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EX-SLAVE NARRATIVE
This slave narrative is recorded in BULLWHIP DAYS; The Slaves 
Remember, An Oral History edited by James Mellon and printed by 
Trade Paperbacks, ISBN 0-380-70884-1, Avon Books, Inc. Sept 1998 
Price $14.00.

Most of the slaves didn’t know when they were bom, 
but I did. You see, I was bom on a Christmas morning—it was 
in 1840. I was a full grown man when I finally got my 
freedom.

Before I got it though, I helped a lot of others get 
theirs—Lord only knows how many; might have been as much 
as two, three hundred. It was way more than a hundred, I 
know. But that all came after I was a young man—“grown” 
enough to know a pretty girl when I saw one, and to go chasing 
after her, too.

I was bom on a plantation that belonged to Mr. Jack 
Tabb, in Mason County just across the river, in Kentucky. Mr. 
Tabb was a pretty good man. He used to beat us, sure, but 
nearly so much as others did, some of his own kin people, 
even. But he was kinda funny sometimes, he used to have a 
special slave who didn’t have nothing to do but teach the rest 
of us how to read and write and figger. Mr. Tabb liked us to 
know how to figger. But sometimes, when he would send for 
us and we would be a long time coming, he would ask us 
where we had been. If we told him we had been learning to 
read, he would near beat the daylights out of us—after getting 
somebody to teach us. I think he did some of that so that the 
other owners wouldn’t say he was spoiling his slaves.

He was funny about us marrying too. He would let us 
go a-courting on the other plantations near anytime we liked, if 
we were good. And if we found somebody we wanted to
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He wasn’t a Democrat like the rest of them in the 
county. He belonged to the Know Nothing Party, and he was a 
real leader in it. He used to always be making speeches, and 
sometimes his best friends wouldn’t be speaking to him for 
days at a time.

Mr. Tabb was always specially good to me. He used to 
let me go all about—I guess he had to; couldn’t get too much 
work out of me, even when he kept me right under his eyes. I 
learned fast, too, and I think he kinda liked that. He used to 
call Sandy Davis, the slave who taught me, “the smarted N-— 
in Kentucky.”

It was because he used to let me go around in the day 
and night so much that I came to be the one who carried the 
running-away slaves over the river. It was funny the way O 
started it, too.

I didn’t have no idea of ever getting mixed up in any 
sort of business like that, until one special night. I hadn’t even 
thought of rowing across the river myself.

But one night, I had gone on another plantation 
courting, and the old woman whose house I went to told me 
she had a real pretty girl there who wanted to go across the 
river, and would I take her? I was scared and backed out in a 
huiry. But then I saw the girl, and she was such a pretty little 
thing—brown-skinned and kinda rosy, and looking as scared as

marry, and she was on a plantation that belonged to one of his 
kin-folks or to a friend, he would swap a slave so that the 
husband and wife could be together. Sometimes, when he 
couldn’t do this, he would let a slave work all day on his 
plantation, and live with his wife at night on her plantation. 
Some of the other owners was always talking about his spoiling 
us.
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I was feeling—so it wasn’t long before I was listening to the 
old woman tell me when to take her and where to leave her on 
the other side.

I didn’t have the nerve enough to do it that night, 
though, and I told them to wait for me until tomorrow night. 
All the next day I kept seeing Mr. Tabb laying a rawhide across 
my back or shooting me, and kept seeing that scared little bom 
girl back at the house, looking at me with her big eyes and 
asking me if I wouldn’t just row her across to Ripley, Ohio. 
Me and Mr. Tabb lost, and soon as dusk settled that night, I 
was at the old lady’s house.

I don’t know how I ever rowed that boat across the 
river. The cunent was strong and I was trembling. I couldn’t 
see a thing there in the dark, but I felt the girl’s eyes. We 
didn’t dare to whisper, so I couldn’t tell her how sure I was that 
Mr. Tabb or some of the other owners would “tear me up” 
when they found out what I had done. I just knew they would 
find out.

I was worried, too, about where to put her out of the 
boat. I couldn’t ride her across the river all night, and I didn’t 
know a thing about the other side. I had heard a lot about it 
from other slaves, but I thought it was just about like Mason 
County, and so, I just knew that if I pulled the boat up and went 
to asking people where to take her I would get a beating or get 
killed.

I don’t know whether it seemed like a long time or a 
short time, now—it’s so long ago. I know it was a long time 
rowing there in the cold and worryin, but it was short, too, 
‘cause as soon as I did get on the other side the big-eyed, 
brown-skinned girl would be gone. Well, pretty soon I saw a 
tall light and I remembered what the old lady had told me about
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looking for that light and rowing to it. I did, and when I got up 
to it, two men reached down and grabbed her. I started 
tremblin’ all over again, and prayin’. Then one of the men 
took my arm and I just felt down inside of me that the Lord had 
got ready for me. “You hungry, boy?” is what hed asked me, 
and if he hadn’t been holdin’ me I think I would have fell 
backward into the river.
That was my first trip. It took me a long time to get over my 
scared feelin’, but I finally did, and I soon found myself goin’ 
back across the river with two or three people, and sometimes a 
whole boatload. I got so I used to make three and four trips a 
month.

What did my passengers look like? I can’t tell you any 
more about it than you can, and you wasn’t there. After that 
first girl—I never did see her again—I never saw my 
passengers. It would have to be the “black night” of the moon 
when I would carry them, and I would meet them out in the 
open or in a house without a single light. The only way I knew 
who they were was to ask them, “What you say?” And they 
would answer, “Menare.” I don’t know what that word 
meant—it came from the Bible. I only know that was the 
password I used, and all of them that I took over told it to me 
before I took them.

I guess you wonder what I did with them after I got 
them over the river. Well, there in Ripley was a man named 
Mr. Rankins. I think the rest of his name was John. He had a 
regular station there on his place for escaping slaves. You see, 
Ohio was a free state, and once they got over the river from 
Kentucky or Virginia, Mr. Rankins could strut them all around 
town, and nobody would bother them. The only reason we 
used to land them quietly at night was so that whoever brought
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them could go back for more, and because we had to be careful 
that none of the owners had followed us. Every once in a while 
they would follow a boat and catch their slaves back. 
Sometimes they would shoot at whoever was trying to save the 
poor devils.

Mr. Rankins had a regular “station” for the slaves. He 
had a big lighthouse in his yard about thirty feet high, and he 
kept it burning all night. It always meant freedom for a slave if 
he could get to this light.

Sometimes Mr. Rankins would have twenty or thirty 
slaves that had run away on his place at a time. It must have 
cost him a whole lot to keep them and feed them, but I think 
some of his friends helped him.

Those who wanted to stay around that part of Ohio 
could stay, but didn’t many of them do it, because there was 
too much danger that you would be walking along free one 
night, feel a hand over your mouth, and be back across the river 
and in slavery again in the morning. And nobody in the world 
ever got a chance to know as much misery as a slave that had 
escaped and been caught.

So a whole lot of them went on North to other parts of 
Ohio, or to New York, Chicago, or Canada. Canada was 
popular then because all of the slaves thought it was the last 
gate before you got all the way inside of Heaven. I don’t think 
there was much chance for a slave to make a living in Canada, 
but didn’t many of them come back. It seemed like they rather 
starve up there in the cold than to be back in slavery.

The Army soon started taking a lot of them, too. They 
could enlist in the Union Army and get good wages, more food 
than they ever had, and have all the little gals wavin’ at them 
when they passed. Them blue uniforms was a nice change, too.
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I never got anything from a single one of the people I 
carried over the river to freedom. I didn’t want anything. 
After I had made a few trips I got to like it, and even though I 
could have been free any night myself, I figgered I wasn’t 
getting’ along so bad, so I would stay on Mr. Tabb’s place and 
help the others get free. I did it for four years.

I don’t know to this day how he never knew what I was 
doing. I used to take some awful chances, and he knew I had 
been up to something; I wouldn’t do much work in the day, 
would never be in my house at night, and when he would 
happen to visit the plantation where I had said I was goin’, I 
wouldn’t be there. Sometimes I think he did know and wanted 
me to get the slaves away that way so he wouldn’t have to 
cause hard feeling’s by freein’ them.

I think Mr. Tabb used to talk a lot to Mr. John Fee. Mr. 
Fee was a man who lived in Kentucky, but Lord how that man 
hated slavery! He used to always tell us—we never let our 
owners see us listenin’ to him, though—that God didn’t intend 
for some men to be free and some men to be in slavery. He 
used to talk to the owners too, when they would listen to him, 
but mostly they hated the sight of John Fee.

In the night, though, he was a different man. For every 
slave who came through his place going across the river he had 
a good word, something to eat, and some kind of rags, too, if it 
was cold. He always knew just what to tell you to do if 
anything went wrong, and sometimes I think he kept slaves 
there on his place till they could be rowed across the river. 
Helped us a lot.

I almost ran the business in the ground after I had been 
carrying the slaves across for nearly four years. It was in 1863, 
and one night I carried across about twelve on the same night.
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Somebody must have seen us, because they set out after me as 
soon as I stepped out of a boat back on the Kentucky side. 
From that time on they were after me. Sometimes they would 
almost catch me. I had to run away from Mr. Tabb’s plantation 
and live in the fields and in the woods. I didn’t know what a 
bed was from one week to another. I would sleep in a cornfield 
tonight, up in the branches of tree tomorrow night, and buried 
in a hay pile the next night. The river, where I had carried so 
many across myself, was no good to me; it was watched too 
close.

Finally, I saw that I could never do any more 
good in Mason County, so I decided to take my freedom, too, I 
had a wife by this time, and one night we quietly slipped across 
that river. I could hear the bell and see the light on Mr. 
Rankins’ place, but the harder I rowed the farther away it got, 
and I knew if I didn’t make it I’d get killed. But finally, I 
pulled up by the lighthouse, and went on to my freedom—just 
a few months before all the slaves got theirs. I didn’t stay in 
Ripley, though. I wasn’t taking no chances. I went on to 
Detroit and still live there with most of my ten children and 
thirty-one grandchildren...their grandpa brought Emancipation 
to loads of slaves he could touch and feel, but never see.



“Had Assisted Slaves to Gain Freedom”
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A fragile thread which had linked the streamlined 
present to the misty past of pre-Civil War days weighted down 
with the burden of years, snapped last week when the 
venerable Arnold Gragston passed on to his rich reward.

Bom in Germantown, Kentucky in 1840, Mr. Arnold 
had in his early days patterned his life after that of the Good 
Samaritan of Biblical history. And that he had followed that 
pattern is manifested in the many rich acts of heroic kindness, 
kindness which was stamped indelibly in the lives of many 
who owned their freedom to his indomitable courage and 
unflagging industry.

Conscious of the oppression of his people, shackled 
down with the fetters of slavery, Mr. Gragston soon became a 
vital cog in that renowned means of flight from the lash of the 
slave owner’s whip—the underground railroad.

BRACKEN CHRONICLE 
Former Slave Ends Sojourn 
October 6,1938

During the early days of the Civil War, Mr. Gragston 
assisted many of the slaves to escape from the despair on 
bondage, hiding them in bams until an opportune time arrived 
for them to cross the Ohio River into Ripley, Ohio.

A Mr. Rankin, owner of Rankin’s House in Ripley, kept 
a light burning to aid those fleeing from cruel masters and 
pursuing bloodhounds. A lighted match on the Kentucky side
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was the signal for the ferryboat to be sent across the river for 
the fugitives.

On one of these trips Mr. Gragston had five fleeing 
slaves in his charge when a terrific storm came whistling out of 
the west, drenching the members of the party and putting them 
in a serious predicament when their matches got wet. The last 
match struck a button on Mr. Gragston’s coat and produced a 
flicker which was seen by those on the Ohio side of the river.

“A Little Strategy”

On another occasion, burning with thirst, Mr. Gragston 
had to descend to the bottom of the well to slack his thirst 
when it was discovered that the bucket and rope had 
disappeared. He descended by clinging precariously to the 
bricks, which walled the well.

Mr. Gragston often told his children how he had been 
able to travel at night through the woods by observing the moss 
which, he declared, always grows on the north side of trees.

A little strategy saved him from a lashing one night. 
Meeting a patrol searching for escaped slaves, Mr. Gragston 
was able to subdue their suspicions by lifting his hat, bowing 
right and left and saying, “Gentlemen! Gentlemen! 
Gentlemen!”

Even his wife did not stand between him and his work 
freeing people. A year after their marriage in 1865, Mr. 
Gragston was guiding some fugitives across the Ohio when the 
boat sprang a leak, and Mrs. Gragston becoming frightened 
was on the verge of screaming. He threatened to strike her, 
telling her that it was better to kill one than to imperil the lives 
of others.
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In the little town of Felicity, Ohio are many 
descendants of the 21 families Mr. Gragston caused to settle 
there.

During his declining years the mind of this man who 
had labored so arduously in unfettering his people would take 
flight back to those terrifying nights. And once again he would 
be guiding fleeing slaves across the Ohio at the point where 
Eliza is supposed to have fled across the River on the ice 
before the baying of the bloodhounds.

Mr. Gragston had lived with his daughter, Mrs. Daisy 
Clay 4750 Williams Street, Detroit.

He is survived by two sisters and one brother. Mrs. 
Mollie Smith Commodore, Mrs. Anna Marshall, Walton and 
Charley Smith, Germantown, Kentucky; 11 grandchildren, 30 
great-grandchildren. He had joined the white Christian Church 
in Germantown in 1856, retaining that membership until he left 
Kentucky.

Funeral services were held Wednesday, September 14, 
from the funeral home of Mose K. Fritz. The Rev. Mr. Dunn, 
pastor of Chapel Hill Church officiated.

The body was taken to Ripley, Ohio for final services 
and burial, which was conducted by Dee L. Botts, present 
pastor of the Germantown Colored Christian Church.

So closed the book of one who had drunk to the dregs 
of life in the ninety-eight years he sojourned here—a life 
mellowed in experience and saturated with the milk of human 
kindness.
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Siebert Papers 1895
Peter Stokes of Amhertsbug, Ontario, Canada
Interviewed by W.H. Siebert
August 3,1895

Peter Stokes said: I was bom in Bracken County, 
Kentucky in 1837, the 14th of October. I was bom into the 
Heaverin family and when Joseph Taylor married into the 
family two of us was given to him and I stayed with him till I 
was 21. y

I came to this country in 1852. The idea of bein under 
bondage and misusage caused me to leave him. We lived 35 
miles above Cincinnati on the Ohio River on the Kentucky 
side. We got information from friends—one a man, Will Sleets 
of Felicity, Clermont County formerly from Kentucky, and 
when we started we were anxious to get to his place. Ten of 
us—2 sisters and 6 children—me and my brother that makes 
then, all from the same man in the fall of the year.

On Sunday night we started across the River in 2 small 
boats and turned ‘em both adrift, and then set out for Felicity, 
where Sleets lived. When we got close there we left the 
women, and went to the town to see how things were. We 
found the Kentuckians had surrounded the place, and we 
couldn’t get there. They weren’t really in pursuit of us, but of 
a party that had left Augusta, 8 miles above where we ive. 
Our friends came out to meet us, and then we went right to a 
big bam on the bank of the Ohio River (the bam was called 
“Canada”) in sight of home, and stayed there 2 weeks, then we 
moved to a little village called Clover Hill (Clermont County), 
Ohio
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1999 Bracken County resident Dudley McClanahan, recalled in 
a conversation with his granddaughter, Linda McClanahan, that 
the names of his ancestors’ slaves were Alonzo, Bill and Jack.

Mrs. Eliza Woods—a sister of Taylor’s wife—was an 
abolitionist and took care of us there. We stayed there or 2 or 3 
days, then on to Cadiz, Ohio, to a colored man by the name of 
Brown. We stopped there 6 or 7 days. He had 20 acres of 
com, and instead of forwarding us on, he sent us to cut up that 
com. We was 10 days there, when another gang comes, then 
our friends—Brown was one—put us on the cars for 
Cleveland. They put us in the baggage car off in the yard, and 
the passenger part went to -the depot.

We came in at 4 o’clock in the evening and the boat left 
at 10 o’clock at night—the ’’Morning Star”—and we landed in 
Detroit and crossed to Windsor. We was 3 weeks and 3 days 
cornin’. I have been here more or less ever since.

Our old master used to take us out Saturday afternoons 
and whip us to keep us in trainin’.
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ORAL TRADITION
BY: Mrs. Mabel Lenox
January 1969

Facts about the old brick house at Willow Grove as told 
to me by Gene Cooper as he remembered them from his 
grandparents.

The house was probably built in 1840. Joe Taylor built 
the house; he was Mr. Clay Cooper’s great-grandfather.

Mr. Taylor had lived in an old log house on the right 
side of the road before you get to Willow Creek.

They built the brick house after what was known as the 
“May Storm”, probably a tornado, destroyed their buildings 
except the log house.

They made their own brick on the place. A low place 
between house and old stable is where they dug the clay for 
brick.

Eugene Cooper was bom in that house December 23, 
1913.

The original porch on back was two stories high. The 
slave kitchen is no longer there but was behind the present 
kitchen with a room above it. This was the slave quarters.

The original farm included part of Will Ernst farm — all 
the land on west side of Snag Creek — the Emmet Poe farm and 
on up to and including the McCarty farm, and probably other 
tracts.

Mr. Taylor owned a lot of slaves — probably 2 women 
and 6 or 8 men. One of the women seemed to be an older 
woman whom they would send to Foster to do their buying.

They raised large amounts of small grain for the bam 
had tromping area for flailing grain. The hill in back of the
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house was all in Vineyard (where Hobart Blades lives). They 
took trips to New Orleans on flat boats to sell their products 
and took slaves along to help.

Not too long before the Civil War, the slaves escaped. 
They left because they feared getting sold down South. They 
were well treated, but they were threatened by that when they 
got lazy or wouldn’t work.

They got the money to escape from the woman slave 
who had saved a few cents now and then from the marketing 
over a period of about three years and kept it hidden under a 
tree root. They left at night in a boat and found sympathizers 
in Ohio who hid them.

When it was found they had left, two members of the 
family started out to find them. They came to a house and 
sought lodging for the night. When the owner of the house 
leaned their mission, he went to the barn where he had some 
runaway slaves he was sheltering and told them. Some of the 
slaves slipped out to check their horses and recognized them as 
the Taylor horses; so they, with the help of the house owner 
escaped again.

Joe Taylor died shortly after the Civil War...
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She is at present making her home in the Mary Scott 
Home for the Aged. She is originally from Lincoln County, 
Kentucky, as near as she can remember her birthday is on May 
10th, but she does not remember the year and has no idea of her 
age. Her mothers name was Julia McMicken. During the slave 
days, she did housework, no hard work, received no money in 
payment but was not treated as a slave, had planty to eat, food 
seemingly the same as the average person has at the present 
time, plenty of smoked meat and some fresh meat, vegetables 
and cooked about as we are used to cooking. They had plenty 
of possums, fish and rabbits in addition to their other meat. 
One thing she remembers particularly is dried com. She 
remembers they cooked the com partly, then dried it in the sun 
and packed it away for winter. Sauer Kraut was another 
popular food. Her family had a private garden, which her 
father tended only on Saturday.

They wore cotton dresses, gingham as is now known, 
shoes and stocking always. Her stockings were hand knit in 
fine yarn and in most cases were striped. There were for 
summer wear and winter they used what they called plaid 
linsey-woolsey. They never wore heavy shoes and had no 
particular Sunday Clothes.

Florence Lee’s master’s name was Old Squire Reed and 
his wife was called Miss Jensie and their six children the boys, 
John, Jim and Will, and the girls Sally, Mandy, and Liza.

Her parents lived in a two-story house built of logs, 
weather boarded on the outside with a low cellar and stairs 
from the kitchen to the upper floor. They had some neighbors 
which were considered poor folks, mostly Irish, living in 
shanties and mostly worked on the roads. The plantation was a 
big one, has no idea as to its acreage, had plenty of slaves, she



16

does not know how many. Does not know the exact hours of 
labor on the plantation, but from quite early until quite late. 
When slaves couldn’t be handled and do their work properly, 
she remembers they were sold “down the river”, had no jail on 
the plantation and had no chains on the plantation as she 
remembers, but she has heard of slaves being chained in other 
parts. She never saw an auction sale of slaves and remembers 
nothing of that sort even from hearsay. She remembers that in 
Harrisburg, Kentucky in later years after being free that colored 
women were worked on the streets of Harrisburg, Kentucky. 
Does not remember if it was chain gang, but evidently they 
were serving time of some sort for some misdemeanor. The 
white women of the city soon put a stop to this. She went to 
school when she was a child, also to Sunday School regularly. 
The town they were in boasted three churches, the Methodist, 
the Christian and the Baptist. She remembers the name of one 
preacher, which was Kay Smothers. They baptized in the creek 
and at times broke ice to do so. As she remembers, any of the 
slaves on the plantation who wished to visit relatives or friends 
on another plantation must come to the Big Boss and get a pass 
before leaving the plantation. They had doctors only in the 
greatest emergency and were always well dosed with 
pennyroyal, catnip, elderbroom tea was used for babies and the 
only charms or things of that sort she remembers was a little 
bag of asafetida, which was supposed to ward off children’s 
diseases. Their father was in the army at Camp Nelson and 
their mother had two other, younger children than herself and 
at the time they were freed the master simply called them all 
together and said they were free and agreed to hire her mother 
if she cared to stay. However, she did not wish to do so, as she 
had the promise of a position on another plantation cooking for
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Henrietta McCarthy

No description of this ex-slave was given following the narrative.
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the family where she could take her two younger children with 
her and received $3.00 per week, which was more than her 
former master could offer.

She is also from the Mary Scott Home, was raised in 
Bargeton County (county not interpreted),' Kentucky, and has 
practically the same story as Florence Lee, except for the fact 
that she did nothing but take care of babies. Her treatment was 
fine and they lived and ate in the “Big House” and were nicely 
treated by the entire family. Knows nothing of any 
mistreatment of slaves. Heard in some cases of runaways and 
things of that sort, but knew nothing except from hearsay. One 
of the ladies, however, stated that there was a certain line a 
short distance from the plantation on which she lived. This line 
evidently was an imaginary one, probably a plantation 
boundary or something of the sort and seemingly when a slave 
ran away and got over that line they were not hunted. But at 
times after a slave had run away, Sword was passed out by the 
master that they would see this party or that had given him the 
word that he had been sold and to go such and such a place 
instead of returning to his former home.
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I was bom in Winchester, Kentucky, in 1859. I was a 
slave but I was so young that I don’t know much except what I 
remember hearing my family tell about happening.

Mother and Father was Martha and George Baker. 
They were owned by Jack Rutledge, but just why they didn’t 
carry his name I don’t know, cause most all slaves went by the 
name of the their white folks. Mother was the cook, and father 
was the carpenter. He traveled around and did carpenter work 
long before freedom. There were several of us children, but all 
died when they was little babies, except brother Henry and me. 
He live to be a real successful Baptist minister, and pastored 
our church in Winchester in later years.

We didn’t live in the cabin. It seems like Rutledge 
liked father pretty well, and let him build us a fair size house 
close to theirs. It was farm, and was a fairly nice place.

Rutledge had a frame, and most of the food was 
brought in from it for the table and we all faired real well.

When freedom came there was such demand for 
carpenters that father had all the work he was able to take care 
of. He saved a little money, and bought a little piece of land in 
Winchester, and built us a nice place. We used our front room 
in our house for church. It was a good old Baptist, and they 
had some pretty good old fashion meetings.

When I lived with old Miss, I remember a pack of 
soldiers coming and taking all the saddle and buggy horses, 
and only leaving one old broken down nag in the barn. Old 
Miss cried and cried, but they ain’t no use in crying after the 
colt is gone. The soldiers took all the meat from the 
smokehouse, and that was something awful, cause we didn’t 
know what we were going to do for meat, for most folks was 
having the same thing happen.
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It wasn’t so pleasant to have soldiers come and do 
things like that, but mother she said, she was always glad, 
cause she felt the Union was being helped to win the war by us 
having enough to feed the soldiers.

When we got our own place, me and brother Henry was 
sent to school, and I went till I was fourteen years old. Mother 
was dead, and I went to live with my aunt, and I felt I ought to 
help make a living. They use to talk about such things, like 
ghost and haunts and spirits.

My aunt says, once they was a young Miss that died 
and her folks done bury her with lots of jewelry. One of the 
slaves, he took hard and long at all that fine jewelry going into 
the ground. So when night come he goes to the graveyard and 
starts digging in the young Miss grave. When he come to her 
casket he open it, and was taking her ring off her hand, and the 
young Miss spoke to him.

He started running, and she come up out of the grave 
and started running too. When she got to the house the family 
knew she wasn’t dead as soon as they seen her, and they were 
sure glad, and they set the slave free and give him a lot of 
money and a fine horse.

Folks use to believe that cooking certain things on New 
Years Day and certain other days of the year would bring good 
luck. They use to cook black-eyed peas and dry beans for New 
Years Day, and some folks cooked kraut.

When we were children, we went root and herb 
gathering to get things for the winters medicine. We used to 
gather wild cherry bark, horseradish root, dandelion root, 
hickory bark, mullen, pennyroyal, pokeroot, and poke berries 
and Lord knows what things I clear forget. Chicken gizzard
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skin was saved for medicine, and I reckon goose grease is still 
used for lots of things, end in this day and time.

When I was 21 I left Winchester, and came up to 
Wilmington, Ohio and I married Scott Martin. After living in 
Wilmington about one year, we finally came to Springfield and 
bought the land I own now, and built a one room shack on it. 
Later I added to it and made it bigger. Here’s where all my 
children were bom; seven of them; five girls and two boys. 
They are all dead except two girls and the two boys. My 
husband died five years ago, and I live on here and keep the 
place. One of the boys helps me tend to things and plants my 
garden. I’d feel lost if I didn’t have a garden. I use to plant it 
my own self, but I guess that day is passed, cause I just ain’t 
got no strength left to do much of anything.

A former slave, Dulcina Baker Martin, told the WPA narrative 
on January IS, 1941. She is 78, light brown in color, and about five feet, 
nine inches talL She has thick white hair and lost all her teeth. Her 
simple, clean little cottage is set at the back of a shaded yard, and she has 
installed two rain water barrels at the side to catch the rain water, for the 
washings which she does occasionally.
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Lordy, child, I have been old so long, that the affliction 
of years make me forget lots and lots I might tell you. I was 
bom in Jessamine County, Kentucky, but I can’t say what year, 
cause white folks didn’t keep no count of their slaves ages. 
They was just like chickens, like so many chickens.

I know I was a married woman when the war came, and 
they say I am more than a hundred, and Nannie, she said I am 
about 117. But I just don’t know. Anyhow, I know that God’s 
been awful good to me.

My mother was Betsy Hawkins, and my father was 
Milo Hawkins. How we come to have the name of Hawkins, I 
can’t say, cause the only slave owners I knew were Scott’s and 
Perry’s. They owned all my family, my grandmother, my 
mother and father, Mary, Fannie, Sophia, Marcie, Harvey, 
Charles, and John, Jack they called him. You see the Scott girl 
married into the Perry7 family, and they just give them a lot of 
slaves, and so all our family was their property.

They never did give me a whipping, but they sure did 
work me hard. I did a man’s work on the place, putting up 
stone fences and rail fences, splitting rails, breaking hemp, 
plowing fields, doing com planting, and anything the men 
suppose to do, and I was supposed to say nothing. The good 
Lord anyway knows just what I have been through.

I remember when one of my mother’s sisters run off 
and got safe into Canada. She was a fine woman and she 
didn’t care for nothing, only to be free. She did what more of 
them ought to have done-me, too, cause I was grown in size 
long time before we were free-but they was just afraid.

I married Gilbert Bums before the war broke out. He 
went off to war and did come back home safe. We had one 
son, little Jesse, but he died when he was just a little fellow.
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A former slave, Lucy Ann Warfield told the WPA narrative on 
January 15,1941. She is allegedly 117 years old and very feeble from the 
infirmities of her great age. She is light brown in color, her eyes a faded 
gray, and her eyebrows and hair the color and texture of cotton. Unable 
because of her advanced age to do any of the actual housework in her 
home, she supervises its care and keeps it in clean and cheerful condition.

When folks got sick they didn’t call doctors, except 
once and a while. There wasn’t any use, nobody saying just 
colored folks done use herbs, cause I know better. White folks 
did use them same as anybody else. They use to use catnip tea, 
horehound, and lots of roots cut up and put in whiskey for use 
in case of sickness.

I didn’t go to school, but I learned to read the Bible. I 
got me a license to be an evangelist. God just give me song in 
words. I sure believe in that old song, “Where You Go I’ll Go 
With You; Open Your Mouth and I’ll Speak For You” cause 
that is what he has done for me. I have been all around these 
parts preaching God’s words.

But, honey, back in those days, we didn’t go to church 
much, and didn’t have much enjoyment, but I sure loved 
dancing, and that was just about all the enjoyment we had. But 
I learned to praise God harder then I learned to serve the devil, 
and if it wasn’t for His power, I wouldn’t be here right now.

When I moved out here in this part of town, it wasn’t 
anything but woods. Me and Mr. Warfield had a cabin just 
across the street from here. It’s been tom down for years, 
because I did live in this house for about fifty years. I wish I 
could remember more, cause I been through a lot, about I don’t 
remember nothing much any more.

I still sing, I’m Climbing Jacob’s Ladder, and I know I 
am going to set down beside my Savior some of these days.
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I was bom in Mason County, Kentucky, in 1859, and I 
was 78 my last birthday, May 3rd. Mother and Father were 
Mary and Henry Green. Ole man Wallingsford owned Mother, 
and my two sisters and me; Father he belonged to Charles 
Dobbins.

Wallingsford owned a fair sized plantation, and he 
raised rye, wheat, com, cattle and sheep. He always had about 
1500 sheep.

Ole Miss was good to us, but him the devil wasn’t any 
meaner.

We always slept in the kitchen in the winter, but when 
the weather was warm enough we slept out on the porch. 
Mother was the cook, and she did all kinds of work around the 
place, the washing, ironing, weaving and whatever else they 
told her to do. Then she died and all of us children were left to 
care for the Ole Miss. She was sweet just like an angel.

I don’t guess any of the slaves knew what it was like to 
have many clothes. We went barefoot from March to 
November while Ole Master lived, but Ole Miss was a lot more 
considerate, all the same we went barefoot most of the time in 
good weather.

We never had any books, and never played any games 
except marbles and mumbling peg.

When we went to church we went to the white folk s 
church and sat in the back seats. They were iron side Baptist 
They used to sing a song called “Come to the Old Church 
Yard.”

When John Morgan came through raiding, he took 
meat, and horses from our place, and then left the smokehouse 
empty.
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Father and my half brother George Spencer Green 
joined up with the 112th Kentucky boys and were with General 
Sherman marching to the sea. Father he died, but Spence came 
home after the war and settled in the lower part of Mason 
County. Me and the girls, Martha and Nannie went to live with 
George Spencer cause he was my half brother. I worked 
around on the farm and finally in 1881,1 came to Springfield.

I built a shanty on East Main Street and just below the 
standpipe were all woods. East Street Shops were just starting 
to be built and I carried the hod for it in the Arcade, and 
Metallic Casket, and the YMCA and I mixed all the mortar for 
the Fairbanks Building.

I got married and my wife and five children are dead. I 
have five children living.

Way back in the days when I was a child, folks told us 
children that if we were bad the witches were going to make 
the ground so hot that whenever we walked our feet would 
burn. They say the old devil would stick his pitchfork in us if 
we were bad, and snakes would crawl in our hair, and lots of 
things that nobody would think to teach a child now. But fact 
is folks have a lot more reasoning now than when I came 
along.

We thought Yankee soldiers were coming to carry us 
off, and they told us to hide if we seen them. I remember one 
night, it was almost dark, and I seen some Yankee soldiers and 
I was scared to death. They yelled at me and I took to the hills, 
then they shot in the air and I ran all the faster getting back to 
the house. But when Ole John Morgan came along raiding and 
carrying off the meat and good horses we weren’t afraid.

There weren’t any churches for colored folks until after 
the war, and then lots of churches sprang up. Heard many of
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I was very young when freedom came; still I can 
remember lots of the things, and then, too, my family had been 
in slavery for such a long time, that they often talked, and told 
us so much about the things that happened.

I was bom in Bath County, Kentucky, just twelve miles 
from Mt. Sterling. Father and Mother, were owned by a Mr. 
Preston of Lexington. They had been given to him when he 
got married - in fact, his folks gave him twenty of us slaves. 
Mr. Preston lived in Lexington, and had a fine place and 
several house servants. Then too, he had the farm near Mt. 
Sterling, of about 200 acres, and twenty of us - or thereabouts 
- lived on that place. There were five of us children; Will, 
Lewis, Lucindie, Harriet and me.

Our mother died when we were very young, and our 
grandmother looked after us. Grandmother and my Aunt 
Nancy were very fine seamstresses, and they would go in town 
to the Preston home, and sew for weeks at a time making 
| lothes for the whole family. The children’s clothes were well 
nade and we had much more than some slave, because my 

grandmother and aunt saw to it that we had the things, and they 
made some of the things they made for the Preston girls. We 
did have to go bare-foot in the summer time, but when the 
weather got cool we began to wear shoes.

Mr. Preston would come out once in a while, and I 
remember him giving us all nickels, and some of the older ones 
a good little bit of money.

We had a church about three miles from us, and a 
preacher called Uncle Wills, who later was a schoolteacher, 
and we went to school to him.

A lot of men from our place went to war. I had two 
uncles that went. It was nothing to see soldiers in our
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neighborhood. When the war was over, Mr. Preston gave all 
his slaves deeds for so much land, and built them each a little 
four room cottage. Some of the folks are still on that piece of 
land.

We moved to Lexington after a few years, and later to 
Georgetown. I married Mr. Robert Baumont, from Orange 
County, Virginia, and we went to Cincinnati. We moved from 
Cincinnati to Springfield about twenty-five years ago.

When we lived on the Preston farm something 
happened that raised a lot of talk. One of the Preston girls fell 
in love with the Negro coachman and ran off and married hin 
in Canada. She said that she never wanted to marry a white 
man. She never did have any white beaux as a girl.

Her father was so hurt and he said that he was going to 
disown her; but he did give them $10,000. Then he said that he 
never wanted them to come back to visit with her and her 
family.

Before, the Prestons threatened to kill the man, but the 
girl said, if they killed him she would kill some of them herself, 
too. She told them that she persuaded him to take her, and that 
she had been in love with him for years, and had tried ever so 
long to get him to run off with her and marry her. Ole Miss 
liked to have died, but she got over it, and took trips up to 
Canada when she wanted to see her daughter. But, the girl and 
her husband never came back to her old home.

They had a family, so we heard, and he was doing well, 
and had some kind of business, and later, it was said that he 
made a lot of money. He was a nice looking man; dark, but 
fine featured.

Preston’s slaves were the same as free in those times. 
The ones on his farm, they tended their own land and were
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A former slave, Kate Dudley Baumont, exact age unknown, but 
by her personal recollections to be past 80, is tall, slight of figure, with a 
soft voice and pleasant expression. Her color is dark and she has gray 
hair. She walk slowly, bent by age.

their own bosses. Folks said that he let his “Darkies” be free, 
and some of them talked a lot and said that when his daughter 
married.
I know they didn’t call a doctor for even little things in those 
old days, like they do now; they used home remedies, and I 
learned to be a midwife and nurse when I grew up. I can’t 
think of some of the things used in those days. I know we used 
to ground ivy for measles, and water melon seed tea to make 
young baby’s kidneys to act. Cucumber rinds were always 
good to rub on the face to remove freckles, and some people do 
that now.

When we went to church we sang lots of those good old 
hymns like; “I Want Jesus to Walk With Me,” “Every Day in 
Every Hour,” “Take my Burdens to the Lord,” and “Bells Did 
Ring and I’m Going Home.”

My two daughters and I are all there is left. I go up to 
the Pentecostal Church, on South Yellow Springs Street, and 
both my girls go to the Second Baptist Church.
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I was bom near Carlisle, in Nicholas County, Kentucky. 
My Mother was owned by a family named Riggs, and I lived 
on the Riggs’ plantation until I was seven years old. Then I 
was sold to Roy Emmons, and mother was sold to Banaster of 
Moorfield, Kentucky. Father’s real name was Boyd, and 
Hiram Norton owned him.

After mother and I were separated, I went to see her 
once in a while. I had four sisters and three brothers but I 
never knew much about them. One of my brothers and I went 
to the war together.

The plantation of Emmons was 1500 acres of good 
land. The house was big and they just had everything. There 
were about 15 slaves on the place, and they had several cabins 
with three rooms and a big fireplace, five feet wide. We had 
straw mattresses for our beds, and a few chairs, but mostly 
stools and benches.

My white folks treated us good, considering what some 
others had to take. We never had any beatings; that was one 
thing my folks didn’t allow. We were never paid for our work, 
and never allowed to be found reading. White folks said, 
“That’s one thing we won’t allow; learning for these darkies.” 
They gave us three pairs of shoes a year, and jeans and cotton 
clothes. All the goods for the clothes were woven at home 
then. Mother was a weaver, and she could weave 12 quirks of 
yam in no time.

I’ve done lots of work in my life, but now I am not able 
to do anything, but just sit and think of things. I use to drive 
the stock to the creek when the ponds got low in the summer, 
and I milked when I was knee high to a duck. Soon as I was 
big enough to follow a plow I helped plow and tend to the 
farm. I stayed on the Emmons’ plantation until I went off to
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war. Old man Emmons had asked his family never to sell off 
any of the darkies, if they could help it, and never to sell any of 
them to darkie traders. Those traders were looked on as low, 
and they treated folk’s bad.

Why, I seen slave traders buy up women and men for 
the purpose of breeding them just like animals, and they would 
beat them if they didn’t do what they expected of them. The 
slave traders wanted strong children for work hands, and they 
all the time were figuring to get a strong woman to carry out 
the plans for raising children that would sell real good. They 
would keep them and feed them for a few years and then sell 
them off to the highest bidder. No decency in such folks as 
them. Slavery was worse than most people can imagine, at the 
best.

The darkie traders use to travel all over the country 
sometimes and buy up slaves from plantation owners who were 
most ready to go down in debt. I have seen men chained 
together, and women being carried in wagons with their babies, 
taking them to market just like cattle.

We used the church the white folks used in Carlisle. It 
was a log church. The first preacher I remember was Uncle 
Milliard. He used to have some white children read the Bible 
for him, and then he’d try to remember what he could and then 
he would preach that way.

We didn’t work in the fields on Sunday, but the women 
had to get the meals and make the beds just the same as any 
other day. We men had to tend the stock, and that took most of 
the day and lots of the evening, because the folks were always 
going more on Sunday. If there was a death in the family we 
didn’t do any regular work in the fields.
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We were allowed to go to shows when they came to 
Carlisle. I remember going to see Dan Rice’s Circus that use 
to come to Carlisle every year.

When we had baptisms we used a big pond or pool, and 
sometimes the creek. I can’t remember any songs, but I use to 
hear, “Nobody Knows the Trouble I Seen”; “The Gospel Train 
is Coming.”

There were doctors in those days, but not as many as 
now. Folks doctored with home remedies; mullen, catnip, 
elder blossom tea, horehound, sassafras tea, yellow root and 
sarsaparilla. Then too, they always mixed a jar of sorghum 
molasses and sulfur for a blood purifier to be taken in the 
spring of the year.

Folks use to, and still carry a rabbit’s foot for good 
luck. Breaking a looking glass was bad luck, but if it was 
thrown in a running stream the bad luck would flow away. 
Folks use to be awful scared if dogs howled or owls hooted 
near the house. Some folks cut moles feet off to make them cut 
teeth easy.

I left and joined the army when I was 18. But forty of 
us from the plantation round near Carlisle went at the same 
time. When we were off for the army, going down a dusty 
road, three white fellows we knew came riding up and said, 
“Where are you darkies going?” We told them we were going 
to war and they tried to make us go back to the plantation. We 
told them we'd kill them sure if they kept on meddling with us, 
and they got scared and let us alone.

In one of the battles I got shot in the left hand and I tied 
it up my own self. The captain noticed it one day and he asked 
to see it. Then he sent me to the hospital. They thought they 
would have to take my hand off, but I didn’t want them to do
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that. So they kept me in the hospital about thirty days and 
doctored it, and finally I was back in the lines fighting. The 
day we were emancipated we were at Petersburg, Virginia and 
I never heard as much shouting and hollering in my life. When 
the war was over I went back to Emmons plantation and they 
ask me what I was going to do now that I was free. I told them 
I was going to work, but they told me no free darkies could 
stay on the plantation.

I went to Mason County and hired to a Major Reed. He 
was abolitionist, and went about the country trying to get the 
plantation owners to hire the free slaves and help make good 
citizens of them. Major Reed paid me $20.00 a month, and 
board and clothes. I was able to save a good little sum, and I 
left and went up to Ripley.

I married Sylvia Settles, and we had one boy that died 
when he was just a baby. Then in a year or so Sylvia died. I 
finally met and married Eliza Corwin of Ripley, and we had 
twelve children, two girls and ten boys. All but one is dead. 
Guy, the one I make my home with is the only one living. I 
have three grandchildren and two great-grandchildren. All the 
slaves worshipped Abraham Lincoln, but they did hate ole Jeff 
David. I know lots of the Rebels who were supposed to be 
strong for the south hated Jeff David and wasn’t true to the 
South like they pretended. The fact was they knew slavery was 
wrong.

I am proud of my race, of Fred Douglas, and of any of 
the folks of my race that got to be great men. Why, the little 
that I saw and know, I know more than most of them smart 
ones about big colored folks-about what they did and are doing 
now, and what they have.
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A former slave, William Emmons, told the WPA narrative on 
January 15,1941. He is 93, small, bent and crippled by rheumatism and 
other infirmities of old age. He is bald, and has a heavy gray mustache, 
and he walks with the aid of a cane.

After the war the Ku Klux Klan burned homes and 
stirred up lots of folks. They were a dirty lot of low down 
trash. But the government soon put a stop to that.

I am glad children of today have an education better 
than we had when we were coming along. Slavery was sure 
the worst thing I ever heard of and I never could tell how some 
of the slaves were treated, but it sure was just awful. I’ll be 93 
next Monday May 10th, and I am not much count for anything, 
but just sitting around. All the rest of my sisters and brothers 
are dead. The Lord has been good to me, and I am sure happy 
to be living, and can sit here and tell you about what I went 
through.
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I remember that I was eight years old when freedom 
was declared. My parents were Roe and Martha Jordan. They 
were owned by some Jordan’s of Flemingsburg, Kentucky, and 
then we were owned by Dick Spencer. I remember his selling 
us to old man Peedicky, and then trading a piece of land for us 
the same day, and getting us back.

The Spencer plantation wasn’t big and there wasn’t so 
many slaves on it. My grandmother lived on the same 
plantation with us, but they sold her off somewhere else, and 
we never saw or heard of her again. Once, old man Spencer 
gave her a good whipping, because she stole food from the 
house for us children, and I remember it because we never got 
anything to eat.

Spencer’s plantation was just next to the country 
school, and we children could see the white children going to 
school and playing. But if the white folks caught us all with a 
book, we got a whipping.

There were thirteen of us children. I remember best, 
Molly, Walker, Charles, Aggie, Henry, and Zeke. They were 
fixing to sell us again when freedom was declared. My 
mother, she was sick and she was afraid that we would all be 
sold down south somewhere, and she would never see us again.

They furnished shoes for the grown-ups to wear in the 
winter, but on summer days, went barefooted. The children 
went barefoot all the time; when it was cold weather, they were 
supposed to stay in the cabin.

Our cabin was set way down under the hill, and it 
wasn’t very comfortable, because we didn’t have any furniture 
but the beds and stools. We had big rope beds and little trundle 
beds for us children, and they used straw ticks, but we did have
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plenty of cover. We children didn’t have anything to play 
with, and no books, nor papers to look at.

When freedom was declared, old man Spencer told 
mother that she could stay on until she got well, and he wanted 
to know what she was going to do about us children. So she 
bound several of us out, and I went to Matt Clay, who took me 
to stay, until I was 21. I never saw mother again. I left Clay’s 
after he flew into a rage one day and was going to whip me. I 
was eighteen then, and I knew that I was just as good a man as 
Clay was; so when he started to whip me, I just whipped him 
and left. He tried to get me back, and he came to town and 
raised a racket, but folks all told him that I was free to do what 
I wanted, and so he left me alone.

Finally, I went to Carlisle, Kentucky, and lived there 
until I came to Springfield. I farmed and was able to save a 
little money and bought property. I belong to the Second 
Baptist Church.

When I farmed, I raised tobacco, com, wheat, and 
turkeys. And I remember that, Spencers raised a lot of turkeys, 
com, wheat and all their stock.

Jeans pants and old course hickory shirts were what the 
slaves wore when I was a boy, and they didn’t have much to 
eat. Sometimes folks were treated just like dumb animals, and 
some of them not as good, I saw it pretty hard in my day. And 
I saw more than I can think of now. And I am the only one of 
the thirteen children still living.

A former slave, Watt Jordan, told the WPA narrative on January 
15, 1941. He is 80, medium height and slender build. He is almost bald 
and his eyesight is failing. He makes his home with his married daughter.
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I was bom in Mason County, Kentucky, and my father 
and mother were Isaac and Ann Ringo.

We belonged to John French, and he didn’t have many 
slaves. He just had Aaron Smith, mother and six of us 
children: Bill, Harriet, Henry, Eddie, Milford and me.

Father was given his freedom and he tried to get us and 
slip us away, but they caught on to him and wouldn’t let him 
come near any more.

French had a fair plantation; I reckon there were about 
300 acres. He raised tobacco, wheat and com, and all the 
vegetables we used, and hogs and some cattle.

His house was near eight rooms, weather boarded log 
cabin. He had two girls and one boy.

Our cabin didn’t set far from the house, and Aarons 
cabin was right close to ours. That cabin wasn’t comfortable at 
all. I’d be up at four in the mornings, and when the weather 
was good for the cows to sleep out in the pasture, I’d go drive 
then in for the milk. Many a time I’d stand in the cow bed to 
warm my feet. We didn’t get but one pair of shoes a year, and 
they had to last us when the winter set in.

I remember when the Yankee soldiers were camping 
around Minerva, Kentucky; six of them came up to the big 
house one day and put their horses in our stable, fed them, and 
then they laid around on the grass. Finally, they got up off of 
the ground and went in the house and asked for something to 
eat. Ole Miss saw to the getting of the food, because she was 
afraid they would do some damage if they didn’t get it.

I remember Mister John calling us one morning and he 
set on the stile and told us that we all were free. He said, 
“Now, what are you all going to do? “ He offered Aaron 
$130.00 a year and clothes and board. Bill and me, he offered
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$25.00 a year and board and keep and Mother, she was to get 
$1.50 a week and a place for her and the children, clothes and a 
home for them.

All of us stayed for one year, then mother and all of 
them went away, except me. I stayed on for eleven years after 
that. Mr. John French raised my wages every year after that. I 
saved all that I earned, or most of it.

Mother and the children settled in Aberdeen, Ohio. I 
went up to Decatur, Ohio after quitting French’s. I lived in 
Decatur a short time and finally I married in 1899. My wife 
has been dead for years. I have lived in Springfield for 25 
years.

I know that folks seem to believe lots of strange tales, 
but me, I never did believe in that stuff. Brown County, Ohio 
is the place where folks believe all kinds of superstitions.

They used to mail all kinds of home remedies for 
ailments; red pepper tea for colds, and oak and hickory bark for 
stomach ailments; and but, oh child, I can’t remember all such 
home doctoring.

I never went to church until after freedom, and never 
saw any baptizing until then.

I suppose most folks have heard of Lincoln and most all 
of the great men, because folk did lots more reading. I did hear 
of lots of them, and I don’t even know how to read.

I tell you it’s great to see how my folks have progressed 
in the time since freedom; just starting off with no learning, or 
anything, and they accomplish things like they have done. But 
they have lots more to do, yet.

A former slave, Joseph Ringo, told the WPA narrative on January J5, 
1941. He is 86, very dark in color short and heavy set. He is bald, with a smooth 
plump face, has a hearty laugh and speaks with a slow Kentucky drawL He walks 
with the aid of a cane.
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I was a young man when the war broke out, but I don’t 
know my exact age, cause the book that had our ages wrote in 
it was burnt up when Evall’s house was burnt.

I was bom in Sawhill Station, Bourbon County, 
Kentucky. Julie Ann was my mothers name, and my father 
was Sam Lyons, but he died and my mother got married again 
to George Conley.

Evall he had about 200 slaves and the big plantation 
and fine race horses. He raised cane, wheat, com and he had a 
big stillhouse for making his own whiskey, and he made it to 
sell too.

We done our cooking in our cabin, and it wasn’t much 
except jowl bacon, com bread and syrup.

Me, and part of our family was sold once, and Ole Miss 
Evall’s mother, brought us back the same day.

I seen slaves whipped at the whipping post in Paris, 
Kentucky, till their backs bled, and then they sprinkle the cuts 
with salty water.

Different slave owners take the slaves to help over 
slave owner’s cut their winter’s wood, husk com, shear the 
sheep. We got good food then, and sometimes they use to let 
the slaves have dances together, while they was working to get 
the work done up.

Evall bought our shoes in Paris, and if they was to big 
we wore them, and if they was to little we wore them just the 
same; but sometimes we cut the toes out of the shoes to make 
them long enough.

When the war broke out some of the folks from our 
plantation went, off to it. About that time Evall gave us our 
freedom papers, but mother had to go into Paris to get the 
papers her own self. The children made out the papers with
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A former slave, Samuel Lyons, told the WPA narrative on 
January 1,1941. His exact age is unknown, but allegedly almost grown 
when the civil war started in 1861, 76 years ago. He is short, dark and 
gray haired, with a full, unwrinkled face, and walks with a cane.

him We went to Covington, Kentucky, and worked in the 
tobacco factory and did whatever work we could get to do. I 
stayed there for about six months, and then I moved to Goes 
Station and worked in the powder mills. Then after twelve 
years there, we moved to Springfield.

I remember when all this west end of town was nothing 
but woods. I remember when all the land between Lowry and 
Race Streets, from Fair to Pleasant Street was nothing but a big 
orchard.

Folks used to fear hoodooin’ and being witched. They 
used to carry the bone of a cat leg, flint stones, and dried 
dogwood blossoms for good luck. They used to take 
bittersweet and put it in a pan with a little grease, and after it 
was hot pour off the grease and use it for salve to cure 
rheumatism. They used to take sheep nannie tea for measles 
and lots of things what seems queer now. Now, folks they 
don’t use such things like that.

I attend Wiley M.E. Church. I am the only one 
of my family left. My wife has been dead about eight years.

I used to know Asberry Whiteman well. He’s one of 
the early preachers in this town, and he used to preach at North 
Street Church.

If I was talking to some old timer like myself lots of 
things just come back to me clear like, but I forget so much 
now, cause its been so long ago.
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Jim Lane owned 550 slaves and about 2,000 acres of 
good land. He was one of the big rich men in them days, and I 
reckon he’s the same now. He had a big, red brick house with 
24 rooms, and he needed them, for he had sixteen children, and 
he was always having company and lots of it.

The slave quarters was about 300 yards from the big 
house, and every family had there own cabin and eight acres of 
land for there own, and all the vegetables and garden truck they 
needed. They raised their own chickens and turkeys. But the 
hogs and cattle was butchered and shared with all the different 
families and so was the milk. But I remember hearing my 
folks talking, and it wasn’t just eats they wanted. They wanted

I was bom in Bath County, Kentucky, January 17, 
1847. My father was Bryant McIntire, and my mother was 
Sally McIntire. Father was taken by a slave trader from Africa, 
and they brought him to Norfolk, Virginia, and put him on the 
block, and sold him to Jim Lane of Bath County, Kentucky, 
Lane made the first cooking stove manufactured in the United 
States west of New York. It was made at Ashland, Kentucky 
and it burned wood.

Lane and the people that owned mother was friend’s, 
and between them they give father and mother an order so they 
could be man and wife. You see, in them days all they did was 
to give her order in writing for a man and woman to be man 
and wife. Lane was a little more human than some of the slave 
owners back in them times, so he allowed mother and father to 
go by the name of McIntire as the married name.

There was ten of us children: Hannah, Lomie, 
Melvinie, Sally, Williams, Georgia, Wash, Tannar, John, and 
me.
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to be free, and learn the children, like Master Jim’s children, so 
they could grow up and have something for themselves. I’d 
often hear them saying “Never mind children, for your Auntie 
is sure a coming.” That was just a blind for saying, Freedom’s 
coming. Us children soon learned what it meant, but the white 
folks never did learn.

We had a ladder next to the side of the cabin, and us 
children climbed up in the loft and slept on straw ticks laid on 
the floor. Many a time I woke up and found snow on our bed, 
done sifted through the cracks in the ceiling.

Our clothes were jean pants and coarse hickory shirts, 
and big hard shoes made by the shoemakers on the plantation. 
There were three or four of them, and they made harnesses for 
the horses. We had just one pair of shoes a year and. my 
mother she sewed up moccasins for us to protect our feet 
before time begin wearing shoes. Most times it was near 
Christmas before shoes were wore.

I never saw a Lane slave whipped nor treated cruel, an* 
he never allowed none of his families to be separated. Th< 
was the reason he had so many slaves, cause when he went t< 
sales he would just buy the whole family before he would 
allow them to be separated. Then when his children married 
he’d give them four or five families, but he never gave any 
writing with them. So they couldn’t sell them.

My grandmother was a weaver, and there were several 
other weavers. My mother was a cook and midwife.

There was a log church right on our plantation for us to 
attend, and other slaves from other plantations came and had 
meetings with us. They used to sing lots of good old fashion 
songs, but I just can’t think of them right now.
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Lane and some of his friends had them a little church 
they build for themselves, and they always walk from our 
plantation cause he was quite religious, and he didn’t allow no 
work on Sundays. No horses were hitched up for them, and the 
only work done was just milk the cows. The cooking was done 
Friday and Saturday, but one or two of the slaves that worked 
at the cooking and setting of the table, had to kind of stick 
around, but got home in time to go to the meeting. When there 
were weddings, or funerals on holidays, there wasn’t any work 
done except just what couldn’t be got around doing.

I remember all the slaves that could get out from the 
quarters, coming to meeting in the woods to talk about getting 
away to freedom and going off to war. Some from our place 
did go off. We all knew the Underground Railroad through the 
whole country. Cause lots of Quakers had come and bought 
property on those parts, and they were teaching the slaves to 
not be afraid of their rights.

The folks that owned the next plantation to ours, the 
Bigstaffs was cruel to their slaves, and some of the Bigstaffs 
boys would con the patrollers and help to catch slaves and 
whip them if they couldn’t show a pass from their masters.

I seen them driving long lines of slaves chained 
together, with the little ones pitched up on the ox cart, and I 
don’t know how many men on horseback with long whips 
slashing and driving them along the road. The slave traders 
went all around and bought up men and women some of them 
right from the field; no time for them to say good bye to their 
families, buying and selling them worse than cattle.

The slave traders took them to a halfway house on the 
Tennessee highway close to us, owned by Billy Wurtz. He had
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a big cellar where they put the slaves until they were going to 
sell them or else take them further south. They used to e a 
big sale day at Mt. Sterling, and auction off the slaves. They 
would whip them on the block to make them holler. I seen a 
that and more.

When the war came on lots of the Lane slaves done 
went in. My father and brother went, and Wash was in t e 
battle, between General Morgan and General Burdon aroun 
Mt. Sterling.

Lots of women and children went into Camp e son 
and lived at, what they called the Woman’s Hall. The men t a 
cared to go there went to the barracks at Camp Nelson.

When the war was over father and Wash they both 
came home. Jim Lane freed us before the war was over, an 
give us all a little money or paid some if they was staying on 
until the war was over. Those that stayed after the war he give 
them ten acres of land and built them a little place to ive in.

We went to Nicholasville, and worked around, some o 
us on farms. Father was a black smith. Mother save m0I\ 
from selling chickens and eggs, and pretty soon we eno 
to buy and build a nice six-room house. That was ng

Way back there we used molasses to
everything, and I remember the first sugar we a 
white like it is now, but was more like light brown sugar.

I lived in Springfield for 55 years, and I seen a lot 
changes, I married both of my wives here in Prm8 1  
are toth dead now. There is three of 
brothers living in Cincinnati, and me here. v
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Methodist and Wiley is my church. I thank the Lord for all the 
blessings he’s allowed me to have.

I know Ben Arnett personally and heard him speak lots 
of times, and too I heard Booker T. Washington and Douglas, 
and most all the big men among Negro folks. I read a little and 
I done read lots about most of the ones I haven’t heard.

A former slave, Thomas McIntire, told the WPA narrative on 
January 15,1941. He is 90years old, is a tall and thin full blooded Negro 
whose father was brought from the African jungles by slave traders. He 
is bald and wears a long mustache, and his physical condition is above the 
average for his advanced age.
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