e “GCramny",
busband, Unele Tom, er the ¥ar
many years =nd help my mother bring us

not see how she could have
had after the Civil wWar without
They were never inelined to leave the VWinn
others, I suppose it was their ages
little ineident, Ong of the maids,
=y =mother grew up, was and she walted
Durt:ee Eﬁe Clvil Var,
were driven away one nicht by
| many years afterwards, I was a
. Midow, thirty years erter the Yar was over I lived in :-’%-L"_‘m.
s -—-ri,-luthocmrbonnngmdlnnt to the door-

» Nicely dressed, asked me if Miss
called my mother to the door, She
"Miss Mary, you don't know me do you?" My looked at

‘ sald, "I don't th!.nk I do." The colored women
arms and seld, "Miss Mary, 4 8m Ann, your ;
* eand she put her arms ebout my mother, dhe was quite a young
%’Mmmawhndmhadbungom sars, - My :
mother had growm old and she had grown older but there wes a great
. affeotion between them., 5he came in the house and turned to ne
- and seid, "I ur mother's maid but she never aia give me 8
?! ¥ord and she never De, I have loved Fer mamory alweys,®
88 a delegaté o & conventlion at the Methodist Chureh,
ies about the ¥inn famlly and sone on¥ to a
lived here."” Ve fixed a feast and 13t 1t before her,
talked over the long 820, %hen she wms ready to
er collected one of her china bowls and a silver
it to her asking her to use them every day and to
She went out of my mother's life and we never heard
But to me the testimony of this mald was an insight
mother's character, She was always true-blue to both white
Granny and Uncle Tom finally grew very old end were then
Polk County to live with their chlldren, Many sad
d when they left, Ve never saw them agein., Dore
ouse maid that my grandmother kept arter the War, It wes
who earried the food from the brisk kitchen to the house, some
- fifty t..i:g away, and to the large dining room, The din%ng rgem was
n this
room stood a secretary which belonged to my grandfather and a
bookease adbove the secrotary, On top of this bookoese were
yellow bags, probably made of oil celico, as I recall it
bright yellow, I remembor being there with my mother, Unele
¥inn got up on & chair ana threw the yellow bags down on the
, o He, grandmother and my mother looked over meny of the papars
;; them, meny were worthless and were cast in the fireplace., These
; 8 which they burned might heve been of no value yet when I
m of this I feel that they should have been kept to hand fown to
~ another generetion. I recall these yellow bags, porhans of the
. eolor beceuse they wers so bright as to strike my ehildish eye and
I have kept them in my memory all these years, ;
I wsll recall the first picture that I loved, In this
They must have been
he color which attrasted
often with my mothap
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