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Henry Bedford

1

I was eight years old when the slaves were freed, and I 
remember lots. I was bom in Millersburg, Tennessee. My 
family belonged to Dr. John Bedford. He had 800 slaves and 
1,000 acres of land.

There were six of us children, Laura, Emma, Alex, 
Gaston, Pat, and me, and I’m the only one left.
Dr. Bedford was good to all his slaves; he fed and clothed them 
good. There were so many cabins that it looked like a little 
town, with a long dirt road for the main street. When the 
families got bigger, they just added on to the cabins, so the 
families could have enough room. The mothers of the different 
families did the cooking for their own set of children.

There was a great big fireplace, and we used big logs to 
bum in it, and when one of the big logs was thrown on the fire 
it would light up the room fine. The food was plentiful, and we 
had pork, fresh and cured meat, and wild meat such as rabbits, 
possums, and raccoons. There was plenty of fish, turkey in the 
winter, and all kinds of vegetables, and we were fed well.
The big house of Dr. Bedford’s was real pretty and furnished 
what you call fine; big high beds, bookcases, tables, cabinets, 
and a fine piano.

None of the Bedford slaves were ever whipped; he 
didn’t stand for that, even from patrollers. If you say you were ’ 
Dr. Bedford’s slave those old patrollers didn’t touch you.
There was a church on the plantation for the slave’s, and a 
dance hall where they had dances. The music was the fiddle, 
banjo and Jew’s-harp; but mostly they played the fiddle.

All the cloth and shoes were made right there on the 
plantation. Dr. Bedford had a great big cabin where the 
women would weave the cloth for all the clothes and bedding.

He had a shoe shop where all the shoes were made, and



Julia Gurdner
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A former slave, Julia Gurdner, told the WPA narrative in 1941. She resides at 
the home of her daughter. She is very fair in complexion with a thin nose, and very thin 
lips. Her hair snow white. She has an outstanding personality, is very intelligent and happy. 
She sometimes becomes vexed over the fact that her daughter will not allow her to work. 
The only work that she every did was housework, before and after her marriage.

I was bom in the year of 1855, but I don’t know what 
month or what day. Folks say it must have been sometime in 
July, cause it sure was hot when I first seen the light of day on 
a plantation just east of Knoxville in good old Tennessee.
You all ask me about the times when I was a slave. Of course, 
I was very young and don’t remember a whole lot. My paw 
and maw was owned by Dr. Gurdner, a well known doctor in 
those parts. He was always good to his slaves and we worked 
for him and I never remember only once when he got mad and 
beat one of his slaves. This was young slave and Lord, he was 
mean, the Master told him and warned him not to do certain 
things. This boy when he got a chance he would run away, 
sometimes as far as 200 miles and when the Master had to go 
and fetch him back, he would get awful mad. One day he went 
for him, but when he got back he took him to a shed and took 
all his clothes off and beat him with a blacksnake whip. I 
remember that like it was yesterday and that boy didn’t run 
away any more.
We didn’t ever have any experience with the soldiers, cause we 
were all freed when it was about half over. The Master got 
very poor and mean, my mammy used to take food to him and 
care for him till he died. He was a good man and when they 
say that all slaves were treated like animals they don’t know 
what they are saying.



Susie Hawkins
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I don’t remember much about slavery days, but I do remember 
peeking through the fence at Yankee horses eating com in 
Payne’s field.
I was bom in Stokes County, North Carolina. My Father and 
Mother were Henry and Leethy Payne, and we took our name 
from Master Bob Payne who owned us. There were nine 
children in my family; Mille, Lett, Jim, Adeline, Willum, 
Dave, Hunter and me.
I don’t remember much cause I was just a little tot. I heard my 
pappy say how they faired; he was glad when he was freed, 
cause he say he always want to raise his children free citizens 
and give them as good an education as he could.
I know we moved from Payne’s and had a little place of our 
own where we raised tobacco and farmed, and had cows and 
horses. When the school opened we went to school.
I don’t remember any games we played, just now; but I know 
we played just like the other children.
I remember folks singing songs about, “Old Jeff David Thinks 
He’s Might Smart”, and the name of Abraham Lincoln was 
popular then when folks think he was a mighty big man.
I heard Booker T. Washington speak; he was sure a great 
speaker and a man that done lots for his people.
I moved up here from Stokes County, in 1903; We go to the 
Church of God. I never seen any baptisms until after freedom, 
but I saw lots since.
I heard Father and Mother talking about patrollers whipping 
slaves, and treating some of them awful bad, and they talked 
about the Ku Klux Klan doing so much meanness.
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We had doctors when folks got sick, but sometimes folks just 
used home remedies. They made tansy tea and ginseng salve, 
and we took sulfur and molasses in the spring of the year to 
purify the blood. I guess people, still drink sassafras tea in the 
spring.

A former slave, Susie Hawkins, told the WPA narrative on January 15, 
1941. She is 79, rather light in color and has white hair. She is a little over five 
feet in height and weighs 135 pounds. Slight of figure and quick in her 
movements, she takes care of her own housework and keeps her home clean and 
comfortable.

Tap an Susie Hawkins, ex slaves, man and wife, the only ex-slave 
married couple, both of whom are still living, on record at this date in Springfield 
or its surrounding area.

Tap Hawkins is 87, with broad stooped shoulders, and weighs about 175 
pounds. His skin is dark, much wrinkled, and he is almost bald. He occupies 
himself with the are of his garden,flowers, and yard.



REV. JOHN RANKIN
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Bracken County Called Criminal Term August 1848 
Book H, Page 212.

A Court was called and held for the Trial Of Criminals, for the Cir
cuit and County Of Bracken , at the Courthouse in Brooksville in the 
County aforesaid , on Thursday the 17th of August 1848. The following 
slaves were brought before the Honorable Walker Reid, Circuit Judge for 
charges of Insurrection, Rebellion, and Conspiracy:
1. Washington who belongs to Stark Taylor
2. Jasper who belongs to Samuel R. Bullocks Executor
3. Shadrack who belongs to Thomas Christian.
4. Jackson who belongs to Cassius M. Clay.
5. William Griffin who belongs to Mr Chism
6. Anderson who belongs to Alexander Prewitt.
7. Coleman who belongs to Mr Wardlow, who are still in the custody of the 
Jailor of Bracken County.
8. Marshall who belongs to Thomas E Boswell.
9 & 10. Jerry & Bob Walker who belong to Benjamin Gratz.
11. Henry Washington who belongs to William Frazer.

The last four of whom were released upon bail given by their own
ers in the sum of $500.00 each. And all of whom will be tried at a special 
court to be held at Brooksville on the fourth Monday in August 1848 for 
that purpose. The Sheriff will summon for Grand Jury of at least sixteen of 
twenty four who are qualified as the law directs, and all witnesses required 
by the other party. All the Officers of the court will take notice of the same 
and act accordingly.

The Judge was influenced in making this order by the danger of 
health & life which he saw by inspection (“sees by inspection” is underlined 
in the court document) in consequence of the number of negros confined. 
The law permited the owner to post bail for their slaves. He considered this 
a proper for the case, from the evidence heard and from those who filed. 
AND THEN THE COURT ADJOURNED.



William P. Hogue
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A former slave, William P. Hogue, told the WPA narrative on January 15,1941. 
He is 76, tall, still straight, slender, and wears a moustache and beard, iron grey like his hair.

I was bom a slave in Halifax County, Virginia, April 
27, 1861. I really don’t remember nothing about slavery, but I 
heard my Mother and the older children tell about things that 
happened.

There were seven of us. Mother, father and five 
children. I was named after my father, William P. Hogue, and 
my Mothers name was Grace. We were owned by Dr. P. 
Hogue. He had two plantations and a lot of slaves. He had a 
big fine house, setting in about 14 acres called the home farm. 
They raised a lot of com, tobacco, wheat, cattle and regular 
garden stuff.

Dr. Hogue had two sons in the Rebel army, and he used 
to press his slaves in the Rebel service to do the hard work, and 
be personal slaves for his boys. Father was pressed in the 
Rebel army, and he died before he came back.
After the war we stayed on for a few years on Dr. Hogue’s 
place, then we moved further out in the country on a place of 
our own. I finely moved to Paris, Kentucky, where I married 
and all five of my children were bom there. I moved to 
Springfield about 25 years ago.

I didn’t get much of a chance to go to school. I 
remember I had a book once, when we were on Dr. Hogue’s 
place, and I got a whipping, and they told me, don’t ever let me 
catch you with a book again. About two years ago I went to 
the ’ergency School, and I learned to read and figure real well, 
and now I can entertain myself by reading and writing, and I do 
my own figuring.

I use to know lots of tales and superstitions, but I don’t 
remember any just offhand, cause my memory isn’t as good as 
it use to be.



Clark Heard
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Although bom in August 1851, Clark Heard insists he 
was but nine years old at the close of the Civil War.

While he puffed on a villainous pipe, he was persuaded 
at length to give to posterity the following facts of his slave 
hood.

I was bom in August 1851, on a 300 acre, plantation in 
Troup County, Georgia. The plantation was five miles from 
West Point and just twelve miles from La Grange—that’s the 
county seat of Troup County.

My father was Amos Heard, bom in Charleston, South 
Carolina. Don’t know where my mother, Delilah, was bom— 
somewhere in Virginia.

There were seven of us boys and one girl, Katie 
Saphonia—or Saphonia Katie—it is just the same either way. 
The oldest boy was Hardy; next, George Washington; next, 
Whit—don’t know if it was Whitman or not, we just called him 
Whit; next, myself, Clark; next, Pascall; next, Edgar; next, 
Willis.

The Master was Jesse Palmer, and he sure was good to 
all us colored folk. I never worked until Surrender. Yes, 
Surrender. You know, don’t you, that is what they call it when 
they were freed. I never worked while on Master Jesse’s place 
cause he didn’t work his boys until they were nine, and I was 
just nine at Surrender.

My grandfather was Henry Heard. He wasn’t a real 
slave. He was a stage driver. You know what a stage be? Oh 
yes, every plantation had one—some had two or three.

My father was a fine carpenter and a fine blacksmith, 
and my grandfather used to give him work to do and he’d pay 
my father. What did he buy with the money? Nothing. There 
was no need to buy. Out Master seen to it that we had
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everything we needed. My father, he saved all the money, but 
it didn’t do him any good cause Surrender spoiled all the 
Confederate money. Sure, I see all kinds of money. We had 
about two bushels of Confederate pennies, but they didn’t do 
us any, good. My father, he was smart he could do anything. 
Why, he cut the iron for the first bridge ever put up in 
Georgia—he and a man in La Grange were together in the 
business.

We had everything to eat that we could want—milk, 
butter and syrup. My Master he starts in August making syrup, 
and he never stops until January. Com? No. Great big ribs of 
cane big as my arm. No, we didn’t have separate gardens. The 
Master he had 15 to 25 acres of garden and his colored folk had 
plenty.

Some were mean, though. On the next plantation that 
Billy Cotton he was mean, I tell you. He had about 300 people 
and he gave them pone and nothing much more. He worked 
them in the field from sunup to sundown, then he make them, 
work till 11 o’clock at night spinning silk from the worms he 
had those worms that came from England—that’s why he’s so 
rich. He was just plain bad, and he would whip and whip his 
people. He would get them up at, four in the morning to whip 
them. But he was fixed at Surrender. Those Yankee soldiers 
they done him bad, I tell you, cause they hear he’s so mean to 
his people. They hang him up by his thumbs and make him tell 
where all his money is, and they took it, and all his silver and 
blankets and everything. And they take all his fine horses, 
about 50 or 75. That Billy Cotton he had some of the finest 
horses you ever did see, and they took every one of them.

The soldiers didn’t take anything from Master Jesse 
because he was good. Master Jesse did not allow a paddyroller
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or overseer on the plantation. He did all that himself. If there 
was any whipping to be done Master Jesse did it, but most of 
the time he punished in some other way, just like white folks 
punish there children.

My mother she raised sixteen children—eight of her 
own and eight of the Masters. She was a house girl. She did 
the cooking and she took care of the Masters children. 
Sometimes she- nursed the Masters children. They call her 
Black Mammy and they just loved her. Wherever they see her 
they hug and kiss her. She weaved all the clothes on big 
looms. There was just her and another girl in the house. All 
the other slaves, maybe 140 to 150, was in the field.

We had plenty of possum and rabbit. I had two flee, 
blacker than I am, and they catch that possum every time. 
Fice? Dogs they were, but I called them fice.

We had red shoes. They would tan the leather and it 
would turn red and nobody bothered to make it black. Both 
blacks and whites they wore those red shoes. We wore some 
kind of cotton clothes. It was white and we had to keep it 
clean, I tell you.

Sure there were plenty of poor whites. Sometime they 
were overseers but not on our place. But when things get busy 
sometimes the Master, he put them to work in the field, only 
they get money and we don’t.

Master Jesse he was a preacher, and he was good, too. 
He preached at the Big Bethel Church, and we all had to go. 
Sure, we were sent to school. Billy Hogg built a school on his 
place and they hired Jim Farnham to teach us. You no, the 
Union they caused that war. They were afraid the South would 
have the most money and people and come up and take the 
North, and they demand the South come into the Union, and
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they come down after it. Abraham Lincoln said he made them 
water the horses in Lake Erie and they don’t, and he did, too. 
That was a war, I tell you. In the other wars they just use guns 
and airplanes, and such, but I tell you that was four years of 
real fighting with flint and shot gun. I seen a cannon ball about 
the size of my fist. Yes ma’am, that was a war.

At this point, the mother and several youngsters of the 
family with whom Clark lives, had an attack of hunger so they 
deserted the audience chamber and gathered around the kitchen 
table, in full view of Clark’s persistently turned face. With a 
finality that left no opening for further questions, Clark 
indicated that the interview was over.

The big, rather good looking colored woman -with -whom he lives 
volubly elucidate Clark's peculiar temperament, “He looks just like a man, 
but he’s no man. He’s just a little boy like my own little boys and I have to 
treat him like a little boy. He gets to fighting with my boys about marbles, 
and he say, “Those my marbles, and the children they say, No those not his 
marbles, ” and she sighed at the great amount of responsibility an old-boy 
of Clark's temperament involved. But he's just that nice. He always say, 
Yes ma 'am, I say, What can I do for you, Mr. Heard? He ’ll just tell me to 
give him a little tobacco, and I get him five cents worth of tobacco, and he ’ll 
chew it, and once in a little while he ’ll swallow a little of that tobacco, and 
pretty soon he is as right as ever.

And if someone gives him fifty cents for tobacco he’s that 
grateful—I can't tell you how grateful he is. And he’s not a bit stingy. 
When my boys go up to him and say, Give me a penny, he always goes down 
in his pocket and gives it to them if he has it.

After a short pause used in negotiating a very dirty 
doorway, and you no, even when someone gives him twenty-five cents he is 
so gratefid. He just thanks them and thanks them. Through the open 
window Clark’s flat topped grey head should be seen as he sent forth huge 
clouds of smoke—an absolute defiance to any though of humility or 
gratitude. Finally, as she said good-bye, and Clark‘s pipe threatened to 
burn the house down, an even if he gets a dime he’s no end grateful, I feel 
so sorry for him.



Julia Ann Janies

21

I Ml Hill III I

I came from Rockingham County, North Carolina. I 
wasn’t very big when the war broke out, but I can remember a 
lot of things.

Mother was named Carolina, and Father was Cain 
Smith. They both belonged to the same family but they lived 
in different places. Six of us children and Mother stayed with 
Master Drewy Smith. He had such a big family that they lived 
in all different parts and tended things for him on his other 
plantations. Smith owned most all of Stokes, Scurry, Forsyth 
and Rockingham counties, and he had a thousand slaves. He 
had 20 children-eleven by his first wife and nine by his second 
wife.

Master Drewry had his own tan yard, right there on the 
place, and five still houses. They were shoemakers, harness 
makers, and weavers that work all the time. He hired several 
poor white women that did weaving for twenty-five cents a 
day. Three cooks work in the kitchen all the time. Some of the 
women they kept busy making shirts, and dresses for the girls. 
The Smith boys and girls had plenty of there own personal 
slaves. There was a gang of them, and eight of the boys were 
in the Rebel armies at one time.

Mother worked in the field. I did lots of knitting 
stockings and things. Many a time I used broom straws for 
knitting needles. We dyed our own cloth from walnut hulls 
and wood, brush blossoms, and sometimes copper to help make 
different coloring. Of course, the color wasn’t as pretty as they 
make it now, but that dye would wash good and it didn’t make 
the goods fall to pieces, like some of the stuff they use now. I 
could weave bedspreads and tablecloths, too. I was too short to 
reach up and work the loom right, but they made a thing for me 
to stand on, and many a day I stood up to the loom all day long.
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Master Drewry wasn’t hard on us, and he gives us 
passes to go from place to place. But some of the slaves knew 
how to read and write, because they would teach the children 
but they knew they weren’t suppose to do it, because then the 
slaves that knew how to write and make out passes for any of 
the others, and not ask Master Drewry.

When the Yankees came through they knew how rich 
Master Drewry was, and they heard he buried a big trunk of 
gold and money. They tried to get him to tell where it was 
buried. But he took the worst beating, and he never told them. 
Then the Yankees took one of the boys that they thought knew, 
and punished him until they told. When they found that trunk 
they threw pennies and small coins to all the slaves, and took 
all of the silver and gold they wanted it all, I guess, except 
what they threw to us. After the war, they say folks found 
pennies around there on the ground.

I remember when the first colored boys left North 
Carolina for the war. Father was with the North Carolina 
soldiers. We could see the flash from firing and the smoke, 
and it was nothing for us to hear the roar of the day and night. 
When freedom came there were 500 slaves still on Master 
Drewry’s plantation. Frelin Hodge, one of the men had to go 
around and tell slaves they were free.

Master Drewry gave all his folks a little’ start; one cow 
each, some hogs, and a little patch of ground, and let them 
build a cabin. That first year sure was hard, for we didn’t get 
anything for the cattle and stock to feed on.

In 1879 I came up to Gallipolis, Ohio. I married that 
year to Thomas James, from Virginia. We moved here in 
1882, and went out on Joe Foster’s farm. Then finally we 
moved into town.
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A former slave, Julia Ann James, told the WPA narrative on January 
15,1941. She is 83 years old. Her color is light brown. She is short and heavy 
set. Owing to rheumatism and other infirmities of old age, she is not able to do 
any active work.

My husband and nine of my children are dead. There 
are three boys and one girl left.

Ten of us were in North Carolina, we always went to 
Master Drewry’s church. He was Baptist. But after freedom 
we went to our own church, and it was a Methodist Church. 
They sang lots of old fashioned songs. Sometimes I can think 
of more than enough of them, but right now I can’t think of 
nothing but: “I Want To Go To Heaven When I Die”, “Want 
To Cross Jordan”, “Don’t You Grieve After Me”, “Swing Low 
Sweet Chariot.”



Phoebe Lyons
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I was ten years old when freedom came. My folks were 
owned by a family named Tutts. Father’s name was Sam, and 
my mother’s name was Minerva. There were five of us 
children: Bill, Minerva, Henry, Patsy, and me. Old man Tutts’ 
plantation was little and there were not many slaves.

The cabin was heated by the big fire place. The beds 
were covered so we kept good and warm. But they didn’t feed 
us half; we only got a pecker meal, three pounds of fat meat, 
and a quart of syrup, for one week’s feeding. Seems like most 
slave owners in Lincoln County, Georgia were mean to there 
slaves, according to what my folks told me.

Afterwards, father and mother they went to live with 
Ole Miss Elliott who was some kin to the Tutts. Ole Miss did 
the cooking, and we ate better. Mother had to work in the field 
and plow just like a man, and the rest of us children, that were 
big enough had to pull weeds and swing the hoe, we were out 
in the field working, from daylight till it was to dark to see.

Ole Miss Elliott’s house was all on one floor, but it had 
lots of rooms, and it was up on a hill.

We never had any amusement while we were slaves, 
and when prayer meeting was held in the cabins they would set 
a tub of water in the center and they would all sit around it. 
The tub of water would catch the sound and keep it from going 
out of the cabin.

Slaves never got to visit on other plantations; if they 
did, the patrollers caught them and whipped them. I have seen 
them put slaves in big hogs heads stuck plum full of ten penny 
nails, and roll them so the nails stuck in and tortured their flesh.

The Tutts were mean, but the best treatment was far 
from good. They didn’t care if we were tired, they didn’t treat
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A former slave, Phoebe Lyons told the WPA narrative on 
January 15, 1941. She is 83 years old, small and bent Her color is light 
brown. Age infirmities prevent her from keeping her own home, and she 
lives with her daughter and son.

there slaves like humans. The Elliott plantation wasn’t as big 
as the Tutts place, and Ole Miss Elliot gave us better treatment.

I saw soldier trains pass by, so full they were hanging 
on the outside of some of the cars.

When freedom came Miss Elliott let us stay on a while 
father was a blacksmith, and he had his money when he 
finished a job; so we soon got enough money to buy a little 
place over in Columbia County. We never doctored with herbs 
and roots like other folks; we always had a doctor. I never 
heard of any scary tales when I was a child, cause we never got 
to play with any other children; and right now I don’t believe in 
lots of bogus stuff.

I married Thomas Lyons, and had twelve children, my 
husband has been dead for thirty years, and only two of my 
children are living now.

After my husband died, I worked our little farm and 
kept my children in school. We have lived in Springfield for 
seventeen years.

I forget the named of the songs we used to sing, and I 
just simply can’t think of any of them now. But I guess I have 
been mighty blessed.
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I was just a little tike when the Civil War ended and I 
was set free, way down in Georgia. That was over 70 years 
ago, a long, long time I reckon. I have never been the type of 
man to look back at the past. Old folks that do, I think are kind 
of childish. I am one that has always been a lot more interested 
in the present. Since I left the Baptist Church, that I served as 
deacon for nearly 40 years, and joined the Pentecostal Church, 
I have been anxious about my life in the future-what’s going to 
become of me when I die. The church is in my heart, Glory be, 
and the Spirit of the Lord has guided me to church. I love 
everybody, even my enemies, and I am pledged to do good 
unto all men. I have vowed never to let one hour go by without 
speaking the Lord’s blessed name or praising him.

But now you have asked me about slavery days, I’ll tell 
you what I remember. Sure I am not ashamed of being a slave. 
Only so many things happened since I was a boy. I farmed 
about 50 years in Fayette County and Campbell County in 
Georgia. I married three good women; the last one died 28 
years ago. I had children by each of them, eighteen children in 
all. Four of them live here, two sons and two daughters. 
That’s why I came to Dayton eleven years ago. I haven’t asked 
anyone to keep me since the day I was bom. I pay my 
daughter the room rent and I buy my own food. I make about 
two dollars a week tending to this icehouse. That’s enough to 
keep me while I am waiting on my old age pension, which I 
pray the Lord will come soon. The big man down at the Old 
Age Pension Office told me I would get my pension by August 
1, but I haven’t seen hide nor hair of it.
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Coming back to all I have done in life, when I was on 
the farm, I worked it, and worked it hard for years and years. 
At one time I owned six mules and a heap of farm tools. I 
never did own my own farm. I worked lend on shares. Then, 
some time after my last wife died, I moved to Atlanta, where I 
did hotel work and any other kind of job that I could pick up. 
Wages? I never made more that ten or fifteen dollars a month, 
and my keep, doing hotel work. I worked hard and long, but 
that’s all I got in the south till late years.

Work and raising a family was about all I knew except 
on Sundays. Then I always found time to go to church. I was 
a deacon in one Baptist Church at Fayetteville, Georgia. Nearly 
40 years, and there it was that I learned to speak and pray and 
sometimes preach, though I never was an ordained minister. 
Since 1 came to Dayton and joined the Pentecostal Church, I 
have done more speaking and praying than before.

So you see I never had much time, like some of my 
people, to sit around and think about my slavery days. Course 
I remember some things, and what I remember I’ll tell you 
about.

You can look at me and tell by my high cheekbones and 
my red coloring that I am not a full blooded Negro. My 
Grandmammy was a Cheroke Indian squaw, and lived as a girl 
I suppose, in Oklahoma. I don’t know where she met and 
married my grandpappy, I forget if my Mammy ever told me. 
All I know is that my mother was sold to a Charles Henry Ray, 
who owned a big plantation and 500 slaves near Newnan, 
Georgia, 39 miles from Atlanta. She was about twelve years 
old at the time. Her name was Louise and she looked much 
more Indian than colored, like I do. Master Charles Henry had 
three children, John, Emma and Lavender, who after the war
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became a noted lawyer in Atlanta. But I want to call your 
attention to John, for he was my daddy. When my Mother was 
only thirteen years old, John took advantage of her at the point 
of a gun. I was the result. I was bom on May 28, 1853. My 
mother never did forgive my Pappy for what he done to her, 
nor me either. Long after the war my Daddy offered to give 
me 25 acres of his land, for my very own. I wouldn’t take it 
then, and I wouldn’t take it now.

But I always liked my old Master Charles Henry. He 
was Irish and he was a lawyer as well as a plantation owner, 
and his law work kept him away from home a lot. But I 
remember that he was awful good to us colored children. He 
used to pull our ears and pinch our cheeks and tweak our noses, 
he never beat us. Sometimes he used to let his overseer whip 
my Mother though. She was high spirited and hard to boss. I 
remember once of crying and crying cause my Mother got a 
licking. What for? My pappy had beat her cause she beat me. 
I expect I needed it. But he was furious when I told him about 
it. He had her arms tied and had her lifted up till her toes just 
touched the floor. That was because she fought so hard to keep 
from getting a whipping. It took three men to lick her that 
time. Indeed, it always took two or three men to punish her; 
she used to brag, after she got free.

My Mammy told me she used to work in .the cotton 
fields when she was a girl. After she grew up she did the 
cooking in the big house. But I remember she often sat up all 
night spinning and making suits. Course in the summer I just 
wore a suit of jeans same as other boys. Sunday clothes? I 
never heard about Sunday clothes then.

I went to church on Sunday in the one suit I had to my 
back. The church, we called it the Bigbee Church, was only a
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short distance from our plantation. It was a white folks Baptist 
church, and we colored folks all used to sit in the back. The 
preacher always, talked to us during part of his sermon, telling 
us to behave ourselves, to obey our masters, and not to run 
away.

I never had school, in slavery times, and I never heard 
of any of the colored folks in my parts that did. If Master 
Charles Henry had caught us trying to learn to read and write. 
I expect he would have whipped us himself. It’s only in later 
years that I learned to read print, so I could read my bible. I 
don’t do much writing even now.

My stepfather, whose name was Fields, did learn to 
write his own name, I recollect. This is how it happened. 
When he was a boy he was sent to carry the books home for the 
school children. On the way home he would get the children to 
write different things on the slate or on the ground by betting 
them they couldn’t do it. After my stepfathers trick was found 
out, the children were told not to write or teach him anything 
any more. But not before he learned to write his a name.

My, first and only teacher was a Mr. Standard, who 
taught school in Newnan, Georgia. I was sent to him after the 
war. But I had to leave and go to work before I learned much.

I heard a lot about the war, but I didn’t know I was free 
till after the war was over. I guess the war was too far away for 
me to worry much about it at first. Then I suddenly got the 
idea it was pretty close when I saw my Pappy in a gray uniform 
and a riding horse. John Ray rode away with one of the slaves 
whose name I forget. The slave went along to be my Daddy’s 
servant. But it was not long before he. In one of the battles a 
cannon ball came so close to both of them that they were both 
buried in dirt. After the servant had uncovered my Daddy he
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came right back home, saying he wasn’t going to fight in any 
more wars, they were to dangerous.

I also remember when some of the raiding Yankees 
came on the plantation. They were looking for food and 
horses. They didn’t get either at the Ray’s for the reason that 
we heard they were coming and hid 400 horses and mules and 
a lot of food and cattle in the swamp.

I suddenly was very excited when I heard the raiding 
Yankees had burned the town of Newnan close by Master 
Ray’s plantation. I thought the Yankees were scalawags for 
sure. It wasn’t till later that I found out the Yankees had come 
down south to free us slaves.

There was great rejoicing among us colored folks when 
Master Charles Henry told us we were free. He acted very 
kind and mellow like; told all the hands they could stay and 
work for him on the plantation. He didn’t seem to have any 
life about him at all. You see he counted much of his wealth in 
the slaves he owned.

A lot of the hands stayed on the plantation and got as 
there pay three or four pounds of meat a week and about six 
dollars a month. But I was itching to get away, so I left and got 
my first job working for Dr. Hill, who owned a plantation at 
Oak Tree, Georgia. I think he paid me ten dollars a month and 
my keep.

Did I ever hear of Paddyrollers and the Ku Klux? 
Lordy, yes. The paddyrollers in slavery days were like 
policemen. Slaves weren’t allowed to leave their plantations or 
farms without getting a pass from the overseer. If the 
paddyrollers stopped you and you didn’t have a pass, they 
would give you a beating and send you back home.
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The Ku Klux, I heard after I was free, was organized to 
make bad colored folks behave. I wasn’t afraid of them cause I 
was a pretty good boy and minded my own business. I heard a 
lot about the Ku Klux, but it wasn’t until long afterwards that I 
even saw them. It was one night after the work of the day was 
done and I was taking a walk near where I worked. Suddenly I 
heard the hoof beats of horses and naturally I was curious and 
waited beside the road to see what was coming. I saw a 
company of men hooded and wearing what looked like sheets. 
They had a young colored man as their prisoner. I was too 
scared to say anything or ask any questions. I just went on my 
sweet way. Later I found out they acclaimed the prisoner had 
assaulted a white woman, They strung him up when he 
wouldn’t confess, and shot him full of holes and threw his body 
in the pond.

I am glad to say I never had much trouble with people 
of my own color, and I never had much trouble with any white 
folks except once. That dispute ended all right for me. It was 
when I was a working a farm on shares. The crops had been 
large and I figured the farmer owed me $300.00. He claimed 
that my living during the year had at up his debt to me. When I 
told him his figures were wrong, he claimed I was disputing his 
word. Pointing a pistol at me he ordered me out of his sight 
and off his farm. I backed out and was walking away; but I 
had hardly gone a block till he came running after me and 
asked me if I would accept $150.00 on account. I said yes and 
he told me: I like a man that sticks up for his rights.

I have generally kept out of trouble by keeping my 
mouth shut and doing what I thought was right. Take voting 
for instance. The boss man on the different farms where I 
worked would tell me around election time to vote Democratic.
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A former slave, Morgan Ray told the WPA narrative. He is 
exceptionally intelligent and the interview has been presented practically in his 
own words, and without reportorial comment He is dignified old fellow who,

But I knew the Republican Party was on the side of the colored 
man. So I never said anything when the boss man told me how 
to vote. I never promised anything at all. I just went to the 
polls on Election Day and put my cross under the eagle.

Course I didn’t get much of a chance to vote in my 
younger days. You know how it is in a lot of those southern 
states. A colored man who doesn’t have much property and 
can’t read the Constitution of the United States isn’t allowed to 
vote. I think that system is very bad. But things are better than 
they were. I remember when colored men elected to Congress 
were warned not to go to Washington and take office.

My mother always told me to be polite and respectful to 
folks older than me. Children now a day aren’t brought up that 
way. I have grandchildren and I hear how they talk and act. 
Colored children today are better taught than we were. But the 
kids are sassy and impudent. And as for the younger 
generation, I declare a lot of them seem headed for the electric 
chair.

Mammy never had any advantages, but she was just 
naturally smart. And she was so strong that she would be taken 
out of the kitchen sometimes to pick cotton in the fields. Old 
Master never made her do hard work when children were on 
the way. She never had to birth children in the fields, like 
some slave women I have heard of. But no doctor tended her: 
only an old granny woman.

I guess that’s as much about slavery days as I 
recollects. Anyhow I would much rather talk to you about the 
Lord and his goodness and mercy.
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though he is in his 84^ year, could pass for 75 or even less. He is short and slight 
and wiry, unwrinkled, clean- and neater in his dress. He was photographed near 
the icehouse, for attending to which he derives a small income, rather that at his 
home This is because he is seldom at his daughter’s home, except at nights. He 
rents a single a single room from her and has no privileges. The icehouse is his 
proper environment, for just outside it he spends his days and a portion of his 
nights. He is a mixture of Negro, Caucasian and Indian, and in his features, the 
Indian predominates.
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Isaac Rodgers
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I was bom and raised to a young man in North 
Carolina. Alamance County is where I am from, just three 
miles from Graham.

Funny thing is, me and my young Miss, and her cousin 
Colonel William Johnson who is in Washington now, were all 
bom the same night; and my grandmother was midwife for all 
three of us. She said I was the runt of them all, and she could 
put me in a quart cup when I was bom.

My Father Josh Rodgers, my mother Margarette, and 
my grandmother and grandfather, and a whole passel of folks 
were raised with Squire Billy Rodgers and Miss Polly Rodgers. 
She came from Holland, pure Dutch, and a worker and 
manager, if ever there was one. She would get out in the field 
and cut wheat and swing that cradle just like a man.

There were two girls, my sisters, Julia and Maria, and 
they helped tend to Miss Trella and Miss Louise, the young 
misses.

Squire he had a big plantation; fact is he had two of 
them. He was good, and the slaves from Judge Rucker’s 
plantation used to come over and work for squire. Judge 
Rucker, he had so many slaves he never knew how many he 
did have, and too, he didn’t feed them as good as Old Master 
did. But the two of them never lost their friendship over it, and 
they had the still house together. We had the most peaches and 
apples and they were always taken over to the Judge’s 
plantation for the brandy.

We used to get pitchers of it any time, and they never 
cared.

It didn’t hurt folks to drink, cause the stuff was pure. 
Now, this rotten whiskey will turn your stomach wrong side 
out.



37

Our place set right between two rivers, the Big and 
Little Alamance. It sure was a pretty site; good rich land, and 
our crops of melons were the best around. Course we raised 
wheat, com, and all the garden stuff.

We had fine cattle and good buggy horses. The two 
young misses, they had a pretty buggy horse and he sure did 
attract attention when we hitched up to drive them out.

Funny thing is, good as they were to us, they didn’t 
want us to be found with a book.

Ole Miss didn’t want the smell of food carrying through 
the house, so they had a big log house called the cookhouse, set 
just back of the house.

My white folks were Methodist, and we went to church 
with them Sunday nights, and set in the back of the church.

Mothei and grandmother made us children go to bed 
when the sun was getting red. They used to have some good 
times in the cabins, partying and dancing. After the boys been 
hunting and had a good catch, they would have a real party, 
and we would peep out from under the big beds; for we slept in 
little trundle beds that pulled out and shoved under the big bed.

We never used to drink coffee then, but everybody 
drank sassafras tea or spice tea. They mostly use ground ivy 
tea for hives, and for medicine we used boneset tea and 
mountain ditty. They mixed mutton taller with lots of things 
for salve.

My father went away to the war, and the day he came 
back was a happy day for sure.

Old Master called us after freedom was proclaimed, and 
told us that we were free.

Some of the slaves stayed on the plantation, but father 
and me made us a little shack, and I raised melons and sold
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A former slave, Isaac Rodgers told the WPA narrative on January 15, 
1941. His age is unknown but probably in his nineties, is of medium height, 
slender, with snow white hair, moustache and beard. His skin is very dark and 
almost free from wrinkles. He wears glasses and walks with a cane.

I married in the same year that I came back from the 
war, to Emma Malone. We have two children living. I came 
to Springfield in the time of the World War, when Woodrow 
Wilson was president.

them. It was the first money I ever had. It was green shim 
plasters for $.10, $.25 and $1.00 and let me tell you, I was sure 
proud of that money.

The first colored preacher I ever heard was Uncle Joe 
Turner. He was Baptist and I joined the church under him, and 
I have been Baptist ever since. Those meetings were good. 
“They used to sing King Jesus Is A Riding”, “Went Down In 
My Heart”, and “Blow Gabriel, Blow The Trumpet Of The 
Lord!”

I finally went to railroading. I ran all over the country, 
cause I wanted to see places, and I thought that was a good way 
to see them. When the Spanish-American War broke out, I 
was living in Chickamauga, Georgia, and I went into the 10 1 
Calvary, and was right there when they marched up San Juan 
Hill.



Elsie Ross
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It isn’t age that bothers Elsie Ross, former slave. She 
doesn’t know exactly how old she is, and she expects to live 
anyhow until she dies. Her particular “worriment”, as she 
expresses it, is the calluses on the bottoms of her feet, which 
painfully remind her of every step she is taking. She is also 
subject to occasional attacks of rheumatism.

Elsie was very doubtful how old she was until the 
interviewer figured out from certain facts she knew that she 
was probably 86 years old. The knowledge that she was three 
years younger than she thought seemed to please her.

Maybe I’ll live to be a hundred, she speculated. I 
certainly come from a family of long livers on my mammy’s 
side of the house. When she died in this very city seven years 
ago she was 121 years old. She wasn’t sick until a year before 
that. Then she took sick she just lay down on the bed and 
never got up again. But she kept her sight and hearing right up 
to the end, and she didn’t have many more wrinkles than I 
have.

Elise, like her mother before her, has good eyes and 
keen ears. Her mind is as clear as a bell. She gives no 
indication of senility. Moreover, she is so much more 
interested in the present than in the past that the interviewer 
had to ask her numerous questions to bring out her 
recollections of slavery days. If only she could find some 
remedy to relieve her feet, she remarked, she wouldn’t mind 
living as long as her mother.

So she aired her opinions and made her complaints until 
she was finally shifted to the subject of her childhood while in 
servitude.

Near as I remember, she began, I was 14 years old 
when I was set free. That was on the Green Chairs plantation
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she buried her husband and raised her children. When she died 
in Dayton seven years ago the Grandchildren figured out that 
she was 121 years old.

I came to Dayton 12 years ago on account of her being 
here, and my sister, Mrs. Jane Kimborough. My sister only 
lived a little while after my mother died. When she followed 
her to the grave it left me all alone in this world except for my 
daughter, Lula Chairs, who lives in Philadelphia and isn’t very 
well.

Elsie was touchy on the subject of her marriage, which 
occurred about four years after her release from servitude, 
although she discussed other matters at length, she was short 
and curt on the subject of her husband.

I married a low, no account colored man and I don’t 
want to talk about him, she replied sharply, when she was 
asked about her marriage. I don’t know why I ever picked him. 
I was crazy at the time, I guess, and thought that I was in love. 
His name was Jesse Jones. Before freedom, he belonged to 
Master George Ward, who owned a plantation near 
Tallahassee. We went to Tallahassee one Saturday and were 
married. I lived with him about a year. Didn’t take me long to 
get rid of him when he up and beat me one day. I left him on 
the spot, taking my little girl to my mother to be raised, and 
found me a job. I never stayed with him again nor with any 
other man.

Elsie’s life from that time on, and until the time when 
age and infirmities incapacitated her from doing hard work, 
was largely devoted to serving families living in various 
Florida cities. She was also in the employ of several resort 
hotels, including the Ponce de Leon and the Alcazar in St. 
Augustine, and the Sunnyside in Jacksonville. Although she
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was hired for scrubbing and cleaning and other hard menial 
tasks, she seldom received more than $12.00 a month and her 
board and room.

It is doubtless because of the laborious life she was 
forced to live, and because she is a woman, that her general 
knowledge is, to say the least, somewhat limited. She is 
uninformed about many matters that some former slaves can 
discuss intelligently. The words reconstruction period, 
restricted suffrage, racial hatred, slave uprisings, Ku Klux Klan 
and patrollers mean nothing to her. She has heard of Negroes 
in the south being cheated out of their vote; but she has never 
voted, even since, she came up north, and has no interest in 
exercising her rights as an American citizen. She thinks this is 
a man’s world anyhow. As for the younger generation of 
Negroes, she refused to express any opinion on them since she 
has had little opportunity to observe them.

Her chief concerns are her ailments, the occasional 
letters she receives from her daughter in Philadelphia, and the 
Old Age Pension, which is so long in coming. If it ever does 
arrive she knows she can purchase a few creature comforts 
denied her now, and that she can engage a chiropodist to care 
for her agonizing feet. She makes her home with another old 
colored woman.



Virginia Washington
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Fact is, I don’t really know my age, but I was bom in 
slavery times, and I was big enough to work when freedom 
came. I came from Paris, Tennessee, where I was bom and 
lived in the home of Benjamin Brown and his wife Grace.

Master Brown owned my mother and lots of slaves, but 
when the war broke out, and they all thought they would loose 
all there slaves when freedom came, so they just packed them 
off to Mississippi and sold them. Some of the slaves got away 
to war before they could get a chance to sell them.

I remember my mother saying she isn’t ever going to 
see me again, and she didn’t. They kept me, and made me 
leave the cabin and sleep in the big house, and do the washing, 
ironing, cooking, fanning flies off the table while the white 
folks ate, and sleep in the dining room.

Even if I stayed in the house with them, they didn’t 
want me to eat what they ate. They made me eat old fat meat 
and combread without any butter or syrup. They gave me 
shoes and woolen stockings for the winter, but as soon as the 
weather hardly warmed they tore off the shoes and made me go 
barefooted.

One day I made up my mind I was going to try to get 
away, even if I died doing it, cause I had gotten to the point I 
would rather be dead than to keep on so. You know that hard 
treatment makes you feel that way. I got just like that inside, 
but I acted sweet and deceitful like.

One night I saw it was the best chance I would ever get, 
so I just slipped away. I didn’t have anything except the 
clothes on my back, and not many of them.

I thought I was going to try to make it up to Cincinnati. 
I slept in the woods under brush heaps for several days. Then a 
bunch of Yankee soldiers came past. It was a God send, cause
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A former slave, Virginia Washington, told the WPA narrative on 
January 15, 1941. She is probably 90 years of age and walk with a cane. 
Light brown in color, her face is heavily wrinkled and her hands large 
and hardened by manual work. Her hair is white and thin, and her eyes a 
faded brown.

they kept me in camp for a few days, and said they knew when 
the boat was due in Memphis, and that they could get me off 
safe with some men they knew on the boat.

I got through all right, and was up in Cincinnati, at a 
place where they said I would be safe with folks they knew. I 
guess Brown’s didn’t go to a lot of trouble to find me, cause I 
never heard any more from them.

I worked in Cincinnati, cooking, for folks. That seemed 
to be what most women did except washing and ironing, and 
maybe nursing.

After the war was over, I met up with James Ammett, 
who had been off to the war, and ran on a boat up to 
Cincinnati. \Ve got married, and had two daughters. Jim was 
killed when the boat he was working on blew up. Then I 
married Alexander Washington, and now him and both of my 
girls are dead, and nobody is left except me.

I tei! you nobody can make folks believe just how 
some of us colored folks were treated by humans, and see hov 
folks were sold like potatoes.

1 belong to the North Street Church, and I have lived in 
Springfield for about thirty-five years, I guess. I have seen lots 
of hard ships and so much suffering in my time.
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I just can’t say how long I have been living, but I was a 
young woman when the war was going on.

My grandmother and grandfather, and my mother and 
five of us children was owned by Captain and Miss Tea Kelly 
of Corwin, Tennessee.

Mother was one of the cooks; grandfather was an 
overseer, and grandmother she was a weaver. She was a 
weaver for sure and quite pretty too.

I was raised in the house with the kids of the Kelly’s. 
Captain Kelly gave me to Miss Tea when she was a little girl 
and I was just her baby. They kept me in the house, and I slept 
under Miss Tea’s bed, in a trundle bed. When Miss Tea 
married and her children came along, I was the nurse for them.

Kelly’s taught most all the slaves to read and write, 
except those that didn’t want to learn.

I was stole once and sold down in Georgia, to Alex 
Hannah. He was a slave trader and as mean as the devil 
himself. He had overseers that would just as soon kill a man, 
for he didn’t let him whip them.

I ran off from Hannah’s place and got back to Master 
Kelly’s safe. I followed a star that I used to watch come down 
over Miss Tea’s window, and I can point it out yet. Kelly’s 
slaves were never whipped by any of the patrollers, because he 
didn’t allow any of them whipped.

I went to the hardshell Baptist Church with Miss Tea 
Kelly and Master Kelly. They used to sing a song I have never 
forgot:

Oh, the hardshell ship is a mighty good ship;
She is safe and sound.
Who wants to go on the hardshell ship?
For the Glory Land she’s bound.



47

I kind of do a lot of doctoring, but I won’t tell anybody 
what I use; cause that is my and God’s secret. Folks are sure 
believing in all kinds of conjures and hoodoo, but there isn’t 
anything to that devilment. I believe in carrying one of Doctor 
J.C.”s lucky pieces, though I am an agent for them. The 
doctor, he is a Jew, and those lucky pieces will bring you luck. 
I know that, cause I have had seven lawsuits, and I won all of 
them.

When the war was going on, we could hear the roar of 
the cannons, and Lord! Child, it sure was awful. I hate to talk 
about it.

After freedom, Master Kelly gave all of us that stayed 
on the plantation, ten acres of land and timber to build a house. 
Mother and them stayed on for five years after freedom, and 
then went to Owensboro, Tennessee. Now here I am in 
Springfield, for 24 years. My husband and all six of my 
children are dead, and I am still here, to tell you all tales of the 
times I have come through.

Uncle Marion from Kelly’s place went to Jasper, 
Tennessee, after freedom, and he opened a school. Uncle 
Marion had a fair education and he got along well enough to 
teach. Schools they just sprang up all through the south after 
freedom; for so many northern folks came down and opened up 
schools. I am telling you, those poor, colored folks they 
needed it, too because they have always been kept back, and 
never given a chance.

A former slave, Sallah White, told the WPA narrative on January 15, 1941. She 
is one of Springfield’s oldest Negroes, and grew to young womanhood in slavery. By her 
reminiscences of slavery days she is judged to be in her late 90’s; she doesn’t know her birth 
date. Her skin is black and deeply lined. Her left eye is sightless. She is about five feet tall 
and weighs about 150 pounds. Still able to work, she engages in the occupation of gathering 
and selling junk, and cultivated her vegetable garden, living along with her cat Sin in a 
small habitation which is one of several she owns in this section.
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I was bom in Atlanta, Georgia, January 13, 1856. My 
Father, Robert Wilborn was a Cherokee Indian. My Mother 
was the daughter of a Negro woman and a German doctor. 
There were fifteen children, twelve boys and three girls. Dr. 
Edward Ware owned Mother and us children, and Father 
worked for him, making coffins for use when any of the slaves 
on his plantation died, and for Dr. Ware to sell, too.

Dr. Ware owned a large number of slaves-I just don’t 
know how many, but I heard Mother say there was something 
like a hundred. He was the doctor that examined the slaves for 
the auction, and he was a slave trader.

Father died in 1863. I remember he was buried in one 
of the coffins he made himself. It was put on a wagon pulled 
by a mule. A man led the mule and our family walked down 
the road behind the wagon to the cemetery.

Of course we lived in a cabin. That was the way all 
slaves lived. We are com bread and fat meat, and hardly any 
vegetables, and syrup. We went barefoot, and wore loose 
shirts with a hole, cut for the head to go through, and a hole for 
each arm. Many a day I picked cotton from sunrise to dark 
when I was just a little fellow.

I remember our old Missus having a big hole or 
underground tunnel dug so they could hide their horses. The 
tunnel was lined with boards, and the horses put down in it, and 
then they covered up the hole. But the Union soldiers were 
used to that way of hiding cattle and horses, so of course they 
found them.

Old Missus cried and said you can help yourself to the 
strawberries, but please don’t take my nice carriage horses, It 
made the soldiers laugh. They took the horses, and helped
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themselves to the strawberries and anything else they wanted 
anyway.

After freedom we stayed on the Ware plantation till 
1869. One of my older brothers went to Augusta and was 
working in a hotel, and he sent for the rest of us to come. 
Some of my brothers and sisters had been sold off into slavery, 
and mother couldn’t locate them again. She took what was left 
of us children and migrated to Atlanta, and got herself a job 
with a family named Dennick. Mother was a very good cook, 
and she stayed with this family till she died, in 1874.

I went to school for a while, but the facilities were poor, 
and I didn’t have money for books; so I stopped and went to 
work in the field picking cotton. Teachers came into the South 
after the war like missionaries. Most of them were from 
Massachusetts, Vermont and New York.

1 left Augusta and went to Look Out Mountain where I 
worked in a hotel. Then I came to Yellow Springs, Ohio and 
worked with, my brother John in a hotel there. That was about 
65 years ago.

I came to Springfield 63 years ago and began to work in 
the Lagonda Hotel. I learned to read and write by the traveling 
men who came to the hotel. I read all I had time to read and 
used a dictionary at all times.

I represented the Negroes of Springfield as their 
correspondent in the following papers: The Cleveland Gazette; 
The Voice of the People; The Lexington Herald; The Detroit 
Plaindealer; The Christian Recorder of Philadelphia, which 
Bishop Lee was editor of: and the Indianapolis Freeman,

In April 1898,1 was a member of the Ohio National 
Guard. I was in the Spanish American War in 1898, and was 
mustered out with Co. A in 1899.
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A former slave, David Wilborn, told the WPA narrative in 1941 He is 
81 years old, olive brown in color, 6 feet in height and weighs 200pounds Alert 
for his years, and well dressed at all times, his conversation and grasp of matters 
general and local importance mark him as above the average in intell'menc? fnr „ Negro of his sla very background. J

In April 1898,1 was a member of the Ohio National 
Guard. I was in the Spanish American War in 1898, and was 
mustered out with Co. A in 1899.

After coming out of the army I took a course at Clark’s 
School of Embalming in Cincinnati, Ohio. I opened an 
undertaking establishment here in Springfield, under the name 
of Roller and Wilbom, and afterward we established and office 
in Dayton, Ohio. We were the first Negro undertakers in 
Dayton.

I first married to Miss Laura Finch of Atlanta, Georgia. 
There were three children bom, two girls and a boy. Five years 
after the death of my first wife I married Miss Elizabeth 
Buckley of Charleston, South Carolina. One son, David, was 
bom to us.

I have remained a member of the North Street Church 
since coming to Springfield.
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I was bom July 4, 1855, On Master James Oxner’s 
small plantation in Newberry, South Carolina, where my 
Mammy, Emaline Young was the cook and dairymaid. My 
Pappy, John Young didn’t belong to my Mammy’s master. He 
was the property of a much richer man by the name of Major 
Samuel Young, who lived on the next plantation. Master 
Oxner only had about 25 hands; while Master Young owned 
about 5,000 acres of land, and worked so many slave hands he 
had to have six overseers. The overseers were mean to the 
darkies! They never beat me because I was only a pickaninny 
then. But they used to lick the field hands something awful 
and then the paddyrollers would give them a beating if they 
caught them off the plantation without a pass. Often the 
overseers acted meaner than the masters did in slavery' days, 
just to prove they were on the job and watching things. Some 
of them were colored, but most of them were white trash.

When I was a little shaver I played with the white 
children most all the time. Master James Oxner had five of 
them, Sis (I forgot her name), Asberry, Emerson, Mack and 
Kate. I remember one day that Kate and me were playing the 
chinkafens outside the gate. Along came Ole Missy and gave 
us both a whack in the back.

You all stay inside the gate, she told us or the 
speculator will carry you off. You see back in the slavery days 
the speculators were men that coaxed coloreds to run away 
from home. Then they would take them prisoner and sell them 
down the river.

Before I was free Master Sam Young, who owned my 
Daddy, bought Master Oxner’s property and all his slaves. Oh 
Master Young was shrewd and rich and he had the reputation 
of being very honest and of being a good member of Upper
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“Cherry Bound and Durham, you, 
Dotty Red, Old Milly, too, 
Oh you little Georgiana 
Oh, you Durham, come on follow. 
‘Cause I love you 
Yes, I love you 
As I love my life.”

Duncan Creek Baptist Church. But what he wouldn’t steal 
himself he got us slaves to steal for him. I recall once when 
Major Young put some of his colored hands up to stealing 
about 16 head of hogs. How the Major would laugh and joke 
with the hands, for he was a very jovial man until after the war. 
When he came back from the war after fighting with the Rebel 
army, he doesn’t laugh or joke anymore. Emaline, you are 
free, he told my Mammy. John you are free, and he told the 
others. Stay on the plantation and work for me if you want to. 
There was no laughter left in him. All the time he was just as 
serious as a judge. He sure grieved a lot over loosing his slaves 
and over the South loosing the war.

I remember when the Old Major won a bet from 
another neighbor. He bet his friend that his cow driver, 
Sampson, could call all the cows by name and gets them to 
come to him. Sampson did this by singing a song that went 
something like this:

The cows and bulls all came running fast and the Major 
won his wager. All the rest of them had been taught to follow 
Cherry Bound, Durham, Dotty Red, Old Milly and Georgianna.
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Of course I can’t remember everything about my 
boyhood during slavery days. I was only ten years old when 
the war ended and I was freed. But I remember clearly when 
Master Young’s sons and all the white boys old enough around 
were getting ready to go to war. I remember seeing the major, 
his sons and others in the neighborhood riding away to war on 
there fine horses. One of the there war songs went like this:

“De Louisiana Tigers bound to win.
De Mississippi Rifles bound to win.
Fly, ball, fly.
I’d rather be a Rebel.
To pull de Rebel triggah
Dan be a dirty Yankee
And fight to free de n.
Off for Richmond so early in de momin’
Off for Richmond I hear de Yankee say.”

After the war I stayed on awhile on the Young 
plantation, and I clearly remember that the former slaves got 
nothing at all from Major Young nor from his sons after his 
death. Whey they worked in the days following the war, they 
were paid about three pounds of meat a week and about six 
dollars a month.

I also recall that all of us hands used to go on Sunday to 
the Upper Duncan Creek church and sit in the gallery. After 
the regular service, the preacher would always say something 
to us that went like this: N s and wenches, the only way 
to get to heaven is to serve your old master and mistress and
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your young master and mistress. Act toward them just as you 
did before you were free. Otherwise you’re all going to regret 
it all the days of you life after death.

But pshaw, I wasn’t a bit scared by the preacher man. I 
knew I was free and I was bound to get ahead. So I left the 
Young plantation as soon as I was old enough, and I worked 
for Dr. Hemdon in Cromer County, and for a lot of other 
farmers, before I was of age. At one time I was renting 100 
acres and farming it on shares. I was the owner of several 
mules. I thought I was getting ahead, but the farmers always 
out smarted me. At the end of the year, no matter how good 
your crops were, you found you owed the farmer the full value 
of it. So I finally got so aggravated that I moved to Asheville, 
North Carolina where I learned the mortar mixing trade. 
That’s the trade I followed when I came to Dayton a short time 
after the World War and that I would be following now if I 
hadn’t taken sick. Up here the white bosses I worked for 
always treated me pretty well. Indeed I made enough money to 
buy this house. But down South they just won’t let a darky get 
ahead.

They won’t let him vote either down there unless he has 
property worth $200.00 and can pass a reading test of the 
Constitution of the United States. What do they care for law in 
the south? I’ve seen places would go Democratic year after 
year. I’ve known men of my race to be taken to the swamp by 
the Ku Kluxers, and shot down for something he didn’t do. All 
that one had to do some places to be shot was to get into an 
argument with a prominent white man or to do a little 
electioneering for the Republican Party. Them days after the 
war, my teacher, John Tiedmer, who taught me reading,
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writing, and figuring, called that time the Reconstruction 
period it was a heap worse than slavery days.

But they couldn’t shut my mouth and they couldn’t 
keep me from voting Republican making stump speeches and 
acting as leader of my precinct. That was of course after I went 
to Greenville, South Carolina, where a colored man could 
speak more freely than in the countiy and where nobody told 
him much about how he should vote.

I am not blaming the southerners for all the wrongs of 
my people, and for keeping the colored voters from enjoying 
there voting rights under the Constitution. When Grant was 
president he saw that we got our privileges. But Hayes and 
Garfield, though they were Republicans, just sat back and 
allowed the white men of the southern states to skin us out of 
our rights by passing property laws and by making us pass an 
educational test. These laws didn’t hurt me, but the great 
number of my people are poor and ignorant and don’t get a 
chance to use their franchise. It just ain’t fair.
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