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My Great Great Grandmother: De Overseer wus named Mr. Adams, en he wus sho cruel. He wuld blow 
dat bugle ebery mornin fore de break uf day en hed dem workers all ready to be in de field at de break 
uf day. He wus rite dar ter see dat dey wurk, en iffen dey wus slow wid deir wurk, he wuld mek 'em git 
faster. One day he cum on ter uncle Levi en sed Why doan yer hoe faster en uncle Levi sed I am hoeing 
es fast as dis dull hoe will low me --- den Mr Adams sed Let me see yer hoe - Uncle Levi give him de hoe 
en Mr Adams sed It is sharp nouf fer yer en hit him squar on de hed en cut his hed open, en uncle Levi 
niver got ober dat lick so long es he lived, he wus atter dat bout half crazy, en complained uf a pain in his 
hed allus. De overseer wus so mean dat one day my grand pappy run way en hid in de woods, en dug 
him outern a cave in de side uf de hill en stayed in dar, en at nite he wuld cum ter de quarters en grand 
mammy wuld hev sum thing fur him ter eat; but de overseer culdnt find him. One day aunt Terry wus 
standin' in de big road talkin' ter grand pappy, en dey looked down de road en seed de Overseer cumin' 
en grand pappy run back in de woods, en when he kotch aunt Terry he asked her iffen she warnt talkin 
ter grand pappy en she sed No en he sed he Jist knowd she wus en he tuk her ter de whippin post en 
tied her dar en whipped her atter she hed benn stripped ter de waist till de blood cum runnin down, en 
den asked her er gin bout grand pappy en she stuck ter it dat she did not see him en he whipped her 
ergin on top uf dat sore back, en she died.  He hed a big post down by de well, en when de slaves didnt 
wurk ter suit him he wuld wait till dey et deir dinners en den call 'em down ter de well en mek 'em shed 
dar clothes en whip 'em, sumtimes till de blood wuld cum. When de slaves wus wurkin in de fields en de 
bugle wud call 'em ter dinner, dey wud cum ter de big house en eat in de kitchen, but on rainy days, en 
Sundays en Christmus dey hed ter cook in de quarters. Dey neber hed much ter eat. De white folks got 
de good grub en de slaves got common grub. No slave eber got a biskit, en dey niver got eny cakes or 
pies. Sum times dey wuld mix meal en 'lasses up en baked it fur a cake, en den dey hed to mix meal en 
pumpkin ter gedder fur bread. When dey wurk in de field dey got meat in deir greens, en dey hed meat 
in de quarters ebery Sunday, en ebery Sunday dey got sum butter frum de big house. All de slaves hed 
patches round deir houses, corn, en tater patches, en raised pumpkin's en kershaws en hed deir own 
gardens, but wus not 'lowed ter have chickens, ner hogs, ner cows. Aunt Liddy done de milkin' en she 
wuld tek two big water buckets ter de pen ebery mornin en ebery nite en bring back de milk. De white 
folks hed plenty cows, en sheep, en hogs, en mules en horses, but de slaves hed nudthin, en iffen de 
slaves wuld slip a bite outern de big kitchen dey sho wuld be whipped fur it. When eber de slaves wus 
tied en whipped de wuld pray lak dis, O, Lord, mek me free --- O Lord, sot me free. but dey darsent say it 
out loud so de Overseer culd hear 'em. Den sumtimes, er ole black man wuld cum frum en nudder 
plantation fur ter visit wid de black folks, en he wuld preach fur us, en den dey wuld sing Amazin' Grace 
en O, How I lub Jesus. When de darkies wus in de field at wurk de allus sung to keep time wid de hoe en 
dat wuld mek 'em wurk faster, en dey sung de ole time songs sich as On Jordan's Stormy Banks I Stand --
- I doan remember dem singin eny udder songs, but dey sho prayed to be sot free. Den one day de Lord 
answered deir prayer. 
 



Ebenezer Brown Slave Narrative: 

I he'rd 'em talkin' 'bout de big fight an' sayin' dey cud whup 'em 'fore breakfust, an* afte' while young 
Marse Russ wus gone to he'p whup 'em, an' den Marse Bill went 'way too. All de time dey wus gone 
de slaves kept prayin' to be sot free; dey wud go down de hill way in de night an' pray hard ter be sot 
free. 

 

 


