd us arriv! dar early in
de daye. Mammg said 'howdy'! to all de darkies whet dar end I look
at dem from behind her skirts. I felt real curious-like all in=
side. But she never give me no mind what _ever. She never act
like she knowd dat I was pulling her dress at all. I seed so
many things dat I never had seed befo'y not in all my born days.
Red sticks o! candir was a laying right dar fo' my eyes, jes'
like de folks from de big house brung us at Christmas. It was
not near Christmas den, kaise it was jest cotton picking time end

I wondered how-come dey was heving cendy in de store fer, now-hows
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"Mammy look down at me and she say to de white
man wid a beard, 'Marse, please sir, give me five cent worth
peppermint candy.' Den when he hand her de bag she break off
1i1' piece and hend it to me, end wall her eyes at me and say
in a low voice, 'Don' you dare git noma dat red on yo'! clean
.shirt, ify you wents to git home widout gitting wo' plumb

-

smack out,.!

"Den she—talk about de bonnets. Finally she
git one fer ten dollars worth o' cottons Money wasn't nothing
in dem times.- Uy dis time us had done started on our return
home and I was starting to feel more like I allus felt.

"Nigger,'what'dat you is done goné and got on
dat clean shirt? Didn't you hear me tell you not to git dat
new shirt all red? Look dar & streaming dewn off'm your chin
at dar reds How is I gwine to ever teach you anything, when
you act jest like a nigger from some pore white trashes poor
land?!

"When we gits to dat branch now I's got to
stop and waéh'dat dirty black mouth and den I can't git dat red
candy off'n dat shirte What ole lady Abbie gwine to say to ye
when she see you done gone and act like you ain't never seed
no quality befo'?

"Atter I has done tole you all de way from home
how you must act at de post den you goes and does like you ise
Aint never gwine to carry you nowhars 'gin long as I lives.

"Bemd dat lazy, good=-fer-nothing back so as I
won't git you wet all de way down your belly, you hear me? Now

you is looking like you belongs to Marse Tom 'gin. Gimme dat
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candy right now; I gwine to see to it det you gits back home
looking like somet'ing after all my worriments wid ye.!
"Mammy seed dust & flying and de hoss come
a-bringing Marse Tom down de roed. Mammy drap everything
in the dust end greb her apron to drap a curtsy. .She 'low -
'Git dat hat off dat head and bow your head fo' he git hear !
"Howdy, Lucy, what is you and det youngun been,
senyhow?' 'Us been to git me a bonnet, Marse Tom , and it took
all de ten dollars worth of cotton to fetech it back wid.'
'Yes, lucy, money does not go far these days, since the Yankees
got everybhing' 'No Sir, No Sir, Marse,' and he rid on,

leaving us behind in de damst.

Source: Interview with Gus Feaster ( C - 97), ex-slave,
Tiving at 20 Stutz Ave., Union, S. Ce; interviewer - Caldwell Sims,
Union, South Carolinsa.
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ANN FERGUSON EX-SLAVE 74 YEARS

"Aunt Annie" sat in the sun of & fall afternoon on the steps
of her house écross from the Baptist Church at Zstill, 8. C.
. Her short, stout form and her kind, deeply wrinkled fade beneath
hew ﬁhite cap, Were,has alweys, a pleasingly'familiar sight.
"I'se sure you'se come, Missus. I'se been jes! asittint
'heré‘awaitin' for somebod& to comé; I'm gittin' on in yéars
now. Been rightvhére.for foqrtéen years. I was sick last night;
Suffers Wid:high‘blood,'yeé\m.A | “ o

MGould I tell you~‘bout de times before de war? well»ma!am,'

f,vl was jes! a baby den, S0 I cain't to say know tbout it for meself

irAbut I knows what me mother told me 'bout 1t. : o L
My mother was at 01 Allendale when de Yankees come through.‘
"She was in de kitchen at de.time.->I Was.qulte small.."Round two
‘years old - HOW;hOW old dat_maké mey Miss? 747 Wéll; I knows I
'is»gittin‘ 'long. I remembersdem'talkini "bout it all. béy
éeardhed-de house, aﬁd take duﬁ'what dey want, deh sét dé house
afire. Ma, she run out den an' whoop an' holler. De lady of de  _
- house wusz dere, but de Massa had went off. De élace wuz dat of
ffDr. Bucknar. My mother~been belong to de ‘Bucknors. - After dat,
:%fﬁey moved to de 0ld home place of de Bucknors down here at Rdbert-__
fville. ~Dey had two places. ﬁey jes! had to start farmlng all
iovér aéain@; Wé livea dére a good,bit after freedom, ma say. My
”vother sﬁgyVWia'1em'for abéut thrée yeafs}after freedau. —

“Fere free&om my mother used to go to de white folks church -

and black used to worship together den. She Jined at de
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old Cypress Creek Baptist Ghufch:at Kobertville. A white préadh-
er baptized her dere. De 0ld church is dere~atARobeftville ndw.
After freedom de colored folks had dey own churches.

"Dey tell me dat in slav'ry tiﬁe, some of de overseers treat
tem mighty mean. Some of tem work 'em in de day, 'en in de
night,~weaVing,_ Now some of 'em treaﬁ 'em good;ﬂbut some of {em

' treat 'em mean. Déy have ﬁo’fun away info de bay.
"Do I'knowrof'anybody what'seeé ghosts? Yes'm, deré's'a lady
. over dere what say she always seé a ghost come snd whip a woman
dat asittin! on de steps;’ Sometime she say she goin! to>repoft>
it»to\de‘poliCe, bﬁt Iain't nevér seen none, }ceptinfzin my-
~dreams. ‘ i o
- “iésufé is»@lﬁd &oﬁchme,>Missﬁs;: I_Eéén jes':awaitin;“fbr

somebody "

Source: Ann Ferguson, ex-slave 74 years, Estill, S. C.
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"I was born bout two miles bove Lake View on Zonia
Rogers place. Boys used to tell me I was born on Buck
Branch. Think I was born de 12th. day of February cause
I was bout 16 years old when freedom come. Another person
born de same day en de same year en I might look om dey
tombétone en get de date."

“Miles Ford was my father en my mother, Jennie Ford,
but dey didn' live on de same place. Father belonged to
Alias Ford at Lake View en mother come from Timmonsville
what used to be called Sparrow Swamp. Railroad run through
dere change name from Sparrow Swamp to Timmonsville.®

#Just like I tell you, Zonia Rogers was my boes en he
wasn' 8o bad. He whip me a few times when I did things dat
I oughtened to do. Sometimes I was pesty en he whip me wid
a switch, but he never whip s0o hard. I tell de truth, Zonia
Rogers was a good man. Give his slaves good pole houses to
live in up in de quarter. Never had but five slaves to start
" wid en dat de reason he just had two slave house in 4¢ quarter.
Scmetimes dey slept on de floor en den another time, some héd
homemade bedstead wid de framework made out of black gum."

“We had meat en corn bread to eat all de time en dey gave

us fried meat en rye bread en flour bread to eat every now en
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den. Made rye bread in time of de war, but didn' get much
flour bread to eat. Massa would weigh meat out on his hand.
If anybody wanted meat, he hand it to dem on his hand en say,
tHere it is.! Den some of de slaves had gardens dat dey work
at 12 otclock en at night. Never was mech t¢ catch possums,
but was great hand to ocatch rabbits. Boes had dog name Trip
dat he wouldn' have taken $200.00 for. If I had him now, I
wouldn! take $200.00 for him neither cause dat dog would stay
at a tree all night. See him stay dere from early in de day
t11l1 dark."

¥g§laves wore one piece garment in de summer en used thick
uoolenvgarment in de winter. "When I got large, had wrapper en
little breeches to wear. Sometimes de clothes was all Wool en
‘gometimes dey was just balf wool. Yes, sir, I kﬁow all bout
how de cloth was made in dat day en time. Three treadle made
die'here jeanes oloth dat was for de nigger clothes en white
péople wore four treadie cloth. Had Sunday clothes in slavery
time, too, en made de shoes right dere home. Tanned de leather
en made shoes called nigger brbgane'dat dey used‘in de turpen-
‘tine woods. Dese here low quartérs. I married in 1873. Just
had common oléthes when I was married."

"1 remember my grandfather all right. He de one told me
how to catch otters. Told me how to set traps. Heard my grand-
father tell bout whippin slaves for stealin. Grandfather told |

me not to take things dat were not mine. If a pile of corn was
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left at night, I was told not to bother it. In breakin
corn, sometimes people would make a pile of corn in de
grass eén leave it en den come back en get it in de night.
Grandfather told me not to never bother nothin bout peoplels
things. |

“De first work dat I remember bout doin in slavery
time, I hold mules for my boss. Drove wagon for Mr. Rogers.
If people wanted any haulin done, he told me to help dem en
collect for it. He never wouldn' ax any questions bout what
I collected for de haulin. Just let me have dat money. I
remember I bought cloth dat cost 123 cents a yard wid de first
money 1 get. Deh I bought a giri 10 cents worth of candy en
sent it to her. Hbarrehe stamped it in de groﬁn& wid her foot.
- Girl never even mentioned it to me en I aih! never bothered wid
her again. Dis girl en me bout de same age.® |

fDon' remember much bout my first Missus only dat she had
& bump on her neck. 8econd Missus was good to me en just like
I tell you, Zonia Rogers was a good man. He hired white men
to plow, but he never put nobody ahead of me no time. I take
dogs en slip out in de woode en hunt rabbits. White man tell
on me en my boss ain' never saild nothin bout die to me yet.-
Never had no overseer en no driver whe! I stay.®

"Oh, dere was bout two or three hundred acres in de
Rogers place. Slaves worked from daylight till dark in de

winter time. Always be up fore day cause my boss generally
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called de slaves fore day. Hear him say, 'Rob, come, come.
Aaron, come, come,! We didn' work hard though. Didn' work
in bot sun in June, July en August cause in slavery time dey
allow us to take out at 10 or 11 o'clock en go swimmin, Den
we had to be back in de field bout three o'clock. Had plenty
pPoor white neighbors bout dere en boss hire me to man like
dat one time. Poor man give bout 14 hours for ibon whe! I
get two hours back home en I never go back de next day. Boss
say, 'Why don' you go back to work?' I tell him dat fellow
wouldn'! give me long enough time for noon. My boss wouldn!
force me to go back when I tell him dat.*®

#] see one or two slaves whipped in slavery time, but
I didn' see anybody whipped bad. If a slave on one place was
accused of takin a thing on another place, dey have a trial
bout it. Justice might tell dem how many licks to give him
en point man to do it. I hear dat some been whipped way off
till dey died, but old man Everett Nichols wouldn' never whip -
his slaves. He had son dat whipped some rough darkies dat he
got off another place cause old man Nichols wouldn! want strange
darkies to marry girls on his place. I hear way up de country
dat dey whipped dem till dey died right dere.¥

YDey had jails in slavery time at Marion for de slaves.

If dey caught slaves dat had run away, dey would put dem in jail
t1ill dey Massa sent after dem. Sometimes dey would hold dem en
sell dem for debt. Dey tell me some put on stand en sold dere
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at Marion, but I never saw any sold. Just hear bout dat,
but I remembers I saw dis. 8aw six hen tied together wid a
chain one S8aturday evenin dat was ocomin from Virginia en
gwine to Texas."

#Some people helped de slaves to read en write en some
of dem didn'. Boy learnt one of my uncles to read, but didn'
want him to write. People learn to spell in dé; times better
den dey do now. Some of de slaves could read de Bible en den
others of dem could write dese pass dat dey had to get from
dey Massa fore dey could go from one plantation to another.
I recollects my mother's father could write a pass.®

“Deré wasn' no church on de plantation whe! i stay. Had
preachin in Mr. Ford's yard sometimes en den another time de
slaves went to white people's church at Bear Swamp. Boss tell
;Aslaves to go to meetin cause he say he pay de preacher. Dean
Bars, white men, gave ogt speech to de slavés one day dere fo
Nichols. Slaves sat in gallery when dey go dere. He tell dem
to obey dey Massa en Missus. Den he say, 'God got a clean
kitchen to put you in. You think you gwine be free, but you
aln' gwine be free long as dere an ash in Ashpole Swamp.!White
folks complaln bout de slaves gettin two sermons en dey get one.
After dat, dey tell old slaves not to come to church till after
de white folks bad left. Dat never happen till after de war

was over, "
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"I sho remember when freedom ocome hére. Remember when
‘my boss told me I was free. My father come dere en say he
wanted his boys. Bosc called, 'Aaron, come here, your daddy
wants you. I want you to go.! He told me not to go till de
news came though. Please me, I felt like a new man,"

"I hate to speak what I think bout slavery. Think it a
pity de slaves freed cause I know I'm worried more now den in
slavery time. Dere got to be a change mmie. People got to
turn. I belong to de Methodist OChurch en I think everybody
ought to belong to de church. God built de-church for de people
en dey ought to go dere en be up en doin in de church., Dat dey
duty." |

Source: Aaron Ford, Ex-Slave, Age 80-90, (¥o other information
given by interviewer.)

Personal interview by H. Grady Davis, June, 1937,
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FOLK=LORE: EX~-SLAVES

Six miles east of Spartenburg on R.F.D. No.2,
the writer féund Aunt Charlotte Foster, a colored women who
seid she was 98 years olde Her mother was Mary Johnson and
her father's name was John Johnson. She is living with her
oldest daughter, whose husband is John Montgomefy. :

She stated she knew all eabout slavery times,
that she and her mother belongea to Willism Beavers who had e
plantetion right on the main road from Spartenburg to»Union,
that the farm was near Big Brown Creek, but she didn't know
- what larger stream the creek flowed into. Her fether lived
on snother plaoé somewhere necr Limestonee She and her ﬁother
were hands on the farm and did all kinds of herd worke She
used to plow, hoe, dig and do enything the men did on the
plentation. "I worked in the hot sun." Every now and then
she would get & sick heedache and tell her mester she had it;
ﬁhen he would tell her to go sit down ewhile and rest until
it éot bettere.

| She had & good master; he was a Christian if
there ever was onee. He hgd e wife that was fussy and mean.
"I 4idn't call her Mistus, I called her Minnie." But, she
quickly added, "Eéster was good to her, jus% as kind end gentle
like."A When asked'whatwwas-the matter with the wife, she just
shook her head and did not reply. Asked if she had rather live

now or during slavery times, she replied that if her master was

living she would be willing to ge back and live with hime

80
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"Every Sundey he would call us chilluns by neme, would sit down
end read the Bible to usj then he would pray. If that man ain't
in the Kingdom, then nobody's there."

i She said her master never whipped any of the
slaves, but she had heard cries and groans coming from other
rlantations at five o'clock in the morning where ‘the slaves
were being beaten and whippede Asked why the slaveg were being
beaten, she replied rafher vehemently, "Just because they wanted
to beat 'em; they could do it, and they did." She said she had
seen tﬁe blood running down the backs of some -slaves after they
had been beaten.

One dsy e girl sbout 16 years of age came to
| her house and seid she'd just as leave be dead as to take the
béafings_her master gave her, so onevd‘ay she did go into the
woods and eat some poison osk. "She died, too."

~ On one pla.ntation she sew an old woman whc;

used to ge'bnso maﬁy beatings that the};r put a frame work around
her body eand ran it up into ‘a kind of steeple and placed a bell
in the stéepie. "Dat women had to go mround with that beli -ring-
ing all the time." | \

"I got plenty to eat in dem deys, got just what
the white folks ate. One dey Master killed a deer, brung it in
the house, and g;ag.“ve me some of the meat. There was plenty of

~

deer den, plenty of wild t'ufkeys, end wild hogse Master told me

whenever I seed a deer to holler and he would kill it."




When slaves were freed her mother moved right
away to her father's place, but she said tﬁe two sons of her
master would not give her mother anything to eat then. "Master
was willing, but dem boys would not give us anything to live on,
not even a little meal."

"After the Civil War wes over and the Yankee
soldiers ceme to our place, dey just took what theygganted to
éat, went into de staeble and leave their poor, broken-down
horses and would ride off with a gdod horse. They didn't hurt
enybody, but just stole all they wented." |

One day she said her master pointed out Abe
Lincoln to here. A long line of cavalry rode down the road and
presently there ceme Abe Lincoln riding a horse, right behihd
them. éﬂe didn't have much to say‘aﬁoﬁt Jeff Davis, except she
heard the grown people'falking about hime "Booker Washington?i
Well, he was ell right trying to help the colored peoplerand
educate theﬂ; But he strutted‘afound and didn't do much., Peopie
ought to learn to read the Bible, but if you educate people too
high it make a fool out of thema They won't work when they gets
an education, just learns how to get out of‘work, learns how to
steal enough to keep alive; ihey are not taught how tO'wofk,

" how do you expect them to work when”they ain'f'taught to work?
Well, I guess I would steal too before I starved to death, but

I ain't had to steal yete No man can say he ever gave me a
dollar but what I didn't earn myselfs I was taught to work and
I taught my chilluns to work, but this present crowd of niggersl

They won't doe"



She stated her mother had twelve children
and the log house they lived in was weatherboarded; it was much
warmer in such & house during cold weather than the houses are
now. "Every crack was chinked up with mud end we had lots of
woode" Her mother mede all their beds, and had four double
beds éitting in the room. ©She made the ticking first.and
placed the strew in the mattfesses. "They beat the beds you
can get nowe These men make half beds, den sell 'em to you, -
but dey ein't no good. Dey don't know how to make ‘em."

Aunt Charlotte said she remembered when the
stars fell. "Tﬁat was something»éwful to see.. Dey just fell
in every direction. Master said to wake the chilluns'up and
let 'em see ite Everybédy thought the world was coming to an
end. Wé»went out on de fropt porch to 1062 at the sight; we'd
get scared and go badk into-de house, den come out agaein to see
the sight. It was something swful, but I sure sew it." (Records
show that the great falling of stars heppened in the year 1833,
so Aunt Charlotte must be older than she claims, if she saw this
eventful sighte Yet she wes positive she hadrseen the stars
falling all over the heavens. She made a sweep 6f her arm from

high to low to illustrate how they fell.)

SOURCE: Aunt Charlotte Foster, RFD #2, Spartanburg, S.Ce
- Interviewer: F. S. DuPre, Spartanburg, S. C.
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EX-SLAVE 84 YEARS OLD.

"I is the son of John Franklin end Susen Bobo Frankline I was born
August 10th, 1853 in Spartanburg County. My daddy wes a slave on the
plantetion of Marster Henry Franklin, sometimes called Hill and my memmy
was & slave on the plantation of Marster Benjamin Boboe They was brother-
in=law's and lived on & planation joining each othere.

"My white marsters and their mistresses was good to us and to all
their slavese We have plenty to eat and wear, on the Bobo plentetion,
from the time I can remember up to the timé I wes 'bout eleven years olde
In 1861, my marsters go away with their neighbors, to fight the damm
Yenkees and the plantation was left in charge of the mistresses and worked
by the slaves. The slaves all raised 'bundance of rations, but pretty
soon theré was a scarcity 'cause they was no coffee at the store end
stregglin' Yankees or what they call 'Rebel soldiers'! come 'long every few
deys eand take all they can carrye.

"That shortage begun in 1862, and it kept un gettin' worse all the
time, and when Lincoln set all niggers free, there was such a shortage of
food and clothes at our white folks houses, that we decided to move to a
Dutch Fork plantetions My daddy go 'long with other niggers to fight for
'Uncle Abe' and we never see him no more. Soon after that me and mammy
told our mistress goodbye, and move down to her deddy's place, -‘bou‘c ten
niles from Chapine I wes ten years old that year end we raise corn, beans,
'taters and chickens for ourselves and to sell, when we could go to Columbia

and sell it and buy coffee and other things that we could not raise at home.

\
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So we do pretty well for a year or two and we keep up our tradin' trips
to Columbia, which 'counts for me end Ben Lyles, my cousir 'bout my age,
comin' to Columbia on February 16, 1868. We sold out and stayed all night
at the home of Ben's uncle. He had us do some tasks 'bout his home on
Lincoln Street the next day end it was way in the day befo' we start home.
'v‘:Je welk north on what was known then as the Winnsboro road 'til we come to
Broad fiver roed, and we take ite There was one' or two farm houses north
of Elmwood Street on the Winnsboro road at that time and only one house on
Broad River road, the farm house of Mre Coogler, which is still standin'.
There we.s & big woodsland at the forks of the Winnsboro road end Broad
River foede |
"After we walk 'long the Broad River road, what seem téd us for a
quarter of & mile, we see four or five old men standin' on the left side
of the road wavin' a white flage We walks out in the woods on the right
sider opposite and watcheses Soon we see what s‘eeni lak a thousand men on
hosses comin' briskly 'longe 1‘he men keep wavin' the white fle.g; After
many hed passed, orebig bearded man rein up his hoss end speek with the C
men wevin' the white flage They tell the soldier there am no 'Rebel soldier!
in Columbia and the‘blue-clad army am welcome; beggin' them to treat the
old folks, women and children, welle The Yankee soldier set straight and
solemn on his hoss, and when the old men finish and hand him a paper; he
~ salube cnd tell them, 'Your message will be laid befo' Generel Sherm'.
v “All this time the ground am shakin' fromthe roar of big guns 'cross
the river. Ben and me run thru the woods to our footlog end see thousands
still comin' into Columbia, all 'longe We get 'fraid and steyed in the
woods 'til we get out of sight of the soldierse But we ain't got far over

the top of the hill 'til we come face to face with more men on hosses. One



of the men, who seem to be the leader, stop his hoss and ask us boys
some questionse We answer as best we can, when he grin at us and puil
out some money and give us a nickel a pieces

"We travel on towerd Chapin and meet our meammies and many other
people, some them white. They all seem scared and my memmy and Ben's
mammy and us, turns up the river and camps on the hill, for the night,
in the woods. We never sleep much, for it was 'most as light as day,
and the smell of smoke was terriblée We could see people rumnin' in
certain parts of Columbia, sometimes. Next mornin' we look over the
city from the bluff and only ea few houses wé.s standin' and hundreds of
tumble~down chimmeys and the whole town was still smokin',

"I dreams yet 'bout that ewful time, but I thank God that he has
permitted me to live 'long enough to see the city rebuilt and it stretch-

ing fer over the area where we hid in the trees."
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EMMA FRASER - EX-SLAVE

Emme Fraser, a pathetic old character, probably on account
of meny hardships; and the lack of family to care for her
properly, shows the wear and tear of years. She was born, in
slavery, on 2 plantation near Beaufort, of a mother whom she
scarcely remembers, and cannot recall the name of the planta-
tion, nor the name of her mother's owner. She talks very
‘little but is most emphatic about the'time of her birth. "I
born in rebel time, én de plantation down by Beaufort. Iy ma
say I a leetle gal when dey shoot de big gun on Fort Sumter.
All demvpéople done dead an' gone now. I aint know dey'name
any mo'. ¥id de troublulatlon and bombatlon I hab to tend
wid an' de brain all wore down, you alnt ‘blame me Tfor not

I wants to go to Hebben now an' when de roll is call up
dere en' I be dere, de Lord, he find & hiding place for me.
I poes to chu'ch when I kin an' sing too, but ef I sing en!

" it doan mobe (move ) me any, den dat a sin on de Holy Ghosty
I be tell a lie on‘de‘Lord.m No I aint sing when it doan mobe
me. - You mus'n ax me to do dat.

One day I éee e big automobile on de street wid a old
.gemmun (gentleman) ob siavery time settin' in em. I goes up
to em an! ax how old he t'ink I is, an' he say dat I come way,
~way back dere in de slavery day, an' he know what he say.
Source: Interview ﬁiﬁh the writer

Emme Fraser, 98 Coming St, Charleston, S. Ce
Approx. 80 years old.
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ADELE FROST

EX-SLAVE 93 YEARS. OF AGE

"I was bo'n in Adams Run, South Qarolina, January 21st, 1844,

My father naeme was Robert King, an'my mother was Minder King. My
father was bo'n in Adams Run but my mother came from Spring Grove,
South Carolina, I had eight brothers an'! sisters, ﬁaria, lovie,
Josephine, Eliza, Victorlsa, Charlie an' Robert King. The other two
died w'en dey was bsbles, Only three of us is slive now, Maria, who
lives in Adams Run is 95 years old. I was brought heh at the age of
twelve to be maid for Mr, Mitchell, from who' I didn't git eny money
but a place to stay an' a plenty of food an'! clothes. My bed was the
ole time four post' with pavilion hangin! over the top.

"In' use to wear thin clothes in hot weather an' warm comfort-
able ones in the winter, On Sunday I wear a ole time bomnet, a'm
hole apron, shoes an' stockin', My Master was kind to his alaves an'
his overseer was all Negroes, He had a large fa'm at Parkers' Ferry,
He worked his slaves 'til twelve in the day an' the res' of the day
they could do their own work. |

"I never gone to school in my life an' massa nor missus ever
help me to read. |

" On the blantation was a meetin' house in which wen' used to

have meetin's every Chuseday night, Wednesday night, an' Thursday
night., I use to aﬁtend the white church. Doctor Jerico was de pastor,
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Collud people had no preach@r but dey had leader. Every slave go
to church on Sunday 'cause dey didn't have any work to do for
Massa. My grandma use to teach the'catekism an' how to:sing,
"Co'n shuckin' was always done in de night, Dere was also a

dance, Es de distance was five miles we would walk dere, work an!
dance all night an' come back early nex' mornin'.

"Fun'rals was at night an' w'en ready to go to the graveyard
every body would light a llghtud knot as torch while every body

sing. This is one of the songs wen' use to sing,

'Goin! to carry dis body
To the grave-yard,
Grave-yard don' you know me?

4

To lay dis body down,'

These are some the games wen' use to play,

" Have a han'ful of co'n den say, -
" Trow kissey Wiléon let him go"
while the res' is to guess how-many co'n 1is lef! in his han's,
We ain't had no doctor, our Missus an' one of de slavé'
would 'tend to the sick. | |
ThziYankBes,take ﬁ'ree nights to march through I was afraid
of dem an' clim' into a tree. One call me down an' say, "I am your
-frien'” He give me a plece of money an' I wasn't 'fraid no mo.

After de war I still work' as a maid for Mr., Mitchell,
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My husband was Dan'l Frost. We dldn't have no weddin!', jus'
married at de jedge office. We had three chillun.
I jbined the church 'cause I wanted to be a christian an' I
think every body should be. I move here wid my gran' daughter, bout

ten year ago.

Reference; Interview with ( Mrs)Adele Frost who 1s supported by her

Master's people,



Project #-1655 FOLKLORE
Martha Se. Pinckney

Charleston, S. C. 393023 = 9
AMOS GADSDEN

"My name is Amos Gadsden, not Gadson, like some call it -
the same old name Gadsden" - he added, with a friendly smile.

"I was born at St. Philip's Street; that is where old Miss
lived then. (We belonged to o0ld Mr. Titus Bissell) I don't
rightly know what year, but I was nineteen years o0ld before
the War, when the family Bible was lost; old Mistress had my
birth written in the Bible. I keep my age by Mas. Senry, he
died three years ago; he was 83, and I was five years older
than he was, so I am 88. Oh, yes, I can remember slavery!
My grandmother was a 'daily gift' to old Mistress when they
were both children. Urandmother was nurse to the children;
she lived over a hundred years and nursed all the children
and grandchildren. She died at the Bissell's home on Rutledge
Avenue years and years after slavery. Mother Ellen was laun-
dress; she died first part of the Ware. My father tended the
yard and was coachman.

"I never got a slap from my mistress; I was treated like a
white person; if my mistress talked to me to correct me, I
want to cry. Sometime I slept at the foot of my mistress bed."
Whatever the occasion, Amos was very proud of it, and mention-
ed it a second time in his story, and added - "it ain't every
little boy that could say that.

"We spent the summers in Charleston - winters on the planta-
tion; Cypress Plantation which belonged to Mr. Bissell's father,
Mr. Baker, was near Green Pond. The smoke house was there full

of meat; the fields and the gardens were there and everybody
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had plenty to eat - but still there w~s vad peopie just like
they are now. 7You can make yourself respectable, but some
never do it. The bad ones had to be punished; they got a

few lashes on 'um. Now they go to,bburt, and they go to jail =
If there was a place to whip bad coons, they would be scared

to behave like they do now - the jails wouldn;t be so full.
There was no bad treatment of our people. Some neighbors

that never owned any élaves, g%;ed negro help and ill-treated
them - 0ld mistress felt so bad about this.

"I grew up with the white children in the family, but I
was trained to step aside at all times for white people. My
grandmother'!s name was Affy Calvert; she was a 'daily gift!?
to 0ld Mistress; she was given to her when they were both
children and trained up in her service. 014 kistress died
long before her because she lived over a hundred years, and
nursed all the children and grandchildren;? She brought me up
more than my mother; she and I never gave up the family."

Amos makes a strange statement: "Old Mausa, Mr. T. L.
Bissell, (voice lowered) was a Yankee, but he lived long be-
fors the War," with an indulgent smile, and in a lower voice,
with his hand up to his mouth he continued as though communi-
cating a dangerous confidence, "Ch, yes, Matam « but he was
a Yankeel!" What Amos meant will remain a family secret.

"I was trained by old Tony for yard boy before the War. I
‘looked out that no harm came to the older children, but one
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day they got away from me," Amos chuckled, "they went to play
on the logs in the lumber yard, around what is now Halsey's
Mill. The water was full of timber, open to the river,
(Ashley) and the tide was running out. One of the boys got

on & log, and two others on another log, and the little scamps
paddled the logs out, but when they found themselves in the
tide they were scared, and screamed at the top of their voices.
I wasn't far off and heard them. I was scared too. I jumped
into the water and swam to get a bateau; when they saw me they
hushed. 7The tide had carried them some distance before I
caught up with them - was down near Chisolm's Rice Mill., Mr,
Chisolm saw it; he gave me a five dollar bill, Confederate
money, for saving the children."

Amos throws & new light on old history; - "Before the War
come here it was down in Beaufort, on the Port Royal Rosad;
Confederates on one side, Yankees on the other, and things
happen here that belong to War. One evening, early dusk, be-
cause it was winter, I was with two white boys on the corner
of Hasell street and East Bay. We stopped to watch a balloon
slowly floating in the sky. I never saw anything like it be-
fore - it looked so pretty - and while we wers looking a
streak of fire came straight down from the balloon to Russell's
Planing Mill at the foot of Hasell street, # right by us. In
8 short time the mill was on fire; nothing could put it out.
One place after another caught, and big flakes of fire were

93
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bursting up and flying through the air, and falling on other
buildings. ‘(1llustrat1ng with his arms, hands, and whole body)
The first church that burned was the Circular Church on Meeting
Street; then Broad street and the Roman Catholic Church, amd

St. Andrews Hall. Yes, Ma'am, 'course I remember St. Andrews

Hall, right next to the Roman Catholic Cathedral on Broad streetl

That was 1861, before I went to Virginia with Dr. H. E. Bissel.
That balloon went on down to Beaufort, I s'pose. Yes Ma'am, I
saw it drop that fire on Russell's Mill.

"I went to Virginia with Dr. He E. Bissell in the Army; he
was a8 surgeon. A camp ofigpgroes went ahead to prepare the
roads; ploneers, they csalled theme I remember Capt. Colcock,
(he mentionsed several other officers,) Honey Hill - terrible
fighting - fight and fight! had to 'platoon! it. I was behind
the fighting with Dr. Bissell. I held arms and legs while he
cut them off, till after a while I didn't mind it. Hard times
came to the Army; only corn to eat. When the bombardment came
to Charleston the family moved to Greenville; I was in Virginia
with the Doctor. Thée railroad bridge across the Ashley River
was burned to prevent the Yankees from coming into Charleston;
the ferry boat 'Fannie' crossed fhe river to make connections
with the Savannah Railroad. The 54th Massachusetts Regiment
was coming down to Charleston; they destroyed railroads as they
came. Sherman set fire everywhere he went - 4idn't do much

fighting, just wanted to destroy as he went.
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"After Freedom. we went back to the Plantation; lived catch
as catch cane. The smoke house had been emptied by the Yankees,
and no moneye Lisutenant Duffy, at the Citadel, fell in love
with me and offered me a place to work with him for money. 1
took it and worked for him til he left - but I didn't give up
the family. I work for Mas, Titus now; haven't stopped call-
ing ¥r. Orvel Bissell 'Mas! today; I raised him but I still
call him Mas. Orvel. My young Missus was the one who taught
me ; qhé'kept a school for us} we took it for a play school;
when I was a little boy I knew the alphabet.

"We buried our valuables in sacks in ho;es, then put plantsf
over the hiding places. *he silver was buried by Cypress Pond;
eand we saved ﬁil buried valuables. | '

"Po show how Mas. Titus (Bissell) will look out for me - a
men I rented from wanted to put some ‘'coon' in my room. I
had paid him the rent, but one day I came and find my things
being put out. I went right to Mas. Titus and told him. He
was mad, and, excusing the words, he said, 'do you mean that
damned so-and-so 1s putting your things out, well, we'll go
- there! = so we went, and the man was so scared he wanted to
put the things back but Mas. Titus said: ;Ho sha'nt bother with
any such dammed person as you &re. I'il find a proper place
for him,' and he found me a good room on Short Street where I
stayed for 8 years until the house was s0ld - that mage I move

on Elliott street vhers I am now.
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"My wife is long dead, and I have no children - this is my
niece; my brother's daughter. He went from this Statp three
years ago and we have never heard a word from him since. I
take care of her. Does she do right by me? She got tol I

make herl"

Source: Amos Gadsden, 88, 20 Elliott Street, Charleston, S.Ce.

# King, Willlsm L. in "The Newspaper Press of Charleston, S.

‘Co" Iucas and Richardson (Book Press) 1882 = 200p = pp-10-

121. Charleston Library Society. )

Confirms the statement that the fire of 1861 started in the
Russell's Planing Mill, though' no mention is made of its
qrxgin. |
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May 26, 1937
FOLK-LORE: EX-SLAVES:

Journeying on Cudd Street this morning and
stopping at the "01d Ladies' Home" (an institution for negroes),
the writer fouﬁd two ex~-dlaves sitting on the porch passing the
time of‘ day with those who passed the house. They both spoke
very respectfully and asked me to come in.

One was seated and she asked me to have a
seat by her. Her name was Janie Gallman and she said she was
84 years of ag_e; _Upon my telling her my neme she stated she
knew my father end grandfather and had worked for them in days
~gone by. "If yoﬁr father or: Mr. Floyd was living I wouldn't
went, for a thing". e

She was born in r_sla;.very on the plantation
of Bill Keenan in Union‘ Countye. The place was situated be’cweeﬁ_
Pacolet River and Fairforest Creek and near where Governor Gist
had a plentation. Her mother and father were both owned by Bill
Keenan and he was a good master. ©She never sew any of the slaves
get a whippiné and never saw any slave in c}:xains_. - When :she., her
father; az;d mother were set free, éhe seid, "My master gave my
fathér a barrel of meal, a cow and a calf a;nd a wagon of corn
when he sot him free . He gave every one of his slaves the
seme, He had a big plantation, but I don't know how many aéres :

of land there was, but it was a big place."



She was married three times and her mother
hed 12 children,Abut she has never had any.

Her young life was spent in playing with the
children of the white overseer. They used to jump rope most
of the time. Whenever the overseer left home to spend the -
night anywhere, hiS‘wife would send for her to spend the night

with the family. The overseer was "poor whito trash"e She had

-

plenty to sat in slavery days. Her father end mother had their

own garden, and she did her share of eating the vegetables out
of the garden. She remembered seeing plenty of wild turkeys
as a child, but as for hogs and cattls, she did not remember

them running wilde She had heard of conjuring, but she did

not know how it was done - never saw anybody who had been con- -

jured - yet she had seen ghosts two or three times. One night
Bﬁa sew a light waving up against a piece of furniéure, then
come towards her, then flicker about the room, but she wasn't
able to see anybodj holdiﬁg the light. She had heard of
headless men walking around, yet had never seen anye.

A ﬁeighbor told her a woman ghost came to her
house one night, just sat on the front steps and said nothing,
reéeated her visits;several nights in succeséion, but said>no ,
word as she sat on the front step. One night the neighbor's
husband asked the ghost what did she want, why she sat on the
steps and said nothing. The ghost then spoke and told him éo
f£611lo6w her. ﬂ? followed her and she led him to the basement

of the house and told him to dig in the corner. He did and
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pretty soon he unearthed a jar of moneye The women ghost told
him to teke just a certain amount and to give the rest to a
certain pefson. The ghost told the man if he didn't give the
money to the person she named, she would come back and tear
him apart. He very obediently took the small émount of the
money and gave the balance where the ghost directed, and he
néver saw the woman sitting on his steps any more.

Another time she heard fbgfsteps approaching
a certain house in thekyard, but she could never see anybody
walking, though she could distinetly hear the gravel orunching
as the ghost walked along; "God is the only one who can do any

conjuring. I don't believe anybody else can."

SOURCE: Aunt Janie Gallmesn, 391 Cudd St, Spartenburg, S. C.
' Interviewer: ¥, S. DuPre, Spartanburg, S. C.
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"I was born in Edgefield County, S.C. (now called

Salude County) in 1857. My father and mother was Bill and Mary
Kinerd who was slaves 01". John Kinard. The year I was born, I
allus heard say, there was & big fire near Columbis, S. Cs It
started in the woods neer the river, spread over all parts there
end the people, womens with new=born infants, had to leave in a
hurry, goinz back from the fire and crossing the river, to Edge-
field County, I 'member there was a big fire in Prosperi‘lﬁy back
in abhout 1875,

| "I was a girl in slavery, worked in the fields
from the time I could work at all, and was Whipp“ed ir I didn't
worke I worked harde I was born on Jonn Bedenmbaugh's place; |
I waé put up on the block and sold when a girl, but Icried and
held tight to my mistress's dress, ﬁho felt sorry for me and took
me back with her. She was Mrs. Sarah Bedenbaizg;h, es fine a woman

/

"Marsz Bedenbaugh had a 5-horse farm, and about

[T
e .
t

' 20 slaves., We didn't have time to teach them to read end write;

as ever lived.

never went to church = never went to any school. After the wer
some started a nigger school and a brush-arbor church for niggers.

"When the Yankees went through their soldiers
stole everthing, all horses amd supplies. The soldiers stopped
at places, and like the soldiers who come home foot-sore, they

was lousy and dirty. Our soldiers come with canteen shoes semis-
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and old blankets swung on their backs and shoulders. The people
would send wagons out to meet them and bring them in, some of
them could hardly walke. The Yankee soldiers would take our rations
at our gates and eat them upe. They would blow bugles at we children
and beat drumse. Our old Missus would t eke victuals to them.
“"The paterollers down there where we lived was

éeo. Harris, Lamb Crew, Jim Jones, and Theo.-bMerchante They
bothered us lotse On the first day of the month, some was put
up on the whipping block a.nd whipped with an osk paddle with
holes in it to mske blisters; then de blisters were cut open
with cowhide whipse

o When freedom come, all slaves went to some
place to gef worke Iy father give me six cuts a day to work
in the house to spin the yarn;' iy mistress used to have me
pick up de sheckles for her when she was meking a homespﬁn
dresse. . In the winter time we had»homespuns, too, but some- :
times had flennel underwear. I helped at the corn mill, too,
alweys went there and tote a half bushel corn meny days. The

mill belonged to Capt. McNary. I worked hard, plowed, cut wheat,

"

_split cord wood, and other work just like & man. /

»~ "When any higgers died they had funerals like
they do now, 'cept the pallbearers den would singe They carried
the bodies in wagons, and the preacher would say words while

they was going to the grave.



"ihen the soldiers was here, I 'member how
they would sing:

"I'm all de way from Georgia,
I'm all the way to fight,

I left my good old mother,
To came here to fight."

"Joe Bowers, Joe Bowers,

He had another wife,

He's all de way from Missouri,
To come here to fight."

102

"I didn't like slavery. I'd rather live like nows

"I thought Abrahem Lincoln was a big man, a fine

man. I thought Jeff Davis was all right.e I don't know nothing

about Booker Washington."

SOURCE: Lucy Gallman (80), Newberry, S.C.
Interviewer: G, Leland Summer, 1707 Lindsey St,
Newberry, S. Ce
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STORIES FROM EX-SLAVES

"I was born about 1857, and belonged to Marse George

Gallman who lived in the Dutch Pork, on de old road to Pomaria,
S.C. There was not a better man to his slaves. When the Ku Klux
went through, they never hurt anybody at oﬁr place, The Padder-
7rollers never did harm any of Marse George's slaves --- he would
not allow it. "

"After the war when I married, I moved to Newberry, but first,
I‘moved to the Jalapa section and lived there ten years.

" I allus 'member the old wheat mill dat old Captain Ellerson
had in Dutch Fork, on Cannons (Creek. All the neighbois would take

their wheat there to grind."

source: Simon Gallman (80), Newberry, S.C.
Interviewer: G.L. Summer, Newberry, S.C. (5/18/37).



I

'Praject 1885-1 . o
Folklore ) 330366 Edited by:
Spartanburg, Dist.4 Elmer Turnage fl(klAf
Qet. 25, 1937. o ' : o

L e

EX-SLAVES STORIES

"] live in de house wid my granarhiece and her husband. It
is & two-room house which dey rent; and dey take care of me. I am old,
weak and in bed much of de time. I dan't work any, nhow. My grahélgiece
had to give up her job so she could stay home and take care of me. Dat
makes it hard fer us. :5 h

vQI don't~remember much about;de ﬁér nor de Ku.Klux~'cept
what I done fold_you befo'., Dey never bothered us. My master would
not let 'em-bother'usv He was George'Géilmaniand he had'é»big farm -
and iofs oI Slaves Just atter freeaom come he mwde a coffln ‘shop in
back of his house in a little one-roem shack. He made COIflnS fer
pegple-about de country. It;got to_be han'ted, and sometlmes nlggers
'cbqlﬁ see-gh6sts around dere atgnight,'SD'dey-say, I never saw non€/ "“
- myéeif. :

"Easter Geofge—and'his mistress was good to de niggers.

Dey always give dem plenty to eat. I had it good, a@d‘never botﬁéred
ébout>nothing‘den. De slaves néver learn't to read-and write; but dey

went to de whltefolks' church. Dey had to go, and set_iq‘de back or

in de gallery

"when freedom come, de slaves hired{fout mostly as éhare;

cropﬁers. 4 little later, some got small farms to rent. Since dat

time dey have worked aﬁ—most anything dey could get to do. De dngg

7 dat mbvéﬁ toytoﬁh-WOrked'af odd Jjobs, some at carpenter work, Janitor

work or street wark; but most of dem worked in fields around teWﬁ}‘
"I married Hattie Eckles. Wihen she aied I went to Jalapa

aflived ten years dere ﬁen atter I got toe eld to work I come te {*”
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town and lived wid my kin. -

"I was about twelve yeérs 0ld when dey made me go to de
field to work. Befo' dat and after dat,btoo, I worked around de barn

and took care of de stock.

t"4s fer eats, we had plenty. We had goed“collards, turnips b
and other good vegetables. De master has hie ownh hogs, too, and we ,//{ ié
had plehfy meet to eat. =

"Christmas was a big day ier<us.'We never worked dat day.
We had good dinher, and could do what we wanged to do. We never had
to work in de fielde on'Saturdey. We WOuld>do'Washing or go huhhing
or;semething_else. _ -

;"Ali’l know>about slavery being all right, isedat_I had a
good time, better'dan'new Abraham Linceln was a good>han; I dontt
"know nothihg agln' him Never- heard anything about Jefferson Dav1e.‘
;I thihk Booker Washington is ! gbod man He do good fer de niggers
in 01v1n° dem education. | o

"I j01ned de church when I W&S young because others was
joining. I think everybody ought to belong to de church "

Source: Simon Gallman (80), Newberry, s.0. : ) |
' Interviewer G. L. Summer, Newberry, S.C. (9 /37) a _
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"I was born in 1861, at Gafy's Lene, in
Newberry County, S.C. My father end mother and me were slaves
of Dre John Gary who lived in a big fine house therees They had
lots of slaves, and a lerge plantation. After freedom“come he
told them they could go where they wanted to, but they stayed
on with Doc Gary. He was a good master;rhe never allowed any
paderollers around his place; he always give the slave a»pass
when he Wenf off.A Vhen de Ku Klux went up and down the road
on horses, all covered with white sheets, o0ld Doc wouldn't
allow them on his plece.

™ie was allowed to hunt, and we nunted
rabbits, 'possums, a few foxes in the neighborhood, partridges,
squirrels, and doves.

| "MYe went to school after freedom come; we

hed a school for niggers and had & church for nigrers, toos

"Doc Gary had & big piano in his house,
and most éverybody else had a fiddle or Jews harp. He had a
wide fireplace in his kitchen where he cooked over it, in
skillets.

"I think Abe Lincoln was a fine man and

Jeff Davis was all right. Booker Washington is a smart fellow."

SOURCE: Laurence Gary (76), Newberry, S.C. (Helena)
Interviewer: G. Leland Summer, 1707 Lindsey St,
Newberry, SeCe
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LOUISA GAUSE 390374

Ex-Slave, Age 70-75

"I been born down yonder to old man Wash (Washington)
Woodberry's plantation. Pa Cudjo, he been keep my age in |
de Bible en he tell me dat I come here de first year of
freedom. Monday Woodberry was my grandfather en Celina
Woodberry, my grandmother., I tell you: I is seen a day,
gsince I coée here. My mammy, she been drown right do#¥n
dere in de Pee Dee river, fore I get big enough to make
motion en talk what I know., Dat how-come it be dat Pa
OQudjo raise me. You see, Pa Cudjo, he been work down to
de swamp a heap of de time en been run boat en,raftér up
en down dat river all bout deré. Ma, she get word, one
da&, she better come cross de river to de Sand Hills to
see bout grandmammy cause she been took down wid de fever
en was bad off., Pa Cudjo tell her de river been highty
high, but dat he would risk to take us. 8ay, Ma, she get
in de boat wid Pﬁ Cudjo en take me in her lep en dey start
cross de river. De wind, it begin gettin higherven higher
en de boat, it go dis way en den it go de other way. Cose
I never reooliect nothin bout dat day cause 1 won'! nothin,
sg to apeak, but a sucklin ohild den. But I hear Pa Cudjo
speak bout de water wash rougher en rougher en knock side
dat boat‘just like it veen comin out de ocean. 8ay, fore

he think bout he in trouble, de wind just snatéh he hat
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right out in de water en when he reach out after it, he hear
Ma holler en de next thing he know, us all been throwed right
out in de water. Yes,mam, de boat turned over en dumped us
all out in dat big old crazy river. Pa Cudjo say, if he ain!
never had no mind to pray fore den, he know,when he see dat
boat gwine down dat stream, dere won' nothin left to do, but
to pray. Pa Cudjo tell dat he make forrde bank fast as he
could get dere cause he know de devil been in de river dat
day en he never know whe'! he might go. I reckon you hear
talk bout, Pa Qudjo, he been a cussin man. - Never had no
mind what he was gwine let loose no time. But poor Ma, she
been a buxom woman, so dey tell me, en when she hit de bottom
of dat river, she never didn'! come to de top no more, Like
I tell you, I never been long come here den en I ain' been
fast gwine under de“water cause deré won' no heaviness nowhe!
bout me., Pa Cudjo say, he pray €n he cuss en when he 1ook up, 3
he see a boat makin up de river wid two men in it en me lyin

dere 'tween dem. You see, dey had come along en pick me up

bout a mile from dere floatim down de river. Now, I tellin

you what dome out of Pa Oudjo mouth., Pa Cudjo say, when he

seeAmg, he been so happy, he pray en he cuss. 8ay, he thank

de Lord for savin me en he thénk de devil for lettin me loose.
Yes,mam, I tell you, I been raise up a motherless ¢hild right

dere wid Pa Cudjo en I been take de storm many a day. I say, |

1f you is determine to go through wid a thing, God knows,you
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can make it., Cose Pa Cudjo, he been mighty good to me, but
he used to have dem cussin spells, my Lord. Been love to
keep up fun all de time,"

“Oh, de colored people never had no liberty, not one
speck, in slavery time. 01d man Wash Woodberry, he was
rough wid his niggers, but dem what lived on Miss Susan
Stevenson'!s plantation, dey been fare good all de time,

I know what I talk bout cause I been marry Oato Gause en.
"he tell me dey been live swell to Miss Susan's plantation.
Dat whe' he been born en raise up. Hear Pa Cudjo talk bout
dat Miss Harriet Woodberry whip my mother one day en she run

away en went down in Woodberry en stayed a long time, Say,

some of de Woodberry niggers stayed down dere till after
freedom come here., Yes,mam, white folks would whip dey
colored peopIe right dere, if dey didn' do what dey tell
dem to do. Oh, dey was awful in dat day en time. Colored
people had to live under a whip massa en Couldn' do nothin,
but what he say do. Yes,mam, dey had dese head mén, what
dey call overgeers, on all de plantations dat been set out
to whip de niggeie.' I tell you, it was rough en tough in
dem days. Dey would beat you bout to death. My grandfather

en my -grandmother, dey die wid scars on dem dat de white folks.

put dere,"
“Oh, my Lord, dey would give de colored people dey

allowance to last dem a week to a time, but dey never didn!

4
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give dem nothin widout dey work to get it en dat been dey
portion. I remember, I hear Cato tell bout Mr. Bobbie say,
"Mom Dicey, dey tell me dey catch Bacchus stealin Pa's
watermelons out de field de other night." (Bacchus was
Mom Dicey's son). Grandmother Dicey say, "Oh, he never
take nothin but dem little rotten end ones.!' Den Mr.
Bobbie say, "Well, dey tell me, dey catch Bacchus stealin
de horse's corn out de feed trough de ofher night.* En
grandmother Dicey say, "Well, if he did,-he never take
nothin, but what been belong to bim." Dat it, some white
folks was vetter to dey colored people den others would be,
‘Would give'dem so much of meal en meat en molasses to last
dem a week en dey would feed all de niggér,chillun to de
big house 'tween meals. Have cook woman to give dem all de
milk en clabber dey wanted dere to de white people yard."

"De overseer, he would give you a task to do en you had
to do it, too, if you never been want your neck broke. _Yes,
mam, de overseer would stock you down en*ihip you wid a buggy
whip, Some of de time, when de colored people wouldn' do what
de& been put to do, dey would hide iﬁ de woods en stay dere till
de overseer cbme after dem. Oh, dey would find dem wid de nigger
dog. When de ovérseer would find out dey had run away, he would
send de nigger dog to hunt dem. My God, child, dem dogs would
sho find you. Some of de time, dey would run you up a tree en

another time, dey would catch you whe! dere won' no tree to go
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up en grab you en gnaw you up. Yes,mam, de overseer would
hear you hollerin or else he would hear de dog barkin at
you up de tree., Dem nigger dogs, I know you is see dem
kind of dogs. Dey is high, funny lookin dogs. Don'! look
like no other kind of dog. When dey would find de one dey
was huntin, dey would just stand right dere en look up in
de tree en howl." -

"De colored people never had no church dey own in
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