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GEORGIA TELFAIR
Ex-~-Slave, Age 74
~ Box 131, R. F. D. #2
Athens, Georgia

"Yes chile, I'll be glad to tell you de story of my
life, I can't tell you much 'bout slav'ry 'cause I wuz-jus'
six'months old when freedom come, but I has heared quite a

: Z -
lot, and I will tell you all I kin : 'member 'bout everyth%%i"‘ ‘e

aN e
.

Said;old *Aunt" Georgia Telfair, who lives with her son to
whom her devotioﬁ is quite evident. Both "Aunt" Georgia and
the little home show the excellent care that is given them.

"My pa," she said, "wuz Pleasént Jones, an' he b'longed
to Mafse Young L. G. Harris. Dey lived at de Harrié piace out:
on Dearing Street. Hit wuz all woods out dar den, én' not a
bit lak Dearing Street looks now.

"Rachel wuz my ma's name. Us don' know what her las'
name wuz 'cause she wuz sold off wien she wuz too little to 'mem~
ber. Dr. Riddin’ (Ra&ding) bought her an' his fambly alw&ys_jﬁs'
called her Rachel Riddin'. De Riddin' place wuz whar Hancock
Avenue is now, but it wuz all‘in woods 'roun?.dar,vjus' lak de
place whar my pa wuz. Atter dey wuz married ma had to stéy.on
Wid de Riddin' fémﬁly an' her chilluns b'longed to de Riddain's
' cause dey,owheé_her. Miss Maxey.Riddin'.wuz.my brudﬁer’s young
Missus, an' I wuz give to her sister,‘MisguLg;a Riddin', for to
be her own méid, but us didn't~git to wuk Ior ‘'em none 'cause it

wuz jus' at dis time all de slaves got sot free. Atter dat my pa



tuk us all wid him an' wentvto farm on de old Widderspoon
(Withefspoon) place. | |

"It wuz 'way off in de woods. Pa épt down trees}an'
built us a log cabin. ie mace de chimbly ouﬁ\?i sticks an' red
mud, an' put iron bars‘crost de fireplace to hﬁhg pots on fogﬁ
to bile our vittuls an' made ovens for de bakin'. De bes' way
to cook 'tatoes wuz to rpas' 5em in de ashes wid de jackets on. t
Dey ain' nothin' better tastin' dan ash-roasted 'tatoes wid good | |
“home-made butter to eat wid 'em. An 'us had de butter, 'cause
us kep' two good cows. Ma had her chickens an' tukkeys an' us’
raised plenty of hogs, so we n;bber wuz widout meat. Our reg'-
lar Sunday breakfas' wuz fish what pa cotch out of de erick. I ..
used to git tired out of 'fish den, but a mess of fresh crick fish
would sho' be jus' right now.

"Us alﬁéys kep' a good gyarden full of beans, corn, on-
ions, peas an' !'taters, an' dey warn't nobody could beat us at
raisin' lots of greens, 'speg}glly turnips an' colla'd greens.:
Us saved heaps of dry peas‘én' beans, an' dried lots of peaches
an' apples to cook in winter. When de wind wuz a howlin' én' de

groun' all kivvered wid snow, ma would make -dried fruit puffs for

us, dat sho' did hlt de spot.

"When I wuz 'bout eight years old, dey sont me %o school.
I had to walk‘from Epps Bridge Road to Knox School. Dey calls it
Knox Institute now. I toted my blue back speller in one han' and

my diﬁher bucket in de other. Us wore homespun dresses wid bon-




nets to match. De bonnets wuz all mdde in one piece an' had
drawstrings on de back to make 'em r'it, an' slats in de brins
to make 'em stiff an' straight. Our dresses wuz made long to
keep our legs warm. L don't see, for to‘save me, how dey keeps
dese young-uns irom I'reezin' now since cey let 'em.go ‘roun'
mos' naked. |

"Our brush arbor church-wuzlnigh-whar grooklyn liount
Pleasant Church is now, an' us went to Sunday school dar evvy
Sunday. It warn't muca oi a church ror looks, ‘cause it wuz
made out of poles stuck in de groun' an' de roof wuz jus' pine
limbs an' brush, but dere sho' wuz some good meetin's in dat
0ld brush church, an' lots oir souls foun' de way to de heb'enly
nome rignt car.

"Our reg'lar vrsaciicr wuz a colored man named iorrison,
out I.r. Cobd preacnza to us lots of times. iie wuz a white gem-
man, an' he say ide couid a sot all nignt an' lissen long as us
sunz dem old songs. Sone of"em I done clar rforgot, but de one
I lak bes' goes sorter lak dis:

'I want to be an angel

An' wida ce angels stan!

A crown upon my forehead
And a narp wiain my uwan'.'

"Anot.er tune wuz 'Roll, Jordan Roll.f Little chillun
wuz larnt to sing, 'dow oSweetly do de [lime Ily, Vuaen i1 Please
my liother,' an' us chillun sno' woula 4o our best a singin' dat

little old sons, so Prsacher Cobb would praise us.



"Uhen 1 jined de churein dere wuz &5 oy us baptized de
sams day 1 Jde crick bacs oi we church. ‘/hile Freacher srown
muz a bavtizin' us, a ol crowd wuz standin' on ue vank a sihout-
in' an' singin', 'Dis is de .igalin' ‘Jater,' an', 'liakin' ior ue
Promise vant! 3Some oi 'ew wuz a prayin' too. atter de vaptizin!
WUz done uey nad a bl dinner on ce groun's ior de new nembsrs,
but us didn't see no Jju.s wat aay. Jus' nad plenty ol 00w sonme-
thin' t'eat.

"ien us warn't in school, nme an' ny brudder wuxkea in
¢e Tiel' wiu pa. In coiton piantin' time, ova Tixeuw uv Ge rows
an' us wrap ¢ s2eas 1in 'ew. lLiex' azwy us would raxe alrt over
"ew wiu woouell rakes. ra mace we rakes hisse't. Dey nad short
woouen tsel Jus' ri.v .or tu kivver ue sseu. 10lkses ouys viet
Gey uses now an' don't taxke uy a0 tiwe makin' notain' lak dat.

"In vem cays 'roun' ae housz an' in a4z fiel' bors jus'
wo' ons .lsce or clo'es. 1t wus jus' a long sairt. woey dian't

oy nosain' else uen, out + snd' woulda lax to see you try to

)
r.akxe boys £0 'roun' lookin' lak dat now.

e s

‘Dey ulred mz 0UuT 50 1.r. Jacd ..elir's lambly waen 1 wuz
"pows ro'teen ears 0. o GO washin', ironin', an' cleanin' up

dz nwouss, an' I wukiew ror "ewr "til 1 merried. oey iewmie cat all

e

I wantaw 232 at ue nouse an' pald me in old clo'es, miaclin'

t, siru 'tutoss, an' waeat r'lour, but i nevsr ala 31t Lo 1Lol-
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3y L0 £&Ye LOL nary a csnt.
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"Us wuikked mighty hard, but us had zood times too.
De bigges' fun us had wuz at cancy pullin's. La cooked de
candy in de wasi pot out in ue vard. I'ust sne pourea in some
aome-made sirup, an' out in a neap ol brown su_ ar irom de old
sirup barrel an' den she bileu it cown to vhar ii you drapped
a Little or 1T in coiu walter it gsob nard quick. It wuz ready ;
~en to be poureu out in . reasy plates an' pans., Us greased our
han's wid lard to keep de candy rrom stickin' to 'sm, an' soon
as 1t ot cool znough de couples woulc start pullin' candy an'
singin'. Dat's migavy happy mu$ic, w.aern you 1s singin! an'vpul—
1in' candy wid yo' bes' leller. ‘inen we candy :ot tod stiff an'
hard to pull no mo', us started eatin', an' it sho' woulu ever- f
r10' o1t away lrom war in a nurry. You ailn't nebber seed no wan-
cin', wastv 1s wancin', lessen you nas watciled a crowd daunce atter
d=v 2t ae candy waat dey done been pullin'.

"ulltin's wuz a neuwp or fun. osometl.es TWo or three
Tamblics haw o culltin' togatgar. +0lkses would quilt some an'
¢en aey passeu 'roun' ue toauy. oome would bE cookin' waile de
Otusrs wuz a oulltin' an' ven vilen suUpper Wus ready aey all stopped
to eat. Dem colla'd greens wid cornpone an' plenty or gin.er-
cakes an' Ifruit puifs an' pi; olc pots oz coriee wuz mi uty fine
zatin's o us aen.

TAn' dere warn't notiin' locoizin' wilen us nau cornsiuck-

in's. . gen'rual oI ug cornsiuckin' wuz appointea to lead oft in



de fun. He sot up on top of de big pile of corn an' hysted
de song. e woula git 'em started off singin' somethin' lak,
'Sallie is a Good Gal;' an' evvybody kept time shuckin' an'
a singin'; De zen'ral kept singin' faster an' faster, an'
shucks wuz jus' flyin'. Vhen pa'started passin' de jug 'roun'
aem Niggers sho' nufi begun to sing loud an' Tas' an' you wuz
*blized for to 'low sallie nus' be a Good wal, de way de shucks
wuz comin' off oi dat corn so fas'. Dey kep' it up 'til de corn
wuz all shucked, an' ma hollered, 'Supper readyl' Den dey made
tracks for de kitchen, an' dey didn't stop eatin' an' drinkin!
dat hot coffee long as cey could swallow. 4ain't nobody fed 'em
no better backbones, an' spareribs, turnip greens, 'tato pies,
an' sich lak dan my ma set out for 'em. O©ld time ways lak dat
is done gone Tor good now. iolkses ain't lak dey used to be.
Dey's all done got greedy an' don't keer 'bout doin' nothin' for
nobody else no more.

"lia combed our hair wid a Jim Crow comb, or.cyard, as

%

sone folkses called 'em., II our hair wuz bad nappy she put some
cotton in de comb to keep 1t ironm pullin' so vbad, 'cause it wuz
awiul hara to comb.

"Avvybody tried to raise plenty ol gourds, ‘cause aey wuz
so nandy to use for dippers den. Water wuz toted 1roii ce spring
an' kep' in piggins. Don't spec' you ebber did see a piggin.

Uats a wooden bucket wid wire hoops 'roun' it to keep it from



leakin'. De wash place.wuz nex' to de spring. Pa fixed us
‘up & big old stump whar us haa to battle de clo'es wid a bat-
t1lin’ stick.' It tuk a sight o1 battlin' to zit de dirt out
sonetimes.

"If you turned a chunk over in Ge iire, bad luck wuz
sho' to come‘to you. I & dog howled a certaln ﬁay at night,
or 1 a scritch owl come in de nigat, aeati wuz on dae way to
you, an' you élways nad to be keerful so maybe bad spirits would
leave you alone.

"Pa bullt us a new kitc..en, jus' lak what de white folk-
ses had dem days. It sot out in de back yard, a little piece |
ol a way from our nouse. :e naae it outv oi logs an' put a big
old chimbly wid a bis fireplace at one end. Senches wuz built
'roun' de sides for seats. buere warn't no floor in it, out jus'f

dirt Tloor. Dat wuz one gran' xitchen an' us wuz rnighty proud

"ily w'ite foikses beg.ed me not to leave 'em, when I told

'en 1 wuz gwine to narry Joe %elfair. I'd done been wukkin' 1or
'erm nigh on to six years, an' wuz mos' twenty years old. Dey gim-
nie ny weadin' clo'es, an' waen I seed cem clo'es I wuz one proud
Kigger, 'cause dey wuz jus' iak I wanted. De nightgown wuz made
out of white blesachin' ah' rad lots oi tucks an' ruiiles an' it
sven nad puifl sleeves. sSho' 'mougi it uid! De petticoat had ruf-

1lss an' puffs plum up to we wals' ban'. Uers wuz & cosset kiver



dat wuz cut to fit an' all fanecy wid tucks an' trimmin'; an'
de drawers, dey.sho‘ wuz pretty, jusf full oz ruffles an' tucks
~'roun' de legs. Ly dress wuz a@greém ountin', lak wiat dey calls
serge dese days. It had a pretty lace Iront wnat my ma bought
from one of de Lioss ladies. ‘uhen I got,all dressed up L wuz one.
o' crant' lookin' bride. . |
. "Us ot married in de new kitcuen an' it wuz plum full,
'cause na néd done axed 76 folkses to uve weadin'. Some ol 'em
wuz Joe's foikses, an' us nad eight waiters: Iour géls, an' four
boys. De same Preacher Brown whet baptized me, married us an!
den us had a big sug?ar. My liissus, Llula Weir, had done vaked
a gsreat big pretty caxe £or‘me an' it tasted jus' as good as it
looked. Atterkus 2% all us could, one 0i de waiters called de
sets i1or us to uance ue res' of de night. An' sich cancin' asl
us did nhave! Folkses.don't know how to dance dat good no mo'.
Dat wuz sipo' nuif happy.gancin'. Yes kia'am, I ain't nebber gonna
Torgit waat a ran' weadin' us had.

\ .
"Next day us moveu right here an' I done been here ever

since. Dis place b'longed tq Joe's gran'ma, an' she willea it

to him. Us had 19 énillun, put ain't but five or ‘em livin' now,
an' Joe he's been daid for years. Us always made a good livin;
on de férm, an' still raises mos' of waat us neeus, but 1 done
got so po'ly I can't wuk no more.

"I'se still tryin' to live right an' walk de narrow way,

so as I kin go to ieb'en when I dies.' I'se gwine to pray for



-9 - 10

you an' ax de Lawd to bless you, ror you has been so good

an' patient wid me, an' I'se sho' thankiul my son sont you
fo ée@ me. You done helped me to Teel lots better. Good-.
bye, an' God bless you, an' please lia'am, come back to see

me again.,"

3K 3k K K 5 K 2K ok A KoK
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CORDELIA THOMAS
Ex-Slave - Age 80.

A long, hot walk over;rough, hilly roads brought
the visitor to Cordeiia's place just after the noon hour of a
sweltering July day, and the shade of the tall water oaks near
the little cabin was a most welcome sight. The house stoodf
only.a few feet from a spﬁr of railroad track but the small yard

was enclosed by a luxurious green hedge. Roses predominated

among the many varieties of flowers in evidence on the otherwise

drab premises.

A dilapidated porch across the front of the resi-
dence had no roof and the floorboards were so badly rotted that
it did not seem quite safe to walk from the steps to the front

door where Cordelia stood waiting. "Come right in, Missy," she

invited, "but be keerful not to fall through dat old porch floor."

The tell, thin Negress was cled in a feded but scrupulously clean
blue dress, a white apron, and a snowy headcloth crowned by a
shebby black hat. Black brogans completed her costume. Cordelia
led the way to thé rear of anerrow hall. "Us will be cooler
back here," she explained. Sunlight poured'through gaping holes
in the roof, and the coarse biown wrapping paper pasted on the
walls was splattered and streaked by rain. The open door of
Cordelia's bedroom reveéled a wooden bed, a marble-topped bureau,
and a washstand of ﬁhe Victorian period. A rocker, two straight

cinairs, & small table, and a trunk completed the furnishings of

e



2. 43

the room and left but little space for its occupant to move

abaut.

"I'se jus' a mite tired," Cordelia steated,
'?'cauée I jus' got back from de courthouse whar dem welfare
'omans done gimme a sack o' flour and some other bundles what
I ain't opened up~yit, but I knows dey's got somepin in 'em to
holp me, 'cause dem folks is sho' been wuighty good to me since
my rheumétiz is been so bed I couldn't wuk enough to make a
livin'. De dgctor, he say 1 got.de blood presser. 1 don't
rightly know Jus' what dat is, but it looks lak somepin's a-
pressin' right down in my heid 'til I feels right foolish, so
I reckon he's right 'bout it a-bein de blnod presser. hen 1
gits down on my knees it takes a long time for me to git straight
up on my feet again. De Lord, He's done beep wid me all dese
yeers, and o0ld Cordelia's zoin' to rsep right on kneelin' 'fore
Him eand praisin' Him often 'til He 'cides de time has come for
her to go home to neben.

"I wes borned on licrse andrew Jackson's plantation
down in 'Conee (Oconee) County, twixt here gnd liigh Shoals. Marse

Andy, he owned my Menmy, and she was named Em'ly Jackson. Bob

Lowe wes my Daddy, and he b'longed to Marse Ike Lowe. The Lowe

piantation was nigh whar liarse Andy's wes, down der in 'Conee
County. 'Cause neither one of deir marsters wouldn't sell one
of 'em to de other marster, Liammy had to stay on de Jackson planta-

ticn and Deddy was kept right on wukin' on de Lowe place atter dey
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had done got married. Marse Bob, he giﬁe Daddy a ticket what iet
him go to see Mammy e#vy Wédnesday and Saddey night, and dem patte-
rollers couldn't bother him long as he kept dat ticket. When dey
did@ rind a slave oft his marster's plantation widout no ticket,

it was Jjus' too bad, for dat meant a beatin' whet most kilt him,
Memmy said dey didn't never git my Daady, *cause he allus had his
ticket to show.

"I don*'t ricollect much 'bouﬂAdays 'fore de big
war énded *cause I was so little den, but many's de time I heared
Memmy snd Laddy and de cther old folks tell 'bout dem times. Us
chillun had de bestes' time of anybody dem days, 'cause dey didn't
'low us to do nothin' but jus' eat all us could and play de rest
of de time. I don't know how it was on other rlaces, but dat was
de way us wsas raised on our old marster's plantation.

"De cracks of de log cebins whar de slaves lived .
wes chinked wid red mud to keep out de cold and rain, Dere warn't
no glass in de windows, dey Jjus' had plenk shutters what dey fasten-
ed shut at night. Thin slide blocks kivvered ce peepholes in de
rough rlank doors. Dey hed éo have dem peepnoies SO as dey could
see who was at de door 'fore dey opened up. Dem 0ld stack chimblies
what was made out 5f sticks and red clay, was all time gittin' on
fire. Dem old home-made beds had high posties and us called ‘'em
*teesters.' To take de place of syrings, whet hedn't never been
seen 'round dar in dem days, dey wove heavy cords lengthways and
crostways. Over dem cords dey laid a flet mat wove out of white -

oak splints and on dat dey put de homespun bed ticks stuffed wid

wheat straw. Dey could have right good pillows if dey was a mind
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to pick de scrap cotton and fix it up, but dere warn't many of
tem keered dat much 'bout no pillows.

"slaves didn't do no cookin' on cur place ‘cause
Marster fed evvybody up at de big house. Missy, I ain't never
gwine to forgit dat big old fireplasce up dar. Dey piled whole
sticks of cord wood on it at one time, wid little sticks cross-
ways under 'em énd, let me tell you, dat was a fire what would
’cook.anything and evvything. De pots hung on swingin' racks, and
dere was big ovens, little ovens, long-handled fryin' pans, and
heevy iron skillets wid tight, thick lids. It sho' was a sight
de way us chillun used to make 'way wid dem ash-roasted 'taters
and dat good, fresh butter. Us chillun hed to eat supper early
*ceuse all chillun hed to be in bed 'fore dark. It warn't lak
dese days. Why Missy, chilluns now stays up 'most all night run-
nin' 'round dese perts.

"Marster was sho' good 'bout seein' dat his Niggers
had plenty to eat and wear. For supper us et our bread and milk

e e e e i —

wid wooden spoons out of wooden bowls, but for dinner dey give us
]

veg'ables, corn pone, and 'taters. Marster raised all de sorts

of veg'ables what dey knowed anything 'bout in dem days, and he had

big old fields of whest, rye, oats, end corn, 'cause he 'lowed dat
stock had to eat same as folkses. Dere was lots of chickens, tur-
keys, cows, hogs, sheeﬁ, and some goats on dat plantation so as dere

would allus be plenty of meat for evvybody.
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®Our Marster evermore did raise de cotton - lots’
of it to sell, and plenty for clothes for all de folkses, white
and black, what lived on his place. All de cloth was home-made
'‘cept de celico for de best Sunday dresses. Chillun heaed to spin
————
de thread and deir mammies wove de cloth., 'Fore de end of de war,

whilst I was still so little I had tc stand on a box to reach de

spinnin' wheel good, I could spin six reels a day.

“Chillun was happy when hog-killin' time come. Us

warn't 'lowed to help none, 'cept to feg;h in de wood to keep de
pot bilin' whar de lard was cookin'. OQur Mist'ess allus had de
lard rendered in de bigges' washpot, what dey sot on rocks in de
fireplace. Us didn't mind giitin' de wood for dat, 'cause when dem
cracklin®s got done, dey let us have all us could eat and, jus' let
me tell you, iMissy, you ain't never had nothin' good 'less you has
et 2 warm skin cracklin' wid a little salt. One time when dey was
renderin' iard, all us chillun was crowdin' *round close as us
could git to see which one could git a cracklin' fust.- Mist'ess
told us to stand back 'fore somebody got burnt; den'Mammy said she
was gwine to take de hides off our backs 'boqp gittin® so close to
dat fire, and 'bout dat time somebody *hind me gimme a quick push;
and in de fire I went. Marster grabbed me 'most time I hit dem red
coals, but one hand and arm was burnt so bad I had to wear it in a
sling for a long time. Den Marster laid down de law and told us

what he would do if he cotch us chillun hengin' 'round de fire whar

dey was cookin' lerd again.
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"Polkses said our Marster must have a powerful

sweet tooth on account of he kept so many bee hives. When bees
swarmed foikses rung bells and beat on tin pans to git 'em
settled. Veils was tied over deir haids to keep de bees from
gittin' to deir faces when dey went to rob de hives. Chillun
warn't never 'lowed to be nowhar nigh durin' dat job. One day
I sneaked out snd got up close to see hiow dey done it, and dem
bees got ail over me. Dey stung me so bad I couldn't see for
days*and days. Marster, he jus' fussed and said.dat gal, Cordelia,
she was allus whar she didn't b'long. Missy, I ein't never wanted
to fool wid no more bees, and.I don't even lak honey no more;
"Sleves eall wént to church wid deir white folkses
'*cause dere warn't no Nigger churches dem days. All de preéchin'
was done by white preachers. Churches warn't nigh and convenient
dem days lak dey is now and dey was such a fur piece from de planta-
tions dat most of de folkses stayed all déy, and dem meetin' days
was big days den. De cooks was told to fix de bestes' dinners
dey could git up, and chillun was made to know dey had better mind

what dey was 'bout when dey we's in de meetin' house or it was gwine

o - Syt i il 2mt s . —

to be made mighty hbt for 'em when dey got back home. Dat was one
thing our Merster didn't 'low no foolin' ‘'bout. His Niggers had

to be-have deyselfs at de meetin' house. *Long 'bout August when
craps was laid by, dey had brush arbor meetin's, White folks
brought deir slaves and all of 'em listened to a white preacher from

Watkinsville named Mr. Calvin Johnson. Dere was lots of prayin!
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and shoutin' at dem old brush arbor 'vival meetin's.

"Dey haed campmeetin's too. De old freeman place
was wher dey had some of dem fust campmeetin's, and Hillsboro,
Mers Hill, and Bethabara was some of de other places whar Marster
tuk us to campmeetin's. Missy, you jus' don't know nothin' 'boutA
'‘citement if you ain't never been to one of dem old-time camp-
meetin's. when folkses would git 'ligion dey would holler and
shout a-testifyin' for de Lord. atter de meetin' dey dammed up
de erick and let it git deep enough for de baptiéin'. Dey dipped

de white folkses fust, and den de Niggers. You could hear 'em

singin' a mile away dem cld songs lak: On Jordan;s Stormy Banks I

Stand, <~ Roll, Jorden Roll, - A1l God's Chilluns is a-goin' Home,

and - Whear de Livin' Waters Flow, I jus' can't 'member half of

dem good 0ld songs 'cause my mem'ry ain't good as it used to be,"
Here (ordelis paused. She seemed oblivious to all around her for
severzsl minutes, asnd then she suddenly smiled. "Lordy, Missy,"
she begsn, "if I could Jjus' call beck dem days wid our good old
Marster to look atter us and §ee det us had what us -needed to eat
and wear and a good comf'teble cabin to live:rin, wouldn't dis be a
happy o0ld 'oman? Lots of de other old folks would lak it too,
'cguse our white folkses d2y sho' did taeke good keer of deir slaves.
"Did you ever hezr of dem loé:?ollin's? On our
place dey spent 'b&ut two whole days cookin' end gittin' ready.

Marster axed evvybody from fur and nigh, and dey allus come 'cause

dey knowed he was gwine to give 'em a good o0ld time. De way déy
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rolled dem logs was a sight, and de more good corn liquor

Maerster passed 'round, de faster dem logs rolled. Come night-
time, Marster had a big bonfire built up and sot lots of pitch-
pine torches 'round so as dere would be plenty of light for ‘*em

to see how to eat dat fine supper what had done been sot out for
‘em, Atter supper, dey dénced nigh ell de rest of de night,
Mammy used to tell us 'bout de frolics next day, 'cause us chillun
was made to go to bed at sundown. Come day, go day, no matter
what'might happen, growin' chillun had to be in bed at deir reg'lar
time, but Mammy never forgot to tell us all ‘'bout de good times
next day.

"Mammy said dem cornshuckin's meant just' as much
fun and jollification as wuk. Dey gathered Marster's big corn
crap and 'rangediit in long, high piles, and sometimes it tuk
sev'ral days for dem corq:éhuckers to git it all shucked, but
evvybody stayed right dar on de job 'til it wss finished. At
night, dey wukked by de light of big fires snd torches, den dey hLad
de big supper and started aancin’, Dey stopped so often to swig
dat corn liquor Marster pervided for 'em dat 'fore midnight folkses
started fallin' out and drappin' down in de middle of de dance ring.
De others would git 'em by de heels and drag 'em off to one side
'til dey come to and was ready to drink more liquor and dance again,
Dat was de way dey went on de rest of de night.

"Corpses! Buryin's! Graveyards! Why, Miss, dere

warn't nigh so many folkses a-dyin' all de time dem days as dere is
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now. Folkses lived.right and was tuk better keer of and dere
warn't so much reason for 'em to die out den. When somebody
did die, folkses come from miles and miles around to de buryin'.
Dey give de slaves de same sort of funerals de white folkses had.
De corpses was washed good all over wid hot water and home-made-
soap, den dey was dressed and laid out on de coolin' boards 'til
de cyarpenter man had time to make up de coffins. Lordy, Missy,
ain't you never seed no coolin' board? I *spects dey is all
gone now though. Dey looked a good deal lak ironin' boards, only
dey had laigs to stand on. lots of times dey didn't dress de
corpses, but jus' wropped 'em in windin' sheets. Dem home-made,
pine coffins didn't look so bad atter dey got 'em painted up snd
lined nice. Dey driv de wagon what had de corpse om it right

slow to de graveyard. De preacher talked a little and prayed;

den stter de mourners Lad done sung somepin on de order of Harps /quk;
e —

From De Tomb, dey shovelled in de dirt over de coffin whilst de

\preacher said comfortin' words to de fambly of de daid. Evvy
plantation had its own graveyard wid a fence around it, and dere
was a place in it for de sleves '‘nigh whar deir‘white fblks was
buried. -

"Honey, didn't you never hear tell of Dr. frank
Jackson? He was sho' a grand doctor. Dr. Jackson made up his
own medicines and toted 'em 'round wid him all de time. He wes

close kin to our Marse Andy Jackson's fambly. All dem Jacksons

down in 'Conee was good white folks.

2

’
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o "us stayed on wid Old Marsﬁer for a llttle while )
atter de war was over, and den right away MAmmy died and Daddy ~
hired me out to mrs. Sidney Bives (Reaves ?)'; | I 'spects one
reason she wes SO mighty good to me was. 'cause I was so llttle den..
I was nigh grown when I left her to wuk for Dr.‘Palmer s famblya _
All his chillun was little den and I was deir nuss. | One of de |
best of his chillun was little Miss Eunice. She is done growed
to be a school teacher and dey tells me she is still a-teachin'
It warn't long atter my Daddy died dat I left de Palmers and started
wukkin' for Mr. Dock Dorsey's fambly. If dere ever was a good
Ghrlstlan ‘oman in dis here old world it was Miss ballle uorsey,“
Mr. Dock Dorsey's wlfe.‘ She had been Mlss ballie Cnappell 'fore ‘
she married Mr. Dorsey.x Miss Sallie trleé to git evvybo&y what A
stayed 'round her to llve rlght too and she waneed all her help
to go to church reg'lar. It Miss Sallie and Marse Dock Dorsey
was livin' now, dey would pervide for 0ld 'Della Jus' lak dey used
“to do. All deir chlllun was nice. Mlss Fannle and Miss Sue dey
was extra good gals, but somehpw I Jus' can't call back de names of
~dem other ones now. Dey all had to be good wid de sort of mammy
and daddy dey had. ey§§sw3?}fie she was sick a long time"fore she
died, and dey let me wait on her. Mlssy, I tell you de gospel
truth, I sho' did love det 'oman.» Not long 'fOre she passed on to
Heben,'she told her husband dat atter she'was gpne, she wanted him

to merry up wid herxcousin, Miss Hargrove, so as he would hafe



somebo&y'to help him raise up. her chillun, and he done 'zae&ly

what she axed him to. All of my own white folksea has done died
out, and Old 'Delia won't be here much longer. One of de Thorn;ons
here - I forgits which one - marrled up wid my young Mﬁst'ess,
Rebecca Jaekson. Her gal got marrled up wid Dr. Jago a horse-
doctor.‘_ A insurence man nemed Mr. Speer marrled 1nto de Jackson
fambly too. He moved_hls fambly from here to de qountalns on ac-
count of his son's health, and I jus' los' track Qf 'em den. |

"Lordy, Chile! What you want to know,'houc,ﬁy
weddint for, nowhow? Dere ainft never gwinevto beno mére
weddin's lak dey had back dere in dem tlmes 'cause folkses thlnks
dey got to have t oo much nowadsays. Nhen folkses got marrled den
dey was a-thlnkin' *bout makin' sho' 'nough hames for deyselfs, gnd
gittin' married meant somepin sort of holy. Mammy said dat mpgt_
times when slavesvgot married &é& Jus' Jjumped baékwaids over a |
broomstick whilst deir Marster watghed and.den he pernounced dat
dey~was man éhd wife. Now dey is got to go ﬁo de courthouse and
pay out good money for a license and den go git a preachef or some-
body lak a jestice Jedge to say de marriage words over 'am.

"Me and Solomon Thomas had to go buy us a license
too, but us didn't mind 'bout puttin' out dat money 'cause us was
so much in love. I wore a pretty white dress and a breakfast shawl,
and atter us had done went to @e preacher man's house an& got
married, us come right on here to dis very house what had_bfloﬁged

to Solomon's daddy 'fore it was Solomon's. Us built two more rooms
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on de house, but all de time Solomon lived us tried to keep de ’
place lookin' a good deal lek it was de day us got married,
"Atter Solomon died, I sold of{ most of de land to

de railroad for de right of way for dat dere track what you sees
out dere, and it sho' has made plenty of wuk for me to keep dat
soot what dem engines ié all time a~spittin' out cleaned off my
things in de house. It dreps down through dem.big‘holes overhead,
eand i can't git hold of no money to have de roof patched up.

|  "Me end oolomon, us had 11 chillun, but dey is all
daid out but three., One of my boys is in Baltimore.and another
boy lives in Louisiane somewhar, My gel, Delia, she stays over
in de Newtown part of Athens here, She would love to help her
old Mammy, but my Delia's got chillun of her own and she can't git
nothin' to do 'cept a little washin' for de white folkses, and she
ain't able to pervide what her own houéeho;d neéds to eat., Dem

i

boys of mine is done got so fur off dey's done forgot all 'bout

deir old Memmy.

"When us fust got married, Solomon wpkked at Mr.
Orr's cotton house, and he seayed dere a long time 'fore he went
to wuk for Mr. Moss and Mr. Levy. All dem white folks was good to
me and Solomon., I kept on wukkin' for de Dorseys *til us had so
meny chillun I had to stay home and look atter 'em. Solomon got
sick and he lay dere sufferin' a long, long time, but Mr. Moss

and Mr. Levy seed dat he didn't want for nothin’', Even atter
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Solomon died dem good white mens kept on comin' out now and den
to see 1f me and Sdlbmon's chillun had what us needed.

"Solomon, my Solomon, he went out of dis here
world, in dat dere room whar you sees daﬁ 0ld bed, and dat is
perzactly whar I wants to be when de Blessed Lord lays his hands
on me and tells me to come on Home to Glory. I wants to be toted
out of dat room, through dis hall and on out to de graveyard jus'
lak my man was. 1 knows dat evvything would be done nice jus!'
lak‘I wents it if Mr. Moss and Mr. Levy wes a-livin' 'ceause dey
was both Masons, and members of de Liasons is all done swore a
oath to look atter deir own folkses. Dey said Solomon and his
fambly was lek deir own folkses, Mr. Moss and ir. Levy did. Most
of de folkses, both white and black, dat I has knowed and loved
has done gone on over de Jordan, out of dis world of trouble, and
it will be heppy days for all of us when us meets again in de
place 'of many mansions' whar dere won't be nothin' for none ofl
us to pester ourselfs 'bout no more.

"All of my life, I'se had a great desire toc travel,
jus* to go evvywhar, but atf%r all dese years of busy livin' I
*syects all de trav'iin®' I'11 ever do will be on de road to Glory.

Dat will be good enough for me 'cause 1 got so meny more of 'em I

loves over dar dan is left nere.”

As the visotor passed out of earshot of vordelia's
cabin the last words she hesrd from the o0ld Negress were: "Good-bye

again, Missy. Talkin' to you has been a heap of consolation to me."
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Ex«Slave =« = Ike Thomas
Interviewsd

Ike Thomas was born near Monticello in Jasper County on
the Thomas plantation. His mother and father were sold
when he was a little boy, and "Missus" Thomas ,in picking
her house boy, took Ike to raise for a carriasge boy. She
ﬁicked her little niggers by the way they wore their hats.
If they set them on the back of their heads, they grew up
to be ™high~-minded", but if they pulled them over their
eyes, they'd grow up to be "sneaky and steal". fHfrs,
Thomas let him sleep on a trundle bed pulled out at night
and put under her bed in the day and fed him under the
table, She'd put a piece of meat in a biscuit and hand
it down to him and warned him if they had ecompany not to

holler when he was thru so he'd touch her on the knee but

his mouth was so big and he'd eat so fast that he "jes

kep'! on teching her on tHe knee."

During the war,when they got word the’yﬁnkees were cominql

% Mrs. Thomas would hide her M"little niggers™ sometimes in

| the wardrobe back of her clothes, sometimes between the

)09



mattresses, or sometimes in the cane brakes, After

the Yankees leff,shé'd ring a bell and they would
/ know they could come out of hiding. éﬁhen $hey first - Rﬁﬁfﬁ'@
heard fhe slaves were free, they didn't believe it so
they just stayed on with their "white folks™.) £ the

hegroes were mean or ran away, they would be chased

by hounds and-biinégibem back for punishmenty

f/
R When still a young man, Ike ran away with & negro

Kgouple coming in a buggy to Blanton Mill near Griffin
and worked for Mr,., William Blanton until he died.,
After he had been here a while, he got married. His
wife's people had the wedding supper and party. He
was a fiddler so had to f£iddle most all night then the
next day his "white folks" gave him the food for the

wedding dinner that he had at his own house.

Ike says every(gelen?years the locusts come and its
sure to be a short crop that "God sends all sorts of
cusses" (ocurses) sometimes its the worms that eat the
cotton or the corn or th; bugs that eat the wheat, He
doesn't believe in ™hants™ or "econjurin'"™., He proved
to Mr, William that hants in Sid Scotts house ™wuz Jes

sheeps.,” It seeme Sid Scott was a ™mean nigger", owd

o
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everyone was afraid of] He was out in two hy the saw
mill. end dfter his funeral wiremever anyone;pasuﬁhis
house at night tﬁut.could hear his "hant"™ going rat»a-
tat-tat-bang, bang, bang™ like feet running. %%ﬁe night
when Ike was coming home from "fiddlin'®" at a white
folks party, he had to pass Scott's house., Now they
kept the cotton seed in half of the house and the other-
half was empty. When.%%kgot close, he made a racket
and sure enough the noise started. "The moon was about
an hour up" and he saw these funny white things run out
from under the house and scatter., It scared him at
first but he looked and looked and saw they were sheep

datrary _
thatﬁﬁound a hole into the cotton seed asmi would go in

at night to est.

Before the war the negroes had a big celebration on the

4th of July, a big barbeéue, ball game, wrestling

matches, lots of music and singing. They had to have a

pass from their Masters to attend and pay to get in.

The "patta-roll"™ came by .to see your pass and 17 you

didn't have one, they'd whip you and send you home.uﬂu“~u51“”w&4
WWM Wy bow s, \,wu.. et bfaoe T b0 Wiy l),a-..;! Ao Jom wuk Wy bl
WJA - bﬁh! e

After he came to Blanton's, %hey&could come snd go as

they pleased for they were free.»f;ke has been a member

; of several "Societies"® but something has always happened
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, to the President and Seeretary or they ran off with the

|
‘money so now he just has a sick and accident policy.

P

Ike will be 94 years o0ld next month. His hair is white,

his eyes blurred with age, but he's quite active tho' he

does walk with a stick.

Ike Thomas
Heidt Bridges Farm near Rio Georgia

September 4, 1936
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JANE MICKENS TOOMBS of WASHINGTON-WILKES

A story of happiness and contentment on a big plantation
where there were "a heap of us slaves"™ is told by Jane Mickens

‘Toombs who said she was"five er six years ole when de Wah come

on (1860), or mably a lit'le ol'er,"

She is a bright old woman, well and spry despite the fact
she "wuz conjured onst when I wuz young an' dat lef' me lame an'

dis eye plum' out an' de t'other bad."

L mrm——

| When asked about the conjuring she said: "No'm, I don't
; tzackly know how t'wuz, but enyhow somebody whut knowed how ter
"wu'k roots§>got me lame on dis side, an' my eye out, jess kase
1 wuz a decent, nice lookin' gal, an' went on 'tendin' ter my
business an' payin' dem no mind.. Dat's de way dey déne in dem
‘days, jess jealfous of nice colored niggers. Yassum; I wuz
sick fer nigh on ter two years an' de doctuhs‘ﬁever knowed what
‘ailed me, Pey done everything dey could, but I wuz conjured an'
~dey couldn't hep' me. A doctuh-man frum up yander in New Yalk
cun down here ter see his folks, an' he tried to(ﬁﬁ;e me, but
doctuhs kazn’t~¥§?e conjured folks, so I had ter lay an' suffer
il de conjure wore out. Dem whut done dat knowed dey done me
wrong, but I kep' trustin' in my Lawd, ah' now dey's gone an'

I'se er stumblin' roun' yit. No mam, I never knowed jess whut

dey done ter me, but hit wuz bad, I kin tell yer dat, hit might

nigh'kilt me,"

30
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Aunt Jane was born on the Gullatt Plantation on the line
of Wilkes and Lincoln counties. Her Mother was Liza Gullatt
and her father John Kickens who belonged to Mr. Augustus McMekin.
"Yassum, my Pa wuz John 'Mickens an' his Marster bought him in
Alabamy. All de slaves whut belonged to de Mcliekins called |
deyselves 'Mickens. I wuz one of fifteen chillun an' cum er
long in betweenst de oldest 'uns an' de youngest sum'ers. I wuz
named fer my Iiistess Jane Gullatt whut died. Young Marse George
Gullatt choosed me out, dough, an' I'd er been his'en ef Freedom
hadn't er come. You know dat's de way dey use ter do back in
slavery time, de young Mistesses an' Marsters choosed out de

little niggers dey wanted fer their'n."

|

This is another case where the father and hMother belonged
to different families. The father had a pass to go and come as
he pleased, although his family lived a little distance away.
Jane said her father's master would have bought her mother if the

War hadn't come on and they were set free.

Jane told of the log cabins in the Quarters where all
the negroes lived. She said they were all in a row "wid er
street in de front, er wide street all set thick wid white mul-
berry trees fer ter mak' shade fer de chillun ter»play in.® They
never had any punishmggt.%giﬁ switchings by their liistess, and
‘that was not often. { They played dolls, "us had home-made rag:
;dolls, nice.iuhé; an' we'd git dem long grass plumes (Pampas grass)
an' mak' dolls out'n dem too. _ Us played all day long every day.
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My Mistess' chillun wuz all growed up so jess us little niggers

' played tergether.
" :
"y Mother spun an' wove de cloth, an' dyed hit, but our

Mistess made our clothes. liy Grandma, Nancy, wuz de cook an'
shefed all de little 'uns in de big ole kitchen whut sot out in
de yard. She had a tray she put our victuals on an Uh, Uh,

whut good things we had ter eat, an' er plenty'of everything! Us
et pss whut our white folks had, dey didn't mak' no difference

in us when hit cum ter eatin'. My Grandaddy looked atter de
meat, he done everything 'bout dat, an' he sho' knowed how ter

fix it, too.

"De fust thing I recollects is bein' round in de kitchen
when dey wuz makin' ginger cakes an' my Mistess givin' me de pan
she made 'em in fer me ter sop hnit ggﬁzfjsey ain't nothin' whut
‘ smells gbbé»léﬁfwagwééakiﬁ;“ih:d;ﬁwdays, I kain™ smell no victuals
lak' dat now. Everything wuz cooked on a big ole open fire
place in one end of de kitchen. Dem good ole days done gone
now. Ffolkes done got wiser an' wickeder - dey ain't lak' dey

use ter be."
L-,
At Christmas Santa Claus found his way to the Quarters on the

Gollatt plantation and each little slave had candy, apples, and
"sich good things as dat.”™ Aunt Jane gave a glowing description
of the preparation for the Christmas season: "Lawdy, how de

folks wu'ked gitt;n' ready fer Chris'mus, fer three er fo' days
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dey stayed in de kitchen er cookin' an' er bakin' - daye wuz

de bes' light bread - great big'ldaves baked on de fire place,
an' cakes an' mo' good ginger cakes. Dey wuz plenty cooked

up to las' e; long time. An' another thing, dare want no
cookin' on Sunday, no mam, no wa'k of no kind., My Mistess had
de cook cookin' all day Fridays an' Saddays so when Sunday come
dare ‘wuz hot coffee made an' dat wuz all, everything else wua
cooked up. an' cold. Everybody went to Church, de grown folks
white and black, went to de preachin' an' den all de little nig-

- gers wuz called in an de Bible read an' 'splained ter dem.

"Dare wuz preachin' down in de Quarters, but dat wuz at
night an' wuz led by de colored preacherg;/ﬁhi-recollects one
night dare wuz a éérﬁ1Ce'gwinewun”iﬁ”ﬁﬁg/of de cabins an' all
us wuz dare an' ole Uncle Alex Frazier wuz up a linin' off a/
hymn 'bout

'Broad is de road dat leads fer Death
An' there an'! here we travel.!

when in come some mens atter a colored feller whut had stole

some sheep an' hogs. Dey kotch 'im, but sho broke up de meetin’.
"'In de hot summer time Uncle George Gullatt use ter preach ter

de slaves out under de trees. Uncle George waz a kind of er

preacher.,

"My Pa didn't 'low 4is chillun ter go 'roun'. No'm, he kep'
us home keerful lak. Young folks in dem days didn't go all over

de country lak dey does now, dey stayed at home, an' little chillun

wuz kep'! back an' dey didn' know no- badness lak de chillun do



e )

page - 5

terday. Us never even heared de ole folks talk nothin' whut we
oughtn't ter hear. Us jess played an' stayed in a chiid’s
place. When we wuz sick de white folks seed dat we wuz 'tended
to. Dey use ter mak Jerusalem Oak candy an' give us. Dey took
de leaves of dat bush an' boiled 'em an' den use dat water dey
wuz boiled in an' put sugar 'nough in hit ter mak candy; An dey
used»pienty of turpentine on us too - plenty ov hit, an' I be-

lieves in dat terday, hit's er good medicine."

fihen asked about the War, Aunt Jane said she didn't remember

- rem———_—
e
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'member, an' dat's my young liistess Beckie's husband, lir. Fraszier,

being off fightin' in de Wah, an' she gittin' er letter frum him
sayin' he wuz comin' home sich an' sich er day. 3he wuz so happy
she had all de grown slaves wu'kin' gittin' ready fer him. Den
dey brung her er letter sayin' he'had been kilt, an' she wuz in
de yard when she read hit an' if dey hadn't er kotch her she'd

ov fell., I 'members de women ‘takin' her in de house an' gittin!
her ter bed. She wuz so up sot an' took hit so hard. Dem wuz
sho' hard times an' sad 'uns too. 'Course I wuz too small ter
know much whut wnz gwine on, but I could tell hit wuz bad frum
de way de older folks looked.

VI recollecta when dey say ‘reedom had cum., Dare wuz a speakin'

fer de slaves up here in town in Barnett's @rove. Dat mornin'

Ole Miss sont all de oldes' niggers to de speakin' an' kep' us

little 'uns dat day. She kep' us busy sweepin' de yards an' sich

as dat. An' she cooked our dinner an' give hit to us herself,
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I 'members de grown folks leavin' early dat mornin' in a éfeat big

waggin.

"A while after de Wah, Pa took us over to de lMcMeking place
an' we lived dare fer a long time. He died an' lef' us an' den
us had ter do de bes! we could. Col. Tolbert hired me fer ter
nuss his chillun an'/went over ter his place ter live." |

/‘_—‘.N‘

o

-~ Aunt Jane said she isn't superstitious, but likes to see the
new mobn clear and bow to it for good luck. She said it is better

g to show it a piece of money, but as‘she doesn't always have money

émgggéy, she ™jess bows to hit nice an' polite™. She keeps up with
the weather by her rheumatism and the cat: ~ "Ef I has de reumatics
I knows hit's gwine ter rain, an' when de cat comes 'round an'
sets washin' her face, lcok fer rain, kase hit's er comin'. I've
heared folks say dat hit's bad luck ter stump yo' lef' foot, but
I don't know boud dat. But I tell yer, when I meets er cat I

allus turns er round 'fore I goes on, dat turns de bad luck er

way."

When 19 years of age Jane married Albert Toombs. e belonged
to the Toombs family of Wilkes county. asunt Jane said Albert
brought her many gifts while he was courting: "He warnt much on
bringin' candy an' nothin' lag dat ter eat, but he brung me shawls
an' shogs - sumpin' I could wear," They had four children, but

only one is living.
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"When I wuz a growin' up", said Aunt Jane, "folks had ter
wu'k." She worked on the farm, spun, wove, . "done seamster wu'k"
and knitted stockings, sox and gloves. She said she carded too,
"an' in dem times ef a nigger wanted ter git de kinks out'n dey
hair, dey combed hit wid de cards. Now dey puts all kinds ov
greaée on hit, an' buy straightenin' combs. Sumpin' dat costs
'money, dat's all dey is, old fashion cards'll straighten hair

jess as well as all dis high smellin' stuff dey sells now."

Runt Jane likes to tell of those days of long ago. Her

memory is excellent and she talks well. She says she is living

out her Miss Jane's time. - {“Yassum my Miss Jane died when she
;wuz so young, I specks I jess livin' out her days kase I named
;fer her, But I does miss dem good ole days whut's gone. I'se

hhungry fer de sight ov a spinnin' wheel - does you know whare's
one?  Things don't look lak' dey use ter, an' as fer whut. we
has ter eat, dare ain't no victuals ever smelled an' et as good
as dem whut dey use ter have on de plantation when I wuz a comin'
ontwmg§;ssum, folkes has got wiser an' know mo' dan dey did, but
Edéy iswickeder - dey kills now 'stid er éonjurin"lak' dey

1dld meo"
—
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© PHIL TOWNS,

: 0ld Slave Story
On June 25, 1824, a son was born to Washington and Clara Towns who
resided in Rielmond, Virginia. This was the fourth child in a femily
which finally numbered thirteen. Phil, as he was called, does not recall
many inqj.dents on this estate as the family moved when he was in his
teens. .\’His grandfather and grandmother were brought here from Africa and
| their description of the crusl treatment they received is his most vivid

{
recollection. His grandmother, Hannah, lived to be 129 years of age.

Mr, George Towns, called ®"Governor® by all of his slaves as well as his
intimate friends, moved to Georgia and settled at Reynolds in Taylor County.
Here he purchased a huge tract of land-- 1350 acres-- and built his new home
upon this level arss on the Flint River., The "big houss," a large unpainted
structure which housed a family of eighteen, was in the midst of a grove of
trees near the highway that formed one of the divisions of the plantation.
It was again divided by a local railway nearly a mile from the rear of the
house. Eighty-eight slaves were housed in the "quarters" which were on

- )

each side of the highway a little below the planter's hame.

These "quarters™ differed from those found in the surrounding territory as
the size of the Louses varied with the number in the femily. The interiors
were nicely furnished and in most instances the families were able to secure
any furniture they desired. Feather mattresses, trundle beds and cribs were
common and in families where there were many children, large fireplaces -

some as many as eight feet wide - were provided so that every omne might be
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able-to-eeep comfortable in winter. A variety of cooking utensils were given

and large numbers of waffle irons, etc., then considered luxuries, were found

here.

To consider only the general plan of operation, this plantation was no
different from the average one in pre-civil war days but there was a phase

of the life here which made it a most unusual home. MGovernor" was so
exceptionally kind to his slaves that they wers known as "Gov. Towns' free
negroes" to those on the neighboring farms., He never separated families,
neither did he strike a slave except on rare occasions. Two things which
might provoke his anger to this extent, were: to be told a lie, and to find
that a person had allowed some one to take advantage of him, They were never
given passes but obtained wverbal consent to go where they wished and always

remained as long as they chose.

Phil Towns' father worked in the field and his mother did light work in the
house, such as assisting in spinning., Mothers of three or more children were
not compelled to work, as the master felt that their children needed care.
From early childhood boys and ginls were given excellent training. A boy who
robbed a bird's nest or a girl who frollicked in a boistercus manner was
severely reprimandsd. Separate bedroams for the two sexes were maintained
until they married. The girls passeG thru two steges-- childhood, and at
sixteen they became "gals". Three years later they might marry if they chose
but the husband had to be older-- at least 21. Courtships differed from those
of today because there were certain hours for visiting and ewven though the
girl might accompany her sweetheart away from home she had to be back at that

hour. They had no clocks but a *time mark" was set by the sun. A young man
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was not allowed to give his girl any form of gift, and the efforts of scme
girls to sec¢retly receive gifts which they claimed to have "found"”, were in
vain, for these were taken from them. After the proposal, the procedure was
practically the same as is observed today. The consent of the parent and

the master was necessary., MlMarriages were mostly held at night and no pains
were spared to make them occasions to be remembered and cherished, Bsautiful
clothes --her own selections --were given the bride, and friends usually gave
gifts for the house, These celebrations, attended by visitors from many
Plantations, and always by the Towns family, ended in gay"frolics" with cakes,

wine, etc., for refresiments,

During the Tfirst year of married life {he couple remained with the bride's
mother who instructed her in the household arts. Disputes between the newly-
weds were not tolerated and punisiment by the parents was the result of
*nagging”. At the end of a year, another log cabin was added to thse quarters
and the couple began housekeeping. The moral code was exceedingly high; the
penalty for offenders - married or single, white or colored - was to be
banighed from the group entirely. Thus illegitimate children were rare enough

\
to be a novelty.

Young Phil was in his teens when he began his first job - ecoach driver for
"Gov." Towns. This was just before they moved to Georgia. He traveled with

him wherever he went, and as the Gov. purchased a plantation in Talbot County,
(the house still stands), and a home in Macon,(the site of Mt. De Sales Academy),

a great deal of his time was spent on the roade Phil never did any other work

except to occasionally assist in sweeping the large yard. The other members of
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this group split rails, did field work, spinning, tailoring and any of the
many things that had to be done. Each person might choose the type of work

he liked best. %pportunities to make cash money were plentiful. ;y made
baskets and did hand work which was sold and the money given the maker.

A man or woman who paid Gov. Towns $150.00 might hire himself to the Gov. for
a year. When this was done he was paid ca&sh for all the work he did and many
were able to clear several hundred dollars in a year. In addition to this
opportunity for earning money, every adult had an acre of ground which he might
cultivate as he chose. Any money made from the sale of this produce was his

oW,

Racreation was not considered impcrtant eed so no provision was made in the
regular routine, It was, however, possible to obtain T™time off"™ at frequent
intervals and thess might be termed irreguler vacation periods. Evening enter-
taimment at which square dancing was the main attraction, were common. @quill
music, from a homemade harmonica, was played when banjoes were not available.
These instruments were made by binding with cane five to ten reeds of graduated
lengths. A hole was cut in the upper end of each and the music obtained by
blowing up and down the scale. Gt‘lests came fram all neighboring farms and
engaged in the "Green Corn" dance which was similar to what is now c¢alled Buck
dancing, Near the end of such a hilarous evening, the guests were served with

persimmon beer and ginger cakes «» then considered -a-delicacft&é

"Gov." Towns was interested in assisting any one M learniwm, The
little girls who expressed the desire to become "ladies™ were kept in the

"big house” and very carefully trained. The tastes of these few were developed
to the extent that they excelled the ordinary "quarter" children and were the

envy of the group at social affairs.
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Sunday was a day of Beversence and &ll adults were required to attend

religious services. The trip was usually made in wagons, oxeasrts, etc.,
altbhough the young women of +%*< big house rode handsome saddle horses.

At each church there was placed a stepping block by which they demcended from
their steeds. White and colored worshippad at the same church, constructed
with a partition separating the two parts of the ccngregation but not
axtending to the pulpit. Professions of faith were accepted at the same altar
while Baptimmal services were held at a local creek and al_l candidates were
baptized on the same day. Regular clothing was worn at this service. Children
were not allowed to attend church, and christenings were not cormon. Small boys,
reared entirely apart from be strict religious observances, used to slip away

and shoot marbles on Sunday.

The health problem was not e—very acute ome as these people were provided with
everything eemdueive $o—e contented mind waieh—playE T THFEE TEFt—hT-mmindadn-

A}
e 4

+$mz a robust body. However, a Doctor who lived nearby cared for the sick.
Two fees were 88t - the larger one being charged if the patient recovered. Home

renedies were used for minor ills —- catnip tea for thrash tea from Samson

t Qi e i t,l ”””

Snakeroot for cramps, redwood and dogwood bark wa/ffor uonns, hnahnmﬂ-mdy

Poamao, Ante cld G a;u}

also-fen-worms, This-te-oniy-a—mmaii-perb-eb—the Toot teas used, by this
generation. Peach brandy was given to anyone suspected of havmg pneumonia-;-

if the patient coughed, it was certain that he was a wictim of the diseass.

In these days, MMM—M mother te namesdher children.
't'\" W Ate

MWMWMW during

pregnancy. If another neme was given the child, the correct ome woculd be so

fimly implanted in his subconscious mind +that he would never be able to resist
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the impulse to turn his head when that name was called. The ssventh child

; o
%ii*&:': Na oot e aas b2y

was always thought to be exceptionally lucky,and-the—bemi—ot—gfwrtier

between the parsante-end-thie—ehitd-waepresver:; This belief persists today
in many localities.

Every family was given a weekly supply of food but this wmas more for conwvenience
than anything else as they were free to eat anything their appstites called for.
They killed chickens, ate vegetables, meats, etc. at eny time. The presence of
guests at the "quarters" roused Mrs. Towns to activity and she always helped
to prepare the menu., One of her favorite items was chicken -~ prepared four
different ways, in pie, in stew, fried, and baked, She gave full directions

T v akeiis

for the preparation of these delicacies teo—those—perEoNE "WID Were IOV sirddded-
cooks. Pound cake was another favorite and she insisted that a pound of butter

and a dozen eggs be used in each eake, When the meal was nearly ready, she
usually made a trip to the eabin to see if it had been % prepered. The
hostess could always tell without any comment whether she had satisfied her
mistress, for if she hed, a serving was carried back to the big house,wrtbi-irex.
Fishing was a form of remunerative recreation enjoyed by all._ Everyone usually
wernt on Seturday afternoon, but if‘ only a few made the trip, the catech was

ghared by all.

Sewing was no easy job as there wore few small women among the servants.
The cloth made at home, was plentiful, however, and sufficient clothing was
made for all. Some persons preferred making their own clothes and this
privilege was granted; otherwise they were made in a cammon sewing room.

Ten yards was the average amount of cloth in a dress, homespun and ginghem,
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the usual materials. The men wore suita of ¥3zaburg emd ﬁ This was

dyed to more durable colors wgo }\md a dye mede from

railroad bark (brown).

the

Phil believes that the sereeching of an owl )

e

W ”
bellowing of a cov)m jo-a-eter-of—doath... alse-4he howling of a dog
AR PN 13
ok
after dark T e aigl‘)or death bscause tha}\doa’sh of a human being is revealed

y Y ﬁ&l.w W AAA WM»&(
to animals, %—W Shough we may
e |
f£ind some way to rid curselves of the &m& of the‘?lg - the death will

oceur just the same.

A uod
tn nearly all plantations Whewe were some slgves who,,Wm!k‘:

sonseguently, for ithis,—ow-pimiier—reesens, hid themselves im the woods.
Loax
They asmuggled food to their hiding place by night, and remained ewey in same

instances, many months. Their belief in witcheraft caused them to resort to
most ridiculous means of avoiding discowery, Phil told the story of a man

who visited a eanjurer to obtain a"hand" for which he paid f£ifty dollars in gold.
The aymbol was a hickory stick which he used whersver ha was being ehased, and
in this manner warded off his pursuers. M one difﬁculty in thia

LAY & V. atandd
procedure, Hm *set up”iat a fork or cross roads.oﬂw e
puydors - had B M

H-was-oftennocesmary—to~sen quite a distance to reach such a spot, but when
the stick was sc placed human beings and even bloodncunds lost his trail. With

__%this assistance, he was able to remain in the woods as long as he liked.

Snakes were frequent visitors in the eabins of the "quarters". One morning
while Betty, a scock, was ¢onfined to bed, she sent for Mrs. Towns to tell

her that a snake had lain scross her chest during the previous night and had
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tried to get under the cover where her yeung baby lay aslesp. Mrs. Towns
was skeptical about the size and aectivities of the%l but sent for
saveral men to search the house. They had given up the search when one
chanced to glance above the sick woman's bed and there lay the reptile on a
shelf, The bed was roped and meved to enother part of the roem amd prepara-
tions made to shoot him. Quilts were piled high on the bed so that the noise
of the gun would not frighten the beby. When all was ready Mrs. Towns asked
the old man with the gun --

*Paddy Luke, ean you kill the snake?"

"Yesaum, mistress,™ he replied.

"Deddy Luke, can yeu kill the snake?”

"Yessum, mistress.™

*Daddy Luke, can you kill the snake?"

"Yessum, mistreas.®

"Shoot § "

He toek careful aim and fired, The huge reptlile rolled to the floor.

Ut i twzy .
Shey returned to the yard to de-weme work near the woodpile, %he mate was

— Y
discovered by one of the dogs ﬁ barked until a log was moved and the second

anske killed.

,bq UA'\:M‘G""

}\mu snakes were not feared iw-bhegpesdwys and for several years it was
cugtomary for women to earry a tiny green sneke in their bosoms. This fad wes
discontinued when one of the women was severely injuved through a bite on her

chest.

Phil remembers when the stars fell in 1833. "They came down 1like rain,” he

said. When askea why he failed to keep some, he replied that he was afraid to
touch them even after they became black.
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Freedom was discﬁsasd o‘i’-&.& plantatlon ffor many years before the c:lvil
”v) Tea ¢ £ 6l .

Waz; began. As contented as M were W/to—bm

M@Wf being absolu,ely free, An ex-slave's description of the

W ,1,, 7

maal cause oi‘ the Civil War, deserves a place here. ¥ seems that Lincoln

had sent severai messages $0 Davis requesting that he free the slaves. Ne
favorabl’e' response was received. Lincoln hed a cogferenee with Mre. Davis

and to this-«negﬁag»—he——mrﬂ:ad a Bible and a gun. He tried in vain to convinee—
Davis:thé.t he was ‘nong;according to the Bible, so he finally threw the two

upon the table end asked Davis be-beke his choice. He chose the gun. Lincoln
grasped the Bible and rwshed home. Tws Davis began the war bub -fincoln had

I

God- on his side and so he ended it.

PRy

One of Gove. Towns' sons went to the army and Phil was sent to care for him

while he was there, § an aristocratic men never went to %hae war without his

»

Pt

v;let. Hés duty was to cook for him, keep his clo'!"rhg clean, and be bring the
body home if he was killed « #he Boor poo{aie were either buried -hho!o’ or left

lying on the field for wultures to consume. Food was not so plentiful in the
Cleenn sty

mn:r and sheir diet of flapjacks and canned goods wes varied only thinaagh-abhe

Ao [t N AR (}4 :“,wl«. .

- asewef coffee and whiskey whéeh-mmrm,rm Aot Mﬁmmm

All cooking was done #ither between two battles or during the lull in a battle.
{" LA T e beeand
John Towns was soon sent back home as tho-y felt he was too M a—-SouUthy e

to be killed in battles’ ““His services were needed at homs.

Near the close of the war, Sherman made a visit to this vicinity. As was his

usual habit, he had Md the reputation of Gove. Towns berore he arrlved

I»L ju.'x'.m -Ji' i

at_his-tome. He found conditlons so ideal that MW.M“ e
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me-wx ni went ge:
/%y Shermen that he followed him emey and camped with the Yankees about
| where Gentral City Park is nmow. He $hought thet anything a Yankee said
WW
was true. }‘Ona'gave him @ knife and told him to go end eut the first man

3y on his way. Phil was so impressed

[TNVV e
he met, he followsd instructions ewen though he knew the man. ,{Baal:lzing how °
foolishhe Lad ssted, ho readily apologised and explained why. Thais soldters rwiied
featmian  CLanatymsrinyd Aot Waad W—m M%M
}:ﬁfmd %o fear nething j 'S “but lizerds. Ahey-hed q"prkmn sach ﬂs amd

:g‘%uld run in terrer at the sight of one,+ fhe Confederates never discovered

(- ) *

this. ml'*m‘.w %ﬁer the close
setbund :

of the war % ]\nre stationad in the towns-to keep order. Union flags were

placed everywhere, and a Southerner was accused of not regpecting the flag
if he even passed under one without bowing. Penalties for this offenge were,
to be hung up by the thumbs, to earry grufpolu for a certain tims, and
nunerous other punishments which caused a deal of discomfort to the vietims
but sent the soldiers ard ex-slaves into peals of laughter. The sight of a,
Yenkse soldiervwas eucugh-ve—send-a Confederate eae into hysterses.

Plosaenca bt Aotlone
¥ slaves laughed when told they nre free, but Gov. Tewms m almost indif-

ferent., His slavaa, he said, were alnyq practically free, so a little legal
form did not di vory much Ho=ttm, Nearly every one remained there and worked

for wages.

For tha. prast thirty-five years, Phil Tomns has been almost totally disabled.
Lang life mnanenitytohimrerhomourymuadto live longer

when they honmd their elders mors. He has eighty-four relatives in Virginia -
all older then hn, but states that friends who have visited there say he looks
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more aged than any of them. His great desire is to return to Virginia,
as he believes he will be able to ;iﬁ-m e familiar landmarks in

spite of the changes that have taken place.

Mr. Alex Blosk, of Macon, mekes no charges for the old shack in which vhoPM
lives; his food furnished by the Department of Public Welfare is supplemented
by interested friends.
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NEAL UFPSON

Ex-Slave
Age 81.

Alternate rein and sunshine haé continued for
about 10 days and the ditches half filled with watef, slippery
banks of red clay, =snd the swollen river necessitating a de-
tour, added to the various difficulties that beset trhe inter-
viewer as she trudged through Iast Athens in search of Neal
Upson's shabby, three-room, frame house. A magnificent water
oak sheded the vine-covered porch where & rocking cheir and
swing offered a comfortable place to rest.

"Good mornin', Miss," was the smiling greeting-

of the aged Negro men who answered a knock on the front door.

"How is you? Won't you come in? I would ax you to have a
cheer on the porch, but I has to stey in de house cause de
light hurts my eyes." He head hestlly removed a battered old
felt hst, seversl sizes too lerge for him, and as he shufTled
down the hall his nair a.peared slmost white as it framed his
black face. His clean, but faded blue overalls and'éhirt were
vetched in severzl places and heavy brogans compietel his-.cos-
tume. The dey wes hot and humid and he carefully placed two
cheirs where they would Lave tne sivantssze of any breeze that
migtt firnd its way thr-ugh the open hallway.

"Miss, I*'se mighty glad yéu come today," he be-

gan, "cause I does git so lonesome here by myself., iy old 'omsn
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wuks up to de court'ouse, cookin' for de folkaea in Jall,rand
it*s allus late when she glts back home. 'Souse me for
puttin' my old hat back on, but dese olﬁ eyes Jus' can't stand
de light even here in the hall, less I shades 'em.

- | Wnen esked to tell the story of his life, ne
chuckled. "Lawsy, Mlssy," he said. ”Does you mean dat you is
willin' to set here and listen to old Neal'talk° 'T&in’t many
folkses what wants to hesar us old Niggers talk no more. I Jus?
loves to think back on dem days 'cause dem was ha,py tlmes so -
much better'n tlmes is now. Folkses was better den. Dey was
allus ready to holp one another but Jus' look how dey is now.

"I was borned on Ma;ster rrank Upson s place t
down in Oglethorpe County, nlgh Lexzn'ton Georgy. Marster had
a plantatlon, but us never lived dar for us stayed at de homg
place what never had more'n ’boutieéiacres of land 'rdund:it‘

Us never nad to be trottin' to de sto' evvy timevus started tor
cook, 'ceuse what warn't raiéed on de hbmejplacéanarster héd
'em raise out on de big piantétion. Evvytnlng us needed t'eat
and wesr was growed on Marse frank's land.

"Harold and Jane Upson was my Daddy and Mammy,
.only folkses gus' called Daddy 'Hal * Both of 'em wes raised
rizht der on de Upson place whar dey played ‘together whllst dey
wes chilluns Mammy SEld she nad washed and sewed for Daddy ever

-

since she was big enough and when dey got grown dey Jjus* up and
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got marrled I was deir only boy and I was de baby ehlle bﬁt .
dey had four ¢ als older n me, Dey was" Cordella, Anna Par-.
thene, and Ells. Ella was named for Marse nrank's onllest

chile, little Miss Ellen, and our little Mlss wes sho e good |

1little chile.

"Daddy maae de shoes for all de slaves on de

rlantation snd Mammy was called de ‘house 'omen. She done de.-

cookin' up at.de big 'ouse, and made de cloth for her own
fambly's clotnes, and she was sC smart us allus had plenty

t'eet and wear. I was little and stayed wid mammy up at ﬁe :

big 'ouse and jus' played all over it and all de folkses up

der petfed me. Aunt Tame was a old slave too old to wuk . She
was all de time cookin? glngerbread and hldin’ ib in e llttle M
trunk what sot by de flreplace in her room.; When us chillun

was good Aunt Tame give us 5£E§E£E£§2§ but if us didn't nﬂnﬁ ')
what she said, us didn't zit none. Aunt Tams had de rheumatiz
and walked wid e stick end I could git in dat trunk Jus' fbout
anytime I wanted to. I shot* dld git *bout evvything dem.other‘
chillun had, swappin' Aunt Tema' s gingerbreaﬁ Vhen our white‘l
folkses went off, Aunt Tama toted de keys, and she evermore did
mal 3 dem Riégers stand 'round. Marse Frank jus' laﬁghéd wﬂen o
dey made complaints 'bout her. | | | J

| "In summertime dey cooked peasxand'other‘vég;tégié;
for us chillun in a weshpot out in de yara in de suade and ua

et out of de pot wid our wooden spoons. Dey Jus' glve us woodén

bbwls fuil of bread and milk for'suppei.
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"Mierse Frank said he wented *em to larn me how
to wait on de white folkses'®' table up &t de big *ouse, and dey

started me off wid de job of fannin® de flies awey. Mist'ess

Serena, liarse Frank‘S‘wife,}madé me a white coat to wear in de.
dinin' room. Missy, dat little old white coat mede me git de
onliest ﬁhuppin"Marse‘Frank ever did give ﬁé;“ Here old Neal
paused for a heafty laugh, "Us had comp'ny for dinner dat dey
and I Telt so big showin' off 'fore 'em in dat white coat dat I
jus' couldn't mske dat turkey wing fan do right. Dem turkey
wings wes fastened on long handles and a%tér'Maréter hed done
warned we a time or two to mind what I was 'béut, thevdld»tur—
key wing wénf down in de gravy;bbwl and wheﬁ Ivjerked;t oﬁi it

splattered 2all over de preacherfs best Sundgy éuit, .Mérsekﬂrank“

got up and tuk me right out to de kitchen and when he got through )

brushin' me off I never 4id ~ave no more trouble wideem turkey
wings.

"EBvvybody cooked on open firepléces dem days. Dey.
had swingin' racks what dey celled cranes to heng de botsbn for
bilin'. Dere was ovens for bekin' and de heé&y iron skiilets

‘hed long handles. One of dem old skillets was so big daat Mammy

could cook 0 bisgu;ﬁs in it at one time. I ellus did love bis-
cuits, and I would go out in dé yard end trade’Aunt Tema's ginger-
bread to de other chilluns for deir sheer oflbiscuits,‘ Deh déy"
would be skeered to gat de gingerbread 'cause I told 'em I'd iell

on ‘'em. Aunt Tama thought dey was sick and told Marse Frank de
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chilluns warn't eatin' rnothin'. He axed 'em what was de
matter and dey told him dey had done traded all deir bread
to me. Marse Frank den axed me if I warn't gittin' enough
t'eaﬁ, 'cause he 'lowed dere was enough dar for all. Den
Aun£ Tama'had to go and tell on me. She said 1 was wuss dan
a hog atter biscuits, so our éood idfarster ordered her to ses
dat 1i'l Neal hsd enough t'eat.

"] ain't never gwine to forgit dat whuppin' my
own daddy give me. Le had jus' éharpened up a fine new &xe for

hisself, and I treded it off to a white boy named Roaf“Whaﬁ

lived nigh us when I seed him out tryin' to cut wood wid &

sorry old dull axe. I sold him my daddy‘é fine new axé fbr S
‘biscuits., TWhen he found out fbout dat, he 'lbwed he was gwine
to give me somepin to make me think *fore I done eny more tré&in;
of his things. |IMist'ess, let me tell you, dat beatinf® he give
me evermore was a-layin' on of de rodt

P ———
"One day Miss Serena put me in de cherry tree to

pick cherries for her, &nd she told me not to eat none 'til I
LI .

finished; den I could have all I wanted, but I.4idn't mind her

and I et so many cherries I got sick and fell out of de tree.

3

Mist'ess was skeered, but iiarse Frank said: 'It's good enough
for nim, 'cause he didn't mind:'

"Mammy never did give me but one whuppin' neither.
Daddy was gwine to de circus gnd I jus' cut up 'bout it 'cause -

I wanted to go so bad. Mist'ess give me some ceke and I hushed



long as I waséeétin', butfsoon_as de last cak¢ crumb was swal-
1owéd Ilstafteé bawlin' again. She give me a stick of candy
and soon as I et dat I was squallin' wuss dan ever. Mammy told
Mlst'ess den dst sne knowed how to quiet me eand she retch under
de bed for e shoe.  Yhen she had done finished layin' dat shoe
on me and put it back whar she got it, I was sho Willin; to
shet my mouth and let 'em all go to de circus widout no more
racket frocm me.

"De fust school I went to was in a little one-
room 'ouse in our white folkses' beck yard. Us had g white

teacher end all he larnt slave chillun was jus' plain readin®

———

and writint'., I had to pass Or. Willingham's office lots and he

was all de time pesterin' me 'bout spellin'. One day he stopped
me and axed me if I could spell fbumble bee widout ite tail,*
and he said dat when I larnt to spell it, he would gimme some

candy. lir., Senders, at Lexin'ton, gimme a dime onct. It was de
e il .

fust»money I ever hac. I was glumb rich-and I never let my

Daddy hasve no peace 'til he fetched me to town to do my tredin'.
I wes &ll sét to buy myself a hét, a sto-bougnt suit éf clothes,
and some shces what warn't brogsns, but Missy, I wdund.up wid a
gingercake and a nickel's wuth of cendy. I used to cry and

holler evvy tine Lilss Serena went off and left ne. Whenever 1
seed 'em gittin' out de carriage to hitch it up, I sterted beg-
gin' to Zo. Sometimes she lsughed and seid: 'All right Neal.'

sut w.uen sie saldy 'No Keal,' I snuck out snd hid under de high-
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up cerrisge seat and went along jus' de same. Mist'ess allus.

found me 'fore us got back home, but she jus' laughed and said:
*well, Neal's my little yﬁgger anyhow,*

*Dem old cord beds was a sight to look at, but
dey slept good. Us cyzrded lint cotton into bats for mattresses
and put ;em in & tick what us tacked so 1t woulén't git lumpy.
Us never seed no iron springs dem days. Dem cords, criss-
crossed from one side of de bed to de cther, was our springs and
us had keys to tighten 'em wid. If us didn't tighten 'em evvy
few days dem beds was avpt to fell down wid us. De cheers was
homemade too and de easlest-settin' ones had bottoms made out
of rye splits. Dem oak-split cheers was all right, and some-
times us used cane U0 bottom de cheers but evvybody laked to
set in dem cheers what had bottcms wove ocut of rye splits.

"Merster had dne of dem oli cotton gins wiet didn't

—————————— Jt .. oo

have nc engines. It was wuked by mules. Dem o0ld mules was
hitched to a lonz pole whet dey pulled 'round and ‘round to meke
de gin do its wuk. Dey had scme gins in dem days what had tresd-
\

mills for de mules to waelk in. Dem c51d streadmills looked sorter
l1ak steirs, but most of 'em waé turned by long poles wnat de

mules pulled. You had to feed de cotton by hand to dem 0ld gins
and vou sho nsd to be keerful or you wss gwine to lose a hand and
maybe S arm. You had to Jump in dem old cotton rresses and tread

de cotton down by hand. 1t tux rost all day long toc gin two bales

of cotton end if dere wsns tiree besles to be ginned us nsa to wuk
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most all night to-finish up.
"Dey mixed wool wid de lint cotton té‘spin'thzead

to make cloth for our winter clothes. Mammy wove a lot of dat
cloth arnd de clothes made out of it sho would keep out de cold.

Most cof our stockin's and socks was knit at home, but now and den

o

somebedy would git hold of a sto-bought pair for Sunday-go=-to-

meetin' wear.

"Colored folkses went to churcin wid deir own white
S ————

folkses &nd sot in de gellery. One Sunday us was all settin' in

dat church listenin®' to de white preacher, kir. Hansford, tellin®

" how de old debbil was gwine to git dem what didn't do righti’Herg
Neal burst into uncontrollsble lsughter. ois sides shook and
tears ran down his face. Finally he begsn his story again: t
"Missy, I Jjus' got to tell you 'bout dat day in de meetin!' 'ouse.
4 Nigger had?iﬁg off from hls marster and was hidin' out from one

place to enother. At night he vould go steal his somepin t'eat.

tile had done stole some chlckens and had 'em wid him up in de

e o s R MR it A

church steeple whar he was hidin' dat day. Wihen daytime come he
T— . . .
] .
went of i to sleep lak Niggers will do winen dey sin't got to hustle,

and when ne wcke up Ireacher .ensford was tellin' 'em 'bout de
debbil was gwine to git de sinners. Right den a 0ld rcoster
whet ne had stcle up and crowed so loud it seemed lak Gabriel?s
trumnpet on Judment Dey. Dat'runaway Nigger was skeered f'ceuse
he knowed dey was gwine to find hLim sho; but he wern't skeered

nuffin' compered to dem Niggers settin' in de gallery. Dey Jjus'
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knowed dat was de voice of de debbil what had done come atter
‘emnm, Dem Niggers never st d prayin' end testlfyln' to de
Lord, 'til de white folkses nad done got dat runaway slave and
de rooster out of de steeple. =is marster was dar end tuk him

home end zive him & good, snuné thrasuin',

[ = A

"Slaves was 'lowed to nave praycrmeetin' on
Chuesdey (Tuesgey) end iridey 'round st de diffunt plantations

whiar delr marsters 4idn't leer, and dere warn't meny whet cbjected.

o

ir slaves prayermeetin' pazcsses on den

De gooé marsters =11 give a

so de pretterollers wouldn't zit 'em =nd beat 'em up for

.5’
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bein' off deif warster's lancs. Dey 'most nigh kilt some sleves
what dey cotceh oul wien dey didn't nave no vass. wiilte preachers
done de t=zlkin' at de neetin'houses, but at dem vhuesdey and

‘riday nizsht ~rayermeetin's, it was a2ll dcne by iliggers. 1 wes

too little to 'meaber much 'bout dem zectin's, but my older sister§
used to talk lots 'bout 'em lonz atter de war Lsd brung our freedom.

Dere warn't seny slaves wrpat ¢oold reaw, O dey Jus' tealkeda 'bout

P

vwiiol dey sd done Leared de white prescners ssy on sunday. One of
\ C

de fzv'rite texties wes de third cnapter of Jchn, and most of 'em

jus' 'mexbered = line or two from det. iissy, from whet folkses

£

said 'bout dem meetin's, dere wus sho & lot of gnod crayin' end

OQ

testifvin', 'Cuuse so many sinners repentel end wes saved., Soue-~
times =zt dem <sundey meetin's at de wihite folkses' church dey would

heve two Sr three preacihers de suzme day. De fust one would give



de text and preach for at least a hour, den another one would
give a text and do his preachin', and 'bout dat time senother

one would rise up and say det dem fust two brudders had done

preachied. enn e 5,000 souls, but datwggéwas gwine to

bry to dcuble dat number. Den he would do his preachin' and

atter d=t one of dem others would git up and szy: ‘'Brudders

and Sisters, us is all here for de same &nd dnly purpose - dat

of savin' souls. Dese other good brudders is done preached,
talked, end prayed, and let the gap down; now 1i'm gwine to raise
it. Us is gwine to git 'ligion enough to téke us straight through
dem pearly gates. Now, let us sing whilst us gives de new

brudders and sisters de right hend of fellowship. Cne of dem

0ld songs went sort of lak dis:

*Must I be born to die
And lsy dis body down<®!

"ilien dey nau dcne finished ull de verses and

L
choruses of dat dey started:
'‘Amezin' Grace, How sweet de sound

Dat saved a wretch lak me.'
N

"'Fore dey stopped dey usually got 'round to singin':
'On Jordan's stormy bsnks I stand,
And cast a wishful eye,
To Cenaan's fair and happy lend
Yhar my possessions lie.!
"Dey could keep dat up for hours and it was sho!
good singin', for dat's one thing Niggers was bern to do - to

sing when dey gits 'ligién.



. When- 0ld Aunt Flora come up and wanted to jine

de church she told 'bout how she had done seed de Hebenly 1ight
and changed her way of livin'.  Folkses testified den 'hout de
~goodness of de Lord and Hie many tléésih'élwhat‘ﬁe'giﬁé to saints

‘and sinners, but'déy is done stoppedﬁgiVin"Him.mucﬁiﬁﬁéhkétgh§j

more. Denm days dey 'zamined folkses 'fore dey let 'em.gine up

wid de chureh. When dey started 'zeminin' Aunt Flora, de-

preacher'axed‘her: 'Is you done been borned again and ﬁOES“Ybu
believe ‘dat Jesus Christ done died to savé sinners®® Aunt Flora
she started to cry, an& she seld: . 'Lordy, Is He daid? Us
didn't know dat. If my old man had dcne7’séribedwfor“&é7pépér‘”
lak I told him to, us would have knowed when Jesus died?® Neal
giggled, = "Missy," he said, "ain't dat jus'%gg} of dam oldbtime
Niggers? ey jus' tuk dat for ign'ance ‘and et her come on into
de church; : |
"Dem days it was de cuistom for marsters to hire
out what slaves dey had dat warn't needed to Wuk'on"déiffbﬁﬁf?
land, so our merster hired out' two of my sisters. sisgt Anria ‘was
hired to a fambly *bout 16 miles from our place. She didn't lak
it dar so she run away and I found her hid out in»our"§éteff*onaes

e ]

One day when us was playin' she called to me right low and soft

lak aud told me she was hongry and for me to git her somepin t'eat
but not to tell nobody she was dar. She said she had beén'aé£ wid--
out nothin' t'eat for several days. She was skeered Marster might

whup her. She looked So thin and bad I thought she was gwine to



die, so I told Mammy. Her and Marster went and brung Anna ho de
'ouse and fed.her. “ Oat pore chlle ‘was starved most to deahh.

Marster kept her at home for & weeks and fed her up good den

he carried her back and told dem.folkses what had ‘hired her dat

.dey had better treat Anna good and see dat she had plenty t'ean, N
Marster was drivin' a fast hoss dat day, but bless your heart - )

Anna beat him.back home dat day. She cried and tuk on go, beggin'
him not to take her back dar no more dat he told her she could
stay home. My other 31ster stayed on whar she was hired out
'til de war was over and dey give us our freedom.} ﬁ

*Daddy had done hld all Ola Marster 'S hosses when
de yankees got to our plantation. Two of de rldin' hosses ﬁaé
»in de smokehouse and another good trotter was 1n de hen 'ouse.
0ld Jake was a slave what warn't rlght bright.i He slep' in de
kitcnen end he knowed whar Daddy had hid dem.hosses, buz dat was
2ll he knowed. Marster nad give Daddy his money to hide too,
end he tuk some of de plasterin' off de wall in &arster 'S room
and put de box of money inside de wall. Den he fixed dat plas-
terln’ back sc nice you eouldn't tell it had ever been tore off.
De-night dem.yankees cone, Daddy had gone out to de wuk 'ouse
to git some pegs - to Pix sanepin (us didn't have no nalls dem.days)
When de yankees rid up to de kltchen door and found 01d Jane
rlght by hlsself dat pore old fool was skeered s0 bad he Jus*
started right off babblin' ’'bout two hosses in de smpke,ogse agd

one in de“hen Yonse, buh he was tremblin'usq_pe couldpft‘talk,giéin.
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01ld Marster heared de fuss dey made and he come down to de kitch-
en to see what wes de matter. De yankées’dep ordered Marster.
to git 'em his hosses. 'MérSter’called?ﬁEddy-and told him to ‘
zit de hosses, but Daddy, ne played foolish lak and stalled | i
tround lek he didn't have good sense. Den sojers raved>and’f ?22:gl::ff&§
fussed gll night long 'bout dem hosses, but dey never thought |
'bout lookin' in de smoke'ouse and hen 'cuse for 'em sné 'bout
daybreaﬁ dey left widout taekin' n~thin',: ‘Marster said he was
sho proud of my Daddy for savin' dem éood'hosses for him. R 5 ?
"Merster had a long pocketbook what fastened at o
one end wid a ring. One day when he'WEnﬁ to git out some money
he drapped a roll of bills dat he never seed, but Daddy picked
it up end handed it back to him right swey. Now my Ddddy could (

have kept dat money jus' as easy, but he wes a 'ceptional*m&ﬁ”j)

P
!

and believed evvybody ought to do right.

"Aunt Tama's old man, Uncle Griff, come to live -
wid her on our plsice atter de war was ovVerT. 'Fore deﬁfhe.had 
belonged to a man named Colquittl: Marster pervidéd'a)home;TOr
him and Aunt Tema *'til dey was both daid.” Wheg.dey was buildin®

de fust colored Methodist church in dat section Uncle Griff give

2 whole hundred dollars to de buildin® fund, Now it tuk a heap

of scrimpin' for him to save dat much money 'cause he never had
made over $10 & month. Aunt Tema had done gone to Glory a long
time when Uncle Griff died.  Atter dey buried him dey come back

and wes 'rengin' de things in his little cabin. When dey moved



dat 1ittle trunk what Aunt Tema used to keep gingerbread in,
dey found Jus' lots of money in it. Iarster tuk keer of dat
money 'til he found Uncle Griff's own sister and den he give
it all to her.

"One time Marster missed some of hié”monéﬁhaﬂd ‘
he didn't want to 'cuse nobédy,f30uhs-'aidad he would find out
who had dqne‘de,débbilment. He put a big rooster in 8 éocﬁﬁ*‘
wid his haid stickin' out. Den he called all de Niggers up to
de yard snd told 'em somebody hed been stealin® his‘mbﬁey,”aﬁ&}’
dat evvybody muStfgit‘in line and merch 'round det coop and
tetch it. He said dat when de guilty ones tetched it de old
rooster would erow. Evvybody tetched it fcept one old manm and
his wife; dey jus* “wouldn't come nlgh det coop wmar dat rooster
was a-lookin' at evvybody out of his little red’eyes;“* Eﬁf&%@r
had dat o0ld man and 'oman sarched and found all de money what |
had been stole. |

"\ mny died 'bout a year atter de war, and I never
will forgit how Misttess cried aﬁd said: 'Nesl, your mammy is |
done gone, and I don't know what I'll do ﬁidouﬁ'her;"°ﬁot“loﬁg’
atter dat, Daddy bid for de contract to éar‘ry de mail end he got
de place, but it made de white folkses mighty med, *cause some -

ontract. Dey *'lowed@

white folkses had put in'Bids'f‘
dat Deddy better not never start out wid.det mail,: teause ir he
did hg waS"gw1ne to be sorry:““Marster begged Daddy not to risk
it end told him if‘hetﬁgﬁid Stay dar wid‘him he would let him

have a plantation for as long’as he lived, and so us étayed on

-




dar *'til Daddy died, and a long time atter dat us kept on wukin'

for 0ld warster.
"wWhite folkses owned us back in de days ‘fore de
wer but our own white folkses was mighty good to deir slaves,

Dey hed to larn us 'bedience fust, how to live right, and how to

treat evvybody else right; but de best thing dey larned us was

how to do useful wuk . De onliest time I ‘'member stealin' any-

thing 'éept_Aunt rama's gingerbread wss one time when I went/to
town wid baddy in. de buggy; When us started back home a man
zot in de seat wid vaddy and I had to ride dowm in de back‘of
de buggy whar Daddy had’éigwgmiggﬂgfﬁliquor. I could hear it
s{ushin' 'round and so 1 got to wantin' to know how it tasted.:
I fulled out de corncob stopper and tuk one taste. It was. so
good I jus' kep’-on testin' 'til I passed out, and didn't know
when us got ncme or nuffin else 'til I weked up in my own bed
next cay. Qiggy give me a tannin' winat I didn't forgit for a
long time, but dat Q;s déM;ﬁssest drunk I ever was. Lord, but I
did love to follow my Daddy. -

"Folkses warn't sick nmuch in dem days lak dey is
now, but now us don't eat strong victuals no more. Us raked out

not eshes den and cooked good old ashcakes what was a heap better

for us dan dis breed us buys from de stores now. Marster fed us

plenty of ashgake, fresh meét, and ash roasted *taters, and dere
what - }
warn't nobody/could out wuk us.

62



| _ fﬁa;&b&@h"wasrsomapin.w&atm&&dﬁ‘t%ﬁ&ﬁp&ﬁfotﬁeﬁﬁan |
our plantation, but when somebody did die ﬁ@ik@gs%wduidﬂgaﬂffcm
miles and miles around to set up end pray &ll night to comfort

de fambly of de daid. Dey never made up de coffins 'til atter =

somebody died. Den dey measured de~cbgg§gkgq@”mgde&da“éoffin,g4w@eaﬁ
to fit de body. Deﬁ éoffins was lined wid black calieo and .
paintéd wid lampbiack on de oﬁtside. ’ Somﬁtimesjéey kivﬁered
de outside wid black .calico lek de limin'. Coffins for white
folkses was jus' lak what dey had made‘ﬁp for deir slaves, and
dey was all buried in de same graveyard on deir own plaﬁtaﬁion34
"When de war was bver”dey‘elqsed de little one«
"his~skawes;fbutsour:younggﬁisagﬁllgméxaﬁm&;mstigter;righ@.qnﬁ@;
'til she got whar she could teach.school. Ba&éyzrixedﬁwpﬁar

room onto our house for her school and she soon had it ful&fof} /
chillun, ’Dey made ﬁe study too, and I~sho:did=hat§‘to have %o
go to school to my own sister for she evermore did take ‘evvy '
chance to lay dat stick on me, hut I s'peaté\&hﬁ bad a-right
tough time wid me. When time come .'round ﬁo.éélebrateesahoél
commencement, I was one proudglittle“Nigger 'cause i never had
been so dressed up in my life before. I had cn a red waist,

@Eizg_ﬁgg;s, and a good pair of shoes; buitd@'g:andest‘thing-qfv

all ‘bout dat outfit was dat Daddy let me wear his watch. Evvy-
o wes mer , ~E TR

body come for dat celebration. Defé'wasvcver 500;folks%at«dat

big-dinner,_an& us hed lots of barbecue and all sorts of good -
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thing31t'éat.\\ 0ld Mgrster was dar, gnd when 1 stood up ffore .
=11 dem folks and said my little speech widout missin' a word, .
zrster sho &id laugh and clap his handsif HeAcalLe&“meiovérrteﬂ

mar he was settin' end saild: 'I knowed you eould lern:if you -

Waﬁted to.' Best of all, he give'm&ﬁ&*thleldellar.-I wa's

—

rich den, plumb rich. One of my sisters couldn't larn nothin'.

Je only letters she could ever say was 'G-0-D.' No matter whet
vou axed her to spell she allus said 'G-0-D.'  She was a good

field hand thoush and a good 'oman and she lived to be more den

90 years old.
"Now, talkin® 'bout frolickin', us really used -to

i

dence. What I means, is sho *nough old~-time break-downs: Some=~

times us didn"t have no musie~'eept*jus*”bedtiﬁ*?ﬁima‘én~§iﬁfpaﬁ8wi‘

«nd buckets but most times Cld Blice Hudson played his fiddle -

for us, aﬁd it had to be tuned ageain atter evvy set us danee&.'ﬁéj
never knowed bﬁt‘one tune and he playe&'dat over and over. Some-
times dere was 10 or 15 couples on dge floor at de same time and

us didnft think nothin® of dénci@\ pll night long. Us had plenty

of 0ld corn juice for refreshment, and etter Elice had €wo or
three'cués’bf'dat juice, he could git *'Turkey in de Straw? out

of dat fiddle lak nobody's business.

"One time a houseboy from another plantstion wanted

to come to one of our Saddy night dances, so his marster told him
N | ‘ - 3 ,{ "'-\ » .' ‘ : o
to shine his boots for Sunday and-fix his hoss for de night -and

den he could git off for de frocliec. Abraham shined his mdrster's
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boots 'til he could see hisself in ;am; an@ﬂééy looked:.so grand hé.
was-tempted to try 'em on. -Dey wsas a liﬁtie ﬁighefbuﬁxhéwthought
he.éould wear ‘em, and he wanted to show hiésglf,dfr in\'emaatﬂ@e'
deance. Dey warn't so easy to walk in and: he wase’fraié4he@might<
git 'em scratched up walkin® tﬁroﬁgh~de-fieids,réa he snuck his
argter's hoss out and rode io de dance. When Abraham rid up

der in dem shiny boots, he got all de gals' *ttemtion. HMNone of

tem wented to dance wid de other WNiggers. Eat‘&brahamwwés:sho‘
struttint *til somebod§ run in and told&him«hismhoés had done
broke its neck. He had Uied it to a limb and sho ‘'nough, some
wéy, dat hoss had done gotvtangled up and hung its own' self. -
Abraham begged de other Nigger boys to help him: take de ﬁaié;hos§
home, but he had.done tuk deir gals and he didn't git nasheip. Hbf

long . ~
had to walk 12/miles home in dem tight shoes: De sun had:doné:riz

up when he'got dar and it warn't long 'fore-his Marster wasucéllinf.
'Abraham, bring‘me'my boots.' Dat Nigger would holler,outzngas/
sah! I'se a-comin'. But dem.booﬁsjwouldntb,éomﬁofrd'causefhis
foots had done éﬁell&d up in 'em.;.His maister-keptonfaallin'

and when Abraham.seed'he cpuldh't put .it off no-longer, he jus®.

cut dem bodts off his foots and went in and told what he had done.
His merster was awful mad and said he was a good mind to take de
hide off Abresham's back. 'Go git my hoss quick, Nigger, 'fore.X
most kills you,' he yelled. Den Abrahem told him: ‘'Merster I .
knows you is gwine to kill me now; but your hoss is done daid.®

Der pore Abrehem had to out and tell de whole story and his marster



got to laughin' 56 'b0ut how he tuk, all dalgala away. frem 'g‘

never would stop. When he finally did sﬁop laughin' and $h¥$¢
hls 51aes he sald* 'Dat's all rlbht Abraham, Bon't never ;et
nobody beat your tlme wid de gals: And dat's all he ever said
to Abraham ‘bout it ‘ | o |
“When.my sister got married,_us sho uid have a
gfané time. Us caoked a plg whole w1d a shiny red apple in its
mouth and set 1t right 1n de mludle of ae long table What us
had built out in de yard Us uad evvything good to go w1d daﬁ
plg, and atter dat suy1er, us danced all nlght long. My $1$-
ster never had seed dat man but one tlme 'fore she married him.

-;Q Daddy and hls cousin Jim.swore wid one

| another dat 1f one dled 'fore de other ﬁat de one what was left
would look atter de deid one's fambly and See dat none of de e
chillun was bound out to wuk for nobody.} It warn’ t long atter
die'det Daddy died. - I was 1us' fourteen, and was Wukln' for a.

brick meson larnin' det trade. ,:Daddy ned done been gick a

while, and one night de fambiy woke me up?endiéaid he'wasiﬂyinﬁfh
I run fast as I could for a doctor but. Daddy was done daid ‘when
I got back. Us burleé him right side of Mammy in de old grave—

yard. It was nmst a year atter dat 'fore us had de funeral ser-

mon preached. Dat was de way folkses done den.‘ Now Msmmy
Daddy was both.gone but old Marster sald us chlllun could live
dar long s&s us wante& to. I went on back to wuk, ‘'cause I wes
crazy to be as good a mason as ny Dad&y'was. In Lexin'ton dege

is a rock wall still stendin' *round a whole square what Daddi




built in slasvery time. Lcong ss he lived he blowed his bugle

evvy mornin' vo wake up all de folkses on sarse Frank's plan-

tation. iie never failed to blow dat bugle at break of day ‘'cep

en sundays, end evvyboay on dat place 'pended on him to weake

'em Up.

"I was Jus' a-wukin' sway one day when Cousin
N

Jim sont for me tn go

e rizght hiere to

[

Ai/ﬂ

tc toon wid him., MNissy, det wan brung

ens to de 0ld courthouse and bnund me out

to a white man. He done deat very thing atter swearin' to my

Laddv ne wouldn't never let dat herpen. I didn't wsnt to wuk

dat way, =o 1 run away and vent back home to wuk. De sheriff

come snd ¢ot me and said 1 had to g£o back whar 1 was bound out

or o to faill.

i

. - N -
Atlants y &

"
I coe tc town to see
e end Jus' as . zot
in and causit 'sm iﬁ

said I would nave to

nolp me atter us

hurry bzck aome.

Fretty soon I runned away egein and went to

¢ dey never botiiered me 'bout det no rnore.

De onliest time I ever got 'rested was once when

200

I8

zitvin' somebody to pick cotton for
to a certaln Nigger's house de police come
a crap cemé. Lr. sclune, de policeman,

go 'long wid de others to jail, but ne would

dar and 1e did. He 'raenged it so 4 could

"1'Bout de best times us hasd in de plentation

days was de c¢orn shucsin's, log rollin's,:nd syrur cookin's. Us

gllus finiched up dem syrup c~okin's wid & cendy pullin®'.



W&tter he had all his corn gathered and put in Sl
blg longAplles harster 'v1ted de folkses fromuall 'round dem |
parts, Dat was de way it was &one,” evvybody holped de others
cit de corn shucked. Nobody thought of hirin' folkses and payin'
out cash money for extra wuk lak dat. Dey 'lected a gen ral to
lead off de 31ng1n' and atter he got 'em to keepin' tlme wid de
31ngin' de llttle ‘brown jug was passed 'round. ﬁhen 1t had gone
de rounas a tlme or two, it was a 81ght to see how fast dem
nggers could keep time to dat slngln' Dey could do all sorts
of ﬁouble time den when dey had swigged enough liquor. when de

orn was all shucked dey feasted and den drunk more liquor and
danced as long sas dey could stand up. De logrollin s ‘and eandy

‘pullin's ended de same way. Dey was sho grand good tlmes.

"y farmed w1d de whlte folkses fot Baﬁyears anﬁ

néver nad no trouble wid noboay. ' Us allus settled up fair and
square and in crep time dey never botnered to come ‘round to

see what Neal was doin', 'cause dey knowed dis ngger ‘was wukin'
all right Dey wes all mlghty good to me. Atter I got S0 old
I couldn't run a farm no more I whked in de ﬁhlte folkses" |
gyardens and-uended deir flowers. I had done been wukln' out -
Mr;; Steve Upson's flowers and when she come tdﬁpay, éhe"aiéd
what my name was. - When I told her it was Neal Upson she wanted
to khow how I got de Upson neme. I told her Mr. Frank Upson had
done give it to me whean wes his slave. She called té Mr. Steve
and dey lek to have talked me to death)for mw~ Marse Frank end

Mr. Steve s daddy was close kinfolkses.



Atter dat I wuked deir flowers long as I was\aﬁle to walk way
of f up to deir ﬁléeeéibut old Neal éan‘ﬁ wuk ‘no-more. Mr 8teve
and his folkses comes to see me sometimes and Itse allus power-
ful gled to see ‘em.

"I used to wuk some for Miss Mary Bacon. She is
a mighty good 'omen and she knowed my Daédyfaﬁﬁfour good 0ld
Marster. Miss Mafy would talk to me 'bout dem old days and she
allus séid; 'Néél, let's pray,' 'fore I left. Miss dary never
did git married. She's one of dem solitary'la&ies.-

"Now, Missy, how come you wants to know 'bout my
weddin'? I done been married two times, but it was de fust time
dat was de sho 'nough ‘'eitin' one. I'ooufﬁedﬂdaﬁ’gél for a.long,
long time whilewlaﬁ@sﬁtO®;SKeéred‘bovax'ﬁér«Ead&y&férlheﬁ;?iﬂWQnt
to see her evvy Sunday jus!_’termined~to ax him for her *foré I
'iéft, and I would stay late atter supper,”bnt Jus* couldn'ﬁqgiﬁ;
uﬁ-nerve enough to»do it. One Sunday I promised myself I wauld*
ax him if it kilt me, so I went over to ‘his house early dat
morrint' and told ‘Lida, det ﬁas?my*sweetﬂsartﬁs name - I says to
her: 'I sho is gwine to ax him todey.' Well, dinnertime come,
suppertime come, and I was gittin'ishaky-in7myijiﬁts-when:her '
Daddy went to feed his hogs and I went along wid him, Missy, dis
is de way I finelly did ax him for his gal. ”Ee*Said‘ha"wéé'ééiﬁ'v
to have some fine meat come winter. I aie&*himﬁif it*ﬁdﬁla“ﬁéi
enough for all of -his fambly, end he said: 'How come you ai°dat,

boy?*  Den I jus' got & tight hold on dat old hug pen snd saidi




'Well, Sir, I jus*' thought if you didn't have enough for ail off;
'em, I could take Lida.' i felt myself goin' down. He starhed‘
laughin' £it to kill. 'Bey, ! he says, 'Is you tryin' to ai‘fbt
Lida? If so, I don't keer 'cause she's got to git married
‘sométime.' 'I was so happy I left him right den and run back to
tell Lida dat he said it was all right. |

"Us didn't have no big weddin'. Lida had on a
new calico dress and I wore new jeans pants. Marstef'heared ué
was gittin' married dat day and he sont his new buggy wid a
message for us to come right der to him. I tola Lida us better

go, so us got in dat buggy and driv off, and de rest of de
folkses followed in de wagon. Marster met us in front of old l

Selem Church. He had de church epgn -end Preaeher John Glbsan r
‘waitin' dar to marry us. Us warn't ’spectin' no church weddin'

but larster séid dat Neal had to git married right. He never did
forgit his Niggers. Lida she's done been daid a long time, and

I'se merried agéin, but dat warm't iakpﬂ@ﬁﬁ@&?gﬁk@ﬁ&f.iﬁi?ﬂ S.odareely

. P et b

By now, Neal was evidently'tired'Qp&apQ% as the

interviewer prepared to leave Neal saiﬂjg;ﬁ;‘ssy, I’se =shor got

somepin to tell my old 'oman when she gits home. She don'&hlak to

it's gwine to be long *'fore old Neal goes to be w1d dem I done

r*’w.

..... b‘“

been tellin' you 'bout so don't wait too long to eome back to:see.

me egain."

e



PLANTATION LIFE AS VIEWED BY
EX-SLAVE

JOHN F. VAN HOOK
Newton Bridge Road
Athens, Georgia

' Written by: Mrs. Sadie B. Hornsby
. Area 6 -
Athens -

Edited by: Mrs. Sarah H. Hall

Athens -
and

John N. Booth
Area Supervisor of
Federal Writers'
Project -~ Areas 6 & 7,
Augusta, Ga,.

Dec. 1, 1938

yw’:;f;‘gfb



JOHN F. VAN HOOK
Ex-Slave - Age 76

John F, -Van Hook was & short, stout man with a
shining bald pate, a fringe of kinky gray hair, kindly eyes,
and a white mustache of the Lord Chamberlain variety. His
shabby work clothes were clean and carefully mended, and he

leaned on a cane for support.

John was looking for the "Farm Bureau Office,™
but he agreed to return for an interview after he had transacted
his business. When he reappeared a short time later and settled
" down in a comfortable chair he gave the story of his early life
with apparent enjoyment.

In langusge remarkably free of diaslect, John began
by telling his full name and added that he was well known in
Georgia and the whole country. "Until I retired,™ he remarked,
"T taught school in North varolins, end in Hall, Jackson, and |
Raebun Counties, in Georgia. I am farming now about five miles
from Athens in the Sandy Creek éistrict. I was born in 1862 in
Macon County, North Carolina, on the SGeorge Sellar®s plantation,

which borders the Little Tennessee River.

"I don't know anything much, first hand, about the

war period, as I was quite & child when that ended, but I can tell

you all about the days of reconstruction. What I know about the

2
things that took place during the war was told me by my mother and

other old people.

W 3586



"My father Wwas Bas Ven Hook and he married Mary Angel, .
my mother, Mother was born on Marse Dillard Rove's plantation,
and when his daughter, Miss Jenny, married Marse Thomas Angel's
son, Marse Dillard gave Mother to Miss Jenny and when Little
Miss Jenny Angel was born, Mother was her nurse. Marse Thomas
and Miss Jenny Angel died, and Mother stayed right there keeping
houée for Little Miss Jenny and looking after her. Mother had
more sense than all the rest of the slaves put together, and she
even did Little Miss Jenny's shopping.

"My father was the only darkey 014 Man Isaac Van
Hook owned, and he did anything that came to hand: he was a good
carpenter and mechanic and helped the Van Hooks to build mills,
and he made the shoes for that settlement. Thomas Aaron, George,
Jaemes, Claude, and Washington were my five brothers, and my
sisters were Zelia, Elizabeth, and Candace. Why, Miss, the only
thing I can remember right off hand that we children done was
fight and frolic like youngsters +ill do when they get together.
With time to put my mind on it, I would probably recollect our
games and songs, if we hed any.®

mOur quarters was on a large farm on Sugar Fork
River. The houses were what you would call log huts and they
were scattered about promiscuously, no regular lay-out, just
built wherever they happened to find a good spring convenient.
There was never but one room to a hut, and they wern't particular
about how many darkies they put in a room.

"Wwhite folks had fine four-poster beds with a

freme built around the top of the bed, and over the frame



hung pretty, ruffled white curtains end a similar ruffled curtain
was around the bottom of the bed; the curtains made pretty orna-
ments. Slaves had beds of this general kind, but they warn't Quite
as pretty and fine. Corded springs were the go then. The beds
used by most of the slaves in that dsy end time were called 'Georgia
beds,' and these were made by boring two holes in the cabin wall,
and two in the floor, and side pieces were run from the holes in
the wall to the posts and fastened; then planks were nailed around
the sides and foot, box-fashion, to hold in the straw that we used
for mattresses; over this pretty white sheets and plenty of quilts
was spreaded. Yes, mam, there wes always plenty of good warm cover
in those days. Of course, it was home-made, all of it.

"My grandfather wes a blacksmith and faméj?and owned
by 014 Man Dillard love. According to my earliest recollgction
my grandmother Van Hook was deed and I have no memories about her.
My great, great grandmother, Sarah Angel, looked after slave children
while their mothers were =2t work. She was a free woman, but she had
belonged to Marse Tommy Angel end Miss Jenny Angel; they were bfother
and sister. The way Granny Sar;h happened to be free was; one of
the women in the Angel femily died »nd left a little beby soon after
one of Granny's babies was born, and so she was loaned to that family
as wet nurse for the 1little orphan baby. they cave her her freedom
and took her into their home, because they did not want her sleeping

in slave quarters while she was nursing the white chkild. In that

settlement, it was considered a disgrace for a white child to feed
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at the breast of a slave woman, but it was all right if the darkey .
was a free woman, After she got too old to do regular work, Granny
Sarah used to glean after the reapers in the field to get wheat

for her bread. She haé been a favored slave and allowed to do

pretty much as she pleased, and after she was a free woman the white
folks continued to look after her every need, but she loved to do

for herself as long as she was able to be up and about.

"Whaet did we have to eat then? Why, most everything;
ash cakés was a mighty go then. Cornbread dough was made into
little pones and placed on the hot rocks close to the fire to dry
out a little, then hot ashes were reked out to the front of the
fireplace and piled over the ash cakes., When thoroughly done they
were taken out and the ashes washed off; they were just like cake
to us children then, We ate lots of home-made lye hominy, beans,
peas, and all kinds of greens, cooked with fat meat., The biggest,
and maybe the best thing in the way of vegetables that we had fhen '
was the white~head cabbage; they grew large up there in Carolina
where I lived. There was Just one big garden to feed all the folks
on that farm. v

"Marse George had a good 'possum dog that he let his
slaves use at nigﬁt. They would start off hunting about 10 o*clock.
Darkies knew that the best place to hunt for 'possums was in &
persimmon tree. If they couldn't shake him out, they would cut the
tree down, but the most fun was when we found the 'possum in a
hollow log. Some of the hunters would get at one end of the log,
and the others would guard the other end, and they would build a fire

to smoke the 'possum out. Sometimes when they had to pull him out,
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they would find the 'possum in such a tight place that most of

his hair would be rubbed off before they could get him out. Darkies
hunted rabbits, squirrels, coons, all kinds of birds, and 'specially
they was fond of going after wild turkeys. Another great sport was
hunting deer in the nearby mountaihs. I managed to get a shot at
one once. Marse George was right good about letting his darkies
hunt and fish at night to get meat for themselves. Oh! Sure, there
were lots of fish and they caught plenty of 'em in the Little
Tennessee and Sugar Fork Rivers and in the numerous creeks that

Red horse, suckers, and salmon are the kinds of

were close by.

fish I remember best. They were cooked in various ways in skillets,

gpiders, and ovens on the big open firéplace.

"Now, about the clothes we wore in the days of the war,
I couldn't rightly say, but my Mother said we had good comfortable
garments. In the summer weather, boys and men wore plain cotton
shirts and jeans pants. The home-made linsey-woolsy shirts that

we wore over our cotton shirts, and the wool pants that we wore in

winter, were good and warm; they had brogan shoes in winter too.

Folks wore the same clothes on §undays as through the %eek, but they

had to be sure that they were nice and clean on Sundays. Dresses for

the women fclks were made out of cotton checks, and they had sun-

bonnets too.
"Marse George Sellars, him that married Miss Ca'line

Angel, was my real master. They had four children, Bud, Mount,

Elizebeth, and, and er; I just can't bring to recollect the name
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of their other girl. They lived in a two-story frame house that
was surrounded by an oak grove on the road leading from Fraenklin,
North Carolina, to Clayton, Georgia. Hard Sellars was the carriage

driver, and while I am sure Marse George must have had an overseer,

I don't remember ever hearing anybody sey his name.

"Really, Miss, I couldn't say Jjust how big that
plantation was, but I am sure there must have been at least four
or five hundred acres in it. One mighty peculiar thing about his
slaves was that Marse George never had more than 99 slaves at one
time; every time he bought one to try to make it an even hundred,
a slave died. This happened so often, I was told, that he stopped
trying to keep a hundred or more, and held on to his 99 slaves, and
long as he did that, there warn't any more deaths than births among
his slaves. His slaves had to be in the fields when the sun rose,

and there they had to work steady until the sun went down. Oh! Yes,

[

mam, Marse Tommy Angel was mighty mean to his slaves, but Miss Jenny,

his sister, was good as could be; that is the reason she gave my

mother to her sistef, Miss Ca'line Sellars; because she thought Marse

L}
Tommy was too hard on her.

"I heard Some talk as to how after the slaves had worked

hard in the field all day and come to the house at night, they were

whipped for mighty small offenses. Marse Gecrge would have them

tied hand and foot over a barrel and would beat them with a cowhide,

or cat-o'-nine tails lash., They had a jail in Franklin as far back



7. 78

as I can recollect. 0ld Big Andy Angelfs white folks had him put - °
in jail a heap of times, because he was a rogue and stole everything
he could get his hands on. Nearly everybody was afraid of him; he
was a great big double jointed man, and was black as the ace of
spades. No, mam, I never saw any slaves sold, but my father's mother
and hils sister were sold on the block. The white folks that bought
‘em took them away. After the war was over my father tried to
locate 'em, but never once did he get on the right track of ‘em.

"Oh! Why, my white folks took a great deal of psains
teaching their slaves how to read and write. My father could read,
but he never learned to write, and it was from our white folks that
I learned to read and write. Slaves read the Bible more thansany-
thing else. There were no churches for slaves on Marse George's
plantation, so we all went to the white folks' church, about two
miles away; it was called Clarke's Chapel. Sometimes we went to
church at Cross Roeds; that was about the same distance across Sugar
Fork River. My mother was baptized in that Sugar Fork River by a
white preacher, but that is the reason I joined the Baptist church,
because my\méther was 8a Baptist: and I was so crazy abéut her, and
am 'til yet.

"There were no funeral parlors in those days. They
just funeralized the dead in their own homes, took them to the grave-
yard in a painted home-mede coffin that was lined with thin bleaching
made in the loom on the plantetion, and buried them in a grave that

didn't have any bricks or cement about it. That brings to my memory
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those songs they sung at funerals. One of them started off something

like this, I Don't Want You to Grieve After Me. My mother used to

tell me that when she was baptized they sung, You Shall Wear a Lily-

White Robe. Whenever I get to studying about her it seems to me

I can hear my mother singing that song again. She did love it so much.
"No, mam, there didn't none of the darkies on Marse
George Sellar's place run away to the North, but some on Marse Tommy
Angel's place ran to the West. They told me that when Little Charles
Angel started out to run away & bird flew in front of him end led
him all the way to the West. Understend me, I sm not saying thst is
strietly so, but that is what I heard old folks say, when I was
young. When darkies wanted to get news to their girls or wives on
other plantations and didn't want Marée George to know asbout it, they
would wait for a dark night and would tie rags on their feet to keep
from making any noise that the paterollers might hear, for if they /
were caught out without a pass, that was something else. Paterollers
would go out in squads at night and whip any darkies they caught out
that could not show passes. Adgm Angel wes a great big man, weighing
about 200 pounds, and he slipped out one night without a pass. When
the paterollers found him, he was at his girl's place where they
were out in the front yard stewing lard for the white folks. Theyw
kiiew he didn't belong on that plantation, so they esked him to show
his pass. Adam didn't have one with him, and he told them so. They
made a dive for him, and then, quick as a flash, he turned over that
pot of boiling lard, and while they were getting the hot grease off

of them he got away and came back to his cabin. If they had caught
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Adaﬁ: he would have needed some of that spilt grease on himAafter

the beating they would have give him. Darkies used to stretoh

ropes and grapevines across the road where they knew paterollers would
be riding; then they would run down the road in front of them, and
when they got to the rope or vine they would jump over it and watch
the horses stumble and throw the paterollers to the grouﬁd. That

was a favorite sport of slaves.

"After the darkies got in from the field 2t night,
ate their supper, and finished up the chores for the day, on nights
when the moon shone bright the men would work in their own cotton
patches that Marse George allowed them; the women used their own
time to wash, iron, patch, end get ready for the next day, and if
they had time they helped the men in their cotton patches. They
worked straight on through Saturdays, same as any other day, but the

young folks would get together on Saturday nights and have little

parties.
"How did they spend Sundays? Why, they went to church

on Sunday and visited around, holding prayermeetings at one another's
cabins. Now, Christmas morningf Yes, mam, that was a'powerful time
with the darkies, if they didn't have nothing Sdt a little sweet
cake, which was nothing more than gingerbread. However, Marse

George did have plenty of good things to eat at that time, such as
fresh pork and wild turkeys, and we were allowed to have a biscuit on
that day. How we did frolic end éut up at Christmas! Marse George

didn't meke much special to do on New Year's Day as far as holiday
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was concerned; work was the primary object, especially in connection
with slaves.

"Oh-co-h! Everybody had cornshuckings. The man
designated to act as the general would stick a peacock tail feather
in his hat and call all the men together and give his orders. He
would stand in the center of the corn pile, start the singing, and
keep things lively for them. Now and then he would pass around the
Jug. They sang a great deel during ecornshuckings, but I have for-
gotten the words to those songs. Great excitement was expressed
whenever a man found a red ear of corn, for that counted 20 points,
a speckled ear was 10 points and a blue éar 5 points, toward a
special extra big swig of liquor whenever a person had as mény as
100 points. After the work was finished they had a big fea;t
spread on long tables in the yard, and dram flowed plentiful, then
they played bell, tussled, ran races, and did anything they knew how
to smuse themselves.

"Now, Ladies," John said, "please excuse me. I)left
my wife at home real sick, and I just must hurry to the drug store
ané get some flaxseed so I can make a poultice for her."™ As he
made a hasty departure, he agreed to complete the story lster at his

home, and gave careful directions for finding the place.

A month laster, two visitors called on John at his small,

unpainted house in the eenter of a hillside cotton patch.



11. 82

A tall, thin Negreés appeared in the doorway. "Yes,
mem, John Ven Hook lives here. He's down in the field with his
hoe, digging 'teaters.” She leaned from the porch ana called,
"Daddy, Daddy! Somebody wants to see you." Asked if John was
her father, she answered "No, mem, he is my husband. I started
calling him Daddy when our child was little, so I*ve been calling
him that ever since. My name is Laney."

The walls of the room into which John invited his
callers were crudely plastered with newspepers and the small space
was crowded with furniture of various kinds and periods. The ladder-
back chairs he designated for his guests were beautiful. "They are
plantation-made."” he explained, "and we've had 'em a mighty long
time." On a reading tsble a pencil and tablet with a half-written
page lay beside a large glass lamp. Newspapers and books covered
several other tables. A freshly whitewashed hearth and mantel were
crowned by an old-fashioned clock, and at ﬁhe end of the room a short
flight of steps led to the dining room, built on a higher floor level.

"Now, let's see! Where was I?," John began. "Oh, yes,
we were talking about cornshuckihgs, when I had to leave your office.
Well, I haven't had much time to study sbout thﬁée cornshucking songs

to get all the words down right, but the name of one was Generel

Religh Hoe, and there was another one that wes called, Have a Jolly

Crowd, and a Little Jolly Johnny.

"Now you needn't to expect me to know much about cotton

pickings, for you know I have already told you I was raised in North
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Carolina, and we were too far up in the.mountains for cotton growing,
but I have lived in a cotton growing country for forty-odd years.

"As to parties and frolies, I guess I could have kept
those things in mind, but when I reaslized that being on the go every
night I could get off, week in and week out, was turning my mind
and heart away from useful living, I tried to put those things out
df my life and to train myself to be content with right living and
the more serious things of life, and that's why I can*t remember more
of the things about our frolics that took place as I was growing up.
About all I remember about the dances was when we danced the cotillion
at regular old country breek-downs. Folks valued their dances very
highly then, and to be able to perform them well was a great accom-

plishment. Turkey in the Straw is about the oldest dance tune I can

remember., Next to that is Teint Gonna Rain No More, but the tune

as well as words to that were far different from the modern song oy

that name. Rabbit Hair wss another favorite song, and there were

dozens of others that I just never tried to remember until you asked

4

me about them.

"My father lived in Caswell County énd he used to tell
us how hard it was for him to get up in the morning after being
out most of the night frolicking. He said their overseer couldn't
talk plain, and would call them long before crack of dawn, and it

sounded like he was saying, 'Ike and a bike, Ike and a bike.* What

he meant was, *'Out and about! Out and asbout!?®
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"Marriage in those days was looked upon as something
very solemn, and it was mighty seldom that aﬁybody ever heard of &
merried couple trying to get separated. Now it's different. When
a prescher married a couple, you didn't see any hard liquor around,
but just a little light wine to liven up the wedding feast. If they
were married by a Jjustice of the peace, look out, there was plenty
of wine and," hefe his voice was almost awe-stricken, "even whiskey
too."

Laney interrupted at this stage of the story with,

"My mother said they used to make up & new broom and when the couple
jumped over it, they was married. Then they gave the broom to the
couple to use keeping house." John was evidently embarrassed.
"Leney," he said, "that was never confirmed. It was just hearsay,
as far as you know, and I wouldn't tell things like that.

"The first colored man I ever heard preach was 0ld man
Johnny McDowell. He married Angeline Pennon and William Seruggs,
uncle to Ollie Scruggs, who lives in Athens now. After the wedding
they were all dancing aroudd the‘yard having a big time and enjoying
the wine and feast, and 0ld man McDowell, sitting th&re watching them,
looked real thoughtful and sad; suddenly he said: *They don't be-
have like they knew what's been done here today. Tﬁo people have
been joined together for life. No matter what comes, or what happens,
these two people must stand by each other, through everything, as
long as they both shall live.' Never before had I had such thoughts

at a wedding. They hed always just been times for big eats, dancing,
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frolicking, and lots of jokes, and some of them pretty rough Jokes,?
perhaps. %“What he seid got me to thinking, and I have never been
careless minded at a wedding since that day. Brother McDowell
preached et Clarke's Chapel, about five miles south of Franklin,
North Ca'lina, on the road leading from England to Georgia; that
road ran right through the Van Hook place."”

Again Laney interrupted her husband. "My mother said
they even had infare dinners the next day after the wedding. The
infare dinners were just for the families of the bride and groom,
and the bride had a special dress for that oceasion that she called
her infare dress. The friends of both parties were there at the
big feast on the wedding day, but not at the infare dinner."

"And there was no such a thing as child marriages
heard of in those days," John was speaking again. ™At least none
of the brides were under 15 or 16 years o0ld. Now you can read about
child brides not more than 10 years old, 'most ever'! time you pick
up a paper.

"I don't remember much about what I played until I
got to be sbout 10 vears old. I'was a terrible little fellow to
imitate things. 014 man Tommy Angel built millé; and I built myself
a little toy mill down on the branch that led to Sugar Fork River.
There was plenty of nice soapstone there that was so soft you could
cut it with a pocket knife and could dress it off with a plane for
a nice smooth finish. I shaped two pieces of soapstone to look like

round millstones and set me up a little miil that worked just fine.
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We run pretty white sand through it and called that our meal and
flour. My white folks would come down to the branch and watch
me run the little toy mill. I used to meke toy rifles and pistols
and all sorts of nice playthings out of that éoapstone; I wish

I had a piece of that good 0ld soapstone from around Franklin, so
I could carve some toys like I used to play with for my boy."

"We caught real salmon in the mountain streams," John
remarked. "Phey weighed from 3 to 25 pounds, and kind of favored
a jack fish, only jack fishes have duck bills, and these salmon
had saw teeth. They yere powerful jumpers and when you hooked
one you had a fight on your hands to get it to the bank no matter
whether it weighed 3 or 25 pounds. The gamest of all the fish in
those mountain streams were red horses. When I was about 9 or 10
years 0ld I took my brother's fish gig and went off down to the
river, I saw what looked like the shadow of a stick in the clear
water and when I thrust the gig at it I found mighty quick I had
gigged a red horse. I did my best to land it but it was too strong
for me and pulled loose from my éig and darted out into'deep water.
I ren fast as I could up the river bank to the horseshoe bend where
a flat bottom boat belonging to our family was tied. I got in that
boat and cehased that fish *'til I got him. It weighed 6 pounds and
was 2 feet and 6 inches long. There was plenty of excitement created
around that plantation when the news got around that a boy, as little

as I was then, had landed such a big old fighting fish."
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"Suckers were plentiful and easy to catch but they did
not give you the battle that a salmon or a red horse could put up
and that was what it took to make fishing fun. We had canoes, but
we used a plain 0ld flat boat, a good deal like a small ferry boat,
most of the time. There was about the seme difference in a canoe

and a flat boat that there is in a nice passenger automobile and

a truck."”

When asked if he remembered any of the tunes and words

of the songs he sang as a child, John was silent for a few moments

and then began to sing:

"A frog went courtin'
And he 4id ride

Uh hunh
With a sword and pistol
By his side

Uh hunh

"0ld uncle Rat laughed,

Shook his old fat side;

He thought his niece

Was going to be the bride.
Uh hunh, uh hunh

"Where shall the wedding be?
Uh hunh

Where shall the wedding be?
Uh hunh

"Way down yonder
In a hollow gum tree.
Uh hunh, uh hunh, uh hunh.

"Who shall the waiters be?
Uh hunh _
Granddaddy Louse and a
Black-eyed flea.
Uh hunh, uh hunh, uh hunh.

8¢
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Laney reminded him of a song he used to sing when
their child was a baby. "It 1s hard for me to formulate its
words in my mind., I just cannot seem to get them," he answered,

"out I thought of this one the other night and promised myself I would

sing it for you sometime. It's 0ld Granny Mistletoe.

"0ld Granny Mistletoe,
Lyin* in the bed,
Out the window
She poked her head.

"She says, '0l1d Man,
The gray goose's gone,

And I think I heard her holler,
King~cant-you-0, King-cant-you-0t*

"The o0ld fox stepped around,
A mighty fast step.

He hung the old gray goose
Up by the neck.

"Her wings went flip-flop
Over her back,

And her legs hung down.
Ding-downy-0, ding-downy-0.

"The old fox marched
On to his den.
Out come his young ones,
Some nine or ten.
*Now we will have
Some-supper-0, some-summer-Q.
Now we will have
Some-supper-0, some-supper-0,"
"The only riddle I remember is the one about: 'What
goes around the house, and just mekes one track?' I believe they
said it was a wheelbarrow. Mighty few people in that settlement

believed in such things as charms. They were too intelligent for

that sort of thing.
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"0ld man Dillard Love didn't know half of his slaves.
They were called ‘*Love's free niggers.! So&e of the white folks
in that settlement would get after their nigegers and say 'who do
vou think you are, you must think you are one of Dillard lLove's
free niggers the way you act.! Then the slave was led to the

whipping post and brushed down, and his marster would telluhim,

'now you see who 1is boss.!

"Marse Dillard often met a darkey in the road, he would
stop and inquire of him, 'Who's nigger is you?! The darkey would
say ‘'Boss It'se your nigger.' If Marse Dillard was feeling good
he would give the darkey a present. Heaps of times he gave them as
much as five dollars, 'cording to how good he was feeling. He treated
his darkies mighty good.

"My grandfather belonged to ifarse Dillard Love, and
when the war was declared he was too o0ld to go. Merse George Sellars
went and was wounded. You know all about the blanket rolls they
carried over their shoulders. Well, that bullet that hit him had
to go all the way through that roll that had I don't know how many
folds, end its force was just about spent by the time it got to his
shoulder; that was why it didn't kill him, othéfwise it would have
gone throueh him. <The bullet was extracted, but it left him with a
lame shoulder.

"Our Mr. Tommy Angel went to the war, and he got so much
experience shooting at the Yenkees that he could shoot at a target
all dey long, and then cover all the bullet holes he made with the

palm of one hand. Mr. Tommy was at home when the Yankees come though.
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Folks around our settlement put their darkies on all their good
mules and horses, and loaded them down with food and valuables,
then sent them to the nearby mountains snd caves to hide until

the soldiers were gone. Mr. Angel himself told me later that

lots of the folks who came around pilfering after the war, warn't
northerners at all, but men from Jjust enywhere, who had fought in
the wer and came back home to find all they had wes gcne, and they
hed to live some way.

"One day my father and another servant were laughing
fit to kill st a greedy little calf that had caught his head in the
feed basket. They thought it was just too funny. About that time
a Yenkee, in his blue uniform coming down the roed, took the notion
the men were laughing at him. 'What are you laughing at?' he said,
and at that they l1it out to run. The man called my father and made
him come back, 'cause he was the one laughing so hard. Father
thought the Yankee was going to shoot him before he could me&ke him
understand they were Jjust leughing at the calf,

"When the war was over, Mr. Love celled his sleaves
toczether and told them they had been set free. he explaired every-
thing to them very carefulily, and told them he would maeke farming
arrangements for all that wanted to stay on there with him. Lots
of the darkies left after they heard about folks getting rich working
on the railroads in Tennessee and about the high wages that were being
paid on those big plantations in Mississippi. Some of those labor

agents were powerful smert about stretching the truth, but those folks
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thattgglieved them and left home found out that it's pretty much the
same/world over, as far as folks and human nature is concerned. Those
that had even average common sense got along comforteble and all
right in Tennessee and Mississippi, and thosé that suffered out there
were the sort that are so stupid they would starve in the middle of

a good apple pie. My brother that went with the others to Tennessee

never came back, and we never saw him again.

"My father did not want me to leave our home at
Frenklin, North Carolina, and come to Georgis, for he had been told
Georgia people were awful mean. There was a tale told us about the
Mr. Oglethorpe, who settled Georgia, bringing over folks from the
Jails of Englend to settle in Georgia and it was said they became
the ruling class of the State. Anyway, I came on Jjust the same, and
pretty soon I married a Georgia girl, and have found the people who
live here are all right."”

Leney eagerly took advantage of the pause that followed
to tell of her mother's owner. "Mother said that he was an old, old
man and would set in his big armchair *'most all day. When he heard
good news from the soldiers he would drum his fihgers on his chair
and pat his feet, whilst he tried to sing, 'Te Deum, Te Deum. Good

news today! We won today!' Whenever he heard the southern armies

were losing, he would lie around moaning and crying out loud. Nobody

could comfort him then.™
John was delighted to talk about religion. "Yes, mam,

after the war, darkies used to meet at each others' houses for re=-
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ligious services until they got churches of their own. Those
meetings were little more than just prayermeetings. Our white
folks were powerful careful to teach their slaves how to do the
right thing, and long after we were free Mr. Tommy would give long
 talks st our meetings. We loved to listen to him and have him
interested in us, for we had never been treated mean like heaps of
the slaves in that neighborhood hed.

"One white man in our county needed the help of the Lord.
His name was Boney Ridley and he just couldn't keep away from liquor.
He was an uncle of that famous preacher and poet, Mr., Caleb Ridley.
One day when Mr., Boney had been drinking hard and kind of out of
his head, he was stretched out on the ground in a sort of stupor.
He opened his eyes and looked at the buzzards circling low over him
and said, sort of sick and fretful-like, 'Git on off, buzzards; I
aintt dead yet.'"™

"The Reverend Doctor George Truett was a fine boy and
he has grown into & splendid man. He is one of God's chosen ones.
I well remember the first time I heard him speak. I was a janitor
at the State Normal School when he was a pupil there in 1887. I
still think he isvabout the greatest orator I ever listened to. In
those days, back in 1887, I elways made it convenient to be doing
something around the school room when time came for him to recite
or to be on a debate. After he left that school he went on to the
Seminary at Louisville and he has become known throughout this

country as a great Christian.

92
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"I started teaching in old field schools with no
education but just what our white folks had taught me. They taught
me to read and write, and I must say I really was a mighty apt person,
and took advantage of every opportunity that came my way to learn.
You know, teaching is a mighty good way to learn. After I had been
teaching for some time I went back to school, but most of my knowledge
was gotten by studying what books and papers I could get hold of and
by watching folks who were really educated; by listening carefully
to them, I found I could often learn a gcod deal that way."

Laney could be quiet no longer. "My husband," she said,
"is a self-made man. His educated brother, Claude, that graduated
from Maryville School in Tennessee, says that he cannot cope with
my husbend.”

John smiled indulgently gnd continued: "We were in
sad and woeful waent after the war. Once I asked my father why he
let us go so hungry and ragged, and he answered: ‘'How can we help

it? Why, even the white folks don't have enough to eat and wear

now, '
1}

"Eleven years ago I rented a little farm from ir.
Jesper Thompson, in Jeckson County. After the boll-weevil got bad
I ceme to the other side of the river yonder, where I staved 7 years.
By this time most of the children by my first two wives had grown
up and gone off up north. My first wife's children were robert,

Elle, the twins, Julius end Julia Anne, (who died soon after they
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were grown-up), and Charlie, and Dan. Robert is in Philadelphia,
Ella in Cincinnati, and Dan is dead.

"Fred, George, and Johnny, my second wife's children
are all living, but are scattered in far-off places.

"Everybody was powerful sorry to hear about Lineoln's
assassination. At that time Jefferson Davis was considered the
greatest man thet ever lived, but the effect of Lincoln's life and
deeds will live on férever. His life grows greater in reputation
with the years and his wisdom more apparent.

"As long as we were their property our masters were
mighty careful to have us doctored up right when there was the leasf
sign of sickness. There was always some old woman too old for
field work that nursed the sick on the big plantations, but the
marsters sent for regular doctors mighty quick if the paetient seemed

much sick.

"After the war we were slower to call in doctors because
we had no money, and that's how I lost my good right eye. If I had
gone to the doctor when it first got hurt it would have been all
right now., When we didn't have money we used to pay the doctor with

corn, fodder, wheat, chickens, pork, or anything we had that he

wanted.
"We learned to use lots of herbs and cther home-made

remedies during the war when medicine was scarce at the stores, and

some nld folks still use these simple teas and poultices. Comfrey
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was & herb used much for poultices on risings, boils, and the like, ’
and tea made from it is said to be soothing to the nerves. Garlic
tea was much used for worms, but it was also counted a good penumonia
remedy, and gerlic poultices helped folks to breathe when they had
grippe or pneumonia. Boneset tea was for colds. Goldenrod was used
leaf, stem, blossom, and all in various ways, chiefly for fever and
coughs. Black snake root was a good cure for childbed fever, and it
saved the life of my second wife after her last child was born.
Slippery ellum was used for poultices to heal burns, bruises, and any
abrasions, and we gargled slippery ellum tea to heal sore throats,
but red oek bark tea was our best sore throat remedy. For indigestion
and shortness of the breath we chewed calamus root or drank tea made
from it. In fact, we still think it is mighty useful for those pur-
poses. It was a long time after the war before there were any darkies
with enough medical education to practice as doctors. Dr. Doyle in
Gainesville was the first colored physician thet I ever saw.

"The world seems to be gradually drifting the wrong
way, and it won't get any betier 'til all people put their belief -
and I mean by that - simple faitﬁ, in the Bible:_ What'they like of
it they are in the habit of quoting, but they distort it and try
to make it appear to mean whatever will suit their wicked convenience,
They have got to take the whole Bible end live by it, and they must

remember they cannot leave out those wise o0ld laws of the 0ld lestament

that God gave for men everywhere to live by."



2. 95
Laney had quietly left the room, but as the visitors
were taking their departure she returned with a small package.
"This," she explained, "is some calamus root that I raised and
dried myself, and I hope it comes in handy whenever you ladies need
something for the indigestion.™
"Next time you come, I hope to have more songs

remembered and written down for you,™ promised John.
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Addie Vinson
#x~-3lave, Age 66
655 Dearing Street

Athens, Georgia

Perched on an embankment'high above the street level
is the four-room frame cottage wherévAddlé Vinson lives with
her daughter. The visitor scrambled‘up the steep incline to
the vine covered porch, and a rap on the front door bieught
prompt response. "Who dat?" asked a very black woman, who
suddenly appeared in the hall. "What you waht?....'Yassum,
dis ﬁere's Addie, but dey calls me Mammy, 'cause I'se so old.
I s'pects I'se most nigh a hunnert and eight years old."

The old Negress is very short and stout. Her dark blue
calico dress was striped with lines of tiny polka dots, and
had been lengthened by a band of light blue outing flannsl
with a darker blue siripe, let in just below the waist line.
Her high-topped black shoes weré wan over grey cotton hose,
and the stocking cap that partially concealed her white hair
was crowned by a panama hat that flopped down on all sides,
except where the brim was fastensd up across the front with
two conspicuous "saraty-first".pins. Addie's eyesight is
poor, and she claims it was "plum ruint by de St. VTitus's
dance," from which she has suffered for many years. She
readily agreed to tell of her early life, and her eyes
brightened as she began: "Lawsy, Missy! Is dat what you
come ‘'ere for? Oh, dem goéd 0ld dayst! 1 was thinkin' *bout

014 Miss Jus' t'other day.
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*] was borned down in Oconee County on Marse Ike
Vinson's place. 01d Miss was Marse lke's mother. My Mammy
and Pappy was Peter and 'Nerva Vinson and dey‘was’both'field

hands. Marse Ike buyéd my Pappy from Marse Sam Briéhtwall.

Me and Bill, Willis, Maze, Harrison, Zaster, and Sue was ‘all
de chillun my Mammy and Pappy had. De:a warn't but four of
us big enough to wuk when Marse Ike married Miss Ann Hayes
and dey tuk Mammy wid 'em to dey new home in town. I stayed
dar on de plantation and done lots of little jobs lak waitin'
_gg;ggple; totin' 014 Miss' breakfast td her in her room evvy

— ey

mornin®, and I holped ‘'tend to de grainery. Dey says now

S

dat folkses is livin' in dat old grainery houss. }

"Dat was a be-yootiful place, wid woods, cricks, and

fields spread out most as fur as &ou could see. De slave
quarters would'a reached from‘here to Milledge Avenue.

Us lived in a one-room log cabin what had a chimbly made out
of sticks and mud. Dew homemade beds what us slep' on had big
0ld high posties wid = great big knob on de top of each post.
Our matt'esses was coarse home-wove cloth stuffed -wid field
straw. 7Tou know I laked dem matt'esses 'cause when de chinches.
got too bad you could shake out dat straw and burn it, den
scald de tick and fill it wid fresh straw, and rest in peace
again. You can'f nover git de chinches out of dese cotton
matt'esses us has to sleep on now days. Pillows? What you
talkin® 'bout? You know Niggers never‘had no pillows dem

days, leaseways us never had none. 'Us did have plenty of
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of kivver dough. TFolkses was all time a-piecin' quilts andi)
having quiltin's. All dat sort of wuk was done at night.
"Pappy's Ila and Pa was Grandms Nancy and Grandpa Jacob.
Day was field hands, and dey b'longed to Marse Obe Jackson. |
Grandma Lucy and Grandpa Toney liurrah was owned by liarse
Billy Eurrah. larse Billy was a presacher what ého,coula

come down wid de gospel at church. Grandma Lucy was his cook. )

Miss Sadie LeSeur got Grandma Lucy and tuk her to Columbus,

Georgy, and us never seed our grandma no more. lLiiss Badie
had been one of.33‘222333_§fls. She tuk our aunt Haley 'long
too to wait on her when she started out for Europe, and 'fore
dey got crost de water, Aunt Haley, she died on de boét. Liiss
Sarah, she had a time keepin' dem boatsmens from th'owing
Aunt Haley to de sharks. She is buried in de old country
somewhar.v 7

"Now liissy, how was lilgger chillun gwine to git holt
of monay in slavery ti me? O0ld liarse, he give us plenty of
somepin t'eat and all de ciothes us needzd, but he sho kep?
his money for his own self.,

"Now ‘bout dat somepin t'eat. GLho dat! Us had plenty
of dem good old collards, turnips, and dem sort of oatments,
and dar was allus a good chunk of meat to bile wid 'em.

ilarss Ike, he kep' plenty of evvy sort of meat folkses knowed

about dem days. He had his own beef cattle, lots of sheep,
—_— T— - —

and he killed wore'n a hunnert hogs evvy year. Dey tells me

s e

dat old bench dey used to lay de meat out on to cut it up is

14
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standin' dar yet. |

"tPossums? Lawd, dey was plentiful, and dat ain't all .
‘dere was on dat plantation. One time a slave man was 'possum
huntin"énd, as he was runnin' 'round in de bresh, he looked
up and dar was a btar standin' right up 6n his hind laigs
grinnin' and ready to eat dat Niggsr up. Oh, good gracious,

how dat Nigger did run! Dey fetched in 'possuns in'piles, and

dere was lots of rabbits, fixes, and coons. Dem coon, fox

and ‘'possum hounds sho knowed deir business. Lawsy, I kin

jué' smell one of dem good old 'possums roastin' right now,
atter all dese years. You parbiled de 'possum fust, and den
roasted him in a heavy iron skillet what had a big old thick
lid. Jus' 'fore de 'possum got done,you peeled ash-roasted
'tatars and put 'em &ll 'round de 'possum so as dey would
soak up some of dat good old gravy, and would git good and
brown. Is you ever et any good old ashcake? You wropped
de raw hoecake in cabbage or collard lsesafs and roasted ‘em
in de ashes. Vhen dey got done, you had somepin fit for a
xing to eat.

"Dg kitchen was sot‘'off a pieoé from de big house,
and our white folksss wouldn't eat deir sﬁ?per ‘fore time
to light de lamps to save your life; den I had to stan' thind

0ld iiiss' cheer and fan her wid a turkey-feathsr fan to keep
- e LREAS

de flies off. No matter how rich folkses was dem days dere
warn't no screens in de houses.

"] never will forgit pore old Aunt llary; she was our

600k, and she had to be tapped evvy now and den 'cause she



5. 1U<,

had dé drapsy so bad. Aunt Mary's old man was Uncle Hasris,
and I 'members how he used ,to go fishin' at night. De wudder
slaves went fishin' too. Many's_de-time I'se seced my MamM§
come back from Barber's Crick'wid a string of fish dfaggin'
from her shoulders down to de ground. Me, I ;aked milk more'n
anything else. You jus' oughta seed dat place at milkin'
time., Dere was a heap of cows a fightin', chillun hollerin’,
and sich a bedlam as you can't think up. Dat old plantation
was a grand place for chillun, in summertime ‘'specially,
‘cause dere was so many branches and cricks qlose by what us
chillun could hop in and cool off.

"Chillun didn't wear nothin' but cotton slips in summer,

but de wintsr clothes was 6ood and WaT. Under our heavy

[ e AN PRI

wiTnter dresses us wore quilted underskirts dat was sho nice

and warm. Sunday clothes? - Yes liar'm, us allus had nice

clothes for Sunday. Dey made up our summertime Sunday dresses

out of a thin cloth called Sunday-parade. Dey was made spen-

ser fashion, wid ruffles *round de neck and waist. oOur
ruffled petticoats was all ftarehed and ironed stiff and élick,
and us jus' knowed our long pantalettes, wid deir scalloped
ruffles, was mighty fine. Some of de 'omans would wuk fancy
eyelsets what dey punched in de scallops wid locust thorns.

Dem pantalettes was buttoned on to our drawers. Our Sunday

dresses for winter was made out of linseybwoolsey cloth.
PN

White ladies wore hoopskirts wid deir dresses, and dey looked
Nw

lak fairy queens. Boys wore plain shirts in summer, but in

4
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winter dey had warmer shirts and quilted pants; Dey would put
two palr of britches togedder and quilt 'em up so"you couldn't’

tell what sort of cloth dey was made out of, Dem pants was

called suggins.

us all wore brogans. 014 liss had a shoe shop in de cellar
T ——————

under de big house, and when dem two White 'omans dat she

"All de Niggers went barfoots in summer, but in winter

hired to make our shoes come, us kncwed wintertime was nigh.
e s B e

Dem 'omans would stay 'til dey had made up shoes enough to
last us all winter long, den dey would go on to de next.place
what dey s'pected to make shoes.

"Marse Ike Vinson was sho good to his Niggers. He was
de hanger, 'cept he never hung nobody. Him and Miss‘Ann had
six chillun. Dey was liss Lucy, Miss liyrt, Miss Sarah, Mi;s
Nettie, Marse Charlie, and Marse Tom. Marse Ike's ma, 0ld
Miss, wouldn't move to town wid him and lidiss Ann; she stayed
on in de big housse on de plantation. To tellide truf I done
forgot 0ld lidss' name. De overseer and his wife was Nr.
dZdmond and Miss Betsey, and dey movéd up to de big house
wid old liss atter Larse lge and liiss Ann moved to town.

Stiles Vinson was de carrlage driver, and he rfotched Marse

e

Y

Ike out to de plantation evvy day. Lord! Gracious alive!
It would take a week to walk all over dat plantation. Ders
was more'n a thousand acraes in it and, countin' all de chillun,
dere was mighty nigh a hunnert slaves.

"Long 'fore day, dat overseer blowed a bugle to wake

up de Niggers. You could hear it far as High Shoals, and us

Nip o
Al
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lived dis side of Watkinsville. Heaps of folkses all over

dat part of de country got up by dat old bugle. I will néver  °
forgit one time when de overseer said té us chillun:.  *¥ou
fellows go to do field and fetch.some corn tops.' Mandy said:
'He ain't talkin' to us tcause us ain't fellows and I ain't
gwine.' Bless your sweet life, I runnsed and gof'dem corn tops,
tcause I didn't want no beatin'. Dem udder chillun got deir

footses most cut-off wid dem switches when dat overseer got to

e

de Niggers hard; he driv' 'em all de time. Dey had to go to

e s AR N A, e et ST

de field long ‘'fore sunup, and it was way atter sundown 'fore
\/“ - . g
dey could stop dat field wuk. Den dey had to hustle to finish

deir night wuk in time for supper, or go to bed widout it.
"You know dey whupped Niggers den. Atter dey had done
wukked hard in de fields all day long, de beatin' started up,
and he allus had somepin in mind to beat 'em about. When dey
beat my asunt Sallie she would fight back, and once when Uncle é%k
Y

Randall said somepin he hadn't oughta, dat oversser beat him

-

'so bad he couldn't wuk for a week. He had to be grez all over I
evvy day wid hoalin' ointmaﬁt for a long time 'fore dem gashes

got well. ,

"Rita and Retta was de Wigger 'omans what put pizen in
D o ey

some collards what dey givgﬁggnj_Nﬁza and her baby to eat.

She had been laughin' at a man 'cause his coattail was a-flap-
pin' so funny whilst he was dancin', and dem two Jezebels

~ . -/_A\-‘——
thought she was makin' fun of dem. At de graveyard, *'fore dey

buried her, dey out her open and found her heart was all deeayed.

“~
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De overseer driv dem ‘omans clear off de plantation, and
Marster, he was mighty mad. He said he had done lost *bout
$2,000. If he had kotched dem ‘omans he woulda hung ‘em,
- T :
cause he was de hanger. In 'bout two weeks dat oversser left

. — ~ ,
dar, and 014 Marse had to git him anudder man to take his place.

"Sho! Dere was a jail for slaves and a hangin' place |

right in frdnt of de jail, but rone of 0ld Marster's Niggers

warn't never put in no jailhouss. Oh God! Yes, dey sold

slaves. My own granddaddy was made to git up on dat bloek,

-and dey sold him. Oné time I éeed 0ld Marse buy four boys."

At this point the/narrative ceased whsn'Addie suddenly remem-
bered thet she must stop to get supper for the daughter, who
would sooé be returning from work.

The visitor called early in théumofning of the follow-
ing day, and found Addie bent over her washtubs in the back
yard. "Have dat cheer," was the greeting as the old Negryss
1ifted a dripping hand to point out a chair under the spread- |
ing branches of a huge oak trse, "You knows you don't want to
hear no more 'bout dat old stuff," she said, "and anyhow, ié
you gittin' paid for doin' dis?" When the visitor admitted
that these interviews were part of her salaried work, addie
quickly asked: "What is you gwine to glive me?®

When the lasf pieée of wash‘had been hung on the line
and Addis had turned a large lard can upside down for a stool,
she settled down and began to talk frsely. |

"No Ma'm, dey didn't low Niggers to larn how to read
and write. I had to go wid de white chillun to deir school on

e &



9. 1046

Hog liountain road evvy day to wait on ‘em. I toted water for
. e ——— N

- Tem kep! dé fire goin', and done all sorts of little jobs lak

dat. liiss Martha, de overseer's daughter, tried to larn me to

read and write, but I wouldn't take it in.

e

"No Ma'm dere warn't no churches for Niggers in slavery
time, so slaves had to go to deir white folksses churches. Us
went to church at Betty Berry (Bethabara) and kiars Hill, When
time come for}de sermon to de Niggers, sometimes de white
folkses would leave and den égain dey would stay, but dat(over—

seer, he was dar all de time. 0ld man Isaac Vandiver, a Nigger

preacher what couldn't read a word in de Bible, would git up in

dat pulpit and talk from his heart, You know dere's heaps of
folkses what's got dat sort of 'ligion - it's deep in deir

-hearts. De Reverend Freeman was de white folkses' preacher.

I laked him best, for what he sald allus sounded good to me.

"At funerals us used to sing Hark From De Tomb a Doleful

sound. I never went to no funerals, but 0ld Liarster's and

aunt Nira's, 'fore de snd of de war.

" 0ld llarster went off to de war, he had all his

slaves go to de mustcrln' ground to see hlm leave. He was

R ——
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captain of his company fron Oconoe uounty, and '*fore he left

N oA AT AT i o ey
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he had de mens in dat company bury delr silver and gold, deir
watches, rings, and jus' anything dey wanted to ksep, on Hog
Liountain. He lef' a guard to watch 8e hidin' place so as dey
would have somepin when dey come back home, den dey marched
back to de mustefin' ground dat was twixt de Hopkins' planta-

tion and 014 lLarster's place. Uncle Solomon went along to de

R s Lt
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war to tote Liarstsr's gun, cook for him, and sich lak. It
warn't long 'fore old larse was kilt in dat wer, and Uncle

.

s0lomon fétches him back in a coffin. all de slaves dat went

to de buryin' jus' trembled when guns was fired over Cld liars-

i
NN it e,

re~arraen

ter's grave. Dat was done to show dat 0ld Lierster had been
a powerful high-up man in de army.
"Good Gracious! Dsre didn't nary a ligger go off from

our place tc de llorth, 'causs us was sksersd of dem Yankees.

oJere was & white slave-truoder named LicRaleigh what ussd to

~—
e S———— I

come to (ld larster's plantation to buy up Niggers to take 'en

to de liississippi bottomgs, When us seed him comin' us 1it out

S

for de woods. He {0t .unt Rachel; you could hear har hollerin:
a mils down de road.

"oht! Good Lord! Dsn gatterollers was awful. Folkses
what dey cotchad widout no paper, dey Jjus' pldm wore out. (ld
man -John was de fiddler on our place, and whan de patterollers
cotchad him dsy bsat him up de wust of all, 'eause him and his
£fiddle wizs all de tine drawin' Tiggsrs out te do da?ces.'

“If 0ld wmerstsr wanfed t0 send a messuge he sont Uncle
faldall on a muls nemad Jiwm, ooumstines dat old mule tuk a

2

notion he didn't want to $o; den hs wouldn't budge. I ricol-

lects ons time dey tux a bundle of foddsr and tied it to 0ld

Jiw's twil, dbut still he wouldn't wove. Uld burstzr kep' a

spacial 1mun to fetch and curry wail for de- piuntution in a

T R N A iy

road cyurt, and nobody wurn't 'lowsd to go nigh dat cyart.

S A R W D Oy

"yhen slaves 0t in from de fields at night dey cooked

and 2t deir supper and went to bed. Dey had done been wukin?
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since sunup. When dere warn't so much to do in de fields,

sometimes Old Marster let his Niggers lay off from wuk atier

dinner on Saddays. If de chinches was most eatin' de Niggers

up, now and den de 'omans was !lowed to stay to d&e house to
scald evvythirg and clear tom out, but de menfolkses had to

go on to de fisld. ¢n Sadday nights de ’omansﬁyatched, washed,

and cut off psaches and apples to dry in fruit season. In de

P el

daytime dsy had to cut off and dry fruit for Old liiss. When

slaves got smart wid deir white folkses, deir larsters would .
have 'em beat, and dat\was de end of de matter. Dat was a %éf
heap better'n d;y ddes now days, 'cause if a INiggsr gits out of /‘
place dey puts him on de cheingange.

"Sunday was a day off ror all de slaves on our planta-

\--.—-
tion. {Cause, de mens had to look &tter de stock in de lot

right back of de cabins. De 'omans cooked all day for de

——

next week. If dsy tuk a notion to go to church, mules was

hitched to wagons made lak dippers, and dey jigged off down

de road. EEnggnggur days holiday for Christmas. 0ld Liiss
give us lots of good things to eat dem four dajs; dere was
cake, fresh meat, and all kinds of dried fruit what had been
done storsd away. all de iNiggers tuk day'time to rsest but ny
lnammy. She tuk nms and went 'round to de white folkses' houseé
to wash and weave. Dey said I was a right smaft, peart little
gal, and white folkses used to try to hire me from 0Old Miss,
When dey axed her for me, (Old lilss allus told ‘'em: ' *You don't
want to hire dat gal;‘she ain't no 'count.' She wouldn't let :-

nobody hire her Niggers, 'cept liammy, 'cause she knowed lammy

warn't gwine to leave her nohow. On New Year's Day, 1if dere

P b 1 PN s
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warn't too mﬁch snow on de ground, de Niggers burnt brush

< rmarre it

and cleared nsw ground.
MW

"When Aunt Patience led de singin' at cornshueckin's,
de shucks sho'ly did fly. Atter de corn was shucked dey fed
us lots of good things and give us plenty of liguor. De way

cotton pickin' was managed was dis: evvybody dat picked a
—~

thousand pounds of cotton in a week's time was 'lowed a day

—_—
off. NMammy picked her thousand pounds evvy week.

"Dances? Now you's talkin' 'bout somepin' sho' 'nough.
0ld JoEZT“Ez fiddlsr man, was right dere on our plantation.
IWiggers dat had done danced ha<ns1:XMLFault xmlns:ns1="http://cxf.apache.org/bindings/xformat"><ns1:faultstring xmlns:ns1="http://cxf.apache.org/bindings/xformat">java.lang.OutOfMemoryError: Java heap space</ns1:faultstring></ns1:XMLFault>