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Interview of Mrs. Fannie Berry,' Ex.slays 
861 E. Bank Street . Petersburg, Virginia 
By Susie Byrd, .Petersburg Virginia 
Date February 260 1937 

ULAT:lmtURIER 

193? 

Back ' fore the sixties, I can ' member my Mistress, Miss Sara Ann, 

comint to de ',window an' hollerin', "De niggers is arisnli De niggers is 

arisinli De niggers is killint all de white folks, killint 7all de babies 

in de cradle!" It must have been Nat Turner's Insurrection; which wuz 

sometime If° de breakint or de Civil War, 

wuz waitin' on table in dinint room ant dis day dey had finished 

eatIn t early an' I wuz cleaning off table. Don't you know I must have 

been a good size gal. 

12221=1-1— 

Yes, I 'member societhir t.mt hlr too. I know my Master Game home 

an' said, dat on his way to de gallows ote John Stopped an' kissed& 

little nigger child. "How coms I don't 'member? Don't tell me r don't 

'cause I do. I don't care if its done bin a thousand years ." I know 

what Master said ant it is as fresh in my mind as it wus dat day. Die is 

de song I herd my Master sings 

Old John Brown came to Harpers Ferry Tory 

Purpose to raise an insurrection; - 

Old Governor Wise .put the specks upon his eyes 

Ant showed him the happy land of Canaan. ,‘ 

INVMNTION / 

St do mistarted th0 rai 
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nigger lookinl at a boilin/ coffee pot on a stove one day got the idea 

dat he could cause it to run by putting wheels on it. Die nigger being 

a blacksmith put his thoughts into action by makin t wheels ant put coffee 

on it, an' by some kinder means he made it run an' the idea warn stole 

from him ant dey built de steamengine. 

ICLATirliSYTP 

I wuz one slave dat de poor white man had his match. See Miss Sue? 

Dese here oll white men said, "what I can't do by fair memo I'll do by 

foul." One tried to throw me, but he couldn't. We tusseled ant knocked 

over chairs an' ',Then I got a grip I scratched his face all to pieces; an 

der wut no more bothering Fannie from him; but oh, honey, some slaves 

would be beat up so, when day resisted, en sometimes if you'll 'belled 

de overseer would kill yo'. Ue Colored vonen had to go through a plenty, 

I tell you. 

MARRIAGE 

2 

Elder Williams married me in Miss Delia Mann's (white) parlor on de 

crater read. The house still stands. The house wuz full of acoloredtbople. 

Miss Sue Jones ant Miss Malley Clark (white), waited on me. Dey took de 

lamps at we welked up to de preacher. One waiter joined my hen' ant one 

my husband's hang. * After marriage de white folks give mere 'caption; ant ., 
• 

honey, talkin t 'bout a table--- hit wuz stretched clean 'cross de dinin' 

room. We had everythin i to eat you could call for. Vre, didn't have no 

common eats. We could sing in dar, an' dance oll square dance all us ehoosed, 

helhathatLordi Lords I can see dem gals now on dat not; jes skippinl an' a 

trottins. 'An1 honey, dar wuz no white folks to set down an' eat yogi. 
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Now, Miss Sue, take up. I jest like to talk to you, honey 'bout dem 

days ob slavery; 'cause you loot like you wantta hear all ' bout tem., All 

'bout de ol 0 rebels; an' dem niggers who left wid de Yankees an' *ere sat 

free, but, poor things, dey had no place to go after dey got freed. Baby, 

all us wus helpless ant ain't had nothie. 

I :AV free a long time ' ft' T knew it. My Vistess still hired me out, 

Itil one day in talkint to de ;gown she hired me to, she, "God bless her 

soul") she told me, " Fannie yo' freelant I don't have to pay your Mae. 

ter for you now." You stay qith me. She didn't give me no money, but let 

me stay there an 1 work for vitals an' clothes ' cause I ain't had no where 

to go. Janis, Jesus, God help us! Um, kim, 1.:61 You Ohillun don't know. 

I didn't say nothin 1 when she wus tellinl me, but done ' aided to leave her 

ant go back to the white folks dat futef oweme, 

I plant to 'tend a big dance. Let me see, t think it wust on a Thurs-

day night. Some ha:: it tociken got out, you know how gals will talk an' it 

got to ol l Bil Buffeys ears (olt dog 4 an', baby do you know, mind you 

Itwontelsvery tire, but do omen got so mad owes I runned away from her 

alit she get a whole passel of 'en out looking for me s Dar wuz a boy, who 

heard 'em talkin 1 an' sayin 1 dey wur goin' to kill re if I were found. I 

will never forgot die boy com1 up to me while I wus &nein' wid another 

man an seds "nobody knowes where you arl, Mies Moore,. dey is lookin" for 

you, an is rine kill you, so yo'eone on wid me." Have mem, have mercy 

my Lord, honey, you kin jes lisagiO my feelin l for a minute. I couldn't 

move. You know de gale an 1 boys all got 'round me an' told me to go wid 

equweball, *it he would allow me de way to my old /astern house. Out we 

tick) an' we ran one straight mile up de road, den through de woods, den 

we had to go through a straw field. Mt field sena' like three miles. 
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After den, we mat another skit of woods. Miss Sue, baby my eyes, (halhaittia 

wuz bucked ant too if it is match a thin' as being so soared yol hair stand 

on yo' head, I know, mine did. Ant dat wasn't all, dat boy an me puffed 

ant sweated like bulls. Was feared to stop, cause we might have been 

tracked. 

At last we neared de house ant I started throwin t rocks on de porch. 

Child I look ant heard dat white toman when she hit dat floor, bounoin t out 

dat bed she must felt dat I VIA Gamin' back to her. She called all de men 

an' had 'em throw a rope to me ant day drawed me up a piece to ie window, 

den I held my arms up an' dey snatched ne in. Honey, Sqursball fled to 

de woods. I ain't never heard nothint 'bout him. An' do you know, I didn't 

leave day tartan's house no more for fifteen years? 

Lord Lordihoney, Sclutebs11 ant I use to sing die song. 

"Twas 1861, the Yankees made de Rebels run 

We'll all go stone blin' 

When de Johhy's come a marcliin t home. 

Child ant here's another one we use to sing. 'Member de war dont 

bin when we would sing dose songs. Listen no 

Ain't no more blowing of dat four 
day horn 

I will brethern, I will sing. 

A col' frosty mornint de nigger's 
mighty good 

Take your ax upon your shoulder. 

Nigger talk to de aoods, 

Ain't no mort blowint of dat foe, 
day horn. 

I will sing brothern, I will sing. V-



SONG 

Remo, Kim°, dar you are. 

Heh„ ho 0 rump to pume didldle. 

Set badk pinkey 

Oome Tam Nippecat 

Sing song Kitty cat, cant 

You carry me o'er? 

-2-
Up de darkiee head so bold 

Sing song, Kitty, can't you 

03rry me O'er? 

Sing Son:, Kitty, can't yo' 

Osrry me hom.,A 

woz at Thamplin an' de Yankees anl Rebels were fig/tin' an' dey 

were ward& the bloody flag an' a confederate soldier wuz upon a post 4n 1 

they were shootin $ terribly. Guns were' firin' everywhere. 

All a sudden dey struck up Ttnked'Doodle Song. A soldier dame along 

called to me, " How far is it to the Rebels", an I honey, wut feared to 

tell him So, I said, "I d on't know', He called me again. Soared to 

A St 
death.I recollect gittin $ behind the house an' pointed in the direotion. 

You see, ef de Rebels knew dot I told the soldier, they would have killed 

me. 

These were the Union men goin' after Lee's army which had don' bin 

'foie dem to Avomattoz. 

'1'Phe Colored regiment came up behind an' when they saw the Colored 

regiment they put up the white flag. ( TR' imenber ' ft,' die red or bloody 

flag was up). Now, do you know why dey raised did, white flag? Well, 

honey* dat white flag wuz a token dill Lee, had surrendered. 



Glory Gloryl yes, child the Negroes are free, an' when they knew dat 

der weze free den Ohl Babyi began to singt 

Namy don't yet cook no mot7 

To' Sr' free* yo' sr' free. 

&meter don't yo' crow no, mot 

Yet art free* yo/ art free, 

. Ol'hen„ don't yo l lay no no' eggs 

Y t• free* yo' free. 

1 

Bach reqoicing ant shoutin t, you never heIrd in you' life. 

Yes, I can recollect de blowin t up sof the Grater. We had fled, but 

I do know *bout the shellint of Petersburg. We Left Petersburg when de 

shellinl commented ant went to Pamplin in box cars* gettin' out of de 

way. Dem were scared times too, cause you lookad to be kilt any minute 

by stray bullets. Just before the shellin of Petersburg, day were Bailin° 

riggers for little nothin' hardly. 

Junius Broadie* a white man bought. some riggers, but dey didn't 

stay slave long* cause de Yankees came an' sot ' sm. free. 



-Interview of Mr. Onarles.Oraaley, Ex-slave 
By --- Susie Byrd - Petersburg, Virginia 
gate _ F,Aruary 20, 1937 
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THE STORY OF CHARLES CRAWLEY, EX-SLAVE 

God blowy how old I am,/1l I know 

war. 

1 wuz born 'fore de 

Yes, I wuz a slave an' belonged to a fai;ily of Allen's in 

Luenburg County, came here to die Petersburg de s(cond week of 

Lee's surrender. 

My Marster and Mistess wuz good to me as well as all us 

slaves. Bey owned 'bout fifty head of Colored tople. All de work 

did inn to play an' drive cows, being only a boy worked around as 

chillun; don' die, an' dat, lit le things de white folks would 

call me to do, 

Marster Allen, owned my Mother, an' sister too; we emigrant 

(emigrated) here, came to die town of Petersburg after Lee's sur-

render, I mean you 4ow de ending of de Civil War. My mother, 

sister, and I came on down de road in a box car, which stopped out-

side de outskirts; hit didn't go through de city. Yee, I know when 

de first railroads were built, de Norfolk and ' ,estern an' de 

Atlantic Coast Linedey were- run through Petersburg an' in dem dals 

it wuz called de Southern. 

A S and Mars' Allen didn't want us to leave dat part of de 

eountry to come to die here place doiin de road, but we corned our-

selves to make a home fo' ourselves. %Veil now, we worked here an' 

dat, wid die hare man an' dat man; ?I/vielliwid ditforent people 'til 

we bought us selves a home an' paid for it. Mother died right here 

in die here house; twelve years ago, die comin' March eleventh. I 



am yet livin' in die same house, dat she an' us all labored an' 

worked fo' b!f de sweat of our brow, an' wid dese hands, Lord: Lord: 

Child dem dn 

die house. De groun' aus"bought from a lady ( tolored) name Sis 

Jackey, an' she wuz sometimes called in dem date de Mother of Har-i 

wuz some deqs. Let, me finish baby tell'n' you 'bout 

neon Street Baptis' Church. I retpon die church is de °Vest one 

in Petersburg. 

0, yes, honey, I can 'member when de Yankees came into die town; 

day broke in stores an' told all de niggers to gp in an' git enything 

dey wanted. 

hen slaves ran away t ey weq/,brought back to their Master and 

!Astess; when dey couldn't catch 'em they didn't bother, but let 'em 

go. Sometimes di) slaves would go an' take up an' live at tother 

places; some of 'em lived in de woods off of takine things, sech as 

hogs, cornan' vegetables from other fol; ks farm. ell, if dese slaves 

wus alught, dey werC,soid by their 114Masters to go down.,south. Dey 

telf me dem Masters down South  wuz. so mean to slaves dey would let 

'em work dem cotton fields 'til dey fall dead wid hoes in dare hands ) 

'en would beat dem. I'm glad to payi ,4e had good owners. 

There mut a auction block, I saw right here in Petersburg on the 

corner of Sycamore street and Bank street. Slaves were auetioned off 

to de highest bidder. Some refused to be sold3y dat/I mean,"cried". 

Lord: Lord: I done seen dem young'uns fout ard kick like crazy foe; 

child it wuzlItiful to see 6. Den dey would handcuff an' beat 'em 

unmerciful. I don' like to talk 'bout baqdar. It brun' a sad feelin' 

up me. If slaves 'belled, I done seed dem whip 'em wid a strop cal' 

"cat mine tails." Haney, dis strop wuz 'bout broad as yo' hand, from 



- 3 - 
9 

thum' to little finger, an' twas cut in strips up. To' done seen dose 

whips dat they whip horses wid? 74)11 dey we used too. 

You sod somethin"bout how we served God. tim, um, child, I tell 

you jest how we use to do. 4e use to worship at different houses. You 

see you would git a remit to go to dese places. You would have to show 

your remit. If de Pattyrollers, caught you dey would whir yo'. Date 

de wal dey done in dem de's. Pattyrollers, is a gang of white men git-

ting together oinl through de country catching slaves, an' whipping an' 

beatin"em up if dey had no remit. Marster Allen wouldn't ' llow no 

one to whip an' beat his slaves, an' he would handle anybody if dey did; 

so, Marster's slaves met an' worshipped from house to house, an honey, 

we talked to'Vg, God all us wanted. 

You know we use to call Ureter Allen, Colonel Allen. His name 16M4 

Robert. He ems- a home general7an' a lawyer, too. ':;:hen he went to court 

any slave he said to free, wus freed an' turned aloose. De white fo'ke 

as well as slaves obeyed Marster Allen. 

Did you know poor whites like slaves had to git a pass? I mean, a 

remit like as slaves, to sell anythin' an' to go places, or do anythin'. 

Jest as we /Colored freopie, dey had to go to some big white man like 

Colonel /Men, dey did . If Mareter wanted to, he would give dem a remit 

or pasWan' if he didn't feel like it, he wouldn't do it. It was jes as 

he felt 'bout hit. Date what made all feared him. 01' Marster 'us 

more hard on dem poor White fo!ks den he on us niggers. 

I don't know but two sets of white faiis slaves up my way; one was 

name Chatman, an' do tother one Nellovies. Dose two families worked on 

Allen's farm as we did. Off from us on a plot called Morgan's lot, 

there dey lived as slaves jes like us dolored fo'ks. Yes de poor white 

man had some dark an' tough da,S, like us poor niggers; I mean wart-
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laihed an' treated, 'sore of 'eel, jes as pitiful an' unmerciful. Lord: 

Lord: baby, I hope yo' young fo'ks will never know what slavery is, an' 

will never suffer as yo' foreparents. AID God: Gods I'm livin' to telt_ 

de tale to yo', honey. Yes, Jesus, yo've spared mer""--

for clothin' we wer,e4lowed two suits a year - one fer spring, an' 

one for winter, was all yo' had. De underclothes wentmade at home. 

Yo' also got two pairs of shoes an' homemade hats an' capi. The white 

fohs or your slave owners would teach dem who could catch on easy an' 

dey would teach de other slave*, an' crs how dey kept all slaves 

clothed. Our summer hats werk.loade out of plaited strew, /inderdothes 

' 
made out of sacks an' bags. 

•••••• 

We had plenty of food sech as etwasAcornimead, butter milk, sweet 

1 
potatoes in week da s. Ha ! ! honey, guees date 'ally nig7;ers don't 

like cornbread today; dey got a dislike for dat bread from back foie. 

On Sunday we had biscuits, and sometimes a little extra food, which o1P-

Mistess would send out to Mother for us. 

Per as I think, if slavery had lasted , it would have been pretty 

,o4*/ 
tough. Ae it num, some fared good, wile others fared common. You know, 

slaves who .4ert_beat an 1 treated bad; some of dem had started gittin l to-

getheyr an' kiln' de white folks when dey carried dem out to de field to 

work. God is punishin l some of dem oll suckers an' their chillun right 

/ 
now for de wa / dey use to treat us poor Oolored fo lks. 

I think by Nero gittin' educated he has profited, aril die here 

younger generation is gwine to take nothin' off dese here poor white fofics 

when dey don't treat dem right, cause now die country is a free country; no 

slavery now. 



Interview of Mrs. Minnie Fulkes - 459 F Byrne Street 

Petersburg Virginia 
By .--:-gUsue Byrd 
March 5, 1937 
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I was born the twenty fifth of December and I am 77 years old. My mother 

was a slave and she belonged to Dick Belcher in Chesterfield County. Old Dick 

sold us again to Gelaspe Gravest tifembior now fifteen of mother's chillun went 

with her having de same master. 

Honey, I don't like to talk 'bout darn times 'cause my mother did suffer 

40.104 
misert. You know dar wes-an° overseer who use to tie mother up in de barn with 

a rope aroun' her arms up over her head, while she stood on a block. Soon as day 

got her tied, die block was moved an' her feet dangled, yo' know40-66Uldn't tech 

de flo'. 

Die 011 man, now, would start beatin' her nekkid 'til the blood rua down 

her back to her heels. I took an' seed th' whelps an' scars far my own self mid 
4r_ 

dese here two eyes. (ttrboaddtpndrimaddoi,., "was a whip like day use to use on 

horse it wuz a peice of leather 'bout as wide as my han' from little finger to 

thumTAfter dey had beat my muma all day wanted another overseer. Lord, Lord, I 

hate white people and de flood waters 'pine drown some no. Well honey die man 

would bathe her in salt and water. Don't you kno' dam places 4-;;; hurtin °. 

Um, um. 
-7:17 

I asked mother , Itiat she done far 'en to beat and do her so? She said, 

4nothin'10 tother than she refused to be wife to die man." 

An' muma say,4tif he didn't treat her die way a dozen times, it wasn't 

nary me." 

Mind you, now muma's marster didn't know die wuz going on. You know, if 

slaves would tell, why den overseers would kill 'em. 

An' she sad dat day use to have meetings an' sing and pray an' th' ol' 

paddy rollers -would hear den, so to keep th' sound from goin' out, slaves would 
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put a gra' big iron pot at the door an' you know some times dey would for git 

to put ol' pot dar an' the paddy rollers would come an' horse whip every las' one 

of ' em, jes cause poor moult; were praying to God to free 'em from dat awful bondage. 

Ha: ha: ha: dar wuz one ol' brudder who studied for ' am one day an' tol 

all de slaves how to git even wid 'em. 

He tol"em to tie grape vines an' other wines across th' road, den when de 

Faddy rollers come galantin' wid their horses runnin' so fast you see dam vines 

would tangle 'em up an' cause th' horses to stumble and fall. An' lots of times, 

badly dey would break dere legs and horses too; one interval one ol' poor devil 

got tangled so an' de torse kept a carryin' him, ' ti]. he fell off horse and next 

day a sucker was found in road whar dem vines wuz wind aroun' his neck so many 
I, II 

times yes had chok ad him, dey said, '44 totely dead. Serve /406 right 'cause dem 

ol' white folks treated us so mean. 

:1,11, soma-times, you know dey would, the others of 'am, keep going 'til 

dey fin' whar die meeting wuz gwine on. Dey would come in and start Whippini an' 

beatin' the slaves unmerciful. All die wuz done to keep yo' from serving God yi an' 

do you know some of den devils wuz mean an' sinful 'nouel to say. " Ef I ketch you 

here agin serving God I'll beat you. You haven't time to serve God. We bought you 

to serve us. Um, um. 

God's gwine ' rod den wicket marsters. Ef hit'tairt 'em !shut gits hit, 

hits gonna fall on deir chillun. 

In den back days child, meetings wuz carried on jes like we do today, some-

whatly. Only difference is the slave dat knowed th' most 'bout de Bible would tell 

and * plain what God had told him in a vision ( yo' young folks say, "dream") 

dat die freedom would come to pass; an' den dey prayed fer die vision to come to 

pass, an' darts what de paddy rollers would whip 'em ag'in. 

Lord: Lord dey, pew: pew: pew: Baby, "1 jes kno s I could if I knowed how 
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to write, an' had a little learning I could put off a book on die here situation. 

Yo' kno what I mean ' bout dose way back questions yo P is a asking me to tell yo' 

'bout; as for as I can recallect in my mind. 

Aen Graves bought us, he sold three of us an' three slaves. My brother an' 

sister went down south. Muma sed to de cotton country an' too, she say, "they were 

made to wrok in th' cotton fields by their new marster, out in dem white fields in 

th' brawlin' sun from the time it breaked day 'till yo' couldn't see at night an' 

yes indeedy ian' if God isn't my righteous judge they were given not half to eat, 

no not enough, to eat. Dey wuz beaten ef dey asked for any mot". 

As to marriage, when a slave wanted to marry, why he would $es ask his mareter 

to go over and ask de tother marster could he take unAW himself die certain gal 

fer a wife. Mind you now, all de slaves dat mareter called out of quarters an' he'd 

make ' cm line up see, stand in a row like soldiers, and de slave man is yid his 

marster when die aekin e is gwine on, and he pulls de gal to him he vante;an e de 

marster den make both jump over broom stick an' after dey does, day is pronounced 

man an' wife, both stayine wid same mareters ( I mean ef John iearris Sallie,Jehn 

stay wid his ol' mareter an' Sal' yid hers ibut had privileges, you know)like 

married folks; an' ef chillun were Ijn all of 'am, no matter how many, belonged 

to de marster whar de woman stayed. 

If I aint made a mistake, I think it wuz in April when de war surrendered 

an' muma an' all us wuz turned aloose in May. Yes dat °le wench, a 4' heifer, 

oh child, it makes my blood bile when I think 'bout it. Yes she kept muma igrunt. 

Didn't till her nuthing 'bout being free 'til den in nay. 

Den her misteae, Miss Betsy Godsey, tol e her she wuz free, an' she (muma) 

coule cook for her jee the same dat she would give her somethingte eat an' help 

clothe us chillun, dat wuz ef muma continual' to eta wid her an' work. 

You see, we didn't have nuthin' an' no whar to go, um,um,um so we all, you 

know, jet tvek in stayed 'til we 'us able mid God's help to pull us selves UR-- 

couldn't help ourselves. gether. .But my God it wuz 'exist our will, but, baby, 
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My fathers master tol' him he could farm one hat fer th' tother an' 

when time rolled 'roun' fer dem eviding crops he took an' give to him his part 

like any honest man would do. Ah, Lord child, dem wuz terrible times too, oh: 

it makes me shudder when I think of some slaves had today in de woods an' git 

long best way dey could after freedom done bin' clared; you see slaves who had 

mean !master would rather be dar den whar dey lived. By an' by God opened a way 

an' dey got wid other slaves who had huts. You see, after th' render no white 

folks could keep slaves. Do yo' know even now, honey, an' dat done bin way bac' 

yonder, dese ol' white folks think us poor colored people is made to work an' 

slave fer dem, look: dey aint give you no wages worth nuthin'. Gal cook all week 

fer two an' three dollareSw can you live off it, how kin, yew kin yo'S 

ky father waited on soldiers and after de e'render dey carried him an' 

his brother as for as Washington D.C. I think we all use to say den,ashington 

City.Aint you done heard folks talk ' bout dat city? 'Tis a grade big city, 

daus whar de President of dis here country stay; an' in bac' days it ius known 

as 'vidin' lin' fer de North an' South. I done hear dem white folks tell all 

'bout dem things/I die line. As I wus tellin' you, hos brother *us kept, but dey 

sent father bac' home. Uncle Spencer wus left in Prince alliams County. All 

his chillun ar' still dar. I don't know de name of Yankee who carried him off. 

7 
Lord, Lord, Honey, dem times too over sad cause Yankees took lots of 

slaves away an' day made homes,An' whole heap of families lost sight of each 

other. 4(1 know of a case whar after hit wuz ten years a brother an' sister 

lived side by side an' didn't know dey mu: blood kin:* 

kg views 'bout de chillun in dem bac' days is dat dese here chillun 

what is now comie up is too pisen brazen fer me. 

A 
No4 jes les me tell you how I did I marred when I wuz 14 years old. 

So help me God, I didn't know what marriage meant. I had an idea when you loved 

de mat., you an' he could be married an' his wife had to cook, clean up, wash ; 

an' iron fer him was all. I slept in bed he on his aid* Rio T en mins for 
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three months an die aint no lie. Liss Sue, he never got close to me 'cause 

7 
muma had sod fAn't let no body bother yo' principle'cause dat wuz all yo' 

had. I 'bey my muma, an' tol' him so i and I said to go an' ask muma an' of she 

sed he could get close to me hit was alright. An' he an' I went to gather to see 

and ask muma. 

Den muma said " Come here chillunl and she began tellin' me to please my husband, 

A 
an' 'twas my duty as a wife, dat he had marred a pu'fect lady." 

A 

Dese here chillun don't think of deir principle. Run purfectly wild. Old 

women too. Dey ain't all 'em true to one, but have two. 

Jes what is gittin' inr"tlft die generation; is hit de won. COMiri l to an end? 

Ha: had ha: I goin ' tel' yo' som'thin' else. 

I had a young man to come to see me one evenin' an' he sed die to me, 

".iss Moore" "Let me jin my fence to your plantation." 

I give him his hat. I say, "no" yo' go yo' way an' I go mine. I wuz through 

wid him, an' mind yo' I from dat da"til die aint knowed what he wuz talkin' 

'bout an' wus ashamed to ask muma)but I thought he insulted me." 

I didn't never go to school. Had to work an' am working now an' when hit 

breaks good weather, I go fishing. And who works dat big garden out dar? No body 

but me." 

You know I'm mother of eleven chillurlian"tis seven living an' four of 

dem ded. 
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Interview of Mrs. Georgina Giwbs, Ex-slave„ 

By -- Thelma Dunston 
Portsmouth, inia 
SffIái1 , 1937 

Mrs. Georgina Giwbs, an ex-slave, rstjC7 Lindsey Avenue, Portsmouth, 

Virginia. The old lady marveled at the great change that has been made in the 

clothings, habits and living conditions of the Negro since she was a child. She 

described the clothing of the slaves in. a calm manner, "All of de cloth during 

slavery time was made on de loom. My mastah had three slaves who forked in de 

loom house. After de cloth was made, mastah sent hit over town to a white woman 

who made hit in clothes. We had to knit all our stockings and gloves. We'd plait 

blades of wheat to make us bonnets. We had to wear wooden bottom shoes. Dere won't 

no stores, so we growed everything we et, an' we'd make everything we'd wear." 

"We had a washing house. Dere wuz five women who done de washing an' ironing. 

Dey had to make de soap. flat wuz done by letting water drip over oak ashes. Die 

made oak ash lye, and dis wuz used in : making soap. After de,clothes had soaked 

in dis lye-soap and water, dey put de clothes on tables and beat ' em ' till dey 

wuz white." 

"Mastah give us huts to live in. De beds wuz made of long boards dat wuz 

nailed to de wall. De mattress wuz stuffed wif straw and pine take. De only light 

we had wuz from de fire-place. We didn't use no matches, ' stead we'd strick a 

rock on a piece of steel. We'd let the sparks fall on some cotton." 

"My mastah had ' bout five hundred slaves. He'd never sell none of his slaves, 

but he'd always buy more. Dat keeps de slaves from marrying in dere famblies. When 

yer married, yer had to jump over a broom three times. flat wuz de licence. Ef mastah 

seen two slaves together too much he would marry them. Hit didn't make no difference 

ef yer won't but fourteen years old." 

"Work began at sun rise and last 'till sun down. When I wuz eight years old, 

I started working in de field wif two paddles to keep de crows from eatin l de crops. , 
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Ve had a half day off on Sunday, but you won't ' lowed to visit. Sometimes de men 

slaves would put logs in de beds, and dey'd cover ' em up, den dey go out. Mastah 

would see de logs and th4nk dey wuz de slaves." 

"My father told me dere wuz once a mastah who sold a slave woman and her 

son. Many years after die, de woman married. One day when she wuz washing her 

husband's back she seen a scar on his back. De woman ' membered de scar. Et wuz 

de scar her mastah had put on her son. ' Course dey didn't stay married, but de 

woman wouldn't ever let her son leave 

Superstitions told by Mrs. Georgina Giwbs 

1. "Ef a dog turns on his back and howls', ' tis a sign of death." 

2. "Er yer drops a dish rag on de floor and it spreads out, ' tis de sign dat 

a hungry woman is gwine ter come to yer house. Ef de rag don't spread out 

den a hungry man is a coming." 

"Ef a black cat crosses yer path going to de right, ' tis good luck. Ef 

de cat goes to de left ' tis bad luck." 

Ef a girl walks arcung wif one shoe off and one on, she'll stay single as 

many years as de number of steps she taken. 
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Interview of Mrs. Candis Goodwin 
Aged 80 
Cape Charles, Virginia 

Ah ain't knowd, 'xactly, how 01' ah is, but ah bawnlf d oVuh 

yonder at Seaview, on ol Masser Scott's plantation. Tain't fur f'om here. Yes, 

reckon ah 'bout six yeah ol' when de Yankees come, jest a lilt thin', you know. 

My whii;.people dey good tuh me. Cose dey gits mad wid you , but dey don' beat 

non o' us; jets' ack lak it. Why, ah was jes lak dey's chullun; ah played yid ' em, 

at wid 'em an' eb'n slap' yid ' em. Ah kinder chillish, ah reckon. Had muh own way. 

Muh mommer, she wok in de plater kitchen. She am' ha'tuh wuck hawd lak some. Had 

it kinder easy, too. Joe' lak ah tells yuh ah al'ys had my way. Ah gits whut ah 

wants an' sh'n dey don't gi' tuh me, ah jes' teks it. 

No neber had no wick to do in dam days ' ceptin' nursin' de babies. ' Twas 

jes' lak play; twan no wuck. Uster go ober to Nottingham's tuh play, go long wid 

Missue chillun, yuh know. Ah lakes tuh go ober there cause dey has good jam an' 

biscuits. Efen dey don gi e me none, ah jes' teks some. Dey don do nuttin s; jes' 

say, "Tek yuh hen' out dat plate*. But ah got whut ah wants den. W1151 we chillun 

user hab a time 'round ol' Missile' place. All us chillun uster git togeder an' 

go in de woods tuh play. Yes, de white and. black uns, too. De grea' big whi' boys 

uster go 'long wid us, too. Know how we play? We tek de brown pine shadows an' 

mek houses outer ' em an' den mek grass outer de green uns. Den we go ober Missus' 

dairy and steal inything we want an' tek it to our houses in de woods. Dam was 

good ol' times, ah tel yuh, honey. 

Tel yuh, whut ah uster do. Ah uster play pranks on Olt Massea Scott. Ah's 

regular lil' devil, ah was.Come night, ev'y body sit 'round big fire place in 

living room. Soon it git kinder late, Massa git up outer his cheer tuh win' up. 

de clock. Ah gits bin' his cheer ret easy, an quick sneak his cheer f om un'er 

him; an' when he finieh hé set smack on de flow: Den he say "Dogone Yoh lil t 

, . . 
or:Yuh:lt -Ah . See.' de room. •Wtitir 86.epied• though so 
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ah knows Massa won' gon do nOttin"tuh me. 

What ah know 'bout whippine . Well ah am' had -uh whippin' in ly life. But 

ah hear tel o' how dey whips um though. Yuh know dey uster tek dat cowhide an' 

cut ' em till dey backs beeds. Some jes lak see de blood run down. Better not 

cry neider. Mek yuh holler, 'Vh pray: oh pray:.enuldn't say nottin' else. But 

Massa Scott neber had none dat kinder stuff on his place. He say tain't right. 

Didn't ' low no paddyrollers 'round eider. Say dey "trechous". Massa Nottin'ham 

neber had 'em on his place neider. He didn' neber strike one o' his niggers; no-

body else better not neider. 

Honey, ah teh yuh ah growd jes' as good's Any chil' in die country. 01' 

Missus Scott gi good clothes; cose ah didn't git ' em mone twice a yeah, but 

dey's good when ah gits 'em. She gimmie Sis' dresses. Sic' one ob Missus' 

girls. An' de whi' chillun dey learn me how tuh read, too. Cose de whi t „:' fOiki 

din wan' yuh to learn. Ah 'member jes' as clare as yestidy how one dem chillun 

learn me how tuh read " comprees-i-bility". Thought ah was suppin' den! Ah kin 

read Bible li14- now but ah can' write; neber learn tuh wite. 

Did ah eber go tuh church? Cose ah dic Went ret ' long wid Missus' chillun. 

Had tuh set in de back, but dat won' nottin'. My mommer, she went tuh church too. 

bid 
Sometime de ol l folk uster git togeder in de quater-kitchen tuh shout an' pray. 

Data where my mommer git Iligion. She kinder tender loman,couldn' stan' (bat' 
2 

preachinl no longer. 

What ' bout muh pappy? Dat's suppin' ah am' tol l yuh ' bout. Well, yuh know 

,uncle Stephen, he kinder overseer fol some widow ' omans. He Mommer husband.He 

come see muh mommerapy time he gits ready. But ah fin' out he am' muh pappy. 

Ah knowd dat since when ah's a lil t thin'. Ah uster go owur tuh mass. William's 

plantation. Dey tell me all ' bout. De folks ober dere dey uster say tuh me, 

"Who's yuh pappy? Who's yuh peppy? Ah jes' say "Tuokey buzzard lay me an' de sun 

hatch me" an' den .gwan ' bout my business. Oose all de time dey knows an' ah knows 

18 
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too dat Massa Williams was muh pappy. Ah tell yuh suppin' else. Got uh brother 

libin' ret on die here street; one den;toof doctors, yuh know,what pulls yer teef. 

Cose he's white. But tain't knowed ' roun' here. ° Twould ruin him. He's a nice man 

though. Uster go tuh see muh son an' his wife, lots uh times. Yes dey's good frientss 

Yes, dey had overseers. Sometime dey call dem stewards. Had colored uns too. 

Massa Scott had white overseers, good man though; but Massa Nottin'ham, he had big 

black boss on his place, mist' ' member his name. He am' had to git no p'mission 

tuh come tuh our place. He jes' come an' goes when he gits ready. 

Kin ah 'member de war? Yes, indeed! ' Member jes' lak ' twas yestidy. Well 

dey had a stow down de conner f'om Massa's plantation, an' delal lys Ben' me tuh 

stow fo' tuh buy things. Uster go down dere, an' dem:Yankees be sittin' all ' long 

de road wid dey blue coats; ret.pretty sitel Imes. But ah's sceard tuh deaf, when 

ah gits neah 'em. Ah gits what ah wants f'om de stow, an' flys pass ' em. Dem Yankees 

show had dey way. Dey went in all de white folks house; tek dey silver, an' inything 

dey big ' nough carry out. Jes' ruin Nissus furniture; get up on de table an' jes' 

cut capper. Nasty things: Den de Yankees goes ' round at night tek anybody dey wants 

tuh help ' em fight. Twas dey "Civil right". Got my Jake) cose ah neber knowd him 

den. He twelve yeah oiler ah is. 

Lemmie tell yuh ' bout muh Jake, how he did in de war. He big man in dey war. 

He drill soldiers ev'y day. Firs' he be in one dem companies - Company "C" ah 

bliebe. Den he wucked up to be sergent-Major, in de Tenth Regiment. Jacob God+am 

his name was. He say,ali look up tuh him an' Ispect him too. See dat " Sowd" ov'in 

dat coner, t de ve'y sowd he used in de war, an' ah kep' it all dese yeahs. 

No de soldiers neber did no fighting ' round here's ah know of. But plenty ob ' em 

camped here. 

My Jake, he hansom° man, he was. ' Member, how we firs' got togeder. We all 

was tuh church one Sunday, an" Jake he kep' cidin' up to me. An' ah lookin' at him 

outer de Goner muh eye, till finally he come up an' took holt muh han's. °Twas af't 

de war ah had growd up. Ah was in mull early teens den. Dey say ah's de purtiet girl 

on de Shore. An' when Jake an' me got married, evlybody said, 'You show meks a purty 
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couple." 

De ol l Scott chillun what ah growd up wid? No, mone dem lei" now. Dey las' 

girl died heah las' yeah an' hur daughter come way down here flora up in Maryland 

tuh tell "An' Candis" ' bout it. Wouldn' tell me.sceard Itwould ' cite me. But ah heed 

hur tellin' my chil dare all ' bout it. 01' Massa Scott's chiilun, some dem, dey still 

comes tuh see me. Slip me some money nowln den, an' suppin' t'eat, too. Day's all 

moughty nice folks, dem Scotts is. 
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view of Mr. Charles Brandi, Ex-slave 

David Hoggard 
-- February 26, 1937 

450011 

C.Z 

History of Ex-slave and Civil War Veter, 

Charles Grandy was born February 19, 1842, in Mississippi. ?dile 

still an infant, he wets brought to Norfolk. When the family arrived in 

21 

Norfolk his father was arrested on some pretentious charge, and the whole 

family was placed in prison. After their release , they were taken to a 

plantation near Hickory Ground, Virginia, and sold. Slaves, at this time, 

were often taken to rural districts in carts, and sold to owners of plan-

tations, as they were needed. Family life, friendships, and love affairs 

were often broken up; many times never to be united. 

Following the general routine of slaves, the Grandy family was given 

a shanty; food and clothing was also issued to them, and had to last until 

the master decided to give out another supply. Usually, he issued them 

their allowance of food weekly. Often the supply was insufficient for 

their needs. 

Charles played around the plantation "big house", doing small errands 

until he reached the age of five, then his play days ended. While playing 

on the wood pile one morning, his master called him, 8boy do you see this 

grass growing along the side of the fence? Well pull it al up." When his 

first task was finished, he was carried to the field to pull the grass 

from the young cotton and other growing crops. This work was done by hand 

because he was still too young to use the farm implements. Now he want to. 

his task daily; from early in the morning until late in the evening. The 

long toilsome days completely exhausted the youngster. Often he would fall" 

asleep Before reaching home, and spend a good portion of the night onHtlove 

loa:r, ground. Awakening be would find it quite a problem to locate.. 

home in t,he clarkne 8 °f night* 
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From the stage of grass pulling by hand, he grew strong enough, in a 

few years, to use the hoe rake and sickle. While attempting to carry out 

his masters orders to cut corn tassels with a large sharp knife, his elbow 

was seriously cut. He was taken to the house and treated, the application 

being chimmey soot, to stop the bleeding. After this treatment the arm 

was placed in a sling, and eventually became defornpd from insufficient 

care. He was sent back to the fields to pick cotton, with 4:me free hand 

and his teeth, while painfully carrying the other hand in the sling. Fail-

ing to obey this command, he would have been given a whipping, or sent to 

the southlands. Sending slaves to the plantations of Mississippi and other 

southern states was a type of punishment all slaves feared. 

Slaves were not allowed much freedom of worship. The Yankee soldiers 

and officers played a great part in the slave's moral training, and religious 

worship. They secretly instructed small gatherings of slaves, at night. The 

points stressed most were, obedience and the evils of stealing. There were 

some sections where masters were liberal in their views toward their slaves, 

and permitted them to worship openly. 

Slaves were allowed to have small quantities of whiskey, even during the 

days of their whbrship, to use for medicinal purposes. It was a common occur-

rence to see whiskey being sold at the foot of the hill near the churchyard. 

The news of war, and the possibility of Negroes enlisting as soldiers 

was truly a step closer to the answering of their prayers for freedom. Upon 

hearing of this good news Grandy joined a few of the others in this break for 

freedom. One ndght, he and a close friend packed a small quantity of food in 

a cloth and set out about midnight to join the northern army. Traveling at 

night most of the time,. they were constantly confronted with the danger of 

being recaptured. Successfully eluding their followers, they reached.Ports-

mouth after many narrow escapes. From Portsmouth they moved to Norfolk. 



-.3- 23 

Arriving in Norfolk, Grandy and his friend decided to take different roads 

of travel. Several days and. nights found him wandering about the outskirts 

of Norfolk, feeding on wild berries, etc. While picking berries along a 

ditch bank, he was hailed by a Yankee soldier, who having come in contact 

with run away slaves before, greeted him friendly, and questioned him of 

his home and of his knowledge of work. He was taken to camp and assigned 

as cook. At first, he was not very successful in his job, tut gradually 

improvement was shown. He was asked what wages he would accept. It was 

such a pleasure to know that he had escaped the clutches of slaysry, he did 

not ask for wages; but instead, he was willing to work for anything they 

would give him, no matter how small, as long as he didn't have to return to 

slavery. 

Within a short period he was given a uniform and gun; was filly enlist-

ed as a soldier, in the 19th regiment of Wisconsin, Company E. Here he re-

mained in service until November, 1862, after which time he returned to Nor-

folk to spend some time with his mother, who was still living. While 

sitting in the doorway one day, with his Mother, he was again confronted with 

the proposition of reenlisting. He agreed to do so for one year, to serve 

as guard at Fortress Monroe. He remained there until the close of the War, 

offering brave and faithful services. 

Mr. Grandy is now flinty-five years old, residing at 609 Smith Street, 

Norfolk, Virginia. He is still able to attend the various conventions of 

Civil War Veterans. He can read, write, and has a fair knowledge of the 

Bible. His main interest is the etganization of Negroes into strong groups. 

He enjoys talking about religion and is quite an interesting and intelligent 

person to talk with. 
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Interview of Mrs. Della Harris 
2 - E Byrne Street 
Petersburg, Virginia 
By -- -Sus-air Byrd 
February 5, 1937 

, 

I don't know just how old I is. Ma sent/ me to private school wid white 

chillun fo l one week. I was 13 years old at de time uh Lee's surrender. I belong 

to Peter or Billy Buck Turnbull Warrenton, N.C. Put this down. My mother and family 

all belong to Peter Buck as his slaves. We didn't work until after the war; then we 

came to Petersburg. I went to dancing school wid the white folks ETnd can dance any 

kind of dance sets. My father was a musicianer. He belonged to John Carthan, in 

Warrenton, N.C. In dem, days you had to take your Master's and Mistess' name. In slavery 

tine when a slave married he had to ask his Moster and Mistess. 

"We never went to church. We used to hear de bells ringing loud, baby, yes, 

clear and strong. Nofnever seerr:Sunday school, and the first tine I went in a church 

I looked all aroun.dland baby, I thought dat I was in heaven. It wasn't long, Miss 

41c 
Sue, before I got legeon, and, yes, I jined,church, 15 years old I wuz. Never will 

forget the time, or dat place. Den I lived here with an ant, muna's sister, who was 

named Kate Williams. Her husband wuz my uncle, and he worked and died at de White 

House in Washington City. 

11 I don't know de name of de President he -worked for, but you can find dat 

out on den books. You know you young folks .calls Lmi records. 

"Yes child I'm proud of my age never gave no body no trouble. 

I have 8 children dead and now only one son liviag. Peter Turnbull was good 

to all his slaves, as far as I know. Mama was a cook in slays.ry time. She died in 

Petersburg, yes, right here in die hole. 

"No muma never'opned any thing)always rented and aint never owned nothing but 

a pasisel or children. 

"My munia was a geniune Indian. Some people day you can't own Indians. I :don't • 

reop 1P4 *kik, sure 17 w* 
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'When I use to be in dining room service I would hear de white folks talk, 

and, da you know, Miss Sue you can hear a lot that way? 

"Moster said he couldn't sell me ' cause I was so littlegaust kept me fur to 

wait on de little chillun in de house. 

"Miss Sue, you'll have to give me something for telling you all die here, if 

it ail nothing but a horse cake. 

"I've seen lots of die world in travel. Done bin to Baltimore City; done bin 

to Philitdelphia. 

"I aint gwine give you no more, gal. 

"Yes, to Lynchburg, den I worked at Mont Royal School, Baby , where Mrs 

McDaniel was manager. 

"The man gwine say, "dat woman bin some where." If I stayed long enough I 

mightta got some learning but I stayed only one year. Got tired of that place. From 

one season to another is a yearlaint it? AA I Lord! 

"Young folks now adays are just fura good time, and -a good time too they have. 

Yes, Siree Bob! 

"Gwine stop now,Miss Sue, aint gwine give you no mo'. Man gwine say, Miss Sue, 

where in the devil did you get this stuff?. Gal, you are a mess. You gonaa write most 

all dat book about Della. Go on now, date nough. 

• "In.dem days chillun were chillun, now every body is grown.. Chillun then were 

seen and not heard. When old persons came around muma sent us out and you better not 

Leit 
be seen. Now every bodwrown. Make the man laugh. 

"I've always enjoyed good health.A4ver had a Doctor in my life,not even when 

my chillun wuz born. Die rubbing when people got pain just rubs it in. Eating so 

much and late hours is cause you young folks dying. All muma's chillun wuz healthy. 

ood in dem days, yesImuma fed us good vituals from white folks. I tell you, 

we had good owners. I didn't see sun set when I •wuz a chillklways went to bed early, 
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thild, I wish I could call back den days, itama said people lived so much longer 

because they took care of themselves. 

"All dies here education an' people just now got it.'1 

Do you think, Mrs.HArrisleducation has helped our race? 

"Well, child, I don' no' ' folks are so indifferent now I am afraid to say. 

Pshaw.. Colored folks now, SOMB are messyl,don't know how to be polite. 

"Talking about lightning.days,fts lightning at every bodys_house. Lord have 

mercy on dese here young folks and deliber me from the plantation,I pray. 

"Courting den days wuz like everything I retkon you all do now adays. 

you promise to lbey the man)but before you finish ileg its cussing,Honey. 

In olden days husbands loved. Sho God did tend  tiuyl.g_e_2111_toAk_salm, _ 

them and they had to stay home cause it wuz always a new baby. I tell you/Miss 

Sue, man ought not never had you to find history cause you gwine tell it all. 

As I said, we loved • Is de young folks marrying fur love? Dey don't stay to-

gether long enough to warm hands. We went to church together and praised God; 

led prayer meetings and/yes sireel would feel good. 

Now you all done start opening theatres on Sunday. Miss Sue, all dat stuff 

you putting down will sure make the man laugh. 
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Interview of Mrs. Marriah Hines 
Oakwood 11 2E12.21.11_yilaillia_ 

By -- David Hoggard 
:arch 26, 1937 

Aft Avenue R.F.D. 1. 

Yrs. Marriah Hines - Born July 4, 1835, South Hampton County Virginia. a 

slave on James. Pressmans plantation. Now residing on E. Avenue, Oakwood Norfolk, 
ao• • am • •• • 

Virginia R.F. D. 1. 
Chl-'73400frir4' 44- 4̀ 4.A4.• 

Even though the general course of slavery was cruel, 4Aarriah Hines was 

fortunate enough, not to have to endure its severities. James Pressman was one 

of the few slave masters that looked upon the slave with a certain degree of com-

passion, to whom Marriah was fortunate, to be owned by. Although slavery in its 

self was cruel; but the fact that Yr. Pressman was generous and kind to the slaves 

that he owned, because of necessity in the process of his farming, should not be 

overlooked. It is quite true that slave masters near him did not grant their slaves 

such priviliges as he did. I do not wish to impress the idea that 1:r. Pressman did 

not approve of slavery, but only his general attitude toward his slaves was different 

from the majority of the slaves holders. From the following story of larriah's life 

in slavery, it may be clearly seen that her master was an exception. 

Upoir-ititerviewing her, he •life-stnry as -fnIltwe---

"I lived with good people, my white folks treated us good. There was plenty of 

'em that didn't fare as we did. Some of the poor folks almost starved to death. 

My the way their masters treated them was scandalous, treated them like cats and 

-dogs. Te always had plenty of food, never knowed what it was to want food bad enough 

to have to steal it like a whole lot of ' en. Master would always give us plenty 

when he give us our rations. 0 coarse we slaves were given food and clothing and 

just enough to keep us goin good. Why master would buy cloth by the loads and heaps, 

shoes by the big box full; den he'd call us to the house and give each on'us our 

share. Plenty to keep us comfortable, course it utirtlie silk nor satin, no ways the 

best there was, but 'twas plenty good ' nough for us, and we was plenty glad to git 
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it. when we would look and see how the slaves on the ' jining farm was fareing, 'twould 

almost make us liled tears. It made us feel like we was gitting 'long most fine. Dot's 

why we loved 'spected master; ' course he was so good to us. 

/Cause master was good and kind to us, some of the other white folks used to 

call him "nigger lover," He didn't pay dat no mind though. He was a true Christian 

man, and I mean he sho' lived up to it. He never did force any of us to go to church, 

if we didn't want to, dat was left to us to 'cide. If you wanted to you could, if you 

didn't you didn't have to, but he'd always tell us, you ought to go. 

Not only was master good but his whole family was too. When the weather was 

good we worked in the fields and on other little odd jobs that was needed done. We 

slaves would eat our breakfast, and go to the fields, dare wont no hurry-scurry. Lots 

o'times when we got in the fields the other slaves had been in the field a long time. 

Dar was times though we had to git to it early, too, ' pecially if it had been rainy 

weather and the work had been held up for a day oi so. Easter didn't make us work a 

'tall in bad weather neither when it got real cold. The men might have to git in fire 

fYY4 
wood or supin' of that sort but no all day work in the cold - just little odd jobs. 

We didn't even have to work on Sundays not even in- the "house'. The master and the 

preacher both said dat was the Lord's day and you won't spose to work on that day. • 

C me 
So we didn't. We'd cook the white folks vitals on Saturday and lots o'times dey eat 

tit 
Mit 

cold ,vitals on Sundays. Master would sometimes ask the preacher home to dinner. You 
iN 4 046. 

plenty welcome to go home with me for dinner, but you'll have to eat cold vittals o. 

'cause there aintrno cooking on Sundays at my house. Lots of times we slaves would 

take turns on helping em serve Sunday meals just 'cvse we liApd them so much. We 

hated to see lassie fumbling 'round in the kitchen all out 'eher place. WeJdidn't 

have to de lye just did it On our own free will. Master Sometimes gives us a little : 

money for it too, which made it all the better. Master and nests was so good to us 

WS didn't Mind Working alittle on Sundays, in the boUse.'MaSter -had prayer with the 

whole fetidly every night, prayed for Umvtlavoi too. Any ,ofthe slaltosthat4anted -*tiv 

:gne hit'could. Cr if "fAitiiiite006 pray by 441416-,felveheyo014 04080000 wont; 
..;eiA•S.`" 
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to church and stayed the biggest portion of the day. No body had torush home. On 

our plantation we had general prayer meeting every Wednesday night at church. ' apse 

some of the masters didn't like the way'we slaves carried on we would turn pots down, 

and tubs to keep the sound from going out. Den we would have a good time, shouting 

singing and praying just like we pleased. The paddarollers didn't pay us much 'tention 

coused they knew how master let us do. Dey would my nasty things 'bout master ' cause 

he let us do like we did. 

7e had plenty time to ourselves. Most of the time we spent singing and praying 

'cause master was sich a good Christian and most of us had ' fessed religion. Evenings 

we would spin on the old spinning wheel, quilt make clothes, talk, tell 'jokes, and a 

few had learned to weave a little bit from Minus, We would have candy pulls, from 

cooked molasses, and sing in the moonlight by the tune of an old banjo picker. ChAllen 

was mostly seen, not heard, different from youngens of today talking backward and 

foward cross their mammies and pappies. C)411en dat did dat den would git de breath 

slapped out on ' em. Your mamies didn't have to do it either; any old person would.? 
A 

and send you home to git another lickin'. We slaves had two hours off for dihner, 

when we could go home and eat before we finished work 'bout sun down. We aint had 

no colored overseers to whip us nor no white ones. We just went ' long so and did 'hat 

we had to, wid out no body watching over us. Every body was just plum crazy 'bout 

master. Doing the day you could see him strutting down the field like a big turkey 

gobbler to see how the work was going on. Always had a smile and a joke wid you. He 

allu's tell us we was doing fine, even sometimes when we want. We'd always catch 

up our work, so he wouldn't have to fuss. We loved Misses and the dpillen so much 

we wouldn't even let ' em eat hardly. U18000 didn't have to do nothing, hardly. 

Dare was always some of us round the house. 

'Bout a year fore we heard 'bout freedom, master took sick and the slaves 

Wouldn't'er looked sadder if one of their own youngene had been sick. Dey ' spected 

him to die, and he kept calling for some cabbage. Misses finally let me cook him some 

cabbage, and let him have some "pot licker" (the water the cabbage vas cooked in). 
„„ 
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He didn't die den but a few years later he did die. Dat was the first and the last 

time any cooking ever was done in that house on Sunday. 

When master told us we was free it didn't take much 'feet on us. He told us we 

could go where we pleased and come when we pleased that we didn't have to work for him 

any more ' less we wanted to. Most of us slaves stayed right there and raised our own 

crops. Master helped us much as he could. Some of us he gave a cow or a mule or any-

thing he could spare to help us. Some of us worked on the same plantation and bought 

our own little farms and little log cabins, and lived right there till master dies arid 

the family moved away. Some of us lived there right on. Master married me tocne of the 

best colored men in the world) Benjamin F. Hines. I had five chullun by him, four 

girls and one boy, two of the girls and the boy are dead. Dey died 'bout 1932 or 33 

I stay with one rwhile, den I go and stay awhile wid the other one. 

We didn't have no public schools in dem days'n time. What little learning you 

got it from the white cl'illen." 

fr 
.0116.10km02 

Marriah is about four feet and a half tall neer-aaise-6eet weigh about one 

201L. Au", 
hundred pounds Ifth a pretty head of white hair covering her round brown face. Her 

4 

memory of her mother and father is very vitgueldue to thiot/geath when she was young. 

She is able to dress herself practically witli"out help, and to get about from plate 

440%4 ibIlles4or 41,40 
to place alone, enjoying talking about religion antho wor trtoday. 

" 
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THE STORY OP "UNCLE " 'OBE HOP 
(pronound Mobile 

IPA St AS 

Zvt 4'11#141.‘e" /A t V'VIIEWC :,;: 

Interview Saturday, November 28th at his home on the 
,Poquoson  

Q.o (Reoorded from morory ithin 1 hour after"being talked to by him. 

Uncle Uoble hobbles uf fro his little .hade be-

si,o the outhouse int,) the kitchen, leaning heavily on 

the arm of his niece. He looks oup on nearing my v1ce, and ex-

tends a gnarled ana tobacco-stained hand. He sinks fumblingly 

into a chair. I is then th6t 1 ee tnat Uncle koble,is blind. 

"No, don't mind effen yuh ast me que:Aions. Try tuh answer 

'em, I will, best ways I kin. Don't mina et all, ciTen yuh. tell 

me whut yuh want to know. Bornld in fifty-twop I wasp yessuhp• 

right her, over theer wheer dat graae big elum tree usta be. 

MamLy was uh Inj4n ant muh pappy was uh white mn, least-w 

he warn't no slave even effen he was aorta dark-skinn a. 

"Ole pappy tole me ' hoxt fluw cum tne whites ant the blacks 

an' th, Inuns get 

yen-4 
be nes tefl w 

ed up. 

year 

back 'long in dere i 

was a tribe ula 
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'long dis ribber. Dey was kin to de Kink-Imotans, but der 

wasn't de same. Dv had ober ,on the :ames  de Kink-ko-tans 

ant dey had dis tribe ober_Acgre. 
,•••••••• 

"Well, de -,qate mah come, Not fum obyr dere. De white 

Man CULL CrOSS 
Jen ye... 

de Potoulac, anI A0* cross de York ribber an' uen 

he cum on cross de Poquoson ribber into dis place. ypappy . ... 

• tell me jest how cum dey cross all uh gkose ribbers. He ain't 
• 

see it, yuh unnerstand, but he her tell how et happen. 

uDis whut de white man do.. He pick hisself a tall ellum 

long slue de ribber ant he cla4b to ue top an' Le mark out on 

• de trunk wid he ax uh section ' long ' bout, oh, ' long lb;:alt 

• thirty-fatty feet. Lien he cut do top off an , Uen hu cut de 

.bottom off so de thick trunk i';,d1 right on d eUge uh de ribber. 

Ani -den he hollar dut Uat ellum log tell he lake hisself uh bout 

ant he skin off de bark so et don't ketch in de wek:'us. Den he 

1 make hisse/f uh pattle an dey all makes patties ant dey floats 

dat boat an' patties cross to de uuuer side. 

oWellpdey cross de Potomac an' dey has tun f tOL4Ar W W1/ an . 



or run ' eat way. When dey cross de Poquoson uey fine de 

Injuns ain't aimint tuh fight but dey kilt men ant tek 

e Injun women fot uey wives. Coursen dey warntt no rnarry.. 

int dem at dat time, 

n seri' 

11Well datts hov, cum my people started. Ah hear tell 

on how dey haft - fight de Injuns now an den, ant den de 

Britishers come ant dey fit de British. 

"Ant all uh dat time dere warntt no black blood mixed 

in tem,least wise, not as I fleer'd tell uh any. Plenty blacks 

'round; an seen tem. JO, pappy Nevuh would have none. ky 

-mole had ' em, ober on da a ure 1- d dare was his land. 

(h,y I usta get right out dtre many uh uay and watch ' en 

fn cte, ̀ba ee pivicLiss 

-et work Big fellers dey was, wid cole-black skins 

wiu sweat jest lak dey rub hog-fat ober dare faces, AL ain't 

nevub bothered tem but my bruther-he sence ree 

hidint one day fot goint in de field wid de blacks. 

'On aft listen "fa da el/ erm tiAlk 

bUt d a It Pa 

.51-4 
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ant laugh ant dey get down ant waitIbut uey dont leave dat 

*field all de maminings An' den de wor4 cum dat eivmkees 

was a cominot ant all ,,en; bl,cks start tuh hoopint ant holltrint 

ant den dey go on aown to deer z.,acks ant 

at all dat dayA 

u,;.) no work 

74hv" 
"Ant when Asa YI;nks Aeon,- day ain't non , Uk de slave-holders 

34 

no whers round. Dey all cleared out ah! de ILL,cksii singin' ant 

prayint ant shoutint rut joy cause Mare Lincoln done_set em 

free. 

”Well, dey tult de blacks an' uey march or down ae turnpike 

to Lampton ant dey ty put em tuh work at de fort di ain't nevuh 

go ober dere but an heer tell ii0A de b ack,:7 come dere fum all 

'round tell dey git s aany dey ain't got work fot .'em tuh dojso 

dey put ' en tuh pilint up logs ant tekin6 ' en down agin )ant dO 

Yanke s come ami go ant new ones cum, but uey ain't heiliAmt 

nothint much tceptint poach uh haft or turkey fl )W n 
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• battle up Bethel why ant de y say de kilt up dere)uh bunch uh 

men, de 'federates an' de Yankees bvth. But an ain't seed it, 

though OnCle Shep Brown dune tole me all lbo..It et. 

"Oncle Shep Brown liveu down sways yn de ritber, lkong ' fore 

de Yankees come he jined up wid de Ifedeates. he fit in aat 

. battle at Big Bethel but hc ain't get uh scratch. he tell me 

all 'bout de war when he come back home. lic-tell-m1/4-e-1-1-0-bettt 

it-e---waii-whem-be-eum-leaek-heme, He tell we all ' bout tie fall 

uh Richmond, he did. 

*n 

nits one day %lupinA de lower woods in de shade ho tell se' 

'bout Richmond, uncle Shop dia. Why, I remember et jes.',1ak it 

was yestiddy. Was whittlint uh stick, he was, se,tinl on uh stump 

wid hii game lei; hnehelikup o.Juhth bent saplinJ he was whitt-

lint away fo' uh 'long time Ithout'sayint muchlanl all at once he 

jump up in de air an' de saplint sprang up an 4e..start .in tuh cUs-

81.21. 

amdammiti gawdammit, gawdammit I ae kept N440 tub his-

int:tOutlidHogt-Aat.lphivgame.widde_romatiOsula.' , 

ciy • • • • • •Is • - 
** t  ••• , 

use 'tan 

• k 

• r • 4:.1:.t • • • •• •• 

„it •• • -. ct,: 
Ailettadittliarltitig;." 



sech u4 shoutial an uh yellint aa •imewula in muh 

''''''''''''''''''''''' 17,7747•4!:': 

so 

ed he ulways got uh lot tun say. 

u'Olawdammit ' no saypl-twas de laiggahs tal(FichcondOn 

'Tow dey dxit uncle Shep?ff ah ast, though at knowed. he was 

gonna tell me anyway. 

"'De niggahs done tuk Richmond o lu'ne k‘ep on sayint ant 

finalL- he tell me how cum dey tek hichm,nd. 

"tAh seed et mutsetrpt" ht. say, filmy compiny ws statiuned 

on de turnpike clu, tub Richmond. We was in uh ole warehouse 

he tol; me, Ittwid de winuers ant de doors all barred up ant 

-Per6g"Le4 deer. 
packed wid to- bat-0 bales awaitint rot öe Tanks tub coLe. Ant 

t 

we was a-listenint ant peepint out ant we been waitint dere most 

de evininl 
all day. Ant den we neer4whistlint ant uh roarin , like uh big 

blow an' it kppl gittinl closer. But we couldn't see nothih, tth 

cominl de night was so dark. butidlat roarinl keOla-gittinl loud-

er an' louder any 'long *'bout' day break there ow. (um down de pike 

born tiaW0J1i4444. 
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debbils de Yankees was a lettint loose. But ah A stayed, 

right tiere wia den dat had de couragestuh face et cause ah 

know big noise mean uh little storm.' 

"IDir was ' bout forty oi us left in aat ole wargnouse 

vhidint back of dem bales uh cotton an terbaccyjant Teepin out 

thaw de cracks./ 

91 Ant den dey come. Down de street dey come--a shoutinf 

an' aprancinl an' a yeliin/ anvasingint an/ makin$ such uh 

'flab ok 
noise like as ef all hell donc beeL turnIt loose. UhRiggubs. 

ah ain't nevub knowS4 niggulty--even all'uh.dem niggubs--could 

mek sech uh ruckus. One huge sea uh black faces Lilt de streets 

funk wall tuh wall )ani dey want nothint but niggultils in sigi-it. 1 

9/ Well, suh, dey irnIt no usen us firint on de m cause dey 

ain't no way we gonna kill all uh dens nigolip. An pretty soon 

dey bust in de do/ uh dat warehouse,ani we sto0Adere whilst dey. 

pranced irounst us b hoopin/ an' hollIrint ant not teobint. us at 

solje's 
all tell de Yankees aald4ass own up,ani telt away kJur guns,ant nek 

us prisoners in' party son day march us intnim town ant look us 
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"'Thousino of lem--uei, nigoahs.' he say, 'Yassir--wa4 de 

higgus dat tdk hichLona. Time e Yankees get der de nig6ubs 

(7 0-i deoily faticl. 
done had tt1 

VC-
tioklie is a Ne rD 

UnclJ Lob lo is a noble figure. k.e turn his iled toward 

me it my qu,-.stion84 1just as strdizit cs i he actwaly was SOO-. 

j5 too IT q a-t 

"Yuh wanta know why6I'm put with the c,;loreu peoplel *hes 

#4/".-14-19 as 44'1 4 2r 414" Sure- ah 104 oethje. skin, lees! rs ;SQ., V as /' he a W2 

Inersgaa•=4r0=tegkii=tf0 e11 , ah ain't rehite ah ain't bl,ck, least-

wise not so fur as ah kn th, war done t leo de 

war dere warn't nu questi-n come up ' but et. beeh no 

schouis Iroun„A here tuh buthuh ' but.. iIcs work in de fields, 

oWn 
an' de whites Pun de ficlus. bis.1„ nu here, beer cwned by de 

Hopson's schce ue fust hui;son cur„ here, gutis, be 1:ol de 

British wa de injun war, ah reckln. Ustuh go tub de 

church schoo wid ole Shep Brown'5 chillun, sat on,de same bench, ' 

1111 
w -± did. 

"But de war changal JU dat Arte.r de soljersCuae b ome' 

as dift'sint, first day say dat *.. iut at&t wk4te,s ble 
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den 
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Ant dey tell de Injuns yuh kain't marry no iwr ce whites.Anl 

den uey tell usen dat vet: kainit cum no more tLh cnurch school. 

Anl dey won/t let us no bisness wiu de whitesso we is thlown 

in wia ae blacks. 

di] Kills 

"Some move- awLyIbut aey warnit no use uh o,ovin' cause ah A 

hear..telL et be .i() same evly rneer. C)o perty soon et come time 

tuh Marry) nl dey ain't no white wowan fol me tuh marry. So ah 

marries uh black woman. -nl dat m,,ke me blz,.ck, ah lspose ' cause 

ah ten livint black evly sence. 

"But mah bruther couldn't fine no black wom6n dat suited 

him, ah reckon, cause ki.! married his Lust cousin, who was. a 

Hopson huhs , f. 

alb 
"Den dere only edit mrriea i elf 4;thur hopson, and 

Hopsons been nuarryin ,. Hopson ev'y sencel ah reckln" 
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"That well out dere? Maw, dat ain't old. Dat'ain't been dere mo lun fifteen . 

twenty year. De old well, she was oltphough she nevuh war much good. Paw ain't 

dug et in de right place. Old Shop /Iron tolt him, but my old man ain't nevuh pay 

no mine to old Shop. 

But old Shop shol did know ho, ,uh dig uh well. Ah kin see now him ah cominl 

up de lane .;Jhon paw was adigp;inl. goal° ': e) say . my naw anI metd de same name-

Vobile, ye ain't di dat well de right place. 

avkswev,s 
"Digginl et wheer ah wants et," aamolimeee pow, a away en de hole 

ohoulder deep. 

'ell, ye ain't 7onna ,;it much water. 041;hta got yolself uh ellum stick." 

"Don' need no ellum stick. Digging dis well in my own pod an ahlm gonna dig 

et jos' wheer ah wants et. Go haid an' dig yo' own well." 

4.ell„ old Shop musta got sorta mad, cause ho goes home an' de flex' day he 

digs hisself uh well. 

Ah seen him. Ah watched him when he fi,rred whee r tUh dig dat well. Sheik. 

was 
nuf old Shop got hisself uh prime ellum stick ft. p,00d sized 44okedp..branehr 

First he skint all de bark off. 

II 

kow tea. 

e. 4\c‘',,oke bavV.0K, 
"Kaiult fine no water lessen —bm-elt=sieimir-effr" he tell me. "Long ' bout 

feet an eat* limb, et was. Well, old Shop tek dat ellum stick wid one fork in 
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60,0 
each hand 4.44- (1, big end strailbt up in de air an' he holtit tight an' started 

tuhw walk around, id me follow/A' right on his heels* An shot fluff, party soon 

ah seed dat branch commence tub shake an den et started tub bend an' old Shop 

le et lead him across de field wid et bendinl lower all de time tell perty oon 

de big end uh dat elLum stick point straight down. 

Old Shop marked de spot an1 rot his pick an' commence tull'dig out dat spot. 

fol old Shop had got down no five uh six feet ah be deng of he don' hIt uh 

stream Uh water dat flit up de well in ub hurry so dat he git his baize all met 

cA a vv00 oo-k' 
fa' he eefaloa—e&4—eut., 

An' yuh moughten believe et but ah know ell dat tub be uh fac; cause ah tuk 

dat ellum stiok in mull own haOs an' ah felt dat stick apullin" me back tub 

water. No matter which way ah turn, dat stick kep12 atwistinl me roun' toward dat 

water. An' eh tried tub pull et back an' old Shop Wit hat uh et yid me an' tried 

tub hole et up straight but de big end uh dat ellum branch pult down and pointed 

tub dat well spite Uh both uh us." 

"Still dote? Nawsull, ah reckon date old well been crumbled in an' filledp 

long time now. Old Shop died back en 93: ah reckon. His old- ok blowed down, an' 

ah reckon dat °le well all covered up. But dat was some well while she lasted. 

Gave mot water dan all de udder wells in Poquesen, ah reckon. 
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Interview of Ex-slave and 
Civil War Veteran 

1.919,.1tilks-JEL40,411au-
By -- Thelma Dunston 
January 8, 1937 

Civil War Veteran of Portsmouth, Virginia 
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On the out si(irts of Portsmouth Virginia where one seldom hears of or goes 

r'N 
for sight seeing lives Mr. Albert Jones. In a four room cottage at 126 Lindsey 

L, 

Avenue, the aged Civil War Veteran lives alone with the care of Mr. Jones' niece, 

who resides next door to him. He has managed to survive his ninety-fifth year. 

It is almost a miracle to see a man at his age as suple as he. 

On entering a scanty room in the small house, Mr. Jones was nodding in a 

chair near the stove. When asked about his early life, he straightened up eft-iti, 

spire, crossed his legs and said, " I's perty old - ninety six. I was born a slave 

in Souf Hampton county, but my mastah wuz mighty good to me. He won't ruff; dat is 

'f yer done right." 

The aged man cleared his throat and chuckled. Then he said, " But you better 

never let mastah catch yer wif a book or paper, 'and yer couldn't praise God so he 

could hear yer. If .yer done dem things, he sho' would beat yer. ' Course he wuz good 

to me, ' cause I never done none of ' em. My work won't hard neiver. I had to wait on 

my mastah, open de gates fer him, drive de wagon and tend de horses. I was sort of 

a house boy." 

"Fer twenty years I stayed wif mastah, and I didn't try to run away. When I 

wuz twenty one, me and one of my brothers run away to fight wif the Yankees. Us left 

Souf Hampton county and went to Petersburg. Dere we got some food. Den us went to 

Fort Hatton where we met some more slaves who had done run away. When we got in Fort 

Hatton, us had to cross a bridge to git to de Yankees. De rebels hid torn de bridge 

down. We all got together and builded back de bridge, • and we went on to de Yankees. 

ey givias food and clothes. 
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The old man then got up and emptied his mouth of the tobacco juice, scratched 

his bald head and continued. Yer know, I was one of de first colored cavalry soljers, 

and I fought in Company " K". I fought for three years and a half. Sometimes I slept 

oat doors, and sometimes I slept in a tent. De Yankees always give us plenty of 

blankets." . 
"During the war some un us had to always stay up nights and watch fer de 

rebels. Plenty of nights I has watched, but de rebels never 'tacked us when I wuz 

"Not only wuz dere men slaves dat run to de Yankees, but some un de women 

slaves followed dere husbands. Dey use to help by washing and cooking." 

"One day when I wuz fighting, de rebels shot at me, and dey sent a bullet 

through my hand. I wuz lucky not to be kilt. Looks See how my hand is?" 

The old man held up his right hand, and it was half closed. Due to the wound 

he received in the war, that was as far as he could open his hand. 

Still looking at his hand :r. Jones said, "But dat didn't stop me, I had it 

bandaged and kept on fighting." 

"The uniform dat I wore wuz blue wif brass buttons; a blue cape, lined wif 

red flannel, black leather boots and a blue cap. I rode on a bay color horse - fact 

every body in Company "K" had bay color horses. I tooked my nap-sack and blankets 

on de horse back. In my llpap-sack I had water, hard tacks and other food." 

"When de war ended, I gues back to my mastah and he treated me like his brother. 

Guess he wut scared of me ' cause I had so much ammunition on me. My brother, who went 

wif me to de Yankees, caught rheumatism doing de war. He died after de war ended." 
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tt\' Maiterial, from Upper Guinea. 

FOLK&ORE 

In the upper part of Guinea, generally; known as the "Hook," you will find 

two very interesting characters, both Negroes. Aunt Susan Kelly, who is a 

hundred years old, and Simon Stokes, who is near a hundred. 

Aunt Susan is loved by all who know her, for she is a very loiable old Negro. 

Aunt Susan's Story 

"My mammy, Anna Burrell, was a slave, her /nesse. muz Col. Hayes, of Woodmen; 

he vuz very good ter his slaves. He nebber sold mammy or ts chilluns; he kept 

we ails tergether, and we libed in a little cabin in de yard. 

"My job muz mindint massats and missust ehilluns all dey long, sad puttint 

den ter bald at night; dey had ter habe a story told ter den befot dey would go 

ter sleep; and de baby lied ter be rocked; and I had ter sing fol'hertBock Ofby 

baby, close den eyes, befot old san man comes, rock a-by baby don' let old san 

man cotch yo t peepint, befok she mould go ter sleep. 

"Mammy used ter bake ash-cakes; dey muz made mid meal, mid a little salt and 

mixed Aid water; den mammy would rake up de ashes in de fire-place ;den she mould 

make up de meal in round cakes, and put dam on de hot bricks ter bake; wen dey 

hod cooked rount de edges, she mould put ashes on de top ob dam, arid men dey wuz 

nice and brawn she took dam out and WOW& dam off mid water. 

lirmmsy said it muz very bad hulk ter meet a woman early in de mornint 

and nebber carry back salt dat yo' habe borrowed, to' it will bring bad luck ter 

yo' and ter de OMR yD brung it ter. If yo' nose toles on de right side a man 

is caminbaif de left side iches a =man is comin if it lobes on de end a man 

and woman is shot ter Colman a short. 

"fora hawk ter fly ober de house is shot sign ob death, to' de hawk mill call 

corpst4 jortan he flies ober. 
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Simon Stokes, 

with 
parents SeteUr his 

of Mathews County, 

Gloucester Point. 

son of Kit and Anna Stokespis quite e type. He and his 

brothers and sisters were slaves; owned by George W. Billups, 

who later moved to Gloucester County and bought a farm bear 

They had eleven children, Simon is the only one living. 

Simon's Story 

'massa George and missus .muz good ter his slaves. Ny mammy muz miasus , 

Gook; and him and de odder boys on de farm worked in de coln and de terbaccer 

pnd cotton fields. 

'oMe shot didn't like dat job, pickint worms off de terbaccer plants; fo , our 

oberseer muz de meanes old hound youlse ober seen, he hod hawk eyes for seem' 

de morns on de terbaccer, so yo' shot. hod ter git dem all, or you'd habe ter bite 

dl de worms dat yol miss into, ot git three lashes on yo' back mid his old 

lash, and dat muz pomfUli bad, musser don bittint de worms, for yo' could bite 

ripht smart quick, and dat muz all dat dar muz ter it; but dem lashes done last 

r pawffulk long time. 

'Me shot did like ter git behind de ox-team in de corn field, fol I could 

sing and holler all de day, "Gee thar Buck, whoa thar Peter, git off dot air 

coln, mhats de matter Mid yot Buck, can't yo hear, gee thar Buck. 

2 In de fall wen de simmons mux ripe, me and de odder boys shot had a big 

time possum huntinl, we ails mould git two or three a night; and we ells mould 

put dem up and fded dem hoe-cake and 4immons ter git dem nice and fat; den my 

mammy mould roast dem wid sweet taters round them. Dey muz shot good, all 

roasted nice and brown mid de sweet taters in de graby. 

"We ells believed dat it muz bad luck ter turn back if yer started anywher, 

if yol did bad luck mould shot foller yer; but ter turn yo' lick, go back and 

make a cross in yo' p,th and spit in it. 
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ez. 
ct? °Come in, son. Have a seat, who are you and how are you? !-4y life? 
ez 

(Th: certainly you don't want to hear that 4ell, son, have you been 

born again' Do you know Christ? gell, that's good. flood for you. Amen. 

glad to hoer it. Almays glad to talk to any true Christian liver, 

God blees you.son. 

I was born January 98 1P49 on the James at a place called Epps 

Island, City Point. I was born a slave. flow old am I -6110 there's the 

date. Count it up for youraelf. y armor's name was Dr. Richard 4Pa. 

I stayed there until I aae around thirteen or fourteen years old when I 

came to itmpt,on. 

don't know much about the meanness of elavery. There was so 

many -degrees in slavery, and I belonged to a very nice men. He never 

sold but one man, fur's I can remember, and that was cousin den. Gold 

him :'.;outh. Yes, Py master was a nice old mien, Tle ain't living now. Dr. 

Autobiosraphy of HicLard Slaughter 

(liven by himself as an oral account during an interview bet's an himitlf 
and writer, December 27, 1936.) Claude N. Anderson -- Hampton, Virginia 

72:pps died and hie son wrote me my ane. I at it upstaire in a letter now. 

It happened this a.way. "ampton wee already burnt when I came 1;)ere. 

I male to Eampton in June 1P62. The Yankees burned Hampton and the fleA 

went up the James River. My father and mother and cousins went aboard 

the ',4nriter01 mith me. You see, my father and three or four men left 

in the darknese first and got aboard. The gula nboets would fire on the 

towns and plantations and run the white folks off. After that they would 

carry all the colored folks beck down here to Gid Point and put 

behind the Union lime, I know the names of elI the gunboats that came 

up the K IM', 140eir. There wee the Cialena we oiled her the old cheese 

box the Delware, the Yankee. the Meeker, and the Meritanota which was 

the ship 1 vas board of, That elm year the Merrtóind Monitor fought off 
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Newoort Nene Point. No, I didn't see it. I didn't come down all the way on the 

runboat. I had the measles on the Meritanza and wee put off at rerrison te Land. 

inl. Mon veellan retreated from Richmond through the peninsula to qashington, 

I came to Nimpton eovernment water boy, 

hi is I was aboard the gunboat, she captured a rebel gunboat at a 

place called Drury 's Bluff. When I first came to Hampton, there we re. 

barracks where the Institute is: when I returned aeneral Armstrong had done 

• rite smart. 

PI left Hampton still working as a water boy and wont to u1rs Creek, Lien. 

Plains, ia., a place near Harper's Ferry. I left the creek aboard a steamer, the 

leneral Hooker, and went to Alexandrit„, Is. Abraham Lineoln came aboard the 

steamer and we earriel him to Mt. Vernon, Ceorge gaehington's old home. i4hat did 

he look like? ,hy„ he loeked More like an old preacher than anything 1 know. 

re: Hob: reh: Have you over seen any pictures of him? tell„ if you smenra picture 

of yiii; seen hi. 9e's just like the pioture. 

"You say you think I speak verr good friglish. Heh Heh Hehl 4e11, son 

I ou7ht to. I been everywhere. NO I never went to what you would call school 

except to school as a soldier. I went to Baltimore in 1r64 and enlisted. 1 Wall 

about 17 years old then. My °Moors' names were Capt. ;Joe Reed, Lieutenant 

Stimeon, and Colonel Joseph E. Perkins. I was assigned to the Nineteenth itegi— 

tent of Maryland Company B. ht 1. 1 was in training, they fought at Petersburg. 

I went to the regiment in '64 and stayed in until 167. I as a cook. They 

taken Richmond the fifth day of April l'!6. cn that day I walked up the road 

in Rtchmondi 

"Then we left Richmond, my brigade Ins ordered to Brownsville, TOMO* 

WO went there by way of Old Point Comfort, where we went aboard * transport. 

Then we got to Brownsville, I was. detailed to a hospital staff. 4e arrived 

in Brownsville in January 1P674, The only thing that happened in Brownsville 
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Ails I wee there was the hanging of three Vesicans for the murder of an 

aide. In September ve left Srownsville and came back to 3altimore. !Wore 

we left I was sent up the Rio Orende to Ringo Serra** as boss cook. 

"I then returned to Hampton and lived as an oysterman and fisherman 

for over forty years. 

"I have never been woundod. !,f1, clothes have been out off me by 

ulliate but the Lord kept them off my back, I .,1401O0o 

tell you what ! did once. My cousin and I went down to the shore 

once. he river shore, you know, up where I was born. Mlle we were walking 

along oatohine tadpoles, mimoee, and anythAng we could catch, f happened to 

ale a blg m000ssin snake hanging in a sumac bush lust a swingine his head back 

And forth. I swong at ' im with a stick and he swelled his head all up big and 

rared back. Then I hit lim and knocked him on the ground flat. flit, belly VIPS 

very big so we kept hittin l ' im on it until he opened his mouth and a oat— 

r:sh &5 long as my arm (forearm), jumped out lest a flopping. sell the ont— 

o 
rIeh heel a big belly to, so we beat 'em on hie belly until he opened his 

A 

mouth and out came one of these women's snapper pocketbooks. You know the 

!ind that closes by a neap at the top. Well the pocket book was swelling all 

out, so we opened it, and ueac what vas in it? Two big worer pennies. 

eave my cousin one and I took one. 7low you mayn't believe that, but it's true. 

1 boon trylng to rake people believe that for near fifty years. Tot/ can put 

it In the book or not, lest as you please, but it's true. That fish swab:meld 

some woteanls pocketbook and that snake just swallowed him. I have told men 

that for years and they wouldn't believe me. 

"Mils I eac away my father died in Hampton. !le waited on an officer. 

mother lived in Hampton and saw me married in 1n74. I bought a lot on Union 

street for a hundred dollars cash. livered a nephew, gave him the lot and the 

house I built on it'an he threw it away. Then I moved around here, I paid 
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cash for this home. 

'Did slaves ever run seayS Lord yes. Ail the time. ', here I was born, 

there is a lots of water..lhy there used to be as high as ten and twelve 

utoh three masters in the habor at t time. I used to match little snakes and 

other thJnee like tenapin and sell 'em to the sailor for to eat roaches on 

the ships. In those days a good oaptain would bide a slave way up in the 

top sail and carry him out of Ii inia to New York and nostoni 

"1 never went in the 37anleh Ammqoan '!ecr. Too old, but I had some 

cousins that enlisted. That was during !Jennie?* time Se went down the 'eae 

an- eete of them other ships they gave rto itioo ail Columbia. They blew 

up the Tine with n mine. 7.khe Was blowed up inward. The Maine left 7arapton - 

Toads goinr, towards 3avannah, Then they looked at what 318 left of her all 

the steel was bent inward which ehoos that 00 VIII blowed up from the out• 

side in. Understand. tiring the forld 41tr I want to AasEinzton and haven't 

beon anyplace sines, Pm a little hard of hearing and have high blood 

pressure. So I have to sit most the time. lot an invitation in there now 

wantini me to come to a grand reunion of Yankees, and the Rebels this veer 

but I can't go. letting too old. 5ell goodbye, son. 41ad to have you come 

szain sometime. 
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, Autobiography of Elisabeth Sparks ,,,:.• -, .., . ‘ 

(Interviewed at Matthews Court House, Virginia January 13, 19317, E1 ClaudeA. 

Anderson.) 

Came in boys. Sure am glad ter see ya. You're lookin' so well. That's whut 

I say. Fight boys: Hold me: You're doin' alright. Le, I 'm so mean nothins can hurt 

me. hat's that: You want me to tell yer 'bout slavery days. Well I kin tell yer, 

but I ain't. S'all pact now; so I say let 'or rest 's too awful to tell anyway. yer're 

too young to know all that talk anyway. I'll tell yer some to put in yer book, 

hut I ain'ta goin' tell yer the worse. 

My mistress's name was Miss Agnrie Brown. No, I guess I'd better not tell yer. 

Done forgot about dat. Oh well, I'll tell yer. Some, I guess. She died 'bout four 

years ago. Bless her. She 'us a good woman. Course I mean she'd slap an' beat yer 

once in a while but she warn't no woman fur fighting fussin' an' beatin' yer all day 

lak some I know. She Was too young when da war ended fur that. Course no while folks 

perfect. Her parents a little rough, Whut dat? Kin I tell yer about her parents? Lord 

vel I wasn't born then but my parents told me. But I ain't a goin' tell yer nuffin. 

'f() I ain't. Tain't no sense fur yer ta know 'bout all those mean white folks. Dey 

all daid now. They meany good I reckon. Leaetways most of 'am got salvation on their 

death bids. 

Well I'll tell yer some, but I ain't& goin' tell yer much more. No sir. Shop 

?iller was my master. His el' father he was a tough one. Lord: I've seen 'im kill 

em. He'd git the meanest overseers to put over 'am. Why I member time after he was 

dead when I'd peep in the closet an' jes' sea his old clothes hangin' there an' jes t 

fly. Yessir, I'd- run from them clothes an' I was Jos' a little girl then. He wuz that 

way with them black folks. Is he in heaven: No, he ain't in heaven: Went past heaven. 

He was clerk ant was he tough: Sometimes he beat 'em until they couldn't work. Give 

'me more work than they could do. They'd *it beatine if they didn't get work done. 

Bought my mother, a little girl, when he was married. She wus a real ithristian as' 

he respected her a little. Didn't beat her so much. Course he beat her once in a 
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while. Shop Miller was terrible. There was no end to the beatin' I saw it wit 

tr. 

my own eyes. 

Beat women: Why sure he beat women. Beat women Jos' lak man. Beat women 

naked an' wash tom down in brine, Some times they beat tom so bad, they jos' 

couldn't stand it an' they run away to this woods. If yer git in tho woods, they 

couldn't git yor. Yer could hide an' people slip yer tiomopint to eat. Then he 

call yor every day. After while he tell one of colored foreman tell yer come on 

back. He ain tta going beat yet anymore. They had colored.:oreman but they always 

have a white overseer. Foreman git yer to come back an' then he beat yer to death 

again. 

They workod six days fun sun to sun. If they forcint wheat or other crops, 

they start to work long 'to day. Usual work day began when the horn blow an' stop 

when the horn blow. They git off jest long 'nut to slat at noon. Didn't have much 

to eat. They git some suet an' slice a broad to' breakfas, ell, they give the 

colored people an allowance every week. Fe' dinner they'd eat ash cake baked on 

blade of a hoe. 

I lived at Seaford then an' was roun' fifteen or sixteen when my mistress 

married. Shop Miller lived at Springdale. I 'member jest as well when they gave me 

to Jennie. We 'pus all in a room helpint her dress. She was soon to be married, an' 

she turns 'roun an' se: to us. qhich of yer niggers think I'm gonna git when I 

git married? We all say,'I doan know,' An' she looks right at me an' point her 

finger at me like this an' sayed 'yer'' I was so glad. I had to make ter believe 

I 'us cryine, but / was glad to go with ter. She didn't beat.. She wus jest a_ 

young thing. Course she take a whack at me sometime, but that weren't nuffin'. 

Her mother was a mean ol' thin'. She'd beat yer with a broom or a leather strap 

or anythin' she'd git her hands on. 

She uster make my aunt Caroline knit all day an' when she git so tired 

afteh dark that she'd git sleepy, she'd make ter 'tan' up an knit. She work her 

so hard that 'he'd go to sloop standin' up ant every time her haid nod an' her 
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knees sag, the lady'd come down across her held with a switch. That wuz Miss 

Jennie's mother. She'd give the cook jos' so much meal to make bread fum an' 

effen she burnt it, she'd be scared to death cause they'd wimp her. I 'member 

plenty of times the cook ask say. 'Marsa please ' scuse die bread, hits a little 

too brown. ' Yeesir: Beat the devil out ser if she burn dat bread, 

I went rif Miss Jennie an' worked at house. I didn't have to cook. I got 

permission to git married. Yer always had to git permission. :Slit° folks 'lad 

give yer away. Yer jump cross a broom stick torgether an' yer wus married. My 

husband' lived on another plantation. I slop' in my mistress's room but I ain't 

slop' in any bed. Nosir: I slop' on a carpet, an' 4,106Tug, befo' the fiahplace. 

I had to git permission to go to church, everybOy did. We -elsad set in the 

gallery at the white folks service in the mornin' an' in the evenin' the folk 

held baptise service in the gallery wif white present. 

Shop went to war but not for long. e didn't see none of it, but the 

slaves knew what the war wuz 'bout. After the war they tried to fool the slaves 

'bout freedom an' wanted to keep 'en on a workie but the Yankees told 'em they 

00-
wuz free. They sent some of the slaves to South Carolin,1400hen the Yankees came 

near to keep the Yankees from gittin' 'em. Sent cousin James to South Carolina. 

I nevah will gorgit when the Yankees came through. They wuz takin' all the live" 

stock an' all the men slaves back to Norfolk, wid 'em to break up the system. White 

folks head wus jos' goin' to keep on havin' slaves. The slaves wanted freedom, but 

they's scared to tell the white folks so. Anyway the Yankees wus givin' every-thin' 

to the slaves. I kin heab 'em tollin' col' Missy now. ' Yes giveer clothes. Let'er 

take anythin' she wants. They even took some of Miss Jennie's things an' offered 

'em to me. I didn't take 'em the' cause she'd been purty nice to me. 'shut tickled 

mews my husban', John Sparks. H. didn't want to leave me an' go cause he didn't 

know whah they's takin' tem nor what they's gonna do, but he wanted to be free; 

$0 he played lame to keep fum goin". He was je' a limpin"round. It was all I 
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could do to keep fun laffin'. I kin hear MissJennie now yellin' at them Yankees. No: 

who ar(!/yer to judge. I'll be the judge. If John Sparks wants to stay here, he'll 

stay' ihey was gonna take 'in anyhow an' he went inside to pack an' the baby started 

cryin'. So one of 'em said that as long as he had a wife an' a baby that young hhey 

guess he could stay. They took all the horses' cows, and pigs and chickens an' any 

they could ase an' left. I was about nineteen when I married. I wuz married 

in 1861, my oldest boy was born in 1862 an' the fallin' of Richmond came in 1865. 

Before Miss Jennie was married she was born an' lived at her old home right 

up the river heah. Yer kin see the place turn ou,side heah.On the plantation my mother 

wag a house woman. She had to wash white folks clothes all day an' huh's after dark. 

Sometimes she'd be washin' clothes way up 'round midnight. Nosir, couldn't wash any 

nigguh's clothes in daytime. ;1y mother lived in a big one roam log house wit an' 

upstairs. Sometimes the white folks give per 'bout ten cents to spend. A woman with 

children 'ud git 'bout half bushel of meal a weeki a childless woman 'ud git 'bout 

a peck an' a half of meal a week. If yer wuz workin', they'd give yer shoes. Children 

went barefooted, the yeah 'round. The men on the road got one cotton shirt an' jacket. 

I had five sisters an' five brothers. Might as well quit lookin' at e. I ain't gonna 

tell yer any more. Can't tell yer all I know. 01 Shop might come back an' git me. 

'hy if I was to tell yer the really bad things, some of dim daid white folks would 

come right up outen dere graTes. Nell, tell sommore, but I cain't tell all. 

Once in a while they was free nigguhs come fun somewhah. They could come 

see yer if yer was their folks. Nigguhs used to go way off in quarters an' slip an' 

have meotins. They called it stealin' the metin'. The children used to teach me to 

read. Schools: Son, there warn't no schools for niggers. Slaves went to bed when they 

didn't have anything to do. Most time they went to bed when they could. Sometimes the 

men had to shuck corn till eleven and twelve o'clock at night. 

If you went out at night the paddyrols 'ud catch yer if yer was out a tah 

time without a pass. Mos' a the slaves was afeared to go out. 

Plenty of slaves ran away. If they ketch 'em they beat 'em near to death. 
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But yer know dey's good an' bad people every where. That's the way the white folks 

wus. Some had hearts; same had gizzards ' stead o' hearts. 

when my mothers's master died, 44 called my mother an' brother Major an' got 

religion an' talked so purity. He say he so sorry that he hedn't found the Lord 

before an' had nuttin' gainst his colored people. He was sorry an' scared, but 

confessed. My mother died twenty years since then at the age of seventy-fo'. 

She wuz very religious an' all wite folks set store to 'or. 

Old Massa done so mach wrongness I couldn't tell yer all of it. Slave girl 

Betty Lilly always had good clothes an' all the priviliges. She wuz -a favorite of 

his'n. But cain't toll all: God's got all e uster sing a song when he was ehippin' 

the slaves to sell 'em ' bout "Massa's Gwyne Sell Us Termerrer." No,I cain't sing 

it for yer. My husban' lived on the plantation flex' to my mistress. He lived with 

a bachelor master. He tell us say once when he was a pickinnany ol' Marse Williams 

shot at at ' im. He didn't shoot 'ell; he jes' shoot in the air an' ol' man wuz no sceared 

he ran home an' got in his mammy's bed. Massa Williams uster play wif 'em; then day 

got so bad that they'ud run an' grab 'is laige so's he couldn't hardly walk so when 

he sees 'em he us' shoots in de air. 01' Massa, he, jes' come on up ter the cabin 

an' say "mammy Whah dat boy?" She say, in dah undah the bed. Yer done scared 'im 

to deaf: 01' Massa go on in an' say, Boy: That's the mattah wid yer. Boy say, yer 

shot me master yer shot me: Master ray, ar Gwen: Git up an' come along. I ain't 

shot yer. I jes' shot an' scared yer. Hob: Heh Hoh Yessir my ol' husban' eayed 

he sure was scared that day. 

Now yer take dat an' go. Put that in the book. Yer kin make out wif dat. 

I ain't a gonna tell yer no more. Nagar. The end a time is at hand anyway.Tain't 

no use ter write a book. The Bible say when it git so's yer cain't tell one season 

from t'other the worl's comin' to end'hers hit ic so warm in winter thatafeele like 
7 

summer. Goodbye. Keep lookin' good an' come again. 
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One of the rooms in the Old Folks Home for Colord lin Portssibuth, 'Vir-

ginia is occupied by an ex-slave -- one of the first Neito',Oachete of Porte-

mouth. 

On meeting Miss Mary Jane Wilson, very , little questioning was needed to get 

her to tell of her life. Drawing her chair near a small stove, she said, "my 

Mother and Father was slaves, and when I was born, that made me a slave. 

was the only child. My Mother was owned by one family, and my Father was 

owned by another family. My mother and father was allowed to live together. 

One day my father's mastah took my father to Norfolk and put him in a jail to 

stay until he could sell him. My missus bought my father so he could be with 

us." 

, " During this time I was small, and I didn't have so much work to d. I 

jus helped around the house." 

"I was in the yard one day, and I saw so many men come marching dawn the 

street I ran and told my mother what I'd seen. She tried to tell me that it was 

all about, but I couldn't understand her. Not long after that we was free." 

Taking a long breath, the old woman said, "my father went to work in the 

Norfolk Navy Yard as a teamster. He began right away buying us a home. We was 

one of the first Negro-land owners in Portsmouth after emancipation. My fatter 

builed his own house. It's only two blocks from here, and it still stands with 

few improvements." 

With a broad smile Miss Wilson added,"I didn't get any teachings when I 

was a slave. When I was free, I went to school. The'first school I went to was 

held in a church. Soon they builded a thObl building that was called, ' Chest-

nut Street Academy', and I went there. After finishing Chestnut Street Academy, 

I went to Hampton Institute. In 1874, six years after Hampton Institute was 

started, I graduated." 
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At this point Miss Wilson's pride was unconcealed. She continued her 

conversation, but her voice was much louder and her speech was much faster. 

She remarked, "My desire was to teach. I opened a school in my home, and I 

had lots of students. After to years my class grew so fast and large that 

my father built a school for me in our back yard. I had as many as seventy-

five pupils at one time. Many of them became teachers. I had my graduation 

exercises in the Emanuel A. M. E. Church. Those were my happiint days." 


