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24)aChariie Mosen,; Ex~gleve, Lincoln County
FES

Bether de Bala _

Rewprite, Faulins Loveleoss

Edited, Clera &. Stokee

CHARLIE MHOSES

Broskheven, Migelsaippd

Sharlie Moses, §4 yesr old ex-slawe, Lliven ak Brac‘e!ihweu- He
posaessas the eloguence end the sbundant vecabulery of ai:l Bogro presache
org. He is now cenfined to his bed hecauge of the meuny silmenmts of
old pge. His weight eppears to be about 140 pounde, height 6 feet 1
inch high.

*When I gite t¢ thinkin'® back on them slavery daye 1 fagle like
risin® out o' tbis here bed en' 4ellin' ever'body ‘bout the harsh treat-

- ment us solored folke wes given whan we was owned by poor guslity folke.

“gy marster wis mean sn' cruel. I hetes him, hates himi Tha
God Alwighty hes condemned him Vo eternal fiak. Of thet I l¢ certein.
Even the cows snd horsss on kis pla'btaiiﬁn wae scarod out o' their minds
when he coms mear ‘em. Oh I«m&yt-‘ 1 osu tell you plemty ‘hout the
things ko dons t¢ un poor M;ggsra;. We was trested nme bebtter thex one
¢! hie houn' dogs. Somstimes he didn* trest us as good ee he did then.

. I prays o the Lord not to let me see him when I die. He hud the devil
in bis hesrt.

" neme wee Jiz Henkin an' be ii\md. eut on & plenistion over

in Mariom County. 1 wis Lorn ant reised on bis place. I apso I wae
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Thout tweive yesr oid mt the tize ot the war.

*0ld man Renkin worked us like snimale. He bad & right smart
plontation sn® kep* all his Niggers, Yoepd oue house boy, out inm the
fiol' a~workin'. He'd say, 'Riggers is mesut o work. That'es what
1 paid my good money for ‘em to do.’

“ie had twe deughters an' two sons. Them sn' his poor wife had
all the work in the house to do, *sause he wouldn® wasta no Nigger
to nelp 'em out. His family wae as séarsd o' him as we was. They
lived ail their lives under hie whip. Ho girt He girt Thers wernt
ne metner wan in the world than old wew Jim Renkine

“fy peppy wes Allen Renkin en' oy memny was gntliina. There
wag twelvs o' us chilluw, nine boys en® thres girls. Ny pa wis born
in m.uisnippi{ an' sol' to Marster Reskin whon he wag & young mas. ¥y
mamsy was merried in Sowth Cerclina wn® sol' to Mareter Repicin over
et Columbin. BShe hsd to leave her f&&il;y. fut ske werxt long io gittin'
her ancther m. |

"Oh Lordy! The way us Niggers wes treiﬁa& wns awful. Hereher
would best, kaook, iic-l:, kill. He done ever'thing ke could ‘oept eat us.
s was worked %o death. We worked all Sundays sil dmr, all night. He
whipped ug ‘til some jue* lay down 4o di.em it m & poor life. I knows
it gint right to have bate in the boart, but, God Almightyl It's hard

to be forgivia® when I think of old man Raukin.
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*If one o' his Hipgers done something o displease him, whidh
wag pos® ever® day, he'd whip him 44l Ne'd mes’ die sx' then he'd
kick him Troum Im tﬁm dust. ag*d aven take his gun =En', before the
Bigper hmd timwe to open his moubk, he'd jus® stan® thers an® shisot
nim down. |

*Werd git up st dewn fo go ¢ the Fiel's. We'd teke gur palls -
a* grub with us an® bang Tem up im & row by the fence. We had mesl szt
pork an® besf an' gresns fo eat. That was mos'ly what ¥e hads Many
a time when noontime come an' we'd go to eat our vittals the marster would
ocie mewalkin® through the £1s) with ter or twelwe o hip houn' dogo.
If he locked in the pails an' u& disploased with what he soen dn "em,
ne took ‘om an' dumped *ow gut before our very eyes At 1ot the doge

gPeb It up. We didn' git nothin® to sat thon %il we come home late in
the srenin®. After he left we'd pick up pisces of the grab thet the dogs
1ot sn' eat ‘em. Hongry - hougey - .wa- was 80 hongryl

s had our sepsrate cubine sa' et sunsed ell of ue would go in
sn' ghut the door an' prey the Lord Mareter Jim 4idn* call us out.

"¥Wo never had mush clothes 'ceplin® what wes give us by the
parater or the aietis. Winter time we kever-had "nough to wear nor
‘aough to eat. We wore homespum all the time. The oaresber didn’ think
wo nesded muything, bub jus® a Iittle.

| ™ie dldn® go to church, but Bundsys we'd gather 'roun' s’ listen
to the mistis resd s little out o Vhe Bibles The marsier seid we
dids* need mo religion su* ke Timelly stopped her from readin’ to ws.

“*Waen the war tome Marster waw & ospialn of B regimext. He went

awey an' shayed e yasr. Whep ke coue. beck ke was a¥en mesner Yhan baferd.
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‘ wifpen ke gome home from the wer he slayed for two weeks. The
night ’ffnw he wie a-fixin® to leave o g0 baok he come cut on hid
frout poreh to swoke his pipo. He wan s~standin’ lemnin® wp ag‘in';

& reiliu® whep somebody suesked up in the derimees an® ghot him three
timess Ob my Lordld He died the nex’ mornin'. Aﬂa nover kaowad wEo
dene it. I was gled they shot him down.

| #Somet imes the cevalry would come ant ghay &bt the house &n' the
nistis would have 4o 'tend to 'em an' ses that thay gok plenty %o
ozt an® fresh horsss. .

*% pever seen no fightin*. X aﬁaﬂd on the plantation “4il the
war wns over. I didn' see wome o' the fightin'.
®T don*t ‘membsr mothin® “hout Jefferson Devie. Idnooln wese the
merx that set up fres. He wes & Big general in the wais
" member 4 song we sung, them. I wﬁnt kimda like thise
Hree at lan®,
Tren gt lne',
Thank fod Aluighty
I*s free at lag'.
Miztorsm , pmmne, oo, ¢
"L cn,}.y weon. the Xlu Kiux Klen onctes They was s-puradis' the
atroets hara in Bruakhavsn. They had a Nigger that they was- augo.’m'
o tar an' fewhher.
vghon the mistis Sol° us we wes free (my pappy wes alresdy desd,
then} my memmy packed ug chillun up to move, Wa travelled on & cothon
wigon to Covingbon, Louléiesm. We all worked on a.; fere thers “but
& year. Then-all ‘cept me merved b Hanﬁmill&; Lonigians an' worked
on B farm thsre. I hired cut 4o ¥r. Charlie Duson, & baker. Ther we

moved $o & farw aheve Haton Hougs, Lowfsiens sn' worked for Mr. e
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Hanpdipe. Wo Jus' tfwallmi all over from one place Lo mwoether.

*then I got = letter from e frisn’ o' mine in aaianavif.lle; Wisnisg
ippi. e had & job i‘m; we on B boab,Haulis® luomber up the cvast Vo Bay
Bbt. Louis, Pass Chedebien, bhong Beash, Guifport, sa' all them avmst towns.
I worksd out o Geinesville on this bost for "sout two year. T lost
frack of wy femily then an' never soon ‘S0 no HMOra.

"Iy tie yoar 1870 I got the cell frow the Lerd to go oub ap® preach.
I left Quinesville an® travelled to Summit, Uiseiseippi where suother
frion’' of mins lived. I proached the werds o' the Lord sn' travellsd from
one plece to sucthar.

*In 3873 I got married an’ decided 4o settle im Brookhaven. I
preeched an® ail my flock believed im me. I bouwght up this house an’ the
o on esch gide of it. MHere I rained meven chillus in the way o' the
Lerd. They ies s}l ia difforest parts o' the couabry now, but I secs ons
of “am ever* nov an' thes. Las* April the Lerd ssen fit to put mé exbed
an' ‘I been miliz® with misery ever ainse.

*Ihe young folks now-s-days are heppy an' don't koow "bout wer an'
glevery bimen, but I does. They don"t know nothin' an® don*t weke the

" merk io the worl® thet the old folke did. 014 people mede the first
roads ‘w Misaiasippi. The ¥iggers todey wouldn® kuow kow to sct on &
plentation. Buk they are happy. We wae mieerible.
| *Slavery daye was bitter an® I can't forgit the sufferin®. Uh,
God! I hates ‘em, hetes ‘em. God Elmighty mever mesut for human beings
to be like animsis. Us Niggers has m sou) an’ & heart an' & min'. We
aint 1like & dog or & horse. If sl marsters hud besn goed like some,
the slaves would all s-beem happye Bub merstore like mine ought newver

heon allowed to own Higgers.
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*I didn® gpeet noihin' qub o fresdom "uei}t.iu' peeco sn* happiness
an' the right to go =y way ae I plersed. [ praye to the Lard for ue to
be free, alweys. '

"Misd*e the way God Alnmighty wanbs ii.%*
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