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Winnsboro, S. Ce

MARY RAINES
EX=-SLAVE 99 YEARS OLD.

Mary Raines is the oldest living person, white or black, in Feire
field Countye If she survives until next December, she will have attained
her century of yearse She lives with her widowed deughter, Fannie McCollough,
fifty-seven years old, and a son, Joe Raines, aged 76 yearse They rent a
twoe=room frame house, on lends of Mrse Sallie Wylie, Chester County, Se¢ Ce
Joe, the son, is & day laborer on nearby farmse Fannie cooks for Mrss We T,
Rainese 014 Mother Hary’ hes been receiving a county pension of $6400 per
month for seversl yearse

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

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

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

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



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

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

"When Joe drive de young doctor,; Marse Riley, out to see Miss Harriett,
while Marse Riley doin' his courtin' in de parlor, Joe was doin' his courtin?®
in de kitchene Joe was as smart as de nex' onee. Us made faster tims than them
in de parlor; us beat them to de marriagee Marse Riley call it de eltar, but
Joe always laugh and sey it was de helter. Many is de time I have been home
wid them sixteen chillun, when him wes a gallaveantin' 'round, and I wished 1
had a got a real halter on dat husbend of mine.

"I b'longs to de Gladden's Grove Afriocan Methodist 'Piscopal Churchs
Too old to shout but de great day is comin', whem I'1l shout and sing to de
misic of dat harp of 10,000 strings up yondere OChl Won't dat be a joyful day,
when dese old ailin' bones gonna rise againe (Then the old darkey became suf=-
fused in tears, lapsed into a silence and epathy, from which she couldn't be
arousede Finally she slumbered and snorede It would have been unkind to ques-

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

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

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

Jim Beler,ABewﬁerry Seuth Cerolina. He was sold several times,
and is known by_tha name of one of his ownera,fJohn Range, |

During the Cival “ar his master, ¥r, Jim Herbert, carried
nim to the war As a cook, and when necessary, he was pressed into
service, throwing up breasst-works; and while ne was engaged in this
work, at Richmond Va. a terprific bombardment of their lines wus made,
and a part of thelr braast-iorks was crushed in, and his master buried
bensath 1t, Frantic with fear for the safety of his master, Frank bee
gan to move the dirt away; finally he was able to drag him to safety,
Though snot and shell were falling all sround him, he came out un-
scathed, |

Prank Range returned to Newberry at the close of the war,
after which he moved tb Greenville County in I®0I, and into the city
in I903. He 1s never happler than when, in the center of a group of
willing hearers, he 1is reciting in a sing-song tone the different
periods of his life,

" He attributes his longevity to the faet that he has nover

whiskey, neyer ghewed tobacso; never had a fight; toothache
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and hesdache are unknown to him; the service of a panysiclan has
never been needed; he does not know one playing card from another,
He con walk flve or -rore miles with seem. ng ease; 1s jovial and
numorous . |
He recelves a state pension of twenty flve dollars annually,

flis place of residence 1s IOI Hudson St; Greenville, 3. C.



References;
Mr. Guy A. Gullick,

Probate Judge, Greenville éounty.

Frank iange ( information given concerning himself)

I01 Hudson 3t. Greenville S, Ce
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STORIES FROM EX-SLAVES

"I was born in 18385 in Lexington County, S5.C. I know I
was 12 years old de last year of de war. I belonged to John
Hiller in Lexington County, near Columbia, S.C. 014 Marse Hiller
was strict to his slaves, wasn't mean, but often whipped 'em.

I thbught it was all right then. When de Yankees come through
burning, killing and stealing stock, I was En marse's yard. Dey
come up whar de boss was staﬁding, told him dere was going to be
a battie, grabbed him and hit him. Dey burned his house, stole de
stock, and one iankee stuck his sword to my breast and saild fer me
to come wid him or he would kill me. 0' course I went along. Dey
took me as fer as Broad River, on ttother side o' Chapin; then
turned me loose and told me to run fast or they would shoot me,

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

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

"¥e went to de white churches atter de war, and set in de
gallery. Den de niggers set up & 'brush harbor' church fer dem-
selves. We went to school at de cliurch, and atter school was out
in de atternoon, we had preaching.

"Befo'! freedom coime, de patrollers was strong dere, and
whipped any niggers dey kotched out without a pass; wouldn't let

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

"I live wid my fourth wife and she is much younger dan me.
I am unable to work and have to stay in bed lots of de time. My wife
works at odd jobs, 1like washing, ironing and cooking. We rent a two-
room house from Miss Ann Ruff.

"I belonged to John Hiller. He was a good master tut he
worked his slaves hard. Dat was in Lexington County.

"I heard dat Gea. Grant said de slaves ought to get 40
acres of land and a mule so dey could ;0 to work; but dey never got
any dat I knows of. Atter Freedom dey worked as wage earners and share-
croppers. Some went to other farms to get jobs. Dat's avbout what dey
do now, but some of dem saved a little money and bought farms and
~some started little businesses oi delir own,

"De XKu Xlux didn'trhave much iniluence wid de slaves or ex-
slaves. As soon as de war broke, dey went riding up z2né down de pub-
lic roads to catch and beat niggers. Ky brotner run off when dey got
atter him. He went to Orangeburg County and stayed down dere.

"I voted twice den, once at Prosperity and again at New-
berry. I was a Republican, of course. Some of de Niggers of dis
state was elected to office, but dey was not my kinfolks nor special
friends. I think niggers ought to vote so dey could vote fer good
white folks; and dey ought to run fer office if dey could be elected
by good white folke.

"T was sixteen years old when de Yankees come through dis

country. Dey caught me in de road and made me go wid dem to Broad
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River where dey camped one night. Den dey turned me loose énd told
me to git. I run as fast as I could. I followed de setting sun, de
road running towards de sun all de time, and got home about night.
*Since freedom is come de niggers have worked mostly on
farms as share-croopers; some as renters wid deir own crops to raise.
"De present generation of niggers ain;t got much sense.
Dey work when dey want to, and have deir own way about it. De 61d
nigzers was learned to work when dey was littde.
"I don't know nothing abouf de Nat Turner Rebeilion. I
never know'd but one old nigger dat come from Virginia, old Ellen
Abner. sShe lived below Prosperity fer a long time, in de Stoney Hills.

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

body."

Source: Sam Rawls (80), Newberry, S.C.
Interviewer: G.L. Summer, Newberry, S.C. 8/23/37.
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Spartenburg, S.C. 390105 BEdited by: -
District i Martha Ritter ¢
May 31, 1937 .

TOLK~ILORE: EX=SLAVES

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

all working."

SOURCE: Ellen Renwick (79), RFD, Newberry, S. C.
Interviewer: Mr. G, Leland Summer, 1707 Lindsey St.,
Ne‘Wberry, Se Co
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Spartanburg, S.C,
June 7, 1937

FOLK=LOR:: ZX=SLAVES

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

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

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

"Yes, I 'member my me telling us 'bout ghe padder=
rollers. They would ride around, whipping niggers.,

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

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

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

day Sunday.



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

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

" I married Charley Rice in Spartanburg County,
at a colored man's house, named Henry Fox, by a colorsd preacher
named fBig Eye' Bill Ricee I had four children, and have five
grend-childrene. I have been living in Newﬁérry about 35 years
or more. I worked as a wash-woman many years.

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

"I don't kmow much sbout Abraham Lincoln end Jeff
Davis but reckon dey was good mene I never learned to read and

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

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

"My peopnle tells me a lot about when I was a 1lil' wee
boy. I hes a clear mind and I allus has had one. My folks did not talk
up peopler's age like folks do dese days. Every place dat I be now,
tspecially round dese sovernment folks, first thing dat dey wants to
xnow 1s your name. Well, dat is quite natur'al, wut de very next ques-
tion is how o0ld you is. I don'f know why it 1s, but dey sho do dat.
4s my folks never talked age, it nevef worried me till jes' here of
late. So dey says to me dat last week I give one axze to de man, and
now I gives another. Soon I see'd dat and I had to rest my miné on
dat as well as de mind of de government folks. So I settled it at
?) years old. Dat gives me respect from everybody dat I sees. Den
it is de truth, too, kaise I come along wid everybody dat is done
-one and died now. De few white folks what I was contemperment (con-
temporary ) wid, 'lows dat I is 80 and dey is dat, too.

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

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

0 see him,
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"Folks allus crying hard times dese days, ain't no hard
times now like it was attier Sherman went through Yorkville., My ma and
pa give me ash cake and 'simmon beer to eat for days atter dat. White
folks never had no mo', not till a new crop was grow'd., Dat year de
cezsons was good and gardens done well. Till den us nearly starved
and we never had no easy time gitting garden seed to plant, neither.

"Yes sir, 1if I's nhandy to locust I makes locust beer; den
if I's handy to 'simmons, why aen I makes 'simmon beer, Now it's jes!
for to pass de time dat us does dat. But zwine back tc de war; den it
was for necessity. Dese young'uns now don't knecw what hard times is.
Dey all has bread and meat and cofiee, no matter how poor dey is. If
dey had to live for aays and weeks on ash cake and ' simmon beer, as
us did den, and work and weit on a crop wid nothing but dat in deir
bellies; den dey could grumble hard times. I allus tells tem to shut
up when dey starts anything like dat around me.

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

"Thinzs passes over quicker sometimes dan we figures out
dat dey will. Everything, no matter how good it be or how hard, pass-
es over. Dey Jjes!-does like dat. So dem Yankees went on somewhars, T

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

laws in dis country. I sho heard him talk in Yorkville. Dey writ
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gbout him in de Yorkville Inguirer anc dey still has dat paper over
dar till now. De Red Shirts come along and got Wade Hampton iﬁ. He
scared de Yankees anw Carpetbaggers anc all sech folks as dem away
from our country. Dey went back whar dey come from, I reckon.

"De Ku Klux was de terriblest fclks dat ever crossed my
vath. who dey was I ain't never kEnow'd, but dey took Alex Leech to
Rlzck's Ford on Bullet Creek and killea him for beingz a radical., It
was three weeks befo! his folks got hold of his body.

"Dr. Bell's calves zot out and di¢ not come back For a
long tirme. Mrs. Bell fear'd dat dey was gitting wild, so she sent de
milk zirl down on de creek to git dem calves. Dat girl had a tie,
but she found 'em and drove ‘'em backK to de lot. De calves give her a
biz chiase and jumped de creek near a bi. raft of logs dat had done
washed up from freshets. All over dem logs stie saw possums, musrats

1
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a-setting around. She took her stick ans drove dem all

o
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away, wid dem buzzards puking at her. then dey had left, she seerd

uncle Alex laying up dar halr €'t up by all dem varmints,

[

"She know'd dat it must be him. Wnen she left, dem buz-
zards went back to deir perch, First tiing dey done was to lap up

.

deir own puke befo' dey started on uncle Alex sagain. Yes sir, dat's

de way turkey buzzgrds does. Dey pukes on folks to keep dem away,

and you can't go near kaise it be's so nasty; out dem buzzards don't

waste nothing. Little young ouzzards looks like down till dey 3zits

over three days old. You can 0 to a buzzzrd roost and see for your-

self, but you sho better stay out'n de way oif de old buzzard's vuke.,

Dey sets around de little ones and keegs everything off by puking.
"pgcolet usec to be called Buzzard Roost, kailse in de old

days dey had a rail outside de bar-room dat de drunks used to nang
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over and puke in a gully. De buzzards would stay in dat gﬁlly and lap
up dem drunkerds' puke. One night a old man went in a drunkard's
sleep in de bar-room. De bar tender siioved him out when he got ready
to cloSe, and he rolled up against dis here rail dat I am telling

you about. He 'lowed dat next morning when he woke up, two buzzards
was setting on his shirt front eating up his puke. He said, 'You is
too soon', and grabbed one by de leg and wrung his head off. But befo!
he could git its head wrung off it had done puked his own puke back

on him. He said dat was de nastiest thing he ever got into, and dat

he never drunk no more liguor. Dem_days is done past and gone, and it
ain't n&body hardly knows Pacolet used to be called Buzzard Roost.

"lawd have mercy, white folks! Here I is done drapped
plumb off'n my subject; but a old man's mind will jes® run waa'ry_at
times. Me and Joe, Alex's son, went to see de ofiicer tbout gitting
Joe's pa. buried. He 'lowed dat Alex's body was riddled wid bullets;

SO we pook him and put his bones and a little rotteh flesh dat dem
buzzards had.left; in de box we made, zand fetched it to de site and
buried him. Nobody ever seed Alex but me, Joe, and dat gal dat went
atter dem calves. Us took shovels and throw'd his bones in de box.
When we got de top nailed bn, we was both sick. Now, things like dat
don't come to pass. I still thinks of de awful days and creeps runs
ali ovéf me.yet. | | -

"All my brothers, sisters, mother and father is done gone.
ind I is looking to leave befo' a great while. I is trying every day
.to git ready, Lawd. I‘been making reédy for years. Smart mens tries
to make you live on, but dey can't git abové death. Tain't no uée."

Source: Jesse Rice (80),-Littlejohn, St., Gaffney, S.C.
Interviewer: Caldwell Sims, Union, 8.C. 1/8/38
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STORIES FROM EX-SLAVES

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

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

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

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

"Us had three hundred hogs to tend to, two hundred
yellings and heifers, and Lawdy knows how many sheep and goats.
Us fed dem things and kept 'em fat. When butchering time come,
us stewed out the mostest lard and we had enough side-meat to
supply the plantation the year round. Our wheat land was ferti-
lized wid load after load of cotton seed. De wheat us raised

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

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

"De fattest of all de hosses, was Miss Annt's black saddle
hoss called, 'Beauty!'. Miss Ann wo' de longest sideasaddle dress
dat hung way down below her feets. Somebody allus had to help
her on and off Beauty, but n'ary one of her brothers could out-

ride Miss Ann."

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

18

e



Pr?jeo‘bn#lgsﬁ \ |
Smbia, Su Coo 390352 | 19

THE POT OF GOLD.

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

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

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

miche I soon learn dat if it had not been for mammy, we wouldn't a had much
to eat and weare We go 'long lak dat for a good while and my mammy have friends
'nough do.t she seldom had to ask for a jobe

"De game was so scarce dat my daddy sometimes make a little money a show-
in' 'pe.ople how to make Indian medicine, dat was good for meany complaints, how
to cover deir houses, and how to kill deir hogs, 'cordin' to de moon. He tell
us ma.ny times 'bout de great Catawba Indians, who make all deir own medicines
and kill bears and dress in deir skins, after feastin' on deir fleshe He was
& good talkere

"You know, I sees so much 'skimpin', to make ends meet at home, as we go
‘long dis way, dat I has never marriede My mammy tell mes ‘Honey, you a pretty
childe You grow up snd marry a fine, lovin' men lak your daddy. and be happys'
I kinda smile but I thinks a lote If my daddy had worked and saved lak my memmy,
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we would be 'way head of what we is, and my brudders say so, tooe But we fond
of our daddy, he so good lookin' and all.

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

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

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

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

digs it out, thinkin' it would be a good thing to take homee It was so heavy,

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

"We walks up to de house feelin' pretty big and my oldest brudder waes sing=-
in's .‘

'Hawk and buzzard went to law,

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

for?* Then she looked up and see de pot and say: 'Land sakes, what you all

got?' Then we puts de big pot down in de middle of de floor and takes off de
1id, and mammy say: 'Ohl Let's see what we hasl' She begin to empty de pot
and to ocount de moneye She tell us to watch de door and see dat mobody got

in, 'cause she not at homel

"She say de money Wows to $5,700, and she swear us not to say nothin'
'bout £indin' ite She would see what she could find oyt 'bout ite Weeks after
dat, she tell us a big white friend tell her he hear a friend of his buried
some money and went to war widout tellin' anybody where it wase. Maybe he was
"killed and dat all we ever hear.

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

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



after strugglin' most of my young life and gittin' no learnin' st school, dat

I sometimes sing my mammy's old song, runnin' somethin' lek dis:

' 'Possum up de simmon tree
Sparrow on de ground
'Possum throw de 'simmons down

Sparrow shake them ‘round’."
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MAMIE RILEY

Ex-Slave

"Aunt Mamie's" hair is entirely white. She 1lives in a neat
duplex brick house with one of her husband's relatives, a
younger woman who is a cook for a well established family in
Estill, Se C. When questioned about the times-before the war,
she replied:

"Yes'm, I kin tell you ‘bout slav'ry time, 'cause I is one
myself. I don' remember how old I is. But I remember when de
Yankees come through I bin 'bout so high. (She put her hand
out about 33 feet from the floor.) We lived on Mr. Henry Sol-
omons! place - a big place. Mr. Henry Solomons had a plenty
of people = three rows of house, or foure.

"When de Yankees come through Mr. Solomons' place I wuz
right Aere. We wuz at our house in de street. I see it all.
My ma tell me to run; but I ain't think they'd hurt me. I see
'em come down de street - all of 'em on horses. 0o - h, dey
wuz a heap of 'eml I couldn't count 'em. My daddy run to de
woods - he an' de other men. Dey ran right to de graveyard.
Too mucha bush been dere. You couldn't see 'em. Stay in de
woods three dayse.

"Dey went to my daddy's house an' take all. My daddy ran.
My mother an' my older sister wuz dere. My ma grab a quilt
off de bed an' cover herself all over wid it - head an!' all.
And set in & chair dere by de fire. She tell us to git in de
bed - but I ain't git in. And she yell out when she hear 'em
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comin': 'Dere's de fever in heahl! Six of 'em cane to de
door; but dey say dey ain't goin! in - dey'll catch de
fever. Den some more come along. Dey say dey gwine in.
Dey ain't gwine to‘take no fever. F1ll two sack of 'tatoes.
White man ask to search all trunk. Dey take two of me Ma's
good dresses out. Say to wrap 'tatoes in. I start to
cryin' den, an' déy say, 'Well, git us some sacks den. I
knowed where some sacks wuz. I git 'em de sacks. Dey do
'em right. Dey bid 'em goodbye, an' ax 'em where de man
waz. Dey give me 'leven or twelve dollars., I wuz little
an! ain't know. My mother never give it to me.

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

married."

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

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

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

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

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

Source: Susie Riser (80), Newberry, S.C. .
Interviewer: G.L. Summer, Newberry, S.C., May 17, 1937.
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ISOM RORERTS
EX~-SLAVE 80 YEARS O

Isom Roberts rents one room at 1226 Waverly Street, Columbie, S. Ce,
and 1ive§ elone. However frail he appears, He is able to support himself
by working in the yards about the city.

" Well,sir, white folks, I is eighty years.old, or lééstwisa Iis s0
close to it, dat it don't make much differencee But even if I is dat old,
it don't seem so long since I was a little boys Years flies by mighty fas!
to 0ld folks, ‘cause deir *membereance is shorter, while young folks ‘members
everything, and in dat way months and years drags 'long slower io thems

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

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

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

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

" After old rerster flew away, everything wae different on de plentetion.
lliss Nancy, dat was old marster's wife, told de slaves det when de Yankees
freed them, they could stay right there end work on sheres or by the @ay,which
ever way they wantede Many steyed on de plantetion after freedom while others
went awaye. Me and my folks stayed on wid Miss lancy until she dies Then us
moved on enother planmtation in de lower side of de county. I stayed dere un-
til my wife died, seventsen years ego.

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

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

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

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

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

" I's gwine to 1ell you boss, dat slavery iime was beiter for de aver-
ege nigger than what they is gittin' nowe Folks éay det slevery wes wrong
and I ‘'spose it was, but to bve poor like a heap of nigyers is now, is de
worse thing dat hLes ever come upon them, I thinks. Dis gittin' something
wrong, ain't right. De North had ao business sellin' niggers to de South
end de South hod no business buyin' them from de Morth end mskin® slaves
of theme Everything went on pretty nice for awhile, then de North got jeal-
ous of de South and de South got 'spicious of de Northe I Delieves dat if
you cen't govover and you can't go under, then you shculd try to go ‘round.
If de Lig men up North and here in de South had been good 'nough and smart
‘nough, they might could a gone *round det terrible Civil War. I believes
dete

" I lerry Lucy Nelson when I was 'bout thirty years old. She was &
bright skin nigger, much brighter then I is. She was high tempered end high
spirited, tooe She was sho' smart, and de beat cook I has ever seene Just
rlein corn breed, dat she cooked in de hot ashes of de fireplace, tests

swceter end better than de cake you buy now. But de least thing would git

her temper 'roused. I has knowed her to complein wid de old hound dog us had,

‘cause he dida't run some rabbits out de woods for me to shoot. Fuss wid de

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

28



4. 23&)

rcause they osgt, cacklsd, scratched and wallowed holes in de yard and wouldn 't
laye Told de old rooster many times dat she was gwine to chop his head off

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

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

syring for her to wash wid soon of mornin's, so 1 could then do e day's

worke

-

" iy wife thought she was doin' right by workin' likelshe dide She
thought dat she was helpin®' me make & livin' for our big family of eight
chillune Yes sir, I knows now che was right, but hard work broke her hLealth
and brought her to her bed where she lingered 'bout one year end then she
went away from mee All dis took place seventeen years ago and, from then to
dig, I ein't seen no woman I would have for e wife, 'cause I ain't gwine to
find no woman Lucy's equale. All my chillun are desd, ‘cepi two, end I don't
know where they ise

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

" I sho' has enjoyed talkin' to you dis evening and now, if you will

fscuse me, I's gwine home and cook me a pot of turnips. I can almost taste
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them now, I is so hungry."
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ALEXLWDER ROBERTEON

EX-SLAVE 84 YEARS OLD.

Alexander Robertson lives as a member of the household of his son,
Charley, on the General Bratton plantation, four miles southeast of White
Osk, Se Ce It is & box-like house, chimmey in the cénter, four rooms, a
porch in front and morning glory vines, .in bloom at this.season, climbing
around the sides anﬁ supports. Dqes Alexander sit here in.the autuﬁn sun=-
shine end while the hours eway? Nay, ig. feck héilis still one of thé active,
'Working members_of the femily, ever in the.fields with his érandchildren, poke
around his neck, extracting fleecy cotton from the bolls and putting it deftly
into the poke} He cen carry his row equally as well as any of the six grand-
childrenes He has a food appetite at meal tlne, dlgestlve orgens good, sleeps
well, andris the eerly riser in the mornings. He says fhe Negro helf of his
nature objects to workiné on Seturdey afternoon, and at such times his tall
figure, with a green patch cloth over the left eye, which is sightless, may
be seen strolling to and fro on the streets of Wlnnsboro. , 7

"Well, well& If it ain't de youngun dat use to sell me sugar, coffee,
fat beck end méal, when he clerk for Calvin Brice & Compeny, at Woodwerd, in
'84 and 'long deres | »
| “I hopes you is well dlS mornln' I's told to come-t§7Winnsboro and
gits blanks for a pension. Andy Foster, man I knows, d'rect me up dese steps
| and bless God I finds youe You wenns ask me some questions? Wéll, here I is,
more than glad to answeg if I cane. Where I born? Strange as it seems, I born
fjr;ght-hare in Winnsboro. MMy name set down in a book: ‘*Alexander -~ boy- iother,
an :agﬁﬁgngh ongamps Stewﬁrt'. Dat de way it ﬁas read to me by Dr. Beaty, dat

erry and live in Rock Hille If slevery hed never been dene 'way




wid, dat would be my master today, 'cause him lak hound dogs and I lek a
hound dogs Ut kind of breed got a good nose and make good !possum dog.
derster Jim tell me one time, dat de first dog sprung from a wolf, end dad
fust dog was a hound doge Dat out dat fust dog, (must to & been o bitch,
don't you reckon?) come all dogse I follow his tal‘;: wid belief, 'bout de'
ée’c’cers, pointers, and blood hounds, -even to de fices, but £t strain dat
velief when it git to de little useless hairy pup de ladies=-lead 'round
wid & silver collar and & Shiri?; chains. ~'v‘v'e]..l, .yqu.don't care to hear anymore ~
tbout dat? What is de question‘x; |

"y mster et de fust, was liarster Jim Stewart and my mivétress wes
his wife, listress Cléra. They have two chillune I 'member I‘«:Iarste:" Jim and
iiss Lizzie; they live in a fine house befo! de wer, ‘round yonder close to
¥, Zion VC,ollege.‘ My mother was de cook end I was de house b'oy-. They had a
big plemtetion 'bout two miles out, sorte southwest of poro, I mean Winnsboro, -
of course, but de coz;ﬁtxfy people still cell it Soro. |

"On det plantation was many two=room houses, brick chimneys in de
mi_ddle., for de plentation slaves. In de growin‘- season I go wid merster
every.day, not to drive, too small for dat, jﬁst to hold de hoss, when him
git out and then I run errands for him, 'round de house and in de fields.

: “H& mother hed enother child, Willie Finche A colored men neme of

Finch is his_ i‘ather but her and de white folks never tell me who my f’ather
wase I have to find out dat for myseli, after freedom, when I wes lookin'
'round for a neme. From ell I heer and 'pear in de lookin' jlass, I see I
wa; half‘whi%e for sure, and from de things I hear, I conclude I was a Rob-
\térﬁson'which have never been deniede. Maybe it best just to pgive no front

o8 . Though half a nigger, I have tried to live up to dat name, never took




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

"What de Yenkees do when they come? Let other people tell dat, but
seenn lak they lay de whole town in ashes, 'cept de college and our housé close
to it, dat they use for de officers while they was in sSoroe Why they hear
sumpin' bout -de Davis neme techin' de Ste John 'Piscopal Chqfch and they march
'round dere, one cold February Sunday mornin', seg it afire, and burn it upe
_ Mother and me went to de plantation and steyed dere 'til they left.

“ﬁhen freedom come, I wes twelve years olde Hother marry a Finch;
Bill was de name of hime- Our nex' move was to Dre Medden' s plece, just-north
of Soroe Us farm up dere and 1 do de hoein'e I live dere thirteen iears. I
£0t to feelin' my oats end tired of workin' for e plum black nigger, I did,
laybe I ought to been more humble but I wasn'ts -

"I agk myseif.one night: Vﬂhat-yoh-gonpa do, stay here forever
for &our vittles end clothes?"Then come over my mind I old 'nough for to
.marry. Who I gﬁine to marry? It pop right in dis head, Sarsh was de gal for
mee I rode oid Beok down‘dere de nex' Sunday; daﬁ was in Decembers. I come
‘right to de point wid her end de old folks. Théy 'low they have no ohjections
if I could take care of hers I say I tryAto.' They say: 'Dat ein't 'nough,
}range yourself for another yea} and thén“come and git her'. —

“De Lord dirééts mee I's down here payin' my pol%,too.v Morster Tom

Shanty Brice come in as us come oute I ask him if he need & hand for nex' year.

» He Yook me up from top to bottom and say: 'What's your name?' I show him my
. %ex receipte He hire me then and deree I go right straight to Sarah and us

i@~d§f°1d fé1k3Q Reve Gordon marry us de 29th of Jenuary, 1879 Us has




seven chilluns Alex, dat'sv de one name for me, is in“l’s,mpa, Floride.
farrie marry a Col_ema.n and is in E)l;xarlotte, e Co Jimmie is dead. Thomas
is in Cherleston, Se Ce IEmme merry e Belton and lives wid herp husband in
2idgeway, Se Co I stay wid my éon, Charley, up de countrys

"I voted one time in 1876, for Gove Chamberlain, but when I moved
to Jarster Tom Brice's I thought so much of him, I.just quit voting. I
~would lak to vote one more ftime to say: 'l have vote one time wid de bleack
pert of my neture, dis time I voted wid de white side of ngr?natux%e.' What
you laughin' 'bout? If it wes de call of dark blood de fust time » maybe:it's
de call of de wnite blood. dis timé. You have no idea de worry and de pain a
mulaﬁo have to carry all his eighty-four yearses Forced to 'sociate wid one
side, proud to be rele;téd to de other sides. Neither side lak de color of
your skine I jine de Hethodlst church here‘:m Boro and 'tend often as I can

dat
- end as I hear my preacher Owens preach, Jere will be no sex in hebben, I .

" hopes and'pr-ays dat dere'll be no sich thing as a color line in hebben.
"Who de best white men I ever know? Mr. Tom 2 Zrice, Mre W. L. Ros-
borough, Mr. Watt Sinonton, and Mr. Augus‘c Nicholsone Master Bill 3Beaty, dat

marry my young mistress, Elizabeth, wes e flne man e
"What I think of Abe Lincoln? s’?hat I think of Mr. Roosevelt? Dere

de coior come up again. De black sey lire Lintoln de best President us ever

have; de white sey us never have hed and never will heve & President equel of

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

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

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

"Glad you come out here but sorry of de day, 'cause it is a Friday and
all de jay-birds go tc see de dévil dat day of de weeke It's a bad day to be=
gin a garment, or quilt or start de lye hopper or 'simmon beer keg or just any-
thing important to yourself on dat daye Dere is just ome good Friday in de
year and de others is given over to de devil, his imps, and de jay-birdse Does
I believe all dat? I believes it 'nough not to patch dese old breeches 'til
tomorrow and not start my 'simmon beer, when de frost fall on them dis fall,
on a Fridays |

"You wants me to éet down s0 you can ask me sumpin'? I'll do datl Of
course I willl (He proceeded to do so =~ wiping his nose on his sleeve and

? sprawling down on the doorsill)e. My pappy name George, black George they call
him in glavery time, 'cause dere was a small yallow slave on de place, named
George. My mommy name Ca'lines My pappy b'long to de MoNeals and my memmy
“'long to Marse Joe Bearde His wife was my mistre;s. Her neme Miss Gracies




t¥itials? Dat sumpin' not in my lingo, Bosse You went to know what my pappy's
0ld marster name? Seem to me they call him Marse Gene, though it been so long
I done forgote When my marster weut to de war him got a ball through his leg.
Bad treatment of dat leg give him a limp for de balance of his days. White
folks call him 'Hoppin' Joe Beard' and sometime 'Lopin' Joe'.
"Merster and mistress have two chillune I play marbles wid them and make
mid piese Deir names was Marse Williec and Miss Rhoda.
"My brudders and sisters was Jeff, Roland, Jane and Fanniee All dead
'cept Fanniee Her marry a bigz, long nigger name Saul Griffine Last I heard of
them, they was livin' in Columbia, Se Ce
"I start workin' in de field de second year of de war, 1862 It sho' made
me hungrye I 'members now, how I'd git a big tin cupful of pot liquor from de
greens, crumble corn bread in it at dinner time and 'joy it as de bestest part
of de dinnere Us no suffer for sumpin' to eate I go all summer in my shirt-tail
and in de winter I have to do de best I can, widout any shoese Ever since then,
I just lak to go barefooted as you sees me now.
"My pappy git a pass and come 40 see mammy every Saturday nighte My mars-
ter had just four slave houses on de places !Spect him have 'bout eight women,
dat men come from other places to see and marry them and have chillune I doesn't

'member nary one of de women havin' a husband livin' wid her every nighte.

"Who do de plowin'? Women and boys do de plowin'es Had good 'nough houses,
though they was made of logs, ‘cup and saddieg' at both ends, and covered wid
white osk board shingles. Had stick and md chimeyse

"De Yankees made a clean sweep of everything, hosses, miles, cows, hogs,

meat and 'lassese Got s0 mad when they couldn't find any salt, they burn up

% everything. Pull Marse Joe's beard, just 'cause him name Bearde De one dat do

i
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dat was just a SM aleck and de cap'n of de crowd shame him and make him
slink 'way, out de house.

"#hen freedom come, Marse Joe stay ome year, them leave. Sell out and
| move to Walhalla and us move to pappy on de McNeal places Dat year us all
jined de church, Union Churche I now b'longs to New Hope Methodist Churche
Us nex' move to Mre Bill Crawford's place. Mre Crawford got ﬁo be school
commigsioner on de 'publican tioket and white folks call him-scalawage Him
have pappy and all de colored folks go to de 'lection box and vote. Ku Klux
come dere one night end whip overy mgger man they could lay deir lmtda One
Things quiet down then but us no more go to de 'lection box and vote.

" tBout dis time thoughts of de gals got in my head and feets at de same
timee I was buyin' a biled shirt and celluloid collar, in Mr. Sailing Wolf's
store, one Saturday, and in walked Ceily Johnsone I commence to court her right
then and dere, befo' 1 ever git inside dat shirt and ocllgr. Her have dark skin
and was zood to look at, I tell youe I de-sash-shay 'bout dat gal, lak a chick=-
en rooster spread his wing 'round a ére‘bty black pullet, 'til I wear out her in-
difference and her make me ho.pp& by marryin' me. Her was too good lookin' and
too bad doin', though, for mee She left by de light of de moon when us was livin'
on de Cummings placey 'bove towne Excuse me now, dat's still a fresh subject of
torment to me. Let's talk 'bout chances of gittin' dat pension, when I can git
another clean white shirt, lay 'round de white folks again, and git dis belly

full of pot liquore"
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AL ROSBORO

FX-SLAVE 90 YEARS OLD.

Al Rosboro, with his second wife » Julia, a daughter, and six small -
grandchildren, lives in a three-room freme house, three hundred yards east of
the Southern Railway' tracl%is 72l , about two miles south of ‘v"«’oodx-ﬂard, Se Co,
in F&iffield(uoun’cy. Mre Brice gives the plot of ground, four acres with the
house, to Al , rent frees A white man, lir. We L. Harvey doeg the ploughing of
the patches for himes Al has cataracts on his efe.s end can do no work. Since
this story wes written he has recelved his flrst old age pens:.on check of
eight dollars from the Social Velfare Zoard in Columbm, e Co

"Does I know what a nonegenarian is? No seh, what dat? 0ld folks?
Well, dets a migﬁty long neme and I been here a mijhty long timee Glad you
sey it's a honor and e privilege by de mercy oi; de Lords I's 'Ehankfull You
_ w_ﬁn’c's to _knc;w where I was born and who my white follzs then?
| "I was 'bor‘r'x.jx_lst one sand 8 half mile b!low White Oak, Se L ., on de
old-}‘*liarse Billie Brice pl“ace. " My pappy b'long to old ifiss Jennie Rowbein, bub
mammy b'long to M—arse William Brices Her name Ann. Hy old mistress nsme lary,
‘dax‘lghter of de Simontons, on Dumpers (-)‘reak.

"You .wa.nté de fust thing I 'members » then travel 'long de years 'til
I qomé to settin' right here in dis chair. Wiell, , reckon us git through today?
Take a pqwerful sight of dat pencil ’c; put it all down.

"Let i;te see. Fust thing I 'members well, was a big crowd wid picks

and shovels, & buildin' de railroad track right out de other side of de big

road in fromt of old marster's house. De 'sa.ma reilroad det is dere today.ﬂ When

de fust sngme come ’chrough, puffin' and tootin', lak to scare 'most everybody to
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deathe People got use to it but de mules and hosses of old marster seem
lak "chey never dide A train of‘ cars a movin' 'long is still de graindest
sight to my eyes in de world. Excite me more now than greyhound busses,
“or airplanes in de sky ever doe

"I nex' 'members my young misses and young marsters. Dere Waé--
Marse John; he was kilt in de war. Marse Jim, dat went to de war, comé back,
merry, end live right here in Winnsboro. MNarse Jim jot a grandson dat am in .
de army a sailin' air-shipse Then dere wes liarse Williem; he moved off. One
of de gals marry a Robertson, I cen't 'member her name, tho'! I help her to
meke mpzd piés meny e déy end put them 611 de chicken coop, in de sun, to dr;y‘:.
Her hed two dolls; deir names was Dorcas and Priscilla. %hen de pies got

@¥y, she'd teke them under de big osk tree, fetch out de dolls and talk a |

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

,dolls. It wes big fun for her tho' and I cen hesr her laugh right now lak

.3 . : :
%she did when she mince 'round over them dolls end piese. Dere was some poor

folks livin' close by and sh'efd send me over to 'vite deir chillun direr to
play wid here They was Aname Marshalle Say they come from Virginny end wes
kin to de highest j:adge 1n de lande They was poor but they wes proud. Miss
tress. felt sorry for them but they wouldn't 4'cep'b any help from here
"“Well, when I git twelve years old, marster give me to his son,
Marse Calvin, and give Marse Calvin o plentetion dat his son, Homer, live on

nows I "member now o0ld marster's overseer comin' to de field; his name was

McElduffs Him say: 'Al, Marse William say come to de housefs I goes dere

on de run. ﬁhen. I git dere, him 'low: !'Calvin, I wants you to (c_ake A1, 1
give him to ybu. “Al, you ’cake'g';ood care of your young marster'. I always

dida.miﬁ' Marse Calvin wes livin' he'd tall you de sames
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"I forgit to tell you one thing dat happen down dere befo! I
lefte Dlere was a powerful rich femily down dere name Coeckrell: I forgits
de fust nemes Him brudder tho!, was sheriff and live in Winnsboroe Dere
was a rich Mobley family dat live jinin' him, two miles sunrise side of
hime One dey de Cvockrell cows:got out and pleyed thunder wid Mr. Mobley's
corne Ire Mobley kilt two of de cows. DUat mede de Cockrells mad. They
too proud to o to law 'bout it; they just bide deir times Oreday larse
Ed Ilobley's mules got out, come gallopin' 'round 'end stop :m de Cockrell
wheet field. Him bske his rifle and kill 4wo of them miles. Dat made iir.
Yobley mad but h:.m too proud to jo to lew 'bout ite DJe Mobley's just bide

deir times ‘'Lection come 'round for sheriff nex' summer. Mo Cockrell was

'lected sheriff dat time. You ask Mr. Iugh Wylie 'bout dat mex' time him

come to de Boros Him tell you ell 'bout ite

"Dat cali to my mind -enother big men, dat live 'bove ’s‘!}zite Oek fhén,
Merse Gregg Cameron. - ile was powerful rich, wid mexy slaves; ‘Him"lakAtozbar—
room and drinke_ B‘.izn come by marster's house one day, fell off his hoss end de
hoss galloI; on up de road. Vet was de fust drunk men I ever seee llarsbter
dr.idn'tv'lmmv what to do; him come into de house and ask iistress lMarys Him tell

her him didn't went to -scandal de chillun. She say: 'Whet would de good Seme-

riten Ado?’ 01d marster go back, -fetch dat groenin', cussin', old men and put

% ”fn.m to bed, bethe his heed, meke Sam, de driver, hl’cch up de buggy, make West

go wid him, and take Marse Cregg homes I never see or hear tell of dat white

man anymore , 'til one day after freedom when I come down here to Robinson's

Circus. Him drop desd dat dey at de parade,  when de steem piesno come tlong

ca tootin". "‘S;‘)eé‘b de 'citement, steam, and tootin', was too much for hims

 "Niggers never l&ﬁm to read end write. It was 'ginst de lew. White

theyweuldwri‘be deir Pas"seg ,94n,¢1._.€i‘“ 'way to de free stetese




"Us slaves ‘'tend Concerd Church,. tho'! Marse Calvin jine de Seceders

end 'tend New Hope. Why us go.to Concord? !'Cause it too far to walk fo New
Hope end not too far to walk to Concords Us have not 'nough mules for all to
ride, and then de mules need a rest. I now b'longs to }Betha.ny Presbyterian’
Church at White Caks Yes sah, I thinks everybody ought to jine de church for
it's de railroad train ‘co.gi’c to hebben one. |

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

'com'_a and burn up everything him haves Wheeler's.men just as bad.
tpAfter fre-ed'om I got mannishe Wid not a drop of blood in me but de
| pﬁre African, I sets out to Tind a mete of de pure breed. 'Eout de bniiegtv
place ‘I could find onev of dis hatchin', was de Gaillard quarter. I marry
Gabrielle. Live fust years at de e{alt Brice 'Muﬁullowfh place ’ then move to

de Winson place, then to de preacher Erwin places Dat was a fine preacher s

“him p‘asv'bor fér Coﬁcord. Him 19.1: to swap hossess &ﬂm‘eh him come down out de

:Uulpl‘t him looks 'round, see e hos° him lak, soon as mot him o home to dinner

wid de owner of dat hosse After dinner him say: 'If it wesn't de bao’ba’ch,
}_mw would you trade dat hoss for my hoss?' Liore words pass between them, just

_shp;}osz‘.ni all de time it was HMondayes Then Mre Erwin ride back dere nex' day
‘and come back wid de hoss him took & fancy fore
_ i, Erm.n move when: he git a call to Texese 1 moves to de Bob

","S-inoﬁfbh ple.ce. ; Froni ‘dere 1 goes to de Jim Brice ptace, nov owned by young

t Ms.rse James Br:Loe. I lbe‘en‘ dere 32 years. Gebrielle and me generate.thirteen

¥ v'll'if}i}’»chillun, full blooded natural born Africans, seven bOIYS end six galss Then

-f»Ge.brielle d.:Le and I marry Jul:.a Jenl*ms. Us heve five chlllun, one boy and

v;_sfdone & heap f’or my country. 1'@% Ur+ Roosevelt to hear

imi.mak‘e__ de country‘ doﬁ”sampiii,' for'me;‘f
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TOM ROSBORO

EX-SLAVE 79 YEARS OLD.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

Nelsone' I say: ‘'Please to meet you, Sugar Plume' Her say: 'I live .down at
Simpson's Turnoute Glad to have you come down to see me sometimee' After dat

us kep' a meetin' in Winnsbore, every Saturday, 'til one day us went *rownd %o

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

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

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

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

®" No sir, I can ‘wember nothin® *bout de State of Vergimny, where pappy
seid us was borne He tcld me, when I was *bout two years old he and memny
Kitty was took from somewhar in det state t¢ Richmond, wid de understandin®
to sell us a8 & family, end to give a man neme Johnscn, de p'refersnceo He
sey de trader couldn®t find de men Johnson, end scld us to my marstery John
Rosborough. My pappy neme William, my brothers, Tom end Willie and my siaters,
Mary and Alicee

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

* Us knowed dat our gran®papyy was & white man back in Verginny, btut
dat wes her secret, dat she kept lecked in her breast and cerried it wid her
to de graves. You say I®s very light color myself? So I is, so was she, 80
_wes peppye Fess your mind, us had none of de white Rosborough in us. Us come
Ion one side frow de F.F.V's. I's proud of det, end you cen put down dere dat
deres no poor white trash blood in dese ¢ld veins, too.

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

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

% I guess Marster John had forty sleves. Us live in two-story log house
wid plank floors Marster John die, us ‘scend to his brother Robert and his
wife Mistress Marye I played wid her chillun. lLogar was one end Jenie the
other.Vy marster er? mistrees wes good to nee I use tu drive de mules to de
cotten gine All I had to do was to set on de long beam and creck my whip every
new end then, end de mules would go ‘round and ‘*rounde Dere was three hundred
and seventyesix acres in det places I owm part of it todaye I b'longs tc¢ Good
Hope Churche I sure believes in de Lord, snd det His mercies is from everlestin?
to everlastin® tc them dat feers Him.

“ ®Member but little °bout de war for freedom, °cept dat some of de claves
of merster was sent to de fromt to use pick end shovel to throw up bresst works,
and things of dat naturee. My pappy wes de foremen and stayed at home, carry on
whilgt Marster Robert goe

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

% Doctor Scott was our doctor. Dere was in them deys lots of rattlesnskes;
hed to be kesrful of theme Then us hear lots and had lota of chills andéd fever.
They found de remedy, bul they was way off 'bout what meke them come on youe
Some °low it was de missma dat de devil brirg ‘*roumd you from de swemp end
settle 'round your face whilet you sleep, end soon &8s he git you to srore you
sniffed it to your liver, lights and gall, then dat make bile, and then you
was wid de chills a comin® every other dsy and de fever all de deye Marster

Doctor Hayne done find out dat de skeeter bring de fever and de chills, end



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

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

kingdom of heaven into and upon de earthe *



Project #-1655 ~ Approx. 430 Words, -
C. S. Murray 390044 PPEDRS
Charleston, S, C,

GOING DOWN TO DIE
( FOLKLORE)

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

pile down from de north.

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

I member dat. morning well, When I
get to de junction de train start to come in, What a lot of
train! De air fair smoke up wid deme. They come shouting in

from Charleston, bound up=-country.

I stand wid my pappy near de long
trestle, and see ds train rock by. One enjine in front pulling
one in de back pushifig, pushing, pushing. De train load down
wid soldier, They thick as peas. Been so many a w&ole ton

been riding on de car roof. They shout and holler., I make big

18
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amaze to sese such a lot of soldier = all going down to diee

And they start to sing as they cross de trestle.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

house . + o+ All going down to die.
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De train pull ‘cross de trestle, I stand up and watch
um till he go out of sight *'round de bend. De last thing I

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

SOURCE: Interview with William Rose, 80, ex-slave of Edisto
Island, Se C., in 1936,

0
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BENJAMIN RUSSELL

EX=SLAVE 83 YEARS.

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

* My father was just Baker, my mother just Marye. My father was
bought out of e drove of slaves frokh Virginia. 1 have been told my mo~
ther wes born on ithe Youngblood place. (Youngblccd nams of my mistress'
psople ia York County.) My father was a slave of a wre Russell and lived
two or three miles fron the Naace place, where mother lived. He could only
visit her on a written pass. As he was religiously inclined, dutiful and
faithful as a slave, my mother encouraged the relation that included a
slave marriage between my father and mother. My mother in time, had a
log house for herself and children. we had beds made by the plantation's
carpenter. As a boy I remember plowing from sun to sun, with cn hour's
intermission for dinner, and feeding the horses.

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

November and wore cotton clothes in summer. The master and some of the
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women slaves spun the thregd, wove the cloth and made the clothes, My
mother lived in a two~story farm house, Her children were; William, Mattie
and Thomas, We never had an overseer on the place, Sometimes she®d whip
the colored children, hut only when it was needed for correction,
"Yos, sir, I went with my young master, William, to Chester
Court House, and saw slaves put on a bdblock and auctioned off to the
highest bidder, Just like land or mules and cattle, Did we lsarn to read
and writs? We Were taught to read, but it was against the law to teach
a slave to write, The Legislatwre psssed an act to that effects A4 number
of cases ia which slavss could write, the slave would forge a pass and
thersby get away to free territorye, They hed a time gstting them back.
On one oceasion I run in on my young master, Willism, teaching my Uncle
Reuben how to writs, They showed their confusion,
"All slaves were compelled to attend church on Sunday. A
gallery around the intsrior of the church, contained the blacks, They
were pormitted to join in the singing, Favorite preacher? Well, I guess
my favorite preacher was Roberi Russell, He was allowed sometimes 10 use
the white folks school, which wasn®t much in those days, just a little
log house to hold forth in winteres In summer he got permission to
have @ brush arbor of pine tops, where large numbers came, Here they sang
Negro spirituals, I remembsr one was cglled: "Steal away to Jesus.’
"Runeway cslaves? Yes, we had one woman who was contrary
enough to run away; Addie, she run off in the woods, My mistress hired her
out to ths McDonald family., 3he came back and we had to pelt and drive her
awnye
“How did we get news? Msny plantations were strict about this,

but the greater the precaution the alerter became the slaves, the wider
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they opened their sears and the more eager they becume for cutside inforv-
mation. she sources were: Girls that waitad on the tables, the ladies®
maids and the drivers; they would pick up everything they heard and pass
it on to the other slaves.

“ Saturday afternoans? these werse given to women to do the family
washing, ironing, otc., and the men cut fire wood, or worked in the gar-
den, and special truck crops. Christmes? Christmes was a holiday, but
the fourth of July meent very little to the slave psople. Dancers? There
was lots of damcinge It vaé the pastime of the slave race. The children
played shimmy and other games, imitating the white children, sometimes
with the white folks.

® The master and mistress were very particular about the slave
girls. For instance, they would be driving along and pass a girl walking
with a boy. When she came to the house she would be sent for and ques-
tioned something like this: *Who was that young mea? Hew come you wita
him? Don't you ever lat me see you with that ape againe. if you csnnot
pick a mate better tham that I'll do the picking for youe' The explana=-
tion: The girl musy brss? good strong serviceable children.

* Noy I never sagx a ghoat, but there was a genersal belief among
the race in ghosts, spitits, haunts and conjuration. Many believe in
them yetes I can never forgel the fright of the time my young master,wile
liam was going off to the ware The eveaning before he went, a whippoorwill
lighted on the window $ill and uttered the plaintive ‘*whip=poor-will.®
All the slaves on the place were frightened end awed and predictsd bad
Iuck to Master Will. He took sick in war and disd, just wasted away. “e

was brought back in rags toward the end of the struggles
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% Mistross always gave the slaves a big dinner on New Year's Day
and talked to us out of the catechisms. She impressed on us after dianer
that tims, that we wers free. Some were sorry, some hurt, but a few were
silent and glad. I and many of the otkors had been well treated. When wse
wory sick she visited us and summoned a doctor the first thing, but the

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

end bleeding. *
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FOLK-LORE: EX=SLAVE

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

"My father was Wllen Rutherford snd my
.mother Barbara Rutherford. My deddy had come from “hili to
this country, wasva harneés neker, and belongedﬁa-while to
Nichols. We had a good hbuse of hut to live in, and my work
wes to drive oows till I was old ’nougﬁ to work in de fields,
when I was 13. Then I ‘plowed, ﬁoed cotton, and hoed cdrh RESA N
last year of war a.nd. denwent to Charléston.

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

"Col. Daxyton Rutherford, doct's son, had

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

bossy but they wouldn’t allow dem to whip me. One old nigger
named 'Isbm', who come from Africe, was whipped mighty bed one
'day. The padderollers whip me one night when I went off to git
a' pair of shoes for arfold lady and'dicin't git & pass. I was
v16 years old then.

o "Doctor ﬁuthe::ford hed several farms = I

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

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

7 "We hed old time Eornshuckings before and
after freedom. We made sure enbugh corn den and lots of it =
had four éribs full. ‘When freedom come, the old man had fallen
off a block end wes hur'b, so one of de overseers told us was
fx;ee and could go if/:;:mted to. Some of dem steyed on end some
got in Athe big road and never sfoppe_d walking. Thenwe worked
for 1/3 share of the crops; had our little patch to work, too.

"I was 31 years old when I married first
time. lwaéAiiving in Mollohon. Her neme was Leana end she belonged
to— Madison Brooks's femily, as weiting girl. I wes married twice,
but had 13 children all by my first wife. I have 14 grandchildren,
and so ma.ny/gizzg;‘hildren I cen't count them. |

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

"I think Abe L:E.ncoln end Jeff Davis good men,
_but don't know much about dem.

"I join de church Wheﬁ I was 68 years old

tcause God sent me to do it. I believe all ought to join church."

"SOURCE: Joe Rutherford (92), Newberry,S.C.; Interviewer: G. lLeland
: Summer, Newberry, S.C,

Gt
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FOLK=10RE: EX=SLAVE

"I was born about 1849 in the Dutch Fork section
of Newberry County, S. Co I was slave of Ivey Suber and his good
wifeo 3y daddy was Bill Suber and my memmy was Mary Subere I
was hired by Marse Suber as a nurse in the big house, and I waited
on my mistress when she was sick, and was at her bed whén she died.
I had two sisters and & brother and when we was sold they went to
Mr. Suber's sister and I stayed with him.

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

"Marse Suber had one overseer who was good to us.
We went to work at sun-up and worked 'till sun-down, none of us
worked st nighte. We sometimes got a whipping when we 1voulcin“c
work or do wrong, but it wasn't bad. .

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

converted; I think everybody ought to. jéin the churche



"The patrollers rode 'round and ketched slaves
who ran away without passes. They never bothered use. Then our
work was over at night, we stayed home, talked ana went to sleep.
On Seturday afternoons white folks sometimes give us patches of
ground to work, and we could wash up then, too. Ve raised com
on the patches and some vegetabless On Sunday we just rested
and went to neighbor's house or go to church. On Christmes we
had big eats. B

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

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

"I married when I was 15 years old at a white
man's place, kire Sem Cannon's, A negro man nemed Jeke Cannon
married use Supper was give us by lr. Sam Cannon after it was
overe

"When freedom came, my mother moved away, but
I sta.yéd One.

"I think Abrahem Lincoln wes & good man, and

Joff Davis was a good man. I don't know anything about Booker

Washington.

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

tation, Horry County = owned by Mre John Tillman)

"Fust thing I realize to remember, I muster cry to
go to the old boss = o0ld Massa - for sugar. Massa
say: v

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

"13ring the boy here, Marthal!

"He gie me sugar.

"Boil salt? Pumpl Pumpl Pump itl Hed a tank.
Run from hill to sea. Had a platform similar to wharf,
And pump on platform. Fetch good highe Go out there on
platform. Force pump. My Grandmother boil salt way
after Freedom. ‘We tote water. Tote in pidgin and keel=-

er - make out of cedar and cypress; No 'ting to
crove 'em (groove 'em) compass. Dog-wood and oek rim.
Give it a lap., (This was his description, with panto-
mine, of way pidgin and keelers were made by plantation
carpenters) |

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

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

£ind big plece of pot there. I see Indian., Didn't see

-
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Mrs. Genevieve W. Chandler
Murrells Inlet, S. C.
Georgetown County

wild one; see tame one.,

"Indigo? 014 man Lashie Tillmen nuster plant indigo.
Seed lak a flax., Put myrtle seed in with indigo to boil.
Gather and boil for the traffic. All the big folkses
plant that fore the rice. Rice come in circulation, do
way with indigo. Nuster (used to) fanm indigo just like
we work our corn. Didn't have nothing but ox. And the
colored folks = they came next to the ox - Hill keep
adﬁancing‘out. Reckon you woﬁldn't blieve it,ﬂbut I ken
cunmwmbef (Uncle Sabe stutters a bit) when all that beach
been cultivate field.. Must be nature for sand hill to
move., Time most gotl too fast now for the peoprle to iivé;

"Storm? Oh my Lordl Flagg Sﬁorm? Sea naturelly
~e¢limb right over that hill like it wasn't nothing. Water
come to King Road. Reckon it would a come further if the
wind didn*t shift. |

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

"Member the shipwreck. Two men end lady come to the

Ark. Stormy time. Massa take them to town. .Old anchor

‘_thére now. Come a blow you kin see it. Water rise over
it high tide.

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

60
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Mrs. %enevieve W. Chéndler
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to drill.) 014 man John Tillman lose all he China-a-wayl
(chinaware.) Every bit of his china and paints (panes of
glass) out the window. Yankee gun boat sojer (soldier)
to Magnolia to drill. They tack 'em (attacked tem) to
cut 'em off. When Rebs tack 'em, small boats gone back.
She had to brace 'em. Shoot dem shell to brace. (Gun
boat fired to frighten Rebs who were cutting Yankees off
from escaﬁe) I hear o0ld man Frank Norris - 1lived right
‘beyond Wettrill Deas - I hear him (nuster come home to
the Ark and trap) - I hear him say lot of 'em bog.
(Ella,‘Agﬁes and Johnnie Johnson fadder been there) Bomb
shell hit the hill and bury them in the sand. Had to digr
out . ’

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

"Couldn't marry ﬁidout consent of boss." (Remark
from Uncle Sabe's sister, Mom Jane, who 1s quite acid.
All her informetion inherited - she Freedom child)

Mom 3ane= "Been to devil and come back nowl"

(Comparing slavery to the lower regions)

»
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Uncle Sabe =~ continuing:

"Have sick house; have chillun house." (All in this
section tell great tales of the 'chillun house.! Sounds
a lot like the nurse houses in Russia to-day. All the
bables were in this day nursery in care of the older
women, too old for field work.) Corn. Meat - pig,
beef, fish = plenty milk " ,(Sdﬁe cow 'coffee cow' -
that is give just enough milk for the coffee,)
| "Any rice?"
| funt Jene: (interrupting) "Pick &ou.teet (teeth) to‘find
the ricel Great Godl Now I can buy my ricet"

Uncle Sabe: "Could plant up-land rice to Ark. (This on
coast away from fresh water)

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

Mom Jane: "Put it in the stove today, - nothing!

-Rather have it any dayi"

Sebe ¢ "Wrap it in brown pa?er,'mostly. Cows free in
woods. 4Alligator tail good. Snail built up just like a
conch (whelk). They eat good, Worms like a conch.

Bile conch. Git it out shell. Grind 1t sausage grinder.
Little onion. Black peppe re HRather eat conch than any
kind of nourishment out of salt water."

Mbm_Jhna: "Conjur? Wouldn't turn a hucks bread for ‘'em.

(Give a crust,.)

62




Projegt. #-1655 Page - 5
¥rs. Jenevieve Y. Chandler

Murrells Inlet, S. C.

Georgetown County

Sabes: "What God got lot out for & maen he'll get it,"

"Flat boat full up (with slaves trying to escape)
gone down Waccamawe. Uncle Andrew Aunt the one got he eye
shoot out (by patrollers) took ‘em to camp on North
Island. Never see so much & button and pin ih my lifel
Small-pox in camp. Had to leave t'em.

"Captain Ben and Captain Tom fadder - 1look how
he-diet Looker the bloodl Looker the peoplel Looker
the blood! His boat cali 'The Bull River.' Up and down
Pee Dee river. MNeet flatl Bore hole in flat and women
~and chillun go downl Take men off. He COME TO THIS
COUNTRY. (Came.down from'North before Civil War) Them
darnish Yankee very percruel. (Peculiar?)

"My Great-grandmother Veenia, pirate captured and
took all they money in English ware (Revolution) Den
- day Ladles wear bodkin fastened to long gold chain on
shoulder - needle in 'em and thimble and ting. Coming
down from New York to get away from English. My great
grandmother little chillun. Pirate come to her Missus.

Take all they money = come cut bodkin off her shoulder,:

Grandmother me gphe on the boat and twiss hérself in
Missus' skirt. Pirate put 'em off to Wilmington. Come
on down settle to Pitch Landing near Socastee. Keep on

till they get to Ark. ‘
"My Great-Grandme Veenia didn't have a teet in
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her head - one hundred ten years old and could eat hard

& bread as any wee"

Uncle Sabe Rutledge
Burgess; S. C. - P.0.
Horry County

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

(EX-SLAVE STORY)

" They call him Rogerick Rutledge for shortness. My Grandpa REAL
name Jim., First time I big enough to realect (recollect) him he have on
no pants but something built kinder like overall and have a apron, Apron
button up here where my overall buckle and can be let dom, Ail been dye
with indigo. Have weave shirt --- dye with blue indigo boil with myrtle
seed, Myrtle seed must-a=did put the color in, 0ld brogan shoe on he
foot, 014 beaver hat on he heads Top of crown wear out and I member he
have paste=board cover over with cloth and sew in he hat crown. My Grande
mother wear these here gingham cloth call gingham twill,

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

out!

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

Morest we plant this here yellow corn. I ory many a day bout that yellow cornd

o
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UNCLE SABE RUTLEDGE

(EX~3LAVE STORY)

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

"But yellow corn stronger feed! Stronger feedl And Pa kmow ‘em,

® Sunday come go to church in that same blue shirty Little old
pole church w=- (gone now) === ocall ' Dick Green Bay Church', (Nemed for
2 local character.) When we go to church before freedom, Mudder and them
have to have the ticket,

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

beea the Ark tDriver.?

. Old man Zaohario,h Dnnoan been the preacher., That the same man build

~ ¢

AL
tb.e first\'ﬁeavon Gate' ohuroh after freedom, Hs got drift lumber on the

(

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

" Before freedom Farson Glennie =--- he was piscopal === he would come
vgive us & service once a month on the plantation =-~ g0 mother said.

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

Us have too much ox§ Hwve to haul rail all the time keep up the 0ld fence,
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UNCLE SABE RUTLEDGE

(EX-SLAVE STORY)

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

( ®You can't tell me bout this pemsion? Look like to me somebody trying
to smother somethipg. Letters come, Cards come, My neme on outside alright,
Tell me to put my n&iné on cards and hand ‘em out to my friends, Say send
twenty-five cents. Next time sey °‘Send thirty-five cents', Hs cool off
then and another man =«- Mr. Pope come in, Got two letter from him and he
tell me be still till I hear from him again, J, E, Pope, Last blank I
got from Mr. Pope he sey not to look for more than thirty or thrityetwo
dollars & month, Say there ain't going to be no two hundred a month, )

" How come I know all these Buh Rabbit story, Mudder spin you know,

Have the great oak log, iron fire doge Have we chillun to sit by the firee
pFlace put the lightewood under ==~ blaze up. We four chillun have to pick

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

( EX-SLAVE STORY )

end Pather tell you story to keep you eye open} Piock out cotton seed be
we job every night in winter time =-- cept Sundayl When we grow bigger,
Mudder make one card, One would spin and then Mudder go to kmitting,
Night time picking these cotton seed out; day time in winter getting woodl
" Fall w=-= harvest peanut, peas, 'tater!
" I member all them Buh Rabbit storyl Mudder tell 'em snd we laugh

and wake up! They was one bout Buh Rabbit and Buh Patridge. You know Buh
Patridge the onliest one get the ;w;; of Buh Rag:oitl

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

¥ Now Buh Rabbit comel He hunt and he hunt and he hunt{ Couldn't
find *em and he get so hot he take off he coat and hang it on Buh Patridge
foots}

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

" * Well I can't find Buh Patridgel Can't find Buh Patridge! !

® And Buh Patridge sing out,
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UNCLE SABE RUTLEDGE

(EX-SLAVE STORY )

" + Well, Buh Rabbit, here I is! You hang you coat on my feetd'

* Buh Rabbit have to pay the bet) (I don't member what the bet
was), So Buh Patridge was the onliest one I ever hear bout could get
the best of Buh Rabbitl

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

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

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

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

wes visited before Uncle Sabe was located and children end grand=children,

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

kitchen floor end piarze floor and steps =e-= sech one with a generous tin

plate of rice and fresh, brown, hot 'spot! ewe= g fish not 8o valuable in

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

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

( EX-SLAVE STORY )

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

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

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

"I was born in Edgefield county, S.Ce, gbout .
1854, I was the son of Larkin and Cheny Ryan who was the slaves
of Judge Pickens Butler who lived at Edgefield Courthousee I has
some brothers and sisters, but don't remember them all., We lived
in a log house with but one roome We had good -beds to sleep in,
and elways had plenty to eat. 0ld Jﬁdge Butler was a good man.

I was 10 years old when he dieds Before then I worked in snd
around the house, end freedom come I stayed with the Butler family
two years, thenrwent to Dre Maxwell's,

"In slavery time we had extra Vpaltches of
ground to work for ourse]:ves which we sometimes worked on Saturday
afternoons as we had dat time off. Judge Butler used to give us
a 1'1{-,’0_19 mon"ey,too, before freedom come, for oﬁr worke We bought.
clothes andrthing;s we had to have, We hed a big plantation garden
dat the overseers planted for all on de place to e at out of.

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

0l1d Marse Butler and his mistress was good,
de best folks in de country. They lived in a big house, had a
girl and a boy, and over 1000 or meybe 2,000 acres of land, on
several farms. One was on Saluda River. His overseers some was
no good, but mester wouldn't let them treat slaves cruel, just

~ light whipping.



e

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

"Show pity, O Lord, forgive,
Let efer repentant simner live 3
Are not thy mercies large and free,

May mnot & sinner trust in Thee."

"y crimes are great, and can't surpsass,

7"

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

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

N "We— Wofked on Saturdey afternoons unless

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

“or t6 school. Didn*t think anything of walking det fare



"Some of de games played by children were
marbles, jump=-ropee |
"Once an old man had his dog treined to say
his prayerse The dog was fed but wouldn't be allowed to eat until
he put his paws in front and bow his head on dem; de old maen say to
him, "No, no, you die and go to hell if you don't say your prayers.”
"Once another fellow, a nigger, said he wes
going to his wife's house to see her; but he had to pass his old
partner's place on de way, who was deéd. Ythen he got opposite
the partner‘z"s place something, 'maybe & ghost, came to him end
wrestled with him and wouldn't let him go on to see his wife, 50
_he comed back to his master's house and stayed.
™hen the slaves got sick they had doctors,
and usedv old herbs. t!Jerusalem'Ore! was a kind of herb for
children, to build theﬁ‘up, end there wa;Ls'field_. grass roots and
herb roots which was boiled end V'tea drunk for fevers. And 'Primer-
rhine! tea which was drunk, toos. Sometimes they would hanp garlic
around smallﬁ boys and girls necks to keep eway any kind of sickness.
"We didn't have schools; sharted them the second
year after freedome Old General Butler give us old slaves a home
;ach and a small patch to work.
| "I merried when I was 21 years old, the first
time in Edgefield County, now called Saluda Countye I have six
children, nine grend-children, and four great-grand=childrene.
I think Abe Lincoln was good man and he was | r
Providentiél arrangemente I think Joff Davis was good man, same. ”
Bookevr Te Washipgtpn is good man, done lots for young niggers. I
rather like it now, and not slavery time. I joined church whén I

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

by G. Lelend Sumer,Newber
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STORIES FROM EX-SLAVES

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

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

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

"I th;nk the»younger generation has»too much freedom and
doesn't stay_home enough. They wgnt to have their 6wn wWay .

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

"No, I never think anything about voting. I am satisfied

Just to get along."

Source: Henry Ryan (N - 83), Newberry, S.C.
Interviewer: G.L. Summer, Newberry, S.C. 8/18/37.
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STORIES FROM EX~-SLAVES

"I am bad-sick woman, in bed and can't hardly’talk and
can't 'member much. I was born near Broad River in de Blair
section. I belonged in slavery to de Blair*family. My mudder
and papa was Grace and Samuel Blair, and dey‘pelonged to
Oapt. Blair. wien dey was sold, I was put in"de house wid a
good f}ee nigger woman to raise me and to stay *till de war
was ovei. Den I come to de Blair house, and helped aroﬁnd de
house. My sisters could card, spin and weave, and I helped dem
wid it. I didn't have but one dress. When it gotrdirty, I went
down to de creek and»washed it and put it against de lims to
dry, but I had to put 1t back on before it got good dry.

"Fhen I got old. enough, I worked in de field, hoeing
and picking cotton."

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

"Marster Charner Scaife a-lajing on his bed of death is
'bout de first thing dat stuck in my mind. I felt sorry fer every-
body den. iliss Mary Rice Scaife, his wife, was mean. She died a year
atter. Never felt sad nor glad deni never feltyno'ways out of de
regular way, den.

"overseers I recollects was, Iir. Sam Hughes, ¥r. Tom Baldwin,
and N¥Mr, Whitfield Davis. Iir. Baldwin was derbest to me. He had a
still-house out in a field>wpar liquor wvias made. I tote if,fer him,
We made good corn 1iquor. Once a week I brung a gallon to de big
house to Marster. Once I got happy off'n it, and whénQI got dar lots
of it was gone. He had wme whipped. Dat de last time I ever got happy
off'h liarster's jug; | |

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

but most folks had de dining-room in de big house.
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"It took a week to take de cotton boat from Chester to
Columbia. Six slaves handled de ilat-bozt. Dere was six, as I said,
de boatman, twe oarsmeh, two steermen and an extra man. De steer-
men was just behind de boatm&n. Dey steered wid long poles on de .
way up de river and paddled down de river., De two oarsmen was be-
hind dem. Dey used to poley, too, going up,and paddling going down.
Seventy-five or eighty bales was carried at a time. Dey weighed
around three hundred pounds apiece. In Columbia, de wharfs was on
de Congree banks. Fer de cotton, we gpt all kinds of supnlies tb
carry home. De 5oat was loaded wid sugér and coffee coming back. 0On
Broad River we passed by Woods Ferry, TFish Dam Ferry, Hendersons
Férry and Hendersons Island and some others, but dat is all I re-
collect. We unloaded at our own ferry, called Scaife Ferry}

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

sugar and biscuit fer Breakfast."

SOufcé: Alexander Scaife (82), Box 104, Pacolet, S.C.
Interviewer: Caldwell Sims, Union, S.C. :
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ELIZA SCANTLING EX~-SLAVE

87 Years

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

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

"t 18 87 years old. I know fcause I wuz so high when de war
broke oute An' I plowed my January to July de year 'fore mace
declare., I remember dat. I wuz a good big girl; but jest a
child - not married yet. Yes'm I plowed a mule an' a wild un

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

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

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

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

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

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

"After 1 git of size I mind de birds off de corn an' rice an'
sech like. Den I'd teke care of de turkeys. 4n! we'd sweep de

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

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

Seurce: Xlizs Scantling, Scotia, S. C, age 87 yesrs.
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- Ex-Slave, About 90 years old

"Where and when were you born?"
"On Gaston Gamble place, between here and Greeleville. In de Gamble's
“g:l.bie is my sge. Don't know my age. Pretty much kmow hotr old, I bout
90, I wuz little girl when freedom come.
"Give the names- of your fathgr and mother,"
"“'Father', John Davise Mothei:, Tina Davis. éelonged to laét_ mausg. Darby
Fulton. Gamﬁle' sold mams and three children to Efﬁlton.' Belonged to Davis
‘ a‘ft_eii"fr'eédom. Father belonged to vDavis.- Take first mausa's neme. - Sold
to Arnold -Bi'ouzon. ‘Didn't také licuzon name. " |
“"Where did youf i_‘ﬁth-er and mother come from?"
"R:.ighi: where Grandma. go, Gamblé pls{ce.“
‘;ﬁid_ you have a.ny brothers and sisters?®
‘V"fmgs and'Bénj.mi__z;.‘ AL ded.” -
- ';Dééeribe ’ch; beds andl ,Whére Iyou slept.”
"ﬁéd plen{:y slaves. I don't 1;acw exacfly how many. In dem times you know,
we ha.d to get tmk:et to go to see dere family,"” |
“Whn'b kind oi‘ house did you have to live int".
"Be‘b‘ber dan d:.s. Be'b’cer dan dlS. Good house. Sleep on wooden be_d. Straw
and fea‘bher mttreés. - | |

"Bo you f'emmber a.nyth:.ng s.bout your gro.ndparen‘bs er any stories told




b {2

"I ain't know my grandmother, grandfather eithere" 82

"What work did you do in slavery times.”
"Didn't do no kind of work. Mother milked, tended to de butters”
"Did you ever earn any money?"
 "No money."
"Wh#t did you eat and how was it cooked?"
"Boil meat and put pess or greens, rice cooked dry, take up in pis.te and eat.
One girl get dome and _wé.éh dishes and put dem up.”
"Did you ever eat any possums?”
"Yes, my bfotherv catch possum and raccoon."
“Fish?"
"Pishing in de l?ranch.“
"Did the slaves have their own gardens?”
"Yes, sir, plant big gardén, no use plant, go to dere garden and get it," -
"What clothes did you wesaf in cold weather?" |
" "Thicke I could weave it with stripés and put one check one way and nother
Strip nother way,” |
r'*Hét weather?"
"In winter warm clothes and shoes. Had Sunday clothes, I had a green worsted

dress.” . - ‘ , ' ny

e

"Did the slaves have s church on your plantation?”

'fGo to white people church and sit out of doors and wait till dey come out

;.nd .rden_ we gc; in and have ..preaching.”
| "White or colored preacher‘?" - o o
"White preacher," ‘
"Was your master a good man?t®

"Mr. Gamble like to drink liquor but still good pecple. All who I talking N

about good people.” . ) - .




# 3 -

"What was lire Gamble's name?" 7 - : 83

. e

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

dovm dere."
“How many children did Mr. Davis have?"
"He had some not many. Ire. Gamble had some too.”
"What kind of house did lir. Camble live in?"

“Medium size house. All had just common house s 'bvvro-st.dr;,'."
" " hat ebout the overseert"

"Overseer he see dat you work soon. Driver go in de field and stay 'ti}
12 o 'clock."

“"How many acres in the plantation?”

“Don't know how msny acres."

"fhat time did the overseer wake the slaves up?”

"Wake de)”;{up soon. Elow horn," :

"Did you have to work hard?"

"Jork 'til sundovm,”

"Did you see any slaves punished?” .

"Some puniéhed, bﬁt I ain't never see none whip. I heard stick strike de
ground énd tie hands end feet. Paddle on dis side and dén paddle on de other
side 'til sore,”

"Did you ever see a.hy slaves sold or auctioned off?"
My mother and us sold, lirs. Gamble died left my mema for a daily gift,

Se wouldn't allow dem to whip me. I sin't know wheh we be sell, I wuz a baby."
A , . :
"Did you see slaves in chains?"

"o chains.™ /

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

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

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

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




"Who preached for you.all?" ' 84

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

(‘%""“‘”{“ﬁ%
preacher preach e go in dere and made de children be qui'beéand lg'each a nice

sermon and have watch night but not in de churche"
"Do you know any spirituals?”
"I forgets dem things. I -use to be good singer but I ain't got no teeth.
I ain't been looking fer dise If you hadn't comesI'd been pone,”
"Where would you have pgone?"
"Just to walk about. All gone to de field and de children so bad.”
"Tell about baptizings" i |
"Baptized by de white people.”
"Did the slaves run awey to the North?"
"1 gin"c ¥now 'bout date"”
"What sbout patrollers?”
~ "No patarollers, Have to get ,ticl;et,'}_;d_;lip dem ii‘ déy, didn't get it. Colored
people cio;more than white peopAle allowe. Caused dem to whip _de-m; Iy sister,
my sister-in-law andr g;izn'l wenf and tell dem dey gwine have play in white kitchen,
lr. Sam Fulton boss wouldn't go to war. liy sister, sister-in-law run up in de
loft and tell dem come down and dey come down and jump off de window and land
'in de mud hole wid dere best dress on. Ir. Fulton let dem have it in de quarters]
"Did &ou hear of any trouble between the master and the slaves?"
"Iy grandmother went off and wouldn"b come backe. She write.that she get
everyday vhat she could get fer Sunday,"
"Did you work on Saturday evenings?"
YSome of de -*.vhife peopie made dem wprk on Saturday eveninge I hlad a uncle
when white people come by going to church he hoeing his rice., Dey didn't

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

rice on Sunday."




"What did you do on Sunday?" 85

"Go to churche.™
“Christmas day?t"
"I don't remember what dey give on Christmas daye Ny family got clothes.”
"Whatﬂ did you do at a wedding or funmersl among the slaves?"
"Just say got a ﬁife , 8in't married, If anybody ded everything stop."
"What gemes did you play as s child?"
‘ know
"I don't/what all I played."
"Do you k:ncn;r a.ny funny stories?®
"No, sir, I used to tell my prands things."
"Did you evef see sny ghosts?"
MI ain't believe in it, but I see dem. Jest pass by and dey want bother you."
Don't know where dey come from. Dey look like people.”
"You don't believe in them?" |
."_Iio,vsir, but I k:now one thing, dey say fox gwine mad. Say cat gwine mad
" but dat sin't so. I ain't scared of nothing,”
| "-‘:You are not sdared at night?"

"When de moon shining. Moon ain't shing’mig;lt £81l and cripple, Vihen we
holly voice way back dere,” ~- |

"When the slaves becams s1c]§ who tended to them?™"

"White people tended to dems Use mediciae,”

"Do you make mediéine‘ out of herbs?"

"No, sir, don't make i’c."’

"Did. you ejrér see mbody wear é. teniéenjt piece around,l\a.e ankle?"

%1 see dem wear it, but I ain't know what fer.” "

"What é.o you rezﬂember about the war that brought you freedom?"

%I know just as good when peace declared, Gun rolled in ciat direction.
: must be. gmis. Cook say roll thunder roll and I say de sun shine it ain't
gwine. rain. I wuz too llt’cle to lmow but my s;ster say every msn and every

womsn got to vm_rk for demselves,."



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

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

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

"No, ‘he didn't treat my mother right." ‘

"Any schools for Negroes?" |

"Pretty good time before schools,”

"Did the slaves buy é.ny land?"

"No land bought."

"Do you remember your wedding?"

"I member jeét as good 'bout my wedding, I married on T‘hu.rs.day nights Come
white people from Kingstreé and Adi-“f‘erent ones comé and pile yit up and wvhen I
get all dem presents some one stick fire and burn it all dovm,"

"hom did you marry?®"
"John Scott,”

"Do»you have any children?"

* _one gone in de field and dia
"fhat are they do:mgq' one.*

"Working on farms. Jame got killed in de wreck,”
"fho is Janet"

?

"liiy daughter. She wuz coming xto see me. Train wreck é.nd kill her coming from
Norfolke"
"How long ago was that?"
"1Bout two yesrs ago.” _
"What do you think of Abraham Lincolnt"
*I see pﬁcture of dem, Picture in dere of Lincoln,"
~ "Now that slavery tlme is ended,what do you think of ite"
b’ T believe colored people do better in de slavery than now,"™
Do you belcng to the church?”

“Yes p Promse Ls.nd Bap’cms’c church,"

o "’Khy do yo'a izhink people ought to go to church?"




"To have some protection and when you go in a church dat is a place ES:?
for you to be taken care of. Dey ain't got no religion."
"Wes the overseer !poor white trash? '®
%I could hear de people talk 'bout hime. Some like him and some don't. If
I got a wife over: -yonder, Iigot to get ticket before I could go to see her.
Had to work hard too.”
"Let us see the picture of Lincoln.,"
"Dis is it." (Granddaughter shows us Aunt Mary's picture)
%Is that the one?"
Yo, T think so.” )
"let me see, dat ain't de one. Here is," '<Annt lary showed us a picture
which looked to be taken from some New York newspapere It vas probably a screen
star). ‘ |

"Who told you that was Lincoln?"

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

and so wére‘gottog pickings. where big eats were prepared for those
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who helped. They had big feasts at marriages, and even the slaves
had feasts at their marriages, the master and his family taking

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

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

Brown had us to marry in his yard in the grove, and over 200 persons ‘
was there to see it. The next day, he give us a big 'infair' with

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

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

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

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

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

goodvto us, but some white masters was mean. I thinﬁ everybody

should belong to the church and be a christddn."”

SOURCE: Morgan Scurry (78), Newberry,S.C.; interviewed by:
8.L. Summer, Newberry, S.C. May 19, 1937.



S=260=-264=N
Project # 935
Hattie Mobley
Bichland@ounty
South Carolina

Uncle Ransom Simmons
Richland County, South Carolina.

Uncle Ransom is one of the few remaining slaves who still lives
and whose mind is still clear and active. He has just passed his one-
hundred and fourth pirthday, was born in lississippi, and brought to
South Carolina by hisimaster Wade HLampton, the father of the illustri-
ous Gene;al Wade Hampton, before the Civil War.

When the war broke out and General Waée-Hampton went to war Uncle
Ransom cried to be allowed to follow his young master. He went and
served as a body guard. Uncle Ransom learned to read the Bible while
attending a night school held for slaves before freedom, and it wes
only 1h recent years that he was taught to write his name.

This old man lives alone in a shack at Taylor, a little villege
on the outskirts of Columbia. He is furnished with all_the milk and
ice cream hi;ﬁfn eat by the Columbia Dairy. He purchases a little

8 _
food with the pension of twenty-five dollars & year _puig to Negroes

nyhO*served the Comfederacy in some military capacity.

Uncle Ransom says hls master was the kindest man in the world,
and that as far as he is concerned, he has never had a worry in his
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