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MARY RAINES
EX=-SLAVE 99 YEARS OLD.

Mary Raines is the oldest living person, white or black, in Faire
field Countye If she survives until next December, she will have attained
her century of yearse She lives with her widowed deughter, Fannie McCollough,
fifty-seven years old, and a son, Joe Raines, aged 76 yearse They rent a
two=room frame house, on lends of Mrse Sallie Wylie, Chester County, Se¢ Ce
Joe, the son, is a day laborer on nearby farmse Fannie cooks for Mrse We T,
Rainese Old Mother Hary/, hes been receiving a county pension of $5.00 per
month for seversl yearss

"How old would Marse William Woodward be if he hadn't died befo!

I gwine to die? A hundred and twenty, you say? Well, dat's 'bout de way

I figured my agee Him was a nephew of Marse Ed, de fust Marse Ed F. Mobleye.
Him say dat when him ‘come twenty-one, 0ld marster give him a birfhday dinner
and ‘vite folks to it. Marse Riley McMaster, from Winnsboro, Se Ce, was dere
a flyin' 'round my ydung mistress, Miss Harietts Marse Riley was a young
doctor, ridin' 'rcund wid saddlebags. While thoy was all settin' down to
dinner, de young doctor have to git up in a hurry to go see my mammye Left
his plate piled up wid turkey, nice dressin', rice and gravy, candy 'tatoes,
and apple marmalade and cakee De wine 'canter was a settin' on de ‘hogeny
sideboarde All dis him leave to go see mammy, who wes a squallin' lak a
passle of patarollers (patrollers) was e layin' de lash on here When de
young doctor go and come back, him say as how my mammy done got all right
and her have a gal babye Then him say.dat Marse Ed, his uncle, took him to
de quarter where memmy was, look me all over and sey: ‘'Ain't her a good one?

Must weigh ten poundse I's gwine to name dis baby for your mama, Williame



Tell her I neme her, Mary, for her, but I 'spects some folks'll call her
'Polly', just lak they call your mama, *'Folly'.

"I was a strong gal, went to de field when I's twelve years old,
hoe my acre of cotton, 'long wid de grown ones, and pick my 150 pounds of
cottone As I wasn't scared of de cows, they set me to milkin' and churnin'.
Bless God! Dat took me out of de fields House servants 'bove de field ser-
vents, then dayse If you didn't git better ratioms and things to eat in de
house, it was your own fault, I tells youl You just f;ave to help de chillun
to teke things end while you doin' dat for them, you take things for yourself.
I never call it stealin'e I just call it takin' de jams, de jellies, de bis~
cuits, de butter and de 'lasses dat I have to reach up and steal for them chil=
lun to hide ‘way in deir little stomaches, and me, in my big belly.

"When Joe drive de young doctor,; Marse Riley, out to see Miss Harriett,
while Marse Riley doin! his courtin' in de parlor, Joe was doin' his courtin®
in de kitchene Joe was as smart as de nex' one. Us made faster tims than them
in de parlor; us beat them to de marriagee Marse Riley call it de altar, but
Joe always laugh and sey it was de heltere Many is de time I have been home
wid them sixteen chillun, when him was a gallavantin' 'round, and I wished I
had a got a real halter on det husbend of mine.

"I b'longs to de Gladden'’s Grove Afriocen Msthodist 'Piscopal Churche
Too 0ld to shout but de great day is comin', when I'1l shout and sing to de -
misic of dat harp of 10,000 strings up yondere Ohl Won't dat be a joyful day,
when dese old ailin' bones gonmne rise againe (Then the old darkey became suf=
fused in tears, lapsed into a silence and epathy, from which she couldp't be
arousede Finally she slumbered and snoredes It would have been unkind to ques=

tion her further. )*
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FRANK RANGE
CIVIL AR SFRVAMT and HERO

At the age of one hundred and three, Frank Range is a
familiar figure on the streets of Greaﬁvilla, talking freely of
pre-Clval and Cival %ar days, and the part he played in the war,

Frank, the oldéat of nine chlldren, was born of slave
parents, Lenard and Elizabeth Herbeft, on the plantation of Mr,

Jim Beler,ABewﬁerry Seuth Carolina, He was sold several times,
and is known by_thn name of one of his ownera,ﬁJohn Range, |

During the Cival “ar his master, Mr. Jim Herbert, carried
aim to the war As a cook, and when necessary, he was pressed into
service, throwing up breast-works; and while ne was engaged in this
work, at Richmond Va. a terrific bombardment of théir lines was made,
and a part of thelr braast-iorks was crushed in, and his master buried
bensath it., Frantic with fear for the safety of his master, Frank be-
gan to move the dirt away; finally he was able to drag him to safety,
Though snot and shell were falling all sround him, he came out un-
acaﬁhed. |

Frank Range returned to Newberry at the close of the war,
after which he moved t; Greenville County in I®0I, and into the city
in 19:3. He 1s never happler than when, in the center of a group of
willing hearers, he 1is reciting in a sing-song tone the different
periods of his life,

'~.30 attributes his longevity to the faot that he has nover

whiskey, never ghewed tobacso; never had a fight; toothache
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and hesdache are unknown to him; the service of a paysiclan has
never been needed; he does not know one playing card from another,
He cnn walk five or -ore miles with seem.ng ease; 1s jovial and
aumorous., |
He receives a atate pension of twenty five dollars annually.

iil1s place of residence 1s IOI Hudson St. Greenville, S. C.

L eia b
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¥r. Guy A. Gullick,

Probate Judge, Greenville County.

Frank fange ( informatlon given concerning himself)

IOl Hudson St. Greenville 3, Coe
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STORIES FROM BEX-SLAVES

"I was born in 1835 in Lexington County, 5.C. I know I
was 12 years old de last year of de war. I belonged to John
Hiller in Lexington County, near Columbis, S.C. 014 Marse Hiller
was strict to his slaves, wasn't mean, but often whipped ‘'em.

I thbught it was all right then. ihen de Yankees come through
burning, killing and stealing stock, I was ;n marse's yard. Dey
come up whar de boss was stahding, told him dere was going to be

a battie, grabbed¢ him and hit him. Dey burned his house, stole de
stock, and one iankee stuck his sword to my breast and said fer me
to come wid him or he would kill me. 0' course I went along. Dey
took me as fer as Broad River, on t'other side o' Chapin; then
turned me loose and told me to run fast or they would shoot me,

I went fast and found my way back home by watching de sun. Dey
told me to not go back to dat o0ld man.

"De slaves never learnt to rezd and write, If any o' dem
wés cauzght trying to learn to read or write, dey was whipped bad.
I kotched on to what de white chilluns said, and learnt by mgsell”
to say de alphabet.

"Ye went to de white churches atter de war, and set in de
gallery. Den de niggers set up a 'brush harbbr' church fer dem-
selves. We went to school at de cliiurch, and atter school was out
in de atternoon, we had preaching.

"Befo! freedom come, de patrollers was strong dere, and

whipped any niggers dey kotched out without a pass; wouldn't let

dem go to church without a pass.
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"Lots of hunting round dere, dey hunted rabbita, squirrels, foxes
and ‘*possums, Dey fished like dey do now,

"De white folks had old brick ovens away from de house, and
wide fireplaces in de kitchens. Dey cooked many things on satur-
days, to last several days. Saturday afternoons, we had off to
catch up on washing and other things we wanted to do.

"I 'member de Ku Klux and de Red Shirts, but don't 'member
angthing dey did dere.

}"We had corn-shuckings and cotton pickings, when de white
pebple would have everybody to come.and help. Us niggers would
help. Dey had big suppers afterwards.

"Je had plenty to eat from de garden of de'boss,’a big gar-
den dat rfurnished all de sla;es. Den de boss Killed hogs and had
other things to eat. Most o' de things raised in de garden, was
potatoes, turnips, collards and peas. |

"Some of us had witches. One old woman was a witch, and she
rode me one night. I couldn't get up one night, had a ketching of
my breath and couldn't rise up. She held e down. In dem days, was
lots o' fevers with de folks. Dey cured. 'em and other sickness
wid teas from root herbs and barks.

wAbrhham Lincoln was a good man. He said you folks ought to
let dem niggers loose add let dem go to work. He come wid his two
men, Grant and Sherman, and captured de slave bosses. Jeff Davis
was one o' de forerunners of de war. Don't know much about him.
Booker T. Washington is a good man. Think he is in office fer a
good purpose. I been married four times, Was young man when I mar-
ried first time. Gussie Gallman, my last wife, is living wid me."

Source: Sam Rawls (84), Newberry, S.C.
Interviewer: G.L. Summer, Newberry, S.C. (6/9/37)
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STOCRIES FROM EX-SLAVES

"I live wid my fourth wife and she is much younger dan me.
I am unable to work and have to stay in bed lots of de time. Ly wife
works at odd jobs, like washing, ironing and cooking. We rent a two-

room house from Miss Ann Ruff.

"] belonged to John Hiller. He was a good master tut lie |
worked his slaves hard. Dat was in Lexington County. , i

"I heard dat Gen. Grant said de slaves ought to get 40 i
acres of land and a mule so dey could ;0 to work; but dey never got
any dat I knows of. Atter Freedom dey worked as wage earners and share.
croppers. Some went to other farms to get Jjobs. Datts about what dey
do now, but some of dem saved a little money and bought farms and
~some started little businesses ol deir own.

"De Ku Xlux didn't>have much influence wid de slaves or ex-
slaves. As soon as de war broke, dey went riding up andé down de pub-
lic roads to catch and beat niggers. Ky brotner run off when dey got
atter him. He went to Orangeburg County and stayed down dere.

"T voted twice den, once at Prosperity and again at New-
berry. I was a Republican, of course. Some 0oi de Niggers of dis
state was elected to office, but dey was not my kinfolks nor special

friends. I think niggers ought to vote so dey could vote fer good

white folks; and dey ought to run fer office if dey could be elected
by good white folks.
"T was sixteen years old when de Yznkees come through dis

country. Dey cauzht me in de road and made me go wid dem to Broad
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River where dey camped one night. Den dey turned me loose énd told
me to git. I run as fast as I could. I followed de setting sun, de
road running towards de sun all de time, and got home about night.

*Since freedom is come de niggers have worked mostly on
Tarms as share-croopers; some as renters wid deir own crops to raise.

"De presént generation of niggers ain;t got much sense.

Dey work when dey want to, and have deir own way about it. De bld
nigzers was learned to work when dey was littde.

"I don't know nothing abouf de Nat Turner Rebeilion. I
never know'd but one old nigger dat come from Virginia, old Ellen
Abner. She lived below Prosperity fer a long time, in de Stoney Hills.

"Yes sir, I tries to live right and git along wid every-
body."

Source: Sam Rawls (80), Newberry, S.C.
Interviewer: G.L. Summer, Newberry, S.C. 8/23/37.
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Spartanburg, S.C. 390105 tdited by: “
District 4 Martha Ritter ¢
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TOLK~LORE: EX=SLAVES

"I was born on Capt. Jclin P. Xinard's
place. My marmmy and pa was Lucy and Sph Kinard who belonged
to Marse Kinarde. Illarse Xinard was good to his slaves - didn't
whip them muche. He wnipped me a little., Vhen®I was a little
girl I slept in the big house in the room with my mistress and
her husband, and waited on them. I worked when I got old
enough, in the field, and anywhere around. %hen I wouldn't
work good, my memmy whipped me most.
"I 'member the folks cooked in skillets
over an old fireplace.
"After the war wes over and freedom come
we stayed on with Capt. Kinard, 'till I married and then went
over to Dock Renwick's vlace where my husband worked. I married
Tom lenwick., Ve went to the church of the colored folks after
the war, and hsd preachings in mornings and evenings and at night,
too. We didn't have no nigger schools, and we didn't learn to
read and write.
"The white folks had orn-shuckings, cotton
pickings at night, when the mistress would fix a big dinner for

21l working."

SOURCE: Ellen Renwick (79), RFD, Newberry, S. C.
Interviewer: Mr. G, Leland Summer, 1707 Lindsey St.,
Newberry, S. C. -
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Spartanburg, S.C,
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FOLK=LOR 5: EX=SLAVES

"I was born in Spartanburg County, S.C., near
Glenn Springse I cean't 'member slavery or de wsr, but my ma
and pq/ggz Green Woster and his wife, Mary Posey Toster, always
said I was a big gal when the war stopped, when freedom come.

"o velonged to Seth Posey who had a big farm
there. He was & good man, but sure made us work. I worked in
the fields when I was small, hoed and picked cotton, hoed corn.
They didn't give us no money for it. All we gzot was a place to
sleep and a little to=mt. The biz man had a cood garden and give
us something fron ite He raised loads of hogs, to eat and to sell.
lle sold lots of thems The young fellows hunted rabbits, possums,
squirrels, wild turkeys, partridges, doves, end went fishing.

The Haster's wife, Miss Nancy, was good to use She had one son,
Williem,

"Yes, I 'member my ma telling us ‘bout the padder=-
rollers. They would ride around, whipping niggers.,

"My ma said her step-mother sold hers. Sometimes
they would take crowds of slaves to Mississippi, taking away
mothers from their infant babies, leaving the babies on the floor.

"fe always shuck corn and shell it at night, on
mbon-light nights we pick cotton. On Saturday afternoons we had

frolics, sometimes frolics 'till Sunday daylight, then sleep all

day Sunday.



"Then we got sick all the medicine we took was
turpentine - dat would cure almost any ailment. Some of the
niggers used Sampson snake weed or peach leaves boiled and tea
drunke

"I joined the church when I was 12 years old
'cause the other girls joinede I think everybody ought to join
a church to get thekt souls right for heavens

" I married Charley Rice in Spartanburg County,
at a colored man's house, named Henry Fox, by a colored preacher
nemed 'Big Eye' Bill Ricee I had four children, and have five
grand=-chilirens I have been living in Newbérry about 35 years
or more. I worked as a wash-woman many vearss.

"hen freedom come, my folks stayed on with Capte
Posey, and I washed and ironed with them later when I was big
enoughe I done some cooking, too. I could card and spin and
make homespun dresses. My ma learned me.

"I don't kmow much &bout Abraham Lincoln end Jeff
Davis but reckon dey was good men. I never learned to read and

write. Booker Washington, I reckon, is a good man."

SOURCE: Anne Rice (75), Newberry, S. C.
Interviewer: G. Leland Summer, 1707 Lindsey St.,
Newberry, S« Ce
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STORIES FRON EX-SLAVES

"y peonle tells me a lot about when I was a 1lil' wee
boy. I hes a clear mind and I allus has had one. My folks did not talk
up peopler's age like folks do dese days. Every place dat I be now,
tspecially round dese sovernment folks, first thing dat dey wants to
inow is your name. Well, dat is quite natur'al, %wut de very next ques-
tion is how old you is. I don'f know why it 1is, but dey sho do dat.

2s my folks never talked age, it never worried me till jes' here of

late. So dey says to me dat last week I give one aze to de man, and
now I gives another., Soonh I see'd dat and I had to rest my mind on
dat as well as de mind of de zovernment folks. So I settled it at

70 years old. Dat gives me respect from everybody dat I sees. Den

it is de truth, too, kaise I éome along wid everybody dat is done
-one and died now., De few white folks what I was contemperment (con-
temporary ) wid, 'lows dat I is 80 and dey is dat, too.

"You know dat I does 'member when dat Sherman man went
through here wid dem awful mens he had. Dey 'lowed dat dey was gwine
to Charlotte to git back to Columbia. I never 1is heard of sech befo!
or since. We lived at old man Jerry Mgii:f in Yorkville, way back e
den. Yes sir, everyone said Yorkville, den, but dey ain't never
called Gaffney like dat. Stories goes round 'bout Sherman shooting
folks. Some say dat he shot a big rock off'n de State House in Col-
umbia. My Ma and my Pa, Henry anc Charity Rice, hid me wid dem whed

Sherman come along. Us never see'd him, Lawd God no, us never wanted

%0 see him.
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"Folks allus crying hard times dese days, ain't no hard
times now like it was atter Sherman went through Yorkville. My ma and
pa give me ash cake and 'simmon beer to eat for days atter dat. White
folks never had no mo', not till a new crop was grow'd. Dat year de

sessons was good and gardens done well. Till den us nearly starved

and we never had no easy time gitting garden seed to plant, neither,
"Yes sir, if I's handy to locust I makes locust beer; den
if I's handy to 'simmons, why uen I makes 'simmon beer, Now it's jes!
for to pass de time dat us does dat. But zwine back tc de war; den it
was for necessity. Dese young'uns now don't know what hard times is.
Dey all has bread and meat ana cofiee, no matter how poor dey is. If
dey had to live for agays and weeks on ash cake and ' simmon beer, 2as

us did den, and work and weit on a crop wid nothning but dat in deir

bellies; den dey could grumble hard times. I allus tells 'em to shut

up when dey starts anything like dat around me.

"Yhen dat crop come along, wWe sho 4id fall in and save
all us could for de next year. EBvery kind of seed anda pod dat grow'd
—a saved and dried for next spring or fall planting. Atter folks is
once had deir belly aching and growling for victuals, dey ain't never
gwine to throw no rations an. things away no mo'., Young folks is
powerful wasteful, but if something come along to break up deir good
time like it did to us when dat man Sherman held everytihing up, dey
sho will take heed, ana dey won't grumble 'bout it neither, cause dey
won't have no time to grumble,

"Thinzs passes over quicker sometimes dan we figures out

dat dey will. Everything, no matter how good it be or how hard, pass-

es over. Dey jes!-does like dat. So dem Yankees went on somewhars, I

never know'd whar, and everything round Yorkville was powerful relieved,
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Den de Confecerate soldiers startec¢ coming across Broad River., Befo!
dey got home, word had done got round dat our folks had surrendered;
but dem Yankees never 1tit (fought) us out --- dey starved us out. If
thinzs had been equal us would a-been fighting dem till dis day, dat
us sho would. I can still see dem soldiers of ours coming across
Broad River, all dirty, filthx)and lousy. Dey was most starved, and
so poor and lanky. 4And deir hosses was in de same fix., Men and hosses
had znow'd plenty till dat Sherman come along, but aiost of dem never
know'd plenty no more, De men zot over it bettef‘dan de hosses.
Tomen folks cared for de men. Dey brewed tea from sage leaves, sass-
afras root and other herb teas; [fjobody never had no money to fetch
no medic; e from de towns wid, so dey made liniments and salves from
de things dat grow'd around about in de woods and gardens, |
"I told you 'bout now small I was, but my brother, Jim
Rice, went to Charleston and helped to make dem breastworks down dar.
I has never see'd dem, but dem dat has says dat dey is still standing
in good conditions. Cose de Yankees tore up all dat dey could winen
dey got dar.
"J1ots of rail fences was made back in dem days. Folks had a
'no fence! law, dat meant dat everybody fenced in deir fields and let
de stock run free. Hogs got wild and turkeys was already wild. Some-
times bulls had to be shot to keep dem from tearing up everything.
But folks never fenced in no parture den. Dey put a rail fence all
around de fields, and in dem days de fields was never bigger dan ten’
or fifteen acres., Logs was plentiful, and some nig.ers, called 'rail
splitters?', never done nothing else but split rails to make fences.
"If I recollects right, Wade Hampton brbke down fence

laws in dis country. I sho heard him talk in Yorkville. Dey writ
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gpout him in de Yorkville Inguirer ana dey still has dat paper over

dar till now. De Red Shirts come along and got Wade Hampton in. He
scared de Yankees an. Carpetbaggers anu all sech folks as dem away
from our country. Dey went back whar dey come trom, I reckon.

"De Ku Klux was de terriblest folks dat ever crossed my
vath, #ho dey was I ain't never Enow'd, but dey took Alex Leech to
Rlzck's Ford on Bullet Creek and killea him for being a radical. It )

-
was three weeks befo! his folks got hold of his body.

"Dr. Bell's calves zot out and di¢ not come back For a
long tire., JMrs. Bell fear'd dat dey was gitting wild, so she sent de
milk zirl down on de creek to git dem calves. Dat girl had a tiune,
but she found 'em and drove 'em back to de lot. De calves give her a
biz chase and jumped de creek near a bi. raft of logs dat had done
washed up from freshets. All over dem logs she saw possums, musrats
akd buzzards =2-setting around. She tooX her stick and drove aem all
away; wid dem buzzards puking at her., Vhen dey had left, she see'd
uncle Alex laying up dar halr e't up by all dem varmints.

"she know'd dat it must be him. Wnen she left, dem buz-

zards went back to deir perch. Pirst tiing dey done was to lap up

deir own puke befo' dey started on uncle Alex sgailn. Yes sir, dat's
de way turkey buzzagrds does. Dey pukes on folks to keep dem away,

and you can't go near kaise it be's so nasty; oput dem buzzards dont't
waste nothing. Little young ouzzards looks like down till dey gits
over three days old. You can 0 to a buzzzrd roost and see for your-
self, but you sho better stay out'n de way oi de old buzzard's vuke.
Dey sets around de little ones and kee@s everything off by puking.

"pacolet usedé to be called Buzzard Roost, kaise in de old

days dey had a rail outside de bar-room dat de drunks used to nang
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over and puke in a gully. De buzzards would stay in dat gﬁlly and lap
up dem drunkaerds' puke. One night a old man went in a drunkard's
sleep in de bar-room. De bar tender siioved him out when he got ready
to close, and he rolled up against dis here rail dat I am telling
you about. He 'lowed dat next morning when he woke up, two buzzards
was setting on his shirt front eating up his puke., He said, 'You is
too soon', and grabbed one by de leg and wrung his head off. But befo!
he could git its head wrung off it had done puked his own puke back
on him. He sald dat was de nastiest thing he ever got into, and dat
he never drunk no more liquor. Dem_days is done past and gone, and it
ain't nébody hardly knows Pacolet used to be called Buzzard Roost.
"Tawd have mercy, white folks! Here I is done drapped
plumb off'n my subject; but a old man's mind will jes' run waa'ry'at
times. Me and Joe, Alex's son, went to see de ofiicer *bout gitting
Joe's pa buried. He 'lowed dat Alex's body was riddled wid bullets;
S0 we pook him and put his bones and a little rotten flesh dat dem
buzzards had,left; in de box we made, and fetched it to de site and
buried him. Nobody ever seed Alex but me, Joe, and dat gal dat went
atter dem calves. Us took shovels and throw'd his bones in de box.
When we got de top nailed on, we was both sick. Now, things like dat
don't come to pass. I still thinks of de awful days and creeps runs
ali ovéf me.yet. | |
"All my brothers, sisters, mother and father is done gone.
And I is looking to leave befo' a great while. I is trying every day

to git ready, Lawd. I‘been making ready for years. Smart mens tries

to make you live on, but dey can't git above death. Tain't no use,"

Source: Jesse Rice (80),-Littlejohn, St., Gaffney, S.C.
Interviewer: Caldwell Sims, Union, S.C. 1/8/28
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STORIES FROM EX-SLAVES

"I'tm living on Mr, ‘Russel Emmitt's place. I never did
nothing but drive cows when I was a little boy growing up. Miss
Cum and Miss Lizzie Rlce was Marse Alex's sisters. llarse Alex
done died, and dey was my mistress. Dey tuck and sold de plan-

“tation a~fo dey died, here ‘*bout twenty years.ago. Dat whar my
ma found me and den she died.

"My grandparents, Jane and Peter Stevens, brung me up. I
was a little farm ooy and driv cows fer de overseer, Jim Blalock.
Miss Cum was really liiss Ann. lilss Ann had 'a hundred niggers,
herself, and Miss Lizzie had might nizh dat many, asides dem
what Marse Alex done left 'em. De overseer try to act rough out
o' Miss Ann's sight, and she find it out and set him down a peg.

"Miés Jane have our shirts made on de looms. She let us
wear long shirts and go in our shirt tails, and us had to keep
'em clean, too, 'cause Miss Jane never like no dirt around her.
Miss Jane have charge of de whole house and e¥erything along
wid it.

"Us had three hundred hogs to tend to, two hundred
yellings and heifers, and Lawdy knows how many sheep and goats.
Us fed dem things and kept 'em fat. When butchering time come,

.us stewed out the mostest lard and we had enough side-meat to
supply the plantation the year round. Our wheat land was ferti-
lized wid load after load of cotton seed. De wheat us raised

was de talk of de country side. 'Sides dat, dare was rye, oats
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and barley, and I ain't said nothing 'bout de bottom corn dat
laid in de cribs from year to year.

"Oour smokehouse was allus full o' things to eat, not only
fer de white folks 5ut fer de darkies as well. And our barns
carried feed fer de cattle from harvest to harvest.

"De fattest of all de hosses, was Miss Ann's black saddle

hoss called, 'Beauty!'. Miss Ann wo' de longest sideasaddle dress
dat hung way down below her feets. Somebody allus had to help
her on and off Beauty, but ntary one of her brothers could out-

ride Miss Ann."

Source: Phillip Rice (75), Kelton, S.C. RFD
Interviewed by: Caldwell Sims, Union, S.C. (5/7/37)
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THE POT OF GOLD.

Martha Richardson, who tells this story, lives at 924 Semate Street,
Columbia, Se Ce Her father was an Indian and her mother e nnlatté. She was
vorn in Columbia. in 1860 and was five years old, when General We T Sherman's
Federal troops captured and burned the city. in 1865,

"When I gits big 'nough to pick up chips for de cook stove, we was livin'
in de rear of Daniel Gardner's home, on Main Street, and my memmy was workin'
as one of de cooks at de Columbia Hotele De hotel was run by Mester Lowrance,
where de Loriok & Lowrance store is now.

"My daddy, like de general run of Indians, love to hunt but de game not
bring mach cash in. My mammy often give him some change (money) and he not
work much but he always good to memmy and she love him and not fuss at him,

mche I soon learn dat if it had not been for mammy, we wouldn't a had much
to eat and weare We go 'long lak dat for a good while and my mammy heve friends
'nough do.t she seldom had to ask for a jobe
"De game was so scarce dat my daddy sometimes make a little money a show- i
in' 'p;ople how to ma.ke Indian medicine, dat was good for many complaints, how
to cover deir houses, and how to kill deir hogs, 'cordin' to de moone He tell
us me.ny times 'bout de great Catawba Indians, who make all deir own medicines
and kill bears and dress in deir skins, after feastin' on deir fleshe He was
a good talkers
"You know, I sees so muoch 'skimpin', to make ends meet at home, as we go
‘long dis way, dat I has never marriede My mammy tell mes ‘Honey, you a pretty
childe You grow up and marry a fine, lovin' man lak your daddy. and be happye' |
I kinda smile but I thinks a lote If my daddy had worked and saved lak my memmy,
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we would be ‘'way head of what we is, and my brudders say so, tooe. But we fond
of our daddy, he so good lookin' and all.

"What de most 'citin' thing I ever see? Well, I think de Red Shirt oaxﬁ-
paign wase You never see so much talkin', fightin', end fussin' as date You
know de Yankees was still here and they not 'fraid, and de Hampton folks was not
'fraid, so it was a case of knock down and drag out most of de time, it seem to
me. Long at de end, dere was two governors; one was in de Wallace House and one
in de Capitole Men went 'bout town wid deir guns.,

"Mammay keep busy cookin', nussin', and washin', and us chillun helpe You
lmow I had two brudders older than me and a little baby brudder 'bout a year old,
when my mammy rent a small farm from Master Greenfield, down at de end > Calhoun
Street, near de Broad Rivere We plant cottone 1 was then eleven years old and
my brudders was twelve and thirteens My mammy help us plant it befo' she go to
work at de hotel.

®She was home washin' » one day, when my brudders and me was choppin' cotton.
We chop 'til ‘'bout eleven o'clock dat mornin' and we say: ‘'When we gits out de
rows to de big osk tree we'll sit down and rest.' We chillun lak each other and
wo joke and work fast 'til we comes to de end of de rows and in de shade of de
big oake Then we sets down, dat is, my oldest brudder and me, 'cause my young
brudder was a little behind us in his choppin'e As he near de finish, his hoe
hit somethin' hard and it ringe He rake de dirt ‘way and keep diggin', light
lake

"What you doin', brudder?' I saye He say: 'Tryin' to find out what
dis ise It seem to be a pot 1lide' Then we jump up and go to him and all of
us grabble dirt 'way end sho' 'nough it was a pot lid and it was on a pote We
digs it out, thinkin' it would be a good thing to take homee It was so heavy,

it take us all to 1lift it out.
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"It was no sooner out than we takes off de 1id and we is sho' s'prised
at whet we seee Big silver dollars lay all over de tope. We takes two of them
and drops them together and they ring just lak we hear them ring on de counters.
Then we grabble in de pot for moree De silver went down *bout two inches deepe.
Twenty dollar gold pieces run down 'bout four inches or so and de whole bottom
was full of big bundles of twenty dollar greenbackse

"We walks up to de house feelin' pretty big and my oldest brudder was sing-
in's )

'Hawk and buzzard went to law,

Hawk come back wid a broken jaws'
"Mommy say widout lookin' at us: 'What you all comin' to dinner sc soon

for?* Then she looked up and see de pot and say: 'Land sakes, what you all
got?' Then we puts de big pot down in de middle of de floor and takes off de
lid, and mammy say: 'Ohl Let's see what we hasi' She begin to empty de pot
and to ocount de moneye She tell us to watch de door and see dat mobody got
in, 'cause she not at homel

"She say de money Wowd to $5,700, and she swear us not to say nothin'
tbout f£indin' ite She would see what she could find ot *bout ite Weeks after
dat, she tell us a big white friend tell her he hear a friend of his buried

some money and went to war widout tellin' enybody where it wase. Maybe he was

"killed and dat all we ever hear.

"My mammy kept it and we all work on just de seme and she buy these two
lots on Senate Street. She build dé two=-story house here at 924, where you
sittin' now, and de cottage nex' doore She always hed rent money comin' in
ever sinces By and by she die, after my Indian pappy go 'way and never coms
backe Then all de ohillun die, 'ceptin' me.

"I am 30 happy dat I is able to spend my old days in a sort of ease,



after strugglin® most of my young life and gittin' no learnin' et school, dat
I sometimes sing my mammy's old song, runnin' somethin' lak dis:

' 'Pogsum up de simmon tree

Sperrow on de ground
*Pogsum throw de *simmons down

Sparrow shake them *round®."
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MAMIE RILEY

Ex-Slave

"Aunt Mamie's" hair is entirely white. She lives in a neat
duplex brick house with one of her husbandt's relatives, a
younger woman who is & cook for a well established family in
Estill, S. C. When questioned about the times-before the war,
she replied:

"Yes'm, I kin tell you 'bout slav'ry time, 'cause I is one
myself. I don' remember how old I is. But I remember when de
Yankees come through I bin 'bout so highe. (She put her hand
out about 3% feet from the floor.) We lived on Mr. Henry Sol-
omons! place - a big place. Mr. Henry Solomons had a plenty
of people = three rows of house, or fours.

"When de Yankees come through Mr. Solomons' place I wuz
right éere. We wuz at our house in de street. I see it all.
My ma tell me to run; but I ain't think they'd hurt me. I see
'em come down de street - all of 'em on horses. Oo - h, dey
wuz & heap of 'eml I couldn't count 'em. My daddy run to de
woods - he an' de other men. Dey ran right to de graveyard.
Too mucha bush been dere. You couldn't see tem. Stay in de
woods three dayse.

"Dey went to my daddy's house an' take all. My daddy ran.
My mother an' my older sister wuz dere. My ma grab a quilt
off de bed an' cover herself all over wid it - head an' all.
And set in a chair dere by de fire. She tell us to git in de
bed - but I ain't git in. And she yell out when she hear 'em
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comin': 'Dere's de fever in heahl! Six of 'em cane to de
door; but dey say dey ain't goin!' in - dey'll catch de
fever. Den some more come along. Dey say dey gwine in.
Dey ain't gwine to take no fever. Fill two sack of 'tatoes.
white man ask to search all trunke. Dey take two of me Ma's
good dresses out. ©Say to wrap 'tatoes in. I start to
cryin' den, an' déy say, 'Well, git us some sacks den. I
knowed where some sacks wuz. I git 'em de sacks. Dey do
'em right. Dey bid 'em goodbye, an' ax 'em where de man
wuz. Dey give me 'leven or twelve dollars., I wuz little
an' ain't know. My mother never give it to me.

"I stay right on dere after freedom, until after I

married."

Source: Mamie Riley, Negro about 80 years old, Estill, S.C.
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STORIES FROM EX-SLAVES

"I was born near Broad River in de Dutch Fork of Newberry
County. I was a slave of Cage Suber. He was a fair master, but
nothing to brag about. I was small at slavery time and had to
work in de white folks' house or around the hquse until I was
big enough to go to de field and work,

"0ld Marse Cage always madé me fan flies off of him when
he lay down to take a nap. The fan was made out of brueghes,

"De white folks had cotton-pickings, corn-shuckings and
Quiltings. Dey allus had something to eat at the frolics and
I had to help wid 'em.

"T married John Riser. I moved to town several years ago."

Source: Susie Riser (80), Newberry, S.C. ,
Interviewer: G.L. Summer, Newberry, S.C., May 17, 1937.
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ISOM ROBERTS
EX=SIAVE 80 YEARS OLD

Isom Roberts rents one room at 1226 Waverly Street, Columbie, Se. Cey
and ;ive# elone. However frail he appears, He is able to support himself
by working in the yards about the city.

" \ell,sir, while folks, I is eighty years.old, or lééstwise Iis sc
close to it, dat it don't make much differencee But even if I is dat old,
it don't seem so long since I was a little boye Years flies by mighty fas®
to 0ld folks, ‘cause deir "memberance is shorter, while young folks 'members
everything, and in dat way months and years drags 'long slower to thems

"'I wes a very smell boy when de Civil War was gwine on. It seems like
I knows all 'bout Shermen's army comin' through dis State, & burnin' Colum-
bia and destroyin' and tekin' away everything what folks hede I has heard
so much 'bout slavery and all them times, from my mammy snd daddy, det it
'peers to me dat I 'sperienced it alle ‘I '‘spects knowin' 'bout things is
Just 'bout as good sad true as seein' them. Don't you? |

" My daddy end mammy b'long to Marster Sam lrouie, who had a big plen-
tetion over in Calhoun County. He had 'bout fifty or more grown sleves,
'sides meny chillun of de slaves. 01d marster was a good farmer; raised
big crops end saved what he made. He sho' was a fine business men but he
was mighty hard onreverybody he had anything to do wid. He told his slaves
to work hard and make him a heap of money and that he would keep it, in
case of hard timese. Times was all de time hard wid o0ld merster but de nig-
gers never got no moneye. iithen news spread ‘'round dat de Yankees was comin'

to free de niggers, he called all de slaves up in de yard and showed them

26



2. 27

e big sack of money, what they had made for him; end told them det he was
gwine to kill all of them befo' de Yankees set them free and that they
wouldn't need no money after they was done dead. All de slaves was mighty

gad end troubled, all dat dey, when old marster made det speech to theme. But
somethin' haprened. It most mekes me tremble to talk to yocu 'bout it now.
Providence,or some kind of mercy spirit,wes sho'! walkin' ‘'round det planta-
tion daet nighte Sometime in de night it was whispered ‘round smongst de slaves
det ¢1d merster done took de smellpoxes end was mighty sicke Marmy said he
must have been terrible sick, ‘'cause they buried him two days alter det.

" After old werster flew away, everything wae different on de plentation.
lliss Nancy, dat was old marster's wife, told de slaves dat when de Yankees
freed them, they could stay right there and work on sheres or by the day,which
ever way they wanted. Many steyed on de plantation after freedom while others
went ewaye. Me and my folks stayed cn wid Miss llancy until she dies Then us
moved on another plantation in de lower side of de countye I stayed dere un-
til my wife died, seventsen years ego.

" Does Y 'member anything 'vout how de slaves was treated in slavery
time? Well, I *members a little myself and a heap of what others told me. Wid
dis I has done told you, I believes I want to stop right cderes A low fence is
easier tc git over than a high one. Say little and you ain't gwine to have &
heep to 'splain hereafter. Dere is a plenty of persons det has lost deir heads
by not lettin' deir tongues reste Merster Sam Louie is dead now. He can't dis-
turb nobody in his gravee. He had his faults and done many things wrong but
show me dat person what don't mis-step sometimes. All of us, both white and

black, is prone to step eside uow and then. To tell de truth, old marster nev-

er knowed what Sunday was. Everybbdy on de plantation worked on dat dey as
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gsame as any other daye

" ut Boss, if my old marster was rough end hard and breek de Sabbath
and ali daf, he wes no worser than what young white folks and niggers is
dess deyse. You can see them any time, floppin®' 'bout in dese automobiles,

g drinkin® and a carryin' on. Sich stuff is sbomination in de sight of a
decent person, much less dat One up yonder.(Hs pointed upward).

" I's gwine to 1ell you boss, dat slavery time was beiter for de aver=-
ege nigger than what they is gittin' nowe Folks ssy dat slavery wes wrong
and I 'spose it was, but to be poor like é heep of nigyers is now, is de
worse thing dat lLes ever come upon them, I thinks. Dis gittin' something
wrong, ain't righte. De North had no business sellin' niggers to de South
end de South hod no bueiness buyin' them from de Morth and mekin' slaves
of theme Everything went on pretty nice for awhile, then de Nortk got jeal-
ougs of de South and de South got 'spicious of de Northe I pelieves dat if
you cen't go over and you can't go under, then you shculd try to g¢ *round.
If de Lig men up North and here in de South had been good 'nough and smart
‘nough, they might could a gone *round dat terrible Civil Ware I believes
dete

" I lerry Lucy Nelson when I was 'bout thirty years old. She was @
bright skin nigger, much brighter then I is. She was high tempered end high
spirited, tooe She was sho! smart, and de best cook I has ever seens Just
rlein corn breed, dat she cooked in de hot ashes of de fireplace, leste
swceter and better than de cake you buy now. ﬁut de least thing would git
her temper ‘'roused. I has knowed her to complein wid de old hound dog us had,
‘cause he didn't run some rabbits out de woods for me to shoot. Fuss wid de

cets, 'cause they didn't ketch de mouses in de house. Quarrel wid de hens,

e . A A B A TN
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rcause they osgt, cackled, scratched and wallowed holes in de yard and wouldn 't
lays Told de old rooster many times dat she was gwine to chop his head off

if he didn't crow sooner and louder of mornin's and weke me up so I could

go to worke All dis sounds foolish I knows but you see how bent my back is.
Jell, I 'spects it was bent from totin' so many buckets of water from de

gyring for her to wash wid soon of mornin's, so I could then do & day's

worke

" My wife thought she wes doin' right by workin' likeAshe dide She
thought dat she was helpin' me make & livin' for our big family of eight
chillune Yes sir, I knows now she was right, but hard work broke her health
and brought her to her bed where she lingered *bout one year end then she
went awey from mee All dis took place seventeen years sgo and, from then to
dis, T ein' seen no woman I would have for & wife, 'cause I ain't gwine to
find no woman Lucy's equals All my chillun are dead, ‘cept two, and I don't
know where they ise

" Does poor folks have any blessings aand prlessure? Well, yes sir, in e
way. You see they don't have no worriments over what they has, like rich
folkse They can sleer as hot as they want to in de summer time and raise as
big families as anybody. Sho', poor folks, end especially niggers, has e
good time on hog=killin' days. In early summer come them juiby brierberries
det they enjoy so muche They last until walermelon season. Then they has
'possum end ‘'tators iu cde falle. Most all livin® beings hes deir own way of
doin' tiings and deir way of existin'e De hog roots for his, de squirrel
climbs for his, de chickens scratcnes for deirs, and de nigger, well, if
dere ain®t nobody lookin', I reckon they could slip deire right handy.

" T sho’ has enjoyed talkin' to you dis evening and now, if you will

facuse me, I's gwine home and cook me a pot of turnips. I can almost teste
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them now, I is so hungry."
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ALEXLEDER ROBERTEON

EX-SLAVE 84 YEARS OLD.

Alexander Robertson lives as & member of the household of his son,
Charley, on the General Bratton plantation, four miles southeast of White
Osk, Se Ce It is @& box-like house, chimmey in the cénter, four rooms, a
porch in front and morning glory vines, .in bloom at this.seaSOn, climbing
around the sides ana supportse Dqges glexander sit here in-the autuﬁn sun=-
shine aﬁd'while the hours away? UNay, 1ﬁ;fbct héi.is still one of thé active,
work king members of the femily, ever. in the fields with his gr&ndchmldren, poke
around his neck, extracting fleecy cotton from the bolls and putting it deftly
into the pokes He can carry his row equally as well as any of the six grand=
children. He has e good aeppetite at mﬁél timg, digestive organs bood, sleeps
well, and is the early riser in the mornings. He says ﬁhe Negro helf of his
nature objects to workiné on Seturdey afternqon, and at such times his tall
figure, with a green ?atch cloth over the left eye, which is sightless, may
be seen strolling to and fro on the streets of'Wlnnsboro. _ 7

"Well, well& If it ain't de youngun dat use to sell me sugar, coffee,
fat back end méal, when he clerk for Calvin Brice & Compeny, at Woodward, in
'84 and 'long deres
| "I hopes you is well dlS mornln‘ I's told to come.th‘Winnsboro and
gﬁts blanks for a pensione Andy Foster, men I knows, d'rect me up dese steps
and bless God I finds you. You wenne. ask me some questions? Wéll, here 1 is,
more than glad to answeyp if I cane Where I born? Strange as it seems, I born
.vr;ght,hsre in Winnsboro. Iy name set down in a book: ‘*Alexander - boy- Mother,

i .Hannah, wanch of James Stewart's Dat de way it was reed to me by Dr. Beaty, dat

s;cherry and llve in Roek Hill. If slavery had never been dene ‘way




wid, dat would be my master today, 'cause him lak hound dogs and I lak a
nound doge Dt lcind of breed got a good nose and meke good 'possum doge
dorster Jim tell me one time, dat de first dog sprung from a wolf, end d8%
fust dog was a hound doge Dat out dat fust dog, (must to & been a bitch,
don't you reckon?) come all dogse I follow his telk wid belief, 'bout de
sett@rs, pointers, and blood hounds, -even to de fices, but &t strain dat
pelief when 1t git to de little useless hairy pup de ladies-lead ‘round
wid a silver collar and & Shirll%; chaine ~'Ne]h.l s quu‘don't care to hear anymore
tbout dat? hat is de question‘é |

"y master et de fust, was Vlﬁarster Jim Stewart and my mi—étress wes
his wife, liistress Clare. They heve two chillune I 'member Iaie.rstef Jim and
‘ Eﬁiss‘ Lizzie; they live in a fine house Eefo' de war, ‘round yonder close to
%, Zion College. My mother ;eyaé de cook end I was de house boye They had &
big plantetion 'bout two miles out, sorte soﬁthwest of Boro, I mean Winnsboro, -
of course, but de conﬁt:y people still cell it Soro. |

"On det plantation was many two=-room houses, brick chimmeys in de
middle‘, for de plantation slavese. In de growin{ season I go wid merster
every. day, not to drive, too small for dat, jﬁs’c to hold de hoss, when him
git out angl ’Ehen I run errands for him, 'round de house and in de fieldse

. : “Iﬁy mother had another child, Willie Finche A colored men neme of

Finch is his fe.ther but her and de white folks never tell me who my father
wase I have to find out dat for myself, after freedom, when I wes lookin'
~ 'round for a nemes From ell I hear and 'pear in de lookin' ylass, I see I
wa&r half‘whi%e for sure, and from de things I hear, I conclude I was & Rob-
f,'_f'e'rt‘son which have never been denied. MMaybe it best just to give no front

. naims. Though half & nigger, I have tried to live up to dat name, never took




it in dat court house over yonder, never took it in dat jail or det cala-
booses 1's paid my debts dotlar for dollar end owe no man nothin' but good
wille

“Whet de Yankees do when they come? Let other people tell dat, but
seem lak they lay de whole town in ashes, 'cept de college and our hOuse‘ close
| to it, dat they use for de officers Whil‘e‘they was in soroe Why they hear
sumi)in' bout -de Davis name techin' de Ste John 'Piscopal Chx.frch and they march
'round dere, one cold Yebruary Sundey mornj.n' s set /it afire, amd burn i'l; upe
_ Mother end me went to de plantation and stayed dere 'til they left.

“%en i‘reec?om come, I was twelve years olde Mothef marry a Finch;
Bill wos de name of him.- Our nex' move was to Dre Madd‘en's plece, just north
of Soros Us farm up dere and I do de hoein'. "1 live dere thirteen y‘ears. I
gio’c to feelin' my oats and tired of workip-‘»for- e plum black nigger, I did.
laybe I- Oug}:).‘b» to been ,mo.re ‘humble but fvmsn't. -

"I ask m;,rselhfvone night: Vihat yo{z- gonne. do, stay here forever
for Srour vittles and clothes? "Then come over my mind I old 'nough for to
‘ma.rry. Who I g‘v}ine' to marry? It pop right in dis head, Sarsh was de gal for
- mes I rode oid Beok dow'nudere de nex' Sunday; &a‘é was in December. I come
‘rizht to de point wid her end de old folkse Thfey 'low they have no objections
if I could teke 'ca.re of here I say I try‘to.' They say: 'Dat ain't 'nough,
L renge yourself for another yeai' and th;an “comre and git her'. “

, “-De Lord dire;zts meo I's down here payin' my poll)too.- Merster Tom
‘Shenty Brice come in as us come oute I ask him if he need & hand for nex' years

‘He Yook me up from top to bottom and sey: 'What's your neme?' I show him my
_ tex receipte He hire me than and deres I go right straight to Serah and us

‘ eoldfelks. Reve Gordon marry us de 29th of Jenuary, 1879« Us has




seven chillune Alex, dat's de one name for me, is in»‘l’s,mpa, Floride.
farrie marry a Col_ema.n and is in zll;xarlotte, Hoe Co Jimmie is dead. Thomas
is in Cherleston, Se. Ce Emme merry e Belton and lives wid her husband in
2idgeway, Se Co I stay wid my son, Charley, up de countrys

"I voted one time in 1876, for Gove Chamberlain, but when I moved
to Jarster Tom Brice's I thought so much of him, Ijust quit voting. I
would lak to vote one more time to say: 'I have vote one time wid de bleck
pert of my nature, dis time I voted wid de white side of myrnatux%e.' That
you laughin' 'bout? If it was de call of dark blood de fust time » maybe:it's
de call of de wnite blood dis timé. You have no idea de worry end de pain a
muletto have to cerry all his eighty-:four yearss Forced to 'sociate wid one
side, proud to be reclated to de other side. Neither side lak de color of
your skin. I jine de I@thodist church ‘here‘in Boro and 'tend often as I can
- 8and as I hear my preacher Owens -preé.ch?%c-ex_'e‘ will be-ﬁo 's'eﬁ in hebben, I .
" hopes and'pré.ys dat dgre'll be no sich thing as ‘a c;olor line in hebben.

"Wﬁo de best white men I ever lmow? I\gir; Tom 2rice, Mre We L. Ros-
iaorqugh ,~ Tflr.»'v‘i’att Sino’nton, and Mr. Augus? Nicholsone Master Bill Beaty, dat
marry my young ﬁis_tress, Elizabeth, wes a fine mene |

 "What I think of Abe Lincoln? What I think of Mr. Roosevelt? Dere
de color cbom'e up again'{ De‘ black sey I::Ir.‘ Limeoln de best President us ever

have; de Whri'b"e sey-us never have hed and never will heve & President equal of

¥r, Roosevelt."
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CHARLIE ROBINSON
EX=SLAVE 87 YEARS OLDe

Charlie Robinson lives nine miles northwest of Winnsboro, Se Cs, on
lands of Mre Re We Lemmone There is one other ocoupant in the four-room
nouse, John Giles, & share croppere The house has two fireplaces, the
brick chimney being constructed in the center of the two mam roomse The
other two rooms are shed roomse Charlie ekes out a living as a day laborer
on the farms

"They been tellin' me to come to de social circle and see *bout my pen=-
gion but I never is got dere. It been so hot, I hate to hotfoot it nine miles
to Winnsboro and huff dat same distance back on a hot summer daye

"Glad you come out hers but sorry of de day, 'cause it is a Friday and
all do jay-birds go to see de devil dat day of de weeke It's & bad day to bee
gin a garment, or quilt or start de lye hopper or 'simmon beer keg or just any-
thing important to yourself on dat days Dere is just one good Friday in de
year and de others is given over to de devil, his imps, and de jay-birdse Does
I believe all dat? I believes it 'nmough not to patch dese old breeches 'til
toomorrow and not start my 'simmon beer, when de frost fall on them dis fall,
on a Fridaye |

"You wants me to éet down so you can ask me sumpin'? I'll do datl Of
course I willl (He proceeded to do so =~ wiping his nose on his sleeve and
sprawling down on the doorsill)e My pappy name George, black George they call
him in slavery time, 'cause dere was a small yallow slave on de place, na.med
 Georze. My memmy name Ca'lines My pappy b'long to de MoNeals and my menmy
“'long to Marse Joe Bearde His wife was my miatreés. Hor name Miss Graciee




tNitials? Dat sumpin' not in my lingo, Bosse You want to kmow what my pappy's
0ld marster name? Seem to me they call him Marse Gene, though it been so long
I done forgote When my marster went to de war him got a ball through his lege.
Bad treatment of dat leg give him a limp for de balance of his dayse White
folks call him 'Hoppin' Joe Beard' and sometime 'Lopin' Joe'.

"Merster and mistress have two chillune I play marbles wid them and make
mid piese Deir names was Marse Williec and Miss Rhoda. :

"My brudders and sisters was Jeff, Roland, Jane and Fannies All dead
'cept Fanniee Her marry a biz, long nigger name Saul Griffine Last I heard of
them, they was livin' in Columbia, Se Ce

"I start workin' in de field de second year of de war, 1862 It sho' made
me hungrye I 'members now, how I'd git a big tin cupful of pot liquor from de
greens, crumble corn bread in it at dinner time and 'joy it as de bestest part
of de dinnere Us no suffer for sumpin' to eate I go all summer in my shirt-tail
and in de winter I have to do de best I can, widout any shoese Ever since then,
1 just lak to go barefooted as you sees me nowe

"My pappy it a pass and come to see mammy every Saturdey nighte My mars-
- ter had just four slave houses on de places 'Spect him have 'bout eight wonmen,
dat men come from other places to see and marry them and have chillune I doesn't
'member nary one of de women havin' a husband livin' wid her every nighte.
"Who do de plowin'? Women and boys. do de plowin'es Had good 'nough houses,
~ though they was made of logs, ‘cup and saddie‘d; at both ends, and covered wid
white osk board shingles. Had stick and mud chimeys.e
| "De Yankees made a clean sweep of everything, hosses, miles, cows, hogs,
meat and 'lassese Got so mad when they couldn't find any salt, they burn up

everything. Pull Marse Joe's beard, just ‘ceuse him name Bearde De one dat do
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dat was just a smarﬁ aleck and de cap'n of de crowd shame him and make him
slink 'way, out de house.

"#hen freedom come, Marse Joe stay ome year, then leave. Sell out and

| move to Walhalla and us move to pappy on de McNeal place. Dat year us all
jined de church, Union Churche I now b'longs to New Hope Methodist Churche
Us nex' move to Mre Bill Crawford's place. Mre Crawford got §o be school
comissioner on de 'publican ticket and white folks call himscalswage Him
have pappy and all de colored folks go to de 'lection box and votee Ku Klux
come dere one night and whip every nigger man they ooul& lay deir ‘hands One
Things quiet down then but us no more go to de 'lection box and vote.

" tBout dis time thoughts of de gals got in my head and fects at de same
timee I was buyin' a biled shirt amnd celluloid collar, in Mr. Sailing Wolf's
store, one Saturday, and in walked Ceily Johnsone I commence to court her right
then and dere, befo' I ever git inside dat shirt and oollgr. Her have dark skin
and was good to look at, I tell youe I de-sash~shay 'bout dat gal, lak a chick-
en rooster spread his wing 'round a pretty black pullet, 'til I wear out her in-

difference and her meke me happy by marryin' me. Her was too good lookin' and

too bad doin', though, for mee She left by de light of de moon when us was livin'
on de Cummings places 'bove towne Excuse me now, dat's still a fresh subject of
torment to me. Let's talk 'bout chances of gittin' dat pension, when I can git
another clean white shirt, lay 'round de white folks again, and git dis belly

full of pot liquore"
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AL ROSBORO

X-SLAVE 90 YEARS OLD.

Al Rosboro, with his second wife, Julia, a daughter, and six small -
grandchildren, lives in a three-room freme house, three hundred yards east of
the Southern Railway'tracéyg% ﬁ%l,labout two miles south of Wbod%ard, Se Co,
in Faiffield'uounty. Mre Brice gives the plot of ground, four ecres with the
house, to Al, rent freece. A white man, Ilir. We L. Harvey doe§ the ploughing of
the patches for hims Al has cataracts on his eyﬁé and can do no worke. Since
this story Qgs written he has received his first old age pension check of

~eight dollars from the Social ﬁelfare Loard in Columbia, s. Ce

"Does I know what a nonegénarian is? No seh, what dat? Old folks?
Well, dets a migﬁty long neme end I been here & mighty long time. Glad you
sey it's a honor and e privilege by de mercy of de Lordse I's thankfull You

. Wahts to_kn6W'where I was born and who my white follks then?
| "I was born just one end & half mile b'low White Osk, S. C;,‘bn de
old‘Marse Billie Brice piﬁoe.. My pappy b'long to old ifiss Jennie Roebers, but
mammy b'long to ﬂgrse Williem Brices Her name Ann. ﬂy old mistress name lary,
vdaﬁghter of de Simontons, on Dumpers Creek.

"You wents de fust thing I 'members, then travel 'long de years 'til

I come to settin' right here in dis chair. Well; reckon us git through today?

Take a powerful sight of dat pencil to put it all down.

"Let me see. Fust thing I 'members well, was e big crowd wid picks
and shovels, & buildin' de*railroéd tracﬁ right out de other side of de big
road in fromt of old merster's houses De 'same reilroad det is dere today. When

de_fust engine come through, puffin' and tootin', lak to scare 'most everybody to
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deaths People ot use to it but de mules and hosses of old marsi:er- seem
lak rthey never dide A train of cars a movin' 'long is still de ‘gra:ndest
sight to my eyes in de world. Excite me more now than greyhound busses,
“or airplanes in de sky ever doe

"I nex' 'members my young misses and young marsterss. Dere Waé--
Marse John; he was kilt in de war. Marse Jim, dat went to de war, comé back,
merry, end live right here in Winnsboro. Marse Jim got a grendson dat am in .
de army a sailin' air=-shipse Then dere'was' liarse, »“v’lllla.m, he moved off. One
of de gals marry a Robertson, I cen't 'member her name s tho! I help her to
make mud piés meny e dé.y end put them 6n de chicken coop, in de 'sun,._to dr;);.
Her hed two dolls; deir names was Dorces and Priscilla. %When de pies got
@afy, she'd take them under de big oel tree, fetch out de dolls and talk a

‘whole lot of child mother talk *bout de pies', to de Dorcas end Priscilla rag

'dol_lsu.‘ It wes big fun for her tho' and I can hegr her laugh right now lak

¥ she did when she mince 'round over them dolls and piess Dere was some poor

folks livin' close by and shéf_d send me over to 'vite deir chillun dver to
play Wld hers They was .name Marshalle Say they come from Virginny and wes
kin to de hiéhest j:udge 1n de lande They was poor but they wes proude. Mise
tress felt sorry for them but they wouldn't -'cep'b any help from here
nWell,:when I git twelve years old, mrster give me to his son,
Marse Ca.lvin, and give Marse Ca-lvinva plantation dat his son,'h’omer, live on

nows 1 'member now old marster's overseer comin' to de field; his name was

McElduffe Him say: '41, Marse William say come to de house's I goes dere

on de run. When I git dere, him 'low: 'Calvin, I wants you to bake A1, 1

give h‘lm’co youe Al, you take good care of your young marster's I always

© did and 42 Marse Calvin was livin' he'd tall you de semes
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"I forgit to tell you ome thing dat happen down dere befo! I

lefte Dere was & powerful rich femily down dere name Coekrell3: I forgits

de fust nemes Him brudder tho', was sheriff and live in Winnsboroe Dere

was a rich Mobley family dat live jinin' him, two miles sunrige side of

hime One dey de Cockrell cows:-got out and played thunder wid Mr. Lobley s
corne Ire Mobley kilt two of de cows. Dat mede de Cockrells mad. They

too proud to ;o to law 'bout it; they just bide deir times Oreday larse

Ed llobley's mules got out, come gallopin' 'round 'and stop in de Cockrell
v&heat fielde Him ’cake his rifle and ¥ill two of them mules. Dat made Iir.
Y¥obley mad but hlm too proud to ;0 to lew 'bout ite. De lobley's just bide
deir times 'Lection come 'round for.sheriff nex' suzmer.» lo Cockrell was
'lected sheriff dat time. You ask Mr. Iugh ¥Wylie 'bout det nex' time him
come to de Boros~ Him tell you all bout it |
| "Dat cali to my mind - enother big men, dat live 'bove ‘s"!hi;te Ok fhén ,
lierse Gregg Camer_oh. - ile was poweri‘al rich, wid meny slaves; Him"lakito:bar—
room and drinks. B‘.izn éome_ by marster's house one day, fell off his hoés end de
hoss galloI; on up de roads Dat was de fust drunk man I evér see. liarster
didn't lmow what to do; him come into de house and ask Histress Marys IHim tell
her hirﬁ didn't Wa;l't to -scandal de chillun; _Shé sey: ‘%a"b would de éood,Se._

ritan ‘do’??‘ 014 marster go back, -fetch dat groenin', cussin', old men end put

| SR o bed,ﬁbathe his heed, meke Sem, de driver, hitch up de buggy, meke West

” go wid him, and take Marse Cregg homee I never see or hear tell of dat white
men anymore , 't£il one day after freedom when I come down here to Robinson's
Cir@s. Him drop dead dat day at de parade, when de steam piano come n;léng'
S ~bocﬂ:i:m' ‘Spact de fcitement, steam, and tootin', was too much for hm.

“Bh.ggers never 1ae.rn to read end writes It was ! gms’c de law. White

‘ folksfear -tk;ay'. weul@,write; -de;.rj,pe»;s‘ses .anq git 'way to de free states.
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"'Us slaves 'tend Concerd Churcb’ tho! Marse Calvin jine de Seceders
end 'tend New Hope. Why us gozto Concord? !'Cause it too far to walk ﬁo New
Hope and not too far to walk to Concords Us have not 'nmough mules for all to
ride, and then de mules need a rest. I now b'longs to Detheny Presbyterian
Church at White Cak. Yes sah, I thinks everybody ought to jine de church for
it's de railroad train to £it to hebben one

"lMarse Calvin went to de ware. Him got shot thru de hand., Yenkees

'c'omg and burn up everything him haves Wheeler's.men just eiws bade

MAfter freéd’om I cot ma-nnish. ' Wid not a drop of blood in me but de
| pure Ai’rlcan, I sets out to find a mete of de pure breed. 'Eout de Oniie;tv
place »I' could f'ind one of dis hatchin', was de Gaillard» qugrter. I marry
Gabrielle. Live fust vears at de ’ffalt Drice Méﬂulloug;h plece, then move ﬁo
de Vinsdn place, the;n to de preacher Erwiﬁ places Dat was a fine preacher s
: h:Lm pé.é”cof fc;f Concord. H:Lm lak to swap hosses _';"lh‘eh him come dowm ‘o_ut de

:”O‘dlpl‘t him 1ooL.= 'round, see & hos.; him lak, soon as not him go home to dmner

wid de owner of dat hosse l‘»fter dinner him say: 'If it wasn't de baobath,
how would you trade dat hoss for my hoss?' liore words pass between them, just

suppos.n’ all de 'blme it was %ndav. Then Mr. Erwin ride back dere nex' day

a.nd come back wid de hoss him toolk fancy fore

Mir. Erw:\.n move when: he git a call to Texes. 1 moves to de Bob
‘Sinonton plade. From dere 1 goes to de Jim Brice ptace, nov owned by young
" Ms.rse 'Jamés Bride;‘ I zbe‘enf dere 32 years. Gabrielle and me generate.’chirteen

-.:":.':}-ch:\.llun, full ’olooded na'l;ure.l born Africens, seven boys and six galse Then

'ée.brlelle d1e and I marry Julla Jen}'ms. Us heve five chlllun, one boy and

""four gals. s done a heap for my country. I wants Iir. Roosevelt to hear

bout dat; then maybe }‘imimake de coun‘cry do smnp.m' for me."
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TOM ROSBORO

EX-SLAVE 79 YEARS OLD.

Tom Rosboro lives with his daughter, Estelle Perry, in e three-roon frame
house, on Cemetery Street, Winnsboro, Se Cs The house stands on a helf-acre
plot that is used for garden'truck. Estelle owns the fee in the house and lote
Tom peddles the truck, eggs, and chickens, in the town and the suburban Winnsboro
mill villagee.

"My pappy was name Tom, just lek I is name Tom. My mammy was name Sarah
but they didn't b'long to de seme marster. Pappy b'long to old Marse Eugene
McNaule Mammy b'long to old Marse John Propste De ownership of de child fol-
lowed de mammy in them dayse Dat throwed me to be a slave of old Marse John
Propste

"My young marsters was name Marse Johnnie, Marse Clark, Marse Floyd, end .
Marse Wyatte I had two young misses. Miss Elizabeth marry a McElroy and Miss
Mamie marry a Landeckere You know Marse Ernest Propst dat run dat ladies' gar-
ment store and is a member of de Winnsboro Town Council? Yes? Well, dat is one
of Marse Floyd Propst chillume

"I hear mammy say dat daddy's mistress was neme Miss Emma but her mistress
and my mistress was name Miss Margarete My daddy have to have a pass every time
he come to see mammye Sometime they give him a general pass for de yeere Some=-
time him lose de pass and then such a gwine on you never did see de lake Nake
more miretion (hullabaloo) over it than if they had lost one of de chillune They
was scared de patarcllers (patrollers) would come ketch h‘m; and lay de leather
whip on his naked back. He wouldn't dare stay longe Him would go back soon, not

on de big road but through de woods and fields, so as not to meet de patarollerse
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"Who was my brothers and sisters and where is they? Brother Ben and Sis-
ter Mamie is dead and in glorye Dat's all de chillun memmy had a chance to have,
Ycause she was a good woman and would never pay any ‘'tention to de men slaves "on
de Propst place. Her was faithful to pappy through thick and thin; whichever it
bee

"I doesn't 'member much 'bout de Yankees, though I does 'members de Ku
Klux; They visit pappy's house after freedom, shake him, and.threater ., dat,if
him didn't quit listenin' to them low-down white trash scalawags and carpetbag-
bers, they would come back end whale de devil out of him, and dat de Klan would
take notice of him on 'lection day.

"When I was 'bout seventeen years old, I come to de Boro (Winnsboro) one |
Saturday evenin' and seen a tall willowy gal, black she was but shiny, puttin'
them foots of her'n down on de pavement in.a pretty gamecock pullet kind of way,
as if to say: 'Roosters look at mes! I goes over to Mre Landecker's store, de
Mr. Landecker dat marry Miss Mamie Propst, and I begs him to give me a cigare I
lights dat cigar and puts out after.here I ketches up wid her just as she was
comin' out of Mre Sailing Wolfe's Jew storee I brush up 'ginst her and say:
1Excuse me ladye.' Her say; 'l grants your pardon, Mistere 1 'spects smoke got
in your eyes and you didn't see me.' I say: 'Well, de smoke is out of my eyes
now and they will never have sight for emy other gal but you as long as I live.'
Black as she was, her got red in de face and say: 'Who is you?' I say: 'Tom
Rosboroes What might be your name, lovely gal?' Her sey: 'My name is Mattie

Nelsone' I say: ‘'Please to meet you, Sugar Plume' Her say: 'I live down at

Simpson's Turnoute Glad to have you come down to see me sometimee' After dat
us kep' a meetin' in Winnsboro, every Saturday, 'til one day us went *rownd %o

Judge Jnoe Je Neils' law office and him married use Me and Mat have our trials
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and tribulations and has went up a;nd down de hills in all kind of weathere
Us never ceased to bless dat day dat I run into her at Mre Sailing Wolfe's
storee.

"How come I name Rosboro? I just picked it up as a mighty pretty name.
Sound better than Propst or McNaul and d§ Rosboro white folks was big buckra
in dat timee.

"Us had lots of chillun; raise some and lost somee I have a son, Charlie,
dat's a barber in Washington, De Ce Iluocy, a da.ughter, marry Tenk Hille Nan
marry Banks Smithe Estelle marry Jim Perry but her is a widow now. Her bought
a house and lot wid de insurance money from Dre McCantse She has a nice house
on Cemetery Street, wid water and ‘'lectric lightse Her got four chillune When
my wife die, two years ago, I move in wid Estelle and her four chillune Her
meke money by washin' and ironin' for de white folkse Me snd de.chillun picks
cotton and 'tends to de makin' and de peddlin' of garden truck and sich lak.
Ah, .us is a happy family but I ain't 'bove usin' some of dat old age pension

money, if I can git ite"
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INTERVIEW WITH
REUBEN ROSBOROUGH, RIDGEWAY ,SC,
EXeSLAVE « 82 YEARS,3 MONTHS OLD

® No sir, I can °®wember nothin® ‘bout de State of Vergirny, where pappy
seid us was borne He tcld me, when I was *bout two years old he and memny
Kitty was took from somewher in det state to Richmond, wid de understandin®
to sell us a8 & family, end to give a man neme Joknscn, de p'ref’erenceo He
sey de trader couldn®t find de men Johnson, end scld us to my marstery John
Rosborough. My pappy neme Williem, wy brothers, Tom and Willie and my sisters,
Mary and Alicee

* My marster wes & kind and tender man to slavess You see a man love
hﬁsees end enimels? Well, daet's de wey he love us, though maybe in bigger
portion, I *lowes Merster John never merrye Set down dere dat ke was good
encugh to buy my old gran® mammy Mery, though she never could do muck worke

* Us knowed dat our gran'pappy was & white man back in Verginny, btut
dat wes her secret, dat she kept lecked ir her breast and cerried it wid her
to de gravees You say I®s wery light color myself? So I is, so was she, 8o
_wes peppye Fese your mirnd, us had none of de white Rosborough in us. Us core
‘on one side frox de F.F.V's. I's proud of det, end you cen put down dere dat
deres no poor whits trask blood in dese ¢ld veins, too.

* De last part of de war I worked some in de field; but mot enough to
hurt. ¥y marster wes & Presbyterian,b'longed to Aimwell Church. Two or three
ecres in cemetery dere now, but they done move de church into de town of
Ridgewey.

* Money wes not worshipped then like it ie now. Not much use of it.
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Marster raised all we eat snd made all we wear right dere on de place, "bout
five miles north of Ridgeway-

% I guess Marster John had forty sleves. Us live in twoestory log house
wid plenk floor. Marster John die, us ‘scend to his brother Robert and his
wife Mistress Marye I plaeyed wid her chillun. logexr was one end Jenie the
other«.Vy marster er? mistrees wes good to nmee I use tu drive de mules to de
cotten gine A1l I had to do was to set on de long beam and crack my whip every
new and then, end de mules would go ‘round and °‘rounde Dere was three hundred
end seventye-egix acres in daet places I own part of it todaye I b*lengs tc¢ Good
Hope Churche I sure believes in de lLord, snd daet His mercies is from everlestin®
to everlastin® tc them dat feers Him.

* %Member but little *bout de war for freedom, °cept dat some of de claves
of merster was sent to de fromt to use pick end shovel to throw up breast works,
and things of det naturee. My pappy wes de foremen and stzyed at homs, carry on
whilgt Marster Robert goe

* Deed I recollects ‘bout de Yankees. They come and ask my pappy, de fore~
man, where was de mules end hosses hid out? Pappy sey he don't know, he didn't
carry them off. They find out & boy dat knowed; make him tell, and they went
end got de mules and hosses. They took everything and left.

% Doctor Scott was our doctor. Dere was in them deys lots of rattlesnskes;
hed to bte kesrful of theme Then us hear lots end had lota of chills and fever.
They found de remedy, buil they was way off 'bout what meke them come on youe
Some °*low it was de missma det de devil bring °*round you from de swamp end
settle 'round your face whilst you sleep, end soon as he git you to srore you
sniffed it to your liver, lights and gall, then dat meke bile, and then you
was wid de chills a comin® every other dsy and de fever all de deye. Marster

Doctor Heyne done firnd out dat de skeeter bring de fever and de chills, end



funny, he 'low dat it ie de femsle skeeter bite dat does de business. You
believe dat? I .didn®t at first, *til old Doctor Linder tell me dat it was
no harder tc believe than dat &ll disesse come into de world when a female
bits a apple in de gerden of Eden.

“ I think Mre kincoln wes raised up by de lord, just like Moses, to
free & 'culiar peoplees I think Mr. Roosevelt ie de Joshums dat come after
him. No president hes done as much for de pocr of both races as de one now
president. God bless him and ®stein him in his visions and work. to bring de

kingdom of heaven into and upon de earthe *
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GOING DOWN TO DIE
( FOLKLORE)

STORY TOLD BY EX~-SLAVE Boss Man, you talk about de brave sol=-
dier who bheen in de last big war and
how dey look death in de eye and spit on him. I ain't see dat
war, It been ‘'cross de water., But I know sump'%n Tbout de
Civil War. I been young lad when de big gun shoot and de Yankee

pile down from de %prth.

Talk 'bout being brave. De bravest
thing I ever see was one day at Ashepoo Jjunction, Dat was near
de end of de ware. Grant was standing up before Richmond; Sher-
man waé merching tump=tump through Georgiae I ﬁas a stripling
lad den and boy-like I got to see and hear everything, One day
more tgan all, de overseer sent my pappy to Ashepoo junctiion to
get de mail, I gone 'long wid him, Seem like I jest had to go
dat daye.

I membgr dat. morning well. Wheﬁ I
get to de junction de train start to come in, What a lot of
train! De air fair smoke up wid dems They come shouting in
from Charleston, bound up-country.

I stand wid my pappy near de long
trestle, and see ds train rock by. One enjine in front pulling
one in de back pushifg, pushing, pushing. De train load down

wid soldier, They thick as peas, Been so many a whole ton

been riding on de car roof. They shout and holler., I make big
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amaze to see such a lot of soldier =~ all going down to diee.

And they start to sing as they cross de trestle,

On e pick a banjo, one play de fiddle. They sing and whoop,
they laugh; they holler to de people on de ground, and sing
out, "Good-bye." All going down to die, -

And it seem to me dat is de mosi wonderful sight I
ever see, 'All them soldier, laughing light, singing and
shouting dat way, and all riding fast to battle,

One soldier man say in a loud voice: "Well, boys we
going. to cut de Yankee throat. We on our way to meet him and
he better tremble, Our gun greeze up, and our bayonet sharp.
Boys we going to eat our dinner in hell today."

I turn to my pappy and ax him how can man act like
dat when they going down to die, He answer me: "Dat ain't
nutting, They n'use to dat. Ain't you know soldier differ-
ent?"

But I say: "Pappy, you hear dem talk 'bout eat din-
ner in hell?"

He answer me back: "They been in de army 'long time,
They don't study hell anymore."

De tréin still rumble by. One gang of soldier on de
top been playing card, I see um hold up de card as plain as
day, when de luck fall right. They going to face bullet, but
yet they play card, and sing and laugh like they in their own

house . + o+ All going down to die,

19
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De train pull 'cross de trestle, I stand up and watch
um till he go out of sight *'round de bende De last thing I

hear is de soldier laugh and sing . + All going down to die.

SOURCE: Interview with William Rose, 80, ex-slave of Edisto
Island, Se C., in 1936,
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BENJAMIN RUSSELL
EX-SLAVE 88 YEARS.

* I was born fourteen miles north of Chester, S. C. the property
of Mrse febecca Nancee After eighty-eight years, 4+ have a vivid recol-
lection of her sympathy and the ideal relations she maintained with her

--

slaves.

* My father was just Baker, my mother just Marye. My father was
bought out of e drove of slaves from Virginia. I have been told my mo~
ther was born on the Youngblood place. (Youngblccd name of my mistress
psople in York County.) My father was a slave of a wmre. Russell and lived
two or three miles fron the Nance place, where mother lived. He could oanly
visit hor on a written pass. As he was religiously inclined, dutiful and
faithful as a slave, my mother encouraged the relation that included a
slave marriage between my father and mother. My mother in time, had a
log house for hergelf and children. we had beds mads by the plantation’s
carpenter. A8 a boy I remember plowing from sun to sun, with cn hour's
intermission for dimner, and feeding the horsese.

“ Money? Yes, sometimes white folks and visitors would give me
coppers, 3=cent pieces, and once or twice dimes. Ysed them to buy extra
clothing for Sundays and fire crackers and candy, at Christmas. We had
good foode. In the busy seasons on the farm the mistress saw to it that the
slaves were properly fed, the food cooked right and served from the big kite
chens we wore given planty of milk and sometimes buttere. we wore permitted to
have a fowl-house for chickens, separate from the white folkse We wors wmarm
clothes and stout brogan shoes in winter; went barefooted from april until

November and wore cotton clothes in summer. The master and some of the
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women slaves spun the thregd, wove the cloth and mede the clothes, My
mother lived in a two~story farm house, Her children were; William, Mattie
and Thomas, We never had an overseer on the place, Sometimes she®d whip
the colored children, but only when it was needed for correctiom,

"Yos, sir, I went with my young master, William, to Chester
Court House, and saw slaves put on a bdblock gnd auctionsed off to the
highest biddsr, just like land or mules and cattle, Did we learn to read
and writse? We Wers taught to read, but it was against the law to teach
a slave to write, The Legislature psssed an act to that effects A number
of cases ia which slavss could write, the sleve would forge g pass and
thereby get away to free territory, They hed a time gstiing them back.
On one oceasion I run in on my young master, Willism, teaching my Uncle
Reuben how to writs, They showed thelir confusion,

"All slaves were compelled to attend church on Sunday., A
gallery around the intsrior of the church, contained the blacks, They
were pormitted to join in the singing, Favoriie preascher? Well, I guess
my favorite preacher was Robert Russell, He was allowed sometimes to use
the whits folks school, which wasn®t much in those deays, just a little
log house to hold forth in winter, In summer he got permission to
have a brush arbor of pine tops, where large numbers came, Here they sang
Negro spiritusls, I remembsr one was called: "Steal away %o Jesus.'

"Runaway cslaves? Yes, we had one woman who was contrary
enough to run awsy; Addie, she run off in the woods, My mistress hired her
out to ths McDonald family, 3he came back and we had to pelt and drive her
away.

“How did we get news? Msny plantations were strict about this,

but the greater the precsution the alerter bscame the slaves, the wider
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they opened their sars and the more eager they became for outside infor-
mation. she sources were: Girls that waited on the tables, the ladies’
maids and the drivers; they would pick up everything they heard and pass
it on to the other slavess

“ Saturday afternoans? ‘these wers given to women to do the family
washing, ironing, etcs, and the men cut fire wood, or worked in ths gar-
den, and special truck crops. Christmas? Christmes was a holiday,; dbut
the fourth of July meent very little to the slave psople. Dancers? Thers
was lots of dancinge 1t was the pastime of the slave race. The children
played shimmy and other games, imitating the white children, sometimes
with the white folks.

* The master and mistress wsre very particular about the slave
girlas. For instance, they would be driving along and pass a girl walking
with a boy. When she cams to the house ahe would be sent for and ques-
tioned something like this: *Who was that young men? Hew coms you with
him? Don't you ever let me see you with that ape agein. if you csanod
pick a mate better tham that I'll do the picking for youe' The explana-
tion: The girl musi brssd good strong ssrviceable children.

* No, I never saw a ghoast, but there was a general belief among
the race in ghosts, spitits, haunts and conjuration. Many believe in
them yet. I can never forgel the fright of the time my young mmster,wil-
liam was going off to the ware The eveaning before he went, a whippoorwill
lighted on the window s$ill and uttered the plaintive ‘*whip=poor-will.®
All the slaves on the place were frightened end awed and predictad bad
Iuck to Master Wille. He took sick in war and died, just wasted away. “e

was brought back in rags toward the end of the struggle.
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“ Mistross always gave the slaves a big dinner on New Year's Day
and talked to us out of the catechism. She impressed on us after dianer
that tims, that we wers frog. Some were sorry, some hurt, but a few were
silent and glad. I and meny of the otkors had been well itreated. When wo
wers 3ick she visited us and summoned a doctor the first thing, but the

remedies those days wers castor oil, quinine, turpentine, mustard plaster

and bleeding. *
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FOLK-LORE: EX=SLAVE

"I was born about 1846, 'cause I was in
de war and was 19 years old when de War was overs I went to
Charleston with my master, Ros Atwood, my mistress®s brother.
My mistress was Mrs. Laura Rutherford and my master at home
wes Dr. Thomas Rutherforde We was on Morris Island.

"My father was Wllen Rutherford end my
mother Barbara Rutherford. My daddy hed come from “hili to
this country, wasba harness neker, and belonged'aﬁhile to
Nichols. We had 8 good héuse o;'c hut to live in, and my work
wes to drive oows till I was old 'nough to work in de fields,
when I was 13. Then I ‘plowed, l;loed cotton, and hoed corﬁ T4ill
last year of war and‘ denwent to Cherleston.

- "Master paid us no money for work. We
could hunt end fish, and got lots. of geme around there. We
had dogs but our master didn't like houndse |

"Cole. Daryton Rutherford, doct's son, had

me for a "pet" on the place. They had overseers who was sometimes

bossy but they wouldn’t allow dem to whip me. One old nigger
nemed 'Isom', who come from 4frice, was whipped mighty bad one
‘da.y. The pedderollers whip me one night when I went off to git
a' pair of shoes for an old lady anddidn‘t git & passe I was
‘16 yeers old then.

- "Doctor Ruthe;:ford had several farms = I

reckon around 2,000 acres of lend. We didn't have church nor
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school but sometimes we had to go to de white folks church and
set in the gallery. We dddn't learn to reed and writee. The
mistress learnt some of de nigger chaps to read and write a
little.

"We had Saturday afternmoons off to wash up
and clean up. When Christmes come the doctor would give us good
things to eat. Vhen we was sick he give us medicine, but some
of de old folks would mike hot teas from root herbs.

"We had old time éornshuckings before and
after freedom. We made sure enough corn den and lots of it -
had four cribs full. ‘When freedom come, the old man had fallen
off a block end was hurt, so one of de overseers told us was
ffee and could go iﬂ/ﬁZnted toe Some of dem stayed on end some
got in the big road and never sﬁopped walkings Thenwe worked
for 1/3 share of the crops; had our little patch to work, too.

"I was 31 years old when I married first
time. Wasriiving in Mollohon. Her neme was Leana and she belonged
tomMadison Brooks's femily, as weiting girl. I wes married twice,
but had 13 children all by my first wife. I have 14 grendchildren,

] great- )
and so meny/grendchildren I cen't count them.

"When de Ku Klux was in dat country I lived
wid a. men who was one 9f them. The first I knew about it was when
I went down to Hle mill, de mule throwed me and de meal, and down
de road I went to runniﬁg end met a Ku Klux. It was him,

"I think Abe lincoln and Jeff Davis good men,
but don't kmow much about dem.

"I join de church wheﬁ I was 68 years old

‘cause God sent me to do it. I believe ell ought to join church."

"SOURCE: Joe Rutherford (92), Newberry,S.C.; Interviewer: G. Leland
* Sunmer, Newberry, S.C.

()

@y



Froject 1885 =l= L i
District #4 RS 14

Spartanburg, Se C. 390121

June 7, 1937

FOLK=LORE: EX=SLAVE

"I was born about 1849 in the Dutch Fork section
of Newberry County, S. Ce I was slave of Ivey Suber and his good
wifes My daddy was Bill Suber and my memmy was Mary Suber. I
was hired by Marse Suber as a nurse in the big house, and I waited
on my mistress when she was sick, and was at her bed whén she died.
I had two sisters and a brother and when we was sold they went to
Mr. Suber's sister and I stayed with him.

"My mester was good to his slaves. He zive them
plenty to eat, good place to slecp and plenty of clothess The
young men would hunt lots, rabbits, possums, and birds. Ky white
folks had a big garden and we had eats from its. They was good
cooks, too, and lived good. We card and spin and weave our own
clothes on mistress's spinning wheels.

"Marse Suber had one overseer who was good to us.
We went to work at sun-up and worked 'till sun-down, none of us
worked st nighte We sometimes got a whipping when we woulcin“c
work or do wrong, but it wasn't bad. .

"le never learned to read and write. We had no
church and no school on the plantation, but we could go to the
white folk's church and sit in the gallery. Some of us was made
to go, and had to walk 10 miles. Of ‘course, we never thought
much about walking that fare I joined the church because I was

converted; I think everybody ought to. jéin the churche



"The patrollers rode 'round and ketched slaves

who ran away without passes. They never bothered use Then our
work was over at night, we stayed home, talked ané.went to sleepe.
On Seturday afternoons white folks sometimes give us patches of
ground to work, and we could wash up then, too. e raised corn
on the patches and some vegetablese On Sunday we just rested
and went to neighbor's house or go to church. On Christmes we
had big eats, B

"Corn-shuckings and cotton-pickings always had
suppers when work was done. Master made whiskey up at his
sister's place, and at these suppers he had whiskey to give us.

"Then we was sick we had a doctor - didn't believe
much in root teas.

"I married when I was 15 years old at a white
man's place, lire Sem Cannon'se A negro mean nemed Jake Cannon
married use Supper was give us by lir. Sam Cannon after it was
overs

"When freedom came, my mother moved away, but
I stayed on.

"I think Abrahem Lincoln was & good men, and
Jeff Davis was a good man. I don't know anything ebout Booker

Washington.

SOURCE: Lila Rutherford (86), Newberry, S.C., RFD
Interviewer: G. Leland Summer, 1707 Llndsev Ste,
Newberry, S. C.
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Uncle Sabe Rutledge
(Testimony given by old man born 1861, The Ark Plan-

tation, Horry County = owned by Mr. John Tillman)

"Pust thing I realize to remember, I mster cry to
go to the old boss =~ o0ld Massa - for sugar. Massa
says .

"1Martha, what Newman (he call me that) crying for?!
Ma say, 'Wenter come to you for sugarl!

"18ring the boy here, Marthal!

"He gle me sugar.

"Boil salt? Pumpl Pumpl Pump it! Hed a tenk.
Run from hill to sea. Had a platform similar to wharf,
And pump on platform. PFetch good high. Go out there on
platform. Force pump. My Grandmother boil salt way
after Freedom. We tote water. Tote in pidgin and keel-
er - make out of cedar and cypress; No 'ting to
crove 'em (groove 'em) compass. Dog-wood and osk rim.
Give it a lap, (This was his description, with panto-
mine, of way pidgin and keelers were made by plantation
carpenters)

"My Grandmother had two pots going. Boil all day
and all night. Biling. Boil till he ticken (thicken)
Cedar paddles stir with. Chillun eat with wooden spoons.
Glay‘pot? Just broken piece. Indian had big cemping

ground on beach near the Ark. After big blow you can

find big piece of pot there. I see Indian. Didn't see

-
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wild one; see tame one,

"Indigo? 01d man Lashie Tillman nuster plant indigo.
Seed lak a flax. Put myrtle seed in with indigo to boil.
Gather and boil for the traffic. All the big folkses
plant that fore the rice. Rice come in circulation, do
way with indigo. .Nuster (used to) farm indigo just like
we work our corn. Didn't have nothing but ox. And the
colored folks = they came next to the ox = Hill keep
advancing out. Reckon you wouldn't blieve it, but I ken
cumember (Uncle Sabe stutters a bit) when all that beach
been cultivate field.- Must be nature for sand hill to —
move, Time most got too fast now for the people to iivd.

"Storm? Oh my Lordl Flagg Sﬁorm? Sea naturally
climb right over that hill like it wasn't nothing. Water
come to King Road., Reckon it would a come further if the
wind didnt®t shift.

"Calls this 'The Ridge.! Why? I first man settle
here. Oak Ridge. (It 1s the highest land between the
Wa.ccamaw fiver and the ocean.,) Just name it so.

"Member the shipwreck. Two men and lady come to the
Ark., Stormy time. Massa take them to town. 014 anchor
there now. Come a blow you kin see it. Water rise over
it high tide.

"Ma tell me bout they had the to=-do. Blockade at
 Inlet, Had 'em out to drill (The ﬁankees ceme to shore

60
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to drill.) 014 man John Tillmen lose all he China-a-wayl
(chinaware.) Every bit of his china and paints (panes of
glass) out the window. Ysnkee gun boat sojer (soldier)
to Magnolia to drill. They tack 'em (attacked tem) to
cut 'em off. When Rebs tack 'em, small boats gone back.
She had to brace tem. Shoot dem shell to brace. (Gun
boat fired to frighten Rebs who were cutting Yankees off
from escaﬁe) I hear old men Frank Norris =~ 1lived right
beyond Wwettrill Deas = I hear him (nuster come home to
the Ark and trapj - I hear him say lot of 'em bog.
(Ella,’Agﬁes end Johnnie Johnson fadder been there) Bomb
shell hit the hill and bury them in the sand. Had to dig>
out . ‘ |

| "01d man John Tillman my boss. Sho treat his people
good; Don't see why his folks (slaves) went to blockade
(tried to escape and join Yankee gun-boats). Sho treat
his colored foiks good. My Grandfather, Rodrick Rutledge,
driver from a boy. Time he big nuff to hendle it till
Freedonm.

"Couldn't marry ﬁidout consent of boss." (Remark
frovancle Sabe'!s sister, Mom Jane, who is quite acid.
All her 1nfofmation inherited = she Freedom child)

Mom Janes "Been to devil end come back nowl"

(Comparing slavery to the lower regions)
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Uncle Sabe =~ continuing:

"Have sick house; have chillun house." (All in this
section tell great tales of the 'chillun house.! Sounds
& lot like the nurse houses in Russia to-day. All the
bables were in thlis day nursery in care of the older
women, too old for field work.) Corn. Meat - pig,
beef, fish = plenty milk,." ,(Soﬁe cow lcoffee cow! - -
that is give just enough milk for the coffee.)
| "Any rices"

Aunt Jane: (interrupting) "Pick &ou»teet (teeth) to find
the ricel Great Godl Now I can buy my ricel"
Uncle Sabe: "Could plant up=-land rice to Ark. (This on
coast away from fresh water)

"Ash cake? Meal, salt, water. Not a greasel Not a
greasel See Mudder cook it many a hundred dayi"

Mom Jane: "Put it in the stove today, - nothingl

-Rather have it any dayil"

Sabe ¢ "Wrap it in brown paper, mostly. Cows free in
woods. 4Alligator tail good. Snail built up just like a
conch (whelk). They eat good, Worms like a conche

Bile conch. Git it out shell., Grind it sausage grinder.
Little onione. Black pepe re. Rather eat conch than any
kind of nourishment out of salt water."

Mom Jane; "Conjur? Wouldn't turn a hucks bread for ‘em.

(Give & crust.)

62
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Sabe: "What God got lot out for a man he'll get it,"

"Flat boat full up (with slaves trying to escape)
gone down Waccamaw. Uncle Andrew Aunt the one got he eye
shoot out (by patrollers) took ‘em to camp on North
Island. Never see so much & button and pin ih my lifel
Small-pox in camp. Had to leave ‘em.

"Captain Ben and Captain Tom fadder - look how
he ‘diet Looker the bloodl Looker the peoplel Looker
the blood! His boat cail 'The Bull River.' Up and down
Pee Dee river. MNeet flatl Bore hole in flat and women
and chillun go downl Take men off. }e COME TO THIS
COUNTRY, (Game- down from'r North before Civil War) Them
darnish Yankee very percruel. (Peculiar?)

; ”"My Great-grandmother Veenia, pirate captured and

took all they money in English war. (Revolution} Dem

- day Ladiles wear bodkin festened to long gold chein on
shoulder =~ needle in 'em and thimble and ting. Coming
down from New York to gét away from English. My great
grandmother little chillun. Pirate come to her Missus.
Take all they money - éome ‘eut bodkin off her shoulder,:
Grandmother ma gohe on the boat and twiss hs'rself in
Miséus' skirt., Pirate put tem off to Wilmington. Come
on down settle to Pitch Landing near Socastee. Keep on
till they get to Ark. |

| "My Great-Grandme Veenia didn't have a teet in
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her head - one hundred ten years old and could eat hard

a bread as any we."

Uncle Sabe Rutledge
Burgess; Se Co = P.0.
Horry County

Age 76 (Born 1861)
Ark Plaﬁtation.
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UNCLE SABE RUTLEDGE

(EX-SLAVE STORY)

" They ocall him Rogerick Rutledge for shortness. My Grandpa REAL
name Jim. First time I big enough to realect (recollest) him he have on
no pents but something built kinder like overall and have a apron., Apron
button up here where my overall buckle and can be let down, All been dye
with indigo. Have weave shirt --~ dye with blue indigo boil with myrtle
seed, Myrtle seed must-a=did put the color in, 0ld brogan shoe on he
foot, 01d beaver hat on he heads Top of crown wear out and I member he
have paste=board cover over with cloth and sew in he hat crowmn, My Grande
mother wear these here gingham cloth call gingham twill,

" Now the chillun} I membsr I was e big boy grovm when I get my first
pants, All boy chillun wear a shirt e---- long down to knee and lower, Have
belt round the middle e~w just like you belt to hold *‘em, Chillun have not
a shoe! Not a shoe for chillun on us plantation to the 0ld Ark, First
shoe I have, Pa get a cow hide and tan it., And a man name Stalvey make my
first pair of shoes, I was way near bout grown. Make the sole out the
thickness of the cow hide, Short quarter, No eye ==~ just make the hole.
last! Yes man! Ygs man! Yes man § Keep 'em greasel Them shos never wear

out!}

" We raise all we get to eat, Hominy, cornbread, peas, potatoes, rice,

Morest we plant this here yellow corn. I ecry many & day bout that yellow corng

1%/10883
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UNCLE SABE RUTLEDGE

(EX~-SLAVE STORY)

We say, 'Pa, this here yellow corn make hominy look 1like he got egg cook
in 'em; red corn look like hominy cook in red mclasses! * )

"But yellow corn stronger feedy Stronger feedl And Pa kmow 'em,

® Sunday come go to church in that same blue shirty Little old
pole church ==~ {gone now) === call ' Dick Green Bay Church', (Nemed for
e local charaoter.) When we go to church before freedom, Mudder and them
have to have the ticket,

" 01d man John Tilghmen at the Ark Plantation have no oversesr we=
have 'Driver”, Most folks on Waccamaw have overseer and 'Driver’*, My Fa

bee:a the Ark !Driver,*

» Old man Zaohario.h Duncen been the preacher. That the same men build

Ny

k")

the first\'Heaven Gate' ohurch after freedom, He got drift lumber on the

PRSRENEE . NS

river and on the beach, Flat 'em -=- make a raft and float 'em over to the
hill and the men haul ‘em to 'Heaven Gate! with ox, Yes., 'Heaven Gate'
built outer pick up lumber,

" Before freedom Farson Glennis ==~ he was piscopal =-- he would come
.give us & sorvice once a month on the piantatiom --- so mother said,

" Patches of indigo all through the woods. You kmow cow eat indigo,

s have too much ox} Have to haul rail all the time keep up the old fence,
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UNCLE SABE RUTLEDGE

(EX-SLAVE STORY)

Woods full up with cow, Cattle loose --- free. When you want beef have
to hunt for 'em like we hunts deer now, I member some ox I helped broke,
Pete, Bill, Jim, Davide, Faby was a brown, David kinder mouse colore. We
always have the old ox in the letd going to haul rail, Hitch the young
steer on behind, Sometimes they *give up' and the old ox pull tem by the
necky Break ox all the time, Fun for us boys =-- treaking ox, So much

of rail to haull

$rg

( ®You can't tell me bout this pension? ILcok like toc me somebody trying

to smother something., Letters come, Cards come. My name on outside alright,

Tell me to put my n;hié on cards and hand ‘em out to my friends, Say send
twenty-five cents. Next time say °*Send thirty-five cents', Hs cool off
then and another man =<« Mr. Pope come in, Got two letter from him and he
tell me be still till I hear from him again, J, E. Pope, Last blank I
got from Mr. Pope he say not to look for more than thirty or thrity-two
dollars a month, Say there ain't going to be no two hundred & month, )

" How come I know all these Buh Rabbit story, Mudder spin you know,
Heve the great oak log, iron fire doge Have we chillun to sit by the firew
rlace put the lightewood under ==~ blaze up, We four chillun have to pick

seed out the cotton, Work till ten o'clock at night and rise earlyy Mudder
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UNCLE SABE RUTLEDGE

( EX«SLAVE STORY )

and Father tell you story to keep you eye open} Pick out cotton seed be
we job every night in winter time ==~ cept Sunday! When we grow bigger,
Mudder make one card, One would spin and then Mudder go to knitting,
Night time picking these cotton seed out; day time in winter getting woodl
* Fall wees harvest peanut, peas, 'tater!
" I member all them Buh Rabbit storyl Mudder tell 'em and we laugh

and wake up! They was one bout Buh Rabbit

nd Buh Patridge. You know Buh

Patridge the onliest one get the&;;;;“;f‘Buﬁ Raibitl

" Buh Rabbit bet Buh Patridge ( Buh Rabbit think he so sharp you
know!) He bet Buh Patridge if he fly off down the road a piece and 1lit
Buh Rabbit can find ‘em, === Buh Patridge bet him he can't! So Buh
Patridge take off and fly down the road a plece and 1it =-- like a Patridge
will do === 1it and turn up on he baok and rake the leaves over him and
kiver (cover) his body all cept he two foots sticking up like sticki

® Now Buh Rabbit comel He hunt and he hunt and he hunt{ Couldn't

find ‘em and he get so hot he take off he coat and hang it on Buh Patridge
foots} "

" He go on hunting and after while he call out,

® ¢ Well I can't find Buh Patridge! Cen't find Buh Patridge! '
" And Buh Patridge sing out,
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UNCLE SABE RUTLEDGE

(EX-SLAVE STORY )

" 1 Well, Buh Rabbit, here I is} You hang you coat on my feet!’
® Buh Rabbit have to pay the bet} (I don't member what the bet

was). So Buh Patridge was the onliest one I ever hear bout could get

the best of Buh Rabbitl

" When Father end Mudder tell them story we chillun noddin'} Some
cackle out and all jump up and go back to picking out cotton seed}

® There is another one bout Buh Bear. They goes out my head,s I'll
think them EBuh Rabbit up fore you come back Missus}®

And Uncle Sebe, who was sitting on the 'LOOK OUT* at the Floral
Beach Fishery, continued to let his eyes play all over the sea like
searchlights, ready to wave the black flag end merch down toward the
fishery holding it aloft keeping himself in a line with the fish if fish
were sighted, Since way before what he called *the big war' Le and his

people have eaten mullet and rice for the three fall months, His home

wes visited before Uncle Sabe was located end children end grandechildren,

wife, sister and neighbors were found seated and standing all over the

kitchen floor end piarze floor and steps =ee= eeach one with a generous tin

plate of rice and fresh, brown, hot 'spot! ewee g fish not o valuable in

sumer but choice in fall and winter, Iwo hounds end a large cat worked

around among the feasters for their well chewed bones,
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UNCLE SAEE \RUTLEDGE

( EX~SLAVE STORY )

SOURCE: Uncle Sebe Rutledge, The Ridge, Burgess, S. C., (Horry County)
Born first year of the Civil War,

(He owns his house and land, ==--- gome twenty=five gcres wnder
cultivation, This is located on what appears to be , 'height of land! lying
between the Wacoamew and the Atlantie, Looally it is known as 'The Sand

RidgG 'e )
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FOLK-LORE: EX=-SLAVES

"I was born in Edgefield county, S.Ce, sgbout .
1854, I was the son of Larkin and Cheny Ryan who was the slaves
of Judge Pickens Butler who lived at Edgefield Courthousee I has
some brothers and sisters, but don't remember them all., We lived
in a log house with but one roome We had good -beds to sleep in,
and always had plenty to eat. O0ld Jﬁdge Butler was a good mans
I was 10 years 61d when he died. Before then I worked in and
around the house, end freedom come I stayed with the Butler family
two years, thenrwent to Dr. Maxwell's,

"In slavery time we had extra -paitches of
ground to work for ourseives which we sometimes worked on Saturday
aftternoons as we hgd dat time off. Judge Butler used to give us
) lit’c}te inon‘ey,too, before freedom come, for oﬁr work. We bought.
clothes and.things we had to have, We had a big plantation garden
dat the overseers planted for all on de place to e at out of.

"We used to hunt 'possums, rabbits, squirrels,
wild turkeys, doves, partridges, and set traps for partridges and
séet box gums for rebbits. Ve had good food then, plenty peas,
cornbread, and wild game. When winter time come we put on wool
clothes and heavy shoes.

0ld Marse Butler and his mistress was good,
de best folks ;'.n de country. They lived in a big house, had a
girl and a boy, and over 1000 or maybe 2,000 acres of lend, on
severallfe.rms. One was on Saluda River. His overseers some was
no good, but master wouldn't let them treat slaves cruel, just

’ ~light whipping.
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"o used to have to weke up at sun-up and
work till sundown. We didn't learn to read and write; but we had
a prayer house on de plantation where we could go to sometimes,
until freedom come, then we went on to it just the samee 01ld man
Bennefield, & nigger preacher,talked to us there. I can 'member
one of de favorite songs we sung:

"Show pity, O Lord, forgive,

Let e'er repentant sinner live;

Are not thy mercies large and free,
May not a sinner trust in Thee."

"My crimes are great, and can't surpass,

"

"None of Major Pickens Butler's slaves ever
went away from him, but some in de neighborhood did run away, and
dey never heard ,Of dem againe

| "The paderrollers would catch & nigger if
he didn't have a passe Some would»pass and re-pass in the road,
and maybe gét catched and such scuffling would go onl

" "We- wofked on Saturdey afternoons unless

boss give time off to work our own little patches or do some
other work we had to doe But some would frolic then and wash
up for Sunday,~ or set around. On Sunday we went to church and
talked to neighbors. On Chfistmas we celeﬁrated by having a
big dinner which the master give use We had three days holiday
or- sometimes a week. We had New Year's Day as a special day for
working, 'cause it was a sign if we worked good dat day, we would
work good all de yeare The white folks had qorn-shuckings and
cotton pickings in slavery and after freedom, too. Den would heve
big supper. 'Some neighbors walk ten milas; like walking to church

“or to6 school. Didn®t think enything of walking det fars



"Some of de games played by children were

marbles, jump=ropee.
"Once en old men had his dog treined to say
his prayerse. The dog was fed but wouldn't be allowed to eat until
he put his paws in front and bow his head on dem; de old man say to
him, "No, no, you die and go to hell if you don't say your prayers."
"Once another fellow, a nigger, said he wes
going to his wife's house to see her; but he had to pass his old
partner's place on de way, who was deéd. tfthen he got opposite
the rartner's place something, .maybe a ghost, ceme to him and
wrestled with him and wouldn't let him go on to see his wife, 50
_he comed back to his master's house and stayede.
™ihen the slaves got sick they had doctors,
and used old herbse. 'Jerusalem'Ore! was a kind of herb for
children, to build thein‘up, end there wgs field grass roots and
herb roots which was boiled and tea drunk for fevers. And 'Primer=
rhine! tea which was drunk, toos. Sometimes they would hanp garlic
around smallr boys and girls necks to keep away any kind of sickness.
"We didn't have schools; skarted them the second
year after freedome Old General Butler give us old slaves a home
_each and a small patch to worke.
| "y mrried when I was 21 years old, the first
time in Edgefield County, now called Saluda Countye I have six
childgen, nine grend-children, and four great-grand=childrene.
I think Ave Lincoln was good man and he was |
Providential arrangement. I think Joff Davis was good man, same. .l i
Booker Te Washipgtgn is good man, done lots for young niggers. I

rather like it now, and not slavery times I joined church when I

was 18 to turn from evil ways and to live a better lifee

by Ge Lelend Newber
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STORIES FROM EX-SLAVES

"I live in a rented three-roocm house with my daughter. I
am too old to do much work, but I work where I can get little jobs
that I can do. |

"The slaves did not expect anything after FPreedom, for the
South was in such a bad fix. They Jjust got jobs where they could
find them. Most of them worked as share-croppers or wage hands on the
farms, and have worked 1like this since fhat time. Some few have rent-
ed farms. When any moved to town they got Jjobs where they could.

"I never thought much about Reconstruction. Some slaves
voted at first, but when Wade Hampton was elected tﬁéy didn't get to
vote much.

nr th;nk the younger generation has»too much freedom and
doesn't stayrhome enough. They wgnt to have their own way.

"over in o0ld Edgefield where I was raised we had plenty to
eat; plenty peas, corn bread, turnips and other things. We hunted
wild game, too. I was a slave of Major Pickens Butler, He was a good
man and sometimes gave us & little money for our work. Qur master
gave us & small patch of land to work for ourselves and plant any-
thing we wanted.

"No, I never think anything about voting. I am satisfied
Just to get along."

Source: Henry Ryan (N - 83), Newberry, S.C. /
Interviewer: G.L. Summer, Newberry, S.C. 8/18/317.
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STORIES FROM EX~-SLAVES

"I am bad-sick woman, in bed and can't hardly’talk and
can't 'member much. I was born near Broad River in de Blair
section. I belonged in slavery to de Blair‘family. My mudder
and papa was Grace and Samuel Blair, and dey‘pelonged to
Capt. Blair. wien dey was sold, I was put in”de house wid a
good f}ee nigger woman to raise me and to stay *till de war
was over, Den I come to de Blair house, and helped around de
house. My sisters could card, spin and weave, and I helped dem
wid it. I didn't have but one dress. When it got dirty, I went
down to de creek and4ﬁasned it and put it against de lims to
‘dry, but I had to put it back on before it got good dry.

"When I got old enough, I worked in de field, hoeing

and picking cotton."

Source: Emoline Satterwhite (82), Newberry, S.C.
Interviewer: G.L. Summer, Newberry, S.C. May 19, 1937
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STORIES OF~EX SLAVES

"Marster Charner Scaife a-lajing on his bed of death is
'bout de first thing dat stuck in my mind. I felt sorry fer every-
body den. iiiss lMary Rice Scaife, his wife, was mean. She died a year
atter. Never felt sad nor glad den; never felt&no'ways out of de
regular way, den.

"overseers I recollects was, lir. Sam Hughes,’xr. Tom Baldvin,
and Mr. Whitfield Davis. lir. Baldwin was de best to me. He had a
still-house out in a field whar liguor wac made. I tote it fer him.
We made good corn liquor. Once a week I brung a gallon to de big
house to Marster. Once I got happy offtn it, and whéan got dzr lots
of it was gone. He had me whipped. Dat de last time I ever got happy
off'h llarster's jug; | |

"Yhen I was a shaver I carried water to de rooms and polish-
ed shoes fei all de white folks in de house. Sot de'freshly polished
shoes at de door of de bed~;oom. Get a nickle fer dat and dance fer
Joy over it. Two big gals 9leaned de rooms up and I helped carry out-
things and take upashes and fetch wood and build fires early every
day. Marster's housé had five bedrooms and a setting room. De kitchen
and dining-room was in de back yard. A covered passage kept dem from
getting wet when dey went to de dining-room. lMarster said he had
rather get cold going to eat dan to have de food get cold while it

was being fetched to him. So he had de kitchen and dining-room Jined,

but most folks had de dining-room in de big house.




Stories 0of Ex-Slaves --(1&ekénder Scaife) Page @ ﬂf7'

"It took a week to take de cotton boat from Chester to
Columbias. Six slaves handled de ilat-bozt. Dere was six, as I said,
de boatman, two oarsmeh, two steermen and an extra man. De steer-
men was just behind de boatmaén. Dey steered wid long poles on de
way up de river and paddled down de river., De two oarsmen was be-
hind dem. Dey used to pole,, too, going up,and paddling going down.
Seventy-five or eighty bales was carried at a time. Dey weighed
around three hundred pounds apiece. In Columbia, de wharfs wsas on
de Congree banks..Fer de cotton, we gpt all kinds of supnlies tb
carry home. De ant was loaded wid sugér and coffee coming back. 0On
Broad River ne passed by Woods Ferry, Fish Dam Ferry, Hendersons
Ferry and Hendersons Island and some ofhers, but dat is all I re-
collect. We unloaded at our own ferry, called Scaife Ferry}

"I split rails fer fences; On Christmas we had coffee,

sugar and biscuit fer Breakfast."

SOufcé: Alexander Scaife (82), Box 104, Pacolet, S.C.
Interviewer: Caldwell Sims, Union, S.C. :

2

i
i
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ELIZA SCANTLING EX=-SLAVE

87 Years

"If you wants to know about de slavery times," said old Aunt
Eliza, "you'se sure come to de right person; 'cause I wuz right
dere." The statement was easy to believe; for o0ld Aunt Eliza's
wrinkled face and stiff, bent form bore testimony to the fact
that she had been here for many & year. As she sat one cold
afternoon in December before her fire of fat lightwood knots,
in her one-room cabin, she quickly went back to her childhood
days. Her cabin walls and floor were filled with large cracks
through which the wind ceme blowing in.

"I gits along pretty good. My chillun lives all around here,
and my granddaughter that's a-standin! at the window dere, takes
care of me. Den de government helps me out. It sure is a
blessing, too - to have sech a good governmentl And 'Miss
Maggie'! good to me. She brought me dis wood. Brought it in
her truck herself. Had a colored man along to handle it for
her. But I so stiff I sometimes kin hardly move from me waist
down. And sometimes in de morning when I wake, it is all I kin
do to get up an'! wash me face. But I got to do it. My grand-
daughter bring me my meals.

"t 1s 87 years old. I know fcause I wuz so high when de war
broke oute An' I plowed my January to July de year 'fore m ace
declare, I remember dat. I wuz a good big girl; but jest a
child - not married yet. Yes'm I plowed a mule an' a wild un

at dat. Sometimes me hands get so cold I jes'! cry. But dey

l?8
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all say I 'wuz a nigger what wuz a niggerti!

"In May peace declare. De first president of de country wuz
Lincoln. He took his seat in Marche. But I work for de white
people 'fore dat« On a Friday mornint our Massa, Mr. Richard
Davent come an' told us peace declare. He come an'! told us his-
self. I wuz in de cornhouse a=shuckin'! corn to go to de mill
on Saturday. After frsedom 8ll de higgers left tcept my Memma.
My father brought us back here to Col. Alex Lawton's place at
Robertville. He used to belong to Col. Lawton. Many years
atter dat Col. Lawton moved to Savennah; but when he died dey
brought him back here an! buried him at Robertville.

My young Missus was de dasughter of Mr. Sam Maner, my old
Masse; so when she marry Mr. Davant I went wid her. Dey had
bought & place in Screven, Georgis. Seven year 'fore peace de-
clare we went to Georgia. On a Monday mornin' a colored man
come along an' tell Miss Anna de Yankees had took Waynesboro.

We all went to see it. ‘De fire had left de place clean. Could
pick up a pin behind it. Othér than dst I see nothin'., I

never see no house burn down. I never hear no gun fire. I jes!
gsee de uniform, an' see 'em kill de hog an' sling 'em tcross de
saddle. Den when we some back to Robertville, we see Qe destruc~
tion left behind.

"After 1 git of size I mind de birds off de corn an' rice an'
sech 1like, Den I'd teke care of de turkeys. &n! we'd sweep de

yards. Carry de leaves off to de stable in a wheelbsarrow.
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"Both my missus wuz good to me. De last missus I own treat
me jes! .de same as her own child. I stayed right dere in de
house wid her, an' if I wuz sick or anything she'd take care
of me same as her own chillun. I nurse one of her chillun.

An' dat child would rather be wid me then wid her own mothert"

Source: Kliza Scentling, Scotia, S. C, age 87 years.
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- Ex-Slave, About 90 years old

"Where and when were you born?"
"On Gaston Gamble place, between here and Greeleville. In de Gamble's
;Bible is my age. Don't know my age. Pretty much know ho¥r old, I bout
90, T wuz 1ittle. girl when freedom come."
"Give the names of your father and mother,"
’7"‘F‘ather', John Davis. liother, Tina Davis. Eelonged to last mausmg. Darby
Fulton. Camble sold mams and three children to Fulton. Belénged to>Davis
' after freedom. Father belonged to Dav:Ls. Take first mausca! S name. _Sold
£to Arnold Mouzon. Didn't take licuzon name." -
‘"Where did your father and mother come from?"
"R_igh:b where Grendms go, Gamble place.”
'-'Did‘ you have a.ny brothers and sisters?"
“#Jemes and Benjamain. All ded.® -
“Desoribe the beds and where you slept."
‘ : ®
"Hé.d plenty slavese I don't know exac’bly how many. In dem times you kmow,
we had to get ticket to go 'bo see dere family,"”
“Wha'b kind of house did you have to live int".
"Be‘b‘ber' dnn dis. Better den dis. Good house. Sleep on wooden be;i. Straw
and feather ma.’ctres Bo ¥ "

"Do you remember any’bh:.ng a'bout your grandparen‘bs er any stories told

you about them? "
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"I ain't know my grandmother, grandfather either." 82

Mihat work did you do in slavery times," ' -
"Didn't do no kind of work. Mother milked, tended to de butters® | i
"Did you ever earn sny money?"
 "No monejr.“
"Whé.t did you eat and how was it cooked?"
"Boil meat and put pess or greens, rice cooked dry, take up in pia’ce and eat.
One girl get done and wash dishes and put dem up.”
"Did you ever eat any possums?”
"Yes, my bfothcr» catch possum and raccoon,”
"Fish?"v
"Pishing in de 7qranch.“
"Did the slaves have their own‘ gardens?”
"Yes, sir, plant big gardén, no use plant, go to dere garden and get it." -
"What clothes did you weaf in cold westher?" |
" "Thicke I could weave it with stripés and put one check one way and nother
:-;trip nc)"cher weye" | |
’*Hét weather?”
) "I'nrwinteir warm clothes and shoes. IHad Sunday clothes, I had a green worsted :
dress.” . o ' , : y
| "Did the slaves have a church on your plantation?" _ - ‘/ ,
f‘Go ‘to white péople church and sit out of doors and wait till dey come out
;.-ndv.rden we gc; in and have ~preac.:hiAng.” . -
' "White or colored preacherf" | ' o ' o
"White preacher,” ‘ | |
"Was your master a good man?”

*Yr. Gamble like to drink liquor but still good people. All who I talking o

about good people." ,. L s
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"What was lre Gamble's neme?" = 7 , . 83

i

-
"lr Gamble name Gatron Gamble. Son living in dat big house and grandson living

dovm dere."

“How many children did Mr. Davis have?"

"He had some not many. Nr. Gamble had some too."

"Jhat kind of house did lir. Camble live in?"

“Medium size house., All had just common house, two-sféry."

“"hat about the overseer?"
"Overseer he see dat you work soon. Driver go in de field and stay 'til}
12 o 'clock."
"How meny acres in the plantation?"
“Don't know how many acres.”
"What time did the overseer wake the slaves up?”
"Wake de;’r’x\”f{lp soon. Plow horn.”
"Did you havé,fo‘work‘hard2"

"ork 'til sundown."

"Did you see any slaves punished?" .

"Sonme puniéhed, bﬁt I ain't never see none whip. I heard stick strike de

cround and tie hands end feet. Paddle on dis side and den paddle on de other
side 'til sore,”

"Did you ever see éﬁy slaves sold or auctioned off?"

My mother and us sold, lirs. Gamble died left my mema for a daily gift.
ﬁs‘wouldn‘t gllow dem.to:whip mee I sin't know vheh we be sell, I wuz a baby."
"Did you see slaves in chgiﬁs?"
"llo chains.” b//,

"Yes, de Gambles make us to go to Sunday school and learn us the Sundaey

"Did the slaves have a church on Jour plantation?"

school lessons. I could plow. We went to white church and set dowm till
white people go out and de old man dat tend to de church and open up de church

and say come in, can't stay outside."




"Wiho preached for you.all?" ' 84

"My uncle, Jefferie Pendergrass, mother's brother. If colored people want

preacher preach he go in dere and made de children be quitg:;;é%each a nice
sermon and have watch night but not in de church,"

"Do you know any spirituals?"

"I forgets dem things. I -use to be good singer but I ain't got no teeth.

I ain't been looking fer dise If you hadn't comesI'd been gone,™
"Where would you have gone?"
"Just to walk about. All gone to de i’ield and de children so bad.”
*7ell about baptizinge" _ |
"Baptized by de white people.”
"Did the slaves run away to the North?"
"1 ain't mow 'bout data"
"What sbout patrollers?”

- "No L;atarolle'rs. Have to get .ticl;et,' E’ﬂ_}ip dem if déy, didn't get it. Colored
people d-.o:mere than white peopie allows Caused dem to whip .dam; Ify- sister, |
my sister-in-law m’qd‘ girn‘l wen"b and tell dem dey gwine have play in white kitchen,
lr. Sam Fulton boss i‘;fouldn't go to war. liy sister, sister-in-lew run up in de
loft and tell dem come down and dey come down and jump off de window and 1s;.nd
‘in de mud hole wid dere best dress on. Iir. Fulton let dem have it in de quartei's‘.‘

"Did you hear of any trouble between the master and the slaves?"
"Iy grandmother ‘went off and wouldn'ﬁ come backe She write.that she get
everyday what she could get fer Sunday,"
"Did yéu work on Saturday evenings?"
¥Some of de whife peopj.e made dem work on Saturday evening. I };ad s uncle
when white people come by going to church he hoeing his rice. Dey didn't

want him work on Sunday. Miss Elizabeth Gamble tell dem he gwine to chop his

rice on Sunday."
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"*What did you do on Sunday?" 85
"Go to church."‘
"Christmas day?"
"I don't remember what dey give on Christmas daye My family got clothes.”
"What‘ did you do at a wedding or funersl among the slaves?™
"Just say got a ﬁife, ain't married, If anybody ded everything stop.”
"What games did you play as a child?"
I“I don‘lfl;sv%at all I played."
"Do you knoﬁ a.ny funny stories?"
"No, sir, I used to tell my prands things."
"Did you evef see any ghosts?"
¥I ain't believe in it_, but I see dem. Jest pass by and dey want bother you."
Don't know where dey come from. Dey look 1like people.”
"You don't believe in them?" |
"_No,;sir ,» but Iknow one thing, dey say fox gwine mad. Say cat gwine mad
" but dat ain't so. I ain't scared of nothing,”
"-‘You are not s§ared at nigh‘d?"
"When de moon shining., Moom ain't shing‘might £8ll and cripple. Vhen we
-hollg«fl/ voi.cé way back dere.” “ |
%en the sl_a.ves became sic]; who‘ teﬁded to them?™
"White people tended to dem. Use médicine.“
"Do you make medicine out of herbs?"
"No, sir, don't make it.;'
#Did you eyér see anybody wear a ten<cent piece around,lée ankle?"
"I see dem wear it, but I ain't know what for." ‘
"What é.o you rexﬂember about the war that brought you freedom?”
"1 know just as good when peace declared., Gun rolled in ciat direction.
Must be. guzis.- Cook say roll thunder roll and I say de sun shiz_le it ain't
gwine rain. I wuz too little to know but my s;ister say every msn and every

“womsn gpt,to'mrk for demselves."




"What did your master say?" - : B 86

"I ain't know what master say, he single man and didn*t talk much."

"Did you stay with him the year after freedom?"

"Yo, ‘he didn't treat ry mother right," ‘

"Any schools for Negroes?" |

"Pretty good time before schools,”

"Did the slaves buy any land?"

"No land bought."

"Do you remember your wedding?"

"I member jeét as good 'bout my wedding. I married on Tfhurs'day night, Come
white people from Kingstreé and Adifferent ones comé and pile oit up and when I
get all dem presents some one stick fire and burn it all dovm,"

"hom did you marry?"
"John Scott,”

"Do»you have any children?"

“ _one gone in de fiel and dia
"fhat are they dolngq' one.*

"orking on farms. Jane got killed in de wreck,"

"Who is Janet"

]

"My daughter. She wuz coming to see me. Train wreck énd kill her coming from
Norfolke"
"How long ago was that?"
"'Bout two years ago.” 7
"What do you think of Abraham Linc oln?"
%1 see picture of dem. Picture in dere of Lincoln,"
~ "Now that slavery t:.me is ended,what do you think of it?"
"I pelieve colored people do better in de slavery than now."
#Do you belong to the church?”

- I“Yes 5 Prcmse Lsnd Bap*b:.st church,"

' }vi"‘!!hy do you think people ough-b to go to churoh?"
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"To have some protection and when you go in a church dat is a place

87
for you to be taken care of. Dey ain't got no religion.“
"Wo.s the overseer !poor white trash? '™
"1 could hear de people talk ‘'bout him. Some like him and some don't. If
I got a wife over: -yonder, I.got to get ticket before I could go to see her,
Had to work hard too.™
"Let us see the picture of Lincoln."
"Dis is it." (Granddaughter shows us Aunt Mary's picture)
%Is that the one?"
"Yea, I think so.” i
"Let me see, dat ain't de one. Here is," (Aunt Yary showed us a picture
which looked to be taken from some New York newspapere It was probably a screen
star). | | |
"Who told you that was Lincoln?"

"Some preascher or somebody come here and tell me."
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STORIES FROM EX-SLAVES

"Aunt™ Nina Scot sat on her front porch. She was drinking
some liquid from a bottle which she said would help her trouble,
Being short of breath, she was not able to talk very much. She
sald that she was very small at the time she was set free. ™y
varster and his folks did not treat me like a nigger, " she said,

" they treated me like they did other white folks:" She said that
she and her mother nad belonged to Dr. Shipp: who taught at Wofford
‘Collegé, that they had come here from Chapel Hill, N.C. and that
she’was a tarheel negro. She stid that white people in slavery days
had two nurses, one for the small children and one for the older
ones. "Yes sir, those were certainly fine people that lived on the
Campus during those days.'(Wofiord Col. Campus) fWhen the traid:?
came on, people were hiding things all sbout their plades;" She re-
ferred to the Yankee soldiers who came to Soartanburg after the
close of the Civil War. "My mother hid the turkeys and told me
where she héd hidden them! Dr. Shipp came up to Nina one day and
agked her where the turkeys were hid@en. She told him they were
hiddea behind a clump of small trees, and pointed them out to him.
"Well," he said, "tell your mother to go and hide them somewhere
else and not to tell you about it. You would tellythe Yankees just
where those turkeys were hidden." Aunt Nina recalls that iir. and
Mrs. Dr. Duncan (formerly of Wofford College) had a habit of get-
ting a slice of bread and butter for all the neighboring children
(black or white) whenever their nurses brought them to their home,
SOURCE: "Adnt" Nina Scott, 260 N. Converse St., Spartanburg, S.C.

Interviewer: F.S. DuPre, Spartanburg Office, Dist.4
(May 17, 1937)
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STORIES OF EX~-SLAVES

"I was born in Newberry County, near the Laurens County line,
above Chappells Depot. My father and mother were Tom and Francis
Scurry and belonged as slaves to the Drury Scurry family. Dr. Drury
Scurry bought them from Col. Cooper of Laurens County. He was a fine
man and mighty good to his slaves. I worked around the house as a
boy, and in the fields when I got old enough.- Some of the nigger
boys hunted *possums, rabbits and sqﬁirrels. Dr. Scurry had 100
acres in woods. They were Just.full of squirrels and we killed more
squirrels thap you can count.

"The slaves didn't have a garden, but after the war, we stayed
on wid Marse-Scurrys When freedom come, he come to us in the yard
wheere we had congregated and told us we was free and—could go any-
where we wanted, but if any wanted to stay on wid him, he would pay
wages., All ofAus stayed on wid him. He give us a one-acre patch 6f
ground to raise anything we wanted to raise. He had white overseers
during slavery, but none ever whipbed us ‘'cause the master woulkdn't
let them. He had a plantation of about 300 acres and 40 or 50 slaves.
Theyigot up at sun-up and worked 1$111 sun-down each day, but had
Saturday afternoons off when dey could do anything dey wanted to.

"Tbgre wasn't much time for learning to read and write. The
white fé#lks sometimes had niggers to go to their church and set in
the baci or gallery. In our neignborhood, niggers had their own
church dat they made of poles and brush, and called it, 'Brush Har-
bor'. They made seats from small logs sawed off o#'rcugh plank.

"On'éhristmas day, the master would have a big dinner for his

slaves and spread it out in the yards. Gornzéﬁuckinss were popular

and so we:eﬁqoftog pickings, where big eats were prepared for thosse
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who helped. They had bié feasts at marriages, and even the slaves
had feasts at their marriages, the master and his family taking

part in the ceremonies. I was married in 1887, and at that time I

was liming with Mr. Renwick and my girl with Dr. Tom Brown. Dr.

Brown had us to marry in his yard in the grove, and over 200 persons ‘
was there to see 1t. The next day, he give us a big 'infair' with

all kinds of good things to eat, presents and dances. We never had
any children. Aftér we moved to town, my wife wes a nurse or mid-
wife among some of the white families for & long time,

"In Ku Klux times, I met five or ten of them in the road one
night. They never bothered me. They had long white shéets over them
and the horses., Slits were cut for the head, eyes, nose and mouth,

"The~nigéers had an o0ld field song: 'Give me dat good ole time
religion! which they sang most of the time. There was another song
‘they sang: 'Dark midnight is my cry --- Yive he Jesus, You may héve '
all this world, but give me Jesus.’ | |

"Some old-time cures for the sick was --- barks of cherry tree,
dogwood, and olive bush, made into tea and drunk.

"T thought Abe Lincoln was a fine man, done mighty good and
saved the country. Jeff Davis was a good man. Booker Washington
was a great man. I think slavery was bad; yet our white folks was

good to us, but some white masters was mean. I think everybody

should belong to the church and be a ghristaan."

SOURCE: Morgan Scurry (78), Newberry,S.C.; interviewed by:
8.L. Summer, Newberry, S.C. May 19, 1937.
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Uncle Ransom Simmons
Richland County, South Carolina.

Uncle Reansom 1is one of the few remaining slaves who still lives
and whose mind is still clear and active. He has just passed his one-
hundred and fourth ?%rthday, was born in lississippi, and brought to
South Carolina by hiskmaster Wade Iampton, the father of the illustri-
ous Gene?al Wade Hampton, before the Civil War.

- When the war broke out and General WaéecHampton went to war Uncle
Ransom cried to be allowed to follow his young master. He went and
served as a body guard. Uncle Ransom learned to read the Bible while
attending a night school held for slaves before freedom, and it wes
only ih recent years that he was taught to write his name.

This 0ld man lives alone in a shack at Taylor, a little villege
on the outskirts of Columbia. He is furnished with all‘the milk and
ice cream he can éat by the Columbia Dairy. He purchases a litfle

tate
8 _
food with the pension of twenty-five dollars a year qmﬁd'urﬂm@stﬁ

n?ho~served the Confederacy in some military capacity.

Uncle Ransom says hls master was the kindest man in the world,
and thét as far as he is concerned, he has never had a worry in his
life, and 28 he said this, his face radlated with a broad and sat-
1sfied smile. | “

Reference:
Personal interview with Ransom “immons age 104.
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ALFRED SLIGH

EX-SLAVE 100 YEARS OLD.,

Elfred Sligh, who lives in a rented house et 1317 Gregg Street,
seys he was bern in Newberry County, South Carolina s in 1837. Iis
heir is white and he is feeble. He goes about the city, on fair days,
collecting small sums of money from his white friemnds and sometimes
from his own race. In this way he earns most of his <incomes

"ify folks was slaves of the Sligh fé.rr;ily for many years, befo! I
was borne Iy mammy end deddy and me- b'long to Butler “ligh, at de time
I begin to do chores and take notice of things. I be nearly half grown
when my young master, Dutler ®ligh, am just four years old. He die,
four or five years ago. 1 guess you 'member, 'ceuse he was z powerful
well-lmown white man. He wes seventy-five years old when he die;

"De young master, he name for my 0ld master. DJe old masteur end
Tmost all de wﬁite men of de mneighborhood, 'round 'bout us, merch off
to de wer in 1861, Cne day I see thmm ridin' down de big road on meny
hosses and they wavin' deir hets and singin': 'We gwine to hang Lve
Lincbln on 2 sour apple treel' and they in fine spirits. Ly young mas-
ter, Butler, who they cali Junior at de time, he am tdo young to go with
them so we stay home and ferms I go with him to de fields and he tell
de slaves what to do. Durin' de war I see mich of de soldiers o say
they not quit fightin' 'til ell de demn~Yankces am deads Dis was so,

~ durin' de first tv}o years. After dat I see more and more of de demn-

Yankees, as they pass through 'flictin' punishment on'most everybody.
“"Sho! we hear dat all Negroes em free in 1863, but dat rugor not

affect us.v We work on, 'til Sherman come end burn and slash his way

through de state in dd spring of 1865. I just reckon I 'member dat
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freedom to de end of my life.

"Wevgang up at my gfandmother's cebin end she tell us it am so.
We look scared, lek mules in de midst of a hornet nest, é'; we stood
dere. We didn't wait long, for old Mistress Sligh she come 'long and
say: 'Sho' it am so, you am free.' Many of de slaveé, ‘teludin' _ﬁe,
‘tell her we love to stay on and work as usual ;til de big white folks
comes She smile and say: 'All right, maybe we be able to feed and
clothe you, and when your old master git back from Virginia, maybe he
will hire yoﬁx'

"When I first marry, which was at de start of de war, 1 marry
Sersh, a élave gal oh de Sligh pla.nta.tioﬁ; We has sevéral chiilun,
. befo'! she die, which was soon efter we move to Coluhbia. De chillun,

at least two béys and two gals, all git grown, but they go North a long
time a».'go,A’a.nd I never hears from _tl;zem_. | o
 ™When I come to Columbia in 1866, I find work on houses, sad build-
ing was pientiful'theﬁ. I git 'long pretty well, then, 'ceuse if I did
not la.nﬁ & job, I could go t0 de.FreeM's Aia Of.’fice at Assembly and
Gervais s{creéts end git rations and a l’i'btle cash for my familye After -
de Preedman's Aid left town Ikhad' no trouble findin' work. And soon I
was pretty Ap;rosperous_., I kept that way, so long as 1 was able--to' do;my

share -of de worke

"It was in 1915, as I wes welkin' '1dng Hempton Street, dat I see
my pre_éen‘b wife, Sedie. She pass by me,‘and smile and look end I smilg
end look, end she slow up & little end say: 'Whet's happen, big boy?'

1 em so tickled, I say: 'I just have to tell you:




'ﬁe rose am‘red,

De ¥iolet's blue,
Ne knife can cut
My love in two.?!

“She says ‘'Pretty good, big boy, pretty goodl Come *'round and
see me sometimé.' I enswer: ' I sho! will, Peaches and Cresm's And
dat em just what I dide We got married dat same year, and we have been
happy, 'til I git too old and feeble to work much. She work now to de
best of her ability and we somtimes has a big squeeze:- to pay de rente
Dat is why I"m hopin' to get de old age pension, made possible by de
grea’c'est President of them sll. o |

"Does 1 r.e_call de. ! sassina‘biop of_de.firs-t Presi&ent dat diedv,;
dat wey? Yes sir, I sho' do. De firs“c'oné_ ',wvahs Abrla.ham L:'l_.néo‘lb.,‘ e little
aftei'_ de close of de wer. -He was shot while sittin' in a seat in de..
théa’cer at ‘ﬁ'e.shingfon. James A.b, Ggrfielci s was de _ne:it _one. He was hhot

‘ in de depot s 2t WaSh:}ng“con. De nex' one was McKinley. He was shot while

ot & show place, <in_Buffalo.*"
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Winnsboro, S. Ce

DAN SMITH
EX-SLAVE 75 YEARS.

Dan Smith lives in one room, rent free, of a three~room frame house,
the property of his son-in=lawsJim Casone It is situated on the southeast
corner of Garden and Palmer streets in the tomn of Winnsboro, S. Ce He is
tall, thin and toothless, with watery eyes and a paineyd expression of
weariness on hia faces He is slow and deliberate in mc;vements. He still
works, and has just finished a day's work mixing morter in the construc-
tion of a brick store bﬁilding for Mr. lLeuderdale. His boas says: 'The
spirit is willing but the flegh is weake' There is nothing orgemnically
rwr,ong with Dan but he appears, in humen anatomy, as Doctor Holmes's One
Horse Shay must have looked the day before its final collapse.

“ You been hers énce befo' and now hers you is agein. You say you

wanna git additions? Well, I's told you dat I wes born in Richland
County, a slave of Marse John Lever and on his plantation, January de

11th dé.y, 1862, when de war was gwine one How I know? —'Ce.use my mammy end
pappy told me 80« They call my pappy Bob and my memmy Marye Strange as it
seem, my mistress name Mary. just de same as my mammy, tho' marster wasa't
neme Bob, lak peppye Him name Marster John and de young merster, an only
child, was name Marse Jim. You better stop right dere 'til I tell you pappy
no b'long to de Leverso. Him b'long to de Smithse Him name Bob Swith, after
freedom. Dajb's how come I be dis day, Dan Smitho You ketch de p!int? Well
dats de way it was.

" Befo' pappy take a shine t0 mammy in slavery time, her got mixed




2e -
up wid one of old Marse Burrell Cook's niggers and had a boy baby. He
was as black as long=leaf pine tar. Her name him George Washington Cook
but all him git called by, was Wesh Cooke My full brudders was Jim, Wes=
loy, and Joee All of them dead and gone long &goe

" Us chillun slept on de floor,. yummy had some kind of 'traption or
other, 'ginst de wall of de log house us live in, for her and de baby
child to git in at nighte Us have plenty to eat, sich as: peas, ‘*tatoes,
corn bread, *'lasses, buttermilk, turnips, collards and fat meat. “x.\

" De only thing I *member ‘bout my mistress is: ¥ne day her come down
to de house and see my brudder Joe sucking .his thumbe Mammy tell her, her
can 't meke him quit ite. Mistress go ﬁwk to de big house and come runnin'
back with quininee Her rub Joe's thumbs wid dat quinine and tell mammy to
do dat once or twice a deys You ought to see dat baby's face de first time
and heard him squalll It sho® stopped him sucking his thumbs!

- " Clothes? Didn't need no clof.hés in de summer time but a shirte In
de winter, us just stood *'bout de firee I'm té.lkin' *bout us chillun, don't
'mexhbar *bout old folkse |

* Master end Mistress 1ived in a big white house, two stories high,
tall brick chimneys at de gable ends, and wide front and back piazzes de
full length of de dwellinge Us chillun had no shoes. Mammy had two pair
all de time but they had wooden bottomses Vere was no white overseers *round,
but patarollers (patrollers) ketched my peppy once, in de house, jerk him
out and whup him, while mammy and us chillun yell and c¢ry and beg them to
stopo .

" When de Yankees come, mammy hide us chillun under her bed ‘*trap-
tione. They act mighty nice to her, so she say.

® What kinda work mammy do? Her was one of de weavers. Heard her
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+ell 'bout how they make de thread and de clothe They had spinnin® wheels.
Person turn de wheel wid de hand and walk back'a.r’ds and for‘ards, drawing
out ‘de thréad. Dis kind of thread, her say, was rougho Later they got a
thing de spinners operate wid deir foots, settin' by de wheel and workin'
it wid deir foots, sorta lak a sewing machine is rune. Her 'low de threed
det come to her in de weave-room from dis kind of spinnin® was smoother
and more finer than de other kind. After dé yarn was spin, it was reeled
off de spools into hanks and then took to de warper. Then she woofed it,
warped it, and loomed it into clothe Her make four yards in a d;y.

® After freedom, pappy oome and take mammy and all us chillun to a
ferm on Cedsr Creek, in dis coumty, Fairfield. I works dere *til 1872,
| I thiﬁks- I gits concerned "boirb dis time wid two things, jinin® wid de
Lord, and jinin' wid de woman. De fust was sasy. ALl I had to do was go
t_od“e hhlethodia',rovival, shout a little, and jine uprbeiio' de preacher.

I just hﬁd to be convicted ‘and convinced, but ﬁind you, I was de one to |

- t;e convincad‘; de'_other'was not so easys De lord was easj’ to find and quick
“to take n;e, but de gal was hard to find and was glow to take me, ‘'cause |
éhe was de one to be convinced dis time, you sees _,

* T looks all ‘round Cedar Creek. De ones I could git, I wouldn't
have, and de ones I would have I couldn't gite So dere it was. I mounts
old Beisy, dat was pappy's mule, one Sundsy and com;a to Winnsboro. I spied
a gal at church, *bout de color of a ripe pumpkin after de big frosts done
fall on it, hair black as a crow and meshed up and crinkled as a cucker
burrs Just lookin' at her made my mouth water. Me and old Betsy raise de
dust and koeﬁ de roui hot from Cedar Creek to Winnshoro dat summer and

fall, and when us sell de last bale of cotton, I buye me a suit of clothes,
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e new hat, a pair of boots, a new shirt, bottle Hoyt's cologne and rigs
myself out and goes 'round and ask her to marry me. Her name Ida Benja-
min. Did her fall for me right away? Did hef take me on fust profession
and confessior lak de Lord did? No sir=-ree bob! Her say: °I got. to go to
school some more, I's too younge Got to see papa and mame *bout ite Wait
'til you come nex' time and I'll tell you.' I was confused then, I gits
up, gives her de cologne bottle, and mounts old Betsy, spurs her in de
side, gallops, and cusses all de way back to Cedar Ordeke I confsss to
memmys Her laugh and say: *Dan, you knows nothin' *bout women and galse
Why it's mighty plain she gonne, say yes, mex® time.' Just lask her say,
Ida did, and us got married de end of de nex' school term, in Maye

* Us had ten chillun. Dan, name for me, is at Concord, N. C. Oscar
is in Concord, Ne. Ce Lucinda marry a Haltiwanger and is comfortable in
Beltimore, Mde Aurelia marry a Williems and is in Baltimore. Henristta
marry a Sawney gnd is in Charlotte, N« Cs Lilly marry Jim Cason and live
right in Winnsboro, in de house I have a room ine

" I got lots of gran'childs, too many to mention, They take after
dere grandma, lak to go to school and read de Bible and go to church and
Sunday Schoole |

® Whut I have on my mind now is a pensione When a man git seventy-
five yearé old, (I hear folks talk 'round me) dat men should not be *lowed
to wofk on de Supreme Court, him should be give a pension of §15,000.00
end made to stop work. Him may have chillun dat can support him, all de}
same, det Jedge gits his pensione Then in de name of goodness, why don*t
they make me qﬁit mixing mortar when I is seveniy-{ive years old end give

me $240.00 & year? Sauce for de fat goose Supreme Court Jedge, oughta be
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sauce for de mortar mixer poor gander, I 'low. It look lak jestice for de

rich jedge and mix more mortar for poor Dan. "
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HECTOR SMITH

EX~Slave, 79 Years 3931 0

"I born down here in Wahee Neck. Easter Avant, dat
was my mammy en my father name Hector Smith. Coase I
ain' never see him cause he die fore I was born, but dat
what dey tell me. Dat was a pretty rough time wid de
people den. I don' recollect sc much boﬁt de times back
dere cause in dat day en time chillun didn' have de hesp
of knowledge dey have dis day en time, but I remembers
seein de Yankees en de people gwine to de war. Oh, dat
was a tough time cause dey use de whip in dem days. Oh,
yes'um, my iiassa whip my gran’mammy wid s leather strap.
You see she had a knack of gwine off for some cause or
another en meetin de boat what run up en down dat big Pee
Dee river en bring fertilizer en all kind of goods to de
peoples. Massa Randall had told her not to go nowhe' bout
dat boat, but some people is sorta high strung like en dey
go off anyhow no matter bout de whip. Oh, yes'um, he sho
whip her like he didn' have no soul to save."

"I couldn' tell you nothin bout how many slaves Massa
HRandall Davis had, but I know dat he had & right smart of
thems, I know it cause he had 80 many field hands dey didn'
none of em never have to work every day in de field. Oh,

dey just knock bout our Massa house en see after de stock
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en such things as dat what time dey didn' have to work in
de field."

"You knows when a thing happen 8o long back dere, it
does vanish from a person's remembrance some of de time
en den it'll wander back to you when you s&in' thinkin bout
it. I does'reoolleot dat dere wasn' nothin mmch more for
de colored peoples in dat day en time de; what dey got to
eat en de clothes dey had to wear. My Massa give everyone
of he colored family a peck of meal en a guart of syrup en
so mmoch of meat every week en 'low em all to have a garden |
of dey own., Oh, dey work dey garden by de moonshine en
fore light good in de mornin cause dey had to turn dey hand
to dey Massa work when daylight come here. I tellin yom
corn bread was sweet to me in dst day en time as pound cake
ever bsen. Wasn' never noways pickin'en choosin bout nothin.
Oh, I forget bout all dem posenﬁs en rabbite dat eat right
smart in dem dsys. Use to catch em when dey had swells of
de water en dey come out de woods to lmnt dry land. It Jjust
like dis, dey couldn' conceal demeelves in de open fields _
en dat how-come we catch em 80 easy. Run em down wid de
dogs en make em take to de water. Dat how we catch em. Dat
s8ho was sweet eatin in dem days."

"Den we had & log house to stay in what never had but

just one room en de furniture we had was worser den de houae.
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Us beds was made wid four stumps for de sornera dat had
boards lay croés em to put de mattress on. Some of de
colored peoples had bag mattress stuff wid hay en de
others had homespun mattreas what was stuff wid dis here
gray moss you 8ee in de woode. En I reﬁombers all bout
when de peoples had to cook in de fireplace cause dere
wasn' mich stoves in ciroulation in dat day en time."
"Well, I don' know 8o mch bout dem things peoples
eall ghost, but I know dat I has seen thinga, I knows
once long time back I was gwine long de road late on a
evenin drivin me ox what I had hitch up to de cart en a

ghost or somethin or another cause dat cart wheel to go

right in de ditch. Well, de ox, he pull en he pull, but

wid all me help, he couldn®’ mever pull dat cart out. I
ax some of dem people bout dere what dey reokonrdat was
en dey say all dey know to compare it to was a hant or a
ghost, No'mam, didn' see it, just hear it cause it come
right to my baock en knocked. It had been rainin en soon
a8 it quit, de moon shine out bright as ever was day en
dat when de hant turn de cart loose."

"De next thing I see was one time when me en another
teliov was sleepin in de swamp. I couldn' tell whe' de
moon rise den en when 1 come to my ®senses, dere was one

of dem things just a danglin in de air like dese thinge
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8how people have. 3Some people say dat was a ghost."
"Oh, de peoples didn' never worry bout no doctor den.
Dey doctor was in de field in dat day en time. I gwine tell
you just like I know it,all de older peoples use to get de
herbs out de old fields for dey remedies. My Massa en my
Missus was de ones what doctor mostly in Qem times. Use to
get old field ringdom, what smell like dis here mint, en
boil dat en let it ateep. Dat what was good to sweat a fever
en 60ld out you. Den dere was life everlastin tee dat was
good for a bad cold en cherry bark what would make de blood
80 bitter no fever never couldn' stand it. Dem what had de
- Theumatism had to take dat lion's tongue or what some peoples
calls viptergroen téi en some of de time, dey tlkg pine top
oen mix wid de herbs to make a oémplete cure. Oh, dey make
1t bad as dey could 8o as to weaken de ocase. Another thing
dat been good for de rheumatism was dat red oak bark dat dey
use to bathe de 1imbs wid. Willow tea was somethin goed for
chill en fever en catnip en sage tea was de thing for babies.”
"It Jike I tell you de colored peopies never get no learnin
but what 1ittle dey catch from de plantation men in dem night
schools. Oh, dey give everyone of ues a slate en slate pencil
on we study dere in de quarter in de night time by de light
of de fire. 8tudied dem Blue Back Websters. Dat was de text

we know bout den."
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"] tell you de truth I live so muéh in darkness den
dat I think dat time was bout good as dis time. Didn'
know no better sense den. I tell you just like I been know
it, de peoples was coward like in dem days. Couldn' never
plack np no ambition to do & heap of thinge de people do

dis day en time. Dat how-come I rather live in dis go round."

Source: Hector Smith, ex-slave, age 79, Wahee section of
Marion Co. ,8 «Coe
Personal interview, July 1937,

- .
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HEGTOR SMITH 390144

Ex-Slave, 79 years

"I studied en studied what songs would suit, but dem
old f;miliar hymns bout all I know dese days. You see dem
0ld familiar hymns what e spirit sings. It just like I
tell you, I put all dem other kind of songs away when I is
change to a better way of livin. I does remember first one
en den de other of dem frolicksome song dat my grandparents

learnt me."
NOBODY BUSINESS BUT MINE

I, Rabbit in de hollow,
I ain’ got no dog,
How can I catch em?
I 40 know! I do know!
0 Me! O Mine!
Sorry dat if I leave my home,
I gwine to my shack
Wid de chicken on my back,
Nobody business but mine.

(Contimed on next page.)
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11, Rabbit in de hollow,

Ain' got no dog,

How can he catoh Am‘?

I do know: I do know!

0 Me! O Mine!

Let every nigger have his way,
Gwine to his shack |

Wid he ohieken» on his baock,
Nobody business but his.,

Source: Hector Smith, ex-slave, 79 years.,
Wahee section of Marion Co.,5.C.

Personal interview, July 1937.
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WAY DOWN IN DE LONESOME VALLEY 390148
I. De mockin birds a singin so sweetly,

iTx.

IIT.

Source:

" Hector Smith, age 79, ex-slave., Wahee section

So sweetly, 8o sweetly.
De mockin birds a singin so sweetly,
So sweetly, 60 sweetly.

Way down in de lonesome vailey.

Dey tell you one thing en dey mean another,
Mean another, mean another,
Dey tell you one thing en dey mesan another,
Mesn another, mean another.

Way down in de lonesome valley.

Some say, what make de young girls so deceivin?
So deceivin, so deceivini |
Some say, what meke de young girls so deceivin?
8o deceivin, 8o decei#ini
Way down in de lonesome valley. | |

"Dat go way back dere. De peoples didn' have
nothin more den a mouth organ to meke music wid

in dem times."

of Marion 00.,8.6.'
Personal interview, July 1937.
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HOLD DE DEAL 390148
I. Kitty, Kitty died 0 - O,
Kitty had a man.
Rather kiss a monkey,
Den to kiss a nigger man.
Hold de deal! Hold de dealil -
I'm gwine to get drﬁﬁk again.
II. Nigger on de horseback,
Thought he was de king.
Come along alligstor,
En let de nigger in.
- Hold de deal! Hold de deal:
I'm gwine to get drunk again.
§ggggg: "Hector Smith, age 79, ex-8lave, Wahee section

of Marion Co.,S.C.
Personal interview, July 1637.
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Heotor Smith 390147

ex~-Slave, 79 years.

"I use to holler a heap in late years but after I

lay 1t'down, all dat leave me."

Bulldoga & barkin,
Howl! Howl.:

Bulldogs | a barkin',
Howli Howl!

Bulldogs a barkin,
Howl: Howli

"Ah - oodle - oodle = oOu,
Ah - oodle - o0o0dle = ou,
Ah - ou « 8h = ou,l

"Ah - oodle = oﬁ,

Ah - ou « gh - ou,

Ah ~000dle = 00dle -~ ou.

Source: Hector Smith, 79 years, ex-slave, Wahec section
of Marion Co.,3.C.
Personal interview, July 1937.
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STORIES OF EX-SLAVES

"Aunt" Jene Smith, 80 years old, seys that she was only
eight years old when the war emded, and that her recollections
are very meagre as to conditions during slaver;;.

Her mother belonged to John Snoddy, who owned & farm &
few miles west of Spartenburge Her father was owned by Dre Miller
of & nearby plantetione She stated that she was old enought te
rock tﬁe cradle for the white bables during slaverys
_' She steted that she could remember seeing some of the
"sla,ve‘s being whipped on their baré becks with s plaited hickory
stick, or thonge She never received any mppmgs. She seid
that a-mn once cut at her with his thgng; but that she escaped
the blow by dodginge

She said she remembered seeing a small child with a piece
of breed in its hand when a hog entered the house end in snatching
at the bread, caught the'uhild’s hand near the thumb with :l'!:s
tuskse When rumning off, the hog carried the child with it,
dregging it along into the fields All the other children and
some men ren after the hog end caught ite The other colored
children were whipped, but by staying in the house and watching
the babies, keeph}g'tham ’safe_ from other pigs which had also
entered the house, she waes not whippeds

AwnktJone seid that when the Yenkee soldiers cams to the
 house, they were just as thick as the "fingers on her hands."

- She held up her hands for inspection to illustrate how thick
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the sold:‘_.ers/sésood in the rankse She said they did not take
enything, but that they crawled under the house to get the
hen eggse One soldier, lshe said, came to the house and asked
if there were any horses on the farms A colored women told him
that there were no horses on the place, but _just at that time,
one of the horses in a nearby stable neighed, and the soldier
threatened the woman's life for lying to hime She says she
doesn't remember whether the soldier took the horses but thinks
that he dide |
The soldiers told the colored people that they free, but
she said that didn't signify much to her minde Some time afterwards,
she said her fg.ther cax‘ne.and oarr;ed her and her mother to his
master's plaoé. - -Later, she ceme to Spartemburg end got a job as
a cook and washerwomane ]
| When asked if she knew anyt}u.ng about conjuring, she
stated that she had heard of it but didn't Inow anything about
it, When asked &f she had ever seen e ghost, she said, "No,
but I heard one oncee" She said thet one night after her master
had ]d.lled_"hiss'elf“ in the bam with‘e. pistol, she hearé. the doo
being shut, the windows being slemmed, and the chairs rocking on
the front porch all by themselves, She declared that the wind was
not blowing and that a "ghost was doing all dem thingse™
 She stated that she had been married twice; had reared a
houseful of children; had adojted some snd reared them, but that
she didn't have enybociy to work forlhér, now but "him," referring ;
to her'husba#d who wes sitting on a trunks '
| "Thank the ioord for coming to see me," she said, as the
writer lefte ] _ _ _ :
 SOVRCR: Jane Swith, Camoord Ste, Spartauburg, SeCe Interviewers FeSe DuPre/
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"I likec to went crazy whe. my brother, Bob, went to Ark-
ansas. Den liarse George Young wrote our nzmes in a book and zive it to
my ma. It was jes' a small mem'randum book. We kept it till Iiiss 4iddie,-
dat is nrs. Billy, Zgive ma de Bible storybook, and den she copied our
names in dat one. De little book was about wore out den; so it was
burned up when liiss Addie had done finished writing our names in de
storybook. Us gwine to keep dat book and hand it down atter we dene
left dis earth. a been dead now over fifty years.

"I sho nu'sed liarse George's chilluns fer hiu when I was a
little gal. Jimmie, Willie, Conquest, Jack, Katie and Annie was Marse's
chilluns..Conquest dead now. lkarse George had a great big house. He
'was a jes'tice of de peace or somethins or 'nother den. I don't know -
what year my ma died, but Marse had her buriéd at New Chapel. Datr
same year we raised a big crop or corn, cotton and peanuts, and had
plenty hogs. Marse let us have all we wanted. He let us hang our
meat in his smokehouse dat year.

"Befo' ma died and I was a little gal, a terribtle thing
happened to us. Across de Enoree on another place, de Liiller place,
Fannie Miller run away. Dey couldn't find her fer a long time. Dey
told my marster to git her. One Sunday my ma got ready to dress me
fer'Suhday school. She bathed me and when she looked in de drawer she
couldn't find my clothes. 41l of hér clothes was gone, too. I cried
tcause I couldn't go to Sunday school. Maude, de woman what lived
.next to us, went to church. She saw Fannie dar wid all ma's clothes

-on; She told Marse about\it and he sont out and had Fannie caught.
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She had come to our house and got de clothes on Saturday evening.

She had dem hid in a o0ld house on our place. Dey put her in jail,
and den her marster come and whupped her and sont de clothes back
to ma. She never tried to run off agin. , | ;
"Jack Gist, a slave ofGist, run away once and lived i
in a cave fer five months befo' de wnite folks found him. He went
down on 'de forest! and dug a cave near ae road in sight of de Earris
Bridge which still spans de Fairforest Creek at dat p'int. De cave
wasn't dug on Governor Gist's land, but on a.place know'd den as de
0ld Jackson place. In de wid hoursrof night Jack come to see his
friends ana dey give him things to eat. When dey got him he had a
hog, two zecse, some chickens and two middles ol meat. Cose de hog
and de middles was stole,
"Oone night he was crossing de Fairforest Creek on a foot-
log =znd he met Anderson Gist, one of de Govefnor's slaves. Dey talked
fe; awhile. Next morning, Anderson come wid his marster to de cave

hiouse, and he was

0

‘whar Jack was. Dey took all his things on to de bi
Whupped ané put back to work. Governor Gist and our marster was good
to deir slaves and dey didn't punish t'em hard like some ol 'em did.
We had lots more den dan we has had ever since.

"I never went to de field till atter freedom come. Dey

wasn't hard on us in de fields and I liked to work. e worked mostly
from sun-up till it was too dark to work., karster's youngest girl,
¥ary Jane Young, married Mr., Dave Lane. Dey didn't have a wedding.
"My gfandpa'was a. African and he talked real funny. He was g[
low, chunky, fat and real black. He went around a lot befo' he died,
' He was de father of my mother, Clora. Granny, his wife, was called
t'Eender' and she died de first year of freedom. She was sold and

Vglived on a neighboring pl@ntation. We went to see her every Saturday.
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Ha would‘always take us to see her, and if we didn't git to go, she
come to see us. We liked to go, and Liarse always give us a pass. De
patrollers watch us 1like a hqwk, but we had our passes and we told
dem 1f dey bothered us our marster would handle ‘'em., He would, too,
'cause dat was 'de law!', Granny Fender was good looking. She wore
purty beads, earrings and bracelets, and wrapped her head up in a
red cloth. Her eyes and teeth flashed and she was always jolly.
Sometimes we stay all night, but most de time we come back home.

When she come to see us she alwayé stay all n;ght. ill de old folks
had real religion den, and it Kkept 'ém happy. Folks now are too fancy
fer religion and it ain't real.AI has real religion and nothing don't
worry me. I feels happy all de time over it.

"My marster give my uiother de spot of zround and de lumber
fer our church which was named New Chapel. De second church is on de
same spot. De first preaching was had under a ocak tree, or arbor.

- Uncle Tony Murphy was de Iirst preacher. He wgs my favorite of all
"de preachers.IMarse read de Biblé fo,us, but sbmetiMes others read
it to ug,'too. His son, Bud, dat was killed in de first baftle, used
to come to de quarters and read de Bible to us.

| "Alex Hall was de minister dat immersed us all. We was all
Methodists, but out éﬁ% dey baptized everyoody in de Fairforest no
matterkwhat church dey went to. Dar was {ifty people baptized de day
dat I was. Milly Bethane made me a big white robe to be baptized in.
When I got out I had a white dress to put on. Dey had a tent fer us
‘to go in to chahge our clothes. We was baptized in de Fairforest jes'
above de Harris Bridge.. Everybody sung while we was going under de
,?ﬁatez;.some of 'em shouted, too., It took de earthquake to shake re-

ligion in my husband. He was Emanuel Gist, de first one.
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"Dat night, de people was hollering and woke me up. Iy
husband called me. 'What dat?' he 'low. 'I don't know,'! I 8says. He -
got up and run out. Sbon he come back home and he was shaking all
over, He fell on de bed. When de chimney started to fall, I told
him to git up. He said he was too scared téigit up. I pulled him
up and he was so scared dat he shook all over. I opened de door. He
was too seared to stand up. Next.day he couldn't work; so he went
off. I looked fer him till way in de night. When he did come home,
he was rejolicing. He was wid religion anc he:hever give 1t up. Dat

was on de night of de earthqhake. You could hear people hollering

fer miles around.”

Source: Mary Smith (N,84), Buffalo St., Union, S.C.
Interviewer: Caldwell Sims, Union, S.C. (9/14/37)
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EXPERIENGES OF AN EX-SLAVE ON wARGWALA ISLAND

miéua #us Kina 10 Siaves

1

Prince Smaén,8 men who 13 8Sgid §0 L® Ovar & hundred years or ggo,nas livea
on «“ardnalew iLslasnd praciically all of his 1118,HiS experiences dufing slavery are
very interesting and true 0 1i1e.An inierviey vi1sa hum revealed the roliowing:

", wes bo‘n an' rpise’ om ais 1island and wus on1y rrum nere when de Civil
Jar had bagunei'en 20ré duméor e rired on mossa carried sevanéy of us (o Greenviiis,
South ta'iina on account 0t 1ks moni?nous sections,"which waa belisvsd would have pre-
vented the Yankees invasion in regard &0 their hide=oust,"we stayed szem Greenville
nearly four years,uurin’ de¢ «ime mossa planted his 1a‘'m an' we wurk as if we wus right
here,

"The Yenkees had gumboais,"he continuea,"bui dey didn® help dem atoll tuy day
¢ouldn® mapke eny a'tack dat ais place 13 sO unsuiied rur water bettles,Bul torest' bat~
ilos wus fight on Beautort island and Fort Hoyal.ie een ureenviliie didn' know snyi ‘ing
'boué whui wus @oin' on except whit wus brought o ua colliud people by dose who wus
ient §0 da town.wossa didn' tell us emy (ing.rur almos’ four ‘ears we stayed een Green-
ville w'en suz'én;y one Ghuesday mornin' obrigas an' early,>hériuén cere 1Rt0 Ygeenvilie
0 hor3e bucks an' oruer ebery body o sarrender,uoilonels an' Gen'rals csme een de Ciwy
{¥idout de tirin‘’ ot & gun,we stayed dere ‘'ti1l harvestin' time by de orders of iaster
@Mland Beiiey who saw t0 1t det we wus given money 48 a share fur JUr Wurke

"Mossa‘'s custiom &t de end 01 de weex wus 0 give a dry peck o' corm which you
had ¢0 grin’ on dag‘day ebenin' w'en his wurk wus cdwne,Unly on Chris‘mus he kiliea en

tive & piece o' meat,ue driber did de distripuiion o' de ration,All young men wus given

}
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LZPERLENGKS OF AY sX-SLAVE,comk 'd, -7

;oulP guarie o' cormm & weék,whlle de grewn en wugs g.ven sax juBris,All of us ecould
pleng 18 much lan' as we wouid fur our ouwn use.we could regise rowls,Ky master wus e
gentiengn,he treat 21) nis slaves good,iy Iadasr ar' me wus his faveits.

" Som@ o' de slaves hed 0 wurk on Sunday %0 rianish ders week's wirko.lf dey didn®
de ariober who wus & wegro wuld give g lashin' varyin' frum fitieen 1o twenty tivse
Ch0DBenY Nigh-class Mmeates ned Neyro arbbbers,ds cruckers hed thta OV erseers,

"Like odaer sieves nad 5o hide frum dere mastas €2 hab meetin';ws could heb surs
ery night we want (o0 even widout 213 conseni,"'er mastg werk tO wown eny o' hias 3leves
could 8&x ham 0 bmg;i'xnga fur dem esn vha'ieston,vhen Jews en pedalera cewe with clotnes
an' gunger §0 sall,we a8 chiilun would gO &0 him an' ax fur money 1o bu¥ whut we uwani,

"He he:d about tour hund'ed acres af labd which he divided in two hﬁif by & Tense,lne
'ear he would plant one an' let ¢e CEyiiss pasturs On de oder.se cculd alss raise hogs
‘long wood nis buw had §0 chéange pssture w'en he d19,48 people on his plentetion dadn’®
hgb eny need %o steal frum him fur ne didn' 'low us to want fur any thing,

“Dere wus cnreeithree)kinds 0. days wurk on ae plantationiOne is de whols ts3',
rwpin' 8 whole 2egn® Or a per3gn cen hid prime,He wus gaven two {@s8’Iur has dey's wurk,
A tag' caerrisu Ivum (wenty tour 0 twenty five rows which wus tlariy-rive teet long en

twenty rive feet wide.le shree fOUrtn nen' wus g.ven one wndle sus' whicn Tomsists of

ivelve rows 4ALL de young challun wug incCiudsd in du3 groppe.le halr han' was de o.d
tlaves who did & half tea* for aere day's work,#hen it was t me £0 piCk COgEOn,de
three rouzih hen’ hed %o pack tharty pound' an' de helt han' twenty fur cere dey’s wurke
loss who mtkended t- the gun only incliude de shree tourvh han®,

"Mossa hed shree kinds o' punishmen# rur dose who disobeyed uim.,Une wus de cweatibox,

fat wus made de height of de person an® no largey., 'us' large ‘nough so de person
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KXPEIRIANCSS OF AN =X~5LAVEI coni'd,

‘|yoodn® hab t0 be Bqueszed in .08 box is nailed an' een summer 1c . ué een d8 hos& aun;een
do wanter 1¢ 18 pus in de coldest,aouwpest piace.U® nexi i8 ds Stock.v00d 13 neiled on
floor with de person iyin' on hig back wia hens an' teet tied wood & heavy weight on
d¢ chest.Ue shird is de Bilnog.¥ou are place on g high sceftvld fur 3o many hours en'

if you don' &ry ¢O keep 8 leveli head ,you‘il 1ail en you will surely hurt yoarzelf af

our neck isn't broken,most o' de time dey were pus dere s. dey could break dere necks,"
i M

SCURCE

Intormaéion roem an interview with ir.Frince Smih,who 15 sup-.osed tc be over

*hundred vears 0. age,uua?umalaw 181ana,3y40,
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STORIES FROM EX-SLAVES

"Lawsey, honey chile, how does I know jes!' when I was born.
4ll sech as dat don't mean notning to us old slave time darkies. De
mis'tus say, 'Silas, you sho was thirteen years old when dat 'Fecerate
War wound up? Dat's all I knows and dat's what I goeskby. De white
folks is worrying 'bout my age being in sech znd sech a year and all
de like of dat. No sech as dat don't worry Silas, kaise he sho don't
give it no mind, dat I doesn't. “

"Mis'tus call us all to set down on de side steps wid our
hats in our hands. She read dat paper. When she git through, us still
sets, kalse no writing never aggrevated us niggers way back dar. She
wait a few minutes; den she)low: 'It means dét you all is free, Jes!
as ﬁfee as I is.' 'Dumpling Pie' jumped up and started.cryimg. We all
looked at him, kaise he was a fat lazy thing dat laid around like

”dumpiings a-laying over kraut, and we axed himvwhat he was crying for.
He say, 'I ain't gwine to be ﬁo free nigger, kaise dat brings in de
Issue, anq I wants to keep my ma and pa, and what is I'm gwine to do
widout Mafsé Pusey?!'.

*Dat woke us up. Didn't narry nigger on dat entire planta-
tion_know what to do widout his marster. It was de awfulest feeling
dat everything in dem quarters laid down wid dat night, de new feel-
ing dat dey was free and never had no marster to tell dem what to do.
You felt jes! like you had done strayed off a-fishing and got lost.
It sho won't no fun to be free, kaise we never had nothing.

"Next morning Mié'tus low, 'Silas, I wants you to keep on
being myvhouse boy.' Dat sound de best to me of any news dat I had

i got. She hired me and I‘jes"kept on den as I had been gﬁine befo'.
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De quarters broke up, kaise Ljarse Dusey couldﬁ't keep all dem niggers,
so Mis'tus low'd. Marse was at de war and Mis'tus took things on.

"Dat left only a few in de quarter. In de meantime, carpet-
baggers and'scalawags had put devilment in some of dem ig'nant niggers
and dey thought dét if dey leave, de U.S. gwine to give dem a planta-
tion atter de war had ceased, and plenty mules to make dem rich, like
gquality white folks. So by dat time dey was a-raring to git moved off,
But Itstay on wid Iiiss Sallie, as I called her den.

"One dark}rainy cold day.g'stranger come riding up on a po!
hoss and fetched a note of sorrow. liarse Dusey had done died some-
whars, and Mis'tus was widowed to de ground. I stayed on, and in a
year she died. Mr. Thomas Smith of Hickory Grove 13 de onllest chile
. llving of my mls'tus, and he is 71 years old

"Atter Mis'tus died, I went to live wid my pa on Mr. 'Baby'
John Smlth's place. He had been my pa's marster Way back den it was

so many John.Smlths. 'PegrS'llke it was mo' den dan now. Dat why dey
cail Mist'tus' husband 'John Dusey'. Each johﬁ had a frill to his name
so dat folks could keep dem straight in deir minds'Whenever dey would
speak of dem. Mis'tus sho was good to me. I 'members her chilluns'
names well; Misses Auf;ta and amenta. Miss Ament%,married Mr. Sam
Jeffries. Miss Rachael, Mis'tus other déuéhter, married Mr. John lMor-
Arow.»Her 'Baby' John married a lady whose name & jes'}femembers, any-
-way dey had a son called 'Jerf', He lived between Hiékory Grove and

Broad River. All dese Smiths which I gives you renumeratlon of 1is de

Hlekory Grove Smiths. You jes' has to keep dem Straight yet."

SOnrce: nglaﬁtSmi%hM(N,Bﬁ}, caffney, S.C. . | o
~‘Interviewer: Caldwell Sims, Union, S.C. (11/12/37)
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390038

MOM JESSIE SPARROW
Ex-Slave, 83 years.

"Honey, my whit2 folke been well=to«do peoples. Dey
ain' been no poor white trash. Dey hab 'stonishing blood
in dey vein. I been b'long to Massa Sam Stevenson wha' 1ib
right down dere ‘cross Ole Smith Swamp. Dey ain'! havo no
chillun dey own, but dey is raise uh poor ;hite girl dere,
Betty. Dey gi'e (give) she eve'yt'ing she ha'e en dey school
she too."

"De ole man, he mind ain' been %actly right when he die.
Dey say he bury some o' he money down dere on he place jes
'fore he die. Coase I dunno muthin *bout it, but dats wha!
dey tell me. Dey 8ay dey never is find dat money a'ter he
been dead. Reckon it dere yet, I dunno. ZPeoples use'er aw
de time be plough up kegs en box full o' money en va'uables
wha' de well=to=do folks been hide dere,"

"De white peoples use'er bury dey silver en dey money
en aw dey va'usbles late on uh evenin' er early on uh mornin'
when de Yankees come 'bout. De Yankees 'stroy aw us white
peoyles va'uables wha' dey i8 86e:¢ Ul = = = = = = = = = dem
Yankees sho' wuz 'structive whey dey is went."

"My ole mammy been Sally Stevenson 'fore she marry en
den she wuz Sally Bowens. Iy ole liissus take she 'way from

her mamny when she wuz jes uh little small girl en never
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wouldn't 'low her go in de colored settlement no more. She
been raise up in de white folks house to be de house girl.
Never didn't work none tall outside. She Sleep on uh pallet
right down by de liissus bed. She sleep dere so she kin keep
de Missus kivver (cover) up aw t'rough de night. My mammy
ain' never do nuthin but been de house girl. Ly Missus
larnt (learned) she how to cut en sew so she been good uh
gseamstress is dere wuz anywhey. She help de Missus make aw
de plantation clothes en dere ain' never been no better
washer en ironer no whey den ny ole mammy waz,"

"When I wuz uh 1little small girl, ue 1lib right dere in
my ole liissus yard. Dey le' us chillun play aw us wanna den.
Never 4id hadder do none hard work talle. My Massa is some uh
time Send we chillun in de field to scare de crow offen de
corn. Ain' never been no hoe hand in me life., When dey send
we to scare de crow ‘way, we is 40 in de field when fuss (firet)
sun »p en we is stay dere aw day. Coase we i8 come to de house
when 12 o'clock come en ge' we sumptin uh eat. Dese white folks
'round here don' hab no chillun to scare de crow offen dey corn
nowadays. Dey has aw kind o' ole stick sot (set) 'bout in de
field wid ole pant en coat flying 'bout on dem to scare de crow
'way. Dere be plenty crow ‘bout nowadays too. I hears em

hollerin aw 'bout in dis sky ‘round 'bout here."
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"I 'member when I use'er nu'se de white folks baby. I
al'ays did lub to nu'se de babies, but I didn't never lub to
na'se no ug'y baby. I lub to hab uh pretty baby to m'se.
Didn't 1lsk no boy baby neither. Don' lak boy baby nohow.
Lubbed 1little girl baby. ILubbed to take de little girls en
dress em up in dey pretty clothes en carry dem out under de
trees to 'muse dem whey dere wuz plenty peoéles bout to see
em., lamuy al'ays'ud fuss at me 'bout puttin' on dey best
clothes, but I ain' never do lak dese mm'se do nowadays. I
take oare o' my babies, didn't never 'low em wallow in de dirt
lak yunnah see dese nu'se do ‘bout here dese day en time."

"I 'members one time I been mi'se little boy baby en I
is larnt he hair to curl Jes uz pretty. I bresh he hair
eve'y morning en twist it 'round me finger en he is had pretty
curl uz dere wuz anywhey. Never lak de Missus to ocut my baby
hair off neither when I had larnt it to curl."”

"] been lub to wash little baby clothes too. I 4i® primp
em up 80 nice. Never did put no starch miuch in em. I do me
best on em en when I ge' t'rough, dey been look too nice to
le' de child muss up."

"Honey, I oan' stand no chillun fuss 'round me no more
dese days. Don' hab no chillun fuss 'round me peaceful little
place. I tell aw me chillun en grandchillun en great-grand-

chillun dat I can' stand no chillun fuss 'round me no more.
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My Sammie, he marry three times en I ax him why he wanna
marry so many time. I ain' never see no man I is wan?
g8ince my ole man dfe."

"I ain! wha' I use'er to be, child. I ain' able to
do mfhin more now but dem little bit o' clothes wha' Miss
Betty hab. Cosase she clothes ain' hard to wash, Miss Betty
mighty clean, honey, she mighty clean. She don' &trip she
bed but eve'y udder week en den de sheet ain' dirty one speck.
Shé does wash she self eve'y day en de sheet don' ge' de
orease out dem from one time dey wash tili de next. I say 1
gwinna wash Miss Betty clothes jes uz long uz de Massa'll le'

me em,"

Source: Personal interview with Mom Jessie Sparrow,

age 83, colored, Marion, S.C., May 1937,
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"I dunno, child, I don' ‘member nuthin more den I tell
yuhh de udder time. Is yuh been to see Maggie Black yet? I
dunno how old she, but I know she been here. No, child,
Maggie ain' dead. She 1ib right down dere next Bethel Church.
She move *‘way from Miss linllins house when Gus die. Coase I
ain' ne'er been in she house a'ter she move dere, but dey say
she hab uh mighty restful place dere. Dat wha' dey tell me.
Maggie oughta could tell yuh aw 'bout dem times. I ain' know
mthin more to tell yuh. Don' tell yuh aw I know."

"Who my mammy wuz? Iiy maminy been Sallie Stevenson 'fore
8he marry en den a'ter she marry, she wuz Sallie Bowens. Don'
know whey dey ge' de Bowens from sause my pa been b'long to be
uh Evans. Dat how come iiiss Betty know so mach 'bout me. She
say we mighty nigh de same age. Coase I don' never 'spute
Miss Betty word, but I don' t'ink so."

"No, ohild, I dunno. Dunno how meny chillun my masmwny is
hab, Dey aw been die sech uh long time dat I don' forgot.
Coase George, de carpenter, my brother. He been train up by
unh good carpenter man en Henry, wha' paint aw dese house 'bout
here, b'long to be anmder one uv we. It jes lak 'bout my own
chillun, I ain' 'member hsw many dey wuz. I know dere 'bout
t'ree uv dem bigguns dead, but aw dem babies, Lawd, I ain’

'member how many dere wuz., Can' never recollect nmuthin 'bout

how many dere been come here.,"
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"My mammy been de house girl in my white folks house.
She marry when she ain' but 13 year old. Dat wha' she tell
me., She say she marry to ge' outer de big house. Dat how
come she to marry so soon. Say de white folke take she way
from she mammy when she won' but uh little small girl em
make she sleep right dere on uh pallet in de WMissus room aw
de time 'fore she mérry. Coase a'ter ehe‘marry, she been
de house girl right on but she never stay in de Missus
house when night come. Us chillun ain' been 'low to stay
in de big house. Dey hab uh room put on de kitchen fa my
manmy en she family to 1ib in. We chillvn stay right dere
in de yard whey my mammy could look a'ter us in en 'round.
My memmy hadder stay 'bout my ole iiissus aw de day en help
she cut en sew de plantatior elothes en wash en iron. Den
she hadder help make quilts outer aw de scrap dat been left
o'er a'ter de garment wuz out out."

"Us chillun been fed from de table right dere in de
Missus kitchen en some uv de time my mammy 'ud bring us
sumptin to eat, wha' wuz cook in de liissus kitchen, en le’
us eat it in she room. Dey'ud gi'e us hominy en milk en
meat fa us bresk'ast. My white folks hadder uh lot uv
cows en dey'ud gi'e us chillun plenty milk en clabber te
eat., We is hab milk en clabber eve'y day en dey is gi'e
us plenty meat to eat, so dey is dat. Child, I ain' know

no slack eatin' fround my ole Missus. Some uv de time we
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hab hoecake en den anmder time dey'ud gi'e us obben
(oven) bread. Dey cook eve'yt'ing on de fireplace in
dem days, eve't'ing. Jes hadb rods put 'ocross de fire=
place in de kitchen wid pot hang on it Dat whey dey
cook us ration. Dey'ud gi'e us t'ings lak peas en
oollards en meat fa we dinner. Den dey'ud gi'e us uh
big bowl uv corn bread en clabber late in de evenin’
cause jes lak I is call to yuh jes now, dey is use milk
right smart in dem daye. I lak eve‘yt'ing wha’' dey is
hab to eat den. Dey never eat lak dese peoples eats
nowadays. I won' larnt to lak aw kind uv t'ing. Dey
use‘er 000k poks salad wha' been season wid meat. Don'
yuh know wha' dat? Poke salad is come up Jjes lak doee
weed out dere en dey is cut de top offen dem en take aw
de hard part outer em en den dey is boil em uh long time
wid meat. Dey 18 eat right good too. Don' la2k spinach
en aw dat sumptin en don' lak ocelery neither. Don' lak
butter put in nuthin I eata. I laks me squash fried down
brown lak wid grease in de pan., I laks me beets wid uh
little vinegay on em en season wid 8ome sSugar sprinkle on
em. Don'! lak em Jes wid muthin but uh little salt en
butter smear aw o'er dem lak some uv dese peoples 'bout

here eat em nowadays."

- O)“;

o
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"Yas'um, we use'er eat plenty uv em possum. Eve'y
one dey is ketch, us parent cock it. Us eat aw kinder
wild animal den sech uz ceoon, possum, rabbit, squirrei en
aw dat. Hab plenty mv fish in dem 4days too. Hab pond
right next de white folks house en is ketch aw de fish
dere dat ﬁe is wan'. Some uv de time dayfud fry em en
den some uv de time dey'ud make un stew. Dey'ud put uh
little salt en onion en grease in de stew en anyt'ing
dey been ge' hold uv."

"Massa Sam becn hab uh heap uv colored peoples
'sides we, but dey 1ib up on de hill in de quarters.

My Miesus, she sse to it she self dat dey hab good bed
wha' to sleep on en plenty sumptin uh eat. She docker
(doctor) em when dey ge' sick too en she be mighty
anxious ef dey sick muscha. Us hab good clothes en shoes
den too. Coase de peoples'ud wear more clothes den, en
dey'ud put on more undey shirt in de winter den dey wear
in de summer. My white folks'ud make de plantation
clothes outer gingham en Jjeanes cloth mostly. Dat jeanes
cloth be wha' dey make little coat en pant outer. Dat
sumptin jes lak homespun.”

""No, child, dey ain' ne'er gi'e us no money den.
Never need no money den. Ly Massa been provids eve't'ing

us hab, honey, eve'¥t'ing. We ain' lak fa nuthin den.
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We chillun ain' been big 'nough to do muthin but scare de
orow offen de corn en some uv de time my ole Missus'ud
hab we chillun sweepin' outer in de yard when she be out
dere wid us,"

"Yas 'um, honey, my white folks al'ays'ud see dat dey
colored peoples'ud go to chm'ch (church) eve'y Sunday.

We hadder walk dere to de white big Methodist Chu'eh up
de road en sot en de gallery. Yas'um de white folke is
getay down en we i8 go up. EFf we chillun never go, my ole
Missus'ud teach us de catechism right dere in de back
yard. Hadder wash us face en hand en come dere to she.
Yag'um, I 'members dat aw right,"

"My white folks'ud ride to chu'ch in dey big ole
carriage en dey driver'ud hab dey big black hosses bresh
jes uz shiny. I forge' de driver name. Dey hab uh pair
uv dem black hosses8 wha' bsen match hosses en dey is look
jes lak. En den one day de ole Yankees is come t'rough
dere en dey 18 carry one uv dem 'way. A'ter dat dey hadder
use one uv de plantation hoss in de place uv dis carriage
hoss. De Missus'ud al‘feys take my mammy in de carriage wid

she tooe Never left her home, S0 she tell me. Jes stuff

she down dere ‘tween de seats somewhey.'

Source: Mom Jessie Sparrow, age 83, colored, iiarion, S.Ce.

Personal interview, lMay 1937,
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®"No, honey, dere ain' not a soul live here but me.

Man stay in dat other room dere just to be a little bit
of ocompany for me when night come. He g.in' not a speck
of kin to me, not a speck. Oh, he pay me a 1little somethin,
but it not much. Mostly, I does wan% him for proteotioxi like,
Ain! got but just Ais one room for myself cause dat part out
dere does be just like out in de yard. Die Miss Mary 'Iatson
house en she t2ll me stay on here dat de house ain' worth no
fixin. Don' know how long I be here. No, homey, I ain' got
no property only just myself. Ain' got not a bit. Ain' got
nothin, child. I can' 4o no work dese days but dat little
bit of washin dat Miss Betty have en dat ain' nothin to depend
on. Just try to do a little somethin to help myself along.
Fothin worth to speak bout though.*

~ "Miss Betty say we bout one age. My daddy belonged to
Miss Betty father en dat how-come she know dere ain' much
difference in us age. My manmy was de houae ‘oman on 0ld man
Sam Btevenaon plantation en dat whe' I was born. When we was
freed, I was a little small girl en my daddy moved us up here
in town right over dere on de Gibson place. Fore den, when
he have a mind to see us, he had to oome oross de swamp dere

to 0ld man Sam Stevenson place en dat de reason he move us.
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He say it take too much pains to keep dat gwine back en
forth, I rememberg I finished growin right up here in dis
town over dere on de Gibson place. My mammy have task to
cook dere en my daddy been de butler man, but I was small
den. Oan' recollect much bout it. Reckon I wouldn' hardly
know de place whe! I was born if I go back dere now. De old
man Sam Stevenson had nice house, but it burn down long time
back. Dey tell me dat de first court de peoples in Marion
did ever know bout meet right dere on dat same spot, Ooase
I don' know nothin bout it, but dat what I hear dem say."

"My Magsa had a big plantation, honey, a big plantaﬁion
wid heap of colored people house. I remember dey call up dat
way from de house on de hill en all de servants house set ub
dere. 8o I hear my mammy say she know bout some white folks
dat didn! half feed dey coloredfpeople en didn' ‘half clothe
dem in de winter neither, but our white folks always treat
us mighty good. Put shoes on all us feet 1nAde vinter\en
give us abundance of ration all de time.‘

“Honey, I hear dem talkin bout dat war, but I can' tell
you nothin bout dat. I Trecollects I see dem Yankees when dey
come through Ay Massa plantation en took his best carriage
~horse, Had two of dem big black carriage horses dat was matoh
horses en dem Yankees carry one of dem away wid dem. I hear
dem say de white folks would bury dey silver en money in pots
en barrels to hide dem from de Yankees. Oh, dem fiddlin Yankees

Bl
B H
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ax nobody nothin. Just go in de house en take dat what dey
wanted. Go right in de house en plunder round en take de
peoples best things. Wouldn' take no oommon things. Wasn!
right, but dey done it. I hear talk dat a man plowed up a
chest or somethin another de other day full of money, so dey
tells me. I hear plenty peoples plow up all kind of things
dese days in o0ld fields dat ain' been b;oke up or throwed
out for years. I hear so, but I know I ain' never found
none though."

“I gho been here when dat shake come here, child. I
been married ever since I was a grown ‘oman en I was stayin
right over yonder in dat house dere. My son Henry was de
baby on me lap den en he tell me de other day dat he was
‘bout 50 now. It come like a wind right from dat way. Some
people tell me de ground was just a shakin en a mixin up, but
I don! know how de ground was doin cause I never go on it. I
hear de lumberation comin 6r dat what I calls it en it come
long en hit de side of de house so hard dat all de dishes was
just a rattlin, Every time de earth commence shakin, dem dish
start jinglin. It come bout de early part of de night. I didnt
know what to think it was till somebody come dere en say it been
& earthquake. Say de éround was just a workin up. 1 tell you
I ain' know what it was to be scared of, but dere been de old
Ark (boarding house) standin oross de street den en dem people
wag scared most to death. Dey thought it was de Jedgment comin
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on. Reckon I would been scared worser den I was, but I dida!
get on de ground. No, honey, I reckon de house dat was standin
up in dat day en time was substantial 1like en it didn' worry
none of dem,"

"Is you seen Maggie Black any more? She been right sick,
but she better now. Yes, she been right puny. ‘Don' know what
ail her," -

, “Honey, what can you tell me bout dat white man dat been
shoot up bout Mullins de other day. - I hear people talk bout
a nanAbeen shot by another man, but I ain' know nothin more
den dat, Ain' hear none of de details only as dey tell me
‘dey oatoh de man dat got away mext Dillon tryin to get back
home, I tell ybu it a bad place up dere in Mullins durin dis
" tobacco time. Dey tell me dere be such a stir up dat people
be rob en shoot all bout dere. Dat ds reason I stay back here
whe'! ain’ nobody to worry me. 8Some of dem be seekiﬁ for you
when you sleep en den another time dey get you when you gwine
lohg de road, I don! iike go much fuss en rousin en mix up
round me. Dat de reason I does stay here by myself."

®De people just livin too fast dis day en time, honey.
You know some of dese people, I mean my race, dey got a little
bit of education en ain' got no manners. I tell dem if dey
ain' got no manners, dey ain' got nothin cause manners ocarries
people whe'! a dollar won' carry you. Dis education don'! do
everybody no good., It got some of dem standin on de top of
dey heads. Dat what it done to dem. Coase dey say everybody
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ohillun got to go %o school dis year en dat a good thing
cause dere be so many runnin round makin mischief when dey
ain! in school. I used to tell my ochillun I buy dey book
en satchel en keep plenty meat en bread for dem to eat en
dey portion been to go dere en get dey learnin. If dey get
whippin at school, I tell dem go back en get more. Didn'
never entice dem to stay home.® ;
"All I know bout Abrabam Lincoln wag dat he Abraham

Lincoln en he de one cause freedom. I recollect dey used
to sing song bout him, but I done forget it now. 8Say dey
hung Abraham Lincoln on de sour apple tiee or old Jeff Davis
or somethin 11ke'dat. Honey , dat all I know. Oan' recollect
nothin more den dat bout 1t. * o

¥Child, dis a pretty bad time de people got dese days,
I tell you. Ooase I thankful don' nobody worry me. All treats
me nice, both White en black, what knows me. I be gwine down

de street en folks come out de courthouse en say, 'Air dat
Mom Jessie? Mom Jessie, don'! you remember met?! I say, 'I
know your favor, but I can' call your name.' Dey tell me en
laugh en let me lone. It just like dis, child, I puts my trust
in de Lord en I lives mighty peaceful like. I ain! got a enenmy
in de world cause everybody speaks appreciatively of me. Dere
somebody bringin me somethin to eat all de time en I don' be
studyin bout it neither. First one en den de other bring me

a plate en somethin another. Don' want me to do no fookin,
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Sag I might fall in de fire. Honey, de lady cdme by here
de other day en tell me I gwine get de old 'oman money
pretty soon now dat dere been so much talk bout. I be
thankful when it get here too, child, cause I wants to
get first one thing en de other to do some fixin up bout
my house,® -

"Well, honey, I tired now cause I ain' much today
nohow,  Oan' recollect nothin else dis mornin. Don' know

what you want to hear bout all dem things for nohow.®

Source: Mom Jessie Sparrow, age 83, ex-slave, Bond Btieet,

Personal interview by Annie Rath Davis, Sept., 1937.
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“No, I ain' cold. I settin in de sun. Miss Ide,
she went by here just now en call at me bout de door been

open en lettin dat cold wind blow in on my back wid all de

fire gone out. I tell her, it ain'! botherin me none, I been
settin out in de sun. Well, I don' fe2l much to speak bout, -
child, but I knockin round somehow. Miss Ida, she bring me |
dis paper to study on. 8he does always be bringin me de Efff

cause she know dat I love to see de news of Marion. It right

sad bout de Presbyterian preacher, but everybody got to die,

I say. Right Bad_théugh. We hear dat church bell here de

other evenin en we never know what it been tollin for. I
holle:_qver dere to Maggie house en ax her how-come de church

beil tollin, but she couldn' tell me nothin bout it. Reckon

some chillun had get hold of it, she say. I tell her, dat

bell never been pull by no chillun cause I been hear death

note in it. Yes, honey, de people sho gwine horne (grieve)

after Dr. Holladay."
I say, I doin very well myself en I thankful I ain!

down in de bed. Mighty thankful I ain' down in de bed en
can set up en talk wid de people when dey comes to see me.
I ain!' been up dere on your street in a long time, Oan' do
much walkin dese days cause I aint got no strength to speak

bout. Ain' beén up town dere in bout two months. Mr. Jervey
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ax John Evans what de matter dat I ain'! been comin to de

store to get my rations en John Evans tell him I been under

de weather., Somehow another, dey all likes me up dere en
when dey don' see me up town on Saturday, dey be axin bout

me, Mr, Jervey, he come here de other day en bring me some
tobacco en syrup en cheege en some o0f dem other things what

he know dat I used to buy dere. He tell me dey all was wantin
to see me back up dere again. ‘I say, I can! go up dere cause
I give way in my limbs en just comes right down whe' I don!
have nothin to catch to. Got dis 0ld stick here dat I balances
myself on when I goes out round bout de house here. Cose I
don' venture to steady myself no far ways on it."

"No, child; I ain' been up your way in a long time.- I
wash for Miss Betty all my best days, but I ain! been up tb
de house in many a mornin. Miss Betty like myself now, she
old. I tell dem up dere to de house, de last time I talk wid
dem, don' mind Miss Betty cause her mind ain'! no good. I say,
just gwine on en do what you got to do en let Miss Betty rest.,
You see, Miss Betty always would have her way en dis ain! no
time to think bout breakin her neither. Cose I don' know
nothin bout it, but Miss Betty say we bout one age."

®] reckon Miss Betty got plenty pecans dis year cause
ghe does rake dem up by de tubfuls bout dis time of de year.
I got my share of dem last year, but I ain' got no mind dat

I‘gwine get any dis year less I go up dere. Yes,mam, I got
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oy share last year cause when I went to carry Miss Betty
washiﬁ home, I could pick up all I wanted while I come
through under de trees. My Lord, Miss Betty, she had a
quantity of dem last year, but I ain' hear what de crop
doin dis year. I don' care though cause I wouldn' eat
dem nohow widout I beat dem up en I ain! in no shape to
go to all dat trouble. I loves peanuts good as anybody,
but I couldn! never chew dem widout dey was beat up."

"Honey, my child en her daughter comin from de
northern states dis Christmas to see me. Her name Evelyn,
but dey call her Missie. 8She write here dat she want to
come en I tell my SammieAto send word dey is welcome. Cose
»dey gwine stay wid my son, Sammie, cause dey got more Toom
den I is en dey got a cookin stove, too, but she gwine Dbe in
en out here wid her o0ld mammy off en on Yes'um, I wants to
see her mighty bad since it be dat she been gone from here
80 long. When she first went up dere, she worked for a white
family dere to Hartford, Oonnecticut, but it won' long fore
she got in a fidget to marry en she moved dere to Philadelphia.
Dat whe' ghe livin now, so my Sammie tell me,"

Den dere another one of my chillun dat I say, I don' never
tgpect to see no more on dis side of de world. Evelina, she
get married en go way out west to live., 8he de one what used
to nurse Lala up dere to Miss Owens' bouse. My God, honey,

she been crszy bout Lala. Don'! care what she been buy on a
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S8aturday evenin, she would save some of it till Monday to
carry to dat child. My Evelina, she always would eat en she
used to bring Lala here wid her a heap of timeg to get somethin
to eat. She would come in en fetch her dat tin plate up dere
full of corn bread en molasses en den she would go to puttin
dem ration way. Would put her own mouth full en den she would
cram some of 1t down Lala's mouth in de child's belly. You
see, I always would keep a nioé kind of syrup in de safe cause
I don' like none desé kind of syrup much, but die hereribbon
cane Byrup. My Lord, dat child would stand up dere en eat
just as long as Evelina poke it down her. Oh, Lala been just
a little thing plunderin bout en I tell Evelina dat she ought
not to feed dat child dem coarse ration, but she say, 'lLala
want some en I gwine give it to her cause I loves herf No,
child, Miss Owens never didn' worry her mind bout whe'! Evelina
been carry dat childe You gsee, she been put trust in Evélina."
"I don' know what to tell you, honey. I bout like Miss
Betﬁy now, My 'membrance short dese days. Oh, I hear talk
bout all kind of signs de people used to worry over en some
of dem still frets bout dem, too. Hear talk dat you mustn't
wasgh none on de New Years'! Day. It bad luck, so a heap of dem
say. Den some folks say it a sign of death to hear a owl holler
at night. 8Some people can'! bear to hear dem, but don'! no owls
worry me, I say. Lord, Maggie, dis child ax me how a owl holler
when it a sign of death. Well, dey does holler a right good
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space apart. Don' holler right regular. I ain' hear one
holler now in a long time, but I used to hear dem be hollerin
plenty times out dere somewhe'! another in dem trees. 8ay,
when some people been hear dem holler on a night, dey would
stick a fire iron in de fire en dat would make de owl quit |
off. I hear talk bout a lot of people would do dat. Den 1
dere another sign de people does have bout de New Years'! Day. i
Reckon dat what dey call it, I don' know. No,mam, I don!
understand nothin bout it, but I does hear people speak bout
dey craves to get a cup of peag en a hunk of hog jowl on de
firet day of de year. 8Say, dem what put feith in dem kind of
victuals on de New Years! Day, dey won' suffer for nothin no
time all de next year, Cose I don' know, but I say dat I eats
it cause I loves it."

"well, child, dat bout all I know to speak bout dis evenin.
It gettin so cold, I don' know whe'! I can manage here much
longer or no. Cose my Sammie, he want me to go stay dere wid
him, but I can'! stand no chillun fuss round me no more. I tell
him dese people bout here be in en out to ax bout me right smart
en I think bout I better stay here whe'! dere ain' nobody to mind
what I do. You see, honey, old people is troublesome en I don!
want to be noways burdensome to nobody. Yes,mam, I gwine be
right here waitin, if de Lord say so, de next time I see you
makin up dat path."

Source: Mom Jessie Sparrow, age &3, colored, Marion, 8.C.

Pergonal interview by Annie R, Davis, Dec., 1937.
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MOM JESSIE SPARROW

Ex-8lave, 83 Years 390335

#Good morning, honey, I ain! much today. How you is?
No, I can' talk nothin bout dem times today. Ain' know no
more den I done tell you. I doin very well considerin I can!
get bout like I wants to. Doin very well, honey., Peoples
mighty nice to me, white en black. Cose I don'! venture to
get far off de lot, I be 80 poorly dese days. Ain' been bout
up town dere in a month since Saturday."

¥Well, my chillun say for me to go live wid dem, but I
don' want to go down to dat other far end of de town. I tell
dém dey worry me so dat I think I rather be here in dis piece
of house, See, I haé such good neighbors bout me here en dere
" be so muoh a fightin en gwine on in dat other end of town. Ail
de peoples speaks well of me, both white en black, of dem dat
knows me, Yes,mam, Miss Ellen tell me fore she die for me to
- 8tay right here in dis house long as I live en ain' nobody 1is
gwine worry me neither. No, child, Miss Mary Watson don! worry
me, notﬂ one speck bout dis house. Miss Mary de only child dat
Hiss Ellen get 1eft here. No, honey, I ain! studyin bout gwine
nowhe! yet. Goce de house may fall down on me cause dat dere
0ld kitchen over dere was good when I come here, but it rot down.
Dat ho'#eoms I ain' got no stove. De kitchen rot down én de »ain
come in on de"ataVQ“eﬁ'rustvit*eut. Yo, de& don' worry me none,
-!“teil d&n“;»ain'fgot nbthin; bat I settin here just as satisfied
711&@; Ooas~1'¢§y ggq{aliftle pension soon, but don' know when
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it gwine get here. I ain' hear tell of nobody gettin it yet.
I tell lady dat come here if I get it, it be all right en if
I don' get it, dat be all right too."

¥Big sale on today, ain' dere, child? I hear talk bout
dey gwine sell all de Witcover property en all dat, but I don!

know, Dey sho got a pretty day for it. I had on my old thick
Bweater, but it too hot. I had to pull it off en put on dis
here thin jacket. Can' go vout too naked, honey."

"Yeg'um, I know it was you come here de other night. Cose
I can' see 80 good, but I can hear de people voice en tell who
dere time I hear dem comin up dat path. You see, I don! light
my lamp first night‘nohow, dere be so much grass round here de
mosquitoes comes in en worries me right smart.®

"Migs Foxworth en dem fixin to plant dey turnips over dere.
Miss Foxworth, I likes her very well %o speak. She good-hearted,
kind en clever. She comes over en talks wid me often cause us
been friends ever since fore de 0ld man been gone. Dey ain' got
no kind of garden yet, but dey fixin to plant a fall garden out
dere."” = ”'/M \”»

#No, child, i done put MiSE\Betty clothes down. Tell her
I ain' able to wash no more en my Lord, Miss Betty sho hate to
hear me say dat. Won' dat Miss Betty clothes was so hard, but
it was de totin dem back en forth en den dere be so little bit
of money in den; didn' pay to hire nobody to carry dem, Cose

ghe didn' pay me nothin worth much cause she didn' never have
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nothin much, but a little changin of underclothes en bout
one dress. Just had to starch bout one petticoat en one dress,
but I can' hardly wash for myself dese days en I wouldn' never
venture to do hers no more. No, honey, my conscience wouldn'
allow me to overpower Miss Betty for dem little bit of somethin
en dey ain! dirty neither. You see, sinse Miss Emma been stayin
dere, she in charge de house en uses all her tableclcths en such
aéldat. Miss Emma, she mighty nice to-ﬁe. Every time I go up
dere en I ain' been doin nothin for her neither, she see can
she find a cup of fresh milk or somethin another to hand me."
"Reckon I gwine be lonesome right bout dis side next week
nause all de oolored‘schoola gwine be open up Monday. You see,
dere be be s0 many school chillun en teacher 1ivin on dis here
street. Dat child over dere say she gwine be home right‘sharp
after she be finish pickin cotton next week.\ I say I ain! be
obliged to leave dis country cause my white folks wouldn® never
venture to come dere to dat other end of town to see me. All
dese chillun bout here mighty good to me. Don' never let me
suffer for nothin. Dey caution me.hot to risk to cook nothin
over dat- fireplace cause dey say I might tumble over en can' |
catch myself., No, dey tell me don' do no cookin, I might fall
in en burn up. No, ohild, I ain' chance to cook none on dat
fireplace since I been sick., Different ones brings me somethin
dis day en dat day. Don' suspiocion nothin bout it till I see

dem comin, Oeleste over dere brings me breakfast en dinner
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every day en I don! never bother wid no supper cause I lays
down too early. Den dey keeps me in plenty bread en rolls
en I keeps a little syrup on hand en eats dat if I gets'hungry.
Dere Marguerite all de time bringin me somethin, if 1t ain!
nothin but a pitcher of ice. 7You see, dey makes dey ice en it
ain' costin her nothin., When I see her turn out dat piazza, I
know she comin here. I ain' see her today, but I lookin for
her.. Used to wash for dem too. Honey, I done a lot of work
bout dis town en I don' suffer for nothin. All de people bout
here be good to me.®

| #No,mam, I ain' gwine let you take no more pictures. A4in!
gwine take no more. If Miss Montgomery say she comin here to
take more piotﬁres, tell her I ain! gwine_takevno more. No,
child, I ain' studyin bout no pictures. I don' want no more.

I got one big one up dere on de wall dat show me en my mammy.
en my son, Sammie, settin in a automobile. Dat my picture
settin up dere wid de white blouse on. I tell dem I look like
somethin den, but I too old en broke up now. My daughter, she
want a picture en she kept on after us till we went up dere to
whe'! de carnival was. Oarnival man had a automobile dat he take
your picture in en we get in en set down en he snap de picture.
I tell dem dey got one now en dat ought to be sufficient, Dat
my mammy settin dere by me., She was sho a fine lookin woman.
Lord, Lord, honey, dem chillun love dem pictures, but I ain'

studyin bout wantin my picture scatter all bout de country.®
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"Yes, child, I sleeps all right. Go to bed early too

fore anybody else round here do. Yee,mam, I goes to bed
early en don'! never get up none till I see day shine in dem
cracks. I was figurin somebody else ax me dat de other day.
Believe it was Dr. Dibble., My Sammie, he a mammy child. He
never stop till he send de doctor here to see could he find
out de ailment dat seem like was eatin me way. Dr. Dibble
come here en set down in dat chair en a# me a heap of questions.
Den he test my blood en give me a tonic dat he say would hope
me, Yes,mam, dat my Sammie doctor en he goes to see him often,
he does have such a misery in his head. Dat de first time Dr.
Dibble ever been here, but I likes he manner mighty well. Dr.
Zack was a good dootor too. COose dat what dey tell me, but I
aiﬁ' know nothin bout it. No, child, I been healthy all my
days en I ain' had to worry bout no doctor. I tells dem when'
I falls down, I won' last long cause I been hearty all my days."

"Your sister still in Dr. Dibble store (office), ain' she?
Is she got a cook yet? Dat it, I glad she got somebody to de-
pend on cause dese young people, can' tell bout dem. Dey be
one place today en den dey apt to be another place de next day.
I used to cook dere to lady house cross de street, but I never
didn' cook no Sunday dinner dere. Dat lady been take in sewin
en she would sew en press right on de big Sunday. I tell her
dat a sin en ghe say she had to get finish somehow dat de folks
was pushin her for dey clothes. I say,'Well, dat you, ain' me.'

I gb dere on Sunday mornin en cook breakfast en clean up en put
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wood in de kitchen. Den I would go to church en left dem to
cook what dinner dey get. Dat de reason I won'! cook for none
dese white folks dis day‘en time cause when dey pays you dat
little bit of money, dey wants every bit your time. I been
proud when dat lady moﬁe from here cause I was tired walkin
de road back en forth. People come here en beg me to cook
for dem, but I tell dem I gwine stay right here en do my bit
of washin, Gwine get along aoﬁehow wid it."

"Bethel, down dere on‘de other side de jail, de only church
I ever been a member of. We got to fix us church twixt now en
next year, It need fixin bad. You see, it-right on de Main
street gwine down en does be right public out to de people.

I was fixin to go to church Sunday gone, but my child never
come after me. My son, Sammie, never show up, but he come

Sunday evenin laughin. 8ay, ‘Ma, I know if I come by your

house, you would want to go wid me.' No, I ain! been so I

able to go in four Sundays."

"Ohild, you ought to had brought your parasol wid you
cause you been settin here so long, you gwine be late gettin
whe! you started, Dis here another hot day we got come here,"

"Well, good—-day, child. 8peak bout how you is find Maggie
Black to me when you pass back long dat street dere."

Source: Mom Jessie Sparrow, ex-glave, 83 years, Marion, 8.C.

Personal interview by Annie Ruth Davis, October, 1937.
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- ROSA STARKE

EX-SLAVE 83 YEARS OLD.

Rosa's grandfather was a slave of Solicitor Starkes Although she has
had two husbends since slavery, she has thrown their names into the discard
and goes by the name of Rosa Starkee ©She lives in a three-room frame house
with her son, John Harrison, two miles south of Winnsboro, Se Ce,on the plan=-

tation of Mrse Rebecca Ve Woodwarde She still does farm work, hoeing and pick-

-

ing cottone

‘"They say I was six years old when de war commence poppin' in Charleston.
Memmy and pappy sey dat I wes born on de Graham place, one of de nineteen plan-
tations"/ of my old marster, Nick Peay, in 1854s My pappy wes neme Bob and my
memmy neme Selinee They had b'longed to 0ld Marse Tom Starke befo! old Marse
Nick bought theme My brudders was neme Bob and Johne I had a sister name Carrie.
They was all older than me.

"My marster, Nick Peay, had nineteen places, wid a overseer and slave quar-
ters on every place. Folks dat knows will tell you, dis day, det them nineteen
plantetions, in all, was twenty-seven thousand acres. He had a thousand slaves,
more or less, too mamy to teke a census of. Befo' de numerator git 'round, some
more would be borm or bought, and de nominator had to be sent 'round by Marse
Nick, so old Miss Martha, our mistress, saye Her never could know just how meny
'twase Folks used to come to see her and ask how many they had and her say it
was one of them sums in de ‘rithmetic dat a body never could take a slate and
pencil and find out de correct answer toe.

"Hor was a Adamson befo! her marry old marster, & grand big buckra. Had
e grand mannerg no patience wid poor white folkse. They couldn't come in de front

yards they mowed to pass on by to de lot, hitch up deir hoss, and come knock on



de kitchen door and make deir wants end wishes kmowed to de butler.

"You wents me to tell 'bout what kind of house us niggers live in then?
Well, it 'pend on de nigger and what him was doin'. Dere was just two classes
to de white'fol‘ks, buckre slave owners and poor white folks dat didn't own no
slevese Dere was more classes 'mongst de slaveses De fust class was de house
servantse Dese was de butler, de maids, de nurses, chambermaids,and de cookss
De nex' class was de carriage drivers and de gardeners, de carpenters, de bar-
ber, and de stable men. ZThen come de nex' ciass de wheelwright, wagoners,
blacksmiths and slave foremene De nex! class I 'members was de cow men and de
niggers dat have care of de dogse All dese have ood houses and never have to
work herd or git a beatin'e Then come de cradlers of de wheat, de threshers,,
end de millers of de corn end de wheat,and de feeders of de cotton gine »De low~
est class was de common field niggerse A house nigger man might swoop dowvm and
mate wid e field hand's good lookin' deughter, now aid them, for pure love of
her, but you never see & house gal lower herself by marryin' and me.’gin' wia a
common field-hand niggers Dat offend de white folks,'specially de young misses,
who liked de business of match makin' and matin' of de young slaves.

"My young marsters- was Marse Tom, Marse Nick, and Marse Austine My young
misses was Miss Martha, Miss Mary, and Miss Anne Elizae I knows Marse Nick, Jre.
marry 2 Cunninghem of Liberty Hille Marse Tom marry a Lyles and Marse Austin
marry end move to Abbeville, after de war. Old marster die de year befo! de
war, I think, 'cause my mammy end pappy fell in de division to Marse Nick end us
leave de Graham.place to go to de home place. It was called de Melrose placee
And what a place dat wasl ‘'Twas on a hill, overlookin' de place where de Long-
town Presbyterian Church and cemetery is todsye. Dere was thirty rooms in it

and a fish pond on top of ite A flower yard stretchin' cleam ddwn de hill to
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de big road, where de big gate, hangin' on big grenite pillars, swung open to
let de carriages, buggies, and wagons in and up to de housee

"Cen I tell you some of de things dat was in dat house when de Yankees
come? Gally nol Dat I can't, but I 'members some things dat would 'stonish you
as it 'stonished theme They had Marseille carpets ,A linen table cloths, two silver
candlesticks in evefy room, four wine decanters, four nut crackers, end two coffee
pots, all of them silver. Silver castors for pepper, sali, and vinegar bottles.
All de plates was chinae Ninety-eight silver fblks, knives, teaspoons and table=-
spoonse Four silver ladles, six silver sugar tongs, silver goblets, a silver mus-
tard pot end two silver fruit stands. All de fireplaces hed brass firedogs and
marble mantelpieces. Dere was four oil paintin's in de hall; each cost, so Marse
Wick say, one hundred dollarse One was his ma, one was his pa, one was his Uncle
Austin end de other wa‘s of Colonel Lemare

"De smoke-house had four rooms and a cellare One room, every year, was
filled wid brown sugar just shoveled in wid spadese In winter they would drive up
a drove of hogs>from each plantation, kill them, scald de hair off them, and pac_:k
de meet away in salt, and heng up de hems end shoulders. ‘'round and ‘bout de smoke=-
housees Most of de rum and wine was kep' in barrels, in de cellar, but dere was a
closet in de house where whiskey and brandy was kep' for quick usee 11 back on
de east side of de mansion was de garden and terraces, acres of sweet 'taters,
water millions (watermelons) and strawberries and two long rows of beehives.

"0ld merster diee. De 'praisers of de State come and figure dat his mules,
niggers, c ows, hogs, end things was worth .200,000400s Land and houses I disremember
| 'boute They, anyhow, say de property was over a million dollarse They put a price
of $1,600.00 on memmy and $1,860400 on pappy. I 'member they say I wes worth

$40000. Young Marse Nick tell us dat the personal property of de estate was
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tpraised at $288,168.78. (a)

"De Yonkees come set &ll de cotton and de gin-house afires Load up all

de meat; teke some of de sugar and shovel some over de yard; teke all de wine,

rum, and liquor; gut de house of all de silver and valuebles, set it afire, and

leave one thousand niggers cold and hongry, and our white folks in a misery they
never has got over to de third generation of theme Some of them is de poorest
white folks in dis State todeye I weeps when I sees them so poor, but they is
tspectable yet, thank God. .

"After de war I stuck to de Peay white folks, 'til I got married to Will
Harrisone I can't say I love him, though he was de father of all my chillume DMy
peppy, you know, was a helf white men. Maybe dat explain ite. Anyhow,lwhen he
took de fever I sent for Dre Gibson, 'tend him faithful but he die e.nd/fel‘l: more
like I was free, when I come back from de funerel, than I did when Marse Abe
Lincoln sef us freee My brudder, Bob, haed done gone to Florida.

| "I nex' marry, in e half-hearted way, John Pearson, to help fake care of
me end my three chillun, John, Bob, and Carries Him také pneumonie and die, and |
I never have a speck of heart to marry a colored man sinces I just have a mind
to wait for de proper sortstill I git to heaven, but dese adult teachers 'stroy
dat hope. They read me dat dere is no merryin' in heaven. Well, well, det'll be
a great disappointment to some I kmows, both white and bleck, and de ginger-cake
women ek me.

"Is I got any more to tell you? Just dis: Dere was 365 windows and doors
to Marse Nick Peay's house 'at Melrose, one for every day in de year, my mistress

'lows And dere was a peach tree in de orchard so grafted dat dat peach tree have

ripe peaches on it in May, June, July, August, September, and Octobers"

% (a) Probate records of Fairfield County. See Roll 110 of the Judge of Probate

for Fairfield Countys
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JOSEFHINE STEWART

EX-SLAVE 85 YEARS OLD.

Phinie Stewart, as she is known in the commumity where she lives,
is a small,\black negress, who shows her age in appearance snd movementse
She 1iv§s with Hobert Wood, a hundred yards back éf the Presbyterian
Church manse at Blackstock, S+ Ce RobDert Wood married Phinie's niece,
who is now deceasede Fhinie has no property, and depends entirely on
the charity of Robert Wbod for her supporte

"Does you kmow where de old sell House is, about a mile de other
side of- Blackstock, on de. Chester road? Yes? Well, dere is where I was
borned, in Hay, 1853. | |

"I doesn't kmow who my pappy wase You know in them times folks
wasn't particular ‘bout marriage licenses and de preacher tying de kmot
and all det kind of thinge But I does know memmy's nemes Ifer name was
Celies Dese eyes of mine is dim but 1 can see her now, stocping over de
wash tub and washing de white folks' clothes every lionday and Tuesdaye.

"Us belonged to Merster Cherlie 5ell and his ledy, Miss Maggie Bell,
our mistress in them slavery days. Does I 'member who Miss Maggie wes befo!
her married Marster Charlie? Sure I does. HMistress was e daughter of liss
Anne Jane Neil, who lived to be & hundred and five years old, and its writ
on her tombstone in “oncord Cemsterye I 'spect you has seen it, ain't you?

01d Miss Anne Neil was & Irish lady, born in Ireland across de oceane She

had a silver snuff box; I seen ite ©She'd take snuff out dat box, rub it up



her nose and say: ?'De Prince of Whales (Wales) give me dis box befo!
I come to dis country, a.pd I was presented to his ms ,Queen Victoria by
de Duke of Wellington on my sixteenth birthday.?! 0ld Miss Anne Neil
claims she was born over dere de very night of de battle of Waterloo.
And she would go on and 'low dat when de duke took her by de hand and
led her up to de queen, him say: fYour lMajesty, dis young lady was
born on de night of our great victory at Waterloo.'

"My young mistress was named ldiss I*."argaret: She married larse
Viade Brice. I was give to them when I was 'bout five years old and I
went along with them to Woodward, S. Ce 1y mammy was give to them, too,
at de same time. Us lived in Larsc Wade's quarter, to de east of de
white folks' house. Dere was a row of log houses, 'bout ten I think.
Maxmny end me lived in one det had two roomse De chimney was.mader of
sticks and mudy vut de floor was a good plank floore. De bed was & wood -
bedstead wid a wheat straw ticke Jere was no windows to de house, so it
was warm in de winter time and blue blazing hot in de summer time.

"My white foll;s was mighty good to us; they fed us welle Us had
wooden shoes and no clothes e~tall in de summer, 'cept a one-piece slip
one My mistress die 'bout a year after her merry, and then Merster Wade
marry Miss Tilda Watson, a perfect angel, if dere ever was one on dis
red earthe She teke a liking to me right at de jump, on first sighte
I nussed all her chillune They was Walter, Ida, Dickey, Lunsford, Wade,
Mike, and Wilsone. Iuen I nussed some of her grandchillun. . Brice
Waters in Columbia is one of them grandchillune

"lUarse Wade went off to de war and got shot in de hip, but he

jined de calvary (cavalry) soon after and was away when de Yankees come
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throughe Je Yankees burned and stole everything on de place. They took
,off all de sheep, mules, and cows; killed all de hogs; cotch all de chick-
ens, ducks and geese; and shot de turkeys and tied them to deir saddles as
they leftes De¢ gin=house mede de biggest blaze I ever has seens Dere was

short rations for all de white folks and niggers after dat day.

"In 1870 I was still dere wid liarse Wede and ifiss Tilda, when de
devil come along in de shape, form, and fashion of & men. He was name Simon
Aellege I was young then, end a fool, when I marriéd dat no 'count niggere
Us had two chillun, a boy, Allen, and a girl, Louise. Louise sickened and
died befo! she was growne +#llen married and had one ciild, but him and de
child are deade iy husband rua away and left us.

"About de time of de great cyclone, Liiss Tatt Nigholson, e cousin of
Miss Tilda, come down and took me to Chester, to be a maid at de Nicholson
Hotele I liked de work; but I got many a scare -while I was deres In them
days every hotel had a bar where they would mix whiskey and lemonse len
could just walk up, put deir foots on de brass rail of de bar counter and
order what they want, and pey fifteen cents a drinks Sometimes they would
play cards all night in de bare. OUne night ean old gent stopped his wagon,
dat had four bales of cotton on it, befo! de hotels e come in to get a
drink, sew a game goingz on and took a hand. Befo! bed time he had lost
all his money snd de four bales of cotton outsidee.

"No, I didn't work in slavery times. Chillun didn't Lave to worke
De only thing I 'members doing was minding de flies off de table wid &
brush made out of peacock tail=feathers.

"All de slaves had to go to church at Concord twice every month and

learn de Shorter Catechisme I has one of them books now, dat I used seventy-
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five years agos Want to see it? (B;\exhibi’cs catechism printed in 1840
for slaves.)

"I left de hotel and come back to iliss Tilda Bricee I married Jacob
Stewart then, and he was a good mene Us had no chillune He been gone to
glory eight years, bless Gode

"Yos, sir, I 'members de earthquakee It set a heap of people to
praying dat nighte Even de cows md chickens got excitede I thought de
end of de world had comes I jined de Red Hill baptist Church then, but
my membership is now at de Cross ioads sSaptist Churche Brother Wright, de
pastor, comes %o see me, as I'm too feeble to gallivant so far to churche

"Dis house b'longs to Joe Ricee liy nephew rents from him and is
good emough, though a poor men, to take care of me.

"Please do all you can to get de good President, de Governor, or

somebody to hasten up my old age pension det I'm preying for."

40154

!



Project 1886-1

FOLKLORE 3380057 Edited by: 155 |
Spartanburg Dist.4 Elmer Turnage r
May 24, 1937 5

STORIES FROM EX~-SLAVES

* I was born near old Bush River Baptist Church in New-
berry County, S.C. This was the white folks' church, but the
colored folks have a Bush River church in that section now. I
was grown when the war started. I was a slave of Bonny Floyd.

He was a good man who owned several slavé; and a big farm. I
was the house-girl then, and waited on the table and helped
around the house. I was always told to go to fhe white folks'!
church and sit in the gallery.

" When the P&trollers was started there, they never did
bother Mr. Bonny's slaves. He never had any trouble with them,
for his slaves never run away from him. '

" The Ku Klux never come to our place, and I dpn't remem-
ber seeing them.in that section.

* §e took our wheat to Singley's Mill on Bush River to be
ground. We made all our flour and grain. We plowed with horses
and mules.

" T am an old woman, sick in bed and can't talk good; but

glad to tell you anything I can."

Source: Bettie Suber (986), Newberry. S.C.
Interviewer: G.L. Summer, Newberry, S.C. (5/18/37).
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STORIES FROM.EX-SLAVES

"I was born on the IEnoree River in Newberry County. Tom Price
was my master. I married Nathan Swindler when I was about grown, My
father and mother was Dave énd Lucy Coleman. I had a brother and
several sisters. We children had to work around the home of our mas-
ter 'till we was old enough to work in de fields, den we would hoe
and pick cotton, and do any kinds ot field work. We didn't have much
clothes, Just one dress and a pair of sheeé‘at e time, and maybe one
change. I married in a ole silk striped dress dat I got from my mis-
tress, liiss Sligh. We had no 'big-to-do' at our wedding, Just mar-
ried at home. In cold weather, I had sometimes, heavy homespun or
outing dress. When Saturday afternoons come, we zot off from work
and do what we want. Some of us washed for de week, We.had no schools
‘and couldntt read and write., Sometimes we could play in our yards
after work was over or on Saturday afternoons. 0On Christmas the mas-
‘ter give us something good to eat. ie didn't have dottors much, but
de ole folks had cures for sickness. Dey made cherry-bark tea ior
chills and fever, and root-herb teas for fevers. Lots of chills and
fevers then. To cure a boil or wart, we would take a hair from the
tail of a horée and tie it tight around both sidés of the sore place.
I think Abe Lincoln was a great man, and Jjeff Davis was a zood man
too. I think Booker ./ashington was a great man for de coclored race.
I like it better now than de way it was in slavery time."

Source: Ellen Swindler (78), Newberry, S.C. Interviewed by:
G.L. Summer, Newberry, S.C., nay 20, 1937.
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MACK TAYLOR

Mack Taylor lives six miles southeast of Ridgeway, S. Cey on his farm
of ninety-seven acres. The house,in which he resides,,is a frame house con-
teining six rooms, all on one floor. His son, Charley, lives with him. Charley
is married and has e small femily, v

" Howdy do sir! I sees you a good deal goin' backwards and forwzrds to
Columbia, I has to set way back in de bus and you sets up to de front, I can't
ketch you to speek to you, as you is out and gone befo' I can lay hold of you,
But, as Brer Fox *lowed to Brer Rabbit,when he ketched him wic a tar baby at
a spring, 'I is got you now,*

" I's been wantin' to ask you ‘bout dis old ege persion. I's been to
Winnsboro to see *bout it. Some nice nhite ladies took my name and esk me some
questions, but dat seem to be de lest of it. Reckon I gwine to get anything?

" Well, I's been hers mighty nigh a hundred years, and just ‘cause I
pinched and saved and didn't throw my money away on liquor, or put it into
de palms of every Jezabel hussy dat slant her eye at me, ain't no valuable
reason why them dat did dat way and 'joyed deirselves can get de pension and
me can't get de pension, 'Tain't fair! No, sir, If I had a knowed way back yon-
der, fifty years ago, what I knows now, I might of gallavanted *round a little
more wid de shemales than I did. What you think *bout it?

" You say I's forgittin' dat religion must be thought about? Well,I can
read de Bible a little bit. Don't it sey: *What you sow you sure to reap?*
Yes, sir. Us niggers was fetched here ‘ginst our taste. Us fell de forests

for corn, wheat, oate, and cotton; drained de swamps for rice; built de dirt
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roads and de railroads; and us old ones is got a fair right to our part df
de pension.

" My marster, in slavery times, lived on de Wateree River. He had a
large plantation and, I heard them say, four hundred sleves. He was & hard
marster end had me whipped as many times as I got fingers and tées. I started
workint' in de.field vhen I was a boy fifteen years old. De work I done was
choppin® de grass out of de cotton and pickin' de cotton. What's become of
them 0ld army worms. dat had horns, dat us chillun wae?so scared of while
pickin® cotton? I never see them dese days but I*d rather have them than dis
boll weevil I*s pestered wid.

" My marster's name was Tom Clark, My mistress was a gentle lady, but
field niggers never got to speak to her., All I can say is dat de house slaves
say she was mighty good to them, I saw de chillun of de white folks often and
was glad they would play wid us colored chillun, What deir nemes? Dere was
Marse Alley, Marse Ovid, Marse Hilliard, and Miss Lucy.

" Old marster got kili in de last year of de war, and Miss Margeret,
dat was our Mistress, run de piace wid overseers dat would thrash you for
all sorts of things. If they ketch you leanin® on your hoe handle, they'd
beat you; step out of your task a minute or speak to a girl, they®d beat you.
Oh, it was hell when de overseers was around and de miptress nor none of de
young marsters was dere to protect you. Us was fed good, but not clothed so
good in de winter time,

" My pappy didn't b'long to de Clarks at de commencement of de war. 0ld
nerster done sold him,*way from us, to Col. Tom Taylor in Columbia, After de
war, he run a shoe repair shop in Columbia many years befo' he died. His name

wes Douglas Taylor.and dat is de reason I took de name, Mack Taylor, when I

give in my name to de Freedman's Bureau, and I's stuck to it ever since.
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* I members de Yaniiees. Not many of them come to Miss Margaret's place,
Them dat did, took pity on her and did nothing but eat, feed deir horses, and
gallop eway.

" Us was never pestered by de Ku Klux, but I was given a warnin®' once,
to watch my step and vote righf. I watched my step and didn*t vote &-tall, dat
year. |

* MM, Franklin J. Moses was runnin® for governor, Colored preachers was
preachin' dat he was de Moses to lead de Negroes out of de wilderness of corn
bread and fat grease into de land of white bread and 2:3ew Orleans moiasses. De
preachers sure got u;. de excitement ‘'mongst de colored women folks. They ‘vised
them to have nothin' to do wid deir husbands if they didn't go to de 'lection
box and vote for Moses, I didn't go, and my wife wouldn't sleep wid me for six
monthse I had no chillun by her, She died in 1874, After Nancy die, I merry
Belle Dawkins, De chillun us had was George, Charley, Meggie and Tormy., Then
Belle died, and I married Hannah Cunningham. Us hﬁd no chillun, After she died,
I marry a widow, Fannie Goings, and us had no chillun,

" My son, George, is in Washington., My daughter, Maggie, is dead. Tommy
was in Ohio de last I heard from him, I is livin' wid my son, Charley, on my .

farm., My grandson, Mack, is & grown boy and de main steff I lean on as I climb

up to de hundred mile post of ege.
Ee hovan (7)
" I b'longs to de Reovah Baptist Church, I have laid away four wives in

Cstm———

deir graves. I have no notion of marryin' any more. Goodness and mércy have

followed me all de days of my life, and I will soon take up dis old body and

dwell in de house of de Lord forevermore. "
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DELIA THOMPSON
EX=-SLAVE 88 YEARS OLD.

"I's heard tell of you, and sent for you to come to see mes

Look lak I cen no more git 'bout on dese under pins lak I use toe Dere"s
de swing you can set in or chair right by me, now which you rather? I's
glad you takes de chair, 'cause I can keep steady gaze more better on dat
face of your'ne Lord}l been here in dis world a long time, so I has. Was
born on de Kilgo place near Liberty Hill, don't kunow what county 'tis,~but
heard it am over twenty-five miles from dis towne

" My old merster name Jesse Kilgo, so he was, and Mistress Letha
Kilgo, dats his wife, good to him, zood to me, good to everybody., My young
mistress name Catherine, when her marry Marster Watt Wardlaw, I wes give %o
them for a housemaid, ‘'cause I was trim and light complected lak youbsee I
is dis very day a sebting right here, and talking wid youe ‘'Members how
'twas young missie say: fYou come go in my room Delim, I wants to see if I
can put up wid you's I goes in dat room, winter time mind you, and Miss
Charlotte set down befo' de fire, cook one of them pretty foots on de dog,
don't you ketch dat wrong, dat it wes a lap dog which 'twasn't but one of
de fire~dogse Some persons calls them andy iromns (andiron) but I sticks
to my raisin' and say fire=dogs. Well, she allowed to me, 'Delis, put
kettle water on de fire's So I does in a jiffye Her next command was:
"Would you please be so kind as to sweep and tidy up de room'? All time
turnin' det lovely head of her'n lak a bird a buildin' her nest, so it was.
I do all dat, then she say: 'You is goin' to make maid, a good onel' She
give a silvery giggle and say: 'I just had you put on dat water for to see

if you was goin' to make any slop. No, No! You didn't spill a drop, you
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ain't goin' to make no sloppy maidy you just fine.' Then her call

her mother ine. 'See how pretty Delia's made dis room, look at them
curtains, draw back just right, observe de piteher, and de towels on
de rack of de washstand, my I'm proud of herl' She give old mistress
a hug and a kiss, and thank her for de present, dat present was me. De
happiness of dat minute is ou me to dis daye.

“ My pappy name Isom then, but when freedom come he adds on Hammond.
His pappy wes a white man, and no poor white trash neithers. My mammy
name Viny, Us live in a log house close up in de back yard, and most all
time I was in gie big house waiting on de white folks.

"Did us git any 'ligion told us? Well, it wes dis way, mistress
talk heap to us ‘bout de Lord, but marster talk a heap to us ‘bout de
devile 'Iwist and 'tween them, *spect us heard most everything 'bout
heaven and all 'bout de devil.

"Yankees dat come to our house was gentlemen, they never took a
thing, but left provisions for our women folks from their commissarye

"My first husband was Cupid Benjamine My white folks give me a
white dress, and they got de white Baptist preacher, Mre. Collins to do
de grand act for us. Cupid turned out to be a preachere. Us had three
chillun and every night us had family worship at homee I's been no common
nigger all my lifey why, when a child I set up and rock my doll just lak
white chillun, and course it was a rag doll, but what of date Couldn't I
name her for de Virgin Mary, and wouldn't dat name cover and glorify de
rags? Sure it wouldl Then I 'sociate wid white folks all slavery time,
marry a man of God and when he die, I marry another, Tom Thompson, &

colored Baptist preachere You see dat house yonder? Dats where my daugh=-
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ter and grandchillun livee They is colored aristocracy of de town, but
they has a mighty plain name, its just Smiths I grieve over it off and
on, a kind of thorn in de flesh, my husband used to saye. But both my

husbands dead and I sets here twice a widow, and I wonders how 'twill Dbe
when I go home up yonder '‘bove them white thunder heads us cen see right
nowe Which one them men you reckon I'll see first? Well, if it be dat
way, 'spect I'll just want to see Cupid first, 'cause he was de only one

-

I had chillun by, and them his grandchillun out yonder.
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RJ3ERT TOATLEY

EX-SLAVE 82 YEARS OLD.

Robert Toatley lives with his daughter, his son, his son's wife,
and their six children, near White Osk, seven miles north of Winnsboro, Se. Ce
Robert owns the four~-room frame house and farm containing 235 acreses He has
been prosperous up from slavery, until the boll weevil made its appearance on
his farm and the depression came on the country at large, in 1929 He has
been compelled to mortgage his home but is now coming forward again, having
reduced the mortgage to a negligible balance, which he expects to liguidate
with the present 1937 crop of cotton. |

Robert is one of the full blooded Negroes of pure African-descent.
His face,Ain repose, possesses a kind of majesty thet one would-expect in be=
holding a chief of an African tribee

"I was born on de ‘'Lizabeth liobley places Us always called it
'Cedar Shades's Dere was a half mile of cedars on both sides of de road lead-
ing to de fine house dat our white folks lived in. My birthday was May 15,
1855, My mistress was a daughter of Dre John Glovers M& master merried her
when her was twelve years olds. Her first child, Sam, got to be a doctor, and
they sho' did look lak brother and sisters When her oldest child, Sem, come
back from college, he fetched a classmate, Jim Carlisle, wid hime I played
marbles wid theme Dat boy, Jim, made his mark, got 'ligion, and went to de top
of a college in Spartanburg. Marse Sam study to be a doctor. He start to prac-
tice and then he marry Miss Lizzie Rice down in Barnwelle Mistress give me to
them and I went wid them and stayed 'til freedom.

"y childhood wes & happy one, & playin' and a rompin' wid de white

L
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chillun. My master was riche Ulaves lived in quarters, 300 yards from de

big houses & street run through the quarters, homes on cach sidee. Beds was
homemades Mattresses made of wheat straw. Bed covers was quilts and counter=-
penes, all made by slave women.

"My memmy's papry was a slave brick-mason, b'longin' to a white
family nemed Partillo, from viarrington, Virginiese He couldn't be bought 'less
vou bought his wife and three chillun wid hime ;

"Never had any money; didn't know what it wase llammy was a house
women, and I got just what de white chillun got to eat, only a little bit later,
in de kitchene Dere was fifty or sixty other little niggers on de place. liant
to know how they was fed? siell, it was laek dis: You've seen pig troughs, side
by side, in a big lot? After all de grown niggers eat and git out de way,
scraps and everything eatable was put in them troughs; sometimes outtermilk pour=-
ed on de mess and sometimes potlickere. *hen de cook blowed a cow horn. Quick
as lightnin' a passle of fifty or sixty little niggers run out de plum bushes,
from under de sheds and houses, and from everywherece bLach one take his place,
and souse his hands in de mixture and eat just lak you see pigs shovin' ‘roﬁnd
slop troughse I see dat sight meny fimes in my dreems, old as I is, eighty-

two years last Saturdaye.
ot

" 'Twas not 'til de year of '66 dat we/'liable info'mation and felt
free to go where us pleased to goe Liost of de niggers left but mammy stayed
on and cooked for Dr. Sam and de white folks.

"Bad white folks comed and got bad niggers starteds Soon things got

wrong and de devil took a hand in de mess. Qut of it come to de top, de carpet

.o




bag, de scalawagsand then de Ku Kluxe Night rider come by end drap something

et your door end say: 'I'll just leave you something for dinner's Then ride

off in a gallope VWhen you open de sack, what you reckon in dere? Liable to
be one thing, liable to be another. One time it was six nigger heads dat wes i
left at de door. %Vas it at my house door? OCh, nol It was at de door of a

nigger too active in politics. - 0ld Congressmen Wallece sent Yankee troops,

three miles long, down here. Lot of white folks was put in Jail.

"I merried Emma Greerin 1879; she been deed two yearse. Us lived hus-

band and wife 56 years, bless Gode Us raiéed ten chillun; all is doin' well.
One is in Winnsboro, one in Chester; one in Rock Hill, one in Charlotte, one
in Chesterfield, one in New York and two wid me on de farm near White Oak,
which I own. I has 28 grendchillune All us Presbyteriens. Can read buf |
cen't writes Our slaves was told if ever they learmed to write they'd lose
de hand orlarm they wrote wid.

"What 'bout whupéin's? Plenty of ite De biggést whuppin' I ever ﬁeara
telllbf wes whén they hed & trisl of sev§ra1 siave ﬁen for sellin' liquor et
‘de; spring,durin' preachin', on Sunday. De triel come off at de chufch "hout
a mbnth latere They was convicted, and de order of de court wes: Edmund to
receive 100 leshes; Sam and Sndy each 125 lashes and Frank and Abrem 75 lashese
A11 to be given on deir bare backs and rumps, well laid on wid strep. If de
courts would sentence like dat dese days dere'd be more ’tention to de lawe

"You ask me 'bout Mr. Lincoln. I knowed two men who spiit reils side
by side wid him. They was Mr. McBride Smith and M. David Pink. Poor white
Peoﬁle.'round in slavery time had a hard time, and dese was two of them.

*my white folks, de Mobleys, mede us work on Sunday sometime, wid. de
g fodder, and when de plowin’ git behlnd. They mighty neighborly to rich neigh-

“ idnft have much tzma for poor buckrea.s I_tell you poor white men have




poor chance to rise, meke sump'n and be sump’n, befo' de old ware. Some of
dese same poor buckra doﬁe had a chance since then end they way up in 16t
now;_ Théy mighty nigh run de county and town of Winnsboro, plum mighty nigh
it, I tell yous It makes me sad,on de other side,to see quality folks befo!
de war, a wanderin' 'round inrags and tatters and deir chillun beggin' bread.
"\’fell, I mus' be goin', but befo' I go‘és I want to tell you I 'members
your ma, Miss Sallie Woodwarde Yourgrandps was de closest meighbor and fust
cousin to Dr. Seme Deir chillun used to visite Your Tma come down and spen!
de day one timee. She was 'bout ten dat dey and she and de chillun meke me
rig ﬁp some harness for de billy goat and hitch him to a toy wagone. I.can
just see det goat runnin' away, them little chillun fellin' out backside de ;
wagon and your me laughin' and a cryin' 'bout. de same time. I picks her up

out de weeds and briars."

ol
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SLAVERY REMINISCENCES

"T was bofn in the town of Newberry, S.C. I do not remem-
ber,siavery time, but I have heard my father and mother talk
about it. They were Washington and Polly Holloway, and Eelonged
to Judge J;B. O'Neall., They lived about 3 miles west of town,
near Bush River. An old colored man lived nearby. His naﬁe was
Harry O'Neall, and everybody said he wasré miser and saved up
his money and buried it near the 0'Neall sprihg. Somebody dug
around there but never found any money. There were two springs,
one was called 'horse spring', but the one where the money was
supposed to be buried had a big tree by it.

"I married Sam Veals, in 'gravel town' of Newberry. I had
a brother, Riley, and some sisters.

"We would eat fish, rabbits, 'possums and squirrels which
folks caught or killed. We used to travel most by foot, going
sometimes ten miles to any place. We walked to school, three or
four miles, every day when I was teaching school after the war.
I was taught mostly at home, by Miss Sallie (Q'Neall, a daughter
of Judge J.B. O'Neall.

"My father and mother used to go to the white folks'
church in slavery time. After the war colored churches started.
The first one in our’section was Brush Harbor. Simon Miller
was a fine colored preacher who preached in Brush Harbor on
Vandalusah Spring Hill. Isaac Cook was a good preacher. We
‘ used_to sing, 'Gimme dat good ole-time religion'; 'I'm going

to serve God until I die' and 'I am glad salvatioh is free!,
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®Saturday afternoons we had 'off' and could work for
ourselves. At marriages, we had frolics and big dinners. Some
of the games were: rope jumping; hide and seek, and, ring around
the roses. 0f course, there were more games.

"Some of the old fodks used to see ghosts, but I never
did see any.

"Cures were made with herbs such as, peach tree leaves,
boiled as a tea and drunk for fevers, Raﬁﬁit tobacco tlife ever-
lasting) was used for colds. Small boys would qhew and smoke it,
as did some of the old folks.

"I have seven children, all grown; fourteen grand-children,
and several great-grand-children.
| "Judge O'Neall was one bf the best men and best<masters
in the country that I knew of. I think Abraham Lincolr was a good
man, according to what I have hea:d about him. Jeff Davis was the
same, Booker Washington was a great man to his country and served
‘the colored race.

"l joined the church because I believe the bible is true,
and according to what it says, the righteous are the only people

God is pleased with, Without holiness no man shall see God."

Source: Mary Veals (72), Newberry, S.C. Interviewed by:
G.L. Summer, Newberry, S.C. May 20, 1937,
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'STORIES FROM EX-SLAVES

"I don't own no house. I»li#e in a rented house, Yes, I
work fer my living. I don't 'member much 'bout slavery except what
I heard my daddy and mammy say. My pa was Washing Holloway and my ma
was Polly Holloway. Dey belonged to Judge 0'Neall, and lived‘at his
place 'bout three miles from town, near Bu§h River.

®*Judge O’Neail's house was real old; an< dey had a store near
it called Springfield, a kind bf suburb at dat time.

"After de war, we didn't have much clothes, 'céuse everything
was so high. Judge 0'Neall died befo! de war was over, and nis wife
went to Mississippil to live wid her married daughter. After de war,
Mlss Sallie who was Judge O'Neall's daughter, learn't me to read
and wrlte, and other tnlnbs in books. _

"1y father and motuer went to de white folks’ church in
élaveryAtime. Aiter.de war, dé negroes built deir firsf church aﬁd
gcalled”it a 'brush arbor'. 4 negro preacher named Simon Miller was
a good man and done lots of good when he preached in de bruéh arbor;

Dis was on dé old Banduslian Springs hill, near de south fork of

Scotts Creek.m

| Sauroe Mary Veals (73), ~hewberry, S.Ce
Interviewer' G.L. Summer, Newberry, $.C. (9/80/37).
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MANDA WALKER
EX-SIAVE 80 YEARS QLD.

Mende Welker lives with her son-in-law, Albert Cooper, in a three-
room frame cottage in Winnsboro, Se Ce Albert's first wife was her daughter,
Selliee Five of their children and Albert's second wife, Sadie, occupy the
house with Albert and Mandae

"Does you know where Horse Crick (Creek) branchf is, and where Wateree
Crick is? Ever been *long de public road 'tween them water courses? Well, on

de sunrise side of dat road, up on a hill, wes where my slavery time marster

livee.

"I was born in de yard, back of de white folks' house, in aﬁlittle log
house wid a dirt floor and a stick end mud chimmey to ore end of de house. My
marster was name Marse Tom Rowe and my inistréss name Missy Jene Rowee They de
ones det tell me, long time ago, det I was born befo' de war, in 1857. Deir
chillun wes Miss Mary and Miss Miami.

"I no work mach 'til de end of de ware Then I pick cotton and peas and
shell corn end pease Most of de time I play and sometime be maid to my young
missese Both growed into pretty buxom ladiese Miss Miami was & handsome buxom
women; her marry Marse Tom Johnson and live, after de war, near Wateree Churche.

"My peppy neme Jeff and b'long to Marse Joe Woodwarde He live on a plan-
tation 'cross de other side of Weteree Cricke My memmy neme Phoebes Pajppy have
to git a pass to come to see mammy, befo' de ware Sometime dat crick git up over
de bank and I, to dis day, 'members one time pappy come in all wet and drenched
wid watere Him had made de mule swim de cricke Him steyed over his leave dat

was writ on de passe Patarollers (petrollers) come esk for de passe They say
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'De time done out, niggere.' Pappy try to explain but they pey no 'tention to
hime. Tied him.up, pulled down his breeches, and whupped him right befo' mammy
and us chilluﬁ. I> shudder, to dis day, to think of ite. Marse Tom and Miss

Jane heard de hollerin' of us all and come to de place they was whuppin' him

and beg them, in de name of God, to stop, dat de crick was still up and danger-
oug to cross, and dat they would meke it all right wid pappy's marstere. They
say of pappy: 'Jeff swim fcross, let him git de mule and swim back.' They make
pappy git on de mule and follom: him down to de crick az‘Id watch him swim dat swif'
mddly crick to de other sides I often think dat de system of patarollers and
bloodhounds did more to bring on de war and de wrath of de Lord than anything
else. / Why de good white folks put up wid them poor white trash patarollers I
never cem see or understande You never see classy white buckra men e paterallin'.
It wes alwe.ys some low=-down white men, dat never owned a nigger in deir life,
doin' de pa.taroilin"‘ end a strippin' de clothes off mem, lek pappy, right befo!
de wives and chillun and beatin' de blood out of him. No, sir, good white men
never dirty deir hands and souls in sich work of de devil as date /

"Memmy hed nine chillun; All dead 'cept Oiiver. Him still down dere
wid de Duke Power Company people, I thinke When I come sixteen years old, lak
all gals dat age, I commence to think 'bout de boys, and de boys, I 'spects,
commence to take notice of mee You look lak you is surprised I say date You
is just puttin' one 01d and solemn as you is, a settin' dere a writin', I bets
a whole lot of de same foolishness have run through your head lak it run thvough
Jerry's, when he took to goin' wid me, back in 1873. Now ain't it so?

"Us chillun felt de pivations (privations) of de ware Us went in regs
‘and was often hungrye Food got scarce wid de white folks, so much had to be
given up for de armye De white folks have to give up coffee and teas De slaves
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just eat corn-bread, mush, 'taters and buttermilk, Even de peas was commanded
for de armys Us git meat just once a week, and then a mighty little of date.
I never got & whuppin' and mammy never did git e whuppin'e.
"Us all went to Wateree Presbyterian Church on Sunday to hear Mre

Douglas preache Had two sermons and & picnic dinner on de ground 'tween de
sermonse. Dat was a great day for de slavese lWhat de white folks lef' on de
ground de slaves had a right to, and us sure enjoy de remains and bless de
Lord for ite« Main things he preached and prayed for, wkas a8 success in de end
of de war, so mammy would explain to us when us 'semble 'round de fireside befo'
us go to beds Her sure was a Christian and make us all kneel down and say two
preyers befo' us git in beds De last one was:

fNow I lay me down to sleep,

I pray de Lord my soul to keepe.

If I should die befo'! I wsake,

I pray de Lord my soul to takee

Bless pappy, bless mammy,

Bless marster, bless missie,

And bless mee Amenl'

"Wheeler's men was just as herd and wolfish as de Yankeese They say de
Yenkees was close behind them and they just as well teke things as to leave all
for de Yenkeese ‘'Spect dat was true, for de Yankees come nex' dey and took de
rest of de hog meat, flour, and cowss Had us to run down and ketch de chickens
for theme They search de house for money, wetches, rings, and silverwares Took
everything they found, but they didn't set de house afires Dere was just *bout
five of them prowlin' 'round 'wey from de main army, a foragin', they saye

"When Miss Margaret merry, old marster sold out and leave de countye

Us move to Mre Wade Rawls' and work for him from 1876 to Jerry's deathe Is I
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told you dat I merry Jerry? Well, I picked out Jerry Walker from a baker's
dozen of boys, hot footin' it 'bout mammy's door step, and us never had a
cross word all our lives. Us had nine chillumne Us moved 'round from pillar

to post, always needy but always happy. Seem lak us never could save anything

on his $7.06 a month and a peck of meal and three pounds of meat a weeke
"Rhen de chi.ilun come on, us try rentin' a farm and got our supplies
on a crop lien, twenty-five percent on de cash ﬁrice of de supplies and paid in
cotton in de falle After de last bale was sold, every‘yyea.r, him come home wid
de same sick smile and de same sad tale: 'Well, Mandy, as usual, I settled up «
and it was —'-‘Naught is naught and figger is a figger, all for de white man and V
none for de nigger.¥ ! )
"De grave and de resurrection will put everything all right, but I have
a instinc'b‘ dat "God'il meke it all right over emd up yonder and dat all ourfflic-

tions mll s in de long run, turn out to our 'ternal welfare and heppinesse®
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We We Dixon ' ‘ ~
W;{nnsboro, Se Ce 390254 1,74
NED ‘WALKER |

EX=SLAVE 83 YEARS OLD.

Ned Walker lives in the village of White Oak, near Winnsboro, S. Ce,
in & two-room frame house, the dwelling of his son=in-law, Leander Heath, who
married his daughter, Nora. Ned is too 0ld to do any work of & remunerative
character but looks after the garden end chickens of his daughter and son-in;-
lawe He is a frequent visitor to Winnsboro, Se Ce He brings chickens and
gerden produce, to sell in the town and the Winnsboro Mill's village. He is
tall, thin, end straight,with kind eyes. Being one gi‘ the old Gaillard Negroes,
transplanted from the Santee section of Berkeley County, in the Low Country, to
the red hills of Fairfield County,in the Up Country, he still retains words and
phrs:sés chafacteristic of 'Ehe Negro'in-the lower part of South Tarolina.

"Yes sir, I's tell end slim lak a saplin'; maybe dat a good reason
I live so lbng. Doctor sey lean people lives longer than fat people.

I hear daddy read one time from de Dible 'bout e man havin' strength
of years in 'his righ'-b hand and honor end riches in his left khnd, but whenever |
I open dat left hand dere is nothin' in ite !'Spect dat promise is comin' tho',
when de 0ld age pension money gits down here from Washington. iwhen you 'spect
it is comin'? De palm of my hend sho! begin to itch for det greenback moneye
So you think it's on de way? Well, thank God for dat but it seem 'most too
good to be trues Now I'll quit askin' questions and just set here and smoke
end answer, whilst you do de puttin' down on de paper.

"Yes sir; I was born right here in de southeast corner of Winnsboro,

on de “lifton places De day I was born, it b'long to my master, David Geillard.

Miss Louisa, dats Master David's wife, 'low to me one day, 'Ned don't you ever
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call de master, old ma.steg end don't you evex; think of me as old miss'.

I promise her dat I keep dat always in mind, end I ain't gomne change,
though she done gone on to heeven and is in de choir a singin' and a sing-
in' them chents dat her could pipe so pretty at Ste Johns, in Winnsboroe.
You see they was 'Piscopelianse Dere was no hard shell Daptist end no
soft shell Methodist in deir mske upe It was all glory, big glory, glory
in de very highest rung of Jacob?s ladder, wid our white falkse

"Well, how I is ramblin'. You-see dere was Master David and Mis-

tress Louisa, de king bee and de queen beee They had a plantation dovmn on

< /

de Santee, in de Yow Country, somewhere ‘'bout I‘»‘Ior%is quner. One day Master
David buy a 1,385 ‘a.cres" on Wateree Creek. He also buy de Clifton pleace, to
live in, in Wiﬁnsboro. I cean't git my mind back to tell you what I wants
for ydx; to put on de paper. 'Scuse me, forgit everything, 'til you git my
pedigree down. | ‘ o
"1 done neme Master David and Mistress‘Louisa. ~Now for de chillune

Us was told to front de boys neme wid Marse and de young ladies name wid Miss.
Now us cen go and git somewhere.

| "Well, dere was Miss “lizabeth; she mB.I'I‘}'[ Yre Dwighte Iiss Maria
merry snother Mre Dwighte liss Kate marry Hre Dob Ellison, a sheriff. Her
got two chillun in Columbia, Merse David end Merse Dulose Ellisons Then for
de boys; they all went to de were MNarse Alley ot kilte Marse Bick rise to
be & ceptain and after de war marry Congressmen Boyce's daughter, Miss Fg.nnie.
Merse Ike marry and live in de Low @ountry; He die 'hout two years ago. Marsé

Sam marry a Miss BuBose and went wid General Wede Hamptons

"Marse Sam's son cut a canal that divide helf end Relf de western x

par'b of de whole world. Us ﬁiggers was powerful scared, 'til Marse David

i ?rd ;_t'&d]\c‘ 8 hold of de businesss Why us scared? Thy us fear dat de

¢
{




center of de backbone of de world down dere, when cut, would tipple over

lak de halfs of a watermelon and everybody would go under de water in de

i

oceen. How could Marse David prevent it? Us niggers of de Gaillard gene-
ration have confidence. in de CGaillard rece and us willin' to sink or swim ‘
wid them in whatever they do. Young lMarse David propped de sides of de
world up all right, down dere, and tiey name a big part of dat canal,
Geillard Cut, so they dide (Gaillard Cut, Panams Cenal) _ .
f— "N¥ell, I keep & ramblin'a Will I ever git to lMerse Henry, de
one dat looked after and cared for slaves of de family most and best? larsc
Henry marry a MNiss White in Charlestons He rise to be captein and adjéétant e
of de fiéhtin’ 6th Regiment. After de war him fix it so de slaves stay al-
tdgether, on dat 1,385 acres and buy de place, as common tenants, on de
'stellment plans. e send word for de head of each femily to come to Winns-
boro; us ﬁa%e to have names and register. lMarse Ilenry command; us obey. -
'Dat wes a great day; My daddy elready had his name, Tome Ie was de driver
of de buggy, d§ éarriage, and one of de wagoﬁs, in slavery._AMarse Hénry'
wrote him e name on a slip and say: 'Tom as you have never walked much,
I neme you Wallker.' |
"It wasn't long befo'! daddy, who was de only one dat could reed
and write, ride down to Columbia and come back wid a 'mission in his pocket
from de 'Publicen Governor, to.be Justice of de Peaces
-"Morse Henry ladle out some 'golliwhopshus' names det day. Such
as: Caesar Héfrison, Edwafd Cades end Louls Brevarde ﬁe say, 'Louis, I
give you de neme of a judgee Dan, I give you e Roman name, Pompey.! Pompey
turned out o be & preacher and I see your grandpe, Marse William Woodward,
in de graveyard when Unolég?ompey~g§gached de funeral of old Uncle Wash Moore.

Y
t

N - Tell youv‘bout dﬂt if I hasifimeaﬂ@;;'




"Well, he give Uncle Sem de name of Shadrock. When he reach
Unele Aleck, he 'low: 'I adds to your name Aleck, two fine ndmes, a
preacher's and e scholar's, Porter Ramsey.' 'Bout dat time o little runt
elbow and butt his way right up to de front and say: 'Marse Henry, larse
Henry! I wents a big bulldozin' pame.! larse Henry look at him and sey:
'You little shrimp, take dis thene' And Marse Henry write on de slip of
paper: liendoza J. Fernandez, and read it out loud. De little runt laugh

-

mighty pleased and some of them Fernandezes 'round here to dis day.

"My mammy neme Bess, my granddaddy neme June,.granaggﬁmy,Rgpaﬁu
buf ali my brothers dead. My sisters Clerissie and Thibbie am still livin?.
Us was born in a two;s?ory frame house, chimney in &e middle, four rooms |
down stairs gﬁd four up stairse Dere was four families livin' in it. Dese
was dé town domestics of master. Him have'apothef residence on de plantation
Vand é set of domestics;'but my deddy was de coechman for‘both flaces.

“De Galllard quarters wes a little town 1a1d out wid streets wide _
 'nough for a wagon to pass thrue Houses wes on each 51de of de street. A
well and church waé in de center of de town. Dere was a gin-house, barns,
stﬁbles, cowpen and & big bell on top of a high pole at de bern getes Dere
wes a big.trough at de well,.kept full of water day-and night, in cese of
fire and to water de stock. Us had peg Beds, wheat straw mattress and rag

pillows. Cotton was too valuable.

| "Master didn't 'low de chillun be be worked. He feed slaves on
ftatoes, rice, dorn pone, hominy, fried‘msat, 'lasses, shorts, turnips,
collards, and string beanse Us had pumpkin pie on Sundaye. INo butter, no
sweet milk but us got blabber and buttermilk.

”Oh, then, 1 tbout to forgmt. Dere was a blg hall wid spinnin’®

1
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wheels in it, where thread was spine Dat thread was hauled to Winnsboro

and brought to de Clifton place in Winnsboro, to de weave house. Dat house
set 'bout where de Winnsboro 1111l is nowe !Mammy was head of de weave house
force and see to de clothe Uere was & dye=-room down dere tooe. They use red
earth scmetine and sometime walnut stain. My memmuy learn all dis from a
white ledy, Miss Bpurrier, dat baster David put in charge dere at de first.
How long she stay? I disremembers date Us no want for clothes summer or
winter. Hed wooden bottom shoes, two pair“ in a,‘yeai‘..

"Mre Sem Johnson wes de overseers Dere was 'bout 700 slaves in de
Gaillferd qué.rter end twenty in town, .countin’ de chillune 13;e youn:; vfhite
marsters break de law when they teach daddy to read and writes Ié‘fie.x;se Dick
say: 'To hell wid de law, I ot to have somebody det can reed and write
'mong de servantse' Iy daddy was his velete ke put de boys to bed, put on
deir shoes and b:lesh them off, end all dat kind of 'tention.

"De church was cailed— Sprinzvale. 4Lfter freedomr, y a vote, de mem=
bers Jines up; out of respect to de family, wid de Alican ilethodist 'Piscopalien
Church, so és to have as much of de form, widout de substance of thém chants,
of de master's churche

' "No sir, us hed no mulattoes on de nlaces. Everybody decent and happye
They give us two days durin' Christmes for célebratin' and dancin'e

"I marry S;rl'{rin Field, a zal on de General Bratton Cenasen places Us
have three chillun. Nore Heath, dat I'm now livin' wid, at White Oak, Bessie
Lew, in Tennessee, and “usannah, who is dead.

"What I think of Abe Lincoln? Dat was a mighty men of de Lorde Vhat
I think of Jeff Devis? He all right, 'cordin' to his education just lak my white
folkse Whé.t I think of Mre Roosevelt? Oh, Menl ~Dat's our papee.

“"Go offt I's blebbed 'noughe You 'bliged to hear 'bout dat funeral?
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Will I pester you for 'nother cigarette? No sirl I ain't gonne amoke
it lak you smoke ite OSupposin' us was settin' here smokin' Ghewm de same?
A Gaillf&rd come up ’cheﬁ steps and see us. He say: 'Shame on dat white
men', turn his back and walk baclt dovm. A Woodwerd come up them steps . -
end see use He say: 'You d-- nizzerl ihat's all dis?' Take mg by de
collar, boot me down them steps, and come back and have it out wid you.
Det's 'bout de difference of de up and low country buckra.

"Now 'bout Uncle Vash's funerale Uncle Wash was de blacksmith
in de forks of de road 'cross de railromd from Concord Church. He was 2
powerful menl Him use de hammer and tongs for all de people miles and
miles 'round. Him jine de Sp’x;ingvale Aficen Methodist 'Piscopalian Church,
put fell from grace. Iiim covet a hog of Mai'se Walt Brice end was sent to
de penitentiary for two years, 'bout det hogs Him contacted consumption
down dere and come home., Iis chest was all sunk in and his ribs full of
rheumatisme Him soon went t6 bed and diede Him was buried on top of de ‘
hill, in. de pj.nes Jjust north of Voodward. Uncle Pompey pre’e.ch“ed de funeral.
White folks was deres larse William 'waé dere, and his hephew, de Attorney
General of Arizona. Uncle Pompey took his text 'bout Paul snd Silas layin'
in jeil and dat it was not 'ternally ageinst a church member to go to jaile
Him dwell on de life of labor and brevery, in tacklin' kickin' hosses and
mulese How him sharpen de dull plow points and make de corn and cotton
grow, to feed and clothe de hungry and nakeds He look up thru de pine tree
tops and say: 'I see Jacob's ladder. Brother Wash is climbin' dat ladder.
Him is half way up. &hl Brudders and sisters, pray, while I preach dat
he enter in them pearly'ga’ces. I see them gates opene BErother Wash done
reach de topmost rung in dat ladder. Let us sing wid a shout, dat blessed

hymn, *Dere is & Fountein Filled Wid Blood'.' Wid de first verse de women
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sot to hollerin' and wid de second', Uncle Pompey say: 'De dyin' thief
I see him dere to welcome Brother Wash in paradises Thank Godl Brother
Wash done washed as white as anow nnd landed sa<ns1:XMLFault xmlns:ns1="http://cxf.apache.org/bindings/xformat"><ns1:faultstring xmlns:ns1="http://cxf.apache.org/bindings/xformat">java.lang.OutOfMemoryError: Java heap space</ns1:faultstring></ns1:XMLFault>