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EX-SLAVE STOIIES 

(Texas) 

iAZIQUE SANCO was born a 

slave of Mrs. Louisa Green, 
in Columbia, South Carolina, 
on February 10, 18,49. Shortly 
after Mazique WAS freed, he 
enlisted in the army and was 
sent with the Tenth Cavalry to 
San Angelo, then.Fort Concho, 
Texas. After Mazique left the 
army he became well-known as 
a chef, and worked for several 
large hotels. Mazique uses 
little dialect. When asked 
where Mazique is, his yoang wife 
says, " In his office," and upon 
inquiry as to the location of 
this office, she replies mirth-
fully, On de river," for since 
he is tao old to work, Maziaue 
spends most of his time fishing. 

Page One 

"My mistress owned a beautiful home and three hundred twenty acres of 

land in the edge of Golumbia, in South Carolina, just back of the tate house. 

Her rIAM(1- WAS Mrs. Louisa Green and she was a widow lady. That's where I was 

born, but when her nephew, Dr. Edward Flemming, married Miss Dean, I was given 

to him for a wedding present, and so was my mother and her other children. 

I was a very small boy then, and when I was ten Dr. Flemming gave me to his 

crippled mother-in-law for a foot boy. She got crippled in a runaway accident, 

when her husband was killed. He had two fine horses, fiery and spirited as 

could be had.. He called them Ash and Dash, and one day he and his wife were 

out driving and the horses ran the carriage into a big pine tree, and Mr. Deem 

was killed instantly, and Mrs. Dean couldn't ever help herself again. I waited 

on her. I had a good bed and food and was let to earn ten cent shin plasters. 

"When the war was over she called up her five families of slaves and 

told us we could go or stay. Some went and some stayed. I was always an ad-

venturer, wanting to see and learn things, so I left and went back to my mother 

with Mrs. Flemming. 

-1-
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(Texas) 

Page Two 

"I only stayed there a few months and hired out to Major Legg, and 

worked for him several years. I felt I wasn't learning enough, so I joined the 

United States Army and with a hundred and eighty-five boys went to St. Louis, 

Missouri. From there we were transferred with the Tenth Cavalry to Fort Concho. 

I helped haul the lumber frmm San Antonio to finish the buildings at the fort. 

I was there five years. 

"After I went to work at private employme t I did some carpenter work, 

but most of the houses were adobe or pecan pole buildings, so I got a job from 

Mr. Jimm7 Keating as mechanic for awhile, and then drifted to Mexico. Odd jobs 

were all I could get for awhile, so I landed in El Paso and got a job in a hotel 

"That was the start of my success, for I learned to be a skilled chef 

and superintended the kitchens in some of the largest hotels in Texas. I made 

as high as $80.00, in Houston. 1# last work was done at the St. Angelus Hotel 

here in San Angelo and if you don't believe I'm a good cook, just look at my wife 

Over there. ihen I married her she was fourteen years old and weighed a hundred 

and fifteen pounds. Now it's been a long time since I could get her on the s' ie 

not since she passed the two hundred pound mark. 

* * * * 
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EX-SLAVE STORIES 

(Texas) 

cLAF,Isak SCALES, 79, was born 
a slave of William Vaughan, on 
his plantation at Plum Creek, 
Texas. Clarissa married when 
she was fifteen. She owns e 
small farm near Austin, but 
lives with her son, Arthur, 
at 1812 Cedar Ave., Austin. 

"Mammy's name was Mary Vaughan and she was brung from Baton Rouge, 

what am over in Louisiana, by our master. He went and located on Plum 

Creek, down in Hays County. 

"Mammy was a tall, heavy-set woman, moreln six foot tall. She was 

a maid-doctor after freedom. Dat mean she missed women at childbirth.. 

She allus told me de last thing she saw when she left Baton Rouge was 

her manmy standint on a big, wood block to be sold for a slave. Dat de 

last time she ever saw her mammy. Mammy died ! bout fifty years ago. 

She was livint on a farm on Big Walnut Creek, in Travis County. Daddy 

done die a year tefol and she jest grieves herself to death. Daddy was 

shol funny lookint, ' cause he wore long whiskers and what voa calls a 

goatee. He was field worker on de Vaughan plantation. 

"Master Vaughan was good and treated us all right. He was a great 

white man and didn't have no over seer. Missy's name was Margaret, and 

she was good, too. 

"My job was tendint fires and herdint hawgs. I keit fire goint when 

de waahint beint done. Dey'had plenty wood, but used corn cobs for de 

fire. Dere a big hill corn cobs near de wash kettle. In de evenint I had 

to bring in de hawgs. I had a 101 whoop I druv dem wittlaa eight.plaited 

rairihide whoop on de long stick. It a purty sight to se o dem hawgs go under 
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(Texas) 
Page Two Or 

de slip-gap, what was a rail took down from de bottom de fence, so de hawgs 

could run under, 

"Injuns used to pass our cabin in big bunches. One time dey give mammy 

some earrings, but when they's througheatint they wants dem earrings 1)2,A. Dat 

de way de Injuns done. After feedint dem, mammy allus say, 'Be good and kind to 

everybody.' 

"One day Master Vaugham come and say we's all free and cauld go and do what 

we wants. Daddy and mammy rents a place and I stays until Its fifteen. I wanted 

to be a teacher, but daddy ken' me hoeine cotton most de time. Datts all he 

knowed. He allus told me it was enough larnine could I jes' read and write. 

He never even had dat much. But he was de good farmer and good to me and mammy. 

"Dere was a school after freedom. Old Lian Tilden was de teacher. One time 

a bunch of men dey calls di flu Klux come in de room and say, ' You git out of 

here and git ' way from dem niggers. Done let us cotch you here when we comes 

back,! Old Man Tilden shot was scart, but he say, "You all come badic tomorrow.' 

He finishes dat year and we never hears of him ' gain. Dat a log schoolhouse on 

Williamson Creek, five mile south of Austin. 

"Dena cullud teacher named Hamlet Campbell come down from de north. He 

rents a room in a big house and makes a school. De trustees hires and pays him 

and us chillen didn't have to per. I got to go some, and' I allus tells my grand-

daughter how I's head of de class When I does go. She an good in her studies, too. 

"When Its fifteen I marries Benjamin Calhoun Scales and he was a farmer. 

We had five chillen and three bays is livin'. One am a preacher and Arthur am 

a cement laborer and Chester works in a printint shop. 

4 
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Page Three 

Benjie dies an February 15th, die year.(1937). I lives with Arthur 

and de goviment gives me $10.00 de month. I has de li'l farm of nineteen acres 

out near Oak Hill and Floyd, de preacher, lives on dat. Al]. my boys is good to 

me. Dey done good., and betterin we could, ' cause we couldn't git mach larninl 

dem days. I's had de good life. But we 'predated our chance moreln de young 

folks does nowadays. Dey has so much dev don't have to try so hard. If we'd 

had what dey got, we'd thunk we was done died and gone to Glory Land. Maybe dey'll 

be all right when deys growed. 

****** 
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EL-SLAVE WOMBS Page One 
(Texas) 

HANNAH SCOTT was born 
in slavery, in Alabama. 
She does not know her 
age but ssys she was 
grown when her last 
master, Bat Peterson, 
set her free. Hannah 
lives with her grandson 
in a two-.room house near 
the railroad tracks, in 
Houston, Texas. Unable to 
walk because of a paralytic 
stroke, Hannah asked her 
grandson to lift her from 
the bed to a chair, from 
which she told her story. 

"Son, move de chair a mite closer to de stove. Dere, dat's better, 

'cause de heat kind of sopple me up. Ain't nothin' left of me but some 

skin and bones, hohow. 

"Lemma see now. I s born in Alabama and I think dey calls it Fayette 

County. Mama's name was ArdiSsa and she ' long to Marse Clark Eccles, but 

us chillen allus call him White Pa. Miss Hetty, his wife, we calls her 

White Ma. 

"I nev4nowed my own pa, ' cause he ' long to Inother man and was sold 

away ' fore I's old InoLigh to know him. Mama has five us chillen, but dey 

all dead Iceptinl me. Bey didn't have no marriage back den like now. Dey 

just pus black folks together in de sight of man and not in de sight of 

Gawd, and day puts dem asunder, too. 

"Marse Eccles didn't have no big ploce and only nine slaves. I guess 

he what you calls ' poor folks,' but he mighty' good to he black folks. I 

'member when he sold us to Alatnreternn. He and White Ma break down and 

cry when old Bat puts us in de wagon and takes us off to Arkansas. I heared 
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mama say something ' bout White Pa sellinl us far debt and he gits a hunerd 

dollars for me. 

"Whoosh, it shoo was a heap diflent from Alabama. Mafse Bat had 

niggers. I reckon he must of had. a hnnerd of dem and two nigger drivers, 

Uncle Green and Uncle Jake and a overseer. Marse Bat was mean, too, and 

work he slaves from daylight till nine o'clock at night. I carries water 

for de hands. I carries de bucket on my head and ' fore long I ain't got 

no more hair on my head dan you has on de palm of you hand. No, sail! 

"When I gits bigger, de overseer puts me in de field with de rest. 

Marse Bat grow mostly cotton and it don't make no dirence is you big or 

li'l, you better keep up or de drivers burn you up with de whip, shot 'nough. 

Old Marse Bat never put a lick on me all de years I ' longs to him, but de 

drivers sho' burnt me plenty times. Sometime I gits so tired come night, 

I draps right in de row and gone to sleep. Den de driver come ' long and, 

wham, dey cuts you ' cross de back with de whip and you wakes up when it 

lights on you, yes, auh: 'Bout nine o'clock dev hollers ' cotton up' and 

dat de quittin' signal. We goes to dm quarters and jes' drgp on de bunk 

and go to sleep without nothint to eat. 

"On old Bat's place dat all us know, is work and more work. De onlies' 

time we has off 310 Sunday and den we has to wash and mend clothes. De first 

Sunday of de month a white preacher come, but all he say is ' bedience to de 

white folks, and we hears I/lough of dat without him tellinl us. 

"I 'member when White Pa come to try git mama and us Chillen back. We been 

in Arkansas five, six year, and, whoosh, I shot wants to go back to my White 
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Pa, but old Bat wouldn't let us O. He came to our quarters dat night and 

tell mama if she or us chillen try to run off he'll kill us. Dey shot watch 

us for awhile. 

"Sometimes one of de niggers runs off but he aint .Cgone long. He 

gits hongry and comes back. Den he gits a burninl with de bullwhip. Does 

he run ' way again, Marse Bat mr he got too much rabbit in him and chains 

him up till he goes to Little B' Ck àM sellshi' .. 

"I heared some white' tola treat dey:Slaves good and give dem time 

off, but Marse Bat don't. We has plenty to et and clothes, but dat all. 

Dat de way it was till we 's freed, only it wasn't in Arkansas. It was down 

to Richmond, here in Texas, cause Mersa Bat rents a farm at Richmond. He 

thunk if he brung us to Texas he wouldn't have to set us free. But he got 

fooled, ' cause a govIment man come tell us we's free. We had de crop planted 

and old Bat say if we'll stay through pickint he'll pay us. Mama and us 

stayed awhile. 

"I gits married legal with Richard Scott and we comes to Harrisburg 

and he gits a job on de section of de railroad. Its lived here ever since. 

My husban' and me raises five chillen, but only de one gal am alive now. 

My grandson takes care of me. He tells me iffen my husband lived so long, 

he be 107 years old. I know he was older dan me, but not,',xactly how much. 

"Sometime I feel Is been here too long, ' cause I's paralyzed and 

can't move round none. But maybe de Lewd ain't mat' for me yet, and de 

Debbil won't have me. 

******* 
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EX-SLAVE STOPIES Page One 
(Texas) 

ABRAM SELLS was born a slave 
on the Rimes Plantation, which 
was located about 18 miles south-
east of Newton, Texas. He does 
not know his age, but must be 
well along in the 80s, as his 
recollections of slavery days 
are keen. He lives at James-
town, Texas. 

"1 as birthed on the Rimes Plantation, now called 

Harrisburg. My great-grand-daddy's name was Bowser Rimes and he 

vies brung to Texas from Louisiana and die at 138 year old. se's 

buried on tne old Ben Powell place close to Jasper. My grand- daddy, 

that's John, he lives to be 103 yeer old and he buried on the Eddy 

Plantation at Jasper. My daddy, Mose alone's, he die young at 86 and 

he buried in Jasper County, too. My mmmmy's name was Phoebe and 

she was birthed a Rimes nigger rnd brung to Texas from beck in 

Louisiana. The yeer slaves was freed, I was inherit by a man named 

Sells, what marry into the Rimes family and that's why my name's 

Sells, ' muse it cbenge ' long with the marriage. US was jesl ready 

to be ship back to Louisiana to the nee MRSSOS plantation when the 

-nd of the war break up the trip. 

"You see, we all had purty good time on WISSP Rtes' s 

plantation. None of them earl& ' bout being sot free. They has to 

work hard all time, but that don' mean so much, ' cause they have to 

work iffen they was on they own, too. The old folks was ' lowed 

Saturday eveninl off or when they's sick, and us little ones, us not 

do much but bring in the wood and kindle the fires and tote water 

and help wash clothes and feed the little pigs and chickens. 

-1-
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"Us chillen hang round close to the big house and us have a old 

man tflat rent round with us and look after us, white chillen and black 

chillen, and that old man Was My great grand-daddy. Us shot have to 

mind him, ' cause iffen we didn't, us shot have bad ludk. He alias hPve 

tie pocket of things to conjure with. That rabbit foot, ne took it 

out and he work that on you till you take the creeps and git shakin 1 all 

over. Then there's n pocket full of fish scales and he kind of squeak 

and. rattle them in tne hand and right. then you wish you was dead and 

promise to do anything. Another thing he allus have in the pocket was 

a 11 11 old dry-up turtle, jest a mud turtle ' bout the size of a monis 

thumb, tre whole thing jest dry up and. dead. With that thing he say 

he could do mos' anything, but he never use it iffen he ain't have to. 

A fw times I seed him git all tangle up and boddered and he go off by 

hisself and sot down in a quiet place, take out this very turtle and 

put it in the palm of the hand pnd turn it round and round and say 

somethin 1 all the time. After while he git everythin,s. ontwisted nd 

he comp back with a smile on he face and maybe whistlint. 

"They fed ell us nigger chillen in a 1)ig trough make oaten wood, 

maybe more a wood tray, dug outIn soft timber like magnolidpr cypress. 
\ 

They put it under a tree in the shade in summer time and give each chile 

a wood spoon, then mix all the food up in the trough and us goes to eatin 1. 

Los' the food was potlicker, jest common old potlicker: turnip green and 

the juice, Irish ttaters and the juice, cabbages and peas end beans, jest 

anything what make potlicker. All us git round like to many pigs 

and then us dish in with our wood spoon till it all gone. 

-2-. 
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has lots of meat at times. Old grand-daddy allus ketchin' 

rabbit in some kind of trap, mostly make out'n a holler log. He sot 

'em round in the garden and shol kotch the rabbits. And possums, us 

have a good possum dog, sometimes two or three, end every night you 

heer,d them dogs barklnl in the field down by the branch, Shot 'nu% 

they git possum treed and us go git him and parbile him and put him 

in the oven Lnd bake him plumb tender. Then we stacks sweet Itaters 

round him and pot the juice over the whole thing. Now, there is 

somethinl good lnuf for a king. 

"Thre Was lots of deer and turkey and squirrel in the will wood 

pnd somebody out hunt in' nearly every thy. course Massa Rime's folks 

couldn't eat up all this meat befol it spile and the niggers allus 

areat big part of it. Then we kilt lots of hawgs and then talk 

'bout eatinl! 0, them chitlinls, sousemeat and the haslets, thats 

the liver and the lights all biled up together. Us 11'1 riggers fill 

up on sich as that and go to bed and mosl dream us is 11'1 pigs. 

"Us allus have plenty to eat but didntt pay much ltention to 

Clothes. Boys and gals all dress jest alike, one long shirt or dress. 

They call it a shirt iffen a bay wear it and call it a dress iffen the 

gal weal,. it. There wasn't no difference, ' cause they's all made outtn 

somethinl like duck and all white. That is, they's widie when you 1113/ 

put them on, but after you wears them a while they git kind of pig-aullud, 

kind of grey, but still they's all the same color. Us all go barefoot 

in summer, lill ones and big ones, but in winter us have homemake shoes. 
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They tan the leather at home and mRke the shoe at home, allus some old 

nigger that kin make shoe. They was more like moot sin, with lace made 

of deerskin. The soles was peg on with woo,1 pegs outtn meple and sharpen 

down with a shoe knife, 

"Us have hats make outtn pine straw, long leaf pine straw, tied 

together in litl bunches and platted round and round till it make a kinder 

het. That eine straw great stuff in them days and us use it in lots of 

Tee's. Us kivered sweet tteters with it to keep them from git freeze and. 

'rl.o&s made beds outtn it and folks too. Yes, sir, us slept on it. The 

beds hed jest one leg. They bored two hole in the wall up in the corner 

and stuck two pole in them holes and lay plank on thet like slats end 

pile lots of pine straw on that. Then they spread a homsmake blanket or 

ouilt on that and sometime four or five 11'1 niggers slept in there to 

keep us warm. 

"The litl folks slept most as long as they want to in daylight, 

but the big niggers have to come outtn that bed ' bout fot o'clock when 

tne big horn blow. The overseer have one nigger, ne wake up early for 

to blow the horn and when he blow this horn he make sich e holler then 

all the res' of the niggers better git outtn that bed and tpear at the 

bare ' emit daylight. He might not whip him for being late the fust 

time, but that nigger better not forgit the secont time and. be late! 

"Massa Rimes didn't whip them much, but itfen they was had niggers 

he jest solo, them offmn the place and let somebody else do the whippint. 

Never have no church house or school, but Massa Rises, he call them in 

and read the Bible to them. Than he turn the service over to some good, 

12 
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old, ' ligious niggers and let them finish with the singin, and prayinl 

end ' sorting. After pAach clearea, a scnool was Istablish and a waits 

man caae from the nortii to teacn tne culiad ck.illen, out bifol that 

w1Ley didn' t paius to teach tne niggers nothtn 1 Iceptini to work, 

and tne wrii,e chillen °lune(' nave much scuoat. neitner. 

"That was one plantaton whet was run tsclusively by itself. 

nassa Rimes have a commissary or stol house, whar he kepi whatnot things 

them what make on the plantation and things the slaves couldn' mike for 

themselfs. That wasn't much, cause we make us own clothes and shoes 

And plow and all farm tools and us even make our own plow line outtn 

cotton and iffen us run short of cotton sometime make them out'n bear 

grass and we make buttons for us clothes outin lig round pieces of 

gourds and kiver them wdth cloth. 

"That wasn't sick a big plantation, 'bout a t'ousand acre and 

only ' bout forty nigg-rs. There wasla no jail and they didn't need none. 

Us have no real doctor, but of course there was a doctor man at Jasper 

and one at Newton, but a nigger have to be purty sick ' fore they call a 

doctor. There's allus some old time nigger what knowed lots of remedies 

and knowed all dif'rent kinds of yarbs and roots. My grand-daddy, he 

could stop blood, and he could conjure off the fever and rub his fingers 

over warts and they'd git away. He make lie outIn rattlesnake for the 

rheumatis'. For the cramp he git a kind of bark of fen a tree and it done 

the job, too. Some niggers wo' brass rings to keep off the rheumatis , 

snd punch hole in a penny or dime and wear that on the ankle to keep off 

1.3 
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Page Six 

"'Member the war? Course I does. I 'member how some of he 

march off in their uniforms, lookinl so rand, nnd how some of then hide 

out in the wood to keep from lookin' so grand. They was lots of talkin , 

'bout fighting, and rubbing and scrubbing the old shotgun. The oldes' 

niggers was sett in' round the fire late in the night, stirrinl the ashes 

with the poker end rakin' out the roas 1 Itaters, They's smokin' the old 

corn cob pipe and homemake tobacco and whisperin' right low and quiet 

like what they's gwineter do and whar they's gwineter to when Mister 

Lincoln, he turn them free. 

"The more they talk, the more I git scared that the niggers 

is going to git sot free and wondering what I's gwine to do if they is, 

No, I,suess I don't want to live back in them times no mot, but I shot 

seed lots of niggers not doin' so well as they didwhen thly was slaves 

and not havin' nigh as much to eat. 

******** 
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EL-SLAVE STORIES Page One 
(Texas) 

GEORGE SELMAN was born in 1852, 
five miles east of Alto, Texas. 
His father was born in Virginia 
and his mother in South Carolina, 
and were brought to Texas by Mr. 
Dan Lewis. Green has been a 
Baptist minister since his yeuth. 

He lives in Jacksonville, Texas. 

* 15 

wle was a big fam'ly, nine children. I was born a 

slave of the Selmans, Marster Tom and Missus Pblly, and they 

lived in Mississippi. Mother's name was Martha and my father's 

name was John Green Selman. 

"Marster's folks come from Mississippi a long ways back 

and they had a big house mode from hewed lo7s with a big hallway 

down the middle. The kitchen was out in the yard, ' bout forty 

steps from the house. The yard had fire acres in it and a big 

garden was in it. Marster had five slaVe femilies and our cabins 

was built ir a half circle in the back yard. I seemed to be 

the eet and always went with Marster Tom to town or wherever he 

was goini. Then I learned to plow 13y my mother letting me hold 

the handles and walk along with her. Finally she let me go ' round 

by myself. 

"Marster Tom was always good to us and he taught me religion. 

He was the best man I ever knew. When Saturday noon come, they 

blew the horn and we quit workinl. We went to church one Sunday 

a month and we sat on one side and the white folks on the other. 

"I never learnt to. read and write, bat I learned to work 

in the house and the fields. Late in the day Aunt Dicey, who 
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was the coat, called all us children out under the big trees and 

give us supper. This was in summer, but nobody ever fed us but 

Aunt Dicey. We al at from one-towl, or maybe I'd call it a tray, 

'cause it was made of wood, like a bread tray but bigger, big 

enough to hold three, four gallons. She put the food in the tray 

rnd give each chill a spoon. Mostly we had pot likker and corn-

bread. In winter we ate from the same tray, but in the kitchen. 

"I never seen runaway slaves, but Marster Tom had a neighbor 

mean to slaves and sometimes when they was whipped we could hear ' em 

holler. The neighbor had one slave called Wile, and she was a 

weaver and was to mean she had to wear a chain. After she died, I 

heered her ghost one night. I was stayin' with a white man who had 

the malaria,tvphoid-pneumonia fever, and one night I heered Sallie 

scream and seen her chain drag back and forth. I toll the man I 

knowed it was Sallie, 'cause Ile: :heered that scream for years. But 

the man said she was dead, so it musl have been her ghost. I hemred 

her night after night, screaminl and dragginl her chain up and down. 

"When Marster Tom says we's free, I goes to his sister, Miss 

Calline and works for her. After sevlral years I lamed to preach 

and I's the author of most the Baptist churches in this county. 
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CALLIE SHIT .orp, age 84, lives 

at 4701 Spring Ave., Dallas, 
Texas. She was born near Gilmer, 
Texas, in 1852, a slave of the 
Stevens family. At present she 
is cared for by her 68 year old 
son and his wife. 

Page One 

"Course I kin tell you. I got Imemberance like dey don't 

h-ve nowadays. Dat ' cause things is goin' round and round too fast 

without no settinl Ind talkint things over. 

"I's native born right down here at Gilmer on de old place 

and Miss Fannie could tell -oa de SPIV' if she could be in your presence, 

but she went on to Glory many a year ago. She de one whtt raised me, 

right in de house with her own chillen. I slop' right in de house, 

in de chillens' room, in a little trundle bed what jusl pushed back 

under de big bed when de morninl come. If her chillen et one side 

de table I et tlother side, right by Miss Fannie's elbow. 

"Miss Fannie, she DT. Steven's wife and dey from Georgia nnd 

lived near Gilmer till de doctor goes off to de war and takes a sick-

ness what he ain't never get peart from and died. Died right there on 

de old plate. He was a right livin' man and dey allus good to me and 

my mammy, what dey done brought from Georgia and she de main cook, 

"My mammy don't think they ain't nobody like Miss Fannie. My 

mammy, she a little red-Indian nigger woman not so big as me, and Miss 

Fanny tell her, 'Don't you cry 'cause dey tryin l make freedom, tcanse 

de doctor done say we is gwine help you raise your babies.' 

-1-
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"Some de niggers don't like de treatment what dey white folks 

gives ' em and dey run away to de woods. I'd hear de nigger doge. a-runninl 

and when dey cotch de niggers dey bites tem all over and tears dey clothes 

and gits de skin, too. Aed de niggers, dey'd holler. I seed lem whip de 

niggers, ' cause dey tolt de chillen to look. Dey buckled lem down on de 

gratin' and laid it on dey becks. Sometimes dey laid on with a mihty 

heavy hand, But I ain't never git no whippin' ' cause I never went with 

de cullnd gen'ration. I set right in buggy with de white chillen and 

went to hear Gospel preachint. 

"I danced at de balls in de sixteen figure round sets and every-

body in dem parts say I de principal dancer, but I gits Iligion and left 

de old way to live in de Iterminattel to live beyon' dis vole of tears. 

"I have my tribllations after my old daddy die, ' cause he good 

to us little chillen. But my ni=xt daddy a man mighty rough on UB. Dat 

after Miss Fannie done goneback to Georgia and my back done hurt me all 

de time from pullin' fodder and choppinl cotton. It make a big indif'rence 

after Miss Fannie gone, and d- war ee cause of it all. I heered de big 

cannons going on over there jual like de bigges' clap of thunder. 

"Me and de little chillen plwin, in de road makin' frog houses out 

of sand when we hear de hosses cominl. We looks and see de budellions shinin' 

in de sun and de sniers have tin cups tied on side dere saddles and throwed 

dem cups to us chillen as dey passed. Dey say war is over and we is free. 

Miss Fannie say she a Seay from Georgia and she go back dere, but I juss 

stay on where 'Is native born. 

****** 
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BETTY SIMMONS, 100 or more, was 
born a slave to beftwidge Carter, 
in Macedonia, Alabama. She was 
stolen when a child, sold to slave 
traders and later to a man in Texas. 
She now lives in Beaumont, Texas. 

"I think I's 'bout a bunnerd and one or two year old. My 

papa was afros man, ' cause his old masse sot him free ' fore I's born, 

and give him a hoes and saddle and a little house to live in. 

"My old mess& when Ile a chile, he name Mr. loftwidge Carter 

and when he daughter marry Mr. Wash Bangferd, maime give me to her. 

She was call Clementine. Massa langford has a little store and a 

man call Mabley go in business with him. Die man bring down he 

brothers and dey fair clean Masse Langford out. Be was mint. 

"But while all die gain' an i didn't know it and I was happy. 

Dv was good to me and I don't work too hard, jusl gits in de mischief. 

One time I she' got drank and dis de war of it. Massa have de puncheon 

of whiskey and he sell de whiskey, to*. low, in den days, dey have 

frills 'round de bola, dey wasn't naked beds like nowadays. tey puts 

die puncheon under de beds and de frills hides it, but I's nussinl a 

little bey in dat room and I crawls under dat bed and drinks eat of de 

puncheon. Den I pike de head out and say ' Boo' at de little boy, and 

he laugh and laugh. Den I tucks back and drinks a little more and I 

saY 'Boo' at him ' gain, and he laugh and laugh. Dey was lots of whiskey 

in dat puncheon and I keeps drinkin, and win' 'Boo'. My head, it gits 

funny and I come out with de puncheon and starts to de kitchen, where 

my aunt Adeline was de cook. I jes' a-stompinl and. twin' de big words. 

en-
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Day never lets me 'round where dat puncheon is no mere. 

"When Massa Langford was mint and dsy vim' take de store 

Iwo from him, dey was trouble, plenty if dat. One day mass& send me 

down do he brudier's place. I was dire two days and ten de missy tell 

me to go to de fence. Den e was two white men in a buggy and one of ' em 

say, ' I thought she bigger din dot.' Eon he asks me, ' Betty, kin yen 

cook?' I tells him I been coek helper two, three month, and he way, 

'You git dressed and COMO on town three mile to de other site de post 

office.' So I gits my little bundle and when I gits dere he say, ' Gal, 

ysix want to go 'bout 26 mile and help sneak at de I:martin' house? ' Hs 

tries to make me believe I won't be gone a long time, but when I gits in 

de buggy day tells me Massa Langford done les' everytling and he have to 

hide out he niggers for to keep he credidkers from gittint dem. . Some 

of de nigger. he hides in to woods, but he stole me from my sweet missy 

ant sell me so tea credickers can't git me. 

"When we gits to de crossroads tore de !nesse and a nigger man. 

Dat another slave he vine to sell, and he hate to sell us so bad be can't 

look us in de eye. Thiry puts us niggers inside de buggy, so iffen to erect.-

ickers comes along doy can't see us. 

"Pinally dose slave specolaters puts de nigger man and me in te train 

ant takes us to Memphis, and when we gits tire Lay tikes us to de nigger 

traders' yard. We git* demo at breakfast time and waits for to beat toy 

calls to 'Ohio' to git tore, De boat jus' ahead of die Ohio, 014 Capt. 

Pabra's boat, was Istroyed and tat delay our beat two biers. When it come, 
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dey was 258 niggers out of dem nigger yards in Memphis what gits on dat 

boat. Dey puts de niggers upstairs and goes down de river far as Vicks-

burg, dat was de place, and den us gits offen de boat and gits on de train 

'gain and de time we goes to New Orleans. 

"I's satisfy den I los' skv people and ain't never goin to see 

dem no more in .die world, and I mover did. Dey has three big trader 

yard in New Orleans and I hear de traders sky dat town 25 mile square. 

ain't like it so well, I:ause I ain't like it 'bout dat big river. 

We hears some of ' am say dere's gwineter throw a long war and us all 

think what day buy us for if we's gwine to be sot free. Some was still 

buyin' niggers every fall and us think it too funky dey kap' on 

up when dey gwineter be emptyinl out soon. 

"Dey have big sandbars and planks fix ' round do nigger yards and 

dey have watchmane to keep den from runnin ' way in de swamp. Some of 

de niggers toy have jual picked. up on de road, dey steals dam. Dey calls 

dem ' wagon toy' and wagon gal.' Dey has one bit mulatto boy dey stole 

'long de road dat way and he massa find out ' bout him and come and git 

him and take him ' way. And a woman what was a seamster, a man what knowed 

her seed her in de pen and he dons told her massa and he come right down 

and git her. She shol was proud to git out. She was stole from ' long de 

road, too. You sees, if dey could steal de niggers and sell Ism for de 

good money, den traders could make plenty money dat way. 

"At las' Col. Perteseue, he buy me and kepi me, He a fighter in 

de Mexican War and he come to New Orleans to buy he slaves. He takes me 

up de Red River to Shreveport and den by de buggy to Liberty, in Texas. 
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"De Colonel, he a good mass& to us. BA ( lows us to work to 

patch of ground for ourselves, and maybe have a pig or a o3uple chickens 

for ourselves, and he allus make out to give us plenty to eat. 

"De massa, when a place fill up, he allus pick and move to 

a place where dere ain't so much people. Dat how come de Colonel fuel 

left Alabama and come to Texas, and to de place dey calls Beef Read den, 

but calls Gran' Cane now. 

"When us come to Gran' Cane a nigger boy git stuck on one us 

house girls and he run away from he mesa and feller us. It were a woodly 

country and de bay outrun he chasers. I heered de dogs after him and he 

torn and bleedin' with de bresh and he run upstair in de gin house. De 

dogs sot down by de door and de dog-man, what hired to chase him, he drug 

him down and throw him in de Horse Hole and tells de two dogs to swim in 

and git him. De boy so scairt he yell and holler but de dogs nip and 

pinch him good with de claws and teeth. When dey lets de boy out de water 

hole he all bit up and when he masea lain how mean de dog-man been to de 

bay he ' fuses to pay de fee. 

"I gits married in slavery time. to George Portescue. De masse 

he marry us sort of like de justice of de peace. But my husbanl, he git 

kilt in Liberty, when he cuttinl down a tree and it fall on him. I ain't 

never marry no more. 

"I eh& was glad when freedom come, ' estate dey juts' ready to 

put my little three year old boy in de field. Dey took gem young. I has 

another baby call Mittie, and she too young to work. I don't know how mark)" 

&Ulan Its have, and sometimes I sits and tries to count " ems. Dees seven 
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living but I had 'bout fourteen. 

NDey was pretty hard on de nigger.. Iffen us have de baby us only 

glowed to stay in de house for one month and card and spin, and den us has to 

getout in de field. Dey allus blow de horn for us mammies to come up and 

made babies. 

PI seed plenty soldiers 'fore freedom. Dees de Democrats, ' canoe 

I never seed no Yankees. Us niters need to wash and iron for den. AI night 

us mod dose soldiers peeping 'round de honse and us in gwei in to bresh. 

°nen freedom come us was laying by de crop and de "Lassa he give 

s a gengrous part of dat crop and us move to Clarks place. We eta on all 

ight after freedom, but it hart at first 'canoe us didn't know how to to for 

rselves, But we has to larn. 

************0 
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GSORGE SIMMONS, oorn in Alabama 
in 1854, was owned by Mr. Steve 
Jaynes, who lived. near Beaumont, 
Texas. George flan a good- many 
memories of slavery years, although 
he was still a child when tie was 
freed. He now lives in Eeaumont,Tex. 

"I's bolt' durint slavery, somewnar in Alabama, but I dont 

'member wnar my manuny said. Dey b:rung me hare endurint de War and 

I belonged to Massa Steve Jaynes, and he had 'tout 75 other niggers. 

It was a big place end lots at wo,k, but I's too livtle to do much 

tcept errands ' round de house. 

"biassa Jaynes, he raised cotton and coln and he have ' bout 

400 acres. He tspected de niggers to walk tard from morn.int till 

sundown, but he was fair in treatin' em. He give us plenty to eat 

and lots of cornbread and black-eye' peas and plenty hawg meat and. 

sich. We had possum sometimes, too. Just took a nice, fat possum 

we done cotcned in de woods end skinned lim and put tim in a oven 

end roast Tim with sweet Itatoes all tround and make plenty navy. 

Dat was good. 

"Massa. Jaynes, he ' lowed de slaves who wanted to have a 

little place to make garden, vegltables and dose kin' of things. 

He give ' em seed and de nigger could have all tie raised in his 

little garden. We was all well kept and I don' see whar freedcm 

was much eel' better, in a way. Course, some MASSE1,8 was bad to 

dere slaves and whipped ' em so hasd dey's nearly dead. I know 

dat, ' cause I heered it from de neighbors places. 
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Some of dere slaves would run sway and hide in de woods and mos' of ' em 

was kotched with dogs. Fintly den took to puttint bells on de slaves 

so ifren dey run away, dey could hear ' em in de woods. Dey put tem on 

with a chain, so dey couldnt get ' em off. 

"We could have church on Sunday and our own cullud church. 

Sam Watson, no was de nigger preacher and he's a slave, too. 

"I didn' know much ' bout de war, ' cause we couldn' read and de 

white folks didn' talk war much ' fore us. But we heered things and I 

'member de sojers on dere way back after it's ell over,, Dey wasnt dressed 

in a uniform and dey clotnes was mostly tags, dey was dat tore up. We 

seed tem walkint on de road and sometimes den had ole wagons, but most 

times dey walk. I 'member some Yankee sojers, too. Dey have canteens 

ovr de shoulder, and mos' of tom has blue uniforms on. 

"Massa, he tell us when freedom come, and some of us tays ' round 

awhile, ' cause whar is we'uns goint? We didn' know what to do and we 

didn' know how to keep ourselves, and what was we to do to get food and 

a place to live? liose was he'd times, ' cause de country tore up and 

de business bad. 

"And de Kluxes dey range ' round some. Den soon plays out 

but dey took mos' de time to scare de niggers. One time dey comes to 

my daddy's house and de leader, him in de long robe, he say, ' Nigger, 

quick you and git me a drink or water.' My daddy, he brung de white 

folks drinkint gourd and dat Klux, he say, 'Nigger, I say git me a 

big drink -- bring me dat bucket. Its thirsty.' lie drinks three 

25 



Page Three 

• Ex,-slave Stories 
(Texas) 

buckets ot water, we thinks he does, but what you think we learns? 

He has a rubber bag under his robe and is putt in' dat water in dere! 

40******* 

.• 26 



41 ( V 2 ( )9 o.pr J' 

EX-SLAV E STORIES Page One 
(Texas) 

BEN SIMPSON, 90, was born in Nor-
cross, Georgia, a slave of the 
Stielszen family. He had a cruel 
master, and was afraid to tell the 
truth about his life as a slave, 
until assured that no harm would 
come to him. - Ben now lives in 
Madisonville, Texas, and receives 
a small old age pension. 

"Boss, Its born in Georgia, in Norcross, and Its ninety years old. 

My father's name was Roger Stielszen and my mother's name was Betty. 

Massa Earl Stielszen captures them in Africa and brung them to Georgia. 

He got kilt and Irkv sister and me went to his son. His son was a killer. 

He got in trouble there in Georgia and got him two good -stepping bosses 

and the covered wagon. Then he chains all he slaves round the necks and 

fastens the chains to the bosses and makes them walk all the way to Texas. 

My mother and my sister had to walk. Emma was my sister. Somewhere on 

the road it went to snowin' and massa wouldn't let us wrap anything round 

our feet. We had to sleep on the ground, too, in all that snow. 

"Massa have a great, long whip platted out of rawhide and when one 

the niggers fall behind or give out, he hit him with that whip. It take 

the hide every time he hit a nigger. Mother, she give out on the way, 

'bout the line of Texas. Her feet got raw and bleedinl and her legs swoll 

plumb out of shape. Then massa, he /us' take out he gun and shot her, and 

whilst she lay dyin' he kicks her two, three times and say, ' Damn a nigger 

what can't stand nothint.' Boss, you know that man, he wouldn't bury 

mother, just leave her lay-in' where he shot her at. You know, then there 

wasn't no law igainst kill/no niger slaves. 
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"He come plumb to Austin through that snow. He taken up fanning 

and changes he name to Alex Simpson, and changes our names, too. He cut 

logs and builded he home on the side of them mountains. We never had no 

quarters. When night-time come he locks the chain round our necks and 

then locks it round a tree. Boss, our bed were the ground. All he feed us 

was raw meat and green corn. Boss, I et many a green weed. I was hongry. 

He never let us eat at neon, he worked us all day without stoppint. We went 

naked, that the way he worked us. We never had any clothes. 

"He brands us. He brand my mother befol us left Georgia. Boss, 

that nearly kilt her. He brand her in the breast, then between the shoulders. 

He brand all us. 

"My sister, Emma, was the only woman he have till he marries. Emma 

was wife of all seven Negro slaves. He sold her when she's ' bout fifteen, 

jue befol her beby was born. I never seen her since. 

"Boss, mesa was a outlaw. He come to Texas and deal in stolen 

hosses. Just befot he's hung for stealing bosses, he marries a young Spanish 

gal. He shot mean to her. Whips her ' cause she want him to leave he slaves 

alone and live right. Bless her heart, she's the best gal in the world. She 

was the best thing God ever put life in the world. She cry and cry every time 

massa go off. She let us a-loose and she feed us good one time while he's 

gone. Missy Selena, she tarn us a-loose and we wash in the creek clost by. 

She jusl fasten the chain on us and give us great big pot cooked meat and corn, 

and up he rides. Never says a word but come to see what us eatinl. He pick 

up he whip and whip her till she falls. If I could have got a-loose I'd kilt 

art.ati 
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him. I swore if I ever got a-loose I'd kill him. But befol long after that 

he fails to come home, and some people finds him hanginl to a tree. Boss, 

that long after war time he got hung. He didn't let us free. Te wore chains 

all the time. When we work, we drug them chains with us. At night he lock us 

to a tree to keep us from ranninl off. He didn't have to do that. We were 

Ifraid to run. We knew he'd kill us. Besides, 11,3 brands us and they no way 

to get it off. It's put there with a hot iron. You can't JA it off. 

"If a slave die, massa made the rest of us tie a rope round he feet 

and drag him &f. Never buried one, it was too much trouble. 

"Massa allus say he be rich after the war. He stealinl all the time. 

He have a whole mountain side where he keep he stock. Missy Selena tell us 

one day we sposed to be free, but he didn't turn us a-loose. It was ' bout 

three years after the war they hung him. Missy turned us a-loose. 

"I h:-!d a hard time then. All I had to,eat was what I could find and 

steal. I was Ifraid of everybody. I just went wild and to the woods, but, 

thank God, a bunch of men taken they dogs and ran me down. They carry me 

to they place. Gen. Houston had some niggers and he made them feed me. 

He made them keep me till I git well and able to work. Then he give me a 

job. I marry one the gals befo , I leaves then. I'm plumb out of place there 

at my own weddin'. Yes, sub, boss, it wasn't one year bafo , that I'm the wild 

nigger. We had thirteen chillen. 

"I farms all my life after that. I didn't know nothinl else to do. I 

made plenty cotton, but now I'm too old. Me and my wife is alone now. This 

old nigger gits the li'l pension from the govoment. I not got much longer to 

stay here. I's ready to see God but I hope my old massa ain't there to 

torment me again. 
* * * 
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GILES SMITH, 79, now residing at 
3107 Blanchard St., Fort Worth, 

Texan, was born a slave of Major-
Hardwiga, on a plantation near Union 
Union Springs, Alabama, The Major 
gave Giles to his daughter when he 
was an infant and he never saw his 
parents again. In 1874 Frank Talbot 
brought Giles to Texas, and he work-

ed on the farm two years. He then 
went to Brewnwood and worked in a 
gin seventeen years. In 1908 he 
moved to Pert Worth and worked for 
a. packing company. Old age led to 
his discharge in 1931 and he has 
since worked at any odd jobs he 
could find. 

a 

"My name am Giles Smith, ' cause my papry was born on the Smith 

plantation and I took his name. I's born at Union Springs, in Alabama 

and Major Hatdway owned me and ' bout a hundred other slaves. But he 

gave me to Mary, his daughter, when I's oaly a few months old and lad 

tOi be fed on a bottle, ' cause she am just married to Massa Miles. She 

told me how she carried me home in her arms., She say I was so she 

have a hard time to make me eat out the bottle, and I put up a good fight 

so she nearly took me back. 

"I don't 'member the start of the war, but de endinl I does. Massa 

Miles called all us together and tola' us we's free and it give us all de 

jitters. He treated all us fine and nobody wanted to go. He and Missy 

am de best folks de Lawd could make. I stayed till I was sixteen years old. 

"It am years after freedom Missy Mary say to me what massa allus 

say, ' If tlenigger won't follow orders by kind treatin', sich nigger am 

wrong in the head and not worth keepinl. He didn't have to rush us. We'd 

just dig in and do the wor.k.One time Massa clearin some land aid it am 

gitting late fir breakinl the ground. Us allus have Saturday afternoon 

30 
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rnd Sunday off. Old Jerry says to us, ' Tell pros what us do, . go to the 

clearint this afternoon and Sunday and finish for the Massa.. That she' make 

him glad.' 

"Saturday noon come and nobody tells the massa but go to that clearint 

and sing while us work, cuttine bresh and grubbint stamps and burnint bresh. 

Us sing 

say, 

"Hi, he, ug, hi, ho, ug, 
De sharp bit, de strong arm, 
Hi, he, ug, hi, he, ug, 
Die tree am done ' fore us warm.' 

"De massa come out and his mouth am slippint all over he face and he 

tWhat this ill mean? Why you workint Saturday afternosn? , 

"Old Jerry am a funny cuss and he say, 'Massa, 0, massa, please don't 

whop us for coffins down yous trees.' 

"Its gwine whop 7rou with the chicken stew,' Massa say. And for Sunday 

dinner dere am chicken stew with noodles and peach cobbler. 

"So I stays with.massa and after Its fifteen he pays me $2.00 the month, 

and course I gits my eats and my clothes, too. When I gits the first two 

don't knew what to do, cause it the first money I ever had. Missymake 

the propulation to keep the money and buy for me and teach me ' bout it. 

There ain't much to buy, ' cause weemake nearly everything right, there. Even 

the t baccy,am made. They put honey ' twixt the-leaves and pat a pile of. it 

ttwixt two boards with weights. It am. left for a month and that am a MOOS 

tobaccy. A weaklint better stay off - that kind, tobaccy,. 

"flr$tI w rke:Jatthe fieldand.....then am massless coachman. But When 

Its 'bout sixteen I sits a idea to go off srnetheree for myself. I hears 
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'bout Mr. Frank Talbot, wham am takin' some niggers to Texas and I goes with 

him to the Brazos River bottom, 

MILSSP and missy and if I'd been 

plantation. So after two years 

and works there two years. I's lonesome for 

clost enough, I'd she' gone beak to the old 

I quits and gees to work for Mr. Winfield 

Scott down in Brownwood, inthe gin, for seventeen years. 

" Well, shortly after I gits to Brownwoed I meets a yeller gal 

and after dat I don't care to go back to Alabama so hard- I's married to 

Dee Smith on December the eighteenth, in 1880, and us live together many 

years. She died six years ago. Us have six thine* but I don't knew where 

one of them are now. They all forgit their fat his old age! They 

not so young, either. 

"My woman could write a little as she write missy for me, and she 

write back and wish us luck rand if'we over waits to come back to the old 

home we is welcome. Us writebackiald forth with her. Finally, us git the 

letter what say she sick, and then awful lei. That ' bout twenty-five years 

after I marries. That am too much fir me, and I cotches the next train 

back to Alabama but I gits there to o late. She am dead, and I never has 

forgive myself, ' cause I don't ga back befol she die, like she ask us to, 

lots of times. 

"I comes here fifteen years ago and here I be. The last six year 

cazit work in the packint plants no more. I'd too old. Anything I can find 

to do I dees, but it ain't much no more. 

"The worst grief l's had, an to think I didn't 'go see missy ' fore she 

die. I's never forgave myself for that. 

0** 



4'-'0` )04 ,.„ 

EX—SLAVE STORIES Page one j 33 
(Texas) 

JAMES W. SMITH, 77, was born 
a slave of the Hallman family, 
in Palestine, Texas. James 
became a Baptist minister in 
1895, and preached until 1931, 
when poor health forced him to 
retire. He and his wife live 
at 1306 E. Fourth St., Fort 
Worth, Texas, 

"Yes, suh, I'm birthed a slave, but never worked as sich, ' cause 

Is too young. But I ' members hearin° my mother tell all about her slave 

days and our master. He was John Hallman and owned a place in Palestine, 

with my mother and father and fifty other slaves. My folks was house 

servants and lived a little better'n the field hands. De cabins was built 

cheap, though, no money, only time for buildinl am de cost. Dey didn't use 

nails and helt de logs in place by dovetailin g. Day closed de apace between 

de logs with wedges covered with mud and straw. De framework for de door was 

helt by wooden pegs and so am de benches and tables. Master Hallman always 

had some niggers trained for carpenter work, and one to be blacksmith and 

one to make shoes and harness. 

"We was lucky to have de kind master, what give us plenty to eat. 

If all de people now could have jus 0 so good food what we had, there wouldn't 

be no begginl by hungry folks or need for milk funds for starred babies. 

"We didn't have purty clothes sich as now, with all de difIrent colors 

mixed up, but dey was warm and last in', dyed brown and black. De black oak 

and cherry made de dyes. Our shoes wasn't purty, either. I has to laugh 

when I think of de shoes. There wasn't no careful workout on dam, but clay 

covered de feats and lasted near forever. 

"Master always wanted to help his cullud folks live right and my 

folks always said de best time of they lives was on de old plantation. 



Ex-slave Stories Page Two 
(Texas) 

He always ' ranged for parties and sich. Yes, suh, he wanted dem to have a good 

time, but no foolishment, jusl good, clean fun. There am dancin' and single 

mostest every Saturday night. He had a little platform built for de jiggint 

contests. Cullud folks comes from all round, to see who could jig as best. 

Sometimes two niggers each put a cup of water an de head and see who could 

jig de hardest without apillint any. It WPS lots of fun. 

"I must tell you ' bout de best contest we ever had. One nigger on 

our place was de jigginest fellow ever was. Everyone round tries to git some-

body to best him. He could put de glass of water on his head and make his 

feet go like triphammers and sound like de snaredrum. He could whirl round 

and sich, all de movement from Ais hips Now it gits noised round a 

fellow been found to beat Tom and a contest am ranged for Saturday eveninl 

There was a big crowd and moner am bet, but master bets on Tom, of course. 

"So dey starts jigginl. Tom starts easy and a little faster and 

faster. The other fellow doin' de same. Dey gits faster and faster and dat 

crowd am a-yellin'; Gosh! There am Icitement. Deyjus° keep a-gwine. It look 

like Tom done found his match, but there am one thing yet he ain't done - he 

ain't made de whirl. Now he does it. :ilveryone holds he breath, and de other 

fellow starts to make de whirl and he makes it, but jus' a spponful of water 

sloughs out his cup, so Tom am de winner. 

"When freedom come, the master tells his slaves and says, 'What you 

gwine do?' Well, suh, not one of dem knows dat. De fact am, dey's scared 

dey gwine be put off de place. But master says dey can stay and work for money 

or share crop. He says they might be trouble Itwixt de whites and niggers 
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and likely it be best to stay and not git mixed in dis and dat org'ization. 

sMostest stays, only one or two goes away. My folks stays for five years after 

de war. Den my father moves to Bertha Creek, where he done ' range for a farm 

of his own. They hated to leave master's plantation, he's so good and kind. 

"Some the cullud folks thinks they's to take charge and run the 

govoment. They asks my father to jine their org'ization. He goes once and 

some eggs am served. Dey am served by de crowd and dem eggs ain't fresh 

yard eggs. Father Icicles he wants his eggs served dif ,rent, and he likes dem 

fresh, so he takes master's advice and don't jine nothing. 

"When de Klux come, de cullud orglization made their scatterment. 

Plenty gits whipped round our place and some what wasn't ' titled to it. Den 

soldiers comes and puts order in de section. Dey has troule about votin'. 

De cullud folks in dem days was non-knowledge, so how could dey vote Itelligent? 

Dat am foolishment to ' East on de right to vote. It de non-knowledge what harts. 

Myself, I never voted and am too far down de read now to start. 

"I worked at farmin' till 1895 when I starts preachin' in de Bap-

tist church. I kept that up till 1931, but my health got too bad and I had 

to quit. I has de pressure bad. When I preaches, I preaches hard, and de 

doctor says dat am danger for me. 

"The way I learns to preach am die: after surrender, I 'tends de 

school two tfEelm and den I studies de Bible and l's a nat'ral talker and 

gifted for de Lawd's work, so I starts preachinl. 

"Jennie Goodman and me marries in 1885 and de Lewd never blessed 

us with any- cbillen. We gits de pension, me $18.00 and her $14.00, and gits 

by on dat. It am for de rations and de eats, but de clothes am a question! 
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JORDON SMITH, 86, was born in 
Georgia, a slave of the Widow 
Hicks. When she died, Jordon, 
his mother and thirty other 
slaves were willed to Ab.Smith, 
his ownerls'nephew, and were 
later refugeed from Georgia to 
Anderson Co., Texas. Ihen freed, 
Jordon worked on a steamboat crew 
on the Red River until the advent 
of railroads. For thirty years 
Jordon worked for the railroad. 
He is now too feeble to work and 
lives with his third wife and six 
children in Marshall, Texai, sup-
ported by the latter and his pension 
of $10.00 a month. 

Page One 

"Ils borned in Georgia, next to the line of North Carilina, on 

Widow Hick's place. My papa died ' fore Is borned but my mammy was called 

Aggie. My ole missus died and us fell to her nephew, Lb Smith. My gramma 

and granpa was full-blooded Africans and I couldn't unnerstand their talk. 

"My missus was borned on the Chattahoosa River and she had 2,000 

acres of land in cullvation, a thousand an each side the river, and owned 

500 slaves and 250 head of work mules. She was the richest woman in the 

whole county. 

"Us slaves lived in a double row log cabins facial' her house and 

our beds was made of rough plank and mattresses of hay and lynn bark and 

shucks, make on a machine. Is spinned many a piece of cloth and wove many 

a brooch of thread. 

"amens didn't 'low her niggers to work till they's 21, and the 

chillen played marbles and ran round and kick their heels. The first work 

done was hoeing and us worked long as we could see a stalk of cotton or hill 

of corn. Missus used to call us at Christmas and give the old folks a dollar 

and the rest a'dinner. When she died me and my mother went to Ab Smith 
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at the dividement of the property. Master AID put us to work on a big farm 

he bought and it was Hell Imong the yearlin's if you crost him or missus either. 

It was double trouble and a cowhidinl whatever you do. She had a place in the 

kitchen where she tied their hands up to the wall and cowhided them and sometimes 

cut they back ' most to pieces. She made all go . to church and let the women 

wear some her old, fine dresses to hide the stripes where she'd beat them. Mammy 

say that to keep the folks at church from knowinl how mean she was to her nig-

gers. 

"Master AID had a driver and if you didn't do what that driver say, master 

say to him, 'Boy, come here and take this nigger down, a hunerd licks this time.' 

Sometimes us run off and go to a dance without a pass and 'bout time they's 

kickinl they heels and getting sot for the big time, in come a patterroller and 

say, ' Ravin' a big time, ain't you? Get a pass?' If you didn't, they'd git 

four or five men to take you out and when hey got through you'd shot go home. 

"Master Ab had hunerds acres wheat and made the women stack hay in the 

field. . Sometimes they got sick 2nd wanted to go to the house, but he made them 

lay down on a straw-pile in the field. Lots of chillen was borned on a straw-

pile in the field. After the chile was borned he sent them to the house. I 

seed that with my own eyes. 

"They was a trader yard in Virginia and one in New Orleans and sometimes 

a thousand slaves was wait in' to be sold. When the traders knowed men was 

cominl to buy, they made the slaves all clean up and greased they mouths with 

,meat skins to look like they's feedinl them plenty meat. They lined the women 

up on one side and the men an the otheri ,,At 'Over would walk up and down Itween 
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the two rows and grab a woman and try to throw her down and feel of her to 

see how she's put up. If she's purty strong, he'd say, ' Is she a good breeder?' 

If a gal was 18 or 19 and put up good she was worth ' bout $1,500. Then the 

buyerld pick out a strong, young nigger boy 'bout the same age and buy him. 

When he got them home he'd say to them, II want you two to stay together. 

I want young niggers.' 

"If a nigger ever run off the place and come back, maeterld eay, 

'If you'll be a good niggr, I'll not whip you this time.' But you couldn't 

'neve that. A nigger run off and stayed in the woods six month. When he 

come back he's hairy as a cow, ' cause he lived in a cave and come out at night 

and ttlfer round. They put the dogs on him but couldn't cotch him. 1,Intly he 

come home and master say he won't whip him and Tom was crazy Inough to Ilieve it. 

Master say to the cook, ' Fix Tom a big dinner," and while Tom's eatinl, master 

stand in the door with a whip and say, ' Tom, Is change my mind; you have no 

business runninl off and I's gwine take you out just like you come into the 

world. 

"Waiter gits a bottle whiskey and a box cigars and have Tom tied up 

out in the yard. He takes a chair and say to the driver, ' Boy, take him down, 

250 licks this time.' Then he'd count the licks. When they's 150 licks it 

didn't lock like they is anyplace left to hit, but master say, ' Finish him. up.' 

Then he and the driver sot down, smoke cigars and drink whiskey, and master 

tell Tom how he must mind he master. Then he lock Tom up in a log house and 

master tell all the niggers if they give him anything to eat he'll skin era alive. 

The old folks slips Tom bread and meat. When he gits out, he's gone to the woods 

'gain. They's plenty niggers what stayed in the woods till surrender. 



Ex—slave Stories Pace ?our 
(Texas) . 39 

"I heered some slaves say they white folks was good to tem, but it 

was a tight fight where us was. I's thought over the case a thousand times and 

figured it was ' cause all men ain't made alike. Some are bad and some are good. 

It's like that now. Some folks you works for got no heart and sore treat you 

white. I guess it allus will be that way. 

"They was more ghosts and. hants them days than now. It look like when 

Its condi' up yhey was common as pig tracks. They come in different forms and 

shapes, sometimes like a dog or cat or goat or like a man. I didn't ' neve in tem 

till I seed one. A fellow I bowed could see ' em every time he went out. One time 

us welkin' ' long a country lane and he say, 13ordon, look over my right shoulder.' 

I looked and see a man wilkint without a head. I brake and run plumb off from 

the man /13 with. He wasn't scart of tem. 

"I's refugeed from Georgia to Anderson County ' fore the war. I see 

Abe Lincoln onct when he come through, but didn't none of know who he was. 

I hearted the president wanted ' em to work the young niggers till they was twenty,-

one but to free the grimed slaves. They say he give tea thirty days to Isiderate 

it. The white folks said they'd wade blood saddle deep tforethey'd let us loose. 

I don't blame tem in a way, ' cause they paid for us. In tnother way it was right 

to free us. We was brought here and no person is sposed to be made a brute. 

"After surrender, Massa Ab call us and. say we could go. Mammy stayed 

but I left with my uncles and aunts and went to Shreveport Where the Tanks was. 

I didn't hear fmm my mammy for the near' twenty years. 

"In Ku Klux times they come to our house and I stood tremblinl, but they 

didn't bother us. heared ' em say lots of niggers was to* down in Sabine bottom 

and Kluxed . just ' cause they wasted to git rid of tem. I think it was desperados 

- 
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what done that, ' stead of the Ku Klux, That was did in Panolo County, in the 

Bad Lands. Bill Bateman and Won Gresham and Sidney Parney was desperaios and 

would kill a nigger just to git rid of him. Course, lots of folks was riled up 

at the Kluxers and blamed ' em for everything. 

"I's voted here in Marshall. Every natkm has a flag but the .cullud race. 

The flag is what protects ' em. We wasn't invited here, but was brought here, and 

don't have no place else to go. We was brought under this government and it's 

right we be led and told what to do. The cullud folks has been here moreln a 

hunerd years and has be O make the United States what it is. The only thing that'll 

help the cause is separation of the races. I'll not be here when it comes, but 

it's bound to, ' cause the Bible say that some day all the races of people will be 

separated. Since 1865 till now the culiud race have done nothing but go to de-

struction. There was a time a man could control his wife and family, but you can't 

do that now. . 

"After surrender I went to Shreveport and steamboated from there t* New 

Orleans, then to Vicksburg. Old hands was paid $15.00 a trip. I come here in 1872 

and railroaded 30 years, on the section gang and in the shops. Sincethen I farmed 

and I s had three wives and nineteen chillen and they are scattered all over the 

state.' Since I's too old to farm I work at odd jobs and git a $10W00 a month 

pension. 
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MILLI ANN SMITH was born in 1850, 
in Busk Co., Texas, a slave of George 
Washington Trammell, a pioneer planter 
of the county. Trammell bought Milliels 
mother and three older children in Mis-
sissippi before Milliels birth, and 
brought them to Texas, leaving Millie's 
father behind. Later he ran away to 
Texas and persuaded Trammell to buy 
him, so he could be with his family. 

"I's born ' fore war started and ' members when it ceased. I guess 

mammy's folks allus belonged to the Trammells, 'arse I 'member 47 grandpa, 

Josh Chiles, and my eyandma, call Jeanette. Is a strap:pin' big girl 

when they dies. Grandpa used to say he come to Texas with Massa George 

Trammell's father when Rusk County was jus' a big woods, and the first 

two years he was hunter for the masse. He stay in the woods all the time, 

killing deer and wild halms and turkeys and coons and the like far the 

white folks to eat: and the land's full of Indians. He kinda taken up 

with them and had holes in the nose and ears. They was put there by the 

Indians for rings what they wore. Grandpa could talk most any Indian 

talk and he say he used to run off from his massa and stay with the Indians 

for weeks. The massald go to the Indian camp looking for grandpa and the 

Indians hided him out and say, ' No see him.' 

"How mammy and weluns come to Texas, Massa George brung his wife and 

three chillen from Mississippi and he brung welans. Ppppy belonged to 

Massa Moore over in Mississippi and Massa George didn't buy him, but after 

mammy- got here, that ' fore Its born, pappy runs off and makes his way to 

Texas and gits Massa George to buy him. 

.1-
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"Massa George and Missy America lived in a fine, big house and 

they owned more slaves and land than anybody in the county and they's 

the richest folks ' round there. Us slaves lived down the hill from the 

big house in a double row of log cabins an. us had good beds, ].ice our 

white folks. My grandpa mr,de all the beds for the white folks and us 

niggers, too. Massa didn't want anything shoddy ' round him, he say, not 

even his nigger quarters. 

"I's sot all day handinl thread to my mummy to put in the loom, 

'cause they give us homespun clothes, and you'd better keep lem if you 

didn't want to go naked. 

"Massa had a overseer and nigger driver call Jacob Green. If 

a nigger was hard to make do the right thing, they ties him to a tree, 

but Massa George never whip gem too hard, just I/lough to make ' em ' have. 

"The slaves what worked in the fields was woke up ' fore light 

with a horn and worked till dark, and then there was the stock to tend 

to and cloth to weave. The overseer come ' round at nine o'clock to see 

if all is in the bed and then go bpdk to his own house. When us knowed 

he's sound asleep we'd slip out and run ' round, sometimes. They locked 
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the young men up in a house at night and on Sundar to keep tem from runninl 

'round. It was a log house and had cracks in it and once a little nigger 

boy pokes his hand in tryin' to tease them men and one of ' em chops his 

fingers off with the ax. 

Vass/a didn' ' low no nigger to read and write, if he knowed it 

George Wood WPS the only one could read and write and how he lam, a little 
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boy on the %lining place took up with him and they goes off in the woods 

end he shows George how to reed and write. Massa never did Mid out 'bout 

that till after freedom. 

"We slips off and have prayer but daren't ' low the white folks know 

it and sometime we hums Iligious songs low like when we's workini. It was 

our way of prayini to be free, but the white folks didn't know it; I ' member 

mammy used to sing like this: 

''Am I barn to die, to ley this body down, 
Must my tremblin , spirit fly into worlds unknown, 
The land of deepes' shade, 
Only pierce' by human thought.' 

"Massa George lloed them what wanted to work a little ground for 

theyselves and grandpa made money sellini wild turkey and hawgs to the poor 

white folks. He used to go huntini at night or jus , when heoould. 

"Then days we made our own medicine out of horemint and butterfly 

weed and Jerusalem oak and bottled them tees up for the winter. Butterfly 

geed tea was for the pleurisy and the others for the chills and fever. As 

regilar as I got up I allus drark my asafoetida and tar water. 

"I imegtber Massa George furnishes three of his niggers, Ed Chile 

and Jacob Greedand Job Jester, for mule skinners. I seed the government 

come and take off a big bunch of mules off our place. Mos' onto four year 

after the war, three men comes to Massa George and makes him call us up and 

turn us loose. I heered ' em say its close onto four year we's been free, 

but that's the first we knowed ' bout it. 

"Pappy goes to work at odd jobs and mammy and I goes to keep house 

for a widow woman and I stsys there till I marries, and that to Tom Smith. We 

had five chillen and now Tom's dead and I lives on that pension from the 

government, what is $16.00 a month, and I's glad to git it, ' cause I's too 
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old to work. 
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SUSAN SMITH is not sure of 
her age, but appears to be 
in the late eighties. She• 
was a slave of Charles Weeks, 
in Iberia, Louisiana. Susan 
was dressed in a black and white 
print, a light blue apron and 
a black velvet hat when inter-
viewed, and seemed to be en-
joying the generous quid of 
tobacco she took as she start-
ed to tell her story. 

Page One 14c 

"I Ilieve I was nine or ten when freedom came, ' cause I was 

nursing for the white folks. Old massa was Charlie Weeks and he lived 

in Iberia. His sons, willie and Ned, dey run business in de court house. 

One of dem tax collector and de other lookin' after de land, and on de 

surveyor. Old missus named Mag Weeks. 

"My pa named Dennis Joe and ma named Sabry Joe, and dey borned 

and raised on Weeks Island, in Louisiana. After dey old mmssa die, dey 

was ' vided up and falls to Massa Charli e Weeks, and dat where I borned, 

in Iberia en Bayou Teche. 

"Massa Charlie, he live in de big brick house with white 

columns and everybody what pass dere know dat place. Dey have de great 

big tomb in corner de yard, where dey buries all dey folks, but buries 

de cullud folks back of de auarters. Dey's well fix in Louisiana, but 

not so good after dey come to Texas. 

"Dey used to have big Christmas in Louisiana and lots of things 

for us, and a big table and kill hawgs and have lots to eat.But old Missus 

Wag, she allus tree me like her own chillen and make me set at de table 

with dam and eat. 
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"I was with Missus Mgg on a visit to Mansfield when de war starts 

at six oldLeck Sunday and go till six o'clock Monday. I went over dat battle-

field and look at dem sours dey kill. David McGill, a young massa, he git kill. 

He uncle, William Weeks, what done hired him to jine the army in he place, he 

goes to the battlefield to look for Massa David. De only wqr he knowed it was 

his, he have two gold eyeteeth with diamonds in dim. Some dent hurt sours 

was preyint and some cussin'. You could hear some dent hollerinl, ' Oh, Gawd, 

help me.' Dey was layin' so think you have to step over dim. 

"I seed de sejers in Iberia. Der take anythinl dey wants. Dey 

cotch de cow and kill it and eat it. Day haire de camp dire and dev jus' carry 

on. I used to go to de camp, cause dey give me crackers and sardines. But 

after dat Mansfield battle der have up white flags and dey ain't no more war 

dire. But while it gwine on, I go to de camp and sometimes dent sejers give me 

meat and barbecue. Dey one place den e n lump salt big as die house, and dey 

sat fire to de house and left dat big lump salt. Anywhere dev,7 camp dey burns 

up de house. 

"I didn't knew I'm free till a man say to me, ' Sissy, ain't you know 

you ain't get no more massa or missus?' I say, 'Ne, suh. 1 But I stays with 

dim till I git marry, and slop' right in dey house and nuss for lea. Dey give 

me de big weddin', too. De meter public in Iberia, he marry us. My husband 

name Henry Smith and dat when I'm fifteen year old. I so big-limb and fat den 

I bigger dan what I is now. 

"I ain't had no husband for a time. I can't cast de years, he been 

dead so long. Us have fifteen dhillen, and seven livint now. 
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"Sperrits? I used to see dem. I scart of dem. Sometime dey looks 

natIral and sometime like de shadew. Iffen day look like de shadow, jus 0 keep 

on leokin , at dem till dey looks nattral. Iffen you walks ' long, dey come right 

up side you. Iffen you looks over you left shoulder, you see dem.- Dey makes de 

air feel warm and you hair rise up, and sometime dey gives you de cold chills. 

You can feel it when dey with you. I set here and seed dem standin 0 in dat gate. 

Dey goes round like dey done when dey a-livin'. Some say day can't cross water, 

"I heared talk of de bad mouth. A old woman put bad mouth on you and 

shake her hand at you, and bee' de day' done you gwine be in de acciden'. 

"I seed de Kin Klux. Po' Cajuns and redbones, I calls dem. Dey ought 

to be sleepin'. One time I seed a man hanginl in de wood when I'm pickin1 black-

berries. His tongue hangin' out and de buzzards fly down an he shoulder. De 

bree7o sot him to swingin' and de buzzards fly off. I tells de people and dey 

takes him down to bury. He a fine,young cullud man. I don't know why dey done it. 

Dat after peace and de Yankees done gone back home. 

"I been here in Texas a good while, and it such a rough road it got my 

Imembrance all stir up. I never been to school, ' cause I bound out to work. 

I lives with my daughter and die child here my grandchild. I can't ' member no 

more, ' cause my head ain't good as it used to be. 

* * * * 
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EXSLANE STORIES 
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JOHN SNEED,born near Austin, 
Texas, does net know hit age, 
but was almost grown when he 
was freed. He belonged to Dr. 
Sneed and stayed with him sev-
eral years after Emancipation. 

Page One; 

"I's berned on de old Sneed place, eight miles south of Austin, 

and my mammy was Sarah Sneed and peppy was Ike. Dey come fr66 Tennessee 

and dere five boys and two gals. Be boys am Dixie and Joe and Jim and 

Bob and me, and de gall name Katy and Lou. TJS live in quarters what was 

log buts. Dere's one long, log house where dey apinned and weaved de 

cloth. Dere sixteen spinning wheels and eight looms in dat house and 

my job was turninl one dem shoals when they'd thresh me cut nd git me 

to do it. Meal All de clothes what de slaves and de white folks have 

was made in dat house. 

"Mos' and usual de chillen sleept on de floor, unless with de 

old folks. De bedsteads make of pieces of split loss fasten with wooden 

pegs and rope criss-cross. Be mattressincr4f shucks tear into strips 

with maybe a lin cotton or prairie hay. You could go out on de prairie 

mos' any time and get ' no-ugh grass to make de bed, and dry it ' fore it 

.put in de tick. Be White folks have bought beds hanl by ox teams from 

Austin and feather beds. 

" Dr. Sneed raise cotton and corn and wheat. Sometime five or 

six oxen bitch to de wagon and 25 or 30 Wagons make what am call de wagon 

Mey haul cotton and corn and wheat to Port Lavaca what am de 

nearest shipping point. On de return trip, day brung sugar and coffee 

and cloth and other things what an needed on de plantation. First time 

mazes. ' low me go with dat ox-train, I Clunk Its growed., 
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Dere a big gang of white and cullud chillen on de plantation 

but Dr. Sneed didn't have no chillen of he own. De neighbor white chillen 

come over dere and played. Us rip and play and fight and kick up us heels, 

and go on. Massa never tlow'no whippin' of de chillen. He make den pick 

rocks up and make fences out dam, but he didn't ' low no chillen work in de 

field till dey 'bout fourteen. De real old folks didn't work in de fields 

neither. Day sot ' round and knit socks and mend de shoes and harness and 

stuff. 

"Massa John mighty good to us chillen. He allus give us a 11'1 

piece money every Sunday. When he'd git in he buggy to go to Austin to sell 

butter, de chillen pile in dat buggy and all over him so you couldn't see 

him and he'd hardly see to drive. 

"Us had possum and rabbit and fish and trap birds for satin'. Dere 

all kind wild green den days. 'Us Ns' go. in de woods and git wild lettuce and 

mustard and leather-britches and poik salad and watercress, all us want to eat. 

US kilt hawgs and put up de lard by de barrel. US thresh wheat and take it to 

de lill watermill at Barton Greek to grind. Dey'd only grind two bushel to de 

family, no matter how big dat family, ' cause dare so many folks and it such a 

small mill. 

"Each family have de garden and turnips and cabbage and sweet 

"tatters and put dem in de kiln make from corn stalks and cure dam for winter 

eatinl. US have homemake clothes and brogan shoes, coma from Austin or some 

place. Us chillen wear shirt-tail till UA 'bout thirteen. 

"Massa live in de biV two-story rock house and have he office and drug-

48 

Store in one end de house. MUST Ann have no chillen.S &opt one from 



Ex.nAvE STORIES 
(Texas) 

Page Three 

Tennessee, name Sally. 

"Dere ' bout four or five hunerd acres and ' bout sixty slaves. 

Dey it up ' bout daylight and come from de field in time to feed and do 

de chores ' foie dark. After work de old folks sot ' round, fiddle and 

play de Icordian and tell stories. Dat mostly after de crops laid by, 

or on rainy days. On workin' time, dey usually tired and go to bed early. 

Dey not work on Saturday afternoon or Sunday, Icept dey gatherin , de ' 

crep ' gin a rain. Old mar Jim Piper am fiddler endplay for black and 

white dances. On Sunday massa make us go to church. Us sing and pray 

in a 11 11 log house on de plantation and sometimes de preacher stop and 

hold meetinl. 

"Massa John Sneed doctored from Austin to Lockhart end Gonzales and 

my own mammy he train,to be midwife. She good pneumonia doctor and massa 

'low her care for dem. 

"On Christmas all us go to de big house and crowd ' round massa. He 

a li'l man and some black boysId carry him ' round on dere shoulders. All 

knowed dey gwine git de present. Dere a big tree with present for 'everyone, 

white and black. Lots of eggnog and turkey and baked hawgs and all kind good 

things. Dere anus lots of white folks company at massa's house and big ban— 

quets and holidays and birthdays. Us like dem times, ' cause work slack and 

food heavy. Every las' chile have he birthday celebrate with de big cake and 

present and maybe .de quarter in silver from old massa, bless he soul. Us 

play kissint games and ring plays and one song Am like ais: 

"I'm in de well, 

Hew many feet? 
Five. 'Who'd git you. out?' 
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"Iffen it a man, he choose de gal and she have to kiss him to git 

him out de well. Iffen a gal in de well, she choose a man. 

"I well 'member de day freedom Iclared. Da have de tearinl—down 

dinner dat day. De niggers beller and cry and didn't want leave massa. 

He talk to us and say long as he live us be cared for, and us was. Dere 

lots of springs on he place and de married niggers pick out a spring and 

Massa Doctor give dem stuff to put up de cabin by dat spring, and dey take 

what dey have in de quarters. Day want to move from dem slave quarters, 

but not top far from Masse. Dey come to de big house for flour and meal 

and meat and sich till massa die. He willed every last one he slaves 

somethinl. Mos' of ' em git a cow and a horse and al:0.g and some chickens. 

My mammy git two cows arid a pair horses and aowagon and 70 acres land. She 

marries ' gain when my daddy die and dat shifIless nigger she marry git her 

to sign some kind, paper and she lose de land. 

"MY wife was Nanny Madeira and us have six chillen and five is livinl. 

I followed cattle till I's ' bout 26. I's went up de Chisholm Trail eight or 

nine times and druv for Massa BloCker and Jedge Brackenridge and others. 

On one stampede I rode 24 hours straight and after we rounds up All de cattle, 

I goes to sleep under a tree. Det day I has on a buckskin' coat I in gel:Oral 

wore and I feels somethin' grab dat coat and bite my side. I rouses up and 

sees de big panther draggini me off to de thicket. I has de six-gun but I 

couldn't git to it. Every once in a while dat panther lay me down and sniff 

at my nose. I jes' hold de breath, ' cause if dat panther cotch me breathint 

dat been de• end of me. He drug me to some bushes and den goes off a liii way" 
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and give de yell. Dat yell make me turn cold, ' cause it sound jest like a 

man screaming. Den dat cat dug a shallow hole. I eases out my old gun, takes 

careful aim aid den says, * Thank you, old man,' and he tarns to look at me 

and I shoots him right "tween he eyes. After ' while, dat cat's mate and cub 

come runnin', ' cause he yell for dem, and / kilt dem, too. 

"IsTother time, I seed de panther a-dragging a white man off and 

slips up jes as de cat seizes him and shoots dat cat. Us have to run dat 

man down and catch him, ' cause he scared stiff when dat dean cat fall on him. 

"Some time after dat I works for a man what freights supplies ' round 

Austin and I's one de drivers. Us start in September with seviral six-wheel 

wagons, tnough to las' a town de year,and not git back to tuttin till January. 

Sometimes de mud so bad it take six oxen to pull de wagon out. 

"One time US =Mill' and stempedint de bunch cattle and me and my 

brother gits los' from de rest and was los' three days and nights. All us eat 

am parched corn. De grass nearly waist high to a man and us scoop out de hole 

in de ground and cut off tops de grass and weeds and make de fire. Den us 

drap de cern on de fire and parch it. De woods full wild animals and panthers 

and wolves. Be wolves de worst. Dey slip up on us to git de chicken UA has 

with us. At last us coma to a house and finds us folks. 
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MOUE smut, 89, was born 
in Mississippi, a slave of 
Sam Miller, who brought her 
to Texas when she was five. 
Since Mariah's second hus-
band died, twenty-two years 
ago, she has earned her living 
by washing and cooking. New 
too old to do much, she is 
cared for by her only living 
daughter, with the aid of a 
$10.00 monthly pension. 

Page One 

•Oe 

"I's borned in Mississippi. Test sar. I ' longed to Massa 

Miller and he name am Sam, and my npme NM Mariah. My peppy was Weldon 

and my mammy, Ann. Massa Sam fotches all us to Texas when Is jest 

five year old and we come in wagons and hossbank. Be done buy my 

mammy and pappy in the slave market, so I don't know nothinl 'bout 

none my other nations. 

"Massa Sam live in a great big, celled house, and had plenty 

land and niggers. The quarters WEIA logs and any kind beds we could git. 

We wore lowell clothes and I never seed no other kind of dress till 

after surrender. We et meat and collards and cornbread and rough grub, 

and they biled all the victuals in a big, black:pot what hung on a 

rack in the kitchen fireplace. We had red russet, flat shoes and no 

itockles, but in winter we made wool panties to wear on our legs. 

"Missy was name Patsy and she was purty good, and Massa Sam 

VAS purty good, too. He'd *hip us if we needed it. He'd pull of our 

clothes and whip in the field. But he wouldn't 'low the driver to 

Mhip us if we didn't need it. NO, ear. And he wouldn't have no pat-

terrollers on the 14ene. 
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"The driver come round and woke everybody up and had ' em in the field 

by deybreak. Is seed a whole field of niggers abreast, hoeint. The rows 

of cotton was so lone vou couldn't make but one ' fore dinnertime. I eriv 

the gin, what was run by two mules. The cotton was wropped in baggin , and 

tied with ropes. It as a long time after ' fore I seed cotton tied with 

steel like they bales it now. 

"I seed plenty niggers whipped while I driv that gin. They tied the 

feets an hands snd rawhided ' eel good. They tied a bell en one women what 

run eway all the time. They locks it round her head. 

"I seed lots of niggers nut on the block and bid off and carry away 

in chains. One woman name Venus raises her hands and hollers, ' Weigh dem 

cattle,' whilst she's bein' bid off. 

"The big folks dances all night Setldey. That's all the fun we had. 

Je used to sing 

"I'm in n. ledy's garden, Ira in a. lady's garden, 
So let me out, I'm sufferin' for water and wine. 

"The slpves most pllue sings whilst theys wofkinl in the field, and 

one song was 

or 

"When I's here you calls me. honey, 
When Its gone you honies everybody. 

"The raccoon am de funny thing, 
Ramblin' round in de dark. 

"Massa Sam have a cullud man whet give us our IOC's. I still got mine, 

but didn't never git no further. 

"Massa Sam git kilt ' fore the war. A. mule throwed him. He had plenty 
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good hosses but allus rid a mule. He come in from a neighbor's one day 

and the mule throwed him on a stob ' fore he got to the house. We heared 

a hollerin' down the road, but didn't PaY no ' tention, ' cause they's allus 

all kind racket gwine on. Fin'ly somebody say, That sound like .aman, 1 

and we goes down there end it was m?ssa. 'Fore he lie hl calls all the 

cullud chillen to him and shakes hands and tells 1m to be good. 

95e ' longs to he son, Ruben, then, and stays with him three 

years after surrender. Lordy me! Howl hates to think of lem telkin 

'bout that war! Young missy cry a whole week, ' ause she fear her men 

folks gwine git kilt, They did, too. Her two boys, George and Frank, 

gits kilt, and heap of the neighbors boys gits kilt, too. 

"Finily us leaves MPSSP. Ruben and (Tees to 'Shreveport nnd I marries 

Snyder. The 1Progol Marshal marries us. We raises two gals and I lives 

with liary. Snyder died twenty-two years ago Ana all them years I made a 

livin' washin s and ironin' and cookinl, up to six years ago. I gits a 

pension from the govIment now and it am $10.00 a month. It's mighty good 

of the white folks to take care of this old nigger, but I'd rather work, 

only I ain't able no more. 

011utoRlig 
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PATSY SOUTHWELL, 83, was born 
in Jasper Co., Texas. She has 
lived on or near the old plan-
tation all her life. Her mas-
ter was Hill Trailor. 

"My name Patsy Seuthwell and I lives at Rock Hill. I been 

livinl oa dat plantation all my life, but not allus in the very same 

place. I thinki the house was move and 'nether builded. 

"My parpy was John Redd and he ' longed to Hill Trailor and he 

brung here from Virginny. Mammy's name Rose Redd and she a yaller 

nigger, come from South Carolina and maybe she white and Indian, too. 

My brothers call Dennis. George, William and Charles and dey all dead. 

-"We all live in the quarters and massa a tellable good one 

lsidering others what cut and slashes bad. Pappy and may work in 

the field and dey send pappy and he sons off six months at the time, 

over to Alexandria, to make salt. 

"My brothers hunt all the time and brung in deer and wild 

turkey, so we has lots to eat. We has butter and milk and honey and 

poppy allushnve he lill garden patch. 

We wears slip homespun dress make outtalk cloth from us loom. 

I plover have shoes and us has no Sunday clothes. Massa was tollably 

good to the old folks and not so mean to the chillen. He wasn't no 

barbarian like some what whip the slaves every Monday morninl befol 

der starts to work. 

"Massa plantation have fifteen hunnerd acre in it and he 
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didn't have ' Lough slaves so they works awful hard. I seed Ism hit 

my mammy five humnerd licks and my puppy six hannerd. Pappy have run ' way and 

been gone long time and they cetch him in de water in the Neches River. 

He have meat and stuff and they say mammy feedin' him, but I think it the 

ether way. I think he gittin' and sendie her stuff. 

"The white folks has the big church with the bar ' cross it and 

the cullud folks sit behin , the bar. If any wants to jine us tell massa 

and he tell the preacher, and he eli man Southwell. They baptise at the 

mill pond. 

"I marries Jerry Southwell and us git marry at home. Jerry 

wears the black suit and I wears the dotted white Swiss dress with the 

overskirt. 

"When freedom breaks and massa say we free, we goes to the Haynes' 

place and ay peppy farms for hisself. We gits on better dan in slavery 

days and after ' while pappy buys him some land and den we all right. Me 

and my hasban', we stays on with pappy awhile, but we gits our own farm 

and farm all us life. 

*00000**** 
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LKITHEAN SPINKS, 82, was born a 
slave to Fay Thompson, in Rankin 
County, Mississippi. Soon after 
Leithean's birth, Mr. Thompson 
moved to E. leliciana Parish, 
Louisiana. Leithean was happy 
in slave days, and stayed with 
her master two years after 
she was freed. She lives at 
2600 Merrick St., Port Worth, 
Texas. 

"Does I look old Inough to be birthed in slavery? I's eighty-two 

years old and mammy had it right there in de Bible, marked when Its birthed, 

in 1855. I's birthed in Mississippi but a little while after, mesas goes 

to Louisiana, over in East Feliciana Parish, and when Is old Inough to 

'member, welting am there, Itwixt New Roads and Jackson, right near the 

Mississippi River. 

"Massa Thompson had a awful big plantation and more'n 300 callud 

folks, and three rows of cabins 'bout two blocks long, and ' bout one family 

to a cabin. No floors in dem cabins, you stands on dirt, and de furniture 

am something you knows ain't there. Why, man, there am just benches to sit 

on and a homemake table and bunks. Dere am de fireplace but all de main 

coolant am done in de big cookin' shed, and old Mammy Dice done it, with 

four to holp her. 

"De bell as rung when meal time comes and all de slaves lines up, with 

their pans and cups and passes de service table, and de food am put on dere 

pans and milk in de cup. Dat de one time massa could allus Ipend on de 

niggers. When de bell say, ' Come and git it,' all us am there. De takes de 

food to de cabins and eats it. 

"Dis old nigger come near gwine to Glory once when may am gene to 

de cook shed. How ' twee am .dis'ap-w. She latches de door on de outside 
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to keep us three chillen in de cabin, my sis and brudder and me. Well, in 

C5.6 

dem days, us uses tallow candles for light and pine knots when candles am 

short. Mammy lights de pine knot bete she leaves and after she am gone, it 

falls off de hook and hits de ground and rolls a couple feet under de bunk. 

There am straw in de tick and right off de whole shebang au on fire. There 

am three of us with de door latch and aLl de grown-ups in de cook shed. Us 

hollers and yells but it am no use, and de hollerint don't last long, ' cause 

de smoke gittin , thick. De fire am spreadint fast and de bunks starts burnint. 

Us am huddle togedder, skeert plumb out our wits and chokin' and coughing. 

"Zen my brudder gits de idea and he grabs de big spoon and de iron 

poker and starts diggint de dirt from under de log next de door. De smoke 

ain't so bad next de ground, and did yous ever see de dog digging in de 

rabbit hole? Dat how,us digs, and seems it never gitine come a hole. Finally, 

a hole busted through and lets in fresh aity'and den us dig some more, and 

it am big Inough for my little sis to craw]. through. Den us dig some more and 

I crawls out and my brudder starts but he gits he head outside and his shoulders 

wedges and there he am, stucked. Us pull and pull, but na4r a inch could us 

budge him. He try to back up but he shirt caught on a knot and he can't do, dat. 

So us runs for de cook shed and yells, 'Mammy, de cabin on fire.' Everybody 

starts to holler, g7tre,t and mammy busts in de door and yanks brudder out 

dat hole, and he am sweating like a lathering mare. After dey puts de fire out 

with de water buckets, mammy say, 'When sis gits out, why didn't she unlatch 

de door?' Cause de Icitament, us never think of dat! 

"Us have plenty hawg meat and vegttables and butter and ' lasses and 
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honey. De food ain't short no time ' round massa, ' cause he say niggers 

works better when dey feeds good. De mammies leaves de babies in de nursery 

durint de day and dam chillen am take good care of and has lots of milk and 

am all fat like hawgs. 

In de moriin' when de bell ring, everybody goesto work, but I is little 

and does de chores and am gap tender. De cattle am ' lowed to run where dey 

wants, here, there and all over. Fencesam ' round de fields and yards and 

there am gates to go through, but us calls dem gaps. It am my job to open 

and close dam, ' cause somebody allus wantin' to drive or walk through dem 

gaps. 

"MI sis am de fly chaser. She has de big fan make from de tall feathers 

of de peacock. 'Twee awful party thing. She stands ' round de kite folks and 

shoo off de flies. 

"Massa Fay ain't hard on he callud folks. He works dem steady but don't 

drive darn. Lots de slaves goes fishinl in de river On Saturday afternoon and 

Sunday, and dey cotches plenty fish. 

"Us has parties and singin° and dancin' and fiddle music. Oh, Lawdk! How 

lonesome I glts when I thinks ' bout dam days, and de music and singin'. Some-

times 'bout a hunerd sings to once and dat sound party and just go all through 

me. 

"tor ranninl off as de only hard wbuppin's massa give. De run-off am tie 

to de log and massa lay de rhuppine on he back. DeIiantation am near de river 

and dere am lots of caves and cliffs to hide in. Massa cotch de run-offs with 

de nigger hounds and if he don't, day git bengry and sneaks back. Only one 

gits clear awe,. 
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"Cte Sunday mornint 'bout ten o'clock, massa have de bell ring 

and calls all us to de front gallery and makes de talk. He say, ' I's happy 

to tell yous is free and, ' cording to de law, yaus am all citizens. Dam what 

wants to stay with me I'll pay de wages or day can work on shares.' He gives 

us all de paper, with de name and age and where us am birthed. Me and mammy 

stays two years after freedom. I marries Sol Pleasant in 1872 and us has tro 

dhillen. Us septrate in 1876. De trouble am, he wants to be de bces of de 

job and let me do de work. I ' cides I don't need no boss, so I transports 

him, and says, ' Nigger, git out of here and don't never come back. If you 

comes back, I'll smack you down.' 

"In 187;3 I marries Frank Spinks and us has eight dhillen and he dies 

in 1930. All dem eight chillen lives here and I's livin' with one of dam, 

Mrs. Covy Kelly. 'Tain't many years befo' old Gabriel blow he horn, and I's 

waitin' for him. 

****** 
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GUT STEWART, 67, 209 Austin Ave., Pt. 
Worth, was born Nov. 26, 1850, a slave 
of jElok Taylor, who also owned Guy's 
parents. 3 brothers and 3 sisters. 
They lived in Mansfield Parish, La. 
Stewart started work in the fields 
at seven years, and remained with his 
owner three years after he was freed. 
He then moved onto his own farm where 
he lived until 1896, when he moved to 
Fort Worth. 

Page One 61 

"Yas. suh, Ilse an 01' slave and I'se 'bout 11 years ol' 

when de War starts. My mentor am Jack Taylor and my family be... 

longs to him. 

"I 'members de war well, ' cause weuns hears shoot in' and 

see soldiers. Dey comes to manatees place and takes bosses and 

vittals. One time dey wants some of de niggers for to help fix 

for de battle. Dere am heap of ' citement and de marster's lfraid 

de battle come too close. He say. 'It's too close for saftment.' 

And he say, ' Put dis and dat away so de soldier °ain't find it.' 

"I starts work lonefore dat, shen Ise seven, in de cotton 

and coon field. I just peddles 'round first. Marster shot am good 

to Ut16 and so good dat 6e other white folks calls us de ' free niggers.' 

"Weluns have cabins for to live in and sleep in bunks with 

straw ticks on lem. Weluns has lots to eat, all we wants. And weluns 

have all de clothes we needs. 

"Shp, we went to obUrch with de marster. Dey toll us ' bout 

Heaven and de devil and etch. But dey never ' lows us to have books 

in de hands. Dey says it wasn' good for us to lam n roadie or writin.' 
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"Weuns has lots of music on dat place ' cause de marster, 

he ma de good fiddler and he learns some of us niggers to play de, 

fiddle and de banjo. We gits together and has de music, -sing and 

dance. If I thinks tbout dem dare now, I can see wehvas Uncle 

and hear de singin! of dem 01' songs etch like 01' Blank Joe 

and Swanee River. Iffen I thinks too much 'bout dem days, tears 

comes in dis oll nigger's eyes. Dem were de happy days of ar life. 

In dem days, weguns not know what am money, never have any. What 

for Wane need it? Ilse more happy den, dan I been since, with 

1110210y. 

"De mentor am scart for to lose all de hosses and every-

thing, ' cause day takes it for de army man, so he gits to thinkinl 

'bout moving to Texas. DO war warntt over when he goes to Texas and 

takes all us niggers with him. De roads lØm days am not so good. 

Bo oridges over de rivers, Icept de biggest ones. Lots of times wahine 

has to push for help do hosses pull de wagons outta de mudhole, and 

wetuns is over a montia gettint to Williams Coanty. De marster rents 

de land dare and we stays for one crop, and den we all goes to Travis 

County., !her mentor settle for to raise de wheat. 

"When freedom comes, de marster sap wetuns has to work for 

wages and buy all de food and de clothes and everything dat wetuns 

gits. Datis not so easy. At first he pays me $5.00 a month and den 

pays me $10.00 de month. After three years I quits and rents a farm 

,r2k 
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and works for myself. I gits married in 1877 and my wife dies in 

1915. Tesuns has one chile. In 1898 I comes to Port Worth and gits 

me a job in de woodyard and sich. 

"White man, I shoo likes for to see dat ols plantation down 

in Louisiana and it would do die darky good. I sits here and thinks 

of de marster and de good times. And de fistin down dere: Is dare good 

fishin't De folks here don' know what am fisnin'. 

"Tau has dis nigger thinkins heaps ' bout de ols plantation and 

de good times. If I dons stop talkin' 'bout dat. I gits to cryin'. 

10********** 
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WILLIAM STOVE WAS born 
-in a covered wagon, on the way 
from Alabama to Texas, about 
1863. Though he was too small, 
to remember slave days, he does 
recall many things told him by 
his parents, and other ex—slaves. 
William lives in Mart, Texas. 

"My parents done told me where Its borned. It am in a covered wagon 

on de way from Alabama to Texas, two years ' fore freedom. Old Mars., Lem 

Stone, he left Alabama for Texas, where de war not so bad, and brung some 

he slaves with him. He done lost so much in Alabama, Yankees burnin' he 

house and cotton and killin' he stock, he want to git 'way from dere. 

"First he come to Rusk County, den goes back to Shreveport and stays 

till freedom. Pappy and mammy was Louis and Carlline Stone. I lived in 

Louisiana till I's growed. 

"Mammy and pappy done told me all tboat de old plantation. It am 

hundreds of acres of land, part worked and part just timber and pasture. 

It was near Montgomery, and dey raised more cotton den anything else, but 

had some corn and peas and cane. Day made sorghum and ribbon cane ' lasses 

and had boilin' vats for sugar, too. 

"De soldiers come through. Day named, Yankees. Bey make mammy cook 

somethinl to eay and don kilt all 4* hawgs and took de meat with dem,. and 

burn de barn and house. Old Marse had pens to put cotton in, hid way out 

in de bresh. Dey picked it in gunny sacks and hides it, and slips it out 

to de gin by night and tries to sell it tfore dem:Yankees finds it and burns 

it. 

"Mammy say dey all went to church and had to drive four horses when 

de roads muddy in winter and sand deep in sumMer.. DO7 anus carry dinner 
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and stay all day. Den in de evenint, after de niggers had deypreachint, dey 

all go home. Sometimes a preacher came out to de plantation and hold church 

for de white folks in de mornint and in de evenint for de niggers, out under 

a big oak tree. 

"De Lawd say iffen us trusts him and help to be good he gwine make 

our path straight. Dis was true in do days of den, ' cause our white folks 

token cars of us, befol dey was freedom and sedh. Now, us gittint old, and 

gits de old age pension when us too old to work. 

"I works all up and down de old river when Its growed. De' plantations 

has long staple cotton. Dey raise sugar cane and dere be twenty wagons hauliny 

cane to de boilint mills. We was happy to do dat work, tcause we knowed it 

mean us have plenty ' lasses in winter. Lawdy, I wish I knowed I could have 

all de ' lasses and bread I wanted dis winter! Dem W2S good times, Lawd! US 

sing dis song: 

tt t Weill stick to, de hoe till de sun go down, 
Weill rise when de rooster crow, 
And go to de field where de sunshine hot, 
To de field where de sugar cane grow. 
Yes, chilluns, we'll all go,' 

"I can jest see dem long rows of cotton and nigglers drivint de oxen 

and mules. I know tnother song: 

"tNigger mighty happy when he layint by do corn, 
Nigger mighty happy when he hear dat dinner horn; 
But he more happy when de night come on, 
Dat 'sun's a-slantini, as sho's you born! 
Dat old cowts a shakie.dat great big bell, 
And do frogs tunint up, ' cause de dew's done fell.' 

"Dat jest after freedom. Dey have plantations and overseers like 

slavery, but most de overseers niggers, and dey didn't whip you den. On 

Saturday night do overseer pay us, mostly in rations. He give us five, maybe 
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ten pounds rations of meat, and a pick or two or meal, and some coffee and 

tlasses. 

"mat ration day come once a week, 
Old massa rich as Gandy. 
But he give ' lassos all de week, 
And buttermilk for Sunday. 

"tOld massa give a pound of meat, 
I et it all on Monday; 
Den I et ' lasses all de week, 
And buttermilk for Sunday. , 

66 

"A21 dis was down on de Mississippi bottom. Old Man River was shot 

purty in de fall, when dem wild gooses came in droves and de blossoms red and 

yaller. Do fogs come hang over and chills and fever gits started. De women 

sot by de fire piecin quilts and spinninl thread, and de old men wee,TO cotton 

baskets and chair bottoms, and de young men work on de levees, so deg hold 

Old ManRiver back when he start prowlinl round ' gain. 

"Floods come down, no matter what time of year. One day Old ManRiver 

be runnin , ' long, jes' as peaceful and quiet, and everybody happy. Everybody 

meet de boats at de land in'. Den way in do night you wake up and hear a roarint 

like thunder and dat river be on a tear. Folks know ha am in do ugly mood, and 

starts movin' to higher ground. everybody what have a wagon and mule gits out. 

Some jes' gits to de loves. It look like my folks told me when dey run from 

de Yankees, only dis time it's de river. Old Man River shol treachlous. After 

he go on one he /win' and tearint spells; 'den he gwine be so peaceful and 

quiet like. Look like he try to mike up for he meanness. 

"I gits married and moves clost to do Trinity River, and, stays till 

my family done raised. Dey has free sdhools in Texas don, I works to de sawmill 

and dere so,muOh.mild gams us can eat eor. Dam days on de Mississippi bottom is 

like a diem:, but when I hears talk '1 t Old On River an dem big watery 
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UCH STRINGFELLOW, 90, was 
born a slave of Frank Hilbert, in 
Brenham, Texas. His memory is 
poor and, though he recalled a 
good. many incidents of slavery 
days, he had little to say about 
his life from 1865 t* the pres-
ent. He now lives in Was*, Texas. 

"I'll be ninety-one years old next May, and I was bonze& in 

Brenham. My matzo_ and missua was Frank Hubert and Sarah Ann Hilbert. 

My daddy come from de old Africa and was tail and straight as a arrow. 

He was sold to a max what tfooked him to California in de gold rush in 

1849 and me and mammy stays with Massa Hilbert. Dot how some my maize 

ainft de same as massa have. 

"I got so mush misery in de head I coati 'member like I should. 

But I know us live in littlelog houses all kind of group together, and . 

Us eat in a long lean-to builded on to de big house. Us abillen had a 

'long, scooped-out dish on a split log tab/e. What we had to eat was damped 

in dat trough and us ate it like sup. But it oho' taste good when you 

been huntint for eggs or calves or gittin' in *hips or breakial brash. 

"When Its big flough I carrieis water, sometimes from de spring and 

sometimes from de deep well. Dere danger a littie-ihild-fall -ia and 

drown and massa, he say Riggers too valutble to risk den dat war. It was 

hard work to tete water for niggers werkial,lsaase alias somebody 

holleriat for :de water4 / had to trot down - de slippery bank through de 

thorns to de apriag or pull de heavy sweep to gWit,out de welli ,an& 

>sarry two bUsketsAliost,de time.: 
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"Us out two saplinis de right size to fasten together at de end 

and stick den in holes in de wall, to make de bed. Us use lace cowhide 

strings or any kind rope across de poles to hold de bed up. Den put hay or 

corn shucks and a little cotton in de ticks. 

"Us eat bacon and cornbread and greens, but de white folks had. 

more's' better. Dey didn't have to eat strong victuals like us; us have 

to eat something to stick to de ribs. Bight 'bout de time die state come 

to be de United States, and de Mexieass raisin de old billy, us seek 

most usual on de fireplace and have ovens by de side to make bread, and 

cranes for de pots. 

slaves used pine torches and sometimes a little bit of 

candle. De women make al de candles demselves for de white folks. Us 

didn't need mush light at night, 'cause us tired after de long day, wsrkint 

from can see to can's see, and us git is de bed early, 

"I wore shirt tail till Its fourteen, den de homespun britches 

and shirt. My weddinl suit was de dark jeans and I was fix up fine as any 

nigger on de plantation. She wore white and massa fix sapper and git de 

fiddler and all sieh. 

"Massa have John to oversee, and he shoo de stepper. He be 

every place you didn't think he gwine come. He have de big, boom voice 

and allus singial, and wail, ' Look along, black man, look along, dere 

trouble osminl sh0 1.1 Iffen de black boy or WOM231 lyint in de corn row, dey" 

git up quick and be mighty bust right seen, ' cause dat black snake whip 

reach for den. Dey scramble deyself together and be de,basiest in de 

built by time John git dere. 
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"In de long winter days de men sot round de fire and whittle wood 

and make butter paddles and troughs for de pigs and sieh, and ax handles 

and hoe handles and box traps and figure—four traps. ney make combs to git 

de wool clean for de spinnint. Us take de long strip of leather and put 

wire in it and bend dem so dey stay, den cut dem comb—like teef and dere you 

are. 

"Come Christmas us slavps have de big dinner and eat all day and 

dance till next mornint. Some de Riggers from near plantations git dey 

passes and come jine us. C9urse dey a drop egg nog round and candy for de 

ehillen. De white folks have dey big carriage full of visitors and big 

goints on dey come to from miles round. Us didn't have no money, but didn't 

have no place to go to spend it, neither. 

"At night, us sot round de fire sometimes and de women sew and knit 

and de men whittle and told things. Bey -tali ' bout *harms and sigh. You 

gwine have lots of luck iffen 7ou oetch de rabbit in de graveyard on de dark 

of de moon and out off he hind lee and wear it. Iffen you chews de piece of 

shoe—string root, just you ask anybody a favor and you shot gwine git it. 

******** 
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BERT STRONG was born in 1864, 
a slave of Dave Cavin. He and 
his mother remained in the serv-
ice of the Cavin family for ten 
years after they were freed. 
Bert ham farmed in Harrison County 
all his life and now lives alone 
on Long's Can Road, twelve miles 
northeast of Marshall. He is sup-
ported by a 815.00 pr month pension. 

"I been livinl here all my life. I was birthed a year and more 

'fore the war stoppea aria ' longed to old Dave Cavin. All my folks ' longed 

to him over in Montgomery, in Alabama. Massa Dave buyed my mammy's papa 

off a ' baccy farm in Richmond, in Virginny. I heared Massa Dave say he 

done come to Texas ' cause he heared in Alnbama this was a rich country 

hnwgs walkin , round with a knife in they beak and you could shakemoney 

off the trees. His folks and ' bout thirty slaves come to Texas in wagons. 

They was on the road three months. 

"I heared my gran&-people tell ' bout holpinl run the Indians out 

of Texas. Big Lake, on Caddo Lake, was jus' a small kind of strew them. 

days. My grandpa was name Gloster and he died at n hunerd five years. 

"Massa Gavin had Ibout four hunerd acres and bililded us all good 

quarters with chimnims and fireplaces, and good beds and plenty food. 

I's too little to know all this ' fore the war, but my folks stayed with 

massa ten years after freedom and things was jus' the same as in slave 

times, only they got a little money, so I can Imtmber. 

limy grandma was cook and there was plenty wild grime, turkey and deer 

and pigeon and rabbits and squirrels. I ' member once they's grumblinl ' bout 

What they have to eat and old massa come to the quarters and say, ' What . 

you fussin' ' bout? They's a gallon good potlicker in the pot." 

‘.7c) 
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I's raise on greens and pork and potlic.,cer and ' tat ere and ash-cake. Dat 

am good food, too. I ain't never hope to see no better food aan dat. 

"Massa give he slaves two sets clothes a year and one pair ' bachelor' 

brogan shoes with brass toes. The white folks larnt-us Negroes to read 

and write, at night and on Sunday, and we could go to church. We had our 

own preacher, and massa let us have funlrals when a slave died. They wasn't 

no undertakers then. They jusl made the coffin and planed the boards and 

lined it with black cloth. The white folks and tlie cullud folks, too, was 

put way nice on our place. 

"They was a overseer a while, but massa fires him for cattinl and 

slashini he niggers. He made my uncle Freeman overlooker. We is heared 

slaves on farms close by hollerin' when they git beat. Some the neighbors 

works they hands till ten at night and. weighed the last weighin' by candles. 

If the day's pickin , wasn't good ' rough, they beat them till it a pity. 

"Christmas was the big time. Massa kilt the hawg or beef and sometimes 

a mutton, 1:1.d give the slaves the big dinner. Us all hang :the stockinl up 

on massals gallery and it was a run to see what we'd git. He give the chillen 

toys and apples and the big folks somethin, to wear. He'd ' low the chillen 

to have candy pullinl Saturday nights and the growed folks parties. My cousin, 

Tom, was songster and call the plays at all the dances, and they turned 

Icordini to what he'd sing. 

"When young messa went to war they calls all the slaves to tell him 

good-bye. They blowed the horn. He come home two times on a furlough and 

says, ' I's amellin' and seein the Devil.' Then the next time he come home 
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he say, ' Las' time I tells you ' bout smellinI the Devil. Is smellinl and 

seem' Hell now.' when the war am over, he come home and say to old massa, 

*Ain't you read the Ilamation to you niggers yet?' Massa say he hasn't, and 

young massa blowed the horn and calls us all up and tells us we's free as 

he is and could work for who we please, but he like us to stay till the crop 

an out. He say he'd hire us and make a contrac'. Me and my mammy stays ten 

years, ' cause they so good it ain't no use to leave. One of the young masses 

am livint here now, Mr. Tom, and I goes to see him. 

"1 stays with mammy till I marries and then farms for myself. That all 

I ever done and I'd be doin , it now if I was able. I raises two boys but 

they am both dead now. 

"I votes once in the county Ilection and once in the president ' lection. 

I think any men should vote, but it ain't 'tended for women to vote. 

"Mosi the young niggers am swine to Hell. They don't Irreciate things. 

They has lots moreln we ever did. They.can go to school and all, but they 

don't Ipreciate it. 

******* 
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EMMA TAYLOR, 89, was born a 
slave of the Greer family, in 
Mississippi. She and her mother 
were sold to a Texas man, whose 
name Emma has forgotten. Emma 
lives with one of her children, 
in Tyler, Texas. 

"My maw and pa i lived in Mississippi, and belonged to Marse 
•••• 

Greer. pat dere name, too. All the slaves tooken dere master's name, 

'cause deY hadn't no use for a name, nohow. 

"De first thing I /members is followint my maw in the cotton 

patch. She allus went ahead, pickinl cotton, and made a clean place 

with her sack draggint on the ground. But de first work I ever done 

, was feed de chickens and geese and shell corn to feed dem. 

"US nigger chillen couldn/t play with de white chillen. De worstest 

whippinl I ever got was far playini with a doll what belonged to one 

morsels chillen. I 'members it yet and I ain't never seed 2 doll purty 

as dat doll was to me. It was make out a corncob with arms and legs 

what moved and a real head, WLth eyes and hair and mouth painted on. 

It had a dress out of silk cloth, jist like one my miesus weared when 

she went to meetinl. Dat li'l gal done leave de doll under de tree, 

but missus found me playinl with it and whipped me hard. 

"We lived in a cabin in de back field ' hind de big house, one room 

and a shed room, where maw done all de cookinl for de whole family.- I 

had three brothers and three sisters, all dead, I supposes. Dey 211 

older/xi what / was. We cooked on a fireplace, and a big pot hanged on 

poles over de fire and de bread cook on dat fire in a skillet what was 

made of two_piecesof iron, turnfv•all round. Weputs de ,dough_in one 

and turns de other one over it, den buries it in de coals a few Minutes 
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till it brown on de top and bottom. It was good, jist as good as nowadays, 

baked in a oven. Our beds was made out of straw and old rags, but we kept 

warm sleepint a whole lot in one bed in winter, but we slept outside in summer. 

"I was sold one time. Marse, he gittint old and tcide he didn't need so 

many slaves, so he have de ssle and a man come and put us ala up on a big 

platform. W nlls off nearly all our clothes, PS to show how big we was, 

and he tgins hollerint 'bout who gwineter buy; who gwineter buy* I was scart 

and thunk I has to leave maw, so I tgins hollerint jist as loud as he does. 

He turn tround and say, Shut up, you 1111 coon, you, I can't hear nothint..1 

I hides my face in maw's apron and didn't know no more till wets all loaded 

in a wagon and starts to de new home. We gits dere and is give new clothes 

and shoes, de first ones I ever had an and it taken me a long time to lamn 

to wear dam things on my feet. 

"Us niggers has to git up at four in de mornint, and work, work till 

us cantt see no more. Den dey work at night. De men chops wood and hauls poles 

to build fences and make wood, and de -women folks has to spin four cuts of 

thread every night and make all de clothes. ,:Some has to card cotton to make 

quilts and some weave and knits stodkints. Marse give each one a chore to / 

do at night and iffen it warntt did when we went to bed, wets whipped. One 

time I falls plumb asleep beta' I finishes shellin' some corn, but I didn't 

git a bad whippint dat time. 

"Sometimes de niggers danced and played de fiddle and us chillen played 

in de yard. We could stay up all night Om times, but had to work next day-, 

and hardly ever stayed upallnight DikA*041 harvest or at Christmas time. 

!AU de 1401141e. was 1461104,.:,',04t by d.e;.tivereeek*::a4d b.e give enough • one ; 
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week, den iffen us eat it all up too soon, it am jist go without. Lots of 

times, I went down to de "tato patch a longtime after everybody am in bed, 

and stole ' titoes, so we wouldnit be hungry next day. I allus covered de 

hole up good and never did git cotched. De dogs got after me one time, but 

I put pepper in dey eyes and dey stopped. I allus carried pepper with me. 

"I marries when Ils fifteen, not so long bee I'm free. Nigger men 

didn't git no license to marry dey gals den. Deyjist picked her out and asked 

marse, and iffen he Igrees, dey's married. But iffen he don't want it, dat man 

has to find heself ' nether gal. De men what lived on ' nether plantation couldn't 

see dere wives but onct every two weeks. Uarse buyed my husbanl Rube Taylor, 

and he come to live with me. 

"One day marse say wets all free and we has a big celebration, satin' and 

dancin'. r.r. near ill stayed on his place for a long time after day. He 

paid us thirty-five cents de day and let us live in de same old houses. 

"After we done left him, we jist'drifts ' round, workin' for white folks, 

till we manages to git a farm. Rube done died a long time back, and I lives 

with my baby child. 

* * * 

,s; 
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EX.SLAYN STORM 
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moLin TAYLOR, 84, was born 
a slave to John Wilson. at 
Campbell. Texas. After she 
was freed, Mollie moved with 
her family to an adjoining 
farm which they worked on 
shares. Mollie now lives at 
522 Seaton St., Port Worth, 
Texas. 

1,0 One 76 . 

"Now den, I's no record of when I's born and just what de white 

folks tells me is all I knows. I'll be 84 this coming October, but just 

what day I don't know. I's born on Massa John Wilson's farm at Campbell, 

Texas and him owned my father and mother and "bout 20 more slaves. Dere 

was 'bout four or five chillen in wet:cos family. My father died and I 

don't 'member much ' bout him, but his name was Ammon Wilson and my mother 

name was Hattie Wilson. Welune gits de name from de massa. 

"Us slaves lived in log houses back of mqssa's house, and they was 

two and three-room houses with dirt floors and de rock fireplace and just 

holes for windows. De flies come in de door and go out de window, but 

most of ' am stayed in de house, Dere was no furniture like am today. No, 

"rah, it was homemake stuff. De bunks was built Igainst de wall and full 

of straw or hay and de tables was made of split logs. Dere was de cook room 

and de eating room where all de slaves meals cooked and they ate, ' tween 

de slaves quarters and de Massale house. 

"Massa Wilson, him feed us pmrty good, with de cornmeal and ' lasses 

and plenty coffee and milk. We has white flour once a weak and massa 

git de sugar by de barrel. De slaves could have dare own gardens and dey 

raised most dere vegetables. All de dhillen ate out of de wooden trough 

with wooden spoons. It was a sight to watch them, day just like de bunch 

of pigs. 
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'IN overseer, him ring de tell ' bout half past four in de morninl 

and everybody what work go to de fields. De massa purty reasonIble with de 

work and didn't whip much. On Sundays de old slaves goes to de church 

and de chillen plays. 

"When war come dere lots of soldiers allus ridinI by de place, 

all deck out in de uniform with big, shiny buttons on de coat. When us 

chillen seed dew we took to de woods. 

"After freedom 'wefts moves to de next farm and works and I stays 

dove with my family till I's ' bout 25 year old, and den I marries Tom Gould 

and move to McLennan County. But he so mean I didn't stay with him very 

long, and ' bout six months of his foolishness and I ups and leaves him. 

After two years I marries George Taylor and I lives with dat man for 12 

years and took Inough of his foolishness, so I leaves him. I's had four 

chillen but Tom Gould nor George Taylor wasn't de father of any of 'em. 

No, rah, I just found dew chillen. 

41********* 
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JAKE TEERIELL, born a slave of 
Felix Terriell in Raleigh, South 
Carolina, does not know his age. 
He was grown and married at the 
close of the Civil War, so is 
probably in the 90 2s. He lives 
in Madisonville, Texas. 
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"Parry end mammy was called Tom and Jane and they's cotched 

in Afriay and brung to America and sold. My brother was called James 

and my sisters Lucindy and Sally. Massa Felix Terriell owned me and 

paTpy and mammy but when I's still a chile he dore give me to he son, 

Massa Dalton Terriell. 

"My p4py was de wild man and he so wild Lassa Felix have to 

keep him locked up at night and in de chains by day to keep him from 

runnin , off. He had to wear de chains in de field and den he couldn't 

run fast: 

"Massa Dalton growed de tobaccy. He was a good massa and give 

me de nickel and de dime sometime and I'd buy candy. He have lots of 

slaves and de cook fix our grub in big old skillets. We allus have de 

cornbread and de syrup and some meat. I likes possum cooked with sweet 

staters. 

"Missy Mary try lam me read and write but I never did care 

for de book 'amino. Massa wake us ' bout four o'clock with de treat 

iron and hammer and us work long as us could see. 

"Massa didn't have to whip us but I seed pq-)py whip, with 

de rawhide with nine tails. He got thirty—nine licks and every liar, 

it brung de blood. 
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"I seed slaves sold and you has heared cattle bawl when 

de calves took from de mammy and dat de wa7 de slaves bawls. When 

massa sell de slave he make ' em wash up and grease de face good and stand 

up straight and he fatten ' em jus' like you do hags to sell. I had de 

good massa. He was good to black debbils, what he call us niggers. US 

could rest when us git to de quarters or go by de big tank and take de 

bath, and every Saturday night  us git de holiday and have banjo end tin 

pan beat in' and dance. On Christmas massa kilt de big hawg and us 

fix it just like us wants and have big dinner. 

"Massa have doctor when us sick. He say us too vallble. If 

us sold us brung ' bout $1,000. Old mammy could fix de charm and git us 

well. She gather bark and make de tea. Most us sickness chill and fever. 

Sometime a slave git leg broke and massa say he no more ' count and finish 

him up with de club. 

"Massa nearly kilt in de fight in' end he had he doctor write 

missy to set us free. I had. two wives and missy said I couldn't keep but 

one, so I takes Mary and us starts out for Texas, a-foot. Us most starved 

to death ' fore us got here and then us have hard time. But dere plenty 

wild meat and dat what us lived on three, four year. US had two chillen 

and den she dies and I marry 8 half-Indian gal and she died. Us jusl ' greed 

to live together in dem days, no weddinl. Then I marries Lucie Grakt and us 

have 11 chillen and de preacher calls us m A and wife. I's peppy to 17 chillen 

and I don't know how mazy grandchillen. Lucie say moreln a hunlerd. 
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J. W. TERRILL was born IR 
DeSoto Parish, Louisiana, 
and is about 100 years old. 
His master was his father. 
He now lives in Madisonville, 
Texas, 
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"My father took me away from my mother when at age of six weeks 

old and gave me to my grandmother, who was real old at the time. Jue' 

WO she died she gave me back to my father, who was 4y mammy's master. 

He WSW a old batchelor and ran saloon and he was white, but my mammy 

was a Negro. He was mean to me. 

"Finally my father let his sister take me and raise me with her 

chilies. She was good to me, but bet)! he let her have me he willed 

I mast wear a boll till I was 21 year old, strapped 'round ay shoulders 

with the bell ' bout three feet from my head is steel frame. That was 

for punishment for bein' torn into the world a son of a white man and 

my mammy, a Negro slave. I wears this frame with the bell where I 

couldn't reach the clapper, day and night. I sever knowed *hat it was 

to lay down in bed and get a good night's sleep till I was 'bout 17 year 

old, when my father died and my missy took the bell offen me. 

"Befog my father gave me to his sister, I was tied. erad strapped 

to a tree and whipped like a beast by my father, till I was unconscious, 

and then left strapped to a tree all night in told and rainy weather. 

My father was very. meas. He and he sister bruag me to Texas, to North 

Zuldh, when I ' bout 12 year old. He brung my aammy, too, and made her 

came and be his mistress one night every week. He would have kilt every 

one of his slaves rather than see us go free, ' specially me and my 
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"My missy was purty good to me, when my father wasn't right 

'round. But he wouldn't let her give me anything to ea but cornbread 

and water and little sweet ttaters, and just tnough of that to keep 

me alive. I was allus hongry. My marmy had a boy called /frank Adds 

and a girl called Marie Adds, what she give birth to by her cullud 

busban', but I never got to play with them. Missy worked me on the 

farm and there was 'bout 100 acres and fifteen slaves to work tem. 

The overseer waked us 'bout three in the mornint and then he worked 

us just long as we could see. If we didn't git ' round fast enough, 

he chain us to a tree at night with nothiat to eat, and next day, 

if we didn't go on the ran he hit us 39 licks with a be , what was 

'bout three foot long and four inches wide. 

"I wore the bell night and day, and my father would chain 

me to a tree till I nearly died from the cold and beint so hongry. 

My father didn't tlieve in church and my missy tlieved there a Lord, 

but I wouldn't have thieved her if she try lam n me ' bout tligion, 

'cause my father tell me I wasn't any more thee a damn mule. I slept 

on a chair and tried to res' till my father died, and then I sang 

all dgy, Icause I knowed I wouldn't be treated so mean. When edgy 

took that bell °Mtn me I thinks I in Heaven ' cause I could 1* down 

and go to sleep. When I did I couldn't wake up for a long time and when 

I did wake up I'd be scairt to death I'd see my father with his *hip 

and that old bell. I'd jump out of bed and run till I give out, for 

fear he'd come back and git me. 
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"I was 'bout 17 year old then and I so happy not to have that bell 

on me. Missy make us work hard but he have plenty to eat and I could 

sleep. On Christmas she cook us a real dinner of beef meat. 

"Plenty time I listens to the cannon popping till I most deaf, 

and I was messenger boy and spy on the blue bellies. When I'd git back 

to the Southern sojers I helped ' en bury they dead and some what was 

just wounded I helped carry home. 

"When we heered was was over and we's free, we all just jumped 

up and hollers and dances. Missy, she cries and cries, and tells us we 

is free and she hopes we starve to death and she'd be glad, ' cause it 

ruin her to loss us. They was a big bunch of us niggers in town and 

we stirrill ' round like bees workinl in and out a hive. We was just 

that way. I went wild and the first year I went north, but I come 

back ' gain to Texas. 

"After ' while I marries a Indian maid. It was nothinl much 

but Indians ' round and there wasn't mach law. T lived with her ' bout 

two year and then the Indians come and captured her jusl tie& she was 

to give birth. They kilt her or carried her ' way and lef' me for dead, 

and I never seed or heered of her since. While I was sick a outlaw, 

what was Tomas Jefferies, helped me git well and then I tarns outlaw 

and follows all signs of Indians, all over the earth. But I never 

could git word of my wife. 

"It sus' be ' bout 15 year after that, I marries Feline Ford, 

by a preacher. gr first weddinl wee common weddial with the Indian 

maid. I jus' give her deerskin in front of Tomas Jefferies and she 
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my wife. **** -3- **** 
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ALIEN THOMAS, 97, was owned by several 
ranchers of Jefferson and Orange Counties, 
Texas, but recalls Moise Broussard of Ham-
shire the best. Ill health has affected 
his memory and his story is not coherent. 
He is a famaliar figure on the streets of 
Beaumont, Texas, a small man clad in none 
too clean nnd somewhat ragged clothes, with 
a tow sack across his shoulders, into which 
he puts such things as he finds in his wan-
derings about the city. Eumor has it that 
Allen is fairly well to do and that his beg-
ging attitude is assumed, for reasons of his 
own. 

"1 figgers I's 7wine be 97 year old on de fourth of August. Ils 

borned over in Duncan ioods, over in Orange County. My daddy's name was 

Lockin Thomas. I never see my daddy. He git drown in de river here at 

Beaumont. My mammy's Hetty Anderson. 

"I llonge.d to three easters. One John Adam and he was mean. One 

Stowers, and he was mean but not so mean to me. Den dere Moise Broussard, 

he was nurty mean, but he never beat me. Dc las' man what finish raise 

me was Amos Harrison and he purty good man. He wife name Mag and dey 

A.ves on Turtle Bayou over in Chambers County. He buy me from Lewis 

Pinder. He was good. My brudder WPS Kelly Idonia. and I had a sister 

Lessie Dey beat her with clubs. Is walk over many a dead 

person. Dey beat tem to death. 

"Us had tins dishes dem times, master and slaves, too. Dey have 

wooden pa. dies what us take de food out de dishes with. De white folks 

sot at one table and de cullud folks have table to deyseif, buG ' bout 

what de white folks has. 

"Us have,watermilion and sugar cane and milk and butter. Den U.S• 

have de. possum. Us clean him and put him top de house and ' low de frost 
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fall on him. Den us fill him full salt and pepper and put him in de oven. 

Sometime put sweet ' taters all ' round him. Us have de long, square oven 

with de lid on it. 

"Us wore knitted shirt make an dem looms and dey gives us boots with 

brass toes on fem. Me aild mammy work on c'a spinnin' wheel-many a night 

up to one or two o'clock. I used to card de bats. 

"Dere plenty hawgs an hosses and dem cattle what am longhorn. Us 

have plenty meet and raise vegltables, too. 

"I never seed no sojers bat I heared de cannons. I disremember when 

peace am corral'. I come up here to Beaumont when I thank I's a man and 

I's been iere every Gawd's since. 

"I see some sperrits, but I see ' em only special times. You see 

'em twict a year, ' tween spring and summer and den gain Itwixt fall and 

winter. Sometime dey comes rignt ' long and den sometime dey us' standinl 

still. When you leaks at lem dey looks kinder vagueish. I can allus tell 

when sperrits ' round. Dey got a queer scent. When you walk 'bout 20 feet, 

steam gwineter hit you in de face. I can tell dey dere iffen I can't see 

tem. Dey look like men. Day ain't white but dey got a pale look. 

0******** 
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BILL and ELLEN THOMAS live in the 
Old Slave Settlement, 3 miles north 
of Hondo. Bill is 88 and Ellen is 
81. They seem to be happy; their 
fields are tilled, a horse and a cow 
graze near the house; a kitchen gar-
den is under way and several broods 
of -eaby chicks are in the yard. 
They were dressed in simple, clean 
cbothes, and Ellen wears a string 
of nutmegs around her neck, to ' make 
yer eyes strong.' 

qpcle Bill's Story. 

“Does you want me to start right at the beginning? Well, 

I'll tell you jesg how I went to this country. I left Falls County 

where I belonged to the mpn there that kept the post office. He was 

named Chamlin. He had lots of land, I reckin about 50 acres. They 

kepg us in a little house right in their yard. Reckin how old I WAS 

when he bought me? Just five years old! He give $500 for me, but he 

bought my mother and my sisters, too. He had to buy me, ' cause my 

mother, she wouldn't go without me. No, suh, she tol' gem she wouldn't 

go if they didn' buy me, too. An' the man he bought us ft, he wanted 

to keep me, so he woeldn't take less thpm $500 for me. Massa Chamblin 

bought the whole family, gcept my father. They sold him and we never 

laid eyes on him again. 

"My mother cooked. Massa Ohamlin, he alweys fed us plenty, an' 

whatever they hed, we hpd. If he cooked sausage, ,7,,(YA had it too; if he 

cooked ham, you got it too; if he cooked lye hominy, you got it; ang if 

he had pudding, you got some. 

"When I was 6 or 7 years old I chopped cotton and I plowed too, 

and I could lay as straight rows with oxen as any you ever saw. 

"The massa whipped me with a dogwood switch, but he never did 

85 
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bring no blood. But it token 7 men to whip my father. 

"I'll tell -ou how I got away flora there. llasse bought cotton and 

carried it to Mexico. He taken his 2 boys with him and we had 3 wagons and 

I drove one. I had 4 oxen end I had 3 bales of cotton on my wagon; he had 

6 oxen and 6 bales of cotton, and the lest wagon, it hed 10 tales on it and 

6 oxen. He had to ship it acrost the Rio Granee. If a Miiican bought it, 

he come across and took it over hisself. Reckin how much he got for that 

cotton? He got 600 n pound. Yestm, he shot did.. Cotton was bringint that 

then. 

86 

"I woe freed over there in Mexico. I was about 14 years old. Massa 

Chamlin, he stayed over there till the country was free. He eienit believe 

in that fight in'. 

"I cooked in n hotel over there in UM7iCO. I cooked two years at $1.00 

a deer. 

"When Massa owned me, he always give us good clothes. Our pants was 

made out of duekin' like wagon sheets, but my mother took some kind of b-rk 

and dyed tcm. I think it was bleckieck bark. He give us shoes, too. They 

was half-tan leather brogans." 

"I used to play the fieelle for dances when I was young, 'but not after 

4 I joined the churdd. I pleyed for the whit eople. Oh, yestm, the cullue 

folks had dances, they shot did dance. 

"Yestm, I SPW a ghost onct. One night after I was livint down here, 

I was goinl to Sabina), me end another man, and e great long thing passed 

right in front of us. It IMF the bleckest thing you ever saw. It was about 

six feet long. Yestm, it shot was a ghost or sumpin; it disappeared, and 

me lookint at it. The other fellow that was with me, he seen it, too. 
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"Yes, they was lots of panthPrs and b,rs here. If this ghost 

4 87" 

was a bear, he sho' was n, big tun. had a ghost down here on the creek 

we cqlled the ' Bell 4p.tP7r Hole Ghost.' He wns seen lots of times. He 

used to stey down there, but he ain't been seen lately. My wife, she seen 

him." 

AMLieg/lfale_le2EY 

"Yeslm, I seen him waikin' ' long the trail ahead of us. He had 

on a blank hat, like a tell stovepipe hot, nrd a long blnck coat, and when 

we ,,ot up close he jest disappeared. He was a big mqn, and tall, too. 4e 

didn' know which way he -ent; he jes' seemed to disappear. My oldest daugh-

ter sew him too. Lots of folks did. He was alwa-rs seen down et that water 

hole somewhere. 

"Another time, I was stayint with Mrs. Reedes . Mr. Reedes was killed 

end all night long he'd come back and grind coffee and sprinkle it ell over 

us. I was so bad scared I nearly died. Next morninl there'd be coffee all 

over the floor. We supposed it was Mr. Reede's ghost. They say if a person 

was wicked they come back like that. Onct he pulled Mrs. Reedes autta bed 

and pitched her on the floor, and he would take the dishes out of the shelves 

and throw ' em down. I coulen't stand it but a night or two and I said I wes 

goint home. Yes, malem, it shot was a ghost. He sho' did tear up that house 

every night. Ay, they'd be a light shine in that room just as plain as day-

light, nearly. They env ghosties will run you, but I never had any to ran me." 

"I was born ir Mississippi. We come to Texas and my mother died, so 

grendme raised me. I was jest a bab-r when we come to Texas. Mr. Haxper owned 

us. I remember the war, Met it's so long aro I don't remember much. I remember 

when John Harper read the free paper to us. He had a bjg lot of slaves, but 
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when he read the free papers they jes' flew out likebirds. Put I didn't. 

I was stidcin' to my grandmother. She was on crutches and she stayed on 

at the Harper place. 

"After lea was free I worked for them a long time. I cooked, washed, 

ironed, milked the cows. He was pretty good to us, Judge Harper was. I went 

along with him when he went to war, his wife and chillen -did too, end I 

nursed them. I'd give a young baby shuck tea to break him out with the hives. 

For chills and fever I give quinine weed. It don't grow here. 

"When Judge Harper want up to Hondo my grandna grabbed me and kept me. 

So I stayed and worked. I was still a young girl, but I plowed, hnuled and 

grubbed. I used to wear leotton stripes.' I remember tem well. It was a 

homespun cloth. I knew how to spin and weave end I could knit a pair of socks 

in two nights. 

9I never did hear much about hard times. I was treated good but I pet 

switched Teeny a tie. Oh, vestm, I've been whipped, but not like some of lem 

was. They used to tie some of lem•down. P VC heered tell, they shore Whopped 

lem. They used to be a runaway that got away and went to Uexico now and then, 

and if they cmafeht him they shore whopped him awful. 

"That old p1 ono in there, my daughter bought a long time ago. The varnish 

is off, but a mem toll us it could be sandpapered and refinished end it would 

be a beautiful thing. It's about 75 years old.." 

********** 
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LUCY THOMAS,86, was born in 
Harrison Co., Texas, a slave 
of Dr. William Baldwin. She 
stayed with her master until 
1868. In 1869 she married 
Anthony Thomas. She now lives 
with her son at Baldwin Switch, 
sixteen miles northeast of 
Marshall, Texas, on part of 
the land originally owned by 
the Baldwins. 

"My name am Lucy Baldwin Thomas and Its birthed right here in Harrison 

County, on the old Baldwin place at Fern Lake. The log cabin where Its 

birthed sot in a grove of trees right by the lake. The Baldwin place jined 

the Haggerty and Major Andrews places. 

"The best statement I can make of my age am Its ' bout fourteen the 

last year of tbe Lincoln's war. It was true, tcause I starts hoeint in the 

field when Its nine years old and I'd been hoeint a long time. 

"They called my papa, Ike. The Baldwins bought him out of Alabama, 

and mama's name was Nancy and she's birthed in Virginny, and the Baldwins 

bought her out the New Orleans slave market for $1,100.00. Its heared my 

granlma, Barbara, tell how some Alabama owners drug they niggers with a mule 

and laid dem face down in a hole and beat dem till they's raw as beefsteak. 

But her folks wasn't like that and the Baldwins wasntt neither. They was 

good white folks. and Missy was named May Amelia and then there was Old 

Marse Doctor William. HA was a doctor but he worked a hundred acres land 

and owned 'bout eighty-five niggers, what lived in log quarters. They had 

son-of.a-gun beds peg to the walls, and wore bachelor brogan shoes and 

blue and stripe lowel clothes made on the place, and had lots to eat. My 

mama say she had a lots better time in slavery than after. 
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"All hands was up and in the field by daylight and Mare Baldwin allus 

kept a fifty gallon barrel whiskey on the place and a demijohn on the front 

porch all the time for the niggers to git they drink on way to the field. But 

nobody ever got drunk. 

"Marsets brother- in,-law, Marse Lewis Brantly, was overseer, but never 

kicked and beat the niggers. He give us a light breshint when we needed it. 

We would go most anywhere but had to git a pass first, and had play parties 

on Saturday night. 

"I went to school three months. A, Yankee named Old Man Mills run a. 

school and I quit workint in the field to go. Them days, the Klu Kluxers was 

runnint round and I seed big bunches of niggers with they heads tied up, goint 

to report the Kluxers to the Frogee Marshal. 

"Three years after it was all over, my folks moved to the Haggerty place. 

I know lots 'bout old Col. Haggerty's widow. She was an Indian and her first 

husband was a big chief of the Caddo Indians on Caddo Lake. He betrayed the 

Indians to the white folks and he and her hid on a cave on the lake, and she 

slipped out to git food, and the Indians took him away. They say they scalped 

him like they done white folks. Then she married Col. Haggerty and he got kilt 

on a gamblint spree and left her a lot of land and 'bout three hundred slaves. 

She kept 4 nigger 1140101 chained to a loom for a year and when she knew the slaves 

was gittint free, she poisoned a lot of dem and buried dem at night. We'd, hear 

the other slaves moanint and cryint at night for the dead ones. That widow 

Haggerty was somthinil 
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"I seed .thetMattie Stephens' boat the day after it burned and kilt sixty 
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people. Me and Anthony Thomas went to Marshall and married the day fore it 

burnt. That was on February 12th, in 1869. I lived with him fifty-five years 

and raised seven chillen, and after he died I kep' on farmin' until ' bout throe 

years R o. Then I come to live with one my son's here and this land we're on 

right now was nart the land old Marse Baldwin owned. I gits $10.00 a month 

from the gov'ment. They shol is good to me, and my son is porvi, too, so I's 

happy in my old age. 
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EX,..SLAYE STORIES 
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PHILLES THOMAS, 77, was born a slave 
of Dave Miles, who owned a plantation 

in Brazoria Co., Texas. Philles does 
not remember her father, but was told 
by her mother that he was sent to the 
Confederate Army and was fatally injured 
at Galveston, Texas. Philles stayed 
with her family until she was seventeen. 
then married William Thomas. They now 
live at 514 Hayes St., Fort Worth,Tex. 

• 

"I don't 'member much ' bout de war, ' cause I's jus' a young'un when 

it start and too small to have much memlrandum when it stop. I's still on 

de place where I's born when surrender come, de Lowoods Place, own by Massa 

Dave Miles, ' twixt Brazoria and. Columbia. Massa, Dave shot have de big plan-

tation but I don' know how many slaves. 

"When I's a younglun, us kids didn't run round late. Weluns am put to 

bed. When sundown come, my mammy see dat my facts am wash and de gown put 

on, and in de bunk I goes. 

"I can't ' member my daddy, but mammy told me him am sent to de ' Federate 

Army and am kilt in Galveston. She say dey puttinl up breastworks and de 

Yanks am shootinl from de ships. Well, daddy am watchinl de balls cominI 

from dem guns, fallin' round dere, and a car come down de track loaded with 

rocks and hit him. Dat car kilt him. 

"Mammy marries Bill Bailey after freedom and moves to de Barnum Ple.ce, 

what Massa John Miles own. I stays with mammy till I's seventeen and holp 

dem share crop. Den I leaves. Dat de way with chillen, dey gives you lots 

of trouble raisin' dem and den off dey goes. When my chillen am youngluns 

dey's on my lap, and when dey's growecl up, dey's on my heart. 

"Us have de hard time share croppin'. Titles was hard den and de 

niggers didn't know much ' bout takinl care demselves. Course, dey better 
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off free, but dey have to lam. Us work hard and make inough to live on de 

first year us free US raise cotton and vegitables and when I's not holpint 

mammy I goes out and gits a ii work here and yonder. 

"I marries in Galveston, to dat old cuss, eettinl right dere, William 

Thomas am he name and I's stood for him ever since. Him an dock wallopinl when 

I's marry to him. Shot, him am a dock walloper. If you wants to talk big, 

you calls it stevIdore on de wharf. 

"Bat callud genlman of mine allus brung in de bacon. Wetans am never 

rich, but allus eats till de last few years. Us goes on de farm and it hand 

and mouth livin', but us eats someway. After while, us come to Fort Worth and 

he works as mortar man and cement mixer. Weluns live good till de few years 

back, when him break down in de back nd can't work no more. 

"It am ten chillun us raise but only five livinl now. One live at 

Stop Six, right here in Fort Worth, and de others an all over de world. US 

don't know where dey am. Since Bill can't work no more, us git de pension 

from de State and dat $26.00 de month for. de two of us. 

"Does I ever vote? Christ for ' mighty! No. Why yous talk dat 

foolishment. Why for dis igno'mous old woman want to vote? No, sar, and 

no tother womens ought to vote. Dat an for de mens to do. My Bill votes 

couple times, when us in Galveston, and I tells you 'bout dat. 

"Dey gives de eddication with a couple cups whiskey and de cheroot. 

When de whiskey and de cheroot works on Bill's brain, dere am den de smart 

nigger, and he votes Itelligent. I asks him what he votes for and him say, 

'Its vote for what am on de ticket.' ' What am on de ticket,' I says. 

'How does I know, I can't read,' Den I says, 'Better yaas not vote, ' cause 

maybe yous vote to put yauself in de,jailhouse.' So I guess him think ' bout 

93 



Ei,Eilave Stories Page Three 
(Texas) 

dat and him see what foolishment and troublement him maybe git into, and him 

quit votinl. Weluns am lucky with de trouble. Guess it ' cause we'uns knows 

how to ' have. When Its young my mammy lam n me how to ' have and where I ' long, 

so de patterrollers and de KU Klux never bother weluns. Now, weluns so old 

us can't git round, so us double safe now. 

"Gosh for 'mighty! What yous want next? Now it for me to sing. 

Well, yous can't put de bluff on die old nigger, so here it am; 

dancinl. 

"'Put on my long white robe, 
Put on de golden crown, 
Put on de golden slipper, 
And forever be Jesus' lamb. 

"But I likes ' nother song better, like die: 

"'Herodias go down to de river one day, 
Want to know what John Baptist hnve to say, 
John spoke de words at risk of he life, 
Not lawful to marry yous brudder's wife.' 

"Not dat am Inough. If I's here much longer, yous have die old woman 

***WM** 
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WILLIAM M. THOMAS, 87, now residing 
at 514 Hayes St., Fort Worth, Texas, 
was born a slave of Dr. Frank Thomas, 
in Lauderdale County, Miss. William's 
father was sold when William was a 
baby and his mother mated with smother 
slave. It was seven years after they 
were freed that the family left their 
master and moved onto a tract of land. 
William stayed with them until he was 
twenty-four, then worked twelve years 
in Galveston, as a stevedore. He farmed 
until 1910, then worked as a mortar man 
at the Purina Mills in Fort Worth until 
1931. He and his wife receive a $13.00 
monthly pension. 

"I knows izactly how old I is. Massa done give my mammy de state-

ment. He do dat for all he niggers when dey freed. Its borned May 17th, 

in 1850, and dat make me eighty-eicht next May. Dat's on Massa Doctor 

Frank Thomas's plantation, over near Meridian, in Mississippi. Dere 

forty-four slave families on he place and he own ' bout seven hunerd acres 

land, to him haveplenty pasture, wood and field land. De money crop was 

cotton, of course. 

"My mammy and sis was on de place and my step-pa. My pappy am sold 

and took to Texas when Its so lit' I don't 'member him. After dat, mammy 

done took another MAL 

"A11 de slaves live in quarters tcept de house servants, and dey 

live in servants' quarters, and dere's where Its delucky nigger. My mammy 

am cook for massa and Its round de kitchen what ttwas plenty of good eat*. 

And I plays with massa's two boys, ' twee Frank and Lawrence. 

"II* so litl ' fore:surrender I never really works leapt to be de 

errand boy. I nottheS egg* and sith. Massa have late of chicken/I and' 

us fotth in high as a thousand eggs in one day sometimes. Us have eggs 



Exi.kslave Stories 
(Texas) 

Page Tn. 
96 - 

to eat, too. Massa Thomas am awful good and dare 2112 never de holler ' bout 

feedinl. I bet none dem niggers done live so good after dey free. 

"US have al de meat us want, mostest pork and beef and mutton. Day 

kills five hunderd hpwgs when killin" time come, and make hams and bacon 

and sausages. If yetis ever ate sich ham and bacon what on made by massals 

butcher right dare on de place, you say dare never an sidh. Dat sausage, 

it make de mouf water to think 'bout it. ' Sides de meat, us have cornbread 

and ' lasses and de rations ain't measure out, Icept de white flour on Sunday 

morninl. All week de meals am cook in dat kitchen and serve in de big shed, 

but each family cook for days elf on Sunday. 

"Us go to church if us want, ' bout four miles off. Massa give anybody 

de pass to go dere. Dora am no parties and sich, but old Jack saw on de 

fiddle and us sing. 

"Massa didn't whip, only once: Dat ' cause a nigger steal he favIrite 

pumpkin. He am savin , dat for to git de seed and it an big as de ten gallon 

jug. De corn field am full of pumpkins, but dat nigger done took assa's 

choice one. Dat pumpkin am so big, he have to tussle with it 'fare he git 

it to he cabin. It like stealinl a elephant, you can't hide it in de watch 

pocket. Course, late of niggers seed dat cullud gentman with dat pumpkin, 

and 'fore long massa know it. 

"Well, ear, it am de funny sight to see him punish dat nigger. lirst, 

massa sot him down on de ground front de quarters, where us all see him; Den 

be make dat nigger set down and give him de big bowl pumpkin sauce and make 

him eat It Elm at and eat awl et so full him can't hardly swallow and 
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mesa say, 'Eat somemore, it am awful good.' Dat nigger try, but him can't 

eat no more. Massa give him de light breshin' and it an funny to see, dat 

eullud gentman with pumpkin smear on he face and tears runninl down he face. 

After day, us chillen call him Massa PlImpkin and =sea never have ma more 

trouble with stealint he seed pumpkins* 

"When war starts Its lbsut fifteen year aid, ' Bout half mile 

from de plantation an de crossroads and one ,ro to New Orleans and one go 

to Vicksburg. Dare on a ' Federate camp dere at de start, but after ' While 

dey goes and de Yanks comes. Dere a battle near, and us hear de shootint 

but us have to stay in de place. 

"I dene slip off and see de camp, though. De Yanks puts up two 

big tents and use dam far de hospital and de wounded am fetch dere. What I 

sees and hears dere, I never forgits, and it done turn die nigger Igainst 

war. Why can't dey settle dey without kiln' ? Day's moanial 

and criint and screaminl in dem tents. 

"One day de Yanks come clean de crib of all de corn and de meat 

house if all de meat. Massa am smart and fix it so dey don't find all de 

rations. Rim dig a big ditch in de woods and hide lots of rations, 

"Us didn't knew when freedom come. It a long time after dat de 

Yanks come tell us, and it de same Way on all de plantations round dere. 

De Yanks come and make mama pg us all fifty cents de day. After daa 

massa:puts dam what wants to ge on pieces of land and dey aialt charge 

for it tlil'aevei year after. Den dey has to pay rent and part de crop, 

and or 
_ PK: 
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"I stays with my folks till Its twenty—four year old and den 

Is on my way to Galveston and gits work as de stevedore. Dat am on de 

wharf and I works dere twelve year. I votes dere twi times. Some white 

folks done come to us, and de bees, tom, and gives us de ticket. It am 

all mark up. Boss say us donft have to work de next day, and us to report. 

at a place. Whelus comes dere, ' twas a table with meat and breed and 

stuff for to eat, and Whiskey and cigars. Dey give us something to eat 

and a cup or two or dat whiskey and puts de cigar in de mouth. Us am 

'portant niggers, ready to vote. With dat cup of whiskey in de stomack 

and dat cigar in de mouth and de hat cock on side de head, us march to 

de votinl place and does our duty. Fix up de way us was, us would vote 

to put us back in slavery. And de nigger what didn't vote, -OW all dat, 

him am in for de fixie. I means be gits fixed. Dey pounds he head till 

him won't forgit to do it right next time. 

"Bit I gits to thin:kin' how massaCay When UA leave him, 'Montt 

let no white finks use you for to make trouble.' I figgers dat what am 

happeninl with dat vatinl business, and I quits votint and gees to farminl. 

I ' neve de cullud folks should vote, but not de ignolmous niggers like us 

was del 
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I farms till 1910 and den comes to Fort Worth, and day am buildie 

de Purina Mills Elevators on East 4th Street and I works dere at mortar work. - 

Den I works at cement on lots de big buildin's in die city, till ' bout ten 

year ago, when it git too hard for me. I has de back misery. • 
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"I gits married to Phillis Wilson.when Its twenty—nine, in 

Galveston, and us don't allushays lots, but us gits by and raises de family. 

Now us have to live on de pension from de State what am $13.00, and some— 

times us am awful short, tryin' to pay de rent and buy de rations and what 

clothes us needs, but us am glad to git it. Ten chillen am what us raises 

and five au dead and four am scattered and us don't knolit where, and one 

live here. 

"Ain't it diffIrent how peoples lives? DS used to travel with 

de ox end now dey flies in de slcy. . Folks sings In New Terk and us sets 

right here and hears dem. ShuckS! ts way things am vine, I's all fussed 

up and can't understand whether Its ovine or motile. 

**WM** 
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ELSLAVE STORIES Page One 
(Texas) 

MART THOMPSON was born a slave 
87 years ago, in Denton, Miring° 
County, Alabama. Her mother, 
Piney Askew, and father, Wesley 
Jones, belonged to Green Askew, 
a Georgian. She was 15 when 
she was freed. Mary now lives 
at 1104 East Avenue, Austin,Tex. 

"I IMO boon in Alabama and my mother was Viney Askew. 

Sne belonged to Marster Green Askew. My father was Wesley 

Jones, ' cause he took his marsterts name. 

"Hy mother was a good cook and she cooked for de master. 

She had a great big stove and she made salt-rig:in' bread, too. 

We and all de slaves lived in cabins near d, big house and some 

of de slaves would have chillen by de marster. 

"When we come home from de fields at night, de women cooked 

de food and den dey was so tired dey jus , went to bed. We didn' 

have fun in de evenints, but on Christmas morninl de marster 

give us eggnog and etch. Den we'd sing but I don' :member de 

songs now. 

"De crops in Alabama would be cleared by July 4 and den 

we'd have seviral days off, all de slaves. Dey'd give us pits 

of barbecue and pies and cakes to eat. 

"When we was sick de marster would sent for de doctor 

and we made teas outta herbs and etch. Alabama was full of chills 

and fevers in dem days and we drunk catnip tea for fevers and blue 

and white sage. Calamus root, looks like an onion, was good for 

de chillense colic. 
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" My mistress' niece had a big plantation and she had a 

place whar she had de slaves whopped. She had a regglar whopping 

post. My marster jesg had a large cowhide whoop. Yes, I got a 

whopping moregn once. Seviral times marster took hold. my ears 

and bumped my head ggainst de wall. But gen'rally dey was good 

to me. 

"We wasn't glowed. no whiskey, ' less we was sick. De poor 

white folks was good to us, betteron rich folks. Dey'd give us a 

quarter nowt!) den. 

"I can 'member how de slaves was fattened like hawgs and 

den marched to town and ground and auctioned off like cattle. Some 

of gem had done something mean and was sold off. Some of sem brought 

more 'n a thousand dollars down in New Orleans. 

"I knows of one slave who liked to run ground at night. She 

was miss to marstergs girl and she give it morphine to put it to sleep. 

She give de baby girl so much morphine dat her body was full of it and 

she died. De cullud folks got to talking too much and de baby was dug 

up and Ixamined. Do slave miss was put in jail and kap' there a long 

time and den she was sold. 

"Reap of de slaves would run away and go up north. Bey would 

try to find ' em by sending nigger houngs after gam. Once de haunts 

caught a slave and he kepi saying, gO. Lawd 0, Lawd! 1 

"Agter de war, when we was free, de slaves would go here and 

there and a lot of ' em died. Dey'd git de black measles, go out in 
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de woods and die. Dey didn' know how to take care of demselves. 

"I stayed at marster's house eight months, den hired out at 

ten dollars a month. Dat was de fus , money I ever made and I didn' 

want to go to school, ' cause I wanted to make dat money. Dat looked 

like big money to me. I was proud to have it, ' cause I could git 

what I wanted. I cain't read or write to this day. 

"I was married to General Thomson,}and he'd been a slave 

too, in Alabama. Yes, General was his given name. I was 16 years 

old when I married and a white preacner married us durin a 4tia of 

July celeoration. Tee, we had a big time and a good time. 

"We come to Texas later and my husban' farmed on tie 

Brazos. We had eigut chillen, and two of tem is livin.' My lansban' 

died and I buried him, den I took up witn a Horace Poster, and he 

was nothinl but a gambler. I lived with him ' bout 8 years, but he 

never would marry me, so I lefl him. 

**************** 
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EX,SIAN TOR/ES Page One 
(Texas) 

PENNY THOMPSON, 86, now living at 
1100 E. 12th St., Fort Worth, Texas, 
was born a slave to Calvin Ingram, 
in Coosa Co., Alabama. In 1867 
Penny was brought to Tyler, Texas, 
and several years later she mar-

ried Ike Thompson and moved to Fort 
Worth. 

"Do I ' member slavery days? Yes, sUla! How could I forgit 

dem? For an old person I has good ' collection. I's 10 year old 

when de war start and my massa am Calvin Ingram. My mammy and 

peppy was a weddinl present to Massa Ingram from his peppy. Mammy 

give birth to 15 ohilluns, but I never saw any of my brothers and 

sisters, ' cause they all born on Massa Ingram's poppy's plantation 

'fore he give ay mammy to Mnssa Ingram. 

"Le plantation dat }Lassa Ingram have was 200 acres or ma'. Him 

own ' bout 20 grown-up slaves, and on dat place dey raisis ' bout every-

thing we eats and wears, incluOinl de vinegar and de peach brandy. 

Everybody am ' signet to dey duties and my mammy am chief cook for de 

big house. I helps her and f.=eds chickens, its eggs and totes water. 

"De treatment couldn't be better. Massa am de bestesl and de 

kindesl fellow dat ever live. He am in Heaven, for she', but de missy 

musl be in Hell, for she shol was a debbil. Massa have de fight with 

her lots of times ' bout de treatment of us, but he wouldn't let her 

lbuse us. 

"Welcns was never honary for food, ' cause we have lots of meat, 

chickens and eggs and cornmeal and ' lasses and honey. De hams is smoked 

on de place and dey am de hams, white man, dey am de hams! 
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Den massa have a big cellar just fall of everything and I never forgit 

de big, brass key what lock dat cellar. Dare was de jams and de jellies 

and de preserves, and de massa give us smmethin , of all of dat. Him 

makes de gran' peach brandy and every morninl we could have two fingers 

in de glass. 1Twas de same at night. Dere was somethint else was 

reelar every morninl and night and dat am de prayer. He calls all us 

together and says de prayers. I often thinks of dat brandy and de 

prayers, two times every day. 

'As for de whappin,' dere wasn't any on massa's place. Him have 

only one nigger whpt am unruly and dat am Bill McClure, and a bigger 

thief never lived. 

"On de flex' plantation dey gives de whappin, and we hears dem 

niggers beller. On dat plantation dey trades and sells de niggers all 

de time and de speculation wagon comes by often. Sometime it am awful 

to see de babies sold from de mothers and de wife from de husbanl. Sich 

bemoaninl at some of dem sales, yous jusl can't Imagine. 

"lat on massa's place we has no tradin° of slaves and welans have 

pass for go to church and parties and de dance. When de night for de 

party come on our place, de yard am cleaned off and we makes sandwiches. 

One time massa come to me and say, ' Just wait a minute, I nearly forgits 

de mos' 'portant part,' and he give me a new pink dress. I's so happy 

I cries for joy, and everybody says I looks like de (keen of Sheba. 

"De other big time am de Ism haakinl bee. Once a year all de 

neighbors comes fast to one place den to de other. At de haskinis, dey 

gives to prize when you finds a red. ear. De prize am two fingers of &at 

104 



Ex-slave Stories Page Three 
(Texas) 

peach brandy. When dey its de fast one dey works a little harder, de 

second. still faster, and de third, lawd-a-massy, how dem husks do fly! 

Dey don't zit drunk, ' cause you am lucky to find as much as three red 

ears at one haskinl. 

Illve has de weddin's too, but no preacher or cerlmony. When a man 

sees a girl him likes and de girl am willinl, dey says dey wants a weddinl. 

De womens cooks extra and dey its de cedar boughs and wets dem and sprinkles 

flour on dm and puts dem on de table. We sits at de table and eats and 

sings Iligious songs and after supper dey puts de broom on de floor an de 

couple takes de hands and steps over de broom, and den dey am put to bed. 

"We was never bother with de patter rollers, but I ' members a song 

'bout dem, like dis: 

"'Up de hill and down de hallow 
Patter rollers cotched nigger by de collar; 
Dat nigger run, dat nigger flew, 
Dat nigger tear his shirt in two.' 

Olin de war soldiers comes to massa's place and every time he feeds 

dem. 7411 hears de clippity clop of de bosses and dey is off de saddle 

'fore you gits to de door. Dey says, ' e wants de meal,' or maybe dey 

wants to sleep. Massa's wife say, ' I's not coin' do nothinl for dam blue 

bellies,' but massa make her fix de chicken. Dere was everything dere 

but manners, ' cause dey have de pistols drawed. 

"After freedom, mos' of us stays with massa, ' cause we don't know 

where to go and we don't want to go, but ' fore long massa dies and tat was 

mourninl time. After de death we all leaves. 
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marries Bill Thompson but he won't work so after 15 year I Cite 
• 

de divorcement. 
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EL-SLAVE STORIES Page One 
(Texas) 

ALBERT TODD, 36 years old, was born 
a slave to Capt. Hudson, in Russell-
ville, Kentucky. His master was 
killed in the Civil War and he then 
came to Texas in a covered wagon. 
His "Ml.ssus" kept him a slave for 
three years after the War. He now lives 

with his wife, daughter and two sons 
at 708 Center St., San Antonio, Texas, 

most suppose my‘ memory is too jumpy, but I'll try to bring 

it ' long from de time I was born. I don't know de year, but it was 

in Russellville, Kentucky and my massn, Captain Hudson, had a fruit 

orchard. My reg 1121- work WPS protectinl my young missus, Nannie 

Hudson. She had to walk five miles to and forth from school every 

day and I was her protector. I was only 8 and she was 11. I sat 

on the steps until she got through larninl 2nd then brung her home. 

She come to be grown and married and died, but I allus loved her. 

"When war comes, my massa goes and gets kilt :,nd my missus 

got gusted. with the orchard and packs up in two covered wagons and 

heads crossland to Texas. e finally gets to Lavernia and gets a 

farm and as worked plenty hard. 

"Our missus was good to us, but one white man neighbor got a 

new set of niggers every year. He say if they didn't die, they wasn't 

any good work left in them after they works for him a year. He allus 

cut off one they ears, so if they run away he'd know tem. 

"My clothes was a long shirt, made out of a meal sack. That's all 

I wore them days. I was a slave three year after the otheYs was freed, 

'cause I didn't know nothint ' bout beim' free. ok Mrs. Gibbs got bolt 

of me and makes me her slave. She was a cruel old woman and silf didn't 
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have no mercy on me. She give me one sn*spee and one biscuit in the 

morninl and nothinl e2se all dr. One day she gone and I stole some 

biscuits, and she comes back and says, ' Did you take them biscuits?' 

tells me if I tells de truth she won't punish me, bat she knocks-

me down and beats me till I not know - cthin'. But after ' while her 

house burns ad she burns up in it. 

"But ' fore that I .7ps ,:roin° to run away and I goes to the road 

and sits down and then my sisters comes ' long and finds me and takes me 

to n place where they was livinl on the ranch of a man name ?adman. 

de works for him a lorw: time and then I is free from that Gibbs womam. 

******** 
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Dibble, Fred, P.W., Beehler l. Rheba, 
Beaumont, Jefferson, Dist. #3. 

His skin was of an extremely dark 
chocolate color, his hair thin and 
gray. A blue shirt was about his 
body while blue trousers enclosed 
his nether limbs. His bare feet 
protruded as he sat on an old dilapi-
dated chair. Under his flat nose 
was a gray mustache, and one eye had 
completely lost its vision. This 
small negro man was ALECK TRIMBLE 
who thoughtfully told the story of 
his life (V e..tti, TeX.), 

"I was bo'n in 1861. I warn't much of a chile when 

freedom come, but yet dey's right smart of t'ings I kin 

'member in slavery times." 

"My pa name was Aleck Trimble and dat's my name, too. 

My ma was Ellen Trimble and I was de onlies' son. I didn' 

hab no brudders. 01 1 marster's last name was Alexander, 

but I distmember his fus' name." 

"I uster hafter do a li'l wuk trount de place like 

pullin' up weeds and drivin' de calfs. I ' member one time 

I was drivin' a calf up to de lot and I saw a crazy man. 

He didn' try to do fluff in' to me. I jis' walk up on him 

and he sittin' dere mumblin' and I know right den dere was 

sumpin' wrong wid him. He didn' try to hult me nor run 

atter me, but he she' scare me and I run away from him 

fast as I kin." 
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Dibble, Fred, P.W., Beehler, Rheba, P.W., 
Beaumont, Jefferson, Dist. #3. 

"I warn't so glad when freedom come. I was a-farinl 

pretty well in de kitchen. I didn' t'ink eber see bet-

ter times dan what dem was, and I ain't. I t'ought I 

was jis' as near hebben as I want to be. It didn' look 

to me like dey coulder been no betterer din what dey was." 

"I uster had jis' all I want to eat. Us hab biscuit 

and syrup, and plenty milk and butter. And dey give us 

all de collard greens and hog jowls us could holl." 

"Dey uster had lots of cows and all de milk and but-

ter anybody want. Dey had a big bucket hangin' in de well. 

Dey put de butter in dat in de summer time to keep it from 

meltin'. How dey kep' it from sptilinl? Why, dey et it 

up, dat's how dey keep it from splile." 

"1 neber see ' em do de slaves bad. Iffen dey did dey 

tek ' em off in de woods .somers where nobody see ' em." 

"Sometime nigger traders come long de road wid a big 

drove of niggers. I neber pay dat no mint though. It was 

jis' a drove of niggers to me." 

"Dey gimme ' bout as good clo ts as I got now. When I 

was doin' Irouni de yard at Marster' house I wo' a shutt 

wid pleats ' cross de bosom in front." 

"Dey gimme some britches befo' freedom come, and den 

I tlought I's 'bout as big as anybody. Dey gimme dem when 
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I was big tnuff to dribe de calfs up from de lot. But 

neber go in de fie'? to wuk." 

"Atter freedom come I go to school to a white lady 

name' Mrs. Tunsten she had a son name' Waddy. She teach 

de school at Shiloh and all de white chillun and nigger 

chillun go to school in de same room. She teach her own 

chillun in dat school on de Huntsville road. I ' member 

de stages and t'ings gwine by. I ttought she was a good 

teacher, but she whip me half a day one time ' cause I 

didni spell "gangrene." She whip me ' till I learn how to 

spell it and I ain't neber forgit. I kin spell dat word 

yit. I's satisfy she from de Norlf. Dere was a oll stage 

stan' dere by de school house." 

"I went to dat teacher and dat school t'ree or to' 

year'. Atter she quit teachin' dey wax other teachers 

what come drappin' in and teachin' tlree or to' months." 

"My pa he uster wuk in de fiel' ' till freedom come. 

My ma she wuk in de kitchen. Dat how come I git so much 

outer de kitchen to eat. Sometime she hafter wuk in de 

fiel! too." 

"Jis' like I say, I stay frounl de big. house. I raise 

up wid de white chillun ' till I was 25 or 30 year' ell." 



Dibble, Fred, PA., Beehler, Rheba, P.W., 
Beaumont, Jefferson, fist. #3. 

"I t'ink (ley stay at de 01' place a year or MD' at-

ter freedom. Den dey ' gin to drif"roun' to diffirent 

place wiere dey find wuk to do. I stay wid de 01' folks 

and he'p s'po't ( support) ' em wid what money I git for de 

wuk what I doin'. My ma lefl my pa at de Olt plantation, 

and her and me and a gal what was ol'er dan me, what was 

my sister, us move." 

"De fus' wuk I done and de fusl money I nick was pick-

in' cotton for a white man. De fusl money I git I buy me 

a oi l Webster Blue-back speller . Lawd, I uster look at 

dat book sometime ' till dem A B C's all run togedder seem 

like." 

"Dat plantation was de Johnnie Murchison plantation. 

Us stay dere ' bout five or six year'. Atter day I lefl 

dere and went to wuk for cullud man what was name' Sam 

Scott. I wuk frounl in de fiel' and go to mill when I was 

on dat place." 

'LI ' member seem' de sojers. Dey was a big troop of 

'em come marchinl down de road. Dey was all of ' em dress' 

up in blue coats and some of ' em had blue capes over dey 

shoulders. Dey had wagons and lots of sich tlings comint 

.'long behint." 
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Beaumont, Jefferson, Dist. #3. 

"I can't tell you much ' bout de 01' marster ' cause 

I didn' see him ebtry day. Lots and lots of time I didn' 

.hab no notion where he 

"Dey was a large troop of cullud folks on de place. 

When dey want ' em dey blow a bugle or holm or sump'n'." 

"I git marry in Houston county. I don' member what 

year it was but it was back in Cleveland's ' ministration. 

Den atter while she die and dat lef' me a widower. Den 

'bout 28 year' ago I marry 011ie Washington. I was wukkin' 

for Scott befo' I marry Washington. Dat's my li'l Idopted 

grantchile dere. You see dat tling Irounl her neck? Dat's 

hoss hair roll up in a clolf. Dat to hetp when she teeth-

in'. Dat good for stomach and bowel trouble, too. Long 

as she wear dat she ain't gwine to hab no fever in de head 

needer. I gwine to let her wear it ' till she finish cut-

tin' her teef. I jisl put dat rag Irounl it to keep it 

from stickin' her. You kin see how healthy she is." 

"Anudder tling what good for chillun when dey's teeth-

in' is for to tek a rabbit head and 'noint (anoint) dey 

gums good wid rabbit brains. Some of de 01' folks wear a 

dime tie' Irouni dey leg wid a hole in it for de rheumatism." 

"May-apple for a good purgative too, but you got to 

know how to use it. Iffen you don' use it right though, it 
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gwine to stir up your stomach and. mek you sick. And you 

better not drink no milk when you tek dat Eay-apple root 

and you don' want to eat nuffint needer. Dat's bitter'n 

quinine." 

"Co'se, sometime some of de slaves die on de planta-

tion. I know dey have home-mek coffin, but I ain't neber 

see ' em mekint one. Sometime' when de corpse a-layinl 

dere dead dey have awake." 

"Dem what wanted ' em had a li'l patch of groun where 

dey plant garden truck and veg'tables for deyself. Dey 

have half a day off on Sunday, and den colse, dey have 

Sunday. All de slaves have big holiday on Crismus." 

"Dey lib in log houses. Moss and dult ( dirt) was 

pack' all in Itween de logs and boards was nail' on over 

dat. 01' marster he have a awful large house bull' outer 

plank. It had a gallery to de front and back." 

"Dey had a li'l house down de way dey had preachinl 

in. De white preacher he do de preachin'. Seem to me dat 

soon play out." 

"Dey had a 01' lady what ten' to de chillun when dey 

in de fie]) pickint cotton. Sometime she uster sing: 

'My Lord say dey's room enough, 
Room enough in hebben for us all.' 
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And eblry now and den she stop and retch ( reach) over and 

fotch ( fetch) ' em a whack on de head and say: 

"Come ' long wid dat row." 

"Atter freedom come de darkies uster have a song what 

go like dis: 

'Come along 
Come along 
Make no delayinl 
Soon be so Uncle Sam give us 

all a farm. 

'Come from de way 
Come from de nation 
fTwon't be long ' till Uncle Sam 

give us all a farm.' 

Atter while dd Klu Kluxers git atter de cullud folks. Den 

dey mek a song: 

'Run nigger run de Klu Klux git you.' 

Lots of time dey come on Sunday. One place dere was a big 

plum thicket'long de road and dey dodge in dere and ketch 

people. Lots of cullud folks halter pass by dere to sit 

where dey gwine. In de day time den Klu Kluxes was jis' 

in dey common clots but when dey come in de nights dey did-

figger doyself wid den high plint hats and white t'ings 

wrap froun"em." 

"I bllongs to de Baptis' Chulch. I reckon dat 

was de.Baptist chutch back in den days, but I don' 'member 
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no baptisms back in slavery. I ' members though that dey 

wit s a blin' cullud man what uster preach." 

"I ' members dey was lots of smallpox one time. Dat 

was atter freedom come, ' bout 50 year' ago. De people was 

sho' scare' of it, wusser'n if it was a ':iilachester. when 

I rus"member ' bout dat smallpox dey was a man had it and 

dey run him 'bout a mont' and bu'n him. If dey find out 

you got de smallpox you jis' long gone, you better not go 

out nor in. Dey put de food on de gate-pos'. If you don' 

git better in so many days dey bu'n you and de house and 

eb ' ryt ' ing up." 

"I uster farm ' till de boll weevil start in dis part 

of de country. Atter dat sawmillin' and public works. Jis' 

go from one sawmill to nnudder. But I spen t my bes' days 

on de farm." 

ftt'alen I was cut off dem sawmill and public works jobs 

I was done wol out. Dey orter stop me fifteen years be-

fo' dey did, ' cause den I mightenter (might not have) been 

we' out. Now I can't do nuffinl." 

"I los' one of my eye ' bout seben year' ago. I have 

de fever and it settle in my eye and jis i cook. Dat was 

when I had meningitis." 

"I can't plow no no'. I *list live on my lill bit of 

pension and dat ain't nuttin l." 
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EL. SLATE STORIES 

(Texas) 

REEVES TUCKER, 98 year old 
Negro farmer of Harrison Co. , Texas, 
was born in Bibb Co., Alabama, a 
slave of George Washington Tucker, 
Sr. When Reeves was six his master 
died and Reeves was sepTated from 
his family and brought to Texas by 
George Tucker, Jr. Reeves now lives 
with his son, who owns a farm nine 
miles northwest of Marshall, Texes, 

Page One 

"My father was Armistead Tucker and my mother Winnie Tucker 

and they's both born slaves of Massa George Washington Tucker. He lived 

over in old Alabema, between Silmen and Mapleville. My brothers was 

Andy and John and Peter and there VMS two girls, Anne and Dorcus, and 

we was 211 born on Massa Tucker's plantation. My missy died ' fore I wqs 

born and my old masse died when I was jest a shirt-tail boy and his chil— 

len had a dividement of his lands and mummy and all the chillen but me 

fell to the daughter and peppy was give to the son. Peppy begs to hard 

for me to go with him that finely they lets me. T never seed my mammy 

after thbt, bin' as how Missy- Emoi;ene steys in Alabpma end us come to 

Texas . 

"Massa George settles neer Gilmer and he shog have a big place 

with lots of acres and a good house. Fe didn't glow no beating on that 

place but I've saw slaves on other places whopped till the blood run off 

them onto the graung. When they was cut loose from the tree or whipping 

post they falls over like dead. But our massa was good to us and give us 

lots to eat and wear. We et pork meat and white flour jest like the white 

folks and every woman have to spin so many yards cloth ' fore she go to bed, 

so we allus had the clothes. 

"I've saw lots of slaves bid off like stock and babies sold from 

their mammy's breast. Some brung ' bout $1,500, owing to how strong they 
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is. Spectlators used to ride all over the country near our place and 

'buy up niggers Ale- I've sew as many as fifty in a gang, like convicts. 

"But Masse George wouldn't sell and buy slaves rITA none of ' ,an 

ever run off 1cept my peppy and one night he started to ' cross a shirt 

of woods to the neighbors and young massa was a, pattyroller and tells 

pappy to wait and go with him, but peppy hard headed as a mule and goes 

hisself and the pattyrollers cotches him and nigh beats him to death. 

Young massa was dn.& mad as fire, ' cause he didn't want his niggers beat 

up. 

"Them circuit ridin 1 preachers come to the white church and tries 

to make the white folks bring their slaves to preaching. Preacher say, 

'Nigger have a sod to save same as us 11. 1 Massa illus went to church 

but I oolilt Ilieve it done him any good, ' cause while he there at meetin 1 

the niggers in the field stacking that fodder. He did give us Christmas 

Day and a bi,a, dinner and ' nept for workin 1 the lights outten us, gsnlrally 

treated us decent and we had heap easier time than gay other slaves ' round. 

"I 'member the war and Jeff Davis and Abe Lincoln was warfaring 

'bout frtein 1 the niggers ' bout four year ' fore they fought. Massa Tucker 

jest grunted when we was freed, ' cause he knowed the thing was up, and he 

tells us if we'd stay and help the crop out he'd give us a horse and saddle, 

but we didn't git nothinl. So I left him soon as the crop laid by the year 

of freedom and then moved with pappy to a farm near Hallsville and stays 

with him till I marries. / had seven chillen to be growed and married and 

I farmed near Kallsville mos' my life, till I too old. My son, Reeves after 

me, owns this farm and we's all right. Never did have hard times after free— 

dom, like some niggers,lcause we jest sot down as the land. 

Com 
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LOU TURNER, 89, was born 
at Rosedale, near Beaumont, Texas, 
on the Richard West plantation. 
She has spent her entire life 
within three miles of Beaumont, 
and now lives in her own little 
home, with her daughter, Sarah. 

"I hears you been round to see me befol, but 'you ain't 

never gwine find me to home. I shot love to go ' round visitin'. 

You know dey say iffen you treats the cat too good, you ain't 

never know where the cat is. 

"I's gwine on seventeen year old when freedom come. I's 

born right here near Beaumont, on the big road what . they calls the 

Concord Road, in the place what they calls Rosedale. I's a growed-

up young lady befol I ever sees Beaumont. I's gwine on 89 year old 

now. 

"Richard West, he's my massa and Mary Guidry she my missy. 

Dey used to call her the ' Cattle King.' Dey have a big plantation 

and jes' a few slaves. Dey raises my mammy since she eleven year 

old. Her name Maria and she marry Sam Marble. He come from Miss* 

iPPis 

"I stay up at the big house and missy fix my plate when 

she fix hers. God bless her heart, she kind to me. I know now I's 

sassy to her but she didn't pay me no Itention ' cause I's liLl. 

I slop' on a trundle bed by missy's side and I git so smart I allus 

sa#11 my bed to see iffen deg puts nice, clean sheets on mine like 

dey did on hers. Sometime I play sick, but old missy a good doctor 

and she gimme beefoot oil and it so nasty I quit PlaYi9  off. She 

'tench and she so good doctor they send for her to other folks houses. 
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"Old misqr was real rich. I's taken her money out of de wardrobe 

ane make tall playhouse out of gold and silver money. Iffen she have to 

buy somethie she have to come and borrow it from me. Us talus has to 

figger how to take dat money out of de corners so de house wontt fall down. 

I cried and cried iffen she tored it up. 

"She'd take me with her when she go to see her grandchillen in de 

French settlement. Us come in buggy or hack and bring jelly and money and 

things. I thought Its gwine to Heaven, ' cause I gits to play with li'l 

chillen. Us play ' ring place', dat's draw a ring and hop ' round in it. 

US jump rope and swing. Dey have a hair rope swing with a smooth board in 

it so it ain't scratch us behinl, 

"Old missy so kind but what got ' way with me, I couldn't go to school. 

I beg and beg, but she kola' sayin', ' Some day, some day,' and I ain't never 

sit in a school in my life. 

"Old massa didn't work ' em hard. He make 'em come in when the sun 

got bad, ' cause he feared dey git sunstroke. He mighty good in early days, 

but when he figger dey gwine loose he slaves he start bein° mean. He split 

'em and sold ' em, tryin° to mcilre he money out of ' em. 

"Do house what the white folks live in was make out of logs and 

moss and so was the quarters houses. Hettertn /few Orleans, dent quarters was. 

Us slaves have de garden patch. The white folks raises hogs and kilt ' alloy 

the twenties. Der smoke hams and shoulders and chittlin's and sidh and bang 

'em up in the smokehouse. US allus have plenty to eat and us have good, 

strong clothes. Missy buy my dresses separate, though. She buy me pretty 

stripe cotton dress. 
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"Bout the only work I ever done was help watch the mese and 

turkeys and fill the quilts. I lam n to card, too. Old missy never whip me 

much, she jes' like to scare me. She whip me with big, tall straw she git 

rat the field or wet a towel and whip my legs. My old massa done a trick 

I never forgit while I's warm. Its big gal ' bout sixteen year old and us 

all ' lone on the place. He tells me to crawl under the corncrib and git the 

eggs. I knowed day ain't nothint dere but the nest egg, but I have to go. 

When I can't find nothial he pull me out backwards by the feet and whip me. 

When old missy come home I ain't know no betterin to tell her and she say 

she aught to kill him, but she shot fix him, anyway. He say she spile me 

and dat why he whip me. 

"Old missy taken to preachin'. She was real good preacher. 

Dey have de big hall down the center of the house where they have services. 

A circuit rider come once a month and everybody stop working even if it 

wasn't Sunday. 

"When war was on us there wasn't no sojers ' round where I 

was, but dat battle on Atchafalia shook all the dishes off the dresser and 

brake Ism up. Jest broke up all the fine Sunday and company dishes. 

de 
"After/trouble my mammy have gettia' me ' way from there when 

freedom come, she gits me after all. Old missy have seven nigrer dhillen 

what belong to her slaves, but dey mammies and daddys come git lem. I didn't 

own my own mammy. I own my old missy and call her 'mama'. Us cry and cry 

when us have to go with us mammy. I 'members how old missy rock me in her 

arms and sing to me. She sing dat ' 0, Susanna' and telt me a story: 
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"Dere a big, old brown bear what live in de woods and she have 

lots of liel cub bears and day still nussinl at de breast. Old mama 

bear she out huntino one day and she come by de field where lots of 

darkies workin i and dere on a pallet she see fat, liii pickaninny baby. 

Mama bear she up and stole dat 11 11 pickaninny baby and takes it home. 

It hongry but after she git all de cab bears fed, dere ain't no milk 

left for de nigger baby. Mama bear it so osaaperated she say to her 

babies, ' Go long, you go way and play' Den she feed de pickaninny 

baby and dat how she raise dat nigger baby.' 

"Now, every time old missy come to dat place in de story, she 

start langlAng, ' cause I allus used to ask her, 

"Row come dey didn't no hair grow on de beloY." 

****** 
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IBELLA BATTLE WALKER, 86, was born 

a slave at Oraftgs Prairie, Texas. 
Her parents, Mesheck and Becky Bat-
tle, belonged to Mr. Battle, but 

C.) were sold while Irella was a baby 
to Tom Washington, of Travis County. 
Irella learned her A B Cgs from an 
old slave, Jack James, although it 
was agaLnst the rulse. This was the 
only schooling she ever had. Irelia 
receives a monthly old age pension 
of eight dollars. She lives at 2902 
Cole St., Austin, Texas. 

"My name was Irella Battle and I was borned on August 15th, 
!A. 

in 1851, down at Craft's Prairie, in Bastrop County. I was 86 years 

old last August, and I'm blind in one eye, 

"Mammygs name was Becky Battle and she was a field worker, and 

dat about de most work she 'have to do, lcept on rainy days. She had five 

girls and one boy and I'm de youngest and de only living one now. Daddy 

was Mesheek Battle and when Itm a baby in mammy's arms, us sold to Massa 

Washington. 

"Daddy had to do field. work. I never knowed him do nothinl but 

farm. He she' make us behave and whop ut if we didn't. Massa was pnrty 

good. De massas dem times, some was good and some was bad., and about de 

most of dem was bad. I had ts help round de big house and dey party good 

to me. But when I still little I went to de fields. Dey give me a sack 

what de slaves make to nick cotton in. Dey spin de thread and make cloth 

on de loom and stitch it and make cotton saiks. Dey short fir us -chillen 

and de -Oider'folke had a"obirt time to pick in and a big sack to empty in, 

comitCpiakM1Out a hundred fittipriad dai,'idlea t*OV0-0.1ei*ieil 
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Roberts could pick five hundred a day. US never got no money for pickinl, 

only good and clothes and a place to stay at night. Old man Jonas watched 

us chillen and kept us divin' for dat cotton all de day long. Us wish him 

dead many a time. 

"De plantation had a hoss—power gin and some days our rows of cotton 

tooked us right to de gin house and we'd look up and watch de slave boys 

settial on de lever and drivinl dem hoses round and round. 

J "De cabins was log and mud and stick chimney.. When one dem chimneys 

catch fire us git on top and throw water on it. 

"In summer us go barefoot, but dere shoemakers what make shoes for 

winter. When a beef killed, de hide kept and cleaned and put in de tannin' 

trough. When de leather ready, de shoes make in de little shoe shop, and 

when dem shoes git dry dey hard as a rock. Daddy make us rub.tallow or 

fried grease meat ar may other kind grease into dat hard shoe leather, and 

it make dem soft, but when de dew and aun git on dem again dey's hard again. 

Times de coyotes steal dem greased shoes- and make off with dem. Dat actily 

happen a lot of times. 

"Old man Jack James work at day and have night school at night. 

He have long beards for benches and let dem down by ropes from de rafters, 

and have blue back spellers. He point to de letters with de long broom 

straw and dot's how we lam n our A B Ols. I can read purty geed, when my 

eyes let ma, but I can't write thint. 

"If it rained we had to shuck and shell corn or pull weeds in de yard 

and it was a big one, tee. Be women spin thread for de looms, two of dem 

and a spinnis' wheel in every cabin. 
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"Us have beds de men m.ke and. take were out clothes and breeches and. 

piece den and stuff with cotton for quilts. When it cold us keep fire all 

night long. De plates am tin and a big gourd dipper to drink water with. 

De met make dere own cedar water pails. 

"Dc week's rations for a crewed person run like three pounds bacon 

and a peek cornmeal and seme hememade lasses. Ns flour and no coffee, but 

as parch bran or wheat and make coffee. Each night dey give a pint of sweet 

milk. But de chillen all t in a special place in de kitchen. 

"One mornint Massa Washington call us all and he read from de big 

paper. He say, ' You is free to live and free to die and free to golo de 

devil, if you 

Den he turned 

but one man, 

waats to. I He toB us if we gather he craps he' d pay us for 

and walked away and started cryint. LU de families stays 

De highest price massa pay anybod,v, was abut $15.00, but dat 

seem like a lot of money to folks what wasn't used. to gittin.' any money at 

"Finally my folks moved on a farm on Onion Creek, in Travis County., 

an rented land from Nat Watters and Dr. Shears, and farm en de third and 

fourth. We stays about six years and raises cotton and c 

"But when I'm twenty years old I marries Joe Walker aid us move 

to Bastrop County, add / stays dere till he dies in 1932. De hare eleven 

sullen' nine of den still liViut. I gita & pension, nine dollars de 

mont; and it shot am .a, help new /Is old and nearly blinds 

-„ .4:17 
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hoss-power gin. 

"My 

EX-SLAVE STORIES 
(Texas) 

JOHN WALT, 87, was born August 
15, 1849, a slalr of Bill Walton, 
who lived in Austin, Texas, until 
the Civil War. He then purchased 

a farm in Robertson County,Texas, 
John and his wife, Missouri, own 
a little home at 1008 Juniper St., 
Austin. Each receives on old age 
pension of $10.00 a month. 

Page One 

MaMe PM John Walton, yes, suh, and I's born right here 

in Austin. Dat on de 15th day of August, in 1349. I done had de papers 

on dat but where dey is now I don't know. Pappy's named Gordon Walton 

and I ' member he die while dc war goinl on, or jest befo'. I disremember. 

My mammy was n small woman, named Mary. 

"Massa Bill Walton owns all us, and he de brother of Buck Walton, 

and us live in Austin till it said de Yankees comm'. Some southern folks 

here in Austin ras diginv ground for a fort, old Fort MacGruder, jes' 

south of Austin. So Massa Bill takes us all 'way 'rom Austin and up to 

Robertson County, ' cause he done figured de Yankees can't git up dere. 

"I done field work up dere and even us kids had to pick 150 pounds 

cotton a day, or git de whoppinl. Us puts de cotton in de white-oak 

baskets and some dem hold more'n 100 pounds. It ' cordinl to de way you 

stamps 7011 cotton in. De wagon with de yoke of oxen standin , in de field 

for to pour de cotton in and when it full, de oxen pulls dat wagon to de • 

Us gintrally use ' bout 1,600 pounds cotton to make de bale. 

"Purty soon after Massa Walton opens he farm he die and Missus Walton 

den marries a Dr. Richardson and he git de overseer what purty rough on us. 

He want all us to stay right in line and chop ' long andkeep up with de lead 

man. If us didn't it am de bullwhip. He ride up and down and hit us over 
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de back if us dontt do de job right. Sometimes he'd git off he hoes and have 

two slaves hold one down and give him de bullwhip. Held give it to him, too. 

"I helped break up de land and plant and chop cotton and a little 

of everything. Jes' what had to be done at de time, I goes out and does it. 

7 
run ' cross plenty snakes and one day one bit me right top de foot. Dere 

plenty varmints, too. 

"In de fall of de year us kill plenty hawgs and put up de gamblint 

racks and hang dat meat up far de night. Dare some big dogs what watched de 

meat and one old dog, old Jefferson, was biggertn any dog I ever seed. He kilt 

many Inother dog. One night a big panther try steal de hawg meat and old Jeff 

cotch him and belt him till de men comes. De panther tore Jeff up party bad. 

US heered dem panthers scream at night, and if you didn't know, you'd think 

it a woman. I could tell de difftrence, ' cause de panther scream have de little 

growl at de end. If he half mile 'way, you'd hear dat little *hang. 

"One night I goes out in de bottom with my dqg. I was buntint but 

I don't like what I finds. A big panther follows me and old Nig, dat my big, 

black bulldog, scart him ' way from me. I shot_ran dat night. and I never slip 

sway no more at night. 

"Massa's big house sot ' way from our cabins. Us have de big 

room where de slaves' meals all cock and de fireplace b ut four foot ' cross and 

plenty ashes in de mornint to make de asheakes. Por breakfast us have meat and 

ashcakes and bran-coffee or sassafras tea. You could keep dem dried sassafras , 

roots de year 'round and dey jest aSistrong. Us 140ml. keit up in Ae field, 

-,tcaaSe dey ;rowed wild 
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'cause 

"Us didn't have time for de playine of games duribe de week, 

tdark when us goes out and it dark when us comes back. Us shoe was 

tired. At night dat overseer walk by our cabins and call put to us, to see 

if us all inside. If us don't answer be come up and find out why, and he'd 

find us, too. 

"I lamed to read and write a little jest since freedom. Us 

used Webster's sald bluebadk spellers and I has one in de house to dis day 

and I wouldn't take nothing for it. 

' "The first year after freedom / farms with, manny and my step daddy. 

Pappy done die. Us done purty good de first year and / keeps on famine most 

my life. I marries Georgia Anne Harper in 1875 or 1876 in Limestone County. 

Us have four chillen and three is livine. I marries ' gain in 1882 to Missouri 

Fisher and us have eight chillen and six is livine. 

"Us gits 'long an what de state give us now, and it ain't so bad. 

Times is different. I never done much but farm, so r don't know so much ' bout 

everything what goes on. 

* * **** * * 
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SQL WALTON, E3, was born 
in Mobile, Alabaaa, a slave of 
Sam Lampkin. Sol and his father 
stayed on the Lampkin Plantation, 
then in Mooringsport, Louisiana, 
until 1873, and farmed on shares. 
From 1876 to 1922 Sol worked in 
the T. & P. shops, in Marshall, 
Texas, Sol and his wife are 
supported by odd jobs Sol secures 
about town and they receive money 

from a son who is in a COC camp. 

"I was knockin , round, a good-sized chap, way back yonder in 

Buchanan's and. Henry Clay's time. I was born in 1849, in Mobile, ilabama, 

end belonged to Sam Lampkin. My father WIA2 bought by the Lampkins and 

he allus kept the name of his first master, Walton. My memmy was a 

Alabama Negro and her name was Martha, and I had four brothers and four 

sisters, Robert, Jim, Richard, Alex, Anne, Dora, Isabella, Bettie. 

"My master was San Lampkin and his wife was Missus Mary, and 

their first plantation was in Alabama, but they moved to Mississippi 

when I wns ' bout six, and we lived on Salt Water Creek. They had a big, 

frame house and we lived in log quarters, slept on rough rail beds and 

had plenty to eat, peas, pumpkins, rice end other truck we raised on the 

place, and plenty of fish out of the creek. 

"The first work I done in slavery was totin , water and dinner 

to the field hands, in gourd buckets. We didn't have tin buckets then. 

The hands worked from sun to sun, and if the overseer seed ' em slackint 

up he cussed ' em and sometimes whacked ' with a bullwhip. I seed lem 

whipped till their shirt stuck to their back. I seed. my mammy whipped 

for shoutint at white folks meetinl. Old massa 'stripped her to the waist 

and whipped her with a bullwhip. Heaps of 'em was whipped jus"cause 
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they could be whipped. Some owners half fed their hands and then whipped 

them for beggin' for grub. 

"After our folks came in frcri the field they et mapper and some 

went to Salt Water Creek to cotch fish and crabs. They used to spin at 

night, too. On Christmas Day massa allus give the slaves a little present, 

mostly somethin , to wear, ' cause he goinl to git that anyhow. 

Vassa never had but one white overseer. He got kilt fightinl. 

The hands was burnint logs and trash and the overseer knocked a old man down 

and made some of the niggars hold him while he bullwhipped him. The old man 

got up and knocked the overseer in the head with a big stick and then took 

a ax and cut off his hands and feet. Massa said he didn't ever want another 

white overseer and he made my cousin overlooker after that. 

"The slaves had their own prayer meetinis and that's ' bout the biggest 

pleasure they had. We'd sib off Sometimes to dances and parties, but the 

patterrollers come and run us home with hounds. The black and white children 

all played together and there was ' bout sixty of us. 

"The old folks told us ghost stories bat I never seed a ghost but 

once, after I was married. Me and some men was walkin' down the Shreveport 

road and saw a big house all lit up and fiddlin' and dancinl goin' on inside. 

But when we got close the music stops and the lights went out. When we got 

on past a piece it lit up and the fiddlint starts ' gain. I wasn't scared, 

but we didn't hang round to see what made it do that way. 

"Some of the cullud folks on our place could read and write. They 

lamed it theyselves. The white folks didn't lam n tem. All they lamed 

129 



Ex—slave Stories Page Three 
(Texas) • 130 

WPS to work hard. But they took care of us when we was sick and old women 

ire,de lots of medecinc. There was bone set tea and willow tea and shuck tea 

and cottonseed tea for chills and fever and Jerusalum Oak for worms. 

"Master left Mississippi for Texas ' bout time the war got goin' good, 

with his fatally end sixty slaves. We'd been on the road three weeks when a 

gang of Yankees come on us one day at dinner. The niggers scatters like birds. 

'Bout half of ' em never come back, but the rest of us came on and settled 

seven miles southwest of Mouringsport, in Louisiana. Young master went to the war 

after we got there and come home sevIral times. But they didn't talk the war 

Imongst us aullud folks. 

"Nothin' special happened the day they said we was free, ' cept some of 

Tem didn't stay ten minutes. Master told lem if they'd stay he'd give them the 

third and fow-th. The ones Who left wasn't promised nothin' and didn't git 

nothint. My folks stayed for 'most twenty years after imancipation, workinl 

on the halves. 

"I left my folks in 173 and come to Jimmie D. Scott's place, in Texa,, 

'bout eight miles east of Marshall, and worked for $10.00 the month. That's 

where I met Liza, Montecue, who is my wife. She was born on the Scott's place 

the some year I was born. We moved to Marshall in ' 76 and I got a job in the 

railroad shops and worked till the big strike in 1922. I didn't belong to the 

strike but the strikers wouldn't let me work. After they run me off my job, I 

never could get back on and had to make a livinl at anythin' I could find till 

my boy got in the COO camp. I been married sixty—four years and raised eight 

children, and three of ' em lives here and works at anythin' they can find to 

make a doll= 

************* 
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ELLA WASHINGTON, 82, was born 
a slave of Dave Mann, in St. 
Mary's Parish, Louisiana. When 
the slaves were freed in Louis— 
iana Ella was taken to Calvert, 
Texas, and put on the Barton 
plantation. Soon after the 
civil war she came to Galveston, 
and lives with her daughter, who 
supports herself and her mother 
by teking in washing. 

"You got to Iscuse how I looks, Icau',,e I been out in de hack 

yard helpinl my daughter with de wpshin'. She allus fuss at me ' cause 

I work like dat, but I tells her jos' lcause I is a old woman ain't no 

reason why I got to act like one. 

"I don't know for shoo jes/ when Ilm birthed, but my sister allus 

say Ilm one year and six months olderin her and she say she's birthed 

'bout 1857. Dey didn't make no record den like now. I thinks old massa, 

Dave Mann, keep some kind record on us, but he been dead de long time. 

ilitY may and pappy was name Meins, Carlline and Charles keine. 

De slaves used to take de massage name and sometimes when dey sold dey 

drap de old name and take de new massals name. Dat how come it so hard 

to keep up with dem. 

"Massa Mann sho' nice but him and he missy die and Massa Jim Ross 

step into dere shoes on de plantation. Us gits swamp den. When you git 

swamp dat mean you got to live with a mean man. He shol was mean, too. 

Cr 
"De plantation was bip and ' bout a hundred slaves on it.rey !sox* 

dem hard, too, sometimes till nine o'clock at night. A. lot of dem run 

away but dey side nigger dogs on dere trail end cotch dem. When .dey 
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catch dem dey whup dem. Dsy put sticks in de ground and tie dere hands and 

feet to dem. Some places dey strip dem naked and whip dem. 

"Sometimes Massa Jim ' low us go to de Catholic Church at Marion. 

fey wouldn't ' low us to- pray by ourtelf. . 2ut we sneaks off and have pot 

prayinl. Two men carry de great big hog pot dey uses to scald hogs and 

take it out in de woods and us stick de head in it and pray. All de noise 

go in de pot and you couldn't hear it outside. 

"Old massa fed us good, meal and syrup and meat inough to last. 

He give us watermelons every Sunday. But Massa Jim didn't Ilieve in pamperinI 

niggers, he say. He didn't give us much to eat and de houses leak ' cause 

de walls rattan. 

"One time he take de notion to sell us. He put my mother and me and 

sister on de mock up in Marian. Ifs all cryin' hard, ' cause us thunk us gwdne 

git seplrate. Den I looks up sudden and right at my 7oung miss, Miss Mary. 

She so mad she pale like de ghost. She say, 'Ella, you git ' way from dat 

block and come over to me, and you too, Della,' Me and my sister runs over 

dere to her and wrop ourself round her dress and hold on with all our might. 

De massa come after us and Miss Mary say, ' What 7ou mean sellint my slaves?' 

He say us slaves his and she say, do he want to have to prove what he say. 

Den she start in and raise so much sand he have to call mammy down off de 

block and take us back home. 

"I heared everybody spy a war goinl on and my uncle and cousin run ' way 

to de head bureau, where de Yankees at. My mammy sal, it at Milligan, Texas. 

Time dey ready for freedom in Louisiana, dey reagees us to Texas, in de 
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wagons. Us travel all day and half de night and sleep on de ground. It ain't 

tsioe us so long to git to Calvert, out dere in de bottom of Texas, and dey puts 

us on de 4arton plantation. We's diggin' potatoes dere when de Yankees come 

up with two big wagons and make us come out of de fields and free us. Dere 

wasn't no cel'bration ' bout it. Massa say us can stay couple days till us Icicle 

what tc do. 

"Well, den somethins funny happen dere. De slaves all drinks out an oR 

well. Dey'd drink water in de mornin' and dey'd have de cramps awfil bad bout 

dinner time and in de evenin' dey's dead. Day dies like flies, so fast dey 

couldn't make de coffins for dem. Dey jes' sew dem up in sacks and bury dem 

dat way. Some de slaves say massa put de poison in de well. I don't know what 

kill dem but it silo' look funny. 

"Mammy and me goes to Calvert end hires out, but ' fore long us come to Galveston 

'and peppy go back to Louisiana. If he ain't dead he still live dere in St. Mary's 

Parish. I never seen him no more. 

"I marries ' bout 1886, and stays right here in Galveston. I seen Wright 

Cuney lots of times but I ain't never knowed him to talk to. I 'member when 

dey say he be governor some day, but dey ain't gwine have no cullud man gov— 

ernor. Course, he did git to congress. 

****** 
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ROSA WASHINGTON is 90 years old 
and lives in her own little adobe 
house at 3911 Manzana St., El Paso, 
Texas. She Was born a slave of the 
Watson fpmily, on a large plantation 
seven miles from St. Joe, Louisiana. 
Her parents came from Georgia. 
After the Civil War she left her 
former owners, but later returned 
and was with them until they died. 
She came to Texas in 1921, and her 
three children provide for her. Her 
son, Le Roy, h,s been in the U. S. 
Emigration service in El Paso for 
27 years. 

"MY name's Rosa. Washington pnd my husban' was Joe Washing-

ton. He's been dead a long time. I was boln on n big plantation, white 

man's nrrre?! Bill Watson, wife Ann ;Tatson, seven miles from St. Joe. Mama 

had four chillen and I hpd seven. Marster had a fine house and plenty 

of slaves. I dunno how man. 

" ! Fore we was free we was in the fielt workint and they come 

out and got us. Everybody threw up their hands and started to run. The 

Yanks busted open a. sugar hogshead and give everybody all they wanted. 

Dey threw all de milk away and dey carried our mqrster away by force and 

tak him to jail in Vicksburg. Our missile wept. When the Yankees got us, 

dey tuk us about three miles from whar we live, put us in a fine house, 

give us plenty to eat until warts ended„ Me and av chillen ond my father 

and mother were together there. 

"We had a good cabin on the plantation, made out-a planks, 

ole rip-rap plunder. Dey treated us good. I worked ix water garden, 

worked in fielts when 10 years old. Hoetd my row every day. Dey didnt 

whop me, though. My mistress wouldnt let tem. Marsa and missus goolto Inc. 
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I not tell lie on fem. Tell trUf. Truf shines. 

"I seed niggers put in stocks, put ' em in stocks head in fast. 

Tear their clothes off backs, whop till sores come, den dey pour coal 

oil and turpentine in sores. / see dat with my own eyes. My dad dray 

the carriage, carried ' em ' round all time. MY mother worked in the 

flea' like I do. Work every day. Dey give us everything to eat. Marster 

and missus, too, give plenty, but if ole cow died with cholera, they give 
..••• 

to us niggers. I._.Zot--good shoes once a. year. When mare ter went to New • 

Orleans, mama had to tie my feet up in rags. I had to work with the rest 

of ' am. Got up at 4 o'clock. We helped on other plantations when dey'd 

git behind. Go heti, em out. 

"I waited on overseers table, Joe Orusa. He was mean. He stuck 

a fork in my head. Ole Aunt Olarissie cooked for us. She cook in cabin 

for us, had big fireplace. She cook for all niggers on the place. She 

;was mean to me, never married. - She had two rooms, all she do was cook, 

tell lies on me to white overseer. That woman told a lie on me 'cause 

. said I left a fork dirty. He look at it, says, ' Who robbed die fork?' 

Woman says, 'Rosa,' and he stuck the fork in my head. Miseus turn him 

off next day. 

had colnbread, no sugar, plenty okra and coffee; plenty milk, 

.'cause they had 17 cows. They give us clabber and peadhes. Every day over. 

seer blosrhorn in yard to wake us up, a bugle at four o'clock Sundays. We — 

take cotton outta and put it up on scaffold to dry iffen it rain. 

Overseer sit in dry, big overcoat on; we work in mad and rain. One mornie 

they carried, to te7stiOkhottei: to whip us. MY tieeti* and mareter-noVer let 
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tem whip me, but no white folks help me to read and write. Help me to 

do nothint but work. 

"Mate, folks had church. I cauldnt ao. I hadda mind the white 

chillen every Sunday. Oullud people had to go way back in woods to have 

church. Never let white folks see tem. Had to slip and hide to have our 

church, in like deer if fount aut. Marster never know a bit moretn this 

chair whar we was gwine. He couldn' ask us on Sunday, it be against the 

law. Iffen niggers run away, dogs tud catch tem. 

"Dey had doctor right dere. Kept us well. 1Cpt us well sols we 

could work. Brother-in-law to marster. 

"When the niggers was married, dey put a broom down and dey jump 

over t1 broom, same time missus and marstertd marry tem. Held marry tem 

and she as witness. Soaetimes celebrate. She'd cook tem some cake, give 

'em 2 fine dress. We'd take meat and skillets down to the bar on Sundays. 

Had fish frys. Wouldnt take no fussy chillen to the bar. We chillen would 

have fish fry whar dey couldn't watch us. 

"Had to go to gin at four o'clock in evenint. Couldrt play week-

days, had to go in cabin and be still. Never got to play much till Yankees 

come and got 116, but we hsd a big bill and dance in yard Christmas. Had 

candy, dey give us dresses and socks and a good feast for Christmas. Give 

us things for 4th of July. Dey give us dat day. No, dey wauldnt whip us 

dat day. We had a big quiltint Christmas day. Weld piece de quilts autta 

scraps. Some couldnt quilt. Dey'd dance in de yard all day. 

We niggers got wool clothes in winter, good clothes woven on de 

place. . Marster had black sheep and white sheep. He bought our summer 

clothes in New Orleans - linse7, calicy, plaid, some white ones. Deytd give 

us color what we like. -2-
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"Sure, I seed ghosts. Dey come with no head, come outta de fiell 

one night so late, ' bout eight, nine o'clock. I was scared, yes, suh, I 

sure was scared, but my mammy.say, Iney ainl goinl to hurt you, baby.' 

Dey scare me. my raplamy give me beads for my neck, chinaberry beads to keep 

me well. They'd. pretty. I never had no other kind. 

"We never it no money befol freedom. I stay away from Marster 

nd missas de first year, den go back. Dey give us 5(74 a dgy after war. 

Had to pay for rations. Better since war, thatw,t. No whippinls goinl on 

like their did ' fore. 

"Ilse a full Baptist - been ever since 167. Ilse hp:ppy. Some-

times I gits too happy. I don' move till de spirit move me. I goes to 

dhurch when Ilse able. But Ilse gittinl too old to go now - Ilse just 

waitinl to go home. 

*****# 
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SAM jONES WASHINGTON, 88, was born 
a slave of Sam Young, who owned a 
ranch along the Colorado River, in 
Wharton Co., Texas. Sam was trained 
to be a cowhand, and worked for his 
master until 1868, receiving wages 
after he was freed. He farmed until 
1905, then moved to Fort Worth and 
worked in the packing plants until 
1931. He lives at 3520 Columbus 
Ave., Fort Worth, and is supported 
by an $11.00 per month old age pen-
sion, supplemented by what Sam 
raises in his garden and makes out 
of a few hogs. 

"How old I is? I's 16 year when surrender come. I knows dat, 

'cause of maasa's statement. All us niggers gits de statement when 

surrender come. Is seed plenty slave days. 

"Massa Young run de small farm ' long de Colorado River and him 

don't own many s',-laares. Dere my mammy and her six chillen, and Majoria 

and her four chillens. My rappy am not on de place. I don't know my 

peppy. Him pm what dey calls de travelin' nigger. Dey have him cone 

for service and when dey gits whpt dey wants, he go back to he massa. 

De womens on Massa Young place not married. 

"Massa raise jes' a little cotton, dat two womens and de chil-

len could tend to, and some veetables and sich. Us have lots of good 

food. Us sleep in de sleepinl room, flex' to massals house, but I sleeps 

in massa's room. 

"One night massa say, ' Don't tie my boss to de stake tonight.' 

But Its sleepy and gits de nodfies and draps off to sleep. Mammy shake 

me and say, ' Did you stake de boss?' Massa sees dat hose in de morninl 

and say, ' You done stake dat hoes and I told you not to.' Ha gives me 

couple licks and I lams to do what I's told. He never whip nobody, 
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not de hard whippin, like other niggers gits. He am 3e good massa. 

"I fust runs errands and den massa lam me to ride, soonis I coA.d 

sit de hoss, Den I stays out with de cattle mos' de time and Is tickled. 

I sho' likes to ride and rope dem cattle and massa anus fix me up with 

good clothes and good hoss and g-od saddle. I stays dere till long after 

surrender. 

"Us have stampedes from de cattle. Dat am custimary with dem 

critters. Dat mean ride de hoss to turn de cattle. Us ride to side de 

leader and crowd him and force him to turn, and keep forcinl him, and 

by and by dem critters am runninl in de circle. Dat keep dem from scat-

terment. Dat shot dangerous -idinl. If de hoss throw you off dem cattle 

stamp ,, ou to death. Gabriel sho' blow he horn for -ou den! 

"I shot ' joys dat business, ' cause weluns have de good time,. Us go 

to town and have fun. One time I.cames near gittinl in trouble, but it 

ain't my fault. I's in town and massa, too, and a white man come to me 

and him sho,:; de drink. ' Who you ' long to, nigger?' he say. ' I's Massa 

Young's nigger,' I says, polite-like. ' You looks like de smart nigger 

and I's de' notion smack you one,' he say. You better not smack me any,' 

I says. You unnderstand, dat de way massa raise me. I don't unnerstand 

some cruel white mens gits de arglment, jusl for de chance to shoot de 

nigger. Massa am standint near by and him come up and say, ' If you touches 

dat nigger, I'll put de bullet through you.' Dat man see massa have no 

foolishment in he words and gits gwine. But if massa am not dere, Gabriel 

blow he horn for dis nigger's Jubilee, right den, yes, sar. 

-2-
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"I comelear cotched by de patterrolle-s once. 

12 den and Inother niggdr and me, us want some cane stalk. It good to eat 

raw, you knows. Jus , peel de bark off and chew dat inside. Well, weluns 

in de man's cane patch, breakinl dem stalks and dey makes- de poppint noise. 

A patterroller come by and hear & t popipini, and holler, ' Who's dere in 

de cane patch?' Us didn't anser him, no, sar. I 'cides right quick dat 

I don't like cane and I comes way from dat patch. I outsmarts and outruns 

dat patte:roller. I keeps to de cane fiels and de woods and I runs dis 

way and dat way. I twists ' round so he coldn't follow my tracks. Like 

de snake's track, you can't tell if it am gwine north or comin back. Lawd 

a-mighty: How fast I runs. I stays ' head of my shadow. I tells you, I's 

a-gwine! 

"De war? White man, weluns didn't know dere am de war, le seed 

some sojers at de start, but dat all. One day massa say to me. ' After dis, 

you gits $15.00 de month wages. I works for him three more years and den 

he sold out. Den I goes farminl till 1905. I works in de packint plants 

here in Fort Worth den, till I's wore out, ' bout six year ago. Now I raises 

de hawgs, not very many, and does wilat work I can git. Dat pension from de 

State shot haps me. With dat and de hrwgs and de little garden I gits by, 

and so I lives. 

"Was I ever marry? Man, man, three time. Fust time, ' bout 1869 

and weluns gits de seperment in 1871. Dat woman sho' deal me misiry! She 

Am de troublinl woman. Den ' bout 1873 I marries 'gain and she die ' fore long. 

Den in 1905 I marries gain and she's dead, too. I never has de chillen. 

I's just ' lone and old now, and stay here till my time comes. I Ispect it 

quite a spell ylt, ' cause Ifs got lots of substance left, yes, sar. 

14o 
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WILLIAM WATKINS, born 1850, to Julia 
and Hudson Watkins. All were slaves 
on the Watkins plantation where Wil-
liam was born, on the edge of Char-
lotte County, Virginia. William is 
tall, heavy set, and does not look 
his age. He lives with William Branch, 
who came from an adjoining county in - 
Virginia. Both men served in the same 
campaigns in the United States Army. 

Page One 

"My name is William Watkins. De name comes frmm de name of 

Terbaccer Watkins, who owned de Watkins Terbaccer Plantation. He got 

a factory in Richmond and de plantation in Charlotte County in Virginia, 

'bout 50 mile east of Richmond. Marse Watkins got a big frame house 

and 400 acres and 100 acres is terbaccer. Yassuh, day's other crops - 

barley, wheat, oats, and den day's stock - hogs, cows, bosses and mules. 

"We lives in log cabins wid plank floors and we made de beds 

ourself. Dey feeds us good and we gits milk and bread and lotsa pork. 

Marse Watkins got lotsa hawgs. 

"Yeasuh, we's got a church. De slaves built it in de woods. 

We never got no wages but sometimes he give us four bits or six bits. 

That we do wid it? We buys candy. Sometimes we ran de rabbits or goes 

fishing. De Marster gives us lilt patches of}rounl. He's good but de 

overseer's rough. He whips all de slaves. 

"Dey's a patrol *hat watches for slaves dat runs away, but we 

don't have no patrol on our plantation. We has dances Satiday nights. 

Sundays we didn't wuk much. 

"Dey's ghosts dere - we seed lam. Dey's volts people wid a 

sheet on lem to scare de slaves offen de plantation. We wears charms 

)-
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to keep us well. Dere's asafoetida in a beg and we wear's it roan' de 

neck. It cure most eviryting. When we gits real sick, dey sends medicine 

frum de hie house. 

"Every year de slave traders comes and de Marster sells some slaves 

down river to New Orleans. Who dey sell? Jes' no count slaves. Dey walks 

all de way. De traders dey rides in ox-carts. We never wuk: much Sundays, 

only to milk de cows. Jes' dat, Tessuh, I was married on de plantation. 

De preacher say de words and we's married. 

"Den de war come and de Yankess come down thick as leaves. Dey 

burns de big house and de slave houses and ev'ryting. Dey turns us loose. 

We ain't got no home nor nuthint to eat, ' cause dey tells us we's free. 

"We's gotta leave de plantation. De Marster's gone, de crops is 

gone, de stock's gone. We goes to anudder place and works on shares, De 

first time we sees de Ka Klux is right after de war. Dey whips de slaves 

what leaves de plantations, dey dont wan' dem to be free. 

"Bout 1870 I goes to Ohio end enlists in de army at Jefferson Bar-

racks and right off day sends us to Texas to fight Indians. I goes to San 

Antonto and dey puts me on guard at de Alamo to fight off de Indians. Den 

I goes to Fort Davis. I'm in de cullud Indian Scouts, Co. K. and dey's a 

banker name of Miller in de Chihuahua jail. One night de kuhnel takes us 

from Port Davis, and we marches all night wid guns and 150 rounds of ammu-

nition in belts, and rations for 30 days. We marches all night long twel 

we gits to Del Norte, Texas(Presidio) and we crosses de river and takes Mr. 

Miller out of jail. 

"While wets at Fort Davis a wagon train comes through de canyon and 

de Apaches rolls big rocks down on de *bite people and kills 26 of dem. 
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Dey scalps all dey kills and. we go out and fit de Apaches. De lieutenant 

is killed in de fight. Yassuh, we fit Aches all de time and rthen we 

goes to Fort Conch° dey gives us a fit all ' long de road. Den we fitten 

de Cheyennes and dey is wust of all. Deyts great big Indians ' bout seven 

feet tall and at de battle of de Wichita in de Indian Territory a Cheyenne 

shoots an arrer through my wrist. ( He exhibited the scar. Same battle de-

scribed in interview with WM. Branch.) 

"Den after my wound heals wets sent to Fort Clark and de sergeant, 

Jeff Walker, got it in for me. lahnel Andrews is at Fort Davis and Jeff 

Walker trumps up some charges dat Ilse mistrusted, so dey gives me a dis-

honnuble discharge ' cause of dat Jeff Walker. I ain't had no court martial 

nor no trial and I caintt git no pension ' count of de dishonnuble discharge. 

"And nowItse strong and well but I caintt git no wUk ' cause Ilse so 

ole. Ant. ! cause Jeff Walker didn't like me, I gits a dishonnuble discharge. 

********* 
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DIANAH WATSON, 102, wa.:: born 
a slave of Tom Williams, at 
New Orleans. In 1870, Dianah 
went to Jefferson, Texas. She 
now lives with a married daughter 
in the Macedonia Community, five 
miles northwest of Marshall, Tex. 

"My name am Dianah Watson and Iused to keep my age, but I 

done got sick and can't ' member it now. I can't say Izactly how old 

I is but I's a past-growed woman when the war broke out, and pi7 old 

missy's daughter donc told me once out the book I's horned in 1835. 

"I's borned and bred ' bout a half mile from Iew Orleans. 

My mammy was sarah Hall and she's horned in Galveston, and my papa 

was Bill Williams. My old missy done take me from my mammy when I's 

a, small baby and raised me to a full-growed woman. I slept in the 

samc room with my young missy and had a good time in slaver7, didn't 

suffer for nothin' and never was cut rnd slashed like some. Me and 

Liss Laura come right up togethta. and I's her own nigger slave. 

"Lassa Williams treated his blnck folks with Is)olect. They 

was in the field from ' fore day till dark, but they was took good care 

of and fed and plenty clothes. Old Master Tom done tht bossinl hisself 

and when he's dyint he calls all his five boys to his bed and say, ' Boys, 

when I's gone, I dont want no cutting and slashin , my niggers. Theyis 

got feelint same as lis. 1 

"But the oldies' boy, William, got the debbil in him and hires 

a overseer, and he rid in the fields with a quirt and rope and chair 

on his saddle.. When he done take n notion to whip a nigger, he'd 
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make some the men tie that nigger to the chair and at him somethinl 

scendqous. He got mad at my mother's sister, Aunt Susie Ann, and beat 

her till the blood run off hr on the ground. She fall at his feets like 

she passed out and he put up the whip and she trips him and gits the whip 

ond whips him till he couldn't stand up. Then some the niggers throwed 

him off a cliff and broke his neck. His folks gits the sheriff but master's 

boys orders him off the place with. a gun. There warn't no more overseers 

on the place after that. 

"If niggers of these days done see what I seed in slavery tine 

thpy'd pray and thank they Gawd every dny. My master's place sot right 

'cress the big road from a place they cut and sleshed they niggers. You'd 

hear that white men's black folks bellerinT like cows. I's stood many a 

time on our front gillery and seed the cut and slash the blood off them 

niggers. I seed old womenhalf-bent from beatin's goin' to tht field, They 

overseer lied a wooden paddle with nails in it. I used to say to missy, lqhy 

they cuttinl and slashinl them black folks that aeray?' Missy say, IDianah, 

that there white man got the debbil in bin.' 

"I seed them sell my mqma. I ask lee old missy why end she say, ' To 

go to her husband.' 

"When the war broke felt Its a full-eroend woman. New Orleans was full 

of sojore and they wouldn't let us go to town. Me and yoang Mr. Tom used to 

git on the roof and watch them. The cannons was roarinl like thunder and 

smoke thick and blaCk as clouds. I got scart when they sot the niggers free, 

at the niggers Shoutinl. I didn't know what ' twee for. 

-2. 
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Old Miss say to me, ' They been in slavery but you don't know what slavery 

is, Dianah. 

"Two years after that old miseroarrie0 APO to Galveston to my 

mammy. She tell her to take sop', we:Jived there three years 

Rnd moved to Jefferson. Our tthinglik come by bottt bat we come in wagons. 

I married John Smith purty soon after that but he'died ' fore long. Then I 

married Noah Watson and now he* dead. I doneraffie,tix chillen but only 

one am livin' now and that's 41, younges' gal and I lives with her here. 

"I tells the young rad, iffen they com up like me they wouldn't 
, 

act so smart. They needs somebody to take the sleartnests mitten them. But my 

gal am good to me. I gits a pension and pays it to her to take care of me. 

I been here a hundred years and more and I won 1V4 imuch longer, and I 

do/lit want to be no Ispense to nobody." 

******* 
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EWA WATSON, born in 1852 or 1853, 
in Ellis Co., Texas, was bne of the 
slaves of the Carl Forrester family. 
Emma worked in the fields most of 
her life, but is now too old to work, 
and is cared for by her daughter. 

They live at 318 Allen St., Dallas, 
Texas. 

"I axed my old missus when I's borned and she recllect I'm 

eight or nine year old when de freedom war starts. She say she don't 

make recall de Ixact time, but I takes May for a birthinl time. They's 

a time when some sich was writ in de Bible, but it got burnt up ' fore 

I's ageable. I knows where I'm borned, though, and it am on Capt. 

Fo'rester's farm in Ellis County. His mother, Miss Susan, raises me 

like she am my mamMy. I calls her Sis Sue. She was old miss and 

Miss Lee was young miss. 

"My paw, I don't know nothinl ' bout. My sister Anna and me, 

us have de same paw, but my mammy's sold out of Missisippi ' way from my 

paw ' fore my birthinl. My mw kept de name of Iacindy Lane, but Martha 

and Jennie, my other sisters, had diffIrent paws. 

"I's gone through so much of hard times all my life, but when 

I's de li'l gal I didn't have much to do Icept tend my Aunt Matilda's 

babies and wash they clothes. The rest the ti:ae I jes' plays round. 

Miss Lee have a china doll with a wreath of roses round it head. We 

takes turns playinl with it. I had a rag doll, and it jes' a bundle of 

rags with strings tied round it to give it a shape. Us make playhouses. 

Capt. Forrester goes away and I heared he gone to some war, but, law me, 

I didn't know ' bout war den. 

-1-
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I's jus' glad to play and eat anythin' I can git. When I git a. tin can of 

clabber and some bread, that's what I wanted. They didn't buy no dishes for 

nigger youngluns to break up. Us et bacon and beef and salt pork and corn-

bread with us fingers. Muscle shells is what we dipped ' stead of spoons. 

• 
I did love de souse, too. 

"When I had de chills, Sis Sus, dat Old Miss, cone out to de quarters 

end give me sweet milk boiled with pepper. I got shut of dem chills ' cause 

I didn't like dat pepper tea, but I lik it betterin quinine or sage tea. 

I didn't like to be sick noways, ' cause dey just two bedsteads, one for 

my mammy and my steppaw, and one for us gals. 

"They allus promise ne they'll leen me to read and write, but never 

did git to dat. Aunt Matilda did most de spinnin , and weavin' and sewinl. 

used to wear a shimmy and a dress in de week and a clean one for Sunday. 

In winter sometimes us have a 11'1 sacque and homemake calfikin shoes but 

mostly us have to stay inside iffen de weather ain't modlrate. 

"De only frolics I ' member was candy pullin's on Christmas. Dat all 

us niggers knowed 'bout Christmas. 

"One day Miss Tilde git de baggy whip to whip my mammy. It's noontime, 

and dey had blowed de horn for de field niggers to come eat. Maw grabs de 

whip and says, ' Miss Tilda, you ain't ewine do fiat.' Miss Tina didn't say 

nothin , for a day or two, den she say, ILucindy, you git your youngluns and 

leave dis place. So us goes welkin' down de road till us come to some folk's 

house and dey takes us in. Us dere ' bout a month wheh mammy git sick. 

Bern folks sends word to de Forresters dere niggers am sick and Sic Sue 

hitch up. de hose and come over. She brung food for us every day, and say, 
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Lucindy, whelyou git able you bring yOur youngtuns on home and ' have 

yourself.' My mammy dies when I's ' bout ten year old. 

"After Capt. Forrester come beck home dey tell us to watch out for de 

Feds. Sis Sue say dey kill nigger youngtuns. One day Its comint through de 

fields and see three men in blue coats on big bay hosses. - I ran, bat der 

passes me by big as you please. I seed plenty after day, ' cause dey come and 

asks for corn and Sis Sue allus say us don't have tnaugh for de hosses. 

But cat night de coen allus leave de cribs. Dem Feds was she' thievint folks. 

"I stays with de Forresters till Its 22 year old, and dey give me food 

and clothes, but never no money. Sis Sue used to say, ' Come here, you 11 11 

old free nigger.' It make me so mad. But den I marries and have de swiss 

white dress and us walk ' cross de fields to de preachers. Dat every bit of 

fixint us have. 

"Den us raise crops on de half-shares and sot up hausekeepint with a bedstead, 

some quilts and a li'l old stove. I.has four youngluns and every one of den had 
schoolint an 
schoolint and larnint. 
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JAMES WEST, 83, was oorn a slave 
t* Mr. William West, near Ripley, 
in Tippat Co„ Mississippi. This 
was close to tte battle fought near 
Corinth and James witnessed some ex-
citing events. In lbob James came 
to Texas aud now lives with a friend 
at 1114 Hardy St., 70kb Worth, Texas. 

"Yes, suu, I Imomoers de slavery days auu de War, 16ause 

Ils oorn in 1854, on de plauL,aciou or Massa William West, in Missis-

sip'. It weren't a *is plantation, jus' ' bout 100 acres, and Massa 

West owned my mammy and four otter !slaves, Buck, Sam, Rufus and Mary. 

I *milt, know uotuiut ' bout mypappy, ' cause I ain't never seed him, 

and my mammy never told me nothin' of him. 

"All us cullud folks lived in cabins and they has two rooms. 

De bunks is built to de wall and has straw ticks and we has floors 

and real windows. 

"Sam and Back and Rufus am field workers and plants cotton 

and sich and looks after de stock. Sometimes de work is heavy and 

sometimes not. When it am finish, de massa lets ' em go fishinl or 

visitini or rest. We goes to church when we wants and we has parties 

with Sam and Rufus to play de music, de fiddle and de banjo. How I 

wishes I could be back dere for jusl one year and have it like befol. 

Jus 1 one year be° , I die! 

"We has a good massa in every way. Him gives all we can 

eat. Folks don't eat like we used to, ' cause we had home-cured hams, 

and when you put it in your mouth, it was a treat for your taster. 

As for de clothes, massa say, 1 De ' tonal here and if yous don't 
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supply yourselves, its yous fault.' 

"Dere never anyone what gits whippin's on massa's place, Icept 

die nigger, but dey only spank:1We. You see, dere was allus a bit of 

devilment in me. But de massa so good, we all tries to please him and 

we has no whippinle. 

ate 

"De mama gives me he goat and de shoemaker makes me de harness 

and cart for dat goat and when I gits him trained good, I has a job gittin' 

de chips for kindlin' and de wood and I totes de water. One day I takes 

Billy, de goat, ' cross de road for wood and it downhill from de woodpile 

so I just rides de load. Billy was gwine jug' as nice as yous kin like, 

but him says B A A H, and starts to run like a skeert bull. I thinks 

what kin be wrong with dat fool goat, when somethinl hits me back of de 

neck like a coal of fire, and de cart hits a rock and off I goes. To 

says I's skeert am not tellin , de truf, and I starts hollerims. It was 

de bee stung me and when I gits to de house I looks dilly over and, shol 

'nough, on his hip was de bee sting. Bat bee sting she' put de life in 

Billy. 

"bout de War time, de plantation was near whar dey fights a battle 

two days and I seed lots of soldiers. Before dat, de soldiers begins to 

come to massa's house and water de hosses and eat de lunch. Dey never 

did raid his place like other places ' round dere, but I hides when dey 

comes, ' cause I skeert of dem. I Quavers and gits skeert when I sees 

I am 
• 

"We is jun settini down to breakfast one morninl and we. hears 

a big boominl. When dat start, di* nigger don't eat his breakfast. I 
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starts for some place to hide. I runs to one place, den I hears de boom, 

den I runs to another place. I finally crawls under de shed mad dere I 

stays. Dey couldn't git me out and dere I stays for dat day and night and 

'til noon de nex' day. I has no water or food. Lots of folks from Ripley 

what massa knows was kilt in dat battle. 

"Buck and I goes to be battleground after de fightinl quits and 

dere was heaps of dead bosses but day had dug de trench and buried de dead 

soldiers. 

"I don' know about de flux, but we use to sing a song ' bout de 

patter rollers, like dis, 

'Run nigger run, patter roller kotch you, 
Run nigger run, ' cause it almos' day, 
Dat nigger run, dat nigger flew, 
Dat nigger los' his Sunday shoe.' 

"I stays with de massa after freedom ' til I's 21 year old and den 

I leaves and works for difflrunt folks. I marries in Tennessee When I's 

22 and we has one chile, but my wife takes him when he's five and leaves, 

and I never seen or heard of Iem since. I comes to Texas ' bout 52 year 

ago. 

"I has Ijoyed talkin' ' bout dem old days, ' cause talk am all I 

kin do since my legs have de misery se bad. 

************ 
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ELSLAYN STORIES Page One 
(Texas) 

AMLIME WHITE, 90 odd years 
old, was born at Opelousas, 
Louisiana, a slave of Dr. 
Bridget. She lives with her 
daughter, Lorena, in Beaumont, 
Texas. 

'I's born at Opelousas and my massa and missis was Dr. Bridget 

and his wife. They was mean and they beatut and pat the hounds after 

us. They beat the little ones and the big ones and when massa ain't 

beating his wife is. It am continual. My pappy call Thomas Neville and 

my mammy 'Melia Naville. They was born in Virginia. I had four brothers 

and two sisters, all dead now. 

"Like I says, old massa shog whip us and when he whip he put 

us ' cross a, barrel or chain us and sta4/us out with a rope. We didn't 

have much to eat and not much clothes. They weave Ira clothes on the 

loam and make the dress like a sack slip over the head. 

"Our cabin wasn't so bad, made of logs with dirt gtween the logs. 

The chimney make out of sticks and dirt and some windows with a wooden 

shutter and no glass in gem. Massa give gam lumber and. paint to make 

things for the house and they have bomemake bed and table and benches to 

sit on. 

"Massa have the hose power cotton gin and a boss power sugar cane 

mill, too. De work hard all day in the gin and the =gar cane all and 

doesn't have no parties nor fun. Sometimes in the evening us git together 

and talk or sing low, so the white folks won't hear. 

*I gmanber going through the woods one tile and seeing something 

black come up ' fore me. It must a been a ghost. I got a boy call' Henry 
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what live in Welch and he kin see gbosties all the time. He just lc)* 

back over be left shoulder and see plenty of ' sm. He say they has a 

warm heat what make him sweat. 

"Old massa didn't go go the war and his boys was too little. 

We jUA / heered about the war and that it was goin' to free us. In the 

night us would creep out way in the woods and have the prayer meetinl, 

p7ayin' for freedom to come -quick. IS has to be careful for if massa • 

find out he !hip all of us, oho'. IS stays nearly all night and sleeps 

and prays and sleeps and prays. At las' we hears freedom is on us and 

plasm say we are all free to go, but if we stay he pay us some. Most 

of us goes, for that massa am she' mean and if we doesn't have to stay 

we wouldn't, not with that mum,. 

"IS scatters and I been marry twice. The first man was Eli 

Evans in Jennings, in Louisiana and us have six chillen. The second man 

he James White but I has no more &Men. Now I lives with rig, gal what 

called Lorena and she make me happy. She shoo good to her old mammy, 

what ain't much good no more. 

********** 
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(Texas) 

SYLVESTER SOSTANIC1IP, of 

0 /Ames, Texas, was born in St. 
Mary's Parish, Louisiana, in 
1854. A free-born Negro, 
4ickliffe tells nn interesting 
story about his life and that 
of his uncle, Romaine Vidrine, 
who was a. slave-holder. lick-
liffe has a nicely furnished 
/home in Beaumont, 7,nd two of 
his children have been to col-
ege. 

"I's rhrt dey call a free-barn nigger. Its a 31np story how dat 

come about, but I can. tell you. 

"Three Frenchmen come to Louisiana from 7rance. In three genera-

tions (ley mix with Indians and Negroes. Dey high-born Frenchmen and 

'cumulate plenty property. Before dey die dey make Igreement Imonerst 

emselves. When one die de property go to de other two; de last one 

livin , git all three plantations and all dat's on den. It so happen 

dat old mnn Vidrine's eAddy live loncest, so he git it all. But he 

so good he divide up and my daddy gits forty acres good land, lily daddy's 

greatgrandpana was one dem first three Frenchmen. 

"gy daddy was Michael and mrma was Lucy and dey a whole passel 

chillen, Frances, 2ary, Clotilde, Astasia and Tom, Samuel, Gilbert and 

Edward. My daddy was part Indian and I had some half-brothers and sisters 

what wore blanket and talk Indian talk. Dey used to come see daddy and 

set round and talk half de niOit and I never understan' a word dey 

"Mama didn't have no Indian blood in her, but she born in Louis-

iana and a right purty, brown-Skin wommn, probably some French or Spanish 

in her. 
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My uncle, Romaine Vidrine, de son of old man 7idrine, he have de 

prooerty. He was a slaveholder. Dey was a number niggers in 

Louisiana. what owned slaves. Romaine, he have ' bout thi -:-ty-eight. Dey 

was a biz diftence make Itween slave niggers and owner niggers. Dey so 

much difience as Itween white folks and cullud folks. My uncle wouldn't 

'low slave niggers to eat at de same table_with him or with any of us 

free-born niggers. 

"Folks Come down from de nath sometimes and mistook de slave for 

de owner or de owner for de slave. My uncle was sech a purty, bright man, 

he must of been a ouadroon. He had long burnsides and a long tail coat 

all de time. He was very dignified. He was good to all he slaves, but when 

he say work, he mean work. He ain't never ' low none de laves be familiar 

with him, 

"De old. Romaine house WPS a oldfashioned house make out of cypress. 

Dat everlastini. It come to a peak on top and dere was one big room what 

ran de whole length in de back and dat de- sleepinl room for all de 

chillen. De crowed-up folks have sleepin' rooms, too. Dey have a cook 

shack outside. It a seplrate house. 

"Us live in a purty good house not very far from de big house. Dey 

have what dey calls a nrivate school. It was kep' by my uncle. Only de 

free-born niggers went to it. De older ones educated in French and de 

young ones in French and Imerican, too After de war dey hire n. white man 

named William Devoe to be ttacher. He educate de chillen to (le third 

geniration. He come to Texas with me and die ' bout five6mars ago. 
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"When a couple want to git marry on de old Romaine place, uncle sent 

for de priest from St. Martin. Dey wasn't no priest round Franklin or *hat 

dew call New Iberia later. When Its most a growed boy...de priest come baptise 

'bout forty of us. He use de waterout uncle's cistern for de ceremony. 

When us goinl down de road to de baptisint dey's a squirrel run ' cross de 

road and us chillen all broke and run to cotch it. Law, dat just ' bout scare 

my old godmother to death. She took so much pain dat us all nice and clean 

and ' f raid. us git dirty. Her name was Nana Ramon Boutet and she live here 

in Ames settlement for many year. US laugh many time 'bout dat squirrel.. 

"Dey used to call us de free Mulattoes from ' cross de bayou. De neares8 

town was Pattersonville and it five mile away. Now dey calls de settlement 

Vidrinville for old man Romaine Vidrine. De plantation suppor' a grist mill 

and a taw sugar mill. Dey make de sugar dark, big grain, ' cause dey ain't no 

'finery in dem days. Dey put de sugar in big five hunerd pound hogshead and 

take it by boat down de Teche to New Orleans and sell it. Dey use de money 

to buy coffee and cotton. Us didn't raise cotton. I never see no cotton till 

I's a big. boy and come to Port LaFayette. 

"De grist mill was built 'way from de house. Dey have a long lever what 

stand out do side and hitch hoases with a rawhide belt to make de mill turn.. 

Us folks all , raise rice. Not like now Lawdy, no. Dey jeat.planfrice in rows 

like corn and cultivate it like any other crop. Dey wasn't no irrigation ditch. 

Afterrice.harVese deylmt it in a mortar mike out a,cyRressrlOg o Plo4, 

and-knock do.,r f,dp,j4,pe with,dejp.stle.  
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"Every fall us go hunt in deer round Chicimachi Lake. Dey cells it 

Grand Lake now, but de reg'lar Indian name am Chicimachi. Dere was a tribe 

of Indians by dat name. Dey wasn't copper skin, but more yaller like. 

"When war commence it purty hard on folks. US set soldiers comm' 

'cross de bayou in blue suits. Dey raid de sugar mill and take de livestock 

and. foodstuff on de Pumphrey place. Dey have a.awful battle five mile away. 

Dat at Camp Beesland, on de Teche. Dat a awful battler My brother go dare 

next day and see soldiers standin' up dead Igainst trees with day baylnets 

still sot. 

"De Confederates come and took all de slaves to build de fort at Alex-

andria. When day come to de Romaine place dey see niggers, and ain't know 

which free and which slaves. Dey line my daddy up with deothers, but a white 

man from town say, ' Dat a good, old man. He part Indian and he free. He a 

good citizen. He ain't Opose do.work like (lat.' So day didn't take him. 

"De Yankees damage de Romaine property Isiderable. Dey take a whole year 

crop of sugar and corn and hosses. Afterwards day pass a law and de goviment 

'low money for dat. It was lbout -twenty year before day git demoney, but 

day git it. Romaine and he heirs git $30,000 for dem damages. 

"After war over, old man Romaine tell he slaves day free now. But he 

say, 'You is most born right here and iffen you is bright you stay right here.' 

Dey all did stay. But day ain't never git to jine with de free-born. Dey still 

make a dirence. 

"After freedom I lade to lam n a trade. I 'prentice myself to de black-

smith trade for dothes and board. I lam n all I CAA in three year and OUit and 
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open a shop on Bayou Torti, Itween St. Martin and Lafayette. I charge $2.00 

for to shoe a hoss all de way round. Den I beat plows, build two-wheel buggy 

and hack. I make sweepstocks and Garrett and Cottman plow. Dat after de time 

of de wood mould boards. I make mine with metal. 

"I come to Texas in 1890, to Liberty, and been right round dere and 

Ames for forty-seven year. I start me a gin and blacksmith shop when I first 

come. I marry in Houston to Epheme Pradia, tnother free-born nigger, and I 

' 1.59 

still marry to her after forty-Seven year. Dat a good long hitch. We have 

seven chillen, all livint. One 01 went to de CathOlid,church school in Gal-

veston. One boy go to pradea4:::OniVerittity in New Orleans. Dey two blacksmith, 

one farmer, one good auto mechanic and de three gale seps house. 

""I 'member lots of songs us sing in French but I can't give Imerican 

or dem. I know de song, LaLoup Gar. I try to translate one song far you: 

"Master of de house 
Give me meat without salt; 
When de stranger Come, 
He give me roast chicken." 
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DAPHNE WILLIAMS was born in 
Tallahassee, Florida, a slave 
to Mrs. Nancy Herring. Daphne 
does not know her exact age, 
but must be close to or over 
100. Sfte claims to have wit-
nessed the fall of the stars 
in 1833. She lives in Beau-
mont, Texas. 

"It won't be long ' fore I's sleeping the long sleep. I 

expect Is about the mos , agreeable& nerson in the county, ' cause 

Is so old. I's born in• Tallahassee, in Florida, but I dionl know 

when. The Herrings used to own me and I took their name. Misusl 

name was Nancy Herring and the marster was still alive when l's born, 

but he die when I's a baby. I guess I's about 10 or 12 year old 

when us come to Texas. 

"Dat place wnere I's born was snot a place! They have a 

three-story house with a porch at the front and another at the back. 

They was posties what stand from one porch floor to the next and 

brace it up. I used to live in the big house, ' cause I's nuss for 

the white chillen. I didn' stay round with cullud folks a-tall. 

"The missus was a widow woman ever since I 'member her. She 

have two boy and three gal, and that sho' was a lovely house. They 

have they ownself painted in pictures on the wall, jusl as big Rs 

they is. They have them in big framce like gold. And they have big 

mirrors from the floor to tne ceilinl. You could see you ownself 

walk in them. 
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"My mother was named_ Millie and my daddy named Daniel. I don' 

know how eeny niggers missus have on the plantation. I was never ' lowed 

to play with the cullud chillen, but I have two brothers named. Abram and 

Handy and I seed them sometimes. I took care of the white chillen and 

took lem to church. Iffen baby git to cryin' I walked round with him, 

but you better be careful not to let the briar scratch him or he git a 

scar on nim and then they gwinter put a scar on you. 

'Tney give me pretty clothes to wear and make me keep clean and 

erpectable. I wore homespun and gingham dresses, just cut straight 

down. They didnt have no sewin' ' chine. They have a woman to cut out 

and sew and she do that all day long. 

My white folks have mighty nice company. My missus up on the 

top. They have nice, fine, intelligent dishes and table cloth. 

"They give us holiday on Christmas and sometimes a whole week. 

They treat the white chillen and. black chillen all good and give tem 

whippin , iffen they needs it. When there's disturbance, missus holler, 

'You all chillen, come in here to me,' end whip us all, then she know 

she whip the right one. 

"I seed the stars fall. God give me a good eyesight. The sun 

was shinin' and it was plain daylight and the stars fall just like hail, 

only they never fall all the way to the grounl. They fall so far and 

then they stop and go out. They stay up in the element all the time. 

Missus sent for the niggers to come up to the house and pray. All that 

time the stars was aecominl through the element. All the darkies, little 

and big, was aepreyinl on their knees, ' cause they thing the jedgment Bhp' 

come then. 
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"Before us move from Florida us git most us goods for clothes 

from North and South Carolina. The war commence in North Caroline to 

the good of my recollection. That was six month or a year after us 

left Florida. They was a-tryin' to smuggle it down then. When the 

missus lcided come to Texas sue sent the niggers on ahead and they 

6.one make two crops ' fore us git there. The place was five mile from 

Woodville.We come to Texas in a boat what's big as a house. When the 

boat it there I was so ' cited when I seed all the pretty trees. I 

neverrnever used to trees, ' cause from where us come was jusl prairie 

land far's you kin see. No tree round Tallahassee and no hill. 

"My mother was cook and when she like to die one time they 

starts breakinl me in to do the cookin'. Then when she die I was cook 

and been doing that two, three year when freedom come. 

"When they toll us freedom come us thought they was foolin'. 

uncle say we's free and to go and look oat for number one. They 

let us stay awhile, but they llowanced us. Iffen us spen, the ' lower-ice 

us just had to go rustle up something to eat or do without. My daddy 

was a wiow man by then and he stay, ' cause he say he want to see further 

into the subjecl. 

"One time I gwineter see my father and had my baby in my arms, 

Cellse I done married. I was gwine through the wilderness and I heared 

something all like a. woman cry. I ' gin walk faster. The squall come 

again. Something say to me, 'Ton better ran.l The hair commence stand 

on my head and I walk pretty peart. That squall come again and I run 

fastest I knows how. I have that poor little by carried any way. 
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"Then I get to the fence I jump over and sot down. The chillen come running 

and say, ' Yonder Daphne. They help me into the house but Its so scart I 

couldno tell ' cm till near bedtime and then I say I near squall like roman 

cry-in'. Mister Goolsbee say, ' Daphne, make sount like you hear,' pnd I 

makes a squall, and he say, 'That a panther and iffen he kotched you that 

would have been the end of you and that baby or yourn what you was totint.' 

So ' bout four o'clock in that mornin' ne gits ' bout fourteen neighbors and 

the 0_awgs and they hunts that rascal and runs him in 'bout 8 or 10 o'clock. 

A span oi mules couldn' pull that rascal, I don' Ilieve. He have the big,-

fest tusnes I ever seed with these two eyes. They put him in a pot and bile 

him and make soap out of the grease. That pantner didn' git me or my baby 

but they got him .,11 rvide soap out of him. 

******* 
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HORATIO W. WILLIAMS, known as 
"Rash" to his friends, is83 

years old. He was a slave- Of 
Woodruff Norseworthy, in Pine 
Bluff, Arkansas. Horatio has 
lived in Jasper, TOIAA, for 
many years. 

"I was born in slavery in Pine Bluff in de state of 

Arkansas, on July 2. 1R54, and dey tells me dat make me 'bout. 84 years 

old. Woodruff Norseworthy was my owner and boss all de time I a slave. 

I marry in 1875 and I lost my wife two year ago, and when a man looses 

a good woman he loses somethin'. Us had 13 chillen, but only two of 

dem alive now. 

"My boss man was mean to he nigger. and I 'member crawl& 

down through de woods and listenin' one time when he beat a nigger. 

Every time he hit him he pray. Boss have 15 slaves and I recollect 

one time he gwine beat 147 mother. She run to de kitchen and jump 

behin" de door and cover herself up in de big pile of dirty clothes. 

Dey never think to look for her there and she stay there all day. 

But de next day dey catch her and whip her. 

"Dem Cut runs ewer, dey gits bloodhounds after ' em. 

Dry clumb de tree when dey hearted den hounds WSW but de masse make 

dim git down and dey shoot des, iffen dey didn't. When day gits down 

de dogs Jumps all over don and would tear des to pieces, but de muse 

beats den off. 

"Once de boss has company and one our nigger. sleeps on 

de porch outside de company's room, and in de night he slip in dat 

room and thiefed de fine, white shirt out de suitcase and wears it 

round de next mornins. 
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"Course he couldn't read and he ain't know de eget* man 

have he name on dat shirt. When de boss find it out he takes dat nigger 

down in de bottom and I crawls through de bregh and watches. Bey tie 

he foots togeth,r over de limb and let he head hang down and beat him 

till de blood run down an de roots of dat tree. When dey takes him down 

he back look like raw meat and be nearly die. 

"Sometime when de nigger won't mind day puts de chain to one 

foot and a ball on it 'bout big as a nigger's head, and he have to drag 

it down ith him who ever he go. 

"My white folks moved to Bastrop in Louisiana and den to 

Texas and brung me with than. When us work in de field us have de cook 

what put us food on big trays and carry it to de field, den we stop and 

*at it under shade of a tree, if dey any. Bey give us bread and meat 

and syrup for dinner and us has bacon long as it last4 

"When I's free I rents land and crops 'round, after I gits 

marry. Buffo' dat, I was here, dere and yonder, for my board and clothes 

and four bits de day. I give all my chillen de eddication, leastwise dey 

all kin read and write and dat's *hat I cain't do. 

"I ' longs to de Methodist church and I don't unndestanl some 

doss other church*, very well. Seems strange to me dat at die late time 

dey's tryine find new wave of gittinl to Heaven." 

*1110***** 
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LOU WILLIAMS, said to be the 

oldest citizen of San Angelo, 
Texas, was born in southern 
Maryland in 1829. She and her 
family were slaves of Abram 
and Kitty Williams, of that 
section, and Lou served as 
nursemaid to her master's 
children from the age of eight 
until after the Civil War. She 
then went to Louisiana where 
she worked as a cook for sever-
al years before coming to San 
Angelo. She is very active for 
her 108° years and is a familiar 
figure about town, with her crutch. 

Page One 

"I's have de bee' white folks in Maryland. I's born in a 

three-room frame house and I had one of them statements(birth certif-

icates). When I five years old my old missy she say, ' That gal, she 

shoo am gwine be dependable and I makes nursemaid out of her.' When 

I eight years old she trusts me with den white chillen. I loves to fish 

so well I'd take de 11 11 chillen to de creek and take off my underskirt 

and spread it out on de bank and put de chillen on it while I shoo cotch 

de fish. Massa, he start looking for me and when he gits to de creek, 

he say, ' Dar's de 11'1 devil.' He know den chillen safe, so he jus' 

laugh. 

"In de fall MASSR puts us nigger chillen on de bale of cotton 

and takes us to town and gives us money to buy candy and dolls with. 

We allus had good food and lots of fish and rabbits and possums, but 

when my missy see darn possums carryie de bab7 possums round she fall 

out with possum and she say, 'No more possum beim' cooked ' round here.' 

"When I jes' a gal I seed de stars fall and when every-

thing got dark like and den bright stare begin to fall we all start 

manta' and hollerinl to our missy and she say, ' Millen, don't git 
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under my coat, git on your knees and start prayinl, and when we begins 

to pray de Lewd he sends a shower of rain and puts out dem stars or de 

whole wotld would a been burned up. 

"When massa take us to town he say he want us to see how de mean 

slave owners raffles off de fathers and de husban's and de mothers and de 

wives and de chillen.. He takes us 'round to de big platform and a white 

man git up dere with de slave and start hollerinl for bids, and de slave 

stands dere jest pitiful like, and when somebody buy de slave all de folks 

starts yellin' and a cryine. Den shot was bad times. Our massa wouldn't 

do his niggers dat way and we loved him for it, too, 

"We had big gardens and lots of vegetables to eat, I.-muse massa 

had 'bout eight hundred slaves and ' bout a thousand acres in he plantation. 

In summer time we wore jes' straight cotton slips and no shoes till Sunday, 

den we puts on shoes end white dresses and ties a ribbon ' round our waists, 

pnd we didn't look like de same chillen. 

"Dere a big arbor for de whites to go to church and we goes, too. 

When we starts down de road to church, our mama, she start sayinl things 

to make us be quiet. We pass de graveyard and she say, 'See dat spirit 

runninl ' long here with us?' When we gits dere we hardly moves. We could 

jine, if we wants to. 

"My mama, she Black Creek Indian and none of dam white folks wants 

her. When massa love my daddy sod us chillen we had done been sold 'way 

from her and we cry and she cry, and den she follow us to our plantation 

and cry and beg our massa let her stay. He say, ' She ain't no good but 

put her in de house and let her do some patchin' and mendine. , Mama, 
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she cry and say, 'Thank God, Thank God: Is git to be withers' husbant 

and dhillen.' She mike de good spinner and weaver and old missy, 

she say she couldn't do without her, ' cause she spin cotton cloth for 

s—wmer and woolen cloth for winter. 

"Niggers didn't have much weddin's, but when massa.find dew takint 

up he tells everybody to dress in white and de two what was takin° up 

together has to march up and down till de big slower comes off. Dey was 

man and wife den, but me, I's diffIrent. I's had a lepectable weddinl, 

'cause missy, she say I's her nursemaid. De preacher, he reads, and I's 

all dressed in white clothes and sech a supper we ngyer had befol. 

"All de slaves wasn't so lucky as we was, though. We lives close 

to de meanest owner in de country. Our massa wouldn't keep no overseer, 

'cause he say his niggers wasn't dogs, but die other man he keeps over-

seers to be de niggers and he has de big leather bullihip with lead in 

de end, and he beats some slaves to death. We heared dem holler and 

holler till dey couldn't holler no mo: Den dey jest aorta grunt every 

lick till dey die. We finds big streams of blood where he has whopped di 

and whom it rained de whole top of de ground jos' looks like a river of 

blood dere. Sometime he bury he niggers and sometime de law come out and 

make him bury dam. He put dew in chains and stockades and sometimes he 

would buck and gar dew. 

"We seed he niggers goin' -by our plantation with de oven on de heads 

round three o'clodk in de mornin on de war to de fields. Dose ovens 

made of wood and tin over de tin cup dat fit de slaves' heads. Each nigger 
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have he bread and some old hairy bone meat a-codkint with fire coals 

in dese ovens. Dey made not to burn de head and when dey gits to de 

fields dey sets dem down to finish cookint while dey works till break. 

fast time. De mamas what expectin babies was whopped to make dam work 

faster and when babies was sick dey has to put dem in de basket on top 

dere heads and take dem to de cotton patch, and put dem under de cot-

ton stalks and try to ' tend to dem. Lawd, Lawd, dem was awful times, 

end I shot is glad I has good white folks. 

"Some dat man's aiggers allus mania' twgy and dey sets 

de nigger dogs on dem and cotch dem mos' times. Den dey treat len so 

bad dey wouldn't never want to run away no more. 

"We allus gits Saturday swain' off to wash our clothes and 

sometime we has dances Saturday night. I has two brothers, Jim and. 

William and William git kilt in de war. My two sisters named Bella 

and Laura. We has corn shudicia's and big suppers and on Christmas our 

massa buys us de present, moat tines shoes, ' cause we didn't have any 

shoes. 

"When de white folks dies or gits married everybody shot 

carries on big. When we sick dey gives us snakeroot tea and canamile 

end sage tea and if we's bad sick, dey gits de doctor. Missy, she naks 

hog hoof tea, jes' bile de hoofs in good whiskey fcr de cold. Den she 

put camphor ball and asafoetida ' round our necks to keep off diseases. 

"When de war ends we sees a white man cominl down de road an 

a hose and de road full of niggers followinl him, singinl and shouting 

and prayinl. I stays with massa till he die,then I marries and has one 

Chile and one grandohile, and / lives with her. 
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MILLIE WILLIAMS, 86, lives at 

1612E. Fourth St., Fort Worth, 
Texas. She was born a slave to 
Joe Benford, in Tennessee, was 

sold to Bill Dunn, who brought 
her to Texas and traded her to 
Tommy Ellis for some land. She 
has lived in Fort Worth since 
the 1870 1s. 

Page one 

"I don't know when I was born, ' cause I was taken from my 

folks when I was a baby, but massa told me I was born in de spring of 

de year, in 1851. I know I been in dis world a long time, but I has 

have good white folks. I was born on Massa Benford's place in Tenn-

essee and my mama's nete was Martha Birdon. She say my paggy's name 

Mton Wade, but I never seed him. And I didn't know my mama, a, long 

time, ' cause she's sold away from Massa Benford's place, and I was sold 

with her, den he took me back, and I never seed my mama no mol. 

"After I was sold back to Massa Benford, he puts me in de 

nigger yard. Dat whar de matea kepi slaves what he traded. It was 

jus' a bunch of shacks throwed together and dirty was no name for it, 

it was worse than a pig pen. De man what watch over us in dat nigger 

yard was de meanest man what ever lived. He'd take a club and beat de 

daylight out of us, lc,use de club wouldn't leave scars like de bullwhip, 

and didn't bring de price down when we is sold. 

"One day Massa Benford takes us to town and puts us on dat 

auction block and a man name Bill Dunn bought me. I was ' bout seven 

years old. Talkin' 'bout somethin' awful, you should have been dere. De 

Slave owners was shoutin' and selling chillen to one man and de mama 

and papprto 'nether. De slaves cries and takes on somethinl awful. 

If a woman had lots of chillen she was sold for moo, ' cause it a sign 

she a good breeder. 
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"Right after I was sold to Massa Dunn, dere was a big up-risinl 

in Tennessee and it was ' bout de Union, but I don't know what it was all 

about, but dey wanted Massa Dunn to take some kind of a oath, and he 

wouldn't do it and he had to leave Tennessee. He said dey would take de 

slaves ' way from him, so he brought me and Sallie Armstrong to Texas. 

Dere he trades us to Tommy Ellis for some land and dat Massa Ellis, he 

de best white man what ever lived. He was so good to us we was better 

off dan when we's free. 

"Massa Ellis' plant tion was one of de biggest, and he owned 

land as far as we could see. Dere was ' bout 50 slaves and we lived in a 

row of log cabins long side de big house. In winter we sleeps inside 

but in summer we sleeps in de yard, and de same ' bout satin'. Sometimes 

MaSSP fed good and den ' gain he didn't, but dat ' cause of de War. We 

has cornbread and milk and all de coffee you would drink. On Sundays 

Fe fills de pot half full of meat and shell peas on top de meet. 

"I Imember de time we steals one of massa's big chickens and 

its in de pot in de fireplace when we seed missy comm'. I grab...,,, dat 

chicken and pot and puts it under de bed and puts de bedclothes top dat 

pot. Missy, she co:Je in and say, I sho' do smell somethin' good. ' 

I say, 'Thar, Missy Ellis? 1 She don't find nothin' so she leaves. When 

she's gone I takes dat chicken and we eats it in a hurry. 

"De overseer woke ' em up ' bout four in de morninl, but I works 

in de house. Et field workers gits off Thursdays and Saturday everin's 

and Sunday. De reason dey gits off Thursday is dat de massa has some 

kind of thought we shouldn't work dat day. Maybe it was lligion, I 
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"We has parties and sings 

'Massa sleeps in de feather bed, 
Nigger sleeps on de floor; 
When weluns gits to Heaven, 
Dey'll be no slaves no mot.' 

"Den we has de song ' bout dis: 

'Rabbit in de briar patch, 
Squirrel in de tree, 
Wish I could go huntinl, 
But I ain't free. 

'Rooster's in de henhouse, 
Hen's in de patch, 
Love to ,fo shootin', 
But I ain't free.' 

"When de nigger leaves de plantation without no pass, and de 

padaer rollers kotched him, dey gives him 39 licks with de bullwhip. 

Jaen we's in de fields and sees de padder roller ride by, we starts 

murmerins out loud, 'Patter de pat, patter de pat.' One after Inother 

took it up and purty soon everybody murmerinl. e allus do dat to let 

everybody know de padder roller ' round. Den we sing songs ' bout ' em, 

too. 

"lien War start dere a army cinp just below de plantation, and. 

'bout P thousand soldiers. Se hears ' em shout, ' Ran t march, halt, 

march,' all day long. Dey sung 

'Lincoln's not satisfied, 
He wants to fight ' gain, 
All he got to do, 
Is hustle up his men.' 

"I stays with Massa: Ellis after we's freed. Dare sho' was a 

mighty party sight when de slaves knows dey's free. Dey lxag one ' nothar 
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and almost tear dere clothes off. Some cryin' for de husban', and some 

cryin' for de chillen. 

'hen I was ' bout 20 I lef' massa's home and moves to Dallas, whar 

I marries my first man. His name Was Bill Jackson. He le' me and goes 

back to Dallas and I hear he die, so I marry Will !illiams and he dies. 

I;ow I been here since de Lawd know when. 

******* 
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ROSE WILLIAMS is over 90. She 
was owned by William Black, a 
trader whose plantation lay in 
Bell County, Texas. Rose and 
her parents were sold in 1860 
to Hall Hawkins, of Bell County. 
Rose was forced to mate with a 
slave named Rufus when she was 
about sixteen, and had two chil-
dren by him, one born after Rose 
was freed. She forced Rufus to 
leave her and never married. For 
the last ton years Rose has been 
blind. She lives at 1126 Hamp-
ton St„ Fort Worth, Texas. 

"What I say am de facts. If I's one day old, I's way over 90, and 

Its born in Bell County, right here in Texas, and. an owned by Massa William 

Black. He owns mammy and pappy, to.. Massa Black has a big plantation but 

he has more niggers dam he need for work on dat place, 'cause he an a nig-

ger trader. He trade and buy and sell all de tine. 

"Massa Black am awful cruel and. he whip de cullud folks and works 

tem hard and feed den poorly. Welling; have for rations de cornmeal and milk 

and ' lasses and. some beans and peas and meat once a week.' Wetuns have to 

work in de field every day from daylight till dark and on Sunday oeluns do 

us washin. Church? Shucks, we suns don't know what dat mean. 

"I has de correct mem'randum of when de war start; Massa Black 

sold weluas right den. Mammy and poppy powerful glad to git sold, and 

dey and. I is put on de block with 'bout ten other niggers. When wagtails 

gits to de tradial block, dere lots of white folks dere what came to look 

us ever. One man shows de latres 0 in pappy. Him named Hawkins. He talk 

to poppy and. pappy talk to him and. say, 'Den my woman and chiles. Please 

buy all of us and have mercy on weluns.' Massa Hawkins say, 'DO gal as 
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a likely lookino nigger, she am portly and strong, but three am more dan 

/ wants, I guesses.' 

"De sale start and ' fore long peppy am put on de block. Massa 

Hawkins wine de bid for pappy and when mammy am put on de block, he wins 

de bid for her. In dere am three or four other niggers sold bee my time 

comes. Den massa Black calls me to de block and de auction man sgr, 'What 

am I offer for die portly* strong young wench. She's never been 'bused and 

will make de good breeder.' 

"I wants to hear Massa Hawkins bid, but him say nothie. Two ether 

men am biddino 1gainst each other and I She' has de worrrment. Dere am 

tears comin' down my cheeks 'cause I's beini sold to some man dat would make 

seporation from my mammy. One man bids $500ald de auction man ask, ' Do I 

hear more? She am gwine at $500.00. 1 Den someone Ben $525.00 and de auction 

man say, ' She am sold for $525.00 to Massa Hawkins. Am I glad and ' cited! 

Why, I's quiverino all over. 

"Massa Hawkins takes weluns to his place and it am a nice planta-

tion. Lots better am dat place dan Massa Black's. Dere is ' tout 50 niggers 

what is growed and lots of chillen. De first thing massa do when weluns gits 

home am give we'uns rations and a cabin. You must believe dis nigger when I 

says dem rations a feast for us. Dere plenty meat and tea and coffee and 

white flour. I's never tasted white flour and coffee and mammy fix some bis-

cuits and coffee. Well, de biscuits was yum, yum. yum tc me, but de coffee 

I doesn't like. 

"De quarters am party good. Dere am twelve cabins all made from 

logs and a table and some benches and bunks for sleepin1 and a fireplace 
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for cookine and de heat. Dere am no floor, Jura de ground. 

"MassaHawkins am good to he niggers and net force ' am work toe 

hard. Dere an as much diffience ' tween him and old Massa Black in de war 

of treatment as ' twixt de Lawd and de devil. Massa Hawkins ' lows he niggers 

have reasonlble parties and go fishinl, but wetuns am never teoken te church 

and has no books for larninl. Dere am no edumcation for de niggers. 

"Dere am one thing Massa Hawkins does to me what I can't shunt from 

my mind. I knows he don't do it for meanness, but I allus holds it ' gainst 

Mm. What he done on force me to live with dat nigger, Rufus, Igainst my 

wants. 

"After I been at he place ' bout a year, de massa come to me and 

sq., ' You gwine live with Rufus in dat cabin over yonder. Go fix it for livin 1.1 

I's ' bout sixteen year old and has no larninl, and I's just ignolmus chile. 

Is thought dat him mean for me to tend de cabin for Rufus and some other 

niggers. Well, dat an start de peai.igation for me. 

"I's took charge of de cabin after work am done and fixes supper. 

Now, I don't like dat Rufus, cause he a bully. He am big and ' cause he so, 

he think everybody do what him say. Weluns has supper, den I goes here and 

dere taikin', till I's ready for sleep and den I gits in de bunk. After I's 

in, dat nigger come and crawl in de bunk with me ' fore I knows it. I says, 

'What you means, you fool nigger?' He say for me to hash de mouth. ' Die 

am ay bunk, tee,' he say. 

"You's teched in de head. Git out,' I's told him, and I puts cle feet 

igainst him and give him a shove and out he go on de floor 'fere he know 
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what Its doin'. Dat nigger jump up and he mad. He look like de wild boar. 

He starts for de bunk and I jumps quick for de poker. It am ' bout three 

foot long and when he comes at me I lets him have it over do head. Did dat 

nigger stop in he tracks? Its say he did. He 'deka at me steady for a 

misute and you's could tell he thinking hard. Den he go and set on do bench 

and say, ' tills wait. You thinks it am smart, but you's am foolish in de 

head. Dey's gwine lam n you somethint. 

"Hush yous big mouth and stae ' way from dis nigger, dat all I 

wants,' I say, and just sets and hold dat poker in de hand. He jus' sets, 

lookin' like de bull. Dere welling wits and sets for ' bout an hour and den 

he go out and I bars de door. 

"De next day I goes to de missy and tells her what Rufus wants 

and missy say dat am de massa's wishes. She say, 'Toms am de portly gal 

mid Rufus am de portly man. De massa wants you-uns for to bring forth 

portly chillen. 

"Its thinkin' ' bout what de missy say, but say to myse'f, ' Its 

not gwine live with dat Rufus.' Dat nit when him come in de cabin, I 

grabs de poker and sits on de bench and says, IGit ' way from me, nigger, 

'fore I busts yous brains out and stomp on den,' He say nothia, and git 

out, 

"Le next day de massa call me and tell me, ' Nom, I's pay big 

money for you and Its done dat for de cause I wants yous to raise me chil-

lens. Its put yous to live with Rufus for dat purpose. Now, if you doesn't 

Want whippint at de stake, yous do what I wants. 
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"I thinks 'bout mass buyint me offen de block and savinl me fram 

beino seporated from my folks and 'bout beino whipped at de stake. Dere 

it am. What am Its to do? So I Icicles to do as de massa .mish and so I 

"When weouns am given freedom, Massa Hankins tells us we can stay 

and work for wages or share crop de land. Some stays and some goes. My 

folks and me stays. We works de land on shares for three years, den 

moved to other land near by. I stays with my folks till they dies. 

"If my memorandum am correct, it an ' bout thirty year since I come 

to Fort Worth, Here I cooks for white folks till I goes blind ' bout ten 

year ago. 

"I never marries, ' cause one osperience an onough for dis nig-

ger. After what I does for de massa, I's never wants no truck with any 

man. De Lawd forgive dis cullud woman, but he have to 'souse me and look 

for some others for to oplenish de earth. 

************** 
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la-SILVE .0TOBIOGR-PIT 

STEVE VTIiLI. was born a. slave of 
the Bennett lamily in 185b. Thy 
were residents of Goliad County, 
Texas and owners of only a small 
bunch of slaves. He and the uther 
slaves were driven away hurriedly 
after the soldiers had threatened 
the slave owners for not having 
turned the slaves loose as soon 
after emancipation as they should 
have. Steve worked around his old 
home for his victuals and clothes a 
few years, then drifted about the 
country as a farm hand, finally land-
ing in San Angelo, Texas where he 
worked for awhile as cook at a barbecue 
stand. He AOW lives alone in the back 
yard of his niece and :Ls hardly able to 
get in and out of his small cabin on his 
crutches. 

Steve relates the story of his life as follows: 

nI wasntt very big when I was a slave. Fact is, we was 
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set free tfore I was big enough to remember much about haw 

dey does but Is hear my mother tells 'bout dem Louisiana 

slave holders) dem what had dem drivers. Now dey was shot 

rough on dem. My mother's name was Charlotte Williams and 

my father he was name Bill and dey belong to de Williams 

dere s you see s and was sold to M. Bennett and brought to 

Goliads Dats how come Its named Williams and my marster 

named Bennett. Our Little .log huts was put. up 'round in de 

back yard and our beds was home-made s jest kind of plank 

scaffolds like. Our beddint wasn't too good s jest fair cot-

ton beds. Ole marsterts folks dey have big feather beds and 

a nice log house. 

"1 never seen any money when I was a boy to 'mount to 

anything and for a long time after dat war I never seen too 

Irluch• 

"We had pretty good to eat such as vegetables from de 

boa's garden and plenty of all kinds of meats. Some of de 

colored folks likes 'possum de best but I always likes coon,. 

Jest bile him, den bake him good and brown and aint no 'pos-

sum 01411 OOMB up wid dat. 

"we had good home-span clothes and some times we have 

shoes. 

"I never aid see none of de slaves sold but I hear my 

mother tells ' bout how horrible dat was. I diaa' learn mach 

readInt and writint 'cause no body never teach me none. 

goes to camp meetin' after de war but not anoh, 

den dat was de white folks meetint. 
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'On Christmas we Lksually have a shoat and cakes and 

lots of fiddlint and dancint. 

"Slaves uidn' have no weddin's. De boss he ties' puts 

dem in et cabin and gives uem a wife and dey all calls dat 

married. Fact istuey jes' wasn' so much i.larryint done 'mong 

de colored. 

"When we hear we was free we hear it from some of ue 

other slaves and we was held longer den some in ue north, 

but one day our boss comes from town and he say to his wife, 

he say, ' Lem soldiers say iffen we don't git dem niggers 

'way from here uey gain' come out here and sweeps us ou4 of 

de cradle.' 

"He shot got busy den. Fe comes out and he say, 'you 

Ld1 „.; it, I mean it from here'. So we jest scatters ' round, 

here and yonder, not knowint zactly what to do. Some of us 

works an one lam z,nc sone on another fur a little corn or 

some clothes or rood. Finally I vol.4s ' round rtil I comes 

to San '1.ngelo, Texas and I cooks barbecue l'OP a long time 

'til I jest finally breaks clown. row I don' try to do 

nothint but jest hobble ' round a little on my ole crutchesm, 
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WAWA WILLIAMS does not know 
his age, but he was a small boy when 
the slaves were freed. Re was born 
in Mississippi, but the first place 
he remembers is the Sanamaplanta-
tion on the Trinity river, in Texas. 
He now lives on North Palls St., in 
Mart, Texas. 

"I was one of four chillen of Calvin and Julia Williams, at de 

state of Mississippi, when they was first married, ' fore they come to 

Texas. But de earlies 1 olection I has, was livinl on a plantation be-

longin' to a Mr. Sanama. It was on de Trinity river, right down in de 

bottoms. My folks stayed on dere after freedom and I lived with dem 

till I was nearly growed. Dere massa give dem supplies and let dem work 

apiece of land and they give him half de crop. 

"I 'member times us go hantini and kill most anything we want, wild 

turkeys and wild hawgs and deer. My father used to go out and kill deer 

and not git out of sight of de house. Livia' was easier dan now, for we 

had all dem things without havint to buy dem. I ' member de bear hunts. 

We had great big, brindle dogs for de bears and dey surrouni him and stand 

him at bay till dB men come and kill his, 

"A man by name of Burton lived near us, and one day he sent one he 

boys to town on a little race hoes. On de way home dat boy crossint de 

river bottom and a panther git after his, and he race he hoes and outrun 

dat panther. He jump off de hose and run in de house and lock de door. 

De panther try to git in and de men in do field hear he cries and shoots 

his. In dose days de men took gums to de fields. 

"They cotched wolves and bears in traps but de panther was de most 
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One our neighbors go to town after a turkey and on he way home a panther was 

sitting in a tree by de road, and he make a lunge at de man and grab de turkey 

and tear de mange arm. Once my grandpa ridin' long one night, crossing de 

river, and a panther git after him. He had a fast hose and outran dat panther, 

and got to de house, and two our bear dogs kepi it off till he shot it. I knows 

dese things am true, for they happen jest like I tell it. 

"Our house was close to de boat landing on de river and my father 

halped unload supplies from de boats, when he not working in de fields. Jedge 

Beavers own de storehouse what kmol de supplies, and he ship he cotton by boat 

to de Gulf, mostly to Galveston. 

"De 'Federate sojers pass our house and go to Jedge for him to give den 

something to eat and he allus did. Sometimes cloy was men on houses and he give 

dem feed for de hosses. Once a crowd young fellows coming home from de war on 

bosses and dey got supplies, and de Jedge give den a little toddy for to make den 

feel good. Dey feels so good dey gits same ribbon from de store and tie it to 

de hosses heads and rides off, with dat ribbon jesg a-streaming from de hosses mane. 

"Ds Jedge enjoy all day. He felt like dey been fighting for him and dey 

welcome to what he have. It was de common thing for do sojers to stop at the 

house and ask for food or to sleep. Sometimes niggers come, what ran away to de 

North 'fore freedom. Day done got tired of dat cold weather up dere and when 

freedom come, dey ready to come back home. 

"When de slaves sot free, dey have big times, and feel like dey not work at 

all. But when old massa give den &place to farm and tell den iffen dey don't work 

dey won't eat, dey stays with him and works de crops en halves, mostly. De nigger 

do de work and massa feed him and give him team and tools, den massa git half de 

crop, 
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"De slaves what went up North and come back, tell how dey call 'Contrabands' 

up dere. Day didn't know what it mean, but dey come back anyway. 

"Some white school teachers from up North come to teach de chillen, but 

dey didn't talk like folks here and didn't understan' our talk. Dey didn't know 

what us mean when us say ftitty* for sister, and ' budder' for brother, and ' nanny' 

for mammy. Jes' for fun us call ourselves big names to de teacher, seme be named 

General Lee and some Stonewall Jackson. We be one name one day and 'nother name 

next day. Until she git to know us she couldn't tell de diff'rence, ' cause us all 

look alike to her. Us have good times tellin' her ' bout black magic and de conjure. 

Us tell her night birds fall of magic and dere feathers roast in ashes work spells 

what kill evil coni)ure. If a rabbit run ' cress de path, tarn your hat round and 

wear it hind part befo' to keep bad luck away. A buxxard's claw tie round de baby's 

neck make teethin' easy. De teacher from de North don't know what to think of all 

dat. But our old missy, who live here all de time, know all ' bout it. She lets 

us believe our magic and conjure, ' cause she partly believe it, too. 

"I lives on dat place till I's a big boy and den works for Mr. John Mergerson 

end a Mr. Porter. Day come from Mississippi right after freedom and was jes 0 like 

homefelks. So I works for dem till I gits married and tarts out for myself. 

'member some songs my mammy and old missy larnt me. One go like dis: 

"'Be top bolls ain° open. 
Be bottom bolls am rotten. 
I can't git ay number here, 
I has to quit and go 'way. 

"'When de sun go down and de moon go up, 
Iffen I can't git my number, I can't git my PA7. / 

"When I was little, my father split de rails out of trees to make fences, 
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and I have an aunt what was de big woman, and she holp. She have a song what 

go like die, and when she sing, she come down on a rail, Ibiffl. 

"'Times are gittin' hard,' ( biff) 
Money's gittin scarce,' (biff) 
Times don't git no better here,' (biff) 
I bound to leave die place.' 

"But when de big meetine goinl on, die one de songs dey likes to sing: 

"'As I went down in de valley to pray, 
I met de debbil in my way, 
What you reckon he say to me? 
You're too young to die, 
And too young to pray, 
I made him a lie, and kepi on my way.' 

"We raised corn and cotton and potatoes and lots of vegetables and fruit. 

We didn't have no wheat, se we couldn't have flour and it too high to buy. 

All dew what could buy it, was de landowner. 

"When de eern othered, us pile it in piles and have corn shuck/a' at 

night, cook our supper and all eat together and listen to de stories tell by 

de old folks. When dey git de piles of corn ready for shackini, dey lay a 

rail in de middle and 'vide de piles, and de side what git through first git 

sapper first. De song go like die: 

"'Hits a mighty dry year, when de crab grass fail, 
Oh, row, row, row, who laid dat rail? 
Hit am mighty dark night when de nigger tarn pale, 
De big foot rigger what laid dat rail t 
Oh, row, row, row, who laid dat rail? 
Binktum, raaktam, laid dat rail. 
Show me de nigger what laid. dat rail, 
Oh, row, row, row, who laid dat rail? 

"When de niggers fuss, de white folks fall, 
Oh, row, row, row, who laid dat rail? 
We're gittin' dere now, don't tell no tale, 
Show me de nigger what laid dat rail. 
I'll stick he head in a big tin pail, 
Oh, turn me loose, let me tech dat rail, 

Oh, row, row, row, who laid dat rail? 
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"Pirst us have white preachers and dan, after freedom, de niggers 

starts to git up in meetinl and talk to sinners, and dey call den 'Exhorters.' 

De white folks larnt de exhorters to read de Bible and some songs, and de niggers 

all lam n de songs, too. De exhorter git up and read de scripture and it 'bout 

King Neb'kudneezer, when he have a golden image with silver horns, and all de 

kings and rulers come and bow down ' fore dat image, Icepting three. Dam was 

&era& and Maysack and A-Bad-Negro. Dey would not bow down, so de old king 

throw den in de furnace and dey not burn up, and dey say, 'De Gawd us worship 

am able to deliver us from de fiery furnace.' 

"Den de exhorter say: ' Wow, you no count niggers, what you mean 

stealini de white folks chickens and watermillions? Dey ain't safe no longer 

den de white man back am turned. De you think Gawd would save you? No, sits 

You be turned into de pillar of salt iffen you don't stop you unrightious ways, 

and. den where you be? You won't see no &mein' or hear no chickens hollering. 

Come on into de pearly gates and live right. Leave your stealin' and casein' 

and dancin' to de debbil, and come to de mourners' bench. 

"Let de sun of salvation shine square on you face, 
light de battles of de Lawd, fight soon and fight late, 
And you'll allus find de latch t* de golden gate. 
No use for to wait till tomorrow, 
De sun mustn't sot on you sorrow, 
Sin's sharp as a bamboo briar, 
Ask de Lawd for to fotch you up higher.' 

"Den songs was de gateway to enter, de pearly gateway. All de niggers 

it on de mourners' bench and git saved. 
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MIME WILL/06, 78, was born 
a slave to Mr. William Maddox, who 
owned about 90 slaves, including 
Willie's parents, five brothers and 
a sister. The plantation was in 
Vermillion Parish, la., near Sparta. 
In 1867 Mr. Maddox took Willie, who 
was still working for him, to Texas. 
Willie now lives in Port Worth. 

nigger am 78 years old, and I's born in slavery, down in 

old IWO-Siena. Marster William owned me, and he am de father of 

Marster Ed Maddox what now runs de Maddox Milk and Ice Company here 

in Fort Worth. I nowed him when him and die nigger .am tiny chiles. 

I goes and visits with him often and we talks ' bout old times and 

sidh. We laughs 'bout some things and de tears come in de eyes ' bout 

some things. Him allus give die nigger de quarter or de half dollar 

for old times sake. 

"Marster William owns sich a big plantation dat it was miles and 

miles ' round and had ' bout 90 grown nigger slaves. I ' members it well 

and shot gm glad for to tell Foils ' bout it and how day does. De marster 

have a two-story house f4ais family and de place look like a town with 

all de buildings. Dere was de nigger quarters with 30 cabins and de 

nursery for de young 'Jiggers, de sheds and de smokehouse for de meat. 

Den dey have de gin and de mill for to grin' de grist, de spinning house 

and de shoe shop. 

"Marster have a nigger what make de shoes out of hides tanned dere 

off de cattle what am killed for meat. Him makes good shoes, they last-

a long time, but they sure is tough on de foots. 
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"Marster William raises de corn and rice and wheat and barlv and 

vegetables and honey, and lots of cotton. Dey works animals, de mules 

and de oxen, but I seed de niggers hitched to de plow sometimes. But 

de marster allus took good care of his niggers and him, feeds plenty 

good victuals. Every Sunday dey measures out de rations, leapt de veg-

etables. But if what dey give an net tnough, wetuns calls for more. 

De marster wants for wetuns to have plenty. 

"All us an given de pass for to ge to de church or to de party and 

dere's a place near de quarters for de dance and sich. Some fool nig-

gers sneaks off without de pass sometimes and gits catched by de patter 

rollers and gits couple passes from de 

"One time de niggers puts one on dew patter rollers. Dere am de 

dance and some niggers has no pass and de patter rollers am arscomiml. 

De niggers Icicle to best ' em and. one gits de pan of hot ashes and when 

dem patter rollers comes to de door de ashes an thrown in de face. 

e niggers all rust out and knocks de rollers down, and de niggers am 

gone. Data once de niggers 'prise de rollers. 

"On dat plantation dere am sort of hospital fix for to care for 

de sick. Dey uses herbs and sica and sometimes calls de doctor. De 

small chillens is kept dere and de marster shot am tticular ' bout dew. 

Lots of times he look dew over and say, tDat one be worth a tteusand 

&oilers,' or IDat one be a whopper. , You see, ' twos just like raisin' 

young mules. 
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“On dat plantation, 8-ore an no weddin' ' lowed for to git married. 

Dey just gits married, but some not ' lowed to git married, ' cause de 

marster anxious to raise good, big niggers, de kind that am able to do 

lots of work and sell for a heap of money. Him have ' bout ten wenches him not 

'low to git narried and dey an big, strong women and de doctor ixamine dem 

for de health. Den de marster picks out de big nigger and de doctor 

'amine Rim, too. Dat nigger do no work but watch dem wens and he 

am de husban , for dem all. De marster shot was a-raisinl some fine niggers 

dat way. 

"As for de whippinl, dey gives dat punishment. Dey straps de nigger 

over de barrel but de marster don't ' low for to draw le blood. 

"Durin' de War, dere am de snort age of food and one time we is 

Ibliged eat all de chickens, and Itwarnt hard to do. We hants de wild 

hawg and wild .turkey and de deer and sich. 

"When freedom come, dew tell all us niggers we's free and we can 

stay or leave and work for wages if we stir. Three year after freedom 

de marster sells de plantation and comes to Port Worth and I and five 

other niggers still with him. I works for him ' til he dies, ' bout 50 

year ago, 

************* 
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LULU WILSON, blind, bedridden 
Negro, does not know her age, 
but believes that she is ninety-
seven. She was born near the 
Mammoth Cave, in Kentucky. Lulu 
owns a little home at 1108 Good 
Street, Dallas, Texas. 

"Course Its born in slavery, ageable as I am. - I'm a dild 

time, slevery woman and the way I been through the hackles, I got 

plenty to say ' bout slavery. Lulu Wilson says she knows they ain't 

no good in it and they better not bring it back. 

"My paw warn't no slave. He was a free man, 'cause hi 

mammy was a full blood Creek Indian. But my maw was born in slavery, 

down on ;ash Hodges paw's place, and he give her to 'Wash when he 

married. That was the only woman slave what he had and one man slave, 

a young buck. My maw say she took with my paw and I's born, but a 

long time passed and didn't no more young'uns come, so they say my paw 

am too old and wore out for breedini and wants her to take with this here 

young buck. So the Hodges sot the nigger hounds on my paw and run him 

away from the place and mew allus say he went to the free state. So she 

took with my step-paw and they must of pleased the white folks what wanted 

niggers to breed like livestock, ' cause she birthed nineteen chillen. 

"When I's 11 11 I used to play in that big cave they calls Mammoth 

and I's so used to that cave it didn't seem like nothin , to me. But I 

was real 11 11 then, for soon as they could they put me to spinninl cloth. 

I ' members plain, when I was li'l there was talk of war in them parts, and 

they put me to spinninl and I heared ' em say it was for sojers. They marched 

round in a 11'1, small drove and practices shootinl. 
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"Now, when I was lit' they was the hardes' times. They'd nearly beat 

us to death. They taken me from my mammy, out the We house built onto they 

• house and I had to sleep in a bed by Missus Hodges. I cried for my maw eut 

had to work and wash and iron and clean and milk cows when I was most too nil 

to do it. 

"The Hodges had three chilluns and the olderes' one they was mean to, 

'cause she so thickheaded. She couldn't larr nothint out a book but was kinder 

and more friendly like than the rest of the lot. 'lash Hodges was jest mean, 

porP trash and he was a bad actor and a bad manager. He never could make any 

money and he starved it outon the niggers. For years all I could git was one 

lig slice of sowbelly and a puny, piece of bread and a ' tater. I never 

had Inouh to stave the nongriness oatIn my belly. 

'My maw was cookinl in tee house and she was a clink, that am the bes' of 

its kind. She could cuss and she warn't ' fraid. Wash Hodges tried to whop her 

with a cowhide and she'd knock him down and bloody him up. Then he'd go down to 

some his neighbor kin and try to git them to come holp him whop her. But they'd 
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say, $ 1 don't want to go up there and let Chloe Ann beat me up." I heared Wash 

tell his wife they said that. 

"When mew was in a tantrum, my step-paw wouldn't partialize with her. But 

she was a Iligious woman and ' lieved time was comm' when niggers wouldn't be 

slaves. She told me to pray for it. She seed a old man what the nigger dogs 

chased and et the legs near off him. She said she was chased by them bloody hounds 

and she just picked up a club and laid they skull open. She say they hired her 

out and sold her twict but alias brung her back to Wash Hodges. 

-2-



Ex-slave Stories 

(Texas) 

Page Three 

"Now, Misaus Hodges studied ' bout meanness moreln Wash done. She 

was mean to apybody she co id lay her hands to, but special mean to me. She 

beat me and used to tie my hands and make me lay flat on the floor and she 

put snuff in my eyes. I ain't lyin' ' fore Gawd when I say I knows that's why 

I went blind. I did see white folks sometimes what spoke right friendly and 

kindly to me. 

"I gits to thinkin' now how Wash Hodges sold off maw's chillun. He'd 

sell lem and have the folks come for ' ern when my maw was in the fields. When 

she'd come beck, she'd raise a. ruckus. Then many the time I seed her plop 

right down to a settin' and cry ' bout it. But she ' lowed they wnrn't nothint 

could be done, ' cause it's the slavery law. She said, " 0, Lewd, letme see 

the end of it ' fore I die, and I'll quit my cussinl and fightinl and rarinl.' 

ey MPW say she's part Indian and that 'countable for her ways. 

"One day they truckled us all down in a covered wagon and started out 

with the fam'ly and my maw and step-paw and five of us chillun. I know I's 

past twelve eear old. We came a long way and passed through a free State. 

Some places we druv for miles in the woods ' stead of the big road, and when 

we come to folks they hid us down in the bed of the wagon. We passed through 

a place and. my maw say to look, and I seed a. man gwine up some steps, 

totinl a bucket of water. She say, ' Lulu, that man's your paw. I ain't 

never think she's as considlble of my step-paw as of my paw, and she give me 

to think as much. My step-paw never did like me, but he was a fool for his 

own youngluns, ' cause at the end of the wars when they sot the niggers free, 

he tramped over half the country, gatherin' up them youngluns they done eold 

'way. 
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";e , ent to a place called Jadefield, in Texas, and settl 1 for some short 

passin' of time. They was a Baptist church next our house and they let me go twict. 

I was fancified with the singin , and. preachinl. Then we goes on to Chatfield 

Point and Wash Hodges built a log house and covered it with weather boarding and 

built my maw and paw quarters to live in. They turned in to-raisin° corn and 

Itaters and hawgs. I land to work like a dog. I hoed and milked, ten cows a day. 

'Misus told. me I had ought to marry. She said if I'd marry she'd togger me 

up in a white dress and give me a weddin' supper. She made the dress and Wash 

Hodges married me °rutin the Bible to a nigger llongin' to a nephew of hisln. I 

was ' bout thirteen or fourteen. I know it warn't long after that when Missus 

Hodges got a doctor to ae. The doctor told me lessIn I had a baby, old as I was 

and married, I'd start in on spasms. So it warn't long till I had a baby. 

"In ' twixt that time, Wash Hodges starts layin' out in the woods and swamps 
all the time. I heared he was hidin' out from the war and was sposed to go, 

'cause he done been a volunteer in the first war and they didn't have no luck 

in Kentucky. 

"One night when we was all asleep, some folks whooped and woke us up. Two 

sojers caJe in and they left more outside. They found Wash Hodges and said it was 

midnight and to git ' era something to eat. They et and some more come in and et. 

They tied Wash's hands and made me hold a lamp in the door for them to see by. 

lhey had some more men in the wagon, with they hands tied. They druv away and 

in A minute I heared the reports of the guns three or four times. Next day I 

heared they was sojers and done shot some conscripts in the bottoms back of our 

place. 

"Wash Hodges was gone away four years and Missile Hodges was meaner'n the 

devil all the time. Seems like she jusl hated us worser than ever. She said 
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blobber-mouth niggers done cause a war. 

"Well, now, things jusl kind of drifts along for a spell and then Wash 

Hodges come back and he said, ' Well, now, we done whop the hell out them blue 

bellies and that'll lam n ' em a lesson to leave us alone.' 

,,Then my step-paw seed some Fedlral sojers. I seed them, too. They drifted 

by in droves of fifty and a hundred. My step-paw ' lowed airhow the Feds done told him 

they ain't no more slavery, and he tried to pint it out to Wash Hodges. Wash says that's 

anew ruling, and it am that growed-up niggers is free, but chillun has to stay with 

they masters till they's of age. 

"My maw was in her cabin with a week old baby and one night twelve Klu Kluxses 

done come to the place. They come in by ones and she whopped ' em one at a time. 

"I don't never recall just like, the passin' of time. I know I had my little 

boy younean and he growed up, but right after he was born I left the Hodges and felt 

like it's a fine, good riddance. My boy died, but he left me a grandson. He growed up 

and went to Inother wat, and they done somethin' to him and he ain't got but one lung. 

He ain't peart no more. He's got four chillun and he makes fifty dollars a month. I'm 

crazy ' bout that boy and he comes to see me, but he can't holp me none in a money way. 

So I'm right grateful to the presidnfilt for gittinl my 'ill pension. I done study it out 

in my mind for three years and tell. him, Lulu says if he will see they ain't mo more 

slavery, and if they'll pay folks liveable wages, they'll be less stealint and slitamerinl 

and goin's on. I worked so hard. For moreln fifty years I waited as a nurse an sick 

follim. I been through the hackles if apy mortal soul has, but it seems like the pres-

ident thinks right kindly of me, and I want him to know Lulu Wilson thinks right kindly 

of him. 
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WASH WILSON, 94, was born a 
slave of Tom Wilson, in Louis-
iana, near the Oachita Road. 
Wash and his family were pur-
chased by Bill Anderson, who 
brought them to Robertson Co., 
Texas. Wash lives in Eddy, 
Texas. 
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"I was ' tout eighteen years old when de Civil War come. Us calls 

it de Freedom War. I was born in Louisiana, clost to de Ouachita Road. 

and Marse Tom Wilson owned mammy and us chillmn. But Marse Bill Anderson 

he come from Texas to buy us from Marse Tom. Marse 7om, he ' lowed de govIment . 

gwine let dem damn Yankees give de South a whuppin7 and dere wasn't gwine be 

no slaves nowhere. But Marse Bill say wets a likely bunch of dhillen and 

mammy am a grand cook, so guess he take de reek. 

"Marse Tom starts to Texas where he had a passel of land. Us was sold 

on de block to him, ' cause Marse Tom say he gwine git all he done put in us 

out us ; iffen he can ' fore de Yanks take die country, 

"Mammy was named Julia Wilson Sic Sally was oldest of us chillen, den 

brudder Harry and me. Marse Bill he had 27,000 acres of land in Robertson 

County what he git for fightin , Indians and sech. Fe lived in seven mile 

of Calvert, Texas, and dat where he brunged us and de supplies and sech. 

Us traveled in ox carts and hose back, and de mos' us niggers walked. 

"Us was sot free on re road to Texas. US camp one night and some folks 

come talk with Marse Bill. De next mornin' he told as, 'Boys, you's free as 

I is.' US was only ' bout sixteen mile from where us :eine and Marse Bill 

say, ' All what want to stay with me can.' Us didn't know nobody and didn't 
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have nothint and us liked Marse Bill, so all us stayed with him. When we got to 

his pince us did round and. ' bout, clearini new ground and buildin , cabins and 

houses. Dere as three log houses but us had to build more. 

"My rappy name was Bill Wilson. All my folks am dead now, but on 

de plantation in Louisiana we had a good time. Mammy could cook and spin and 

weave. Dey raised cotton nnd sugar cane and corn. 

" Dere wasntt many Indians when as come, in our part de country. All 

I ,'ver saw jes' steal and beg. Dere was plenty wild turkeys and wild hawgs and 

deer end prairie chickens. 

On Marse Billts place every quarters had its barn and mule, but Marse 

and he wife, Miss Deborah, lived in dm quality quarters. Raand dem was de 

blacksmith shop and smokehouse and spinnint house and Marse Bill have a 

house jul for he office. De cookhouse was a. two-room house side de big house 

with P covered passage to de dinini room. De milk house was de back part de 

cook house. 

"In de smokehouse was hams and sides 1' hawg meat and barrels of syrup 

pnd sugar and lard, and bushels of onions, 2nd de 'tater room was allus full. 

Dey dug a big place and put poles and pieces of cane and lumber cross, like 

e tor, eneput dirt and leaves and banked de dirt round de ' tater room. Deyld 

1 ave a place to crawl in, but dey kept it tight and den itaters dey kept most 

all winter. 

"Dey was hayricks and chicken roosties and big lye hoppers where us put 

all de fireplace ashes. Come de rain end de water run through dat hopper into 

. de trough under it, and dat make lye water. De women put old meat skins and 

bones and fat in de big,. iron pot in de yard and put in some lye water and bile 
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soap. Den dey cut it when it git cold and put it on de smokehouse shelves to dry. 

Dat shot fine soap. 

"Mammy worked in de kitchen mostly and spin by candlelight. Dey used a 

bottle lamp. Dat a rag or piece of big string, stuck in de snuff bottle full of 

tallow or grease. Later on in de years, dey used coal oil in de bottles. Sometimes 

dey wrap a rag round and round and put At in a pan of grease, andlight dat for de 

Dey used pine torches, too, 

"De black folks' quarters was lop; cabins, with stick and dirt chimneys. Dey 

had dere own gsrden round each cabin and some chickens, but dere wasn't no cows like 

in Louisiana. Dere was lots of possums in de bottoms and us go coon and possum 

huntin'. I liks cornbread and greens, cdok with de hawg jowls or strip bacon. 

Dat's what I's raised on. Us m?ei lots of lye hominy dem days. Marse Bill, he gwine 

feed everybody good on his place. Den us had ash cake, make of horn meal. Us didn't 

buy muCh till long time after de War. 

"Us had poles stuck in de corner and tied de third pole cross, to make de bed. 

Dey called Georgia Bosses.' Us filled ticks with corn shucks or crab grass and moss. 

Dey wasn't no cotton betas for de niggers. ' cause dey wasn't no gins for de long time 

and de cotton pick from de seed by hand and dat slow work. De white folks had cot-

ton beds and feather beds and wool beds. 

"terse Bill anus had do doctor for us iffer de old women couldn't git us well. 

All de seven families Marco Bill done buy in Louisiana stayed round him and he fam-

ily till dey all dead, white and cullud. Its de onlies' one left. 

"Us piled ' bout a hundred or two or maybe three hundred bushels corn outside 

de shed. US have corn shuckinl. at night and have de big time. De fellow what owned 

de corni he give a big supper and have all de whiskey us want. Nobody got drunk, 
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'cause most everybody carry dey liouor purty well. After shuckinl us have ring 

plays., For music dey scratch on de skillet lids or beat bones or pick de banjo. 

Dere be thirty to fifty folks, all aullud, and sometimes dey stay all night, and 

build de big fire and dance outdoors or in de barn. 

"Dr e wasn't no music instruments. Us take pieces a sheep's rib or cow's 

jaw or apiece iron, with a old kettle, or a hollow gourd and some horsehairs to 

make de drum. Sometimes dey'd git a piece of tree trunk and hollow it out and 

stretch a goat's or sheep's skin over it for de drum. Dey'd be one to four foot 

high and a foot up to six foot ' cross. In gen'ral two niggers plarwith de fingers 

or sticks on dis drum. Never seed so many in Texas, but dey made some. Dey'd 

take de buffalo horn and scrape it out to make de flute. Dat shoo be heared a 

long ways off. Den dey'd take a mule's jawbone and rattle de stick ' cross its 

teeth. Dey'd take a barrel and stretch o. ox's hide ' cross one end and a man sot 

'stride de barrel and beat on dat hide with he hands, and he feet, and iffen he git 

to feelinl de music in he bones, he'd beat on dat barrel with he head. 1Nother 

man beat one wooden side with sticks. Us ' longed to de church, all right, but 

dancin' ain't sinful iffen de foots ain't crossed. Us danced at de arbor meetin's 

but e sho' didn't have us foots crossed! 

"When de niggers go round singin' ' Steal Awav to Jesus,' dat mean dere 

gwine be a ' ligious meetin' dat night. Dat de sig'fication of a meetinl. De 

masters ' fore and after freedom didn't like dem ' ligious meetin's, so us natcherly 

slips off at night, down in de bottoms or somewheres. Sometimes us sing and pray 

all 'light. 

"I voted till I's 'bout forty five year old, den I jes° kinder got out de 

habit. 
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"I got married in a suit of doeskin jeans, ain't none like dem nowadays. 

I married Gornelia Horde and she wore a purty blue ginghem de white folks buyed 

end !lade for her. Us had six chillen, Calvin and F.arly and Mary and Fred and 

-frank. 

"Iffen you knows someone workin' a conjure trick ' gainst You, ice' take 

some powdered brick and scrub de steps reel good. Dat'll kill any conjure spell, 

geol. De bes' watchdog you can get for de hoodoo is a frizzly chicken. Iffen 

you got one dem on de piece, you can rest in peace, ' cause it scratches up every 

tricleley lawn ' gainst its owner. Iffen you see dat frizly chicken scratchial 

round de piece, it a shoi sign you been conjured. A frizzly chicken cone out he 

shell backwards, and day why he le devil's own. 

"De old folks allus told me to make a cross inside iy shoe every morninl 

'fore leavin' de house, den ain't no conjurer gwine git he conjure Igainst you. 

foots. Iffen you wear you under clothes wrong side out, You can't be conjured.. 

'nother way em to put saltpetre in de soles you shoes. Iffen you wears a WI 

piece de 'peace plant' in you pocket or you shoe, dat powerful strong ' gainst 

conjure. 4 piece of de Betsy bug's heart with some silver money am good. But 

iffen you can't git none deee, jest take a piece newspaper and out it de size of 

you shoe sole and sprinkle nine grains red pepper on it. Dere ain't no hoodoo gwine 

ever harm you den, cause he'd have to stop and count every letter on dat newspaper 

and by dat time, you gwine be ' way from dere. 

"Iffen you wart to find de conjure tricks what done been sot for you, .jes' 

kill YOU, a fat chicken and sprinkle some its blood in de conjure doctor's left palm. 

Den take you forefinger and hit dat blood till it spatter, and it gwine spatter in 

1 
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de direction where dat trick am hid. Den when you find de trick, sprinkle a 11. 11 

quicksilver over a piece of paper and put de paper on de fire, and dat trick gwine 

be laid forever. 

"Old folks done told me how to make a conjurer leave town. ilaltA up a 

hick'ry fire and let it burn down to coals. Den you take up two live coals. One 

dose gwine be you, and de other gwine be de luck. Take up one dead coal, and dat 

you enem.Y. Den you jest keep ' wake, till de rooster crow or midnight. Dat am de 

e-d of de day. Now you chunk de live coal what am you to de south, de warm coun-

try; den throw de other live coal to de east; den chunk de dead coal, you enemy, 

to de north, de cold country. Nothinl of de conjuror can't git over fire, and 

'fore de week out, dat conjurer be leamin'. 

"A old Indian who used to hang round Marse Bill's place say to git de 

best of a conjurer, git some clay from de mouth a crawfish hole, and some dirt from 

a red antis hole. Mix dem and wet dera. with whiskey or camphor. it some angleworms 

and boil dem and add de worm water to de clay and dirt. Iffen you rubs de conjured 

pusson with dis, he trouble done go ' way. 
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WILLIS WINN claims to be 116 . 
years old. He was born in 
Louisiana,a slave of Bob Winn, 
who Willis says taught him from 
his youth that his birthday was 
March 10, 1322. When he was 
freed Willis and his father moved 
to Hope, Askansas, where they 
lived sixteen years. Willis then 
moved to Texarkana and. from there 
to Marshall, where he has lived__ 
fourteen years. Willis lives 
alone in a one-room log house in 
the rear of the Howard Vestal 
home on the Powder Mill Road, north 
of Marshall, and is supported by 
an $11.00 per month old age pension. 
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"The onliest statement I can make ' bout my age is my old master, 

Bob-Minn, allus told me if anyone ask me how old I is to say I's borned 

on Mprch the tenth, in 1822. I's knowed my birthday since I's a shirt-

tail boy, but can't figure in my head. 

-"My pappy was Daniel Winn and he come from Alabama, and I 'member 

him allus swirl' he'd like to go back there and get some chestnuts. 

was named Patsy and they was nine of us chillen. The five boys was me 

and Willie and Hosea and two Georges, and the gals was Carolina and Dora 

and Anna and Ada, and all us lived to be grewed and have chillen. 

ta -111/4 

"Massa, Bob's house faced the quarters where he could hear us 

holler when he blows& the big- horn for us to git up. All the houses was 

made of logs and we slept on shuck and grass mattresses what was alias full 

if chinches. I still sleep on a grass mattress, ' cause I can't: restom 

cotton and feather beds* 

We et yellowYbread and greens and black-eyed peaSand petliCkGD 

aidel*00astes. V* and the white folks all cooked in fireplaces . 

14g ;r40*,'PlIt hang out ilOheyatd:for to bile greens and hog jowl and tiC 
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like. We didn't know nothingnibout bikini powder and made our soda from 

burnt cobs. That's jes , as good soda as this Arm and Hammer you get in the 

store. Wt et flour bread Sundays, but you darsn't git catch with flour 

dough Icept on that day. May stole lots of it, though. She rolled it up 

and put it round her head and covered it with her head-rag. Wild game was 

a 13. over the country, buffalo and bears and panthers and deer and possum* 

and coon. The squirrels 'most run over you to the woods. We et at a long, 

wooden trough and it was allus clea:1 and full of plenty krub. We used buf-

falo and fish bones for spoons, and some et with they hands. The grub I 

liked best was whatever I could et. 

"Us slaves didn't wear nothing but white lowell cloth. They give 

us pants for Sunday what had a black stripe down the leg. The chillen wore 
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wool clothes in winter, but the big folks wore the same outfit the year round. 

They didn't care if you froze. 

"I can show you right where I was when the stars fell. Some say they 

covered the ground like snow, but nary one ever hit the ground. They fell 

in ' bout twelve feet of the ground. The chillen jumped up and tried to cotch 

them. I don't ' member how long they fall, but they was shotinl through the 

air like sky-rockets for quite a spell. 

"Missy Collie had one gal and two boys and Massa Bob had three over-

seers. He didn't have nigger drivers, but had his pets. We called them pimps, 

'cause they was allus tattlin, when we done anything. His place was jes' as 

far as you could lit your eyes soot ' bout ita00 or 1,960 acres, and he owned 
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"I still get the bugle he woke us with at four in the mornin'. 

When the bugle blowed you'd better go to hollerinl, so the overseer could 

near you. If he had to call you, it was too bad. The first thing in the 

merninl we'd go to the lot and feed, then to the woodpile till breakfast. 

They put our grub in the trough and give us so long to eat. Massa hollered 

if we was slow eatiri, 'Swallow that grub now and chew it tonight. Better 

be in that field by daybreak.' We worked from see to can't. 

"I's seed many a nigger whipped on a ' buck and gag' bench. They 

buckled lem down hard and fast on a long bench, gagged they mouth with cotton 

and when massa got through lain' on that cowhide, the blood was runninl off 

on the ground. Next morninl after he whip you, he'd come to the quarters when 

yaagit 113) and sey, ' Boy, how is you feelinl ? N. matter hew sore you is, you'd 

better jump and kick you heels and chew how lively you is.' Massa hated me to 

he dying day, cause I told missy ' bout him whippin , a gal scandously in the field, 

'cause she want to. to the house to her sick baby. Missy Callie didn't whip us, 

but she'd twist our nose and ears nearly off. Them fingers felt like a pair of 

pinchers. She stropped on her guns and rode a big bay horse to the field. 

"Massa had a gin and I hauled cotton to Port Caddo, on Caddo Like. 

I druv eight mules and hauled eight bales of cotton. Massa followed me with 

too mules and twt bales of cotton. I usually had a good start of him. The pat-

terrollers has cetched me and unhitched my mules and druv ' em off, leavinl me 

in the middle of the read. They'd start back home, but when they overtoik 

mosso they stepped, ' cause h. druv the lead mules. He fetched tem babk and 

'Willis, whatlaappeinit He shoot cussed them patterrellors and , 54414 
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"They was sellinl slaves all the time, putting tem on the block and 

sellin l lem, Icordinl to how much work they could do in a-day and how strong 

they was. I's seed lots of ' ern in chains like cows and mules. If a owner 

have more'n he needed, he hit the road with ter and sold ' era off to 1joinin' 

farms. None of lem ever run ff. They couldn't git away. I's seed toe many 

try it. If the patterrellers didn't catch you, some white folks would put 

-ou. up and call your massa. They had a Igreement to be on the watch for runaway 

niggers. When the = SSE) git you back home and git through with you, she' 

' stay home. 

"In slavery time the niggers wasn't ' lowed to look at a book. I larned 

to read and write after surrender in the jail at Hot Springs, in Arkansas. 

"They give us cake at Christmas and eggnog and silly-bug'. Eggnog is 

npde from whites of eggs and silly-bug from yallers. You have to churn the 

whiskey and yellers to make ' silly-bug.' 

"Corn shuckin's was the things them days. I liked to see Ism come. 

They cooked up guineas and ducks and chickens and sometimes roast a pig. Massa 

kept twenty, thirty barrels whiskey round ever the place all the time, with tin 

cups hanginl on the barrels. You could drink when you want to, but she' better 

not git drunk. Massa have to watch he corners when cern shucking am ever, or 

U5 niggers grab him and walk him round in the air en their hands. 

"When some of the white folks died every nigger on the place had tø 

Ce to the grave and walk round and drop in some dirt in him. They burred the 

litters anyway. Dig a dttCh and cover ' em up. - 1 ean show you right now down 

•Louisiana where I was raised, forty acres with within' hat niggers buried 
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on em. 

"I ' member lots ' bout the war but can't tell you all, 'cause every war 

have its secrets. That war had four salutes, and you'd better give the right one 

when you meet the ciptain. I's heared the niggers sing,- Gonna hang Jeff Davis 

to g sour apple tree.' My pappy fought in the last battle, at Mansfield, and 

so did Massa Bob. 

"When the ' Federates came in sight of Mansfield they was carryinl a red 

flag, and kept it raised till surrender. When the Yanks come in sight they raised 

white flag and wanted the 'Federates to surrender, but they wouldn't answer. 

It wasn't long till the whole world round there smelt like powder. Guns nowadays 

jus' goes opop-popl, but them guns sounded like thunder. • 

"After surrender, massa freed the men and missy freed the women, but he 

didn't let us loose when he ou4ht. They wasn't no places ' vide(' with niggers as . 

I near*. 'bout. Niggers in Louisiana -say queen Elizabeth sent a boatload of gold 

to America to give the free men, but we never seed any of it. Massa give us each 

a barrel meal, a barrel flour, a side of meat and ten gallons ' lasses and tell us 

we can work for who we pleases. Daddy bought two cows and a horse and oight.hawgs 

and a goat from maasa on credit and we moved and made three crops. 

"The Yanks stayed round Louisiana a long time after surrender. They came 

to white folks houses what hadn't freed they slaves and busted they meal and flour 

barrels and • burn they meat and say, ' If we have to face you ' gain,we'll sweep you 

from the cradle up.' 

"Its been osetched,by them Ku Kluxers. Theydidn't hurt me but have ,lots 

tan ;Wan t 410 c1.4 capera. pqorpullemvelothes off once a44,Pateifrme Tun ! bout 

four hunerd yards and stand on my head in the middle the road. 
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"They is plenty niggers in Louisiana that is still slaves. A. spell 

ba-k I made a trip to where I was raised, to see my old missy ' fore she died, 

and there was niggers in twelve or fourteen miles of tha-cplace that they didn't 

knew they is free. They is plenty niggers round here what is same as slaves, 

and has worked for white folks twenty and twenty-five years and ain't d rawed 

a five cent piece, just old clothes and somethin' to eat. That's the way we 

W2S in slavery. 

"Bout four years after surrender puppy say he heared folks say gold 

was covering the ground at Hope, Arkansas, so we pulled up and moved there. We 

found lots of money where they'd been a big can, but no gold. We lived there 

sixteen years, then I come to Texarkana and worked twelve years for G. W. George 

Fawcett's sawmill. I never married till I was old, in Little Washington, Arkansas, 

and lived with my wife thirty-six years ' fore she died. We raised eighteen 

chillen to be grimed and nary one of ten was ever arrested. 

"I was allus wild and played for dances, but my wife was Iligious 

and after I married I quieted down. When I jined the church, I burned my fiddle 

Up. I allus made a livin' from public road work since I left Texarkana, till 

I got no count for work. The only time I voted was in Hope, and I voted the 

'publican ticket and all my folk* got mad. 

"If .it wasn't for the good white folks, I'd starved to death. ' Fore I 

come here to the Vestals, t was livint in a shack on the T. & tracks and I 

eoul,On't pay no rent. I was sick and the woman made me git out. Master Vestal 

foludme down by the tracks, eat in' red clay. I'd lived for three dais in six 
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tomatoes. I et two a day. Master Vestal went home and his wife cooked a 

big pot of stew, with meat and potatoee and fOphed it t• me. Then they 

built 2 house down behind their baek7aXd aid. II Eli:y044 th tem ever since. 

"I allus say the cullud rice started • - wrong when they was 

- 
freed and is still wrong today. They -had 11('Whei -:to' be well off, but they 

can't keep money. You give one a bank of money 440. )0q1 be busted tomorrow. 

I tells younz niggers every day they ought t4t come, dowkrbere theysll have 

some sense. I serves the Lord at home and. don't meddle with I em. 
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RUBE WITT, 87, was a slave of 
Jess Witt of Harrison County, 

-Texas. He enlisted in the Con-
federate Army at Alexandria, La., 
and was sent to Mansfield, but 
his regiment arrived after the 
victory of the North. He worked 
for his master for a year after 
the war, then moved to Marshall . 
and worked for Edmund Key, Sr., 
pioneer banker and civic leader. 
Rube cooked for eighteen years. 
at the old Capitol Hotel in Mar-
shall, and took up preaching as 
a side line. He and his wife ., 
live at 707 E. Crockett St., in 
Marshall. They receive a $15.00 
pension. 

"I was born on the Jess Witt place, right here in Harrison County, 

on the tenth day of August, in 1850, and allus lived in and round. Marshall. 

My father and mother, Daniel and Jane, was bred and born in Texas, and be-

longed to the Witte. I had five brothers, named Charlie and Joe and George ' 

and Bill and Jim, and six sisters-, named Mary and Susan and Betsy and Anna 

and Effie and Lucinda. They all lived to be growed but I'm the onliest chile 

still livint. 

"Master Witt had a big Place, I don't recall how many acres. He 

'didn't have so.. many slaves. Slavery was a tight fight. We lived in li'l 

cabins and slept on rough plank beds and et bacon and peas and patched corn. 

We didn't hardly know what flour bread was. Master give us one outfit of 

clothes to a time and sometimes shoes. We worked all day in the fields, 

come in and fed the stock and did the chores and et what 'ill grub it took 

to do us and went to bed. Youid better not go nowhere$ without a pass, 

'cause them patterreiers was rolling round ever57: 1"4$44 _ 

Ilst tissue was named sate and had two chillen. The Witte bads.. 

41 said ()Admit have to whip much, Sometimes he 
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light brushint for piddlinl round at work. I seed plenty niggers whipped 

on ole man Ruff Perry and Pratt Hughes places, thoagh. They was death on tem. 

Lawyer Marshall used to whip his niggers goint and comm' every day that come 

round. 

"I 'members white folks sayinl war was startint ' bout keep in' slaves 

and then I seed ' em mendint the harness and wagons to go and fight. I was the 

houseboy for the Witts durinl the war and ' bout time it was over I enlisted 

at Alexandria as a soldier and they sent me to Mansfield. The Yanks had done 

won the victory when our reg'ment got- there. They turned us loose to git home 

the best we could. I come back to the Witte and master calls up- all the slaves 

and says we was free, but if we stayed and worked for him we'd have plenty to 

eat and wear, and if we left, it'd be root, hamg or die. Most of "em left- but , 

stayed a year. You'd ought to seed ' em pullin' off them croaker-sack clothes 

when master says we's free. 

"I come to Marshall with my mother and the whole state was under United_ 

States law. The . 8th Regiment of Illinois was at Marshall for two years after 

the war, and no man, black, white or red_or what is you, darsn't git detailed 

after dark without a pass. hen they'd stop you, if you couldnt give the U.S. 

sign, 'Grant's Friend,' they'd shoot the devil out of you. You didn't pass 

'lees you knowed the sign. 

"The Confederates had a big gan powder mill on Mill's Creek, two and 

a half miles north of Marshall and it stayed operatint two or three years. 

But Gen. Atichon and Capt. Bishop/ad Lt. Rives'and a bunch of Yanks tried 

to capture it and the Confederates browed it up. 
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"When I was 'bout sixteen my mother hires me out to a Mr. Acorns, 

who was refugeed from Georgia to Marshall. Ole man Acorns was a mile of hell 

anywhere you met him and he nearly beat me to death and-74 run away. His son 

and him and Inother man starts after me and I has to light a shuck. We shoo 

had some race down that hill over where the new water tower is in Sunny South, 

but they didn't cotch me. The white folks round here didn't Ilieve us niggers 

was free then. 

"Then I goes to work for Mr. Edmond Key, Sr, and stays with him till 

I'm growed. I used to help chase rabbits where the court house is now. I re-

calls the Buzzard Roost Hotel and some stores was on that square then. 

"I cooks for the old Capitol Hotel eighteen years, then I quit and 

tries railroadin!, but it didn't take long to decide to go back to the coca 

apron. I allus made a livinl from dookin' and preachin', and I've preached 

forty-five years. The only times I voted was for high sheriff once and for 

President Garfield and President Grant. 

"I marries in 1915 and my wife is still with me. Itm too stove 

up with rhumatis' now to work and her and me gits $15.00 a month from the 

government. 

*********41 
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RUBEN WOODS, hale and strong despite 
his 84 years, was born a slave of the 
John Woods family in Taladiga County, 
Alabama. He served asIadigioy in 
their home until he was 21, then came 
to Tyler, Texas, with one of his mast-
er's children. He now lives in El 
Paso, Texas. 

"Itse de oldest of seven chillen. My father was John 

Woods, mother Laura Woods. She was a cook for de marsterts 

family on de plantation. We lived, in a log house, logs was 

hewed in de woods. De marsterts house was plastered inside. 

He had 1,000 acres plantation and 96 slaves. He took good 

care of tem. Onct a week dey would come aad dey allowanced 

tem out pervisions. Not fine stuff; no, dey didn' gib ' era 

nothinl like dat ham and such. Mey would gib you enough 

flour for biscuit for Sunday mornint and dey gib potatoes. . 

I tell you how dey done dat; evIry family, he had a basket 

and when dey blow de hotn in de eveninl evIry chile dat was 

big enough come and he know his basket and take it home. 

"De quarters was all in rows. You had to have a, piss 

frum de mass!, to go from one place to = Udder or the pateroller 

,would ketch you and 'Whop you. Overseers whopped ' em, too.-

"You worked frum time you could see 'till dark. You 

could& sit outtadat, no-suh, time you coult see de stuff in 

de fielt, you wassout workin.p 
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"Ole men Woods was a powerful good man. He wouldnt raise cotton 

for sale, only just enough for de women to make clothes. He raised hogs 

and cattle. I 'member Ben Averit; he had a big plantation over on de 

island. Took boatloads of slaves and work ' em hard. We'd hear de boats 

go over, clop-clop. 

"We'd teke two yoke of oxen with cotn and wheat to de mill, stay 

011 dfq, den bring it badk to give evirybody. I go to mill lots of times 

and 21Ias drive oxen. In hot weather, dey run of to de creek. What you 

talkinl erbout, when it gits hot and dey smell dat water, dey travel: 

"I 'member stagecoach., Had erbout six or eight hosses to tem. 

Driverld blow bugle for stops just like trains. Dey didn' have Much trains 

dem days, 

"When de war comes, we bad soldiers. I Wed tem drillin' and 

narchint, 

i a running end a squattint like pnrtridges a hidint. Dem guns was a firinl 

I seled dem hep-hep-hep: , Yes, ma'am, when de Yanks come we was 

and shootint don cannon, spoilint fiel's and kiln' hames. Wasn't no sin. 

Drams a beatinl. It was excitable, yes, ma'am. We had to run and hide. 

We all run up to whut dey call a cave and dOWn in dat cave we had eats. 

All come what could git in dere. De soldiers try to roan' tem up, but not 

dem niggers. All run from one place to anudder. 

"I learned to read and write after freedom. Dey not allow you 

no book larnint. Obey ytmr marster and missus, dat's all. 

"I 'member jist as well as dat Ilse satin' here, when freedom 

come Marster had gem all come near de gate and he say, 'You all is free as 

am now. He hollered and cried. It tickled me to see him cry. And den 
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he say, 'But now iffen you want to, all kin stay and finish up de crop. 

I'll feed you.' Some, dey go to de neighbors. Dey didnt know whut to do. 

Dey hadnt been taught to do for demselves. But dey couldnt whop tea no 

sore. I stayed ' till I was 21. 

"No, ma'am, I never coull sing, but I 'member one song. It went 

dis way: 

HAre 

11821 Jesus' work.,is begun; 
1822 - Jesus brought do sinner through; 
1823 -,4elmo(sotdepalegner free; 
1824 - Jesus preachet'laiong de poor, 
1825 -• Jesut'brought de dead to life; 
1826 - Jasus had all things fixed; 
1827 - Jesus rose and went to Heben; 
1828 - Jesus made de plain way straight; 
1829 - Jesus turned de blood to wine." 

played hide-ap-hoop. And bide-aswitch. We do die; youlse 

huntint switch and gittint hot, gittint col', dey take after you, dey 

have a base to go to. Den if dey ketch den dey whop tem. 

"We played 'Anthony Over, t- wid thread balls. We throw dat ball 

over de house. If dey don' ketch it, day's out. Datts de war dey had 

de sport." 

********* 
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WILLIS WOODS ON does nct know 
his age, but looks very aged. 

He was born in Miterock, but 
he does not know its location, 
except that it was somewhere 
east of the Mississippi River. 
Willis now lives in Tyler, Texas. 

"I'm bonned at a place called Whiterock but don't rightly Tmember 

no other name, but it was a long, long way fran here, though. I was the 

propIty of Marse Richards, but he sold me and my MQVI and a lot of darkies 

to Marse Ike Isom. Maw said Marse Ike done pay $500 for me, cheap ' cause 

I's purty little and couldn't do much work. 

'kanse Isom moved to Texas and everybody holped load de wagons, and 

we starts real early in a cold morninl. De old wamens and little chillens 

rode in de wagons, but de men walked. We traveled real slow, though, and 

it wasn't no woree'n plowin' all day. One Marse Isom's sons rid behind 

on a big, white hose, and seed none of the darkies runned off. At night 

we fixes a supper and goes to bed and all de niggers is chained together 

and slept on straw beds. The white men todked turns guardinl dem with guns. 

"We gits to de new farm, long ways from where we lives befol, and 

starts clear/it' land. When we gits settled, Old Miss picks me to be nuss 

to her chillen. Maw didn't work in de field. She say she done been hurt 

when she gots whippinl when she aintt growed, and her back aiet good no 

more. Old Miss say, 'Eva, you come in de kitchen and make some chittlinls, 
-r-

and iffen you cooks good, you can work in my kitchen.i MaW. , she make dem 

chitlints and deyls damn good, so she gits to cook den. 

"Mares and Old Miss lives in de big house, with boards outiide, Isteadint 
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logs. It have big rooms, lots of dem, and a big fireplace all " cross de side one 

room. Me and Inother boy has to bring in logs to build de .fire, him totint one end 

2,1-w me totint one end. I stays in de house, so I gits good clothes 2nd shoes, too* 

some de-1 niggers didn't have hardly no clothes, though. 

"De mostest fun I ever got was when Marse Isom ' lowsnie to be footman, 

He gits me ?. uniform, most like a sojerts, tceptint mine am red with black stripes 

thnm de pants, I ' member it jist like yesterday, de first time I puts it on. 

liarse give a celtbration at he house and de doorman am sick, so I has to be it. He 

give me dat suit and say to hurry put it on. Den he make me come to de front door and 

let him in over and over, so as to git de hang of it. He told me to take his hat and 

cane and put dem up, and to say, tThank you,' and ' Dia way, please,' and not to say 

no more to nobody, and I didn't. After dat night I opens de door lots of times, 

but mostest I wears dat suit when I takes de white folks to church, while der 

listens to preachint and I holds de hoeses. 

"I never did see no niggers whipped, but I done see dat whip hangint in 

do barn. It a big, long thing, lots biggertn a horsewhip, and I know it must have 

bemused, cause it all wore out at one end. 

"Ill de fun we has am hunt in, and fishint. We can go any night if we gits 

apermit from Mares Isom. Sometimes at night he lets all de big niggers git together 

'hind de cabins and make a big bonfire. Den we sings all de Ongs we knows, till 

nine o'clock, den marse rings de bell, to cut out all de noise. 

"Just beat dat war am over, some soldiers marches through de farm and kilt 

all de cows and stock and burns de barn, Morse beg dem not to burn he house,- so dey 

didn't.- Some dem niggers quits when dey fr.a04, without no supper , but not die nigger! 

'Stays sevIral years, den eta a jot Snakie logs in a sawmill. Den I tarries and 

117- Seven chillen and I stays with first one., den tnother. I holps dem all I cam. 

pi4ehint 141 some fidhint .tackle today. 
' 



420300 

EL-SLAVE STORIES 
(Texas) 

James G. Woorling, of Fort Worth, 
Texan, tells the story of Uncle 
Dave, one of the slaves that be-
longed to Mr. Woorlingos father, 
who owned a large plantation near 
Point, in Rains County, Texas. 
The story relates how Uncle Dave 
provided for his family after 
they were freed, and is valuable 
as as example of how many ex-slaves 
managed to secure a foothold it 
a world fbr Which, Bleary had not 
prepared them. 

Page One 210 

"During pre-war days my father owned a plantation near Point, in 

Rains County, as well as a large number of slaves, including one Uncle Dave. 

After the Negroes were emancipated, my father placed a large number of them 

on tracts of land within the plantation and furnished them with a mule team, 

a few sheep, some chickens, and the implements needed to cultivate the land. 

The Negroes were privileged to occupy the lana for seven years and to keep 

whatever they made during that time. After the expiration of the seven years 

they were to pay in money or percentage of crops for the use of the land. 

This plan was followed by a number of plantation owners. 

"Uncle Dave was an exceptional Negro. He was a natural mechanic, 

but could do carpenter work, blacksmithing, shoemaking and many other things 

equally well, lito was a good manager, frugal and industrious, and it is doubt-

ful if he paid out $50.00 in a year's time for food, clothing and other neces-

sities during the seven years that he lived on the seventy-five acres on our 

plantation. 

"Be never bought a horsocollar, but made them himself, shaping them 

to prevent galling and packing them with corn husks. He made the hames from oak 

timber and made the metal accessories. 
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"The shoes for Dave's family he made from hides of animals slaughtered 

for the meat supply. About the only farm implements he bought were those that 

required high grade steel. 

"Aunt Julia, his wife, did her part. She was adept at cooking and preserv-

ing, and knew how to cure meat. Salt and spices were purchased, but they raised 

barley and roasted it, to use in the place of tea or coffee. They raised sugar 

and ribbon cane and made their own sugar and molasses. Aunt Julia told father 

that eggs were traded for any articles of food that could not be obtained from 

the farm. 

"Following the Civil War the production of cloth by power driven machines 

enabled manufacturers to sell cloth at a price that did not warrant continuance 

of the hand method. But that did not interest Dave and Julia. They had a spin-

ning wheel and a loom mnde by Uncle Dave himself, and they made all the cloth 

needed by the family, dying it with the bark of blackoak, cherry or other trees. 

"When the seven year period ended, my father thought that Uncle Dave would 

stay on the land. He had cleared it, built a house and barn and other structures, 

which all belonged to my father under the agreement. But Uncle Dave was not 

interested in renting the land. He had saved enough money to buy a thousand 

acres between the towns of Point and Emory. He built a house and barn and 

moved his family. 

"Uncle Dave came home one day from a trip to town with a load of cotton. 

He had a tem gallon keg, which he painted black. He cut a slit in the side 

of the keg and made a plug for the holv.and told Julia the keg was to hold his 

mrplus cash. 

-2-
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"Uncle Dave hid the keg and during the next twenty years refused to 

tell his wife, children or anyone else where it was. It is obvious that all 

the money he received for his crops, except a smell sum, was surplus. Julia 

often asked Uncle Dave to tell her where the keg was, and told my father that 

Uncle Dave had not been well and she feared the possibility of his dying with-

out disdlosing the secret. Not long after, Uncle Dave was found dead one 

morning. Money was needed for funeral expenses, but the keg could not be 

found and Julia had to borrow the required amount. 

"The family searched first in the more likely locations, then made a 

minute search of the whole place, but the keg wes never found. On Uncle Dave's 

fame. fortune is cached. The keg must have long agOdisintegrated, but the 

gold and silver money, the savings of twenty years, remain in their hiding place. 
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CAROLINE WRIGHT, about 90 years 
old, was born near Baton Rouge, 
Louisiana. Dr. Warren Wortham 
owned her parents and their 14 
children. Caroline was 12 when 
they were freed.. father",--- L„.) 
Robert Vaughn, moved to Texasd 
whore heimospere and bought 
more than 300 acres of Tehuacana 
bottom land in McLennan County, 
Caroline and her huiband now live 
at 59 Grant St., Waco, in a little 
house they bought after their fam-
ily was grown, 

"I was boozed in Louisiana on Jones Creek, by Baton Rouge, 

'bout 90 years age. I disremember the year. Nypappy was Bob 

Vaughn and my mammy was Bose Ann. Day was bellied by Baton Rouge. 

I had six sisters, Betsy Ann, Lydia, Nancy, Fags and Louisan; 

and three brothers, Horace, Robert and Tom. We was all owned by 

Dr, Warren Wortham and his wife, Annie. Mr. Bob, de doctor's 

brother, luaus in charge, and he hired us out to Hays White, who 

owned a =ear plantation on le Mississippi River by Baton Rouge. 

US all stayed at his place two year. Dare was sugar cane, den, 

peas and tomatoes raised on de farm. We lived in a leg cabin 

made of pins logs and our beds was made outta, pine timber with 

coon shucks tadked on de bed, and our kivers was feather beds. 

In Clinton, in Louisiana, we was all put on de block and 

valued. I was six year old anal was valued at $1,500. But our 

famAy wane sold to anyone. I was given to Miss Muriel, Dr. 

Worth's daughter. Me and my sisters was sad, house slams and 

my mammy and pappy and brothers was nutø fiat slaves. 
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"Our aerator, Dr. Worthen, shol was a fine doctor. He never 

whip us. De young missals learned us our A B Cgs ' cause dere was no 

school for de slaves. Dere wasn' no church on de plantation, but us 

sll went leasionally to a big log cabin and camp shed'. Sometime a 

white would preach and sometime a calla preacher. 

"I only 'member one slave who ran away. He was so worthless, 

ne came back when he got ready. He wasn' punished, ' cause he we'll' 

mean, just lazy-. I never saw no jail for slaves and never saw any 

whipped. We allus had from Friday noon to Monday morninl off. 

"On Christmas, the white folks allus give us presents and 

plenty to eat, and us anus had a big dance five or six time a year. 

Dr. Worthen lived in a great big log house made from cedar logs. 

"One day, I seen a lot of men and I asked de missus what 

day- was doing. She toll me dey come to fit in de war. De war got 

so bad dat Mr. Bob toll us we was all gwine to Texas. US all started 

out on Christmas Day of de firs' year of Lincoln's war. We went in 

ox wagons and us nad mules to ride. 

"On de trip to Texas, one evenin' a big storm come up and Mr. 

Bob, he asked amen to let us use a big, empty house. Day put me by 

de door to sleep lcause I was de lightes' sleeper. Some time in 

de night, I woked up and dere stood de biggest hatht, I ever saw. 

Be was ten feet high and had on a big beaver coat. I hollers to my 

peppy, 'Peppy, wake up, dere's a haint. 1 Nexl mornine we got up 

and dey was nothinl outta place. No, ma'am, we didn' cotch de haint, 

a haint jusl can't be cotched. 
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"Nexl moral& we started agin on our journeys and some time 

in March we reach Texas. They took us all ' cross de Brazos on a 

ferryboat, jus' 'bout where de ' sponsion bridge is now. 

"De doctor took us all on de farm an de other side of where 

Bosquo is now. On de farm us raised all kinds vegetables and grain 

and sugar cane to make sorghum, but no cotton. We all lived in one 

and two room log cabins, made out of cedar posts. Us didn' make 

any money for ourselves, but us had plenty of hog meat, beef, butter, 

milk, cornbread and vegetables to eat, lots mol den us have dose days. 

Us did all de cook/no in de fireplaces. Us in& did have plenty of 

postai, and rabbit, and us cotched lots of fish outte..;1 de Bosque River. 

"De women slaves, eleven of us, had our own gardens and us spun 

all our own clothes. In de summer UA all wore cotton stripe and in 

de winter, linsey dresses. On Sunday us had lawn dresses and us oho' 

did come out looking ChOiCeSOMO. 

"Dr. Worthen had Si for an overseer. It was a big farm and 

had forty or fifty slaves to work it. Us got up ' bout four in de 

mornie and ate breakfas 1 !tout nine o'clock. All de slaves had to 

work from sun to sun, and when us WEIS sick, de aerator treated us. 

"When I was ' boat 16, I married William Wright. BO was ben a 

slave near Rapid Pass, Kentucky. When he was eight year old,(he and -) 

his family's owner died, and he went to the daughter, Mrs. Richard 

Mason, on Black River, in Louisiana. as " heir property) He was 

raised dare, but when he's freed he comes to Texas and works for 
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Ganey Mason, seven mile east of Waco. He's 105 year old now and 

you cainit haldly unnerstang what he's talking ' bout. We was mar-

ried on the 23d day of December, in 1869. Will and me shog did 

have a fine wedding. De women cooked for three days and we danced 

and ate. My wedding dress was elegant. It was white lawn with 

blue ribbons. Will and me had 12 chillen and raised 9, and us has 

14 granddhildren. 

"Will and ma has been married ' tout 75 year and is still 

married. It's disrespectful how de young folks treats marriage now-

adays. 

"Ten year after our chillen's growed, we swaps what land we 

has for dis little house, but we had to pay some money, too. Will 

was aoregn 90 years old and I was eignty some years old, but we 

got this house and we is happy. We can sit under that big chimp-

berry tree in de fro& yard and look at de big trees over den e on 

Waco Creek, and one of our sons lives with us. 

*40********* 
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EXp.SLATE STORIES Page One 
(Texas) 

vagam wum, 81, was born a 
slave on Mike Burdettets plan-
tation near Austin. Her par-
ent's were field workers. In 
1874 Sallie married John Wroe 
and they raised eleven chil. 
drone Sallie ownEa small 
farm on the outskirts of 
Austin. One of her daughters 
lives with her. 

'Heft' I's married, Its Sallie Burdett*. De white folks tell me 

I's born eighty-one years ago. I reckon I's dat old. I know Its born 

on MRSSR Mike Burdetts's cotton plantation at Burdett. Prairie, right 

close to Austin, and mammy's name was Hat Burdett.. She chopped and 

picked cotton and been dead long time. John Burdett* was my pappy and 

he was jos' a refelar fieldman, too. Peppy been dead, mercy, so longs 

"Massa Burdett. had a overseer and he shot rough. I think his name 

must be Debbil, he so rough. My sister, Mollie, was weaver at de lOom, and 

iffen she didn't git out tnough for de day she am tied up in sittint form 

and whipped hard. She had stripes all over de shoulders. 

"De re was a whole row of log cabins close to de big house and d. 

roofs was mad* of clapboards. It didn't rain in non*. De only openint 

was de door, no windows. Dore was mud and stick chtmnies and a dirt floor. 

It wasn't no better dan a corncrib but putty warm in winter, TOMISO de holes 

chinked with mud. 

"Massa Burdett. 'lay us nigger chillen come to de big house at night 

and his chillen lam n us to read. Dey had blue-back spellers, but I didn't 

• ! 
cotch on much and can't read or writ* now. 

tn • 
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" Peppy a purty good Tenn, tsiderint he a slave man. One day Panay 

Pnd Uncle Paul Pnd Uncle Andy and Uncle Joe Was takint bales of cotton on 

ox wacons down to de Rio Grande. Eadh man was drivin' a ox wagon down to 

Brownsville, where dey was to wait to meet Massa Burdette. But pappy and 

de others left de wagons ' long de river bank and rolled a bale of cotton 

in de river and all four of dem gits on dat bale and rows with sticks tcross 

over into Mexico. Die was durint de war. Peppy come back to us after freedom 

and say he done git ' long fine with Mexico. He larnt to talk jest like dem. 

'Ks and mammy stays on at Massa Burdettets place de whole time peppy 

am 

we 

We 

gone. 

stays 

ain.tt 

It was on June 19 we was made free and Massa Burdett* say iffen 

on his place and gather de craps, he give each of us a free eggnog. 

never got no eggnog befot so it sound purty good and we stays and 

gathers de crops. But dat eggnog made me sick. 

"Tly cousin Mitchell come and got us and brueg us to Chapel Hill. B4 

done rent him a farm der* and looks oat for us till pappy comes back.  He 

brung some money back from Mexico and taken us- all to Brenhem, and buyed us 

some clothes. Den he moved us up to Austin and don* any work he could git. 

I stayed home till 1874 and den married John 1Troe, and he rented-land and 

farmea and died in 1927, 

"We relates eleven ehillen and dey all good and ! bayed. Al]. my grand. 

Chiller calls me 'Big llama, but Its so litl now dey' ought to dell-Mie 1/4 11 

Mama. t I, owns,. dis )111' farm. John' saved tnough , *Only to buyjit befal -hi 

died. I 04.,iferli4lpginsion' ant my ipeghAer works and when ebe t e Werkint 

my gralldchil.1"akea care of ms, 
***** 
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'WIZ YARBROUGH, blind and bedridden, 
was born a slave of the Mainney family, 
near Egypt, Kaufman Co., Texas. She 
was about six when the Civil War started. 
At that time her job was to herd sheep. 
After ' freedoms she, ner motner and sister, 
stayed with the McKinney's for a VAR,. 
ramie married Green Yarbrough in EWA Co., 
Texas and they now live ma little cabin 
at 843 Plum St., Abilene, Texas. 

"Ole Marster had a world of cheeps. Every day we take 

dam sheeps and watch lem. The wolves was mean. Weld git to playinl, 

all us littleniggers, and forgit them cheeps and next thiag you know 

an old wolf would have himself a sneep. 

"Sometimes wed keep playinl so late it was dark ' fore we 

knows& it and weld start ranninl them cheeps home. 01' Marster would 

be at de big gate to let us in. He says, 1Now, chillen, you didnl 

git back with all the sheep.' We'd say, 101° wolf got ' em.' But he 

knowed oll wolf didn° git all de ones missinl and . e'd say, 1Youlre 

storyinl. Then purty soon some of the little stray ones come home. 

Then he knowed we'd ran tne sneep home and he'd say. 1I Ispose I'll 

have to whip you,! but he never did. Those were sweet times! 01 1 

Marster was so good, and he give us more to eat than you ever saw. 

Hog meat every day and sweet ltatoes 0 big we'd have to cut ' em with 

an ex. 

"After we et our supper, we tad to spin a broach of thread 

every night ' fore we went to bed. I lamed, all remit spinnins and 

weavinl when I was little and by time Its 10 I'd make pretty striped 

cloth. 
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"How we played and played! On Sundays we'd strike out for 

the big woods and we'd gather our dresses full of hickory nuts, 

walnuts and berries and a sour apple called Imaypop. 1 We'd kill 

snakes and dance and sing that 01 1 song ' bout, 'Hurrah: Mister 

Bluecoat, Toodle-0. 1 10, Dat Lady's Beating You.' It meant his 

pariner was beatin1 him dancin.I 

I was jest lyin 1 here dreamin" 'bout how we use to go to 

the woods every spring and dig the maypop roots, then bring Ism 

none and wash ' em good and dry Ism - but ,mind you, not in the sun - 

then all as chillen would sit ' round and poun' den roots, tied up 

in little bags of coarse cloth, till it was powder. Than we'd take 

a little flour and jest enough water to make it stick, and we'd 

make pills to take when we got sick. And. work you? Lawd amighty! When 

we took dat stuff we had to keep tendin1 to de dress tail! 

"We went over to Flat Rock to church and de singin1 was gran.' 

All day long we'd be at preachin° and singinI. Singinl dat good ol' 

spiritual song ' bout, ' You shan't be Slaves no More, since Christ 

have made you free.' I lay here yes' day and heered all them foolish 

songs and jubilee songs that comes over the radio, and den some of 

then 01' time spirituals come and it jes 1 made me feel like I was in 

01 1 times. 

"I want back every year to see my 01 1 aerator, as long as he 

lived. Now it won' be long till I sees him agin, some day." 
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LITT YOUNG was born in 1850, in 
Vicksburg, Miss., a slave of Martha 
Gibbs, on whose property the old 
battleground at Vicksburg was located. 
Litt was freed in 1865, in Vicksburg, 
and was refugeed by his owner to Har-
rison Co., Texas. He was freed again 
on June 19, 1866, and found work as 
a sawmill hand, a tie cutter and a 
woodcutter during the construction 
of the Texas & Pacific Railroad from 
Marshall to Texarkana. The remainder 
of his life, with the exception of 
five years on a farm, has been spent 
as a section hand. Litt lives alone 
on the Powder Mill Road, two and a half 
miles north of Marshall, and is sup-
ported by a $12.00 monthly pension from 
the government. 

,011 

"I's born in 1850 in Vicksburg, and belonged to Missy Martha Gibbs. 

Her place was on Warner Bayou and the oId battlefield was right there in 

her field. She had two husbands, one named Hackley and he died of yellow 

fever. Then she marries a Dr. .Glibbs, what was a Yankee, bat she didn't 

know it till after the war. 

"Massa Beckley bought my daddy from a nigger trader up north some-

wheres, but my mammy allus belonged to the Gibbs family. I had a sister 

and two brothers, but the Gibbs sold them to the Simmons and I never seed 

'em any more. 

"Old Missy Gibbs had so many niggers she had to have lots of quarters. 

They was good houSes, weatherboarded with cypress and had brick chimneys. 

We'd pull green grass and bury it awhile, then bile it to make mattresses. 

That made it black like in auto seats. Missy ,,,ras a big, rich Irishwoman 

and not scared of no man. She lived in a big, fine house, and bualed en . 

!ovule and come out to the place most every morning. She out-cussed a ' 
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man when things didn't go right, A yellow man driv her down in.a two-horse 

avalanche. She had a white man for overseer what live in a good house close 

to the quarters. It was whitewashed and had glass windows. She built a nice 

church with glass windows and a brass =polo for the blacks and a yellow man 

preached to us. She had him preach how we was to obey our master and missy 

if we want to go to Heaven, but when she wasn't there, he come out with 

straight preachini from the Bible. 

"Good gracious, what we had to eat. The y give us plenty, turnip 

greens and hog-jowl and peae and cornbread and milk by the barrels. Old 

women what was too old to work in the field done the cookinl and tended the 

babies. They cooked the cornbread in a oven and browned it like cake. When 

they pulled it out, all the chillen was standial round, Eirecint the7 lips. 

Every Christmas us got a set white lowell-clothes and a pair brogan shoes 

Pnd they done us the whale year, or us go naked. 

"When that 'Jig bell rang at four o'clock you'd better get up, cause 

the overseer was standino there with a whippint strap if you was late. My 

daddy got a sleepint most every morning for oversleeping. Them mules was 

standin' in the field at daylight, waitin' to see how to plow a straight furrow. 

If a nigger was a 500 pound cotton picker and didn't weigh up that much at 

night, that was not gitting his task and he got a whipping. The last weighinl 

was done by lightinl a, candle to see the scales. 

"Ile have small dances Saturday nights and ring plays and banjo and 

fiddle playial and knockini bones. There was fiddles make from gourds and 

banjoes from sheep hides. I ' member one song, ' Coffee grows on white oak 

trees, River flows with brandy-co.' That song was started in Vicksburg by 
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the Yankee soldiers when they left to go home, ' cause they so glad war was 

over. 

"Missy have a big, steam sawmill there on Warner Bayou, where the steam-

booAs come up for lumber. It was right there where the bayou empties in the 

Mississippi. I ' member seeinl one man sold there at the sawmill. He hit his 

massa in the head with a singletree and kilt him and they's fixinl to hang 

him, but a. man promised to buy him if he'd ,promise to be good. He give $500 

for him. 

"Dr. Gibbs was a powerful man in Vicksburg: He was the Icasion'of them 

Yanics takin' ' vantage of Vicksburg like they done. 'Fore the war he'd say to 

missy, ' Darling, you oughtn't whip them poor, black folksiso hard. They is 

gwine be free like us some day.' Missy say, ' Shut up. Sometimes I ' lieve you 

is a Yankee, anyway.' 

"Some folks say Dr. Gibbs was .workinl for the North all the time ' fore the 

war, and when he doctored for them durin' the war, they say they knowed it. 

The ' Federates have a big camp there- at Vicksburg and cut a big ditch out at 

the edge of town. Some say Gen. Grant was knowin , all how it was fixed, and 

that Dr. Gibbs let him know. 

"The Yankees stole the march on the ' Federates and waited till they come 

out the ditch and mowea, ' em down. The 'Federates didn't have no chance, ' cause 

they didn't have no cannon, just cap and ball rifles. The main fight started 

'bout four in the morning and held oz till ' bout ten. Dead soldiers was lgyin! 

thick en the ground by then. After the fight, the Yanks cut the buttons off the 

coats of thelp that was kilt. • 
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"I seed the Yankee gunboats when they come to Vicksburg. All 

us niggers went down to the river to see ' am. They told us to git plumb away, 

'cause they didn't know which way they was gwine to shoot. Gen. Grant come 

to Vicksburg and he blowed a horn and them cannons began to shoot and just 

kept shootinl. Alen the Yankees Come to Vicksburg, n big, red flag was flyinl 

over the town. Viye or six hours after them cannons started shootin' they 

pulled it down and histed a big, white one. We Saw it from the quarters. 

"After surrender the Yanks arrested my old missy and brought her 

out to the farm and locked her up in the black folks church. She had a guard 

day and night. They fed her bard-tack and water for three days ' fore they 

turned her a-loose. Then she freed all her niggers. ' Bout that time Massa 

Gibbs run out of corn to feed he stock and he took my daddy and a bunch of 

niggers and left to buy n boatload of corn. Missy seized a bunch us nigger!! 

and starts to Texas. She hsd Irishmen guards, with rifles, to keep us from 

runninl ' way. She left with ten six-mule teams and one ox cook wagon. Them 

what was able walked all the way from Vicksburg to Texas. We camped at night 

and they tied thlmen to trees. We couldn't it away with them Irishmen having 

rifles. Blrck folks nat'rally scart of guns, anyway. Missy finally locates 

"bout three miles from Marshall and we made her first crop and on June 19th, 

the next year after Imancipation, she sot us free. 

"Dr. Gibbs followed her to Texas. He said the Yanks captured his, 

niggers and took his load of corn as they was comint down the Tennessee River, 

where it jines the Mississippi. Me and mammy stayed in Texas, and never did 

see daddy ' gain. When us freed the last time us come to Marshall and I works 

in .a grist mill and shingle mill. I cut ties for 150 apiece. I cut wood for the 
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first engines and they paid me $1.25 a cord. I got where I cut three cords 

a day. I helped clear all the land where Texarkana is now. When the rail-

road s quit usin,I. wood, I worked as section hand far $1.25 a day. I farmed 

five years and never made a cent and went back to the railroad. 

'I marries in Marshall so long ago I done forgot. I raises six 

gals and has three sets grandchillen. They's all livin' bept one. Since 

my wife died and I's too ailing to work, I's been kept by the pension. 

"They had provost law in Marshall When us come to Texas. I allus 
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voted when they.let us. These young niggers ain't like what us was. Peniten-

tiaries was made for the white folks, but the young nigge-s is keepin'"em full. 
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LOUIS YOUNG, 88, was born a slave 
of Hampton Atkinson, on a small 
farm in Phillips County, Arkansas. 
When Louis was twelve, his master 
sold him and his mother to Tom 
Young, who took them to Robinson 
Co., Texas. Louis now lives at 
5523 Honnell St., Port Worth, Tex. 

"Mammy done put my age in de Bible and I'm eighty-eight years old 

now. I'm born in 1849. But I can git round. Course, I can't work now, 

but, shucks, I done my share of work already. I works from time Itm 

eight years old till Itn eighty past, and I'd be working yit if de 

rheumatis' misery didn't git me in de arms and legs. It make me stiff, 

so I can't walk good. 

"Yes, suh, I starts to work when eight on dat plantation where I'm 

born. Dat in tirkansaw, and Massa Hampton own me and my mammy and eight 

other niggers. My peppy am somewhere, but I don't know where or nothini 

'bout him. 

"Us all work from light to dark and Amday, too. I don't know what 

Sunday am till us come to Texas, and dances and good things, I don't 

know nothint ' tout dam till us come to Texas. Massa Hampton, he am long 

on de work and short on de rations, what he measure out for de week. 

Seven pounds meat and one peck meal and one quart ' lasses, and no more for 

de week. If us run out, us am out, dat's 

"One day us gits sold to Massa Tom Young. He feels mammy's muscles 

and looks on her for marks of de whip. Massa Young say he give $700, but 

Massa Hampton say no, he want $1,000. He say, 'bus takin' dem to Texas, 

where day sho' to be slaves, ' spite de war.' 
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"Finally Massa Young gives $900 for us and off us go to Texas. 

Dat in 1861, de fall de year, and it am three teams mules and three teams 

oxen hitch to wagons full of farm things and rations and sich. Us on de 

road moregn three weeks, maybe a month, 'heft' us et to Robinson County. 

"When us git dere, de work am buildinl de cabins and house and 

den clear de land, and by Spring, us ready to put in de crops, de corn and 

cotton. Massa Young am good and give us plenty to eat. He has ' bout twenty 

slaves and us works reasonlble, and has good time 'pared with befog. On 

Saturday night it am dancin , and music and singing, and us never heared of 

sich befog. 

"One day Massa Young call us to de house and tell us he don't own us no 

more, and say us can stay and he pay us some money, if us wants. He ask 

mammy to stay and cook and she does, but I'm strongheaded and runs dff to 

Calvert and goesto work for Massa Brown, and dere I stays till I'm growed. 

He paid me $10.00 de month and den $15.00. 

"When I's twenty-five I marries Addle Easter and us have no chillen 

and she dies ten years after. Den I drifts ground, working here and yondPr 

and in 1890 I marries dat woman settinl right dere. Den I rents de farm and 

if de crops am good, de prices am bad, and if de prices am good, de crops am 

bad. Uo it go and us lives, and not too good, at dat. I quits in 1925 and 

comes to Fort Worth and piddles at odd jobs till my rheumatie git so bad 

give years ago. 

"I done forgit to tell you ' bout de Klux. Dem debbils causes lots of 

trouble. Dey done de dirty work at night, come and took folks out and whip dem. 

LPL" 
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"Some cullud folks am whip so hard dey in bed seviral weeks and 

knowed some hanged by dey thumbs. Maybe some dent cullud folks gits out 

dere places, but mostest dent I knows gits whip for nothinl. It just de 

orneriness dent Klux. It so bad de cullud folks Ifraid to sleep in dey 

house or have parties or nothinl after dark. Dey starts for de woods or 

ditches and sleeps dere. It git so dey can' t work for not sleepinl, from 

fear of dem Klux. Den de white folks takes a hand and sojers am brung and 

dey puts de stop to dent debbils. 

"'Bout de livinl now, us just can't make it. Us lives on what de 

pension am and dat $30.00 de month, and it mighty close us has to live to 

git by on sich. I thinks of Massa Young,and us live better den dan now. 

"I never votes, ' cause I can't read and dat make troublement for me 

to vote. How I gwine make de ticket for dis and dat? For dent what can 

read, dey can vote. 
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TESHAN YOUNG, 86, was born a slave 
to Baskner Scott, who owned a plan-
tation in Harrison County, Texas, 
and had over one hundred slaves. 
Teekan married Moses Young in 1867 
and lived near her old home until 
1915, when she moved to Port Worth. 
She lives in a negro settlement on 
the outskirts of Stop Six, a suburb 
of Port Worth. 

*Ilse 86 years ole. Boon in Harrison County, Texas. 

Marster Saott owned me and kv parents, one braider and three sisters. 

Marster never sold any of -welane, so dere was no separation of de 

family long's we lived on de Marsteros place. He bad awful big 

plantation. 'bout seven miles long. 

"On dat plantation do Mareter have everything. Rims 

have de gin and de mill for to grind de meal and feed, de big black-

smith shop and dere was a house whar dey spins de yarn and makes de 

cloth, de shoes and Bich. He have 'bout 30 qusrters for de sullad 

folks back of him's house, and dere OM a house for do nursery, wid 

a big yard dat have swinge and sich for de cullud ekillens. 

"Each sullud family have de cabin for thasself. De 

eabins have bunks for sleepino, fireplace for to cook, bench for to 

set on - but dat's all de furniture. Marster Scott feeds all us 

niggers good. We'une have beans, peas, milk, vegetables, ' lasses and 

plenty of meat. De mareter have kawgs on tap of hawgs on dat place, 

for to make de meat. 

01We'une have all de clothes dat weouns need for to keep 

warm. De marster says, ' De nigger mug° have plenty of food and keep 
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wamifor to work good. How nary hours welling work? Dat depen's on 

de time of de year it am. When its time for de hoeing or de picking 

of de cotton, dey work late. 'Twarngt Bich long hours udder times. 

But de marster makes de eallud folks Irotic and wimps ' em when dey don', 

Ilse 'member one slave dat zits whapped so bad kids never gits up, 

hims died. Vegans chillens would go roan' akar hiss was and look 

at ' is. De Mariter lets vellums do dat. 

"Yes, wail, dey whapped powlfUl hard sometimes. My mammy gits 

wkapped one time ' cause she come from de !tell for to muss her baby, 

and once for de cause she don' keep up her row in de fiat. MY POPPY 

its shoot in de shoulder by de overseer, ' amuse hiss runs from de 

whuppin. 1 'Twos die way, de overseer says, ' Oome here, Ilse gwine 

whup you for not working like I says. Dere was a fence dere and my 

peppy runs for dat and am crawling over it when de overseer shoots. 

"Ilse ' bout 10 year ole when de war starts. It makes no diffgrence, 

dat Ilse 'members, geept de Marster jines de army. Ilse tend to all de 

eullud ehillen while dey mammies working in de Moll. De Marster am 

she' partieglar ' bout ties ehillen. He feeds lam well, mush, milk, 

bread, ' lasses, vegetables and sick. De food am put in de long bowl, 

like de trough. De ehillen have wooden spoons and velum' line doze 

'long de bowl. Den de fun starts. Igee have de long switch and keeps 

walking back and forth to make des debils behave. De Marster comes in 

sometimes and hiss laugh at dem, day so funny. 

"After Ilse gits married, Ilse has 13 dhillen of my own. Ilse 
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never calls de doctor for my chillen. Ilse goes in de woods and 

gits de plants and de herbs. For de stomach misery Ilse uses de 

red petals, boils dat_ and takes de juice. For de cold, Ilse takes 

deZikemee Root, boils dat and takes de juice. 

NWhen de chores an done on Sunday or,Ohristmas, weguns 

can have de music, dance and singing. Weguns have some good ole 

times. De songs an de ole timers, sich as Swannee River, Ole Black 

Joe and dere an de fiddles and banjos dat d.7 play. Weguns shog 

celebrate on Christmas. De woven all cooks cakes and cookies and 

sich. De men saves all de bladders from de hang dey kill, blows 

gem full of air and lets gem dry. De youngguns puts den on sticks 

and bolds gem over a fire in de yard. Dat makes gem bust and dey 

goes 'bang' Jung like a gun. Dat was de fireworks. 

"Maxster comes back from de war widout getting hurt. At 

de time freedom comes, some cullud folks stays on and works for money. 

,Twas de fast money dey ever had, and day don' know what to do wid it 

. and what its worth. Some of dem are still on dat lad: Day rents or 

have bought. Ky brudder lives dere, jus/ a few yards from de ole 

quarters. KY PaPPY worked for oleMarster till he died. Ilse stays 

wid him till I marries. 

"Ilse married in a =laud church and Igse have & pretty 

pink dress afil. hat. My but/ibis& have bins own farm, part of de ole 

plantation. IS finally buys it from do Marster. In 1902 ay husbang 

dies and Ilse stays dere till 1915. Den Ilse comes to Fort Worth. 

Ilse still nassing some buCIgse getting de pension of nine dollars 

a month. Dat shog helps out. • 
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