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ADELINE JOHNSON ALIAS ADELTHS HALL
- 9 .

Adelins Hall®s busband was Tom Johnson bui sibe p".f;l“l to be called
“Hall®, the name of her old master. Adeline lives with Ler daughter, Bmma,
aud tmn;'nllix childrea, about tes miles southeast of Winasboro, S. C., in
a tared-room frame house om the Durham place, a plantation ;'nod by MroA.
V. Ovens of winnsboro. The plantatien comtains 1,500 acres, populcied by
over sicty Negroes, run as a diversified farm, ucder the supervision of &

]

white dverseer in the employ of Mr. Oweas.
T .
The wide expanse of cotton and corm fields, the large numbsr of dusky

Negro laborers working l'lpng side by side in the fields and singing Negro
srirituele as they work, give a fuir presentaticn or piciure of what slavery
wes like on @ well conducted Southern plantation before the Civil Wcr. Ade-
lipe fits into this picture as the old No’gro "I'sura® of the plemtation, re-
cpected by all, white and black, and t-fdorly cared fore Bhe has her clay
pipe and stick ever with and about her. Th:r- is a spacious pocket in her
dress undernesth mn mpron. In that rocket is & rdscellany of broken pleces
of china, crumbs of. tobacco, a biscuit, a bit of wire, numorous sirings of
various colors, and from time to time the pipe beciwes the warm individusl
nomber of the varied assortment.

Her syes are bright and undirmed by ege and the vigor with which she
can telegraph her wemts to the household by the rappings of that stick onm
the plank floor is interesting and amuping.

She is econfident that she will round owt a ceatury of years,because:



# yarse Arthur Owens done tell me I'1ll live to be a hundred, if I stay on

his place and never ‘'lope sway wid any strange young buck nigger®.
®» T' not so feeble as I might "pear, white folks. long time I suffer

for sight, but dese last years T see just as good as I ever did. Dets a

+

blessin’ from de Lordl
® gho I b'long to in slavery time? Where I born? I born on what is now

called de Jesse Gladden place but it all b'long to my old marster, willias
Hall, theme ' 5

* " Uy old marster vas one of de riches} nea in de world. Him have }-.nds
in @'mltor' and Fairfield counties, Georgia and Florida, end one place on de
Rodllﬂi\fnr in Arkansas. He also had a plantation, to raise brown suger on,
1n 014 Loulefana. Then him and his brudder, Daniel, built aad give Bethesda
Church, dxts standin® yet, to de white Methodis' of Mitford; for them to

*tend and worship at. He 'membered de lord, you see, in all his ways and de ~.
i

Lord g:ddc his steps.

® I pever have to do no field work; Jjust stayed °‘round de house and
wait on de mistress, and de chillun. I was whupped just one time. Uet was
for markin' de mantele=piece wid a dead coal of fire. They make mammy do de
lashin®, Hadn®t hit me three licks befo' Miss Dorcas, Wses Joemims, Mise Ju-
1ia, and Marse Johnnie run dere, ketch de ewitch, and says 'Dat snough Mauma
Ann! Addie won't do 4t agin’. Dats all de beatin® I ever "ceived in slavery
time,

" Now does you vanna know what I do when I was a child, from de time
Igit up in do mornin® to de time I go to bed? I was ‘bout raised up im de
Bouse. Well, im de evenin', I f1l1 them boxes wid chips and fat splimterse
Wea mornia’ come, I go in ders and meke a fire for my young mistresses te
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I help dress them and comb deir haire. Then I goes down staire

git up bye

and put Tlowers on de breakfas®' table and lay de Eible by Marse wi{lliam'e

chaire Then I bring in de breakfas'. (Table have to ve set de night befo')

Jren everything was on de table, I ring de bell. White folks come cown and

1 weit on de tablee
» After de meal finish, Marse ¥illimm read de ©Zible and praye I clear
de talle and help vash de diot&u- when det finish,I cleans up de rooms. Then
T acts as raid and waitress at d.l:uur and supper. I warms up-do girls® room,
vhere they sleep, after suppere ‘l'!uu go home to poppy John ud Vauoo Annee
Det was @ happy time, wid happy daysl
" Dat was @ happy family. Barse ¥illiam have no trouble, 'copt once

vher hin btrudder, Daniel, corxs over one mornin® -.nd closet wid Marse ¥Williax.
“hen Marse Daniel go, Marse ¥illiam coze in dere where ce and de mistress was
el says "Tom's run avey from s chool?, (Dats one of Marse Daniel's boys det
‘tended school et Wt. Zion, in Winnsboro) Her ®low: "What him ruu away for??®
Had a fool duel wid a Caldwell boy,® him saye I hear no rore "bout dat *til
Verse Tom coms home and then I hear plenty. dhite folks been laughin' *bout
it ever since. Special talk *bout it since Marse Tom's grandson b'come a
Tonited State Judge. Bet Marse Dan Hall told you ‘bout it. Want me to go
shead and tell you it my way? Well, ‘twas dis a way! Mgrse Tom and Eerse Joe
Caldwell foll out 'bout a plece of soap when they was roomin’ together at
school. Boys crowd ‘round them and says ‘Fight it out!' They hit e lick or two,
and was parted. Then de older boys sey dere must be s duel. Marse Joe git se~

nds. Marse Tom git seconds. They load guns wid powder but put no bullets i
them. Tell Marse Jos "bout it but don®t tell ™arse Tom. Them they godgown

town, £ix up a bag of pokeberry juice,.and have it inside Marse Joe's westcost,




on his bresst. Took them out in & fileld, face them, und eay: 'One, two, ¥hres, p
fire! ' Guns went off, Marse Joe slap his hand on his chest, and de bag bust. "
Red juice run all over him. Older boys say: ‘Run Tom and git out de way.’
~arse Tom never stop 'til him git to Liverpool, England. Marse Williem mnd
karse Daniel find him dere, ovent money for to fetch him homs and hi= laugh
'bout it whem he git back. Yes siy, dat ie de grandpappy of Marse lyle Glean,

« big Judge right now.
" De white folks near, was de Mellichamps,de Gladdens, de Mobleys, Lump-

kins, ulwares, Fords, Picketts, and Jchg-nu.
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" When de Yankees come, they was struck dumb wid de way marster acted.

“heystook things,wid a beg your pardon kind‘ of way, but they never burut‘ e
tin;;- thing, and went off wid deir tails twixt deir legs, kinda shame lak.

" After freedom I marry s preacher, Tom Johnson. Him die vhea in his
sixties, thirty years ago. Yur chillun was Enma, ltansell, T;"l, and JSrovers
B3 white folks didn®t lak my husbande Dere wes a whiskey still, near owr N
houss where you could git three gallons of liquor for a silver collar. Him
proeach agin® ite Dat gall both wakers und drinkers. Him *dured persecutiom

for de Lord®s sake, and have gone home to his awardse

-

® In slaevery, us have all de clothes ue need, all de food us want, end
vork all de harder °cause us love de white folks dat cared for us. Ne sire
res, none of our slaves ever run ‘waye Us have a week off, Christmas. O¢

vidout & pase to Marse Dunisl’s quarters and they come to owr'ne
" Dre Bcott and Dre Douglas *teand sick slavess I don't set myself up

to Judge Marse Abe Lincolu. Vere is simmers, black and white, but I hope
ad prays to git to hebbeae Whethar I's white or black when I git ders, I'1l
be satisfied to see my Saviern dst my old marster worshipped and my husband
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ibouts T wants to be in hebben wid all my white folks, just to wait

and love them and serve them, sorta lak I did in slavery time. Dut

i1l be ‘mough hebden for Adeldne.®
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