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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
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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,



Code No. No. Words

Project, 1885-(1) Reduced from words
Prepared by Annie Ruth Davis Rewritten by .
Place, Mar:hon, S.Ce — _ 19
Date, December 26, 1937 Page 3.

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,"
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"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,




Folklore: Stories Ffpm Ex-Slaves Page 3 2%9

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,
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"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,
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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).
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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
slavery time cause dey went to de white people church. Yes;
mam, I been dere to de 0ld Neck Church many a day. In dat
day en time, when de preacher would stand up to preach, he
would talk to de white folks en de colored people right dere
together. But when de colored people would'get converted in
dem days, deylnever been alldﬁed to praise de Lord wid dey
mouth., Had to pray in dey g}geve in dem days. De old man
Pa Cudjo, he got right one day to de big house. en he had to
pray wid he head in de pot.*

#No,mam, de colored people never didn! have no liberty
no time in dem days. Oose dey had dey little crop of corn
en 'tatoe en thing like dat bout dey house, what dey would
work at night, but dat won'! nothin to speak bout. Oh, dey
would put fire in a fry pan en-fetch it up on anétump to see
to work by."

"No, child, white people never teach colored people
nothin, but to be good to dey Massa en Mittie. What learnin
dey would get in dem days, dey been get it at night. Taught

demselvesg, "
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"Now, Pa Cudjo, if he been here, my Lord, I couldn!
never say what he might could tell you. Like I say, he
been a cussin man en he die wid a bright mind. Cose I
never come here what dey call a slavery child, but I been

hear slavery people speak dey mind plenty times."

Source: Louisa Gause, colored, age 70-75, Brittons Neck,
SOCO

Personal interview by Annie Ruth Davis.
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GRACIE GIBSON

EX-SLAVE 86 YEARS OLD.

"I was born at Palatka, Floridae I was a slave of Captain
John Kinslers Wish all white men was just like him,; and a1l white
women like Miss Maggie Dickerson, de lady that looks after me now.

"Captein John wouldn't sell his niggers and part de members
of de familye He fetched us all, Daddy George, lammy Marthe, Gren'dad
Jesse, Grean'mammy Nency, and my two brothers, Flanders anci Henry, from
Floride to Richland County, South Caroline, elong wid de reste

"My mistress was named Narye Marster John had a deughter nemed
Adelaide, tut they cell her Ada. I was called up on one of her birthdays,
and Marster Bob sorta looked out of de corner of his eyes, first at me and
then at Miss Ada, then he make e little speech. He took my hand, put it
in Miss Ada's hand, and Say: 'Dis yob.r birthday present)darlin' ! I make
e curtsy and Miss Ada's eyes twinkle like a ster gnd she take me in her
room and took on powerful over me.

"We lived 1n & two-room log house daubed wid mud and it hed a wood
and mud chimney to de gai:le end of one room. De floor was hewed logs laid
side by side close together. Us had all we needed to cat.

"De soap was made in ‘a hopper for de slaves. How dat you ask? A
barrel was histed on a stand 'éove de ground a piece; wheat straw was then
put into d;a barrel, hickory ashes was then emptied in, then water, and then
it set 'bout ten days or more. Then old fats and old grease, meat skins, and
rancid greese, was put ine. After a while de lye was drained out, put in a pot,

and boiled wid greasee DUis was lye-soap, good to wash wide
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"Slaves had own garden. Some of de old women, and women bearin'

chillun not yet borm, did cardin' wid hand-cards; then some would get
at de spinnin' wheel and spin thread, three cuts meke a ha;xk. Other
women weave cloth and every woman had to learn to make clothes for the
femily, and they had to knit coarse socks and stockin's. Mighty nigh
all de chillun had a little teency bLag of asafetida, on a string 'round
they necks, to keep off diseasess

"Us slaves had 'stitions and grieve if a black cat‘. run befo' us,op -
see de new moon thru de tree tops, and when we start somewhere and turn
back, us sho' made & cross-mark and spit in it befo' we commence walkin'
againe

"I 'member Vheeler's men come to our house first’befo' de Yankeess
They took things just like de Yankees did dat come later. Marster John
was & Captain, off fightin' for Confeds but dat didn't stop Wheeler's men
from telin' things they wanted, no sir! They took what they wanted. iiasn't
long aftter then dat the Yankees come and ook all they could and burnt what
they couldn't carry off wid them.

“"After de war I marry Abe Smith and had two chillun by him, Clifton
and Hatties De boy died and Hattie marry e man named Leee She now lives
at White Oake

"My husband die, I marry Sam Gibson, and had a nice trousseau dat
time. Blue over-skirt over tunic, petticoats wid tattin' at de borders,

red stockin's and gaiter shoes. I had a bustle and a wire hoop and wore

& veil over my hairs"



Pro ject 1885-1

FOLKLORE ' " Edited by: :
Spartanburg Dist.4 39011‘- Elmer Turnage 115

May 31, 1937
STORIES FROM EX-SLAVES

"I was Capt. Jack's body-guard in during de whole entire
war. I means Capt. Jack Giles, his own self. And I is pushing
close to a hundred. Dey used to make likker in de holler down
on Dr. Batés' place deep in de forest. De solRBRiers would drink
by de barrels. Mr. Will Bates, Dr. Bates' son, helped me out
of skimage one time. :

"Don't never g0 in no war, 'less you is gwine to give
orders like my marse Jack. Dat 1s, onless you is gwine to act
as bodyguard. Time of de war, old man Sammy Harmon had a state
still. He mever sold no likker to no private. De bluecoats, dey
‘blockade Charleston and Savannah. Miss Janie couldn't get no
spices fer her cakes, neither could she get no linen and other
fine cloth fer her ‘dornment. Couldn't nothing get by dat block-
ade. So Mr., Sammy, he make de likker by de barrels. Dem dat had
wagins come and fotch it off, as many barrels as de mules could
draw, fer de soldiers. I drunk much as I wanted. De drum taps
say, 'tram lam-lam, following on de air. De sperrits 1lift me
into a dance, like dis, (he danced some) 'cept I was light on
my foots den --- atter I had done drunk, anyhow,

"De sharp-shooters got atter me ond day. Mr. Dewey, one of
de rangers, sent fer de cannon Ealls. ﬁese run de bluecoats.

"I went to Petersbugg'wid Capt. Douglas, dat Miss Janie's
second husband . Our train went dat fast, dat it took my breaf

away. But de cars goes much faster, gwine to Patter-a-rac now.
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®311 de picket-men had dogs. Lots of de soldiers had
niggers wid dem. At night in de camp when de Yankees would come
spying around, de dogs would bark. De niggers would holler. One
'Confederate officer had a speckledy dog that could smell dem
Yankees far off. When de Yankees got dare, everything was
ready. When us want information fer direction and time, all us
had to do was to look up through de pines fer it.

"One song I remembers is, 'would like tp catch-a feller
lookihg like me'. Another was, 'I feel as happy as a big sun-
flower.!' (Charlie can sing them both, and dance accompaniment)

"At Petersburg, April 1863, de Yankees act like dey
was gwine to blow everything up. I crawl along de ground wid
my Marster, and try to keep him kdvered as best as 1I could.st
reachéd Chica-hominy River and go over to Petersburg. Den dey
blow up Richmond. De river turn to blood while I was looking
at it. De cannons deafene¢d me and I has been hard of hearing
ever since., Some de blue tails clumb de trees when us got atter
dem.

"Next time I'se gwine to tell you about deserters and
refugees. Ain't nobody got no business in automobiles 'éept
lawyers, doctors, and fools.,"

Source: Charlie Giles, Rt.3, Box 274, Union, S.C.
Caldwell Sims, Union,S.C. 2/8/37.
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. WILLIS GILLISON

Luray, S.C.

There is no doubt that "Uncle Gillison" is old. He is
knock=-kneed and walks slowlye. His long thin hands clutch his
chair strongly for support as he continually shifts his
position. Vhen he brings his hands to the back of his head,
as he frequently does, in conversation, they tremble as with
palsy. He enjoys talking of the old times as do many of his
contemporaries. |

"Yes, laam," he starts offe. "I been heaﬁ when de war was
one I seen when de drove of people come upQ Dey was dress
in blue clothes. Call dem Yankees. Had de Scouts, too. But
dey was de Southerners. I knowed 211 dem! I wasn't nuthin!
but a little boy but I kin remembef if.

"Nr. Jesse Smith wife been my young Missus. Dey lived at
Furman. MNy mother mind Mr. T{gyell’s father. His name was
Mre. Ben Trowell. I call him, Bub Bén. Bub was for brother.

Dat de way we éall folks den - didn't call 'em by dere names

stréight out. Hr. Trowell's mother we call, Muss, for Miss.

Sort of a nickname. e call Mr. Harry Fitts grandmother, luss,

tooe.

"My daddy was name Aleck Trowell. After freedom he was
call by his own name, Aleck Gillison. After freedom some
was call by dere own name - some were, and some weren't. My
father was sold from a Gillison, first off,

"How old I is? Well, Missus, I been put on de road to 75

years, but I'm more than dat. I'm between seventy and eighty
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years old.

"I knows lir. Tom Lawton. Dey was rich people. My old liassa
and him been boys together. Dey was a place call de Trowell
Mill Pond right at de Lawton place. MNr., Lawton was sure rich,
'cause we all had a pienty - plenty to eat, and sech likes -~
Mre. Lawton was richl Vhen lMre. Trowell got up & little higher
than what he was, he trade his Lena place for a place at Staf-
ford. De Stafford place was some better.

"Yes laam, de records was burn. Dey had a courthouse at
Gillisonville in dem times. Dat fact 'bout it iiss. Now I
don't want you to say a nigger 'spute your word, or nuthin!
like thati‘(this, in response to the visitor having remarked
that the records were burned at Beaufort) but I don't think
that Beaufort was built up till after the war. Gilllsonville
wag right muchly built up. I don't think de records was burn
at Peaufort. I think it was at de courthouse at Gillisonville
dey was burn up. Now de district was cd 1 “eaufort District,
but de courthouse was at Gillisonville. Gillisonville was
where dey had de trial of de Mr. *artin dat kill Mr. Peeples.
De Morrisons lived at Gillisonville. Plenty of teml

"I kin tell you where two of de old Robert homes used to be.
One was back dis way toward Scotia from Robertville., Dat was
de Mr. Jonn He Robert' place. Had a whole string of cedar

trees going up to his place. Now den, 'bout two miles out
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from Robertville going from de white folk' church out toward

Black Swamp was another Robert place. Dat where old Ma jor

Robert lived. He had a whole tun (turn) of slaves. Dere

was no Robert live right in de village of Robertville. Dg

Lawtons was de only people live right in Robertville - aﬁd

one family of Jaudons. I don't know of no other Robert home.
"Dat's all I kin tell you 'bout de old times, Missus. I

don't want to tell you what &in't true."

Source: Willis Gillison,i75 years 6ld, (Ex-slave) Luray,
S. Co - Ro Fo Do |
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STORIES FROM EX-SLAVES

"We lived in a log house during the Xu Klux days. Dey
would watch you just like a chicken rooster watching fer a
worm. At night, we was skeered to Bave a light. Dey would
come around wid de 'dough facgs' on and peer in de winders
and open de do'. Iffen you didn't look out, dey would skeer
you half to death. John Good, a darkey blacksm&th, used to
shoe de horses fer de Ku Klux. He would mark de horse shoes
with a bent nail or something like that; then atter a raid,
he could go out in the road and see if a certain horse had
been rode; so he began to tell on de Ku Klux., As 8oon as de
Ku Klux found out dey was being give away, dey éuspicioned
John. Dey went to him and made him tell how he knew who dey
was. Dey kept him in hiding, and when he told his tricks,
dey killed him.

"When I was a boy on de 'Gilmore Place’, de Ku Klux
would come along at night a riding de niggers like dey was
goats. Yes sir, dey had 'em down on all-fours a crawling,
and dey would be on dere backs. Dey would darry de niggers
to Turk Creek bridge and make dém set up on de bannisters
of de bridge; den dey would shoot 'em offen de bannisters
into de water. I 'clare dem was de éwfulest days I ever is
seed, A darky name Sam Scaife drifted a hundred yards in de .
water down stream. His folks took and got him outen dat

bloody water and buried him on de bank of de creek.
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De Ku Klux would not let dem take him to no graveyard. Faet is,
dey would not let many of de niggers take de dead bodies of
de folks no whars. Dey just throwed dem in a big hole right
dar and pulled some dirt over dem. Fer weeks attér dat, you
could not go near dat place, kaise it stink so fer and bad.
Sam's folks, dey throwed & lot of 'indian-head' rocks all
over his grave, kaise is was so shallah, and dem rocks kept
de wild animals from a bothering Sam; You ean still see dem
rocks, I could carry you dare right now.
ninother darky, Eli Mécbllum, floated about three and

a half miles down de creek, His folks went dare and took him
out an@_buried him on de bahnks of de stream right by de side
of a Indian mound. You can see dat Indian mound to disAvery
day. It is big as my house is, 6ver dare on de Chester side.

ﬂ_"De Ku Klux and de niggérs fit at New Hope Church. A
big rock marks de spot today. De church, it done burnt down.
‘De big rock sets about seven miles east of Lockﬂiért on de
road to Chester. De darkies killed some of de Ku Klux and dey
took dere dead and put dem in Pilgrims Church. Den dey so§
f4re to dat church and it burnt everything up to de very
bones of de white folks. And ever»since den, ﬁat spot has
been known as *Burnt Pilgrim'. De darkies left most of de
folks right dar fer de buziards and other wild things to eat
up. Kalse dem niggers had to git away from dar; and dey didn't
have no time fer to fetch no word or nothing to no folks at
home. Dey had a hiding place not fer from 'Burnt Pilgrim?'.
4 darky name Austin Sanders, he was carring some victuals $b

his san. De Ku Klux cotch him and dey axed him whar he was
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a gwine. He'lowed dat he was a sétting some balt fer coons. De
Ku XKlux took and sﬁot him and left him lying right in de middle
of de road wid a biscuit in his dead mouth. |

"Doctor Mefollum was one of dem Ku Klux, and de Yankees sot
out fer to ketch him, Doc., he rid a white pony called 'Fannie:’,.
All de darkies, dey love Doc, so dey would help him fer to git
away from dé Yankges, even though he was a Ku Klux. It's one
road what forks, atter you cposses Wood's Ferry. Don't nobody
g0 ovef dat old road now. One fork go to Leads and one to Chester,
Well, right in dis fork, Mr.yBuck Worthy had done built him a
grave in de 'Woods Ferry Graveyard'. Mr. Worthy had done built
his graie hisself, It was built out of marble and it was kivered |
up wid a marble slab. Mr. Worthy, he would take and go dar and
open it up and git in it on pretty days. So o0ld Doe., he knqwed
abbut datrgrave. He was going to see a sick lady one night when
dey‘got_atter him. He was on old Fannie. Dey was about to kotch
de o0ld Doc. when he reached in site of dat graveyard., Itwas dark.
So Doc., he driie de horse on pass de fork, and den he stop and
hitch her in front of some dense pines. Den he took and went to
dat grave and slip dat top slab back and got in dar and pulled
it over him, Jjust leaving a little crack. Doc. lowed he wrapped
up hisself in his horse blanket, and When de Yankees left, he
went to sleep in dat grave and never even woke up till de sun,
it was a shinning in his face.

"Soon atter dat, my sister took down sick wid de misery.

Doc., he come to see her at night. He would hide in de woods 4n

daytime. We would fetch him his victuals. My sister was sick
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three weeks 'fore she died. Doc, he would take some blankets

and go and sleep in dat grave, kaise he know'd dey would look

in our house fer him. Dey kept on a coming to our house. Course
we never know'd nothing 'bout no doctor at all. Dar was a nigger
wid wooden bottom shoes, dat stuck to dem Yankees and other po!
white trash 'round dar. He lowed wid his big mough dat he gwine
to find de doc%or. He told it dat he had seed Fannie in de grave-
yard at night. Us heard it and told de gdoctcr. Us did not'want
him to go near dat graveyard any more. But Doc, he Jjust laugh

and he lowed dat no nigger was a gwWwine to look in no grsave, kaise
he had tried to git me to go over dar wid him at night and I was
skeer'd. '

"One night, Just as Doc was a covering up, he heard dem
wooded shoes a coming; so he sot up'ih de grave ahd took his-
white shirt and put it over his head. He seed three shadows a
coming. Just as dey got near de doc, de moon come cut from thind
a cloud and Doc, he wave dat white shirt and he say dem niggers
just fell over grave-stones a gitiing outen dat graveyard. Doc
lowed dat he heard dem wooden shoes a gwine up de road fer three
miles., Well, dey never did bother the doctor any more.
| "Doc, he liked to fiddle. 0ld Fannie, she would git up
on her hind legs when de doc would play his fiddle."

Source: Brawley Gilmore (col), 34 Hamlet St., Union, S.C.
' Interviewer: Caldwell Sims, Union, S.C. (12/5/36)
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Ex-slave--(Pick Gladdeny, Pomaria, Rt. 3, S. €.
Interviewer: Caldwell Sime, Union, S. C.

EARLY RECOLLECTIUN
Typist: Louise Dawklns, Kt. 4, Union, S. C.

"4h sees all through 'im now. Naw, sir, Ah doesn't
know whar Ah wuz bawn, maybe in Fairfield, maybe in the
Dutbh Fork, Ah doesn't know, Ah won't dar. “ It wuz on
Moy 15. 1856. 4h 'spec 4h could've been born on lir. Joe
Hellap's place, you knows dat down on Hellar Créek.

"ah'se old enou,g,h to go to de speechin' dat Dan ’ﬁhlte

made on "Maybinton Day" (emanlclpatlon speech at Maybintom, '

Se C.). You axes me more than 4 can answer, Site 'off-
‘fdlksA dar ail.day,, settin' arodzi Us clam trees, so us
coul& see and hear. -I sho did list.en but I don't 'member
nothln' wha't de man say. - 1 knows dis dat 1 Stlll hears
dat band music r;nglng in my ears. At dat time L was
80 your.;g‘ dat all L éa‘red abou't on dat day, was th.é brass
‘band what let»‘oult so much masic. Niggers being free |
neyer meant nothing to us chaps, cause we never had no
mind fer all such as that nohow. Dat de first band ded
I ever seed, and to tell you de truf I never seed no more
ti11 the World Wer fotch de soldiers all through here.
-Bands chm me so mnch dat dey Jus.t plumb tickles the

tips of my taen cn both feeta.
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"Squire wWilliam Hardy was de man dat I worked for
when I had done turned five. Dey teach me to bring in
chips, kindling wood, fire wood and water. I learnt to
moke liarse's fire ever morning. Dat won't no trouble,
ceuse all I had to do was rake back de ashes from the
coals and throw on some chips and lightwood and de fire
come right up. ‘w‘oﬁ‘t long ‘Bore L was big encugh to draw
water and bring in big wood. You‘kn_ows what big fire
places they got down dar cause Squire Hardy--Mr. Dick's
Pa, and Pa and Heyward and Frank's grandpa.

| "Squire Hardy was agood maen so was Mr. Dick. Mr.
Dick was dat smart till he just naturally nevggjgot_nothing
that was told to him. If he was a-living, he could tell
you way ba’éklbefore de Squire's time.I was right danat
Squire Hardy's dat day Freedom come and de band come to
Maybinton. | '

"Going farther back than this/drcves of niggers -
used to éome down the foad by Squire Hardy's frong gate.
Yes, sir, a overseer used to come through here driving
niggers ; Jjust like us drives cows and hogs up around
I’chis big road these days and times.  One day Squire Hardy
‘went ‘out and stopped a drove coming down de road in the
dust. He pick him out a good natured looking darky and
give the overseer one eye contrary niggers, what nobody
dldn' t like for the goodsmatured ones. Ain*'t got no
more to say. I does not remember but I has heared about




the time when my ma moved from Hellar's Plantation in
the Dutch ForKto the Tom Lyles quarter in Fairfield.
My ma's name Sally Murphy. Her master was Dave Muri;zhy
He stayed at Toin Lyles. Listus Betsy (Dave Murphy)
cared for her. Mr. Dave Murphy overseed for Capt. Tom

ILyles who lived about two miles from Lyles' Ford on

- -

Broad River.
I don't know whaX things has goné to. So much
diffence in everthing now than it was back in dem days.
'Don't know nothing about no Booker T. Washington. I
sees much but hears little 'bout dat what I doesn't seé,
Yes, siree boy, all such little 'muck' go in one ear and
come ou‘t tother'n wxd me. Dat'a de talk fer dese young
ﬁ:.ggers dats edda.cated, and 1L ain*t dat bad off.
*Winnsboro fust town I ever seed , but it don't
favor itself now. . 7
 “Maybinton the place I love best in all the world.
Most my life is right here . I'11 be buried in Hardy
'graveyard,‘ whar my white folks dat was so  good to me
lie sleeping, and dat's whar my ma and pa and others that -

I loves liés too.
i ®*Pogt office at. Mabinton is whar Miss Bessie Oxner

stay. J:i:Ll:L Gumer, her ga kept de post office from de time
it s’harwd till they stopped it, fur as I knows. n‘t
 look better then than it does now.. kr. Bill Gxner pretty

geaﬁ man‘




e was a séttled man. His wife was a good-looking
lady who before her marrizge was a bethune.

"Dar was a big store at the end of lr. W. B.
Whitney's plantation. Dis along to'd first of
Freedom. Ur. Sigttery lived twixt the Maybins and
the /hitney's house. The store upon the end was kept_
by bkir. Pettus Chick and Mr. -Bill Oxner. It was a good
store. Didn't have to go to Newber'! y to git no‘candy
and 'Bacco.- And Dr. Jim Ruff was de doctor what tended
to folks in dem parts when dey got sick.

i"De old Buck when I first knowed it was run fer
a dwelling house by kr. geff Stev:art;- I beeﬁ khowed
I\iaybintown‘all my life . But when . come aldn,g stages
had done gone out but that's where dey stopped when
they come from Spring Hill. I'se hearéd“ dat de _Budk
had large stables and a lots of folks sto;J there and
rested-overnight on t.helr Way to the Springs.(Glenn's,
Chick's, and wWest Springs ) - ’

#Used to rather dance than to eat . 3tarted out
at sundown and git back to the Whitney's at daybreak,
den from dar run all de way to Squire Hardy's to git dar
by sunup. Pats our feets and knockstin pans was the
music dat us niggers danced to all night long. Put on
my clean clothes dat was made right on the plantation

a.nﬁ wear them to the dance. Gals wore their homespén



stockings. Wore the dresses so long dat they kivered
their shoes. Ny britches wefe copperus colored and I
had on a home wowe shirt with a pleated bosom. It was
dyed red and had wristbands. 1 wore that shirt for five
years. |
#Didn't have no nigger churches down Tdar den. wex
went to Chapman's stand. 1t had a brush top and log seats.
" The darkies from the Hardy Plantation walked five miles
to hear a nigger from Union preach. He driv a one horse
weggin and course he stayed around from placé to place
and the folks take tare of him and his mule. Big Jim
Henderson owned Chapman's stand which was in theGlymp
quarter. The Glymp .quarter stilvl got the best lend in
our settlement yet. 41l my'quaintances done left me, fac '
isy most of thém done crossed over de river. Folks meets
- me and speaks familiar. I axes, 'Who is t.héat?" I used
to deal with Mr. Bee Thompson in Union.
I'ée got some business to tend to in Union soon
and I spec I be up there in short to see is it axlythlng

/e

familizr dar.
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Winnsboro, Ss Ce

HENRY GLADNEY
EX~SLAVE 82 YEARS OLD.

Henry Gladney lives with his wife, his son, Murdock, his daughter=-
in-law, Rose, and seven grandchildren. They live néar White OéLk, Se Ce, in -a
two-rbom freme house with a one~room box board ennex. IHe works a one-horée
form for Mr. Cathoart and piddles a little at the planing mills at Adgers.
His son does the ploughing. The daughtér-in-law end gf&ndchildren hoe and
pick cotton and assist in the farm work. H.enry' is of medium height, derk
‘brown complexion, vand is healthy but not vigorouse
"I lives out on de John H. Cathcart place, close to White Osk. In
slavery time 1y mammy b'long to old Marse Johnnie lobley, and us lived in de
quartér 'tout three miles to de west of Woodward station, tho' dere was no
st_atibn defe wher_xi was a boye | De station was down de reilroad from dere end
fhen it was called Yonguesville. -'My mammy neme Lucy, my pappy neme "vi’iilia.m,
my sisters was I_;oﬁ-f;se, Blsie, end Adeliné.' My brudders neme Tim and Curtise
ond "i‘. wasn't a very blsb boy in slavery time, tho' I'member choppin'
sotton/ pickin'’ ‘cotton e,nci peas 'long 'side mammy iﬁ de fields Pappy was.call=
ed "B;lli de Gient', 'cause him was so big and stronge They have mighty bad
plan'ﬁa't;ion roads-- in them da.ys. I see my pappy git under de wegon once when it |
was bogg;ed up to de Pub and 1ift and heft da’c wegon a.nd set it outside de ruts
it wa»subOgged ‘down ine Him stayed at de blacksm:.th shop, worlk on de wagons,
- shoe de mules and hosses, make ‘}{inges, sherpen de plow points end fix de iron
rings in de wagon wheels+ |
el "Ny pappy dn.dn't 'low other slave men to look &t.my mamnys I see

h:x.m grab Uncle Ph:.l once, throw hm down on de floor, snd when him quit stomp-

imt _Uncle Phil, they have 't:o send for Dr. Newton, ‘cause pappy done broke Unele

ighb 1eg My ald marster no lak ds:b way one of his ‘slaves was cnppled




upe Him 'low to whip pappy for ite Pappy tell mammy to go tell Marse
John if he whip him, he would run off end go to de North. She beg for
pappy so, dat nothin' was done 'bout ite. 'Spect Merse John fear to lose
e good-blacksmith wid two good legs, just 'bout & smell nigger men wid
- one good leg and one bad lege -

It come to de time old marster heve so many svlaves he-don't
lmow what to do wid them all. He give some of them off t§ hi‘s chillun;
He give them mos’c‘ly to his da.ug-;ht‘ers, liss lMarion, Miss Nancy, and Miss
i-ucretia. I was give to his grandson, Marse John Mobiey McCrofey, just
to weit on him and play wid hine Little Marse John treat me good sometime
and kick me 'round sometime. I see now dat I was just a little dog or mon=-
ey, in his heart and mind, dat 'mused him to pet or kick as it flease_d ‘him.
Him give me de ohly m;Jney 1 ever have befo! freedom, a big copper two-cent_
;éiece wid a hole'in_ ite I run a‘sfri‘ng th‘ru.da'b"hola end ’ci'ed‘ it 'Arounc‘l my
néélf and fel‘b> rlch all de times th'ittle _nifgéers alweys wanted to see dat
moﬁey:and I was'proﬁd to show it to -them_-:e'very— times |

"Little Marse Johu's mother was another _dauggterrof old Mstef
Johne Her name was Dorcas. They live in Floridae I was took 'way down Flere s
cried pow'ful to leave my memmy, but I soon got happy down derel_playin' in dé
sand wid Marse Johi end his little brudder, Cherlie. Don't 'member no%f&hi;;'
'bout de war or de Yankees. Fregéom ‘céme, I come back to de Mobléy quarters
to mnmy. I work for old Marster John up 'til after Hampton was ¥lecteds I =
" marry Florie Williams, a pretty black gai on de Mobley quarterss Us is _he.d
seventeen chillune So far as I know they is all livin'. Some in Florida,

sbme in'Sperrows Point, Virginia, some in Chartotte, Ne Ce, and $ome in Colum=

‘bia, 8e Co Murdock sud his wife, Katie, and deir six chillun live in de seme




"Iy old merster have two dauglcxters dat marry McCroreys. Miss
Lucretia marry James McCrorey and lMiss Doreas marry John McCrorey. Miss
Lucretia have a éon name Johne Miss Dorcas have & son name Johne In talkint
wid old mistress, 'fusion would come 'bout which John of de grandsons was
bein' meant and talked 'bout. 0ld Marster John settle date

"01d Herster John and old mistress (her name Katie) hed de same
birthday, lerch de 27th, thot old Marster John was two years older than old_
Mistress Kate. They celebrate dat day every years All de 6hillﬁn-—in-laws
and grandchillun come to_de mansion, have a big dinner and a big t;me. After
dinner one"déy, all de men folks 'semble at'de_w_oodpile. De 'sun was shinin!
and old marster have me bring out a chair for him but de balance of them set
on de logs or lay 'round on de chipse Then they begun to swap tales. larse
Ed P. lobley hold up his hand and says: 'See dis stiff finger?” It'1l never
be straight agih. I got out of ammnition at de secon' ‘battle of Bull Runm,
was runnir-l‘ after a Yankee to icetch him, tfu"ew my gun 'weay to run faster,
Zetch him as he was 'bout to git over a fence and choked his stif_‘f neck so
hard in de scuffle dat I broke det finger. General Lee hearin' ‘'bout it,
&h'&i%g;ei me from de infancy (infantry) to de calvary (cevalry) dat I might
not run de danger any more.' Old marster laugh and saj: *Jim, can you beat
ds..’c’-?'. AMarse Jim Mobley say: _'Well, you ail know what I done at Gettysburg?
If ell had done lak me dat day, us would have won de ware Vhenever I see 2
bullet comiln' my wa:y, I took good aim at de ‘t_;ullet wid e double charge of
powder in my musket.- My aim was so good dat it drove de enemy bell back to
kill e Yenkee and glanced aside at de right time to kill another Yankeees I
shot a thousand times de fust-day of de battle and two thousend times de sec-
on' dey and kilt six thousend Yankees a".t Ge‘btys_burgt'v 0ld mé.rster a8l8p his

sides and fell out de chair & lapghin'l When him git back in de chair, him




say: 'Zebulon, what you got to say?' Marse Zeb, p'intin' to his empty
pants leg, say: 'Me and some officers 'tended a‘chicken fight on de banks
of de Chickenhominy River de day befo' de battle of Shiloe De cocks fight
wid gaves on deir heels. Dere was five hundred fights and two'hundred and
fifty roosters was kilte Us have big pots of chicken and big pots of hominy
on de banks of de Chickenhominy Creek dat night and then de battle of Cold
Harbor comé de nex' daye I had eat so much chicken and hominy my belly
couldn®t hold it alle. Some had run down my right leg. Us double quicked
and run so fast thru swamps nex' dey, after Yankees, my rightrleg couldn't
keep up wid my left lege After de battle I went back to look for det Leg
but never could find ite. Governor Zeb Vence tell me efterwerds, dat leg of
mine run on to Washington, went up de Vhite ﬁouse steps, and_slushed,some of
dat chicken and hominy on de cérpet right befo'! President Lincoln's chaire'
"Everybody laugh so loud dat old mistress come Qut and want to know
what for they wes leughin' 'tout. All dat hed to ue gone over agine  Then her
_1augh and laugh and laughs She turnt 'round to my young Merster John and seys
tJohn, can you beat dat?! He éayz tHenry, go-git grandma & chair;' I done
date Then m& young merster starte Him éayé 'OneAday down in Florida, I )
saddle my pony, took Hénfy dere up behind me and went a fishin' on de Ste John
- Rivere = I had some trouble Q gittip' thru de evergladeé when I want to fish
but us got dere. DBig trees on de benks and 'round, wid long moss hangin' from
de limbs. -I beited my hook wid a small, wigglin', live, minnow and throwed
oﬁt into de water. DNothin' happén. In de warm sunshine I must have gone to
sleep, when I was startle out ﬁy doze by Henry a shoutin': 'Marse Johnnie,
Marse Johnéie, your cork done gdne doﬁn out of sightl' I made e pull but felt

at once it would take both hands to land dat fish. I took both hends, put my

-




* 1383

foot 'ginst de roots of a greet live oak and h'isted dat fish in de skv.
It was so big it shut out de light of de sun. When it come Elovm, det fish

strip off de limbs of de trees it hit while comin':-to de ground. I sent
Henry back to cie house on de pony, for de four~hoss wagon and all de men

on de place, to git de fish home. ‘hen us got it home and cut it open,

dere was 119 fishes varyi.n' from de size of de mimnnow up to de big fish.!
lHarse Ed Po say: ‘'Was de little minnow dead or 'live when you found him

in de belly of de 119th £ish?! 'He was still wigglin', sey my young mers-
‘bgr_. 0ld marster say: 'It was a whale t?i‘ e fish, wesn't itvgr&ndsop?’

Young marster say: ~'It was, grandpa. De river bank show dat de water

went down two inchés efter I pulled him out.' ‘'Maybe it was e whale!,

said Marse Ed Po ‘'In fact, i;c was', said larse Johnnie, ' 'ca.uée on one

Vof de ribs under de belly wes some _‘ba’céoin’ ,.'. '"What was de tatooin' 71 ask
-0ld ‘mis*blr'ess',_ jusf as inmocent as & bafy.~ 'De_-word Neniveh' s - SAY .Marse littde
John. 'Why it might heve been ;ie whale-dé:b' Asw‘allowedJoha.h'», say Miss Ka_t;‘.e._-
it wa's',r-say my'yéung marster, 'for just @der‘Neﬁivéh wes de neme Jonsh.'
After a good laugh old merster sé.y: "Your neme is chenged from John Mobley
McCrore& to Jo-hn Ethmchawsome.McCroArey.' Kin folks call h:Lm Bafrbn efter date
Him lak dat but when they got to callin' him, lyin' Jokn McCrorey him git
red in_de face énd went to fight..

"Poor Marse Johmniel Wonder if h;i.m still livin'e Him marry a rich
women in Floride but her soon 'vorce hime Vhat her tvorce hin for? 1 Patiy=
' bility a.ﬁd teﬁpéf, vthey saye What I means by pattybility? I_"'spéc:b dat meen
de timé they was gittin' up in de mornin' end her lam him . cross de head wid
de hairbmsh and him také dat same heirbrush, push her down-'cross de bed and

give her e good spankin'e Now you're laughin' egin but it was no laughin' wid

" her det mornin', de way I hear them tell it."

~
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STORIES FROM EX-SLAVES

"I was born in Newberry Younty, South Carolina, in—tde~
Tiear Indian Creek above Jalapa. My mammy and pa was Charlie
and PFrances Gilliam. We belonged to Marse Pettus and Harriet
Gilliam who had a big plantation. I married George Glasgow
in the yard of Reid place, by a nigger preacher. ¥y husband
died about 15 years ago. T

"I was a young child when de war stopped, and don't re-
member sé much about slavery times. Marse Pettus and Miss HarQ
riet was good to us. I never got a whipping, except Misses
whipped me once wid just one lick. Dey give us a small patch of
tbout half acre fer us to raise cotton or anything we wanted
to on it. De master had a big garden and give his sla#esﬂplenty
'vegetables, We had plenty to eat all de time. My pa, Charlie,v«
was de fpreman of a crowd of slaves, and dere was a White over-
seer,‘tod.v

"Master Gilliam had a boy dey called 'Bud'. He still
lives in Arkansas. Dey all moved torstgfe of Arkansas sometime
atter de waf. My maste? was & good man, a church man, and he
~ was steward in Tranéuil fethodist Church. Around de place at
homéihe was always singing and.;n good humor. I 'member one
song he sung dat was like dis:

"Lord; Llord, Heaven --Sweet Heaven,

Lord, Lord. Heaven --Sweet Heaven,

How long will it be?
| trepeated three times)
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"De first time I come to town was when I was a little
child, and when we got to College Hill, about ten miles from
home, I started to run back home because I heard de train
whistle blow.

"Miss Harriet always give us chilluns 'mackaroot tea!
fer worms. It's made from roots of a plant dat grow in de
woods. We had to drink it before breakfast, and it shore had
a bitter taste.

*sSlavery wasn't good much, I reckon;y; but I had a good
time ... didn't nothing bother me. When freedom come, all of
us stayed with de master until he and his folks moved away.

"olad Dr; Clark was de best doctor in de state. He lived
at Jalapa. He used to give barbecues at his home in de yard
under big trees. He had niggers dere, too. Dey eat by dem-
selves. 0ld Mrs. Sligh lived above dere. I waited on her when
she was sick. When she died, shé made her son promise not to
hold againét me what I oWed her -- just let it go -- and told
him not to ever let me go hungry. ]

ﬁOnée when liaster Gilliam took one of his slaves to
church at old Tranquil, he told him dat he mustn't shout dat
day -- said he would give him a paif of hew boots if he didn't
shout. About de middle of services, de o0ld nigger couldn't
.stand it no'longer. He jumped up and hollered: *Boots or no -
boots, I gwine to shout today'. |

"T jined de church atter I got married, ‘'cause I wanted
to do right»and serve de Lord."

Source: Emoline Glasgow (78), Newberry, S.C.
Interviewer: G.L, Summer, Newberry, S.C. (7/8/37)
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STORIES FROM EX-SLAVES

"I live on Mr. Sim Bickley's farm, about five miles north-
west bf Newberry Courthouse. I have a fairly good house to live in:.I
work on the farm, myself, and make a pretty good living from it. I
live with my second wife, I had two children but they both died.

"] was born on Dr. Geo. W. Glean's plantation; about six
miles.horth of Newberry. My parents, Berry and @rances Glenn, were
slaves of Dr. Glenn. I was seven years o0ld when freedom come.

"Dr. Glenn gave us good quartérs to live in and plenty to
eat. He was a good man and was not hard on slaves; but the mistress
was mean tc some of the slaves that come from the Glenn side.-she was
good to the slaves that come into her from her daddy;‘>
| | "] didn't work much around the place when I was small, just
did little things to help., The master had a big garden and raised‘lots~
of green wegetables like turnips, collards, cabbages and some okra,
‘but little beans except coréi?ield beans. We nad plenty clothes.

| ®"The master whipped us sometimes when we needed it. They
would not learn us to read and write. Some of theaslaves went to the
 white folks' church. |
| "I waé married the first tiue on the Glasgow place by a
colored preacher named Boyd. Her daddy didn't wani us to marry; he
didn't like me. I slipped to the fiefd where she was working and stole

her; went to the preacher and got married. I married the second time

e

in towq?ygg College Hill. |
"2 band of Confederate soldiers in 1865 went past the mas-

ter's house on théir way from war, and liistress had dinner for them.
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They eat out under big shade trees in the yard where lMaster always
kept a long table for dinners they had sometimes. When freedom come,
the master called all his slaves up to the house one night and spoke
to them. He said they was free, but any who wanted to stay on with
him and help make the crop that year could stay and he would pay
wages. All stayed that year.

"The Ku Klux and Red Shirts didn't like negroes. They

i

would catch them and whip them. s -

"It was a long time after the war before the negroes had
a school. They went to white folks churchs for a long time. Some of
them had 'brush harbors' for their churcﬁgs, and schools, too.

"I don't know nothing about Abraham Lincoln and Jefferson
Davis. I can;t give much about Booker Washington, except I heard of
him and believe’he isra good man add doing a good turn for the negroes,

"I think slavery was wrong; don't think -one man ought to
own another man, -

"I joined the church when I was about 25 or 30 years old."

Source: Silas Glenn (79), Newberry, S.C. RFD
, Interv1ewer G.L. Summer, Newberry, S.C. 8/9/37
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JOHW - GLOVER
ExeSlave, 77 Years 380289

Timmoneville, S.Cs

"Born on Rafter Creek bout 20 miles from Timmonsville
on Elija Carson place. Ly white folk®s live in big two story
house dere cause my liassa wa® a bankholder in Charleston en
dat de reason he go back en forth to Charleston every week
or two. My Massa a good man, a good'man, en I hope he restin
in Heaven dis daydf//‘ ‘

"De Caraons had bout 2,000 acres of land en 100 head
of slaves on dey plantation. Have long row of house up in
de quarter whe' all de slaves live. We have & veiy good |
livin in dat day en time. Had more to eat den we do dese
days cause rations won' scarcé like dey is now. Eat potatoes
en peas en corn bread en homemade gritsrmostly, but i likes
everjthing to-eat, Captain. Den dey give us a garden to make
us greens en things like dat en we is oatech poassum hesp of de
time. Unocle Ben (father's father) was a great possum hunter,
but he died fore,Inget big enough to go huntin wid him. He
wnﬁt possum huntin every night till something went up de tree
one night en possum talkvto him. He uged to gé huntin on &

_Sunday night en dat how=come de.possum talk to him."
"You didn' mee de peoples wear much different olothes

1ike dey wear dese days, but what dey have was very decent.
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Jost have bout one piece, Captain, make out of some kind of
homemade cloth wid no extra for Sunday. Wear same kind of
pants on Sunday dat wear every day en same kind of shoes call
brogans wid brass toes. I ain' see no fittin cloth since dey
used to raise sheep en have dey own wool en have loom en &pin.
Look like God 8mile on u# in dat day en time."
| "1 work round de white folks house fore freedom come, but
1 go back to de quarter en sleep when night come. Dem dat
live'in de quarter have luhber bed wid mattrees made out of
sacks en hay. Den when dey ring dem bells en blow dem horns
in de mornin, dat mean you better get up en go bout your task
for dat daye"” - ,

"Oh, dey work ua hard en late in dem times. Work from de
sunriss in de mornin to de sundown in de evenin. Dey have a
driver dat tote whip en see datryou do what you know to do.
 Didn' have no jail in dat day, but 1f you ain' do your task
en dey satch you, dey punish you by de whip. ‘Some of de timo,
dey put em in de sorew box what dey press bales of cotton wid.
Put em in dere en run préasAright down whe' can’ orush en dey
e§ﬁldn' move till dey take em out in de mornin en whip em en
put em to work. See plenty whipped on de”place. Dey make one
fellow go over a barrel. en de other peoples hold he head down
en de driver whip him. Give em 50 en 756 licks fore dey atop
gometimes. ﬁée chains to hold em when dey break rapes so dey

ocouldn' get away."
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"l see em 8ell slave® heap of times. See em gwine
along in drove®s en sayin dey wa® gwine to market. Sell
em if dey ain' atay on de place en work. Bid em off just
like horze en mules. What am I bid for dis one? Come en
open you mouth en examine you teeth en dey wouldn' miss yom
a yea:.“' | )

"Oh, Graoious God, didn' get married till efter aqégf%i
Shake was en I reckon I baut.zo years old den. Captain, we
thought it was de Jedgment (Judgment). It come like 1t wae
thunderin in de earth, rollin in de earth en de earth was
gwine en comin. We pray en all de cows en chiokoﬁs was yella

TN
ing. < Last)dat night bout 30 minutes dat you could look at

-anything en it look like top spinning. We was all good bout

 two years after dat."

"y white folks didn' teach none of dey slaves to read
en write en didn' let em go bout from one plantation to de
other no time. All us know is when we go to dey meetin en
dey'pray wid us., FPeoples used to &#ing en pray in de quarter
on Satnrday night en when dey dig grave en have a #nnéral. -
Dey didn' do bout buryings den like dey do now. Burying dem
timea en de funeral would all be over at de burying. Slaves
didn' have no way to go to de funeral but to walk. Den s
whife man would 8top you en if you have a tiocket wid you dat

have pass word on it, you could go on."
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"I can tell you all bout when dem Yankee® oome through
dere. Some was on black horses, some on red horses, en some
on white horses. De one dat on black horse wear black, de
one on white horse wear white, en de one on de red horse
wear red. De horses had sense enough to double up when dat
man hollo from de top of dem. Dey“was wearing soldier clothes
en dey come up to you house en set place on fire, kill cow or
anything dey want to. Dey burn up Carson house en stay dere
till next day. Dey talk to my mamma cause our house de next
one to de white folks house. De white folks done been gone.
Dey ask her whe' dey hide dey money en she know dey hide it
to Stafford Hill, esix milea from de house, but she didn' tell -
dom.  Don! inow yet what became of de money, but dem Yankees

| loaded an old chest on de wagon en took all de slaves dat
wanted to run away wid dem en left dere."

"Slaves didn' know what to do de first year after freedom
en den de Yankees tell de white folks to give de slaves one-
third of dey oropa. What de slavee gwine buy land wid den,
Captain? Won' a Ged thing to eat in dat time. Had to plow
corn wid ox cause de Yankee& took all de horses en mules dey
wanted. My mother worked on three years dere for de white

 folke en dey give her one bushel of corn en dey take two.

%atgﬁbne bushel of corn en dey take twog; Measured by de ®same

baskete”
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"Well, I can' tell you bout- people, but I can tell
you bout my poor soul. I think I-know I'm bless to be
here en raise three generation olear up dis world. All
my chillun dead en gone en God left me to live among dese
wild varments here. I have to ory sometimes when I think
how dey die en leave me in dis troublesome world. During
glavery time, didn' know what hard times was. I know you
see in de Bible dat God sorry he made man done 8o. I'm
gorry dat de last war done. Zvery time you fight war makes
times harder. See three war en every one I see makes time !

worge. Iloney gets balled up in one or two hand. Looks‘bad

to me. Didn' know what it was one time to be hungry."

Source: John Glover, Ex-Slave, 77 Years, Timmonsville, S.C.

(Personal interview by Lirs. Lucile Young and H. Grady
Davis.)
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HECTOR GODBOLD 3 3’0 1 4 8

Ex-Slave, 87 Years

"What you gwine do wid me? I sho been here in slavery
time. Talk to dem soldiers when dey was rptreatin dey way
back home. Uiy o0ld Missus was Miss Mary Godbold en den she
marry a Haselden. Dey buy my mamua from de o0ld man Frank
Miles right over yonder. Harry en Cindy Godbold was my
parents., We live in a one room house in de slave guarter
dere on de white folks plantation. My God, sleep right
dere on de floor. Had gran'parents dat come here over de
water from Africa. Dey tell me dat whe' dey come from dey
don' never let no man en he wife éieep together cause dey
is scared of em catchin disease from one another. Dat sho
a good thing, you know dat. I think dat sho a good thing."

"Dey ain' never give none of de colored peoples no money
in dat day en time. Coase dey give us plenty something to
eat. Fed us out a big kowl of pot Iicker wid plenty corn
bread en fried meat en dat bout all we ever eat. Dey is let
us have a garden of we own dat we had to work by de night
time. You see de colored folks know dey had to get up soon
as dey hear dat cow horn blow en dat been fore daylight ocome
here. Oh, dey work from dark to dark in dat day en time. -
Didn' but one day out all de year stand dat was a week day
en dat was de big Christmus day. Sweet molasses bread was

de thing dat day. Coase dey give us & big supper when dey
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had dem cornshucking day. Oh, dey had & frolic den dat lagt
way up to de midnight."

"I never live dere to de'Haselden plantation wid my parents
long fore dey hire me out to liassa John lace en I stay dere till
me en Maggie (his wife) come here to live. Furee six head of
chillun for de white folks dere. I hear em say my Missus was a
Watson fore she marry Massa John liace. Lord, Lord, love dem
chillun to death. If Moses Mace’been livin, you wouldn' be ‘
talkin to no Hector Godbolad Bout.here dese days. He de one what
give me en Maggie dat four room house you see settin dere. My
Missus give me a good beatin one time when 1 41d drop one of dem
baby. Just put me head under her foot en,bdét me dat way."

"Another thing I had to do was to carry de baby cross de
swamp every four hour en let my mamma come dere en suckle dat
child., One dain go dere en andther feliow oéme dere what dey
oall John. He en my mamma get in a argument like en he let ont
en cut my mamma s big 1ick right cross de leg en de blood just
pour out dat thing like a done a what. My mamma took me en come
on,to-de house en when Misa Jane see dat leg, she say, "Cindy,
what de matter?" My mamms say, "John call me s liar en I ne§er
take 1t." Miss Jane tell em to Bend after Sam Watson right den.
Sam Watson was a rough old overseer en he been 80 bowlegged dat
if he Btaﬁd straddle a barrel, he be settin down on it just as

good a8 you settin dere. Sam Watson come dere en make dat fellow
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lay down on & plank in de fence jam en he take dat cat o' nine
tail he have tie round his waist en strike John 75 times. De
blood run down off him just like you see a stream run in dat
woodea. Dat sho been 80 csuse all ﬁu chillun stand bout dere en
look on it. I suppose I was bout big enough to plough den. When
dey let John loose from dere, he go in de woods en never come
back no mdre till freedoﬁ 6ome here. I tellfh you when he come
back, he come back wid de Yankees." _

"Oh, de colored peoples never kﬁow nothin more den dogs in
dem times. Never ocouldn' go from one plantation to de other
widout dat dey had a ticket wid em. I see Sam Watson catch

A iany:df ﬁamldat had run‘way:en buff en gag em. Never have no
jails nowhe' in dat day en time. -Dey sho sell de colored
peoples way plenty_timés cause 1 see dat done right here to
Marion. Stand em up on a block on sell em to §~Bpeonlator

- dérea_ I hear em bid off a ‘oman en her baby dere en den'dey
bid off m& suntie en uncle way down to de country. Dey wouldn®

take mo whippin éff dey Massa en dat howwoome dey get rid of em.
»Mngran'pappy been worth § 1,000 én it de Lord's truth I tellin

you, he drown fore he let em whip him, Den my gran'mammy use to
ran way en catoh rides long de roads cause de peoplea let enm dé

dat dqp. Coase if dey catoch her,:aéy didn' never do her no harm
osuse she was one of dem breed 'omans,"

"Never know nothin bout gwine to‘school in dem times. Just

| pibk up what learnin we get here, dere, en everywhe', Learnt
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something to de white folks meetin house dere to Antioch
settin on de back side of dat church on dem benches what de
slaves had to set on.w I is know dis much dat I voted three
times to de courthouse in liarion way back in dem days."

"Sho, we chillun play game en frolic heap of de time.

Epinny was de thing dat I like best. Just had stick wid crook
in de end of 1t en see could I knook de ball wid dat. I sho
remembers dat. Den I was one of de grandest hollerers you
ever hear tell bout. Userto be just de same as a parrot.

Here how one go0: 0 « OU « OU «0 = OU, DO = MI « NICI - O, BLACK
» GA = LE - Lb, 0 =00 « 0U « 0«00, WHO = O =« OU = OU., Great
King, dat ain' nothin."

"Ain' never believe in none of dem charms people talk bout
en ain' know nothin bout no conjuring neither, but I know dis
mich en dat a spirit sho slapped lisggie one nightrbput 12
o'clock. Den another time me en her was comin home from a
party one night en I had a jug of something dere wid me en
Maggie ax me for it. Say something was followin after her.

De next thing I know 1 hear dat Jug ®say, gurgle, gurgle,
gurgley I look back en she been pourin it out on de ground.
She say she do dat to make de g#pirit quit followin after her.
Dat spirit 8ho been dere oause I see dat lioker disappear dere
on de ground wid me own eyes."

"Sho, dey had dootors in dat day en time. Had plant dootors

dat go from one plantation to another en dcstor de pedples. Dr.
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Monroe was one of dem doctor bout here en dere ain' never been
no better cures nowhe' den dem plant cures was. I get Maggie
80 she can move bout dat way. She won' able to walk a step
en I boil some coon root en put a little whiskey in it en make
her drink dat. It sho raise her up too. Dem coon root look
Just like dese chufas what you does find down side de river.
Dat sho a cure for any rheumatism what is. "I know dat all
right."

"Mighty right, I remembers when freedom was declare. I
think dat must a been de plan of God cause it just like dis,
if it hadn' been de right thing, it wouldn' been. I know it
a good thinge D& North was freed 20 years head of de South
en you know it a good thing. I’a history man en I»recollects
dat de history say de North was freed 20 years fore de South
was,"

"I sho hear dem guns at Fort Sumter dere en I remembers
when dem soldiers come through dis way dat de elements was
blue as indigo bout here. Had parade bout five miles long
wid horses dancin bout en fiddles just a playin. Some of dem
Yankees come dere to de white folks house one of dem time,
when my Massa was way from home workin dere on de lianchester
Rgailroad, en ax my Missu’ whe' dey horses was. Dem horses
done been hide in de bay en dey never get nothin else dere

neither, but a little bit of corn dat dey take out de barn.”
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"T 87 year 0ld now en I here to tell you dat I never
done nobody no mean trick in sll me life. I does fight
cause I cut a man up worth 19 stitches one of dem times
back dere. Two of em been on me one time en I whipped
both of em. I tellin you I been good 28 ever was born
from s 'oman. It justrlike ﬁis, I say fight all right,
.but don' never turn rno mesan trick back. Turn it to God,

dat what do. Dem what go to church in de right way, dey

148

don"hafe no vengeful spirit bout em. I sho goes to church

csuse de church de one thing dat does outstand everything

- = -~ @verything."

Sourcs: Heator Godbold, ex-slave, age 87,7Pee Dee,
| Marion Go.,S.C. ’

(Persorsl interview, June 1937).
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DANIEL GODDARD
EX-SLAVE 74 YEARS OLD.

* My name is Daniel Goddarde. I was born in Columbia, S. C. Feb. 14,
1863, to slave parentss. You know I recall no contacts I made in slavery
for I was too young during that periode You know too, if I had been born
in Mmssachusettis, for exampls, I should have bean free, '}bacause all slaves
in the United States had been sst free when President Lincoln, shortly be-
fore my birth, Jenuary, 1863, struck the shackles from bondage.

" The Confederate states had seceded from the Union and they paid no
attention to the freedom proclamation during the war. So the slaves in the
South, generally speaking, stayed on until the Confederacy collapsed in
April, 1865, and even then, some of the slaves were slow to sirike out for
themselves, until the Fsderal government made ample preparations to take
cares of then.

" Now you ask, if I heard about escapes of slaves. Sure I did and I
heard my parents discuss the effort: of slaves to shake off the shackles.
This was probably true because my father's brother, Thomas, was a member
of the slave ship which was takiug him end 134 others from Virginia to New
Orleans. A few miles south of Charleston, the slaves revolised, put the of=-
ficers and crew in irons, and ran the ship to Nassau.

* There they went ashere and the British Government refused to sur-
render them. They settled in the Bahama Iaslands aud some of their de-
scendants are there today. That was about 1830, I think, because my Uncle
Thomas was far older than my father. I heard about the other alave revolts,

where that African prince, one of a large number of slaves that were
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kidneped, took over the Spanish ship L’Amada, killing two of the officers.
The remeining officers promised to return the slaves to Africe but slyly
turned the ship to port in Connecticut. There the Spanish minister et Wash=
ington demended the slaves, as pirates. Appeal was made to the courts emd
the United States Court ruled that slavery was not legel in Spain and de-
clered the slaves free.

® The Nat Turner insurrection in Virginia and the Vesey uprising in
Charleston was discusssed often', in ay presence, by my parents and friends.

I learned that revolts of slaves in Martinique, Antigum, Santisgo, Caracas
and Tortugus, was known all over the South« Slaves were ebout as well aware
of what was going on, as their masters were. However the masters made it
harder for their slaves for s while.

* I have a clipping, now worn yellow with ege, which seys the Federal
census of 1860; showed there were 487,970 free Negroes end 3,952,760 slaves
in the United States et that timee I am not at all surprised at the number
of free Negroes. Many South Carolina femilies freed a number of their slaves.
Some slaves had the iuck t0 be able to buy their freedom and mery others ea-
caped to free areas. The problem of slavery as a rule, was a queation of
wits, the slave to escape and the master to keep him frem escaping.

“ I once talked with Frederick Douglass. perhaps the most eminent Negro
to appear so far in America. He told me he was borm a slave in Marylend, in
1817, end that he served there as a slave for ten years. He esceped to Mas-
sachuseits, where ho was aided in education and employment by the Garrisons
and other abolitionista, and became a leader of his rece. He was United
States Minister to Haiti at the time I met him and was eminent as an oratore.
He died in 1895.

% You uak; what do I think of the Fresidents. Well, I have always been
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such an admirer of Andrew Jackson, a South Carolinian, that I mey be preju-~
diced a little. The reasson I admire him so much, is because he stood for
the Union, and he didn't mean maybe, when he said it. He served his time
and God took him, just as he took Moses.

" Then Lincoln was raised up for a specific purpose, to end slavery,
which was a menance to both whites and blacks, as I see it. And *resident
wilson kapt the faith of the fathers, when he decided to put the German
kaiser where he could no longer throw the world iato discord. But there
has only been one President whose heart was touched by the ory of distress
of the poor and needy and his name is Frankiin D. Roosevelit. He is one white
man who has turned the bias of the Negroes from the bait of partisan poli-
tica.

* Yes, sir, I recall the reconstruction period here in Columbia. My
parents lived until I was about grown and we kept the middle of the road,
in the matter of selling out to the Federal soldiers and carpet~baggers on
the one hand, or to designing politicians on the others But my father was
an admirer of General Hampton, bscause General Hampton owed many Negroes
at one time and had treated them well. Between Hampton and Chamberlain for
governor, in 1876, most of my Megro friends voted for Hampton.

* Whet have I been doing since I grew up? Well, I have been busy try-
ing to make a living. I worked for various white folks in this community
and sometime for the railroads hers, in a minor capacity. My younger years
wore spent in the quest of an education. For the past thirty years I have
been the porter for the State Paper Company, Columbia's morning newspapere.
As I became proficient in the work, the Gonzales boys grew fond of me.
while the youngest one, Hon. William E. Gongales, was absent in the diploma-

tic service in Cuba and in Peru for eight vears for tresident wilson, I
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looked after the needs of Mr. Ambrose Gonzales. Shortly before he died,
Hone. William E. Gonzales teturned. He has since been editor and publisher
of the 'State', as well as principal ownere.

"You ask, if I have applied for an old age pension. No, I have
not. I am old enough to qualify, I guess, but I understand, you cannot
get a pension if you have a job. If that is so, I shall never enjoy any
pension money. I would not leave @erving my friend, Ceptain William E.

S
Gonzales, for eny pension that might be offered me.

N. B. This manlis well educated, speaks no dialect. He received his edu-
cation from Northern isachers in Freedman aid, equal to the modern high
school curriculum. He afterward studied in Boston. He reads, writes, and
speaki/ excellent English.

Address: 1022 Divine Street, Columbia, S. C.
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(Ex-Slave)

(Verbatim Conversation)
Q

(Aunt Ellen is a misfit in her present envifonment. Born at

Longwood Plantation on Waccamaw in 1837, all she knows is

the easy, quiet life of the country. And the busy, bustling

'RACE PATH! near which her Grandson lives with whom she
makes her home doesn't make a fiiting frame for the old lady.
All day she sits in a porch swing and when hungry, visits a
neighbor. The neighbors (colored - all) vie with each other
in tryiné_to make her last days happy days. She says they
do her washing and provide necessafy food. When you start
her off she flows on like the brook but usually her story |
varies 1ittle. She tells of the old days and of the ex-
periences that made the greatest impression = the exclting
timeé during the 'Confedricki war - the 'Reb time day.!)
Visitors: "Aunt Ellen home 7"
Aunt Ellen's neighbor (from the washtub):

"Notum. She right cross there on the 'Race
Path!® (So called because in Conway's early days races were

run - horse races - on this street.).

Visitor: "Are you one of the neighbors who take such
good cere of Aunt Ellen?"

Neighbors "Notume I'm off all daye I work for Miss
Bernice."

Visitor: "Miss Bernice who?"

15
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Neighbor: "lMiss Bernice something nother. I can't keep up

with that lady title! See Aunt Ellen white cap yonder?"

Aunt Ellen (Sitting on chair at back door leaning on cane.)
"I want evépybody come to my birthdayl Seventh o!
October coming be a hundred. Baby one dead jew (due) timel

Five daughter - one sanctify preacher., Seven one - one Ports-
smith Virginia.: All deadl All deadl DMarry three times; all
ﬁhe kusband deadl My last baby child - when the Flagg stomm
kill everybody on the beach, (1893) the last child I heve out

‘my body been a year oldl

"Last time I gone see the old Doctor, rapl rapl
Doctor: "Come int" Gone in. |
Doctor: "Great Godl Loqkér Aunt Ellen! For the good you
teke care Daddy Harr?)God left you live long timel"

Ellen: '"Flat 'em all up to Marlborol (All the slaves) Ten
days or two weeks going. PeeDee bridge, stopi Go in genfle-
men bafnt- Turn duh bridge! Been dere a week. Had to go and
look the louse on we. Three hundred head o! people been dere,
Couldn't pull we clothes off. (On flat.) Béat name Ripreye
Woman confine on boate. Name the baby !RIPREYI'! Mame name
Sibby."

(Neighbor: "Aunt Ellen been looking for you all dayl Keep
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saying she got to go home. 4 white lady coming end she got
to be therel")
Aunt Ellen: "Doctor come on boat. By name Doctor Lane.
ilhite lady come tend womane. Get to Marlboro where they
gwine. Put in wagon. Carry to the street. Méjor brak@
Plantation. One son Pet Drake. Wife leetle bit of & woman.
"I see Abram Lincoln son thnnyi Telk with himl Gimme |
tobaccos. I been to loome. UWeave. Sheckle flying - flying
shecklel
(singing): "Tech (touch) me all round my waist!
Don't tech my water-falll
Gay gel setting on the rider fencel
Don't tech my water-falll"

"Clothes gone to wash this morning. (Can't go today.)
Clothes gone.

"I been here so long - I ax Jesus one day carry me next
dayl Can't make up my bed. Like an old hog éleep on a tus=~
gick." (I always heard it 'To;d on & tussock! - and you?)

(Four lean cats prowled about sniffing around the wood-
pile where a boy was scaling some paie, dead fishe.)
Visitor: "Aunt Ellen, how could you cook on the flat?"
Aunt Ellen: "Dirt bénk upe Fire make on dirt, Big pot.
Cooke. Fry meat. Come PeeDee get off fiat. Bake. Bake.

Iron bvens Stay PeeDee week. Bake. Piléd coals on oven

“top." (Another slave told of scaffold = four posts buried

i
i
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and logs or planks across top with earth on plankse. On this
pile of earth, fire was pade and on great bed of coals oven
could be heated for baking. !'Oven! means the great iron
skillet-1like vessel with three legs and & snug lid. This
oven bakes biscuit, pound cake, and some olad t;mers insist
on trusting only this oven for their annusl fruit cakee. It
works beautifully on a hearth. Put your buttermilk biscuit
in, 1id on and pile live~-oak coals on tope Of course only
the ones who have done this a long time know when to take
the 1lid off.)

"Dirt camp to stay ih - to hide from Yankee," (Her ges=
tures showed earth was mounded upe )
Visitor: "Like a potato bank? & potato hille"
Ellen: "Datts itl Pile teml Gone in dirt cemp to hide
we from Yankee. Have a Street Row of house. Yankee cominge.
Gone in dirt campe. _

"I been weave. My loom at door. 'Six loom on dat
side! Six loom on dis sidel I see 'em coming. Hat crown
high as this." (She measured off almost half of her walking
stick =~ which had a great, tarnishéd plated silver knob.)
"And I tell !em 'Yankee comingl' I talk with Abram Lincoln
own son Johnny and, bless your heart I glad for Freedom till
I fooll"

(Singing)
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'Freedom forever!

Freedom everymorel’

Want to see the Debbii run

Let the Yankee fling a ball

The Democrack will take the swampl!

"Massa been hide. Been in swamp." (This is history. All
the old men, too old for the army, hid in larlboro swamps and
were fed by faithful slaves until Yankees passed on. My
grandmother and mother gave vivid accounts of this - my mother
télling of the sufferings of the women = mental - ﬁorrying
about her feeble old gréﬁdfathér down bﬁgre with the mocassins)
Ellen: '"Yankee officer come. !Wihere Mahams Ward snd John J.
Woodwapd? Come to tell 'em take dese people out the dirt camp{
Put we in flat. ‘Cafry backl! '(In_first story Aunt Eilen told
the YhnkeeVCaptain saild, 'Tell 'em be Georgetown to saiute the
flagi') |

"Put food and chillun in flat. We been walks" (Walking
back to Waccamaw) We gone. (See 'um! See their feet like
the children of Israel in Green'Pasturesl) In man's house.
Man sgy, 'Come outl You steal my tufnipt' Brush arbor. Night
come. Make camp. Vay down the road somewherel Mske a big
bush canpe AIll squeeze under there: Left Marlboro Monday;'
Come Conway Friday sun downd Hit Bucksville, hit a friend.

Say 'Peopie hungryl! liddle night. Snow on ground. Get up.
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Cooks Cook all nightV Rice. Bake tater. Collard. Cook.
Give a quilt over you heade T sleep. I sleep in the cot=-
ton. I roost up the rotton gone in there." (Burrowed down
in the cotton - 'rooted! it up)" December. Winter time.
Cook 811 night. Corn-bread, baked tater, collards Git to
Bucksport, people gin to vwhoop and hollert Threerflat gone
round wid all the vittles." (And with the very young and |
very old) Easier coming home. Current helped. Going up
against the current, only poles and cant hooks - tedious
going) "Git 'Tip Top! (Piantation) all right. Come home :
dent Git to double trunk (rieelfield trunk) at 'Tip Top'.‘
Whoop! Come bring flatl Mother Molly dead on flatl Bury -
she right to Longwood grave-yard. Nuss. (nurse) Sam'l
Hemingway bury there. Horse kill 'em in thrashing mill,
Child name Egiburt bury there too. Harse gwine round in
thrashinge. He lick the horse. Horse kick 'em. ¥hole gang
white jury comel |

"Sing and pray all thé time. Pray your house. Pray
all the time. (I wish to God I could get some of you clamt)

"Salem Beptist? I helped build Salem I a choir in
Salemt" j , '

Aunt Ellen Godfrey

Age 99 years 10 months
Conway, S. Co.
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MOM ELLEN GODFREY
(Ex-slave === Age 100)

" I'm waitin' on the leese (RELIEF). He was to have my birthday
the seven of October,

" Slavery time Maussa buy'em, We Maussa buy me one good shoe,
Send slam to Englénd. Gle me (give me) good clothes and shoee I been
a-weave, When the Yankee come I been on the 100&. Been to Marlboro
district, A man place they call Doctor Major Draka. Got a son name Cap
and Pete Oh, Jesus! I been here T00 iong. In my 99 now, Come seven
o! October (1937) I been a hundred. |

" Three flat (big flat=boats) carry two nundred hesd o' people and
B all they thingse. We hide from Yankee but Yankee come and get wee Ask
where Maussal Maussa in swampe I in buckra housees I téll Yankée:
Them gone} Gone to beachl! Yankee says . ‘

"t Tell'em to be in Georgetown to bow unto flag!,

" That time I been twenty-three years old. 01d Doctor Flagg didn't
born then, He a pretty child and so fat, Love the doctor too muche
Born two weeks after Freedome He Ma gone to towne Mella Holmes? She
ain't no poré than chillum to mes Laurs and Serena two twin sisters
When ﬁhe FreedomAI was twenty-three --= over the twenty-five.a Great
God, have=a-mercyl McG1ill people have to steal for something to eat.
Colonel Ward keep a nice place, Gie'em.(give them) rice, peas, four
cook for chillum, one marse. Maké boy g0 in salt crick get'em clam,
That same Doctor ﬁlagg Grandpae Give you cow clabber, Sﬁﬁre&em and
put you bittle for eate



Project 1655
Genevieve W, Chandler FOLKLORE 160

Georgetown County, S. C.
Page 2e

" Gabe Knox? (A very old colored man who has been dead ten years)
I nurse Gabel I nurse'eme He Pappy my cousine I been a big young

woman when he borne

" plbert Calina? He a Christian-hearted peoples Christian-heart
A

boye I gilve my agee My b;rthéay get over I want to go right home to

-

Heavene

® T gone to see Doctor Wardie when I in my 95, He says
"1Great Dowl Looker Aunt Ellen! In you 95§ What make you live

to good age you.take such good care you hnéband---Harry Godfreye!?!
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Conversation of Aunt Ellen Godfrey---age 99 years, 161

Conmy" S. Co June 25the.

* Would gone wid you Missus, but I waiting on the 'Relief'. He wuz
going to bring me the dress and shoe and tinge My birthdey the seven of
October coming. We Massa have give we good shoese Right here Longwood
Plantations Massa was kimi--you know. Send slam to England gie me good
clothes and shoes I been a weave when the Yankee comee I.been on the loom
to Marlboro deestricte A man place they call Doctor Major Drekes Gol a son
neme Cap end Petes Oh, Jesus, been hers to0o long! In my ninety-nine now. Come
seben of October been a hundreds Three flat "(flat boats used for rice field
work) " carry two hundred 'o people and all they things. We hide from Yankee
but Yankee come and git we. Ask whey "(vhere) " Magssas (Massa in swamp! I
in buckre house. I say, *Dem goned Gone to beach.' Say,' Tell'em to be in
Georgetown to bow umtc the flag.® Dat time ‘I been twentydthree year olde
Doctor Flagg didn*t born, He a pretty child end so fat! Love duh Doctor
too muchl Born two weeks after freedom. He Ma gone Georgetowne Granny
git Yem therzs Melia Holmesd Aint no more dan chillun to med “(Aunt Melie
is eighty-eight or nine =-=beny and cripple)" She have two twin sister
Laura and Serenae When the Freedom I wuz twenty-three years 0lde--=pver the
twenty«five. Great God hab ;. mercy? Couldn't do datd Colonel Werd keep a
nice placee Doctor MeGill psople hab to steal for sometinig to eate Gie'em
rice--=peas. Four cook for chillun. One nurse". (Aunt Ellen said *Nuss') "
" Meke the boy go get'em clame That same Dre Ward GrandPa. Great big sack
'o clam! Give you cow clabbere Shay'm". (Share them =-~the clabber)* and
put on bittle for eato

“ Hagar Brownd She darter (daughter) got a abscess in her stomache

Save Rutledged I nuss (nurse) Sabe. I nuss'em. Her pappy my cousine I been
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big young women, I nuss Sabe.

" Albert Celina a christiasn-hearted people. Christian heerted 'boyeRelief

comée I gistem my agee My birf;hday over, I wanter go right home to Heaven.

Groat Dowd *Looker Aunt Ellen!® (That is what Dre Wardie say when I gone
(ssetum) *In you ninety-five$ What meke you good, you teke care of you hus=-
band! * Harry Godfrey waiting mend Marry twice time. He duh last--- -

® Andrew Johnson? Dropsy? I have wid every chilluun=--0Oh, I buss ',;(vhur-st)
one timee Buss ﬁere" (Illusntrating by drawing line acrosisr. stome,ch) " Till i't-
get to my groin it stoprl BEvery time I get family I swell, Never have a doc=
tor ’Grahny' for me yete My Mary good pld"Granny. Ca:bicrh two set 'o twin for
mes Isasc end Rebecce; Devid and Caneezers | a |

* Sell ell my fowl and tingw=w-five dollars-«-me and old man two come
%o towmn to we chillun. »

Been Marlboro f§ﬁr yea;r. Yenkee foot where they put on stirrup reds
~ Most stand lak & Mre Smoakw-e .Big ‘t.ail-:--Abfaham Lincoln own- aor; Johuny! -
' You jess a.s frée as ribbon on my ha:tl" Thet what he—-sé.y. I been wea%}é;
Sheckle$"(Aunt Ellen worksd foot and hand and mouth in illustreting how
the shuttle worked back and forth---eand the music it made)™.

;' Conch? Eat.'m meny timed Teke'em biled Gx:ind'em up!

“‘Welcome Beas? She son get kill in Charston, Welcome Beas son
courting my gal. o : o .

" Tom Duncan? Me child to me. He wife Suzannsh. I know duh fambly.
I gone knock to guh doors |

' Come ind Come inl? Come in?! *Here duh beardl * (:_EAnd Aunt Ellen

measured on her chest to show how long Dre Flagg's beard wes).

> e O o W - g B s e o S e e W
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“ 01d Daddy Rodgers and merry wuz she !
The old men wuz cripple
And Mary wuz blind.
Keep you hat on you head.
Keep you head warm
And set down under that sycamore treel
My kits! My kite!
My kite! My kitse!l
Two oxen tripel
Two open dish o cabbé.gex
My 1litile dog? _ —
My spotted hawg!
My two young pig a starvingl
"Cow in the c_oﬁ‘iicn-patcho Tell boy ¢all dog drive pig out cottond
Heah duh song; | |
"Send Tom 'I‘aggum
To drive Bone Baggum

Out the world 'o wiggy waggumi"

(This last song chented out by Aunt Eleanor Godfrey, age 99y is really
e gemeo She gaid *Bone Baggum® boney old white cows 'Wiggy waggunm® is
a picture word making one see the soft, wagging tufts of white cotton)
Given by Aunt Ele&noﬁl--*'éodfrey
Age 99 (100 come seben of Octs)

June 25th,1937
Conway, S. Ce.
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(MOM ELLEN SINGSi#iitiest)
BONE BAGGUM (Bag o! bones?)

Sehd Tom Taggum (a man)
To drive Bone Baggum (a2 boney critter)
Out the world o' wiggly waggume (cotton patch)
Rock=a=byel
Rock=a=byel
Down come baby cradlie and alll
Roll'em! Rdil'emx Roll'em}
Roll'em and boll'eml |
And put'em in the oven}

"I KNOW when I was a woman Ben was boyl" (Ben now 88)
" Go to writin'l":

If you want to know my name

Go to Uncle Amos house,

Big foot nilgger and he six foot high,

Try to bussin' at my waterfalll (Kissin! her 'waterfall---
head=-dress,)

Oh, the gay gal

Settin! on the rider (fence 'rider! on 'stake and rider
fence!)

Gay gal waterfall,
Don't tech (touch) my waist
But bounce my shirtl
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Don't touch my waterfalli"
"] sing that sing to'em and mah buss out and cryl 'My Godl You
talk ME?' I ain't want himl I kick him with that same word.

"They was Zazarus and Lavinla, Dead can't wash for myselfe I go
wash and lay Lavinia oute And he husband wanter (want to) marry with
mes I kick him with that same sing. Hint to wise., If he couldn't
" understand that he couldn't understand nothing. |

" Mre Godfrey my last husband, he worth all the twé I gote I have
the chillun."-Wenus, Jane, Patient, Kate, Harry, Edmund, Jeemeg=-~-"

SOURCE:- Mom Ellen Godfrey
~ Age 100 October 1937

Conway, Se Ce
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SLAVES CALLED COw=-MEAT XI SH

SLAVE BORN W11H A'CALL’
1 come frum it .Plessent an' ws be'n January 15,1855 on Mr.Liss win-
ring plantgiion on the Cooper River.. wus den 8ix years ole w'en the war
broke out an' could'member & good many things.uy mea an' ps bin nsme Anjuline
an' theomea “oodweier who had eight boys an' eight galse 1 us® {0 help my gran'~
nd ‘'round the kitchen who wus the co0k for the fambly.l em the older oi the .
iwo who 18 alive.,Peter,the one alive,live en my place now,but 1 ain't hear
frua dem for twe yeara .1 don' know for certain dat he's alive or net.
ih slavery the people use 50 go an' cetch possums an' rabbits s as io

 hab meat to emi.De driber use to 8hoO¢ cows an’ in de night de sleves go an'
gkin um 8n’' 1asue um ‘'round (o all (he slaves,'speciall w'en cows come frur

anodder plentation.He go ‘round an' tell the alaves dey better go an' gii soms
Tigh ‘tore all go.Any time any one say & hab fiah it wus uﬁaeratead e mean cow~
meat ,Uur boas ain't nebber cetch on nor did e ebber wmiss any cow;lUie Simmons,
de collud driber wus under Sam Black,the white overseer.Sam black wusn’t wean,
he jus' hed w0 carry gy orders °f liss winning,our waster.lere wus a vegeiable
garden dat bad things 1or the year round so© we could hab soup an' aoup coula
be in the Big House.

One day w'en 1 wus ‘bout fourteen 1 did supin an' ma didn' like it.®

bunch of gala bin home an’ me wheel my short over my head an' start io be at me
righi ‘fore the gals.Dey begged her not to l;ck me aﬁ’ she got mad jus' for dai.

1 couldn’s help myself cus she tie' de shirt over my head wood & string,uy han's

' gll we tie! in de shirt woed the atring.in hot wedder gels an' boys go in
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dere under sharéts an' noshin' ase,

Boys in dese days could tight but coulan' throw any one on the groun’',
we hed to aten® up an eider beat or gii beat,

4 wus married im 1872 €0 uannarine,ﬁy wire.At our weddin' we had plenty
i2 eat.rhere wus possums,wine,ceke,an' planty o'fruits.. hed on & black suii,
black shoes,wnite tie an' shiri. atherine had on all white.l stay' wood vWetha-
rine people for & year 'til 1 wus abled to buil' on my 1an;;l am & fadder o1
nineieen chillun;ten boys an’ nine gale;only two now livin'

Liéa “inning wusn' @& mean man.He couldn' lick pa cus dey grow up @0 =~
gedder or at least he didn' trye.But he liked his women slave.Une day ma u.us in
de rield WOTKin! g1one an' he weni there an' 'I¥ to rgpe 'er.Mea pull his ears
almos’ of1 so he let 'er off an' gone an' tell pa he better talk to0 ma.Pa wus
workan' in the salt pen an' w'en Mr.winnxng tell him he jus' laugh cus e know
why ma dad 1t¢.

Uere wus a tambly docior on de plentation name Jemes Hibbins.uy eye
use to run water a lot en' he take ous my eye an' couldn’ pui i1t beck in,dass
why 4 &am bliﬁ' now,He ax ma 8n' pa nos {0 sey anyshing ‘'bout it cus he'a
lost has job an' hab his license take 'way.,So ma an' pa even didn' sey any-
thing even t0 Mr."inning a8 0 the truth of my blin'nea&s.

1 wus by W he "nigger quartera® one day w'en Blake,ihe overseer siars'
to lick a slave.She take the whip frum him an' close de dsor en' give him &
snake beatin', | | |

Our boss had 'bous shree hund'ed acres o' lan® an' ober s hund'ed
8laves.De overseer never wake de slaves,Vey could go in the fiel' eny twime in .

the mornin' cus ebery body wus given their tea' w rk on konday Mornin'.Ne body

neber werk w'em it rain or cole.Nuttin’ meke Lias vinning s0 mad as w'en one

167
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EX~31AVE cont 'd.

would sveal;1i meke him morocious.Any one he ceich siealin' wus sure to gii &
good whippin®.He didn' like tor any one to right eider.

Dey iell me datv w'en 318VeS, guug ghipped 10 New Orieans day had o be
dress=up in nice clothes Jiy pa could read an' write cus he live' in the ciiy
here.Hiis missus te&ch him.

lsgac wigtall run °‘way an' went o Florida an' meet a white man on
a horse with a gun.He ax de man for a p@i?e 0' tobacco,lhe man give ham de gun
to hole while he git thé tobacco tur him,le8ec take the gun an' poini 1t af
the man an' ax 'ikm,"you know wha' in dis gun?%De man got trighten' an' he tell
de mah "you beiter be gone or L'll empty 1% in you."rhe man gone an' come back

_wood a gtoup o' men an' houndogs.He'd jua' make 1t to de river 'fore whe dogs
ceich him.He had & p@ﬁte o' light-wood knot an' ebery time a gog git near he
hit um on de neck an® kill* &1l o' them.,rhe men went back to git more help an'
dogs but w'en dey git back 18a8C Wus gonse,

vers wus a collud church tfitteen miles frum kit.Pleasant w'ere we went

t0 service.lVe preacher wus neme' John Henry Moe,l use t0 like t0 sing dia‘song:
Hun away,run away
Hun awey,run awey
Sojus ot the cross,
CHORUS
Hole on,hole on
Hole on,hole on
Hols on,hole on
Hole on ,s0jus of the cress.

b Ma t00 use to sing dat song.
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Dere use to be dances almos' ebery week an' the older beys an' gals
walk twelve miles dis &0 be dere.8ome time where wus & tamborine beater,
gome time dey use' ole wash tubs an® best itv wood ssicks,an' sousd time dey jus'
clap their han‘s.L'en any one die dey wus bury in the mornin' or early afiernmoon.
1 always pley wood ghost cus I wus bo’'n with a "call".l kin see she -
ghost jus*® is plain is ebber.3ome time i see some i1 know an' again others 1 don’
knoweOnly thang you can’ 8@ their reet cus dey %alk ory de}éround.nﬁeﬁ i use o
gee dem my sister would put sand on de fire den dey would go an' 1 wouldn' see
eny for & long time.One mornin’ my uncle wus pagsin'’ a church an' a ghost ap-
pear’ on the porch.iy uncle had a dog wod ‘*im .He stars 0 run en' the dog .
giari 0 run soo0,an' down the road dey weni.He didn’ hab on snything bus his
ghirt an' he say he run so ras' 'til the wind had his shirt-tail stir as a
board.He couldn' out run wvhe dog,nor could the dog out run ‘im,
Vis is & sgpiritual dey use i0 sing durin' skavery:

Climb up de walis of Zion

Ah,Lord,

Climb up de wallg of 4ion

Ah,LorqyClambin' up de walig or Zion

Abh,lord.

Climbin' up de walls of Ziom

An,Lord,

GGreas camp meetin‘' in the promise lan',

My pa use t0 8ing dis song:

See w'en'd rise

Hise an' gone,

See ‘w.,!,n ‘e rise

Rise an' gone,
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(ione 0 Ualiles On a Sunday MOrning.
Uh,my Jesus rise an' gone o Galilese

On & Sunday MOrning.

w@ use t9 sing dis 1n experience meeiin's;

Go round,go round

ook at the morniﬁ‘ ssar,
4o round,go round

Got a soul o save,

U H0RrUS

“ausn’® 103 0le sasan

1 woulidgn' have (9 pray,
Seten broke Ged's Hoiy Law

1l £0y a soul to save,

Jey use 0 sang dis 00!

Hoom Arough,room anough
noom anough ,room ansugh
Hoowm anough in de Heaven 1 know,

1 can'sc stay away,

Hoom anough in de Heaven 1 know,

1 cen'y stay away,

SOUKCE

inserview with Rhomes Goodwaier,i08 Anson Streei.

P.S. T'he wriationa of words and senienees describe interviews

individuals,neturally.

Pgae Vv

with
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CHARLIE GRAN?T 390278

Ex-Slave, 85 Years

"I born de 24th day of February, 18562 bout 1% miles
of lars Bluff. My father, Weatern Wilson, belonged to Col.
William Wilson en my mamma name Chrisie Johnson. She belong-
ed to Dr. William Johnson en we stay dere wid him four or five
years after freedome. DIr. Johnson old hon; 8till standin yonder.'
It de Rankin h¢me. I drive carts under dat house lots of timee
" in slavery time." (The house is built high off the ground.)

"Dr. Johnson was a mighty able man, a stiff one, able
one. He kill one hundred head of hogs to feed his niggers wid.
Oh, I don' know how many acres of 1§nd in his plantation; bﬁt-

I ?eckon‘dere be,bodt 1,000 or more acres ofrlaqdf He have
slave hbase g8ll de way from de side of his house to'Tyner.' Dé»
overseer stay on de lower end of street dat bout £ mile lohg |
an all de niggers houée up from de overaeer to Dr. Johnson
house. Over hnpdreés of dem dere,"

"Dr. Johnson en his wife wes good to dey niggers a8
dey could want anybody to be. Had plenty to eat en plenty
alothes to wear all de time. He givé all de =laves out |
something on Saturday or he give dem more any time dey needed
it. Just go en say, 'Boss, I ain' got no rations en I need
some.' Dey give us meat en bread en molafses to eat mostly,

but didn' have no wheat flour den. Dey plant 10 or 20 acres
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of sprangle top cane en make de molasses® en sugar out dat.
Bill Thomas mash it together en cook it for de molamses.

Den he take cane en cook it down right 1oi en make sugsr,
but it wasn' like de sugar you buy at de store now days.

Oh, yea, de slaves had dey own garden dat dey work at night
en especially moonlight nighte cause &ey had to work in de
field all day till sundown. Iamma had a big garden en plant
collards en everything 1ike dat you want to eat."

411l de niggers dat live in de quarters had bunk beds to
8leep on what was thing dat have four legs en mattress put on
it. Have mixed bed dat dey make out of cotton en shucks. De
boy chillun have shuck bed»en de girl chillun have cotton bed.”"

~ "De peoples bout dere have good clothes to wear in dat
day én time. Dey was homemade'clothas.. My mamma spih en send
dem to de loom house en den dey dye deém wid persimmon juice en )
different things like dat $o0 make all kind of colors. Dey give
us ootton suit to wear on Sunday en de nicést leather shoes dat
dey make right dere at home. Clean de hair off de leather just
&8 olean as anything en den de shoemaker cut en sew de shoes.
Vidge Frank father de shoemaker. Vidge Frank live down dere
at Clsussen dis side de planing mill."

"I hear dem tell dat my grandparents come from Africa.
Dey fooled dem to come or I calle it foolin deme De peoples
go %o Affiea en when dey go to dock, dey blow whistle en de

pQOplea oome from all over de aeountry to see what it was. Dey
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fool dem on de vessel en give dem something to eat. Shut

dem up en don' let dem get out. Some of dem jump over board
en try to get home, but dey couldn' s8wim en go down. Lots of
dem still lost down dere in de sea or I reckon dey still down
dere cause dey ain' got back yet. De peoples tell dem dey
gwine bring dem to & place whe' dey can live."

"I tellin you dat was a good place to.live in slavery
time. I didn' have to do nothin but mind de sheep en de cows
en de goatsAin dat day en time. All de slaves dat was field
hands, dey had to work mighty hard. De overseer, he pretty
rough sometimes. He tell dem what time to get up en sound de
horn for dat time. Had +o go to work fore daybresk en if dey
didn' be dere on time en work like dey ought to, de overseer
sho whip-dem. Tie de slaves ciear de giound by dey thumbs
ﬁid nigger cord en make dem tiptoe en draw it tight as couid
be. Pul%félethes off dem fore dey tie dem up. Dey didn' care
nothin bout 1t. Let everybody look on at it. I know when dey

.

i,

whip my mamma. GReat God, in de mornin! Dey sho had whippin
poats en whippin :§§\qg too in dem days, but didn' have no jail.
I remember dey whipped dem by de gin house. De men folks was
put to de post what had holes bored in it whe' dey pull strings
through to fasten dem up in dere. Dey ocatoh nigger wid book,
dey ax you what dat you got dere en whe' you get it from. Tell
you bring it here en den dey carry you to de whippin post for

dat. Ho men folks whip me. Women folks whip me wid four plaitted
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raw cowhide whip."

"Niggers went to white peoples church in dat day en time.
Dr. Johnson ride by himself en bought carriage for niggers to
drive his girls dere to Hopewell Church below Claussen. You
know whe' dat is, don' you? Niss Lizzie (Dr. Johnson's daughter)
good teacher. 3She sent me to de gallery en I recollect it well
8he told me one Sunday dat if I didn' change my chat, dey were
gwine to whip me. She say, 'You chillun go up in de gallery en
behave yourself. If you da@%, I gwine beat you Monday.' Dey
had cateohism what dey teach?you en sho‘say, '"Charlie, who made
you?! I tell her papa made me. She ax me another time who made
me en I tell her de same thing another time. I thought I was
righte I sho thought I was right. She took de Bible en told me
God made me, I sho thought paﬁa made me en I go home en tell
papa Iiiss Lirzzie say she gwine beat me londay mqrnin. He ax me
what I been doin cuttin up in church. 1 say, 'I wasn' doin
nothin. She ax me who made me en I tell her you made me.' He
told me dat God made me. Sa&y he made Liiss Lizzie en he made
everybody. =ain' nobody tell me dat fore den, but I saved my
begten cauge I changed my chat." |

*I hear tell bout de slaves would run away en go to Canada.
Put nigger doge after dem, but some of dem would get dere some-
how or another, If I was livin on your place, I wouldn' dare
to go to another house widout I had a permit {rom my liasea or

de overseer. We slip off en de patroller catoch en whip us, One
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time dey give my daddy a quilting en ax several women to

come dere. Dey had a lot of chillun to cover en give a

quilting 8o dey oan cover dem up. MNistreams tell dem to

give 80 en so 4is much en dat much scraps from de loom

house. I was Ssettin dere in de corner en dey blow cane.

Common reed make music en dance by it. Dat de only way

niggers had to make music. Dance en blow.cane dat night

at grandmother's house (Wilson place). Dey was just a pattin

en dancin en guine one I was s8ittin up in de ccrner‘en look

up en patrol was standin in de door en call patrol. When'dej

hear dat, dey know something gwine to do. Dey took'Unele Mao

Gibson en whip him en den dey take one by one out en whip dem.

When dey got house pretty thin en was bout to get 0ld man Gibson,

he take hoe like you workwwid éﬁ pnt it 4in dé hot ashes. ?eoplo

had to out wood en keep fire bufnin,all de year csuse didn' have

no matcheé den. 014 man Gibson went to de door en throwed de

hot &shes in de patrol faoe.r Dey try to whip us, but de 0ld man

Gibson tell dem dey got no right to'whip his niggers. We run

from whe' we at to eﬁr home. Dey tried four years to catch my '

daddy, but dey couln' never catchrhim. "He was & slick nigger.,”
"I don' remember what kind of medicine® dey use in slavery

time, but IAknow my mamms dsed to look after de slaves when dey

get sick. Saw one child bout yesar or two old took sick en died

en Leater ¥mall want me to dig it up en carry kim to de offioce.
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I bxpght dey gwine be dere, but dey never come. I took it
out en laid it on de bank in sheet dat dey give me. Den I
picked it up en carried it in de house. It smeared me up
right bad, but I carried it in de office en he look at it.
He put it in de corner en ®say, 'You ean go.' Pay me $ 2.00.
Dr. Johnson want to cut dat ohild open. Dat what he want
‘wid it. I know dis much dat dey use different kind of roots
for dey medicines en I see dem wear dime in dey olothes dat
dey tell me was to keep off de rheumatism. Send td.Philadelphia
to get dat kind of dime."

"I telliin you time hard dese days. I had stréke here
en can' work, but I doin de best I can. Miss Rob1naon»help‘
me:daughter'deAde~best ghe can. Do washin en ironin. Hiss
Robinson éay‘she gwine give»ﬁe old’age pensipn.. I ask Miss
Rébinaén;<i gay, 'I 1ivin now en can' get nothin. If I die,
 would you help my chillun bury me?' She say, 'I will do de
beet I oan to help put you away nice.' Mise Robinson good

ladyo "

_Sonrce; Charlie Gzant, éx-slave,-ageBE Florence, S.Ce

. Personal 1nterview by H. Grady Davis and Mrs,.
Inoile Young, Florence, S.C., May 11, 1937,
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NINETY TWO YEAR OLD NEGRO TELLS OF EARLY LIFE AS SLAVE

In Hampton County at Lena, Se. Ce., there lives an old negro
women who has just passed her ninety-second birthday, and tells
of those days long ago when man was bound to man and families
were torn apart against their will. Slowly she‘draﬁs the cur-
tein of Time froh those would-be-forgotten scénes of long ago
that cannot ever be entirely obliterated from the memory.

"Well, just what is it you went to hear about, Missus?"

_ "Anything, everything, Auntie, that you remember about the
cld days before the Civil War. Just what you've told your
grand-@aqghter,-May, ahd her friend, Alice, here, many times,

is what I want to hear." N

"Pell her, memma," said Alice with & whoop of laughter,
A“ébout the timé when your Missus sent you to the store with a
note'" | |

"Oh that! Not that Missus?"

"Yes, Auntie thati" |

"Well, vaas-just a little girl sbout eight years old, stay-
7ing‘1n Beaufort at de Missus! house, polishing her brass and- |
irons, and Scrubbing her_floors;twhen one mofning she say to me,
JJénie, ﬁaké this note down to Mrf Wilcox Wholesaie Store on '
Bay Street, and fetch me back de package de clerk gie (give)
you.!

"I took de note. De man resd it, snd he say, 'Uh - huh'.

Den he turn away end he come back wid 'a little package which I

- took back to de Missus.
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"She open it when I bring it in, and sey, 'Go upsteirs,
Missl?

"It was a rew cowhide strap bout two feet long, and she
started to pourin' it on me all de way up stairs. I didn't
know what sheAwas whippin! me bout; but she Lour it on, and
she pour it on.

"Turrectly she say, 'You cen't say "Marse Henry", Miss?
You can't say, "Marse Henry"i!

"Yes'm. Yes'm. I kin say, 'Marse Henry!'l

"Merse Henry was just a little boy bout three or four
years.old. Come bout halfway up to me. Wanted me to saxf/A
Masse  to him, & bsbyt" -

"How did you happen to go to Beaufort, Auntié? You told
me you were raised right here in Han pton County on the Stark
Flantation."

I was, Miss. Byt my mother and four of us children
(another was born soon afterwards) were sold to dr. Robert
703wa1d in Beaufort. I was de oldest, then there was brother
Ben, sister Della, sister Elmira, and brother Joe that was
born in Beaufort. My father belong to Marse Tom Willingham;
but my mother belong to another white mane. Marse Tom was

always trying to buy us so we could all be together, but de

men wouldn't sell us to him. Marse Tom was & Christisn gentle-

- manl I believe he seek religion same as any colored person.

And prayl Oh, that was a blessed white manl A blessed white

178
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man! And Miss Mamie, his demghter, was a Christian ladf.
Every Wednesday afternoon she'd fill her basket with coffese,
tea, sugar, tobacco and such things, and go round to de
houses where dere was o0ld folks or sick folké. She'd give
um de things; and she'd read de scriptures to um, and she'd
kneel &own and pray for um. Buﬁlwe had to leave all de
folks we kneﬁ When>we was to?k to Beaufort.

"A1l of us chillun, too little o work, used to have to
stey at de 'Street'. Dey'd have some old folks to look
after us - some old man, or some old woman. Dey'd clean
off a place én de ground néar de washpot where dey cooked
de peas, clean it off real clean, den pile de peas‘oﬁt dere
on de ground for us to eat. Wetd picE%up in our hands' and -
begin to eat. Sometimes dey'd cook hoe cakes in a fire of
coalse Dey'd mix = little'watef with de meai and mé&k e a.
stiff dough that could be patted into shape with de hands.
De cakes would be put right into the fire, and would be
washed off clean after they were racked out from de coals.
-Sometimes de Massa would have me mindin' de birds off de
corne But 'fore I left Beaufort, I was doin' de lissus! |
washin'uénd ironin's I was fifteen years old when I left
Beaufbrt, at de t;me'freedom was declarede. We were all re-
united den. Firsf, my mother and de young chillun, den I
got back. My uncle, Jose Jenkins come to Beaufort anmd stole

me by‘night from my Missus. He took me wid him to his home
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in Savannah. We had been done freed; but he stole me away
from de house. When my father heard that I wasn't wid de
others, he sent my grandfather, Isaac, to hunt me. dhen
he find me at my uncle's house, he took me back. We walk=
~ed all back - sixty-four miles, I ﬁas foundered. You
know if'n a foundered person will jump over a stick éf burn-
ing lightwood, it will make um feel better,"

"Tell us, Auntie, more about the time when you and your
mother and brothers and sisters had just gone to Beaufort.

"Well mam. My mother say she didn't know a soul. All
de time shet!'d be prayin! to de Lord. Shetd take us chillun
to de woods to pick up firewood, and we'd turn around to
see her down on her knees behind a stump, aprayint!. \We'd
see her wipin! her eyes wid de corner of her apron, first
one eye, den de other, as we come d ong back. Den, back
in de house, down on her knees, she'd be aprayint. One
night she say she been down on her knees aprayin! and dat )
when she got up, she looked out de door and dere she saw
comin! down out de elements a man, pure white and shining.
He got right before her door, and come and stand right to
her feet, and say, ¥Sarah, Sarsh, Sarahi"

"Yes, Sir."

"What is you -  fréttin' bout so?"

"Sir, I'm a stranger here, parted from my husband, with

five little chillun and not a morsel of bread."
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"You say you're parted from your husbamd? You'!re not parted
from your husband. You're jest over a little slash of watere.
Suppose you had to undergo what I had to. I was nailed to the
Cross of Mount Calvary. &nd here I am today. Who do you put
your trust in?

"My mother say after dat, everything just flow along, just as
easy. Now my mother was an unusually good washer and ironer.

De white folks had been sayin'!, 'Wonder who it is thatt!s makint
de clothes look so good.! Well, bout dis time, dey found out;
and dey would come brihgin' her plenty of wgshin' to doe And
when dey would come dey would bring her a pan full of food for

us chilléns. Soon de other white folks from round sbout heard

of her and she was gettin'! all de washin! she needed. She would
wad for de Missus durin'! de day, and for de other folks at night.
And dey all was good to her.

"One day de Missus call her to de house to resd her something
from a letter she got. De letfer say that my father had married
another woman. My mother was so upset she say, 'I hope he
breaks dat woman's jawbone. 'She know she aint his'iawful wifeo!
And dey say her wish come true. Dat was just what happened.

"But we all got together agaih and I thanks de}géod Lord. I
gets down on my knees and prays. I thanks de Lord for His mercy
and His goodness to me every day. Every time I eats, I folds
my hands and thanks Him for de foode. He's de one that sent it,
and I thenks Him. Then, on my knees, I thanks him, |
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A‘Kunt Jane recelives an ample pension since her husband
fought on the side with the Federals., He was known as
James Lawton before the war, but became, James Lawton

Grant after the war.

Source: Mrs. DeLacy Wyman, Mgr. Pyramid Pecan Grove, Lena, S.C.
Hebecca Jane Grant, ninety-two year>old resident of

Lena, Se Co
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"Yes, Ma'am," Aunt Beckie said, "I remembers you, you Miss
Mamie Willingham' granddaughter. She was sure a good womane
She'd fill her buggy with sugar, tea, coffee and tobacco, and
go every Thursday to see the sick and old people. She wouldn't
except none - white or colored. No'm she wouldn't excépt nonel
That's the kind of folks you sprung from. You's got a good
heritage.

| "The most of what I remembsrs before the war was when I was
in Beaufort. They used to take care of the widows then. Take
it by turms. There was a lady, Miss Mary Ann Baker, whose
husband had been &n organist in the churche. When he died they
would all take turns caring for Miss Mary Ann. I remember I'd
meet her on de street and I'd say, 'Good mornin! Miss Mary Ann.!
'Morning Janie.! 'How you this mornin' Miss Mary Ann?' She'd
say, 'Death come in and make alterations, and herd 1living make
contrivance.! She'd take &any old coat, or anything, and meke
it over to fit her children, and look good, too. She was &
great seamstress. You'd see her children when they tura out on
de street and they looked the same as some rich white people's
children. Nearly all of her children was girls. Had one boy,
as well as I kin remember.

"Dey used to make de clothes for de slaves in de house. Had
e seamstress to stay there in de house so de mistress could
supervise the worke De cloth de clothes was made out of was hand
woven. It was dyed in pretty colors - SOme'greqn, some blue,

and pretty colors. And it was strong cloth, too. Times got so

hard during de war dat de white folks had to use de cloth
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woven by hand, themselves. De ladies would wear bustles, and
thops made out of oak. O0ld times, they'd meke underbodies
with whalebone in ite. There was something they'd put over
the ﬁhoop they call, 'Follow me, boy'. Used to wear the
skirts long, with them long trains that %$rail behind you.
You'd take and tuck it up behind on some little hook or some-
thing they had to fasten it up to. 4&nd the little babes hed
long dresses. Come down to your feet when you hold the baby
in your lape A&nd embroidered from the bottom of the skirt
all the way up. Oh, they were embroidered up in the finest
sort of embroidery.

"One day when I was nursing, my Missus’ son - him and I
been one age, 'bout the seme age - he go up town and buy a
false face. Now I didn't see nuﬁhin' like dat Dbeforel
He put dat thing on and hide behind de door. I had de baby
in my arms, and when I start toward de door with de baby,
he jump out at mel! I threw the baby clean under thé;bed I
was so scared. If it had of killed 1it, it wouldn't been me,
It'd been dem! Cause I aint never seen sech éAthing before.

"You say what schoolin' de slaves got? They didn't get
none - unless it was de bricklayers and such like, and de
seamstresses, If de masters wented to learn them, they'd
let 'em hold de booke But they wouldn't miss de catechisme
And they was taught they must be feithful to the Missus and

Marsae's work like you would to your heavenly Father's work.

®"Didntt have no colored churches. De drivers anil de over=
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seers, d@e house~-servants, de bricklayers and folks like dat!d
go to de white folk's church. But not de field hands. Why
dey couldn't have all got in de church. My marsa had three
or four hundred slaves, himself., And most of the other white
folks had just as meny or more., But them as yent would singl
Oh they'd singl I remember two of 'em speciaily. One was a
man and he'd sing_basg} Oh, he'd roll it down! The other
was & waman, and she'd sing sopranol They had colored preech-
ers to preach to de field hands down in de quarters. Dey'd
preach in de street. Meet next day to de marsa's end turn in
ﬁe reporte How meny pray, how many ready for baptism and all
like dat. Used to haveVSabbath School in de white people's
house, in de porch, on Sunday evening. De porch was big_and
dey'd fil1l dat porchl They never fail to give de chillun
Sebbath Schools Learn them de éabbath catechism. ¥e'd sing
a song the church bells used to ring in Beaufort. You never
hear it any more. But I remembers it."
The 0ld woman sang the song for me as melcdiously and
beautifully a&s any young persone. The words are:
"I want to be an ankel, and with an angel stand,
A crown upon my forehead, & harp within my hand.
Right there before my Saviour, so glorious and so bright,
I'1l hear the sweetest music, and praise Him day and night."
"01d Parson Winborn Lawton used to preach for us after the

war until we got our church orgenized. He had a daughter named
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Miss Anna Lewton. At the white folk's church at Lawtonville
they had a colored man who used to sing for them, by the name
of Moses Murray. Hg'd sit there back of the organ and roll
down on them basz. Roll down Just like de organ rolll He
was Moses Lawton at that time, you kndowe .

"You kmow how old I am? I'm in my 94th year. Ella haes a
dream book she looks up my age in and tells me what luck I
have, and all thate. I generally had good luck."

Source: Rebecca Jane Grant, 93 years olde Lena, S. C.



330081

Project 1885-(1)

FOLKLORE Edited by:
Spertanburg, S.C. ReVe Williams
District Noe 4.

May 26, 1937¢

STORIES OF EX-SLAVES

"Mos' everybody know my names You gobtta help me,
Oh, yeeh, dat's what I goes bye It's Brack; dey calls me
ole uncle Bracky

"Look out, over dari”" said a negro who was standing
nearbye "Uncle Brack, you know you is got mo' names den dat.
Why, everwhar you goes, dey calls you a different nemes"

"Shet up, you sassy-mouth niggeri™ Uncle Brack waved
'hisr. stick as the youngef negro moved out of its reache Uncle
Brack walks with two sticks neerly all the time, He is bent
almost double, |

"He de greastest nigger rascal a-gwine," Unclse Brack
salde "He jest dreem all de time, end dreems don't nebber
emount ’_co nothiﬁ'. Dem dreams what he carries on wid in de
deytime, dey is what makes him tell so many liese De ides,
talking 1ike I has a diffe-renh neme everwher I goes, when I
don't go nowhare Why, I can't hardly hobble to de sto'e

"Dey mus' help me, I took down sick in Novembers Mre
Rice sont me thingse fou goﬁ'mexi:b folks ain't sont me much
as Mre Rice and de good white folks what likes me, I'se bewm
ten ye'af's when Fr?edom coms outs Benn seventy-odd years since
Freedom, 2intt it, Cap?

"Dre Jim Gibbs was mighty good to mes You sees dat I8se

a~gwine ebout nows Drs Gibbs come from Aiken to Union and sot



= 188

up & drug sto! whar Cohen's is nowe Dre Gibbs was a Charles-‘
- ton men, but I is a Kentucky darkye Dre Gibbs brung me from
Kentucky to Charleston WHen I was five years olde My ma was
de one dat dey bought., Dre Gibba* wife was a Bohen up in Ken-
tucky, When Dre Gibbs fotoh his wife to Charleston, he bought
my ma from his wife's pa, and' she fetch me along toos

"It ten otclock befo! I cen ereeps Dat de reasom dat
I has to bege Wasn't fer my age,. I wouldn't ax nobody fer
nothinge De Lewd done spared me fer somethin! and I carries on
de best dat I cane Doctor say he couldn't do no goode Det 'beven
five years ago de fust time I tuck down. 6o§tors steadies about
money too muche I trustes de Lawd, He spare me to dis daye I
can't hardly walk, and I jus' can't bear fer mnothing to touch dis
foote I has to use two sticks to walke (Uncle Brack pu{xched his
foot with a stick; then looked up and saw two negro girls approach-
inge)e | |
| As the girls got opposite Uncle Brack, hg threw his stick _
in front of them and they exclaimed, "Is dat you, Uncle Brack? How
did you get up here?" Uncle Brack replied, "I never meant fer you
to git by mee Jes kaize I8se ole, ain't no reason fer you not
- speaking to mee" As the girls walked on, Uncle Brack said, "I
flirts wid all de colored gels, and I also has a passing word
for de white ladies as dey goes byse"

"I used to work at the baker éhop over dar when Mr. James!
chilluns was little saplingse 1I'se gwine on eighty-six and dem
big boys raise dey hats to mee White people has respec' for me
kaize I ain't never been in jaile I kmows how to carry myself,

and I specs to die dat way if I cane Lil chile what jus' could
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talk good gived me a penny dis mawning.
"I used to could reade I learmt to read in Aiken,
when school fust broke out to de colored peoples | Iio;fhem ,

o -

people teached me to read long time agoe Now my eyes is dime"

SOURCE: JOHN GRAVES, (Cols 86) Ne Church Ste, Union, SeCe
Intervizwer: Caldwell Sims, Union, SeCs (2/27/37-)

¢
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STORIES OF EX-SLAVES

"Miss Alice Cannon give me my age from de foundation of my

mother. Dey been bringing my things out to me -- is dat what you'se

doing, setting down here by me? I was born on de first Christmas Day;

I means de 25th of December, 1855; ;n Newberry Coﬁnty on de Sam
Cannon place. You had to turn off de Ashfofﬁ Ferry Road about seven
and a half miles from de town of Newberry. My mothér was Frances |
Cannon of hear.Cannon Creek Church.

"I'll_téy to give-ybu a straight definition. 01d man Sim
Gallman was my old missus' brother; she was Miss Viny Cannbn My
'boss was overseer for Mr. Geo.. G&llman. lie was on Mr, George's place._"f
When Mr. Gallman started overseelng, Mr. Sim Gallman come over dar
for dem to take his placewand care for him,

"y boés,;Sam Cannon,rprbmised me a place. Miss Viny'Cannbn
suckled me and her son Henry at de same time, me on one knee and._ |
Henry on t'other. Dey calle me 'Timber'. Miss Sallie said to us atter
‘Freedom, '*You ain't got no marsters' i cried. My Ma. let me stay wid
Miss Sallie. Mr. Henry Gallman oromlsed to marry Mlss Sally Cannon,

- my young missus;,but he went to- de war and never come back home~no
~mo'., Mr. Jeff éallman went, but he come back wid one arm. Mr. Tom

Gallman went and married hlS first cousin, Miss Addie Cannon; he

never got to go to de war, )

"My father was a full;blobﬂgd Indian from Virginia, He wgs
a refugee. But you know dat dey had a way of selling people back den._
Somebody caught him,andgeold hlm at one of dem sales. De man what
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bought him was Mr. Jeff Buzzard. He went back to Virginia atter de
surrender. I would not go. He took another woman on de place, and my
mother would not let me go. De woman's name dat he took was Sara Dan-
by. She had two brothers and a sister -- Samuel,Coffee, and Jenny.
"My mother was mixed Indian and African blood. My folks got
'stroyed up in a storm. iy grandfather was named Isaac Haltiwanger.
My grandmother, his wife, was named Annie. Dey had one child who was
my mother; her name Frances. My grandmothert's name was Mbolly Stone.
"ily parents, talking 'bout de Africans, how funny dey takked.
Uncle Sonny and uncle Edmund Ruff was two of de old'uns. 01d man
Charles Slibe wus de precacher. He was a lethodist. Iy fether was a -
Baptist. His white folks, de Billy Caldwells, prepared de barn for
him to preach to dere slaves. In dst day, all de Africans was low
chunky fellers and raal black. Dey said dat in Africa, little.chil-
luns run 'round de house and de fattest one fall behind; den dey kill
him and eat him. Dat's de worst dat I ever heard, 0 Lawd! |
"I hates dat Lilssus didn't whip me mo' and let me be teached
to read and write so dat I wouldn't be so ignant.
"Por de neuralgia, take and tie two or three nutmegs around
yo' neck, Tie brass buttons azround de neck to stop de nose a-blééding.
Greeley's house has four rooms and it is in great need of
repair. It is badly kept and so are the other houses in"Fowler's Rom".
He lives with his wife, BEula, vut she was nct héme during the visit.
"My house 'longs to a widder woman. She white but I does
not know her name. Her collector is Nr. Wissnance (Whisenant). He
got a office.over here on E. Main St., right up in de town. I rents
by de month but I pays by de meek -- a dollar. De house sho is gwine

down. Rest of de houses on de Row is repaired, but mine ain't yet;
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S0 she‘have Mr. Wissnance drap off twenty-five cents, and now I is
paying only seventy-five cents a week. Me and Eula has to go amongst
de white folks fer bread and other little things. Ain't got no bread
from 'Uncle Sam'! sincerlast August, See my tater patch, wid knee-
high vines., _ ’ - -
‘"De case worker want to git my age and whar I's born. I

tolk her Jjest what I told you. She say she got to have proof; so I
told her to write Mr. Cannon Bleasq who was de sheriff; I means de
High Sheriff, fer nigh thirty years in Ne&gérry;*And does you know,
she never even heard of Mr.-Cannon Blease. Never had no moneﬁ bﬁt{
Mr. Blease knowed it, so he up and éont my'kerrect age anyway. It
turn't out jest"zactly like I told you it was. What worried me de
mostest, 1is dat'sﬁé_neVer knowed Mr. Cannon Please. Is you ever
heard of sech a thing as a lady like dat not knowing Mr; Blease?

| éﬁbw Mr. Dr.'snydér is a man éat ain'tAsetting‘here féieep.
He's a mill'qnaire,’kaise he run Wofford College and.itvmusi_tﬁke a -
million>dollars to do dat, it shp must. Mj césé worker knowed him,

"De casé worker calls me 'Preacher', but I ain't got up to

dat yet -- I ain't got dat fer. I been sold out twice in insurance.
I give my last grand-baby de name ’Rgosevelt', end his daddy give-
»him-fHenry'.VHis Ma never giﬁe him none. Some folks loads down babies
- and kills'dem wid names, but his-ma never wanted to do dat. So us

jest calls him Henry Roosevelt. Us does not drap noneAand us does

not leave none out.- B

'"lent t6 church one night and left my pocketbook in a box
on my mantel. Had $120.00 in it in paper, and #8 in silver. Some
niggers dat had been watching me broke down my do' dat I had locked. |
Dey took de $120 and left de $8. Went home and I seed dat broke do'. ;
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I went straight to my manték and see'd what was done. Dey never
bothered de books and papers in dat box. Néxt morning, de nigger
what lived next do' to me was gone. I went to a old fortuné teller,
a man; he say I know dat you lost a lot. De éné I thought got de
money, he said; was not de iight one. He say dat three hobos: got
it. One had-redAhair, one sandy hair and de other had Cuily hair.
He say somebody done cited dem and dey sho going to be caught dis
very day. He say dat dey come_from,Ashevi}le. But he was wrong,
kaise dey ain't never caught no three hobos dat I ever learn't aboaf.v
"One daj when I was plewing, I strgck de piow 'ginst some-
thing. My plow knocked off de handle. I heard‘money rattle. It ring-
ed three times. I ccuidn't see nothing, s0 I called my wife and-son '
and dey looked,>but_we never found{bﬁt_five cents; Never in my life
did‘I hear of a bank in_Slavery times. Everybody pgried dgre‘mpney |
and sometimes dey forgot wﬁere dey put it;AI thought dat I.ha&';unv
on some of dat money dén, but I never found n&ne. Lots of;mogey
buried'someWharS, and folks died ahd never remembered whﬁr:it'was.
| 5& nigger republican leader got kilt. I hel't de hosses
fur;de Ku klux. Great God-a—might&,‘pave and Dick Gist-and Mr Cald-
well run de sto!' at de Rutherford place in dém times. Feeder of dem
1ho§ses was Edmund Chalméis;1Mr. Dick'say, 'Hello, Edmund, h&w pomé_
dem mules so po! when you éot good corn eVerywh@r --- what, you
stealing corn, toé?' Mr. Oatzel say, 'Yes, I cotch him wid a basket
on his shoulder.' 'Whar was you éarrying ite?e Edmund say,,'Toxmr.
céldwell'.rﬁr.rCaldﬁell‘say he ain't see'd no corn. Dey took Edmund
to de jail. He had been taking corm and selling it to de carpetbags-

gers, and dat/ﬁ;f;gaas fer de Ku Klux hosses.
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"Dere was & Mr. Brown, a white man, dat come up to live in 7:;
Newberry.‘Dey called him a refugee. Us called him Mr, 'Refugee
Brown'. He was sorter destituted and not a bit up-to-date. He set-
tled near de Gibson_ﬁlaée.'l fed de Gibson boys' fox-dogs about
- dat time fer dem. |

"I want to glt right wid you, now; so I can meet you 1ovely. i
In 73, I thought someone was shaking my house, I come out doors wid
my gun; see'd white and colored comlng togather.'EVerybody was SGared.;
All got to hollering and some prayed. I thought dat de earth gwine to _
be shook to pieces by.morning. I thought of old Nora (Noah)

_ - "Dem Bible folks see'd a little hand-span»cloud. Nora had
done built him a house tniee'stories'nign. nat~1itﬁ1e cloud busted.
Water riz in de second story of de wicked king's p&lace. He - sont fer |
i_fde northern lad”; When ‘she come a-shaking and a-twistlng in de room
Ede king fell back in his chalr. He say dat he glve her anything she o
want all she got to db is ask fer it She say to cut off John |
QWesley's head and bring it to her. De king had done got 80 suluc-
tious dat he done it. Dat king and all of dem got drowned Nora put
a lat of things in de ark dat he could have 1eft out, sech as anakes

and other varments, but ae ark floated off anyhew. No sir, dat wasn't

'de Ciifton floaé dat was Nora's flood.

‘ &urcr 8im Greeley (82), 880 Fowler's Row, Spartanburg, S.C.
' Interviewer: Caldwell Sims. Union, S.C. (8/27/37)
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EX-SLAVE BORN DICAEMBER &5,1843

CUWARD MASTER RAN CUL CIVil WAR--LEAVING HIM
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i{
- 1 was bo'nm an Gharlesion et 82 King Street,Decexber 2£5,1842.,rhe house 15

still there who' recent owner is Judge whaley.iy me an' pa wes Kate an' John
Ureen.My ma had seben chiiiun (boys) en I em she Lest ©f ‘em,I'heir rames wes:
Henry,Scipio,silig,Natheniel nobers,Nikell,an' myseis.

erom the Seuth~kast of Calhoun Streei,which was then Poundry “ireet,io
the Batvery was the casy limie &n' from the Norih-*est ©1 Boundry Sstreei for
gevlals miles was nothan' bué fa'm iand.All ry brothers wes fa'm han's for our
mesier,Ueorge w.Jones,.l dia aii ine house work ‘vil the wew w'em 1 was giver 0
: : Lo T
lre.wm,Jones's aon,am.H.Jonéé &g niég”dtily give servant" who' duty was to clean
~ his booss,shoes,sword,an’ meke his corfee ,He was Firs' Lieutenant of the Soush
Car'lirne Cempany Hegiment .Eein' his servent,lwear &ll his cas' o011 clothes whach

1 wes giad €0 have.ny 8hoes was call' brogen that haa b:&ss on the toe.ii'en &

slave had one of ‘em you couldn't teill 'em he wesn't drees' t0 degth,

Ae the "daily give servant"of mMre.am.H.Jones I had €0 go t0 Virginie
durin' she wafeln the batsile i nichmond Gen'si Lee had Gen'sl Grant simos’
beaten.He drive him almos‘' in the Foiomac River,en' then take seven p@i&es 01 nis
drtillery.#'sn Gen'al Grant see how near derea:i he was,he pui up a white rieg
8 & signel ror iime out 0 bury his desds.ihat 1lag stiay’' up I0r three weeks
While ten'el Grant was diggin' irenches.ln tne‘meantime he get message 0 Pres-
ident Linceolr easkin' him {0 sen' a reeniorcemant of sojus.Gen'sl Sherman was in
charge of the regiment who sen® wora to Uen'al Grant $0 hol' his position 't¢til he
had capsur' Golumbia,Sevannah,burn out Uharlesion whiie on his way with the dis-

pesch of 45,000 men.w'en Gen'al Sherman got to Virginia,the battie was renew’

100
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en' continued fOor seven deye &¢ the en' of which Cen'sl Lee surrender'to Gen'al
Cranteiurin’' the sever dgys tright the betile got 80 hot 'til Mr, Williaw Jones
wede hiw escape en' it was Two deye 'fore 1 know he was gone.One of ine Ger'
ais sen' me home an' 1 gou here vwo deys ‘'rore Mr.viliiem got home.He went up
in the &tkic en' stey' where ‘%1l whe wa® was end'.) carry all his meals ¢0 him

er' tell him 81l the newsdimster show was 2 frighien' man;i wes sorry for him,

77

ihgt batele as nichmOnd,Virgig;a wes the wors' in Ameracen hissory.
ureGeorge &.Jonea;ﬁy;masce};ran & biockeae He had ships roamin® wne
gea (O capture pirates 8hips .He had a daughier,sllen,wh¢ was alweys kin' o
the sieveg.uaster had & driver,wiiiiam Jenkins,en’ an' &' overseer,Henry Brown.
Eoth wes white.ihe ariver see ihat the work was done by the supervision o1 whe
overseer.vaster’' fa'm amounieu o tweniy~Iaive &cre8 with ‘'bout eighieen slaves,
The overseer blow the ho'm ,whach was & conch ghel.l,e¢ six in the mornin' an'
every slave better answer w'en the rois weas call' at seven.lhe siaves dlun'tnggye
have to work on Sax‘aay,

Kr.nysn hed & privese jail on <Jueen Stireet near the Planters Hotei,Ne was
very cruel ;he'd lick his slaves (0 death.Very seldom cne of his sleves survive'
& whippin®,.,le was tlbe oppos.t® to Govenor Aiken,who live' on the North-vest
corner orf Klizabeth an' Judisth Sireeis.He had several race plantasn@ne,nﬁnureds
of his slaves he didn't know.

ot ‘'til John C.Cegihoun' body was carried down “oundry Suireet was
the name change®' in hie honor.He is bury an Sé.Phiilip Church yerd,‘croas the -
sirvet wicth a lsurel tree plLanied & his head.reur men an' me gig his greve an’
1l clear' the spot w'ere hig monument now sign'. he monunent wad pué up by Pat

Ceiiingion,a Charieston mason,l never did like Calhoun ‘cause he hated ine

Negro;no man was ever hated as much &8 him by & group of people
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The work House (Sugar House) was on Msgazine Sireei,built by Mr.Colum-
tus Ceirumbone.On Charlmer Street is the slave market from(wnich slaves was .
isken ©0 Vangue neénge en' auctione’ orf,“t the foot of Lewrence S{reet,oppc~ .
gite Bast Bay Streei,on the eiher side ofpsho trolly tracks is w'ere Mr,
Alonze swhite kepi an' sell e;avcgfrom his kitchen.,He was & alave~broker who
hed & house iha¢ extien' &lmos' t0 the train tracks which is 'beut three hun-
dred yards goin' 10 the wateriront.No trein or irolly tracks was there then
‘cause there was Only one raiiro&ad here,ihe Southern,én’® ihe depoi was op Ann
Street w'ere the Bsggin' Milii now is,

W'en slaves run avey an' vheir m&sters cetch them,i0 the ssockade they
g0 w'ere they'a be whipp® every v.iael week I0r & Numoel of BOLBens' QO 18k -
“hus 28KE Wi =Gl & BakTE 06 Coila Wili pWatia @' LMpGie LBL .wBD @ wB]OLE CElidde
ivid Ligpul ¥D wesa KRA Kitl your mesiéer Or missus,

Une song 1 know I use 0 8ing 0 the 8laves w'en m&ater went ‘way,
but L woeldn’t be 50 o0l a8 0 let him hear me,éhat 1 kin 'member of ié is:
Magter gone awey
But darkaes siay ai home,
ine yedr 01 jubilee is come
An' freedom wiil begune
A group of whiie mer u&8 in ocior wilson’ drug Store one dey w'en 1 wen:
i0 buy something.ihey commence’ 0 ax me Questiona concernin’ some historices
hsppenin‘s an' [ answer ihem &il.S0 dre.#1ison bot’m.lih&t 1 couldn's ielt
Who fared the fird' shoié on Fort Sumiere.l telLi him 1 did know an’ he oifer’s
doiier if I was right.] teil him I wesn’i goir' teil 'less the doller was given

: [ ] ] . v .
t0 one of the men.He did 80 an' I told them ii was Idward Muffin who tired
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the tire' shoi an' whe dOLl&Yr was mine.”nderson was desermine’ not to ieave

the roré bue w'en 'boué 1our shelle had hit whe Fort he was gied (o be

able 10 come oube.¢‘en Shermen w&s comin' whrough Uolumbis,he Iired an' a shell
(R

logged in the Sout h-Laas %ﬁ} Bf::he yute House which was forbidden t@ be Iix'.
He was'comin; down Mein Sireei w'en sbai huppene',
the 1irs® ©wo psople that was hung in Uharlegion wes Harry an' Janie;
husbtar' an' wife who weas siabes 0r Mr.Christupher Biackdir.Black had them Wwuip*®
~8' inay .i8nned O Kall §n% wWnvi® Iamb.y.iRE@y pu.sun she bieakigsi vze adé?
Lilig 8u°' I (w0 Os w3 LCEBD.Y hagn' .veX S.e@p,sn6y éve would & been dead.
20 CIiLGLB Gué GUMUB' L 8iRRILYeAD sivésisgusicd wlBo wBUE aa} iGe PpOUBIL GLibe
€CVOIS an’ . u8 oWs GLeveB Nullg i dub: wag veK of s ia (G _awuie 0 eBnicy
Avonue.
w'en any in your owner' rambly was goin'® to be married the slaves was
dress' in linen clothes 10 wiinsss the ceremou.y..n.y specisl sieaves was cnosen
iv b6 8% §ne WOdGin'e.wiaVes WRAB &_u8Yy8 &x how tuey .ik2' &ae Oue who wes
Comde' ‘N $06 a8 id)o.] vawki'i 4sh@ (Lal 'Cude® o wam iv 2a® vu wyseil by sayin’
nice things ‘'bout the person en haie' ine person & ne same t{ime.
Slaves was elways bury in ife nighi as pno ©N€coula stop 0 @0 ié in the
daye.Ule boards wes use' to make the coffin thas was blackemed with shoe poiisn,
Afver tie war I did garden work .
Nredtuies Bee on James l1slar’ give track of ian' (o the Negroes ior @&
8chool jua® afcer vhe war;he put up & shed-like buiiain' with & rew chairs
in it .it was at t(he pldeo catl Cut Bridge,
Henry McKinley,a Negro who ran as congressman 1rom Charleston jus' afuer

—

the wgr,lived on Galhoun Stirees .*s vwas & mail carrier.He made an oath o

Almighty God thas if e 88 elected,he’'a never beiray his trus’.In one of

bis speeches he aeid:"1 hope God 'ill paralize me should 1 do as others have
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done."He was elected &n’ never see the Uongress.One whiie man from Orangeburg,
Semuel Vibbin,boughs him out.An' three weeks laier McKiniey (ook & siroke vhat
carry hiw 0 a' early grave.James wrighs,a Negro judge of Cherieston in 1876
goL' ous Ior ien thousend doilers-a dig:'of which he nasp't receive' yei.Ha
‘erose the bridge an'® séay' in &' oie house en' die there.ihe Probate Juage,
AJihipper ,retused ta give up dhe books of Judge Wright ‘to the whiie man he
sell out &0 JJudge whipper went 1n Beaufort jeil en’' die there ‘cauge he
wouldn's give up the books.wright kept such a poor record thaé Judge Whipper
wes aghemed to have them expose’,an' thai's why he didn't give up the books,
Henry Smalls,owner oI rhe Smeiis Los or Cowin' Sireei was Second Lieutenant
on the Foiice *force.Henry fordhsm was Second Aasisiangi Lieutenant.Capeain
James williems,ihiraq Aasistanéo Lieuterant who become Urspirir 01 whe Miiitery
Ueperiment an' iorme' the Uarojine Light¢ iInleniry which was recogniz' 'sil
Ben riiimen call' shem on the Ureen an' t&ke thexr guns,
1 was jenitor as Benedict Uoliege in Uolumbis for two years an'ay

Clagflnn in Urargeburg for twelve,rhe Fresidenis under which 1 worke' was:
Allen webster,grandeon of thd dictionary maker;J.C.vook;an' Vr.Duntin.

"Now ®ll that is pase’ &n' l'm livin' Irom han' to mouth.rhe banks

€00k 211 my money an' L cen'é werk.l doO the colleciirn' 1or my lemn‘lord an' he

give me a room free.1f 1¢ wesn's for that - don't know what i'd doe

SCurCx

interview with Klijeh Green ,I56 klizabeib “treei,Charleston,/S.C.

-~
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STORIES OF EX~-SLAVES

"Cap, I was born on de Bonner place, five miles from Gaff-

.neyv..Jest about de very first recollection dat sticks wid me, is

my memmy a-hiding me when de Xu Klux was riding. She heard de hosses
a-trotting and she rushed us out'n our beds and took us and buried us <
in de fodder out in our barn, and told us to bé~as>quiet as possibIé.
Both my parents went and hid in dejedge of de woods. De Ku Klux pass-

ed on by widout even holding up dere hosses.,

"During siavéry my mother went to Mississippi wid her mis-
tress, Artimesse Smith'Ross} Soon atter Freedom dey come bagk to
Smith's Ford on de Pacolet.'steefs pulled 'tgslidest, wid de white folks_ 
belongings on de slides. We nigsers went to meeting on de slidés. De
ends of'&e slides was cufved upward., When we got to meeting, we went
under de brush arbors. Fresh brush:waé kept cut so dat de sun would
not- shine throﬁgh. Under de arbors we sat on slabs and de preaéhef |
stood on de ground. Ve had better meetings den dan dey have now.
Everybody had better religion den dan dey does now. In dem days re-
liglon went further dan it does now, Yes sir, religion meant some-
thing den, and went somewhars. My pappy rode a 5inny to preaching.

' | "Dere was nct as much devilment as dere is now. Times was
‘better fer niggers.-One daj lasﬁ week‘I.went to meeting and_tbok
dinner. We eat -on a slab table and had ice tea to drink. Mems was
dere drinking on de side, and all other devilment dey could carry on

in sight e£ de church. De preacher eat wid us. Some eat out of dere

buckets and vould not come and be wid de crowd. Long time ago, no-

body didn't act g;eedy Like dat Girls cut up like boys now, and

o :n‘b*dy;den't 1eak down on dem.
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"When I was a boy, girls acted like de old foilks and dey
did not carry on. Nobody ever heard of a girl drinking and smoking
den, If a girl made a mistake in de old days she was throwed over-
board. Why when I was little, us boys went in a-washing wid de
girls and never thought nothing t'bout it. We was most grown befo!
we know'd a thing 'bout man and womam. I was fifteen years old
when I got my first shoes and dey had brass toes. We played ball
wid de girls in de house, and sung songs like: 'Goosey, Goosey

Gander',"

"We had wheat bread only once a week," said Jesse Steven-
son who came up and entered the conversation, "and dat was on
Sunday. I had a good time at Green's wedding. Green married carrie

Phillips who lived two miles above me. We boys talked to de girls

in school. We was around twenty years old befo' we went to school.

O0f course dai was atter Freedom. De teacher would light on both of

us fer talking across.de books. Carrie was about a year younger
dan Green. Green, tell de gentleman (interviewer, what you said
when you ax;d uncle Ben fer Carrie."

H "I say," said Green;'ﬂbome out into de cool of de yard,
please sir, if you will uncle Ben; I has a guestion of de utmost
concern to us both to lay at your feet'. Uncle Ben say, 'Look here,
young nigger, don't you know daf I ain't gzot no busingsé gwine out
in na night dew -~ what ails you nohow?' I ‘*lows, 'Uncle Ben, it"
is a great matter of life and death dat I wishes to consult wid
you ovér'. He clear his throat and spit in de fire and say, 'Wait,
I'll come if 1t's dat urgent.' I took hlm under a tree so dat no
dew wouldn't drap on his head and give him a cold. I said, 'I want
to marry your daughter, uncle Ben."He say, 'Which one is dat dat

you wishes, Sir?' 'De purttiest one, Carrie,' says I; 'dat is, 1if

you ain't got no obJection,
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"Befo'! I axed fer Carrie I was loving two gals, but of
course I drapped de other'n after uncle Ben give me a favorable
answer. Me and Carrie married at Miss Twitty Thompson's house. Dat
whar uncle Ben had raised Carrie. Carrie's missus give her a good
wedding supper wid chicken, ham, turkey, cake and coffee, and tater
salad. Seventy-five people is what Miss Twitty let Carrie ax to dat
supper. A4ll dem niggers was dere, too,

"I had on a grey sult wid bisz stripes in it. Carrie had on
a White dress and a wnite vell. e used dat veil to keep de skeeters
off'n our first two babies. It made de best dkeeter net. We married
one Sunday morning at 'leven o'clock and had dinner at twelve; give
de preacher twenty-five cents. Never no one give us no vresents.

We stayed at my oappy's house fer years. He give us a bed, a bureau
and a washstand., Carrie's folks give us de bed clothes, and dats
what we started on. Jesse, tell de gentleman what you did at my
wedding."

"I stood wid Green? said Jesse Stemenson, "and I had on a
brown suit wid grey stripes gwine up and down it. Atter de ceremony .

-21l de gals wanted to swing me and Green, but Carrle grabbed him
and shake her head and grin; so I got all de swinging."

Green said;‘"Me and Carrie never went no whar atter our

marriage. We stayed on wid my pappy and worked. #e been doing well

ever since."

Source: W.M. Green (71); Jesse Stevenson (71), Rt.1l, Gaffney,s.C.
Interviewer: Caldwell Sims. 8/23/37
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ADELINE GREY 82 YEAR OILD

Ex~Slave

Adeline Grey seemed in good health as she sat before her
granddaughter's comfortableufige. égf&spoke quietly, with
1little excitement, and{?fréadjbgzttli‘%f)events of her early
childhood.

"I was a girl when freedom was deblare, an' I kin remem-
ber 'bout de times. My Ma used to belong to ole men Dave
Warner. I remember how she used to wash, and iron, an' cook
for de white folks durin' slavery time.

"I member when de Yankees come through. I wuz right to
de old boss! place. It wuz on de river side. Miss Jane War-
ner, she wuz de missus. De place hesh now - where all de
chillun raise. Mr. Rhodes got a turpentine still dere now -
jes after you pass de house. Dey burn de ginhouse, de shop,
de buggyhouse, de turkeyhouse an! de fowlhouse. Start to
set de cornhouse afire, but my Ma say: !'Please sir, don't
burn de cornhouse. Gie it to me an! my chillun.'! Seo dey
put de fire out. I member when dey started to break down de
smokehouse door, an' ole Missus come out azi.' say: 'Please
dontt break dé door open, I got de key.! So dey quit. I
remember when dey shoot down de hog. I remember when dey
shoot de two geese in de yard. Dey choked my Ma. Dey went
to her an' dey say: 'Where is all de white people gold an!
silver?! My Ma say she don't know. 'You does knowil'. dey
say, an! choke her till she couldn't talk. Dey went into de

company room where de ole Miss wuz stayint' an' start tearint
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up de bed. Den de captain come an'! de ole Miss ssy to him:
'Pleass don't let 'em tear up my bed,! an' de captain went
in dere an' tell 'em 'Come outl].

De ole Miss wasn't scared. But de young Miss May was
sure scared. She was courtin! at de‘time. ‘She went off
an! shut herself up in a room. De ole Miss ask de captain:
'Please go in an! talk to de Miss, she so scared!'.' So he
went in an' soon he bring her out. We chillun wasn't scared.,
But myrbrothe; run under de house. De soldiers went under
dere &-pokin' de bayonets into de -ground to try to find
where de silver buried, an' dey ran 'cross him. 'What you
doin!' under heah?'!. dey saye. 'I'se jes runnin' de chickens
out, sir;t he say. 'Well, you kin go on out;' dey say. 'We
aint gwine to hurt jyou.!

'T remember when dey kill de hog an' cook 'em. Cook on
de fire where de little shop been. Cook 'em an! eat 'em.
Why didn't dey cook 'em on de stove in de house? Didn't
have no'stoves. Jes had to cook on de fireplace. Had an
oven to fit in de¢ fireplace. I remember when my Ma saw de
Yankees comin! dat mornin! she grab de sweet potatoes dat
been in dat oven ana throw 'em in de barrel of feathers dat
stayed by de kitchen fireplace. Jes a berrel to hold
chicken feathers when you pick ‘'em. Dat's all we had to eat
dat day. Dem Yankees put de meat in de sack an' go on off.
It was late den, tbout dusk. I remenber how de Missus bring

20

~
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us all 'round de fire. It was dark den.

'Well chillun;! she say, 'I is sorry to tell you, but de
Yankees has carry off your Ma. I don't know if you'll ever
see her ang mo,t Den we chillun all start cryin,t We still
a=-sittin' dere when my Ma come back. She sa§ she slip be=
hind, an! slié behind, slip behind, an! when she come to a
little pine thicket by de side of de road, she dart into it,
drop de sack of meat dey had her carryln, an' start out
for home. When we had all meke over her, we say to her den:
"Jell why didn't you bring de sack of meat 'long wid you?!

Dey took de top off ole Marse John carriage, put meat
in it, ant made.him pull it same as a horse. Carry him way
down to Lawtonville, had to pull it through de branch ant
all. Got de rock-a-way back though - an! de ole man, I
remember dat well. Had to mend up de ole rock-a-way. An!
it made de ole mén sick. He keep on sick, sick, until he
died. I remember how he'd say: 'Don't you all worry!. An'!
he'd go out in de orchard. Dey!d say: 'Don't bother himl
Jes let him be! He want to prayl! Atter a while he died
an! dey buried him. His name was Johﬂ Staf fords Dey Masss
wasn't dere. I guess he was off to de war.

"But after freedom was de time when dey suffered more
dan before. Dese chillun don't know how dey blessed. My

Ms cooked for de white folks for one year after freedom.
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I rememher dey cook bread, an' dey ain't have nuthin! to eat
on it. Was thankful for a combread hoecake baked in de
fireplace. But dey had some things. Had buried some meat,
an' some syrup. An! déy had some corn. My Ma had saved de
cornhouse. De rice burn up in de ginhouseJ After freedom,
dey had to draw de best thread out of de 0ld clothes an!
weave it again. Ole Miss had give my Ma a good moss

mattress. But de Yankees had carry dat off. Rip it up,
throw out de moss, an' put meat in it. PFill it full of meat.,
I remember she had a red striped shawle One of de Yankee
take dat an' start to put in under his saddle for & saddle
cloths My brother go up to him an' say: tPlease sir, don't
carry my Ma's shawl. Dat de only one she got.' So he give
it back to him. To keep warm at night, dey had to make
dere pallet down by deifire; when all wood burn out, put on
snother piece. Didn't have nuthin' on de bed to sleep on.

"I remember when de ole Miss used to have to make soap,
out of dese red osks. Burn de wood, an! catches de ashes.,
Put de ashes in a barrel wid a trough under it, an!' pour de
water through de ashes. If de lyéwater dat come out could
cut a fesather, it was strong.

"Used to weave cloth after freedom. Used to give &
brooch (hank) or two to weave at night. I'se sometimes
thread de needle fér my Ma, or pick out de seed out de

cotton, an' meke it into rolls to spin. Sometimes I'd work
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de foot pedal for my Ma, Den dey'd warp de thread., If she
want to dye it, she'd dye it. She'd get indigo - you know
dat bush - an' boll it. It was kinder blue. It would mske
good clothe. Sometimes, de cloth wuz kinder strip, one
strip of white, an' one of blue. I remember how dej'd warp
de thread across de yard after it wuz dyed, an'! I remember
seein'! my Ma throw dat shuttle through étn' weave dat cloth.
I member when de ole Miss made my Mamma two black dresses
to wear thrc)u@z de winter. She'd keep 'em clean; had two
so she could change. ' _

»"I don:t know vhy dey didn't burn de house. Muét have
been 'ceuse de captain wuz along. De house dere now. One
of de chimney down. I don't think dey ever put it up again.
Colored folks ere in it now. ]

"I never did know my Pa, He was sold off to Texas when
I was young. My mother would say, 'Well, chillun, you aint
never known your Pa. “Joe Smart carry him off to Texas when
he went., I don't guess you'll ever see him:! My father wuz
name Charles Smart. He never did come back. Joe Smart come
back once, an' say dat our father is dead. He say our Pa
had three horses an' he want one of them to be sent to us
chillun hesh; but no arrangements had been mede to get it to

us. You see he had chillun out dere, too.

"Atter freedom, my Ma plow meny a day, seme as a man, for
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us chillun. She work for ole man Bill Mars. Den shé marry
again. Part of de time dey work for Mr. Benny Lawton, de
one-arm man, what lost his amm in de war., Dese chillﬁn
don't know what hard times 1s. Dey don't know how to pre-

clate our blessings.

Source: Adeline Grey, 82-year old resident of Lura_jr, Se Co
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INTERVIEW WITH FANNIE GRIFFIN
EX=-SLAVE 94 YEARS.

"You wants me to tell you all what I 'members 'bout slevery in
slavery time? Well ma'em, I was just a young gal then and I's 2 old
women now, nigh on to ninety=four years old; I might be forgot some
things, but I'll tell you whet I ‘members beste

My masse, Masse Joe Beard, was & good man, but he wasn't one of
de richest mens He only had six »slaves., three men end three »women,‘ but
he had & big plantation and would borrow slaves from‘his brothere=in=lew
on de 'joining plentation, to help wid de cropse

| I was de youngest slave, so Missy Grace, dats Massa Joe's wife,
keep me in de house most of de time, to cook and keep de house cleanedA
up_; I milked de cow end worked in de garden too. My massa wes good to
all he slaves, but Missy Grace was mean to us. She whip us a héap of
| times when we ain't done nothing bad to be whip for. When she go to |
whip me, she tie my wrists tegether wid a rope and put that rope thru
a big staple in de ceiling and draw me up off de floor and give me &
' hundred leshese I think 'bout my old mammy heap of times now and how
I's seen her whipped, wid de blood dripping off of hers

All that us slaves know how to do, was to work harde We never
learn to read and write nor we never had no church to go to, only some=
times de wh.fbe folks let us go 7to théir church, but we never jine in de
singing, we just set and listen to them preach and praye De graveyard
wes right by de church and heap of de colored people wes scared to go by

it et night, they say they see ghosts and hents, and sperits but I ain't
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never ‘see none, don't believe there is nonee I more scared of live
people than I is dead ones; dead people ain't gwine to hérm youe

Our massa and missus ﬁas good to us when we was siock; they
send for de doctor right off and de doctor do all he could for us,
but he ain't had no kind of medicine to give us'cepting sperits of
turpentine, castor oil, and a little blue masse. They ain't had all
kinds of pills and stuff then, like they has now, but I believé we
ain't been sick as mich then &s we do nowe I never heerd of no aon-'
sumption them days; us had pneumonia sometime tho'.

You wants to know if we had any parties for pastime? Well ma'em,
not manye We never was allowed to have no parties #lor dances, only from
Christmas Day to New Year's eve. We had plenty good things to eat on
Christmes Dey and Sente Claus was good to us tooe We'd have all kinds of
frolics from Christmas to New Yee;rs but never was ellowed to have no fun
after that timee |

I 'members one time I slip off from de missus and go to a dence
and when I come back, de dog in de yard didn't seem to know me and he bark
and wake de missus up and she whip me something ewfule I sho didn't go to
no more dances widout asking her. De patarollers (patrollers) would ketch
you too, if you went out after derke We most times sté.y at home at night
and spin cloth to make our clothese. We n—nke all owr clothes, and our shoes
wes handmade tooe We didn't have fancy clothes like de people has nowe I
likes it better being & slave, we got along better themn, than we do nowe We
didn't have to pay for everything we hade

De worst time we ever had was when de Yeankee men come thrue We had

heard they was coming and de missus tell us to put on a big pot of peas to



cook, 80 we put some white peas in a big pot end put a whole ham in it,
so that we'd have plenty for de Yankees to eats Then when they come,
they kicked de pot over and de peas went one way and de ham enother.
De Yankees 'stroyed 'most everything we hade They come in de
house and told de missus to give them her money and jewelse She start-
. ed crying and told them she ain't got no money or jewels, 'cepting de
ring she had on her fingers They got awfully mad and sterted 'stroying
everythinge They took de cows and horses, burned der gin, de barn, and
ell de houses 'cept de one masse and missus was living iﬁ. They didn't
3@ave us a thing 'cept some big hominy and two benks of sweet potatoese
We chipped up some sweet potatoes and dried them in de sun, then we parch=
ed them and ground them up and that's all we had to use for coffee. It
taste pretty good tooe For a good while we just live on hominy and coffeee
No ma'am, we ain't had no celebretion after we was freede We ain't
know we was free 'til a good while afters We ain't kmow it 'til Generel
Wheeler come thru and tell use After that, de massa and missus let all de

slaves go 'cepting me; they kept me to work in de house and de gardene"

Home address:

. 2125 Calhoun St.
.Columbie, Se Co
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STORIES FROM EX-SLAVES

"I will be 85 years old dis coming August. My master said
I was 14 years old de August coming after freedom.
"My-master was Billy Scott who had seven or eight hundred
acres of land, and 48 slaves, He wouldn't have no white overseers,
but had some nigger foremen dat sometimes whipped de niggers; and‘
de master would whip dem, too. He was affair man, not so good
and not so mean. He give us poor quarters to live in, and some-
times plentyAto eat, but sometimes @e went'hungry. He had a big
garden, -plenty cows, hogs and sheep. De most we had ter eat, was
corn, collards, peas, turnipfgreens and home-made molasses., We -
had wheat bread on Sundays, It was made from flour grind-at sur
own miil. e didn't have but one daj off,Athat was Christmas Day
and den we had to grind our axes.
"We made our clothes out of coftonfand wool mixed, made
dem at home wid our own cards and spinning wheels. We-made our
shoes out of leather tanned at home, butAhad to use woolen shoes
agter de war, which would wear out and split open in three weéks.
V"My daddy was Amos Wilson and mammy was Carline Griffin. .
I had some brothers and sisters. When freedom come, de master
come to=u3-and toldius de damn Yankees done freed us, ‘what you

gwinter do? If you want ter stéy on wid me, I will’give you work, !

We stayed fer awhile.

"the patrollers caught me-once when I run off, I run fast
and lost my hat and dey got it. I saw some slaves sold on de

block. Dey was put in a ring and sold by crying out de price.
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e didn't learn to read and write,.not allowed to. De niggers went to
de corn shuckings and was give pumpkin custards to eat and liquor.
Dey wasn't allowed to dance, but sometimes we had secret dances, shut
up in de house so de master couldn't hear us.

"ifter de war, we went hunting and fishing on Sundays. e
never had Saturday afternoons off. We killed wild deer and other things.
once ce master killed 14 squirrels in three quarters of hour.

"We raised our own tobacco, the master did, for home use.
wost alwuys a small patch wWus planted.‘

"De master once saw ghosts. He come from his sisters and
pisscd de zraveyard and saw 9 cows with no heads. His horse jest fliew
home. iost white folks didn't believe in ghosts, but dat is one time
de master believed he saw some,

"I went wid de Red Shirts, belonged to de couyany and went to
meetings wid dem. I voted fer Hampton. Befo! dat, de Ku Klux had bad
niggers dodging liike birds in de woods. Dey caught some and threw dem
on de greound and whipped dem, but de master say he don't Know nothing
'bout it as he was asleep. Dey cauzht a nigsger przacher once and made
him dance, put him in muddy water and wzalloped him around in de mud.

"Once seven Indians come in our neighborhood and call fer
meat, meal and salt. Dere was three men and four women. Dey cooked all
night..murmuring something all de time. Next morning three squirrels
was found ﬁp a tree, and de Indians si.ot 'em down wid bow and arrow.

"One time I saw horses froze to death. Dey couldn't get dere
breath, and de people took warm water and wash dere foreheads. 1 was
4 small boy -den. Ly master had 46 gulneas.

"T married Nancy Robinson who belonged to Robert Calmes. She

Was living at de Gillam place near Rich Hill.
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"fe used to ask a riddle like this: Love I saand; Love I sit,
Love I hold in my right hand, What is it% It was made up when an
0old woman had a little dog named 'Love'. She killed it and put a part
of it, after it was baked, in her stockings; part in her shoes; part
in back of her dress, and part in her glovés. A nigger was going to
be hung the next'Fridéy, and told if he guess the riddle he would bé
wurned loose. He couldn't guesé it;_but was turned loose ényway;

"I think Abe Lincoln might ter'doﬁe govd, but he had us all

‘scared to death, took our mules and burned our places; Don't know

anytiing about - Jeff Davis. Booker Washingtoﬁ is all right.

"I joined de church when 28 years old, because I thought it

~was right. Wanted to git right and git to God's Kingdom. I think

evvrybody ought to join de church.
" "0' course I rather it not be slavery tlme, but I got more ter

eat den dan now.»Den,we didn't know what ter do, but nowrwe perish -

~ ter death.™

Source: Madison Griffin (84), Whitmire, S.C. , '
Interviewer: G.L. Summer, Newberry, S. c. (6/18/1937)
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STORIES FROM EX-SLAVES

nI was born in old Edgefield county, about three miles be-
low what is now Saluda Courthouse. I was & slave of Alec Grigsby.
He was a fair marster, but his wife was awful mean to ﬁs. She
poked my head in a rail fence once and whipped me hard with a
whip. I lived in that section until eight years ago, when I come
to Newberry to live with my daughters.

nI worked hard in cotton fields, milked cows and helped
about the marster's house. When the bush-whackers and patrollers
come arcund dere, us niggers suffered lots with beatings. Some
of dem was killed.

"The old folks had corn-shuckings, frolics, pender pullings,
and quiltings. They had quiltings on Saturday nights, with eats
and frolies. When dey danced, dey always used fiddles to make
the music.

"The men folks hunted much; doves, partridges, wild turkeys,
deer, squirrels and rabbits. Sometimes dey caught rabbits in.
wooden boxes, called 'rabbit-gums'. 1t had a trap in thé middle,
which was set at night, with food in it, and when the rabbit bite,
the tray sprung, and the opening at the front was closed so he
couldn't get out.

"The marster had a big whiskey still, 2nd sold lots of
liguer to people around there;"

Source: Peggy Grigsby (106), Newberry, S.C.
Interviewer: G.L. Summer, Newberry, S.C. 5/10/37.
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VIOLET GUNTHARPE

EX-SLAVE 82 YEARS QLD.

"I was born a slave in de Rocky Mount part of Fairfield
County, up close to Great Fallse I hear them falls a roarin’ now and
I see them waters fleshin' in de sunshine when I close my eyess

My pappy name Robert and my memmy neme Phyllise They b'long
to de old time 'ristocats, de Gaither femilye Does you know Miss Matfie
Martin, which was de secretary of Governc;r Ansel? Daf one of my young.
mistresses and another is dat pretty red headed girl in de telegraph
office at Winnsboro, dat just sit dere and pass out lightnin' and 'lec-
tricity over de wires wheresomever she take a notione Does you know
them? Well, befo' their mama marry Marster Bkarke Martin, her.was Sally
Gaither, my young missus in slavery time. Her die and go to Héaven- 1581:
year, please Gode

Marster Richard was a good marster to his slaves, though he
took no foolishness and worked yoxjx from sun to sume *Spect him had 'bout
ten family of slaves and ‘bout f:}.;:y big end little slaves altogether on
dat plantation befo! them Yankess come and make a mess out of their lives.

Honey, us wasn'tv ready for de big change dat comel Us had no
education, no iaﬁd, no mule,ﬂ no cow, not & pig, nor a chicken, to"‘set up
house keepinge De birds had nests in de air, de foxes had holes in de
ground, and de fishes had beds under de great falls, but us colored folks
was left widout any place to lay our headse. -

De Yankees sho' throwed us in de briar patoh but us not bred and

born dere lak de rabbite Us borm in a good log housee De cows was down



dere in de canebrakes to give us milk, de hogs was fatitenin' on hickory

nuts, acorns, and shucked corm, to give us meat and grease; de sheep wid
their wool, and de cotton in de gin house was dere to give us clothese
De horses and mules was dere %o help dat corn and cotton, but when them
Yankees come and teke all dat away, all us had to thank them for, was a
hungry belly, and freedome Sumpin' us had no more use for then, than I
have today for one of them airplanes I hears flyin' ‘round de sky, right

nowe

Well, after ravagin' de whole country side, de army got across
0ld Catawba and left de air full of de stink of dead carcasses and de sky
blgpk'wid turkey buzzardse De white wnmsn'waé weepin' in hushed voices,
de niggers on de place not knowin' what to do next, and de picceninnies
suckin® theif thumbs for want of sumpin' to eat; mind you 'twas winter
time t00e

Lots of de chillun die, as did de old folks, while de rest of<
us scour de woods for hickory nuts, acorns, cane roots, and artichokes,
and seine de river for fishe De worst nigger men and women follow de
army. De balance settle down wid de white folks and simmer in their
misery all thru de spring time, 'til plums, mulberries, and blackberries
come, and de shad come up de Catawba River.

My memmy stay on wid de same marster 'til I was grown, dat is
fifteen, and Thad got to lookin' at me, meek as a sheep end dumb as a
calfs I had to ask dat nigger,’right out, what his 'tentions was, befo!

I get him to bleat out dat he love me. Him neme Thad Guntharpe. I glancs
at him one day at de pigpen when 1 was sloppiné de hogs, I say: 'Mr. Gun-

tharpe, you follows me night and mornin' to dis pigpen; do you happen to



be in love wid one of these pigs? If so, I'd like to know which one 'tis;
then sometime I come down here by myself and tell dat pig 'bout your 'fections.’
Thad didn't"say nothin' but just grin. Him took de slop bucket out of my hand
and look ﬁt it, all 'round it, put'ungide down on de ground, and set me down
on it; then he fall down dere on de grass by me and blubber out and warm my
fingers in his handse I just took pity on him and told him mighty plain dat
he must limber up his tongue and ask sumpin', say what he mean, wantin' to
visit them pigs so oftene Us carry on foolishnessffbout de little boar shoat
pig and de little sow pig, then I squeal in laughter over how he scrouge so
closé; de slop bucket tipple over and I lost my seate Dat evér remein de
happiest minute of my eighty-two years.

After us marry, us moved on de Johnson Place and Thad plow right
on a farm where dere use to be a town of Grimkevilie. I was lonely down
dere all de time. I's halfway scared to death of de skeeters 'bout my legs
in day time and old Captain Thorn's ghost in de night time. You never heard
'bout dat ghost? If you went to school to Mre Luke Ford sure he must of tell
you 'bout de time a slave boy killed his marstery old Capbain Thorne Hé drag
and throwed his body in de river,

When they find his body they ketch John, de slave boy, give him a
trial by six white men, find him guilty and he confesse Then they took de
broad axe, cut off his head, mount it on a pole and stick &t up on de bamk
where they find old Captain Thorne Dat pole and head stay dere 'til it rot
dovme Captain Thorn's ghost 'pear and diseppear 'long dat river bank ever
since in de night timees My pappy tell me he see it and see de boy's ghost

t00e
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De ghost rode de minds of many colored folks. Some say dat
de ghost had & heap to do wid deaths on dat river, by drowning. One
sad thing happen; de ghost and de malaria run us offf de rivere Us
moved to Marster Starke P. Martin's placee Him was a settin' at a
window in de house one night end somebody crept up dere and f£ill his
head full of buck=shote Marster Starke was Miss Sallie's husband, and
Miss Mattie a.ﬁd Miss Mey's papae Oh, de misery of dat night to my white
folks} Who did it? God knows! They sent poor Henry Nettles to de
7 panifentia.ry for it, but most white folks and all de colored didn't
believe he dome ite White folks say a white man dome it, but our color
kuéw it was de work of dat slave boy's ghost.

My white folks come here ffom Maryland, I heard them say. They
fought in de Revolu‘bion, set up a ta.nya;rd uhex; they got here, and then when
cotton come, my marster's'.pappy wes de ifust to ‘pu'b up & hosé-éin and screw
pit in Rocky Mount sectione. I glories in their blood, but dere none by de

name 'round here now, 'cept colored folks.

Marster,Wood you read a hea;; of books. Did you ever read ‘bout
foots of ghosés? They got foots and can jump and walke No they don't rum,
why? 'Cause seem lak their foots is too bige Dat night Merster Starke
Martin was killed it was a snowin's De whole earth was covered wid & white
blankete It smowed and snowed und emowed. Us measure how big dat snow was
next mornin' and how big dat ghost tracke De snow was seven inches, and a
little bit deepe De ghost track on top de snow big as a elephant's. Him or
she or it's tracks 'pear to drap wid de snow and just rise up out de snow and
disappeare De white folks say 'twas a man wid bags on his foots, but they

never found de bags, so I just believe it was ghost instigate by de devil to

drap down dere and make all dat misery for my white folks.



50 22(0)

Dere's a great day a comin' when de last trumpet will sound
and de devil and all de ghosts will be chained and they can't romp
'round de old river and folks houses in de night time and bring sorrow

and pain in de weke of them big trackse"
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INTERVIEW WITH EX-SLAVE

"Good a'!ternoon, suh. Yassuh, I*ze gittin' on up in de
yearse. I be eighty-one year ole nex! May. I name John
Hemilton en' I 1ib at sickty-t'ree Amherst Street.

"I 'member sumptin' 'bout slabery. I wuz 'bout big as
datga%;%gine dere w'en de Fed'rul wer broke out," indicat-
ing méﬁéé%é&? passing down the street who appeared to be
about eight years old.

"I belong'! to liaussa Seabrook, an' he 1ib at W'ite
Point, ten mile from Adams hun. De Mausssa, heAbeen daid but
he got some boyse. Dem boys all scatter!, doughe Yassuh,
ole Maussa treat us goode I not big 'nough to wﬁk,‘I jus! a
1i'l boy den. My fadder name! Rhode Hamiltén, an' te hab
two acre to wuke. Dere didn't been no hoss, an' 'e grub it
wid de hoe.

"Some slobes no good an' not satisfy fo! tuhvﬁuk. Dey
run 'way fum de plantation. Dere been big dawgs high as
street-cyar, yassuh, high as dat street-cyar. Dey name!
nigger-dawg an' dey trace nigger aﬁ' put—dem nigger back to
wuk. Dere been a zgnkee man name! Tom Cudry. I kin sho!
de house 'e been igi He say 'e tired see céiored mens wuk
hard an! git nuttin'. He put colored mans on banjoo (vendue)
teble an' 'e be free.

"I didn't be marry till I git in my t'irty year. My
wife, she 'bout sickty-fibe year ole'. JVie got fibe chillun
libbin', 'bout twelbe haid in all, Grand-chillun? !'Bout
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sebben haid an' one gal. Hab great grand-chillun, too.

"I ain't been know nuttin' 'bout jailhouse. Ain't see
s jeilhouse in my life. I hab to look all day to find one
in Charleston, an' don't know where 'bouts de court-house.
Ain't gwine to jailhouse. Nbbody hasb to ;rest me no how.

"I be a Babtis!. I babtize! in de ribber, de Edisto
ribber, I tryin' git fo Hebben. Hebben be glory. Yaésuh,
Hebben be glory. You got to lub all God'!s chillun to git
dere. God send w'lite folks an'! colored folks, an! dey
mus! he'p each-odder an' wuk togedder. Dey got to 1ib in
union. Yassuh, got to 1lib in unipn to git to Hebben.

"I tpend on de w'ite folks to he'p me. Dlese ﬁore
colored folks ain't got nuttin!'. Nawsuh, I aint't be too
ole to wuk en' mek a honest libbin' like lot o! dem no
good nigger what too stiff fo! to speak. I wuk éome
flower-yard fo' some w'ite folks, an' I wuk a 1i'l gyarden.

"Yassuh, I hol! up berry well, but I can't see at night
w'en de sun go downe My sight gone back den. I got git
'long now.

"You gimme & nickel or dime? Ttank you, suh. T'ank

you kin'ly."

Source: Personal interview with John Hamilton, colored,

of 63 Amherst-Street, Charleston, S. C.
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OLD SUSAN HAMLIN =~ EX SLAVE
(Verbatim Conversation)

0ld Susan Hamlin, one hundred and four years old, was
strolling down lower King St., about & mile from where she
lives, vhen she was met by a white "friend," and the fol=-
lowing conversation toolr place:

"How sre you, Susan, do you remember me?"

"Yes, Matam, I 'member yo face, kissus, but I can't
'member yo name. I gettin' ole. Dis eye (touching the
righf one) leabin' me. Ole age you know. Somet'ing got
tuh gie way." |

"Don't you remember I came to see you one morning, and
you told me all about old times?"

"Yes, Ma'am, (with enthusiasm) come tuh see me 'gain, I
tell you some mo'e I like tuh talk 'bout dem days; 'taint
many people left now kin tell 'bout dat time. Eberybody
dead. 1 goes 'round tuh de ole house, an' I t'ink 'bout
all dem little chillen I is nuss, (calling them by name)
dey all sleep, all sleep in de grount, Nobody lef! but
ole Susen. #11 my fambly, de massa, de missus, all de
little chilien, all sleep. Only me one lef!, only ole
Susan. Sometime I wonder how it is. I ober a hund'ed, I
stahtin' (starting) tuh forgit de years."

"Pell me one thing, Susan, you have lived a long time,
do you think the young people of teday are better or worse

then in the old days?"
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"Well, lissus, some is wuss but not all. Some stray
jus! like dey always done but dey'll come back. I stray
'way myself but dey'll come pack jus!' like I did. Gib um
time dey come back.. I git converted you know."

"Yes, you told me about that."

"Yes, Matam, I see de Sabior. He show me hoe He die.
I nebber forget dat daye. Dere He hang, - so - (with arms
outstretched) an'! He show me de great brightnes:, an! He
show me de big :iﬁ on my back, black as dat cyar (car).
Den I pray an' I pray, an! it fall off. Den I praise Him.,
Nebber since dat day is I forget what I see. lhen I see
dat reconcile Saﬁior countenance, - ohl - - = .I nebber
forgets DNo, Matam, I nebber forget dat reconcile counte-
nancees As I tell yuh, I stray 'way, but not after I see
dat reconcile countenance. I pray and praise Hime Some=
times all by myself I get so happy, jes ttinkin' on Him.,

I cyant forget all dat He done fuh me."

"People tell me I ought not walk 'round by myself so.
I tell um I don't care vhere I drope. I 'member when my ma
was dyin' I beg um not to leabe me, she say: "Wha'! I got
yuh, wha! I want tuh stay yuh fuh? I want tuh go, I want
tuh see muh Jesus.! I know what she mean now. I don't
care if I drop in de street, I don't care if I drop in my

room, I don't care where I drop, I ready tuh go."
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"All you got tuh do is libe right, yuh got tuh libe (live)

de 1life. What is de life? - - Purity. - - What is Purity?
- Righteousneass. = VWhat is Righteousness?, - Tuh do de

right t'ing. - Libe right, - = pray an! praise. Beliebe on
de delibrin (delivering) Sabior. Trus! Him. He lead &uh.
He éhow.yuh de way. Dét all'yuh got tuh do. Beliebe - “
pray = praise., Ebery night befo! I lay on my bed I git on
my knees an' look up tuh Him. Soon I wake in de mornin' I
gibe Him tlanks. Eben sometime in de day I git on my knees
an! pray. He been good to me all dese years. He aint for-
get me. I aint been sick for ober twenty-five years. Good
t'ihg too, nobody left tuh tek éare of me. Dey all gone.-
But I don't care now; jus' so L kin see my Jesus when I gones"

" gbin‘ down now tuh see-my'people_I use to cook fuhe I
toc:ole ﬁow.tﬁh éook, I_use tuh cook fine. Come tuh see me
again,‘missus, come ﬁuhrsee de-ole monkey? I tell juh mo!
thout dose fimes._»Ybu lmow I kin 'member dem when I been &

big girl, most grown, when de bombardment come ober de city." -

Source: Writer's conversation with Susen Hamlin, 17 °

. Henmrietta Stree, Charleston, S. C.

# i .




Project #-1655 390431 Approx. 1739 Words 996
Jessie A, Butler . V _ ,32()
Charleston, Se Ce

INTERVIEW WITH EX-SLAVE

On July 6th, I interviewed Susan Hamlin, ex~-slave,
at 17 Henrietta street, Charleston, S. Ce She was sitting
just inside of the front door, on a step leading up to the
porch, and upon hearing me inquire for her she assumed
that I was from the VWelfare office, frop which she had re=
celved ald prior to its closing, I did not correct this
impression, and at no time did she suspect that the object
of my visit was to get the story of her exzperience as a
slaves During our conversation she menﬁioned her age.,
Mihy that's very interesting, Susan," I told her, "If you
are that old you probably remember, the Civil War and
sla#éry dayse' "Yes Ma'am, I been a slave myself," she
said, end told me the following story:

"I kin remember some things like 1t was yeéterday,
but I 1s 104 years old now, andmage is startimg to get me,
I can't remember everything like I use to. I getting old,
oldy gou knmow I 1s old when I been & grown woman when the
Civil War broke out. I was hired out then, to a Mr.
HcDonald, who lived on Atlantiq‘ggreet, and I remembers
vhen de first shot was fired, and the shells went right
over de citye I got seven dollars a month for looking
after éhildren, not taking them out, yéu understand, just
minding them. I did not get the money, Mausa got it,"
"Don't'you think that was failr?" I asked, "If you Wefe
fed and clothed by him, shouldn't he be pald for your

work?" ‘"Course it been fair," she answered, "I belong N

s
~.
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to him and he got to get something to take care of mes"
"My name before I was married was Susan Calder, but
I married a man name Hamlin., I belonged to HMr, Edﬁard
Fuller, he was president of the First National Bank, He
was a good man to his people till de Lord took him, lire
Fuller got hls slaves by marriage., He married Miss Mikell,
a lady what lived on Edisto Island, who was a slave owner,
and we lived on Edlsto on a plantation, I don!t remember
de name cause when Mre Fuller got to be president of de
bank we come to Charleston to live, He sell ouﬁ the plan=
tation.and say them (the slaves) that want to come to
Charleston with him could come and them what wants to stay
can stay on the island with his wife's peopl;. Ve hadrour
choice, Some 1s come and some is stay, but my ma and us
children come with Mr, Fuller, |
We lived on St,. Philip street. The house still
there, good as ever, I go 'round there to see it all de
time; the cistern still there too, where we used to sit
'round and drihk the cold water, and eat, and talk and i,
laughe Mre Fuller have lots of servants and the ones he
didn't need hisself he hired oﬁt. The slaves had rooms in
the back, the ones with children had two rooms‘and them
that didn't have any children had one room, ﬁot to cook in
but to sleep ine They all cooked and ate downstairs in
the hall that they had for the colored people., I don't

lknow about slavery but I know all the slavery I know about,
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the pcople was good to mee Mr, Fuller was a good man and his
wife's people been grand people, all good to their slavess
Seer like Mr, Fuller just git hils slaves so he could be good
to dems He made all the 1little colored chillen love him, If
vou don't believe they loved him what they all cry, and
scream, and holler for vhen dey hear he dead? '0Oh, Mausa dead
my Mausa fead, what I coing to do, my Mausa dead.! Dey tell
dem t'aint no use to cry, dat can't bring him back, but de
chillen keep on cryinge. e used to call him KMausa Eddle but
he named lir, Edward Fuller, and he sure was a Z00d mane

"A man come here about a month ago, say he from de
Goverﬂment, and dey send him to find out 'bout slaverye I
give him most a book, and what he give me? A dime, He ask
me all kind of questionse He ask me dis and he ask me dat,
didn't de white people do dis‘aﬁd did dey do det but Mre
Fuller was a good man, he was sure good to me and all his_
people, dey all like him, God bless him, he in de ground now
but I ain't going to let nobody lie on hime You know he
good when even the little chillen cry and holler when he
deades I tell you dey couldn't just fix us up any kind of way
when we golng to Sunday Schools 'We had to be dressed nice,
if you pass him and you ain't dress to sult him he send you
right back and say teli your ma to-see dat you dress right.
Dey couldn't sehd you out in de cold barefoot neithers I

'member one day my ma want to send me wid some milk for her

slster~in-law what live 'round de corner. I fuss cause it
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cold and say 'how you golng to send me out wid no shoe, and
it cold?' Mausa hear how I talking and turn he back and
laugh, den he call to my ma to gone in de house arnd find
shoe to put on my feet and don't let him see me barefoot
again in cold weather,

When de war start going good and de shell fly over
Charleston he take all us up to Aiken for protectione Talk
bout marching through Geprgia, dey sure march through
Aiken, soldlers was everywherece .

"My ma had six chlldren, three boys and three girls,
but I de only one left, all my white pdople and all de color=-
ed people gone, not a soul 1eft but mee I ain?f been sick

in 25 yearse I 1s near my church and I don't miss service

any Sunday, night or morninge I kin walk wherever I please,

I Ikin walk to de Battery if I want to. The Welfare use to

help me but dey. shut down now, I can't find out if dey going
to open again or note Miss (lirs.) Buist and Miss Pringle,
dey help me When‘I.éan zo there but all my own deads"

w "Were most of the masters kind?" I asked, "Well you
know," she answéred, "timeé den was just like dey is now,
stme was kind and some was meané heaps of wickedness went on
just de same as nbw. All my people was good peoples I see
some wickedness and I hear 'bout all kinds of t'ings but jou
don't know whether 1t was lie or note. Mr, Fuller been a

Christian mane"

"Do you think 1t would have been better if the negroes
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had never left Africa?" was the next question I asked. "No
Javam," (eﬁphatically) dem heathen didn't have no religion.
I tell you how I t'ink it 1s, The Lord made t'ree nations,
the white, the red and the black, and put dem in different
places on de earth where dey was to staye- Dose black igno=-
ramuses in Africa forgot God, and didn't have no religion
and Uod blessed and prospered the white people dat did remem=
ber him and sent dem to teach de black people even if dey
haveato grab dem and bring dem into boncdage till dey learned
some sensee. The Indlans forgot God and dey had to be taught
better so dey land was talken away from dem, God sure bless
and prosper de white people and He put de red and de black
people under dem so dey could teach dem and bring dem into
sense wid Gode Dey had to get dere brains risht, end honor
God, and iearn uprightness wid God cause ain't He make you,
and ain't His Son redeem you and save you wid His precious
bloode You kin plan all de wickedness you want and pull
hard as you choose but when the Lord mek up His mind you is
to change, He éan change you dat quick (snapping her fingers)
and easye You got to believe on Him ir it tek bondage to
bring you to your knees,

You know I is got convertede I been in Big Bethel
(church) on my knees praying under one of de preachers, I
see a great, big, dark pack on my badk, and 1t had me all

bent over and my shouldars drawn down, all hunch upe. I
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look up and I see de glory, I sec a big beautiful 1lisht, a great
1izht, and in de middle 1s de Sabior, hanging so (extending her
arms) just liké He diede Den I gone to praying good, and I can
feel de sheckles (shaclkles) loose up and moving and de pack fall
0fTe I don'!t kmow whére it went to, I see de angels in de
Heaven, and hear dem say 'Your sins are forglvene"” I scream and
fell off soe (Swoone) Vhen I come to dey has laoid me out
straight and I know I 1s converted cause you can't see no such
gight and go on lilke you 1is beforee I know I is still a sinner
but I Believe in de power of God and I trust his Holy name, Den
dey put me wid de seekers but I know I is already saveds"

"Did they take good éare of the slaves when their babies
were born?" shé was akkéd. "If you want chickens for fat (to
fatten) you got to feed der," she said with a smile, "and if you
want people to work dey got to be strong, you got to feed dem
and take care of dem tooe If dey can't work it come out of your
pockét. Lots of wickedness gone on in dem days, just as it do
now, some good, some mean, black and white, 1t just dere nature,
if dey good dey going to be kind to everybody, 1f dey mean dey
golng to be mean to everybodye Sometimes chlllen was sold away
from dey parents. De lausa would come and say "Where Jennie,"
tell um to put clothes on dat baby, I want um. He sell de baby
ahd de ma scream and holler, you know how dey carry one

Geneally (generally) dey sold 1t when de ma wasn't dere. Lre

Fuller
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4idn't sell none of us, we stay wid our ma's till we grown.
I stay wid my ma till she dead,

"You know I is mix blood, my grandfather bin a
white man and my grandmother a mulatto. She been marry to
a black so dat how I get fix like I is, I got both blood,

so howv I going to quarrel wid elther side?"

SOURCE: Interview with Susan Hamlin, 17 Henriettatﬁgreet.
=
NOTE % Susan lives with a mulatto famlly of the.
better typee The name is Hamlin not Hamllton,
and her name prior to her marriage was Calder
not Collins. I pald partlcular attention to this
and had them spell the names for me, I would
judge Susan to be in the late nineties but she is
wonderfully well preserved., She now claims to be
- 104 years olde
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EX-SLAVE I0I YZARS COF AGE
HAS MZVER SHAKAN HANDS SiNCE 1863

was On Knees Scrubbing when Freedom Gun Fired

i'm & hund'ed an' one years o.ld now,3on.De only one l1ivin' in my crowd
frun d8 days 1 Wuk 2 Slave.rerulisr,ay mastier,vho wes pres:daﬁ: of the Fars'
yet 10nal Sank,owWned the rambly of us except my tashersrhere wers eight men un'
womems with tive girls an' 8ix bOys workin"for himeMo8t 0* them wus hired out.
Dé house in which we stayed is still dere witn de sisterns an' slave Qquarters.
1 elu,ys go w0 s@e de old home whicn is on St.Phaliip Street.

My ma had §'ree boys sm' i'ree giris who diad well aé their work.Hope
ikelli,my elaest braddar;én’ James wus de shoemaker,yiliiam fuller,son of our
nessor,wus de brickiayer.éerguriie an’ (asharine wus de maids an}Jlook ay Jde
cnildren.

My pa b'long &0 & man on ikdisio lsiand.Frum what he said,his master was
very mear. pp real neme wus Adem Collins but he@ t90k his master' namej;he wus de
coschman.Pe did supin one day en hi3 master whipped him.De next day which wus
iondasy,ps carry ham 'boué 1our miles Ifrum nome in de woods an' give him de same
‘mouns 51 lickin' ne wus givem On Sunday.de tied him to @ tree an' unhitched de
horse @6 1% couldn’t gié sie-up an' kill e seli.Pa den gone 0 de landin' an'
cetch a boat dat wus comin' 0 Charlisston wood Ia'm.prcducts.HgApermianed by has (vVQ i)
master t0 go t0 (own on errands,which helped him ¢0 go on de boat without bein’
question',u'en he got here he gone on de water-front an’ ex tor a job on a ship
30 he could git t0 de Morihsie gos de job an’ sail’ wébé de ship.Dey search de

islsnd up e€n' down for him wood houndogs en w'en it wus t'ought he wus drowned ,
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‘cause dey track him t0 de raver,did dey give up.Ons of his masier' rriend gone
{0 New York en went in a siore w'ere pas wus amployed @s & clerk.he reconize’ pa

is easy is pa reconize' him.He gone back home an' tell pa master who know den

dat pa wusn's comin' back an’ betore he died he sign' papers dat pas wus tree,Pa

ma wus dead an' he come down t0 bury her by de permission 0f his master' gon who
bad btomxsed no ha'm would come tO him,bué dey wus trixin' plens-to keep ham,so
he went ¢ de 4Ork House &n' ax 4o be sold 'cause any sieve could sell e seir if
e could g1s o de work House,Bub ié wWus on record down dere s0 dey coulan't sell
'im an' &0l1d ham his mesier' peopls couldn'’t hoid Eim a slave,

People den use t0 do de seme & 'ings dey doO now,Some marry an'’ some
live togeiner jus' like now.One ¢ 'ing,no minister nebber say in readin'de mai-
rimony "l1sé no man pui asounder" 'causge a couple would be married tonight an'
tomorrow one would be saken away en be sold, ALl slaves wus married in dere mas-
ter house,in de livan' room where sieves an' dere missus an' mossa wus 0 wit-
ness de ceremony.Brides uge 0 wear some of de 1inest{ dress &n' ir dey coutd

¥

arrord 1i,have de best¢ kind 0 rurnicure.Your master nor your missus objecved %o
good ¢'inga.
1'14 ailways ‘member CLOry,de washer.She wus very hiagh=iempered.She

Wus & muletsa with beausitul hair she could s1i on;Clory didn't take foorishness

]
(S

frum anybody.One day our miseus gone in de laundry &n' rind teuli with de clothes,

Clory didn's do & €'ing bué pick her up bodaly an' throw ‘er out de door.Dey had

t0 gen' rur a doctor ‘'cause she pregnent an' less then two hours de baby wus

234

bo'n.Atéa dat she begged t¢o be sold tur she didn't, to kill missus,but our mas- (umui?)

4

ter ain't nebber wani to sell his slaves.,Bur das didn't keep Clory rrum gitsin’

2 brutal whippin'.Dey whip®' ‘er uniil dere wusn't a white spot on her body.Dat
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EX-3LAVE cont 'd.

yus de worst 1 ebber see a humen bein' got such & beatin',l v'ought ghe wus goin'

i0 a;e,bun she got well an' dadn't get any beuier buti meaner untillour master

decide 1% wus bes' 0 reni her Oui.She ﬁzxilngiy agree’' since she wusn's 'round
missug *She haisd an' detesi' pvoin o1 vnem an’ ail de fembly.

W'en any siave wus whapped all de Oihar sl&ves wus made to waich,l 8es
women hung frum de ceilin’ of bualdin's an' whipped with only supin tis8d ‘round
ner lowed part 01 de body,uniil w'en dey wus taken down,dere wusn't breath in de
body.l had some terribly bed experisnces,

Yankees usse 0 come i'rouzh de sireeis,especially de Big Market,hunsan’
i0028 who want 10 g0 %0 de'"free country" a8 dey cell' ii.Men an' women wus always
missin' &an' nobody could give ‘'count o1 dere disappearance.De mem wus srain' up
NOFLA Iur BOjus,

Je white race 18 30 brazen,Jey come here en' run de Indians frum dere
own ian',bus dey couldn's maks dem siaves 'Cause dey wouidn'i stan' tor it.lrdians
use ro gaé up in trees &n' 8h.OF dem waith poiaon errow...'sn day couldn's meke dem
slaves den dey gonse to Arrica en' brang dere black brother en' sister,ley say
'mong themselvea,"we gwine max dem up en meke ourselves king. Jat3 d only way we'll
g14 even wiwvh de lndians,"

ALl vime,night an' day,you could hear men an' women screamin' o de
tip or derse vd;ces a8 a@ther ma,pa,szstér,or brother wus take without any war=-
nin' an' seli.Some iime moiher who had only one chile wus separated Iur liie.
People wus always dyin' trum & brokem hearv.

One night{ a coupis married an' de next mornin' de boss sell ds wile.
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Do gal m2 got in in de svreet an' cursed de white woman fur all she could finde
She said:"daé damn whise,paleQrace bagtard sell my daughter who jus® married
188' night,"en® other & 'ings.ihe whits’eman treaien’' her (o call de police i:
ghe didn't atop,but de colliud women said:"hit me or call de pslice.l redder die
dan to stan' dia any longer% De police to0k her to de work House by de whiss
women orders an' whet became 0t 'er,l never hear.

w'en de war began Qe wus taken 10 Aiken,Scuth Ce'line w'ere we srvay'
unial de Yankeea come t'rough .ie could sese balls sailin'® i'rough de air w'en
Sherman wus coman’,Bumbs hit (reesa in our yard.i'en de Ireedom gun wus rired,l
wus on my ‘'nees scrubbin'.Dey tell me I wus tree but I didn't b'lieve it.

ln de days o slavery women wus jus' g’iven time 'nough to de.l.ifor

dere babies,Dey deliver de baby 'bout sight in de mornin' &n' twelve had s 00

"be back to worke. |

I wus a member of Hmmenuel Arrican Metnodist ipascopeal Church tor
67 years.Big Zion,across de sireet wus my church berore den an' betore
OLd Bethel w'en L lived on de othe! snd of iOwn.

Sence Lincoin shook hands with his ass@sin who ati de ssme time
8hoot ham,frum das day 1 stop shakin’ hands,eveﬁ in de church,an' you know how
long dat wus.l don't b'lieve 1n kissin' neider fur all carry dere meannesses,

De Masser wus bsirayed by one 01 his bosom frien' with a kiss.

SOURCE

intorview with (Mrae.) Susan Hamiltion,17 Henrieté&a Street,who claims to be
101 years of age.She has never been @ick for twenty years and walks aa shough
juat 40,She was hired out by her master tor seven doilars a month which had €0

be given her maater.
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ANSON HARP

EX-SLAVE 87 YEARS OLD.

Anson Harp, eig h’cy-seven years old, lives out in the country
. # * . « s
on Route 473« He still works on the few acres he ovms 4 rals:n.ng; vegetables
for himself end a few baskets to sells He is gray~haired, medium sized

man and his geniality is frequently noticed by white end Negro friends
- who mow hime

-

"I was born in Fississippi in 1830 on a b ig plantatlon det
b'long to Master Tom darp. "I cen see det big rushin' river now, 'ceptin'
“the 3'n—c_>s_g€uitoés. My - daddy rand mammy b'long to Master Horp cnd we live in
e cabin 'bout a wile from the big h"ouse" of my master's ho,me.:

"One déy when the slaves wes chdppj.n' cotton, a s‘crwige.\vi‘xité
man co’me" a.nd watch us R »a'nd in z-:.vday or two me a.nd thr,ee' other chillun was -
celled in the yard of the big house end told we goin' to git B0 go wid the
strangers .‘I'g‘.‘y'dafidy.and mammy and the other chillun's da.day and mammy all

ery when we was put in .s;\ big wegon and carried 'vay to somewheres
o - "We :its Dlenty of retions on’the way‘ end wiwn we gits to Aiken -
oﬁe mornln', we wes told we wes close to home and soon we was 'or_rth_e big
- plentation of M_aster Jemes Henry Hemmond. We find other boys there, too. - .
.‘J-‘fe £o to the;fields— and -chop 'cot‘con,Ae.f‘bei‘ we rest upe. o sah, we wasn't

-~ flogged often. One time the gromn men and women was choppin! fwo rows to - -

-our one, and a straw-boss slave twit us end call us lazy. The white over=

seer, who was riding by, heard him., He she‘.l_ce»his: whip at-the straw-boss R

- and tell him: 'The’ young niggers no-b-y_e‘s»» '}sPecﬁedf‘qm&ka ‘a helf hand and -

you do Pret'by Well tO ttend to yOur own kni'ttln' N . _

s

"I been ‘chere for a pretty long -b:.me befo! I really telks to

my grea:l: white mas-ber,i&'ames hem-y Ha.mmond. He not at home much, end when




he wes home, many big white men wid him 'most every deye.
"One Seturday, we always had a helf holiday on Saturdey, me and my
friends 'bout the same age, was playin' a game on a big lot behind the barn.

e quit yellin' end playin' when we see Master Hzmmond and three or four T

o

white men at the barn. - They was lookin' st end talkin' 'bout Master Hemmond's

big black stallion. Master Hemmond leed him out of the stell and he stand on
his hind feet.

% "Jell Senator, says oné big man to ilaster Hammond, 'I has come a long

weys to see this femous hosse. It's no wonder he was s'lected as a model for

+the wer hoss.of Genersl Jacksons I seen his statue in Washington and Nesh-

villes! ~ - : - N o SR

" tAnd I see him in New OUrleans', seys another big man, in o fine black

slick suite ‘ o o - T

" 11 fglare, Governor', says the other big men, also-dressed just. lak .

he goin' to charch, 'this crend s‘tallioh'lool«_: today vieirlv es he did when I use

him for my model'. I R

“Then they all pet the hoss's nose. ond stroke him down his mene, and the

big buckra hoss st’eps s Just lak the finé sentlemen be is, back to his stall,

- vﬂnle all the blr- men wave hm boodbye&

- : ,r‘*l’\?q s 1 not teke “bhe neme of Hammond a_f_’cer we freej- ‘ce.uss_a to0 ma.ny of

- his sleves do. I kept the name of my old mas’gef and the ore my daddy end
mmy hade No, I r;ever hear of them in Mississippis- i.a.k‘_sgs not they wes sold - -

and .té'.k:an fa.r .a.wa.y, lak me. )

"1 was eleven in 1861, when the war s’ca.r't, 'cordz.n' to my count. Master

Hamnon&was hardly ever at home no more. He, tco, wa.s a.ngry ab Pres:Ldent

Lmeoln a.nd I love my master, so 1 used to wonder what sort of man uhe Pres:v.-

My Master Ha.mend sure did honor President De.vis. I hear him




say once, det Pres;dent Devis was a Chesterfield and dat the Lincoln fellow
is coarée and heartlesse.

"In 1862 I was twelve years old, big for my age, end i do more
than half&as much work as any zrowvm slaves At dat éime we see meny free
niggers, and nearly all of them sorry lookin'e They eat off of slave fami-
lies, when they could git it. h

<«

"I come to Columbia in 1865, after all the niggers everywhere am

set free. I work for-white follis 'btout tovm and when the Treedmen's aid wes
set up, I goes 'long wid- some new found friemds to the aid headquerters, and
wag the last one to Le heards The others got bundles of food and I see one

it a plece of money, too. When I 3ot to the white man in chargeé, he eye me

-

and say: - '"What damh rebel did you slave for?! 1 forgot 'Lout what I am . ]

there for and I say: 'I never slave for no damn rebel. I work for Covernor

Hemmond and he is the finest buckra that is.t o

"Then the eid man say: 'Dat demn rebel Hemmond end all lak hin

vet unhung, should be; and you wid hime - Co let him feed and clothe youl

When you come- here again meybe you heve 'nough sense to ask for favors decent.'

I so.mad, I hardly 'member just what heppen, 'ceptin' I come 'way just lak I

50, empty handed.
» "I em now an old man, as you see, but I am happy to know dat the

white folks has always been ready to help me make o livin'e I now own a

patch of ground, where I mekes & livin' on the sharese liy boy, a son by my

>

second wife, workg it, and he tekes care of me nows If I had been as big,
r‘and kngwed as much at the start of the war as I did at the end of it, I would -

surely heve gone to the front wid my white mastera"
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STORIES FROM EX-SLAVES

"I was born in Fairfield County, S.C. neaf Broad River. I was
tle son of Johm and Harriet Harper. I worked in slavery time and
was a slave of Hohn Stanley who was a good man and easy to work
with., He give me a good whipping once when I waé a boy. We earned
no money but had our place to sleep and sohething to eat and wear,
We didn't have any éardens, out master had é.big plantation and
lots of slaves, and worked a garden himself. I remember he whipped
mother once the last year of the war, --- just about to get freedom,
"Master belonged to patrollers, and let dem come on the place
and punish the slaves 1f needed. They whipped my sister once. He
had a house to lock slaves in when dey was bad. He learhed us to
reédiand write. He had a school on de plantation for his niggers.
After the days work was over, we frolicked, and Staurday afternoons
we had off to do what we wanted. We had to go to the white folks
church anc¢ set in back of de church. Corn shuckings, cotton pick-
ing and carding and quilting, the old ﬁolks had when dey had big
times and big eats.
"Weddings and funerals of slaves werc about like white folks,
Some would go walking and éinging to de grave in back of hearse or
body. There was a conjurer in ourvnéighborhood who could make you
do what he wanted, so&etimes he had folks killed. The Yankees march-
ed through our place, stole cattle, and meat. We went behind dem

and picked up lots dat dey dropped when dey left. When de war was

over, de niggers was promised small farms but dey didn't get ‘'em.
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"I have been preaching mapy years in colored iiethodist
churches. I have 7 children, 22 grand-children but no great-grand-
children.

® I think Abraham Lincol@ was a great man, and Jefferson
Pavis, too. Booker Washington was &a grand educator for the colored
race. Bishop S.D. Chappell, colored preacher of the A.M.E. church
South, one time president of Allen University &t Columbia,S.C. was
a great colored man, too. He went to‘Nashville, Tenn. as secresary-
treasurer of the Sunday School Union.

"T don't believe slavery was good --- much better for ail
of us Aow.

"I Joiﬁed the church when I was young, because I thought
it right to be a member. [ think everybody ought to Join some

church, and they ought to join early in life, when quite young."

Source: Rev. Thomas Harpef (84), Newberry,s.C., interviewed by:
e.L. Summer, Newberry, S.C. ay 21, 1937.
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ABE HARRIS

EX=-SLAVE 74 YEARS OLD,

Abe Harris lives about nine mileés southwest of the tovm of Winns-
boro, South Carolinae IHis home is a two-room frame house, with i‘ock chim- -
neys of rough x;zg,sonry a’é each gab_le ends It is ‘bhé property of Mire Daniel

-Heywarde Abe is one-fourth white and fthis mixture showsm his featurégs{
He is still vigorous and ;:apabie of l:'%ght‘ menual labore 7
"My father wes Samuel Lyles. i&y nother's name was Phenie Lylese My -
father and mother had-fifteen chillune I am de oniy one livin's De last |
one to die {ms my brother, S‘coci:klin, that tended to de rlowers and gardens
‘of people in Winnsboro for_many :;iears. Hé was found dgad,_-one mornir-l“ s in
de‘ Foftune Perk 'wéodé. | ‘A:

“hy parents b'rl'on{; to Captain Tom Lyles , in slavéry times i?‘e&.her was
>de' hog mene” He 'tended o de hOgsg dida't pasture them é_.s “they @o' nowe lMars-
ter had e drove of eighty or more in de fall. of de year befo! hog killin' time.
_They run 'bo'uf in de woods for é.c;orns,and hj.él;orj ﬁuﬁs end my fgthéf‘ had *i:o“‘

keép up wid them and brii;g_them homes He pen them, feed them, and slop then

et nighte -
"My white folks was defust white settlers in de countye De fust ons
wa.s né.xﬁe Ephré.n}, 50 I hear ’chem tell many times. They .Eough‘b ‘in allbwars dat
}}fa.vé been foughte My old merster, Tom, live up 'til de Civil E“fér and -Alt}xough
i';e c§u=3;dqft walk, he eqﬁip end pey & men %o go :in_uﬁis placee When Sherman's

men come to »ﬂdé“house, he was in bed wid a dis}qga‘};éd ‘hip. They thought he was
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shammin', playin' 'possum, so to speake One of de raiders, a Yankee, come
wid a lighted torch and say: 'Unless you give me de silver, de gold, and de
money, I'1ll burn you alive.’( Him reply: 'I haven't many more years to live.
Burn and be da.rnnedl" De Yankee was surprised at-his bravery, ordered father
to take de torch from under de bed and say: ‘'You 'bout de bravest mean I ever
see in South Carolinae!

"His wife, old Miss Mary, was sister to Congressmen Joe ¥oodward. Deir
house and plantation was out at Buckheade I was a boy eleven years old and was
in de house when he died, in 1874. IHe was de'old.est person 1 ever saw, eighty-
scvene He had several chillume ;Thomas marry Eiiza Peay, de baby of Cél,. Austin
Feay, one of de rich race horse folks. Marse Soykin marry liiss Cora Dantzler
of Urangeburge Him went to de ware. Then Nicholas,' Austin, John, and Belton,
all went to de Civil Waf. Austi'n‘was killed gt- second Eull,Run, Marse Nicholas
go to Alabama and beéomé— sheriff out dere . liarse John mé.rry Miss Norfis end was
clerk of; court here for twenty-eight yearse | |

"One of Harse John's sons is Se;nator Lyles, de éotton buyer here in Winns=-
boros De youngest boy, just a lad at freedom, marry liiss Core Ifb&. Two of ‘de‘ir
chillun marry Marse J:.m end Marse Bill lobley in Columbiae De youngest child,
liiss Rebecce marry Marse DuBose &llison in Winnsboroa

i "First ";:ime I.marlfsr Emily rKinlock and had one childe Emily diee Then I
marry Lizzie Browne ﬁs~ had six chillune When Lizzie die, I marry a widow,
vFrances Younge Us‘too old to have chillune

"I live at Rion, Se Ce Just piddle_ 'round wid chickens and garden ’c;ruek.

I sells them to de stone cutters and de mill people of Winnsboroe I's past de

age to work hard, and I'm mighty sorry dat our race was set free too soones"
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Wiinnsboroy S« Co.

ELI HARRISON
EX-SLAVE 87 YEARS.

Eii Harrison lives on a small ten-acre tract of land near Dutchman
Creek, in Feirfield County, a.pproximfely seven miles ao-utheast of Winns-
boroe The house, which "he Ms, is e smell shack or shanty coastructed
of scantlings and slabse He lives in it alone and Adoesﬁk.x‘ia own cookinge.
He has been on the relief roll for the past three years; and ekes out a
subsistence on the charity of the Longtown and Ridgewsy peoplee He is
smell, wiry, and healthy, weighing sbout 110 pounds.

" I sure has had a time a finding youl I was up here to Winnsboro
befo?! dis Welfare Society, tryin' to git a pension and they ask me who
know my agé. I tell ihexr_: a whoio lot of people out of town knows it.
Then they _g,ak if anybody in town know my> agee I gived in your name. They
say they will teke your affidavit for it and tell me to- bring dis paper
to you. | 7 » |

" _I b'long, ixi slavery, to your step-mother's people, de Harrisons,
in Longtowne. You ‘members comin®' down when I.we.s a young man and you was
a boy? Don't you ‘*member us playin® in de sand in front of de old Harri-
son house? Dat house older than you and me. 'Member how I show you how to
ca;ll de doodles from de sand? How was it? I just git down on my hands and
knees in de sand and say: 'Doédlo,-doodle, doodle, doodle, come up your
house is afire!* Them black little doodles wﬁuld come right up out of de
sand to see what gwine on up dere ‘hove de sand. Mighty glad you keeps
dat in your mem'ry, *til dis blessed day.

" I b'long to old Marse Eli Harrison, de grandpa of your step-mother.
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I was born and raised on his Wateree River plantation. They called it Har-
rison Flats, 'til de Southern Power Company and de Dukes taken over de land,
de river, ds bull-frogs, de skeeters, whoop owls, and everything else down
heres De ﬁarrisons owned dat place befo' de Revolutionary War, they saye De
skeetors run them out and de folks built a string of houses out of logs, all
'long de roadside and call it longtowne Marse John D. tell me dat, and fust
thing you know they was callin® it Longtown and dats what it ‘'s callad todaye

® 01d Marse Eli is a qz;iet man but him have two bruddere dat wasn't so
quiet. They was Marse Aaron Burr Harrison and Marse John R. Harrison. All
of them have race horses. I, bein® little, ride de horses in de races at
de last. De tracks I ride on? One was up near Great Falls, 'twsen old
Marse St;other Fords and de Martin places. De other was out from Simpsoné’
Turn Out. De Hemptons used to have horses on dese iracks.
| " My mistress name Mary. My young marsters name: Sfrlvester, Lunds-
ford, Devid, and John D. » They all dead but de old house is still dere
on dé roadside and I alone is live to tell de tale. |

" Dere‘'s 6ne thing I wents to tell you *bout old Lhrsal Johne Him
was ‘suaded by de Hamptons, ;co buy a big plantation in mssissix;vpi. Him
go out dere to raise cattle, race horses, cotion, sugar cans and niggers.
When him die, after so long a time they take him out of his gravee De Har-
rigons done built a long, big; rock, family vault in de graveyard here to
put all de dead of de family name ine Well, whet you rsckon? Why when dat
coffinnreach Ridgeway and they find it mighty heavy for just one man's body,
they open it and find Marse John's body done turned to solid rocke What you
think of dat? And what jou think of dis? They put }h:l.m in de vault in de sum-

mertimes Dat fall a side show was goin' on in Columbia, showin® a petrified
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man g you had to pay twenty-five cents to go in and éee ite. De show leave and
go up North. 'Bout Christmas, de family go together to de vault, open it; end
bless God dat rock body done got up and left dat vaulte. What you think *bout
dat? What people say? Some say one thing, some say another. Niggers all 'low,
"arse John done rose from de deade.' White folks say: *Somebody done stale
dat body of Marse John and mekin® a fortune out of it, in de side show line.'

% Well, I's told you 'nough for one day. I's impatient to git back down
yonder to them white ladies wid dis paper, so aé.to speed up dat pension as
fast as I used to speed up them race horses I use to ride on de old race

track road from Simpson's to Columbiae *
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called *wait-ment® cared for the stock and did the coogihg and other.
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REMINISCENCES

"I was born July 16, 1852 at Jeter's old mill place in |
Santuc township. The Neal's Shoal dam now mégks the site of the old
Jeter mill. My famlly consisted of my parents and an oider brother.
My mother was Mandy Clark of Union townshio; My Orandfather Clarkr
moved to the Jeter mill and ran it fer Mr. Jeter. My father, Tom
Clark, was = laborer for the Jeters and old man Tom 8ims up on -
Broad River at what was then known 2s Simstown. The Tgm Sims and
Nat Gist families-owned everyﬁhing in santuc township uﬁfii'their
lands blt the Jimmie Jeter place.

"ivhen I was twelve, my father went to the Confederate war.

Ee Joined the Holcombe Legion of Union County and they went immed-
iately to Charleston,‘They drilled near the village of_santuc,in'

what was then called Julligan's 0ld Field, now owned by Rion.Jeter;

This was the only mustering ground in our part of the county. The

" soldiers drilled once a week, and fof the 'general nmuster, all of

the companies from Sedaiia and Cross Keys come there oﬁce‘d month

_During the summer time they had what they czlled general drill for

a week‘br ten days;,Of course on phis occasion the soldiefs camped

- over the fleld in covered wagons. Some came in buggies. Slaves, .

menial duties for their masters.

"The general store at Santuc and-the store at the Cross
Rogde at Fish Dam did good business during the summer while the
soldiers were in camp. The 'cross roadst have long been done away

with at Fish Dam. The store was under a big oak in front of the




Reminiscences -- (Charlie Harvey)

house now owned and lived in by W.H. Gist. The Cross Roads were
made by the Fish Dam Ferry Road and the 0ld Ninety-Six Road. They
tell me that the old Ninety-Six Road was started as an Indian trail
by the Cherokee Indians, way yonder before the Revolution. I have
been told that a girl named Emily Ceiger rode that ninety=six miles
in one day to carry a message to an American.géneral.‘The message
kept the general and his army from being captured by the red-coats.
| "Nea;Athe Kay Jeter place jﬁst be;ow the Ninety-six road |
there was a small drill ground. The place is now known as the Pitt-
man place and is owned by the wife of Dr. J.T. Jeter of Santuc, I
believe. MNr. 'Kay' would éend a siave on & horse or a hule to noti-'
fy the menrto come and drill there. Froﬁ here they went on to-
Muiligén's Field some five or six miles away for the big drills.
As I have told you, Mulligants TField wés the big field for all that
_countrysidé.vrhey féli-me that the same drilling tactics used then
and“there,.afe the same gséd right down yonder at Camp Jackson. |
"For about four of five years after'ﬁhe Confederate War,
we had_ver&\littlglﬁo eat. Ve had given:everything wé could to tﬁé
soldiers,,After_the 'May Surrender' there came a big-flocdwahd,
washed;evegythiqg away, and the crops were so p:omising that August.
iﬁs:you know; that was in '65;“Th¢'rains and the high water destroy-
-~ ed evefything.;l do not-bélieve that Broad River and the Forest
and Tyger have ever been as ﬁ@éh before'or‘Since. ) V- | |
N "On'HenderSon'é Island they saved no'liVéé%ock at all.
They sttgid"magagé to save themselves. They had 2 hard time getting
the slaves to,the>mainlahd. Mrs. Sallie Henderson, her step-son, ‘
qgég and her son, Jim, and daqghter.vLyde were in the Henderson

house when the;freshetféame down upon them. They had to go up on

. the second floor of their house but the water came up théré.




"Mr. Ben Hancock was the ferryman at Henderson's Ferry at
this time. Now you know, Henderson's Ferry is on the Enoree just
above where it empties into the Broad. Henderson's Island is in the
middle of Broad River in full sight of where old LEhoree goes into
the channel of the Broad, Well, Wr. Pancoo& was the best boatman in
his day. He knew about the Hendersons, so he -tried to go to them
but failed the first three times. The fourth time, he got to the house,
When he got there, he found the whites and twenty-five slaves trap- o
ped With them. . '” 7

"A barrel of flour had caught in the stalrway that had
Vwashed‘down the Piver from somewhere above. This was pulled_up-<
stairs and that is whaf’Mrsd Henderson fed her family and sla&es on
for about‘five days, or until they were rescued by'Mr. Hancock.
Capt.'Jadk blew'his opossum.horn every two houis throughout;the
day and nlght to let thﬂ people over on the malnland know that they
were still safe. | | '
| '"For’themreSt'pf.that year;‘river folks had verfvlittie to
eat until food—crops»were broduced the nextrspring.
_ o "y own father was shot down for the flrst time at the
Second Battle of Manassas. Here he got a llck over his legt eye that"
‘was. about the size of & bullet; but he said that he thought the llck
~came from a bit of shell They carrled hlm to a temporary make-shlft
hospital that had been ;mprovised behlnd the breastworks. 4 soldier
who was recovering from a wound nursed him as best he could. |

”The second time my father was wounded was in Kingston,N C.
‘He‘shot a Yankee from behind a tree and he saw the blood spurt from
him as he fell. Just about that time he saw another Yankee behind a
' tree 1eve11ng a gun at him., Pather threw up his gun but too late,
the'Yankee shot and toré his arm all to pieces.,Tpe bullet went



through his arm and struck the corner of his mouth knocking out
part of his jaw bone. Then it went under the neck vein and finally
it came out on his back knocking a hole in one of his shoulder
blades large enough to lay your two thumbs in. His gun stock was
also cut into. He lay on the battlefield fof 8 whole day and night;
then he was carried to a house where some kind ladies acting as hurges
cared for him for over four months.vHe_was sent hbme»and,dismissed
from the army just a mile below Maybinton, S8.C. in Newberry County.—
Father was unabie to do any kind of work for?over tﬁo years. The
war closed a year after ‘he got home. From that time on I cared for
. my mother and father. | A
- "We.had mpved,to the plantation of ur. Ben Maybin in May-
"binton before my father was sent hbmé wounded Father lived ﬁntil )
- March, 1lst, 1932 when he died at the ripe old- age of 102, When he
“died we were llVlng at one of the Jeter plantutlons near Kelley's
Chapel in Fish Dam townshlp, one-half mile from Old Nlnety-Six
Road. Father is buried at Kelley's Chapel.

"Mr. Harvey has a bullet that Gov. Scott issued to the
neéfoés during reconstruction tlmes when he was governor of:South

"

~ Carolina under the carpetbag rule. scott issued these bullets to
the»ﬁégrnes to”kill:ahd plunder withu Er.'HafVeyA;ayé that bqllets
like this onewére the cause of méqy Aegrdés finding’théir graves -
.in thé botttm of‘Broad'River Mr Harvey, so it is said is -still
&a KE‘Klux. They were the chief 1nstruments in E,ettlnD hlm.lnto ‘the
County Home of Union in 1925*’Hm'w':"7_ |

"The Ku Klux made é boat twenty five feet long to carry

;the“negroes,dowq the river. They would take the negroes' own guns,




 after his death. It hurtsthem too much, for Stonewall's men loved

Reminiscences ** (éhérlielﬂarvey)‘

most of them had two guns, and tie the guns around their necks in‘ 7
the following manner: The barrei of one gun was tied with wire
around the negro's neck, agg\;he stock of the other gun was fastened
with wire around_thevnegro's neck. When the eéptain WouldAsax,
'A-M~E-N', over the sigé ofkthe boét the negro wént,fﬁith his guhs
and bullets taking him to a watery grave in the bottom of Broad
River. The wooden parts of the guns would rot, and sometimes the
bodies would wash down on the rocks at Neai’s~$hoais,what was théd

Jeter's 0ld Mill. Old gun stocks have béen taken from there as

mementoes.,

"Bill Fitzgerald was my first Ku Klux Captain. He organ-
ized the clan in Newberry. When I came to the Klan over on the
Union side, Jedge W.H. Wallace and Mr. Isaac McKissick were leaders..

"fhen we got the negroes.from the county jail, the same

jail that we have now, that were arrested for kil}ing Matt Stevens,
I broke the lbck on the jail door. Buck Allen was the blacksmith.
He held>a éledﬂe_hammer under the lock while I threw a steel hammer

overhanded on the lock to break it.-

"T thlnk Abe Lincoln would have done the uouth some - goeod if

A they ha& let him live. He had a . kind heart and Knew what su;t‘ferlnb was.

h

, Lee would have won the war if the mlghty Stonewall Jackson had lived.
Stonewall was aheag of them all. I had two uncles, Jipp and Charlie
Clark in Stonewallts company. They<woﬁld never talk much about him

,n;m‘so,mnchfzJeffﬂbavis was a’greatiman,”too:" - o | ‘1~“Qg

N _ B Tt

%fuw.,charlie Jetf ‘Harvey, Rt.4, Box 85, Union, 8. C.
'%exviﬁwar dwell Sius, Union, S.C. 8/18/3!.
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ELIZA HASTY

EX=-SLAVE 85 YEARS OLDe

E"li_z»a Hasty lives with her son-_inélaw and her‘ daughter, Philip
ioore and Deisy Moore, in en old time ante bellum hom;. It hé.s‘ two stories,
eight rooms, and front and back piazzas, supported by s]iender white pos/'i;‘sA
or columse. It is the old William Douglas homestead, now owned by John De
Hobley. He rents it #o Philip lMoore, a irell_ beﬁa_.ved Negro citizen, who,
out of respect for his nxoﬁhef-in;-law, Eliza, suppor’csﬁ;f in the sore triels
end helpledsness of blindne‘ss.‘ar.lld old ages The home is five miles southeast
of Bla._cksfock, Se Co ‘ |

| V"Boss., you is & good lookin' man, from de sound of yoﬁr voice. Blind

folks has Ways of £indin' out things {:hat them wid sight knorw nothin’ ;b;iut
and nobody cen aplaim ﬁe Zii»li_iuine-zs:s~ sharpens dé hearin', _'éreases de tech; -
, prickles &e skin;_qui;:‘kens de tas_’qe s and give§ you de ‘nose of a set‘bex; ,4'.’po:‘r.n’cer
or hound dqg. Was 1 alwé.ys blind? Jesusj, nol I just rg‘ot de 'f‘lic‘aion__ several
_years‘agoA. | 1 see well enoggh, when ;I wés a young gal,b to pick out a preachéf |
for my fust husbands So I didl How meny time; I been married? Ju_s“'t;’cwo
times; both ‘husbends deeds Tell you 'bout them uirectly. | |

"What c;.a:b? Er }1&, he, hs, ha, er ha, ha, hal Oh Jesus, you mekes me
1auﬁh, whrbe folksl De idea of my lossin' my s1ght a lobkin® 'round for & |

third husbs.nd& You sho' is agreeable. Am't been so tickled since 7_de gqcen' -

‘_’clme I was a widow. You-know my secon' husband was bad after blind tiger liquor,

and harlot eyed, bre.ssy, hussy women.

“Well 1, I comes down %o v‘L:Lnnsboro todey to seey I should sey- to find out,

?'ca,usé you ]mow» I can't see, 'bout de pension’ théy. is givin' out to de aged

o

and blind. My white folks say dat you wanne see me end here I ise
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"Yes sir, I was born two miles south of Woodwsrd and one mile

south of old Yonguesville, on de Sterling place. I born e slave of old
Morse John Ste;'ling. Him heve & heed as red as a pecker-;wwod bird dat
just de=-sash-sheys 'round de top of dead trees, and make sich a rat=ta- _
te-tapde after wormse His way of gittin' his meat for dinners My mis-
tress neme Betsy. Deir fust child wes Robert, dat never marry; him teach -
nearly every school in Fairfield County, off and on befo' he diede Them
dere was young Marster Tom, small little man, dat'cérr&_his Saceeder
’iigion so far, him become 'furisted and carry det 'ligion right up and
into de Secession War. MNake a good soldier, tool Génaral Brattbz;call

him, 'My Little Hackass of de Sharp Shooters'd Marse Tom proud of det

name, from de ‘mouth of a great man lak Genersal John Brattone

"Marse Tom hea.rd de fust gun fire at Fort Sumter, and laid down

his gun, him say, under & big horse apple tree at_ 'Appl_emt‘cox'.

| "Miss Sallie, one of de chillun, marry Mre Chris Elder, of Black=

- stocke Miss Hepzibah, they _call_her Heppié s MArry e man “na.med Boyd,. in

Chester Cowntys - Miss Mary Izabella, they oell her Dell, marry liarse John

Douglas H they are de ‘cestors of dat very angel whose house us is settm‘

sl

’m r:\.ght dis m:.nute. Her name is Martha but when grown—up s they sublet

(mea.n:mg cha.nge) det name to Ma‘ctle , and when her mrry, her beoome Mrse

Thomas P¢ Brysone Her is a—mdow,. :_]U.S‘b 1ak I is a widowe De- only difi‘erence
is.“I’s black end her is white. - Her can see well enough to run -a.fter an_d_

ketch a.no’cher man, but I's blind and cen't see a man, much less chase after

hime So dere it :Ls& What for you leughin! 'bout? No laughin' busmess

wid me. - o - . -
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"My pappy no b'long to Marse John Sterling: him slave of de
Stinsons. Ha'vg to git a pass to come to see my mammy, Merye Him neme
hlecke After de ﬁve.r him take de name of Alexander Roseboro. Him lak a
big long meme dat would make folks set up ‘end take notlce of hime

"Us live in a little log-house wid e dirt floors Us had mighty
poor beds, I tell yous Us just had planks to lay de wheat straw mattress
one Pillows? De plllows wes just a,mrthn.ng you could sna'bch and put under

_your heads “Yes sir, us hed nlent‘y to eats

"They tstruct us in de~shor’c’_cate'chism, meke ug go, . _’cb ‘church, aﬁd
sit up in de gallery_andr Jine in de singin' on Sundayse Us was well ‘'tended
to when s;’nck; Marster didn't have many slaves. "Member's only“two they ha's;e s
‘sides us; they was Uncle Ned ;md Cindy. Seem lak dere was gnothéf. Oh- Yesl
Ig wasA'Fred s & all "ro-ur'xd de'cr,ea.fi.on boyh,. t§ do anything' and every'i:hiné. _
'He was a sorte, shir'b-tall boy det pestered me- some’clme wid gob—boo eyes »
standin' in de kitchen door s drepnin' his’ welo*ht from one foot to de other,
a lookin' at me while I was = chur_nm' or wasgm‘ de‘ dishese Dat Dboy both -
box-ankle and kmock-kneed. When yoﬁ heer him comin' from de“horsev iot to de
house, ;115 legs talk to one another, jﬁs’c' lak se.yin'i "You lob me pass dis
time, I let you pass ne'x". time.' 1 let you know I hed no time for dat apel
When I did éi'l: 'fea.dy to merry, 1 fly high as & eagl_e end ketch & p—reacher
“of de Wordl Who it was? Him was & Baptis’ b;'eacper » neme Solo‘mh Dixonse
- 5épec’c you hear tell of hime No? Well s him b'long, in slavery time, to
your A.un;b Roxio'sa.,peéple_ in Liberty Hill, Kershaw County. You 'members your
“Aunt Roxié dat marry Marse Ed De Mobley, her fust cousin, don't you?

"I love Solomon and went down under de water to be buried wid hm in -
ba.ptism, 1 ‘sho' did, and I come up out of dat water to be united wid him in

' iv_é&ldck. ”'ﬂhe_n us marry, him have on a long=teil coat, salt sand pepper trousers,




box=-toed shoes, andla red lead pencil over his ear, just as long as de
one I 'spects you is writin' wid, tho' I can't see ’i;b.

"How I dressed? I 'members 'zactly. I wore a blue w;orsted shirt,
over a red underskirt, over a white _1inen petticoat wid tuckers Ae.’c de hen,
just a little long, to show good and white 'long wid de blue of de skirt
and de red of de underskirts - Dese all come up to my waist and wes held
together by de string dat held my bustle in nlace. Al} dis and my corset
wes hid by de sunow white élea‘bed pique bodice, dat draéped gracefully from
my shoulders. (Round my neck was a string of green jade beadss. I wore red
stockin's and my foots was sfuck_:‘in'soift s bléck, clroth,A gaiter shoess

"My- go-ewey-hat wes 'stonishment to everybody. It was made out of
re_d'plush velvet and trimmed wid white satin aribbons. VIn de front, a ostrich
feather -sﬁtbodup high and two big turkey f_eathers flanked de sidese Oh s de |
treasures of memo;'y- to de blindl I;s happy to sit here and talk to you |
"bout'dat,dayi I sho' is} |

t-‘Us‘ live at Ma-rse John Douglas for a time and dat’?s where my fust
childeas borne I name her for your Aﬁnt Roxie, tho' 1 give her de full
neme ,7R6’xamia Dixon; Her mrry John Craige - They live on yox‘;r wgra.ndpe.
‘Woodward's old 'Nivckey' place, fo;J.r miles southeabt: éf Blé.ckstock. I had
s.notier beby and I namé her Daisy; Her marry Philip Moore. I lives Wld
) 'bh_ém in ';ie old fWirllié.r’n Dougles mensions Neerly ell de white folks }ea;ﬁri*

.de country dese days a.ﬁd de colored fc;lks giﬁs*de fine counpbyy housés t;a

live ine. - | I ' B
—,, "Well, after de yea'ré' fly by, my husband, rSdlomcm_., go to de mension

) prepé.f_ed ‘for him #nd me in hebben. I wait é. ;;reg.r '_a.;d a day and marry William

Hostye Maybe I was a little hasty 'bout dat, biﬁ; 'spects it was my fates




Him drink liquor end you know dat don't run to de still waters of peace
end happiness in de home. [Him love me, I no doubt dat, but he get off to
de bar room at Blackstock, or-de still house in bottom lands: set drunk
and spend his money. De Bible say dat kind of dr&wsiness ;oon clgthe a
maﬁ in rags. Him dead now. God rest his soull |

"De Yankees comes They took notice of ﬁe& They was a bé& lot dat
disgrace Mr. Lincoln dat sent them heree They insult women both white and
tlack, but de Lord was mindful of his own. N

- "I knows nothin' else to tell you, 'less you would be pleased to hear

'bout what de cyclone did to my cld missus end de old Sterling house. Some-

where 'bout 1880's one of them super knockshal (equinoctial) storms come 'long,

commencin' over in Alébama or Georgis, crossed de Savenneh River, sweep through

South Carollna, 1ay1n' trees to de ground, cuttln' a path a quarter of a mile

-wide, as it traveled from west tO’east. Every house it tech, 1t carry de. planks_

and shingles an@'sills and joists 'way wid it. ‘De old Sterling house was in de-

reth. Dere wes a big oak tree in de front yards. 0ld miss and her son, Robert,

was dere and Miss Hepbie, granddaughter; wes in dat houses De storm hit dat

house ‘bout 90 clock det nlght and never left a bit of it, 'cept some of de

brickse Some of de'logs and sills was found de nex' day over at de other side -

of de railroad“%rack. bome of - de plenks we.s found six miles east, some of de

shlngles across Catawba Rlver, 25 miles east, and curious to say, de wlnd blow="

ed old miss ageinst dp,big oak tree and kill‘her.m It blowed Miss Hepp@e in de

top of dat tree where ahe wes settin' a cryin' snd couldn't glt down, and it

never harm~a hair of Marse Robert's heads Him 1ook 'round for Miss Hepple,

“couldn't find her, went off to get help, and‘when they come back, they have 50

git a ladder froﬁ did Mr, Bob lobley's house to git her down.




"Well, here comes my daughters. I hear ome outside but I bet you
don't hear a thinge Dats deir steps I hear. Glad for you to meet them.
They is mighty fine gals, if I do have to sey so. They come up wid good
white folks » de 1ills's Merse Jim Mills heve family pmy;r in de mormin'
and family Aprayer befo' they go to bed. Dat was de fust thing wid him
and de last thing wid de Mills' family. If ell de families dé dat waj;

dere would be de answer to de pmy:gr, 1Dy kingdom come, Dy will be done,

-

on earth,as %tis in hebben'.
"Well, give mv my sticke. Here they is. I bids you goodbye and

God bless you." o _ S S K
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‘Personal interview with Aunt Dolly Haynes, age 91
Arthurtown, S. C,
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AUNT DOLLY HAYNES
EX-SLAVE, 91 YEARS OLD, ARTHURTOWN S. C.

(B} :
I nebber wuz no rockin' chailr setter., I aint nebber had no time

to set down and do nuthin'. I wuz born at Euta South Carolina., We
belong to Marse Charlie Baumer, My Ma died and lef four motherless
chillun but de missus wuz mighty good to us- 6a11 us her chillun.

Pa rung de bell on de plantation fur ter wake de slaves up fur to

go to de fiel'. My Missus wuz blind but she wuz a mighty kin' ledy.
¥ek de cook bring plate of vittals to see ef it wuz heavy nough for
her little chillun,

"After freedom all us moved wid de Marse and Missus to Childs,
South Carolira and I mar'd Paul Haynes, who belonged to old Colonel
Hamptons

"Paul wanted to preach but nedder of us had no learnin' an!
I say to Paul, 'Does you think you got nough learnin' to lead a
flock of people? I don' wan' you to git up an' mek me shame.,' I tell
him to go to de Benedicts an' see what book he needs to study, come
by town bring me a pair of broggans for me, 'cause I wuz a-gﬁinerfo
wuk and he wuz a-gwine %o school. For t'ree long years I plowed de
farm an' sent Paul to de Benedicts 'til he wuz edicated., De briasrs
cut my legs an' de breshes tore my skirt, but I tuck up de skirt an'
plow‘right on 'til I bought my little farm. Paul bin dead now 'bout
twelve years, but he preached right up to de day he died,

"I got a neffu but I lives alcne, wen deys some one in de

house I puts down and dey picks up- I cleans up and dey tears up.
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I don' owe nobody nuthin'. Wen de nurvus spells leaves me an' I
feels a little strong 1n de legs I wuks mah garden. I loves to be
doin! somethin' to keep clean, 'cause I jes eint no rockin chair

setter".
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LINEY HENDERSON

Ex-8lave, 70 Years 390376

"Accordin to de way dey figures up my age, dey say I
70 now en I believes dat right, too, en de government
ought to give me somethin., When we was born, de white folks
put us chillun age down in de Bible en I know from dat I been
19 years old de year of de shake. GCose I gets clothes give
to me, but no help no more den dat en éll dis here‘wood en
coal bill put on me. Nd,mam, ain' got no support to help me
out no time, But justice will plum de line some day. I just
gwine leave it in de hands of de Lord. Ain' gwine cry over it."

"I tell you, I been wid white folks all my days en I was
properly cared for long as I been in aey'prptection;_ I suffers
now‘more»den I is ever think bout would come to'me. Yés;mam,
I done raise over 20 head of white chillun. Dat de God truth.
I been in de white folks kitchen all my cays en if I feel right,
I think dey ought to take of me in my old age. I don' brag on
myself, but if I could work like I used to, I wouldn' ax nothin
from nobody. I had a family of white people to send for me de
other week to come en live wid dem en dey would take care of
me, but I never had nobody to trust aun' S8allie wid. You see,
child, she such a helpless, poor creature just setfin dere in
dat bed all de time en can' see to do one thing widout I give
her my hand, Oose de government helps aun' Sallie, but dat
aint' me, En, ﬁoney, I ain' even able to stend up en iron, I

has dis rheumatism so bad, It nurts me so terrible at night,
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I has to keep my foots out from under de cover. It a sort
of burnin rheumatism like, Yes,mam, it dées WOorry me right
emart,"

"Oh, my Lord, I was raise down dere to old Dr. Durant
Plantation. Yes,mam, dem Durants had everything right to dey
hand. Never had to want for a glass of water or nothin en
didn' none of Dr. Durant's colored people never had no trouble
wid de law from de time de law take care to dis. I remember
01d Massa would always kill his plantation people a cow on de
fourth of July en couldn' never count de number of hogs dey
would have, dere be so many. Honey, dey would take dem hogs
up dis time of de year from out de swamp en put dem in dey
fattenin pen. Lord, Lord, de many a time dat I been see dem -
take buéket on a bucket of milk to dat pen. When my mother
was dere helpin dem, dey used to been a week to a time tryin
up lard eh makin blood puddin en sausage en joinin up ears en
thingé like dat. Yes,mam, all dey plantation niggers what been
helpin dat day set for hog killin would eat to de white folks
yard. Dey would just put two or three of dese big wash pot
out in de yardren;full dem up wid backbone-en haslets en rice
to satisfy dem hungry niggers wid en would bake de corn bread
to de Missue kitchen. I mean dey would have hog killin days
den, too. Would have dese long old benches settin out dere
under de trees to work on - long benches, child. Some days,
dey would kill 15 hogs en some days, dey would kill 20 hogs
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en I mean dey was hogs, not pigs. De number dey would kill
would be accordin to how many hands was helpin de day dey
pick to kill. You see, dey would kill dem one day en hang
dem up en den dey would set de next day to cut dem up. Oh,
dey would hang dem up right out to de eyes of everybody en
didn! nobody never have no mind to bother nothin. My Lord,
couldn' trust to do nothin like dat dese dayse. En dey had
de nicest homemade butter en whip cream dere all de time.
feemg like things was just more plentiful en dey was better
in dat day en time."

"It just like I tellin you, it de way of de past, every-
thing bad to be carried out right on Dr. Durantis plantaﬁion.
When‘ ‘freedom come here, dere couldn'! no head never get dem-
colored peoplé to leave from dere. Yes,mam, dey great grand--
chillun dere carryin on to dis very day. Dem Durant chillun
ain' never had to hunt for no hand to do somethin for dem.
Yeg,mam, my white folks had dey own colored people graveyard
what was corn crated in en it still dere right now. When one
 of de colored people on de plantation Would die, dey white
folks would be right dere to de funeral. En it de biessed
truth, old Dr. Durant had his own carpenters right dere on de
plﬁntation to make de corpse boxes en line dem en all dat en

dig de graves. Dat was a day, honey, en dat a day gone from

here, I say."
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"I ain' never been one of dese peck abouts when I was
comin on cause I didn! done nothin, but nurse de white folks
chillun dat was comin up. Yes,mam, I would go all bout wid
de white people. Dey never didn' leave me home. Lofd, de
chillun what I nurse, dey got seven en eighé???dchillun of
dey own now. Like I been'tellin you, some of dem beg me to
come en }ive wid dem, but my God, I can' struggle wid dem
chillun no more after I done wash baby breeches all my best |
days, so to speak. Yes, my Lord, dem chillun would get dey
10:30 lunch in de mornin en I been get mine, too. Ain' never
had to work in de field in all my life. Anybody can tell you
dat what know me." |

I has a little boy stayin here wid me en aun' Sallie
what was give to me., I don! never think hard of de people
for not fuasin bout him stayin here cause he helps me so much,
‘No,mam, I know his mother fore she die en he been stayin wid
his aun' en she chillun en dey treat him mean. He been raise
to himself en he can' stand no other chillun en he come home
from school one day en ax me to let him stay here wid me. No,
child,»he ain' no trouble cause de Lord give me dat child. He
can stay out dere in datlyard right by himself en play all day
fore he would ever get dirty up."

"Well, I tell you, I don' know hardly what to say bout
how de world gwine dese days. I just afraid to say bout it.
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I know one thing, I used to live better, but President
Roosevelt, seem Iike he tryin to do de right thing. But
if I could be de wholeijudge of de world, I think de best
‘thing would be for de people to be on dey knees en prayin.
De people talkin bout fightin all de time en dis here talk
bout fightin in de air, dat what got my goat. Might lay
down at night sound en wake up in de mornin en find us all
in destructiveness., I say, de Lord all what can save dis

country."

Pource: Liney Henderson, age 70, colored, Marion, S.C.

Personal interview by Annie Rutn Davis, Nov., 1937.
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JIM HENRY
EX-SLAVE 77 YEARS OLD.

Jim Henry lives with his wife, Mary, in a four-rpom freme house, three
miles southeast of Winnsboro, S. Ce He owns the house and nine acres of land.
He has only one arm, the other having been amputated twenty years agae He em-
ploys & boy to plough, and he and his wife meke a living‘ on the propertye.
"I was born in the Bratton slave quarter, about six miles northeast of
Winnsboroe. I was born a slave of General John Brattone Tﬁe use to tell me I
come from 'stinguished stock, dat he bought my father, Jemes, from de Patrick
Henry family in Virginiae. Dat's de reason my peppy and us took dat neme after
freedome
"My mother, Silva, .and her mother, was bought from de Rutledge family
in Charleston, by General Brattone My grandfather, on my mother's side, was
name Edwerd Rutledgee No,sir, I don't mean he was a white @; he just ginger-
cake coloi'. so my mother say. My papp;s_r say his father wes a full-blooded Indi-
an, so, dat mskes three bloods in my veins, white folks, Indien folks, and Negro
| folks. Derefore,us been thrifty like de white man, crafty like de Indi#.ns s and
hard workin' like de Negroes.

"In slavery time,us lived in one of de nice log houses in de Bratton qﬁ‘ar-
terss Our beds was pole beds, wid wheat straw ticks, amnd cotton pillows. De
Brattons was always sheep raisers, and us had woolen blankets and woolen clothes
in de. wintere. My mother was one of de seamstresses; she make clothes for de
slave;. Cov;rse?;I'm tellin' you what she tell me, mostlye I was too little to

'member much 'bout slevery time. 411 de little niggers Ffun . fround in deir shirt-

tails in summer time; never work eny, just hunt for grapes, muscadines, straw-
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berries, chinquapins, hickory nuts, calamus root, slippery elmer (elm) bark,
wild cherries, mulberries, and red and black haws, and was as happy as de days
was longe

"I just cen 'member de Yenkeese Don't ‘member dat they was so bads You
knmow they say even de devil ain't as black as he is painteds De Yankees did take
off all de mules, cows, hogs, and sheep, and ransack de smoke=house, but they
never burnt a thing at our places Folks wonder at date »Soxﬁe say it was 'cause
General Bratton was a high 'gree masone | |

"While Marse John, who was a Confederate General, was off in de war, us
had overseerse They made mother and everybody go to do fielde De little chillum
wae.s put in charge, in de daytime, wid an old 'maume', as they called them in them
dayse Dere was so ma.nj, twenty-five or thirty, dat they had to be fed out of dooré.
At sundown they was 'sembled in e tent, and deir mammies would come and git them |
and take them homee Dere used to be some scrappin! over de i)ot liquor dat weas
brought out in bi'g ‘panse De little chillun would scrouge around wid deir tin- cups
and dip into de pa.'n for de bean, pea, or turnip pot liquore Some funny scraps
took place,wid de old maume btryin' to separate de squallin', pushin'!, fightin'
chillun.

"Re overseers was Wade Rawls and & lMr. Timmse Aiter freedom, us moved to
Winnsboro, to Dre Will Bratton's farm near Mte Zion Collsges I went t§ school to
" lire Richerdson and Miss Julia TFripp, white teachers employed by northern white
peoplees I gof very 'ligious 'bout det time, but de bremd got ell rubbed out, when
us went to work for Major Woodwerde. His ligion was to play de fiddle, go fox
huntin', end ride 'round gittin' Negroes to wear a red shirt end vote de democrat
tickete I went 'long wid him and dome my part. They tell a tale on Marse Tom

Woodward and I *spects it's true:

"He was rumnin' for some kind of office and was goin', nex' day, up in de
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dark corner of Fairfield to meet peorle. Him hear dat a old fellow name Urish
VWright, controlled all de-votes at dat box and dat he was a fox hunter to beat de
bend. He 'quire 'round, 'bout Mre Wright's dogse He find out dat a dog name 'Ring
Smith'! wes de best 'strike'. Jolly ﬁx;ight wa.s cie name of de cold-‘trailer'!, and
lolly Clowney was de fastest dog of de packe Marse Tom got all dis well in his
mind, end nex' day rode up to old Mre Wright's, 'bout dinner timee

"De 0ld man had just come in from de field. larse Tom rode up to de gate
end say: 'Is dis Dre Wright?' De old man say: 'Dat's what de people call me
'round heres' Marse Tom say: 'My name is Woodwards I am on my first political
legs, and am goin' 'round to see and be seen, if not by everybody, certainly by -
de most prominent and 'fluential citizens of each section.' Then de 0ld man say:
'Git dovme Git downe You are a monstrous likely mene I'1l take you in to see
Pinky, my wife, and we'll see whé't she has to say 'bout ite! |

"Marse Tom got down off_his horse and was a goin' to de house talkin' all
de time 'bout oropse Spyin' de dogs lyin' 'round in de shade, him say: 'Dre
Wright, I am & 'culiar mene I _love de ladies end admire them much but, if you'll
pardon my Weélmess, e fine hound dog comes nearer perfection, in my eye, than any-
thing our Father in heaven ever made to live on this green earthl!

" 1And .what do you Imow 'bout hounds?' Old man Urieh asked, turnin' from de
_house and followin' Merse »_'_Bom to where de dogs wese Narse Tom set downe Pe whole
pack come to where he was; sniffed and smelt him, and wag deir tails in a friendly
waye Marse Tom say: 'What is de name of dis dog? Ring Smith, did you sey, Doctor?
An uncommon ‘fi'.ne dog he seems to mee Ir de“re'be eny truth ia signs, he_ oughta be a
good strikes' De 0ld man reply: 'Good strike, did you say? If dere was 5,000
dogs here, I would bete.milliondollers dat ng Smith would open three miles ahead

of the best in de bunche And you might go befo! a trial justice and sweat it wes
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a fox, when he opened on de trail,!

"Marse Tom nex' examined de pale black and tan dog, which was Jolly Wright,
de coldest trailers eelin' his nose and eyein' him all over, he sa.y' at last: 'Dr.
Wright, 1 think dis is one of de most remarkable dogs I has ever seen. I would say
he is de coldest brailer of your pack?!

" 'Coldest, did you say? Why he cen smell them after they have been along
three or four weeks.' Molly Clowney was nex' picked out by Marse Tom, and come in
for his turne ‘Here ought to be de epple of yoﬁr eyes, Dre Wright,! say liarse Tom,
‘for if 1 know anything 'bout dogs, this is the swiftest animal ‘da-b ever run on
four feete Tell me now, honor bright, can't she out run anything in these parts?®

" 'Run, did you say? Noe. She can't run & bite But dere ain't a crow nor a
turkey buzzerd, det ever crossed de dark corner, dat can hold a candle to her flyinte
I've seen her run under them and.outrun deir shedows meny times. Dinner is 'bout
ready, and I want you to meet Pinky.'

"Marse Tom was took in de house end de old men led him 'round like a fine
horse at & show or ‘fa_ir. "Why, Pinky, he is smart; got more sense than all de
cendidates put togethere He is kin to old preacher Billy Voodwerd, de smartest
man, 1 heard my deddy seay, in Europe, Asis, Africa, North Americe, or South America.!'
They say Marse Tom promised befo! he left to pass a bill dat no fence was to be
higher than five rails, to suit fox hunterse Then de old man tell Miss Pinky to
bring his fiddle, and he played 'De Devil'é Dream's When he finished, Marse Tom
greb de fiddle and plé.yed: 'Hell Broke Loose In Georgia', wid such power and skill
det de old man, Uriah, hugged Miss Pinky and cut de 'Pigeon Wing‘ all over de floore.
Marse Tom, they say, carry every vote at dat dark corner box.

"I fall in love with Mary Halle Got her, slick as a foxe Us had ten chil-
lune ~E.’x.gh‘l: is livin'e Robert is at de Winnsboro Cotton Millse FEd in de same

placees Estelle marry a Ford, and has some land near Winnsboro. Maggie marry a
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Pickett. Her husband took her to Washington. Joln Wesley is at Greensboros
Florence marry & Barber and lives in Vinston Salem, Ne Ce Charley is in Winns-
poro. Corinne marry a lcDuff and is in Winnsboroe ‘

"liighty glad to talk to you, and will come some dey and try to bring you

a 'possume You say you would like to have one 'bout Thanksgivin' Day?"
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STORIES FROM EX-SLAVES

"Yas Sir, my ole Marster had lets o! land, a big planta-
tion down at Lockhart whar I was born, called de Herndon Plan-
tation. Den he livevin a big house jes' outside o! Union,'
called t*Herndon Terrace', and 'sides dat, he was de biggest
iawyer dat was in Union. W

"Furs' 'membrance was at de age o' three when as yet I
couldn't walk none. My mother cooked some gingerbread. She
told de chilluns to go down a hill and git her some oak bark,
De furs' one back wid de bark r'ud git de fufs' gingerbread
cake dat was done. My sister sot me down, a slidding down de
side o' her laag, atter she had carried me ﬁid her down de |
side o' de hill. Dem big chaps started to fooling time away.

I grab up some bark in my hand and went toddling and a crawl-
ing up to de house. My mother seed me a crawling and toddling,
and she took de bark out'n my hand and let me pull up to de do'.
She cook de gingerbread, and when de other chilluns got back,

I was a setting up eating de furs' cake,

"She put gingerbread dough in a round oven dat had laags
on hit. It looked like a skillet, but it never had no handle.
It had a 1id to go on de top widAa groove to hold live coals.
Live coals went under it, too. Mother wanted oak chips and bark,
tcause dey made sech good hot coals and clean ashes.

#Pots biled in de back o' de chimney, a hanging from a

pot rack over de blazing fire. It had pot hooks to git it down.
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"Bread was cooked in a baker like de ginger‘cake was. Dey
roasted both kinds o' 'taters in de ashes and made corn bread
in de ashes and called it ash cake, den.

"Us lived in & one-room log house. Fer de larger families,
dey had two rooms wid de fire place in de middle o' de room.
ur'n was at de end by de winder. It had white or red oak, or
pine shingles to kivver de roof wid. 0' course de shingles was
hand made, never know'd how to make no other'n. |

"All beds was corded. Along side de railings, dar was holes
bored to draw de ropes through, as dese was what dey used in dem
days instead o' slats. Ropes could be stretched to make de bed
lay good. Us never had a chair in de house. My paw made benches
fer us to set by de fire on. Marse Zack let de overseer git planks
fer us. My paw was called Lyles Hern&pn. We'héd a large‘plank
table dat paw made. Never had no mirrows. Went to de spring to
see ourselfs on a Sunday morning. Ne%er had no‘séch things as
dressers in dem days. All us had, was a table, benches and beds.
And my paw made dem. Had plenty wood fer fire and pine knots fer
lights when de fire git low or stop blazing.

"Us had tallow candles, Why ev'ybody know'd how to make
taller candles in demyéays; dat wudd'n nothing out>de ordinary.
All you had to do, was to kill a beef aund take de taller from
his tripe and kidneys. See, it delfat you.gits aﬁd boil it out.
Stew it down Jjes' as folks does hog larq dése days. De candle
moulds was made out'h tin. Fer de wicks, all de wrapping string
was saved up, and dar wasn't much wrapping stfing in dem times.
Put de string right down de midcdle o' de mould and paur de hot

.

taller all around it. De string will be de wick fer de candle.
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Den de moulds was laid in raal cold water so dat de taller
shrink when it harden, and dis 'low de candle to drap easy
from de mould and not break up. Why, it's Jes' gs easy to make
taller candles as it 1is to fall off'n a log.

"Rirst' lamp dat I ever ééed was a tin lamp. Dat was at Dr.
Bates' place in Santuc. Him and his brother, Fair,»lived to-
gether. It was a little table lamp wid a handle and a flat wick.
He had it in his house. I was Dr. Bates' house-boy.

"My son tuck me back to Union last year, lQ@%ﬁ I 'members.
Nothing didn't look nétual 'cep% de jail. Ev'ything else look
strange. Didn't see nobody } knowed, not narry living soul. Marse
big white house, wid dem Xallems (columns) still setting dar;
but de front all growed up in biné trees. When I slave time
darkey, dat frbnt had flowers and figgers (statues), settingiall
along»de»drive from de road po de big hpuse.,T'aint like dat now,

"Atter Mr; Herndon died; I was sold at de sale at Lock-
hart, to Dr. Tom Bates from Santuc. He”bought me fer 31800 so as
dey allus told me. Marse Zack hud a hund'ed slaveé on dat planta-
tion. Stout, healthy ones, brung from $1,000 on up to 32,000 a
‘head. When I was a young kid, I ﬁeard dat he was offeredA$800 fer
me, bug he never tuck it. Dis de 6nliesf time dat I was eéer sold.
Marse Zack never bred no slaves, but us heard o' sech afar off.
He let his darkies marry when déy ﬁanted to. He was a good man
and he alius 'lowed de slaves to marry as dey pleased, 'cause he
lowed dat God never intent fer rio souls to be bred as if dey was
cattle, and he never practice nohsech.f

"I is old and I dpes not realize who lMarse Zack's over-’

seer was, kaise dat been a long while. I was Dr. Bates' house-boy.

L4
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I allus heard dat Dr. Bates bought my maw fer #£1,500, at de
same time he bought me. He give $2,000 fer my paw. My brother,
Jim, was bought fer $1,800. Adolphus, *bout fifteen years old,
sold fer 'bout 31,400; and my onliest sister, Matilda, was
bought fer a maid gal, but I cannot recollect fer what price.
She was purty good sige gal den. A1l ¢! dem is dead now but me,
even all my white folks is done gone. I sees a lonely time now,
but my daughter treat me kind., I live_wid'her now,

"Dr. Bates' brother, Fair, was single man dat 1ive in de
house wid Dr. Bates fer thirteen yeérs. I lived in slavery fer
over twenty-one years. Yas, I's twenty-one when Freedom come;
and den Dr. Bates up and marry !ir. Henry Sartor's daughter, liss
Ma'y. Don't know how long she live, but she up and tuck and
died; den he pop up and marry her sister, Anne. It was already
done Freedom when he marry de furs'! time. When he married deé
second time, Mr. Fair, up and went over to de Keenan place to
live. He never did marry, higelf,!though.

"As house-boy dar, i mind de flies from de table and tote
dishes to and fro from de kitchen. Kitchen fer ways off from de
house. James Bates, his cook. Sometime I help wash de dishes.
7Marse never had no big house, kaise he was late marrying. Dar
wasn't no company in dem days, neiﬁher. »

"Rations weas give out ev'y week from de smokehouse. -
Twenty-five or thirty hogs was killed at de time. Lots o sheep
and goats was also killed. All our meat was raised, and us wore
wooden-bottom shoes. Raised all de wheat and corn. Hogs, cows,

goats and sheep jes' run wild on Tinker and Brushy Fork Creeks.
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on Sat'day us git one peck meal; three pounds o' meat and one-

half gallon black molasses fer a person; and dat's lot mo' dan

dey gits in dese days and times. Sunday morning, us git two, or
maybe three pounds o' flour. Didnt't know nothing 'bout no fat-

back in dem times. Had sassafras and sage teas and 'dinty' tea

(dinty tea is made from a wild S.C. weed).

"Marse's coachman cailed Tom 'Cuff', kaise he bought from
old Dr. Culp. He driv *wo black hosses to de darriage. Marse's
saddle hoss was kinder reddish. Gent'ally he do his practice on
hossback. He good doctor, and carry his medicine in saddle bags.
It was'leather and fall on each side o' de hoss's side. When you
put something in it, you have to keep it balanced. Don't never
see no saddle bags; neither does you see no doctoré gwine round
on no hosses dese‘days.

"Nevér seed no ice in dem days ‘'cep in winter., Summer time,
tr.ings was kept in de milk-house. Well water was changed ev'y
day to keep things‘cool. Ev'ybody drink milk in de summer, and
leave off hot tea, and de white folks oniy drink coffee fer dere
breakfast. Ttother times dey also drink milk. It bees better fer
yoﬁr health all de time.

®"At de mouth o' Brushy Fork and Tinker Creek whar dengoesl
together dar is a large pond o' water. Us n'used to fish in dat
pond. One day, me and lkatilda tuck off a-fishing. I fell in dat
pond, and when I riz up, a raft o' brush held my head under dat
water and I couldn't git out no waYs; 'Tilda sees my dangerpent,
:andvshe Jump in dat deep water andwpull me from under dat raff.

She couldn't swim but us both got out. Can't think no mo' today."

Source. zack Herndon, Grenard St., c-affney, S.C. (col. 93)
Interviewer: Caldwell Sims, Union,S.C. 5/11/37
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LAVINIA HEYWARD'S STORY

OF SLAVERY AND RECONSTRUCTION.

Lavinia Heyward, a Negro woman 67 years old, living at 515 Marion Street,
Columbia, Se Ce, is a daughter of ex-slaves. Her parents were Peter Jones end
Rachel Bryant Jonese They married in Columbia, soon after they were freed, in
1865 Lavinia reviews her mother's experiences with a famous South Carolins
family, before and af'ter bondage, and tekes a glance at Columbia's progress in
the past half century.

"Sho'! I's been here 67 years, and I's seen a stragglin' town of 10,000
grow from poverty to de present great city and richese Shucks, I 'spects;if you
was to set me down at Broad River bridge and tell me to go home, I might git lost
tryin' to find my way to where I has lived for many yearse Durin' my time I's
sho'! seen dis city sad and glad,and I's heppy to say dat it seem to be feelin'

a right smart lak itself nowe

"My mammy, and her daddy and mammy, was bought from de Bryants at Beau=-
fort by de Rhett family, when my memmy was & little pickeninnye She not able
to tell nothin' 'bout her 'speriences with de Bryants, but she sho! rec#ll a
lot of things after she jine de Rhetts. She live with them 'til ‘she was just
turnin' twelve years old, then she come to Columbie as a slave of Master Jéhn
Te Rhette He move he::e » a8 & refugee, in 1862, ﬁast’er Rhett was not healthy
'nough to go to war but some of his folks goe | “

"One of Master Rhett's brothers, who was too old to go to war, march 'way
to fight Yankees at Honey Hille De Yankee fleat.send an army in boats to cut de
Charleston and Savannah Railroad, and de Confederates meet tilem et Honey Hill,v

half way 'tween Beaufort and Savemnshe In a bloody battle deie de Confederates
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wone Master Rhett, of Beaufort was wounded dere, and his brother, John, leave
Columbia and go dere to see him whilv he was in bed, battlin' for lifee.

"My mammy never work in de field at Beaufort, nor after she come to Colum=
bise She was kep' on duty in de big house and learned to sew and make garments,
quilts, and thingse She also learn to read, write, and cipher, and she could
sing many of de church songs them days. She play with de white chillun dat come
to see ds Rhetts in Beaufort end in Columbia. Bhe. tell me *bout things in :Beauw
fort, where de Rhetts live thene

"She say de Rhetts has been buckra: since de time when Colonel William Rhebt
go out in his battle ships to chase and kill pirates, in de days when Carolina was
ruled by de King of Englo.nd‘. She say \they own many big plantations in Beaufort
County emd raise big orops of rice and sea island cotton. She say de sea island
cotton was so costly tha‘t‘: it waé. handpicked by slaves and plaoe‘d in hundred pounds
sa.cké. Then it was shipped to ?rance and de growers reap "a rich harveste

"Mammy tell us chillun dat de Rhetts sho' was de 'big folks' of South Caro-
lina, and I reckons dat's so, 'cause dé books, swords, guns, windlasses and things

lak dat, in & room at de John Te Rhett home, show what they has been doin' for

several hundred yearse

uwOh, yes, you Mts to know where 'bouts John Te Rhett live in Columbia?
He live at de house now number 1420 Washington Street, right ‘cross de street from
where de parsonage of the Washmgton Street Methodist Church now stands. I go dere
with bmv of‘ten, and play 'round de yarde Manmv always work dere as long as she
able to serve a-tall. She take sick and die in 1883.

"Magbor John Te Rhett was mayor of de oity three times, in 1882, 1884 and in
1886. I knows well, 'cause he see to it dat us chillum go t; school, 'long 'bout

then, and not a one of us has been unable to fea.d, write, and cipher since. He 8ee
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dat we gits chances to become useful citizens, and his very name is sweet to me
since he died.

"Youvask if I knows Re Goodwin Rhett of Charleston? I sho'! does; I has
talked with him and he ask me many questions. He was born in Columbia but move
to Charleston many yéars ago and, lak the buckra dat he is, he climb to de to.p
as de mayor of Charleston, big banker, end president of de Chamber of Commerce
of de United States. So you see, myr mamny wes lucky in livin' with such a fine
familye

"You asks if my men ( husband ) has come down from de Heyward femily of
de C;mba.hee River slaves? Noe He come from de North and he say dere was Heywards
up dere, both white and blacke He got that name in de Northe He has been a car-
penter, hired by de month, at de State Hospital for many yeé.rs, and we bought dis
two~story home by dé sweat of our brows We lives, @nd has always lived, a8 my |

mamy tell us toe And we git 'long pretty well by btrustin' in God and doin' our

beste®
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W'en gun fust shoot on Hilton Head Islaﬁ}, I been 22
year old., Muh Pa name Tony MacKnight and he b*long to Mr.
Stephen Elliott. My HMa name Venus MacKnight and she btlong

to Mr, Joe Eddings, who had uh plantation on Parri (Parris)
Islandt, De overseer been Edward Blunt, He been poor white

trash, but he wuk haa'd and save he money and buy slave. He

buy my Ma and bring she to Beaufort to wuk in he house by de
Baptist chu'ch. I been born den. I hab seven brudder name
Jacob, Tony, Robert, Moses - I can't 'member de odders, it
been so0 long ago. I hab one sister Eliza ~ she die de odder
day e

W'en I been little gal, I wuk in de house. Wuk all
day. I polish knife and fork, mek bed, sweep floor, nebber
hadb time for play game., W'en I git bigger, dey send me to

schéol to Miss Crocker to learn to be seamstrusse.

W'en I small, I sleep on floor in Miss Blunt room, I
eat food ieft ober from table, Dey nebber learn me to read
and write. I ain't hab time for sech @'ing.. I go to chutch
in white Baptis' chu'che. Nigger had for sit up stair, white
folks sit down stair. If nigger git sick, dey send for doc-
tor to *tend ume Mr, Blunt nebber lick me, but Miss Blunt

cut my back w'en I don't do to suit her. Nigger git back

279
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cut w'en dey don't do wuk or w'en dey fight. Dey hab uh jail
in toén, run by Mr. McGraﬁ. If nigger be too bad, run street
and t'ing, he git in jail and Mr. McGraw lick ume. I been
lock in jall one time. Dey hang me up by wrist and beat me
twenty-five lick wid uh cowhides I forgit wtat I doﬁ?ﬁto git
date

W'en Yankee been come de Blunts leab Beaufort, and I
walk out house and go back to Parri Islandt. De Yankéé tell
we to go en Buckra corn house andrgit w'at we want for eat.
VDen I come back to Beaufort and go to wuk in cotton house
(gin.) De Yankee pay we fér'wuk and I tek my money and buy
twenty acre ob land on Parri Islandt. I ain't hadﬂdat 1an&
now 'cause de Governmen t tek em for he self and me®me move.

(This was when the Government bought Parris Island for a

A AN -,
Ceow e

" npaval station:)
I been had two husband. De fust name Sephus Bro_wn. How
I 'member w'en he die, it been de year ob de nine£y~tree
stérm. My 6dd§r husband been Gupid.ﬁeyward - he daid (dead)
too.
I hear teli ob de Ku Klux, but I‘nebber shum (see them),

I don't know nuting *bout no night rider.
See um sell slabe? I see um,. Dey put um on banjo table
and sell um just lak chicken. Nigger ain't no more den

chicken and animal, enty? (isn't it so?)
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Abraham Lincoln? Sho!' I ‘'‘members him., He de one w'at
gib us freedom, enty? He come to Beaufort., He come 'fo S
38 de war, He sho been one fine man., He come to Beaufort
on uh ship and go all 'round here, but I nebber shum. 1IIIII-I?

Jefferson Davis? No I nebber hear ob him, Booker T,
Washingtone. I *members hime I hear him mek speech in Beau-
forte It been ﬁh béautiful spesch, Dat been one smea't col=-
ored mane »

—

W'at I t'ink ‘'bout sla?!gry? Huh - nigggr git_bgck
cut in siabery time, enty? _

Does _I hate Mr, Blunt? No, I ain't hate um. He poor
white trasﬁ buﬁ”he daid SEMBER now. He hab he self to look |
uopt for, enty? He wuk;‘he sabe he money for buy slabe and
land, He git s@mé slabe, but he nebbeir git any land - de war

cunm,
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AUNT MARIAH HEYWOOD

Aunt Iarieh Heywood, born in 1855, was 'Allston labor!
on Waccamaw Necke. Given as a bridal present to 'Miss
Susand by her father, lir. Duncénaof liidway Plantation
iaccamaw, Aunt liarish has for the last fifty years lived
much in the past when 'I wuz raise on the cream of the
earth' and her head is just a little higher and her back-
bone just a little stiffer than that of the aversge color-
ed person becsuse of pride =~ family pride =~ in her ,
people = her white people. And as one can readily gée
from her testimony, her chief cause for her pardonablé
snobbefy seems to bé that her lMassa was the last man to
surrender and "swear gainst his swear.,"

Her sons, one of whom is a preacher in thé kiethodist
Conference and ‘'one a zorter - a locust!_and her young=-
est son John (who got all the credrick) have built her a
comfortable house (peinted a bilious yaller) which she
keepS'clea; and sweet with flowers in the front yard -
two treasured plants having been sent by her brother
(born after mancipations) clean from Pittsburgh.

The fact ﬁhat she was raised by aristocrats shows
plainly in her dealing with both races and she is a lead-
er in church activities and her opinion valued when a
vote is taken about school matters.

Being the oldest 'communion steward! she is affection=-
ately spoken of as 'THE MOTHER OF HEAVEN'S GATE! - the

282
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liethodist church founded in lurrells Inlet community by color-

ed leaders shortly after Lancipation.

"Aunt Mériah, you home ¢?"

"Missus, what you brought me?"

"I too thank you."

(Soon she began to reminesce)

"You could hear ‘'em over therevslamming’and banging. The
Yankee tear up tﬁe Dr.AFlagg house but they didn't come Sunny-
side. Bright day tool 014 men Thomes Stuart lead 'em to
Herﬁitage. Had team they take from lr, Betts and team ihey
take from Dr. Arthur to Woodlande Free everywhere else and
we wasn't free Sunnyside till June third or second. Sunday
we-got our YFreedom. Bright day too. Our colored people fare
just like the white; wearing, eating, drinking. I wuz raise
on the cream of earth.,

"They wu 2 élad. Sign a contraect for your boss you would
wbrk the same and get pay the end of the-year- - and tend
you when you sick all the same." - (The same medical attention
to be given that was given before !'Freedom') "Big guns
shooting! House Jjar to Sunnyside-and one day water shake out
the glassl liss Susan teke her spyglass and stand behind one
them big posses (posts) and spy them big boats shooting! And

boss say, 'Don? get in front of them posses - they might
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shoot youl!

"Yankee come to lirs. Belin and Parson Betts. And they tell
lirs. Belin, they want her to know no more sleve holding and she
thank 'em and she say, HE people wuzialways‘freel Grandma
Harriet, (Harriet Lortor wuz her title but that time they
always gone by they liaster title). Joe Heywood vuz Joe Belin -
he was Parson Selin man - he take the Heywood title after
mencipation. Poinsette (Uncle Fred) ALWAYS carry that title.,
That day, all the right hand servant always take théﬁ Massa
title.). When the big gun shooting, old people in the yard,
'Tank Godl Iassa, HE COMINGi' (Referring to 'Freedom') I'HE
COMINGI' (Guns gone just like thunders roll nowl) Chillun say,
"what coming? ~what coming? ihat coming, Grandma?!

'You all will know! You all will know!l!

"lMassa live YWee ha kum'! for years. Wwe asre fifty-five (55)
chillun. MNary Iutledge Allston and I one year chillun." (She
and Mary Re. Allston born same year,) "My uissus have four
chillun = Mary'Rutlédge, Susan Bethune, liarsa Pink and liarse
Fanuel., (Benjamine Nathaniell)

"Four years of the war been hold prayer-meeting." (Praying
for 'freedom'). Lock me up in house . e, I been PRESent to
liiss lidnna =~ 'Miss Maryl We, us lock upt Iy brother and I
listen! (Two brother mancipation chillun. Smart Robert Brockf

ington and Harrisoh Franklin Brockington in Pittsburgh. 1



Project #-1655 Page = 4 285
lrs. Genevieve W. Chandler

Murrells Inlet, S. C.

Georgetown County

nuss (nurse) him .- jess like you hold that book.)" 0la
people used to go to Richmond Hill, Laurel Hill and Wachesaw
have these little prayer-meetinge. All bout in people houée.
Hold the four year of the war. Greaf meny time the chicken
crow for day. Hear the key. e say 'Yeddylf Change
clothes. Gone on in the house. Get that eight, seven
oteclock breakfast.‘ '
"Parson Glennie (Rector Ail Saints, Waverljvlivéd at

- Rectory there and aid wonderful work-teaching and preachiﬁg
to slaves as well as whites - preachiﬁg at‘beaufiful St.
Mary's chapel, buii@ by‘Piowdeh Weéfon at ﬁagiey for the‘
slaves Qﬂ-materials from Ingland - beptismal font from

~this chapel now in Camden Episcopai church and stained glasé
also femoved before éhapel burned some few years ago.) At
this périod - prior to ﬁéncipation Waccamaw slaves were
ué;aliy-educated in the faith'of théir-masters - the Egis?
6opél.7 ~i’arson Glennie come once a month to Sunnyside.
Parson Glenﬁie reaé,»sing, pray.‘ Tell us obey Miss Minna.
(I wuz little highest.) Two of us 55 chillunl We'd fight.
She knock me. I knock back} Wouldn't teke a knockl She
say, 'I tell Parson Glenniel Lord Yon't bless youl You

} bad.? I say,»inu knock me, Iuk;ock‘yqut'

"Have a play-house. Charlie buy from lict t. Used to

summer it at Megnolia. Row from Bull Creek once a month to
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Chapei; (10 miles or more) Put them All Saints eleven o'clock
service. Fouf best men his rowsmen. Fuss (fifst) year war we
tuh Bull Creek. Nobody go (to A1l Saints) but liissus and Massa |

andthefburrnwwwn. o
"Flat going from midway to Cheraw. 'Beat~r1oe‘on flét.

(Couldh't grind copn) K11l chicken. ‘Gone to‘protect'from
- Yankees <~ to hidelr’Wheo they come (to Cherao). Sherman com=-
ing from MONDAY till SATDY! Come on RAILI Said 'twas & shock-
ing sightl Wﬁen Sherman‘army enteo Cheraw, town fuli_of sojers.
Tako way from Wﬁitorpeople‘and'give hofsesjcolored péoplel_i
- ﬁidn'% killohohe tho horsesyA (On'Sunnyside.on Waccaméw) Cheraw
‘Yankee kill horsest (Indeed - YESl It is history in karlboro,
near -Cheraw they'were killed and thrown 1n the wells to pollute '
“the water,)" o

| "Mr.jCharley horse, couldh't nobody ride but himl Father=- S
in-law (Mr. Duncan to Midway) had a pair of grey =~ BUCK and
SMILER. -Driver, Tom Carr. Come in carriage every month to -
Suﬂhyside. Got the family. Go and spend ten days = Midway%

meily wuz MYBELF MISS MINNA, and the three end the Massa and |

Migg Susan. Mary Huger'one my Missus- sister. Onemmarry 8-

Huger to Gharleston. o , | :

"Major Charles say he'd die in Sunnyside yard fore he'd go
there (Georgetown) and take off his hat “and 'swear gainst my
’swear. He'd die in Sunnysida yard. My Massa, Major Charles

'“ton, was the last one to gone to Georgetown and gone under
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that flagl He was Charles Jr,.,, but after Confederick waH]ua
was liajor Charlesl kajor Charles the last man o f Waccamew
gone under the flagl At Georgetown. Vent down in row=-bozt.
lly fadder gone and tell old man Tom ﬁesbitt to have his boat

and four of his best mens. Got to go off & piecel Pa gone.

Have boat ready. Ma got upe. Cook a traveling lunch for 'em.

Fore dayl Blue uniform. Yellow streak down side - just
like this streak in my dress. Yellow bari" (iiost of 'em
had to rob dead yankees or go naked) "LAST GENTLEMAN GONE
UNDER THE FLAG! ”

"Walking up and down the piazzal Say??% go to—town and
swear gainst my slave?" Cen I? Up and down} “

"I hear bout them slave try to run way. Aunt Tella Kin-
ioch eye shot oute Marsh (baby) cryl iother say take her
apron and stuff the child mouth. Blockade ‘patrollers) wuz
hiding. Shot in range of that sound. Rowl Howl TRowl Put

reverything in jeill All in jaill Ur. McCuskey tell usl

He wuz one of the men help lynche I got married 1873. They

wuz talking bout the time (war) "Mr. McCuskey told us Nemo
Ralston was one. Say he never see a fatter man., Fat in
theré in shieldl Like a fattening hogl (They running way
from Oregon =~ Yr, McGill place). Say they puf four horses
to him = one to every limb. Stretch tems. And cut horses

and each horse carry a piecel Mr. McCuskey was one help
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lynch liemo.

"Uncle William Heywood didn't birth till after mancipation.

Hot a thing to do with slavery timel But I know when the big
gun shooting to free mel Yankee come and ffee Waccamawl No
slave hold. Wholeﬁneck free but usl Last people free on
'Necke! MY MAJOR last one to went under flag to Georgetownl
01d man Moses Gibson and Peter Brockington build Sunnyside
kitchen.

"I wuz birth November 5th, 1855. Iir. Buck say, YAunt
Marish, know your birthg!

"1Yes, sirl!

'Aunt Mariah, you too old to workl You born 1800,g0 on

home raise your chickenli!

Aunt Msr iah Heywood
Bge - 82

Murrells Inlet, S. C.
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SLAVE STORIES

Living with his married daughter is an old Begro slave by
the name of Jerry Hill. He was born Jan. 12, 1852, He and his
mother were owned by Jim Fernandes who had a plantation between
Union and Jonesville, S.C. His father was a slave owned by an-
other white man on an adjoining plantation. "Uncie" Jerry was
nine years old when the war begaﬁ, and thirteen when he was set
free. He Was born near Rocky Creek which ran into Fairfoiest
Creek. He wzs alﬁays treated kindly by his master. He was t#ught'
to plow and work on the farm, which he did regularly; though he
always took his tims and would not let anybody hurry,him; He said
- that he had always taken his timeftb do his farm work,_sb got
'élong fine yith all for whom he_worked;,ﬁe says that he alwéys
had plenty to eat; yet most of the "niggers" had to eat Asp-bread.
This 1is corn-bread which is cooked in hot ashes raked from the |
'fireplace. Once a week he was &iven bigcuita. though this was a-
luxury to colored folks. He said; that when a siave had to have a
whipping; he was fakenvto a whipping post in Jonesvilie, A bull-
whip was used for the puhsihment'and it brought the blobdrfrom t he
bare back of the man or woman being whipped. Oneé day a grown slave
was given 150 lashes with the bull-whip, for teaching the young A
boys;to gamble, He saw this punishment administered. He had climb-
ed a tree where hé could get a bétter vieW: He said that several
sl#ves were being whipped that dgy for various things, and theré
were several men standing around watching the whiﬁping. He Said
that he was laughing %t the victim, when some by-stander looked
up and saw him; "that boy needs 150 lashes, too," he said,
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"He is laughing at the punishment being given." So his master told
the by-stander to get the boy and give him the lashing if he thought
he needed it. When he was led up to the whipping post, some man there
shook his'head at the by-stapder; so the boy did not get whipped.
Jerry says that the sister of Jim Fernandcs used to carry a bull-
whip around her neck whenlshe waiked out on the farm, and would ap-
ply it hebself to any slave she thought needed it.

"When the Wankee soldiers came," he said, "my master had to
hide out for awhile, as he had gotten“into somemtrouble‘with them
at Union. They would search the house occasionaly and then go into
tﬁe woods looking fornhim. One day the soldiers caugzht him down on
the brapch and killeé him. As the Yankee soldiers would come to the
plantation, they would leave their worn-out horses and take our
gbod ones, They also stole meat, hams, sugar etc.; but'they were
pretty quiet most of the time. One of our neighbors caught a Yankee
stealing his horse and killed him risht there. His name was Bill
Isom. All his family is now dead. The soldiers would slip around
and steal a good horse and ride &t off. We would never see that
horse agéin. After we were told by my master that we were now free
and éould 30 to work whereever we chose, my mother hired me out to
a man and I stayed with him two years. It waé pretty hard to make
a iiving after we were free, but I worked hard and always o0t on."

SOURCE: Jerry Hill, 265 Highland St., Spartanburg,S.C. Interviewed
by: F.S. DuPre, Spartanburg Office, Dist. 4.
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JANE HOLLINS
AGE 97

| Jane was found in the sunshine on her piazza, busily occupied, .
as she always would be. With her full cotton skift she brushed
off the hard-wood bench and asPea the writer to have a seaty

this beinp declined, she said,

"Then I'11 sit because I'm old and pet tired.

'shs showed vital interest 1n everything she told, and was &bsorbed’

'?in &rfsubject as when we ral&te axppriences whieh we have 1oved.v

"Now what you went with old Jane9 From old Mausa time you. can

' get my age - you can 'pute it up. (compute) I was 95 June before‘:>

thip last June gone. I pot & son 70 what lives in the country -

he'pay my rent. I dunno how meny chlldren I had- my son. July ;_

: Ladson 1ives here vith me - he pone out now. One son is gone off_
’ somewhere in the worla' he's married and - hac a family -1 dunno B

'where he is - someuhere in the worldt" X ~spreading out ber-arms.

“I come ﬁrom Eutawville and Belvidere and Belmont.- My Méster?--
Gharles Sinkler Belvidere Plantation (a few miles from Eutawa :

ville) Mausa went to- Eutaw for Miss - I remember all two place,

Belvidere andﬂﬁutaw. vie live.at Belvidere. My master house,beeﬁ -

beautiful - 'e dey yetl (in . her deep feeling-ahd excitemenﬁ_she -

_lapsed ;ﬁﬁoqullah): That wes the plantation where we lived - |

and the besutiful steps went up at the back to the !pantry and to

‘the “sidé? waé the smoke house', she Jumped up and illtistfai:—ed -

'the smcke came up from here, and thermeat wa.s h&ngin' all here’

 ?3&11y 62{‘.1.:!':‘1:{t e ‘as Daily Gift - Mausa give“h
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me to Miss llargaret, his daughter, when she was married to Mr,

Gaillard - I give to liss liargaret - I never wgs sold." She

repeated twice, and was very proud of it that she was a "Free

Gift". "I never was sold, ‘and my Mema never was sold." (Faith-

ful servants remained for generations in one famlly, inherited
end willed like other valued proporty) -
"What I do?' - I milk cows", and she illustrated. I do

outside work wid de hoe - plant oorn, potato, peas, ricet" She

“beamed with pride and pleasure as she told of each_thlng she

"could do -'"Help fix the.hogs you know, make lard and crack-
llngs to put in bread. When dinner time they blow the big v/
conk and everybody come for dinner. ‘I not the cook. The eook,
Delia, stout round,(illustrated) she do cookl We jus' meke

.

- "We went to church eil de time - an' I sing an' shout in de

AW,‘_,-vl-,_,,___.___—r—_—

dr, out now - With dese vittles.

,Héavenly.landl~-De church been on de-plantetion. Mausa had a
white minister for us. His'name-Mr.—Qninbey., I believefin'
God., Heaven a restin' place - there we is all one soirit - R
the spirit go about Jus' ‘how we go about here. ' —f
"Do they come back? Did you ever see one?" she was asked.
"I hear 'bout det," she frowned, "bnp I never-see um. My |

mama;.ﬁbe, dled after’freedom. iy mema gone - she never come

'back - my dhildren never come back to me any time.: I dont*knOw:

lheVTm&ny of my ohildren dead. My daughters, dey lookin' to




Pr ogect

"1655 . | | Page - 3 293

lMartha s. Pinckney
Charleston, S. C.

yéfthemselves."

"I come to Chérleston long after Freedom. I remember all two

place - Belvidere and Butawville. Belmont I cant forget - de'

name Gaillard I cant forget, cause I ‘Wa.s 'Free Gift.< Dese -

tlme aint like de times way back dere.ﬂfgf’

"I been a ‘mid-wife here 60 years. My name writ right down

dere and-you can find it. No,longer then this mornin! I_burn_

up some papers. I aint have any remembrence any more. Here
& .

 she went ‘into the house and got some sheets of paper - "I want

to be truthful to you, dese was my nursery book.".

"I too old to_siné}é I aia know spirituals but,cantrrememberl;

‘them - I tell you desé things, then thengokout7of,my remember-

"

ings.”

"Myrsister beeﬁﬁseamstPGSS in de house - her name Rachel - I

- do deipdinting'Ilcanxwork at énything - after supper, before

- dark come, do cutting out for next days work."

g cut out 8 suit formy mastef? she said proudly - pants, and -

H

a waistcoat - you know? Then she remembered suddenly that she

could spin - card the cotton and spin it into yarn - 'I glad I

can- remember - things-I do 1n those -days - o

t it

Her farewell bemnediction was:'““I,trust d@ Lord will carry you

*

whéréCQv@rfyeuswégt to got" o

smre,ei |

Jane HOllins, age 97, tha Lene at 50 Ashe st, Charleston, .

s.,c.

AN
TR
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CORNELIUS HOLMES

Ex~-SLAVE 82 YEARS OLD.

Cornelius Holmes lives with his wifé s Nancy, in a two=-room ah.nex
to the house that his son, David, occupies. It is on the old Harden
place, nine miles northwest of Winnsboro, Se. Ce The land and the house
belong to Mre John lMeans Harden, a resident of Winnsboros Cornelius is
1nt6111gent » courbeous in menmer, tidy in appearance, and polite. His
occupat:on is that of baske’c—makmg, in which he is en e.dept. He plcks
up & llttle money by repalrmg chalrs and putting splrb-bo’ctoms in them.

"I wes born in de town of Edgefield, South Carolina, November 29th,
1855, 'cordin' to de Bible, end was a slave of larse Preston Brooks. Dat
neme seem o ma'.k; you set up and teke no;cice of mes
_7 Wow comé Ia slé.i;e of Marse Preét.on?n Well,'i’c was dis wa;y.: My
gra.nds b'long to de leans fe.rrnly of Falrfleld Count J N 'round old buckhead
'7,'sect10n. My grandpap, Wash, tell me Marse Preston come dere v1srb1n' de
Harpers, ‘'nother bgckra. femily dat live further toward de Broad River side
of de’coanty.‘ When he git up dere, 1t come over his ‘membraﬁce dat de
Heanses wes some punkins too, as well as him and de Harperé. 'I'ffa;;rbe he done
heard 'bout Miss Mar:th;_., how her cguld ride a hors_e and dance a cotiil’ion : X
in C01um'_1?ie.; wher_xﬂ Mar_s_é gohn Hugh"wg.s .de gpvernor“. Vell, de part gogs.,

‘he .cq'mes over derenbut giidn't do-lak they does now, 'bust right in-and 'ble.rb_
.hi's' ‘fectg.on»s to de gale Him fust, aolem lak, e.sk to see de marster and
esk-him if he object to him pursulng Miss Marthe., in de. light of becomin'

- l_his son—m—law? Then, when dat was settled, Marse Preston and Miss Ma.rtha.

gs.llop"a.nd rece ‘all 'round de country but‘de hossgs..was a.lways_ﬁnepk. end neck._ -

Dat fall, dat race ended in e ties Dat what Grandpap Wesh tell mes




"After they marry, my mother, Scylla, was give to Miss Martha
and 'company her to Bdgefielde Dere ghe marry de carriege drlver,.
*illlard who was my pappye. I wg.s born in g room.'joi‘nin' de kitchen
and a part_» of de big kitchen. De pla._ri‘be.i_:_ion wes out in de é?unfry. )

I never wes dere, so I can't tell you nothin} Ybout date | De fa.ct is,

I was jus’c a sine.],_l boy and most I know, comes from mother and grendpepe
They ‘'low. Marse Preston was in Washington most of de time. One day he
~marched right in de Senate, wj,d his gold head cane ,' and beat a Senator

"’czl him fainted, 'bout sumpm' dat Senator say 'bout him old k:.nsman,

Senator Butler. Da‘b turn de World up side down. Talk "bout 'peachin‘»

lMarse Preston. Mai“se Preston resign and come;home. De town of Edgefield,

de county of Edgefleld, de s’cate of South Carollna, and Miss Martha, rise

to vindicate Marse Preston and 'lect h:Lm back to Wash:.ngton.

"Marse Preston go back and stay dere '$il he dle, in 1859. ‘.E-{isv
body was brought bac‘c %o Edgefleld.- De” nex' '—year de wer come Oon. I's
~ too young to 'member much ‘bout it but my pappy d1e while it wes rom'
One H:Lm have three chillun by<mo’cher., Me s _L_\_ud;e s ‘and laancy‘. They is
N degd——;,now but I 'members 'bhemcrawli_.n' ';ounq on de piank floo,_r— in fle
 winter t:une and in de sand in de summer time.

“I never worked in slavery time. Us eat from de deiry and de -

- kitchen, -Just whet mistress and her chillun eete. One thing I lak then

- was 'me._j:oes. They wasn't iz 'ma.toes lak they is nowe _fhey was 'bout

de size of _marbles. Us cooked them wid sug&r end they was mlghty good

dat way.

Dere was Preston; de last I heer of *him,*hxm 1liyin! in Tenfwssee». Then

"My mistress had chillun by Marse Preston. Sho' I recollect them.




dere was Miss Mary; her marry Nr. George Addisén of Edgefield. Miss
- Carrie; her marry Marse Capers Byrde De yoﬁgéfest s Miss Martha, marry
Cols lcBee of Greenville, Se Ce o

"Does 1 'meml-aers 'bout .de Yankees? Not:muche I 'members more
thout Wheele%'s men. They come -and teke nearly every‘bhlng, vn.d de ex- -
cuse dat de Yenkees was not far behlnd end when they come, they would
take all, so they Jus’c as well take most of what qu in s;ght.

"When i‘reedom come, my pappy»was dead. Mother brought me back
»to Falrfleld Coun‘cy and glve me to my gra.ndpap s Wash:mgton Holmee. Us
live on 'Possum Branch; now own by Mre Jim Young. " I sta.y dere "t::.l I
'come twenscv-oné. Then I marry Magg:.e Gladden, 'cause I love heres Us »
had four chillun, in de twenty years her llve. _Henry is in Phlladephia..
David, de oldest,Ais fif‘ty years old, livin' out in de, county from_Wims-
boro; .Lula ciie’d ,- unmarried. .Car'rié lives he'i'e,. in Wixinsbor§ ; her h_uéﬁa.ﬁd
is Arthur Ros’boro , dat you- whwte folks all k:now SO well. When Mézggie 'dié s -
I marry ma.ncy Holmes ) & w1dow. Us have had no chlllun. ‘_

"Now you is fn.n:.shed wid me end you wa.nts_me to relax, you say, and
telk to you freely 'bout de past and slavgry, 'de present end sqc:.al Qon-
ditions, and de risin' gené'ration and de future? Well,’ det is a heap of
terkitory. Now let's thinke  You see I got & heap & white 'blood in me,
-and a heai; of de Negro too. Slavery did de white rece a whole lot a good
‘but it wasn‘t lastin' good. It' did de Negro good, dat will be lastin' good

forever. ‘De. Negro women protected de pure white women from entn.cemant a.nd :

seduct:.on of de white men in ﬂavery time.. My grandpap say he never hea.rg,i

"'of e ba.d whi't:e women befo' freedoms I legve- 1’c wid you if dere's any dese
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times? Dat was worth more to de South, my grandpep sey, dis sentification
of de white women, than all de cotton and corn dat de Negroes ever mekes,
in all de years of slavery times. .

"Wow it was de finest thingicquld have'hapﬁéﬁ for de Neg;o, to have
been snaﬁched}out of Africa and brough£ here in touch wid éiﬁiiization end
Christienity. It will work out untold benefit to de races 'Sout social
conditibns? Pe B1ble say, ‘De poor Jou‘w111 have- w1d you always. Thot
de slave questwon am settled, de race. questlon will be wid us always, 'til
Jesus come de,segond,tlme. It’s‘;n ourfpolltlcs, in our Justlcechurts,
on our highways,‘on oér side walks, iﬁ our ménners,in'our 'iigion, andr
in our thoughts, all de day and every dayes

“De good_Marstgr pity both sides. In de end,'w1ll it be settle by
hate of_by‘derpolicy qf; 1ove your-neighbor,as you do yourself? _Who -
knows? Déré'é—ﬁot much promise atrde~'médiate.ﬁoﬁeht of de risin' generation,
of elgher 81de, end I means.no dlsrespect to yous My grandpap say no rece

cen rise hlgher than 1ts WOmen.« De future of de Negro rece, depends on .its

mothers. I leave you to answer de,last half of derquestlon.g~
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UNCLE BEN HORRY

(Uncle Ben lives in his own cabin with his second wife, Stella.
Formerly almost inaccessible, the new (osstal Hichway has put
Uncle Sen and Aunt Stella in the world. The rural electricity
program has current right at their door. Aunt Stella was agk=-
ed 'why don't you have lights, Aunt Stella?! and she replied;
White folks run me if I do thatl! So you see the old couple
still live ﬁith many old and oid beliefs one being that the
white man only is entitled to the good things =~ the better
thingse. Like most o0ld ex-slaves in South Carolina low country,
they love and revere the names and memories of their old
masters. )

"Right now, I oldest onre from Longwdod to Prospect = see
dere? (Pointing to forest wall = great pines and live=-oaks
in front of the cabin) = Lookl I know vhen he cleared and
plantl Josh Ward have potato there. I have manure and plant
tater. I been here, daurhter!”™ (He pronounces it 'Dater!
with a short 'at)

(Aside: "Stella, mind now! Don't quarrel me to-nightl ihat
you do?"
Aunt Stella: The second wife - some years his junior - prob-
ably 65 = "I do nuffi")

"Got to go up there and cook supper to the Schoolfield

house." (This was Uncle Ben's announcement as he crawled in-
to the car with a bucket in which were his shoes. He was

walking down the Coastal Highway and not staying where he be-
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longed - on the shoulder!) "Got to cook crab and ister
(oyster). Ain't got much to cook. They don't eat much.
Got a gal there to fry fishe. They give me reodmmend for
cooke Been get the sea foods for tem for five yeaf.
Iron oven theAway we raiée." (Aside to his wife) "Stella,
if that man come there, see that sack there? Tell that
man I put fire there. Gie 'em fork and knife. Tell fem
eat all he wanti") (Uncle Ben arranges oyster roasts.)
“That man to Schoolfield house want me to stay and
sleep>wid leme All womén gone. Tell me keeprthe man and
ioek up the house vhen he gonee. I tell tem too much o!
tiefi" | | | ;
Lillie: "Aunt Stella, ain't you fraid when Uncle Ben
| stay out all night?" | |
Uncle Ben} "Stella keep pot o' water boil and tief come
| 7 she trow ;emt” -
 Visitor: "Unele Ben tell Lillie bout your father and the
whiskey jug."- ; | |
Uncle Ben: "You see, to Brookgreen we nuster plant rice
and my fadder had the barn key. He kinder boss maﬁQ He
nuster (uéed to) taeke me and go out woods night time."
(Aside to mother of child at pump - fTake care dat childi")
"Fadder take me out woods night time (What you
say, Primus?) and I hold storch (torch) for him see for
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trash (thrash) out rice what he take out the barn. RJice been
money dem time you know. And he take he rice and gone on
dovm to town for get he licuor. And he come from town wid
vhiskey., Boss find it out. Five or six chillun and always
give us rations. Broke that jug and when they call his name
(put rations in pile you know = pile for every one been in
fambly) when they call my fadder nsme but =z pilece o! broken
jug there 1is discourage him from whiskey - « He come from
town and been drop the jug and it break up; ind Boss knowe
Far as I can remember he keep cive tem that brokenﬁjug bout a
vear. Yfou see he sponsible for key. Seem like I member right
where we go beat that rice. Plne tree saw off and chip out
make as good a mortsr as that one I got, Den'l, Summer, De-
finel Define the oldest brother my fadder have., Young Missus
Bess, Florence, Georgia, Alice. Those boys the muslcianer -
go round play for the girl."

(Aunt Stella: Interrupting, "You orter be carfy money with
you. Get the meat. I ain't going no whey (where)."
Lillie: To Primus who has walked up.

"Handful back yet?" (Hendful his wife's basket name.)

Primus: "No. This man bacco barn burn up."”
Lillie: "ihat?"
Primus: "Mr. Len barn. DMNust'er been asleepl"

ILillie: '"Rich most cure all his'n. Taint minel Rich tease
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me. He say, 'M¥ bacco; YOUR kitchenit"

Lillie: "What you a1l think bout that tale the Elder tell
Sunday bout his Great Uncle and the snakesti"

Stellae: (To Uncle Ben) "ihat youbtink bout it? You tink
a man truss to 2o in cypress hollow wid rattle=
snake?"

Uncle Ben: "Let me see how was itl" (Deep thoucht as he
rubbed his face in his palm; smile as reéollec-
tion came) "On Rutledge Plantation a men wouldn't
take no beating. Found a large hollow cypress
tree been rotten out long years. Gone in. Lie
down sleep. Fore day wake upl Feel something
crawl over him. DlNother one crow like game chicken!"
(Negroes all say rattlers crowl) "Smell aim. Crawl
over him. Orawl out. Get out."

Stella: "Revents had it wuz a men in a cypress tree and
seven = how much wuz it? Twelve? These twelve
monster snake crawl over hime If you move, he
strike." ”

Unele Ben: "Right there where Dr. Ward stay had a big old
stable =~ see these two hole in my jaw. Had a
stable high as that tree., Big Jersey bull gone
in there eating that straw like we thrashing.

Big raettle-snake pop 'um. Fsll dead."
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"How doeswe mark shoat? Under=bit; upper-bit. Swallow fork

in the right yearl

And & square crop in the leftl

"How much been task? A quarter (acre) if you mashing ground .

Ten compass digging ground.

Cutting rice one half acre a day."

(awiful job.)

Stella:
oens
Stellaz:

Ben

Stella

.

Ben:

- 8CTC e

"Plow; harrow 'em."

"Ain't you wmash 'em?"

"lash a bed a day three task deep."

"Mashing raw grouhd half acre = some quarter. MNash
tem = take hoe full up them hole, level dem, chop

dem big sodl”

(age 65) "You got a mis-sheen (machine). Ox pull dat
mis-sheenlt"
"Det mis-sheen come in YOU day, darlingl My day I

‘trenching hoe trench datl I done dat, Stella. You

come on sow in trench lak (like) dey sov turnip. YOU

day got mis-sheen! Ox pull 'eme. Great I AM! Hissus,

fifteen to old islant (island), twenty silver islant,

(I been Silver Islant. Cross old islant go Silver

islant.) Josh ¥Ward one some four or fiﬁe hundred

Some thing been here, darling) Something been

herel Left Brooligreen go iatsaw; left Watsaw gone

Longwood. Plant ALL DEN pientation. I work there.

Cut rice there. Cutting rice task been half acre a
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"Squirrel creek? Cedar tree and cypress hang low.

Squirrel love dem balle. Tree work up wid dem.

Good place fqr go shoot squirrel:A Giﬁe tem name

Squirrel Creek. | |

"Bury live? I did hear some talk o' that. I

didn't know whether they bﬁry 'ém to scay 'em

(scare 'em) or what. I DID hear tell bout it. I

most know that man name. Some these white people

that day somethingl They either manage you or

kiliryou.“

"Lillie: (To Primus who was a"iistener to Uncieréen stand-
ing propped by a post of the porch where Uncle

Ben, Aunt Stella, and the white visitor sat)
"Prime} Why you keep that church door lock Sunday

- end not let the lissus out?" |

Primus: (Gfinning - and he hadn't grinned Sunday but stead-
fastly shook his head when, after a three hour
service, guests thought it time to go) "Second
man next to me, Asham, Secretary, tell me keep
door shet through secrament."$

Ben: (Who is auite deaf - ignoring interruption - when
asked sbout Oregon Pialtation which was owned by

a family who, from all accounts, had a cruel

ovVerseers)
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"I didn't have to much to do to Oregon in them dark days.
If T go from Brookgreen, I go Cap'!n Josh git my mittment.
Anybody bother me I say, 'I not a run-way nigger! I got
mittment!! | |

"Very FUSS girl - FUSS one I go with name wuz Teena.
How many girl? Great Godl I tell youl FUSS one Teena;
next Candise. Candis best looking but Teena duh largest!
Go there every Sunday éfter school. (Oatland Planﬁation -
blong to Marse Benjamine Allston.) Stay till sunset. Got
‘to have paper. Got to carry you papere. Dem patroller put
yéu crﬁss a logl! Beat you to death. I see them beat Ben
Sharpe. Beat 'em till Ben kin hardly git cross fence. Jump
over fence give 'em last chopl Pratroll jess like road men
nowt (Stellal That man ein't comingl I got to gol Got to
200k my supper Cook dem crab -) Bloodl Christl Yes, man.
Listen me. Lemme tell you what I see wid my eye now! (here
he pri*ed both eyes wide with his ten fingers) If I’much_
of age reckon they have to kill mel I see gash SO LONG
(measuring on fore-finger) in my Mama - my own Mamal
(aside to Lillie) I shame fore Miss Jinnyl! If one them
driver want you (want big frame gal like you Lilliel) they -
give you task you CAN'T DO. You getting this beating not
for you task - for you fleshi"
Iillie: "That wiy nation get mix up so'" (Races)
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Ben: "Susan wuz a house woman, to buckra woman like a
you to Miss Jin. (Susan worked in the house =
no field hand - like Lillie works for Miss Jin)
To my knowing she had three white dillun. Not
WANT 'em. HAB tem. Boy (you kﬁow tem Lill)
near bout clean as them boy of liissusl Tief
chillun show up sol Woman over~-powerl Iy
mother nuss (nurse.) Get up so high - natural
nuss for white people; 7

"Place they call duh 'Bull Pen.! In 'Bull Pen! thing they
call 'PONY!'. Got to go on there = on the 'PONY.

Lillie: - "RIDE you on it, Uncle Ben?" -

Ben: © Main't going ride you on 'PONY'; going RIDE YUl

I stay there look wid DESE'HERE (eyes)l VWant you to know

one thing - MY OWN DADDY DERE couldn't movel Couldn't ven-

ture dat ober-sheer} (Colored overseer) Everybody can't go

to boss folksl (Neaning only house servants could contact

Missus and Massé). Some kin talk it to Miss Besse Every-

body don't see Miss Bess. Kin see the blood of dat obef«sheer

fuss year étfer Freedom; and'he bléod there todayl Atter Free=
dom mens come from French Broad and you know the colored
people - we go there whey (where) they music. Agrippa -

daddy name Parrish - Redmond one he child outside. (Outside

chillun are those not born to a man's legal wife) He say, to

gal, 'Go that barnl! YOU GO. You could yeddy him SLAP cross
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dat creek! lhen fowl crow (daylight) and you yeddy him SQUALL,
you best git to flatl I stand dere and my Daddy HAVE to stand
dere and seel Josh Ward from French Broad - hundred mile away.
(Boss Massa 'summering it' in mountains} and negro over seer =
just fresh out of Africa TURNED LOOSE. White obersheer a
little differeht for one reason! VWhite obersheer want to hold
his jobe (On Waccamaw - and same true of all south as all
know = white overseers worst kind of 'white trash! =- respectéd
less by negroes than by whites) Nigger obersheer don't care
too much. He know he going stay on plantation anyhow.

"Now, dater, I tell you bout the loom and weaving next
timed"

And we left Uncle Ben Horry - age 87

o Murrells Inlet, S. C.
August 1937.
to go on 'to the Schoolfield house ami

cook supper for a house-partye. Thisvﬁeek he stepped up to
Coﬁ-o-way. Says he had to walk 1£ twice a week - formed the
hebit when he was on old river Steamer Burroughs and had to
walk up to Conway Monday and back home Saturday. About thirty
miles (or more from his place) to Conwaye. At 87 he still takes
this little exercise almost weekly. Having such a struggle
holding on to his lend. All the lawyers saying 'sign here! and

trying to rob him! Poor Uncle Ben needs desperately a Massa to
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help him out with his land. Not many Uncle Bent!s left to be

robbed =

(told that the cruel negro overseer was shot down after Free-
dom = blood still on ground (according®r to Uncle Ben) be=
cause he led Yankees to where silver, etc., was buried. Have

heard story from other old livers.)
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UNCLE BEN HORRY

Uncle Ben and his wife, aunt Stella, live in their two=-room , white-washed

cabin that sits sideways to the King's Highway, which Uncle Ben alweys calls

' the King Road , ' near iurrell's Inlet, SeCe Paving end straightening this old
King's Road, now US 17, has put the two old péople in the worlde Around the cabin
lie the fourteen and three quarter acres that were paid for by Uncle Ben end his
father, six or eight acres cleared, the rest woodland, Uncle Ben earns a living
by gathering oysters ‘from the Inlet's waters, opening and roasting the oysters

for white visitorse Uncle Ben is a great walker, He walks to Comway, the

county seat of Horry ( Murrell's Inlet is situated on the line between Horry

and Georgetown counties) , a distance of approximately thirty miles depending

on whether one sticks to the paved highway or takes short cuts through the
woods , in preference to ridings One day he had walked to Conway and back by
eleven o'clock in the morning.@ Uncle Ben's scrappy conversation will tell

how he earns his bread, fears and fights ' the lew ' , provides for Stella's
future, and works for and honors white folkse Brookgreen , which he mentions as
the plentation on which he was born and raised, is an open-air museum, donated

to South Carolina by A.ideHuntingdon, and visited by thousands of tourists, (S_g_g_

US17, Tour 1 Je

" I the oldest liver left on Waccamew Neck that beloné; to Brookgreen, Prospect,
( now Arcedia ) , Longwood, Alderly Plantationse I been hered I seen thingsd I
tell youe Thousand of them things happen but I try to forget 'ems Looker ¢ ™ He
pointed to what appeared to be primeval forest in front of his battered little
porche " That woods you see been Colonel Josh Ward's taters patch, Right to

Brookgreen Plentation where I borne My father Duffine ( Divine ) Horry and my
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brother is Richard Horry, Dan'l and Summer two both my umele, You can put it
down they were Colonel Ward's musicieners Meke music for his dater ( daughter)
and the white folks to dance, Great fiddlers, drummerse Each one could pia.y fiddle,
beat drum, blow fife, All three were treat with the same educations You kmow,
when you going to do emnything for them big people you got to do it right, Before
time ( formerly) they danced differente Defore strange city people fetched
different ‘s’ceps hereos But , then, they could use they feet all rightd

" My father fore he dead been the head men for old Colonel Josh Warde Lived
to Brookgreens They say Colonel Ward the biggest rice men been on Waccamaw. He
start that big gold rice in the countrye He the hea’d rice Cap’n in dem times
Iy father the head man, he tote the barm keye Rice been money dem day and times
My father love he liquore That take moneys He ain't have money but he have the
- rice barn key and rice been moneyd So my father gone in woods ( he have a
head, my fatherd) , take a old stump, have 'em hollow oute Now he ( the stump)
seame as mortar to the barn yard. And my father keep a pestle hide handy. Hide
two pestled Them pestle make outer heart pines ‘hen that pestle been miss ( missed) ,
T vuzn't know nothingd The wey I knows my age, when the slavery time war come I |
been old enough to go in the woods with my father .and hold a lightard ( lightwood)
torch for him to see to pestle off that golden rice he been tote out the barm
and hide, That rice he been take to town Sat'd'y when the Colonel and my
father go to get provision like suger, coffee, pepper and salte With the money
he get when he sell that rice, he buy liquore He been hide that sack o' rice
fore day clean( daylight ) in the prow of the boat and cover with a thing like an
old coate I members one dey when he come back from town he mske a miss ( step)
when he onlosding and fell and broke he jugd The Big Boss ses; he smell; and he
see WHY my father make that miss step; he already sample that liquord But the
Boss ain't sey too muche Sat'd'y time come to ration offs ﬁ‘very head on the
Plantation to Brookgreen line up at smoke-house to draw he share of meat and

rice and grits and meals ( This was fore my father been pint ( appointed )

" ood man. This when they had & tight colored men in thet place by neme Frasers They
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say Fraser come straight from Africa ), Well, Sat'd'y when time come to give
my Father he share of rations, the headman reach down in the corner and pull out
a piece of that broke whiskey jug and put on top my father rations wherse all
could seed Colonel Yard cause that to be done to broke him off from that whiskey
juge My father was a steady liquor men till then and the Boss broke him off,

" Slavery going ine I members Marse Josh and Miss Bess had come from French
Broad ( Springs ) where they summered ite They brought a great deal of this
cloth they call blue drilling to meke a suit for every boy big enough to wear a suit
of clothes and a pair of shoes for every onee I thought that the happiest
'set up' I had in boyhoode Blue drilling pents and coat and shoees And Sund'y
come we have to go to the Big House for liarse Josh to see how the clothes fite
And him and ifiss Bess make us run races to see who run the fasteste. That the
happiest time I members when I wuz a boy to Brookgreens

" Two Yankee gun boats come up Waccemaw riverd Come by us Plantatione One stop
to Sandy Island, llontarena landinge One gone Watsaw( Wachesaw landing) . Old
Marse Josh and all the white buckra . pone to Harlboro county to hide from Yankee., Gon:
up Waccamew river and up Pee Des river , to Marlboro county, in a boat by name
Pilot Boye Take Colonel Ward and all the Cap'n to hide. from gun boat till
peace declare, I think Pilot Boy been a rear-wheelers lost boats like the Old
Planter been side wheeler,

" They say the Yankee broke in all the rice barn on Sandy Island and share
the rice out to colored peoplee The big mill to Laurel Hill been burn right den,
That the biggest rice mill on yaccamsw rivers Twuzn't the Yankee burn dem mill,
Dese white mens have a idea the Yankee mean to burn dese mill so they set 'em
afire before the Yenkee come, Nothing left to Laurel Hill today but the rice
mill towere That old brick tower going to BE theree Fire can't harm 'ems

" Phe worst thing I members was the colored oberseer, He was the one straight
from Africae He the boss over all the mens ad womens and if omems don't do all

he say, he lay task on 'em they ain't able to dos My mother won't do all he saye

When he say , ' You go barn and stay till I come , ! she ain't do %eme So he have
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it in for my mother and lay task on 'em she ain't able for dos Then for
punishment my mother is take to the barn and strapped down on thing called the
Ponye Hands spread like this and strapped to the floor and all two both she feet
been tie like thise And she been give twenty five to fifty lashes till the blood
flowe And my father and me stand right there and look and ain't able to lift a
hendd Blood on floor in that rice barm when barn tear down by Hontingdon ( Asie
fluntingdon ) o If Marse Josh been know 'bout that obersheer, the oberseer can't
do 'emg bgt Just the house servemt get NMarse Josh' and Miss Bess! eare Them things
different when my father been make the head‘man. What I tell you happen fore
Freedomy when 1 just can remembere

" Pather ‘dead justr before my mothers They stayed right to Brookgreen
Plentation and dead there after they frees And all they chillun do the same, till
the 0ld Colonel sell the plantation oute Whers we going to? Ain't we got house and
rations therse?

" How many chillun I got? Lemme see, Lemme see how many hegd of chillune You,
Stellad Help me now! Don't let me tell the lissis wronge Charles Henry, thirty
eight, dere in New Yorke Ben Horry = I gie' ‘em directlyd"( Lifting cep end
scratching high forehead and gray wool )e "»Twenty foure I going to give you all
I goti All I know aboutd Bill Horry, that's a b-oy, he twentys Dineh, that's a gal,
twenty five, Christine, she bout twenty. Mary Horry, I woﬁld say:fifteen, When the
last war come, the last war deputize them boy and take 'em wey up North and the
gals follow , trail 'em on to New Yorks, That the war when you cen't get no suger
and haw;e to put candy in your coffee ,

" How old I is? " Slowly and deliberately " December 13the, 1852 Lighty five
years or more. ‘hen my mother dead to Brookgreewl would say I 'bout thirty three
year old,

" APter Freedom, from my behavior wid my former owner, I wuz pinted ( appointed)
head men on Brookgreen Plantations By that put drop in my hand ( getting the drop
on others) e When kennel been dug out ( cenal dug ) from the Osks Plentation to

Dr, ‘Wardie ¢  Flagg house, I wuz pint ( appointed ) head mane Take that down,
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I'issise Kemnel ( canal) cut 1877, Near as I kin, I must task it on the kennel

( canal) and turn in every memn's work to Big Bosse That kenmel( cenal) bigger then
one-- Mre Hontingdon dig right now with machine,

" lissus, slavery time people done something ,"

Uncle Gabe Lence, born on Sandy Island the first year of the Civil Wer, a visitor
at Uncle Ben's : " Yes sire All them rice field been nothing but swampe Slavery
people cut kernel( canal) and dig ditch through the raw swampe All these fields
been thick woodse Ditching man tasl was ten compass o ™

Uncle Ben continues:

" Storm? Ain't I tell you I BEWN hered Yes, sire iiore than one storm I live
throughd Been through the Flagg storms Been turn over twice outside there in the
seae Ono time been have .the seines Been roughe Have weathers And the breskers
take the boate I swim till I get the rope hold. Two mén on the shore have the
rope end of the seine rope and I hold to that and that how I save THAT times
" Member another time, Had a boat full of people this last go "round. Vhuz Hiss
Mary, he aunty and the lawyers I take them fishing outside in oshune Been in the
Inlet mouths Come half way to Drunken Jack Islande Bresker start to lick in the
boatd I start to baild Have a maters ( toma“-oces) can for bail withe And that been
danjus( dengerous); have too much women in there; dey couldn't swim like a mane
And it happen by accident, when the boat swemp and full with water, our FiiT
TOUCH BOTTOMe When he ( the boat ) turn over, I didn't aim to do no,thing but
swim for myselfe Wasn't able to ~elp nobody. But here out feet touch bottome Only
an accident from Godd

™ One time again I swamp outside, 'tween Georgetown and Charleston. Try to bail,
Swim with one hand, hold boat with the others Roughest time I ever seev 'cause it
been cold wedder ( weather ) e Old before-time yawl boat, carry eight oar, four
£o each side. Young man then ; 1877, After the wedder ( weather ) surrender, we
we gone back in dere and find cork going up and down and save us net and all

" When the Flagg storm been, 1893, I working for Ravanel and Holmess I was
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taken up in that storm in a steamer boats. Leave Charleston generally about
five in morninge Thet trip never reach Georgetown till nine that nighte lMeet a men
on that trip got he wife hug to mast in a little kinder life boates Had he two chillun;
rope wrap 'em to that maste Seve man and wife and chillun eand gone back and save he
trunke After that +they quit call me 'Ben ' ; they call me 'Rooster! ,

"After Flagg storm, Colonel Ward take me and Peter Carr, us two and a hh horse, take
that shore ( follow the ocean shore line ) to Little Rivere Search for all them what
been dérownede Find a trunk to h@rtie Beache Have all kinder thing in 'em; comb for you

hair, thing you put on you wriste "ind dead horse, cow; ox, turkey, fowl = everythinge
Gracious Godd Don't want to see no more thing like thatd But no dead body fiﬁd on
beach outside Flagg femilye Find two of them chillun way down to Dick Pond what
drownded to Magnolia Beach; find them in a distancg apart from here to that housee
touldn't 'dentify wedder Miss or whoe All that family drown out because they wouldn't
g0 to this lady house on higher grounde *‘ouldn't let none of the rest go, Servant all
drownd Betsy, Kit, liom Adelel Couldn't 'dentify who lost from who save ¥ill next morning,
?ind old Doctor body by he vest stick out of the muds fetch Doctor body to shore and he
watch still aticking, Dre Wardie Flagg been save hanging to a beach cedars When that

tornado come, my house wash down off he blockse Didn't broke upe

"  Religion? Reckon Stella got the morest of date I sometimes a little quick. Stella,

she holds one course, I like good songe One I 1like best? "

’ Try us, Oh Lord,
And search the ground
0f every sinful heart I ( Uncle Ben stopped to think ),
What 'eer of sin
In us be found

Oh, bid it all depart {

" Reason I choose that for a favorite hymn, I was to Brookgreen doing some work for

Dro Wardie Flagg end I hed td climb as high as that live oak tree, end I redl high as
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that treed 1 lay there till I doze off in sleep, And I tell you what happen to me
curiouse "hile I was sleep I seen two milk white chickense You know what them two
white fowl do? They gone and sit on my mother dresser ri-ht before the glass and

sing that songe Them COULD singd And it seem like a women open a vial and pour
something on me, My spiritual mother ( in deam day every member in the church have

what they call a spiritual mother ) say, ! That not natural fowles That sent you for

e tokene ' Since that timel serve the choir five or six years and no song seem strange
to me since that dayes God ain't ax about you colors God ax about you heart .

" Make my living with the ister ( oyster ). Before time ( formerly) I get seventy
®ive cents a bushel; now I satisfy with fifty cents., Tide going out, I go out in a
boat with the tide; tide bri.g me in gith sometimes ten, sometimes fifteen or
twenty bushelse I make white folks a roast; white folks come to Uncls Ben from all
over the country = !'lorence, Dillon, ullins - every kind of place, Same price roast
or raw, fifty cents a bushel.

" I bout to quit up with sell, All the 1awyef.' Turn all my papers over to Mr,
Rurrise I got too much of paper in that Con=o=waye Court House,e Got more paper in
there then the house worthd Have to step to Conoway all the time, Struggle and starve
myself out for these fifteen acresye Thirty miles to Con=o=wey, Thirty miles back
by the course I travelse All them tricky mens try to go and get old Ben's land sign
to 'emy That's the mainest thing take me to Con~o~way every weeks They all talk so
suzar mouth till my neme down; then when my neme write is another thinge ‘then I in too
much trouble, I just has to step up to Con-o-way and see lire Burrise He's a good man,

" They try to mix old Ben up in this whiskey businesss It look too brutish to me.

" Missis, I want to tell you all I kin but the old man punish with this
hone felom ( felon) ‘s Vorse'n I ever been punish in all my eighty five yeare Crab bite
om and ister ( oyster) cut 'em ( hand ) o Woman die and bury Sunday have ha.nd just
like thise If you say so, I11 go to doctors Don't want no blood poisone He ( Lone felon)
did act like he trying to dry upe I tie pea leaf on 'ems Can't put my hend to my heads "
The next day Uncle Ben was found with the doctor's white bandage very

muddy e Uncle Ben had gotten out of bed to go get oysters and even the bone felon did
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.9
folon, end one of the noted characters of that regione
F
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(Uncle Ben Horry (Reb's time nigger - over 80)

(Uncle Ben and visitors)

Uncle Ben: (To white children)

"Go on see if you can find one or two plum on
duh treee I been want to go to town wid you =~ dat all
right daughter. (He pronounces it Dater - long Italian
tAY) Chillun, ain't find duh plum, enty? Dem Sandy
Island people come and clean the tree. Too sorry wonneh
ain't get them pluml

| "Stella gone in creek fishing. Him and Iula
gone - ILula McCoy. You say me?" (To neighbor walking.
up) "Four men b;en here load they car up wid hand. . How
come you ain't gone to the bacco?" (To work in the tobacco
fields in truck sent to find hands)
Pauline»Pjrat’c:~ "If they ain't pay my price, I ain't going
leave home, i ain't gone for 75¢ a day. Feenie Deas gone
yestiddy."
Uncle Ben: "Near bout blinde. Couldn't see out no eye
nor nare (neither) one o! my eye. Doctor put sumptin in
'em do me too much o! goods How I is? Fall out? Deth
come I fix! Don't know bout youl"
Pauline: "I fixi" -
Mary Gary: "You fix, Uncle Ben?"
Uncle Ben: "I gwine fixi"

Pauline: "You ain't fix?e"
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Uncle Ben: "I fix all rightl I going fudder dan duh gravel"
Pauline: "I veen Tarbox." (To Mr. Tarbox)

Uncle Ben: "Down by Gallie?" (Gallie's house)

Pauline: "I ain't see nobody. What you see?"

Uncle Ben: "Ain't see nobody tall - tall -."

Pauline: "Alice! I see Alicel"

Uncle Ben: "Ain't see nobody else?"

Pauline: "Nobody elsel"

Uncle Ben: "Nobody elseft"

Pauline: "Nobody else. She by herselfi"

Uncle Ben Reminisces

"Fore freedom? Fore freedom? Well now, fore freedom we
were treated by our former owners I will say good =~ cord-
ing to situation of time. Lvery year when Massa and Missus
gone mountains, they call up obersheer (overseer) and say,
'Don't treat them anyway severe., Don't beat them. Don't
maul them.' (Mre. Heminingway been severe.)

"Anybody steal rice énd they beat them, Miss Bessie cry
and say, 'Let 'em have ricel My rice - my niggeri!

"Brookgreen and Springfield every Sunday morning, every
gal and the ﬁoung one must dress up and go to the yard and
Miss Bessis give 'em candy. Don't want too much o! beating.

Glad to see young women dance. DBut some cruel to the color-

eds Some on 'Prospect,! - 'Hermitage! - and 'Woodland!
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treat all righte.

"I know the Yankee boat come to Inlet and went to Oaks
sea=-shore with load of cotton. Band of our sojer gone -
(Rebs =~ 'OUR sojerl), and Yankee sojer come off in a yawl
boat and ocur sojer caught»two of them men and they hang
that man to Oaks sea-~shore. And when the Yankee find out =
do my Lordl A stir beent A4 stir herel Sheil clean to
Sandy Islandl Kknock hole through the sick-house (at Brook=-
greenl) Pumpl Well, ain't it? Brick work pump.. Wiell.
Handle. You turnl Turn. One bucket gone up; one gone
downe Ward take care of his nigger, shol Best man own
slavel - Ward and Ploughdon sho treat they nigger right!
Live !'Laurel Hill.!

"Ward had on Prospect and Brook-green. You know what
I see? AHight there to Ocks sea=-sho after them people done
fhat murdering with that man? Take éil the slave, get on
flat and gone out way of shell. Gone sand hole. Take all
the people from Brookgreen and Springfield - and carry
dem to Marlboroe. Boat tow flat. Carmichael came through
and established the freedom through here. They come back
from Marlboro where they refugee to and Maham Ward come
back on the flat. And this Ward, shafe out the rice =~
broke open barn. We people? Anything like a silver, bury
right there in that gardenl Right to Brookgreen garden,

318
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what Hontington got now. A1l VWard thing bury there. Them
old time people kill you = you meddle them thing. Cry out,
'assa Tingl?! You better let 'em stay therel

"After Freedom iiiss Dessie gone to she- house in
Charston - Rutledge Street Charston. &nd you could see
way out in ocean.

"My fadder =~ him and Uncle Dan'l and Uncle Summer
uster been fiddler. Gone &ll round when the white people
gone to Prospect to ball and sich as thate. Dem white
people didn't treat you so brutishl Dem obersheeri"
(Aside) "Wonder Christ sake why Lula stay out that creek
so longl" |
Pauline: '"Fine season for corni"

Ben: "Sho isli"
| (Uncle Ben keeps & little grocery and fruit for sell,
Customer comes)

"Missus, Take twenty cent out a dollar,"

Pauline: "My grand-mother in that storme. They leave that
Thursday. I been to Oaks. When Flagg storm wuz. 8ichmond
come off ilagnolia 6each to Oaks Plantation and get the wash-
ing =~ the missus clean clothes. Had to swim the horse

off the beach to get the clothes. I been on the beach Thurs-
day <« and cousin Joshua-way; Pony Myers daughter born in

Brookgreen street day of storme. Pony Myers wife name Adele.
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Mersa Arthur hed one little twin. Joshua Stuart and Ben find
dem to the end of Myrtle Beach. Arthur twin baby - bout that
high - 1ittle walking chillun. Look how curious thing isl
Them two chillun drown and find to the foot of Myrtle Beachl
(fifteen or twenty miles north). Find Tom.Duncan mother.
Find Francis mother = Fréncis Gadsdene Dcc tor Ward pa -
find hiﬁ by duh veste Vest sticking out duh mude. Watch
»going. My grand-mother was keep a walking from door to doore
"Find a mer-maid and kept to Magnolia." (Péuline said,

'mere-maid!) "Doctor Ward and dem shut 'em_up a month. ﬁex-
maid. Had a storm ball. Xeep a turning'rouﬂd. Keep a tell-
ing him (D@.‘Arthur) storm coming. He wouldn't b'lieve ‘em.
(Barometer - called by Uncle Isaszc's wife, gatekeeper at
VB;ookgreeh,-chroﬁometer.) He wouldn't b'lieve. And a cuss-
ing'mahl All the time cuss! Mere-maid got a forked tail
_just like sharke From here down,(illustrating by pantomine)
all blue scale like & cat-fish. Pretty peoplel Pretty a
‘white woman as‘you ever lay your eye on;9

Ben: "fretty, enty?" | - ) _
_féuline: "Dem stay in sea. bey walk - slide loﬁg on tail."
(twisting from her waiét to illustrate.) Pretty. From they
walst down to taill blue scale.ﬂfou'got'; bathing hcusé“on
‘beach, Leave bresd in there. They sho eat bread.

rrrrr “f)apse Allard say top of the barn fly off. Oat jump
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and on itl And horse tooe 4And he jump too and tide bring
tem to Brookgreen.

"Joshuaway Stuart been plantation carpenter. He made
one box for the twin what drown and Colonel Mortimer bring

one from Georgetown."

(Aunt Stella aend Lula arriving from fishing trip)
"ihat ketch?"

Lula: "Get some cattyl" (cat-fish) "Mary, you dress dovmli"

Mary:s "I gwine ketch me a fellow! (Looking in bucket)
Goshl Did got a good messl"

Iula: "Little fellow."

Mary: "Rather eat them then large one."

Pauline :"What yinneh nuse for baitg"

Iule:  "Swimp." |

Pauline:"How you catch 'em?"

Iula:  "Take a crocus and dip 'em up."

Pauline:"I gwihe try to=morrow."

Inla: "Po-morrow been Sundyd How old I is? Have to put a

gueés on 'em. Pout fifty I guess. Flagg storm? That big

one? When the storm wuz, I wuz seven year old."
(Discuss feb time and F1agg storm. )

Pauline: "Yes. Wwind bring young Allard in to Uncle Joshua-
way Stuart field right down there where Cindy Poinsett now.
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Joshuaway been Cindy Pa.

"Doctor Ward shut that mere-maid up. He been in thatl
When that storm wuz, he wuzn't olde I go there now and
talk bout that storm and he eye get full ot water. Looker
his Papa clothes. Got 'em all pack in trunk. I never
shee 'um court myself. Every time I shee 'um with a crowd
o' mane

"Long as he have mere-maid shut up, it rainl Peoﬁle
gone there to look at tem. Long as keep 'em shut up it
raine That time rain thirty dayse. That just fore Flagg
storm." (Looking toward creek) "Yonder S%tella, wonneh,
nowd" |

(Uncle Ben gave each white child a little cake - then

gave, from his hand, hunks of corn bread to each colored

woman . )

Conversation taken down on

Uncle Ben Horry!'s porch where he
sat awaiting the return of Aunt
‘Stella who had gone tin the
creek! to tcatch a mess o' fish,!
Murrells inlet, S, C.

June 15, 1937
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( VERBATIM )
MISS GEORGIE AT WOODLAND

EX-SLAVE STORY

" Ho was & full-blooded man =-- the Cap'n., Didn't disgrace. He
put goat on Goat Island, Money was bury to Goat Islend, FPecple after
people been sent, I dinneh know wedder they find or no.

" Mack McCosky was sent by the State to fetch molesses, meal and
homiriy end goat on Goai: Islend, He can't tell youl | People can't kmow
sumpin when they ain't bormil

" After de war 'e come back and take into big drinkin' and was'ém
(waste them) till ‘e fail tru, He been fell tru wid his money (lost his
property). Didn't bury so destent (decent).

" We smeller one didn't heve chance to go to wer. Xy Daddy heve for
goe Have to go ditch ard all and Yend his subshun, Fis subshun was waste
and steal, FParisy Ee the man control all the Buckra ting, And, by God, he
go and show Yenkee all dem ting! Ole Miss git order to have him kill and
don't harm none! She ain't one to see him tru all that thousand head o!
nigger for get ‘em,

" They come have big dinmer. Cap'n come from Muldro. (Marlboro) .
Drum beatint little one denocin', Gone back to Muldro. (Maham Ward and
these udder come from Muldro.) And they leave ting in Uncle Williem Geillard

hande And he carry on till everting surrender. And then the Cap'm come home from
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( VERBATIM )
MISS GEORGIE AT WOODLAND

EX-SLAVE STORY

Muldro and they try give you sumpin to make start on like cow and ting.
They ain't treat you like a beast. Ain't take no advance o' you. What

the Cap'a do he do for you good. I bflong Dr. Warde I entitle to bring

324

him two string o' birde Rice bird come like jest as tick as dat (thick as that)

Somstimes a bushel one shot,

® They put you in the flat and put you over there, When they tink
Yankee comin! you take to Sandhole Crick for hide, Mr. Carmichael sent
by the state, Go to Brookgreen, Longwood, Watsaw, Tell everting surrender,
Go to any located place, He's a Gineral, Go open the baran door and give
us all us need., He better to we nigger boy dan he Daddy been! Wouldn't
‘beat you 'thout the 1lil' boy really fightint,

" Time o' the war the colored people hear 'bout Yankees Not a one eber
understand to run way and go to Yankee boat from WE plantation, These Yankee
people wuz walkin' 'bout on the beach. And while they come in to the hill,
the Reb have a battery to Laurel Hill and they cut off them Yankee from the
ocean., These they cut off they carry dem to Brookgreen barn, Hang one
colored mm and one white man to Oaks Seashore, White man musser be Sergeant
or big Cap'a. Just ad soon as the sun go down you see a big streak come over

and they BUSS (bust) Duds, Woman in the street killed, (Street of negro
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( VERBATIM )
MISS GEORGIE AT WOODLAND

EX-SLAVE STORY

Quarters --- Brookgreen) Blacksmith killed. Cut off he brudder=-in-law
(Judy's) and kill Judy. Dem shell go clean to Sandy Island. Pump make
out o' brick to Brookgreen. Dat boy (shell) come and hit the pumpe. De
horn blow and they make for flat and gwine on to Sandhole down that black crick.
There a man for dat =--- dat flat, Get everbody line upe. Ain't gone
there for PLAY. Gone for wuk (work). I wuz big 'nouf to do diss ===--
go wid my fadder and hold light, *

" It this way. You ain't LOW to eat the whole rice you kin make
money outer. Beat dat rice, But my Daddy been & great whiskey man. Liquor.
Didn't have 'em less he go to town. Money scase. ('E wuz a kind of
musicianer for the Ward fambly)., But he break he juge He break he whiskey
Juge En when de obersheer (overseer) git out de ration and gib'em to mah
Ma and us chillun he hand mah Pa a piece o! dem break jugd That keep him
in mind o' that whiskey jug.

" Yankee come here and butt us colored people; I 'member we Yyoungunts
Just could 'tote up dem gold pitcher andvbury dem in the garden, Not far
from the flowers tank, Tank have on 'em a wommn head (Flowsrs! tank was
a fogn‘cain). All the master fine ting way down there buryl De Ward didn't
loss nothin', They move us out the plantatiom, Col. Ward took 'em in a
flat to Mulbro.
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( VERBATIM )
MISS GEORGIE AT WOODLAND

EX-SLAVE STORY

" Dr, Heriot after the war took into big drinkin', Didn't bury

so decent., Fell tru wid all he money. Not bury so decent,"

SOURCE: Told by Uncle Ben Horry, Age 88, April 1938, Murrells Inlet,

S. C.
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INTERVIEW WITH EX=SLAVE

MARGARET HUGHES, 82 YEARS.

" Missy, I likes to talk to de white folks, I gits awful
lonesome for my massa and missus, and de white folks I used to te wide
Yes'm; I was born out here 'bout ten miles from Columbia, at a little
place called Nipper Hille My messa was named Daniel'Finley, and my mis-
sus was named Elizabeth, tut we called her Missy Betsys My massa had a
big plantation and & heap of slaves; he had s0 many he couldn't keep
us faces in his minde One dey he see some of us over on another plante-
tion, and he ask us who we b'long to, and we tell him, and he just smile
and say hé oouldn't 'member all of use De masse and de missus was so good
to us 'til de slaves on other plantations was jealous; they call us free
niggers befo! we was freeds |

The grown=up slaves had to work in de field all day and than
at night they spin cloth and meke their clothess We had one shoemaker
what didn't do nothing else much 'cept make shoes for all of use I was
too young to do much work, so the missus mostly keep me in de house to
nurse de chillune When de chillun go to school, she make me go *long
wid them for to look after them and tote their bookse I stayed wid them
all day and brought their books home in de eveninge

I got in trouble ome day while I was at de school house; I

was a right bad little gal, anywaye I got mad wid one of de little

white chillun 'cause she talk mean to Sissy, dat's one of my Missus

little girls, and I took her books and put them in a bucket of watere
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The teacher punish me, and t0l1d my missus I couldn't: come back 4o de
school house, 'less she teach me how to behave more bettere I was right
good after that, 'cause I was scared of whippingse My missus had three
chillun: Mary, we call her Sissy *cause she de oldest, then Sally and
Williee I slept in de big house and play wid de white chillume When de
white folks went off in de carriage they always let me go too; I set up
in de seat wid de drivers They had awful pretty horses to drives

Messa Daniel had a overseer, named Jake Graddicke He kept de
slaves at work and looked after de cropse He woke de slaves every morning
by blowing a big cow horn, and called them to dinner the same waye We went
to work at sunrise, had two hours for dinner, and stopped work at sundowne

The slaves had nlenty to eat, and had their own gardense I helped
work de gardensely 0ld daddy worited in de garden and made chairs for de
slaves, besides working in de fieldse

My massa never whip de slaves very much, but he do sometimee
Once I saw my poor old daddy in ochainse They chained his feet together,
and his hands 0o, and carry him off to whip himy *cause he woildn's tell
who stole a trunk that was missinge He couldn't tell though, Yceuse he
didn®t kmow, but they thought he dide

No me'am missy, us slaves never had no church to go toe We
was allowed to go to de white folks' church thoughe There was a low
partition in de church wid a little gate in it; wawse'b on one side of it,
and de white folks on de others We listen to de preaching and sung de songs
right *1dng wid de white folkse Us never had no baptizings thouglr;. I learned
8 heap of things in Sunday Schoole

Talking 'bout patrollers, I was awful scared of theme We ad to
have & pass from our massa to go from one plentation ¥o another, snd if we

went without & paé, the patrollers would ketch us and whip use I never did
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get ketched thoughe De only time de massa ever let us ride de horses was
when he want us to carry a message from one plentation to anothers

Yos matam, tbout these weddings you asked me 'bout; well, we
had a big time when any of de slaves got merriede De massa and de missus
let them get married in de big house, and then we ad a big dance at one
of de sinve housee De white folks furnish all kinds of good things to eat,
and de colored peoples furnish de music for de dancee My mammy's brother
been one of de best fiddlers there wasj he teach de éthar niggers how to
playe

The best times we lmd was *long in summer time, 'tending them
Camp Meetingss We had good men to preach de service, and then all of us
women got together and spread a big picnic dinner, that we'dbrought from
home in baskets, and we sure had a good timee Sometine dome of them eab
so much they get sicke We ain't had so much sicknass 'long them times
though, not like we do nowe Us used to wear garlic and asafebida !round
our neck to keep off diseases; never had many neithere We was waocinated
to keep from ketching smallpoxe

Well little missy, I done told you just *bout all I 'members
toept 'bout de Yankeese When I used to hear de older niggers talking 'boub
de Yankees coming, I was scared, 'cause I thought it was some kind of ani-
mal they was talking 'bouts My old aunty was glad to hear *bout de Yankees
cominge She just set and talk 'bout what a good time we was going to have
after de Yankeos comee She'd says *Child we going to have such a gqod time
a settin' at de white folks table, a eating off de white folks table, and
a rocking in de big rooking chaire' ‘ .

Something awful happen to one of de slaves though, when de Yankeos

did comee One of de young gals tell de Yankees where de missus had her
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silver, money and jewelry hid, end they got it alle What you think hap-

pened to de poor galj She'd donme wrong I know, tut I hated to see her

suffer so awful for ite After de Yankees had gone, de missus and masse

hed de poor gal hung '$il she diee It was something awful to sees De

Yankees took everything we had tcept a little food, hardly taough to

keep us alives
When de slaves were freed de most of them didu's had nowhere

to go, so we Just stayed on wid de massa énd missus and they was good
to us as long as ws stayed wid theme I wishes sometime I was a slave

again, tcause I likes being & slave, didn't have nothing to worry 'bout

thene "

Home address
3106 Asylum Roade
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MOM HESTER HURTER
Ex~Slave, 85 years.

"Well, blsss ye little heart, honey, ye say ye is wan'’
me o tell ye 'hout how de people 1lived way back dere in
glavery time. Honey, I dunno wha' to tell ye cause I ain!
never been treated no ways but good in me 1life by my Missus.
I tell dese ohillun here dat dey ain' never see no sech time
uz dere been den. My Missus been marry Massa John Béth@a en

dey 18 raise dey flock up dere to de erossroads next Latta.
~ Dat whey I been raiaé. Honey, my Missus see to it she self
dat we look a'ter in de right way. Ain' never been made o
do no work mmch den; Jes playe& dere in de back yard wid me
dolls aw de time I wanna. Honey, I dunno nuthin to teil ye
csuse I is 11ib lak uh lamb in dem days," '

"I wus borﬁ on de 25th uv December, right on de big

Chrissms day, dere on Massa John plantation en I wuz 14
year o0ld when freedom declare. I is 85 yesr o0ld now en,
'honey, me hoalth Jjes uz good now uz ever it wz. My Miasua.
take sech good ocare uv us aw de time en see a'ter us she self
‘when we sick en X 1# take sech gqod care uv me gelf a'ter T
leab dere dat I *spect to be here long time from now. Aini
know no ailment tall, Coase de rheumstism is worry me right
smart on uh night. Honey, dis rheumatism ain' been causme

from no bad tooth. I i8 hab eve'y tooth in me head wha' 1
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hab when I wuz 7 year old en dey jes uz good uz dey waz den.
It jes dis way, jes uz long uz I is workin', I feel®s mighty
smart, mighty smart,childil"

"I 'clare to goodness white folks come down hers jes
tq hear me talk. Honey, IA is wish I could stay wid yunnah
~aw de day. I could tell yunnah aw 'bout dem days ocause I
ain! know muthin but big living 4den. I %all me grandchillun
dgt dem times‘'ud be uh show for dem now. My Massa had uh
big planﬁation, honey, uh big plantation! Right in de center
waz me Missus house en den dere was two long row wv we houge
to de right dere on de place close to de big house. I "members
when de plantation hand wha' work in de Vﬁold been oomAe'rt_o de
house in de niddle uv de day to ge' dey dinrer, I been lub to
gtand 'round de big pot en watch em when dey ge' dey sumptin
to eat;a Yas'un, dey is cook aw de food for de field hand in
de ssme big ole black pot out in de yard. Yae'um, dey is put
aw de viotual in one pot. Dey'ud go to de smokehouse en out
off uh whole half uh side uv baéon en drap it right in dat
pot. Dat been flavor de pot jes right oaﬁs§ in dem ciays‘, ue
ration been seagon wid meat. Honey, ders‘nd be 'bout. thirty
uv dem hand wha' had to sat out dat pot. Dere been uh shelter
built over de pot to keep de rain out en den dere wus uh big
scaffold aw 'round de pot whey de put de pans when dey qliah
de viotual up. De field hands‘'ud come dere en ge' dey pan uv

ration offen dis scaffold.”
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"Now de chillun on de plantation ain®' been 'low to
eat outer dat pot wid de field hand. My auntie cook us
viotunals right dere in de kitchen on de Missus fireplace
en we eat right dere outer ms own separate pan. My Missus
8ee she self dat we been fed right en she see dat de food
been cook done, cook done,honey, en been seasoned right aw
de time. My Missus ain' never stand fa me to go widout me
meat fa break'ast. Al'ays had hominy en milk en meat fa
me bresk'ast en when supper time come, dey is al'ays 731'0
us uh big bowl uv corn bread en milk. Folks ain' eat den
lak dey does nowedays. Dey been eat more meat den en it
ain' m't dem lak it m'ts em now. Honey, pecples ain'
1ib peaceful lak dey been 1ib den. Den peoples ain' cook
dey food done lak de food been cook den. My‘ auntie cook
aw de bread'right,dere in de kitochen on de fireplace. I
is hab some uv dem spider right here in de yard now. (She
showed us two iron spiders about 8 inchee deep with three
lege. One was being”uaed in the yard as a drinking place
for the chiockens and the other was carelessly thrown ;]naf
under the edge of her house.) When I come ‘way from my
Missus plantation, I been take care uv wha' I bring 'way
wid me. Dere uh ole loom dere in-de house right mow. I
"members how I use'er lub to lie down on de Missus floor
under de loom en watch my suntie when she waz spinning

dere."
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"Dey 'ud hab gray sheep en white sheep den en dey'ud
make sech nice cloth. Yas'um, dey'ud éyo de cloth right
dere on de plantation. I 'member aw 'bout dat. De Missus
had uh big patch uv indigo dat dey growed right dere en
dey'ud gather it en boil it in de pot en den dey'ud take
de cloth dat my auntie is help weave en put it in dat pot
on dye it jes usz pretty. My Missus see to it she self dat
de plantation people® clothes been make right en dat we is
hab nice clean place’ to sleep. De Missus never flow none
uv us to lay down in rags. She see 'bout aw dia she self.
I know my Missus gone to Hebbun, honey, en I hope she

restin' dere."

Source: Mom Hester Hunter, age 86, colored. (Personal

interview, Marion, S.C., May 1937.)
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MOM HESTER HUNTER
Ex-glave, 85 Years 390349

¥Yes,mam, I remember all bout slavery time just as goéd as
I know you dis mornin. Remember de first time dem Yankees
come dere, I was settin down in de chimney corner en my mammy
wag givin me my breakfast. Remember I been settin dere wid my
milk en my bowl of hominy en I hear my old grandmamuy come a
runnin in from out de yard en say all de gky was blue as indigo
wid de Yankees comin right dere over de hill den., Say she see
more Yankees den could ever cover up all devpremiées,bout dere;
Dén I hear my Missus.scream en come a runnin wid a lapful of -~
silv§r en- tell my grandmammj to hurry en sew dat up in de:feather
béd cause dem Yankees was mighty apt to destroy'é;l_dey valuables.
014 Missus tell all de colored people to éet aﬂay, get away en - |
take care of demselves en tell we chillun to get back to de |
chimney corner oa@ee‘ehe couldn' protect us noways nb longer.
Yes, honey, I was a little ohild settin dere in dat chimney
corner listenin to all dat scamperin bout eﬁ I remember dét
day just as good as it had been dis day right here,"

"Oh, my God, dem Yankees never bring nothin but trouble en
déstructiveness when dey come here, child. I remember I hear
tell dat my old stepfather been gone to de mwill to grind some
'oorn en when he was comin down de road, two big Yankees jump
out de bushes side de road en tell him stop dere. He say dey
tell him if he want to save his neck, he better get off dat ox

right den en get away from dere, He say he been 8o scared he
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make for de woods fast as he could get dere en tell dat he
lay down wid knots under his head many a night fore he would
venture to come out from dat woods. Never hear tell of his
0X eén corn no more neither. Oh, honey, my old Missus was a
dear old soul eﬁ didn! none of her colored people have no
mind to want to leave dere no time."

“We chillun never didn' know nothin bout no hard times
in dat day én time. 8Seems like de Lord had just open up en
fix de way for us to have everything we want. Oh, honey, we
chillun never been harness up in no little bit of place to
Play iike dese chillun bout here dese days. We had all de
big fields en de pretty woods to wander Tround en bout en make
us playhouse in, Seeﬁa like de Lord had made de 11ttleetreams\
just right for we chillun -to play in en all kind of de prettiest
flowers to come up right dowﬁmside de paths us little feet had
made dere, but dat wasn! nothin, Dere was flowers scatter 5out
everywhe! you look in de woods en all kind of birds en squirrels
en rabbits en honey, dey was live play things. Dat how-come we
been so satisfy. I here to tell you my old Missus was a dear
0ld soul en we chillun sho had a fine time comin up. She didn!
‘never have her ﬁiggers cut up en slashed up no time. 8he was
good to us en we stuck to her."

¥In de mornin bout dis time, me en my Miaéus would take a
walk in de woods down by de oreek, I.remember I would be dere
wid my mammy en old Missus would say, 'Judy, whe! Mester? I

want her to take a walk wid me dis mornin.' I been bout five
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or six years old den en I would get tired. I say, 'Mittie,

I tired, I tired.' 8he say, 'Well, set down en rest awhile,?!
I remember dere been a big old sweet gum tree'aettin dere

slde de creek dat had a place hollow out in it dat looked
just 1ike a chair been made dere. 014 Missus would set down
~dere en take me right down side her en stay dere till we was
rested. I go wid her one day when de creek been rise way up
high en dere been a heap of water in de road. I say, SMittig,
I scared, I soared.! éhe tell me dere couldni nothin hurt me
en I remember we went on en see a big black fish just & jumpin
in de road. Old Missus say, ‘Hester, catch him, catch him,®

I say,'ﬁittie, I can', I can', I scared.f I recollects she
caught dat fish en tied it wid her garter en let me drag it

| home en tell my mammy cook it for my supper. Honey, dat been
a day. Never couldn' forget bout dat.® '

"I remember me en my old Missus went to de graveyard one
mornin en we found a runaway ﬂigger hidin in a house dat uas.
standin in de graveyard. Dat was an old, old glavery time
house to de graveyard en people would go dezevgn hide. It
was just like dis, honey, generally people in de country be
soared of a graveyard en wouldn' nobody go dere to hunt dem.

I remember just as good when he see us, he squatted down right
low. I say, 'Mittie, looka, looka, I scared.' Den she say,
tHester, I notice de clouds are growin more en more gray én I
fear we better be gettin back home., I never like for a rain

to catch us away from home.' I know Missus say dat to make
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me think she wasn'! scared, but I never had no mind to tell
her I know what been de matter dat she want to hurry home.
Yestun, dat 0ld house in de graveyard was one of dem kind
dat been settin high off de ground. Dat de kind of house
dey cook underneath in slavery time. OCose it was closed

up when dey had de kitchen down dere. No,mam, Massa never
didn' go to walk wid old Missus. He was seein over all de
Plantation en Missus didn have but one son, little Joﬁn g.
Bethea, en he was gone off to school. ‘Nb, child, old Missus
wouldn' never allow nobody to go wid her but just me.*

"You see, it was like dis,;my old Missus been name Sara
Davis fore she marry Massa John Bethea en my mammy en grand-
mammy had come up wid hei‘inlde country en dat how-come dere
been such a feelin twixt dem. Yes,mam, I love my old Missus
better den I ever love honey en flour bread Cause she Was a
dear old soul. You see, she was always lookin to me to do
somethin for her., 8ay I was her favorite child to piock up
things bout de house en yard for her. 8he élways had my
mammy preserve me en Boi as her favorite house chillun. ghe
wouldn! ﬁever allow none of dem other nigger chillun to come
nowhe! iound whe! she was cause dem what went bout de Missus
never didn'! stay to de nigger quarter nb time. My grandmamny,
she had to get all dem other plantation chillun together en
see dat dey do what de Missus look for dem to do."

My God, child, people never know nothin but to go to
church on de big Sunday in dat day en time, No, wam, dey know
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dat been dey Massa rule en didn! nobody have no mind to
Question nothin bout it., My old Missus was a dear old soul
en she would see to it dat alsziggers wash en iron en cook
on Saturday cause she never allow no work gwine on round whe!
she was when Sunday come, be dat she.know bout it. I remember
my old Massa en Migsus used to ride to church in dey big black
carri&ge en dey always would carry me en Bob right dere in de
carriage wid dem somehow another, S8tuff us down'tween de seats
somewhe', I recollects just as bright as de stars be shinin
0ld Missus would carry me en Bob to de same little seats we
Eeen gsit in every Sunday en den she en 0ld Massa would go to

~dey oertain pew in de front part of de church. " Oh, honey, dat
wag aﬂday for dem niggers toc walk de road to church. Dafvuas
a picnic for dem. Oh, dey never had to walk but bout four
miles, Why, darlin, I used tO-waik fourteen miles to church

" every Sunday en didn' think nothin bout it. I think dat wae
de finest thing I know for me en my grandfather to walk 14
miiee to church over dere on de hill every Bunda&. I remember
we would set out bout time de sun would béirisin. Yes,mam, we
ﬁonid carry our dinner wid us cause we know we would be 11l
night gettinrback home again. It just like I been tell you,
de peoples sho cook dey dinner for Sunday on Saturday in dat
day en tize. Dat been & mighty good thing, child, been a
mighty good thing. Honey, it been de rule to follow what de
Bible say do in dat day en time en now it seem like de rule

must be, do like you see de other fellow is doin. Yes,mem,
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if you ain' been to church in dat day en time, you sho had
to report how-come you ain' been dere,"

"I tell you, child, I been here. If I live to see de
Ohristmas day, I'll be past 85 years old. I ain!' been up
town in God knows when en I wants to go so bad back to see
my white folks. Dem Evans chillun, dey comes to see me often.,
Dat child had took dat trip round de world en she come right
back en tell me all bout it. Well, bless my heait,she done
gone en get married last Sunday en I-nsver know_bout it{ - She
tell me she was gwine marry one of dese days, but I never know.
I hope dat man will take care of her en be good to my baby. I
hope her older days Wwon! be her worser days."

Yes,mam, I remember just as good as it was yesterday what
‘dey say when freedom come here. Oh, I hates to think bout dat
day till dis one. Remember dey call all de niggers up to de
yard en I hear old Missusvsay, You don! ﬁo more belong to me,
You oan go if you want to en if you want to, you can_ stay.' I
say,'Yes,mam, I do want to stay, I ain' gwine léave you,! ﬁ;f”
Wag my white mammy en I stay dere long as she live too., Didn!
want no better 1ivin den I was gettin right dere. It been a
Paradise, be dat what I calls it." :

Sourcé: Hester Hunter, ex—-sglave, 85years, Marion, 8.0,
Personal interview by Annie Ruth Davis, Oct., 1937.
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MCM HESTER HUNTER
Ex-Slave, 85 Years

"Bless my soul, honey, I tell you I been here a time,
Been here a day. I tell dese chillun here de other week
dere ain' no need for me to be frettin bout nothin no more
cause my time bout out. I got my ducks en my chickens en
my chair right dere in de yard en I stays out dere wid dem
all de day till sundown. You see, I have such a hurtin in
my back-en such a arawin in my knees en seeums 11ké de sun
does jusﬁ help me along’to bear de pain, but honey, I been
walkin a long time., I remember I been a little child in de
bed listenin on en I hear my aunt come in one day en say,
'Ma, I hear boes talkin bout dey gwine free de niggers.'

" Ma say, 'I don' have no mind for ﬁothin like dat. I.gwine
- be gohe en you gwine be gone too fore den.' OChild, I sho
been here a time. Remember dey been four years buildin dem
embankments en dey been four years fightin. Yes,mam, I been

through a day since I come here,"

"Honey, I was a hustlier when I Was a young Woman en dat
de reason my chillun had such good schoolin. If it had been
left to my husband, dey wouldn' been know A from B. I think
bout how my_old Massa ﬁsed tp try to learn me to spell en dat
how-come I had such‘a feelin for my chillun to gét someé learnin,

My daughter, she taught 20 years in dat school right over dere

throwed up her hands one day en say she wasn' gwine teach school
no more., Tell Bill en dem chillun dat she was gwine stay here
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home en keep me from fallin in de pots. Den she put out de
word dat she would do a washin for dis one en a washin for
‘dat one en honey, I see her dere washin so hard sometimes,

I have a feelin dat I would rather she be out en gone from

here, B8eems like it does hurt me so to see her wastin away f
like dat after I been worry so to give her such a good school %
learnin. "
"I tell you when I come up, it de Lord's truth, I ain'
know nothin but a decent livin all de time. My old Misqus
was a deai 0old soul en I been raise dat way. I hear talk
bout how some of de white folks would bout torture dey niggers
to death sometimes, but never didn' see my white folks allow
nothin like dat. Dey would whip dey niggers dat runaway en
atay'in de woods, but not'gd WoTBET. No,mam, my Missue wouldn'
-alloﬁ’no slashin round bout whe' she was. I remember my boss
had one of my old Missus niggers up dere in de yafd one mornin
en say he was gwine whip him en my Missus say, ‘John ., you
- let my nigger alone.! You see, my Missus had her niggers en
den old Boss had his niggers cause when o0ld Missus been marry
Massa John O. Bethea, she had brought here share of niggers
from whe! she was raise in de,country.v,It been like dis, oid
Missus father had scratch de pen for everyone of his chillun
to have so many niggers apiece for dey portion of his property
so long as dey wonld look after dem en treat dem good. Den if
dere been talk dat dem chillun never do what he say do, dey was
to take dem niggers right back to dey old Massa home, But, ohild,
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dey never didh' take no niggere away from my old Missus cause
she sho took care of dem. Stuck to her niggers till she died.*
"I remember just as good dere been two long row of nigger
house up in de qQuarter en de Bethea niggers been stay in de
row on one side en de Davis niggers been stay in de‘row on de
other side. En, honey, dere been so much difference in de row
on dis side en de row on dat side. My God, child, you could
go through dere en spot de Sara Davis niggers from de Bethea
niggers time you see dem. Won! no trouble no time. All old
Missus niggers had dey breeh (brush) pile side dey house to
sun dey beds on en dry dey washin cause my Missus would see
to it herself dat dey never kept no nasty livin. We was raise
decent, honey, en dat how-come me en my chillun is dat way to
dis very day. Dere dat child in de house now, she does put
freéh sheet on all us bed every week just like dey was white
people bed. You see, if you raise dat way, you ain'! gwine
never be no ther way. Yes,mam, my o0ld Missus sho took time
to learn her niggers right. Honey, both dese hands here was
raise not to steal. I been cook for heap of dese white folks
bout here dat been left everything right wide open wid me en
ain! nobody never hear noneé of dem complain bout losin nothin
to dis day. No,mam, ain' nobody never didn' turn no key on
me, I remember, if my old Missus would hear talk dat we been
bother somethin dat didn' belong to us, she would whip us en
say, 'I'm not mad, but you chillun have got to grow up some
day en you might have to suffer worse den dis if you don' learn

better while_ you young.'
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"Yes,mam, dat been a day. Dem niggers what been bred on
Massa John C. Bethes's plantation never know nothin but big
livin in dat day en time., Remember all bout dem days. Re-
collect dat dey would give all dey colored people so much of
flour for dey Sunday eatin en den dey had a certain woman on
de place to cook all de other ration for de niggers in one big
pot out in old Massa's yard. All de niggers would go dere to
de pot on Sunday en get dey eatin like turnips en collards en
meat en carry it to dey house en make dey own bread. Den in
de week time, dey would come out de field at 12 o'clock en
stand round de pot en eat dey pan of ration en den dey would
go back in de field en work. When dey would come home at
night, dere would be enough cook up for dem to carry home to
last till de next day dinner. Didn' eat no breakfast no time.
7Had meat en greens e€n corn bread en dumplings ko eat mostly en
won'! no end to milk. Got plenty of dat en dey was sho glad to
get it. Oose dem what been stay to de white folks house would
eat to de Missus kitoheh. En, my Lord, child, my white folks”
nad de prettiest kind of rice dat dey made right dere on dey
own plantatibn. Had,pienty rice to last dem from one year to
de other just like dey had dey hominy. Den old Massa had a
big fish pond en in de summer time when it would get too hot
to work, he would allow all his plantation niggers to catch
all de pikes en jacks dey wanted en salt dem down in barrels
for de winter. Didn' allow nobody to go nowhe! bout dat fish
pond but us niggers. En another thing, dey wouldn' cure dey
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meat Wid nothin but dis here green hickory wood en I epeak
bout what I becn know, dere ain' never been nothin could
touch de tagk of dem hams en shoulder meat. Oo - 00 - 00,
honey, dey would make de finest kind of sausages in dem days.
I tell m& chillun I just bout turn against dese sausage de
people make bout here dese days."

"Yes,mam, I been hearin bout dat thing call conjurin all
my days, ever sgince I been in dis world, but I ain' never put
no faith in nothin like dat. I say, I don' want no hand but
what God give me. I remember I got de sore eyes one time en
a woman come to me en say, 'Miss Hester, dere a woman in dis
town poison you.'! Tell me dey put somethin on de rag I had
wipe my eyes wid, I tell her she was wastin her speech cause
I know I never had nothin to worry bout. It de blessed truth
I'm tellin you, dere some of dese people right bout here now
got dese transfer driver gwine down in de country to get people
to do somethin for dem alli de time, Honey, if some people in
dis town had dis rheumatism I got, dey would swear somebody do
somethin to dem., Oh, my God, dere so much devilment gwine on
in de world dese days. I sho has faith in God en I reckon dat
how-come I gets along so'good.“

"Oh, de people, dey is awful worser den what dey used to be,
I know by my comin on dat dey awful worser, De little tots bout
here dese days know things de older people used to be de only ones
dat know bout. Yes,mam, I sets down en prays when others sleep

en I say, 'Lord, what gwine happen? Look like de young people
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on de straight road to hell gettin in so much devilment,
When I was comin up, I didn' have nothin to grieve over;
but seem like dere somethin all de time dese days. 1 does
worry bout it so much sometimes, child, I goes along just
a whistlin, 'Lord, I wish I had went fore I had so much to

grieve over,"

Source: Hester Hunter, age &5, Marion, 8.C.

Personal interview by Annie Ruth Davis, October, 1937.



	001000
	002000
	003000
	004000
	005001
	006002
	007003_m
	008004
	009005
	010006
	011007
	012008
	013009
	014010
	015011
	016012
	017013
	018014
	019015
	020016
	021017
	022018
	023019
	024020
	025021
	026022
	027023
	028024
	029025
	030026
	031027
	032028
	033029
	034030
	035031
	036032
	037033
	038034
	039035
	040036
	041037
	042038
	043039
	044040
	045041
	046042
	047043
	048044
	049045
	050046
	051047
	052048
	053049
	054050
	055051
	056052
	057053
	058054
	059055
	060056
	061057
	062058
	063059
	064060
	065061
	066062
	067063
	068064
	069065
	070066
	071067
	072068
	073069
	074070
	075071
	076072
	077073
	078074
	079075
	080076
	081077
	082078
	083079
	084080
	085081
	086082
	087083
	088084
	089085
	090086
	091087
	092088
	093089
	094090
	095091
	096092
	097093
	098094
	099095
	100096
	101097
	102098
	103099
	104100
	105101
	106102
	107103
	108104
	109105
	110106
	111107
	112108
	113109
	114110
	115111
	116112
	117113
	118114
	119115
	120116
	121117
	122118
	123119
	124120
	125121
	126122
	127123
	128124
	129125
	130126
	131127
	132128
	133129
	134130
	135131
	136132
	137133
	138134
	139135
	140136
	141137
	142138
	143139
	144140
	145141
	146142
	147143
	148144
	149145
	150146
	151147
	152148
	153149
	154150
	155151
	156152
	157153
	158154
	159155
	160156
	161157
	162158
	163159
	164160
	165161
	166162
	167163
	168164
	169165
	170166
	171167
	172168
	173169
	174170
	175171
	176172
	177173
	178174
	179175
	180176
	181177
	182178
	183179
	184180
	185181
	186182
	187183
	188184
	189185
	190186
	191187
	192188
	193189
	194190
	195191
	196192
	197193
	198194
	199195
	200196
	201197
	202198
	203199
	204200
	205201
	206202
	207203
	208204
	209205
	210206
	211207
	212208
	213209
	214210
	215211
	216212
	217213
	218214
	219215
	220216
	221217
	222218
	223219
	224220
	225221
	226222
	227223
	228224
	229225
	230226
	231227
	232228
	233229
	234230
	235231
	236232
	237233
	238234
	239235
	240236
	241237
	242238
	243239
	244240
	245241
	246242
	247243
	248244
	249245
	250246
	251247
	252248
	253249
	254250
	255251
	256252
	257253
	258254
	259255
	260256
	261257
	262258
	263259
	264260
	265261
	266262
	267263
	268264
	269265
	270266
	271267
	272268
	273269
	274270
	275271
	276272
	277273
	278274
	279275
	280276
	281277
	282278
	283279
	284280
	285281
	286282
	287283
	288284
	289285
	290286
	291287
	292288
	293289
	294290
	295291
	296292
	297293
	298294
	299295
	300296
	301297
	302298
	303299
	304300
	305301
	306302
	307303
	308304
	309305
	310306
	311307
	312308
	313309
	314310
	315311
	316312
	317313
	318314
	319315
	320316
	321317
	322318
	323319
	324320
	325321
	326322
	327323
	328324
	329325
	330326
	331327
	332328
	333329
	334330
	335331
	336332
	337333
	338334
	339335
	340336
	341337
	342338
	343339
	344340
	345341
	346342
	347343
	348344
	349345
	350346

