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FOLK LORE: FOLK TALES ( Negro). 

Edited by: 
Elmer i'urnage 

"Marse Glenn had 64 slaves. On Satfday night, de darties 

would have a little fun on de side. A way off from de big house, 

down in de pasturf dar wuz about de- biggest gullX,what I is ebber 

seed. Dat wuz de place whar us collected mos evfry Safday night ferl 

our lilf mite of fun frum de white folks hearinf. Sometime it wuz 

so dark dat you could not see de fingers on yo' hanf when you would 

raise it fof your face. Dem wuz shot scheect4 night de shhreech--_____:,„/, 

iest what I is ever witnessed, in all of my born natufal days. Den 

of corm, dar wuz de moon- light nights when a darky could see; den 

he see too much. De pasturf wuz big and de trees made dark spots in 

it on de brightest nights. All kind of varmints tuck and hollered 

at ye as ye being gwine along to reach dat gully. Case us would go 

in droves sometime, and den us would go alone to de gully sometime. 

When us started together, look like us would git parted ' ft we 

reach de gully all together. One of us see somftin and take to run-

flint. Maybe de other darkies in de drove, de wouldNft see nothin'. 

jos den. Date zactly how it is wid de spirits. De mout (might) sho 

defself to you 

Dey can take a 

wid a gang; or 

and not to me. De acts raal queer all de way round. 

notion to scare de dayli ,hts outtin you when you is 

dey kin scare de whold gang; den, on de other hand, 

dey kin sho defeelf off to jes two or three. It ain't never no 

knowinf as to how and when dem things is gwine to come in yout 

path right ft your very eyes; specially when you is partakinl in 

some raal dark secret *tar you is planned to act raal sof' and 

gala like all de way through 

1 
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"Dem things bees light on dark nights; de shines det-

self jes like dese tlectric lights does out dar in dat street 

evert night, tcept dey is a scaird waary light dat dey shines wid. 

On light nights, I is seed dem 166k, furs dark like a tree shadter; 

den dey sits raal scairy white. Ttaint no use fer white folks to 

low dat it ain't no haints, ant grievements dat follows ye all 

around, kaise I is done had to many tspriences wid dem. Den dare is 

dese young niggers what ain't fit to be called darkies, dat tries to 

act eddicated, and says dat It ain't to spetrits dat walks de 

earth. When dey lows dat to me, I rolls my old eyes at dem an' 

axes dem how comes dey runs so fast through de woods at night. Yes 

sirree, dem fool niggers sees dem jes as I does. Raaly de white 

folks doesn't have eyes fer sech as we darkies does; bgt dey bees 

dare jes de same. 

" Never mindint all of dat, we n'used to steal our hog 

evter salday night and take off to de gully what ustd sit him 

dressed and barbecued. Niggers has de mostes fun at a barbecue dat 

dare is to be had. -As none ot our gang didn't have no iligion, us 

never felt no scruples bout not gettin de ' cue' ready M I Sunday. 

Ustd git back to de big house along in de evenint ot Sunday. Den 

Marse, he come out in de yard an' low whar wuz you niggers dist 

mornin'. How come de chilluns had to do de work round here. Us 

would tell some lie bout vine to a church tsiety meetinf. But we 

got raal scairt and mose tcided dat de best plan wuz to do away wid 

de barbecue in de holler. Oonjin vDoc. say dat he done put a spell 

on ole Marse so dat he wuz tblevin ev'y think dat us tole him bout 

Satday night and Sunday morning. Dat give our minds ' lief; but it 

turned out dat in a few weeks de Marse come out from under de spell. 



FOLK LORE: Folk Tales ( Negro) Page 3 

Doc never even knowed nothinl bout it. Marse had done got to 

countin' his hogs ever' week. When he cotch us, us wuz all punished 

wid a hard long task. Dat cured me of believing in any conjuring 

an' charmin' but I still knots dat dare is haints; kaise ever time 

you goes to dat gully at night, up to dis very day, you ken hear 

hogs still gruntin' in it, but you can't see nothing. 

"After Marse Glenn tuck and died, all o' de white folks 

went off and left de plantation. Some mot folks dat wuz not of 

quality, come to live dare ant run de plantation. It wuz done free-

dom den. WoInt long fo dem folks pull up and left raal onexpected 

like. I doesn't recollect what dey went by , fat is done slipped 

my mind; but I must 'al knowed. But dey lowed dat de house wuz to 

draffy and dat dey couldn't keep de smoke in de chimney ant dat 

de doo's would not stay shet. Also dey lowed dat folks prowled 

aroun' in de yard in de night time a keepin' dem awake. 

"Den Marse Gleen's boys put Mammy in de house to keep it 

fertem. But Lawd Godl Mammy said dat de furs night she stayed dare 

de haints nebber let her git not narrly mite of sleep. Us all had 

lowed dat wuz de raal reason dem white folks lef out so fast. When 

Mammy could not live in dat big house whar she had stayed fer years, 

it won't no use fer nobody else to try. Mammy low dat it de Marse 

a lookin' fer his money what he done tuck and burned and de boys 

couldn't find no sign of it. Atter dat, de sons tuck ant tacked a 

sign on de front gate, offering $200.00 to de man, white or black, 

dat would stay dar and fin' out whar dat money wuz burtried. Our 

preacher, the Rev. Wallace, lowed dat he would stay dat and find 

out whar dat money wuz from de spirits. He knowed dat dey wuz tryin 

to sho de spot "what dat money wuz. 
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"He went to bed. A dog began running down den steps; 

and a black cat run across de room dat turned to white befol it 

run into de wall. Den a pait of white horses come down de stair-

way a rattling chains fer harness. Next a woman dressed in white ( 

come in dat room. Brother Wallace up arid lit out dat house and he 

never went back no mo. 

" Another preacher tried stayinf dar. He said he gwine 

to keep his head kivered plum up. someftin unkivered lit and he 

deed a white goat a grinninf at him. But as he wuz a brave man 

and trust de Lawd, he lowed, ' What you want wid me nohow?' The 

goat said, 'what is you doin' here. Raise, I knows dat you ain't 

sleep.' De preacher say, wants you to tell me what ole Marse 

don tuck and hid dat money?' De goat grin and low, 'Kew come you 

don' look under your pillar, sometime?' Den he run away. De preach-

er hopped up and looked under de pillar, and dar wuz de money sho 

nuf. Peers like it Wuz de one on de left end of de back porch, 

but I jes remembers ' bout dat." 

SOURCE: Mrs. M.E. Abrams, Whitmiee, S.C.; told her by old "uncle" 
"Mad" Griffin, Whitmire, (Col. 82 yrs.) Interviewer: 
Caldwell Sims, Union, S.C. 2/2547. 
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REFLECTIONS OF EZRA.ADAMS. 

EX-SLAVE 83 YEARS OLD  

Ezra Adams is incapable of self-support, awing to ill health. He is 

very well taken care of by a niece, who lives on the Caughman land just off 

S. C. #6„ and near Swansea, S. C. 

"My mammy and peppy b'long to Marster Lawrence Adams, who had a big 

plantation in de eastern part of Lancaster County. He died four years after 

de Civil War and is buried right dere on de old plantation, in de Adams family 

burying grounds. I was de oldest of de five chill= in our family. I 'members 

I was a right Smart size plooDoy„ when freedom come. I think I must of been 

'bout ten or eleven years old, then. Dere's one thing I does know; de Yankees 

didn't tech our plantation, when they come through South Carolina. Up in de 

northern part of de county they shot did destroy most all what folks had. 

"You ain't gwiae to believe dat de slaves on our plantation didn't stop 

workint for old member, even when they was told dat they was free. Us didn't 

want no tore freedom than us was gittin' on our plantation already. US knowed 

too well dat us was well took care of, yid a plenty of 'vittles to eat and tight 

log and board houses to live in. De slaves, where I lived, knowed after do war 

dat they had abundance of dat somethine called freedom, what they could not vat, 

wear, and sleep in. Yes, sir, they soon found out dat freedom ain't nothint, 

'less you is gat somethint to live on and a place to call home. Die livid' on 

liberty is lair young folks Uri& on love after 'they gits married. It just don't 

work. NO, sir, it las' so long and not a bit longer. Don't tell meL It shot 

don't hold good when you ha$1**itek, or when you gits hOngry. You, knows dat 

pOorithito folks and nigger!) has got to work to live, regardless of love, 
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mud all them things. I believes a person loves more better, when they feels 

good. I knows from experience dat poor folks feels better when they has food 

in deir frame and a few dimes to jingle in deir pockets. I knows what it means 

to be a nigger, wid nothial. Many times I had to turn every way I knowed to git 

a bite to eat. I didn't care much "bout clothes. that I needed in sioh times 

was food to keep my blood warm and pine ' long. 

"Boss, I don't want to think, and I knows I ain't gwine-to say, a word, 

not a wor4of evil against deir dust lyin over yonder in deir graves. I was 

old enough to know what de passine'vey of old marster and missus meant to me. De 

very stream of lifeblood in me was dryie up, it ' peared lak. When marster died, 

dat was my fust real sorrow. Three years later, missus passed 'way, dat was de time 

of my second sorrow. Then, I ' minded myself of a little tree out dere in de woods 

in November. Wid every sharp and cold wind of trouble dat blovred, more leaves of 

dat tree turnt loose and went to de ground, just lak they was tryie to follow her. 

It seem lak, when she was gone, I was just lak dat tree wid all de leaves gone, 

naked and friendless. It took me a long time to git over all dat; someway wid 

de little tree, it had to pass through winter and wait on spring to see life again. 

"I has farmed 'most all my life and, if I was not so old, I would be doin' 

dat same thing now. If a poor man wants to enjoy a little freedom, let him go on 

de farm and-Aottfor hisself. It is sho' worth somethin' to be boss, and, on de 

farm yeru can be boss all you want to, ' less de man ' low his wife to hold dat ' port-

'ant post. A man wid a good wife, one dat pulls mid him, can see and feel some 

pleasure and experience some independence. But, bless your soul, if he gits 

wonmaiwhat wants to be both husband and wife, fare-you-well and-goodbye, too, to 

all love, pleasure, and independence; ' cause you sho' is gwine to ketch hill here 

=din° mild climate whenever you goes 'way. A, bad man is worse, but a bad woman 
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is almost terrible. 

*Whiteman, dire is too many peoples in dese big towns and cities. Dere 

is more of them than, dere is jobs to make a livin' wid. When some of them find 

out dat they can't make a livinf, they turns to mischief, de easy way they thinks, 

takin' widout pay or work, dat which bilongs to other people. If I understands 

right, de fust sin dat was committed in de world was de takin' of somethin' dat 

didn't b'long to de one what took it. De gentleman what done dis was dat man 

Adam, back yonder in de garden. If what Adam done back yonder would happen now, 

he would be guilty of crime. Dat's how ' ciety balms sin. Well, what I got to 

say is die: If de courts, new, mould give out justice and punishment as quick 

as dat what de Good Master give to Adam, dere would be less crime in de land I 

believes. But I ' spose de courts would be better if they had de same jurisdiction 

as de Master has. Yes, sir, they would be gwine some then. 

"I tells you, die gittin' what don't b'long to you is de main cause of dese 

wars and troubles 'bout over die world now. I hears de white folks say dat them 

.Japanese is doint die very thing today in fightin' them Chinamens. Japan say dat 

China has done a terrible crime against them and de rest of de world, when it ain't 

nothint but dat they wants somethin' what don't belong to them, and dal somethin' 

is to git more country. I may be wrong, anyhow, dat is what I has heard. 

*What does I think de colored people need most? If you please' sir, I want 

to say die. I ain't got much learnint, ' cause dere was no schools hardly ' round 

where I was brung up, but I thinks dat good teachers and-Afrokk is what de colored 

race needs worser than anything else. If they has learnint, they will be more 

ashame to commit crime, most of them will be; and, if they has work to do they 

einitigsiue' to have time to do so much wrong. Course dere is gwine to be black 

sheeps inmost flocks, and it is gwine to take patience to git them out, but they 

will come out, just as sho t as you is born. 



"Is de colored people superstitious? Listen at dat. You makes me laugh. 

All dat foolishness fust started wid de black man. De reason they is supersti-

tious comes fromnothin' but stomprdawn ignorance. De white chill= has been 

nursed by colored women and they has told them stories 'bout hants and Bich lak. 

So de white chillun has grawed up believine some of dat stuff 'til they natchally 

pass it on from generation to generation. Here we is, both white and colored, 

still believin' some of them lies started back when de whites fUSt come to have 

de telecks ' round them. 

"If you wants to know what I thinks is de best vittles, I's gwine to be 

obliged to omit (admit) dat it is cabbage sprouts in de spring, and it is collard 

greens after frost has struck them. After de best vittles, dere cone some more 

what is mighty tasty and they is hoghead and chittlings mid ' tatoes and turnips. 

Did you see dat? Sere I is talkin' 'bout de joys of de appetite and water drap-

ping from my mouth,. I sho' must be gittin' hongry. I lak to eat. I has been 

a good eater all my life, but now I is gittin' so old dat ' oordin' to de scrip-

tures, 'De grinders cease ' cause they are few', and too, ' Those dat look out de 

windows be darkened'. MY old eyes mad teeth is 'bout gone, and if they does go 

soon, tley ain't gwine to beat dis old frame long, ' cause I is gwine to soon 

follow, I feels. I hope when I does go, I can be able to say what dat great Gen-

eral Stonewall Jackson say when he got kilt in de Civil War, ' I is gwine to cross 

de river and rest under de shade of de trees'." 

'tvo... 444 a sfe S urs C a . 
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EX-SLAVE STORIES 

"Aunt" Mary Adams was swinging easily back and forth 

in the porch swing as the writer stopped to speak to her. When 

questioned, she replied that she and her mother were ex-slaves 

and had belonged to Dr. C. E. Fleming. She was born in Colum-

bia, but they were moved to Glenn Springs where her mother 

cooked for Dr. Fleming. 

She remembers going with a white woman whose husband 

was in jail, to carry him something to eat. She said that Mr. 

Jim Milster was in that jail, but he lived to get out, and la-

ter kept a tin shop in Spartanburg. 

"Yes sir, Dr. Fleming always kept enough for us Nig-

gers to eat during the war. He was good to us. You know he 

married Miss Dean. Do you know Mrs. Lyles, Mrs. Simpson, Mr. 

Ed Fleming/ Well, dey are my chilluns. 

"Some man here told me one day that I was ninety 

years old, but I do not believe I am quite that old. I don't 

know how old I an, but I was walking during slavery times. 

I can't work now, for my feet hurt me and my fingers ain't 

straight." 

She said all of her children were dead but two, that 

she knew of. She said that she had a room in that house and 

whiteb people gave her different things. As the writer told 

her good-bye, she said, "Good-bye, and may the Lord bless you". 

SOURCE: "Aunt" Mary Adams, 363 S. Liberty Street, Spartanburg, S.C. 
_Interviewer; 7..3. DuPre, Spartanburg, S. C. 
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VICTORIA ADAMS 

EX-SLAVE 90 YEARS OLD. 

"You ask me to tell you something ' bout myself and de slaves 

in slavery times? Well Missy, I was borned a slave, nigh on to ninety 

years ago, right down here at Cedar Creek, in Fairfield County. 

"My massa's name was Samuel Black and missus was named Martha. 

She used to be Martha Kirkland befo' she married. There was five chillun 

in de family; they was: Alice, Manning, Sally, Kirkland, and de baby, 

Eugene. De white folks live in a great big house up on a hill; it was 

right pretty, too. 

"You wants to know haw large de plantation was I lived on? 

Well, I don't know Izackly but it was mighty large. There was forty of 

us slaves in all and it took all of us to keep de plantation gain'. De 

most of de niggers work in de field. They went to work as soma as it git 

light enough to see how to git ' round; then when twelve o'clock come, they 

all stops for dinner and don't go back to work 'til two. All of them work 

on 'til it git almost dark. kio ma'am, they ain't do mach work at night 

after they gits home. 

"Massa Samuel ain't had no overseer, he look after his awn 

plantation. My old granddaddy heap him a whole heap though. He was a 

good nigger and massa trust him. 

"After de crops was all gathered, de slaves still had plenty of 

work to do. I stayed in de house wid de white folks.. De most I had to do 

was to keep de house clean up and nurse do chillun. I had a heap of pretty 

clothes to wear, " cause my missus give me de old clothes and shoes dat Missy 

Sally throw 'way. 

"De massa and missus was good to me but sometime I was so bad 
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they had to whip me, I ' members she used to whip me every time she 

tell me to do something and I take too long to move ' long and do it. 

One time my missus went off on a visit and left me at home. When she 

cone back, Sally told her that I put on a pair of Bubber's pants and 

scrub de floor wid them on. Missus told me it was a sin for me to put 

on a man's pants, and she whip me pretty bad. She say it's in de Bible 

dat: 'A man shall not put on a woman's clothes, nor a woman put on a 

rnnts clothes'. I ain't never see that in de Bible though, but from then 

'til now, I ain't put on no more pants. 

"De grown-up slaves was punished sometime too. When they didn't 

feel like taking a whippin' they went off in de woods and stay 'til masses 

hounds track them down; then they'd bring them out said whip them. They 

might as well not run away. Some of them never cone back a-tall, don't 

know what become of them. We ain't had no jail for slaves; never ain't see 

none in chains neither. There was a guard-house right in de town but us 

niggers never was carried to it. You ask me if I ever see a slave auction-

ed off? Yes ma'am, one time. I see a little girl ' bout ten years old sold 

to a soldier man. Dis soldier man was married and didn't had no chillun 

and he buy dis little girl to be company for his wife and to help her 'aid 

de house work. 

"White folks never teach us to read nor write much. They learn-

ed us our A, B, C's, and teach us to read some in de testament. De reason 

they wouldn't teach us to read and vitite s was ' cause they was afraid de 

slaves would write their awn pass and go over to a free county. One old 

nigger did learn enough to write his pass and got 'way wid it and went up 

North. 
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"kissus Martha shot did look after de slaves good when they 

was sick. Us had medicine made from herbs, leaves and roots; some of 

them was catnip, garlic root, tansy, and roots of burdock. De roots of 

burdock soaked in whiskey was mighty good medicine. We dipped asafetida 

in turpentine and hung it ' round our necks to keep off disease. 

"Befol de Yankees come thru, our peoples had let loose a lot 

of our hosses and de hosses strayed over to de Yankee side, and de Yankee 

men rode de hosses back over to our plantation. De Yankees asked us if 

we want to be free. I never say I did; I tell them I want to stay wid my 

missus and they went on and let me alone. They istroyed most everything 

we had toept a little vittles; took all de stock and take them wid them, 

Theylurned all de buildings ' cept de one de massa and missus was livin' 

in. 

"It wasn't long after de Yankees went thru dat our missus told 

us dat we don't bilong to her and de massa no more. :None of us left dat 

season. I got married de next year end left her. I like being free more 

better. Any niggers what like slavery time better, is lazy people dat 

don't want to do nothing. 

"I married Fredrick Adams; he used to bllong to Niss Teeny 

Graddick but after he was freed he had to take another name. kr. Jess 

Adams, a good fiddler dat my husband like to hang ' round, told him he 

could take his name if he wanted to and date how he got de name of Adams. 

Us had four chillun; only one livint, dat Lula. She married John Entzminger 

and got several chillun. NV gran'ohillun a heap of comfort to me." 

Home Address: 
Colonial Heights, 
gfolumbia, SO CO 
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ANK ARLNSON 
EX-SLAVE 82 YEARS OLD.  

"I 'members when you was barefoot at de bottom; now I see you 

a settin' dere, gittin' bare at de top, as bare as de palm of my hand. 

"I's been ' possum hunt in' wid your peppy, when he lived on de 

Wateree, just after dower. One night us got into tribulation, I tells 

// 
you& ' Twas ' bout midnight when de dogs make a tree. Your peppy climb 

up de tree, git ' bout halfway up, heard sumpin' dat once you hears it 

you never forgtts, and date de rattlin' of de rattles on a rattle snake's 

tail. De both tstinctly hear dat sound& What us do? Me on de ground, 

him up de tree, but where de snake? Dat was de misery, us didn't know. 

Dat snake give us fair %remain' thought Marster Sam ( date your pa) ' law: 

'Frank, ease dawn on de grounds I'll just stay up here for awhile.' I 

lay on them leaves, skeered to make a russle. Your pa up de tree skeered 

to go up or downt Broad daylight didn't move is. Sun come up, he look 

all ' round from his vantage up de tree, then come dawn, not 'til then, do 

I gits on my foots. 

"Then I laugh and laugh and laugh, and ask Marster Sam how he felt. 

Marster Sam kinda frown and say: 'Damn I feels like hellt Git up dat tree& 

Don't you.oee dat ' possum up dere?' I say: 'But where de snake, Marster?' 

He say: 'Dat rattler done gone home, where me and you and dab possum gonna 

be pretty soontl 

"I b'longs to de Pews. De father of them all was, Kershaw Peay. My 

narster was his son, Nicholas; he was a fins man to just look at. My mistress 

was always tellint him 'bout how fine and handsons-like he was, He must of 

got use to i0; howeomever, marster grin every time she talk like dat. 



2. 4 

"NV peppy was bought from de Adamson peoples; they say they got 

him off de ship from Afrioa. He sho' was a man; he run all de other 

niggers 'way from my mammy and took up wid her widout askin' de marster. 

Her name was Lavinia. Mhen us got free, he Isisted on Adamson was de 

name us mould go by. He nams was William Adamson. Yes sill my brothers 

was: Justus, Hillyard, and Donald, and my sisters was, Martha and Lizzettie. 

"'Deed I did work befo' freedom. What I do? Hoed cotton, pick cotton, 

'tend to calves and slop de pigs, under de ' vision of de overseer. Who he 

was? First one name Mr. Cary, he a good man. Another one Mi.. Tim Gladden, 

burn you up whenever he just take a notion to pop his whip. Us boys run 

'round in our shirt tails. He lak to see if he could lift de shirt tail 

widout teohin' de skin. Just as often as not, though, he tech de skin. 

Little boy holler and Marster Tim laugh. 

"Us live in quarters. Our beds was nailed to de sides of de house. 

Most of de chillun slept on pallets on de floor. Got -ester from a big 

spring. 

"De white folks 'tend to you all right. Us had two doctors, Doctor 

Carlisle and Doctor James. 

"I see some money, but never own any then. Had plenty to eat: Meat, 

bread, milk, lye hominy, horse apples, turnips, collards, pumpkins, and 

dat kind of truck. 

"Was marster ridh?Hisw come he wasn't? He brag his land was ten 

miles square ad he had a thousand slaves. Them poor white folks look-

ed up to him lk God Almighty; they dho' did. They would have stuak 

their hands in; de fire if he had of asked then: to do it. He had a fish 

pond on top of; de house and terraces wid strawberries, all over de place. 
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See them big rock columns dawn dere now? Date all dabs left of his 

grandness and greatness. They done move de whippini post dat was in 

de backyard. Yes sail, it was a ' cessity wid them niggers. It stood 

up and out to 'mind them dat if they didn't please de master and de 

overseer, they'd hug dat post, and de lend of dat whip lash gwine to 

flip to de hide of dat back of their's. 

"I ain't a complainini. He was a good master, bestost in de 

land, but he just have to have a whippin' post, ' cause you'll find a 

whole passle of bad niggers when you gits a thousand of them in one 

flock. 

"Screech owl holler? Women and man turn socks and stockings 

wrong side out quick, dat they did, do it mow, myself. I's black as 

a craw but I's got a white folks heart. Didn't ketch me foolint ' round 

wid niggers in radical times* I's as close to white folks then as peas 

in a pod. Wore de red shirt and drunk a heap of brandy in Columbia, dat 

time UA went down to General Hampton into power. I Iclare I hollered so 

loud goin' ' long in de procession, dat a nice white lady run out one of 

de houses dawn dere in Columbia, give me two biscuits and a drum stick 

of chicken, patted ms on ds shoulder, and say: 'Thank God for all de 

big black men dat can holler for Governor Hampton as loud as dis one 

does.' Then I hollers some more for to please dot lady, though I had 

to take de half chased chicken out dig old mouth, and she laugh 'bout 

dat 'til she cried. She didi 

"Well, I'll be rockin' ' long balance of dose days, a hollerint 

for Mk. Roosevelt, just as loud as I holler then for Hampton* 



"W young narsters was: Austin, Tom, and Nicholas; they was . 

all right Icept they tease you too hard maybe some time, and want to 

mix in wid de ' fairs of slave imusaments. 

"Now what make you ask dat? Did me ever do any courtin'? You 

knows I did. Every he thing from a he king dawn, to a bunty rooster gits 

cited ' bout she thinzso I's lay wake many nights ' bout sich things. It's 

de nature of a he, to take after de she. They do say dat a he angel ain't 

got dis to worry ' bout. 

"1 fust courted Martha Harrison. Us marry and jine de church. Us 

had nine chillun; seven of them livint. A. woman can't stand havin' chillun, 

lak a man. Carryie, sucklie, and 'tending to them wore her down, dat, wid 

de malaria of de Weteree brung her to her grave. 

"I sorrow over her for weeks, maybe five months, then I got to think-

ing how I'd pair up wid dis one and dat one and de other ones Took to shavin' 

again and vine to Winnsboro every Saturday, and different churches every 

Sunday. I hear a voice from de choir, one Sunday, dat makes me sit up and 

take notice of de gal on de off side in front. Well sin l a spasm of fright 

fust hit me dat I might not git her, dat I was too old for de likes of her, 

and dat some no ' count nigger might be in de way. In a few minutes I come 

to wen!. I rise right up, walked into dat choir, stand by her side, and 

'id dis voice of mine, dat always tracts 'tentian, jined in de hymn and out 

sung them all. It was easy from dat tine on. 

"I marry Kate at de close of dat revival. De day after de weddin', 

what you reckon? Don't knew? Well, after gittin' breakfas' she wept to de 

field, poke ' round her nook, basket on her head and picked two hundred pounds 

of cotton. Date de kind of woman she 
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"I was born in Newberry County,S.C., near Belfast, about 

1854. I was a slave of John Wallace. I was the only child, and 

when a small child, my mother was sold to Joe Liggins by my old 

master, Bob Adams. It is said that the old brick house where the 

Wallaces lived was built by a Eichleberger, but Dr. John Simpson 

lived there and sold it to MX. Wallace. In the attie was an old 

skeleton which the children thought bewitched the house. None of 

them would go upstairs by themselves. I suppose old Dr. Simpson 

left it there. Sometimes later, it was taken out and buried.. 

Marse Wallace had many slaves and kept them working, but he was 

not a strict master. 

"1 married Allen Andrews after the war. He went to the war 

with his master. He was at Columbia with the Confederate troops 

when Sherman burnt the place. Some of them, my husband included, 

was captured and taken to Richmond Va. They escaped and walked 

back home, but all but five or six fell out or died. 

no, young master, Editor Bill Wallace, a son of Marse 

John, was a soldier. When he was sick at home, I fanned the flies 

from him with a home-made fan of peacock feathers, sewed to a 

long cane. 

. "After the war, the 'bush-whackers', called Ku Klux, rode 

there. Preacher Pitts' brother was one, They went to negro 

houses and killed the people. They wore caps over the head and 

eyes, but no long white gowns. An old muster ground was above 

there about three miles, near what is now Wadsworth School." 

Source:. Prances Andretie ( col. 83), Newberry, S.C. 
-Interviewer: G. Leland Summer, Newberry, S.C. 
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"I live in a comfortable two- room cottage lwhich my son owns. 

I can't do much work except a little washing and ironing. My grand-

children live with me. My other children help me a little when I 

need it. I heard about the 40 acres of land and a mule the ex-

slaves would get after the war, but I didn't pay any attention to it. 

They never got anything. I think this was put out by the Yankees 

who didn't care about much ' cept getting money for themselves. 

"I come from the Indian Creek section of Newberry County. 

After about 1880 when things got natural, some of the slaves from 

this section rented small one-horse farms and ziade their own money 

and living. Some would rent small tracts of land on shares, giving 

the landlord one-half the crop for use of the land. 

"Everything is changed so much. I never learned to read 

and write and all I know is what I heard in old times. But I think 

the younger generation of negroes is different from what they used 

to be. They go where they want to and do what they want to and don't 

pay much attention to old folks anymore. 

"My mother's mother come from Virginia and my mother's 

father was born and raised in this county. I don't remember anything 

about the Nat Turner Rebellion, and never heard anything about it. 

We never had any slave up- risings in our neighborhood." 

Source: Prances Andrews ( 83), Newberry, S.C. 
Interviewer: G.L. Summer, Newberry, S.C. 8/11/37. 
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Folk Lore: Folk Tales (negro) 

"I was 'bout nine year ole when de big mar broke 

looses My pa and ma ' longed to de Scotts what libbed in 

Jonesville Township* When I got big ',lough to morks I mas 

gib to de youngest Scott bqys Soon atter diss Sherman cone 

through Union County. No ma'm, I nebber seed Sherman but I 

seed some of his soldiers. Dat's de time I run off in de wood 

and not marry a soul knomed mhar I was till de dus' had done 

settled in de big road* 

"Every Sundays Marse Scott sent us to church in one 

of his maggins. White folks rid to church in de buggy and Marse 

went on de big saddle hoes. ' Bout dis time, Marse Scott went 

to Columbia to git coffee and sugar* He stay mos' two weeks* 

kaize he drive two fine bosses to de buggy 'long mid a long hind 

end to fetch things to and fro in. De roads was real muddy and 

de hosses haf to roe' ever nights Den in Columbia, he would 

have a little 'joyment befo' he cone back hone." 

SOURCE: Miss Dorothy Lambrights W. Main St., Union, S.C. (Story 
told her by *Uncle Pater" Arthur* Information by 
Caldwell SIMS, Uniona S.C. 

19 
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"No, my mercy god, I don' know not one thought to speak 

to you bout. Seems like, I does know your face, but I been 

so sick all de year dat I cant hardly remember nothin. Yes, 

sweetheart, I sho caught on to what you want. Oh, I wishes 

I did know somethin bout dat old time war cause I tell you, 

if I been know anything, I would sho pour it out to you. I 

got burn out here de other day en I ainl got near a thing 

left me, but a pair of stockings en dat old coat dere on de 

bed. Dat how-come I stayin here wid Miss Celia. My husband, 

he dead en she took me in over here for de present. Nblum, 

I haven't never had a nine months child. Reckon dat what 

ailin me now. Hein dat I never had no mother to care for 

me en give me a good attention like, I caught so much of 

cold dat I ains never been safe in de family way. Yes,mam, 

I had my leg broke plenty times, but I ainl never been able 

to jump de time. Lord, I got a misery in my back dere. I 

hope it ainl de pneumonias." 

"Well, you see, I couldn' tell you nothin bout my mother 

cause I never didn' know nothin bout my mother. My Jesus, my 

brother tell bout when dey had my mother layin out on de coolin 

board, I went in de room whet she was en axed her for somethin 

to eat en pushed her head dat way. You know, I wouldn' touch 

my hand to do nothin like dat, but- I never know. Dat it, de 
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coolin board, dat what dey used to have to lay all de dead 

people on, but dis day en time, de undertaker takes dem en 

fixes dem up right nice, I say. I tellin you, I ains had 

no sense since I lost my people. Sometimes, I axes de Lord 

what he keepin me here for anyhow. Yes lmam, dat does come 

to me often times in de night. Oh, it don' loQX like / gwine 

ever get no better in dis life en if I dons, I just prays to 

God to be saved. Yes, Lord, I prays to be lifted to a restful 

home." 

"Just like as I been hear talk, some of de people fare 

good in slavery time en some of dem fare rough. Dat been 

accordin to de kind of task boss dey come up under. Now de 

poor colored people in slavery time, dey give dem very little 

rest en would whip some of dem most to death. Would& none 

of dem daresen to go from one plantation to another widout 

dey had a furlough from dey boss. Yes,mam, if dey been catch 

you comm n back widout dat walkin paper de boss had give you, 

great Jeruseleum, you would sho catch de devil next mornin. 

My blessed a mercy, hear talk dey spill de poor nigger's 

blood awful much in slavery time. Hear heap of dem was free 

long time fore dey been know it cause de white folks, dey want-

ed to keep dem in bondage. Oh l my Lord, dey would cut dem so 

hard till dey just slash de flesh right off dem. Yes,mam, dey 

call dat thing dey been whip dem wid de cat of nine tail. No, 

darlin, I hear talk it been made out of pretty leather plaited 
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most all de way en den all dat part down to de bottom, dey 

just left it loose to do de cuttinwid. Yes, honey, dem 

kind of whips was made out of pretty leather like one of 

dese horse whips. Yes smam, dat been how it was in slavery 

time." 

"Yankees! Oh, I hear folks speak bout de Yankees plunder-

in through de country plenty times. Hear bout de Yankees 

gwine all bout stealin white people silver. Say, everywhel 

dey went en found white folks wid silver, dey would just 

clean de place up. Dat de blessed truth, too, cause dat 

exactly what I hear bout dem." 

"Lord, pray Jesus, de white people sho been mighty proud 

to see dey niggers spreadin out in dem days, so dey tell me. 

Yes smam, dey was glad to have a heap of colored people bout 

dem cause white folks could& work den no more den dey can 

work dese days like de colored people can. Reckon dey love 

to have dey niggers back yonder just like dey loves to have 

dem dese days to do what dey ain, been cut out to do. You 

see, dey would have two or three women on de plantation dat 

was good breeders en dey would have chillun pretty regular 

fore freedom come here. You know, some people does be right 

fast in catchin chillun. Yessum„• dey must been bless wid a 

pile of dem, I say, en every colored person used to follow 

up de same name as dey white folks been hear to." 
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"Nolum, I never didni go to none of dem cornshuckin en 

fodder pullin en all dem kind of thing. Reckon while dey 

was at de cornshuckin, I must been somewhel huntin somethin 

to eat. Den dem kind of task was left to de men folks de 
was 

most of de time cause it been so hot, dey/force to strip to 

do dat sort of a job." 

"Lord, I she remembers dat earth shake good as anything. 

When it come on me, I was settin.down wid my foots in a tub 

of water. Yes, my Lord, I been had a age on me in de shake. 

I remember, dere been such a shakin dat evenin, it made all 

de people feel mighty queer like. It just come in a tremble 

en first thing I know, I felt de difference in de crack of de 

house. I run to my sister Jessie cause she had been live in 

New York en she was well acquainted wid dat kind of gwine on. 

She say, IJosie, die aint ncthin but dem shake I been tellin 

you bout, but die de first time it come here en you better be 

a prayin. 1 En, honey, everything white en colored was emptied 

out of doors dat night. Lord, dey was scared. Great Jeruseleuml 

De people was scared everywhel. Did& nobody know what to make 

of it. I tellin you, I betcha I was 30 years old in de shake • 

"Now, I guess time you get done gettin up all dem memo-

randums, you gwine have a pile. I tell you, if you keep on, 

you sho gwine have a bale cause dere a lot of slavery people 

is spring up till now. I ought to could fetch back more to 

speak to you bout, but just like I been tell you, I wasne never 
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cared for by a mother en I is caught on to a heap of rough-

ness just on account dat I ainl never had a mother to have 

a care for me." 

°Oh, de people never didn' put much faith to de doctors 

in dem days. Mostly, dey would use de herbs in de fields 

for dey medicine. Dere two herbs, I hear talk .of. Dey was 

black snake root en Sampson snake root. Say, if a person 

never had a good appetite, dey would boil some of dat stuff 

en mix it wid a little whiskey en rock candy en dat would sho 

give dem a sharp appetite. See, it natural cause if you take 

a tablespoon of dat bitter medicine three times a day like a 

person tell you, it bound to swell your appetite. Yes,mam, 

I know dat a mighty good mixture.° 

°Oh, my Lord, child, de people was sho wiser in olden 

times den what dey be now. Dey been have all kind of signs 

to forecast de times wid en dey been mighty true to de word, 

too. Say, when you hear a cow low en cry so mournful like, 

it ains gwine be long fore you hear tell of a death. II 

"Den dere one bout de rain. Say, sometimes de old rain 

crow stays in de air en hollers en if you don' look right 

sharp, it gwine rain soon. Call him de rain crow. He hollers 

mostly like die, ' Goo-oop, goo-oop.' Like dat." 

"De people used to have a bird for cold weather, too. Folks 

say, ' Don' you hear dat cold bird? Look out, it gwine be cold 

tomorrow.' De cold bird, he a brown bird. If you can see him, 
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he a fine lookin bird, too. Yestum, right large en strong 

lookin, but don' nobody hardly ever see him dese days." 

"En I reckon you hear talk bout die one. Say, not to 

wash on de first day of de New Year cause if you do, you 

will wash some of your family out de pot. Say, somebody will 

sho die. Dat right, too. Den if possible, must boil some old 

peas on de first day of de New Year en must cook some hog jowl 

in de pot wid dem. Must eat some of it, but don' be obliged 

to eat it all. En ought to have everything clean up nicely 

so as to keep clean all de year. Say, must always put de wash 

out on de line to be sure de day fore New Years en have all 

your garments clean." 

"What my ideas bout de young folks dese days? Well, dey 

young folks en dey aint young folks, I say. Cose I don' bother 

up wid dem none, but I think wid my own weak judgment, dey quite 

different from when I come along. Folks is awful funny die day 

en time to my notion. Don' care what people see dem do no time. 

I sho think dey worser den what dey used to be. De way I say dey 

worser, I used to have to be back at such en such a time, if I 

went off, but now dey go anytime dey want to en dey comes back 

anytime dey want to. I sho think dey worser. De fact of it, 

I know dey worser." 

Source: Josephine Bacchus, colored, age 75-80, Marion, S.C. 

Personal Interview by Annie Ruth Davis, Dec., 1937. 
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"I was born near Winnsboro, S.C., Fairfield County. I was 

twelve years old the year the Confederate war started. My father 

was John Ballard and my mother was Sallie Ballard. I had several 

brothers and sisters. We belonged to Jim Aiken, a large land-

owner at Winnsboro. He owned land on which the town was built. 

He had seven plantations. He was good to us and give us plenty to 

eat, and good quarters to live in. His mistress was good, too; 

but one of his sons, Dr. Aiken, whipped some of de niggers, lots. 

One time he whipped a slave for stealing. Some of his land was 

around four churches in Winnsboro. 

"We was allowed three pounds of meat, one quart of molas-

ses, grits and other things each week --- plenty for us to eat. 

"When freedom come, he told us we was free, and if we 

wanted to stay on with him, he would do the best he could for us. 

Most of us stayed, and after a few months, he paid wages. After 

eight months, some went to other places to work. 

"The master's wife died and he married a daughter of Robert 

Gillam and moved to Greenville, S.C. 

"The master always had a very big garden with plenty of 

vegetables. He had fifty hogs, and I helped mind the hogs. He 

didn't raise much cotton, but raised lots of wheat and corn. He 

made his own meal and flour from the mill on the creek; made 

home-made clothes with cards and spinning wheels. 

(,AThey cooked in wide chimneys in a kitchen which was away 

off from the big house. They used pots and skillets to cook with. 
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The hands got their rations every Monday night. They got their 

clothes to wear which they made on old spinning wheels, and wove 

them themselves. 

"The master had his an tarnvard and tanned his leather and 

made shoes for his hands. 

"He had several overseers, white men, and some negro fore-

men. They sometimes whipped the slaves, that is the overseers. 

Once a nigger whipped the overseer and had to run-away in the 

woods and live so he wouldn't get caught. The nigger foremen look-

ed after a set of slaves on any special work. They never worked at 

night unless it was to bring in fodder or hay when it looked like 

rain was coming. On rainy days, we shucked corn and cleaned up 

around the place. 

"We had old brick ovens, lots of tem. Some was used to make 

molasses from our own sugar cane we raised. 

"The master had a ' sick-house' where he took sick slaves 

for treatment, and kept a drug store there. They didn't use old-

time cures much, like herbs and barks, except sassafras root tea 

for the blood. 

"We didn't learn to read and write, but some learned after 

the war. 

"My father run the blacksmith shop for the master on the 

place. I worked around the place. The patrollers were there and 

we had to have a pass to get out any. The nigger children some-

times played out in the road and were chased by patrollers. The 

children would run into the master's place and the patrollers 

couldn't get them ' cause the master wouldn't let them. We had no 

churches for slaves, btit went to the white church and set in the 

gallery. After freedom, niggerstbuilt 'brueh ,harbors ion the place. 
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"Slaves carried news from one plantation to another by riding 

mules or horses. They had to be in quarters at night. I remember 

my mother rode side-saddle one Saturday night. I reckon she had a 

pass to go; she come back without being bothered. 

. "Some games children played was, hiding switches, marbles, and 

maybe others. Later on, some of de nigger boys started playing 

cards and got to gambling; some went to de woods to gamble. 

"The old cotton gins on de farms were made o* wooden screws, 

and it took all day to gin four bales ol cotton. 

"I was one of the first trustees that helped build the first 

colored folks' church in the town of Greenwood. I am the only one 

now living. I'married Alice Robinson, and had five sons and one 

daughter, and have five or six grandchildren. 

"Abraham Lincoln, I think, was a good man; had a big rep-

utation. Couldn't tell =Oh about Jefferson Davia. Booker T. Wash-

ington -- Everybody thinks he is a great man for the colored race. 

"Of course I think slavery was bad. We is free now and better 

off to work. I think anybody who is any count can work and live 

by himself. 

"I joined de church when I was 17 years old, because a big 

preaching was going on after freedom for the colored people. 

"I think everybody should join the church and do right; can't 

get anywhere without it, and do good." 

Source: William Ballard ( 88), Greenwood, C. 
Interviewed by: G.L. aummer, Newberry, S.C. ( 6/10/37) 
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CIKARLE'Y BARBER 

EX-SLAVE 81 YEARS OLD.  

Charley Barber lives in a shanty kind of house situated on a plot 

of ground containing two acres all his own. It is a mile and a half south-

east of Winnsboro, S. C. He lives with an anaemic daughter, Maggie, whose 

chief interests are a number of cats about the premises, and a brindled, 

crumple-horned caw that she ties out to graze every morning and milks at 

evening. 

Charley is squat of figure, short neck, popeyed and has white hair. 

He tills the two acres and produces garden truck that he finds a sale for 

among the employees of the ' iinnsboro mills, just across the railroad from 

his home. He likes to talk, and pricks up his ears 0( so to speak ),when-

everanything is related as having occurred in the past. 

those present to hear his version of the event ungsual. 

"Well sah, dis is a pleasure to have you call ' pon me hawsomever it 

be unexpected dis mornint. Shoot ( driving the chickens out of the house) 

He will importune 

Shoot Git out of here and go scratch a livinl for them chickens dat's fol-

lawin you yet, and you won't wean and sit to layin' again. Pust thing you 

know you'll be spoilin' de floor , when us is got company dis very minute. 

Scatt Maggie, git them cats out de chairs long Inough- for Mr. Wood to set 

in one whilst he's come to see me dis mornin' 

cidat's it/ You wants me to talk over de days dat am gone flow 

and haw dat come 'bout, from de day 1 was born, to dis very 
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dat Maggie? (Rubbing his hands; his eyes shining with pleasure) Take another 

look and make another guess. Seventy-five? You is grawin' warm but you'll 

have to come againi 

•"'Bless your soul Mars° Wood, you know what old Madder Shifton say? She 

'law dat: ' In de year 1881, de world to an end will surely come'. I was 

twenty-five years old, when all de niggers and most of de white folks was be-

lievin' dat old lady and lookin' for de world to come to an end in 1881. Dat 

was de year dat I jined de church, ' cause I wanted to make sure dat if de end. 

did come, I'd be caught up in dat rapture dat de white Methodist preacher was 

preachin"bout and explainin i to my marster and mistress at deir house on de 

piazza dat year. 

"I is eighty-one years old. Iswas born up on de Wateree River, close 

to Great Falls. MY marster was Ozmond Barber. My mistress was name. Miss 

Elizabeth; her de wife of Aarse Ozmond. Ny pappy was name Jacob..-4r.memmy 

went by de name of Jemima. j.hey both come from Africa where they was born. 

They was ' ticed a ship, fetzh ' cross de ocean to Virginny, fetch to Winns-

boro by a slave drover, and sold to my marster's father. Dat what they :bell 

me. When they was sailin over, dere was five or six hundred others all to-

gether down under de first deck of de ship, where they was locked in. They 

never did talk lak de other slaves, could just say a few words, use deir hands, 

and make signs. They want deir collards, turnips, and deirltators, raw. They 

la, fteet milk so much they steal it 

"Pappy care nothin/ ' bolgt:4 es and wouldn't wear shoes in de winter 

time or any time. It was ' ginst de law to bring them over here when they did, 

I learn juice. But what is de law now and what was do law then when bright . 

er'in sight? Money mAlre $9,1a4tomdbile go Money , make de train 



, Yes sir, they, my pappy and mammy, was just smuggled in dis part of de 

world, I bet youl 
• 

. "War come on, my marster went out as a captain of de Horse Marines. 

A tune was much sung by de white folks on de place and took wid de niggers. 

It went lak dis: 

'I'm Captain Jenks of de norse Marines 

I feed nrj horse on corn and beans. 

Ohl I'm Captain Jenks- of de Horse Marines 

And captain in de amyl' 

"When de Yankees come they seem to have *special vengeance for my white 

folks. They took everything they could carry off and burnt everything they 

couldn't carry off. 

"Mistress and de chillun have to go to Chester to git a place to sleep 

and eat, widkinfolktr. De niggers just lay ' round de place ' til master rode 

in, after de war, on. a horse; him have money and friends and git things goin' 

agin. I stay on dere ' til ' 76. Then I come to Winnsboro:and git a job as 

section hand laborer on de railroad. Out of de rust moriey,--(I git paid off 

de pay train then; company run a special pay train out of Columbia to Charlotte• 

They stop at every station and pay de hands off at de rear end of de train in 

cash). Well as I was a sayin': Out de Lust money, I buys me a red shirt and 

dat November I otes and de Lust vote I put in de box was for Governor Wade 

Hampton. Dat was de rust big thing I done.. 

"De next big thing I done was fall in love wid Nary Wylie. flat come 

tboat'lon de second pay da.y4 De other nigger gals say her marry.aiet for my 

ever hé.ve beLie7ad it. White tee do tkalkilating t 

you taice. a bie-gum-nigger, 

dance and jig.:..*447..her: foots, to p t .in' and fiddle.nrislo, her 

&M. 
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gonna have money in de back of her head when her pick out a man to marry. 

her gonna want a man wid muscles on his arms and back and I had them. Usin' 

dat pick and shovel on de railroad just give ma what it took to git Nary. 

Us had ten chillun. Some dead, some marry and leave. My wife die year befo' 

last. Maggie is puny, as you see, and us sits 'long mid de goodness of de 

Lord and de white folks. 

"I bilongs to de St. John Methodist Church in Middlesix, part of Winns-

boro. They was havin' a rival ( revival) meetin' de night of de earthquake, 

last day of August, in 1886. Folks had hardly got over de scare of 1881, ' bout 

de wand comm' to an end. It was on Tuesday night, if I don't disremember, 

'bout 9 o'clock. De preacher was prayini, just after de fust sermon, but him 

never got to de amen part of dat prayer. Dere come a noise or romblin', lak 

far off thunder, seem lak it coma from de northwest, then de church begin to 

rock lak a babyls cradle. Dere was great excitement. Old Aarl Nalvina holler: 

'De world comm' to de end'. De preacher say: ' Oh, Lardy', and ran out of de 

pulpit. Everbody ran out de church in de moonlight. When de second quake come, 

'bout a minute after de fust, somebody started 4p de cry: 'De devil under de 

church t De devil under de church!, De devil swine to take de church on*his back 

and ran away wid de church' People never stop runnint ' til they got to de 

court house in town. Done they, ' clare de devil done take St. John's Church on 

his back and fly away to hell wid it. Marse Henry Galliard make a speech and 

tell them what it was and beg them to go home. Dat Mr. Skinner, de telegraph 

man at de depot, say de main part of it was way dawn ' bout Charleston, too far 

away for anybody to glt hurt'here, ' less a brick from a chimney fall on some-

body's e.-niggereilipostly believes what a fine man, lak Karat! Henry , tell' 

Some of them go home but many of them down in de 



""rt.7-77Trr.7..'VerkiiWT'7.`.u7.F.,""TT:7':".•"7..'V477- •-•:•.'"•• . . 

low part of town, set on de railroad track in de moonlight, all night. 

I was mighty sleepy de flex' mornin' but I work on de railroad track 

just de same. Dat night folks come back to St. John's Church, find it 

still dere, and such a olttpourin' of de spirit was had as never was had 

befo' or since. 

"Just thinkt Dat has been fifty-one years ago. Them was de glorious 

horse and buggy days. Dere was no air-ships, no autos and no radios. White 

folks had horses to drive. Niggers had mules to ride to 'a baseball game, to 

see white folks run lak de patarollers (patrollers) was after them and they 

holler lak de world was on fire." 
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ED 13ARUER 

EX-SLAVE 77 YEARS OLD. 

Ed Barber lives in a small one-room house in the midst of a cotton field 

on the plantation of A. 'N.. Owens, ten miles southeast of '1'innsboro, C. 

He lives alone and does his awn cooking and housekeeping. Heitabrightmulatto, 

has an erect carriage and posture, appears younger than his age, is intelligent 

and enjoys recounting the tales of his lifetime. His own race doesn't give him 

much countenance. His friends in the old days of reconstruction were white peo-

ple. He presumes on such past affiliation and considers himself better than the 

full-blooded Negro. 

"It's been a long time since I see you. Naybe you has forgot but I ain't 

forgot de fust time I put dose lookers on you, in 176. Does you ' members dat day? 

It was in a piece of pines beyond de Presbyterian Church, in Winnsboro, S. C. Us 

both had red shirts. You was a ridinl a gray pony and I was aridin' a red mule, 

sorrel like. You say dat wasn't ' 76? e11, how come it wasn't? Ouillah Harrison, 

another nigger, was dere, though he was a man. Both of us got to arguint. He 

'low he could vote for Hampton and I couldn't, ' cause I wasn't 21. You say it was 

'78 ' stead of 276, dat day in de pines when you was dere? 4ellt Weill I shot 

been thinkint all dis time it was 176. 

" ' Member de fight dat day when Mr. Pole Barnadore knock Yr. Blanchard 

down, while de apeakin' was a gwine on? You does? ell, us cone to common gree.. 

ment on dat, bless Gods 

"Them was scary timesi lb bein' just half nigger and h11 white man, I know-

ed which side de butter was on de bread. Who I see dere? Well, dere was a string 

of red shirts a mile long, dat come into Winnsboro from White Oak. And another 
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from Flint Hill, over de Pea Ferry road, a mile long. Be barrooms of de town 

did a big business dat day. Seem lak it was de fashion to git drunk all ' long 

them days. 

"Them red shirts was de monkey wrench in de cotton-gin of de carpet bag 

party. I's here to tell you. If a nigger git hungry, all he have to do is go 

to de white folk's house, beg for a red shirt, and explain hisself a democrat. 

be might not git de shirt right then but he git his belly full of everything de 

white folks got, and de privilege of comm' to dat trough sometime agin. 

You wants me to tell you ' bout who I is, where I born, and how old I is? 

just cross examine me and I'll tell you de facts as best I knows haw. 

"I was born twelve miles east of Winnsboro, 6. 0. hy marster say it was 

de 18th of January, 18G0. 

H 7 my mother nano Ann. her bilong to my marster, James Jiarber. Dat's not 

a fair question when you ask me who my daddy was. Well, just say he was a white 

man and dat my mother never did marry nobody, while he lived. I was de onliest 

child my mother ever had. 

"After freedom my mother raised me on de harse Adam Barber place, up by 

Roc Yount and Litford. I stayed dere ' til all de ' citement of politics die 

down. My help was not wanted so much at de 'lection boxes, so I got to roamin' 

'round to lust one place and then another. But wheresomever I go, I kept a think 

in' ' bout Aosa and de ripe may-pops in de field in cotton pickin' time. I landed 

back to de Barber place and after a skirmish or two wid de old folks, marry de 

gal de Lord always ' tended for me to marry. her name was -Losa Ford. You ask me 

if she was pretty? Dat's a strange thing. Do you ever hear a -white person say 

a colored woman is pretty? I never have but befot God when I was trompinl ' round 

Charleston, dere was a church dere called St. Nark, dat all de society folks of 
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my color went to. No black nigger welcome dere, they told me. Thinkint as 

how I was bright ' nough to git in, I up and goes dere one Sunday. Ail, haw 

they did carry on, bow and scrape and ape de white folks. I see some pretty 

feathers, pretty fans, and pretty women dere' I was uncomfortable all de 

time though, ' cause they was too thifalootint in de mays, in de singin', and 

all sorts of carryin' ons. 

"Glad you fetch me back to Rosa. Us marry and .had ten chillun. Francis, 

Thompkins, William, Jim, Levi, Ab and Oz is dead. Katie marry a Boykin and is 

livin' in New York. ny wife, Rosa, die ondis place of la-. ()wens. 

"1 lives in a house by myself. I hoes a little cotton, picks plums and 

blackberries but dewberries ' bout played out. 

Uy marstcr, James Darber, went through de Civil isar and died. I begs 

you, in de name of de good white folks Jf '76 alld bade Hampton, not to forget 

re in dis old age pension business. 

"What I think of Abe Lincoln? I think he was a poor buckra white man, to 

de likes of me. Although, I ispects 14r. Lincoln meant well but I can't help 

but wish him had continued splittin' them fence rails, which they say he knowed 

all ' bout, and never took a hand in runnin' de government of which he knawed 

nothinl ' bout. Marse Jeff Davis was all right, but him oughta got out and fought 

some, lak General Lee, Goneral Jackson and ' Poleon Bonaparte. Us might have won 

de 
de war if he had turned up at some o4/big battles lak Gettysburg, tChickenmaroger' s 

and 'Applemattox'. What you think ' bout dat? 

"Yes sah, I has knowed a whole lot of good white men. 'Arse General Bratton, 

Marse Ed P. Mobley, Marse Will Durham, dat awned dis house us new settin' in, and 

Dr. Henry Gibson. Does I know any good colored men? I shot does& berets Profes-
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sor Benjamin Russell at Dlackstock. You knows him. Then dere was Ouillah 

Harrison, dat awn a four-hoes team and a saddle hose, in red shirt days. One 

time de brass band at Winnsboro, S. C. wanted to go to Gamden, C. to play 

at de speakini of Hal on. He took de whole band from Winnsboro to Camden, 

dat day, free of charge. AM, De way dat band did play all de way to Ridgeway, 

dawn de road to town, cross de Camden Ferry, and right into de town. Dere 

was horns a blowini, drums a beatinl, and people a shout in': ' Hurrah for Hamp-

tont' Soma Was a singin': ' Hang Dan Chamberlain on a Sour Apple Tree'. 

Ouillah come hone and found his wife had done had a boy baby .'What you reckon? 

T..e name dat boy baby, Wade Hampton. When he come, home to die, he lay his hand 

on dat boy's head and say: Made, ' member who you name for and always vote a 

straight out democrat ticket'. Uhich dat boy didi" 
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mina BARBER 

Ur-SLAVE 82 YEARS OLD. 

"Hope you Bind yourself well dis moraine s white folks. I's 

just common; Ispect I eats too much yesterday. You know us celebrated 

yesterdays emus° it was de Fourth of July. Us had a good dinner on 

dis 2,000 acre farm of Mr. Owens. God bless dat white boss man/ What 

would us old no ' count niggers do widout him? Dere's six or sevens 

maybe eight of us out here over eighty years old. ' Most of them is like 

me, not able to hit a lick of works yet he take care of us; he sho' does. 

"Mr. Owens not a member of de church but he allowed dat he done 

found out dat it more blessed to give than to receive, in case like us. 

"You wants to know all ' bout de slavery time, de war, de Ku Kluxes 

and everything? My tongue too short to tell you all dat I knows. However, 

if it was as long as my stockines s I could tell you a trunk full of good 

and easy, bad and hard, dat dis old life-stream have run over in eighty-

two years. I's hoping to reach at last them green fields of Eden of de 

Promise Land. ' Souse me ramblin' fround, now just ask me questions; I 

bet I can answer all you ask. 

"My pa name s Tam McCullough; him was a slave of old Marster John 

MoCulloughswhose big two-story house is de oldest in Fairfield County. 

It stands today on a high hill, just above de banks of Dutchman Creek. 

Big road run right by dat house. My mammy name, Nicie. Her b' long to 

de Weir family; de head of de family die &urine de mar of freedom. I's 

not supposed to know all he done, so I'll pass over dat. My mistress 

name, Eliza; good mistress. Have you got down dere dat old marster just 
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took sick and die, ' cause he wasn't touched wid a bullet nor de life 
• 

slashed out of him wid a sword? 

Veld, my pa b'longin' to one man and my mammy bilongin' to 

another, four or five miles apart, caused some confusion, mix-up, and 

heartaches. My pa have to git a pass to come to see my mammy. He come 

sometimes widout de pass. Patrollers catch him way up de chimney hidin' 

one night; they stripped him right befo' mammy and give him thirty-nine 

lashes, mid her cryin' and a hollerin' louder than he did. 

"Us lived in a log house; handmade bedstead, wheat straw mattresp, 

cotton pillows, plenty coverin' and plenty to eatssich as it was. Us never 

git butter or sweet milk or coffee. Dat was for de -white folks but in de 

summer time, I minds de flies off de table mid the peafowl feather brush 

and eat in de kitchen just what de white folks eat; them was very good 

eatin's I's here for to tell you. All de old slaves and them datworked 

in de fielasgot rations and de chillun were fed at de kitchen out-house. 

What did they git? I ' members they got peas, hog meat, corn bread, ' lasses, 

and buttermilk on Sunday, then they got greens, turnips, taters, shallots, 

collards, and beans through de meek. They were kept fat on them kind of 

rations. 

"De fact is I can't ' member us ever had a doctor on de place; 

just a granny was enough at child birth. slave women have a baby one day, 

up and gwine ' round de next day, singinl at her work lak nothin' unusual 

had happened. 

"Did I ever git a whippin'? Dat I did. How many times? More 
on 

than I can countlfingers and toes. what I git a whippin' for? Oh, just 

one thing, then another. One ibime 1 break a plate while washin' dishes 
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and another time I spilt de milk on de dinin' room floor. It was always 

for somethint, sir. I needed de whippint. 

"Yes sir, I had two brothers older than me; one sister older 

than me and one brother younger than me. 

"My young marster was killed in de war. Their names was Robert, 
• 

Smith, and Jimmie. My young mistress, Sarah, married a Sutton and moved 

to Texas. Nancy marry Mr. de Rawls. Miss Janie marry Mr. Hugh Melving. 

At this marriage my mammy was give to Miss Janie and she was took to Texas 

wid her young baby, Isaiah, in her arms. I have never seen or heard tell 

of them from dat day to dis. 

"De Yankees come and burn de sin-house and barns. upon de smoke-

house, take de meat, give de slaves some, shoot de chickens, and as de 

mistress and girls beg so hard, they left widout burnin' de dwellin' house. 

"My oldest child, Alice, is livin' and is fifty-one years old de 

10th of dis last May gone. My first husband was Levi Young; us lived wid 

Mr. Knox Picket some years after freedom. We moved to Mr. Rubin Lumpkin's 

plantation, then to George Boulwares. lell, my hutband die and I took a 

foal notion, lak most widows, and got into slavery again. I marry Prince 

Barber; Mr. John Hollis, Trial Justice, tied de knot. I loved dat young 

nigger more than you can put down dere on paper, I did. He was black and 

shiny as a crow's wing. Him was white as snow to dose old eyes. Ah, the 

joy, de fusses, de ructions, de beatin's, and de makin'ups us had on de 

Ed Shannon place where us lived. Us stay dere seven long years. 

"Then de Klu Kluxes corned and lak to scared de life out of me. 

They ask where Prince was, searched de house and go away. Prince come 

home ' bout daylight. Us took fright, went to Marster Will Durham's and 
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asked for advice and protection. Marster Will Durham fixed it up. Next 

year us moved to dis place * he on it then but Aarster Arthur Owens owns 

it now. Dere is 2,000 acres in dis place and another 1,000 acres in de 

Rubin Lumpkin .place ' joinin' it. 

"Prince die on dis place and I is left on de mercy of Marster 

Arthur, livini in a house wid two grandchillun, James twelve years, and 

John Roosevelt Barber, eight years old. Dese boys can work a little. 

They can pick cotton and tote water in de field for de hands kild marster 

say : ' Every little help'. 

ultr livin' chillun ain't no help to me. Dere's Willie,.I don't 

know where he is. Prince is wid Mr. Freeman on de river. Maggie is here 

on de place but she no good to me. 

"I ' spec t when I gits to drawini down dat pension de white folks 

say is comint, then dere will be more folks playin' in my backyard than dere 

is today." 

•ar--* ' 
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ANDERSON BATES 

EC-SLAVE 87 YEARS OLD.  

Anderson Bates lives with his son-in-law and daughter, Ed and Dora 

Owens, in a three-room frame house, on lands of Mr. Dan Heyward, near the 

Winnsboro Granite Company, Winnsboro, S. C. Anderson and his wife occupy 

one of the rooms and his rent is free. His son-in-law has regular employment 

at the Winnsboro Cotton Mills. His wife, Carrie looks after the house. And-

erson and his daughter, Dora, are day laborers on the neightborhood farms, but 

he is able to do very little work. 

H I was born on de old Dr. Furman place, near Jenkinsville, S. C., 

in de year, 1850. My pappy was name Nat and mammy name Winnie. They was slaves 

of old Dr. Furman, dat have a big plantation, one hundred slaves, and a whole 

lot of little slave chillun, dat him wouldn't let work. They run ' round in de 

plum thickets, blackberry bushes, hunt wild strawberries, blow cane whistles, 

and have a good time. 

'De old Dr. Furman house is ramshackle but it is still standin' out 

dere and is used as a shelter for sawmill hands dat is outtin' down de big pines 

and sawint them on de place. 

'Where did ny pappy and mammy come from'? Maraxv was born a slave in 

de Furman family in Charleston, but pappy was bought out of a drove dat a Balti-

more speculator fetch from Maryland long befo de mar. Doctor practice all 

'round and ' bout Monticello happen ' long one day, see my ppppy and give a thou-

sand dollars for him to dat speculator* I tharik. -God for datl 

'Dr* Furman, my old narster4 have. 4 brudder called Jim, dat run de 

innsboro then it nove to Greenville S. C. 
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"My mistress name Nancy. Her was of de quality. Her voice was 

soft and quiet to de slaves. Her teach us to sing: 

Dere is a happy land, far, far 'way, 

Ahere bright angels stand, far, far 'way, 

Ohl Haw them angels singl 

Ohl Haw them bells ringl 

In dat happy land, far, far 'way' 

"Dore was over a thousand acres, maybb -two thousand in dat old Fur-

man place. Them sawmill folks give :;,30,000.00 for it, last year 

pappy and mamy was field hands. My brudders and sisters was: 

Liddie, Willie, Ria, hlla, Harriet, Thomas, Smith, and Marshall. All dead but 

me and Marshall. 

"I was fifteen when de Yankees come thrus They took off everything, 

haSes, mules, cows, sheep, goats, turkeys, geese, and chickens. Hogs? Yes 

sah, they kill hogs and take off what parts they want and leave other parts 

bleedin' on de yard. When they left, old marster have to go up into Union 

County for rations. 

"DaA funny, you wants to set down dere ' bout my courtship and weddin'? 

Well, sir, I stay on de old plantation, work for my old marster, de doe4or, and 

fell head over heels in love wid Carrie. Dare was seven more niggers a flyin' 

'round dat sugar lump of a gal in de night time when I breezes in and takes charge 

of de fireside sheer. I knocks one down one night, kick another dut de nex' night, 

and choke de stuffin' out of one de flex' night. 1 landed de three-leg stool bn 

de head of de fourth one, de last time. Then de others carry deir ' fections to 

some other place than Carrie's house. Us have some hard words ' bout my bad 

manners, but I told her dat I couldn't Itrol my feelin's wid them fools a settin' 
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"Then us git married and go to de ten-acre quarry wid Nr. Anderson. 

Iwork dere awhile and then go to Captain Nacfie, then to his son, Wade, and 

then to Marse Rice Macfie. Then I go back to de quarry, drill and it out 

stone. They pay me $3.50 a day ' til de Parr Shoals Power cone in wid ' lectric 

paver drills and I was cut dawn to eighty cents a day. Then I say: ' Old grey 

hosst Damn ' lectric toolin' l I's gwine to leave.' I went to Hopewell, Virginia, 

and work wid de DuPonts for five years. War come on and they ask me to work on 

de acid area. De atmosphere dere tear all de skin off my face and arms, but I 

stuck it out to de end of de big mar, for $ 7.20 a day. I drunk a good deal of 

liquor then, but I sent money to Carrie all de time and fetch her a roll every 

fourth of July and on Christmas. After de war they dismantle de plant and I 

come back to work for Mr. Lleazer, on de aaluda River for 42.00 a day, for five 

years. 

"Carrie have chillun by me. Dere was Anderson, my son, ain't see him 

in forty years. Essie, my daughter, marry Herbert Perrin. Dora, another daughter, 

marry Ed Owens. Ed rAkes good money workin' at de faotry in IV-tymsboro. They 

have seven chillun. Us tries to keep them chillun in school but they don't have 

de good times I had 'viten a child, a eatin' cracklin' bread and buttermilk liver, 

pig-tails, hog-ears and turnip greens. 

"Does I 'member anything 'bout de Kau Kluxes? Jesus, yest W old 

marster, de doctor, in goin'Iround, say out loud to people dat Kin Kluxes was 

doin some things they ought not to do, by ' stortin' money out of niggers just 

'cause they could. 

*When e-ViaS gone to Union one day, a low-down struk of white men come, 

e Dick Bell vas. Miss Nancy say her 



1t 4. 

45 

don't know. They go hunt for him. Dick made a bee-line for de house. They 

rull out hoss pistols, fust time,tpaul. Dick run on, secon' time, ' paw'. 

Dick run on, third time, ' paw' and as Dick reach de front yard de ball from 

de third shot keel him over lak a hit rabbit. Old miss run out but they git 

him. Her say: ' I give you five dollars to let him ' lone.' They say: 'Not 

'nough.' Her say: ' I give you ten dollars.' They say: ' Not inough.' Her 

say: II give you fifteen dollars.' They say: ' Not ' nough.' Her say; ' I 

give you twenty-five dollars.' They take de money and say: ' Us'll be back 

tomorrow for de other Dick.' They mean Dick James. 

"Hex' day, us see them a comin' again. Dick James done load up de 

shotgua- wid buckshot. 'When they was comm' up de front steps, Uncle Dick 

say to us all in de big house: tait out de wayl' Be names of de men us 

find out afterwards was Bishop and Fitzgerald. They come up de steps, wid 

Bishop in de front. Uncle Dick open de door, slap dat gun to his shoulder, 

and pull de trigger. Bat man Bishop hollers: ' Oh Lordy.' He drop deed and 

lay dere 'til de coroner come. Fitzgerald leap 'way. They bring Dick to 

jail, try him right in dat court house over yonder. 'jhat did they dowid him? 

Well, when harse Bill Stanton, Marse hlisha Ragsdale and Liss Nancy tell ' bout 

it all from de beginnin' to de end, de judge tell de jury men dat Dick had a 

right to protect his home, and hisself, and to kill dat white man and to turn 

him loose. Dat was de end of de flu Kluxes in Fairfield." 
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FOLK LORE: FOLK TALES (negro) 

"I sho members when de soldiers come home from de war. 

All de women folks, both black as well as shite wuz so glad to see 

'em back dat we jus jumpec up and hollered 10h, Lawdy, God bless 

you.' When you would look around a little, you would see some wid 

out an arm or maybe dey would be a wallint wid a cruch or a stick. 

Den you would cry some wid out lettin your white folks see you. But 

Jane,de worseet time of all fer us darkies wuz when de Ku Klux 

killed Dan Black. We wuz little chilluns a playint in Dans house. 

We didn't know he had done nothint ginst de white folks. Us wuz a 

playin by de fire jus as nice when something hit on de wall. Dan, 

he jump up and try to git outten de winder. A white spooky thing 

had done come in de doot right by me. I was so scairt dat I could 

not git up. I had done fell straight out on de not. When Dan stick 

his head uutten dat winder something say bang and he fell right down 

in de flu ,. I crawles under de bed. When I got dar, all de other 

chilluns wuz dar to,lookint as white as ashed dough froa hickory 

wood. Us peeped out and den us duck under de bed agin. Ain't no 

bed ebber done as much good as dat one. Den a whole lot of den 

eome in de house. De wuz all white and scairy lookint. It still 

makes de shivvers run down my spine and here I is ole and you all 

a' settint around wid me and two mot wars done gone since dat awful 

time. Dan Black, he wcont no mot kaise de took dat nigger and 

hung him to a simmon tree. Dey would not let his folks take him 

down either. He jus stayed dar till he fell to pieces. 
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"After dat when us chilluns seed de Ku Klux a comint, 

us would take an' run breadneck speed to de nearest wood. Dar we 

would stay till dey wuz plum out of sight and you could not even 

hear de horses feet. Dem days wuz wors'n de war. Yes Lawd, dey wuz 

worseln any war I is ebber head of. 

"Was not long after dat fore de spooks wuz a gwine round 

ebber whar. When you would go out atter dark, somethint would start 

to a haintin' ye. You would git so scairt dat you would mighty ni 

run every time you went out atter dark; even iffin you didn't see 

nothinl. Chile, don't axe me what I seed. Atter all dat killint and 

a burnint you know you wuz bilged to see things wid all den spirits 

in distress a gwine all over de land. You see, it is like die, when 

a man gits killed befo he is done what de good Lawd intended fer 

him to do, he comes 

I mean he don' come 

and wanders around. 

back here and tries to find who done him wriang. 

back hisself, but de spirit, it is what comes 

Course, it can't do nothint, so it jus scares 

folks and haints dem." 

SOURCE: "Aunt" Millie Bates, 25 Hamlet street, Union, S.C. 
Interviewer; Caldwell Sims, Union, S.C. 
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The road is perfectly camouflaged from the King's Highway by wild plums 

that lap overhead. Only those who have traveled this may before could locate 

the 'turn in' to Uncle Welcome's house. When you have turned in and come sud-

denly out from the plum thicket you find your road - winding along with cultivated 

patches on the left -- 'eorn and peas -- a fenced-in garden, the palings riven 

out by hand, and thick dark woods on the left. A lonesome, untenanted cabin is 

seemingly in the way but your ear swings to the left instead of clidoing the 

door-step and suddenly you find you are facing a bog. The car may get through; 

it may not. So you switch off and just sit a minute, seeing how the land lies. 

A great singing and chopping of wood off to the left have kept the inmates from 

hearing the approach of a ear. When you rap therefore you hear, 'Come in'. 

A narrow hall runs through to the back porch and off this hall on your 

right opens a door from beyond which comes a very musical squeaking -- you 

know& rocking chair is going hard -- even before you see it in notion with 

a fuzzy little head that rests on someone's shoulder sticking over the top. 

And the fuzzy head which in size is like a small five-cent eocoanut„ belongs to 

Uncle Weloomelsrgreat-grand. On seeing a visitor the grand, the mother of the. 

infant, rises and smiles greeting, and, learning your errand, points back to the 

kitchen to show where Uncle Welcome sits. You step down one step and ask him 

if you may come in and he pats a chair by his side. The old man isn't so spry 
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VISIT WITH UNCLE WELCOME BEES ---AGE 104 YEARS 

as he was when you saw him in the fall; the winter has been hard. But here 

it is warm again and at most four in the April afternoon, he sits over his 

plate of hopping John -- he and innumerable flies. At his feet, fairly un-

der the front of a small iron stove, sits another great-grand with a plate of 

peas between her legs. Peas and rice, 'hopping John'. (Someone says peas 

and hominy cooked together makes "limping Lizzie in the Law-Country. But 

that is another story.) 

49 

'Uncle Welcome, isn't Uncle Jeemes Stuart the oldest liver on Sandy Island?" 

Welcome: "Jesmes Stuart? I was married man when he born. Jeemes rice-field . 

(Worker in rice-field) posed himself. In all kinds of weather. Cut you dawn, 

dawn, dawn, Jeemes second wife gal been married before but he husband dead. 

"I couldn't tell the date or time I born. Your Matzen. (Master) take it 

down. When I been marry, Dr. Ward Fodder (Father) aint been marry yet. Ny 

mother had twelve head born oatland. He bought my mother from Virginia. Dolly. 

Sam he husband nano. Sam cone from same course+. When my mother been bought, he 

been young woman. Work in rice. Plow right now (Meaning April is time to plow 

rice fields). I do carpenter work and mind horse for plantation. Cons from 

Georgetown in boat. Have you own carriage. Go anywhere you want to go. Oatland 

church build for colored people and po.-buckra. I helped build that church. The 
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boss man, Mr. Bettman. my son Isaac sixty-nine. If him sixty-nine, I one 

hundred four. That's my record. Aussa didn't low you to marry till you 

twenty-two. Ben Allston own Turkey Hill. When him dead,'. I was twelve years 

old. Mei (Knocking his chest)" 

Welcome Bees --

Parkersville, S. C. 

(Near Waverly Mills, S. C.) 

Age 104. 

50 
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ANhE BELL 

EX-SLAVE 83 YEARS OLD.  

CheM CMt:14-Mo 5". 

Anne Bell lives with her niece, in a one-room annex to a two-

room frame house, on the plantation of hr. Lake Howze, six miles west 

of Winnsboro, S. C. Her niece's husband, Golden Byrd, is a share-cropper 

on hr. Howze's place. The old lady is still spry and energetic about the 

cares of housekeeping and attention to the small children of her niece. 

She is a delightful old lady and well worth her keep in the small chores 

she undertakes and performs in the household. 

marster was John Glazier Rabb; us call him 1arse Glazier. 4 

mistress was 101ncy Kincaid atts; us call her miss iJancy. They lived on 

a big plantation in Fairfield County and dere I come into dis world, eighty-

three years ago, 10th day of April past. 

Pappy name just Andy but after de freedom, he took de name of 

Andrew Watts. Ply old mammy was Harriett but she come to you if you calls 

her Hattie. My brudders was Jake and Rafe. lay sister name Charity. They 

all dead and gone to glory long time ago; left me here ' lone by myself and 

I's settin' here tellin' you ' bout them. 

"Ny mammy was de cook at de ' Big House' for marster, Miss sl‘iancy, and 

de dhillun. Let me see if I can call them over in my mind. Bore was Marse 

John, went off to de war, color bearer at Seven Pines. Yes sir, him was 

killed mid de colors a flyint in his hand. Heard tell of it many times. He 

lies right now in de old Luck Church graveyard. De pine trees, seven of 

them, cry and sob ' round him every August 6th; dat's de day he was killed. 

Oh, my Good& 
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"Marse James went mid old Colonel Rion. They say he got shot but 

bullets couldn't kill him. No, bless God' Him corned back. Then come 

1e.rse Clarence. He went mid Captain Jim Nacfie s went through it all and 

didn't get a scratch. Next was lass Jesse. Then come Marse Horace, and 

Miss Nina. Us chillun all played together. Marse Horace is livin' yet 

and is a fine A. R. P. preacher of de Word. Miss Nina a rich lady, got 

plantation but live ' mong de big bugs in Winnsboro. She married NI-. 

Castles; she is a widow now. He was a good man, but he dead now. 

"De one I minds next, is Charlie. I nussed him. He married Colonel 

Province's daughter. Dat's all I can call to mind, right now. 

"Course de white folks I b'longs to, had more slaves than I got 

fingers and toes; whole families of them. De carpenter and de blacksmith 

on de place made de bedsteads. Us had good wheat straw mattresses to 

sleep on; cotton quilts, spreads, and cotton pillows. No trouble to sleep 

but it was hard to hear dat white overseer say at day break: ' Let me hear 

them foots hit de floor and dat befo' I got Be livelyl Hear me?' And 

you had to answer, ' Yas soh', befo' he'd move on to de flex' house. I does 

'member de parts of de bed, was held together by -wooden pins. I sho" 

'members datt 

"144mmy Harriett was de cook. I didn't done no work but ' tend to de 

chillun and tote water. 

"Money? Go 'way from here:oossl Lord, no sir, I never saw no money. 

Whet I want mid it anyhow? 

"Haw did, they feed us? Had better things to eat then, than now and 

more different kind of somethin's. Us had pears, ' lasses, shorts, middlings 

of de Idlest, corn bread, and all kinds of milk and vegetables. 
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"Got a whuppin' once. They wanted me to go after de turkeys 

and I didn't want to go past de graveyard, where de turkeys was. I 

sho' didn't want to go by them graves. I's scared now to go by a 

graveyard in de dark. I took de whuppin' and somebody else must 

have got de turkeys. Sho' I didn't drive them upl 

"Slaves spun de thread, loomed de cloth, and made de clothes 

for de plantation. Don't believe I had any shoes. I was just a small 

gal anyhow then, didn't need them and didn't want them. 

"Yes, I's seen nigger women plow. Church? I wouldn't fool you, 

all de slaves big enough and not sick, had to go to church on de Sabbath. 

"They give us a half Saturday, to do as we like. 

"I was ' bout ten years old when de Yankees come. They was full to 

de brim wid mischief. They took de frocks out de presses and put them 

on and laugh and carry on powerful. Befol they went they took everything. 

They took de meat and 'visions out de smdke-house,and de ' lasses, sugar, 

flour, and meal out de house. Killed de pigs and caws, burnt de gin-

house and cotton, and took off de live stohk geese, chickens and turkeys. 

"After de freedom, I stayed onwid mammy right dere, ' til I married 

Levi Bell. I's had two chillun. Dis my granddaughter, I visitin'. I 

never ispects to have as good a home as I had in slaverytime 'til I gits 

my title to dat mansion in de sky. Dats de reason I likes to sing dat 

old plantation spiritual, 'Swing Law Sweet Chariot, Jesus Gwinter Carry 

me Home'. Does I believe in Iligion1 What else good for colored folks? 

I ask you if dere ain't a heaven, wtat's colored folks got to look forward 

to? They can't git anywhere dawn here* De only joy they can have here, 
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is servint and lovint; us an cit dat in lligion but dere is a limit 

to de nigger in everything else. Course I knows my place in dis world; 

I tumbles myself here to be ' zalted up yonder." 
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"I was raised in the wood across the road about 200 yards 

from here. I was very mischievous. My parents were honest and 

were Christians. I loved them very much. My father was William 

Bevis, who died at the age of eighty. Miss Zelia Hames of Pea 

Ridge was my mother. My parents are buried at Bethlehem Meth-

odist Church. I was brought up in Methodism and I do not know 

anything else. I had two brothers and four sisters. My twin 

sister died last April 1937. She was Fannie Holcombe. I was in 

bed with pneumonia at the time of her death and of course 

could not go to the funeral. For a month, I was unconscious. 

"When I was a little girl I played 'Andy-over' with a 

ball, in the moonlight. Later I went to parties and dances. 

Calico, chambric and gingham were the materials which our party 

dresses were made of. 

"My grandmother, Mrs. Phoebe Bevis used to tell Revolution-

ary stories and sing songs that were sung during that period. 

Grandmother knew some Tories. She always told me that old Nat 

Gist was a Tory ... that is the way he got rich. 

"Hampton was elected governor the morning my mother died. 

Father went in his carriage to Jonesville to vote for Hampton. 

We all thought that Hhmpton was fine. 

"When I was a school girl I used the blue back speller. 

My sweetheart's name was Ben Harris. We went to Bethlehem to 

school. Jeff and Bill Harris were our teachers. I was thirteen. 
_r 
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We went together for six years. The Confederate War commenced. 

He was very handsome. He had black eyes and black hair. I had 

seven curls on one side of my head and seven on the other. He 

was twenty-four when he joined the "Boys of sixteen ,. 

"He wanted to marry me then, but father would not let us 

marry. He kissed me good bye and went off to Virginia. He was 

a picket and was killed while on duty at Mars Hill. Bill Harris 

was in a tent near- by and heard the shot. He brought Ben home. 

i went to the funeral. I have never been much in:-.1ove since then. 

"I hardly ever feel sad. I did not feel especially sad 

during the war. I made socks, gloves and sweaters for the Con-

federate soldiers and also knitted for the World War soldiers. 

During the war, there were three looms and three shuttles in 

our house. 

"I went often to the muster grounds at Kelton to see the 

soldiers drill and to flirt my curls at them. Pa always went 

with me to the muster field. Once he invited four recruits to 

dine with us. We had a delicious supper. That was before the 

Confederacy was paralyzed. Two darkies waited on our table that 

night, Dorcas and Charlotte. A fire burned in our big fire-

place and a lamp hung over the table. After supper was over, we 

all sat around the fire in its flickering light. 

"My next lover was Jess Holt and he was drowned in the 

Mississippi River. He was a carpenter and was building a warf 

on the river. He fell in and 'was drowned in a whirlpool. 

Source: Miss Caroline Bevis ( W. 96), County Home, Union, S.C. 
Interviewer: Caldwell Sims, Union, S.C. ( 7/13/37) 
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MAGGIE BLACK 
Ex-Slave, 79 years 390287 

"Honey, 1 don' know wha t to tell yuh 'bloat dem times 

back dere. Yuh see I was je8 uh young child when de free 

war close en I sin' know mach to tell yuh. I born o'er de 

river dere to Massa Jim Wilkerson plantation. Don' know 

what ' come uv my ole Massa °Lillian alter dey head been gone. 

W I see, honey, Massa Jim Wilkerson hab uh heap uv slave en 

he hire my madder out to Colonel Durant place right down de 

road dere whey Miss Durant lib now. Goose I been book o'er 

de river to visit Imongest de peoples dere alter freedom was 

'clare, but I sin' neter lib dere no more." 

"Gawd been good to me, honey. I been heah uh long ole 

time en I can' see maoha dese days, but I gettin"long sorts 

so - so. I was train up to be uh na'se ' man en I betcha I 

got °Malan more den any GO year ole 'boat heah now dat I 

no ise when day was fast come heah. No, honey, sin' got no 

ohillun uv me own. Aw my chilIan white lak yah. n 

"No, no'mam, dey wear long ole frock den en uh girl 

oomin' on dere when dey ge t to be any kind uv uh girl, dey 

put dat frock down. Oh, my child, dey can' ge t em short 

'sough dese days. Ain' hab intthin but uh string on dese day 

en time. Day loo ter wear dem big ole hoop skirt dat sit out 

broad lak from de ankle en den dey wear little panty dot: 

show down twixt dey ekirt en dey ankle. Jos tie em ' round 

dey knees mid some aorta string en le' em show dat way 'bout 
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dey ankle. I 'member we black ohillun'ud go in de woods en 

ge l wild grape vine en bend em round en put em under us 

skirt en make it stand out big lak. Hadder hab nh big ole 

ring fa de bottom uv de skirt en den one uh little bit 

smaller eve ly time dey go' closer to de waist. Neter hob 

none tall in de waist cause dat wuz s'ppose to be little 

bitty t'ing." 

"Dey weave ow de cloth dey use den right dere on de 

plantation. Wear cotton en woolens aw de time den. Cease 

de Madam, she could go en ge l de finest kind uv silk cease 

mos' uv her t'ing come from 'broad. Child, I en see my 

ole mammy how she look workin' dat spinning wheel jes uz 

good us of dat day was dis day right heah. She set dere at 

dat'ole spinning wheel en take one shettle en t'row it one 

way en den annader de udder way en pull dat t'ing en make 

it tighter en tighter. Smmptin say sum, ram, sum, en den 

yah hadder work yuh feet dere too. Dat was de way dey make 

dey °loth dat day en time." 

"Honey, peoples hadder work dey hand fa eve gyt ling dey 

hab mos' den. Dey grow dey own rice right dere on de 

plantation in dem days. Hadder plant it on some uv de land 

wha' was voter den de uddOr land was. Dey Udder le' de ride 

gel good en ripe en den deylud oat it en hab one 'ay dent big 

rice whipping days. Heap uv people come from plantation aw 
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'boat en help whip dat rice. Dey jes take de rice en beat it 

'cross some hose dat dey bab fix up somewhey dere on de 

plantation. Roney, dey hab hoss jes lak less hoes ytth see 

carpenter use 'lomat heah dese days. DeyPad bab hundreds my 

bushels uv dat rice dere. Den when dey go' tirough, dey hab 

big supper dere fa aw dem wha' whip rice. Gi!e em aw de rice 

en hog head dey is e'er wan'. Man, dey'ud hab de nicest kind 

ult music dere. Knock dem bones togedder en slap en pat dey 

hands to aw kind uNT pretty tune." 

"Dam dey bab rice mortars right dere on de plantation 

wha' dey fix de rice in jos us nice. Now dey hab to take it 

to de mill. Yuh see dey hab uh big block outer in de yard 

wid uh big hole in it dat dey pat de rice in en take dose 
' N 

tling call pestles en beat down on it en dat wha' knock de 

shaft offen it. Cowie dey ne ser bab no nice pretty rice lak 

yah see dose days cause it wasn't um white um de rice dat dey 

Mb 'boat heah die day en time, but it was mighty sweet rice, 

honey, mighty sweet rice." 

"Bolmam, didn't bab no schools tall den. NeTer gilt, de 

colored peoples no l'arnin' no whey 'fore freedom ' olare. 

Wha' little l'arnin' come my way was wha' I go' when I stay 

wid kiss Martha Leggett down dere to Leggett's Mill Pond. 

Aiter freedom Iolare, uh lady from de north come dere en Miss 

Leggett send we chill= to school to dat lady up on de bill 

.dere in de woods. No, honey, ymh am' Mi ler see no bresh tent 

59 
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'boat heah die day en time. Die jes de way it waz make. 

Dey dig four big holes en put poetes in aw four corner 

'boat lak uh roam. Den dey lay log ' cross de top uv dat' 

en kiver it aw o'er wid bresh (brash) dat dey break outer 

de woods. Neler Mb none uv de side shot up. En dey haul 

log dere en roll em under dat bresh tent fa we ohillan to 

set on. Oh, de teacher lud Mb uh big box fa her stand jes 

lak uh preacher. Eveybody dat go to school dere Mb one 

uv dem t'ing call slate dat yah ne'er hadder do nathin but 

jes wash it offen. En dey hab dese ole l'arnin' book whs.' 

yah call Websters." 

"My white folks al lays waz good to me, honey. Never 
do 

didn't bab to/n.0 field work in aw me life. When I stay 

dere lid. Miss Leggett, I hadder pick up little chip 'bout 

de yard when I hist come home from sohool en den I hadder 

go ' way up in de big field en drib de turkey/up. We didn't 

find dat no hard t'ing to do lak de peoples talk lak it 

sumptin hard to do dose days. We wuz l'arnt to work en 

didn't mind it neither. Al lays minded to us own business." 

"Oh, gourds waz de t'ing in dem days. Day waz what de 

peoples hab to drink inter en wash dey hominy en rice in aw 

de time. Boy was de bestest kind uv bola fa we ohillsn to 

eat corn bread en Glibber outer. Peoples die day en time 

don' Mb no seoh crockery lak de people flee ter hab. Honey, 

dey Mb de prettiest little clay boils den." 
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"Annader t'ing de peoples do den dat ymh am' neer 

hear 'boat nobody doing dose days, dey al'sys boil sumptin 

fa dey cows to eat lak peas en corn in uh, big ole black pot 

somewhey dere in de back lot. Cease it waz jos half cooked, 

but dey she done dat. nobody neler t'ought 'bout not 

oockin'. fa dey cow den." 

"Dat waz sho' uh different day from die, honey. De 

little chillun was jes uz foolish den cease de peoples 

neer tell dem 'bout nuthin tall in dat day en time. Aw 

dese little ohillun 'bout heah dese days don' hab no shame 

'bout em no whey. Day hab head fall uv evelyt'ing, honey, 

aw aorta grown people knowings." 

Source: Maggie Black, ex-slave, age 79, Marion, S.C. 

Personal interview, amne 1937. 
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"1 Was born in Laurens County, S. C., at the 

'brick house', which is close to Newberry County line, and my 

master was Dr. Felix OaImes. The old brick house is still there. 

IViy daddy was Joe Grazier and my manmy, Nellie Grazier. 

14e had a pretty good house to live in in slavery 

time, and some fair things to eat, but never was paid any money. 

We had plenty to eat like fat meat, turnips, cabbages, corn-

bread, milk and pot-liquor. Master sent his corn and apples, 

and his peaches to old man Scruggs at Helena, near Newberry, 

to have him make his whiskey, brandy, and wine for him. Old 

man Scruggs was good at that business. The men hunted some, 

squirrels, rabbits, possums,and birds. 

"In the winter time I didn't have much clothes, 

and no shoes. At nights I carded and spinned on the mistress's 

wheels, helping my mammy. Then we got old woman Wilson to weave 

for us. 

" Master had a big plantation of several farms, 

near about 1,000 acres or more. It was said he had once 250 

slaves on his places, counting children and all. His overseers 

had to whip the slaves, master told them to, and told them to 

whip them hard. Master Calms was most always mean to us. He 

got mad spells and whip like the mischief. He all the time 

whipping me ' cause I wouldn't work like he wanted. I worked in 

the big house, washed, ironed, cleaned up, and was nurse in the 

house when war was going on. 
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"We didn't have a chance to learn to read and 

write, and master said if he caught any of his slaves trying to 

learn he would ' skin them alive'. 

"There was a church in the neighborhood on Dr. 

Blackburn's place, but we didn't get to go to it much. I was 

17 years old when I joined the church. I joined because the 

rest of the girls joined. I think everybody ought to join the 

church. 

"On Saturday afternoons the slaves had to work, 

and all day Sunday, too, if master wanted them. On Christmas 

Day we was give liquor to get drunk on, but didn't have no dinner. 

"When I was sick old Dr. P. B. Ruff attended me. 

Old Dr. Calmes, I 'member, traveled on a horse, with saddle-bag 

behind him, and made his awn medicines. He made pills from corn-

bread. 

"I saw Many slaves sold on the block - saw mammy 

with little hifant taken away from her baby and sent away. I saw 

families separated from each other, some going to one white master 

and some to another. 

"I married at 14 years old to Arthur Bluford. n-e 

had 10 children. I now have about 8 grandchildren and about 7 or 8 

great-grandchildren. I was married in the town of Newberry at the 

white folk's Methodist church, by a colored preacher named Rev. 

Geo. De Walt. 

"When freedom come, they left and hired out to other 

people, but I stayed and was hired out to a man who tried to whip 

me, but I ran away. Dat was after I married and had little baby. 

I told my mammy to look after my little baby teause I was gone. 
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I stayed away two years ' till after Dr. Calmes and his family 

moved to Mississippi." 

SOURCE: Gordon Bluford ( 92), Newberry, S. C. 
Interviewer: G. Leland Summer, 1707 Lindsey St., 

Newberry, S. C. 
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SAMUEL BOULWARE 

EX-SLAVE 82 YEARS OLD. 

Samuel Boulware's only home is one basement room, in the home 

of colored friends, for which no rent charges are made. He is old and 

feeble and has poor eyesight, yet, he is self-supporting by doing light 

odd jobs, mostly for white people. He has never married, hence no depend-

ents whatever. One of the members of the house, in which Samuel lives, 

told him someone on the front porch -wanted to talk with him. 

From his dingy basement room he slowly mounted the steps and 

came toward the front door with an irregular shamble. One seeing his 

approach would naturally be of the opinion, that this old darkey was 

certainly nearing the hundred year mark. Apparently Father Tim- had al-

most caught up with him; he had been caught in the winds of affliction 

and now he was tottering along with a bent and twisted frame, which for 

many years in the past, housed a veritable physical giant. The winds of 

82 years had blown over him and now he was calmly and humbly approaching 

the end of his days. Humility was his attitude, a characteristic purely 

attributable to the genuine and old-fashion southern liegro. He slid into 

a nearby chair and began talking in a plain conversational way. 

nDis is a mighty hot day -white folks but you knows dis is July 

and us gits de hot days in dis month. De older I gits de more I feels de 

hot and de cold. I has been a strong, hard working man most all my life 

and if it wasn't for dis rheumatism I has in my right leg, I could work 

hard every day now. 

"Does I 'member much ' bout slavery times? Well, dere is no way 

for me to disremember, unless I die. My mammy and me btlong to Doctor 
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Hunter, some called him Major Hunter. When I was a small boy, I lived 

wid my mammy on de Hunter plantation. After freedom, I took de name of 

my daddy, who was a Boulmare. He bilong to Reuben Boulware, who had a 

plantation two and one-half miles from Ridgeway, S. Co, on de road dat 

leads to Longtown. My mistress name was Effie. She and marster had 

fotir sons, no girls a-tall. George, Abram, Willie, and Henry, was their 

names. They was fine boys, ' cause they was raised by Mistress Effie's 

own hands. She was a good woman and done things ' zackly right ' round 

de plantation. Us slaves loved her, ' cause she said kind and soft words 

to us. Many times I's seen her pat de little niggers on de head, smile 

and say nice words to them. Boss, kind treatment done good then and it 

shot does good dis present day; don't you think P's right 'bout dat? 

Marster had a bad temper. When he git mad, he walk fast, dis way and 

dat way, and when he stop, would say terrible cuss words. When de mis-

tress heard them bad words, she mould bow her pretty head and walk 'way 

kinda sad lak. It hurt us slaves to see de mistress sad, ' cause us wanted 

to see her smilin' and happy all de time. 

"My mammy worked hard in de field every day and as I was just a 

small boy, I toted water to de hands in de field and fetched wood into de 

kitchen to cook mid. Mammy was de mother of twelve chillun; three of them 

die when they was babies. I's de oldest of de twelve and has done more hard 

work than de rest. I had five brothers and all of them is dead, ' cept one 

dat lives in Savannah, Georgia. I has four sisters, one living in Charleston, 

one in New York City, one in It*a, h. Y., and one in Fairfield County, dis 

State. 

"Does my folks help me along any? No sir, they sho' don't. I 
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gits nothin' from them, and I don't expect nothin' neither. Boss, a 

nigger's kinfolks is worse than a stranger to them; they thinks and 

acts for theirselves and no one else. I knows I's a nigger and I tries 

to know my place. If white folks had drapred us long time ago, us would 

now be next to de rovin' beasts of de woods. olavery was hard I knows 

but it had to be, it seem lak. They tells me they eats each other in 

Africa. Us don't do dat and you knows dat is a heap to us. 

"Us had plenty to eat in slavery time. It wasn't de best but 

it filled us p and give us strength ' nough to work. Narster would buy' 

a years rations on de first of every year and when he git it, he would 

have some cooked and would set down and eat a meal of it. He mould tell 

us it didn't hurt him, so it won't hurt us. Dats de kind of food us 

slaves had to eat all de year. Of course, us got a heap of vegetables 

and fruits in de summer season, but Bich as dat didn't do to work on, 

in de long summer days. 

"Marster was good, in a way, to his slaves but dat overseer 

of his name John Parker, was mean to us sometimes. He was good to some 

and bad to others. He strung us up when he done de whippinl. My mammy 

got many whiprin's on.'count of her short temper. When she got mad, she 

would talk back to de overseer, and dat would make him madder than any-

thing else she could do. 

"Marster had over twenty grown slaves all de time. He bought 

and sold them whenever he wanted to. It was sad times to see mother and 

chillun separated. seen de slave speculator cut. de little nigger 

chillun with keen leather whips, ' cause they'd cry and run after de wagon 

dat was takin' their mammies away after they was sold. 

"De overseer was poor white folks, if dats what you is aSkint 
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Ibout, and dat is one thing dat made him so hard on de slaves of de 

plantation. All de overseers I nowed ' bout was poor white folks; 

they was white folks in de neighborhood dat wasn't able to own slaves. 

All dis class of people was called by us niggers, poor white folks. 

"Us slaves had no schoolinl, ' cause dere was no teaOler and 

school nigh our plantation. I has learnt to read a little since I got 

grown. spelling come to me natural. I can spell Inost any word I hears, 

old as I is. 

"i0arster and mistress was Baptist in ' ligious faith, and b'long 

to Concord Baptist Church. Us slaves was allowed to ' tend dat church, too. 

Us set up in de gallery and jined in de singin' every Sunday. Us slaves 

could jine Concord Church but Doctor Durham, who was de preacher, would 

take de slaves in another room from de white folks, and git their ' fessions, 

then he would jine them to de church. 

"My daddy was a slave on Reuben Boulware's plantation, ' bout two 

miles from Marster Hunter's place. He would git a pass to come to see mammy 

once everyweek. If he come more than dat he would have to skeedaddle through 

de woods and fields from de patrollers. If they ketched him ytidout a pass, 

he was sho' in for a skin crackinl whippin'. He knawed all dat but he would 

slip to see mammy anyhow, whippin' or not. 

"Most them there patrollers was poor white folks, I believes. 

Rich folks stay in their house at. night, ' less they has some sort of big 

frolic amongst theirselves. Poor white folks had to hustle ' round to make 

a living, so, they hired out theirselves to slave owners and rode de roads 

at night and whipped niggers if they ketched any off their plantation widout 
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a pass. I hat found dat if you gives to some poor folks, white or black, 

something a little better than they As used to, they is shot gffine to 

think too high of theirselves soon, dats right. I shol believes dat, as 

much as I believes I's setting in dis chair talkin' to you. 

"I ' members lak yesterdaysde Yankees comin"long. Marster 

tried to hide the best stuff on de plantation but Some of de slaves dat 

helped him hide it, showed de Yankee soldiers just where it was, when they 

come dere. They say: 'Here is de stuff, hid here, ' cause us put it dere.' 

Then de soldiers went straight to de place where de valuables was hid and 

dug them out and took them, it sho' set old marster down. Us slaves was 

sorry dat day for marster and mistress. They was gittin' old, and now 

they had lost all they had, and more that dat, they knowed their slaves 

was set free. De soldiers took all de good hosses, fat cattle, chickens, 

de meat in de smoke house, and then burnt all empty houses. They left 

de ones dat folks lived in. De Yankees ' pear to me, to be lookin' for 

things to eat, more than anything else. 

"Doss I believe in ' ligion? Dat is all us has in dis world 

to live by and it's gwine to be de onliest thing to die wld. Belief in 

God and a 'umble spirit is haw I's tryin' to live these days. I was 

christened Lust a Methodist, but when I growed up, I jine de Presbyterian 

Church and has ' mained a member of dat church every since. 

"Thank God I's had Inough sense not to believe in haunts and 

sich things. I has ' possum hunt at night by myself in graveyards and I 

ain't seen one yet. My mammy say she see haunts pass her wid no heads 

but these old eyes has never seen anything lak dat. If you has done 

somebody a terrible wrong, then I believes dat person whop. they die, will 

'pear to you on ' cunt of dat." 
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"The Red Shirts had a big parade and barbecue in Spartanburg. 

They met at the courthouse. There were about 500 Red Shirts, besides 

others who made up a big crowd. I remember four leaders who came from 

Union County. One of the companies was lec by Squire Gilliam Jeter, 

and one by Squire Bill Lyles. The company from the city was led by 

Capt. James Douglass, and ' Buck' Kelley from Pea Ridge was there with 

his company. 

"Everything drilled in 

the day from Union were Squire Jeter and 

Spartanburg that day. The speakers of 

Douglass. While they 

were speaking, old Squire George Tucker from lower Fish Dam came with 

his company. Mr. Harrison Sartor, father of Will Sartor, was one of 

the captains. We saw Gen. Wade Hampton and old man Ben Tillman there. 

"About this time I was bound out to Mr. Jim Gregory, a black-

smith. The wealthy land lords bought negroes. Mr. Jim Gregory was the 

blacksmith for old Johnny Meador and.kunt Polly, his wife. He told me 

thatlincle Johnny bought a man, Heath, for13,500. He also bought 

heath's wife, Morrow, for hint Polly, but I don't know what he paid. 

The Meador house is just this side of Simstown. Aunt Polly's father, 

Triplett Meador, built that mansion. The brick were made in a home 

kiln which was near the house. Aunt Polly was a little girl when the 

house was built. While the brick for the sitting- room fireplace were 

still wet, he made little Polly step on each one of them to make the 

impression of her feet. So those foot prints in that fireplace are 

Aunt Polly's when she was five years old. She grew up there and married, 
and lived there until her death. 
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"Miss Ida Knight's house ( formerly the Sims house) was built 

71 

not later than 1840. Thompson lived there first. Dr. Billy Sims 

married Dr. Thompson's sister, Miss Patsy, and that is how the house 

got into the Sims family. The old post office was known as Simstown, 

and I believe it was up near the Nat Gist mansion. Simstown was the 

name for the river community for years, because the SimAettled there 

and they were equally or more prominent than the Thompsons and Gists 

in that community. All the Sims men were country doctors. 

"To this community at the close of the Confederate War, came 

old man Ogle Tate, his wife, and Ben Shell, as refugei-s, fleeing.from 

the Yankees. When they came into the community, Nat Gist gave them a 

nice house to live in on his plantation. 

"Mr. Gregory got all the sheet iron used on the Meador and 

Gist plantations, and also on the Sims and Thompson plantations. Plows 

were made in his blacksmith shop from 10 inch sheet iron. The sheet 

was heated and beaten into shape with his hammer. After cooling, the 

tools could be shappened. Horse and mule shoes were made from slender 

iron rods, bought for that purpose. They were called 'slats', and 

this grade of iron was known as ' slat iron'. The shoe was moulded 

while hot, and beaten into the correct shape to fit the animal's foot. 

Those old shoes fit much better than the store-bought ones of more 

recent days. The horseshoe nails were made there, too. In fact, every 

farm implement of iron w4s made from flat or sheet iron. 

"I spun the first pants that I wore. Ma sewed them for me, 

and wove and finished them with her hands. She made the thread that 

they were sewed. with by nand on the loom. I made cloth for all m# 

shirts. I wore home-made cotton underwear in summer and winter, for 

we were poor. Of course my winter clothes were heavier. 
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"We raised some sheep, and the winter woolens were made from 

the wool sheared from the sheep every May. Wool was taken to the fac-

tory at Bivensville and there made into yarn. Often, cotton was swap-

ped for yarn to warp at home. Then ma ran it off on spools for her 

loom. ' Sleigh hammers' were made from cane gotten off the creek banks 

and bottoms. 

"Aunt Polly Meador had no patrollers on her place. She would 

not allow one there, for she did her own patrolling with her own whip 

and two bull dogs. She never had an overseer on her place, either. 

Neither did she let Uncle Johnny do the whipping. Those two dogs held 

them and she did her own whipping. One night she went to the quarter 

and found old ' Bill Pea Legs' there after one of her negro women. He 

crawled under the bed when he heardkunt Polly coming. Those dogs . 

pulled old ' Pea Legs' out and she gave him a whipping that he never 

forgot. She whipped the woman, also. 

"Morg was Morrow's nickname. Morg used to sit on the meat 

block and cut the meat for nt Polly to give out. Morg would eat her 

three pounds of raw meat right there. Uncle Johnny asked her what she 

would do all the week without any meat. She said that she would take 

the skin and grease her mouth every morning; then go on to the field 

or house and do her work, and wait until the next Saturday for more. 

"I do not know how old i am, but I well remember when ,iheeler's 

men came to the Plantation. They tore up everything. We heard that 

they were coming, so we dug holes and buried the meat aria everything 

we could. We hid them so well that we could never find some of them 

ourselves. Wheeler and 36 men stopped on the Dick Jeter place. I 

think that was in 1864. The Jeter place touched Miss Polly's planta-

tion. The Jeter place was right near Neal Shoals on Broad River. Mr. 

Jeter had the biggest gin house in the entire township. Old M. Dick 
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was at home because he was too old to go to the war. Pa was still in 

the war then, of course. Ma and I and one of the other children and 

a few darkies were at our home. 

"We saw Wheeler and his men when they stopped at that gin house. 

They began to ransack immediately. Wheeler gave some orders to his men 

and galloped off towards our house. The negroes ran but ma and I 

stayed in the house. Wheeler rode up in front of the door and spoke to 

my mother. He said that he had to feed his men and horses and asked 

her where the corn was. She told him that the gin house and the crib 

which contained the corn 

him the keys. At that he 

By this means they broke 

then ransacked the house 

did not belong to her, so she could not give 

ordered his men to remove a log from the crib. 

into the crib and got all the corn. They 

and took everything there was to eat. They 

tore out the big cog wheel in the gin and camped in it for the night. 

Next morning they set fire to the gin and then gallpped away. Soon 

Mr. Jeterts big gin had gone up in flames. They took all of our corn 

and all of the fodder, 200 bundles that we had in the barn, away with 

them. 

Source: Mr. John Boyd, County Home, Union, R.F.D. 
Interviewer: Caldwell Sims, Union,S.C. 1/26/38 
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"I was born in Newberry County, near the Laurens County 

line, above Little River. Me and my mother belonged to the 

Workman family. Afterwards, I belonged to Madison Workman. He 

was a good man to his slaves. My work was around the house and 

home. I was too young to work in the fields until after the war. 

"I can't remember much about them times. I married there 

and soon after come to town and lived, where I have worked ever 

since. I do washing and other work. 

"On the farm, the old folks had to cook outdoors, or in a 

kitchen away off from the house. They had wide fireplaces where 

they put their pots to cook the meals. 

"I remember the old LittLe River Presbyterian Church where 

people would go on Sundays. They would go in the mornings, and 

again in the afternoons and have preaching." 

Source: Jane Bradley ( 80), Newberry, S.C. 
Interviewer: G.L. Summer, Newberry, S.O. May 17, 1937 
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EX-SLAVE 81 YEARS OLD. 

Andy Brice li-res with his wife and two small children, about 

twelve miles east of gidgeway., S. C., in a two-room frame building, chimney 

in the center. The house is set in a little cluster of pines one hundred 

and fifty yards north of state highway 1,341. Andy, since the amputation of 

his right leg five years ago, has done no work and is too old to learn a 

trade. He has a regular beggar's route including the towns of Ridgeway, 
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'annsboro, Woodward, and Blackstock. His amiability and good nature enable 

him to go home after each trip with a little mOney and a pack of miscellaneous 

gifts from white friends. 

"Howdy Captfn I come to Winnsboro dis mornin' from way ' cross 

'.1ateree, where I live now mongst de bull-frogs and skeeters. Seem lak 

they just sing de whole night thru: ' De bull-frog on de bank, and de skeeter 

in de pool.' Then de skeeter sail ' round my facewid de tra la, la la le, la 

la la part of dat old song you is heard, maybe many times. 

"I see a spitbox over dere. Hy chance, have you got any lbacco? 

Hake me more glib if I can chew and spit; then i members more and better de 

thing d done nast and gone. 

"I was a slave of Mistress Jane. Her was a daughter of old Marster 

William Brice. Her marry Henry Younge and mammy was give to Marse Henry and 

Miss Jane. 

"Mypappy name Tony. Mammy name Sallie. You is seen her a many a 

day. Marse Henry got kilt in de war. His tombstone and Mistress Jane's tomb-

stone am in Concord Cemetery. They left two shillun, Miss Kittie and Miss Maggie. 

They both marry a Caldwell; same name but no kin. Miss Kittie marry Marse Joe 
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Caldwell and move to Texas. Miss Maggie marry Narse Camel Caldwell and 

move to North Carolina. 

'My pappy die durint de war. After freedom, mammy marry a ugly, 

no ' count nigger name Mills Douglas. She had one child by him, name Janie. 

lily mammy name her dat out of memory and 1(sve for old mistress, in slavery 

time. I run away from de home of my step-pappy and got work wid Major 

Thomas Brice. I work for him 'til I become a full grown man and come to 

be de driver of de four-hoss wagon. 

"One day I see Mars° Thomas a twistint de ears on a fiddle and 

rosinin' de bow. Then he pull dat bow ' cross de belly of dat fiddle. 

Sumpin' bust loose in me and sing all thru my head and tingle in my fingers. 

I make up my mind, right then and dere, to save and buy me a fiddle. I got 

one dat Christmas, bless Godt I learn and been playin' de fiddle ever since. 

I pat one foot while I playin'. I kept on playin' and pat-bin' dat foot for 

thirty years. I lose dat foot in a smash up wid a highway accident but I play 

de old tunes on dat fiddle at night, dat foot seem to be deneat de end of dat 

leg ( indicating) and pats just de same. Sometime I ketch myself lookin' down 

to see if it have come back ar.F.A jined itself up to dat leg, from de very charm 

of de music I makin' wid de fiddle and de bow. 

"I never was very popular wid my own color. They say behind my back, 

in ' 76, dat I's a white folks nigger. I wear a red shirt then, drink red liquor, 

play de fiddle at de 'lection box, and vote de white folks ticket. lho I marry? 

I marry Ellen. Watson, as pretty a sigger cake nigger as ever fried a batter cake 

or rolled her arms up in. a mash tub. Haw I git her? I never git her; dat, fid-

dle got her. I play for all de mthite folks dances dawn at Cedar Shades, up at 

Blackstodk• De money roll in when someone Peas ' round de hat and say: 'De 

fiddlerl Ellen ha.t morebeaux round her than her could shake a stick at but 
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de beau she lak best was de bow dat could draw music out of them five 

strings, and draw money into dat hat, dat jingle in my pocket de nex' 

day when / go to see her. 

"I ' members very little ' bout de war, tho' I Was a good size 

boy when de Yankees come. Dy instint, a nigger can make up his mind 

pretty quick ' bout de creed ofi/ihite folks, whether they am buckra or 

whether they am not. Every Yankee I see had de stamp of poor white trash 

on them. They strutted ' round, big Ike fashion, a bustin' in room widout 

knockin', talkin' free to de white ladies, and familiar to de slave gals, 

ransackin' drawers, and runnin' deir bayonets into feather beds, and into 

de flower beds in de yards. 

"hat church I b' long to? None. Dat fiddle draws down from 

hebben all de sermons dat I understan'. I sings de hymns in de way I 

praise and glorify de Lord. 

"Cotton pickin' was de biggest work I ever did, outside of drivin' 

a wagon and playin' de fiddle. Look at them fingers; they is supple. I 

carry two rows of cotton at a time. One week I pick, in a race wid others, 

over 300 pounds a day. Commencinl 11-onday, thru Friday night, I pick 1,562 

pounds cotton seed. Dat make a bale weighin' 500 pounds, in de lint. 

"Ellen and me have one child, Sallie Ann. Ellen ' joy herself; 

have a good time nUssint white folks chillun. Nussed you; she tell me ' bout 

it many time. ' Spect she mind you of it very often. I knows you couldn't 

git ' round dat woman; nobody could. De Lord took her home fifteen years ago 

and I marry a widow, Ida Belton, dawn on de Kershaw County side. 

"You wants me to tell ' bout dat tleotion 44 at Woodward: in 1878? 

You wants to know de beginnint and de end of it? Yes? Well, you couldn't 

wet dis old man's whistle mid a awallaw of red liquor now? Couldn't you or 
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church. 

could you? Dis was de way of it: It was set for Tuesday. Monday I drive 

de four—hoss wagon down to dis very town. NOrse John McCrory end Norse Ed 

Tloodward COMB wdd me. They was in a buggy. when us got here, us got twenty0 

sixteen shooters and put them under de hay us have in de wagon. Dar rooms 

was here. I had fetched my fiddle long and played in horse Fred Habernick's 

bar ' til dinner time. Us leave town ' bout four o'clock, Roads was bad but 

us got home ' bout dark. Us put de guns in Norse Andy libbley's store. Morse 

.:;d and me leave Llarse John to sleep in de store and to take care of de guns. 

"De nex' morninl, rolls open in de little school house7by de brick 

I was dere on time, help to fix de table by de window and set de 

ballot boxes din it. Voters could come to de window, put deir arms thru and 

tuck de vote in a slit in de boxes. Dere was two supervisors, Morse lhomas 

for de 46mocrats and Uncle Jordan for de ladicals. ] 'larse Thomas had a book 

and a pencil, Uncle Jordan had de sane. 

"Joe Foster, big buckra nigger, want to vote a stranger. horse 

Thomas challenge dis vote. In them tips colored preachers so ifuriate de 

women, dat they would put on breeches and vote de Tublican radical ticket. 

De stranger look lak a woman. Joe Foster ' srute horse Thomas' word and harse 

Thomas-knock him down wdd de naked fist. Morse Irish Dilly Price, when him 

see four or five hindred blacks crowdin"round ilarse Thomas, he jump thru de 

window from de inside. ,ihen he lit on de ground, pistol went off pawl One 

nigger dro:::, in his tracks. Sixteen men come from nowhere and sixteen, sixteen 

shooters. Morse Thomas hold up his hand to them and say: M'aitil Him point 

to de niggers and say: ' Git.' They start to runnin' 'cross de railroad, over 

de hillside and never quit runnin' they git half a mile away. be only 

niggers left on dat ground was me, old Uncle Kantz, (You know de old mulatto, 
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club-foot nigger) well, me and him and Albert Gladney, de hurt nigger dai 

was shot thru de neck was de only niggers left. Dr. Tom Douglas took de 

bell out Albert's neck and de white folks put him in a wagon and sent him 

home. I drive de wagon. When I got back, de white boys was in de grave-.. 

yard gittint names off de tombstones to fill out de talley sheets, dere 

was so many votes in de box for de Hampton ticket, they had to vote de dead. 

I ' spect dat was one resurrection day all over South Carolina." 
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*I is gwine over to Tosch to see Maria. Everybody know 

Maria. She go by Rice -- Maria Rice. She sont fer me to cure her 

misery. First, I went from my home in lower Cross Keys, across de 

Enoree, to see Maria. When 1 reached dar whar she stay, dey tell me 

dat her daughter over to Tosch. Done come and 0 ot her. 

"A kind friend dat de Lawd put in my path fetched me back 

across de Enoree and over to Tosch to 1/lariats galls house. I is 

gwine straight over dar and lay my hand on Maria and rid her of dat 

„,isery dat she sont word was ailing her all dis spring. Don't make 

no diff'uns whar you hurts -- woma man or suckling babe -- if you 

believes in de holler of my hand, it'll ease you, allus do it. De 

Bible say so, dat's why it be true. Ain't gwine to tell you nothing 

but de truth and de whole truth, so help me Jesus. Gone 65 years, 

is been born agin dat long; right over in Padgett's Creek church, 

de white folks' church, dat's what de Lawd tuck my sins away and 

washed me clean agin wid His blood. Dat's why I allus sticks to de 

truth, I does. 

"Dey all ' lows dat I is gwine on 89, and I has facts to be-

lieve it am true. I ' longed to Marse Jesse Brig6s. Did you know dat 

it was two Jesse Briggs? Yes sir, sho was two Jesse Briggses. 

"What I gwine to relate to you is true, but in respect to 

my old Marse, and in de case dat dem what reads dat book won't 

understand, you needs not to write dis statement down. My marster 

was called 'Black Jesse', but de reason fer dat was to keep him frOm 

gitting mixed .up wid 0 other Jesse. Dat'is de secret of de thing. 
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Now dat's jes' fer your own light and knowledge, and not to be 

wrote down. He was de blacksAlith fer all de Cross Keys section, 

and fer dat very thing he sot de name by everybody, ' Black Jesse'. 

I allus ' longed to man and he was de kindest man what de 

countryside had knowledge of. 

"In Union County is whar I was born and raised, and it's 

whar I is gwine to be buried. Ain't never left de county but once 

in my life, and if de Lawd see fitten, I ain't swine to leave it 

no mot, ' cent to reach de Promise Land. Lawd:.Lawd! De Promise Land, 

dat ' s whar I is swine when I leaves Union County. Dey carried me 

a hundred miles to cure a sick woman, onliest time 1 

Union County. I loves it and I is fit throughout and 

time dem Yankees tried to git de county, to save it. 

ever left 

enduring de 

What is I 

swine to leave it fer? ir. :Perrin and all de white folks is good to 

me since my marse done gone and left his earthly home. And he is 

waiting up dar wid lassie to see me agin. Dat I is she of. 

"Listen brother, de Lawd is setting on His throne in Glory. 

He hear every word dat I swine to tell you. Folks fergits dat when 

dey talks real often sometimes, don't dey? I put my hand on any 'flux' 

man or woman and removes de pain, if dey have faith in my hand. I 

don't tell nothing but de truth. I was born on Gist Briggs' plantation 

in Union County, in de lower section of Cross Keys. Karse Sexton and 

all dem good folks in lower Keys says dat I sho is 86. Give my name 

right flat, it's George Briggs; giving it round, it like dis, George 

McDuffie Briggs. 14 papa's name was Ike Wilburn, and my mother's 

name was Margaret Briggs. Pa ' longed to Marse Lige Wilburn. Mama 

'longed to Jesse ( Black Jesse) Briggs. Dey both born and raised in 

Union County. Dese was my brothers and sisters, coming in de order 

dey was born to my parents in: Charlie, Dave, Aaron, Tom, Noah,. 
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Charlotte, Folly, F9mnie, Mattie,Horace, Cassice. I'm de oldest, and 

Cassie and me lives in Union County. Fannie and Mattie lives in Ashe-

ville, and de rest is done journeyed to de 2romise Land. Yes Lawd, to 

de 2romise Land. 

"Earse and Missus was good to us all. 'thIssus name was Nancy. 

She die early and her grave is in Cross Keys at de Briggs graveyard. 

7:e still: Leine git my mind together so dat I dontt git mixed up and 

cri git you de Briggses together. Here ' tis: Cheney and Lucindy, 

Lucindy married a Floyd from SoartanbUrg,and de rloyUs lived at de 

Burn't Factory. Cheney Brigs had a son, henry Briggs. 

"Not so fast, fer Ilse swine to start way back, dat time 

when us was lilt cl.rky boys way back in slavery. -We started to work 

wid de marsterts mules and hosses. Aen us was real little, we played 

hoss. Befot Cheney Briggs went to Arkansas he was out play hoss. His 

brother, Henry, was de wagoner arid I was de mule. Henry was little 

and he rid our backs sometimes. Henry rid old man Sam, sometimes, and 

old man Sam jest holler and haw haw at us chilluns. Die was in sech 

early childhood dat it is not so I can tzactly map out de exact age 

us was den; anyway, from die we rid de gentle bosses and mules and 

larntt how to feed dem. Every word dat I tells you is de truth, and 

is got to meet dat word somewhars else; and fer dat reason, de 

truth is all dat dis old man ever tells. 

"In dat day we lived in a log cabin or house. Sometimes us 

never had nothing to do. Our house had only one room, but some of de 

houses.had two rooms. Ourtn had a winder, a dot, and a common fire-

place. Now dey makes a firePlace to scare de wood away. In old days 

dey made fire)laces to take care of de chilluns in de cold weather. 

It warm de whole house, ' cause it was so big and dar was plenty wood. 
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Wood wasn't no problem den, and it ain't no problem yet out in de 

lower Keys. In town it is, and I ain't guessing. I done seed so. 

"I sho can histronize de Confederates. I come along wid 

de Secession flag and de musterings. I careful to live at home and 

please de Morse. In de war, Itse mot dan careful and I stick close 

to him and please him, and he mol dan good. Us did not git mobbed 

up like lots of dem did. 

"When Tice Myers' chilluns was born, he had a house built 

wid a up- stairs. But never no stage coach stopped dar as I ever heard 

tell about, and I done saw 75 years at Padgett's Creek. 

"Way 'tis, from de bundle of de heart, de tongue speaketh. 

Been in service regflar since Monday. I went to Neal Greege's house 

but she wasn't dar. I is speaking ' bout Ria ( Maria Rice). She done 

gone to town. At de highway, de Lawd prepared a friend to carry me 

to Union, and when I got dar I take and lay hands on Ria Rice. she 

laying down and suffering, and I sot down and laid my hand on her. We 

never say nothing, jest pray. She be real quiet, and atter while, 

she riz up and take a breath. She kept on a setting up fer so long 

dat her husband make her lay back down fer fear dat she git worser. 

I stay dar all through de night and she sleep sound and wake up die 

morning feeling like a new woman. 

"Befot'breakfast, here is de words of praise I lifted to 

de Lawd, over dar on Tosch. You set down de coser ( chorus): ' First 

to de graveyard; den to de Jedgement bar!' Is you got dat verser? 

Den git dis: 'All de deacons got to go; all de members got to go; 

all de sinners got to go.' Mot ' longs to it, but dat's all I takes 

when I is praising Him fer relieving pain through me. ( He sings each 

line five times. He takes off his hat; bows; holds his hands over his 

head, and closes hia eyes while singing.. His hair is snow white.) 

-1;': 
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"Lawd, help me dis morning: Here's another first line to 

one of our songs: 'All dem preachers got to got. 

"Nehemiah, when he wid de king, de king axed him to reveal 

de wall whar his father was buried. Nehemiah did what de king had 

done axed him. I 'tends Galilee Baptist church in lower Cross Keys; 

and at Sedalia, I goes to New Hope Methodist church, but I don't 

know nothing else but Baptist. We peoples is barrence ( barren of 

the Holy Spirit), but not God; He, hisself, is born of God, and all 

is of de same source and by dat I means de Spirit. All has to be 

born' of de Spirit to become chilluns of God. Romans, Chap.6, ' lows 

so::lething like dis: 'He dat is dead in - sin, how is it dat he can 

continue in sin?' flat tell us dat every man, white or black, is de 

child of God. And it is Christ dat is buried in baptism, and we 

shall be buried in like manner. If Christ did not rise, den our 

preaching is in vain. And if we is not born agin, why den we is 

lost and our preaching is in vain. 

"In picking up de Nev Testament, consider all dat you hear 

me arguing and saying is from a gift and not from edication. Romans 

6, ' lows: ' Speak plain words, not round words, kaise all de round 

words is fer dem dat is edlcated. Jacob had twelve so:yIs. Dey went 

and bundled up deir wheat, and eleven bundles bowed to de one. Dat 

Joseph's bundle what he done up. Other brothers up and got and sold 

Joseph into captivity to de Egyptians. Dat throw'd Jacob to send 

Reuben to Egypt. Den dey bowed to Jacob and his sons. It run on and 

on till dey all had to go to Egypt, and all of dem had to live 

under Joseph. 

"When I was a little shaver and come to myself, I was 

sleeping in a corded bed. (He scratched his head) I jest studying 
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fer a minute; can't ' zactly identify my grandpa, but I can identify 

my grandma. We all raised on de same place together. She name Cindy 

Briggs, but dey call her Cina kaise dar was so many Oindys 'round 

dar. One thing I does 'member ' bout her, if she tote me, she she 

to whip me. I was raised strict. 

"All my life I is stayed in de fur ( far) end of Union 

County whar it borders Laurens, wid de Enoree dividing de two coun-

ties. It is right dar dat I is plowed and hoed and raised my craps 

fer de past 75 years, I reckons. Lawd have mercy? No I doesn't re-

calls de names of none of dem mules. Dat's so fur back dat I is jest 

done forgot, dat's all. But I does recall 'fur back' things de best, 

sometimes. Listen good now. When I got big and couldn't play ' round 

at chillun's doings, I started to platting cornshucks and things fer 

making hoes and mule collars, and scouring- brooms and shoulder-mats. 

I cut hickory poles and make handles out of dem fer de brooms. Marse 

had hides tanned, and us make buggy whips, wagon whips, shoe strings, 

saddle strings and sech as dat out of our home-tanned leather. All 

de galluses dat was wo' in dem days was made by de darkies. 

"White oak and hickory was split to cure, and we made fish 

baskets, feed baskets, wood baskets, sewing baskets and all kinds of 

baskets fer de Missus. All de chair bottoms of straight chairs was 

made from white oak splits, and de straight chairs was made in de 

shop. You made a scouring brush like die: ( He put his hands together 

to show how the splits were held) By Splitting a width of narrow 

splits4 keep on.till you lay a entire layer of splits; turn dis !ay; 

Oat way, and den bind together and dat hold dem like you want dam 

ou work in a pole as long as you want. it fer 

art lest 
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"I git money fer platting galluses and making boot strings 

and other little things. Allus first, I desires to be well qualified 

wid what I does. I is swine to be qualified wid everything dat 

does, iffen does it fer money or no. Datts de reason white people 

has allus give me words of encouragement. 

"Now I swine to sing a song fer Miss Polly, kaise she de 

prand-daughter of de late Sheriff Long, and I goes to see her grand-

ma at de Keys ( Cross Keys House). Dar she come now. 

"How is you dis morning, Miss Polly? De LdWd sho does 

shower you, LA.ss Polly, and dat's de reason I is swine to sing fer 

:you dis morning. You'll be able to tell Mr. Jimmie ( her father) dat 

Uncle George sing fer you, 'Jesus Listening All De Day Long'. 

"Jesus listening all de day long to hear some sinner pray. 

De winding sheet to wrop ( wrap) dis body in, 

De coffin to hold you fast; 

Pass through death's iron do'. 

Come ye dat love de Lawd and let your joy be knowld; 

Dis iron.gate you must pass through, if you swine to be 

Born agin." 

Be sang these lines over three times p.nd then bowing, said: 

"Ain't it glory dat we can live whar de Lawd can use us? Dat's power. 

A strong man entereth in; a weak man cometh out. flat represent Christ 

swine into your heart. 

"Sho I can remember when dey had de mustering grounds at de 

Keys. Dar dey mustered and den dey turn't in and practiced drilling 

dem soldiers till dey larn't how to march and to shoot de Yankees. 

Drilling, dat's de proper word, not practice. I knows, if I ain't 

edticated. Dey signed me to go to de 16thregiment, but I never 
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reached de North. When us got to Charleston, us turn't around and de 

bosses fetched us right back to Union through Columbia. Us heard dat 

Sherman was coming, fetching fire along ' hind him. 

"Don't know nothing ' bout no militia to make no statement, 

but it went on and turntt back. Another regiment had a barbecue 

somewhars in Union County befot it went off to war; might a been de 

18th regiment, but I does not feel dat I can state on dat. 

"MY soul reaches from God's footstool up to his heavenly 

home. I can histronize de poor white folks' wives and chilluns en-

during de time of de Civil War fer you. When dese poor white men 

went to de war, dey left deir little chillun and deir wives in de 

hands of de darkies dat was kind and de rich wives of our marsters 

to care fer. Us took de best care of dem poor white dat us could. 

under de circumstances dat prevailed. 

"We was sont to Sullivan's Island, but befot we reached 

it, de Yankees done got it and we won't ' lowed to cross in. ' 64. But 

jest de same, we was in service till dey give Capt. Franklin Bailey . 

'mission to fetch us home. Dar we hag. to it 'mission fer everything, 

jest as us niggers had to git 'mission to leave our marsterts place 

at home in Union County. Capt. Bailey come on back to Cross Keys 

wid up under his protection, and we was under it fer de longest 

time atter we done got home. 

"Per 65 years I.been licensed as a.preacher, and fer longer 

Aan dat I been a member of Padgett 's Creek Baptist church. Mot work 

I does mot work I has to do. You know how to pray. Well, you does. 

40t Op* hoWto make polish oyt of pinders., 

1 0411 A4 1iCated yet, but even Lige what teaches school 

ck bUck dat te'fick, 
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A heap of ed icated folks can't give it. Here it is: 'What's de 

biggest figger in de figger ten?'! 

With his old black, rough and gnarled forefinger he drew 

on the table the figure 1. "Now you see dat? Dat's .de figger 1. A 

naught ain't nothing by itself or multiplied by other naughts; but 

set it down in front of de figger 1, and it takes on de value 9. 

Dar you is got ten -- one and nine is ten. Dat naught becomes some-

thing. I is old, and I ain't had narry bit of schooling, but I 

likes to be close to de orchard, and I knows it's dar by de smell of 

it. flat's de way I is when- I gits along side ed'icated folks -- I 

knows dat dey is. 

"It's like dat sum dem scholars couldn't git; standing 

alone dat naught ain't worth nothing, but set it up against dat - 

which is of value and it takes on value. Set a naught ag'inst dat 

which is one and you has ten; set up another naught dar and you has 

a hundred. Now if somebody was to give me a note worth $10, and I 

found room to add another naught along side of de first; den dem two 

naughts what ain't worth nothing by deirselves gives de note de 

value of $99 if dey is sot along wid de one. Ed'icated folks calls 

dat raising de . note. I is igtnatt and I calls dat robbery.-4nd dat's 

like you- and me. We is naughts and Christ is de one, and we ain't 

nothing till we carries de Spirit of de Lawd along wid us. 

*on de pathWay of life,. may you allUs keep Christ in front 

of you and you:Will ..never go wrong. De Lawd will den see fit to give 

you. a soul dat will reach from His foot Stool here on earth to His 

* He ended, With a deep sob and good bye. 

urce. George lir4ggP 
Interviewer: Well '::4660:: 
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"Some white men called in question today about de 

reigning governor enduring time of de Civil War. I knowed dat, 

and ' cides dat, I knowed him well. It was Governor 'Bill' as 

us called him. 

"What you want to git, is history about muster grounds. 

Yes, it was on Jones Ferry Road, jest south of Cross Keys whar 

dey had what dey allus called de muster field. Now, Jones 

Ferry Road leads across Enoree River into Laurens County. 

Enoree River is de thing dat devides Onion County from Laurens 

County, dat it is. 

"Well as I remember, Mr. Bill Ray was in de mustering 

of de 18th Regiment. Billy, Robert, Sam and Miss Nancy was Mr. 

Alex's chilluns. Understand me, don't think dat Bob and Sam 

was in de Regiment ... satisfied Billy was, kaise he used to 

pass our house on horse back, coming from de Laurens side where 

he lived. 

"Sixteen-year- old boys come in de same time dat I did. 

Course I ain't told all dat I knows, kaise dat wouldn't be prop-

er. All I tell you, I wants it to be recognized. De better it's 

done, de better it'll help you. 

"I goes from home and stays five days or more, and 

don't nothing happen to a thing at my home. I does fer de sick 

and de Lawd blesses me. He looks atter my things while I am 

away. He soon shows is presence atter I gits dar. He calls fer 

me and I feeds Him, 
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"Once had 26 biles ( boils). Dat make me consider 

my disobedience against de Lawd. Den I went to Him in prayer. 

He told me Satan done got ahead of Him. Dat show me dat I 

done forgot to be particular. I got mot tticular and pray mot 

often, and in six weeks my biles had done all gone. 

"Dar is times when I gits lost fer not knowing. I 

can't keep up, kaise I cannot read. Man in Sunday school reads 

and I hears. He read de olden testament; den he read de new 

Testament. Dat my schooling. I ' clar unto you, I-got by all my 

life by praying and thinking. I sho does think a lot. ('Uncle' 

George's facial and scalp muscles work so when he thinks, that 

his straw hat moves up and down.) 

"When good man prays fer bad man, de Holy Ghost works 

on bad man's consciousness, and afo' he knows it, he's a- saying 

'Lawd have Merck' ' stead of ' G'dami, like all wicked folks says 

every day. He --- dat de Holy Ghost dat I still is speaking of--

jest penetrates de wicked man's consciousness widout him a- know-

ing it. Dat penetrating make de bad man say, ' Lawd have Mercy.' 

I hoe.s and I cuts sprouts, and den I plows. When you plows, 

mules is allus so aggravating dat dey gits you all ruffled up. 

Dat de devil a-working at you. Dat's all old mules is anyhow. I 

does not cuss, no- how, kaise it sho am wicked and I is had de 

Holy Spirit in my soul, now gone sixty-five years, since I 

jined Padgett Creek Church. When my old mule gits to de row's 

end, and he act mulish -- kaise dat's in him and he don't know 

nothing else to do -- I means to say either ' ha' orlgeel, and 

often since I jined Padgett Creek Church t finds myself saying 

'Lawd have Merclit 'stead of !gee' or that. So you see dat de 

Lawd has command, whar-so-ever if I was wicked, Satan would. 
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"A child fo God allus will agree wid de Word of God. 

We mens dat claim to be leaders in de Kingdom, got to step up 

and sho folks what dey must do. Man learns right smart from 

Exodus ' bout how to lead. A male child was born to rule de 

world. Moses still de strongest impression dat we has as rulers. 

God gits His- self into de heads of men dat he wants to rule 

and He don't tell nobody else nothing ' bout it neither. 

"Mr. Roosevelt de president and he she looks atter de 

poi folks. He ain't no igInant man neither, kaise he got de 

light. Folks ain't a-gwine to drown him out neither wid dere 

wicked words tgainst him, kaise he strive in de Lawd's name to 

do his will. Mr. Roosevelt got learning like I is from de throne 

of God. He may have education also, but if he is, he sho knows 

how to keep dem both jined together. Folks reads to me how he • 

got crippled and how he washed in dem springs in Georgia, and 

dat keep him a-gwine right on anyhow. It ain't dem springs by 

deself, but it's God a dipping his hand down dar fer de Pres-

ident to git well. Oh yes, suh, I knows dat he twan't de pres-

ident when he was a-tashing, but dem de plans dat de Lawd had 

done already planned and you and me never knowld nothing ! bout 

all dat. You and me does not know what is planned up in sto' 

fer us in de future neither. 

"I is a Baptist, and at Padgett's Creek we does not 

believe in no back- sliding. ! Once in de Spirit, allus in de 

Spirit ,. A child of yourtn is allus a child of yourtn. Dat de 

way de Baptist teach -- once a child of God, allus God's child. 
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T'ain't no sech thing as drapping back. If you drape back, you 

ain't never been no child of de Lawd, and you never had no 

business being baptized. Christ was baptized in de waters of 

Jordan, won't (weren't) He? Well, He never drapped back, did 

Be? He say we must follow in His footsteps, didn't He? Well, 

dar you is, and datts all dar is to it.. 

"God gits in de heads of men to help de aged and de 

pot also. I never axes fer nothing, but when I sets around de 

courthouse and informs men as I been doing die evening, de 

Lawd has dem to drap a nickle or a.dime or a quarter in my hand 

but He never gits dem to a half of a dollar." 

Source: George Briggs,(88) Rt.2, Union, S.C. 
Interviewer: Caldwell Sims, Union, S.C. ( 7/3.2/37) 
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"What- so- ever I can find!' I traveling dat way over 

73 years. If he ax de Lawd and have faith, he ken do; and 

iffen he don't have no faith, tiy den he can't. When a man 

comes along dat wants his own way, and he won't pay no 

attention to de Lawd, by den de Lawd don't pay him no mind; 

and so dat man jest keeps a-gwine on wid his way and he 

don't never reach de Cross. Jesus say, ' deny yourself, pick 

up de Cross and follow Me.' 

"I see a man in de courthouse dis morning, and he 

was like Ilicodemus. Why dat man want to be resto'd back like 

he was when he was jest 21 years old. I seed him setting 

down dar in Mr. Perrin's office, and I knowed his troubles 

when he ' low dat he done been to every doctor in town. De 

trouble was, he never had no faith in de doctors and nobody 

else. How could he have faith in Jesus when he never had 

none in nothing else? Brother, you has to have faith in 

your fellowmVa befo' you has faith in de Lawd. I don't know 

how come, but dat's de way it is. My plan is working by 

faith. Jesus say, 'Work widout faith ain't nothing; but 

work wid faithIll move mountains'. 

"Dat man told me he gwine give me a hundred dollars 

if I rid him of misery. Dat show he never know nothing 'bout 

faith. 
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"If Mr. Emslie Nicholson ax me to rid him of a 

misery, I couldn't take no money from him, and he de richest 

man in all Union County. Mr. Nicholson would know better dan 

to offer me money, kaise he has faith. You know he's a good 

'Presmuterian' ( Presbyterian). 

"Dey looks at de back of my head, and de hair on 

it ain't rubbed against no college and fer dat reason dese 

young negroes don't want me to preach. Dey wants to hear dat 

man preach dat can read. Man dat can read can't understand 

less'n some divine man guide him. I speak as my Teacher gives 

it to me, dat's de Lawd. In so doing, I testify de word dat 

no man can condemn. Dat is my plan of Salvation: to work by 

faith widout price or purse, as de Lawd, my teacher has 

taught me. 

"Dar was no church on our plantation when I was a 

boy. All de Baptists went to Padgett's Creek, and all de 

Methodist went to 4uaker Churdh and Belmont. Padgett's Creek 

had a section in de back of de church fer de slaves to sit. 

Quaker Church and Belmont both had slaves' galleries. Dar 

is a big book at Pa4getts ieuk, three pages of slaves' names 

that was members. Mr. Claude Sparks read it to me last year. 

All de darky members dead, but one, dat's me. 

"Nobody never read de Bible to me when I was little. 

It jest a gift of God dat teached to me through de Holy Ghost. 

It's de Spirit of de one in Three dat gits into you, and dat's 

de Holy Ghost or de Holy Spirit dat gives me my enlightment. 



Stories From Ex-Slaves ( Geo. Briggs) Page 3. 
95 

"If I can git to de dot of Padgett's Creek Church, 

I can jest feel de Power of God. ('Uncle' George pats his 

foot and softly cries at this point, and his face takes on 

a calm and peaceful expression.) 

"If you eats befo' you kits hongry, you never will 

feast on dead air. I makes it a practise to feed my soul and 

body bee,' dey gits hongry. Even I does eat by myself, dis old 

man take off his hat and ax de Lawd to bless his soul and body 

in nourishment fer de future. 

"I ain't never seed r. Lincoln, but from what I 

learn't dey said dat God had placed in him de revelation to 

give de plan dat he had fer every man. pat plan fer every man 

to worship under his own vine and fig tree. From dat, we 

should of liked Mr. Lincoln. 

"Dis here 'Dick Look- Up', No sir, I don't know him, 

kaise I caught his name since I come on dis side of de river. 

Mr. Perrin knows him, and I heard him say dat every time any-

body ax him how old he is, he add on ten years. Dat's how come 

dey got in de paper he a hundred and twenty-five years old. 

NOW me and Mr. Perrin doesn't speak unless we is obleeged to 

know dat what we is gwine to say is de truth. Us is careful, 

kaise us knows dat de Lawd am looking down from his throne, 

and dat He is checking every word dat we says. Some folks does 

not recall dat fact when dey speaks, or dey would be careful. 

"I'll say it slow so dat you can catch it; I start 

in time of de Confederate War. Wid dirt dug up out of de smoke-

house, water was run through it so us could get salt fer bread. 
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Hickory wood ashes was used fer soda. If we didn't have no 

hickory wood, we burnt red corn cobs; and de ashes from dem 

was used fer cooking soda. 

"Molasses was made from watermel oas in time of de 

war. Dey was also made from May- apples or may-pops as some 

call dem, and sometimes dey was made from persimmons and 

from wheat brand. In Confederate days, Irish potato tops was 

cooked fer vegetables. Blackberry leaves was ocassionally 

used fer greens or fer seasoning lambs quarters. 

"Dis way watermelon was done: Soak waterme4on 

twenty and four hours to detself; strain off all juice and 

put on fire to bile. When dey thickens dey bees good, Yes 

sir, good, good, 

"Wid may-pops: peel de outside green off, den bust 

'em open and mash up together; strain juice off and cook thick. 

" ' Simmons and wheat bran are mashed up together and 

baked in water. Let set twenty and four hours and cook down 

to molasses. Dat winds up dat part of it. 

"Git plum and blackberries and de like of dat and 

make up in Jelly, mr can fer scarce times, dat ' s de way we 

done den and folks does dat yet. Dese is some of de particular-

est things of de Confederate times dat I come back from 

Sedalia to give you, dat's right. ( This old negro, who had 

already been interviewed by the writer, came a long way and 

looked-up the author to tell him some incidents which he had 

forgotten to tell in the first intervie SOMB Customs ill 

done went by now, bu*dey was practiced in Sedalia, and as to 

whai dem was done fer off as Spartanburg, I cannot say. 
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"In Confederate time, all wimmens stayed close 

home and carded am. spun all de day long. Dey wove all dere 

own clothes. Men at home, old men, made leather shoes and 

shoe strings and belts and galloses. 

"Our darkies tried hard to be obedient to our 

master so dat we might obtain ( keep) our pleasant home. 

Obedience makes it better dan sacrifice. I restes my inint 

dant* 

Source: George Briggs (88), Rt.2, Union,S.C. 
Interviewed by: Caldwell Sims, Union, S.C. ( 7/7/37) 
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"Remembers de Confederate War, Miss. Yes lmam, I'm 

supposed to be, if I can live to see February, bout 73 

year old. What age Hester say she was? Dat what I had 

thought from me en her conversation. Miss, I dons remember 

a thing more bout de war den de soldiers comm n through old 

Massais plantation en we ohillun was ' f raid of dem en ran. 

Knew dey was dressed in a different direction from us white 

folks. All was in blue, you know, wid dem curious lookin 

hats en dem brass buttons on dey bodies. No 0mam, dey didni 

stop nowhel bout us. Dey was ridin on horses en it seem like 

dey was in a hurry gwine somewhel. En dey didno stop to old 

Massals house neither. No„mam, not to my knowin, dey didni. 

Well, we was livin out to de plantation, we calls it, en Massa 

en Missus was livin up here to Marion. Mr. Ferdinand Gibson, 

dat who been us Massa in slavery time en Miss Connie ) dat what 

we used to call her, was us Missus. To my knowin, dey didni 

have no chillun dey own, but dey sho had plenty colored people. 

Yes lmam, seems like to my remembrance .1 my Massa ran bout 30 

plantations en ' sides dat, he had a lot of servants right up 

here to de big house, men en women." 

"I was real small in dem days en far as I can remember, 

we lived on de quarter dere to old Massals plantation in de 
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country. Us little tots would go every mornin to a place up 

on de hill, called de milk house, en get our milk ytween meals 

while de old folks was off workin. Oh, dey had a old woman to 

see after we chillun en tend to us in de daytime. De old lady 

dat looked after us, her name was Mary Novlin. Lord, Mr. Gibson, 

he had big farms en my mother en father, dey worked on de farms. 

Yessum, my mother en father, I used to never wailldni know when 

dey come home in de evenin, it would be so late. De old lady, 

she looked after every blessed thing for us all day long en 

cooked for us right along wid de mindin. Well, she would boil 

us corn meal hoMiny en give us dat mostly wid milk for break-

fast. Den dey would have a big garden en she would boil peas 

en give us a lot of soup like dat wid die here oven bread. Oh, 

dem what worked in de field, dey would catch dey meals when dey 

could. Would have to cook way in de night or sometimes fore 

day. Cose dey would take dey dinner rations wid dem to de 

field. More or less, dey would cook it in de field. Yessum, 

dey would carry dey pots wid dem en cook right dere in de field 

whel dey was workin. Would boil pots en make bread, too. I 

don' know how long dey had to work, mam, but I hear dem say dat 

dey worked hard, cold or hot, rain or shine. Had to hoe cotton 

en pick cotton en all such as dat. I don' know, mam, but de 

white ,folks, I guess dey took it dat dey had plenty colored 

people en dey Lord never meant for dem to do no work. You 

know, white folks in dem days, dey made de colored people do." 
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'De people used to spin en weave, my Lordi Like today, 

it cloudy en rainy, dey couldni work in de field en would 

have to spin dat day. Man, you would hear dat thing windin 

en I remember, I would stand dere en want to spin so bad, I 

never know what to do. Won' long fore I got to whel I could 

use de shuttle en weave, too. I had a grandmother en when 

she would get to dat wheel, she sho know what she been do In. 

White folks used to give de colored people task to spin en I 

mean she could do dat spinnin. Yestum, I here to tell you, 

dey would make de prettiest cloth in dat day en time. Old 

time people used to have a kind of dye dey called indigo en 

dey would color de cloth just as pretty as you ever did see." 

"Den-I recollects dat dey would have to shuck corn some 

of de days en wouldni nobody work in de field dat day. Oh, 

my Lord, dey would have de big eats on dem days. Would have 

a big pot right out to de barn whet dey was shuokin corn en 

would boil it full as it could hold wid such as peas en rice 
a 

en collards. Would cook big bld, too, en would save a hog's 

head for dat purpose often times." 

"Colored people didnt have no schools nowhes in dat day 

en time. Nolum„ us didni go to no church neither cause we was 

way off dere on de plantation en wasno any church nowhet bout 

dere, Miss. I likes to be truthful en I tellin you, when we 

was comm n up, we never did& know nothin soept what we catch 

from de old folks." 



Code No. 
Project, 18S5-( l) 

'Prepared by Annie Ruth Davis 
Place, Marion, S.C. 
Date, January 27 1 7.938 

No. Words  
Reduced from words 
Rewritten by 

rage 4. 
101 

"Old Massa, he used to come to de plantation drivin 

his rockaway en my Lord a mercy, we chillun did love to run 

en meet him. Dey used to have a great big gate to de lane 

of de plantation en when we been hear him comin, we would go 

a runnin en holler, 'Massa cominI Massa cominI 1 En he would 

come ridin through de big gate en say, 'Yonder my little 

niggersI How my little niggers? Come here en tall me how 

you all.' Den we would go a runnin to him en try to tell him 

what he ax us. Yesium, we was sho pleased to see old Massa 

cause we had to stay right dere on dat plantation all de time 

round bout dat old woman what tended to us. Used to hear my 

mother en my father speak bout dey had to get a'ticket from 

dey boss to go anywhei dey wanted to go off de place. Pataroller 

catch dem off de plantation somewhel widout dat walkin ticket, 

dey would whip dem most to death. Never didni hear bout old 

Massa whippin none of dem, but he was very tight on dem, my 

father say. Oose he give dem abundance of rations en somethin 

to eat all de time, but colored people sho been work for what 

dey would get in dem days. Did& get nothin dey never pay for. 

It been like dis, what rations us parents would get, dat would 

be to dey house en what we chillun been get would be to de old 

woman's house what took care of us." 

"Well, Miss, some people stays here wid me, but dey works 

out en I tries to help dem out somehow. No 0mam, we all stays 

right here together en while dey on de job, I tries to look 
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out for de chillun. I just thinkin bout when we come to a 

certain age, honey, it tough. Ohillun is a heap of trouble, 

I say. Well, I was de mother of five, but dey all dead tcept 

one. My husband, he been dead seven years. Yestum, dis a bad 

little girl settin here in my lap en dat one over dere in de 

bed, he a boy what a right smart larger den dis one. (Little 

girl just can stand alone).(Little boy wakes up. "Son, dere 

you want in to get up en I don' know whet near a rag to put on 

you is. Dere, you want a piece of bread fore you is dress. 

Who undressed you last night nohow? Boy, you got to stand 

dere en wait till your mamma come home cause I can' find none 

your rags. What de matter wid you? You so hungry, you just 

standin dere wid your mouth droolin dat way. Dere your bread 

en tea on de bureau. awine on en get it." ( Little boy's 

breakfast consisted of a cold biscuit and a little cold coffee 

poured in an empty coffee can. The little girl sat with a 

clump of cold hominy in her hand on which she nibbled.) 

"Lord, I think what a blessin it would be if chillun dese 

days was raise like dey used to be, Miss. Yes,mam, we had what 

you call strict fathers en mothers den, but chillun aint got 

dem dese days. Oh, dey would whip you en put de lash to you 

in dat day en time. Yeslum, Miss, if we never do right, my 

father would put it to us. Sho meant what he say. Wouldn' 

never whip you on Sunday though. Say dat he would get you 

tomorrow. Den when Monday come, he would knock all bout like 
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he had forget, but toreckly he would call you up en he would 

sho work on you. Pa say, ' I'm not gwine let you catch me in 

no lie. When I tell you I gwine cut you, I gwine do it.' 

Miss, I is had my mother to hurt me so bad till I would just 

fall down en roll in de sand. Hurtl Dey hurt, dat dey did. 

Wouldn' whip you wid no clothes on neither. Would make you 

pull off. Yes iviam ) I could sniffle a week, dey been cut me 

such licks. Thought dey had done me wrong, but dey know dey 

aing been doin me wrong en I mean dey didn' play wid me." 

"Miss, I think folks is livin too fast in de world today. 

Seems to me like all de young people is worser, I say. Well, 

I tell you, dey be ridin out all times of night en girls meetin 

up Wid kiss Fortune. At least, our colored girls does. En don' 

care what dey do neither. Dont seem to care what dey do nor how 

dey do. De girls nowadays, dey gets dey livin. Girls settin 

higher den what dey makes demselves dese days." 

Source: Josephine Bristo1.7 1 colored, 77 years, irion, S. L. sy 

Personal intrvicw by Annie Ruth Davis, Jan., 1938 
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ANNE BROOME 

EX-SLAVE 87 YEARS OLD. 

"Does you recollect de Galloway place just dis side of White Oak? 

dell dere's where I was born. When? Can't name de ' zact year but my ma 

say, no stork bird never fetch me but de Lust railroad train dat come up 

de railroad track, when they built de line, fetched me. She say I was a 

baby, settin' on de cow-ketcher, and she see me and say to pa: IReubin, 

run out dere and get our baby befo' her falls off and gets hurt under them 

wheelst Do you know I believed dat tale Itil I was a big girl? Sure did, 

'til white folks laugh me out of itt 

"Ay ma was name Louisa. My marster was Billie Brice, but Ispect 

God done write sumpin' else on he forehead by dis time. He was a cruel 

marster; he whip me just for runnin' to de gate for to see de train ran by. 

4 missue was a pretty woman, flaxen hair, blue eyes, name Mary SiAonton, 

'til she marry. 

"Us live in a two-room plank house. Plenty to eat and enough to 

wear ' coot de boys run ' round in their shirt tails and de girls just a 

one-piece homespun slip on in de sumner time. Dat was not a hardship then. 

Us didn't know and didn't care nothinl ' bout a ' spec-table Ipearance in 

those days. Dats de truth, us didn't. 

"GranIpa name Obe; gran'ma, name Rachel. Shoes? A child never 

have a shoe. Slaves wore wooden bottom shoes. 

"W white folks went to New Hope Church. Deir chillun was mighty 

good to us all. Dere was Miss Martha, her marry Doctor Madden, right here 

at Winnsboro. Miss Mary marry Narster John Vinson, a little polite mill& 

man, nice man, though. Then Miss Jane marry Narster John Young. Be passed 
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outsleavint two lovely chillun, Kitty and Maggie. Both of them marry 

CAdwells. Dere was Marster Calvin, he marry Congfessman. Wallace's 

daughter, Ellen. Then dere was Aarster Jim and Marster William, de 

last went to Florida. 

"It was a big place, I tell you, and heaps and heaps of slaves. 

Some times they git too many and sell them off. MY old mistress cry 

'bout dat but tears didn't count wid old marster, as long as de money 

come a runnin' in and de rations stayed in de smoke house. 

"Us had a fine carriage. Sam was de driver. Us go to Concord 

one Sunday and New Hope de next. Had quality fair neighbors. Dere was 

de Cockerel's, Tiscopalians, dat ' tend Ste John in 44innsboro, de Adgers, 

:2 
big buckraowent to gion in Winnsboro. Marster Burr Cockerel' was de 

sheriff. ' Members he had to hang a man once, right in de open jailyard. 

Then dere was a poor buckra family name Marshall. Our white folks was 

good to them, ' cause they say his pappy was close kin to de biggest Jedge 

of our country, John Marshall. 

"When de slaves got bad off sick, marster send for Dr. ialter Brice, 

his kin folks. Some times he might send for Dr. Madden, him's son-in-law, 

as haw he was. 

"When de Yankees come, all de young marsters was off in de ' Federate 

side. I see them nowisallopin' to de house, canteen boxes on their hips 

and de bayonets rattlint by deir sides. De fust thing they ask, was: 'You 

got any wine?' They search de house; make us sing: ' Good old Time 1Ligion; 

put us to runnin' after de chickens and a cookint. When they leave they 

burnt de gin house and everything in dere. They burn de smoke-house and 
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wind up wld burnin' de big house. 

"You t1Lrough wid no now, boss? I shot is glad of date Help 

all you kin to git me dat pension befol I die and de Lord will bless 

youjloney. De Lord not gwine to hold His hand any longer ' ginst us. 

Us cleared de forests, built de railroads, cleaned up de swamps, and 

nursed de white folks. Now in our old ages, I hopes they lets de old 

slaves like me see de shine of SOMB of dat money I hears so much talk 

'bout. They say its free as de gift of grace from de hand of de Lord. 

Good morninl and God bless you, will be my prayer always. Has you got 

a dime to give dis old nigger, boss? .51 
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MOM HAGAR 

(Verbatim Conversation) 

FOLKLORE 1.07 

Mom Hagar Brown lives in her little weathered cabin on 

forty odd acres left by her husband, Caleb Brown. Caleb died 

in Georgia where he had been sent to the penitentiary for 

stealing a hog that another man stole. Aunt Hagar has grands 

settled all around her and she and the grands divide up the 

acreage which is planted in corn, sweet potatoes, cotton, and 

some highland rice. She ministers to them all when sick, 

acts as mid-wife when necessary, and divides her all with her 

kin and friends - white and black. She wages a war on 

ground-moles, at which she laughs and says she resembles. 

Ground-mole beans almost a foot long protect and decorate her 

yard. She has apple and fig trees, and scuppernong grape 

vines grow rank and try to climb all her trees. 

(Monday morning she hobbles up on a stick - limping and 

looking sick.) Comes in kitchen door. 

Lillie: "Aunt Hagar, how you?" 

Hagar: "Painful. Doctor tell me I got the tonsil. iiant 

to represent me one time and take them out. I 

say, Doctort Get in hospital, can't get outl 

Let me stay here till my change come.' Yeddy? I 

ain't wuthi Ain't wathi Ain't got a piece of 

sense. Yeddy? Ellen say she want God to take 

she tomorrow? When you ready it's ' God take me 
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• nowt' All right sont" ( Greeting Zackie who enters 

kitchen.) 

Zackie: "Aunt Hagar, how you feel?" 

Hagar: "1 ain't wuth son. How's all?" 

Zackie: "Need a little more grits!" 

Lillie: "Hear Zackiet Mom Hagar, that ain't hinder him 

ordering anothert" (The fact that food is scarce 

doesn't limit Zackiets family.) 

Hagar: "You hear bout this Jeremiah broke in somewhere - 

get all kinds likker and canned things and differ-

ent thing?" 

Zackie: "Must a broke in that place call 'Stumble Inntt 

(Very seriously.) That Revenue man been there." 

Hagar: "I yeddy last night& Say he there in news-paper. 

Mary say, t see ' em in papertt Mrs. White gone to 

child funeral. That been in paper too. Mary see 

that in paper. Easter say old lady gone dere. 

Doctor say better go. Child sick. Child seven 

years old. Fore they get there tell ' em say, 

!Child deadlt 

"People gone in patch to pick watermillon. Ain't 

want child to go. You know chillunl Child gone in. Ain't 

want ' em for go. You know. Child pick watermillon. Ketch 

up one - I forgotten what pound they say. Roll. Roll duh 
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watermilion. Roll ' em on snakel They say, ' Snake bite tem?' 

Child say, ' No. Must a scratch.' See blood run on boy leg. 

Child get unconscion that minute. Gone right out. Jess a). 

Ease out so. I cry. I cryt" 

Lillie: "You know ' em, Mom Hagar?" 

Hagar: "Not Not Lill, fever got met Cold get me till my 

rump dead. Got hospital boy rouse one time say, 

'Ma, less go hornet Red stripe snake bite 

••• 

Hagar: "Klu Klux?" ( Chin cupped in hand - elbow on knee - 

looking way off - ) 

"Reckon that the way them old timey people call ' am. 

Have to run way, you go church. Going to come in to ketch 

you or do any mischievous thing - come carry you place 

they going beat you - in suit of white. Old white man to 

Wilderness Plantation. Pariah old man name. Treat his wife 

bad. Come to house, ain't crack. Come right in suit of 

white. Drag him out - right to Woodstock there where Mr. 

in get shoot. Put a beating on that white man there till 

he mess up' ' Oman never gone back to him yeti 

"A man wuz name (1 forgot what the mannane wuz) 

wuz.a white man mess round wid a colored woman and they 

didn't do a God thing but gone and put a beating on you, 

OW 
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darling! Come in. Grab you and go. Put a beating on you 

till you can't see. Know they got a good grub to lick you 

wid. They git done you can't sit down. Ain't going carry 

you just for play with." 

"Mom Hagar, you wanter vote?" 

Hagar: "Oh my God!" 

"Aunt Hagar are the colored people happier now 

than the old timey slavery time people?" 

Hagar: "Young people now got the world by force. Don't 

care. Got more trick than law low. Tricky! 

Can't beat the old people. Can't equal to tem. 

Some the young people you say !AMEN' in church 

they make fun ot you. Every tub stand on his 

own bottom. Can't truss tem. 

"Ma say some dem plan to run way. Say, ' Less 

runt Less run!' Master ketch dem and fetch dem in. Lay 

'em cross barrel. Beat dem till they wash in blood. 

Fetch ' em back. Place ' em cross the barrel - hogsket 

barrel - Christl They ramp wash in blood! Beat Ma sis-

ter. He sister sickly. Never could clear task - like he 

want. My Ma have to work he self to death to help Henritta 

so sickly. Clear task to keep from beat. Some obersheer 

mean. Oaks labor. (Meaning her Ma and mats family were 

laboring on Oaks Plantation - the plantation where Gov. 

110 
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Joseph Allston and Theodosia his wife lived on Waccamaw) 

Mother Sally Doctor. Ma got four chillun. One was Emme-

line, one Getty, one Katrine one Hagart I older than 

Gob (Katrine). Could a call doctor for Gob if I had any 

sense. It (Big nuff to gone for doctor When Gob born.) 

"Stay in the fieldl 

Stay in the fieldl 

Stay in the field till the war been end!" 

(This is Aunt Hagar's favorite song) 

Mom Hagar Brown - age 77 

Murrells Inlet, S. C. 

July 4th, 1937. 

111 
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(Some recollections of Mom Hagar Brown) 

FOLKLORE 112 

Visitor: "Mom Hagar, how old did you say you were?" 

Hagar: "Don't take care of my aget Had me gang of 

chillun when ma die. I had Samuel, I had Elias, I had 

Arthur ; I had Beck. Oh, my Godl Man, go wayi I h4d 

Sallyi I had Sally again. I didn't want to give the 

name ' Sally' again. Say, ' First Sally come carry girl.' 

La say, ' Gin ' em name ISallylt I faid ( afraid) that 

other one come back for him. Had to do what Ma say. 

Had to please tem. Ma name Sally. Ma chillun Catrine, 

Hagar, Emmeline, Gettie. I born Columbia. Come Freedom, 

when we left Columbia, ma finer till we get in Charston. 

Freedom come, battle till we get ' Oaks.' (Battled till 

they reached the ' Oaks Plantation - -. 1) Stay there 

till people gin (begin) move bout. Come Watsaw. Gone 

'Collins Creek.' In the ' Reb Time! you know, when they 

sell you bout - Massa sell you all about. Broke 

through them briar and branch and thing to go to church. 

Them patrol get you. Church ! Old Bethel.' You don't 

know tem. Been gonet 

"I yeddy mat (heard my mother) Ma say, ! I too 

glad my chillun aint been here Rebs timet Gin you task 

you rather drown than not done that taskt Ma say Auntie 

poor we weak creeter, couldn't strain. Ma had to strain 

to fetch sister up with her task. Dere (there) in rice-
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field. Ma say they on flat going to islant ( island), see 

cloud, pray God send rain! 4hen rooster crow, say they 

pray God to stop lemi Rooster crow, broke up wedderl . 

When rooster crow, scare fem. Broke up rain! Ma say 

they drag the pot in the river when the flat going cross. 

Do this to make it rain. Massa! Don't done you task, 

driver wave that whip, put you over the barrel, beat you 

so blood run down! I wouldnit take *eml Ma . say, ! I too 

glad my chillun aint born then!! 

"Any cash money? Where you gwine get ' em? Only cash' 

the gospel! Have to get the gospel. Give you cloth! 

Give you ration! Jess ( just according) many chillun you 

got. Ma say chillun feed all the corn to the fowl. 

Clillun say, ! Papa love he fowl! 

Papa love he fowl! 

Three peck a days 

Three peck a day! 

"Parent come to door.. ot a grain of corn leave! 

Poor people! Come, drop! Not a grain! .6verybody on 

the hill help. One give this; one give that. Handle ' em 

light! (Very careful with victuals). Gone you till 

Saddy ( Saturday.) (Will last you until Saturday when 

you are rationed again.) 

"When Ma get down, she say, ! I gone.leave I gone 

2' 113 
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leave here nowt But, oh, Hagart Be a mudder and fadder 

for Katrinett 

"I say, (I call Katrine ! Gob') I say, ! Better tell 

Gob to look atter met! 

"Ma say, ' When I gone I ax the Master when he take me, 

to send drop ot rain to let true believer know I gone to 

Glory' 

"When they lift the body to take ' em to the church, 

rain, tTitt Titt Tit! Tittt on the housel At the gate, 

moon shine out' Going to the churchl Bury to the tOaks.t 

"Gob say, tTitty, all you chillun bury at Oaks. Ma to 

Oaks. How come you wanter bury Watsaw?" 

"I say, ! When the trumpet sound, I yeddylt (When the 

trumpet sounds, I'll hear itt) 

"I marry right to Collins Creek hill. Big dance out 

the doorl I frees I kick upt Ma, old rebs time peoplet" 

Mom Hagar Brown 

Age - ( She says ! Born first ot 

Freedom! but got her age from 

a contemporary and reported 77) 

Murrells Inlet, S. C. 
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IX-SLAVE STORY 

(Verbatim) 

POLIELORE - 115 

"My old man can 'member things and tell you things and he 

word carry. We marry to Turkey Hill Ploitation. Hot supper. 

Cake, wine, and all. Hill cow, hog, chicken and all. That 

time when you marry, so much to eatt Yinance weddille Now - 

"We ' lamp-oil chilluni; they Ilectric light' dhillun nowt 

We call our wedding ' lamp-oil wedding'. Hall jam fall of 

people; out-of-door jam full. Stand before the dhiabley. 

"When that first war come through, we born. I don't know 

just when I smell for come in the world. 

"Big storm? Yinnah talk big storm hang people up on tree? 

(Noahl) Shake? I here in house. House gone, fRack-a-rack-

a-rackerit 

"My husband run out - with me and my baby left in bedi 

Baby just came in time of the shake. 

"When I first have sense, I 'member I walk on the frost 

bare-feet. Cow-belly shoe. 

"My husband mother have baby on the flat going to Marion 

and be Auntie Cinda have a baby on that flat. 

"From yout (youth) I been a Brown and marry a Brown; title 

never change. 

"Old timey sing? 

1. "Wish I had a hundred dog 

And half wus houndt 

Take it in my !adder field 
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And we run the rabbit downt 

Chorus: Now he hatch 

he hatch' 

ne hatch' 

And I run the rabbit down! 

Page - 2 116 

2. I wish I had a hundred head of dog 

And half of them wut hound 

I'd take ' en back in All:ace° field 

And run the rabbit down. 

Chorus: Now he hatch - he hatehl 

hatch - he hatch! 

Now he hatch - he hatehl 

And I run them rabbit down0 

That was a sing we used to have on the plantation. Then 

We make up sing - we have sing for chillun. Make ' em 

sleep. Every one have his own sing. 

"Bye -o-babyt 

Go sleepy' 

Bye-o -baby! 

Go sleepy' 

What a big alligator 

Coming to catch 

this one boyl" 

go 
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Dies here the Watson one boy child* 

Bye-o-baby go sleepy% 

What a big alligator 

Coming to catch this one NIA 

Pap - 

Eismie Jordan: "Minims, I too plague with bad heart trouble 

to give you the sine" 

Sang and conversation Given by 

Mon Leuisa Brown (Born tine of 'Rob 
people Wart) 

Waverly Mills, S. C. 

Near - Parkersville, SO CO 
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Stories from Ex-slaves 
Henry Brown 

Ex-slave Age 79 

Approximately 930 words 118 

Henry Brown, negro caretaker of the Gibbes House, at the foot of Grove 

street, once a part of Rose Farm, is a splendid example of a type once fre-

quently met with in the South. Of a ric4 brown complexion, aquiline of fea-

ture, there is none of the "Gullah" about Henry. He is courteous and kindly 

in his manner, and speaks more correctly than the average apgro. 

"My father was Abram Brown, and my mother's name was Lucy Brown," he said, 

"They were slaves of Dr. Arthur Gordon Rose. My grandfather and grandmother 

were grown when they came from Africa, and were man and wife in Africa. I 

was born just about two years before the war so I don't remember anything about 

slavery days, and very little about mar times, except that we were taken to 

Deer Pond, about half mile from Columbia. Dr. Rose leased the place from Dr. 

Ray, and took his family there for safety. my mother died while he was at 

Deer Pond, and was buried there, but all the rest of my people is buried right 

here at Rose Farm. My two brothers were a lot older than me, and were in the 

war. After the war my brother Tam was on the polite force, he was a sergeant, 

and they called him Black Sergeant. My brother Middleton drove the police wagon: 

they used to call it Black Maria. 

"My father, Abram Brown, was the driver or head man at Rose plantation. 

Dr. Rose thought a heap of him, and during the war he put some of his fine 

furniture and other things he brought from England in my father's house and 

told him if the Yankees came to say the things belonged to him. Soon after 
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that the soldiers came. They asked my father who the things belonged to 

and he said they belonged to him. The soldiers asked him who gave them to 

him, and he said his master gave them to him. The Yankees told him that they 

thought he was lying, and if he didn't tell the truth they would kill him, but 

he wouldn't say anythihg else so they left him alone and went away, 

"Work used to start on the plantation at four o'clock in the morning, 

when the people vent in the garden. At eight or nine o'clock they went into 

the big fields. Everybody was given a task of work. When you finished your 

task you could quit. If you didn't do your work right you got a whipping. 

"The babies were taken to the negro house and the old women and young 

colored girls who were big enough to lift them took care of them. At one 

o'clock the babies were taken to the field to be nursed, then they were brought 

back to the negro house until the mothers finished their work, then they 

would come for them. 

"Dr. Rose gave me to his son, Dr. Arthur Barnwell Hose, for a Christmas 

present. After the war Dr. Rose went back to England. He said he couldn't 

stay in a country with so many free negroes. Then his son Dr. Arthur Barnwell 

Rose had the plantation. Those was good white people, goOd.white people. 

t‘ The colored people were given their rations once a week, on Monday, they 

got corn, and a quart of molasses, and three pounds of bacon, and sometimes 

meat and peas. They had all the vegetables they wanted; they grew them in 

the gardens. When the boats first came in from Afrida with the Ogres, a 

big pot of peas was cooked and the people ate it with their hands right from 
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the pot. The slaves on the plantation went to meeting two nights a week and 

on Sunday they went to Church, where they had a white preacher Dr. Rose hired 

to preach to them. 

After the mar when we cam back to Charleston I went to work as a chimney-

sweep. I was seven years old then. They paid me ten cents a story. If a house 

had two stories I got twenty cents; if it had three stories I got thirty cents, 

When I got too big to go up the chimneys I went back to Rose plantation. NY 

father was still overseer or driver. I drove a cart and plowed. Afterwards I 

worked in the phosphate mines, then came back here to take care of the garden 

and be caretaker. I planted all these Cherokee roses you see round here, and 

Thad a big lawn of Charleston grass. I aint able to keep it like I used to." 

Henry is intensely religious. He says "the people don't notice God now 

because they're free." "Some people say there aint no hell," he continued, 

"but I think there must be some kind of place like that, because you got to go 

some place when you leave this earth, and you got to go to the master that you 

served when you were here. If you serve God and obey His commandments then 

you go to Him, but if you don't pay any attention to what he tells you in His 

Book, just do as you choose and serve the devil, then you got to go to him. 

And it don't make any difference if you're poor or rich, it don't matter what 

the milliner (millionaire) man says." 

He seemed so proud of his garden with its broad view across the Ashley 

River, shoving his black walnut, pear and persimmon trees, grape vines and roses, 

that the writer said, "Henry, you know a poet has said that we are nearer God 
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in the garden than anywhere else on earth." "Well ma'am, you see," he 
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replied, with a winning smile, "that's where God put us in the first place." 
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ZE-SLAVZ BORN 18b? 

GRAND PAKENTS CAME DIRECTLY FROM AFRICA 

Fag. 1 
No.i.ords:1478 

I was nickname auxin' 41.6 cusps siavery.my name was Henry but they 

call' me Toby.My sister,Josephine lfoo was nickname' an' call' Jessee.Our mis-

tress Mid a cousin by that name.my oldes' broader was a Sergeant on the Char-

leston Police Force around ibtid.1 had two other sister',Louise an' Rebecca. 

my firs' owner was Arsnur Barnweii hose:Then Coionel ,A4.Rhodes bought 

the plantation who soi' it to Caper Frederick w.Wagener.James Sottile then 

got in possession who soi' it to the DeCostatt.en' a few weeks ago Mrs .Albert 

Simms,Who i'm tols is a former member of Uongress,bought itsflow I'm 

wonderin' if she is goin' to le' me stay.I hope so ' cus I'm () I' now en can't 

work. 

my pa was name' Abraham Brown;he was bo'n on Coals leltsn' in Beaufort 

County.Uoionei nhocies bought him for his driver,then he move here.I didn't know 

much ' bout him;he didn't Iive no long afta slavery ' cue he was 01. 

Colonel abodes had a son an' a daughter,The son went back to  ngland 

efts his death an' the daughter went to Germany with he husban lahey ain't never 

come back so the plmce was sol' for tax. 

Durin' the war we was carry to meer Pondoweive miles on die side of 

Coiumbia.40en the war was end' pa brought my sister,Louisethebeccstowho was too 

smal1 to work,Josephine an' me thome.All my people is long-lifted .My grand pa 

an' grand ma. on pa side come right from Africa.They was stolen an' brought here. 

They use to tell us of how white men had pretty cloth on boats which they was 

to exchanga for some of their o'nament'Wen they take the o'nement • to the boat 

they was carry way dOwn to the bottom an' was lock' in. They was anchored on or 
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EX-SLAVS cont'd. 

near sullivan's Isian' veere they been feed lake dogs. .k.big pot was use' for 

cookin'eln that pot peas was cook' an' let to cool.Everybody went to the pot 

with the ban's an' ALL eat irum the pot. 

I was bo'n two years before the war an' was seven e'en is end.Tnat 

was in ibb7.1 never went to school but five months in my lifetbut could learn 

easy.Very seldom had to be tel.' to do the same tiling twice. 

The slaves had a plenty 0 vegetables all tne time.Mester planted t'ree 

acres jus' for the slaves which was attended to in the mornin's before tas' 

time.All provision was made as to the distribution on Monday evenin's afta tas'. 

My master had two place:one on Big Isian° an' on Coals Islans in Beau-

fort uounty.He didn't nave any overseeray pa was his driver. 

Pa say this place was given to Mr.nhodes with a- thousand acres of Ian' 

by Zngiandaut is dwindled tc,inirty-five Vern the other was taken back by 

England. 

There wasn't but ton slaves on this plantationahe driher call' the 

slaves at four so they could gii their broaktas s .They always work the garden 

rirs' an' at seven go in the co'n an' cotton fiel'.Some finish their tas' by 

twelve an' others work' 'Ill seven but had the tas' to tinish.flo one was 

whip' less he needed ii ;no one else could whip master' sieves .1He wouldn't 

sten' nor its4e had 16 better then than now ' cause Whits men lynch an' burn 

now an do other things they couion't do tnen.They shoot you down like dogs 

nowtan' nothin' said or done. 

no slave was suppose' to be whip' in Uharieston except at the Sugar 

House.There was a jail for whiles , but it a slave ran away an' got there he 

could disown his master an' the ;ate wouldn't le' him take you. 
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EX—SLAVS cont'd. 

All collud peop1e had to have a pass win they went travelin'pree 

as well as similar one didn't the patrollers , who was hired by rich white 

man would give you a good whippin' an' son' you back homeay pa didn't need 

any one to write his pass ' cause he could write as well as masser.How he got 

his education,i didn't know. 

Sat'day was a workins day but the vas' was much shorter th0 other 

days.men didn't have time to rrolic ' cause they had to tin' toad tor the 

temblymaster never give ' nough to las' the wholeyeek.A peck o' co'no'ree 

pound o' beacon,quart o' molassna ta quart o smit ten' a pack o' tobacco was 

given she menahe wife got the same thing but chinun accordin' to age.Only 

one holiday sieves had an' that was uhristmas. 

Co'nshuckin' parties was conducted by a group ox reams who sake 

their slaves or son' them to the niighborin' ones 'til ail the co'n was shuck'. 

Each one would turnish tood ' nough Ior all slaves a; his party.Some use to 

have nothin' but bake potatas an' some kind ox vegetable. 

An unmarried young man was call' a hall-han'.10'en he want to marry 

he jus' went to master an' say there's a gal he would 'like so have tor wile. 

master would say yea an' that night more chicken would be fry an' everything 

eatable would be prepare' at wester' expenseahe couple went home afta the 

supper,w1thout any roadie of watrimeny,wan an' wife. 

ts was once married his me en' didn't know itsHe wee sell item her 

eon 'bout eight pore old.when he grow to e young men velevery Then wee 

over lhe met this women who he like' an' oo they were marriedahey was mar_ 

tied a month leen one night they started to tell or their experiences an' 

! 
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EX-SLAV@ cont'd. 

how many tatees they was sol ..The husban' tol . now he was 801' nom his mother 

who .Liked him dearly.He toi . how his ma faint' w.en they took him away an' how 

has master then use to bran' his baby slaves 66 a year ol'.VJ'en he showed her 

the Wan' she faint"cause she then reulizelthat she had married her son. 

Slaves didn't have to use their own remedy for sickness for good doc-

tors been hired 10 lhok as them.lhere was,as isohough lsome weed use for lever 

an' headache as:blackenahe rootourrywork,jimpain yeed,one that tie' on the 

head which bring sweat from you like hail van . hickory lear.if the hickory is 

keep on ;he head too long 21 Will blister it. 

'en the mar was righcin . the white men burn the bridge at the root 

or Spring Street so the Yankees couldn't git over but they buil' pontoos while 

come make the horses swim scross.One night whale at Deer Pond,I hear something 

like thunder until ' bout eleven fide next day.i'er the thing I t'ought was 

thunder stopl,master tell us that evenin' we was Iree.I wasn't surprise to 

know for as little as I was I know the Yankees was gain' to iree us siin 

help vi tioa. 

I was married cwicelan . had two gals an' a boy with firs' witeel have 

Ores boys vitt she secord;the younges' is jus' eight. 

Lincoln did jus' what CrOd inten' him to do tbut J. think nothin . ' bout 

Calhoun on ' account of what he say an one or has speech ' bout collod people. 

He said:Nteep the naggers acivri." 

xo see C01114 boys goin' ' round now with paper an' pencil in their 

hen's don't look real to me.Durin . slavery he wouid be whip' ' til not a skin 

was lei' on his body. 

Ny pa was a preacher why i. become a christian so early;he preach' on 
7:7 

the plantation to the slaves.On Sunday the slaves went to the white church. 

He use to tell us of hell an' how hot 21 lea was so ' fraid of hell ' til I 
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\e.s always tryin' to do the right thing so I couldn't go to that terraole place. 

I don't care ' bout this wori . an' its vanities ' cause the Great Day is 

comin' leen I snail lay down an' my stammerin' tongue goln' to lie s2lert in 

my head.I want a house not made with han's but eternal in the Heavens.That 

Man up shere tis ail I need;I'm gOint to still true Himaefore the comin' or 

Chris' MAE was kill' rot His name sake;today they curse Hiet.lt's nearly time 

tor the woria to come to en' ior He said "bout two thousand years I shall come 

again" an' that time is fas' approacnins. 

SOURCE 

Interview with Henry Browni639 Grove Street .He is much concerned with 

the Scottsboro 4ase add discusses tne invasion oi Italy into defenseless 

Nttiopia intelligently. 
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JOHN C. BROWN AND ADELINE BROWN 
Ek-SLAVES 86 YEARS AND 96 YEARS OLD.  

John C. Brown and his wife, Adeline, who is eleven years older than 

himself, live in a ramshackle four-room frame house in the midst of a cotton 

field, six miles west of Woodward, S. C. John assisted in laying the founda-

Lion and building the house forty-four years ago. A single china-berry tree, 

gnarled but stately, adds to, rather than detracts from,the loneliness of 

the dilapidated house. The premises and thereabout are owned by the Federal 

Land Bank. The occupants pay no rent. Neither of them are able to work. 

They have been fed by charity and the W.P.A. for the past eighteen months. 

(John talking) 

" Where and when I born? Well, dat'll take some 'hear say', Mister. 

I never knawed my mammy. They say she was a white lady dat visited my old 

meirster and mistress. Det I was found in a basket, dressed in nice baby 

clothes, on de railroad track at Dawkins, S. C. De engineer stop de train, 

got out, and found me sumpin' like de princess found Moses, but not in de 

bulrushes. Him turn me over to de conductor. De conductor carry me to de 

station at Dawkins, where Marse Tom Dawkins come to meet de train dat morning 

and claim me as found on his land. Him say him had de best right to me. De 

conductor didn't "ject to dat. Marse Tom carry me home and give me to Miss 

Betsy. Dat was his wife and my mistress. Her always say dat Sheton Brown 

was my father. He was one of de slaves on de place; de carriage driver. 

After freedom he tell me he was my real peppy . Him took de name of Brown 
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and dot's what I go by. 

" my father was a ginger-bread colored man, not a full-blooded nigger. 

flat's how I is altogether yallow. See dat lady over dere in dat chair? Dat's 

my wife. Her brighter skinned than I is. How cone dat? Her daddy was a full-

blooded Irishman. He come over here from Ireland and was overseer for Marse 

Bob Clowney. He took a fancy for Adeline's mammy, a bright 'latto gal slave 

on de place. White women in them days looked down on overseers as poor white 

trash. Him couldn't git a white wife but made de best of it by put-tin in 

his spare time a honeyin l 'round Adeline's mammy. Marse Bob stuck to. him,. 

and never sjected to it. 

" When de war core on, arse Richard, de overseer, shoulder his gun 

as a soldier and, as him was educated more than most of de white folks, 

him rise to be captain in de Confederate Army. It's a pity him got kilt 

in dat war. 

" my marster, Tom Dawkins, have a fine mansion. He owned all de land 

'round Dawkins and had 'bout 200 slaves, dat lived in good houses and was we 

well fed. My pappy was de man dat run de mill and grind de wheat and corn 

into flour and meal. Him never work in de field. He was 'boys dat. Him 'tend 

to de ginnin' of de cotton and drive de carriage. 

" De Yankees come and burn de mansion, de ginrhouse and de mill. They 

take all de sheep, mules, cows, hogs and even de chickens. Set de slaves 

free and us niggers have a hard time ever since. 

" My black stepnegny was so mean to me dat I run away. I didn't know 

where to go but landed up, one night, at Adeline's mammy's and steppappy's 

house, on Marse Bob Clowney's place. They had been slaves of Marse Bob and 

was livin' and workin e for him. I knock on de door. Mammy Charity, dat's 



Adeline's mammy, say: ' Who dat?' I say: 'Me'. Her say: rNho is me?' I 

say: 'John'. Her say: ' John who?' I say: ' Just John'. Her say: 'Adeline, 

open de door , dat's just SOMB poor boy dat's cold and hungry. Charity is my 

fust name. Your pappy ain't come yet but I'll let dat boy in ' til he come and 

see what he can do ' bout it.' 

"When Adeline open dat door, I look her in de eyes. Her eyes melt to-

wards me wid a look I never see befo' nor since. Mind you, I was just a boy 

fourteen, I ispects, and her a woman twenty-five then. Her say: 'You darlin' 

little fellow; come right in to de fire.' Oh toyi She took on over met Us 

wait ' til her pappy come in. Then him say: 'What us gonna do wid him?' Ade-

line say: ' Us gonna keep him.' Pappy say: 'Where he gonna sleep?' Adeline 

look funny. Manly say: ' Us' 11 fix him a pallet by de fire.' Adeline clap 

her hands and say:, ' You don't mind dat does you boy?' I say: 'No ma'am, I 

is slept dat way many a time.' 

"'Well, I work for Narse Bob Clawney and stayed wid Adeline's folks two 

years. I sure made myself useful in dat family. Never ' spicioned what Adeline 

had in her head 'til one day I climbed up a hickory nut tree, flail de nuts 

dawn, come down and was helpin' to pick them up when she bump her head ' gist 

mine and say: ' Oh, Lordy10 1 Then I pat and rub her head and it came over me 

what was in dat headt Us went to de house and her told de folks dat us gwiae 

to marry. 

"Her 

as Adeline' 

me to de altar da.t next Sunday. 

I give do. name of John Clowney Brown liarse Bob was dere 

Gived her name to de -preacher 

, 
g4r ohillOil come re pot fi8. :: r , a year, .. . . - . -  

:.rations  s had ,three..pounds-:7,0f..bacon, apeokof meal, imv. cups 



quart of ' lasses, and one cup of salt, a week. 

"Us never left Uarse Robert as long as him lived. When us have four 

chillun, him increase de amount of flour to four cups and de ' lasses to two 

quarts. Then him built dis house for de old folks and Adeline and de chillun 

to live in. I help to build it forty-four years ago. Our chillun was Clarice, 

Jim, John, Charity, Tom, Richard, and Adeline. 

"I followed Earse Robert Clowney in politics, wore a red shirt, and voted 

for him to go to de Legislature. Him was Ilected dat time but never cared for 

it no more. 

"Adeline bilong to de church. Always after me to jine but I can't be-

lieve dere is anything to it, though I believes in de law and de Ten Command-

-amts. Preacher calls me a infidel. Can't help it. They is maybe got me 

figured out wrong. I believes in a Great Spirit but,in my time, I is seen so 

many good dogs and hosses and so many mean niggers and white folks, dat 

'clare-I is confused on de subject. Then I Gantt believe in a hell and ever-

lastin' brimstone. I just think dat people is lak grains of corn; dere is,some 

good grains and some rotten grains. De good grains is restrecteds de rotten _ 

grains never sprout again. Good people come up again and flourish in de green 

fields of Eden. Bad people nq_: COUR up.: -Deir bodies and bones just make phos-

phate guano,. ' round de roots of de ever bloomint tree of life. They lie so 

much in dis world, maybe de Lord will just make ' lie' soap out of them. What 

you think else they would be fit for?" 

• 
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Approx. 660 words 

1.31 

Mary Frances Brown is a typical product of the old school of trained 

house servants, an unusual delicate type, somewhat of the Indian cast, to 

which race she is related. She is always clean and neat, a rained old 

soul, as individuals of that class often are.. Her memory, sight and hearing 

are good for her advanced age. 

"Our home Marlboro. Nas Luke Turnage was my master - Marlboro-Factory-

Plantation uane ' Beauty Spot'. My missis was right particular about neat and 

clean. She raise me for a house girl. My missis was good to ma, teach me 

ebbery ting, and take the Bible and learn me Christianified manners, charity, 

and behaviour and good respect, and it with me still. 

"We didn't have any hard times, our owners were good to us - no over share 

(overseer) and no whippin' - he couldn't stan' that. I live there ' til two 

year after freedom; haw I COMB to leave, my mother sister been sick, and she 

ask mother to send one of us, an she send me. My mother been Miss Nancy cook. 

Miss Nancy was NSe Luke's mother - it take me two years learning to eat the 

grub they cook down here in Charleston. I had to learn to eat these little 

piece of meat - we had a dish full of meat; the big smoke house was lined from 

the top dawn. (Describing how the neat hung) I nebber accustom to dese little 

piece of meats so - what dey got here* Nississ if you know smoke louses didn't 

you find it hard? My master had 'til he didnIt know what to do with, My white 

people were Gentile." (Her tone implied that she considered them the acne of 

gentle folks), "I don't know what the other people were name that didn't have 
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as much as we had - but I know my people were Gentile:" 

Just here her daughter and son apueared, very unlike their mother 

in type. The daughter is quite as old looking as her mother; the son, a 

rough stevedore. When the writer suggested that the son must be a comfort, 

she looked down sadly and said in a low tone, as if soliloquizing, "He way 

is he way." Going back to her former thought, she said, "All our people 

were good. ias Luke was the worse one." (This she said with an indulgent 

1.32 

smile) "Cause he vas all the time at the klee ground or the 4ir ground. 

"Religion rules Heaven and Earth, an there is no religion now - 

harricsnes an washin-aways is all about. Ebberything is change. Dis new 

name what they call grip is pleurisy-cold - putrid sore-throat is called 

somethin' - yes, diptheria. Cu.ttin ( surgery) come out in 19112 They kill 

an they cure, an they save an they loss. 

Gran'ma trained with Indians - she bin a Indian, an Daniel C. 

;cCall bought her. Skit, nebber loss a baby." (the first Indian relationship 

that the writer can prove), "You know Dr. Jennings? Ebberybody musl know 

him. After he examine de chile an de mother, an lee alright, he hold de 

nurse responsible for any affection ( infection) that took place. 

"Ohl I know de spiritual - but Missis, my voice too weak to sing - 

dey,aint in books; if I hear de name I can sing - ' The Promise Land', Oh haw 

As Joel Easterling (born 1796) use to love to sing datl 
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"I am bound for de Promise Land2 

Ohl who will arise an go with me? 

I am bound for the Promise Lands 

I've got a mother in the Promise Lend, 

My mother calls me an I mus go, 

To meet her in the Promise Landt" 

SOURCE: Mary Frances Brown, Age 88-90, 
S. C. 

FOLKLORE 

Page 3 

IOW 

East Bay Street, Charleston, 

133 
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Mary Frances Brown, about ninety years of age, born in 

slavery, on the plantation of Luke Turnage, in Marlboro 

County, was raised as a house- servant and shows today evi-

dence of most careful training. Her bearing is rather a 

gentle refined type, seemingly untouched by the squalor 

in which she lives. She willingly gives freely of 

small store of strength to those around her. 

Her happiest days Mbem to have been those of her early 

youth, for when she was questioned about the present times, 

and even about those closely associated with her today she 

_sowed her head and said: "Deir way is deir way. 01 let me 

tell you now, de world is in a haad (hard) time, wust 

(worse) den it eber (ever) been, but religion' It ebery-

where in Hebben ant in de ert (earth) too, if you want am. 

De trouble is you ain't want em; 'e right dere jes de same 

but de time done pass when dis generation hold wid anytting 

but de debbul. When I a gal, grown up, I had a tight 

missus dat raise me, you hab to keep clean round her, she 

good ant kind ant I lub her yet, but don't you forgit to 

mind what she say. 

"My massap he ' low no whipping on de plantation, he talk 

heap an' he scold plenty, but den he hab to. Dere was haad 

time for two year after de war was ober (over) but after 

dat it better den it is now. Die is de wust time eber. I 

ain't eber git use to de wittle (victual) you hab down here. 

,t 



Project 4-1655 
Cassels R. Tiedeman 
Charleston, S. C. 

Page - 2 

I lib ober Mount Pleasant twenty five year after I come from 

de old place up Marlboro, den I come to Charleston. 

"Dey were happy time back dere. My massa, he in round 

ebery way, spend plenty money on horse race, he gib good time 

to eberybody ant tell us we must tek good care of de missus 

when he ain't dere. An de wittles we halol  I ain't nebber see 

de lak no time. Dem were de times to lib. I old now but I 

ain't forgit what my missus lam n ( learn) me. It right here 

in me." 

Mary Frances was asked if she could sing spirituals. The 

following is one that she sang in a very high pitched waver-

ing voice and then she complained of shortness of breath on 

account of her heart. 

"We got a home ober demo, 

Come ant let us go, 

Come ant let us go, 

Where pleasure neber (never) die. 

Chorus: "Ohl let us go where pleasure neber die, 

Neber die, 

Come and let us go, 

Where pleasure neber die, neber die.. 

"Mother is gone ober dere, 

Mother is gone ober demo, 

Where pleasure neber die, 

Where pleasure neber die. 

Chorus; 

135 
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"Father is gone ober dere, 

Father is gone ober dere, 

Where pleasure neber die, 

Where pleasure neber die, 

Chorus: 

"lister is gone ober dere, 

Sister is gone ober dere, 

Where pleasure neber die, 

Where pleasure neber die, 

Chorus: 

"Brudder is gone ober dere, 

Brudder is gone ober dere, 

Where pleasure neber die, 

Where pleasure neber die, 

Chorus: 
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Source: Interview with Mary Frances Brown, 83 East Bay St., 

Charleston, S. C. (age - 90) 
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"Oh, my God, de doctors have me in slavery time. Been 

here de startin of de first war. I belong to de Ousaac dat 

live 15 miles low Florence on de road what take you on to 

Georgetown. 1 recollects de Yankees come dere in de month 

of Jane en free de colored peoples." 

"My white folks give me to de doctors in dem days to 

try en learn me for a nurse. Don' know exactly how old I 

was in dat day en time, but I can tell you what I done. My 

Lord, chi14.1 0an' tell dat. Oouldn' never tell how many 
• 
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baby I bring in die world, dey cone so fast. I botch& I 

got more den dat big square down dere to de courthouse fell 

of sm. I nurse 13 head of ohillun in one family right here 

in die town. You see dat all I ever did have to do. Was 

learnt to do dat. De doctor tell me, say,* when you call to 

a woman, don' you'never hesitate to go en help her en you 

save dat baby en dat mother both. Dat what I is always try 

to do. Heap of de time :met go en let em pay me by de chance. 

Oh, my Lord, a woman birth one of dem babies here bout two 

weeks ago wid one of dem veil over it taw:. De Lord know 

what make dat, I don', but dem kind of baby sho wiser den de 

. Other kind of baby. Dat thing look just like a thin skin dat 

stretch over de baby face en come down low it's chin. Have 

to take en pull it back over it's forehead en den de baby can 

see en holler all it ever want to. My blessed, honey, wish 
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I had many a dollar as I see veil over baby face. Sho know 

all bout dem kind of things." 

"Oh, honey, I tell you de people bless die day en time. 

Don' know nothin bout how to be thankful enough for what dey 

have dese days. I tell de truth de peoples sho had to scratch 

bout en make what dey had in slavery time. Baby, dey plant 

patches of okra en parch dat en make what coffee dey have. Den 

dey couldn' get no shoes like dey hab dese days neither. Jast 

make em out of de hide of dey own cows dat dey butcher right 

dere on de plantation. Coase de peoples had plenty sometin to 

eat like meat en turkey en chicken en thing like dat. Oh, my 

God, coaldn' see de top of de smoke house for all de heap of 

meat dey have in dem times. En milk en butter, honey, dey 

didn' never be widaat plenty of dat. De peoples bout here 

dese days axes ten cents a quart for sweet milk en five cents 

a quart for old sour olabber. What you think bout dat? Dat 

how.come people have to hunt jobs so much& dese days. Have 

to do some sorts work cause you know dey got to put sometin 

in dey mouth somewhe or another. Oh, my child, slavery days 

was troublesome times. Sugar en salt never run free wid de 

peoples den neither. I know de day been here when salt was 

so scarce dat dey had to go to de seashore en get what salt 

dey had. I gwine to tell you all boat dat. Dey hitch up two 

horses to a wagon en den dey make another horse go in front of 
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de wagon to rest de other horses long de way. Dey mostly 

go bout on a Monday en stay three days. Boil dat salty 

water down dere en fetch two en three of dem barrel of salt 

back wid em dey get dat may. It was just like die, it take 

heap of salt when dey had dem big hog-killin days. En de 

sugar, dey make dat too. Made de sugar in lil blocks dat 

dey freeze just like dey freeze ice die day en-time. I 

know dey do dat - know it. Dey make molasses en some of 

it would be lighter den de other en dey freeze dat en make 

de prettiest lil squares just like de ice you see dese days. 

Dey have sometin to freeze it in. Die here old black mammy-

know heap of things you am' never hear bout. Oh, baby, de 

peoples sho bless dose days." 

"Oh, my God, de colored peoples worship to de white folks 

church in slavery time. You know dat Hopewell Church over de 

river dere, dat a slavery church. Dat who' I go to church den 

wid my white folks. I had a lil chair wid a cowhide bottom 

dat I always take everywhe' I go wid me. If I went to church, 

dat chair go in de carriage wid me en den I take it in de 

church en set right by de side of my Miss. fat how it was in 

slavery time. Oh, my Lord, dere a big slavery people grave-

yard dere to dat Hopewell Church." 

"Honey, ypo mind if I smoke my pipe a lil whilst I settin 

here talkin wid you. I worry so mach wid dia high blood dose 



Code No. No. Words  
Project, 1885.(1) Reduced from words 
Prepared by Annie Ruth Davis Rewritten by 
Place, Marion, S.O. 
Date,jaly 8, 1937 Page 4. 

140 

days en a ringin in my ears dat my pipe de only thing dat 

does seem to satisfy my soul. I tell you dat high blood a 

bad thing. It get such a hold on me awhile back dat I oouldn' 

do nothin, oauldn' pick cotton, couldn' say my . me, couldn' 

even say, God a mighty - thing pretty. Oh, I don' know. 

start smokin pipe long time ago when I first start narsin 

babies. Had to do sometin like dat den." 

tl .No t Lord, I never believe nothin bout dat but what God 

put here. I hear some people say -dey was conjure, but I don1 

pay no attention to dey talk. Dey say somebody poison em for 

sometin dey do, but dere ain' nobody do dat. God gwine to put 

you down when he get ready. Ain' nobody else do dat." 

"Oh, my Lord, I been here a time. I sho been here a time 

en I thank de Lord I here die lay en time. I can thread my 

needle good as ever I could en I am' have no speck neither. 

Sew night en day. De chillun have day lamp dere studyin en I 

hab my lamp dere sewin. My old Miss learnt me to sew when I 

stay right in de house wid her all de time. I stay bout' white 

folks all my life en dat how-come I so satisfy when I mid em." 

Source: Mom Sara Brown, age 85, ex-slave, Marion, S.O. 

Personal interview, June 1937. 
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"I stay in house over dere cross Catfish Swamp on 

Miss Addle McIntyre place. Lives wid die granddaughter 

dat been sick in bed for four weeks, but she mendin some 

now. She been mighty low, child. It start right in here 

(chest) en run dawn twixt her shoulder. She had a tear up 

cold too, but Dr. Dibble treat her en de cough better now. 

She got three chillun dere dat come just like steps. One 

bout like dat en another like dat en de other bout like die.lf 

"De house we stay in a two room house wid one of dese 

end chimney. All sleep in de same room en cook en eat in deJ 

other room. My bed on one side en Sue bed on de other side. 

Put chillun on quilts down on de floor in de other end of de 

room. Baby, whet des curtains you say you gwine give me? I 

gwine hang dese up in Sue room. Dey help me fix up dt room 

nice en decent like." 

It all on me to feed en clothe both des chillun en de 

baby too. It just too much on me old as I is. Cans do nothia 

worth to speak bout hardly dese days. Can' hold my head down 

cause die high blood worries me so much. It get too hot, cans 

iron. If aini too hot, I makes out to press my things somehow 

en sweep my yard bout. Sometimes I helps little bit wid doctor 

case, but not often. Can 'ash de baby en de mother, but cant 
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do no stayin up at night. NO, baby, cans do no settin up 

at night.$ 

III tries to catch all what little I can to help along 

cause dat how I was raise up. Government truck brings me 

little somethin once a month pack up in packages like dry 

milk en oatmeal en potatoes. Give dat to all dent dat cans 

142 ' 

work en ains got nobody to help dem. Dat dry milk a good 

thing to mix up de bread 'id en -den it a help to fix little 

milk en bread for dent two little ones. De potatoes, I stews 

dent for de ohillun too. Dey mighty fond of dent. Now de oat— 

meal, de (shill= dons eat dat so I fixes it for Sue en every 

now en den / takes a little bit vid my breakfast.° 

III dons know much what to tell you bout Abraham Lincoln. 

I think he was a mighty great man, a mighty great man, what I 

hear of him.' 

II remembers de Yankees come dere to my white folks 

plantation one day en, child, dere was a time on dat place. 

All dent niggers was just a kiokin up dey heels en shoutin. 

I was standin dere on de piazza lookin at dent en / say, 

dons see why dey want to carry on like dat for. I been free 

all de time.! When dey get through de Yankees tell dent dey 

was free as dey Massa was en give dent so many bushels of corn 

en so much meat for dey own. Some take dey pile en go on off 

en some choose to stay on dere wid dey Missals. She was good 
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to all her colored people en dey stay on dere for part de 

crop. Give dem so much of de crop aocordin to de chillun 

dey had to feed. I know die much, dey all know dey gwine 

get 12 bushels of corn a year, if dey ains get no more. Dat 

a bushel every month. Yes, dat how it was. 

"0 Lord, baby, / dons know a thing bout none of dat thing 

call conjurin. Dons know nothin bout it. Da't de devil work 

en I ains bother wid it. Dey say some people can kill you, 

but dey ains bother me. Some put dey trust in it, but not 

me. I put my trust in de Lord cause I know it just a talk 

de people have. No, Lord, I cant remember dat neither. I 

hear dem say Raw Head en Bloody Bones would catch you if you 

be bad, but how it started, I dons know. I know I dons know 

nothin bout how dey look en I dons want to see dem neither. 

No, child, people say dey sho to be, but I ains see none. 

How dey look, I don' know." 

"I dons know what to think bout de times dese days. 

De times worse den dey used to be, child, You know dey wOrse. 

Die here a fast time de people livin on cause everybody know 

de people die out heap faster den dey used to. Dons care how 

dey kill you up. No, child, dey sho worser. My people en 

yunnah people. Dons it seem so to you dat dey worser?" 

"Baby, I got to get up from here en leave no* cause 

huntin medicine die mornin. I ains got time to tell you 

nothin else die time, but I gwine get my mind fix up on it 

143' 
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en den your old black mammy comm n back fore long en stay 

all day wid you en your mamma. What time dat clock say 

it now, honey? I got to burry en catch de doctor fore he 

get away from his office ea be so scatter bout till nobody 

can' tell whel he is. Dr. Dibble a good doctor, a mighty 

good doctor. When he come, don' never come in no hurry. 

Takes pains wid you. Dat been my doctor. I ks just devoted 

to him.° 

Source: Mom Sara Brown, ex-.slave, age $5, Marion, S.C. 
Second Report. 

Personal interview, September, 1937 by Annie Ruth 
Davis, Marion, S.C. 
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(Some recollections of ' The Reb Time day' given by 

Aunt Margaret Bryant) 

Visitor: "How are you Aunt Margaret?" 

Margaret: "Missus, I ain't wuthi I ain't wuthl" 

Visitor: "Aunt Margaret you've been here a long time. 

How old are you?" 

Margaret: "1 can't tell you my age no way in the worldl 

When freedom come, I been here. Not big nuff (enough) 

for work for the Reb, but I been here Reb time. Been 

big nuff (enough) to know when Yankee gun-boat come to 

Watsaw (Wachesaw). Whole gang ol Yankee come to the 

house and didn't do a thing but ketch (catch) a gang of 

fowl and gone on. And tell the people (meaning the 

slaves) to take the house and go in and get what they 

want. The.obersheer (overseer) hear the Doctor whistle 

to the gate and wabe (wave) him back. And then the Doc-

tor know the Yankee been there and he gone on to the 

creek house and get all he gold and ting ( thing) out 

the house and gone -- Marion till Freedom then he 

come back. 

"Yankee come in that night. Moon shine lak 

a day. Stay in the Doctor house that night. Morning 

come, take a gang ot fowl and gone onl 

Visitor: "Aunt Margaret, what was your name before you 

were married?" 

145 
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Margaret: "Margaret One. brother and sister? I ain't 

one when I come here. Ain't meet aunty, uncle - none. 

me and my brudder Michael wuz twin. I ain't meet none 

when I come here. All been sell. Me and my Ma One here. 

Mary One. Husband title, husband nichel ( initial) been 

'One.' Number one carpenter - give ' em that name 

Michael One - and he gibe 'em that name. Born Sandy 

Island. -Been to landing to Watsaw when gun-boat come. 

Just a sneak longt Boat white. flab (have) a red chimb-

ley ( chimney.) Didn't try to carry we off. Tell ' em 

'Go and help youself.t Been after the buckra. (The 

Yankee trying to catch the buckra.) 

"I see my Ma dye with some bush they call ' indigo,' 

and black walnut bark. Big old pen for the sheep - folds. 

"My Pa sister, Ritta One had that job. Nuss (nurse) 

the chillun. Chillun house, One woman nuss (nurse) all 

the dhillun while they ma in the field - rice field. 

All size chillun. Git the gipsy (gypsum) weed. Beat tern 

up for worm. Give ' em when the moon change. Take a buck-

et and follow dem. And tell the Doctor how much a worm 

that one make and that one aid mint dem ( them). When 

the moon change, do that. 

"I have one born with caul. Loss he caul. Rat carry 

tem. Ain't here; he see nothin. (The custom seams to bet 
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to preserve the call.) 

"Child born feet fore-most see ' urn too." ( See spirit) 

"Talk chillun? Put duh switch. Put you ' Bull pen.' Hab 

'um (have them) a place can't see you hand before you. 

Can't turn round good in there. Left you in theretill 

morning. Give you fifty lash and send you to work. You 

ain't done that task, man and woman licks 

"Couldn't manage my ma. Obersheer ( overseer) want to 

lick ma, Mary One say, ' Going drownded meselfl I done my 

workl Fore I take a lick, rather drownded meself." 

Obergheer gone tell the Doctor. Tie her long rope. Right 

3 11_47 

to Sandy Island. Man hold the rope. Gone on. Jump in 

river. So Doctor say, ' You too good labor for drown. 

Take dem ( them) to Watsaw. , Me and she and man what paddle 

the boat. Bring her to weave. Two womans fuh card; two 

spin. Ma wop ' em- off. Sail duh sheckel ( shuttle) through 

there. 

"Po- buckra come there and buy cloth from Ma. Buy three 

and four yard. Ma sell that, have to weave day and night to 

make up that cloth to pleas4 pberdheer. Come big day time. 

'Little chillun, whey (where) Mama?' Tell ' em Ma to the 

weaving house. Don't have money fuh pay. Bring hog and 

such like as that to pay. 

"You know Marse Allard age? Me and Marse Allard suck 
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together. Me and Marse Allard and my brudder Michael. My 

ma fadder mix wid (with) the Injun. Son Larry Aikens. 

Stay Charston (Charlestown). Just as °leant (Meaning 

Larry, her Uncle, very bright skin. Mixed with Indian.) 

See ' em the one time. Come from Charston bring Doctor 

two harse." 

Given by Aunt Margaret Bryant 

Age - (Born before Freedom) 

Murrells Inlet, S. C. 
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SAVILLA BURRELL, EX-SLAVE 83 YEARS.  

"Our preacher, Beaty, told me that you wanted to see me today. 

I walked three miles dis mornin' before the sun gits hot to dis house. Dis 

house is my grand daughter's house. Willie Caldwell, her husbandiwork 

dawn.to de cotton mill. Him make good money and take good care of her, 

bless the Lord, I say." 

"Ny Marster in slavery time was Captain Tern Stilr. Be had big 

plantation dawn dere on Jackson Crick. Ny Mistress name was Mary Mn, 

though she wasn't his Lust wife--jest a second wife, and a widow when 

she captivated him. You know widows is like dat anyhow, ' cause day done 

had Isperience wid mans and wraps dam ' round their little finger and git 

de under their thumbfoifthe moms knows what gwine 044 Young gals have 

a poor chance against a young widow like Miss Nary Ann was. Her had her 

troubles with Marse Tom after her it him, I tell you, but maybe best 

not to tell dat right new anyways." 

"Nhrse Tom had four ehillun by his Lust wife day was John, 

Sam, Benretta and I can't ' member de name of the other one; least right 

now. Day teached me to call chillun three years old, young mArse and say 

Day whip you if day ever hear you say old Narse or old Missie. 

Dat riled dem." 

"My peppy name Sam My mother name Mary. My peppy did not 

live on the same plaoe as mother. He was a slave of de Hamiltons and 

e it a pasa sometimes to cone and be with her; not often. Grandmammy 

he belonged c0 -0,4r4farse :Tom Still too.* 



*Us lived in & log cabin wid a stick chimney. One time de 

sticks got afire and burnt a big hole in de back of de chimney in cold 

minter time wid the wilid blowing, and dat house was filled wid fire-sparks, 

askes, and smoke for weeks ' fore dey tore dat chimney dawn and built another 

jest like the old one. De bed was nailed to de side of de walls. Haw many 

rooms? Jest one roam." 

"Never seen any money. Haw many slaves? So many you couldn't 

count den. Dere was plenty to estrsich as it was, but in the summer time 

before us git dere to eat de flies would be all over de food and some was 

7 
swimmin' in de gravy and milk pots. Marse laugh ' bout dat, and say, it 

made us fat." 

"Dey sell one of mother's chillun once, and when she take on and 

cry ' bout it, Marse say, ' stop dat sniff in' dere if you don't want to git a 

whippine.' She grieve and cry at night ' bout it. Clothes? Yes Sir, Us half 

naked- all de time. Grown boys went ' round bare footed and in dey shirt tail 

all de summer." 

"Marse was a rich man. ' Fore Christmas dey would kill thirty hogs 

and after Christmus, thirty more hogs. He had a big gin house and sheep, goats, 

cows, mules, hosses turkeys, geese, and a stallion; I members his name, Stock-

-Foot. Us little niggers was skeered to death of dat stallion. Mothers 

used to say to chillun to quiet dem, ' Better hush Stockint-Foot will git you 

and tramp you down." Any child would git quiet at dat." 

"Old Marse was de daddy- of some mulatto chillun. De qationswid 

the,mothers of dese chillun is what give so much grief to Mistress. De 

liors 

if 

uld. talk 'bout it and ,he .vv'ould sell all don chill= away from 

stroifif- „.. 



some times and make dam take pills." 

"Us looked for the Yankees on dat place like us look now for 

de Savior and de host of angels at de second comint. fey come one day in 

February. fey took everything carryable off de plantation and burnt de 

big house, stables, barns, gin house and.dey left the slave houses." 

"After de war I marry Osborne Burrell and live on de Tan 

Jordan place. I'se de mother of twelve chillun. Jest three livin' now. 

I lives wid the Mills family three miles ' I:love town. M1 son.Willie got 

killed at de DuPont Powder Plant at Hopewell, Virginia, during de World 

War. Dis house you settint in belongs to Charlie Caldwell. He marry my 

grand daughter, Willie B. She is twenty-three years old." 

"Young Narse Sam Still got killed in de Civil War. Old Mars° 

live on. Iwent to see him in his last days and I set by him and kept de 

flies off while dere. I see the lines of sorrow had played on dat old face 

and I 'membered he'd been a captain on hoss back in dat war. It come into 

my 'membrance de song of Moses; ' de Lord had triumphed glorily and de hoss 

and his rider have been thrawed into de sea's" 

"You been good to list*. Dis is the fust time I can git to 

speak my mind like dis mornini. All di ' e1e seam rurnin' here and yonder, 

after dis and after dat. Dere is a nUdder old slave, I'se qwine to bring 

him dawn here Saturday and talk to you again." 
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STORIES PRO! EX-SLAVES 

"I works on de shares and ..lakes a fair living on a rented 
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farm; don't own no land. I was born in Newberry County, near de old 

Longshore store, about 12 miles northwest of Newberry Courthouse on 

de Henry Burton place. My parents belonged to Henry Burton in slavery 

time. He was our marster. I married Betty Burton, a nigger girl whose 

parents belonged to Marse Henry Burton, too. 
7 

"We had a good marster and mistress. Dey give us a good 

place to sleep and lots to eat. He had a big four-acre garden where 

he raised lots of vegetables ler his slaves. He had plenty meat, molas-

ses and bread. We ground our corn and wheat and made our own feed. 

"Marster wouldn't let anybody bother his slaves. He wouldr It 

'low his overseers or de padrollers to whip ' em. He never whipped one. 

"We had no school and no church; but was made to :;- cs to de 

white folks church and set in de ,-ailery. When Freedom come, de niggers 

begin to git dere own church, and built small brush huts called 

'brush arbors'. 

"We didn't do work on Saturday afternoons, but went hunting 

and fishing den, while de women folks cleaned up around de place fer 

Sunday. De marster liked to hunt, and he hunted foxes which was plenty 

around dere den. Now dey is all gone. 

"We danced and had gigs. Some played de fiddle and some made 

whistles from canes, having different lengths for different notes, and 

blowed ' em like mouth organs." 

Source: C.B. Burton ( 79), Newberry, S.C. 
Interviewer: G.L. Stipmer, Newberry, S.C. ( 9/10/37) 
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Ex-Slave 75 Years 

West of the paved highway at Garnett one may reach, after 

several miles, the old Augusta Road that follows along the 

Savannah River from Augusta to a landing point a little south 

of Garnett. Miles from the busy highway, it passes, in quiet 

majesty, between fields and woods, made rich by theriverts 

overflow and heavy dews. Nature has done her best in produc-

ing beautiful evergreen trees of immense size and much lux-

uriant shrubbery of many kinds. Live oaks, magnolias, 

yellow slash pines, hollies, and many evergreen shrubs keep 

the woods even in winter, a fascinating wilderness to hunters 

and nature lovers. On this road George Ann Butler lives, and 

has lived for the seventy-five years of her life. 

"I was born ant raised on de Greenwood place. It belonged 

to ole man Joe Bostick. He owned all Idese places 'long dese 

here road. He own de Bostick place back yonder; den he own 

de Pipe Creek place next dat; den Oaklawn;den joinint dat, 

was Greenwood. De Colcockts Elmwood was next. My Husband 

was birth right here on de Pipe Creek, ant been here ever 

since. He kin tell you moretn I kin. I was George AnriCurry 

before I marry. 

"I can't remember so much 'bout slavery time. I was 

crawlinf over de floor when slavery time - dey tell me. But 

atter de war, I 'members. Couldn't find no cars( seedt 

Couldn't find no cotton seedt Couldn't find no saltt You 

knows it was hard times when dere wasn't no salt to season de 
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vegetables. Had to go down to de salt water ant get de water 

an' boil it for salt. Dat been a long way from here. Must 

be fifty or sixty milet A T dey couldn't go so fast in dem 

days. Sufferint been in de neighborhood atter de war passt 

"Cotton was de thineway back yonder. Ant right ' long dis 

road dey'd haul it. Haul it to Cohen ls Bluffl Haul it to 

Matthews Blufft Haul it to Parichuclat Don't haul it die 

way no morel Send de cotton to de railroad& But in dem 

days it was de ships dat carried it to Savannah. Cotton seem 

to be play out now - .May plant so much. 

"I hear ' em tell ' bout de war, ant havint to drill ant 

step when dey say step, an' throw up (Ivy bands, when dey say 

throw up de band. Everything had to be done jest sol De war 

was sure a terrible thing." 

Source: George Anne Butler 0 .R. F. D. Garnett, S. C. 

• 
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ISAIAHABUTLER, EX-SLAVE 79 YEARS 

Yes, dis is Isaiah Butler, piece of him. Ain't much left 

of him now. Yes, I knows all ' bout dis heah country from 

way back. I was born and raised right on dis same place 

here; lived here all my life 'sides from travellin round a 

little space. Dere was a rice field not far from _dis house 

here, where I plowed up more posts that had been used as 

landmarksl Dis place was de Bostick place, and it jined to 

de Thomson place, and de Thomson place to Edmund Lartin's 

place dat was turned over to Joe Lawton, his son-in-law. 

Bill Daniel had charge of de rice field I was telling you 

'bout. Lie was overseer, on de Daniel Blake place. Den 

dere was de 1,:aner place, de Trowell, de Kelly, and de Wallace 

places. Back in dem times dey cultivated rice. Had mules 

to cultivate iti But cotton and corn was what dey planted 

most of all; 4,000 acres I think dey tell me was on dis place. 

I know it supposed to be more than ten miles square. i4obody 

know de landmarks tcept me. 1hen de Bostick boys came back 

from out west last year, dey had to come to me to find out 

where dere place was. Dey didn't know nuttin! ! bout it. Dey 

used to use twenty plow, and de hoe hands was over a hundred 

/ know. 

"I ' member when de Yankees come through. I was no moreln 

a lad, nine or ten years old. Bostick had a big ginhause, 

barn, stables, and such like. And when de soldiers come a 

goat was up on de platform in front of de door to de loft of 
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de barn. IJere were some steps leadinl up dere and dat goat 

'would walk up dem steps same as any body. De fuss thing de 

Yankees do, dey shoot dat goat. Den dey start and tear up 

eberytting. All de white folks had refugmdup North, and 

dey didn't do nuttint to us niggers. 

"Fore dat time I was jest a little boy too young to do 

nuttint. Jest played arount in de street. Ole Mr. Ben Bos-

tick used to bring clothes ant shoes to us and see dat we 

was well cared for. Dere was nineteen houses in de street 

for us colored folks. Dey wuz all left by de soldiers. But 

in de year 1882 dere came a cyclone ( some folks call it a 

tornado), and knocked down every house; only left four stand-

ing. Pieces of clothes and t'ings were carried for four or 

five miles from- here. It left our house; but it took every-

tting we had. It took de walls of de house, jest left de 

floorint, ant it wuz turn ' round. Took everyttingt I'd jest 

been married 'bout a year, and you know bow dat is. We jest 

had to scuffle and scuffle troun' till de Lord bless us. 

• "Dere wuz plenty of deer, squirrel, possum, an rabbits in 

dem times; no more dan dere is now , but dere wuz no hinderance 

den as now. De deer come right up to my door now; day come 



Project #-1655 
Phoebe Faucette 
Hmpton County 

Page - 3 157 

a good fisherman, me ant me ole woman. She's spryer'n me now. 

I used to allus protect her when we wuz young, an' now its her 

dat's acarin' for me. We had our gardens in de ole days, too. 

Oh, yeslm. Little patches of collards, greens an' t'ings, but 

now I ain't able to do nuttinl, jest hang trount de place here. 

"My father used to belong to General Butler, Dennis Butler 

was his name. My mother was a Maner, but originally she wuz 

draw out of de Robert estate. Ole Ben Bostick fuss wife wuz a 

Robert. Dey wuz sure wealthy folks. One of ' ern went off to 

sail. Bill F. Robert wuz his name. He had so much money dat 

he say dat he gain' to de end of de world. He come back ant 

he say he went so close hell de heat draw de pitch from de 

vessel. But he lost his eyesight by it. Wasn't ( it was not) 

long after he got back dat he went stone blind. 

"My ole boss, preacher Joe Bostick wuz one of de best of men. 

He wuz hard of hearinl like I is, an' a good ole man. But de 

ole lady, ole "Miss Jenny", she wuz very rough. She hired all 

de overseers, and she do all. Iftn anybody try to go to de 

old man wid anytting, she'd talk to tem herself ant not let tem 

see de old man. 

"In slavery time de slaves wuz waked up every morning byd de 

colored over driver blowin' a horn. Ole man Jake Ghisolm wuz 

his name. Jest at daybreak, he'd put his horn through a crack 

in de upper part of de wall to his house ant blow it through 

dat crack. Den de_ under-driver would go out ant round ' em up. 
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-uihen dey done all dey day-work, dey come home an , cook dey supper, 

an' wash up. Den dey blow de horn for lelia to go to bed. Sometime 

dey have to out de fire an' finish dey supper in de dark. De 

under-driver, he'd go out den and see who ain't go to bed. He 

wouldn't say anytting den; but next mornin! he'd report it to de 

overaeer, an' den as hadn't gone to bed would be whipped. 

"My mother used to tell me dat if any didn't do dey day's work, 

dey'd be put in de stocks or de bill-bo. You know each wuz 

given a certain task dat had to be finish dat day. Dat what dey 

call de day-work. 'Jhen dey put ' em in de stocks dey tie ' em hand 

and foot to a stick. Dey could lie down wid dat. I hear of 

colored folks doin , dat now to dere chillun when dey don't do. 

Now de bill-bo wuz a stabe ( stave) drove in de ground, an' dey 

tied dere hands and den dere feet to dat, standinl up. Dey'd 

work on Saturday but dey wuz give Sundays. Rations wuz give out 

on Mondays. Edmund Lawton went over to Louisiana to work on de 

Catherine Goride place, but he come back, ! cause he say dey blow 

dey horn for work on Sunday same as any other day, and he say he 

wa'n't gain' to work on no Sunday. Dey didn't have a jail in dem 

times.. Dey'd whip ' em, and dey'd sell ' em. Every slave know 

what, I'll put you in my pocket, sirl' mean. 

"De slaves would walk when dey'd go anywhere. 'fin dey buy a 

bunch of slaves in New Orleans, dey'd walk by night and day. 

'member when one young girl come back from refugin' wid de white 

folks, her feet were jesi ready to buss open, and dat wuz all. 
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You couldn't travel unless de boss give you a pass. De Ku Klaa 

had " patrol" all about in de bushes by. de side of de road at 

night. and. When dey caught you dey'd whip you almost to deathl 

Dey'd horsewhip you. Dey didn't run away nowhere ' cause dey 

knowed dey couldn't. 7 

"Ifin you wanted to send any news to anybody on another plan-

tation, de overseerld write de message for you and send it by a 

boy to de overseer of de other plantation, and he'd read it to 

de one you wrote to. 

"When de war wuz over, ole man Jones come over frum Georgia 

and sell t'ings to de colored folks. He'd sell tem everytling. 

He took all de colored folks' moneyl 

"I learned to read when I -Alz goin' to school when I wuz 

about fifteen years old, but_I learned most I know after I wuz 

married, at night school, over on de Morrison place. De color-

ed folks had de school, but ' course Mr. Morrison was delighted 

to know dey wuz havin' it. s for church, in de olden times, 

people used to, more or less, attend under de bush-arbor. In 

1875 when I jined de church, ole man John Butler wuz de preach-

er. 

"Ghosts? I'se met plenty of umI When I wuz courtinl I met 

many a one - One got me in de water, once. And another time 

when I wuz crossing a stream, I wuz on de butt end of de log, 

an' dey -wuz on de blossom end, an' we meet jest as close as I 

is to you now. I say to him, same as .to anybody, II sure ain't 
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goint to turn back and fall off dis log. Now de best tling 

for You to do is to turn ' round and let me come atter (after) 

you. You jest got to talk to ' em same as to anybody. It 

don't pay to be ' fraid of tem. So he wheel ' round. ( Spirits 

can wheel, you know.) And when he get to de end of de log, 

say, ' Now you off and I off. You kin go on ' cross now.' 

Dey sure is a tling, all right' Dey look jes' like anybody 

else, icept'n it's jes' cloudy and misty like it gain' to 

pour down rain. But it don't do to be ' fraid of tem. I 

ain't ' fraid Of nuttinl, myself. I never see ' em no more. 

Guess I jest sorta out-growed tem. But dere sure is sech a 

tling, all rightl De White folks'd see 'em, too. I ' member 

hearin' ole Joe Bostick, de preacher, say to a man, by de 

name of Tinlin, ' Did you hear dat hog barkin' last night? 

'dell, de spirit come right in de house. Come right up over 

de mantlepiece.' wuz in de field forkint same as I allus 

done, and I hear'd ole Joe horse a snortinl. Ole Joe didn't 

want nuttin'. He jest want to see what I wuz doinl. 

nkbraham Lincoln done all he could for de colored folks. 

But dey cain't none of ' em do nuttinl without de Lord." 

Source: Isaiah Butler, Garnett, S. C. 
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Approx. 8.00 Words 

SOLBERT BUTLER EX-SLAVE OF 82 YEARS 

Miles from the highway old Solbert Butler lives alone under 

the shadow of the handsome winter home of an aged northerner 

upon the same soil that he has seen pass from Southerner to 

-1:egro, to Southerner, to Northerner. Though shrunken and bent 

with age he still enjoys talking. 

"I lives in de Deer Country. A couple of months ago, I saw 

eight in a drove at one time, like a drove of sheep, or sech 

like. You can't raise nuthint ! round h re. • De7t11 eat up your 

garden. And de wild turkeyl And de partridgel But you can't 

shoot ' em without de Cassels give you a license to do it. Now 

he comint next month and deretll be more shootintl But he 

aint able to hunt none hissEtlf. He kin ride ' bout in de woods 

in de car. Dey are blessed people, thoughl 

"Dis used to be de Bostick place. Old Massa Ben Bostick 

lived fourteen miles from here. Dere was Ben Bostick, Iva Bos-

tick, Joe Bostick, Jur. Luther, Eddie Bostick, ant Jennie Jo 

Bostick. De place was divided up between tem. 0-ohl I could-

n't number de plantations old Yr. Bostick owned. I think he 

owned fifteen plantationsl He was de millinery (millionaire)1 

Oh, de Bosticks, 0-ohll De house dey live in, dey call um - 

what was it dey call um - de Paradise house. No one go to dat 

, house but only de rich. 

"At Christmas dey'd go up dere. And oh, I couldn't number 

itl Oh, it was paradise. he was good to ' em. An' he whip ' em 

good, toot Tie ' em to de fence post and whip ' ern. But I 
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didn't have anythint of dat. I was a little boy. Jest ' bout 

six year old when .de war, broke out. But I got plenty of 

whippints all right. 

"Massa take me as a little boy as a pet. Took me right in 

de carriagel Had a little bed right by his own ant take care 

of me. Bvery morning dey bring in dey tray, ant go back. My 

uncle was a-carriage man. Dey kept two fine horses jest for 

de carriage. MaSsatd come up to de Street every Monday morn-

ing with big trays of rations. Held feed his colored folk, 

den go on back. 

(Another old ex- slave from the same plantation had said that 

on Mondays the week's rations were given out.) 

"Dey planted cotton, corn, peas, potatoes, rice - ant deytd 

lick youl All de time, deytd lick you,- 'After .deyld lick ' em 

until de blood come out, den deytd rub de red peppaT and salt 

on ' em. ' Oh, my. Godt Kin you say dem as'done sch as dat aint 

gone to ere reward? My uncle was so whip he went 'into de . 

woods ant live dere for months, Had to learn de independent 

life. Mr. Aldridge was de overseer. Old Mr. Aldridge gone 

now. But .dere can't be no rest for him. Oh my God no! He do 

'em so mean dat finally °le Massa hear !bout it. And: when he 

do ,leskx. !bout it, he clis charged him. He had everything die 

o de oolored driver. Den he got Mr . Chisolm After 

• 



Project #-1655 
rhoebe Faucette 
Hampton County 

Page - 3 1.63 

Two of ' em livint now. One at Garnett, ant one at Luray, I be-

lieve. 

"1 refugeed wid Massa. Dey come together in Virginia. Dey 

surrendered in Virginia. Set de house afire. And set all dey 

houses. Dey burned Massa 's cotton. Over 200 babel But iftn 

de colored folks begged for some, dey let ' em have some. I 

stayed right wid Massa. He carried me everywhere he went. 

Carried me all de way to Mill Maven, Georgia. 

"after de war de colored folks jest took ant plant de crop 

ant make de livint wid de hoe. A)idntt have no mule, no ox, or 

thin' like dat. hen ole Massa come back, he took de cotton, 

ant give de colored folks de corn. De Yankees kill all de hog. 

Kill all de cow. Kill all de fowl. Left you rit.hint to eat. 

If de colored folk had any chicken, dey jest had to take dat ant 

try to raise tern somethint to eat. 

"ItTa a Methodist. I was converted under der Drayon - 

come from Georgia at St. Luke Methodist Church on de Blake Plan-

tation. De Blake Plantation rizht dere. It jines dis one. De 

ale Methodist white folk's church where I was baptized been take 

down. It was called de Union Church. But de cemetery still. 

dere. It right up dere not a mile down de road. Dere was a 

good ole.preacher name of Rev. Winborn Asa.Lawton.' An de camp 

4,4 
meetintl Oh, Lord, Lordl ere had over a thousand dere. Come 

from Orangeburg. Come from Aikeni Ant come way from Cherawl 

Come from Charleston, Beaufort, and SavannalL De colored folks 
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got a church now up here on what used to be de Pipe Creek place 

of ole Ben Bostick where de white folks used to have a Baptist' 

church. De colored folks church call it Kenyon Church: Datts 

de church dey white folks moved to Lawtonville, den to Estill. 

But when de colored folks built, dey built de church to face de 

East. Built on de same foundation; bu# face it east, facing a 

little road dat had sprung up and wind ! round dat way right in 

close to de church. But de white folks church was face west, 

facing de Augusta road. Dat big space twizt de road and de 

church was a grove. 

"Ghosts'? I used to tem. I see ' em all de time. Good cam-

panyt I live over dere pj- myself', ant dey comes- in my house 

all de time. Sometime I walk along at night ant I see tem. An? 

when you see tAam you see a sight.' Day play. -Day dance ' round 

ant -.rround. fey happy all right. But deytll.devil you, too. 

When dey find out dat you: scary,:s deyill devil you. Derdontt do 

nuthint.to me: Only talk to me. Itll be in my house ant day 111 

cane talk to me. Or I'll be walkint down de road an meet tem. 

Deytll pas :de time of day wid me, Like: 

tHey, Solbertt How far you goini/ Solbert?t 

tIrse 3081 coin' down de road a little piece t') I'll say. 
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"Dey all favors. Dey all looks alike. You remembers when dat, 

car come down de road jest now?. _Well, I see a bunch of ' em right 

dent Dey get out de road for dat car to pass. Oh, you can't see 

!cm. No matter how much I dims ' em to you - you can't see tam. 

But met Bey swell wid me. I see ' em Ail de time. De big house 

up dere. It full of tem. De white folks see ' em, too. Bat is 

some of de white folks. I see de other day a white man dat has 

to work up here start toward de house when de ghosts was comint 

out thick. When I tell him you ought to see him tarn ant run.. 

One of 'em push me over in de ditch one time. I say, 

!Now what you done dat for?' 

!Well, dat aint nUthint! 

!Aint nathint. But don't yaa do dat no more.' 

"I talks to ' em jest de same as' if dey was .somebody. Some 

folks outgrows tem. But not me. You have to be born to see ,t em. 

Iftn you .be born .wrapped in de caul, you kin see tem. But if you 

aint, you can't see tem." 

Soursce: 'Solbert Butler, 

;P:le,!; • • fE:,••• • ••••; 

2 years R.F.D. Scotia, 
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FOLK-LORE: EX-SLAVES 

"I was born on the other side of Maybinton, 

in Newberry County, South Carolina. Old Squire Kenner WAS my 

master and his wife, Lucy, my mistress. My pa was Joseph Gilliam 

who was a slave of John Gilliam, and my mamma Was Lou Kenner, who 

was a slave of Squire Kenner. I stayed with my mamma at Squire 

Kenner's and waited on my mistress, Mrs. Lucy Kenner, who was 

the best white woman I know of - just like a mother to me, wish 

I was with her now. I stayed there ' till my mistress died, was 

right by her bed. 

"It sure was a good place to live. Dey 

didn't give us money for work but we had enough to eat and place 

to sleep and a few clothes. Squire had a big farm he got from 

the Hancocks, some of his kin. He didn't have overseers; he 

looked after his awn farms. Master had a big garden and give 

us lots froth it to eat. We hunted ' possums, rabbits, squirrels, 

wild turkeys, on the river. We lived right near Broad River. 

"I remember de padderrolers; dey come to 

my pa's house and want to come in, but pa had an old musket 

gun and tole them if dey come in dey wouldn't go out alive - 

and dey went away. 

"After the day's work was done, the slaves 

would set down and talk, and on Saturday afternoons, they would 

stay home, go fishing or wash up, and sometimes the chaps would 

go:to de river and watch the boats full of cotton go by. On 

• 
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Sundays we go to church. They made us go to Baskets church, de 

white folks church, and set in the gallery. On Christmas Day 

we would get time off and master would give us good things to 

eat. We never had any corn-shucking and cotton pickings there. 

All of the family and the -slaves do that work on moon-shiney 

nights. We had some games we played, like Molly Bright, Hiding 

Switches, Mafbles. We played on Sunday, too, unless the mistress 

calls us in and stops us. 

"When a slave got sick we sent for the doctor. 

We never put much store in herb root tea and such like. 

"The Yankees went through Maybinton but 

didn't get over as far as us. Some say they stole cattle and 

burned ginhouses. 

"Squire Kenner was killed in the war, aid 

when the war was over we stayed on with de mistress; she was 

like a mamma. She had a son who was killed in the war, too. 

Another son lived there and we worked for him after Mistress 

died, but he soon moved far away and sold out his plantation. 

His name was Howson Kenner. 

"I married Walter Cain at Mr. Walter Spear-

man's house a good white man, and the white folks give us a 

good supper after the wedding. I had one child, 2 grand-

children, and one great-grand-child. I joined the churchbefore 

I married ' ,cause I wanted to do better, do right and live right, 

and get religion. I think everybody ought to join the church and 

live right. That is the reason the Lord blesses me in lots of 

ways today. We had good time in slavery-sometimes I wish I was 

back the re-would have somebody to take of you and help you. If 

my mistress was living I would rather be back in slavery." 

4-'1 !,141UPP-141 
_9C9,R_,F_D,New_bergb.umaiNewbzgaaoSiiCdim\iuiw 
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STORIES FROM EX-SLAVES 

Edited by: 168 
Elmer Turnage 

"I was born near the village of Maybinton, and lived on old 

Squire Kenner's plantation. Squire Kenner and his wife, mistress 

Lucy, was good to me. My mistress was so good I wish I was living 

with her now, I sho wouldn't have such a hard time getting something 

to eat. I am old and have rheumatism and can't get about good now. 

"I live with some of my grand children, but they can't make 

so much for us. We manage to eat, though. We rent a two-room house 

about two miles from Newberry Courthouse. 

"i don't know nothing about 40 acres of land for the slaves 

after the war. We just stayed on with the master ' til he died, for 

wages; then we hired out to other people for wages. I don't know 

nothing ' bout slaves voting after the war. There was no slave up-

risings then in our section. 

"Ever sine the war was over, the slaves have worked for 

wages on plantations or moved to town and got little jobs here and 

there where they could. Some of the slaves would rent small farms 

from land owners or work the farms on shares. None of the slaves in 

our section come from Virginia." 

Source: "Granny" Cain ( 90), Newberry County, S.O. 
Interviewer; G.L. Summer, Newberry, S.C. 8/10/37. 
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STORIES FROM EX-SLAVES 

Edited by: 169 
Elmer Turnage 

"I was born in Union County, S.C., not far from the ferry 

on Tyger River. My mother was a slave of George R. Tucker who 

lived on the Enoree River. I can't remember slavery times nor 

the war; but I remember about the end of the war when everybody 

was coming home. 

"My mother was a weaver, going to the white folks' houses 

and weaving clothes for them for small pay. Carding and spinning 

was done by all the white families at home. 

"The farms had large gardens and raised most everything to 

eat. Large patches of turnips, cabbage and green vegetables was 

the custom at that time." 

Source: Laura Caldwell ( 77), Newberry, S.C. 
Interviewer: G.L. Summer, Newberry, S.C. May 20, 1937 
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STORIES FROM EX-SLAVES 

Edited by: 
Elmer Turnage 127() 

own a little farm, about 22 acres, and I live on it wid 

my wife. I ain't been married but once, but we had 15 chilluns. Dey 

is all done married and left us. I is gitting so I can't do much 

work any more, ' specially plowing. I lives below Prosperity. I was 

born above dar, near Beaver Dam Creek on de old Davenport place. 

'My daddy was Alfred Caldwell and my mammy was Suella Cald-

well. She was a Nelson. Dem and me belonged to Marse Gillam Daven-

port. Marse Gillam sho was rapid. I saw him whip my mammy till you 

couldn't put a hand on her shoulder and back widout touching a 

whelp. Marse Gillam killed a man and dey out him in jail in New-

berry, but he died befol de trial come off. Atter dat, I was put in 

de hands of his son, Sam Davenport. Dis was atter freedom come. He 

was a purty good man, but my m-fimy was always careful. At night 

she say, ' Come in chilluns, I got to fasten de do' tight.' We lived 

in a little log house den. When we moved from dar we went to Dr. 

Welch's place, jest dis side of it. 

"De niggers never had any churches till atter de war; den 

dey used brush arbors or some old broke- down log house. We never 

had schools den, not till later. I never had a chance to go a- tall. 

"I ' member de Ku Klux and how dey rid around in white 

sheets, killing all de niggers. De Red Shirts never killed but dey 

sometimes whipped niggers. My daddy voted de Republican ticket den, 

but I knowld two niggers dat was Democrats and rode wid de Red 

Shirts. Dey was old Zeb 'and old Jeff Bozard. 
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"We had a big camp meeting sometimes at a log house dat was 

called 'Hannah's Church'. It was named for a nigger man of slavery 

time. He bought de land for de church when freedom come and give it 

to dem. Dis church is on de other side of Bush River, near Mr. 

Boulware's place. 

"In old times we had plenty to eat dat we raised on de 

farm. We had gardens, too. We raised hogs and made our own flour. 

We never worked on Saturday afternoons and Sundays. On Christmas 

we got together 

a few drinks. 

"In old times we 

ana tried to have extra things to eat, and maybe 

had lots of corn-shuckings and log-roll-

ings. De niggers all around would come and help, den we would git 

a feast of lamb or pig that was cooked while we was working. 

"Some old folks use to make medicines out of herbs. I 

'member my ma would take fever grass and boil it to tea and have 

us drink it to keep de fever away. She used branch elder twigs 

and dogwood berries for chills. Another way to stop chills from 

coming was to dip a string in turpentine keep it tied around de 

waist and tie a knot in it every time you had a chill.. 

"Abraham Lincoln was a good man. Seems like all de niggers 

loved him lots. I don't know 

Washington was a good man. I 

I heard him preach in de old 

"I joined de church 

de old folks made chillun :;- c4 

much about Jefferson Davis. Booker 

'member he was once in Newberry and 

courthouse. (?) 

when I was 12 years old. In dem days 

to church when dey was 12 years old, 

and join den. Dat weis de reason I joined. I was a Methodist but I 

joined de Baptist later, because, well, I saw dat was de right way." 

Source: Solomon Caldwell (73), Newberry, S.C. RFD 
Interviewer: G.L. Summer, Newberry, S.C. 12/7/315. 
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NELSON CAMERON 
EX-SLAVE 81 YEARS.  

Nelson Cameron and his wife, Mary, together with a widowed daughter, 

Rose, and her six children, live in a four-room frame house, two miles south 

of Woodward, S. C., about sixty yards east of US highway #21. He cultivates 

about eighty acres of land, on shares of the crop, for Mr. Brice & the land 

owner. He is a good, respectable, cheerful old darkey, and devoted to his 

wife and grandchildren. 

" Maras Wood, Ned Walker, a old Gaillard nigger says as how he was down 

here t'other day sellie chickens, where he got them chickens I's not here 

for to say, and say you vanna see me. I's here befo' you and pleads guilty 

to de charge dat I'm old ) can't work much any longer, and is poor and needy. 

" You sees dere's a window pane out of my britches seat and drainage 

holes in both my shoes, to let de sweat out when I walks to Bethel Church 

on Sunday. Whut can you and Mk.. Roosevelt do for die old Izrallite a pas-

sin' thru de wilderness on de way to de Promise Land? Lak to have a little 

manna and quail, befo' I gits to de river Jordan. 

" My old marster name Sam Brice. His wife, my mistress, tho' fair as 

de lily of de valley and cheeks as pink as de rose of Sharon, is called 

Tarkie.' Dat always seem a misfit to me. Lily or Rose or Daisy would have 

suited her much more better, wid her laces, frills ) flounces, and ribbons. 

Her mighty good to de slaves. Take deir part 'gist de marster sometime, 

when him want .to wimp them. Sometime I sit on de door...steps and speculate 

in de moonlight whut de angels am like and everytime, my mistress is de pic-

ture dat coma into die old gray head of mine. You say you don't want po'try, 
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you wants facts? 

" Wall, here de facts: my mammy name Clara. Don't forgit dat. I come 

back to her directly. My young mistress was Miss Maggie. Her marry Maras 

Robert Clawney; they call him 'Red-head Bob.' Him have jet red hair. Him 

was 'lected and went to de Legislature once. No go back; he say dere too 

much ding dong do-nuttin' foolishness down dere for him to leave home and 

stay 'way from de wife and chillun half de minter months. 

" Marse Sam never have so poleful many slaves. Seam lak dere was more 

women and chillun than men. /n them days, pa tell me, a white man raise 

niggers just lak amen raise horses or cows. HEINS a whole lot of mares and 

'pendie on other man to have de stallion. rat thing you know dere would 

be a whole lot of colts kickin* up deir heels on de place. Lakwise a white 

man start out yid a few woman folk slaves, soon him have a plantation full 

of little niggers runnie 'round in deir shirt-tails and a kickie up deir 

heels, whilst deir mammies was in de field a hoeing and geeing at de plow 

handles, workin" lak a man. You ketch de point? Mall I's one of them lit-

tle niggers. My pa name Vander. Him belong to one of de big bugs, old Marse 

Gregg Cameron. Marse Gregg, him *law, always have more money and niggers 

than you could shake a stick at, more land than you could walk over in a 

day, and more cuss words than you could find in de dictionary. His bark was 

worser than his biteltho'. Pa was de tan-yard man; he make leather and make 

de shoes for de plantation. After freedom date, de way he make a livin' for 

mammy and us chillun was by makin' boots and shoes and half Bolin' them for 

white folks at Blackstock, S. C./ Marse Sam Brice mighty glad for mammy to 

contact sich a man to be de pappy of her &Mune. 

* Us live in a log house arid a little porch in front and de mornie 

glory vines use to climb 'bout it. When they bloom, de bees mould come a 
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hummin"round and suck de honey out de blue bells on de vines. I 'members 

at well 'nough t dat was a pleasant memory. Is I told you my manny name 

Clara? My brothers and sisters, who they? George dead, Calvin dead, Hattie 

(name for pa's young mistress) dead, Samson, who got his ear scald off in 

a pot of hot water, is deadltoo. Is existing still. I did mighty little 

work in slavery time. 'Membera not much 'bout de Yankees. 

" Freedom come, pa come straight as a martin to his gourd, to mammy 

and us pickaninnies. They send us to school at Blackstock and us walk four-

teen miles, end back, every day to school. At school I meets Nary Stroud, 

a gal comm* from de Gaillard quarter. Her eyes was lak twin stars. Her 

hair lak a swarm of bees. All my studyin' books was changed to studyin' 

how to git dat swarm of bees in a hive by myself. One day I walk home from 

school with her and git old Uncle Tom Walker to marry us, for de forty cents 

I saved up. Us happy ever since. Nex' year I work for Ben Calvin, a colored 

man on de Cockerell place, jinin' de Gaillard place. Us did dat to be near 

her pappy, Uncle Morris Stroud. 

" Al]. thru them 'Carpet Bag* days my peppy stuck to de white folks, 

end went *long wid de Ku Kluxes. Hiu young mistress, Miss Harriet Cameron, 

narry de Grand Titan of all de Holy invisible Roman Empire. Him name was 

Col. Leroy McAfee. Peppy tell me all 'bout it. uarse Col. McAfee come, down 

from North Caqina, and see Marse Feaster Cameron at old Marse Gregg Came-

ron's home and want Marse Feaster to take charge down in dis State. While 

on dat visit him fall in love wid Marse Feas's sisters Harriet, and marry 

her. You say Mersa Tom Dixon dedicate a book to her, de Clansman? Well, well, 

went To think of dat. Wish my pappy could a knowed dat, de Sundays he'd take 

dat long walk to Concord Church to put flowers on her grave. They all lie 

dare in dat graveyard, Old Marse Gregg ) Marse Jaeroy, Miss Harriet, and Marse 

Feas. De day they bury Marse Fees de whole county was dere and both wen and 
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women sob when de red earth rumbled on his coffin top. Pappy had me by de 

hand and cried lak a baby, wid de rest of them, dat sad day. 

" Does you 'member de time in 1884, when my peppy made you a pair of 

boots for $10.00 and when you pay him, him knock off one dollar and you pay 

him nine dollars? You does? Well dat is fine, for I sure need dat dollar die 

very day. 

" Does I 'member de day old Marse Gregg die? ' Course I does. It happen 

right here in Winnsboro. Him come dawn to 'tend John Robinson's Circus. Him 

lak Scotch liquor; de tar smell, de taste, and de 'feet, take him back to 

Scotland where him generate from. Them was bar-room days in winnoboro. De 

two hotels had bar-rooms, besides de other nine in town. Mares Gregg had 

just finished his drink of Scotch. De parade of de circus was passing de 

hotel where he was, and de steam piano come by a tootin'. Marse Gregg jump 

up to go to de street to see it. When it pass, him say: 'It's a damn hum-

bug' aad drop dead. " 
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"Good mornin' Marster ',boa Marster Donan MoCants and Marster 

Wardlaw McCants both been tellin' me dat haw you pants to see me but I's 

been so poorly and dawn at de heels, in my way of feelinl, dat I just ain't 

of a mind or disposition to walk up dere to de town clock, where they say 

you want me to come. Take dis bench seat under de honey suckle vine. It 

shade you from de sun. It sho t As hotl I's surprise dat"you take de walk 

dawn here to see a onery old man lak me.. 

"Yes sir, I was born, toordini to de writint in de Book, de 15th 

day of March, 1855, in de Horeb section of Fairfield District, a slave of 

Marster 4ohn Kennedy. How it was, I don't know. Things is a little 

mixed in my mind. Fust thing I 'members, and dreams ' bout sometimes yet, 

is bein' in Charleston, standin' on de battery, seem' a big ocean of water, 

wid ships and their white sails all ' bout, de waves leapin' and gleemin' 

'bout de flanks of de ships in de bright sunshine, thousands of white birds 

flyini 'round and sometimes lighting on de water. My mammy, her name Chanie, 

was a holdin' my hand and her other hand was on de handle of a baby carriage 

and in dat carriage was one of de Logan chillun. whether us btlong to de 

Logans or whether us was just hired out to them I's unable to ' member dat. 

De slaves called him Marster Tom. Us come back to Fairfield in my fust 

childhodd, to de Kennedy's. 

"Marster John Kennedy raise more niggers than he have use for; 

sometime he sell them, sometime he hire them out. Him sell mammy and no 

to Marster James B. Wants and I been in de NeCants family ever since, 

bless Gods 
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"arse James was a great lawyer in his day. I was his house boy 

and office bay. When I get older I take on, besides de blackin' of his 

boots and shoes and sweepin' out de office, de position of carriage driver 

and sweepin' out de church. barster James was very tlip;ious. Abe my pa 

was? Dot has never been revealed to me. Thank Godl I never had onesif 

they was lak I see nigger chillun have today. r white folks was all de 

parents I had and me wid a skin as black as ink. Ay belly was always full 

of what they had and I never suffer for clothes on my back or shoes on my 

foots. 

"Does I ' members de iankees? Yes sir, I ' member whenthey oome• 

It was cold weather, February, new dat I think of it. Oh, de sights of 

them days. They camp all ' round up at At. Zion College and stable their 

hosses in one of de rooms. They gallop here and yonder and burn de ' Pisco-

pal Church on Sunday mornin'. A holy war they called it, but they and 

Wheeler's men was a holy terror to dis part of de world, as naked and hungry 

as they left it. I marry Savannah Parnell and of all our chillun dere is 

just one left, a daughter, Izetta. Her in Tampa, Blorida. 

"Does I 'members anything ' bout de Ku Klux? sir, nothin'. I 

was always wid de white folks side of politics. They wasn't concerned ' bout 

me. Narster James have no patience for dat kind of business anyhow. Him 

was a lawyer and believed in lettini de law rule in de daylight and would 

have nothint to do wid work dat have to have de cover of nir,ht and darkness. 

"Does I ' member ' bout de red shirts? bure I does,. De marster never 

wore one. Him get no a red shirt and I wore it in, Hampton days. What I 
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recollect ' bout them times? If you got time to listentI ' spect I can 

make anybody laugh ' bout what happen right in die town in red shirt days. 

You say you glad to listen? Well, here goes. One time in ' 76. de demo-

crats have a big meetin' in de court house in April. Auch talk last all 

day. Mhat they say or do up dere nobody know. Paper come out next week 

callin' de radicals to meet in de court house fust Aonday in Aay. larster 

Glenn AcCants, a lawyer, was one of old marster's sone. He tell me all 

'bout it. 

"De day of de radical republican meetin' in de court house, Mars-

ter Ed Ailen had a drug store, so him and Aarster Ozmond Buchanan fix up 

four quart bottles of de finest kind of liquoriwid croton-oil in every 

bottle. Just ben"' de meetin' was called to order, Aarster Ed pass out 

dat liquor to de ring leader, tellin' him to take it in de court house 

and when they want to ' suade a nigger their way, take him in de side jury 

rooms and isuade him mid a drink of fine liquor. When de meetin' got under 

way, de chairman ' pointed a doorkeeper to let nobody in and nobody out ' til 

de meetin' was over,widout de chairman say so. 

"They say things went along smooth for a -while but directly dat 

croton-oil make a demand for Itention. Dere was a wild rush for de door. 

De doorkeeper say ' Stand back, you have to 'dress de chairman to git permission 

to git out'. Chairman rap his gavel and say; 'What's de matter over dere? Take 

your seats!, Parliment law ' quire you to ' dress de chair to git permission to 

leave de hall'. One old nigger, Andy Stewart, et ring leader shouted: ' To hell 

wid Parliment law, I's got to git out of here.' Still de doorkeeper stood firm 

and. faithful, as de boy on de burn' deck, as *arster Glenn lak to tell it. 

One bright mulatto nigger, Jim Robley, got out de tangle by movin' to take a 
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recess for ten minutes, but befo' de motion could be carried ott de croton-

oil had done its work. Half de convention have to put on clean clothes and 

de court house steps have to be cleaned befo' they could walk up them again. 

You ask any old citizen 'bout it. Him will 'member it. Ask old Doctor 

,Buchanan. His brother, de judge, was de one dat help Marster Ed Aiken to 

fix de croton-oil and whiskey. 

"Well, dat seem to make you laugh and well it might, 'cause dat 

day been now long ago. Sixty-one years you say? Haw time gits along. 

Well, sixty-one years ago everybody laugh all day in Winnsboro, but Mars-

ter Ed never crack a smile, when them niggers run to his drug store and 

ask him for somothine to ease their belly ache." 
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'Yes, main, I been a little small girl in slavery time. 

I just can remember when / was sold. Me en Becky en George. 

Just can remember dat, but I know who bought me. First be-

long to de old Bill Greggs en dat whel Miss Barite Hatchel 

bought me from. Never did know whel Becky en George went. 

Yes,mam, de Bill Greggs had a heap of slaves cause dey had 

my grandmammy en my granddaddy en dey had a heap of chillun. 

My mammy, she belong to de Greggs too. She been Mr. Gregg's 

cook en I de one name after her. I remembers she didn' talk 

much to we ohillun. Mostly, she did sing bout all de time. 

Most of de old people 'sing bout: 

10 Heaven, sweet Heaven, 

When shall I see? 

If you get dere fore me, 

You tell my Lord I on de way. 

O Shall I get dere? 

If you get dere fore I do, 

You tell my Lord I on de way. 

O Heaven. sweet Heaven, 

When Shall I see? 

O when shall / get dere?' 

Oh, dat be a old song what my grandmammy used to sing way 

back dere. 
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I data' know exactly bow old I is cause de peoples used to 

wouldns tell dey ohillun how old dey was fore dey was groin. 

I just ain# able to say bout my right age, but I know my 

sister was older den me en she de one keep count us ohillun 

age. She told me / be bout 64 or 85 years old, so my sister 

tell me. She done gone en left me en I try to keep count, 

but I don' know. Dere been bout 14 head of we ohillun en 
n-,••• 

dey all gone but me. I de last one. I can tell you die mach, 

I was last a little small girl when Miss Earn° Hatchel bought 

me en she wouldni let me hold de baby cause she was Ifraid I 

would drop it. I just set dere on de floor en set de baby 

stween my legs, but my Lord, Mies Hatchel been so good to me 

dat I stay on dere wid her 8 years after freedom come. Miss 

Hatchel tell me I better stay on dere who' I can get flour 

bread to eat. Yes,mam, never got a whippin in all my life. 

Miss Hatchel, she shake me by de shoulders once or twice, but 

never didni whip me in all my life dat I knows of. Dot de 

reason, when my parents come after me, I hide under de bed. 

My mammy,-she went in de name of Hatchel en all her ohillun 

went in de name of Hatohel right down dere in de Effingham 

section.° 

no, honey, don' nobody be here wid me. Stays right here 

by myself. Digs in de garden in de day en comes in de house 

at night. Yesimam, I thought dis house been belong to me, but 

dey tell me die here place be city property. Rich man up dere 
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in Florence learn bout I was worth over $ 1500.00 en be tell 

me dat I ought to buy a house dat / was gettin old. Say he 

baa a nice place he want to sell me. I been learned dat what 

white folks tell me, I must settle down on it en I give him de 

money en tell his give me de place he say he had to sell me. 

I been trust white folks en he take my money en settle me down 

here on city property. He say, 'Mom Sylvia, you stay here long 

as you live cause you aino gwine be here much longer.' I promise 

my God right den not to save 110 more money, child. People back 

dere didn , spend money like dey dO dese days en dat how-come I 

had dat money. Dey would just spend money once a year in dat 

day en time. Yessmam, I pay dat man over 0 900.00. Been payin 

on it long time en got it all paid but 1117.00 en city find out 

what dat man had done. City tell me just stay on right here, 

but don' pay no more money out. Dey give me dat garden en tell 

me what I make I can have. Courthouse man tell me dat I ought 

to drop my thanks to de Heavenly Father dat I is free. If de 

town picks up any sick person, day bring des here en tell me 

do de best I can for des. Tell me to keep good order so de 

people won' be shame to come en see bout me. Got two houses 

dare join together. Dare be four rooms in die front one en 

three in de other house. Woman go up north en leave her things 

here en tell me if she sin' oome back, I oculd have dent en she 

sins come back yet. Been gone two years, 

• . 
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"Yes smam, I been married twice. First husband die en den 

another sick man come along en ex de city for me. I work on 

him en make teas for him, but he die in bout two years. I 

beg de town to let me go out to de poor farm en stay, but dey 

say I done pay too much to move. Tell me stay on here en keep 

de house up de best way I can. 

NNolum, I aim' able to do no kind of work much. No more 

den ohoppin my garden. Can' hardly see nothin on a sunny day. 

I raise my own seed all right cause sometimes I can' see en 

find myself is out up things en dat make me has to plant over 

another time. City tell me do like I was raise en so I been 

)6hoppin here bout 20 years." 

mak, now go way from here. My son born in de year of de 

earthquake en if he had lived, I would been bless wid plenty 

grandohillun dese days. Yes,mam, I remember all bout de shake. 

Dey tell me one man, Mr. Turner, give way his dog two or three 

days fore de earthquake oome en dat dog get loose en come back 

de night of de shake. Come back wid chain tied round his neck 

en Mr. Turner been soared most to death, so dey tell me. HO 

say, 10h, Mx. Devil, don' put de chain on me, /Ill go wid you.' 

Dat was his dog come back en he thought it was de devil come 

dere to put de chain on him. Yessmam, dere was such a outtin 

up every which a way cause de people thought it was de Jedgment 

comma. I vent a runnin dere to de *bite folks house en such a 

prayin en a hollerin, I ain$ never see de like fore den en ain$ 

see it since den neither. Dere was stirrin everywhel dat night 
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en de water in de well was iust a slashin. I tried to pray 

like de rest of de people. Some say dey was ready to get on 

de old ship of Zion. I out loose from de white folks en went 

in de woods to pray en see a big snake en I ains been back 

since. I know dat ainl been nothin but a omen en I quit off 

outtin up. I know it aini been no need in me gwine on like 

dat oause I aing never do no harms dat I knows of.' 

'Tes,mam, white folks bad to whip wield' dey niggers in 

slavery time, dey be so mean.. Hear tell bout some of den 

would run away en go in de woods en perish to death dere fore 

dey would come out en take a whippin. Some was mean cause dey 

tell stories on one another en been swear to it. My mammy tell 

me don' never tell nothin but de truth en I won' get no whippin. 

I been raise up wid de white folks en I tell de truth, I cans 

hardly stand no colored people.' 

'Oh, honey, dere won' no such thing as cotton mill, train, 

sawmill or nothin like dat in my day. People bad to set dere 

at night en pick de seed out de cotton wid dey own bands. Didns 

hear tell bout no telephone nowhel in den days en people never 

live no closer den three en four miles apart neither. Got old 

Massa born right in dat room dere now dat be could talk on to 

people dat be 16 miles from whel be was. Come in here, child, 

en let you see it. See, die old born been made out of 

silver money. You talks in dat little eni.Vn what you say runs 

out dat big end. Man ax me didnt I want to sell it en I tell 

him I aini got no mind to get rid of it cause it been belong to 
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old Massa. Den if I get sick, I oall on it en somebody come. 

Wouldn' take nothin for it, honey." 

"Times was sho better long time ago den dey be now, 

know it. Yes,mam, I here frettin myself to death after dem 

dat gone. Colored people never had no debt to pay in slavery 

time. Never hear tell bout no colored people been put in jail 

fore freedom. Had more to eat en more to wear den en had good 

clothes all de time cause white folks furnish everything, every-

thing. Dat is, had plenty to eat each as we had. Had plenty 

peas en rice en hog meat en rabbit elifish en such as dat. 

Colored people sho fare better in slavery time be dat de white 

folks had to look out for dem. Had dey extra crop what dey had 

time off to work every Saturday. Mite folks tell dem what dey 

made, deg could have. Peoples would have found we oolored 

people rich wid de money we made on de extra crop, if de slaves 

hada' never been set free. Us had big rolls of money en den 

when de Yankees come en change de money, dat what made us poor. 

It let de white people down en let us down too. Left us all to 

bout starve to death. Been force to go to de fish pond en de 

huckleberry patch. Land went down to $ 1.00 a acre. White 

people let us clear up new land en make us own money dat way. 

We bury it in de ground en dat how-come I had money. I dig 

mine up one ,Aay en had over $ 150040 dat I been save. Heap 

of peoples money down dere yet en dey don' know whet to find 

it." 

. 4' 
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SYLVIA GANNON 
.Slave, age 85. 

Florenae, S,O. 390295 

"I lives here by myself cause my husband been dead 

three years. Moved here fore my ohillun went to de war. 

I go to work en buy die here home en get wheT I can' pay 

tax en people tell me not to move. Say, rent me bed en 

catch me a dollar, if it ainl a sin to rent your bed for 

a dollar. One of de big officers of de town tell me dat 

last week en he die next day. Government take my house 

en when dey carry sick peoples from de jail, dey bring em 

here fore dey die. It am' but one night journey. Ain' 
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gwine let dem be live enough to ran away. Ain' got no 

kin to leave de house to en dey tell me stay on here. Dey 

say I work so hard to get die house dat dey sin' gwine make 

me leave here." 

Chant Sylvia has a sign in her front yard. It seems 

she took the frame of a large picture and inserted a piece 

of pasteboard into it. She explained that this sign is a 

warning to evil doers not to molest her. She says that they 

mast not come past this sign. The words on the sign are 

somewhat illegibly written. The interviewers were able to 

make out these words: "This is a house of the Lord. Don't 

go pass. This is a house of the Lord 

Sign is dated March 1, 1937). 
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"I don' know how old I is, but I remembers I was 8 

years old when freedom come. I born down dere in de 

Effingham section on Mr. Gregg plantation. My half.sister 

say I mast always remember de Christmas day cause dat de 

day I was born. Father en mother belong to de old Bill 

Greggs en dat whea l Mies Earlie Hatchel buy me from. After 

dat, I didn' never live wid my parents any more, but I went 

188 

back to see dem every two weeks. Got a note en go on a 

Sunday evenin en come back to Miss Hatchel on Monday. Miss 

Hatchel want a nurse en dat how-come she buy me. I remembers 

Miss Hatchel put-tin de baby in my lap en tell me don' drop 

him. Didn' have to do no work much in dem days, but dey didn' 

allow me to play none neither. When de baby sleep, I sweep 

de yard en work de garden on pick seed out de cotton to spin. 

Nursed little while for Mies Hatohel en den get free." 

"I see em sell plenty colored peoples away in dem days 

cause dat de way white folks made heap of dey money. Gosse 

dey am' never tell us how mach dey sell em for. Oast stand 

em up on a block bout three feet high on a speculator bid em 

off just like dey was horses. Dem what watt bid off didn' 

never say nothin neither. Don' know who bought my brothers, 

George on Earl. (She cried after this statement). I see em 

sell some slaves twice fore I was sold en I see de slaves 

when dey be travelin like hogs to Darlington. Some of dem be 

women folks lookin like dey gwine to get down dey so heavy." 
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"We fare good in dat day en time. Everybody round dere 

fare good. My Massa always was good to his slaves cause all 

de colored people say he was good man to us. Dey never whip 

me in all my life. Tell me if I don' know how to do anything 

to tell dem en dey show me how. I remembers hiss Eatehel 

caught en shook me one time en when I tell her husband, he 

tell her to keep his hands off his little Nigger. Dey all 

was good to me. When I start home to see my mamma, dey cry 

after me till I come back. Many a time my Missus go work in 

de field en let me mind de chillun." 

"We live in de quarter bout ir mile from de white folks 

house in a one room pole house what was daubed wid dirt. Dere 

was bout 20 other colored people house dere in de quarter dat 

was close together en far apart too. De ground been us floor 

en us fireplace been down on de ground. Take sticks en make 

chimney cause dere won' no bricks en won' no saw mills to make 

lumber when I come along. Oh, my white folks live in a pole 

house daubed wid dirt too. Us just had some kind of homemade 

bedstead wid pine straw bed what to sleep on in dem days. Sew 

croaker sack together en stuff em wid pine straw. Dat how dey 

make dey mattress. Didn' get much clothes to wear in dat day 

en time neither. Man never wear no breeches in de summer. Go 

in his shirt tail dat come down to de knees en a ' onnn been glad 

enough to get one piece homespun frock what was made mid dey 

hand. Make petticoat out of old dress en patch en patch till 
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couldn I tell which place weave. Always put wash out on a 

Saturday night en dry it en put it back on Sunday. Den get 

oak leaves en make a hat what to wear to church. We didn' 

never have but one pair of shoes a year en dey was dese here 

brogans wid thick soles en brass toes. Had shop dere on de 

plantation whe t white man made all de shoes en plows. Dey 

would save all de cowhide en soak it in salt two or three 

weeks to get de hair off it en dey have big trough hewed out 

whe' dey clean it after dey get de hair off it. After dat, it 

was tarn to de man at de shop." 

"I remembers when night come on en we go back to de quarter, 

we cook bread in de ashes en pick seed from de cotton en my 

mamma set dere en sew heap of de time. Den I see em when dey 

have dem hay pullings. Dey tote torch to gather de hay by en 

after dey pull two or three stacks of hay, dey have a big supper 

en dance in de road en beat sticks en blow cane. Had to strike 

fire on cotton wid two rocks cause dey didn' have no match in 

dem days." 

"I tellin you my Missile sho was good to me in dat day en 

time. She been so good to me dat I stay dere wid her 20 year 

after I got free. Stay dere till I marry de old man Isenia 

Gannon. You see my old Massa got killed in de war. She tell 

me I better stay whe t I can get flour bread to eat cause she 

make her own flour en bake plenty biscuit in de oven. Den 

she kill hogs en a cow every Christmas en give, us all de egg-
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nog en liquor we want dat day. Dig hole in de ground en 

roast cow over log fire. When I get hard. up for meat en 

oouldn' get nothin else, I catch rabbits en birds. Make 

a death trap wid a lid en bait it wid cabbage en corn en 

catch em dat way. Den another time, I dig deep hole in 

de ground en dob it wid clay en fill it up wid water. 

Rabbits hunt water in de night on fall in dere en drown* 

I used to set traps heap of times to keep de rabbits from 

satin up de people gardens. Folks eat all kind Of things 

durin de war. Eat honeysuckle off de low sweet bush after 

de flower falls off en pine mass dat dey get out de burr en 

sour weeds. Wouldn' nobody eat dam things dose days. Coase 

day let de slaves have three acres of land to a family to 

plant for dey garden. Work dem in moonlight nights en on a 

Saturday evenin." 

"Oh, yes, day have white overseers den. I hear some 

people say dey was good people. At night de overseer would 

walk out to see could he oatah any of us walkin widout a note 

an to dis day, I don' want to go nowhe widout a paper. It 

:List like dis, de overseer didn' have to be right behind you 

to see dat you work in dem days. Dey have all de fields name 

en de overseer just had to call on de horn en tell you what 

field to go work in dat day. Den he come along on a Saturday 

evenin to see what you done. If you am' do what he say do, 

he put de Nigger dog on you an he ran you all night till he 
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find you. No matter whe' you hide, he find you en hold you 

till de overseer get tiers. Bite you up if dey get reach of 

you. When de overseer come, he carry you to de stables en 

whip you. Dey dat am' never got no whipping, you can' do 

nothin wid dem dose days." 

"I got Miss Hatchel horn bout here now dat been through 

nearly 100 head of people. If you talk on it, dere de 100 

head of automobiles to see what it is. I sold old Mass's 

sword last week for ten cents, but I am' gwine do away wid 

his old horn. ( 4 ft. long, 15 in. cross big end 1 in. from 

top end. Louth piece is gone. Catch about 15 in. from top). 

Can talk to anybody lb to 16 miles away en dat how.come I don' 

want to sell it cause if anything happen, I can call people 

to come. Die horn am' no tin, it silver. It de old time 

phone. Got old Lassa maul too en dis here Grandpa oxen bit 

dat was made at home." 

"De white folks didn' never help none of we black people 

to read en write no time. Dey learn de yellow chillun, but if 

dey catch we black chillun wid a book, dey nearly bout kill us. 

Dey was sho better to dem yellow ohillun den de black ohillun 

dat be on de plantation. Northern women come dere after de 

war, but dey didn' let em teach nobody nothin." 

"I go to church wid my white folks, but dey never have 

no church like dey have dese days. De bush was dey shelter 

en when it rain, dey meet round from one house to another. 
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Ride to oharch in de ox cart cause I had to carry de baby 

everywhe' I go. White folks didn' have no horse den. De 

peoples sho been blessed wid more religion in dem days den 

dese days. Didn' never have to look up nothin den en if 

you tell a story, you get a whippin. Now de peoples tell me 

to tell a story. I been oleanin up a lady porch en she tell 

me to tell anybody what come dere dat she am' home. A lady 
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come en ax for her en I tell her she say anybody come here, 

tell em I am' home. If you don' believe she here, look in de 

bedroom. Miss Willcox come out dere en beat me in de back. 

I tell her don' read de Bible en tell me to tell a story. I 

am' gwine tell no story cause my white folks learnt me not 

to do dat. I knows people was better in dem times den dey is 

now. Dey teach you how you ought to treat your neighbor en 

never hear no bad stories nowhe'. Massa en Missus taught me 

to say a prayer dat go like dig: 

"De angels in Heaven love us, 

Bless mamma en bless papa, 

Bless our Nlssas, 

Bless de man dat feedin us, 

For Christ sake." 

"De peoples use herb medicines for dey cures in dem days 

dat dey get out de woods. I make a herb medicine dat good 

for anything out de roots of three herbs mix together. Couldni 
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tell you how I make it cause dat would rain me. Town 

people try to buy de remedy from me, but Dr. McLeod tell 

me not to sell it. Dey offer me $ 1600.00 for it, but I 

never take it." 

"You want my mind, my heart, de truth en I gwine tell 

you it just like I see it. Since de colored peoples got de 

law, dey get in all kind of devilment. Dat how-come if I 

had to go back, I would go back to slavery en stay wid my 

white folks." 

Souroe: Sylvia Cannon, ex-slave, age 85, Florence, S.C.  

Personal interview by H. Grady Davis and Um) 

Luoile Young, and written up in question and 

answer form. Rewritten in story form by Annie Rath 

Davis. 
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FUNERAL WAG 

Star in de east en star in de west, 

wish de star was in my breast. 

Mother is home, sweet home, 

Mother is home, sweet home, 

Want to join de angel here. 

What a blessed home, sweet home, 

What a blessed home, sweet home, 

Want to join de angel here. 

(You oan sing bout father, brother, sister en all.) 

Sylvia Cannon, 

Ex.Slave, age 85, 
May 21, 1937, 
Florenoe, S.C. 



FUNERAL SONG 

Come ye dat love de Lord, 

En let your joys be known. 

Hark from de tomb, 

En hear my tenAer voice. 

By de grace of God I'll meet you 

On Canaan Happy Shore, 

196 

7 
Oh, mother, where will I meet you on Canaan Happy 

Shore? 

En by de grace of God I'll meet you on Canaan 
Happy Shore. 

(Shaking hands, marching around grave. White en 

Colored marched from ()lurch to graveyard. Old 

people in de ox cart en young people walking. 

Didn' have coffins like dey do now. Build de 

coffin en black it wid smut. Blacksmith make de 

nails. Could see in de box,) 

Sylvia Cannon, 

ft-Slave, age 85, 
May 21, 1937, 
Florenoe, S.O. 
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When asked about [the founding of ieaven s ate 

church)Rev. Albert Carolina answered: 

"In the beginning of Freedom they separate us from whites. 

'Sixty one the war begun; 

Sixty four the war was 

•••11.• 

"Rev. Zaoharias Duncan wuz the man. He the one built Heaven Gate 

church. Brother Henry Smith and Brother David Kidd and old man Jackson 

Heywood wuz the old ones built it. Some more been there. Can't think 

of them. Old man Jim Beaty wuz one. Can't remember no more. He win 

Allston man. (That means he was a slave awned by the Allstons) Uncle 

Dave Kidd, he awned a tract of land in the Savannah. 

"Brought us up in Sabbus (Sabbath) school. Sunrise prayer-meeting. 
Ahe Three -niekeek itervint• again. 

Ten o'clock Sunday school. Leven o'clock/ service,agata, /Eight at night--

service again. Raise us taughen (taught) in the church. Steal off Slavery 

.time in they awn house and have class meeting. Driver come find'em, whiptem. 

Th' patrolls come riding down thy road. Four plait whip. Two big black 

dog. White pat-roller. Ketch without pass, they whip no. Crawling. (I 

was crawling). But I walk then and walk every , since! Bo-cart. Dat's what 

they call it --'Bo-cart'. (Crude home made baby walker.) Bout seventy seven 

years since I start. Remember mother thing going on in them time. Eausser 

gin (give) the women a task. Didn't done it. Next day didn't done it. 

Saturday core, task time out! Driver! I tell yuh th' truth, you could hear 

those people, 'Birder! Birder!' 
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"Judge Kershaw was a fine man. His boy William--I and William born 

the same day. 

ftffe never has not th' bed yet, without family prayer---and never 

get up without it. Didn't low them, with a book in they hand. The Driver 

learn you at night if he like you. Try to out-wage (educate) you at night. 

Didn't have any school. 

"Mother's father Indian. Brighter than, who? Who round here bright as 

my Grand-father? Hannah l Hair was long. Wouldn't stay home. Lives in 

th' swamp. Wouldn't stay out. Grand-mothet wuz African. She had a little 

bowl make out of clay." 

Uncle Albert Carolina, age 87 ( colored) 

Murrells Inlet, S. Co 

March, 8th. 1937. 

(A description followed of how his grand-parents built a kiln of clay 

pots and baked them.) 
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"Aunt Silvis", sitting out in the sunshine in the yard of a 

smallgro cabin, on a warm day in January, seemed very old 

and feeble. Her answers to questions were rather short and 

she appeared to be preoccupied. 

"I been fifteen year old when de Yankee come-- fifteen de 

sixth of June. I saw ' em burn down me Massais home, ant every-

thin'. I 'members dat. Ole man Joe Bostick was me Massa, An' 

I knows de MiSaUS any de Massa used to work us. Had de over-

seer to drive us' Work us till de Yankees comet When Yankee 

come dey had to runt pat how de buildin t burnt Atter dey 

didn't find n4lona in it, dey burnt De Marshall house had a 

poor white woman in itt Dat why it didn't burnt My Massals 

Pineland place at Garnett was burn, too. Mey never did build 

dis un (one) back. Atter dey come back, dey build deir house 

at de Pi:Island place. 

"I was mindint de overseer's chillun. Mr. Beestinger was 

his namet Ant his wife, Miss Carriel I been eight year old 

when dey took me. Took me from me =there& father here on 

de ripe Greek place down to Black Swamp. Went down forty— 

two mile to, do overseen t I never see my mother or my father 

anymore. Not ttil atter freedomi Ant when I come back den 

I been married. But non I move back hero, I stay right on 

dis Pipe Creek place from den on. I been right here all de 

time. 

"Atter I work for Mr. Beestinger, I wait on Mr. Blunt. 
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You know Mr. Dlunt, ain't you? His place out de re now. 

"Mr. Bostick was a good ole man. He been deaf. His chillun 

tend to his business - his sons. He was a preacher. His 

father was ole man Ben Bostick. De Pipe Creek Church was ole 

Missus Bostick's Mammy's church. When de big church burn down 

by de Yankees, dey give de place to de colored folks. Stephen 

Drayton was de first pastor de colored folks bad. Dey named de 

church, Canaan Baptist Church. Start from a bush arbor. De 

white folks church was paint white, inside ant out. It was 

celled inside. Dis church didn't have no gallery for de colored 

folks. Didn't make no graveyard at Pipe Creek& Bury at Black 

Swamp& Ant at Lawtonvillet De people leave dat church an' go 

to Lawtonville to worship. Dey been worshipping at Lawtonville 

ever since before I could wake up to know. De Pipe Creek 

Church jest stood dere, wid no service in it, ' til de Yankee 

burn it. De church at Lawtonville been a fine church. Didn't 

burn itt Use it for a hospital durint de wart 

"I'se 88 year old now ant can't remember so much. Ant ' ,se 

blind' Blind in both ayet" 

Source: Silvia Chisolm, R. F. D. Estill, S. C. 
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Tom Chisolm, a sixty-two year old bricklayer, 11 Railroad Street, Columbia, 

S. C., is a son of Caesar Chisolm, who represented Colleton County in the South 

Carolina House of Representatives for ten years. Caesar was one of the few lead-

ing Negroes, who voted and spoke for the Democratic Party and was friendly to the 

leaders of white supremacy until he died in 1897. Tom relates the following story:-

"My daddy was born in slavery and he was always treated good by his master, de 

late Jimeson Chisolm, of Colleton County. He could read and figure up ' most anything, 

when he was set free, and he had notions of his awn, too. For instance, he marry my 

mammy. She die soon after I was born and daddy say to me: ' Son, your mammy is gone, 

but you need not fear dat any other woman will ever boss you. I's through with 

wives.' And he never marry again. 

"I come to Columbia with him, when he serve in de Legislature. When he tell de 

niggers and white folks, back in Colleton, dat he was not aimini to run for de Legis-

lature no more, they was sad. One time I go with him to Smoak's, where Congressman 

George D. Tillman was to speak on one of his campaigns. I felt pretty big, when Con-

gressman Tillman smile and grasp de hand of my daddy and say: ?You's goint to say a 

few words for me befo t I starts, eh, Chisolm?' ' I sho' will, if you laks,' say my 

daddy. Soon he mount de platform, and befo' he say a word, both de white and de nig-

gers clap deir hands and stamp deir feets and smile. My daddy bow, smile, and say: 

'Ladies and gentlemen: We, us, and company sent George Tillman to congress long ago 

and knows what he hat done. Now we's !vine to send him back, and I is a little in 

doubt as to whether he is gwine to take us to Washington, or bring Washington dawn 
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was 

here' lie say, he just git started. But de crowd was laughin', dancint, and 

huggine de Congressman, and daddy laugh and set dawn. 

"he introduce Master Duncan Clinch Heyward at Walterboro in 1902, when Mas-

ter ,eyward was making his first race for governor. He raise such laughter and 

pay so many witty compliments to Master Heyward, dat Governor Heyward, when he 

fleeted, appoint my daddy to an office in Columbia, and we came to Columbia 

to live in 1903. My daddy retire at de same time dat Governor Heyward quit office, 

in 1907. He later wrote insurance on de lives of niggers, arid he prosper. 

" ' Bout 1885, my daddy happen to be walkint near de corner of Gervais and 

Pulaski streets, and two niggers meet dere at de time and begin to quarrel. 1.1Y 

daddy stop and watch them awhile. One of them niggers kill de other, and some 

time afterward a nigger lawyer come to see my daddy and ask him: 'Wasn't you 

dere?' ' I sho t was,' say my daddy. De nigger lawyer laugh and slap daddy on de 

back and say: ' Come on.' Daddy COMB back in a few hours pretty tipsy. fDat law-

yer spend a lot on me,' say daddy, ' but de fool never let me tell him jus t what I 

knows.' 

"A day or two afterward he was in de witness box. De nigger lawyer say: 

'Raw, Mister Chisolm, tell your tale in your own way.' Daddy say: fI saw de defend-

ant and de man, now dead, as they meet. They Glare at each other and begin to talk 

harsh and cuss each other. Then, one strike at de other and they back 'way and be-

gin to reach in deir hind pockets.' Daddy stop, and de nigger lawyer fairly scream: 

'Yes, yes, go onl"That all I saw,' say my daddy, ' cause I run to cover. I made 

it to de next corner in nothint flat and pick up speed afterward. So I was two blocks 

'way, when I hear de shootintit De nigger lawyer nearly faint. He say: 'Who bought 

you off?' Daddy say he would have told him at de start, if he'd had de chance. 

"At another time, we was dawn on de 700 block of Wayne Street, at a nigger 

gatherin". We often spend days dawn dere collectint weekly insures dues, and we 
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imowed most of de people, Dere happen to be a young nigger dere, back from de 

":Test for a visit, and he was a great bragger. lie was tellin' ' bout corn in Texas. 

'flare,' he said, ' corn grow twenty feet high, with stalks as big as the arm of 

John L. Sullivan, when he whupped Kilrain, and half a dozen big ears on each stalk.' 

De crowd was thunderstruck. 

""4 daddy cleared his throat and say: ' Dab am nothint in de way of corn. One 

day I was walkin' past a forty-acre patch of corn, on de Governor Heyward plantation 

by de Combahee River and de corn was so high and thick, I decide to ramble through 

it. ' Bout halfway ofer, I hears a commotion. I walks on and peeps. Dare stands a 

four-ox wagon backed up to de edge of de field, and two niggers was sawin' down a 

stalk. Finally they drag it on de wagon and drive off.' I seen one of them, in a day 

or two, and asks ' bout it. He say: We shelled 356 bushels of corn from dat one ear, 

and then we saw 800 feet of lumber from de cob.' 

"flat young man soon slip out from de crowd and has never been seen here since. 

I thinks daddy was outdone with me, ' cause I was not quickwitted and smart, lak him. 

-le tell me once: 'You must learn two good trades, and I think carpenterin' and brick-

layin' safest.' I done that, and I has never been sorry, ' cause I's made a good livin', 

Governor Heyward was always a good friend of daddy, and he was proud to see us makin t 

good in de insurance business." 
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"I was born near old Bush River Baptist Church, in Newberry 

County, S.C. I was the slave of John Satterwhite. My mother lived 

with them. I was a small girl when the war was on. My brother 

went to war with Marse Satterwhite. When de Ku Klux and paddrollers 

traveled around in that section, they made Mr. Satterwhite hold 

the niggers when they was whipped, but he most all the time let 

them loose, exclaiming,‘ 'they got loose' --- he did not want many 

of them whipped. 

"My mother had a kitchen way off from the house, wid a wide 
1 

fireplace where she cooked victuals. There was holes in back of 

de chimney with iron rods sticking out of them to hold de pans, 

pots, kettles or boilers. 

"People there did not believe much in ghosts. They were not 

much superstitious, but one time some 0 the negroes thought they 

heard the benches in ,Bush River Baptist Church turn over when no-

body was in the church. 

"Negroes most always shouted at their religious meetings. 

Before de negroea had their own church meetings, the slaves went 

to the white folks' Bush River Baptist church and set up in the 

gallery. I moved to Newberry when I was young, after I got married." 

Source: Maria Cleland, Newberry, S.C. ( SO years old). 
Interviewer: G.L. Sumner, NeWberry, S.C. ( 5/17/37) 
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PETER CLIFTON 

EX-SLAVE 89 YEARS OLD. 

"You want me to start wid my fist memory and touch de high spots 

'til dis very day? Bat'].], take a long time but I glad to find someone 

to tell dat to; I ist I ' members when I was a boy, drivin' de calves 

to de pasture, a highland moccasin snake rise up in de path. I dee dat 

forked tongue and them bright eyes right now. I so scared I couldn't 

move out my tracks. De mercy of de Lord cover me wid Hit wings. pat 

snake uncoil, drop his head, and silently crawl away. Dat was on de Big-

gers Mobley place 'tween Kershaw and Camden, where I was born, in 1848. 

pappy name Ned; my mammy name Jane. My brudders and sisters was 

Tom, Lizzie, Nary, and Gill. Us live in a log house wid a plonk floor and 

a wooden chimney, dat was always ketchin' afire and de wind comm' through 

and finale de room wid smoke and cinders. It was just one of many others, 

just lak it, dat made up de quarters. Us had peg beds for de old folks and 

just pallets on de floor for de chillun. Maiiesses was made of wheat straw 

but de pillows on de bed was cotton. I does ' member dat mammy had a chicken 

feather pillow she made from de feathers she saved at de kitchen. 

"My grandpappy name Warren and grandmammy name Maria. Be rule on de 

place was: Make up de slaves at daylight, begin work when they can see, and 

quit work when they can't see'. But they was careful of de rule dat say: 

'You mustn't work a child, under twelve years old, in de field'. 

'My master's Lust wife, I heard him say, was Mistress Gilmore. Dere was 

two chillun by her. Master Ed, dat live in a palace dat last time I visit 

Rock Hill and go to 'member myself to him; then dere was Miss Mary dat marry 
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her cousin, Dr. Jim Mobley. They had one child, Captain Fred, dat took 

de Catawba rifles to Cuba and whip Spain for blowing up de Maine. You 

say you rather I talk ' bout old master and de high spots? Well, Master 

Biggers had a big plantation and a big mansion four miles southeast of 

Chester. He buy my mammy and her chillun in front of de court lionise 

door in Chester, at de sale of de Clifton Estate. Then he turn ' round 

and buy my pappy dere, ' cause my mammy and sister Lizzie was crying ' bout 

him have to leave them. Mind you I wasn't born then. Narster Biggers was 

a widower t.-,en and went down and courted de widow Gibson, who had a planta-

tion and fifty slaves ' tween Kershaw and Camden. Dere is where I was born. 

"Marster had one child, a boy, by my mistress, Miss Sallie. They call 

him Black George. Him live liing enough to marry a angel, Miss Kate herorey. 

They had four chillung Mere got to be ninety slaves on de place befog war 

core on. One time I go wid pappy to de Chester place. Seem lak more slaves 

dere than on de Gibson place. Us was fed up to de neck all de time, though 

us never had a change of clothes. Us smell pretty rancid maybe, in de minter 

time, but in de summer us no wear very muck.' Girls had a slip on and de boys 

happy in their shirt tails. 

"Kept fox hounds on both places. Old Butler was de squirrel and ? possum 

dog. What I like best to eat? Marster dere is nothing better,: than ' possum 

and yallow sweet staters. Right now, I wouldn't turn dat dawn for pound cake 

and Delaware grape wine, lak my mistress use to eat and sip while she match 

my mammy and old Aunt Tilda run de spinning wheels. 

"De overseer on de place was name Mr. Nike Melton. No sir, he poor man 

but him come from good folks, not poor white trash. But they was cussed by 

marster, when after de war they took up mid de ' publican party. Sad day for 
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old marster when him didn't hold his mouth, but I'll get to dat later. 

"Marster Biggers believe in whippin' andworkinl his slaves long and 

hard; then a man was scared all de time of being sold away from his wife and 

chillun. His bark was worse then his bite thole for I never knowed him to do 

a wicked thing lak dat. 

"How long was they whipped? Well, they put de foots in a stock and 

clamp them together, then they have a cross-piece go right across de breast 

high as de shoulder. Dat cross-piece long enough to bind de hands of a slave 

to it at each end. They always strip them naked and some time they lay on de 

lashes wid a whip, a switch or a strap. Does I believe dat was a great sin? 

b0 sir. Our race was just lak school chillun is now. De marster had to put 

de fear of God in them sometime, somehow, and de Bible don't object to it. 

"I see marster buy a many a slave. I never saw him sell but one and 

he sold dat one to a drover for 450.00, cash down on de table, and he did 

dat at de request of de overseer and de mistress. They was uneasy ' bout him. 

"They us Christmas Day. Every woman got a handkerchief to tie up 

her hair. Every girl got a ribbon, every boy a barlow klife, and every man a 

shin plaster. De neighbors call de place, de shin plaster, Barlow, Bandanna 

place. Us always have a dance in de Christmas. 

"After freedom when us was told us had to have names, pappy say he love 

his old Mhrster Ben Clifton de best and him took dat titlement, and I's been 

a Clifton ever since. 

"Go way, white folks& What everthing mate for? De birds, de corn tassle 

and de silk, man and woman, white folks and colored folks mates. You ask me 

what for I seek out Christina for to marry. Dere was sumpint 'bout dat gal, 

dat day I meets her, though her hair had ' bout a pound of cotton thread in it, 
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dat just Itracted me to her lak a fly will sail ' round and light on a 

'lasses pitcher. I kept de Ashford terry road hot 'til I got her. I 

had to ask her old folks for her befo' she consent. Dis took 'bout six 

months. Lverything had to be regular. At last I got de preacher, Rev. 

47 Shelby to go down dare and marry us. Her have been a blessin' to me 

every day since. 

"Us have seven chillun. They's scattered east, west, north, and 

south, De only one left is just David, our baby, and him is a baby six 

loft high and fifty-one years old. 

"Yes sir, us had a bold, drivinl, pushint, narster but not a hard-

hearted one. I sorry when military come and arrest him. It was dis a way, 

him try to carry on mid free labor, ' bout laic him did in slavery. Chester 

was in military district no. 2. De whole state was under dat military 

government. Old marster went to de field and cuss a nigger woman for de 

may she was workinl, choppin' cotton. She turnt on him mid de hoe and gash-

ed him ' bout de head wid it. Him pull out his pistol and shot her. Dr. 

Babcock say de mound in de woman not serious. They wore out a warrant for 

Marster Biggers', arrest him mid a squad, and take him to Charleston, where 

him had nigger jailors, and was kicked and cuffed ' bout laic a dog. They say 

de only thing he had to .at was corn-meal-mush brougftlround to him and other 

nice white folks in a tub and it was ladeled out to them thru de iron railin' 

into de palms of dere hands. Mistress stuck by him, went and stayed down 

dere. The filthy prison and hard treatments broke him down, and when he did 

get out and come home, him passed over de river of Jordan, where I hopes and 

prays his soul finds rest. Mistress say one time they threatened her down 

dare, dat if she didn't get up $10,000 they wolild send him where he would 
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never see him again. 

"Well, I must be goinl. Some day when de crops is laid by and 
4-11-102, boA4.j.a, 

us get de bole wevil whipped off de field, I'll get David to bring ma 

and dat gal, Christina, you so curious 'bout, to Winnsboro to see you. 

Oh, how her gonna laugh and shake her sides when I geb hone and tell 

her all ' bout wha-4 dawn on dat paper' You say it's to be sent to 

Washington? Why, de President and his wife will be tickled at some 

of them things. I's sure they will. Dat'll make Christina have a 

great excitement when I tell her we is to be talked 'bout way up dere. 

I tspeot it will keep her wake and she'll be hunehint me and asking me 

all thru de nightswhat I give in. 

"Cho wn, I's thankful for dis hour in which I's been brought 

very near to de days of de long long ago. Maybe I'll get a pension and 

maybe I won't. Just so de Lord and de President take notice of us, is 

enough for me.' 
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"I wuz born in Fairfield, dat is over yonder across Broad 

River, you knos what dat is, don't you? Yes sir, it wuz on Marse 

Johnson D. Coleman's plantation. And he had a plantatthoni Dese nig-

gers here in Carlislei-- and niggers is all dey is too-- dey don't 

know what no plantation,is. When I got big enough fer to step around, 

from de very fus, my maw took me in de big hoose. It still dat, cep 

it done bout fell down/now, to what it wuz then. But some of Marsets 

folks, dey libs down ár still. Den you see, dey is like dese white 

folks up ' round here now. Dey ain't got no big money like dey had 

when I wuz a runnint up. Time I got big enough fer to run arounl in 

my shirt tail, my maw, she lowed one night to my paw, when he wuz 

settin by de fire, dat black little nigger over dar, he got to git 

hissef some pants kaise Ilse gwine to put him up over de white fokes 

table. In dem ti es de doos and winders, dey nebber had no screen 

wire up to dem like dey is now. Pokes didn't know nothin bout no 

such as dat den. My Marster and all de other lot,' white fokes, dey 

raised pea gouls. Is yu ebber seed any? Well, ev'y spring us little 

riggers, we coch den wild things at night. Dey could fly like a 

buzzard. Dey roosted up in de pine trees, right up in de tip top. 

So de Missus, she hab us young uns clam up dar and sit 'em when dey 

4 Y. 
first took roost. Up would clam down and my maw, she would pull de 

long feathers outtn de tails. Per weeks de cocks, dey wouldn't let 

nobody see ' em if dey could help it. Den birds is sho proud. When 

dey is got de feathers,Oey jus struts on 4e fences, and de fences 

wuz rail in dem days. If'n dey could see dereself in a puddle of 
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water after a rain, dey would stay dar all day a struttint and car-

ring on like nobody's business. Yes sir, dem wug purty birds. After 

us got de feathers, de Missus, shetud low dat all de nigger gals 

gwine to come down in de wash house and make fly brushes. Sometime 

de MisE'ustud gib some of de gals some short feathers to ppt in dere 

Sunday hats. When dem gals got dem hats on I used to git so dis-

gusted wid ' em I'd leave 'em at church and walk home by my sef. Any-

way, by dat time all de new fly brushes wuz made and de Missus, she 

hab fans make from de short feathers for de white fokes to fan de 

air wid on hot days. Lawdy, Itse strayed fur from what I had started 

out fer to tell you. But I knowed dat licou young fokes didn't know 

nothint bout all dat. In dem days de dining room wuz big and had 

de windows open all de sutry.er long, and all de doos stayed streched 

too. Quick as de mess of tictuals began to come on de table, a 

little nigger boy was put up in de swing, I calls it, over de table 

to fan de flies and gnats offlen de Missus' victuals. Die swing wuz 

just off'n de end of de beg; table. Some of de white fokes had steps 

a leadinl up to it. Some of ' em jus had de little boys maws to fech 

de young'uns up dar till dey got fru; den dey wuz fetched down again. 

'Tell, when I got my pants, my maw fetched me in and I 

clumb up de steps dat Marse Johnson had,to git up in his swing wid. 

At fus, dey had to show me jus how to hole ,4.e brush, kaise dem pea-

cock feathers wuz so long, iffen gou didn't mind your bizness, de 

ends of dem feathers would splash in de gravy er sumpin nother, and 

den de Missus table be all spattered up. Some 0, de Marsters would 

whorp de nigger chilluns fer dat carelessness, but Marse Johnson, 

he always good to his niggers. Moe de white fokes good to de 

riggers round bout whar I comes from. 
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"It twadInt long for I got used to it and I nebber did 

splash de feathers in no rations. But Wen I got used to it, I 

took to agoin to sleep up thar. Marse Johnson, he enuld jus git 

up and wake me up. All de white fokes at de table joke me so bout 

bein' so lazy, I soon stop dat foolishness. My maw, she roll her 

eyes at me when I come down atter de marster had to wake me up. 

Dat change like ever thing else. When I got bigger, I got to be 

house boy. Dey took down de swing and got a little gal to stand 

jus ' hind de Missus' chair and fan dem flies.- De Missus low to 

Marse Johnson dat de style done change when he want to now how 

come she took de swing down. So dat is de way it is now wid de 

wimmen, dey changes de whole house wid de style; but I tells my 

chilluns, ain't no days like de ole days when I wuz a shaver. 

"Atter de mar, I come up to Shelton and got to de ol" 

Hamilton place. I wuz grown den. I seed a young girl dar what dey 

called ' Elviel. Her paw, he had bllonged to de Chicks, so dats who 

she wuz, Evvie Chick. Dar she sets in dat room by de fire. Now us 

got Ileven chilluns. Dey is scattered all about. Dey is good to 

us in our ole age. Us riz 'em to obey de Lawd and mine us. Dats 

all dey knows, and iffen fokes would do dat now, dey wouldn't 

have no sassy chilluns like I sees here in Carlisle. 

"Evvie, what year wuz it we got married? Yes, dat's right. 

It wuz de year of de ' shake'. Is you heerd bout de 'shake'? COMB 

out here Evvie and les tell him dat, kaise dese young fokes doan 

know nothin'. It wuz dark, and we wuz eatint supper, when sumpin 

started to makint de dishes fall out'n de cupboard. At fus we 

thought it wuz somebody a pampin , up and down on de flo. 
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Den we knowed dat it wuz sumpin else er makint dem dishes fall out 

o' de cupboard. At fus we thought it wuz Judgment day, kaise evtry 

thing started fallint worser and worser. De dishes fell so fast you 

couldn't picktem up. Some of us went down to de spring. De white 

fokes, dey come along wid us and dey maRe us fetch things from de 

big house, like fine china dat de Missus didn't want to git broke 

up. She tole us dat it wuz er earthquake and it wasn't no day of 

Judgment. Anyway, we lowed de white fokes might be wrong, so us 

niggers started to a prayinl, and den all de niggers on de plantation 

dat heerd us, well de come along and jined wid us in de pzayint and 

singin'. Us wuz all a shakint mos as bad as de earth wuz, kaise dat 

wuz a awful time dat we libbed through fer bout twenty minutes---

de white fokes lowed it lasted only ten, but I ain't sho about dat. 

When we got back to de big house, de cupboard in de kitchen had done 

fell plum' down. In de nigger houses, de chimneys mos all fell in, 

and de chicken houses evIrywhar wuz shuck down. While we wuz a 

lookin' aroun, and de wimmen fokes, dey wuz a takin' on mightily. 

another shake come up. Us all took fer de spring agin; dis one last-

ed bout long as de first one. Us prayed and sung and shouted dis 

time. It she stopped de earth a shakint and a quiverin' some, kaise 

dat thing went on fer a whole week; ceptin de furs two wuz de 

heaviest. All de other ones wuz lighter. Iffen it hadn't been fur 

us all a beggin' de Lawd fer to shoe us his merck, it ain't no 

tellin' how bad dem shakes would or been. Miss Becky Levister, 

you know her, she live up yander in your uncle John's house now, 

she wuz wid us. She wuz jus a little girl den. Her paw wuz Mr. Kelly 

He died for ever you wuz4born. Not long ago I seed her. 
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She lowed to me, ' uncle Henry, do you recollect de time o' de 

shake? Lacken she think I'd fergit such as dat. It wuz inifte time o' 

de worsest things die ole niE;ger is ebber seed hisself, and I is, 

gwine on 82 now. Miss Becky, she wuz a settin , in her dar wid some 

one drivint her, but she ain't fergot die ole nigger. If I is up 

town and Miss Becky, she ride by, she look out and lows' 'Howdy 

uncle Henry', and I allus looks up and raises my hat. I likes man-

nerable white fokes, mysef, and den, I likes mannerable niggers fer 

as dat goes. Some of dese fokes, now both white -- I hates to say 

it -- and niggers, dey trys to act like dey ain't got no sense er 

sumpint. But you know one thing I knos real fokes when I sees dem 

and dey can't fool me. 

'Ant Evvie tells the following story about her father, 

Rufus Chick. The story is known by all of the reliable white folks 

of the surrounding neighborhood also: "MY paw, Rufus Chick, lived 

on the Union side of Broad River, the latter aiiig of his life. Maj. 

games B. Steadman had goats over on Henderson Island that my paw X 

used to care for. He went over to the Island in a batteau. One 

afternoon, he and four other darkies were going over there when 

the batteau turned over. The four other men caught to a willow bush 

and were rescued. My paw could not swim, and he got drowned. For 

three weeks they searched for his body, but they never did find it. 

Some years after, a body of a darky was found at the mouth of the 

canal, dewn near Columbia. The body was perfectly petrified. This 

was my paw's body. The canal authorities sent the body to a museum 

in Detroit. It was January 11, 1877 when my father got drowned. 
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"When I wuz a young fellow I used to race wid de horses. ' I 

Wuz. de swifes runner on de plantation. A nigger, Peter Feaster, had 

a white horse of his own, and de white fokes used to bet amongst de 

selves as much as 20.00 dat I could outrun dat horse. De way us 

did, wuz to run a hundred yards one way, turn around and den run 

back de hundred yards. Somebody would hold de horse, and another 

man would pop de whip fer us to start. .4uick as de whip poped, I 

wuz off. I would git sometimes ten feet ahead of de horse 'fore 

dey could git him started. Den when I had got de hundred yards, I 

could turn around quicker dan de horse would, and I would git a 

little mol ahead. Corse wid dat, you had to be a swift man on yer 

feets to stay head of a fas horse. Peter used to git so mad when 

I would beat his ole horse, and den all de niggera would laf at 

him kaise de white fokes give me some of de bettin money. Sometimes 

dey would bet only j10.00, sometimes, 415or $20. Den I would race 

wid de white fokes horses too. Dey nebber got mad when I come out 

ahead. After I got through, my legs usea to jus shake like a leaf. 

So now, I is gib plum out in dem and I tributes it to dat. Evvie, 

she lowed when I used to do dat after we wuz married, dat I wuz 

gwine to give out in my legs, and sho nuf I is." 

"Uncle" Henry says that his legs have given out in the bone. 

SOURCE: Henry Coleman and his wife, Evvie, of Catlisle, S.C. 
Interviewer: Caldwell Sims, Union, S.C. 
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"I was born about 1857 and my wife about 

1859. I lived on Squire Keller's farm, near the Parr place, and 

after the squire died I belonged to Mrs. Elizabeth ( Wright) 

Keller. My mother died when I was a boy and my father was bought 

and carried to Alabama. My father was Gilliam Coleman and my 

mother, Emoline Aright. My master and mistress was good to me. 

The old Squire was as fine a man as ever lived on earth. He 

took me in his home and took care of me. After the war the 

mistress stayed on the place and worked the slaves right on, 

giving them wages or shares. 

"The slaves were not whipped much; I 

'member one man was whipped pretty bad on Maj. Kinard's place. 

He had a colored man to do whipping for him - his name MRS Eph. 

There VAS no whiskey on the place, never made any. Us did cook-

ing in the kitchen wid wide fireplaces. 

"When the Yankees came through at the end 

of the war, they took all the stock we had. The mistress had a 

fine horse, its tail touching the ground, and we all cried when 

it was taken; but we got it back, as some men went after it. 

"I married in 1B74 to Ellen T. Williams. 

She belonged to Bill Reagan. After I married I worked in the 

railroad shops at "Helena", and sometimes I fired the engine on 

the road, for about eight years. Then I went into the ministry. 
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I was called by the Spirit of the Lord, gradually, and I preached 

51 years. I have been superannuated two years. 

ftI have one child, a son, who is in the 

pullman service at Washington, D. C. 

"I owned my little house and several acres 

and am still living on it." 

SOURCE: Rev. Tuff Coleman and wife ( 80 and 78), Newberry, S.C. 
Interviewer: G. Leland Summer, Newberry, S. C. 
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"1 born en raise up dere in Colonel Durant yard en I 

in my 78th year now. Dat seem lak I ole, don' it? Comte 

Colonel Durant hab plenty udder colored peoples 'sides 

us, but dey ne ler lib dere in de yard lak we. Dey lib up 

in de quarters on de plantation. MI palopy name Ben Thompson 

en he hadder stay dere close to de big house cause he wuS de 

Colonel driver. De Colonel hab uh big ole carriage wha' to 

ride in den. It hab uh little seat in de front fa my peppy 

to set in en den it hab two seat 'hind de driver whey de 

Colonel en he family is ride. I kin see dat carriage jes us 

good right now dat my white folks hab to carry em whey dey is 

wanna go." 

"Den my mammy come from de udder side uv Pee Dee en she 

name, Lidia Bass. She was de servant ' round de yard dere en 

dat count fa we to ne ler stay in de quarters wid de udder 

colored peoples ' fore freedom declare. I ne'er hadder do 1103 

work long us I lib dere in de yard cease I am' been but five 

year ole when freedom declare. My grandmammy lib right dere 

close us en Colonel Durant hab she jes to look alter aw de 

plantation ohilIan when dey parents was workin'. Aw uy de 

plantation peoples irud take dey chillan dere fa my grandmammy 

to nu'ee." 
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"I 'member one day dere come uh crowd uv peoples dere 

dat dey tell us chillun waz de Yankees. Dey come right 

dere tIrough de Colonel yard en when I see em, I wiz ' fraid 

uv em. I ran en hide under my grandmammy bed. Don' know 

wha v dey say cause I am' ge l close 'nough to hear nathin 

whs.' dey talk 'bout. De white folks hadder herry ( harry) 

en put tlings in pots en bury em or hide em-somewhey when 

dey hear dat de Yankees was comm' cause dey scare dem 
• de,y 

Yankees might take dey t'ings lakiis carry 'way udder folks 
A 

t'ings. I hear em say dey ne ver take nathin from de Colonel 

but some uv he wood." 

"My white folks waz well-off peoples en dey am' ne'er 

use no harsh treatment on dey plantation peoples. De Colonel 

own aw die land 'boat here den en he see dat he overseer on 

de plantation provide plenty uv eve't'ing us need aw de time. 

I hear tell 'bout some uv de white folkslud beat dey colored 

peoples mos' to death, but I ainv neter see none uv dat no 

whey. I is ' member when dey lud sell some uv de colored 

peoples way offen to annader plantation somewhey. Jes been 

bid em offen jes lak dey mitz cattle. Some uv de time deylud 

sell uh man wife way en den he hadder gev annader wife." 

"A lter freedom declare, we neler lib dere at de big house 

no more. Move in de colored settlement en den we am' eat at 

de big house no more neither. Day le' us bah uh garden uv we 
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own den en raise us own chicken en aw dat. I 'member de 

Colonel gi's us so =ohs t'ing eve'y week en it hadder 

las' us from one Saturday to de next. My mammy'ad go to 

de Colonel barn eve 'y week en go' she portion uv meal en 

meat. Dat de may dey pay de hand fa dey work den. Neter 

gi'e em no money den." 

"Peoples wha' lib on Colonel Durant plantation am' 

know mathin but to lib on de fat uv de land. Dey hab 

plenty cows den en dey gi'e us plenty uv milk eve ' y day. 

I 'member we ohillun nee'er take we tin cup en go up to 

de big house en go' us milk to drink en den some uv de 

cows'ud be so gentle lak dat we ohilIan is follow em right 

down side de path. Den when dere ne'er wuz nobody lak de 

Colonel overseer 'bout to see us, we is ketch de cow en go' 

some more milk. I al lqya lud lab to drink me milk dat way. 

We is eat plenty green peas en 'tatoes en fish in dem days 
pie 

too en dey is use 'tatoe/right smart den." 

"Aw de colored peoples on Colonel Durant plantation hab 

good bed wha' to sleep on en good clothes to put on dey back. 

Coase we ne'er hab no bought ta initare in dem days, but we 

hab bedstead whs.' dey make right dere en benches en some uv 

de time dey is make whs.' dey call ' way back chair. Den we 

is make te own bed outer hay cause de white folks ne'er 

spare de colored peoples no cotton den. Hadder cut de hay 

221) 
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in de fall tv de year en dry it jes lak dey dries it fa 

to feed de cattle on. Den dey hadder take sack en sew 

em up togedder en put de hay in dose. Dey sleep right 

smart in dem days. Don' niche people sleep on straw bed 

dese day en time en dey don' dress lak day useler neither. 

I 'member de long dress dey is wear den. Had der hold em 

up when dey walk so dey won' tetch de floor 'bout em. Den 

some uv dem is wear wha' dey call leggens. Dey'ud gather 

em ' round de knee en le' em show 'bout de ankle. Dey wuz 

pretty, dat dey wiz. De white folks'nd make de plantation 

clothes outer calico en jeanes cloth en dat time. De jeanes 

cloth be wha' dey make de boy clothes outer. Dey is weave 

aw dey cloth right dere on de plantation en den dey useler 

dye de thread en weave aw aorta check outer de different 

color thread. Wha t dey make de dye outer? Dey gel bark 
it 

outer de woods en boil de color outer/en den dey boil de 

thread in dat. Dat how day is make dey dye. Neer see de 

peoples hab no hat lak dey hab now neither. Aw de colored 

peoples wear wha t dey call shuck hat den cause dey been make 

outer shack. Dat aw de kinder hat we is hab." 

"Peoples weer ge l aw kinder usefal t'ing outer de woods 

in dem days 'way back dere. Ne'er hadder buy no me ioine tall 

den. Ain' neer been no better cough care no whey den de one 

my ole mammy ase'er make fa we ohillun. She larnt 'bout how it 
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made when she stay ' round de Missus en dat how come I know 

wha t in it. Jes hadder go in de woods en ge' some cherry, 

call dat wild cherry, en out some uv de wild cherry bark 

Lust ( first) tling. Alter dat yuh hadder find some uv dese 

long-leaf pine an ge' de bud outer dat. Den yuh hadder go 

to whey dere some sweet gnm grow en ge' de top outer dem en 

ge' some mallen to put wid it. Ain' never no cough stand aw 

dat mix up togedrler in no day en time. Dey giro dat to de 

061)4) 

peoples fa dat tring wha' dey use'er call de grip cough. 

Den dey userer make uh t'ing dat dey call "bone set" tea. 

I forge' how dey make it but day gi'e it to de peoples when 

dey hab de fevers. It been so bitter dat Wad lift yuh up 

'fore yuh is ge' it aw down de trroat. Ain' see no fever 

mericine lak dat nowadays." 

"Yasrua4 I 'members when dey hab plenty uv dem corn. 

shucking to one annader barn. De peoples'ud come from aw 

de plantation ' bout dere. Dem cornshackings waz big times, 

dat day waz. Gire eve rtody aw de "hopping- john" dey kin eat. 

Jes cook it aw in uh big pot dere in de yard to de big house. 

Ain' nuthin ne rer eat no better den dat " hopping.john" is eat.” 

"Den de peoples use come from aw de plantation 'bout 

en hab big dancing dere. Dat when I lut to be 'bout. Dey hab 

uh big fire build up outer in de yard en dat wha' dey dance 

'round 'bout. Call dat uh torch fire. Deylud hab fiddle en 

dey dance wha' dey call de reel dance den. I 'member I useler 
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lab to watch dey feet when dat fiddle Iad ge' to playing. 

I jes crawl right down on me knees dere whey Pad see dey 

feet jes uh going." 

"I ne'er hab macha schooling ' fore freedom declare 

Taase I been raise up on de plantation. Die child ( her 

daughter) peppy war, de house boy to de big house en he gel 

more schooling den I is. De Missas larnt he how to read 

en write she self. Arter_freedom declare, I go to school 

to uh white man up dere to de ole Academy en den I is go 

to annuder school down dere to uh blacksmith shop. I go 

to uh white man dere too. Ne'er hab no colored teacher 

den cause dey am' hab 'naagh schooling den. Dose ohillun. 

don' know nathin 'bout dem times. I tell dose chilly= I 

don' know wilily dey wanna ran 'boat so maoha cause dere 

plenty t'ing to see dat pass right dere by us house eve'y 

day. I t'ink die uh better day en time to lib en cause 

die uh brighter day now dat we hab." 

223 

Source: Mom Louisa Collier, age 78, colored, Marion, S.O. 

Personal Interview, May 1937. 
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JOIDI COLLINS. 

EX-SLAVE 85 YEARS OLD. 

John Collins lives in a two-room frame cottage by the side of US 21, 

just one mile north of the town of Winnsboro, C.fon the right side of the 

highway and a few hundred yards from the intersection of US 21 and US 22. The 

house is owned by 1Jr. John Ameen. His son, John, who lives with him, is a 

farm hand in the empicy of Er. John Ameen, and is his father's only support. 

"They tells me dat I was born. in Chester County, just above de line 

dat separates Chester and Fairfield Counties. You know where de ' dark corner' 

don't you? Well, part is in Fairfield County and part is in Chester County. 

In dat corner I first see de light of day; ' twas on de 29th of February, 1852. 

Though I is eighty-five years old, l's had only twenty-one birthdays. I ketches 

a heap of folks wid dat riddle. They ask me: 'How old is you Uncle John?' I 

say: ' I is had twenty-one birthdays and won't have another till 1940. Now 

figure it out yourself, sir, if you is so curious to know my agel' One time a 

smart aleck, jack.leg, idethodist preacher, of my race, come to my house and 

figured all day on dat riddle and never did git de correct answer. He scribbled 

on all de paper in de house and on de back of de calendar leaves. I sure laughed 

at dat preacher. I fears he lacked some of dat good old time Iligion, de may he 

sweated and scribbled and fussed. 

"hy daddy was name Steve Chandler. Ly mammy was called Nancy. I don't 

know whether they was married or not. My daddy was sent to Virginia, while de 

war was gwine on, to build forts and breastworks around Petersburg, so they say, 

and him never come back. I ' members him well. He was a tall black man, over six 

feet high, wid broad shoulders. Hy son; John, look just lak him. Daddy used to 
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playwid mammy just lak she was a child. He'd ketch her under de armpits and 

jump her up mighty nigh to de rafters in de little house us lived in. 

" Man my and me was slaves of old Marse Nick Collins. -His wife, my mis-

tress, was name Miss Nannie. Miss Nannie was just an angel; all de slaves loved 

her. i3ut marster was hard to please, and he used de lash often. De slaves 

whisper his name in fear and terror to de chillun, when they want to hush them. 

up. They just say to a crying child: ' Shet up or old Nick will ketch you!, 

Dat child sniffle but shot up pretty quick. 

"Marster didn't have many slaves. Best I ' member, dere 'was about twenty 

men, women, and chillun to work in de field and five house slaves. Dere was no 

good feelin's ' twixt field hands and house servants. De house servants put on 

more airs than de white folks. They got better things to eat, too, than de 

field hands and more better and cleaner clothes. 

"IV- marster had one son, Wyatt, and two daughters, Nannie and Elizabeth. 

They was all right, so far as I ' member, but being a field hand's child, off 

from de big house, I never got to play mid them any. 

tt- white folks never cared much about de slaves having ' ligion. They 
\ 

went to de Universalist Church daan at Feasterville. They said everybody was 

going to be saved, dat dere was no hell. So they thought it was just a waste 

of time telling niggers about de hereafter. 

in them days, may up dere in de ' dark corner', de.white folks didn't had 

no schools and couldn't read or write. Haw could they teach deir slaves if they 

had wanted to? 

"De Yankees never come into de ' dark corner'. It was in 1.86'7, dat us found 

out us was free; then we all left. I COMA dawn to Feasterville and stayed mid 

Mr. Jonathan Coleman. From dereI went to Chester. While I was living dere, 
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I married laggie Nesbit. Us had five chillun; they all dead, ' cept John. Ny 

wife died two months ago. 

"I is tired now, and I is sad. Its thinking about Naggie and de days dat 

are cone. Thenemories flood over me, and I just want to lay dawn. Maybe Pla 

see you sometime again. I feel sure I'll see Naa;ie befo' many months and uell 

see de sunrise, dawn here, from de far hebben above. Good day. Glad you come to 

see me, sirin 



Project 1885-1 
Folklore 
Spartanburg, Dist.4 
Nov. 29, 1937 

390333 

STORIES FROM EX- SLAVES 

edited by:. 
Elmer Turnage 

"Time is but time, and how is I to know when I was born 

when everybody knows dat dey never had no calendars when I come here. 

Pew it was dat ever seed even a Lady's Birthday Almanac. I is 75 

0,4* 
years old. I was dat last January on de 13th day. I was born in old 

Union County about 4 miles south of Gaffney. 

"Marse Mike Montgomery had a place dat reached from town 

ray yonder to Broad River vhar de Ninety-nine Islands lays. Now, de 

way de road lays, dey counts it- twelve miles from Gaffney. When I 

was a boy it was lots further dan dat. 

"Never knowtd why, but de Red Shirts whipped my pa, Tom 

Corry. Dey jest come and ,,! ot him outtn his house. He come back in de 

house. Chilluns was not give no' privileges in dem days, so I never 

axed no questions, kaise I was fearld. Chilluns jest trots into your 

business dese days. 

"My pa say he was a slave on dem Ninety-nine Islands. All 

know is what he told me. Mr. Mike Montgomery built lots of boats. Dey 

carried from 50 to 60 bales of cotton down at one time. De cotton was 

carried in de fall. De Smith place jined de Montgomery place .and dat 

run into de Nancy Corry place. I have forded de river dar lots of 

times. Broad River is shallow, deepest place in it back den was at de 

mouth of King Creek, jest below Cherokee Falls. It ain't so broad dar. 

"Pa was de boatman for Mr. Mike. De boat was big and long, 

and dey always started of early in de morning wid a load of cotton. 

Old wan Diok Corry had to stand in de boat jest behind pa. Dey had two 

steermea. Bo many _rooks ia de shallow wat,er, dat it kept de steermen 

flair 
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Dey had to work away from de rocks. Sometimes dey had to get out in 

de water and roll some rocks from dere path if de water wasn't cold. 

"Wharever night caught dem, dar dey stopped and pitched a 

camp. Dey fished and killed wild ducks or birds dat was plentiful 

den, and cooked dem along wid bread and other things fetched from 

home. On de way from Columbia dey had lots of store-bought things to 

eat. Store-bought things was a treat den. Now ducks and things is a 

treat. Times sho changes fast. 

"Spring was took up wid farthing. Every man, white and black, 

had a family back in dem days. Dat dey did, rich or poor, white or 

black, all raised families. Men farmed and hauled manure and cleaned 

up de plantation lots and fields and grubbed in de spring. Women 

cooked and washed and ironed and spun and kept house and made every-

body in de house clothes, and made all de bed clothes. Dey stayed 

home all of de time. Men got through work and set down at home wid 

deir wives and never run around. Now all goes. Dat's all dey does 

dese days is go. 

"We had plenty of bread and milk and we raised hogs and 

killed all kinds of wild things like turkey, ducks and birds, and 

caught fish. Men had guns dat dey used every day, and dey hit things, 

too. Folks kept in practice wid guns and had shooting matches. 

"After dey stopped boating, wagons come in. Den things 

begin to change. Dey still is changing. Wagons went to Spartanburg 

to take cotton. Folks never went to Columbia no more. Spartanburg 

begin to grow and it sho still is at it." 

Souf 
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CALEB CRAIG 

EX SLAVE 86 YEARS OLD.  

Caleb Craig lives in a four-room house, with a hall, eight feet wide, 

through the center and a fireplace in each room. He lives with his grandson, 

who looks after him. 

"Who I is? I goes by de name of C. C. All de colored people speaks of 

me in dat way. C. C. dis and C. C. dat. I don't lject but my real name is 

Caleb Craig. Named after one of de three spies dat de Bible tell 'bout. Him 

give de favorite report and, ' cause him did, God feed him and clothe him all 

de balance of him life and take him into de land of Canaan, where him and Joshua 

have a long happy life. I seen a picture in a bodice one time, of Joshua and 

Caleb, one end of a pole on Joshua's shoulder and one end on Caleb's shoulder, 

wid big bunches of grapes a hanginl from dat pole. Canaan must to been a pow-

erful fertile Land to make grapes lak dat. 

"'Would you believe dat I can't write? Some of tham,adultery (adult) 

teachers come to my house but it seem a pack of foolishness; too much trouble. 

I just rather put my money in de bank, go dere when I want it, set dat C. C. to 

de check, and git what I want. 

"When I born? Christmas eve, 1851. Where ' bouts? Blackstock„ S. C. 

Don't none of us know de day or de place us was barn. Us have to take dab on 

faiths You know where de old Bell house, lbove Blackstock, is? Dere's where 

I cone to light. De old stagecoach, Itween Charlotte and Columbia, changed 

hosses and stop dere but de railroad busted all dat up. 

"Ny mammy name Martha. Narse John soon give us chillun to his daughter, 
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Miss Marion. In dat way us separated from our mammy. Her was a mighty pretty 

colored woman and I has visions and dreams of her, in my sleep, sometime yet. 

My sisters would call me Cale but her never did. Her say Caleb every time and 

all de time. Marse John give her to another daughter of his, Miss Nancy, de 

widow Thompson then, but afterwards her mairy a hbss drover from Kentucky, Marse 

Jim Jones. I can tell you funny things 'bout him if I has time befo' I go. 

"Us chill= was carried down to de June place where Miss Marion and 

her husband, Marse Ed P. Mobley live. It was a fine house, built by old Dr. 

June. Mersa Ed bought de plantation, for de sake of de fine house, where he 

want to take Miss Marion as a bride. 

"Dere was a whole passle of niggers in de quarter, three hundred or 

maybe more. I didn't count them, ' cause I couldn't count up to a hundred but 

can now. Ten, ten, double ten, forty-five, and fifteen. Don't dat make a 

hundred? Sho' it do. 

"Clothes? Too many dere, for to clothe them much. I b'long to de 

shirt-tail brigade 'til I got to be a man. Why I use to plow in my shirt-

tail& Well, it wasn't so bad in de summer time and us had big fires in de 

winter time, inside and outside de house, whenever us was workinl. ' Til I 

was twelve years old I done nothin' but play. 

"Money? Hell not Excuse me, but de question so surprise me, I's 

caught off my guard. Food? Us got farm produce, Bich as corn-meal, bacon, 

'lasses, bread, milk, collards, turnips, Itators, peanuts, and punkins. 

"De overseer was Mr. Brown. My marster was much. talked 'bout for 

workie us on Sunday. He was a lordly old fellow, as I 'member, but dere was 

neveramthing lek plowie on Sunday, though •I do 'member de hands workin"bout 
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de hay and de fodder. 

"Nhrse Ed, a great fox hunter, kept a pack of hounds. Sometime they - 

run deer. Old Uncle Phil was in charge of de pack. Mimi had a special dog for 

to tree ' possums in de nighttime and squirrels in de daytime. Believe me, I 

lak ' possum de best. You lak 'possum? Well, I'll git my grandson to hunt you 

one dis =min' October. 

ntarse Ed didn't ' low patarollers (patrollers) on de June place. He 

tell them to stay off and they knowed to stay off. 

"Slave drovers often come to de June place, just lak mule drovers and 

hog drovers. They buy, sell, and swap niggers, just lak they buy, sell, and 

swap hosses, mules, and hogs. 

"Us had preachin' in de quarters on Sunday. Uncle Dick, a old man, 

was de preacher. De funerals was simple and held at night. De grave was dug 

dat day. 

"Amen dat had a wife off de place, see little peace or happiness. He 

could see de wife once a week, on a pass, and jealousy kept him istracted de 

balance of de meek, if he love her very much. 

"I marry Martha Pickett. Why I marry her? Well, I see so many knock-

knee, box-ankle,. spindly-shank, flat nose chillun, when I was growin' up, dat 

when I come to choose de filly to fold my oolts, I pioks one dat them mistakes 

wasn't so lekly to appear in. Us have five ohillun. Lucy marry a Sims and, 

live in Winnsboro, S. C. Maggie marry & Wallace and live in Charlotte, N. C. 

Mary marry .a Brice and live in Chester, S. C. Jane not married; ahe live wid 

her sister, Mhg, in CharlOtte. John lives Move White Oak and farms on a large 

place I own, not a scratch of pen against it by de government or a bank. 

"I live on 27 acres, just out de town of Winnsboro. I expects no pen-

sion. I grandchillnn come and go, baoklards and fo'ards, and tell no ' boUt 
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cities, and. high falutin' things goin' on here and dere. I looks them over 

sometime for to see if I didn't do sumpine for deir figures, in s'lectin' and 

marryin' Martha, dat's more important to them than de land I'll leave them 

when I die. When Martha die, I marry a widow name Eliza but us never generate 

any chillun. Her dead. Not ' nough spark in me to undertake de third trip, 

though I still is a subject of 'tentions. 

"What ' bout Marse Ed and Marse Jim Jones? Well, you see, Marse Jim 

was close wid his money. Marse Ed was a spender. I 'tend Mars. Ed to a chick-

en main once. Mersa Jim rode up just as Marse Ed was puttin' up $300,00 on a 

pile brass wing rooster, ' gist a black breasted red war hoes rooster, dat de 

NoCarleys was backin'. Marse Ed lost de bet. But him never told Marse Jim, 

dat bee he rode up, him had won $500.00 from them same men. After de main 

was over, Marse Jim, bein' brudder-in-law to Marse Ed, rode home to dinner wid 

him. After dinner they was smokin' deir cigars befo' de parlor fire dat I was 

'viving up. Mares Jim lecture Marse Ed for throwin' 'way money. Marse Ed 

stretch out his long legs and says 'Mr. Jones does you 'member dat day us 

'tended de circus in Chester and as us got to de top of de hill a blind begger 

held out his OUD to us and you put in a quarter?' Mr. Jones say he does 'mem-

ber dat. Marse Ed vent on: Mell o Mr. Jones, I had a dream last night. I 

dream us main' through de Cumberland Mountains wid a drove of mules from Ken-

tucky. You was ridin' a piebald hoes, de same one you rodo into South Carolina 

de fust time you come here. You had on a faded, frazzled grey shawl, 'bout lak 

de one you had on today. Us was in front, de outriders behind, when us gat to 

de gap in de mountains. De drove stampede just as us git in de gap. Us was 

both kilt. You got to heaven befo' I did. When I did git dere, you was befo' 

de High Court. They examine you and turn over de leaves of a big book and 

find very little dere to your credit. At last they say, I think it was de 
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'Footle Peter dat ask de question. Him say: 'Everything is recorded in die 

book. Us can find nothint. Do you happen to 'member anything you did to 

your oredit dawn dere on earth?' Then you stand up yid dat old shawl ' round 

your shoulders and says qhat I do 'member one thing. One day I was in 

Chester and put a quarter of a dollar in a blind man's tin cup.' De ' postle 

then tell de recording angel to see if him could find dat deed. Him turn 

over de leaves ' til him found it on de page. Then de twelve ' postles retire 

and liberate on your case. They come back and de judge pass sentence which 

was: :The sentence of de High Court is, that in view of your great love of 

money, James Jones, it is de sentence of de court dat you be given back de 

quarter you give de blind beggar in Chester and dat you, James Jones, be sent 

immediate on your way to hell.' Then they both laugh over dat and Marse Jim 

got real happy when he find out Marse Ed quit de main wid $200.00 to de good." 

Address: 
Caleb Craig, 

Winnsboro, S. C. 

That part of the suburb of Winnsboro called "Mexico". Just east of the 

Southern Railway Company and north of Winnsboro Cotton 
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DINAH CUNNINGHAM 

EX.SLA,VF., 84 YEARS OLD.'  

Dinah Cunningham 3 is about seven miles west of. Ridgeway, S. C., 

on the Hood place about a hundred yards off the old Devil's Race Track road. 

She lives with her daughter and son-in-law and their three children. They 

live in a two-room frame house with a shed room annex. In the annex, Dinah 

and the smaller children sleep. They are kind to Dinah, who is feeble and 

can do no farm labor. Dinah is as helpless about the heme as a child. 

come up here ' bout seventeen miles for to let you see me. 

'Spect you don't see much in dis old worn out critter. Now does you.? 

'Well, here I is, and I wants you white folks to help me, ' cause 

I's served you from generation to generation. Wid de help of de Lord and 

trustin' in Jesus de Lamb, I knows I's gain' to sit help. When is they gwine 

to start payin' off? I's heard them say haw you got to be on de roll and 

signed up befo' de fourth day of July. So here I isl 

"I was born de Lust day of March, 1853, out from Ridgeway, sunrise 

side. My marster was David Robertson and my mistress name Sally. Her was 

mighty pretty. Her was a Rembert befo' she marry Marse Dave* They had one 

child dat I was de nurse for and her name was Luray. Her marry Marse Charlie 

Ray. 

"De onliest whipPin; I got was ' bout dat child* 1 had :40 baby on 

de floor on a pallet and rolled over on its Her make a squeal like she was 

much hurt and mistress come in a hurry. After de baby git quiet and go to 

Sleep, 840 said: ' Dinah I hates to whip you:but de Goo,(LBook say, spare de 

' rod and s 044,d0.:i.0444 d dat,.she gPes. out ',..;Bda,. 1 switch off , . . 
'..;-crepe myrtle 1bush end come 441h0:tookAiliy,16 0, ,- ...-_, .........  



dat had all de rings on de fingers, and us had it ' round dat room. I make 

a big holler as she ' plied dat switch on dese very legs dat you sees here 

today. They is big and fat now and can scarcely wobble me ' long but then, 

they was lean and hard and could carry MB 'long like a deer in de moods. 

"My white folks was no poor white trash, I tells Yout Good marse 

and good mistress had heap of slaves and overseers. One overseer name Hr. 

-,Jelch. De buckra folks dat come visitint, use to laugh at de way he put 

grease on his hair, and de way he scraped one footTbacktanddcanAe ground 

or de floor when they shake hands wid him. He never say-much, but just set 

in his chair, pull de sides of his mustache and say 'Yas sah' sah', 

to them dat speak to him. He speak a whole lot though, when he git dawn in 

de quarters where de slaves live. He wasn't like de same man then. Be woke 

everybody at daylight sand sometime he help de patrollers to search de houses 

for to ketch any slaves widout a pass. 

"Us had all us need to eat, sich ss was good for us. Marse like to 

see his slaves fat and shiny, just like he want to see de carriage bosses 

slick and spanky, when he ride out to preachint at Ainswell and sometime de 

Episcopal church at Ridgeway. My young mistress jine de Baptist church after 

she marry; and I 'member her havint atime mid sewin' buckshabs in de hem of 

de dress her was baptized in. They done dat, you knows, to keep de skirt 

from floatint on top of de water. You never have thought ' bout dat? Well, 

just ask any Bpptist preacher and he'll tell you dat it has been done. 

*When de Yankees come, they went through de big house, tore up 

everything, ripped open de feather beds and cotton mattresses, searchint for 

jewels. Then they had uu slaves ketch de chickens, flung open de 

°use -tike de neat meal flour , and put them in a four-hoes -wagon 



and went on dawn to Longtown. Them was scandlous days, boss& I hope never 

to see de likes of them times wid dese old eyes again. 

"I ' member ' bout de Ku Klux just one time, though I heard ' bout 

them a heap. They come on de Robertson place all dressed up wid sheets and 

false faces, riding on hossback, huntin' for a republican and a radical niggez, 

(I forgits his name, been so lona but they didn't find histl. They sho' was 

a sight and liked to scared us all to death. 

"Was I ever married? Sure I was, I marry Mack Cunningham. Us was 

jined in de holy wedlock by Marse Alex Matherson, a white trial justice. 

Ask him and he'll tell you when it was. I's got some chillun by dat husband. 

There is William at Charlotte, and Rosy at Ridgeway. Rosy;her marry a man 

name Peay. Then there is Millie Cover at Rembert and Lila Braun at Smallwood, 

de station where Marse Charlie Ray and my Mistress Luray was killed by a rail-

road train Tannin' into de automobile they was in. Then there is my daughter, 

Delia Belton, at Ridgeway, and John L., a son livinl and farmin' at Cedar Creek. 

"I bilongs to de Mt. Olivet Church dat you knows bout. White folks 

Oftes there sometime for to hear de singin'. They say us can carry de song 

better than white folks. Well, maybe us does love de Lord just a little bit 

better, and what's in our mouth is in our hearts. 

"What you gwine to charge for all dat writin' you got down there? 

If you writes much more maybe I ainit got enough money to pay for it. I got 

a dollar here but if kels more than- dat you'll have to wait on me for de balance. 

You say it don't cost nothint: Well glory hallelujah for dat 1 I'll just 

'round to de colored restaurant and enjoy myself wid beef stew, rice new 

potatoes. ' macaroni and 4 cup of coffee. Lwander what they'll have for dessert. 

B.LOyM:be more pleased it4Ou would 
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vdease you dot muchi 

"May de good Lord be a watch ' tween me and you ' til us meets 

ar-ainen 
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LUCY DANIELS 

FOLKLORE 

"Aunt Lucy is a tall well-built old woman who looks younger 

than her years. She delights in talking, and was glad to tell 

what she knew about the olden times. 

"I don't know how old I been when de war end. If I been in 

de world I wasn't old enough to pick up nuthint. Miss Lulie 

Bowers say I'll be 78 first of March coming. 2iss Lulie was 

my ' young Missus'. I love Miss Lulie, and I thinks she thinks 

a heap of me - my young Missus, and her father, my young Massa. 

He good to his darkies. He was a rich man - even after de war. 

Miss Lulie say she was de only young lady that could go off to 

college after de war. miss Lulie help me powerful. She give 

me shoes, and beddin. She and me grow up together. She is in 

de bed sick now. I jest come from dere. Had de doctor to see 

her. 

"I hear ' em tell ! bout how de soldiers burn ' em out. My 

mother would tell me. My father had gone off to fight. Say 

dey'd tie de hams ant de things on de saddle - and burn de ex-

pensive houses. White folks jest had to hide everything. She 

talk 'bout all de men was gone and de women had to pile up, 

four or five in one house to protect deyselves. My father way 

when dey been ' rough-few-gieine irefugeeing) de Beaufort 

Bridge been burn down. He say he been so hungry one time he 

stop to a old lady's house and ask her for something to eat. 

She say she didn't have nothing but some dry bread. Re take 

de bread, but he say it been so hard, he threw some of it away. 

238 
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But he eay he so hungry he wish he hadn't throw it away. It 

was a hard time. Used to have to weave cloth and dye thread. 

Had a loom to weave on and a spinning wheel. My grandmother 

say de Yankees come to her house and take everything, but 

she say one little pullet run out in de weeds and hide and 

de soldiers couldn't find her. She say dat pullet lay and 

hatch and dat how dey got start off again. pey scramble and 

dey raise us some how or another. 

"I had nine dhillun for my first husband and one for my 

second husband. I raise ' em al ' till dey grown; but all 

dead now fcept three. My husband died last year, I had to 

work for my dhillun. But my second husband, he help me wid 

tem. 

"Dat's all I kin tell you, Miss. I don't remember, so much. 

Chillun in those days weren't so bright as dey is now, you 

know." 

Source: Lucy Daniels, 78 ex-slave, Luray, • C. 
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STORIES FROM EX- SLAVES 

nay family belonged in slavery time to old Marse Pierce 

Lake who was de Clerk of Court in town, or de Probate Judge. He 

lived at de old Campbell Havird House and I lived dar wid him. My 

mother belonged to dis Lake family and she was named Martha Lake. 

I don't know Who my father was, but I was told he was a white man. 

"We slaves had good enough quarters to live in, and dey 

give us plenty to eat. De house I live in now is fair, but it has 

a-  pad roof. It is my wife's chillun's place. My wife had it and 

left it to dem. She was Ellen Gallman, a widow when I married her. 

Only my blind daughter now live mid me. I was married five times 

and had eighteen cnilluns by three wives. Each of my wives died 

befol I married agin. I didn't separate from any. My mother's 

father lived wid :::arse Lake. He and his wife come from Virginia. 

"I was a boy in slavery and worked and piddled round de 

house. Sometimes I had to work de corn or in de garden. We had 

olenty to eat. As de old saying is, 'We lived at home and boarded 

at de same place.' We raised everything we had to eat, vegetables, 

hogs, cows and de like. Marster had a big ,zarden, but he didn't let 

his slaves have any garden of deir own. We made all our clothes, 

home- spun. My mother used to spin at night and work out all day; 

lots of niggers had to do dat. 

"10Arse Lake was good to his niggers, but he had to whip 

dem gometimes when dey was mean. He had six or ei t slaves, some 

on de upper place and some on de home glace. We got up at daylight. 

and worked all day, except for dinner lunch, till it was sundown. 
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Ire never worked at night in de fields. Sometimes Marse would have 

corn-shuckings and de neighbors would come in and help catch up wid 

shucking de corn; den dey would have something to eat. De young 

folks would come, too, and help, and dey would dance and frolic. 

"I didn't learn to read and write. Marse never said any-

thing about it. My sister learned when some of de white women school 

teachers boarded at Marse Lake's house. De teachers learn't my sis-

ter when she was de maid of de house, and she could read and write 

good. Didn't have a school or church on de plantation. Atter de war, 

some of de riggers started a'brush arbor. Befoo de war, some of us 

niggers had to come to town wid de white folks and go to deir church 

and set in de gallery. 

"De patrollers was sometimes mean. If dey catch'd a nigger 

away from home widout a pass dey sho whipped him, but dey never got 

any of us. Dey come to our house once, but didn't git anybody. 

We had to work all day Saturdays, but not Sundays. Some-

times de fellows would slip off and hunt or fish a little_onSanday. 

Women would do washing on Saturday nights, or other nights. We had 

three days holiday when Christmas come, and we had plenty good 

things to eat, but we had to cook it ourselves. De marster would 

give de chillun little pieces of candy. 

"Chillua had games like marbles and anti- over. Dey played 

anti- over by a crowd gitting on each side of de house and throwing 

a ball from one side to de other . Whoever got de ball would run 

around on de othet side and hit somebody wid it; den he was out 

. We Otter believed much in ghosts or spooks. I neve 
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It was good for chills and fever. De tea is awful bitter. Little 

bags of asafetida was used to hang around de little chillunis necks 

to ward off fever or diptheria. 

"We used to call de cows on de plantation like die: ' co-

winch,.co-winchl. We called de mules like die: ' co, co', and de 

hogs and pigs, ' pig-oo, pig-ool. We had dogs on de glace, too, to 

hunt wid. 

, 

"When freedom come, de marster told us we could go away or 

stay on. Yost of us stayed on wid him. Soon atter die, he got mad at 

me one day and told me to sit off de place.. I come to town and stayed 

about two weeks, piddling around to git along. I found out whar my 

mother was -- she had been sold and sent away. She was in. Saluda 

(Old Town). I. went to her and stayed two weeks; den she comp to 

Newberry and rented a little cabin on Beaver Dam Creek, near Silver 

Street. 

"I remember hearing about de Yankees. When dey come through 

here dey camped in town to keep order and peace. I remember de Ku 

Klux, too, how some of ' em killed riggers. I voted in town on de 

Republican ticket. .I am still a Republican. None of my friends held 

office, but I remember some of dem. Old Lee Nance was one, and he 

was killed by a white man. 

"Since de war, de nisgers have worked mostly on farms, 

renting and wage- hands. Some of dem have bought little places. Some 

moved to town and do carpenter work, and others jest piddle around. 

"Some of de dances de niggers had was, 'Jump Jim Crow ,; 

one nigger would jump up and down while tripping and dancing in de 

sane spot. Sometimes he say, 'Every time I Jun), I jump'Jim Crow.' 

what was called a fliber game. BO would ' dance a gig an 

AL; 
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"I sever thought much about Abraham Lincoln nor . Jefferson 

Davis. Only seed de pictures of dem. Reckon d y was all right. Don't 

know nothing about Booker Washington, neither: 

nI was 25 years old when I joined de church. I joined be-

cause I thought I ought to, people preaching Christ and him truci-

fled; and I thought I ought to do right. Think everybody ought to 

join de church and be religious. 

"What I think of de present generation is hard to say. Dey 

is not like de old people was. De old generation of dailluns could 

be depended on, but de present niggers can't be. 

"No, de slaves never expected anything when de war was 

over, dem in de neighborhood didn't. Some say something about git-

ting 40 acres of land and a mule, but we never expected it. None 

ever got anything, not even money from de old marsters or anybody." 

Source :Sohn N. Davenport ( N,89), Newberry, S.C. RFD 
Interviewer: G.L. Summer, Newberry, S.C. ( 11/3/37) 
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"I was born, March 10, 1848, on Little River in Newberry 

county, S.C. My master in slavery time was Gilliam Davenport. 

He was good to his slaves, not strict; good to his cattle, and 

expected his negroes to be good to them. But he was quick to 

resent anything from outsiders who crossed his path. 

"All that part nf the country was good for hunting. The 

deer, fox, and wild turkey have gone; though a few years ago, 

some men brought some foxes there and turned them loose, think-

ing they would breed, but they gradually disappeared. The kil-

dees were many. That was a sign of.good weather. When they flew 

high and around in a circle, 'it was a sign of high winds. 

"Fishing in the rivers was much done. They fished with 

hooks on old-time canes. They had fish baskets, made of wooden 

splits, with an opening at the end like the wire baskets now 

used. If they were set anytime, day or night, a few hours 

aftcrwards would be enough time to catch some fish. 

"An old sigh was: when the youngest child sweeps up the 

floor, somebody was coming to see you. If a dish- rag was drop-

ped on the floor, somebody was coming who would be hungry." 

Source: Moses Davenport ( 89), Newberry, S.C. 
Interviewer: G.L. Summer, Newberry, S.C. ( 5/10/37) 
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"I oouldn' tell how old I is only as I ask my old 

Massa son en he tell me dat I was born ahead of him cease 

he had de day put down in he family book. I had one of 

dem slavery bible, but I have a burnin out so many times 

dat it done been burn up. I belong to Mr. George Crawford 

people. Mr. George de one what die up here one of dem other 

year not far back. Dey who been my white folks." 

"I can tell you a good deal bout what de people do in 

slavery time en how dey live den, but I can' tell you nothin 

bout no jump aboat things. My Massa didn"low us to study 

bout none of dem kind of frolickings in dat day en time." 

"I gwine tell you it just like I experience it in dem 

days. We ohillan lived well en had plenty good ration to 

eat all de time cause my mammy cook for she Mesas dere to 

de big house. Al]. she ohillun lived in a one room house 

right dere in de white folks yard en eat in de Missus big 

kitchen every day. Dey give my mammy en she ohilIan just 

such things as de white folks had to eat like biscuit en 

oake en ham en coffee en hominy en butter en all dat kind 

of eatin. Didn' have no need to worry bout nothin tall. 

My Massa had a heap of other colored peoples dere besides 

we, but dey never live dat way. Dere been bout 80 of dem 
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dat live up in de quarter just like you see dose people 

live to de sawmill dose days. Dey live mighty near like 

us, but didn' have no flour bread to eat en didn' get no 

milk en ham neither cause dey eat to dey own house. Didn' 

get nothin from de dairy but old clabber en dey been mighty 

thankful to get dat. Oh, dey had a pretty good house to 

live in dat was furnish wid dey own things dat dey make 

right dere. Den dey had a garden of dey own. My Massa 

give every one of he plantation family so much of land to 

plant for dey garden en den he give em every Saturday for 

dey time to tend dat garden. You see dey had to work for 

de white folks all de other week day en dey know when dey 

hear dat cow horn blow, dey had to do what de overseer say 

do. Never eauldn' go off de place widout dey get a mit 

(permit) from de overseer neither else dey tore up when 

dey come back. No'mam, didn' dare to have nothin no time, 

Didn"low you to go to school cause if you was to pick up 

a book, you get bout 100 lashes for dat. Bo lmam, din' have 

no church for de colored peoples in dem days. Just had some 

of dese big oaks pile up one on de other somewhe' in de woods 

en dat who' we go to church. One of de plantation mens what 

had more learnin den de others was de one what do de preaohin 
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"My Massa wasn' never noways soraggeble to he colored , 

peoples. Didn' out em for every kind of thing, but I is 

see him beat my stepfather one time cause he ran away en 

stay in de woods long time. Oh, he beat him wid a switch 

or a stick or anything like dat he could get hold of." 

"Didn' never know mothin bout doing no hard work in 

U.S ohilIan days. When I was a boy, I min4 de crows out de 

field. Oh, crows was terrible bout pickin up peoples corn 

in times back dere. You see if dey let de crows eat de corn 

up, dey had to go to de trouble of planting it all over again 

en dat how.00me dey send we chillan in de field to mind de 

crows off it. We just holler after em en scare em dat way. 

Crows was mighty worser in dem days den dey is die day en 

time." 

"1 sho remembers when freedom was declare cause I was 

bout 16 year old den. When dem Yankees talk bout commn 

round, my Massa take all we colored boys en all he fast 

horses en put em back in de woods to de canebrake to hide 

em from de Yankees. It been many a year since den, but 

reoolleots dat we was settin dere lookin for de Yankees to 

get us any minute. Wasni obliged to make no noise neither. 

Oh, we had big chunk of lightwood en cook meat en hoeoake 

an aollarde right dere in de woods. Den my Massa take one 

of dem oldest plantation boys to de war wid him en am' 

nobody never hear tell of him no more. He name Willie. 
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0 my Lord, when dey hear talk bout de Yankees oomin, dey 

take all de pots en de kettles en hide em in holes in de 

fields en dey put dey silver bout some tree so dey know 

who' day bury it. Den dey hide de meat en de corn to de 

colored peoples house en when dey hear talk of de Yankees 

gwine away, dey go en get em again. Dim Yankees never 

destroy nothin bout dire, but dey is make my Massa give em 

a cart of corn en a middlin of meat. Yes'um, I look at dem 

Yankees wid me own eyes. Day was all dressed up in a blue 

uniform en dey was just as white as you is. Oh, dey said a 

lot of things. Say dey was gwine free de niggers en if it 

hadn' been for dem, we would been slaves till yet. Ooase 

I rather be free den a slave, but we never have so much 

worryations den as people have dose days. When we get out 

of clothes en get sick in dat day en time, we never had to 

do nothin but go to us Massa. Now, we have to look bout 

every which a way." 

"My Massa ask my mother was she gwine live with him any 

longer after freedom was declare en she say she never have 

no mind to leave dire. We live on den e for one year en den 

we studied to get another place. I believes heap of dim 

white folks died just on account of us get freed. Dey never 

didn' want us to be free." 
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"I heard a loman say somebody had conjured her, but I 

don' believe in none of dat. I knows I got to die some of 

dose days en dat might come before me. I don' bother wid 

none of dat kind of thing, but I'll tell you bout what I 

has experience. I had two dogs dere on somebody poisOn em 

cause dey tell me somebody do dat. Oh, I know dey was poison. 

De police say de dog was poison. A ' omen do it dat had chillan 

what was afraid of my dog en dat how..come she poison it. I 

alto think she done it cause it just like die, anything peoples 

tell me, I believes it." 

"I have seen dem things peoples say is a ghost when I was 

stayin here to Lake View. I plant a garden side de road en 

one night I hear somethin en I look out en dere was a great 

big black thing in me garden dat was makin right for de house. 

I call me wife en tell her to look yonder. De thing was commn 

right to de house en my wife harry en light up de lamp* I hear 

de peoples say if you didn' light up de lamp when you see a 

spirit, dat it would sho come in en ran you out. I had done 

paid some money on de place but after I see dat thing, I didn' 

have no mind to want it. Had de beet garden en chickens dere 

I ever had, but I never bother no worry bout dat. Just pick 

right up en leave dere to come here en I bee/here ever since. 

I knows dat been somethin come dere to scare me out dat house. 

Dat am' been nothin else but a spirit. Ain' been nothin else." 

Souroe: Charlie Davis, age 88, colored, Marion, S.C. 
Personal Interview, July 1937. 
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CHARLIE DAVIS'S MUINGS.  

Charlie Davis, now seventy-nine years old, was a small boy when the 

slaves were freed. He lives alone in one room on Miller's Alley, Columbia, 

S. C., and is healthy and physically capable of self-support. 

"I has been wonderin' what you wanted to talk to dis old nigger ' bout 

since I fust heard you wanted to see me. I takes it to be a honor for a white 

gentleman to desire to have a conversation mid me. Wellehere I is, and I bet 

I's one of de blackest niggers you's seen for a season. Somehow, I ain't ' shame 

of my color a-tall. If I forgits I is dark complected, all I has to do is to 

look in a glass and in dere I sho' don't see no white man. 

"Boss, I is kinda glad I is a black man, ' cause you knaws dere ain't much 

expected of them nowhaw and dat, by itself, takes a big and heavy burden off 

deir shoulders. De white folks worries too, much over dis and over dat. They 

worries ' cause they ain't got no money and, when they gits it, they worries 

agin ' cause they is ' fraid somebody is gwine to steal it from them. Yes, sir, 

they frets and fumes 'cause they can't ' sociate mid big folks and, when they 

does go wid them, they is. bothered 'cause they ain't got what de big folks has 

got. 

"It ain't dat way wid most niggers. Nothin' disturbs them much, ' cept a 

empty stomach and a cold place to sleep in. Give them bread to eat and fire 

to warm by, then, hush your mouth; they is shot safe then/ De ' possum in his 

hollow, de squirrel in his nest, and de rabbit in his bed, is at home. So, de 

nigger, in a tight house wid a big hot fire, in winter, is at home, too. 

"Sono sort of ease and comfort is ' bout what all people, both white and 

black, is ktrivint for in dis world. All of us laks dat somethin' called 'tent-. 
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ment, in one way or de other. Many white folks and some darkies thinks dat 

a pile of money, a fine house to live in, a Ispensive 'motorbile, fine clothes, 

and high ' ciety, is gwine to give them dat. But, when they has all dis, they 

is still huntin' de end of de rainbow a little ahead of them. 

"Is de black men nervous or is he natchally scary? Well, sir, I is 

gwine to say yes and no to dat. Anigger gits nervous when he hears somethie 

he don't understand and scared when he sees somethint he can't make out. Then 

he gits shot 'nough scared, he moves right then, not tomorrow. Lak de wild 

animals of de woods, he ain't ' fraid of de dark, much, if he is movin' 'bout, 

but when he stops, no house is too tight for him, in summer orwinter. If he 

sees a strange and curious sight at night, he don't Tlave to ask nobody what to 

do, ' cause he knows dat he has foots. It is goodbye wid old clothes, bushes, 

and fences, when them foots gits to Itendie to deir business. When you hears 

a funny and strange noise and sees a curious and bad sight, I bilieves you Lust 

git nervous and then dat feelint grows stronger fast, 'til you git soared. I 

knows de faster I moves, de slower I gits scared. 

"From my age now, you can tell dat I was nighty little in slavery time. 

All I knows 'bout them terrible times is what I has heard. I come pretty close 

to them ticklish tines, but I can't help from thinkin', even now, dat I missed 

a ' sperienoe in slavery time dat would be doin' se good to die very day. Dora 

ain't no doubt dat many a slave learnt good lessons dat showed them how to work 

and stay out of de jail or poorhouse, dat's worth a little. 

"I has heard my mammy say dat she bllong to de WyriCks dat has a big plan-

tation in de northwestern part of Fairfield County and dat my daddy b'long to 

de Graddicks in de northern part of Richland County. Dese two plantations was 

just across de road from each other. Mammy said dat de patrollers was ad thick 



as flies ' round dose plantations all de time, and my daddy shot had to slip 

'round to see mammy. Sometime they would ketch him and whip him good, pass 

or no pass. 

"De patrollers was nothin' but poor white trash, mammy say, and if they 

didn't whip some slaves, every now and then, they would lose deir jobs. mMy 

mammy and daddy got married after freedom, ' cause they didn't git de time for 

a weddint befot. They called deirselves man and wife a long time befo' they 

was really married, and dat is de reason dat I's as old as I is now. I reckon 

they was right, in de fast place, ' cause they never did want nobody else scept 

each other, nohow. Here I is, I has been married one time and at no time has 

I ever seen another woman I wanted. My wife has been dead a long time and I 

is still livin' alone. All our chill= is scattered 'bout over de world some-

where, and dat somewhere is where I don't know. They ain't no help to me now, 

in my old age. But, I reckon they ain't to be blamed much, ' cause they is young, 

full of warm blood and thinks in a different way from de older ones. Thai, too, 

I Ispects they thinks deir old daddy would kinda be in deir /my, and de best 

thing for them to do is to stay away from :me. I don't know , it just seems lak 

de way of de world. 

"I come from de Guinea family of niggers, and dat is de reason I is so 

small and black. De Guinea nigger don't knownothinl, Icept hard work, and for 

him to be so be can keep up wid bigger folks, he has to turn ' round fast. You 

knows dat if you puts a little hog in a pen wid big hogs, de little one has got 

to move ' bout in a hurry amongst de big ones, to git Inough to eat, and de SINMe 

way wid a little person, they shot has to bustle for what they gits. I has no 

head for learnint what's in books, and if I had, dere wasn't no schools for to 
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learn dat head, when I come ' long. I has made some money, ' long through de 

years, but never knowed how to save it. Now I is so old dat I can't make 

much, and so, I just live somehOw, dat's all. 

"President Roosevelt has done his best to help de old, poor, and for-

gotten ones of us all, every color and race, while dis Ipression has been 

gwine on in die country. Is us gwine to git die new pension what is mine 

'bout, or is dat other somebody gwine to think he needs it worser than us 

does' Dat's de question what ' sorbs my mind most, dose days. I don't need 

much, and maybe I don't deserve nothint, but I shot would lak to gtb hold of 

dat little dat's 'tended for me by dat man up yonder in Washington.(Rooaevelt) 

"Does I bIlieve in spirits and hants? My answer to dat question is 

die: 'Must my tremblie spirit fly into a world unknown?' When a person goes 

'way from die world, dere they is, and dere they is gwine to stay, judg-

ment.* 
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HEDDIE DAVIS 
Ex-Slave, 72 Years 

Lizzie Davis sends word for Heddie Davis to come over 

to her little shack to join in the conversation about old 

times and Heddie enters the room with these words: uSis, 

I gwine hug your neck. Sis, I did somethin last night dat 

I oughtn't done en I can' hardly walk die mornin. Pulled 

off my long drawers last night en never had none to change 

wid. I can' bear to get down en pray or nothin like dat, 

my knee does ache me so bad. I gwine up town yonder en get 

some oil of wintergreen en put on it. Yeslum, dat sho a good 

thing to strike de pain cause I heard bout dat long years ago. 

Sis, ainl you got no coffee nowhe' die mornin? God knows, de 

Lord sho gwine bless you, Sis:41-

"What honey? Nolum, I won' here in slavery time. I was 

just tereckly after it. Well, I come here a Lewis, but I in-

herited de Davis name when I married. Old man Peter Lewis was 

my daddy) en my mother o..she was a North Carolina woman. Oh, I 

heard dat man talk bout de old time war so much dat I been know 

what was gwine fly out his mouth time he been have a mind to 

spit it out. My daddy, he belonged to de old man Evans Lewis 

en he been de one his boss pick to carry to de war wid him. 

Yeslum, he stayed up dere to Fort Sumter four years a fightin 

en hoped shoot dem old Yankee robbers. My old man, he had one 
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of dem old guns en I give it to his brother Jimmie. He 

lives way up yonder to de north en he carried dat gun wid 

him just cause I give it to him, he say. He marry my younger 

sister en she grayer den I is. Think dey say dey lives to 

Rockingham, North Carolina. Yes, honey, my daddy was sho 

in dat wash out dere to Fort Sumter. Lord, have mercy, I 

never hear tell of crabs en shrimps in all my life till my 

daddy come back en tell bout a old woman would be gwine down 

de street, dere to Charleston, cryin, 'Shrimps, more shrimps.' 

But, my Lord, I can' half remember nothin dese days. If I 

had de sense I used to have, I would give de Lord de praise. 

Honey, he said a lot of stuff bout de war. Told a whole chance 

of somethin. Tell us bout de parade en everything, but I is 

forgetful now en I just can' think. De Bible say dat in de 

course of your life, you will be forgetful in dat how I is. 

Just can' think like I used to. You see, I gwine in 70 now. 

"Oh, I was born dere to Mullins in January on de old man 

Evans Lewis' plantation. Den we moved dere to de Mark Smith 

place after freedom settle here. Dat long high man, dat who 

been us boss. His wife was name Sallie en de place was chock 

full of hands. No,mam, my white folks didn' care bout no 

quarter on dey plantation. Colored people just throweebout 

all over de place. Oh, I tell you, it was a time cause de 

niggers was dere, plenty of dem. Some of dey house was settin 

side de road, some over in dat corner, some next de big house 
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en so on like dat all over de place. Oh, dey lived all right, 

I reckon. Never didno hear dem say dey got back none. Hear 

dey live den better den de people lives now. Oh, yeslum, I 

hear my parents my de white folks was good to de colored 

people in slavery time. Didni hear tell of nobody gettin 

nothin back on one another neither. No, child, didni never 

hear tell of nothin like dat. Seems like de people don' work 

dese days like dey used to nohow. Well, dey done somethin of 

everything in dat day en time en work bout all de time. Lin' 

nobody workin much to speak bout dese days cause dey walks bout 

too much, I say. I tell you, when I been a child gwine to school, 

soon as I been get home in de evenin en hit dat doo;step, I had 

to strip en put on my everyday clothes en get to work. Had to 

pick up wood en potatoes in de fall or pick cotton. Had to do 

somethin another all de time, but never didni nobody be obliged 

to break dey neck en hurry en get done in dem days. Ohillun 

just rushes en plays too much dese days, I say. No, Lord, / 

dont want to rush no time. I tellin you, when I starts to 

Heaven, I want to take my time gettin dere:IL_ 

°Lord, child, I she hope I gwine to Heaven some of dese 

days cause old Satan been ridin me so tough in die here world, 

I Mall see no rest since I been know bout I had two feet. My 

husband, he treat me so mean, if he aint in Heaven, he in de 

other place, I say. Den all dem chillun, Lord a mercy, dey 

will kill you. I raised all mine by myself en I tell you, dey 
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"My daddy, he was a prayin man. Lord knows, he was a 

prayin man. Seems like de old people could beat de young 

folks 'a prayin up a stump any day. I remember, my daddy 

'come here to de white people church to Tabernacle one night 

en time dem people see him, dey say, sUncle Peter, de Lord 

sho send you cause aint nobody but you can pray dese sinners 

out of hell here tonight.' God knows dat man could sing en 

pray. Lord, he could pray. Oh, darlin child, dat man prayed 

bout all de time. Prayed every mornin en every night en when 

us would come out de field at 12 o'clock, us had to hear him . 

pray fore he ever did allow us to eat near a morsel. Sis, I 

remember one day, when dey first started we chillun a workin 

in de field, I come to de house 12 o'clock en I was so hungry, 

I was just a poppin. God knows, people don' serve de Lord like 

dey used to." 

"Sis, you wants dat one patch, too. Lord Jesus, dere aint 

no limit to dis one. Sis, I must be come here on Saturday cause 

everywhe' I goes, I hgs to work. Hear talk, if you born on a 

Saturday, you gwine have to work hard for what you get all your 

days. I been doin somethin ever since I been big enough to know 

I somebody. Remember de first thing I ever do for a white woman. 

Ma come home en say, IHeddie, get up in de mornin en wash your 

face en hands en go up to Miss Rogers en do everything just like 

she say do.' I been know I had to do dat, too, cause if I never 



Code No. No. Words  
Project, 1865—(1) Reduced from words 
Prepared by Annie Ruth Davis Rewritten by 
Place, Marion, S.CA 
Date, January 21, 1938 Page 5.  

25S 

do it, I know I would been whip from cane to cane. When 

I got dere, I open de gate en look up en dere been de new 

house en dere been de old one settin over dere what dey 

been usin for de kitchen den. I won' thinkin bout nothin 

Icept what Miss Rogers was gwine say en when I been walk 

in dat gate, dere a big bulldog flew up in my head. I stop 

en look at him en dat dog jump en knock me windin en grabbed 

my foot in his mouth. Yestum, de sign dere yet whel he gnawed 

me. White folks tell me I been do wrong. Say, don' never pay 

no attention to a dog en dey won' bother up wid you. But lhoney, 

dat dog had a blue eye en a pink eye. Ainl never see a dog in 

such a fix since I been born. I tell you, if you is crooked, 

white folks will sho straighten you out. Dat dog taught me all 

I is ever wanted to know. Lord, Miss Mary, I been love dat 

woman. De first time I ever see her, she say, ' You aint got no 

dress to wear to Sunday School, I gwine give you one.' Yes,mam, 

Miss Mary dress me up en de Lord knows, I ainl never quit givin 

her de praise yet 1711--

11Yessum, de Yankees, I hear my daddy talk bout when dey 

come through old Massals plantation en everything what dey do. 

Say, dere was a old woman dat was de cook to de big house en 

when dem Yankees come dere dat mornin, white folks had her down 

side de cider press just a whippin her. Say, de Yankees took 

de old woman en dressed her up en hitched up a buggy en made 

her set up in dere. Wouldni let de white folks touch her no 
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more neither. Oh, de place was just took wid dem, he say. - 

What dey never destroy, dey carried off wid dem. Oh, Lord 

a mercy, hear talk dere was a swarm of dem en while some of 

dem was in de house a tearin up, dere was a lot of dem in de 

stables takin de horses out. Yessum, some was doin one thing 

en some another. En Pa tell bout dey had de most sense he ever 

did see. Hitched up a cart en kept de path right straight down 

in de woods en carted de corn up what de white folks been hide 

down dere in de canebrake. Den some went in de garden en dug 

up a whole lot of dresses en clothes. En dere was a lady in de 

house sick while all dis was gwine on. Oh, dey was de worst 

people dere ever was, Pa say. Took all de hams en shoulders 

out de smokehouse en like I tell you, what dey never carried 

off, dey made a scaffold en burned it up. Lord, have mercy, 

I hopes I ainl gwine never have to meet no Yankees." 

Source: Heddie Davis, colored, age 72, Marion, S.C. 

Personal interview by Annie Ruth Davis, Jan., 1938. 



EX -SLAV'E 80 YEARS OLD.  

Henry Davis is an old Negro, a bright mulatto, who lives in a two-

room frame house on the farm of Mr. .Amos E. Davis, about two miles south-

west of Winnsboro, S. C. 

In the house with him, are his wife, Rosa, and his grown children, 

Roosevelt, Utopia, and Rose. They are day laborers oft the farm. At this 

period, Henry picks about seventy-five pounds of cotton a day. His children 

average one hundred and fifty pounds each. The four together are thus en-

abled to gather about five hundred and twenty-five pOunds per day, at the 

rate of sixty-five cents' per hundred. This brings to. the family, a daily 

support of 0441. This is seasonal employment,hawever; and,as they are not 

a provident household, hard times come to Henry and his folks in the winter 

and early summer. 

'I was'born on de old Richard Winn plantation dat ny master, Dr.% K. 

Turner, awned and lived on. I was born de year befo' him marry Miss Lizzie 

Lemon, my mistress in slavery time. 

"Idy mother was name Mary and took de name of Davis, ' cause befo' free-

dom cone her was bought by my master, from Dr. Davis, near Monticello. 

"1 had a good many marsters and mistresses. Miss Minnie marry Dr. 

Scruggs Miss Anna -marry Mr. Dove. Vass Enna marry Mr. Jason Pope. Marse 

marry a Miss Carroll up in York S. C and Marse Johnnie marry Miss 

brothers and sisters was Minton, Ike, Martha and Isabella., 



name Rose Lennon. Lots of times she throw dat in my face ,' Rose of Sharon' 

when things go wrong„Then her git uppish and sniff, ' Rose of Sharon, my eyel 

You treats me lak I was a dogwood rose on de hillside or worse than dat, lak 

I was a Jimeoivweed or a rag weed.' 

"My mammy and us chillun live in de yard not far from de kitchen. 

4 mammy do de washint and ironin'. Us chillun did no work. I ride ' round 

most of de time wid de doctor in his buggy and hold de hoss while he visit 

de patients. Just set up in de buggy and wait ' til him.git ready to go to 

another place or go home. 

"I ' member de Yankees comm' and searchin' de house, takint. off de 

caws, mules, hosses, and burnin" de gin-house and cotton. They say dat was 

General Sherman's orders. They was ' lowed to leave de dwellin' house standini, 

in case of a doctor or preacher. 

"Miss Ldzzie had a whole lot of chickens. Her always keep de finest 

pullets. She make pies and chicken salad out of de oldest hens. • Dat February 

de Yankees got here, she done save up ' bout fifty pullets dat was ready to lay 

in March. & squad of Yankees make us chillun ketch every one and you know haw 

they went 'way wid them pullets? They tie two on behind, in de rings of de 

saddle. Then they tie two pullets together and hang them on de saddle pommel, 

one on each side of de hosses neck. Dat throw them nankin' de hosses withers. 

I 'members now them gallopinl off, wid them.chickens flutterin' and hollerin' 

wharei Nthareiwhare s whare, where& 

"After slavery time, us live on de Turner place nigh onto thirty 

years an4.thenwas de time I go to see Rosa and court and marry her. Her folks 

ojoOtomb#4: 44d they had stayed on at de Lennon' s: plaoe, De 
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give her a trousseau and mine give me a bedstead, cotton mattress, and two 

feather pillows. pat was a mighty happy day and a mighty happy night for 

de 'Rose of Sharon'. Her .tells young niggers .'bout it to die day, and I 

just sets and smokes my pipe and thinks of all de days dat am passed and 

gone and wonder if de flex' world gwine to bring us back to youth and strength 

to ' joy it, as us did when Rose end me was young. 

"Does I ' members anything ' bout patrollers? 'Deed, I dot Narster 

didn't ' ject to his slaves gwine to see women off de plod. I hear him say 

so, and I hear him tell more than once dat if he ever hear de patrollers a 

comin' yid blood hounds, to run to de lot and stick his foots in de mud and 

de dogs wouldn't follow him. Lots of run'ways tried it, I heard, and it 

proved a success and I don't blame them dogs neither." 



I'd, 

•TrojecA 1655 
W. M. Dixon 
Winnsboro, S. C. 390270 

JESSE DAVIS 

EX-SLAVE 85 YEARS OLD. 

Jesse Davis, one of the fast disappearing land-marks of slavery 

times, lives with his wife and son, in one of the ordinary two-room frame 

houses, that dot, with painful monotony, the country farms of white land-

owners. The three attempt to carry on a one-horse farm of forty acres, 

about thirty acres in cotton and the renainder in corn. The standard of 

living is low. Jesse is cheerful, his wife optimistic with the expression 

that the Lord will provide, and their son dutiful and hopeful of the har-

vest. Their home is about ten miles southwest of Minnsboros in the loreb 

section of Fairfield County. 

"Dere is some difficulty ' bout my age. Nigh as I can place it, 

was born befb' de Civil Mar. I ' members ' tendia' to and nilkint de caws, 

and keepin' de calf off, drawin' mater out de well, and bringinl in wood to 

make fires. I ispects I's eighty-five, mountini up in years. 

"I lives on Mr. Eber Mason's place wid one of my chillun, a son 

name Mingo* Us all work on de place; run a farm on shares. I can't do much 

work and can't support myself* It's mighty hard to be ' pendent on others 

for your daily rations, even if thorn others is your own bone and flesh. 

'preciate sumpin' to help my son and wife carry on. Dats why, I wants a pen-

sion. Do you tspect God in His mercy will hear de prayer of dis feeble old 

believer? I don't beg people but de Bible give me a right to beg God for my 

daily bread. De Good Book say: ' Take no consarnment ' bout your raiment' 

You 0%12 see from what Its got on dat no nor nobody else, is much consarned 

'bout 4s.rAiment, 
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and Marse Billie. Marse Jim was de baker of dis town all his life, after 

de way of old-time oven-cookin', ' til Boy bread and Claussen bread wagons 

run him out of business. Him is now on de ' lief roll and livin' in de old 

nereight house, de oldest house in Winnsboro. 

"Dere was my young misses, Miss Lizzie and Miss Lennie. My mammy 

name Sarah, just lak old Mistress name Sarah. Her b'long to marster and 

mistress but my pappy no b'long to then. Him b'long to de big bugs, de Davis 

family. Him was name Mingo, and after slavery him and_all us take de name, 

de secon' name, Davis, and I's here today, Jesse Davis. See haw dat work' 

out to de name? Good Book again say: '' Good name better than riches; sweet-

er to de ear than honey-comb to de tongue.' 

"You is well ' quainted wid Marse Amod Davis, ain't you? Well, his 

people was pappy's people. I had a brudder name Gabriel, tho' they called 

him Gabe. Another one name Chap; he got kilt while clearinl up a new ground. 

Sister Fannie mafry a Ashford.nigger. Marse Ira, de doctor, have a plantation 

near Jenkrm3siiille, p. C. 

*When de Yankees come thrU, they come befo' de main army. They 

gallop right up, jump dawn and say: 'Hold dose hossesl Open dat smoke-house 

doorit They took:what they could carry 'may. 'Bout dat time marster rode up 

from a sick call him been Itendinl to. Course you know him was a doctor. 

They surround him, take his watch, money, and hoss, and ride 'way. 

"De main army cOme next day, Saturday morninl ' bout 8 o'clock. They 

spread deir tents and stay and camp ' til Monday marnint. Men they leave they 

carry off all de caws hogs, mulesj and hosses. Then they have us ketch de 

chickens, got them all, ' cept one old 40n dat run under de house, and they 

didn't wait to git her. 4iirster have to g0 'way up to Union County, where him 

haVe kin folks, togit OMpin to eat., 

..„ 



"W marster was not big rich lak de Davises, de Means, and de Harpers, 

but him have all them people come to see him. Him know a heap of things dab , 

they ' predate. De way to dye cloth was one of dese secrets. Marster have a 

madder bed. Him take de roots of dat madder put them in de sun just lak you 

put out pieces of apples and peaches to make dried fruit. When them roots git 

right dry, him have them ground up fine as water-ground meal. He put de fine 

dust in a pot and boil it. lhen he want red cloth, he just drop de cloth in 

at pot and it come out all red to suit you. Want it 1?lue, him have a indigo 

patch for dat. 

"I never hear anything ' bout alum dose days. Well, de slaves could 

take peach tree leaves and alum and make yellow cloth and old cedar tops and 

copperas and make tan cloth. Walnut stain and copperas and make any cloth 

brawn. Sweet-gum bark and copperas and make any cloth a purple color. I ' mem-

ber goin' wid one into de woods to git barks. One day old marster came cross 

a slippery elm tree. Him turn and command me to say right fast: ' Long, slim, 

slick saplin' and when I say long, slim, sick slaplini, him ' most kill hisself 

laughini. You try dat nowt You find it more harder to say than you think it 

is. Him give me a piece of dat bark to chew and I run at de moll* lak you see 

a hoss dat been on de range of wild clover all night and slobberini at de bits: 

"Yes sah, I bllongs to de chureh1 My wife and son, Mingo, just us three 

in de house and de whole household jined de Morris Creek Baptist Church. What's 

my favorite song? None better than de one dat I'll h'ist right now. Go ahead? 

I thanks you. Listen: 

'At I born to die 
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You lak dat? Yes? You is praisin' me too highly I tspect, but since you 

lak dat one just listen at dis one; maybe you change your mind, ' cause I's 

gwine to h'ist it a wee bit higher and put more of de spiritual in it. 

Ready? Yes? I stand up dis time. 

'All de medicine you may buy 

All de doctors you may try 

Ain't gonna save you from de tomb 

Some day you cot to lay dawn and dies 

De blood of de Son can only 

Save you from de doomt 

Some day you cot to lay down and die.' 

You lak dat one? You just ought to hear my wife, Mingo, and Me, singin' dat 

'round de fire befo' us go to bed. 

"Will, I'll toddle ' long now. Goodbye." 
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LIZZIEIS ISPONSIBILITY 

267 

I. 

The first scene of "Lizziels ISponsibility li is that of 

the small, one room dwelling place of Lizzie Davis, aged 

colored woman of Marion, S.C. A disorderly, ill—lighted, 

crudely furnished room, saturated with the odor of food. 

Behind the front door stands a gayly colored iron bed, over 

which is thrown a piece of oilcloth to keep the rain from 

leaking on it. In the center of the room are several little 

quaint homemade stools and two broken rockers, while in one 

corner sits a roughly finished kitchen table, the dumping 

place of all small articles. Still in another corner, almost 

hidden from sight in the darkness, is the dim outline of an 

old trunk gaping open with worn out clothing, possibly the 

gift of some white person. A big fireplace in one side of 

the wall not only furnishes heat for the little room, but 

also serves as a cookincirlace for Lizzie to prepare her meals. 

On itTs hearth sits a large iron kettle, spider and griddle, 

relics of an earlier day. The room is dimly lighted by the 

fire and from two small doors, together with a few tiny streaks 

that peep through at various cracks in the walls and top of house. 

It is about 9 o'clock on a cold, drizzly morning in January, 

193S. The little two room house, in which Lizzie rents one room 

for herself, displays an appearance of extreme coldness and di— 

lapidation as a visitor approaches the doorway on this par-
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ticular morning. It is with somewhat of an effort that the , 

visitor finally reaches the barred door of Lizziels room, 

after making a skip here and there to keep from falling through 

the broken places in the little porch and at the same time try— 

ing to dodge the continual dripping of the rain through numerous 

crevices in the porch roof. Within is the sound of little feet 

scuffling about on the floor, the chatter..of tiny children mixed 

with mumblings from Lizzie, and the noise of chairs and stools 

being roughly shoved about on the floor. 

A rap on the door brings Lizzie, crippled up since she was 

twelve years of age, hobbling to the door. Taking her walking 

stick, she lifts the latch gently and the door opens slightly. 

A gray head appears through the crack of the door and Lizzie, 

peeping out from above her tiny rim spectacles, immediately 

recognizes her visitor. She offers her usual cheerful greet— 

ing and beginscial-iiiii?push the large wooden tubs from the 

door to make room for her visitor to enter, though it is with 

unusual hesitancy that she invites her guest to come in on this 

occasion. 

Lizzie-- Come in, Miss Davis. I feelin right smart die 

mornin. How you been keepin yourself? Miss Davis, I regrets 

you have to find things so nasty up in here dis mornin, but 

all die rainy weather got me obliged to keep dese old tubs 

settin all bout de floor here to try en catch up de water 

what drips through dem holes up dere. See, you twist your 
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head up dat way en you can tell daylight through all dem cracks. 

Dat how I know when it bright enough to start to stir myself on 

a mornin. 

Yessum, I tell Miss Heddie here de other day dat I had promise 

you I was gwine study up some of dem old time songs to give you 

de next time you come back. Miss Heddie, she lookin to a right 

sharp age, I say. Yeslum, she been here a.time, honey. I tell 

her to be gettin her dogs together cause I was she gwine point 

her out to you de next time I see you. 

I tell you, Miss Davis, I got a Isponsibility put on me here 

to look after all dese ohillun. Yeslum, it sho a Isponsibility 

cause I think dere five of dem deren it de truth in de Lord 

sight, dey has me settin up so straight to keep a eye on dem dat 

I can' never settle my mind on nothin. Dey wonl let me keep nothin 

clean. Aini no use to scrub none, I say. You see, cripple up like 

I is, I aini able to get no work off nowhel en I keeps dem while 

dey parents work out. Dey mammas have a job to cook out en dey 

brings dem here bout 6 o'clock in de mornin for me to see after 

till dey get home in de afternoon. Cose dey helps me along, but 

it takes what little dey give me to keep dem chillun warm cause 

I has to try en keep a fire gwiwi!, dey be so little. Dere Bertha 

Lee en Joseph, dey start gwine to school die year en I has to see 

dey gets fix decent en march dem off to school every mornin. Dem 

other three dere, dey name: Possum en June en Alfred. Ain' but 

just one girl en dat---
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(Lizziels attention turns to June, who comes in crying from ' 
the back yard,where all the children went to play during 
Lizziels conversation with her visitor). 

Lizzie-- What de matter wid you, June? 

June-- Aunl Izzie, Possum knock me wid de ax. 

Lizzie-,- Great Kingl What a peculiar thing to hit you wid. 

How-come he to do dat? 

June-- He was bust in up dem stick out dere side de wood 

pile. 

Lizzie-- Oh, well, you just go en butt up on de ax. Dat 

ainl no fault of he own den. Clean up dat face en gwine on 

way from here. 

(June, crying to himself, remains seated on the little stool),4 

Lizzie-- Let me see now, Miss Davis, I tryin to get some 

of dem old time songs together to turn for you what you been 

axin me bout de other time you come here. Yeslum, I tryin to 

blow my dogs---

(Possum enters the room). 

Possum-- Aunl Izzie, I was bustin up dem splinters dat my 

daddy brung for you to cook wid en June come en set right under 

de ax. 

Lizzie-- Um-huh, aint I tell you so? Whel de ax, Possum? 

Fetch it here en put it in de corner. Ain' none of you had no. 

business wid dat ax nohow. Ain' I tell you to mind your way 

round dat ax? 

(Possum runs back out in the yard). 
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Lizzie-- Like I tellin you, Miss Davis, if de people 

had a song in de old days, dey would put it down on a long 

strip called a ballad, but honey, I been through de hackles 

en I can' think of nothin like I used to could. Is anybody 

sing die one for you, Miss Davis? It a old one, too, cause 

I used to hear---

(Alfred comes in to tell his tale). 

Alfred-- Aunt Izzie, June set on Possum's pile of splinters 

dat he was makin en Possum let de ax fall right on June's head. 

Lizzie--- Dey is cases, Miss Davis. I tellin you, dese 

chillun just gets everything off my mind. Most makes me forget 

to eat sometimes. Dere Miss Julia Woodberry, poor creature, she 

been down mighty sick en I ainl been able to go en see bout her 

no time. Don' know what ailin her cause I don' gets bout nowhel 

much. No lmam, dese chillun don' have no manners to go visitin 

en I can' left dem here widout nobody to mind bout dat dey don' 

run----

Joseph-- Aunl Izzie, I ainl gwine wear no coat to school 

die mornin. 

Lizzie-- Boy, is you crazy? What de matter wid you, ainl 

you know de ground been white wid Jack Frost die mornin? En 

you clean up dat nose fore you get dere to school, too. You 

ainl say your ma send you here widout no pocket rag to wipe 

your nose wid? You ma, she know better den to Ispect me to 

hunt rags for you. Come here en let me fasten up dat coat 

round de neck. You look like a turkey buzzard wid it gapin 
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open dat way. Whel Bertha Lee? It time both you been in dat, 

road gwine to school dere. 

(Bertha Lee and Joseph go out the door to leave for school). 

Lizzie-- Lord a mercy, Miss Davis, my mind just a windin. 

How dat song turn what I had for you? 

',One for Paul, 

En one for Sidas--

Lizzie-- Joseph, how-come you aini tell dese ohillun 

good-bye? 

Joseph-- Good-bye Possum, good-bye June, good-bye Alfred. 

Possum, June, Alfred-- Good-bye Joseph. 

Lizzie-- Is you got dat one now, Miss Davis? What de next? 

Great Jeruseluml Dem chillun done carry dat tune way wid dem. I 

cant turn dat one to save my neck. Just can' come to de turn table 

as de old man would say. ( 12 o'clock mill whistle blows, time 

teller for many colored people of the community). Lord a mercy, 

what dat whistle say? It done come 12 o'clock en dat pot ainl 

thought bout to kick up none yet. I tell you, honey, it sho a 

Isponsibilty I got put on me here to cook for all dese chillun 
ration 

en see dey/is cook mighty done, too, so as dey won' be gwine 

round gruntin wid dey belly hurtin all de evenin. 

(Lizzie begins to stir up the fire to make the pot boil and her 

visitor decides to return later to hear the songs). 
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It is a damp, chilly morhin about three weeks later, when 

Lizziets visitor returns to hear her sing old time songs. June, 

Bertha Lee/ and Alfred are playing in the street before the little 

house. 

Visitor-- Is Aunl Lizzie at home? 

June, Alfred, Bertha Lee-- Yeslum, she in dere. She in de 

house. 

Visitor-- you children better mind how you run about in all 

this damp weather, it might make you sick. 

June-- PossuM6 got de chicken pox. 

Alfred-- PossiAs got de chicken pox. 

June-- Me sick, too. 

Bertha Lee-- I got a cold. 

Alfred-- I sick, too. 

Visitor-- Poor little POSZUM. Is he sick much? 

Alfred-- Yeslum, he stay right in dat room dere. (Room 

next to Lizziels room with a separate front door). 

Bertha Lee-- He mamma had de chicken pox first en den 

Possum, he took down wid it. 

June-- Dere he nowl Dere Possum! ( Possum appears from 

around the corner of the house with both hands full of cold fish4, 

(Alfred goes to Lizziels door to tell her that she has a visitor) 

Alfred-- Aunt Izzie, somebody out dere wanna see you. 
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Lizzie-- Holy Moses! Who dat out dere? Boy, you aint , 

tellin me no story, is you? Mind you now, you tell me a story 

en whip de grease out you. 

Bertha Lee-- Aun , Izzie, aini nobody but Miss Davis out 

274 

dere. 

(Lizzie hobbles to the door on her stick). 

Lizzie-- How you is, Miss Davis? I ains much to speak 

bout die mornin. I tell you de truth, Miss Davis, dese chillun 

keeps me so worried up dat I don' know whel half my knywin gone, 

I say. Great Lord a mercy, dere Possum out dere in de air now 

en he been puny, too. 

Visitor-- The children tell me Possum has the chicken pox. 

Lizzie-- Volum, he ainl got no chicken pox, Miss Davis. Dey 

thought he had it cause he mamma been ailin dat way, but I don' 

see nothin de matter wid him lcept what wrong wid he mouth. 

Possum, stand back dere way from Miss Davis, I say. Yestum, he 

been sorta puny like die here last week. He mamma must been feed 

him too much en broke he mouth out dat---

June— Miss Davis, I know how to spell my name. 

Bertha Lee-- I know how to spell my name, too. Me likes 

to go to school. 

Visitor-- Oh, I think it is nice to like to go to school. 

What do you do at school? 

June-- Pull off your hat. 

Bertha Lee--- Us writes. 
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Visitor-- Lizzie, how about those old time songs you - 

promised to study up for me? You ought to have a mind runninT 

over with them by this time. 

Lizzie-- Lord, Lord, honey, I had study up a heap of dem 

old tunes here de other day, but I tellin you de truth, Miss 

Davis, dese chillun got me so crazy till nothin won stick  

(Willie, age 10, comes over to play with the children and begins 

to whistle.). 

Lizzie-- Willie, aint you know it ill manners to whistle 

in anybody house? Dere now, it impolite to walk by anybody 

house whistlin, too. You is too big a boy for dat. Ain' gwine 

stand for you learnin dese chillun no such manners for me to beat 

it out dem. No, boy, mind yourself way from here now, I got to 

hunt up dat tune for Miss Davis. Yeslum, I got one of dem old 

tune.poppin now. Let me see---- Great Happy! Dat pot done 

gwine out all my sparks. ( Lizzie rushes in the house to look 

after a pot that she hears boilin over on the fire). 

June-- Bertha Lee, de lady don' know whet us sleeps, do 

she? 

Bertha Lee-- Dere us house over dere. 

(Bertha Lee gets up to point the house out and June immediately 

slides into her seat on the bench next to the visitor). 

Bertha Lee-- Move way, June. 

June-- No, dis place whet I been. 

Bertha Lee,--- June, go further, I say. 

June - No, Bertha Lee, dis whet I been. 



Code No. No. Words  
Project, 1665—(1) Reduced from words 
Prepared by Annie Ruth Davis Rewritten by 
Place, Marion, S.C. 
Date, February 7, 1930 Page 10. 276 

Bertha Lee-- No, go further. ( June holds his place) 

I go tell Aunt Izzie den. 

Visitor-- Tell Lizzie I'm waitin to hear that tune she 

promised to sing. 

Bertha Lee-- Aunl Izzie, June settin in my place. 

Lizzie-- Fetch yourself on back out dere now, Bertha Lee, 

en settle your own scrap. Ain' you shame of yourself en you 

bigger den June, tool Go way from here, I say. I ainl got no 

time to monkey up wid you. I got to get dese collards boilin 

hard, else dey ainl gwine get done time you chillun start puffin 

for your dinner. Go way, I tell you. Miss Davis, I comm n toreckly. 

(Bertha Lee returns to the porch quietly and takes her place on 

the opposite side of the visitor, while June clings to his place). 

June-- Miss Davis, does you know Mr. Rembert? 

Visitor-- Is he your father? 

Bertha Lee and June-- No, he ainl us daddy. 

June-- Mr. Rembert, he bought me everything I got. He shoe 

horses. Don' you know him now? 

Bertha Lee--- He bought June's sweater, but dem my overalls 

he got on. 

June-- Dem dere pretty buttons you got on you, Mies Davis. 

Bertha Lee-- Sho isi en dem little chain dere. 

June-- Me got a sweater just like her coat. 

Bertha Lee-- Ain' just like it. 

June-- It most like it. 

Bertha Lee--- No, it ainl cause dis here wool. 
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(Lizzie returns to the porch and sits on a little stool near 
her door). 

Lizzie-- Lord, Miss Davis, dat tune done left me. Now, 

de next time dat I get a tune in my mind. I gwine sho get 

somebody to place it for me. It de Lord truth, my mind gwine 

just so wid so much of chillun worryations till----

June-- Me can sing. 
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Possum-- Aunt Izzie, I aint got nothin to eat. 

(Lizzie returns to her room again to stir up the fire and get 

Possum some bread). 

Bertha Lee-- Sing den, June. 

June-- Un-uh, I cant. Aunt Izzie might hear me. 

Bertha Lee-- I gwine sing den. 

June-- " I sees de lighthouse- amen, 

I sees de lighthouse- amen, 

I sees de lighthouse- amen." 

(Lizzie and Possum return to porch. Possum has three muffins). 

Lizzie-- Clean up your nose dere,Alfred. Miss Davis, I 

ready. Sho got a mind to turn dat tune dis---

Alfred-- Possum wouldnt fetch me no bread, Aunt Izzie. 

Lizzie-- Dere dey go again, Mies Davis. No, you cant 

have none of Possum's bread. Gwine on in dere en catch you 

a piece out your own pan. You eat up Possum's bread en den he'll 

be de one howlin bout he aint got none. 

(Alfred goes in the room and comes back with a biscuit). 
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Lizzie-- I pretty certain I ready now, Miss Davis. Let 

dem all get dey belly full en den dey head won' be turnin so 

sharp. flat how-come I tries 
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Possum-- Aunl Izzie, Alfred eatin June's bread. 

Lizzie-- Alfred, look here, boy, you know dat ainl none of 

your bread. You sho gwine get a lickin for dat. ( Lizzie slaps 

him). Your ma, she ainl never left nothin but corn hoecake in 

your pan since you been born en you know dat, too. Dem chillun 

carries me in de clock sometimes, Miss Davis. Dis one en dat 

one callin me en de Lord help me, I forgets what I Clean 

Up OA nose dere, boy. 

June-- My nose clean. 

Lizzie-- Possum know I talkin to him. Get on in dere en 

tell Miss Mammie to give you a pocket rag, Possum. (Miss Mammie 

is POSSUM'S aunt who came to spend the day with them). 

Bertha Lee-- 'Peter Rabbit, Hal Ha! Ha! 

Make Your Ears Go, Flop! Flop/ Flop! 4' 

Lizzie-- I has to ax you to bear wid me, Miss Davis. I 

sorry you come here on a dead shot en ainl gettin no birds. 

Lord knows, I tryin to get my mind--

June-- Co, Aunl Izzie, Joseph been cuttin out Willie's 

book. 

(Lizziels attention is attracted to Willie,who looks worried 

about his torn book.) 

Lizzie-- Great mercy, boy, you ought to have a pain in de 

chest. Look, you settin dere wid your bosom wide open. Fasten 
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Up your neck dere, I say. Possum, come here, is you do 

like I tell you? Is you ax Miss Mammie for somethin to clean 

up dat nose wid? 

Possum-- Yesium. 

Lizzie-- Look out now, whip you for tellin a story. 

Whel de rag? No, you aini ax her neither. Gwine on en clean 

up dat nose fore I wear you out. 

(Possum goes around corner of house). 

Lizzie-- Help me Lord not to forget it die time. I sho got 

dat 

June--- Aunl Izzie, Auni Izzie, Possum fall in de tub of 

water what settin under de pump. 

(Possum appears from around the corner of the house just at that 

moment drenched and almost frozen). 

Lizzie-- Great Lord a mercyJ Possum, you looks like a drowned 

possum sho enough. Why aini you do like I tell you to do? You 

know I don' never allow you chillun ramblin round dat pump tub 

no time. Ain' nobody want to drink out no tub you wash your 

snotty nose in. Fetch yourself in dere to de fire en dry your-

self fore you is catch a death of cold. Gwine on, boy. Don' 

stand dere en watch me like a frizzle chicken. Dere Mr. John 

Fortune comm n now. I gwine tell him to catch Possum en cook 

him up. 

Possum-- I gwine run. 

Lizzie-- You say you gwine rung 

Possum--- Nolum, I aint say I gwine run. 
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Lizzie - - Mind you now, Possum, you know what I tell you 
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bout a story-teller. 

Mammie-- Miss Lizzie, I just don' believe he know right 

from wrong. 

Lizzie-- Well, I gwine learn him den. Ain' nothin I despises 

worser den a story-teller. ( Lizzie slaps Possum on the shoulder 

several times and sends him in the house to dry, shivering from 

both cold and fear.). 

Lizzie-- Miss Davis, Mr. John Fortune helps me out wonder-

fully wid dese chillun. Say, when dey bad, he gwine cook dem up 

en eat dem. Yes,mam, I tellin de truth, honey, dese chillun keeps 

me settin here liptenin wid all my ears en lookin wid all my eyes, 

but dey is right sorta entertainin like. Yesium„ dey got so much 

of sense till dey done took what little I is had. 

(Alfred comes running in and leans up on Lizzie). 

Lizzie-- Clean up dat snotty nose, Alfred. You ought to been 

name Snotty wid your mouth all de time lookin like you aini hear 

tell of no pocket rag. Move way from dere, June. Don' blow 

your nose settin side, Miss Davis. 
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It is three days later. Lizzie is sitting on her little 

porch enjoying the warm sunshine of a bright February day. 

The' children have gone just across the street to play on the 

sidewalk and while Lizzie keeps a-watchful eye on them, she 

is trying once more to call back to her mind some of the old 

time songs that she used to sing in her early days. Her visitor 

sits on a bench nearby ready to make notes of these old songs 

as she sings them. Lizziels attention is not only distracted 

by the children at intervals,., but also by different ones of her 

friends constantly passing along the street in front of the small 

home. 

Lizzie-- Lord, Miss Davis, look like tverything a hustlin 

die mornin. Yeslum, die here Monday mornin en everybody is a 

bustlin gwine to see bout dey business. Seems like everything 

just gwine on, just gwine on. I tell you de truth, Miss Davis, 

I studied so hard bout dem songs de other night, I beg de Massa 

.? 
to show me de light en he hope me to recollect die one for you. 

Bee, when you gets to de age I is, you is foolish  

(Joseph runs across the street to tell Lizzie something). 

Joseph-- Aun , Izzie, Possum teachin June to hit Jerry. 

Lizzie-- Uh—huh, I gwine sho beat him, too. ( Lizzie turns 

to her visitor) Possum, he teachin June to knock dat little 

one wid de speckle coat on. 

Visitor-- Is he another child that you are taking care of? 
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Lizzie-- Nolum, he grandma raise him en de poor little 

creature, he don' have nobody to play wid. Look like nobody 

don' care when he come or whel he go. I say, I tries to collect 

mine up en take care of dem cause it die way, if you don' take 

time en learn chillun, dey old en dey ainl old, dey fool en dey 

aim' fool. Yeslum, I tryin to drill dem, Miss Davis, but it 

does take time en a little whip, too. Has to punish dem right 

smart sometimes. I tellin you, dem chillun sho a Isponsibility. 

Dem what put all dem gray hair up dere on my topknot. I tell 

dis one en dat one to set to a certain place till I say to get 

up en den I'll get my studyin on somethin else en de child, he'll 

be out yonder  

(Heddie Davis, age 72, a neighbor of Lizzies, comes over to join 

in the conversation). 

Lizzie-- Here come de hoes ( hcirse). Come in, Miss Heddie. 

Miss Davis wants us to sing one of dem old back tunes die mornin. 

Heddie-- Well, I is studied up one tune what I been hear de 

old people sing when I wasn' nothin much more den a puppy  

Lord a mercy, Miss Lizzie, dere dem people comm n from de trial. 

Look, dere dey fetchin dat girl to Dr. Graham now. Ln my Lord, 

got de poor child's head all wrapped up dat way. Dat man, he 

ought to have he head plucked. He know better den to cut dat 

child so close de senses. Don' know what de matter wid de people 

nohow. 

Lizzie-- Ain' nothin but de devil, Miss 
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(Boy, about 8 years old, comes across the street and hands 
Lizzie a bundle). 
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Pickle-- Miss Lizzie, ma say dere your sewin. 

Lizzie-- Thank you, son, thank you a thousand times 

again. Tell your mamma de old hen a scratchin bout out dere in 

de yard now huntin de nest en ainl gwine be no long time fore I 

can be catchin her a chicken to put in de pot. Yes, Lord, I got 

to start savin dem egg die very day for de settin. ( Lizzie turns 

to her visitor on the porch and continues her conversation). 

Miss Rosa, she does do all my sewin for me en I generally gives 

her eggs for her kindness. I sorry dere so much of huntin egg 

de same day. 

(Little boy, Pickle, looks disappointed and continues to hang 

around). 

Bertha Lee-- Aunt Izzie, sing somethin. 

Lizzie-- You want me to sing so bad Isugar, en I ainl know 

nothin neither. Heddie, turn me one. 

Heddie, Gwine on en spill dat one yourself what you been 

tell me bout de other mornin en quit your pickin on me. 

Lizzie-- Well, I tryin to get myself together, but dere so 

much of travelin en so much of chillun, I can' collect  

Alfred--- Aunt Izzie, can I go to whet Jerry gone? 

Lizzie-- No, boy, you know I am' got no mind to let you 

go runnin off dat way. ( Lizzie calls to Mamie in the room). 

Mammie,look dere to de clock. I gettin in a fidget to get some 

of dese chillun way from here. 

(Pickle still hangs around). 
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Lizzie-- Joseph, come here. 

Joseph-- Un—uh. 

Lizzie-- Boy, don' you grunt at me dat way. Come here, 

I say. Go dere in de chicken house en hunt dat one egg en give 

it to Pickle to carry to he mammal-  Got to scatter 

dese chillun ray from here  

Joseph-- Here- de egg, Aunt Izzie. 7, 

Lizzie-- Fetch it dere to Pickle den. Boy, tell your 

mamma I sorry I aint had no egg to send her Icept just dat one 

nest egg. Tell her, when she buss dat egg, she better look 

right sharp en see is de hen ainl got it noways addle like 

cause  

Bertha Lee-- Auno Izzie, how my nose is? 

Lizzie--- Look bad. Gwine on in dere en clean your face 

up. I know you ail)) gwine to school wid all dem crumbs stuck 

bout on your mouth. Joseph, gwine on in de house dere en put 

you on some more clothes. Gwine on in dere, I say. Doni stand 

dere on de street en strip. 

Heddie-- No, boy, don' pull off in no public. 

Bertha Lee-- Auni Izzie, I gwine carry my bread to school 

wid me. 

Lizzie-- Hunt you a paper den. You can' go dere to school 

wid no handful of bread makin all dem chiliun start mouthin round 

you. Joseph, get me a paper to put die here child's bread in. 

Joseph-- Here, Bertha Lee. Here de paper. 
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' Lizzie-- Lord, Miss Davis, it a time. I tell you de , 

truth, honey, die here tsponsibility got me tied bcth hand en 

foot. Ain' no rest nowhet, I hates it you come here en aint 

Eettin nothin what you been aimin to catch. I gwine be ready 

toreckly though. Let me get dese chillun in de road en dem 

songs gwine start travelin out my head faster den lightnin  

Bertha Lee-- Aunt Izzie, make Joseph come on. 

Lizzie-- Joseph, get in dat road dere side Bertha Lee. 

Now, you chillun make your tracks dere to school straight as you 

can go en if you stop dere to dat lady house en get a pecan, 

gwine whip you hard as I can. 

Joseph and Bertha Lee-- Good-bye Possum, good-bye June, 

good-bye Alfred. 

Possum, June, Alfred--- Good-bye Joseph, good-bye Bertha 

Lee. 

Lizzie-- Here dat tune come buzzin now, Miss Davis. Is 

you got dis one? 

Sunday Mornin BandI 

"Oh, my sister, 

How you walk on de cross? 

Sunday mornin band! 

Oh, your feet might slip 

En your soul get lost. 

Sunday mornin bandi 

Oh, what band, 

Oh, what band, 
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Do you belong? 

What band! What band! 

Sunday mornin band!" 
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Heddie-- Sis, you is done took de one I been how. I been 

expectin you was comm n out wid one of dem old time reels you used 

to be a singin en a jiggin bout all de time. 

Lizzie-- Oh, I been know a heap of dem reels. Hoped sing 

dem behind de old folks back many a day cause us chillun wasni 

never allowed to sing reels in dem days. See, old back people 

was more religious den dey is now. Yes lmam, dey been know what 

spell somethin in dat day en time. When dey would speak den, dey 

meant somethin, I tell you. People does just go through de motion 

dese days en don' have no mind to mean what dey talk. No, child, 

us didni damosen to let us parents hear us sing no reels den. 

What dem old people didni quarrel out us, dey whip out us. My 

father never wouldni let we chillun go to no frolics, but us 

would listen from de house en catch what us could. I used to 

could turn a heap of dem reels, too, but he was so tight on us 

till everything bout left me. Lord, Heddie, give me a thought. 

You is de jiggin boss. Hope me out, Heddie, hope me out. 

(Heddie begins song and Lizzie joins in and finishes it). 

"The blackest nigger I ever did see, 

He come a runnin down from Tennessee, 

His eye was red en his gum was blue, 

En God a mighty struck him, 

En his shirt tail flew. 
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Meet me at de crossroads, 

For I'm gwine join de band. 

Um-huhl Um-huhl Um-huhl" 
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Lizzie-- Great Lord a mercy, Miss Davis, dem kind of tune, 

dem sinful en wicked songs, dey what I used to turn fore I 

been big enough to know what been in dem.. No, honey, I thank 

de good Lord to point me way from all dat foolishness en wicked-

ness en I ainl gwine back to it neither. 

Lord, I know dat my time ainl long, 

Oh, de bells keep a ringin, 

Somebody is a dying, 

Lord, I know dat my time aint long. 

(Repeat three times) 

Lord, I know dat my time air)) long, 

Oh, de hammer keep a knockin, 

Keep a knockin on somebody coffin, 

Lord, I know dat my time ainl long." 

(Repeat three times). 

Lizzie-- Lord, I sho know my time ainl long. De Lord say 

de way of de righteous prevaileth to eternal life en I know I 

right, people. Lord, I know I right. ' Sponsibility or no 

Isponsibility, Lord, I seekin de Kingdom. 

Source: Lizzie Davis, colored, 70-50 years, Marion, S.C. 

Personal interview by Annie Ruth Davis, Marion, 6.0. 
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LIZZIE DAVIS 
Ex-Slave, Age 70 to 80 330416 

"Namam, I couldnt exactly tell you how old I is cause 

my father, he been dead over 20 years en when us had a burnin 

out dere to Georgetown, Pats Bible was destroyed den. Gose I 

doni remember myself, say, slavery time, but I can tell dat 

what I is hear de olden people talk bout been gwine on in dat 
. • 

day en time. Namara, I want to suggest to you de best I can 

cause I might have to go back up yonder en tell it to be justi-

fied some of dese days." 

"Oh, I been know your father en your grandfather en all of 

dent. Bless mercy, child, I don' want to tell you nothin, but 

what to please you. Lord, I glad to see your face. It look so 

lovin en pleasin, just so as I is always know you. Look like 

dere not a wave of trouble is ever roll cross your peaceful 

bosom." 

"Now, like I speak to you, I don' know rightly bout my 

age, but I can tell you when dat shake come here, I been a 

missie girl. Oh, my Lord, I been just as proud en crazy in 

dent days. Wasnl thinkin nothin bout dat dese dark days was 

headin here. Yeslmam, I is always been afflicted ever since 

I been twelve years old, so dey tell me. You see, dat muscle 

right back dere in my foot, it grow crooked last like a hook. 

De doctor, he say dat if dey had kept me movin bout, it would& 

been grow dat way. But my poor old mammy, she die while us 

was livin down dere to old man Foster Brown's plantation en 
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dere won' no other hand gwine trouble dey way no time to 

lift me up. Oh, my mammy, she been name Katie Brown cause 

my parents, dey belonged to de old man Foster Brown in dey 

slavery day. Dat how-come I been raise up a country child 

dere on Mr. Brown's plantation. Another thing, like as you 

might be a natioin, I ainl never been married neither. No, 

mam, I ainl never been married cause I is always been use a 

stick in walkin in my early days en never didn' nobody want 

me. Yes,mam, I know I every bit of 70 or gwine on 80 years 

old to my mind en I think it a blessin de Lord preserve me 

die long to de world. Cose I often wonders why de good Massa 

keep me here en take dem what able to work for demselves." 

"Yes, honey, wid God harness on me, I come here to die 

town a grown woman to live en I been livin right here by my-

self in die same house near bout 20 years. Cose dere a little 

12-year.old country girl dat stays here wid me while de school 

be gwine on so as to get some learnin. Yeslum, I pays 12.00 

every month for die here room en it aim' worth nothin to speak 

bout. Pap Scott's daughter stay in dat other room over dere. 

Wo omam, dere aint but just dese two rooms to de house. You, 

see, my buildin does leak en I has a big time some of dese 

days. See here, child, I has die piece of oilcloth cross my 

bed en when it rains on a night, I sleeps in dat chair over 

dere en lets it drop on de oilcloth. Den when it comes a 

storm, my Lord, dere such a racketi I be settin here lookin 

for dat top up dere to be tumblin down on me de next crack en 

seems like it does give me such a misery in my head. Yes,mam, 



Code No. No. Words  
Project, 1865-(1) Reduced from words 
Prepared by Annie Ruth Davis Rewritten by 
Place, Marion, S.C. 
Date, December 13, 1937 Page 3. 

dat misery does strike me every time I hear tell bout dere 
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a darkness in de cloud." 

"Well, drawed up as I is, I aint able to get no work 

worth much to speak bout dese days. It die way, child, don' 

nobody like to see no old ugly crooked up creature like me 

round bout whet dey be no time. Cose I sets here en does a 

washin now en den whet de people gets push up, but don' get 

no regular work. Now, dem people over dere, I does dey washin 

mostly, but dey don' never be noways particular en stylish like 

en I don' have nothin much to worry wid. See, de lady, she don' 

go bout nowhel much." 

Oh, Lord, dere my stove right dere, I say. Yes,mam, I 

cooks right here in de fireplace all de time. I got dat pot 

on dere wid some turnips a boilin now en it gettin on bout 

time I be mixin up dat bread, too, fore dat child be commn 

home from school hungry as a louse. I say, I got die here 

old black iron spider en die here iron griddle, too, what I 

does my bakin on cause you see, I come from way back yonder. 

Dem what de olden people used to cook on fore stoves ever been 

come here. Yes lmam, de spider got three legs dat it sets on 

en de griddle, dat what I makes dese little thin kind of 

hoecake on. See, when I wants to bake in de spider, I heaps 

my coals up in a pile dat way so as to set de spider on dem 

en pours de batter in de spider en puts de lid on. Den I rakes 

me up another batch of coals en covers de lid over wid dem. Do 

dat to make it get done on de top. Yes,mam, dat de kind of a 
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spider dat de people used to cook dey cake in. Now, when I 

has a mind to cook some turnips or some collards, I makes die 

here boil bread. Honey, dat somethin to talk bout eatin wid 

dem turnips. Ain' no trouble to mind it neither. First, I 

just washes my hands right clean like en takes en mixes up 

my meal en water together wid my hand till I gets a right 

stiff dough. .Den I pinches off a piece.de dough bout big as 

a goose egg en flatteng it out wid my hand en drops it in de 

pot wid de greens. Calls dat boil dumplings. I think bout 

I got a mind dat I gwine cook some of dem in dat turnip pot 

directly, too. No smam, I don' never eat dinner till it come 

bout time for de little girl to be expectin to be from school. 

Oh, my blessed, dem olden people sho know how to cook in dem 

days. Never didnt hear speak bout de cookin upsettin de people 

in dat day en time like it sets de people in a misery dese days. 

Dat how—come, I say, I aint noways ailin in de inside cause it 

be dat I lives de olden way. Yes, child, de slavery people shoo 

had de hand to cook. Dere amt never been nothin cook nowhet 

dat could satisfy a cravin like dat ash cake dat de people used 

to cook way back dere, I say. Oh, dey would mix up a batter 

just like dey was gwine make a hoecake en wrap it all up in 

oak leaves or a piece of die here heavy brown paper en lay it 

in de hot ashes. Den dey would rake some more hot ashes all 

over de top of it. Yestum, de dampness out de hoecake would 

keep de wrappin wet en when it would get done, de paper would 
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peel right off it. I tell you, honey, I mighty glad I been 
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come along in dat day en time. Mighty thankful I been a 

child of de olden ways." 

" Yes, child, de people what been raise de slavery way, 

dey been have a heap of curious notions en some of dem was 

good, I say. Yes, mam, dere one sign dat I remembers bout 

en I follows dat up right sharp dese days. I sho watches 

dat closely. Say, somebody have a mouthful of rations en 

sneeze, it a sign of death. I finds dat to be very true 

to speak bout. Yestum, I notices dat a good one, Miss Davis, 

"Den I got another one comm. Always say, when you see 

bout a dozen buzzards moesin ( flying) round a house en den 

dey break off en make a straight shoot for a graveyard, dere 

somebody out dat house gwine be bury dere soon. Cose dat 

what I hear talk bout, but I ains watched dat so much:" 

"Namara, dat ainl half de signs what de olden people 
dat 

used to have cause/all what dey know to tell dem what to do 

en what was gwine happea: Dem what was wise, dey followed 

dem signs closely, too. Yes, you come back another time, 

child, en I11 see can I scratch up a heap of dem other sign 

to tell you. Then / gets to talkin to you bout old times, 

my mind, it just gets to wanderin over dem old fields vibe' 

I run bout as a little small child en I cans half remember 

nothin to speak to you bout," 

Source: Lizzie Davis, colored, Marion, S.C. - Age 70 to SO. 

Personal interview by Annie Ruth Davis, Dec., 1937. 
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u:Ky parents, dey was sho raise in de South. Been come 

up on de old man Foster Brown's plantation. Ain' you know 

whet Mr. Foster Brown used to live? Yes,mam, down dere in 

dat grove of pecans dat you see settin side de road, when you 

be gwine down next to Centenary. I remember, I hear my father 

tell bout dat his mammy was sold' right here to die courthouse, 

on dat big public square up dere, en say dat de man set her up 

in de wagon en took her to Georgetown wid him. Sold her right 

dere on de block. Oh, I hear dem talkin bout do sellin block 

plenty times. Pa say, when he see dem carry his mammy off from 

dere, it make he heart swell in his breast.lt"--

"Yestum, I hear my father talk bout how dey would shoot 

de great big bomb guns in slavery time. Seems like, he say dat 

de Shootin fuss been come from Fort Sumter. Oh, my Lord, I hear 

talk dat de people could hear dem guns roarin all bout die here 

country. I know dat word been true cause I hear my parents en 

de olden people speak bout dat right dere fore we chillun. Say, 

when dey would feel dat rumblin noise, de people would be so 

scared. Did& know what was gwine happen. Oose I speak bout 

what I catch cause de olden people never didn: allow dey chillun 

to set en hear dem talk no time. No lmam, de olden people was 

mighty careful of de words dey let slip dey 
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"Oh, we chillun would have de most fun dere ever was. 

romancin ( roaming) dem woods in dat day en time. I used 

to think it was de nicest thing dat I been know bout to go 

down in de woods side one of dem shady branch en get a cup 

of right cool water to drink out de stream. I tell you, I 

thought dat was de sweetest eater / is ever swallowed. Den 

we ohillun used to go out in de woods wid de crowd en get 

dese big oak leaves en hickory leaves en make hats. Would 

use dese here long pine needles en thorns for de pins dat we 

would pick up somewhet dere in de woods. En we would dress 

de hats wid all kind of wild flowers en moss dat we been find 

scatter bout in de woods, too. Oh, yestam, we thought dey was 

de prettiest kind of bonnets. Den we mould get some of dese 

green saplin out de woods often times to make us a ridin horse 

wid en would cut down a good size pine another time en make a 

flyin mare to ride on. Yes,mam, dat what we would call it. 

Well, when we would have a mind to make one of dem flyin mare, 

we ohillun would slip a ax to de woods wid us en chop down a 

nice little pine tree, so as dere would be a good big stump 

left in de ground. Den we would chisel de top of de stump 

down all round de edges till we had us a right sharp peg settin 

up in de middle of de stump. After dat was fixed, we would cut 

us another pole a little bit smaller den dat one en bore a hole 

in de middle of it to make it set down on dat peg. Oh, my Lord, 

one of us chillun would get on dis end en dere another one would 
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get on de other end en us chillun would give den' a shove dat 

would send den' flyin round fast as I could say mighty—me—a— 

life. My blessed a mercy, child, it would most bout knock 

de sense out den' what been on dere. Yes lmam, everybody would 

be crazy to ride on de flyin mare. All de neighbor's chillun 

would gather up en en go in de woods en jump en shout bout 

which one turn come to ride next. I tellin you, dem was big 

pleasures us had in dat day en time en dey never cost nobody 

nothin neither." 

"Well, Mr. Brawn, he was mighty good to his colored 

people, so I hear my parents say. Would allow all his niggers 

to go to de white people church to preachin every Sunday. dose 

my father, he was de carriage driver en he would have task to 

drive de white folks to church on a Sunday. Yestum, den' what 

been belong to Mr. Brown, dey had dey own benches to set on 

right up dere in de gallery to de white people church, but I 

hear talk dat some of den' other white people round bout dere 

never wouldnt let dey colored people see inside dey church no 

time. Lord, I talk bout how de people bless wid privilege to 

go to church like dey want to in dis day en time en don' have 

de mind to serve de Lord like dey ought to no time. Cose dere 

a man comes here every Sunday mornin in a car en takes me out 

to church. Ain' no kin to me beither He late sometimes en de 

preacher be bout out wid de sermon, but I goes anyhow en gets 

all I can. Look like de Lord bless me somehow, cripple up as 

I is, I say." 
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"De shakes Oh, I remember it well cause I been a grown 

girl den. Everybody thought it was de Jedgment en all de 

people was runnin out en a hollerin. I thought it was de 

last myself en I livin here to tell de people, I was sho 

scared. I been out to de well bout 12 o'clock de next day 

en I could see de water in de well just a quiverin. Lord, 

Lord, dat water tremble bout four weeks after dat. Such a 

hollerin en a prayin as de people had bout dat shake. Nolum, 

IJ(was livin down dere to Tabernacle den en dere wasn' none of 

de houses round us destroyed. No, child, won' no harm done 

nowhel dat I knows of only as a heap of de people been so 

scared, dey never didn' grow no more." 

"Yeslum, I think bout here de other night dat I had make 

you a promise to fetch you up some of dem signs de olden people 

used to put faith in. Dere one sign bout if you hear a dog 

howl or a cow low round your house on a night, it a pretty 

good sign you gwine lose somebody out dat house. I finds dat 

to be a mighty true sign cause I notices it very closely." 

"Den dey used to say, too, if you get up in de mornin 

feelin in a good humor, de devil sho gwine get you fore night 

fall dat same day. Cose I don' pay so much attention to dat. 

If I get up feelin like singin, I has to sing cause it my time 

to sing, I say." 

"Let me see, dere another one of dem omen dat I had shake 

up in my mind to tell you. 'Say, if you see a ground mole rootia 

round your house, it won' be long fore you gwine move from dat 
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place. But I don' never see no ground moles hardly dese 

days. Dont think dey worries nobody much." 

"I recollects, too, way back yonder de people used to 

say, if you see de smoke comm n out de chimney en tarn down 

en flatten out on de ground, it a sign of rain in a few days." 

"Yes,mam, I think bout die one more. If you dream bout 

you be travelin en come to a old rotten down buildin, it a 

sign of a old person death. Don' say whet it a man or a woman, 

but it a silo sign dat a old person gwine die." 

open people what lives in de country believes, if a fox 

comes round a house barkin en a scratchin, it a sign dey gwine 

lose somebody out dey family. Yestum, de fox just comes right 

out de woods up to de yard en barks. You see, a dog wont never 

run a fox dat comes bout dem barkin. No lmaml when de dog hear 

dat, he just stands right under de house en growls at de fox. 

I know dat be a true sign cause us tried dat one." 

"Now, I got another one of dem thought comm. Yes, my Lord, 

I hear talk dat if you get de broom en sweep your house out fore 

sunrise, you would sweep your friends out right wid de trash. 

Dat used to be a big sign wid de people, too. En it bad luck 

to take up ashes after de sun go down, dey say. Yes, I know 

bout plenty people won' do dat today." 

"Well, honey, seems like when I calls back, de people in a 

worser fix den when I used to get 25 cents a day. Used to could 

take dat en go to a country store en get a decent dress to wear 
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to church. Sell peck of us corn en get it in trade. DidnI 

never pay more den 50 cents for a load of wood in dem days 

en I remembers just as good eggs been sell for 10 cents a 

dozen en 15 cents bout Christmas time. Oose I aint exactly 

decided what to speak bout de times cause it die way to my 

mind. De people, dey have a better privilege die day en time, 

but dey don' appreciate nOtin like dey ..did back in my dark 

days. Yes lmam, de people was more thankful to man en God den 

dey is dese days. Dat my belief bout de way de world turnin, 

say. 0 

Source: Lizzie Davis, colored, age between 70 and 80, Marion, 
S.C. 

Personal interview by Annie Ruth Davis, Dec., 1937. 
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"Well, well, well& You knows my white folks on Jackson Creek, 

up in Fairfieldt I's nighty glad of dat, and glad to see you. My white 

folks comes to see no pretty often, though they lives way up dare. You 

wants to write no up? Well, I'll tell you all I recollect, and what I 

don't tell you, my daughter and de white folks can put in de other ' gradi-

ents. Take die armchair and git dat smokin' ash tray; lay it on de window 

sill by you and make yourself comfortable and go ahead." 

"I was born in de Catawba River section. My grexidpinppy was a 

full blood Indian; my pappy a half Indian; my mother, coal black woman. 

Just who I b'long to when. a baby? I'll leave dat for de white folks to 

tell, but old Marster Jim Lemon buy us all; pappy, mammy, and three chillun: 

Jake, Sophie, and me. De white folks I fust bilong to refuse to sell ' leas 

Marco Jim buy de whole family; dat was clever, wasn't it, pis old Louisa 

must of oome from good stock, all dewy 'long from de beginninl, and I is 

sho' proud of dat." 

"hen he buy us, Marse Jim take us to his place on Little River 

nigh clean cross de county. In de course of time us fell to Marco Jim's 

son, Jahn, and his wife, Miss Mary. I was a grown woman then and nursed 

their fast baby, Marse Robert. I see dat baby grow to be a man and 'looted 

to legislature, and stand up in dat Capitol over yonder cross de river and 

tell them de Law and how they should act, I did. They say I was a pretty 

gal, then, face shiny lak a ginger cake, and hair straight and black as a 

craw, and I ain't so bad to look at now, Marco Willie says." 

"My pappy rise to be foreman on de place and was much trusted, but 
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he plowed and worked just de same, mammy say maybe harder.* 

"Then one springtime de flowers git be blooming, de hens to deck.. 

ling, and de guineas to patarocking. Sam come along when I was out in de yard 

wid de baby. He fust talk to de baby, and I asked him if de baby wasn't pretty. 

He say, 'Yes, but not as pretty as you is, Louisa.' I looks at Sam, and dat 

kind of foillishness wind up in a weddinl. De white folks allowed us to be 

married on de back piazza, and Reverend Boggs performed de ceremony.* 

"My- husband was a slave of de Sloane and didn't get to see me often 

as he wanted to; and of course, as de housemaid then, dere was times I couldn't 

meet him, clandestine like he want me. US had some grief over dat, but he got 

a pass twice a week from his marster, Merse Tommie Sloan, to coma to see no. 

Bold as Sam git to bes in after years ridint mid a red shirt long side Of Gen-

eral Bretton in ' 76, dat nigger was timid as a rabbit wid me when us fust git 

married. Shucks, let's talk 'bout somthing else. Sam was a field hand and 

drive de wagon way to Charleston once a year yid cotton, and always bring back 

something pretty for me." 

*When de war come on, Sam went wid young Merster Tom Sloan as body-

guard, and attended to him, and learned to steal chickens, geese, and turkeys 

for his young marster, just to tell 'bout it. He dead now; and what I blames 

de white folks for, they never would give him a pension, though he spend so 

much of his time and labor in their service. I ain't beam' down on my kind 

of white folks, for I'd jump wid joy if I could just git back into slavery 

and have de same white folks to serve and be wid thou, day in and day out." 

"Once a week I see de farm hands git rations at de smoke house s but 

dat didn't concern me. I was a housemaid and my mamoy run de kitchen, and us 

got de same meals as my marster's folks did." 
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"Tas sir; I got 'possum. Know how to co& him now. Pitt him 

in a pot and parboil him, then put him in a oven wid lots of lard or fat-

back, and then bake him mid yeller yam potatoes, flanked round and round, 

and then wash him down wid locust and persimmon beer followed by a piece 

of pumpkin pie. Dat make de bestest meal I 'members in slavery days." 

"Us got fish out of Little River nigh every Saturday, and they 

went good Sunday morning. De had Saturday evanin's, dat is, de farm hands 

did, and then I got to go to see Sam some Sundays. His folks, de Sloane, 

give us a weddin" dinner on Sunday after us was married, and they shot did 

tease Sam dat day." 

"Like all rich buckra, de Lemons had hogs a plenty, big flock of 

sheep, cotton gin, slaves to card, slaves to spin, and slaves to weave. De 

was well clothed and fed and 'tended to when sick. They was concerned 'bout 

our soul's salvation. Ce went to church, learn de catechism; they was Presby-

terians, and read de Bible to us. But I went mid.Sam after freedom. He took 

de name of Davis, and I jined de N6thodist Church and was baptized Louisa 

Davis." -4 

"Patroller, you ask: me? 'Spot I dolmember them. Wasn't I a 

goodlookin' woman? Didn't Sam want to see me more than twice a weal 

Wouldn't he risk it widout de pass some time? Sure he did. De patrollers 

got after and run San many a time." 

'After de war my peppy went to Florida. He look just like a Indian, 

hair and all, bushy head, straight and young lookin' mid no beard. We never 

heard from him since." 

De slaves mash de family clothes on Saturday and then rested after 

dote dat. U5 had a good time Christmas; every slave ketch white folks yid a 

holler, 'Christmas gift, Mitretert. and they holler it to each other. He all 
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hung our stookin's all 'bout de Big House, and then dere would be 

sumpin' in dere next 'sprain'. Lord, wasn't them good timer 

"Now haw is it dose days? Young triflint nigger boys and 

gals lyin"round puffin' cigarets, carry-in' whiskey ' round wid them, 

and gittin' in jail on Christmas, grievin' de Lord and their pappies* 

and all sich things. OKI De risin' generation and de future& What 

is it oomin' to? I just don't know, but dere is oomin' a time to all 

them." 

"I sho' like to Aanoe when I was youngek. De fiddlers was 

Iffeiry Copley and Buck Manigault; and if anybody ' round here could make 

a fiddle ring like Buck °Auld, wouldn't surprise me none if my heart 

wouldn't cry out to me legs* 'Past lady to de right and cheat or swing 

as you like, and on to de right'." 

"Stop dat laughinl. De Indian blood in me have held me up 

over a hundred years * and de music night make me young again." 

"Oh yes, us had ghost stories, make your hair stand on end, 

and us put iron in de fire when, us hear screech owl, and put dream book 

under bed to keep oft:bad dreams." 

*When de yankees come they took off all they couldn't eat or 

burn, but don't let's talk bout dat. Maybe if our folks had beat them 

and git up into dere country our folks would of done just like they did. 

Who knows?" 

"You see die new house, de flower pots, de dog out yonder, de 

oat in de sun lyin' in de chair on de porch, de seven tubs under de shed, 

de two big ma& pots, you see de pictures hanginl round de wall, de nice 

beds all dose things is de blessin's of de Lord through President Roose-

velt. MY grandson* Pindkney, is a World War man, and he got in de CCC 

Camp, still in it in North Carolina. When he got his bonus, he come down, 

and say, ' Grandma, you too old to walk, supposint I git you a automobile?' 



I allow, 'Son, de Indian blood rather make me vast a house.' Then us 

laugh,. Mall,' he say, 2Dia mosey I has and an continuin' to make, I 

wants you and masa to enjoy it.' Then he laugh fit to kill heself. 

Then I say, 'I been dreamin' of a tepee all our OWA, all my lifetime; 

bucrus a lot over in Sugartovn in New Brookland, and make a home of 

happiness for your ma, me and you': 

"And die is de tepee you settinl in today. I feel like he's 

a young varrioroloyal and brave, off in de forests vorkin' for his chief, 

Mr. Roosevelt, and dat his dreams are 'bout me maybe some night vid de 

winds blowie over dat three C camp where he is." 
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"I was a slave of Bill Davis who lived at 

"Rich Hill", near Indian Creek, in Newberry County, S.C. I was 

born about 1856, I reckon. My daddy was Ivasum Davis and my 

mammy was Rhody Davis. Marse Bill was a good master, lived in 

a big house, give us a good place to live and plenty to eat. 

He hardly ever whipped us, and was never cruel to us. He didn't _ _ 

let his overseer whip us, and never hit a man. 

"Aw, we had good eats den. Wish I has some 

of den old .ash-cakes now which was cooked in de brick oven or in 

de ashes in de fire-llace. My mistress had a big garden, and 

give us something to eat out of it. We used to go hunting, and 

killed possums, rabbit, squirrels, and birds. 

*We had home-made clothes ' till I was big 

boy. Dey was made from card and spin wheels. 

"Our work was light; we got up at sun-up 

at blowing of de horn and worked till sundown. Sometimes we 

worked on Saturday afternoons when we had to. On Saturday . _ 

nights we had frolics - men and women. Some women would wash 

their clOthes on Saturday afternoonst Den at night we have 

prayer meetings. 

"We had no churdh on our plantation, not 

till after freedom, but we learned to read and write and spell. 

"le padderrolers didn't bother us; our 

master always give us a pass when we go anywhere. 

304 
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"On Christmas Day master always give big 

dinners for slaves, and on New Year we had a holiday. 

"I married Lila Davis at de Baptist Church 

in Newberry. 

"When our slaves got sick we sent fur de 

doctor. Some of de old folks in the neighborhood believed in 

giving root-herb tea or tea made from cherry barks or peach 

leaves. 

"When freedom come de master told us we 

was free and could go but if we wanted to stay on with him, we 

could stay. 'Joe stayed with him for two years and worked by 

day wages. 

. "The Ku Klux was dere. I heard old folks 

talk about (tem. Dey had white sheets over their heads and white 

caps on their heads. 

"The Yankees went through our place and 

stole cattle. 

HI thought slavery was all right, ' cause 

I had a good time. I had a good master. 

"I joined the church when I was 21 years 

old because I thought I'd live better.. I think all ought to join 

the church." 

SOURCE: Wallace Davis ( 88), Newberry ii S.C.; interviewer: G. Leland 
Summer, Newberry, S.C. 
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"I live in a little two-room house beyond Helena where I 

work a little patch of land which I rent. I don't own anything, I 

make a living working de land. 

"I was born on Indian Creek in Newberry County, S.O. 

about 1856. My mammy was Rhody Davis and my pa was Ivasum Davis. 

We belonged in slavery to Bill Davis. He lived at de place called 

"Rich Hill". De old house is done tore down, but young Riser now 

lives in de new house on de place. 

"Our master was good to us, but whipped us a little some-

times. He would not allow his overseer to whip any of us. He give 

us enough to eat and a fair place to live in. We didn't want fer 

anything. Dey had plenty to eat on de farm, and sure had good eat-

ings. Dere was a brick oven which could cook good bread and cakes. 

We had a big garden which de mistress looked after, and she had 

plenty from it which she shared wid de slaves. 

"De old spinning wheel was used lots of times and dey 

made all de clothes everybody on de place wore. 

"We didn't have no church to go to, but dey sometimes made 

some slaves go to white folks churches where dey set on de back 

seats. We didn't have schools and couldn't learn to read aiad write 

till after freedom come; den some niggers learned at de brush arbors. 

“Befol freedom de patrollers marched up and down de road 

but didn't bother us. Our master always give us a pass when we went 

somewhere. On Christmas he give us big dinners. 
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"I married Lilla Davis at de,white folks? Baptist church 

in Newberry. 

"When slaves got sick some of dem took tree barks and made 

teas to drink, and some made tea from root herbs. We had doctors, 

too, but dey made lots of deir medicine from de barks and herbs, 

"I can't remember much what de Ku Klux did, but heard 

about dem. Just after de war de Yankees marched through our place 

and stole some cattle and run away wid dem. In some places dey 

burned down de barns and gin houses. 

"I had a good master and always had plenty to eat, so I 

thought slavery was all right. We didn't have nothing of any kind 

to worry about. 

"I don't know nothing much about Abe Lincoln or Jefferson 

Davis." 

Source: Wallace Davis ( N. 88), Newberry, S.C. 
Interviewer: G.L. Summer, Newberry, S.C. ( 9/15/37). 
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"I born de first day of Larch in 1865 cause de white 

folks raise me mostly en dat how-oome I know how old I aught 

to say I is. My father belong to de old man Jackie Davis, 

dat live not so far from Tabernacle, en den he fall to he son, 

Mr. William J. Davis. Dat who' I was raise. My grandfather, 

old man Caesar, live dere too." 

"I never been treated exactly as de other plantation 

peoples was as it just like I tellin you, I be round de white 

folks mostly. My mamma, she do all de cooking to de big house 

en dere be a division in de =sans kitchen for de cook an she 

ohillun to stay in. Sometimes my Lassa make my mamma feed all 

de small plantation ohillun dere to de kitchen from de table. 

Dey want de ohillun to hurry en grow en dat de reason dey give 

em good attention at de house. Dey give us milk en olabber en 

corn bread to eat mostly en give us flittere some of de time. r 

Dat was fried wheat bread what some people call pancakes. Used 

to give me job to mind de 00W9 en de calves when dey was put to 

grazing." 

"All de other colored peoples live in de nigger quarter up 

on de hill. Oast like de white people house here de colored 

people house all be in row pretty mach off from de big house. 

Oh, de people was meant to work in dat day en time. De white 

folks teach em en show em what dey look for em to do. Den if 

dey didn' do it like dey tell em do it, dey chastise em." 
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"It just like I tellin you, de people fare wid abundance 

of everything in dem days. Destroy much meat in one month 

den as de people gets hold of in whole year dose days. It 

was just dis way, everybody know to have fence round bout dey 

plantation den en de hogs could run anywhe'. All de field 

land was fence en de woods was for de run of de stock. Dey 

mark em en some of de time, dey hear tell of stock 10 mile 

away. Know em by de brand." 

"Peoples didn' have heap of all kind of things dat dey 

have dese days, but somehow it look like dey have a knack of 

gettin along better wid what dey have den. Didn' have no 

stoves to cook on in dem days. Cook in clay oven en on de 

fireplace. Lake up fire en when it die down, dey put tatoes 

(potatoes) in de oven en let em stay dere all night. My God, 

won' nothin no better den dem oven tatoes was. Some of de 

time, dey have wire in de chimney wid de pots hanging on dat. 

Polka used to make up a cake of corn bread en pat it on de 

hearth en when de fire burn right low, dey cover de cake all 

up in pile of ashes. When it get done, it be brown through de 

ashes on dey take it out en wash en rdb all de ashes off it. 

Den it was ready to eat. Dat what dey call ash cake. Just 

seem like what de peoples used to cook be *meter eatin den 

what dey cooks die day en time." 

"Oh, I beat rice many a day. Yes'um, beat rice many a 

day for my grandmother en my mamma too. Had a mortar en a 
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pestle dat beat rice wid. Day take big tree en saw log off 

en set it up just like a tab. Den dey hollow it out in de 

middle en take pestle dat have block on both it end en beat 

rice in dat mortar. Beat it long time en take it out en fan 

it en den put it back. De last time it put back, tear off 

some shucks en put in dere to get de red part of de rice out 

en make it white. Ain' nobody never been born can tell you 

more bout dem pestles en mortars den William Henry Davis 

know." 

"Yes 'urn, used to go to corn shuokings en rye thrashings 

en pea thrashings plenty times. Oh, dey sing en have music 

en have big pot 000kin out in de yard wid plenty rice en fresh 

meat for everybody. Dere be so many people some of de time, 

day had to have two or three pots. Den dey have dem log roll. 

Jugs to clean up de land en when dey would get to rollin dem 

heavy logs, day give de men a little drink of whiskey to re-

vive em, but dey gage how mach dey give em. 0 Lord, we had 

tough time den. After dey get through wid all de work, dey 

would eat supper den. Give us rice en corn bread en fresh 

meat en coffee en sweet tatoe pone. My Lord, dat sweet tatoe 

pone was de thing in den days. Missie, you ain never eat no 

pone bread? Dey take piece of tin en drive nails through it 

en grate de raw tatoes on dat. Den dey take a little flour 

on hot water en molasses en mix up in dem raw tatoes en bake 

it in de oven on de fireplace. Have lid to oven en put fire 
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under de bottom of it en on de top to get it right 'done. 

Some of de time, dey put a little ginger in it fore it was 

baked. Out it in big slices when it get done, but would& 

never eat it till dey know it was cold. Missie, de older 

I gets de more I dOsS sorrow to go back to dam old oonstruot. 

ions dat dey used to have." 

'Some of de colored peoples have brash ( brush) shelter 

who' dey go to church in dem days, but all us go to de white 

folks church. Oh, de colored peoples go in -ox carts, but us 

white folks have teams en carriage to ride in. I recollects 

Mr. Davis carriage look aorta like a house wid two big horses 

to pull it. De family would be in de inside en have seats whel 

dey set facing one another. De driver have seat on de outside 

in de front en on de back of de carriage was de place to set 

de trunks." 

"My daddy was de blacksmith for Yr. Jackie Davis en he 

could make plows en hoes en all dam kind of things. He have a 

circuit dat he go round en mend things on other white folks 

plantations. SOMA Of de time, he bring back more den $ 100.00 

to he boss dat he would make. Go all bout in dat part of Marion 

oounty dat be part of Florence county dose times." 

"I hear some peoples say dey knows dere such as ghosts, but 
F 

I am' never have no mind in dat line. All I know bout is what 

my mamma used to tell us big ohillun when she want us to stay 

home wid de little ohillun en mind em. Say dere was Raw Head en 

311 
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Bloody Bones in de woods en if us go off, de child might - 

set de house on fire. Such as dat was to make us stay home 

when dey was gone." 

"It just die way, I think freedom a good thing for soma 

people while it a bad thing for de ones dat don' have a knack 

to shuffle for dey own self. When freedom come, some of de 

colored people didn' know what freedom was en dey just hang 

around dey white folks en look to dey Massa ftir what dey get 

right on. Wouldn' get off en make nothin for dey own self. 

Dat how-come I think it better for some not to be free cause 

so mach of worryations am' good for peoples. Colored peoples 

never had to worry bout nothin in slavery tins." 

Source: William denry Davis, age 72, ex-slave, Wahee section 
of Marion Co.,S.C. 

Personal interview, August 1937. 
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birthday; so I was born in 1853. 

De very day I come into de world I do not know, but soon my marster, 

Starke Sims, begun to train me. Dr. Bill Sims, Marse Stark's son, 

was a doctor when I was born. A younger son was called Ha]. . When 

Hal was a boy he said he was gwine.off, and when he got to be a 

man, dat is what he done; yes sirree, he got scattered oft. 

"Dr. Bill had done started to doctoring folks befo' I got 

into die world. And first thing dat I recollects. is how my marster 

teached me to address him. He addressed me as 'Elias, Johnny 

Elias'. I had to answer, 'Sirs', and dat IS' always had to be dar 

to please de marster. All of his slaves had to address him de same 

way. Sometimes we would answer, ' Sirs marster'. 

"All de things my marster teached me are still a great help 

to me. Dis younger generation does not have de quality dat we old 

niggers has, because dey refuse to take de teachings of dere par-

ents and de good white folks. De main thing dat Marse teached his 

slaves was mannerableness. Dat I holds to die day; 'specially to 

de white people. I allus tries to be mannerable to dem. Often I 

looks back on dat, but both white and colored is trying to do - 

away wid dem things. Old training is de best, and I cannot fergit 

my manners. Never does raal folks fergit dere raising. Date what 

shows up de' quality in people. I likes quality in everything, and 

as soon as I sees strangers and hears dem talk and looks at dere 

action. I can tell how much quality dey got. Dat I sho can. 
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I never is gwine to drap my raising, don't care what de style comes 

to. Dat's jest one thing dat my race and de white race, too, wants 

to do away wid. Dey don't hold up no manners and no ra'al raising. 

"De school teachers tells de chilluns to say yes and no to 

me. Dey tells dem to say de same thing to white folks. Den dey 

teaches de chilluns to Mr. and Miss de own race and to call white 

folks by dere names widout any handle to it. Dat ain't gwine to 

work, and any niggers dat has self-respect jest ain't gwine to call 

no white folks by dere name. If you doesnit respect other folks, 

why den other folks ain't gwine to show no respect fer you. Why 

some of my grand chilluns sets up and says 'yes' and ' no' to me 

'stead of ' yes sir' andlno sir'. But I is right here to tell you 

dat my own chilluns don't say ' no' and ' yes' to me. I is strived 

wid dem and dey knows how to answer proper to dere elders and to 

white folks. I ain't got no time fer dese school teachers dat tells 

de pupils to answer in no sech insulting ways as dat. I likes man-

ners and widout manners folks ain't quality; don't make no diffuns 

'bout what color dey is or how fer dey is gone in de reading books.) 

Youngluns saying 'yes' and ' no' is jest plain ugly. It suits me to 

meet nice folks, and when I finds dat dey ain't got mannerableness 

about dem, den I concludes dat dey jest ain't nice. 

"1 gwine to dress up tonight and go to preaching at Et. 

Zion. Dey done already started running meeting dar. I used to preach 

amongst dem at de big meetings, but I is retracting now. 

rmy old marse low to us, ' You is free now, yes sir, you is 

sho free niggers now. You is gwine out into de world on your own. 

rr,-) 
Let me tell you die: If you be's ma/Trable you will allus come out 

more dan conqueror.' I was young den, and I did not know whet 
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'more dan conqueror' meant den. I is larn't now what it means. Thank 

God, I does, fer his telling me dat. I lays to de fact dat de reason 

I is never been in jail is dat I allus had manners. Youngluns acts 

biggety and den dey lands right straight in de first jail dar is. 

"I sho never went to no war, but I worked at de house in de 

corn field a- raising corn fer de war hosses. I been in only two 

states, North and South Carolina. I travels jest according to common 

sense; lets other folks be my guide. I met up wid Indians; dey want-

ed to claim kin wid me, but I wouldn't claim kin wid dem. He tell 

me bout my high cheeks or something; den he low something ' bout my 

nose being long. Dey close thinking people, dem Indians is. Dey 

don't fergit nothing. He say he see I is mixed-up, but I never is 

knowed jest what he was driving at. I told him I was teached from de 

old generation, but dclt dar wasn't narry drop of Indian blood in me. 

Cherokee Creek what dat old Indian place is. Dey has all kinds of 

things to sell dat dey makes. I ain't no Indian and I does not feel 

dat way, no sir, not narrly bit does I feel like I is a Indian. 

"Hy mother died when I was a wee baby. Never is had no 

brothers or sisters. She left me wid her marster dat owned her 

hcr), Kissy Sims. Marse Starke helped my granny to raise me. Kissy 

come from Virginia. Her Pa let a man buy her and three other chil-

luns. Meuse Starke raised dem all up and dats how dey got his name. 

"Dis here man standing here by me is Zack Herndon. We is de 

oldest niggers in Cherokee County dat I knows of. De other old ones 

is all dead now. Oh, you knows him, does you Zack? 

"Never did so awful much work when I was coming up. Dey was 

priming me and training me. When dey call my name, I allus come. 
• 

Often I hid myself to see de bad niggers whipped. Never had no Ibuse 
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in my life. Marse didn't low nobody to look at his niggers when dey 

was being whipped, kaise he hated to have to let any of dem be 

'bused. Marse Starke silo never whipped no one dat was good. He never 

let his overseers fbuse nobody neither. I does not 'member much 

'bout his overseers. One named a Briggs, one a Bishop, one a Cole-

man and Alley Cook was de last one I 'members his name best. 

"Marse Starke was a rich man. He had in de quarter what was 

knowld as a chilluns' house. A nurse stayed in it all de time to 

care fer all de )1antation chilluns. My granny 'Kissy' acted as 

nurse dar some. Aunt Peggy and aunt Oilier was two mot. Oilier was 

de daughter of a King in Africa, but dat story been traveling ever 

since she got to dese shores, and it still a-gwine. All dese helped 

to nurse me. Dey fed us on milk, plenty of it. We had honey, lasses 

and lots of good things. When I was a little bit-a boy I had a big 

bowl to eat out of. And us chilluns et like hogs and got fat. We 

allus had fine food. My marster give me a biscuit sometime from his 

plate and I wouldn't have tuck 24 fer it. He allus put butter in it 

or ham and gravy. He would say, ' flat's de doctrine, Be kind!' Nobody 

never got no ''borious beating from our master's hands. 

"I been toiling here on die earth fer a long time. De Lawd 

spared me to bring up a big race of chilluns myself. We is wilful pot 

and ain't none of my chilluns got things as well as I had when my 

marster give it to me. My daughter and grand-daughter lives wid Mr. 

Nathan Littlejohn. He is rich. I stay in de house wid dem. Dey 'vides 

wid Me dat what dey has. But dat ain't much. I has great-great-grand 

chilluns dat I ain't never seed. I have five chilluns living to my 

knawings. Last time I counted, I had 137 grand and great-grand chil-

luns. So you see I looks into de fourth generation of my own family. 
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"Me and Old man Zack went to a hanging one time. Both of 

us clamed up into a tree so dat we could look down on de transaction 

from a better angle. De man, I means de sheriff, let us go up dar. 

He let some mot niggers clamb up in de same tree wid us. De man dat 

was being hung was called Alf Walker. He was a mulatto and he had 

done kilit a preacher, so you see dey was hanging him fer his wicked-

ness, sho as you born dey was. 

"While me and Zack up in dat tree a-witnessing dat trans-

action, peers like we become mot acquainted wid one another dan we 

had ever been since us know'd one another. 

"Sheriff 'lowtd, 'You is got only fifteen minutes to live 

in. What has you got to say?' Alf got up and talked by giving a 

lecture to folks about being lawful citizens. He give a lecture also 

to young folks who he ilowld dat was not in sech condition as he was. 

He talking to dem ' bout obeying de patents and staying at home. Me 

and Sack exchange glances and Zack flow, 'Alf ain't never stayed at 

home none since he been big enough to tramp over de country and he 

up dar fixing to git his neck broke fer his war/yness, and trying to 

tell us good folks young and old how us should act. Now ain't he 

something to be a- telling us what to do.' 

"Finally, Alf had done talked his time out and de sheriff 

flow, ' Now you is only got two minutes, what does you want?' 

Alf hollered, 'Mr. Sheriff, lemme shake hands wid somebody.' 

Sheriff say everybody dat wishes to may shake his hand. Me and Zack 

stayed up in dat tree, but some of de niggers went up and shaked 

hands wid Alf. 

"Time out: You could-a heard a pin drap. I could hear my 

breath a- coming. I got scared. Zack looked-ra'al ashy. Nobody 
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on de ground moved, jest stayed ra/al quiet and still. Noose drap-

ped over de man's neck and tightened. Some one moved de block from 

under his foots. Dat jerked him down, Whoop: All dem in de tree 

fell out ' cept me and Zack, dey was so scared. Alf Walker wasn't no 

mol. Itle and Zack sot up in dat tree like two cranks. Us sot dar as 

if it hadn't tuck no ffect on us a- tall. All de other folks got 

ffected. lack tickled me when he saw me studying. e ' low you act 

awful hard-heartedi I flow, ' dat man telling us how to do jest now, 

and dar he is hanged. Us still a- setting in dis tree, ain't we? We 

ain't never wanted to see no mot hangings, is we Zack?' Zack low 

dat we ain't. 

"Onc't de guide low"'d to de President, ' You raises your 

hat to a nigger?' President flow, II ain't swine to.let nobody be 

mo' polite dan I is.' He never let nobody have mot sense dan he 

did either. Dat was Washington. 

"Me and Zack is gwine to tell you how it is. We is old and 

ain't no need fer old folks to try and fool. I is too shame to beg. 

I wants de pension. Is you gwine to tell me ' bout it? Dis de truth, 

I is took a chip fer food. If I could got to school and write fast 

as I can shake my fist, I'd be a-giving out dat pension right fast. 

I likes character and principle. I got a boy turned into 64 years. 

He got character and principle, and he still do what I say. I never 

put my mouth amongst old folk when I was young. Me and Zack often 

talks over old times.“ 

Source: Elias Dawkins ( 84), Rt. 1, Gaffney, S.C. 
Interviewer: Caldwell Union, S.C. 8/20/37. 
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Upon learning where an ex- slave lived, the writer walked up 

to a house on Pickenpack Street where two old colored men were 

sitting on the front porch. Asked if one of them was named 'Will 

Dill', the blacker of the two motioned to himself and said, 

"Come here, come in and have a seat," at the sane time 

touching the porch swing beside him. 

He acknowledged that he lived in slavery days, "but was a 

small boy, walking and playing around at that time". His master 

was Zeek Long, who lived in Anderson County not far from *Three 

and Twenty Mile Creek' and used to ask him:- what the rooster 

said, what the cow said, what the pig said; and used tO get a 

a great deal of amusement out of his kiddish replies and imita-

tion of each animal and fowl. From his own calculation, he fig-

ured he was born in 1862 in the home of his mother who was owned 

by Zeek Long. His father, also, was owned by the sane master, but 

lived in another house. He remembers when the Yankees came by and 

asked for something to eat. When they had gotten this, they went 

to the corn crib, which was chock full of corn, and took the corn 

out, shucked it, and gave it to their horses. All the good horses 

had been hidden in the woods and only tow or three old poor ones 

were left in the stables, but the Yankees did not take these for 

they only wanted good horses. Be remembers seeing the patrollers 

coming around and checking up on thetniggerst. Be had an uncle 

who used to slip off ever" night and go to see some colored girl. 

Be had a path that he followed in going to her house. 
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"One night Uncle Bob, he started to go see his gal, and it 

was pretty late, but he followed his path. There were some pater-

rollers out looking for him, and tlrectly they saw him. Uncl.e 

Bob lit out running and the paterollers started running, too. Here 

they had it up and down the path. Uncle Bob, he knew there was a 

big ditch crossing the path, but the paterollers didn't know it; 

so when Uncle Bob got to the gully, he jwiliped right over it and 

run on, but one of the patrollers fell into the gully and broke 

his neck. After dat, Uncle Bob, he stayed.in and kept quiet, for 

he knew the paterollers had it in for him." 

He asked the writer if he had ever heard a chicken talk. 

He said that he had, and described a scene at the house one day 

when a preacher was there. The chickens and guineas came around 

the house as usual to get their feed, but didn't get it. He 

"quoted" the rooster as saying; "Has the preacher gone yet?" A \ k 

guinea hen asnwered, "not yet not yet". 

He said that he often heard turkeys talk. They would ask' 

each other questions, and another fowl would answer. He once 

heard a mule that was in the barn, say: "Lord: Lord: All I want 

is corn and fodder." 

Being told by the negro who was sitting beside him, that 

he did not believe animals and fowls could talk, he at once said: 

"Sure - roosters and gobblers can talk. One day there was 

a turkey hen and a lots of little turkeys scratching around a 

certain place on a hill, the little turkeys here heard to say, 

'Please mat, please WM'. An old .gobbler standing and strutting 

near, cried out, 'Get the hell out of here'. The turkey hen then 

moved to another place to feed.* 
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Be said that he gets out in his porch early in the morn-

ings and whistles to the birds, and that soon a large flock of 

birds are all around him. Offering to demonstrate his ability, he 

began to whistle in a peculiar way. Soon thereafter, two or three 

English sparrows flew into the yard from nearby trees. 

"See tilarJ See thar:" he said, pointing to them. 

"When the war was over," he continued, "we stayed on at 

Marster's plantation for some time. I grew up, and was always a 

fellow who liked hard work. I have railroaded, was a tree doctor, 

helped dig wells and did a lot of hard work. The white people was 

always pleased with'my work and told me so. I went deun a well 

once to help clean it out. It looked like to me that well was 

caving in above me; so I hollered for them to pull me out. When 

I got out, I told them I wasn't going down no wells any more 

unless somebody threw me in." 

Be said that he had seen lots of wild turkeys when he was 

a boy. One day when he was going to get some "bacco" for his aunt, 

he saw a hen and a lot of little turkeys-

"I run after the little wild turkeys but I never kotched 

a one. That old mother hen would fly from one limb in a tree to 

another limb in another tree and call them. They was the running-

est things I ever saw. I nearly run myself to death but I never 

did get one." 

Every now and then, he said, one of the men on the plan-

tation would shoot a wild hog and we would have plenty of meat to 

eat. The hogs ran wild in those days, he said. 

"I never saw a ghost," he said, "unless it was one night 

when we boys was out with our dogs 'possum hunting. The dogs treed 
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a possum in a little scrubby tree. I was always a good climber; 

so I went up the tree to shake the ' possum out. I shook and shook 

but the ' possum would not fall out of the tree. I shook so hard 

that my hat fell off and I told the niggers not to let the dogs 

tear my hat. That was no skunk in the tree, 'cause we couldN't 

smell anything, but when I looked again at the 'possum, or what-

ever it was, it got bigger and bigger. I scrambled down the tree 

right away, nearly falling out of it, but I wanted to get away. 

The dogs acted kinda scared; yet they would run up to the tree and 

bark. One old dog I had did not bark, he just hollered. We left 

the thing in the tree. I don't know what it was, but it warn't no 

'possum, for I'd shook it out of the tree if it had been." 

In further discussing the subject of fowls in talking 

among themselves, he said'that he had often noticed a rooster 

and some hens standing around in the shade talking. 

"The rooster will say something and the hens will listen; 

then answer him back, 'yes'. One day I heard a turkey hen say, 

'we are poor, we are poor'. The old turkey gobbler said, 'well, 

who in the hell can help it.' Yes sir, they talk just like we do, 

but 'taint everybody can understand tem." 

He said that he had fifteen children by his first wife. 

He remained single for thirteen years after his wife's death, 

and never had any children by his second wife. 

"Do. you reckon we'll ever get a pension in our old age?" 

he asked. "It seems to me they would give us old fellows something 

to live on, for we can't work. How can we live now-a- days? When a 

man has done good work whva he was able, the country ought to take 

care of him in his old age. 
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"I was a hand for hard work all my life. I was raised that 

way; but now, that I can't do nothing, it looks like the state 

ought to take care of me. 

"Blor father told me when I was sitting up to a gal and I 

told him I was gwinter marry her, 'Son don't you never cut that 

woman across the back, for as sure as you do, that cut will be 

against you on Judgement Day 

"When I was laid up with the misery in my side, my feet 

swelled up and busted, and I had a awful hurting in my side and 

back. People wanted me to believe I had been conjured, but I did 

not believe it, and I told them I would eat all the stuff that a 

conjure man could bring. Anybody that believes in conjuring is 

just a liar. God is the only a person who can bring suffering on 

people. He don't want to do it, but it's because we do something 

He don't want us to when He makes people suffer. It is the bugger 

man that does it." 

"Uncle" Will said that his father and mother were married 

by a " jack- leg" preacher who, when told that they wanted to get 

married, had them both to jump backwards and forwards over a 

broom. Be then told them that they were man and wire. 

Source: Will Dill, 556 Pickenpack St., Spartanburg,S.C. 
Interviewer: P.S. DuPre, Spartanburg, Diet.4 5/19/37 
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THOMAS DIXON 

EX-SLAVE 75 YEARS OLD. 

Tom Dixon, a mulatto, is a superannuated minister of the Gospel. He 

lives in Winnsboro, S. C., at the corner of Moultrie and Crawford Streets. He 

is duly certified and registered as an old age pensioner and draws a pension of 

$8.00 per month from the Welfare Board of South Carolina. He is incapable of 

laborious exercise. 

"I was born in 1862, thirteen miles northeast of Columbia, S. C., on 

the border line of Kershaw and Fairfield Counties. My mother was a slave of 

Captain Moultrie Gibbes. My father was white, as you can see. My mother was 

the cook for my white folks; her name was Malinda. She was born a slave of Mr. 

Tillman Lee Dixon of Liberty Hill. After she learned to cook, myzarator bought 

her from her master and paid f,a,200.00 for her. After freedom,us took the name 

of . Dixon. 

'My mistress in slavery time was Miss Mary. , She was a Clark before she 

married Marse Moultrie. I was nothing but a baby when the mar ended and freedom 

come to our race. I lived on my marster's Wateree River plantationpith mother, 

until he sold it and went into the hotel business at Union, S. C. 

tMy mother then went to Columbia, S. C., and I attended Benedict College. 

I became a preacher in 1886, the year of the earthquake. That earthquake drove 

many sinners to their knees, me amongst them; and;when I got upoI resolved to be 

a soldier of the cross,and every since I have carried the shield of faith in my 

left hand and the sword of the Word in my right hand. 

"The night I was eonvertedothe moon was shining brightly. We was all at 

a revival meeting out from Blythewood, then called Dako, S. C. First, we heard a 
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law murmur or rolling sound like distant thunder, immediately followed by the 

swaying of the church and a cracking sound from the joists and rafters of tie 

building. The women folks set up a screaming. The men folks set up a hollerings 

'Oh Lordyi Jesus save mel Ve believel Come Almighty King1' The preacher tried 

to quiet us, but we run out the church in the moonlight i men and women crying and 

praying. The preacher, Rev. Charlie Moore, continued the services outside and 

opened the doors of the church ,and every blessed soul come forward and joined the 

church. 

"I married Fannie Irwin, and God blessed us all the days of her life. Ny 

daughter, Maggie, married a Collins and lives in the Harlem section of New York 

City. My daughter, Sallie, lives also in Harlem, Greenville Village. Nalinda, 

named for my mother, lives and works in Columbia, S. C. 

"On the death of my wife, Fannie I courted and married themidaw Lizzie 

Williams. The house we live in is her awn property. She had two children -when 

we married, a boy and a girl. The, boy got killed at the schoolhouse two years 

ago* The girl is working in Columbia, S. C. I ea a superannuated minister of 

the African Methodist Episcopal Churchiand receive a small sum of money from the 

denomination, yearly. The amount varies in different years* At no time is it 

sufficient to keep me in food and clothing and support. 

"I have taken nothing to do with politics all my life, but my race has been 

completely transformed sin that regardosince Mr. Roosevelt has been president. 

Left to a popular vote of the race * Mr. Roosevelt would get the solid South * 

against any other man on any ticket he might run on. He is God Almighty's gen-

tleman. By that * I mean he is brave in the presence of the blue-bloods * kind in 

the presence of the common people, and gentle to the lowly and despised Negro." 
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"I live wid my daughter in a four-room house which we 

rents from Doc Hunter. He got it in charge. My husband died several 

years ago. 

"My daddy was Hatvey Pratt, and he belonged to Marse Bob 

Pratt in Newberry. My mammy was Mary Fair, and she belonged in 

slavery to marse Simeon Pair. When dey married dey had a big wed-

ding. Marse didn't make slave women marry men if dey didn't want to. 

Befo' my mammy and daddy married, somebody give a note to take to 

_rs. Fair, her mistress. Mistress wouldn't tell what was in it, but 

daddy run every step of de way, he was so glad dey would let ' em 

marry. 

"Col. Simeon Fair had a big fish pond on his place down on 

de branch behind his house, and he had a milk.,house, too. ( This is 

where the Margaret Hunter Park is). 

"My great-grandmother come from Virginia. She was bought 

by Marse Fair from a speculator's drove. Slaves had good places to 

live in and everything to eat. Old Marse sho cared for his slaves. 

Be give ' em plenty of clothes and good things to eat. On Sundays dey 

had to go to de white folks church and he made dem put on new clean 

clothes dat he give ' em. 

"I was born about two years befo' freedom, and I lost my 

mammy right atter de war. I remembek about de Ku Klux and Red Shirts. 

.tt verything.wee had was made at home, or on mareter's big 

Plantation in de country. Marse told his son, Billy, befo he died 

his ni GeX.vall4H40 dat .dei di4044 or 401.1:1 

0.` 
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"Marse- made de slaves work all day and sometimes on Sat-

urdays, but he never let 'em work at night. Sometimes on de planta-

tion dey had corn-shuckinge an log-rollings; den dey give de hands 

good dinners and some whiskey to drink. 

"One old nigger had a weak back and couldn't work much, so 

he use to play marbles in de yard wid de kids most every day. 

"Slaves couldn't go away from de place unless dey had.a 

pass from de marse to show de patrollers when dey caught dem out. 

."Yy daddy use to cook at de old Newberry hotel. He was one 

of de finest cooks in dis part of de country. De hotel was a small 

wooden frame building wid a long front piazza. In de back was a 

small wooden two- room house dat servants lived in. Atter de war, de 

'little guard house' stood jest behind where de opera house now is. 

"Some of de slaves learned to read and write. Marse didn't 

keep dem from learning if dey wanted to. Niggers used to sing, ' I 

am born to die!:.. Dey learn't it from Marse Ramage's son, ' Jock' Ram-

age. He learn't tern to sing it. 

"Atter de war, Marse told de niggers dey was free. Most of 

dem stayed on wid him and took his name. Slaves most always took de 

name of deir. marsters. 

"Ny mother married at Thomas Pope's place, and he had old 

man Ned Pearson, a nigger who could read and write, to marry tem. He 

married lots of niggers den. Atter de war many niggers married over 

agin, ' cause dey didn't know if de first marriage was good or not. 

"Marse Fair let his niggers have danced and frolics on his 

plantation, and on Saturdays dey danced till 12 o'clock mid- night. 

Sometimes dey danced jigs, too, in a circle, jumping up and down.. In 

dese times de young folks dance way into Sunday mornings, and noliody 

to stop 'em, but Marse wouldn't let his slaves danse atter 12 o'clock. 
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"Everybody believed in ghosts. Nobody would pass by a 

.graveyard on a dark night, and dese days dey go to cemeteries to 

do deir mischief, at night and not afraid. Doctors used to havp 

home-made medicines. Old Dr. Brown made medicine from a root herb to 

cure rheumatism. He called it trhue'. He lived in what is now called 

Graveltown. His old house has been torn down. He mace hot teas from 

barks for fevers. He made a liquid salve to rub on for rheumatism. 

"When freedom come most of de slaves stayed on. Some man 

come here to make a speech to de slaves. He spoke in Yarse Rair's 

yard to a big crowd of niggers and told dem to stay on and work for 

wages. 7Then de Yankees come through here, dey stole everything dey 

could git deir hands on. Dey went in de house and took food and art-

icles. Marse put guards around his house to keep dem out so dey 

wouldn't steal all de potatoes and flour he had for his slaves. Yu 

Klux went around de country and caught niggers and carpetbaggers. De 

carpetbaggers .would hunt up chillun's lands, whose daddys was killed, 

and try to take dem. Dat was when Judge Leheigh waa here, and Capt. 

Bone was postmaster. Dey was Republicans, but when de Democrats got 

in power dey stopped all dat. 

"When I married John Dorroh I had a big wedding. We mar-

ried at de Harp place in Newberry, jes' behind de big house, in a 

nigger cottaae. White folks and riggers come. I was known amongst de 

best white families ' cause I served as cook for dem. I was married 

by Rev. J.K. Walls, a nigger preacher from Charleston. 

"I think slavery ended through de work of Almighty God. My 

mother always said dat was it. My --daddy left here and went to Memphis 

when I was five years old. He seat home 40. He was in de army wid 

Major James Baxter. He took !care of de guns and things of de Major." 

Source: Isabelle Dorroh ( N,75), Newberry, s.o. 

Interviewer: G.L. Summer, Newberry, 
4/22/37. 
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"I was born in Newberry County, S. C., below 

Prospeilty on Capt. George De Walt's place. My daddy and mammy 

was Giles and Lizzie De Walt Dawning. My daddy belonged to de 

Outz family, but changed his name to Dawning - his master was 

Downing Outz. I was born about 1857. My mother had 16 children, 

some died young. 

I was a little chap when the war was here, 

but I remember de soldiers caning home from de war. De Yankeqs 

went through here and stole all the cattle and all the eats. 

De Ku Klux marched down de road dressed in white sheets. Freedom 

come and most of the slaves went away, but I stayed on wid Marse 

De Walt. Daddy worked wid Downing Outz for wages. When I was 

15 years old I worked in de fields like grown folks. I never 

learned to read and write. We had no schools then for colored 

people. De only church we had after freedom come was a small 

"brush arbor" church. 

*We hunted rabbits, ' possums, squirrels, 

wild turkeys, doves and partridges there. 

"I joined de church when I was 20 years 

old, ' cause I thought times would be better for me then. 

Of course, I kind of back-elided little afterwards, but always 

tried to do right. ! 

SOURCE: Laurence Dawning (80), Newberry, S.C. 
InterViewer: G. Leland Summer, Newberry, S. C. 
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WASHINGTON DOZIER 
Ex...Slays, 90 years 390288' 

330 

"Die heah oho' Washington Dozier. Dat is wha' de hard 

time left uv him. I born en raise dere in Florence County 

de 16th uv December, 1647. Don' know 'xactly wha' my father 

name, but my madder tell me he waz name Dozier. My madder 

waz Becky en she b'long to ole man Wiles Gregg dere on de 

Charleston road. I hab two sisters en one brother, but not 

uv one father. I sippose brother Henry waz me whole brother 

en Fannie en Oa'oline waz jes me half sister." 

"Well, dey ne'er hab so mnoha sumptin, but I recollect 

dey make dey own produce den. Oh, dey lib very well. We 

call it good libin i at dat time. Ooase de bedding le colored 

peoples hab wuzn't mach cause dey jes hab some kind. uv home-

made staff den. We raise in a tiree room house wha' hab floor 

on two uv de room. Hab house right dere on de Gregg plantation. 

Family went from age to age in dat day en time wid dey own Massa 

name. I 'member my gra rmadder wuz name Fannie Gregg. IkToir, I tell 

yob how I ' coant fa me hab de name Dozier, I jes s'ppose dat come 

from me father." 

"Hadder do some aorta work in dem days lak hoe corn en re-

plant en so on lak dat, but neer didn't do no man work. Waz jes 

uh half hand, dat is 'boat so. Dey giie us plenty sumptin to eat 

den, but ns'er pay us no money. Ocese dey didn't gowns no 
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choice nv whav we eat at dat time. Bab plenty meat en corn 

bread en molasses me' aw de time. Den dey le' us hab uh 

garden uv we own en we hunt possum many uh time en ketch fish 

too. Meat was de t'ing dat I lak mostly." 

"Dey gi'e us good clothes to put on us back what' dey hab 

make on de plantation en in de minter, dey gi'e us good warm 

clothes. Jos wear wha'e ler de white folks gi'e us. Didn't 

take no iffect tall 'bout Sunday clothes" 

"Fast time I marry I 110 uh very good wedding. Marry ole 

man Gurley daughter o'er in Florence County. Don' know izaotly 

how ole I WM2 den, but I o'n tell yah die mach, I wmzn't in no 

herry to marry. Aw colored peoples bladder do to marry den waz 

to go to dey Massa en ge' uh permit en consider demselves man 

en wife. I recollect dat we hab a very good wedding supper dere. 

I marry Georgeanna de second time en I hab four head uv 

by me fast wife en four head uv ohillun by me second wife. Never 

couldn't tell how many gran'ohillan I got." 

"Massa en Mesas was mighty pious good people. Dey go to 

preaohin v dere to Hopewell Presbyterian Chulch aw de time. Be man 

Wha' was de preacher dere den luas name Frierson. De colored 

peoples go dere to dat same cha loh en sot en de gallery. Yuh 

know dere spirituals hymns en dere reels. I o'n sing one uv dem 

dat I nes ter sing in my slumberin' hours. It go lak die: 
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OhilIan, yah gwinna do in de jedgment mornie? 

Ohillan, wha' yah gwinna do in de jedgment mornie? 

Oh Milian, wha' yah gwinna do in de jedgment mornin' 

When ole Gable go down on de seashore? 

He gwinna place one foot in de sea 

En de udder on de land, 

En declare thei r time would be no more, 

Ohinun, wha yah gwinna do? 

OhiLlan, wha' yah gwinna do in de jedgment mornin'? 

Ohillan, wha' yah gwinna do in de jedgment mornin'? 

Then chillan, wha' yah gwinna do 

When ole Gable go down on de seashore? 

He gwinna place one foot In de sea 

Bn de udder on de land', 

En declare tha' time would be no more, 

Then ohillan, wha' yah gwinna lo in de „lodgment mornin 'l 

332 

"Now de angels sing dat to me in my slumberie hour en dey 

sing it dat 1 might gi lt, it to de libin' heah on die earth. 

Well, 1 know right smart uv dem song cause accordin' to my 

isperience, de hymn book wha' to fence de human family in. 

I got uhgood set uv lungs en I sus de one what lead de flock 

den. Dere jes one grand reason why I can' sing right well die 

afternoon, yah is take me on de surprise lak." 
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"1 was jes uh chap in slavery time en I hadder stay dere 

33:3 

home aw de time whey dere didn't no harm come ' bout me. Day 

le' we chillun play marbles en ball aw we wanna den. Jos 

chunk de ball to one annader o'er de house. Bat how we play 

ball in dam times. My white folks didn't do nuthin but stay 

home on go to chuTch meetin's. Boy ne'er didn't punish none 

uv dey colored peoples en didn' 'low no udder people to do it 

neither. I couldn't tell yuh how many slave dey own but dey 

hab more slave by de increase uv dey families. Dey hab so 

many dat some uv de time dey'ud hire some uv dem out to annader 

plantation. Neer didn't see em sell none uv dey colored 

peoples. I know die much, dat wuz uh right good plaoe to lib." 

"I heared tell uv trouble ' tween de whites en de colored 

peoples, but dere wasn't none uv dat ' round whey I stay. Day 

say some uv de slave run ' way fa bad treatment en stay in de 

woods. Didn't hab no jails den en when dey'd ketch em, deywud 

buff em en gag em en hose whip em. Vow,' ne'er see none uv 

dat but I heared tell uv it.' 

"My Massa ne'er didn't work us hard lak. Costes us de day' 

ud come, de hands hadder go up to de big house en go ' boat dey 

business, but dey Ways knock offen early on uh Saturday 

evenin' en le' everbody do jes wha' dey wanna dere on de 

plantation. Ne wer didn't use no horn to make dey colored 

peoples up en didn't wake em 1110# on de big Obriotalta day en 

New Years neither. Ne wer hab no uaier holidays but dam two. 
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My Masai% gi te aw his colored peoples uh kig Ohristmus dinner 

to de white folks house. Joe hab plenty uv fresh meat en rice 

en biscuit en cake fa eve lybody dat day." 

"Dey hab funeral fa de colored peoples den jes lak dey bab 

dose days ' crept dey neter hab no preacher 'bout. Aw de slaves 

stop workin' fa de funeral en dey'ud jes carry de body en per-

mit it to de ground uz waz de usual t'ing dey do. Ooase dey 

hab plenty singinl dere." 

nDem t'ing wha' people call ghoetes, dey is evil walks. 1 

know die mach, de sperit uv de body travels en dat de truth 

sho' uz I libin' heah. Ooase I am' neter see none uv dem 

t'ing en I am' scared uv nathin neither. Don' neter pay no 

Ittention to no black oat en t'ing lak dat. Ain' bother wid 

none uv dem charm neither. De peoples us o'er hab dey own 

doo'or book en dey search dat en use wha' it say do. Dey neter 

use no me tioine tall den but oalomel en castor oil en tarpon. 

tine." 

"I sho t 'member when de fast gun shoot dere to Fort Sumter. 

Uz feruz I °In recollect, it waz in Jane. De Yankees c;me 

t' rough dere en to my knowin', dey 'hayed very well. abs ax 

my Massa fa sumptin to eat en dat waz aw dey done. Dere shot 

waz uh rejoicing .4congest some uv de colored peoples when dey 

tell em dey waz free uz de white folks waz. Some uv dem leab 

dey Massa plantation Joe uz soon us dey kneled dey I= free, . 

but we ne'er do dat, Joe stayed right on dere void Mr. Gregg 
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en work fa one.third uv what dey make. Coase de white folks 

3350 

furnish aw de wear en tear uv evettling." 

"Dey am' ne'er hab no schools fa de colored peoples no 

whey 'bout whey I stay ' fore freedom come heah. Won' long 

alter de war dat free schools waz open up dere. It jes lak 

die, I am' bother wid dem schools muoha den, but I o'n read 

right smart. Jos ketch it uz I come ' long en wha' I ketch, 

I put dat to work. I is went to one uv dese night schools 

dey hab ' boat heah not long gone." 

"Mx. Abraham Lincoln, I am' ne'er see him, but I know 

he was de President uv de United States. Ain' ne'er see Mr. 

Jefferson Davis neither. Dey was oppositionalist den, I she' 

know dat." 

"It jes lak die, I t'ink die uh better day we lib in 

dose times. When we bIlong to de white folks, we lib, en 

atter we waz free we lib right on. I t'ink being free •de 

best time to lib. Better to be loose den tied cause don' 

care how good yo' owner, yuh hadder be under dey jurisdiction. 

Ain' dat right?" 

Soar66-: Washington Dozier, age 90, colored, Pee Dee, Marion 

Co. (Personal interview, Jane 1937). 
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"Virile Wilkins is rad daughter's name dat live wid me. My 

son owns dia house and he keeps it up fer me and his sister. I's 

born on de bank of Cherokee Creek, but I jest 'members how many 

years I stayed dar. Atter Freedom had been a long time, we moved 

to Mr. Chesterfield Scruggs' plantation Rhar we share cropped. It 

was on de old S)artanburg road from here to Spartanburg. 

"I was purtty good- size chile when de Ku Klux come and 

tried to ,T'it my daddy. Dey whipped him; den he run off and stayed 

off fer over seven years. Dew. Ku Klux was in all kinds of shapes, 

wid horns and things on dere heads. Dey was so scary looking dat I 

ain't never fergot dem. Dem's de awfulest 'boogers' I is ever see 'd 

befo' or since. I was in de bed and so was Pa, but dey broke in 

our do' and c;ot him. I kivvered up :ay head and did not make narry 

a sound. Dat's all dat I can recollect now." 

Source: Alice Duke ( 72), 401 Woods St., Gaffney, S.C. 
Interviewer: Caldwell Sims, Union S.C. 9/16/37 
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"I don' know Ixactly when I waz born but I hear my white 

folks say dat I waz born de fast ( first) year uv freedom. I 

I en tell yah die much dat I mum uh grown ' oman when de shake 

waz. Aw de older peoples waz at de cha'oh en ha' left us home 

to take care uv aw dem little ohillun. Fast t'ing we is know 

de house 'gin to quiver lak. We ne'er know wha' been to matter 

en den de house ' gin to rook en rook en rook. We waz so scare 

we ran outer in de yard en eve ltling cater dere mu jes uh 

shaking jes lak de house waz. We ne'er know wha' to do. Den 

we heared de peoples oomin' from de ohu'oh jos uh rannin' en 

uh hollerin i. Didn't 7lobody know wha t make dat. I tellin yah 

jes lak dat was, de jedgment am' ne'er been no closer came 

heah den when dat shake was." 

"My madder was name Clorrie en she bilong to Miss Millie 

Gasq#e up de road dere. I born in Miss Millie yard en I stay 

dere till I was six year old. My pa say I waz six year aid. 

He been ale man Vidger Hanes en bilong to Mr. Wesley White 

o'er dere 'bout Laughlin ' fore freedom ' olare. Alter dat we 

move on de hill en my pa hire me dere to Colonel Durant to 

wash dishes en help 'bout de kitchen. Den dey put me to do 

de washin' en I been uh washin' en uh washin' mos' e'er since, 

Date de way I done till I go' so I ne'er couldn't make it en 

den I hadder quit often. Dat how come I tab aw dose pretty 
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flowers. Miss Durant gi'e me aw dem dahlia wha' yuh see 

in dat yard right dere. Dat how I ge' wha l little bit uv 

money I hab dese day en time. Dem white folks up dere in 

town comes down heah en begs em from me." 

"Dey tell me some uv de peoples go' ' long good en den 

some uv dem ge l ' long bad back dere in slavery day. Don' 

care how good peoples is dere sho t be uh.odd'un de crowd 

some uv de time. Dey say some uv de colored peoples'ud 

ran ' way from dey Massa en hide in de woods. Den dey slip 

back to de plantation in de night en go' green corn outer 

de white folks field en carry em back in de woods en cook 

em dere. I hear Tom Bostick tell 'bout when he run ' way 

one time. Say he ulateJer run ' way en hide in de woods aw 

de time. Den de oterseer ketch him one time when he been 

come back en wuz grabblin' 'bout de tatoe patch. Say he 

gwinna make Tom Bostick stay outer de woods ur kill him 

'fore sun up dat day. Tom say dey take him down 'side de 

woods en strip he clothes offen him. ( 1 hear em say dere 

plenty people bury down 'side dem woods dat dere am' 

nobody know ' bout). Den he say dey tie him to uh tree en 

take uh fat light'nd torch or. le' de juice drap cater it 

right on he naked body. He say he holler en he beg en he 

ax em hab merely but dat ne'er didn't do no good. Be mock 

how de tar make nil racket when it drap on he skin. Yah 
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know it gwinna make uh racket. Dat t'ing gwinna make uh 

raoket when it drap on anyt'ing what freah. Ainw yuh 

neler hear no hot grease sizzle lak? Yastum, hear Tom 

Bostick tell dat more times den I got fingers en toe." 

"Den dey'ad hab sale en sell some uv de colored 

peoples of fen to annuder plantation hundred mile 'way 

some uv de time. 'Vide man en he wife. . Dey sho' done 

it. I hear pa tell 'bout dat. Make em stand up on uh 

stump en bid em offen dere jes lak dey waz hoes. Pa 

Bay day sell he brother, Elic,wife ' way mid de onlyeet 

child dey hab. Neer didn't see dat wife en child no 

more." 

"Coast, de le' de colored peoples visit ' round from 

one plantation to annader but dey hadder hab uh tioke' wid 

em. Effen dey meet em in de road en dey ne 2er hab dat 

ticke' somewhey 'bout on em, dey hadder take what follow. 

Neler !low em to hab no udder . paper 'boat em no whey. 

Effen dey see em wid nil paper, dey ax em 'boat it en effen 

it neer been uh ticks!, dey mighty apt to gi'e em uh,good 

tsraehin i. " 

"Dey tell me some uv de colored peoples use'er take 

t'ing from dey Massa, but I am' neter see em do none uv 

dat on my white folks plantation. Ne'er hadder take =thin 

dere. Ge' inough meal en meat dere to de big house evely 

Friday to las' em aw tiroagh de week. Reckon de ration waz 

339 
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more wholesome den in dat day en time cause day take time , 

en cook day t'ing done. Hadder cook in de fireplace. Mat 

how day done. I 'member what good t'ings my ole mammy 

use ler cook in dat spider. Jes set it on de coals en keep 

uh tarnin' it 'bout wid de handle. Dare sin' ne'er nuthin 

eat no better den dat ash cake she use ser make fa we ohillun. 

Yah sin' nos ier hear tell 'bout dat. Jes star (stir) up uh 

nice hoe cake en wrap it up in oak leaves wha t right aorta 

wet. Den yah rake uh heap uv ash togedder en lay yah hoeoake 

on dat en kiver it up wid some more ash. Yuh le' it cook right 

done en den yah take it up en wash it offen en it ready to eat. 

Us ohillan lub dat den." 

"Annader t'ing dat eat right smart in dam days waz dat 

t'ing call big hominy. Dey jos ge' some whole grain corn en 

put it in de pot en boil it long time. Den day take it offen 

de fire en pour lye water aw o'er it. Day do dat to ge' de 

husk offen it. Soak ash outer de fire en ge' dat lye water. 

Den day hadder take it to de well cater in de yard en wash it 

uh heap uv time to ge' dat lye outer it. Atter dat dey season 

it wid salt en pepper en cook it annader time. No'mam, day 

ne'er eat it wid no butter. Jos drap it in de grease whav left 

in de pan alter day fry de meat en make it right brown lak. Dat 

de way day cook day big hominy." 
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"Folks: don' hab time to do t irgo in de right way 

lak dey flee ter oadEte de world gwine too fas' dose day en 

time. Dose people oomin' up 'bout heah dose days am' 

gwinna ne'er quit habin' so mucha belly ache long uz de, 
aw 

am' stop eatin'idem half done ration dey is eat. Coase 

de peoples wiser now but dey weaker. De peoples wuz more 

humble in dem days . When dey didn't hab no rain, dey go' 

togedder on pray fa rain en dey go' it too. I tend& ydh 

peoples gotta work effen dey gwinna ge l to de right place 

when dey leab heah. Effen de peoples ne'er didn't go to 

ohd'oh in dem days, dey stay home. Beier see oh/limn in 

de road on Sanday eve ly which dh way lak yunnah sea em 

dese days. My pa say yah mus' train up uh child in de way 

he odghta go en den effen day stray ' way, dey sho' come 

back alter while. I tellin' yuh de peoples am' lak dey 

use ler was. Dey Shp' wiokeder en worser in die day an time 

den when I raise up. Dey win more friendly den en do more 

favor fa peoples. It jes lak die, I ainl gwinna do nobody 

no harm. Effen I can' do em no good, am' gwinna do no 

harm en am' gwinna 'base em neither." 

Source: Aunt Silva Durant, colored, Marion, S.C. 

Personal interview, May 1937. 
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Men, I tell you just like it been. Dat was an un— 

expeotin trip when you come here dat day en I wasn' thinkin 

bout much dat I had know to tell you. It been kind 0 put 

me on a wonder." 

"You see, child, I never didn' see my grandfather cause 

when I was born, dey had done sold him away., I hear tell dat 

sometimes dey would take de wife from dey husband en another 

time dey would take de husband from dey wife en sell dew off 

yonder somewhel en never didn' see dem no more neither. Yes, 

I silo know dat cause I hear my father speak,bout dat plenty 

times. Yes smam, dey sold my uncle's wife away en he never 

didn' see her no more till after freedom come en he done been 

married again den. Speculators carried my mother's first 

husband off en den she married again. Oose I was born of de 

second husband en dat ain0 been yesterday." 
people' 

"I hear talk bout dat didn' none of de colored/have nothin 

in slavery time en heap of dew wasni allowed to pick up a paper 

or nothin no time. Often hear dew talk dat some of de niggers 

was freed long time fore dey know bout it. Rear dew say some 

white folks hold dew long time till deg could make out to get 

somethin for demselves. Don' think so. Don' think so. No lmam, 

don' think so. Dey might been intended for dew to get somethin 

when dey was freed, but I never learn of nobody get tin nothin. 

Oose I often heard my father say some white folks thought more 
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Hear tell dat diodnI none of dem have no clothes much den. 

No smam, colored people wont bless wid no clothes mach in 

dew days. / remember giey had to wear dese old. big shoes, 

call brogans, wid brass all arose de toes here. Nobody 

don' wear nothin like dat now. Dey was coarse shoes. 

Some say plenty of de people had to go barefooted all de 

time in dem days. Reckon dat would kill de people in die 

day en time. Could& stand nothin like &vb. Tes,mam, see 

Tom Bostick walk right cross dat field many a day just as 

barefooted as he come in de world en all de ground would be 

covered over wid ice en snow. De people get after him en he 

say, 'Nell, I had worser den dis to go through wid in slavery 

time.I Say he come up dat way en he never • know no difference 

den dat he had thick shoe on his foot. 

"Well, you see, some of de white folks would spare dey 

oolored people so much ration when dey knock off work on a 

Saturday to last dem till de next Saturday come.- Hear tell 

dey give dem a peck of meal en a little molasses en .a hog 

jowl en dat had. to last dem all de week. Dent what use, 

little tobacco; give dem a plug of dat en give d.em,a ittle 

flour for Sunday. Didn, nobody have to work on Sund.ay 

den dey would allow dem two days off , for Chzistmas too• 

tp,4,40.1.1in you bout holt my ‘Th4te folks is d 

had a rough *almajust got one day. 

t dem w 

hear dem 
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know dat." 

III hear say two intelligent people didni live so far 

apart en one never treat dey colored people right en being 

as dey wawa' allowed to go from one place to another widout 

dey had a ticket wid dem, dey would steal somethin en run 

away. Say de just man tell dat other man dat if he would 

feed his niggers right, dey wouldnI have no need to be stealin 

so mach things. Nolum, -I does hate' to tell dat. Oose •dey say 

dey done it. Say de overseer would beat dem up dat never do 

what he tell dem to do mighty bad en wouldni be particular 

bout whel dey was buried neither. Bear talk dat dey bury 

heap of dem in a big hole down side de woods somewhel. Oose 

don' know whet dat word true or not, but dat what dey tell 

me." 

to - oo - yes,mam dey sho whip de colored women in dem 

days. Yes smam, de overseer done it cause I hear dem say dat 

myself. Tell dat dey take de wives en whip de blood out dem 

en de husband never did& dare to say no thin . Bear dey whip 

some so bad dey had to grease dem. If de colored people did& 

do to suit de white folks, dey sho whip dem. No smam if dey 

put you out to ivork, ainu nobody think dey gwine lay down under 

de bresh (brush) en stay dere widout doin dey portion of work. 

Yes, child, hear bout dat more times den I got fingers en toes." 
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"Oh, de times be worser in a way dese days. Yes,mam, 

dey sho worser in a way. De people be wiser now den what 

dey used to be, but dere so much gwine on, dey aint thinkin 

bout dey welfare no time en datill shorten anybody days. Oh, 

honey, we livin in a fast world dese days. Peoples used to 

help one another out more en didnI somebody be tryin to pull 

you down all de time. When you is found a wicked one in dat 

day en time, it been a wicked one. Oose de people be more 

intelligent in learnin dese days, but I'm tellin you dere a 

lot of other things got to build you up ' sides learnin. Dere 

one can get up to make a speech what ains got no learnin en 

dey can just preach de finest kind of speech. Say dey aini 

know one thing dey gwine say fore dey get up dere. Folks 

claim dem kind of people been bless wid plenty good mother 

wit. Den another time one dat have de learnin widout de 

mother wit can get up en seem like dey just don' know whet 

to place de next word. Yes,mam, I hear dat often." 

"What I meant by what I say bout de wicked one? I meant 

when you found a wild one, it been a wild one for true. / 

mean you better not meddle wid one like dat cause dey donl 

never care what dey do. People look like dey used to care 

more for dey lives den dey do dese days. Eat what I meant, 

but you can weigh dat like you want to. You see, dere be 

different ways for people to hurt demselves." 

345, 
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"Oh, my soul, hear talk bout dere be ghosts en haute, but 

I never didni experience nothin like dat. Yes,mam, I hear too 

much of dat. Been hearin bout dat ever since I been in a 

manner grown, you may say. T. hear people say dey see dem, but 

I ainf take up no time wid nothin like dat. I have a mind like 

die, if such a thing be true, it aim' intended for everybody to 

see den. I gmine tell you far as I know bout it. I hear dese 

old people say when anybody ohild born mid a caul over dey face, 

dey can always see den things en dem what aini born dat way, dey 

don' see den. (Jose I don' know nothin bout what dat is en I is 

hate to tell it, but I hear lot of people say dey can see haute 

en ghosts all time of a night. Yessum, I hear de older people 

say dat, but I don' know whet it true or no. I know I don' see 

nothin myself, but de wind. Don' see dat, but I feels it." 

"Oh, my sod, some people believe in dat thing call oonjurin, 

but I did& never believe in nothin like Mitt.* Never didni under-

stand nothin like dat. Hear say people could make you leave 

home en all dat, but I never couldnt see into it. Never didn, 

believe in it." 

"Yessmam, / see plenty people wear den dimes round dey ankle 

en all kind of things on dey body, but never didni see my mother 

do nothin like dat. I gwine tell you it last like I got it. 

Hear talk dat some would wear dem for luck en some tote den to 

keep people from hurt in den. I got a silver dime in de house 

dere in my trunk right to die same day dat I used to wear on a 
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string of beads, but I took it off. No lmam, could& stand 

nothin like dat. Den some peoples keeps a bag of asafetida 

tied round dey neck to keep off sickness. Folks put it on 

dey chillun to keep dem from havin worms. I never didne 

wear none in my life, but I know it been a good thing for 

people, especially chillun. Let me see, dere a heap of 

other things dat I learn bout been good !or people to wear 

for sickness. Dere been nutmeg dat some people make a hole 

in en wear it round dey neck. I forget whether it been good 

for neuralgia or some of dem other body ailments, but I know 

it wont for no conjurin." 

"Honey, pa always say dat you couldns expect no more from 

a child den you puts in dey raisin. Pa say, ' Sylvia raise 

up your chillun in de right way en deyill smile on you in your 

old age.' Honey, I don, see what dese people gwine expect dey 

chillun to turn out to be nohow dese days cause dey ainl got 

no raisin en dey aint got no manners. I say, I got a feelin 

for de chillun cause dey parents aim' stay home enough of time 

to learn dem nothin en dey ainl been know no better. Remember 

when my parents went off en tell us to stay home, we never didn: 

darsen to go off de place. Den-when dey would send us off, we 

know we had to be back in de yard fore sunup in de evenin. Yes, 

child, we all had to be obedient to our parents in dat day en 

time. I always was sub-obedient myself en I never had no trouble 

nowhel. Yes lmam, when we went off anywhO, we ax to go en we been 
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more obedient den. None of us didni sass us parents. Won' 

raise dat way. I remember when / was young, I used to tote 

water en make fire to de pot for my mother to wash plenty 

times. Den dey learn me how to use a hoe en when I was 

married en left home, wont nothin strange to me." 

"No,mam, I didnl have no weddin when I was married, but 

everything was pleasant en turned out all right. Yes,mam s 

everybody don' feel so good leavin home, but / felt all right * 

I was married over dere in Bethel M.E. Ohurch en served a 

little cake en wine dere home afterwards en dat ainl no weddil. 

Didni have nothin but pound cake en wine. Had three plain 

cakes. Two was cut up dere home en I remember I carried one 

wid me over Catfish dere to de Reaves place." 

Source: Sylvia Durant, ex-slave, age about 72, Marion, S.C. 

Personal interview by Annie Ruth Davis, Oct., 1937. 


