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The_Elder Remembers.
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Rev. Albert L. Robinson, Negro preacher of Ever-
green, Ala., was once pronoupced dead and "laid out" under a white
sheet. As the Negro neighbors were "settin' up" with the body, however,
Robinson sdddenly came back to life, tossed the sheet aside and frighten-
ed the "shtters" so badly that he was given the run of the entire
plantation,
Telling of his "coming back to life," Reverend
Robinson said: ™ The one person who remained with my body were my adopte
ed mother. she stood by, rejoicing of my recovery.
"on my recovery I became a great ball player. My
shroud, which was a white jacket and blue trousers, was my ball suit, I
wore it out on the diamond."
Asked about his early life in Evergreen, he said:
"Evergreen in 1876 were a mere forest. It had only two
streets and two brick stores. One store, known as Cooper and Mertin's,
was where Rutland Hardware Store now is. The other one was Farnmham Store.
John Hill, a colored brick mason who lived where Five Points Filling
Station now is, was hired by Mr. Farnham to build the Farnham store out
of brick and lime. This store is now occupied by Binion Grocery.cAll the
other stores built after that time were wooden buildings, but a fire broke
out and burned down a great deal of them. Then the town made a rule that
building of stores should be only of brick.
He was asked about the past of Mineral springs, near




Evergreen. He said : pertaining to these springs; 1've known on that
plot of ground eighteen springs. But when man began to inteferej putt-
ing in cement, hedging up the water and demanding the siream to stay at
that spotj then it was that seventeen springs sank and broke out across
the road in the wcods. This cement placej 8t died. It rose across the

branch.

"why, I have known the time when Murder creek looked like a

branche The different deltas caused it to grow large.

"old Evergreen I knew when there was only the houses of Mr.
watkins, Mr. Lewis Finch, Mr. Bob Farmham, Mr. Young Rabb and Mr. Bob
Rabbe Where the Methodist Church is today was the colored people's
ball diamond. where the White House hotel is, was woods. The Hmwkins
house was out of town. where the gantt's house is was out in the woods,
and so was the house where Mry King lives.

"where Mr. Wild's cotton exchange is, Mr. Gantt had a mill.
There was a duck pond there and it was out in the woods, where the Whit-
comb Hotel was, old man Pat Mc@Gehee, colored, lived. Up on Stanpipe Hill
was Mr. Hal Steams' place, where Mr. Mitchell use to live."

Asked if he liked to read and if he would like some magazines
to take home, the elder saids; "If I have any idol, its my books. I
never refuse to tote print. Mr. Harry Dey is so nice to give me
periodicals; he's made me many gifts. He made me a present of this high
hat. I was telling him the other day, 'You remember this hat?' Then he
inquired, 'pid you have to put any paper in itp'; and I replied, 'No,
your head and I is about the same.' Mr. Dey is so sweety I declare he is.
Every Christmas he gives me something nice and he don't call me anything




byt 'Bishop.' He's so full of sympathetic; brim full of it, what I am
Exticinxxtimex talking about.™
When asked what he thought of the new overhead bridge that
spans the north side of town, he was very enthusiastic. "oh, it's a

peachy," he said, "It Just tops off Evergreen."
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REV. ALBERT L, ROBINSQON

DIVINE HEALRR AND EVANGELISTIC FREACHER

For many years Revs Albert L. Robinson has been noted in Conecuh

county a8 onef of its rare and atriking characters. On first sight you
are aware that this seventy year old "lNegro Preacher™ grew up in an
gtmosphere wWhaere oulture and refinement flourished. -

A8 he eamestly tells you he has "The same power as the Apoatles=-
has preached the gospel and healed the sick for more than fifty years, you

recognise definite 'Apostoldc' traits of manner and speech, and you wonder
about shis 1ittle o)d wan and his philosophy of life.

s | Blder Robinsen, better known to some &8 "l¢o nobinsm*, is & familiarx

figure on the streets of Evergreen, especially on Saturday afternoons.
AS he would say: "My presence is never missing."

-

Small of statue and spry as a oriocket, he darts about in the midst
of hia flock, standing out as an important personage. His gold rimmed
spectgcles, high hat and long tsil coat are enhanced by his glertness and
“he clever handling of his walking cane.

Elder Robinson's"Sunday best™ walking cane is one of his own design
and making. Some forty years ago, he Wrought this odd cane from & small

g cedar tree., the main body of the tree having been the average size of a
Walking stick. The small branches growing out from the body of the tree
had been stripped of their folkage and woven into a sort of plaited design
over the full length of the stick, and the network of woven branches
tapers and fastengs at the lower end.

The 8tick is crowned with a round knob, painted blue. This denotes
the God=head, over all, Several inches dowm, umdlod in the atick are

twelve brilliant rhinestonss. TheS8e denote the twelve Apostles and the
tWwelve tribes of Israel. On the opposite aide of these stones is &
80ckcet Where, until recently there wWas a glags eye. This represented

“"The All Seeing Eye of God". Abunt two months ago, a young negre boy todk
this eye and the Elder indfgnantly"put his mouth on him, and he will Rawa®

have bad luck from now on." ’

Half way down the at;.ok, entirely separate from the symbols, is a
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Rev. Albert L. Robinson
(cmmtinued)

large flat black button tangled up in the Wowven branches. The Elder says:
"Its in the ravine of the stick, and denotes the half tribe of Gad Who Was
Pojected on accaunt of marrying an idolatrous woman, Hence he was Separated

from the tribe. To get bad to the tribe he thought to get rid of the
woman, and he slayed her and cut her up. Then he Was everlastingly Separated

from the tribe.
The entire stick, except for the blue knob on top, is painted shiny

black and Elder Robinson wields it with great pride.

Individual and imaginative, this little preacher is tmly dramatie,

and even in his seventies he 43 a "busy man." From a recent review
the writer endeavors to quote his éxact words as he spoke intimstely of his

iife.
“I am a Divine Healer, with the same power as the Apostles. I've been
preaching andi healing for over fifty years. I am now seventy two years old.

Was born May 20th 1866. My father and mother Were bought by lMr. Jack
J/Stallworth, fmem the state of Virginia. A Slave trafier brought them to

fonecuh and ®80ld them here. Then they were moved to Pineville, Monroe county
Mr., Jack Stallrorth had Zmx a double kitshen, and 1 was Dorn in the
far one of those kitchens.

In 1876 I came to Evergreen and stayed under the care of General
Martin. He sent me $0 colored school and I stayed wi th him until he died.

1 went from here to Pensacola Fla. on the 28nd of Sept. 1881, After coming

out of school, I joined M$%. Zion Missionary Baptiat church mnder L.lMe

Robfnson, pastor of said church. I entered the Ministry in said church and
became Misaionary of that distrioct.

In 1889 I went to New Orleans La. on a Mission Tour. 1890 came %0
Brewton Ala, 1893 came to Evergreen and entered the Association of said
church., I am now & Missi onary of the Bvergreen District for life.

1 married Katie Lee in the year 1892, became father of three children.
First two were twins; Noble Al and Iillie IL. Daisy L., my baby, is now
&Rix%y thirty two, 3Bhe and Iillie L. live .in Cleveland Ohio. Noble Al
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Rev. Albert L. Robertson
(eontinued )

lives in BrewtopAla.

My father's treatment with owner in Alabama was very good. He Was
fhreman of the farm of his owner. My mother's name was Mattie. HeX
treatments in Virginia were very good., She was house-woman and seamster
for the family. Her treatments in Alabama, by her owner lMr., Stallworth,

were very good. She died when I was five years old. My father, alter
the death of my mother, went off and left us., I was carried Zx up %o
the home house of Mr. Jack Stallworth, and there cared for by Iizzie
Stalorth, colored. When just a boy, I came to Evergreen to live With
General Martin.

General Maertin had a big library. Books everywhere. From the Ifimxm

floor to the ceiling, and all the way round the roomi Ly bed was in
that library. Whilst I was admitted to Gensral MaPtin's library to

8leep in, oft times 1 would look at those great mass of books in

groups; I sald one day, 'after now, I'm going to be like General Martin,
ny guider. Oft he would say to me: "™You have a sign and a mark %0
become noted." -
When asked if he read any books in that library he said:; "I remember of
Blackstone the wonderful law diotator, whom will be a standard in his

Jurisprudence &as long as a scholar can be produced. I ocredit the
General with what I have in my voecabulary. He is my standard and

gtatus! I continually follow his trend.’ Where Mrs. Wilds parlor
i8 today, that was the library, and that was my room.

I worked in the garden, helped liss Mary cook, went on errands and

every o0dd and everything was under my care. Mre. John D, Burnett's
Wife, Miss Virginia, was Miss Mary's oldest daughter. liiss Carrie Finch

the next daughter, liss Nannie Herrington the next, and Miss Daisy was the
baby. Mr. B4 Martin was the only son. Miss Mary Martin was the same a8

& mother to me. General Martin cared for me like a father.™
When asked for stories abowm t his past life he 8aid: "The only

stories in my life to comfort my children are in my ministerial biography.
AT one time in my life-my first trip to Louisiana~ I ran a revival at
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(continued )

*evEvwl at lMoss Point Mississippi and whilst engaged in that meafing.

same Africans Were visiting that place. One of the men said to Rev. T.Te
Thomas,(colored): "Iwant to borrow her to preach, and T, T. Thomas said fto
me: "Will you g0 With him Rev. As L. Robinson?" Iy answer: "Yes."

I and the African aboarded a little skiff and wént cross the BEast
Paapagola ( Pascagoula) and Wieat Paspagola Bay. The distance cross were
three mile®. When we arrived on the other aide, we went two and a half

miles on the little island., [INothing lives over there bpt Africans.
The name of the place is Tougas.

1l preached for them four nights and they wanted to retain me, but I

told them: "Be truthful, you only borrowed me., Return me to the place
Where you cmme in possesion of my presence,” and this man said "Gos",
meaning yes.™ :

When asked to explain Divine Healing, Rev. Robinson ssid: "Laying

mg hend on them, faith or not, I heal. If my wife have any pasins about
her, and 1 am asleep~she reashes and gets my hand and lays il on her paih
I don't know when she moves my hand, but next morning she says to me;

"I suffered last night.™ I ask her™why did you fail to wWake me?"™

-
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(continued )

Her reply:
imposed the said hand on the place of my suffering. The pain got away Irom
there and I went to sleep."

Such as for the blood,~I use herbs of the forett. That's my sSecret.
I boil the herba and give as drink for fever and blood. If the skin is
priicked. as by knife, I lay my hand on and you don't bleed,

For tonsil-lighta, I apply my neked hand to the throat, Iix & glass
of clear water-apvply my hand over the top of that and convey around the
glass and revaauin the name of the Lord. I give them that to drink.

They swallow every drop and are healed.

A party by name of Ira Bell Thomas suffered with fire-brew
(£fibroid) tumor in 1930. I arrived to her home on lMonday mornihg.
Within thirty days she got rid of that tumor. Lucinda Bradley, she
suffered with tonsil¥lights. I cured her tonsil-lights With the
lmpesition of hand and clear water in the name of Chriat., There &are
many other cures.

Another thing I've told my children for consolation to keep on
ey Memory: ™Once in returning from New Orleans, I zot off at
Long Beach kiss. Therve Were several young White men there and one colored
man. After the train were gone, I ask: "where is the next church?"

Those White men said to me: "Ypung man, your nearest clurdy here is four
miles due Weat of this place."™ I said to them:"Many thanks to you
geutlemens." Then 1 selid to the colored man: "Will you tske my two
grips into your care into your house, and let me 8it here on your steps

until morning? I1I'll be thanked far it." 4And he said to me: "Nel™ "You
are jess from lew Orleans an I'm fraid of you 8tayin' on my stepa.™
ihe nice young wWhite men 8gid to him: "There's no harm in that boy.

He's of good rear., You look at%Jpaaranca-n;:rl't you 8eel"™ He says:

"No sir." and I sald to the young white men: ™You watoh my sayings, he
Will not remain here very long. KX'm a boy preacher, chofen of God, and
éent on this mission.

1 sald:"Ligten! I will go and find the Way; but the distance of
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( continued )
my geing were not lesa than seven miles, and going that distance, I entered
in the apace of a great plot of ground with wild cows in £t%. I suvpose
there Were seventy five! They all raised their heads and their attention
was called by one large red cow. She groaned, then sterted toward me in &

great rush. I ask God to change their rage, and they all turned and ran the
other way. Then 1 persued my own way.

When coming in sidght of the church that 1 Wwas persuant, It Was upon a
hill., Instead of it being a colored church, it was a White membership. The

people on the outside were a great orowl! Sone standing, some sitting,
some laying dowm, and I sszid: "Good evening gentlemen.™ They said:

“Very welli" Then I entered the church. The preacher was tightly
engaged in & sermon, wonderfully preaching! I set down right at the door
inside, by a one legged white man, and he opened his knife and began to
pop it very loud! He would look at me 8ide wape. I, With good patience
waiting on the Lord for inatructiona what to do. My mind told me; "If
you bow down here, he will satick that knife in you! I wanted to pray for
the ocloaing, but the Loxd said to me in the meantime: "When he czlls for

Prayer, you rise up and bow in obedience to the preacher, and at once
depart."™ In obediesnce to the message, I did so.

Coming out of the c¢hurch I took both of my suit cases and walked
&8 tho I could not hardly go! And departing from there, caming through
the mass of the white men on said ground, I mgxurad: "How far is the
colored qhurch from here?™ They said:"Three miles.™ Passing by them to
Yo the comer of a green hedge, the roal turmed south westwerd, and after
leaving that hedge there wWas a long sand bed and a epirit told me:

"You set yowg suit cases down 8o e& t0 make impression on the sand, appearing
you are Worried. Then you take up those suit cuses8 and directly walk
8traight across tho rmd as though you were going out in the woeds to rest."

"As soon a8 you steps cross the road, you walk on the grass down side the
road, and go in hastel When they ocome to the place where you orossed,
they wil) think you are cut in the woods resting, tut don't 8top, I'1ll be

with you."® 1 obeyed, and in the oourse of an hour I arrived in ght of
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& cojored baptist churech on a hill to my right. A 8hort while after there

1 arrived, I saw a young, active thggecoming young White man., Seems to
me he was sbout eighteen years old, and 1 spoke to the people, s8itiing

there in their midst, and ssid: "lLook! See that young man? I'm going to
clear up my throat, and when he sée® mé he's going to turn around. They
said to me:"Well Reverand, clear gp your throati™ I cleared it up very

loud, and he Imxmmi looked up and turned at once around and went back.

I preached that night and the next morning a white preqcher said teo
me: "You went to my cihmrch yesterday, and we thought you were a peddler.”
1 8gid %0 him: "These two ceses that I have-my clothes and books are
therein, I am a lissionary Baptist Bvangelist. The lord ordered me %o

g0 to HeWw Orleans and preach in the open air, and 1 obeyed.™ For eleven
days, 1 preadhed at the foot of Canal Btreet."

Elder Robinson says: "The impression of the Loly Spirit forms itself
. voice just as a person spesking through & trumpet, &bove I head,
S80ft and mmxxxhyx very near. The Lord in his ubiquity is always
and not diatant, He fills every place.
"My first impression of the Holy Spirit was at eighteen years. I was
walﬁiﬁg along the s8treets in Pensacola, Just returning from my praying
placej a place Ifor breathing my prayer. I make no voice. The first

message wWas: "Go ye:into all the workd and preach the gospel---="

"When my deaire is to do a certain thing, aad I'm in an attitude forx prayer
L | .

I hear the voice.
Thes Elder Rﬁbinson told about the time he died and was lsid out #n

his shroud, He said: ™ were seventeen years o0ld. The afflictions that

1 were incumbered with Wwere Pneumonia, typhoid and malaria. I was sick

one hundred days, Ky doetor, Dr, dcKittrick, in the meantime, he

announced me dead. At 8iX o0'cloeck in the evening, I waked in this new

life in Hgdes, up uhtil #ix thé next morning. My inpression whilst dead,

I Were in a distructive place called hell! 1 Saw and heard the groans of

lost ones! The fiend of the night of terfor appesred before mef in a

frightful form! “* could not run on account of my insctiveness. Had I had
Strength I would have left the place!

In the meantime I saw the appearance of that sentence in the bihle
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where it said;"™Hell is naked before God." The condition of the place and
its suburbs is"level a8 a plain, Underndath are the pit. The enirance

of said pit has no covering. If you are not sentenced, you only Stops

in the suburbs. If you are sentenced, you are sent with a whirl; no
power to stop you until entering in the eopen door.

in this pit great black smoke came rollong over and over With a

terrible rumbling . Satan's appearance are frightful! and in the midst of
the amoke you could hea® the groans and shrieks of lost souls crying:

Xesxipnimooedx *Woe! Woe!l Woe i® me: Woed Woe i8 mel 1t seeams that
each one's cfy Waé'adéptedﬁtn individuals in the ainguiar number.
It was fire and smoke mingled.' There Was no place of merocy to be deserned

Satan seeming like he was of himself, a mass of fire, with eyes] head]
face and mouth of fire. . -

Arms & Fire! Hands of fire! Fingers of fire! There was no place on his
head for hair! It was all fire! He came up with the boiling smoke!
Threw his eyeB at youl! and then disappeared: Then he'd roll up and appesar

with the smoke, rumbling like a 8o0lid ball!

After L came acquainted with the Lord, I would constantly vieit
helllf I sew people there, seemingly turned intoAfire! They Were
miserable! They were not satisfied of their Job that they engaged intoe,

and they seemingly desired rescue, but there were none.

How concerning of pictures describing Satan with horns and farks,
he falled to hawe them. fhen I saw him in hell, had he had them,he could
not have used them,because he waa in such a hurry! Hell was in a hurry!
BEverything was rapidly moving!

Low concerning his impa.! They were like flying bats in the suburbs.
liok We have them here in thd# world in appetites as well as in the wind.

épiritual bata are the same &8 these in the wind. Their appesarance in
nell are the same a® bate here. This ofcourse is in "Similaxrity"”.

We have the same 8piritual bata, oral bats, and earnal in appeti¢éa, all
dadapted in our bodies, fed by the spirit of Satan, so we needs de ocareful
and noticeable.

in uny return back to this world, I found only one person in tis roog

irom Where 1 had departed. lihen coming toe, they had told me that the
| d?r'f'/'{’f €< "—.-"'..:_. /
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(continued)

%8e One person who remsined with my body Were ny adopted mother. She W
Was standing by, rejoicing of my rocovery. When the parties &l tting up
With my body saw the movement of the sheet covering me over, they
removed said sheet from my face as my head rolled over to one gide, XXX
While my eyes opened and looked straight in their faces."™" Txix
It was then, we are told that "Thenm niggers jess give him Ehe Whole
plantationl™)

-

"0u my recovery" the elier says: 1l became & great ball player, and
My Saroud, woich was a white jacket and blue trousers, wWas my ball suis,

Il Wore it out,.on the diamond.

Wnen asked about his eardy life in mvergreen, he said; Evergreen

in 1876, Wes a mere forest." It had only tuWo streets and two briak
Ond 3%o0re
stores/ known as Cooper and Mer ins, wWas where Rutland Hardware store xm
now is, The other one wWas Farnham store, John Hill, a colored briek
masen, Wno lived Where Five Points Filling Station 18, Wasd hired by
Mr. Parnham to build the FParnham store out of brick and lime., This
Fhey

Store 1s now occupied by Binion Grocery. A4ll the other aturaa/here
SWilt aitTer that time Were Wuoden buildings, until a fire broke out in
Svergreen: and burned down & great deal of those Wwoed buildings. Then
the town made a rule that building of storea should be only of brick.

ihen asked about Minersl Springs he Said:"Pertaining to iMineral
springs, I've known oopieioet on that plot of ground, eighteen
springs.] Sut When man BExx began te interfere--putting cement,
hedging up the water, and demanding the stream to stay at that 8pot-
then it was that seventeen Spring® sank, and broke out across the road
in the woods, fhis cement place, it died! 'rose across the brauch.

I8ve known the time when Murder creek looked like a branch.
ihe different deltas caused it to grow large.

Old Hvergreen, I knew when there were only tie hwmses of ur.

watking, M. Lewis ¥ineh, Mr. Bob Parnham, Mr. Yo ng Habb and ur. Boh

Rabb, dnere the jethodist church is today Was the colored peoples
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di amond. Where the White House Hotel is, was woods. The Hawkins
house was out of town. Where the Gantt's house i8 was out in the
woodw, gand so was the house where lir. King livea.

Where lir. Wild's Cotton Exchange is , lir. Gantt ngd & mill.
fhere Was a duok pond there and it was out in the Woods. Where the
Woitcomb Hotel wsas, o0ld man Pat licGehee, & colored man, lived.

Up on Stanpipe Hill was Mr, Hal Stearns place, Where Mr. kMitchell

use %o live.¢

Wwhen asked if he liked to read, amd if he wauld like sme
magazines to take home, Rev. Robinson said:; "If I have any idoel,
its ny books. I never refuse tec tote prins.” He seemed especially

pleased and went on to say: "Mr. Harry Dey is so nice to ghve me

periodicals; he's maie me many gifts. He made me a present of this

hate I was telling him the other day:"™ You remember this hat?" Then
he inquired: "Did you have to put any paper in 1i67?""No, I said, your

head and I is about the same.” Mr. Dey is so sweet! 1 declare he isli
Svery Christmas he gives me scmething nice, and he don't call me
anything but "Bishop:" "He's so full of sympathetioc! Brim full oI 1%
What 1'm talking 'bout!™®

When asked what he thought of the new overhead bridge that spans
the north 8ide od town, He was very enthusiastic. ™0h its a peach!

he said. "It just tops off Bvergreen."™




The sight of Negroes beside the hlghny was nothing new to
the traveler, who was driving leisurely through the South, There
was something different about this one, however, whose age gave
hin e shuffling gait as he paced carefully in front of a neat cabin
on the outskirts of lvergreen (Tour #1). It was almost surrounded

by the white tonbstones and narkers in the adjoining cemetery.

The traveler stopped the oar, when the old man halted and faced
the ¢abin, holding his hands in front of him, apparently sighting
something, He faced about, hands still before him, when he saw the
autonoblile, He lifted his hand to the regged drim of his hat,

"Evenin', suh," he said as he approached, "and ma'am,” he
added hastily as he saw the other ocooupant,

"Howdy, undle,” they both greeted hinm,

"T'all must be from & long ways,™ the ansient pointed to the
license tag on the cay, which identified it as not from Alabama,

“ie are, 15 that your house?"™

"llaweuh, Dat's Buck's place."”

"Buck? "

"Tessuh,. You don' know Buck? Ef''n you'd walted twell nex'
year there'd been a stone tellin® all about *'ij."

"iou mean a tombstone?"

"lio'm, I means a moniment right heah "longside de road, His
fokes is gettin' ready to put it up and I wuz Jes' sorta figgerin'
a good place for it when you driv wp."

The travelers looked at the cabin, They thought of what e




momment would cost with an inseription.,
"You mean his family is going to buy an expensive monument

and put it here along the highway?"
"His fambly?" there was & certain tinge of scorn in the old

Negro's astonished tone, "Shucks, nawsuh, I mean his white fokes,
De quality heah in Evergreen. 01d Buck maybe was done teched in de
haid, but he wuz quality and his fokes done remember and dey gonna
put a stone heah so ever'body will know Yabout him,

"Buck was ny ha'f brother,"™ there was pride in this amounce-
ment, and the old mnihimolr ereot with the thought of his relative
of quality. "Two of de fines' gammn in Evergreen done sing at his
funeral with two niggers. It sho' was pretty." The ancient shook

his head for emphasis,
"We've found the real South, Jim," came a whisper in the ear

of the traveler, "Let's hear some more," The driver nodded,

"That's fine, uncle,"™ he amiled at the old man, "Do you think
we could see the oabdbin?"™

"feosuh, yessuh,"™ & bow and a beaning smile. I'se proud to show
you,"

The car was pulled up elear of the highway. The travelers de-
barked and accompanied the old man up the walk to the front of the

cabin, wondering how to get the story of Buck. They need not have

worried,

"ihis heah,” the beaming NHegro swung his hand about, "was give
to Buck by his fokes, All them ladies in the Gyarden Club fix it so
the white gemxmun, Mr, Cal and Mr, Walter and My, Mack and My, Charlie
and a2 hunderd or so others oould give 'em the money to bulld the cabin,




Bugk's place done burn down heah six-seven years age. Dat's when
he went to live with Aunt Kitty." The old man broke into a chuekle,

"And wad dey goin's on denl!™ He laughed out loud,
The tiny ocabin had been inspected and the traveler and his wife

had seated themselves on the stoop.

"No'm, thank you, I sorta talks better when I'se standin',"™ the
ancient answered an invitatlon to sit, "But I guess you orta know
about Buck," he replied to the request for his story.

“liost of his fokes called hin Phil,"™ the tale began, "Some
of "em and all of us called hin Buck, HHis nesme was Fhil Samuel and
nobody rightly knows how ole he wuz, I figgers he was 112, and
some says he wuz only 90 and some says more'™n I do, Anyhow Buck's
been heah a mighty long time. And he weren't no Af'ican nigzer.

"lla*an? Oh, we called dem what wuz born in Afuca and brung over
right to the fields Afucans, Us as was born heah wug diffrent, It
wuz a Afucan what made Bugck like he wuz, About & hundexrd years or so
ago when Suck was just a "shirt-taill nigger' he wuz all time ateasin'
people,

"Ma'am? I dumno,"cepten it wuz boys about 15-16 went aroun'
with thelr shirt talls hangin®' out.™ The deep, happy chuckle broke
out again, "Boys. Jes natoherly do it, Adn't you got no bdoys "bout
that ola?™"

"Well, ma'am, you wait and see "twell they get that big. Don't
make no difference how you talk or how you do, they Jes natcherly
gonna let dey shirt tails H&ng out." He laughed again and took up
his story.

"Dis heah Buck he laughin' and playin' so much at his work he




ain't got time to tuck in his shirt tall, but he done plok wrong
vhen he piek on Afuean Pete. That Afucan Jest up and natoherly bus'
him in de hald with a hoe.

"Sugk ain't adble to play 'roun' for a good while after that and
he never wuz the same. I guess that hoe musta done somepin' to his
brain. Some fokes sald he wuz erazy from then on, but Buck never

wuz orazy. He wuzn't like other fokes, but he knew more'n anybody

ever give him oredick for, IHe ain't never forget nothint'}

"I don' rightly know whether Buck fit in the war or not. After
he's free he do get this heah place, It wuzn't no graveyard then,
but fokes kep' on dyin' and they had to bury 'em, so de graves Jes
nateherly kep' on crowdin' him like you see, But that 4in't worry
Buok none, He had sperrits of his own what he talked to all de time.
Dey musta told him plenty of Jdes "cause he wuz always a-chucklin'
or a-gluckin' when he walk along. Nobody wuz 'frald of his talk,

It wuz his bizness,

"lawsuh, Duck didn't have no regler Job, but that twarn't ‘ease
folks was soalirt of him, He Jes' 4idn't like to be tied down 1
guess, Afore he got too ole he used to do mos' of the woodohoppin'
at de bdigzes' houses in town,

"He useter work night times, specially in the time of the moon.
Susk he liked the moon. He ain't never sumned his close. He jJes
used to hang 'em out in the moonlight, Mot that he had much close,
rightly they wuz mostly rags, dbut he kep' 'em clean,

"Bome a bright night, guestes at the big houses "roun' heah
useter to think they was hearing ghostes when Buck was out doing his
choppin', They'd hear somebody walking by under the winders whisper-
in' and a-ghucklin' like sperrits and they useter pull the dedelose
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up over they haids and shake, . guess."

The old Negro stopped to laugh,

"ihen he got sort of ole for woodchoppin' he Jes projéek *roun'
at de stores downtown caleanin' up some and fotehin' and carryin®
for the boss men., Mos' in genrilly it wuz for Mr. Dey who runs the
big Jewelry store. Bueck sorta took to Mr, Dey like he B'long to him,

He always swep' up the store and run his errands,

"One night My, Dey's on his way hame and he heard somebody
callin' him like he wanted him powerful bad, It was Buck, Ie say:
'Don't look Fit, My, Dey. Wait'twell I tell you. Just keep agoin'’
but don't look.' Iymeby Duck say: "Stopl Stop right whar you is,
Mr. Dey. DNow! look! look fum whar you is and you see it eclar.*
Mr. Dey he look and dere wuzn't nothing but the moon, but he could see
it clear for luck and he says he wuz lucky like Buck meant he should,

"Bugk he never was uppity but he could say things to his white
fokes and they'd think 1t wuz funny., ILike one time & lady ask BDuok
would he eat his Chrismms dimner in her kitchen, Buck he say: 'Is
you gonna have turkey?' And the lady she say: 'No, Buck, but we
gonna have a mighty good dinner with plenty of fixin's.™ Dut Buok
he say: 'If you ain't got turkey den please don't look for me,
ma ‘an, *

"Ifessuh that Duck was & sight, If he wvarn't quite right in his
min', he could recclleec' better'n anybody you ever saw in yowr bommn
days, e knowed ever'body what wuz born in BEvergreen for a hundexrd
yoars and he never forglts 'em. One tine a white genmun come home
after he been away a long time an' Buck say "Howdydo, Mr. Sam' when




s young lady, and Mr, Sam say to his young lady,
*Well, you and Bugk "members me anybow," &Ghe ag' like she mad at
hin for misnamin® her with Buck, but she Jest larff,
"Buck never knew mothin®' "bout money. He ain't never paid
taxes on his house, Somebody always did and he ain't never worried

about eatin', Somebody always done feed him,

"That time I'm tellin' you 'bout Aunt Xitty happen six-seven
yoars ago, when his house burn down, They don't fix it wp right
away, so they send him *roun' for iunt Xitty to boerd him, Him an'

Aunt Kitty gits along all right for three-~four years, even effen
dey does aurgifies a lot, Dey done bus' wp "tirely one day when
Buck caught him & mess of fish and foteh "em home for iunt Kitty to
fry "em up.

"Buck he tell her they ain't "muff fet in the pan and Aunt
Kltty say ain't no nigger ocan tell her how to ¢ook fish and Dueck say
he can, J1t all end up when Aunt Kitty bus' him in de haid wid de
fryin' pan,

"6o'se he couldn®t live dere no longer, so Nr, Leon Riley fix
him up & pallet in do shed in back of his store, Iat's vhen de
Qrarden Club ladies done arrange for his house,”

The old man pauded to bend an adulring gaze upon Buck's heome,
bullt by white "fokes."

"Buck he took wp livin' heah like he ain't been away,” the
story teller took up the thread., "He wuz mighty ole bt he kep'
right on workin® 1like he wuz a projickin' boy or somepin'. IDver'body
useta look for Duck and effen he wumn't "roun' they miss him, ‘case
he been in Evergreen sinee dey wuz sech a plaoce,




« George Farnham, one o' de outsingest white
gumnn heah, he tole Suock that he would reques' the privilege of
singin® at Bugk's funeral, Buck was nighty proud and sald, "Yessuh,

please suh do the %, Mr. Oeorgelo
"So when Buck he died right atta Chrimmas (1956) and the time

of the funoral ocome Mr. George Farnham and lir, Jesee Lee Johnston,
another white gemmmun, got up and sing with two of us fokes, It sure
was pretty.”
The old man stared off into the fading light of the afternoon.
"I bet old Buck was might proud and haughty with them angels
when he heard Iy, George and ir, Jesse Lee standin' right up and
siaging out loud in our church with cbout a hunderd other white fokes

listenin' to "em and to de prayin' and de sermon, 7That fine Reverun'
Mr, Tate, what preaches down de white fokes liethodist Church, he said

a nighty strong prayer for Busk,

"Yassuh, I bet ole Buck wuz proud, goin' "roun' up dere a-
whisperin' and a-gchuckiin' to heself, I bet he come plum' near to
bustin' when he heard tell about that moniment they gonna put up heah
for hin,"

The story was done, The traveler reached in his poocket.

"Nawsuh, 1 can't rightly take no money," the old legro refused
the bill held out %o him, "I ain't done nothin' ceppen take uwp your
good time a~talkin',

"Well then do you think your Garden Clud ladies would use it
to help pay for the marker?™ he was asked,

"Ihey wouldn't think us rude trying to help?™ the traveler's
companion asked,




"o, ma'anm,” the anclent assured her, "Them ladies knows that
quality ocan't de breash,.,"”

dhe palr drove off, the old Negro waving to them with the bdill
in his hand, his battered hat in the other,

"Ihat," sald a quiet volece in the driver's car, "seams to be

some sort of answer to the rage problem,”




501 Shipp Su‘eet’,
Evergreen, Alabama
January 7, 1937.

Miss Myrtle Miles, State Director,
Federal Writers' Project

Works Progress Administration
Birmingham, Alabama.

Dear Miss Miles: _

Yesterday 1 went to a negro funeral, thinking I might
hear some real chanting that would be worth recording. The music
turned out to be a beautifully harmonized quartet, sung by two of
Evergreen's prominent business men and two negroes. Decidedly
unprecedented! There must have been at least fifty represent-
ative white men and women there to pay tribute to an old land-

mark.

For years Phil Samuel, known too as Buck, was a vital
and picturesque part of the town. His age has been given as
90 years and on up as o0ld as 1l15. His half brother claims he was
112. Anyway he was so old that nobody remembers him as a child.
The story goes that one day, when Phil was just beginning to
become a real "shirt tail nigger"™ in those days that probably
meant about fourteen or fifteen years old-Phil was working in the
field with the rest of the negroes owned by Mr. Rabb. Somehow he
liked to 'pick' on African Pete, and African Pete couldn't take
much. The negroes designated as "African™ were a different class
of negroes. They hadn't been on this soil quite as long as the

other negroes, and they were considered very touchy and high
tempered. When Phil began 'pickin®™ on African Pete it was too
bad, for Pete got mad and 'let him have it'l! He struck him on top
of his head with a hoe, and Phil was never the same again.

Some called Phil crazy, tho he really wasn't, even tho he
talked to himself incessantly. He evidently lived in another
world, a world apart from his people. He was truly a white man's
negro, with not an enemy in the world. You wonder if he
surrounded himself with imaginary crowds. He appeared so pre-
occupied and oblivious to people around him, as he shambled and
shuffled through the streets, mumbling and chuckling with laughter,
as though somebody had just told him their very best joke.

There was something unusual about Phil's mind, his memory
never seemed to fail him. It was only a short time ago, that I
spoke 1o him on the street one day. I had been out of town for
more than a year and my father had been dead for more than 25 years.
I said: "Phil you don't know do you?" He stopped mumbling long
enough to look straight at me, tho he didn't seem to be seeing
anything, then he shook his head at me and said: "You is one er
Mist'r Dick Sampey's guls.® Then he shuffled off on his way, his
shoulders shaking with laughter as he mumbled something about my
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father. Years ago, when people had front fences, with gates that
clicked when they shut, and big open fireplaces that took lots of
wood, Phil went from house to house and cut wood for his white
folks. His favorite time being way in the night, when the moon
shone brightest. Many a night I have been wakened by the wierd
sound of soft talking and low laughter, and thenthe click of the
gate! I'd draw the cover up and shiver a little as the talking
passed under my window. Even tho I was most sure it was Phil, I
always heaved a sigh of relief when I'd hear Phil's ax making its
rythmic strike. .nd then, way further into the nightI in my half
sleep and waking, would come the same rythm from Phil's ax in some
other back yard.

Phil seemed to love night better than day. Moonlight was
his greatest joy. He said he never did sun his clothes, he always
"mooned'm." For years Phil, ragged and disrepitable looking,
shuffled through the streets of Evergreen, in and out the stores
and homes of black and white. He found a place close the hearts of
the entire town, Everybody looked out for Phil, Just before
Christmas, a good housewife told him to come around on Christmas
day and get his dinner. Phil asked: "Are you gonner have turkey?"
"No" she said: "But I'm going to have a might good dinner."®
"Well"™ he said: ™"Don't look fer me.™ Phi; served his fellowman
humbly, and asked so little in return. His confidence and faith in
the town, won for him a respect seldom achieved.

At one time Phil owned a cabin and lot almost in the heart
of town, and there lived most of his long life. As time passed,
the cemetery came right to his very door. Graves of prominent
people almost surround he cabin. This never seemed to matter to
him. Who knows but what he liked being near the dead. lMaybe it
meant something to him to watch over his white friends.

MOoney meant nothing to Phil. He believed he would be taken
care of, and he was. He couldn't pay his taxes, but still he called
his home his own. And then one night, several years ago, his home
burned, and he was left with nothing. Even the bed, so coveted by
the ladies with a yen for antiques, was gone. Lken around town per-
suaded Aunt Kitty Harris to give Phil a room and help take care of
him. Aunt Kitty is an old landmark too. In her time she has nursed
most of BEvergreen's 'well to de chillun’'.

All went well with Aunt Kitty and Phil until one day Aunt
Kitty was frying a mess of fish Phil had caught. Phil wanted them
one way and aunt Kitty another. They got to "argyfyin™ bout it and
aunt Kitty was so enraged to think a 'onery nigger' would stan' up
an try to tell her how to cook er fish', she perlitely tuck up th'
fryin pan an hit him over th' head! When asked why she did it, she

gﬁéd; :Ole Phil was makin' at me wiff er butcher knife! Dats why I
t-

This little episode put Phil on the street again, and then
Mr. leon Riley gave him a bed in the back of his store.




cemetery. Cal Stallworth, Walter Wild, Mack Binion, Chas
Talliaferre and many others made it possible for the Garden Club to
build the comfort-cabin that Phil lived in until last Tuesday night
when a passing train struck him. He died in less than an hour.

The town gave him a real funeral with flowers and music. Mr. Tate,
the Methodist minister here, assisted the colored pastors by

offering a very appropriate prayer.

Phil was laid to rest in the shadow of his own front door,
in the midst of his white friends. Facing Highway 31, his cabin
stands as a monument to a beloved old darkey, and the town plans to
place a marble stone with a fitting inscription over the gravel

Mr. Harry Dey, who is a prominent jeweler here, has always
been one of Phil's best frineds. For years Phil was at his beck
and call. Sweeping out the shop and dozens of other things he did.
He was intrusted with the delivery of the most valuable packages.
Always mumbling as he went. Mr. Dey was wont to call Phil his

'silent pardner.'

Yesterday you could hear any number off people telling their
first recollection of Phil. Mr. Dey said: "The first time I ever.-
saw Phil Samuel, was years ago, when I first came to Evergreen. * R
It was in the days of wells and water buckets. The town was by
the old warehouse, not far from the Depot. I can see him now,
drawing water out of that well-pulling on the chain that rattled
over the wheel above the welle- as the bucket swung up in sight,
sloshing and spilling, Phil talked on. I stood there, fascinated,
as this uni jue o0ld figure carried his bucket of water to some
store and came back for more. I was seeing Evergreen- how the
business houses got their drinking water, and what an old darkey
meant to the town. That was a picture I have never forgotten.

Some years later Mr. Dey said: "I was walking down the street one
day, over there between Edwin Page's home and Mr. Deming(s corner,
and I heard an urgent voice calling my name. I turned to see Phil
hurrying toward me. all excited. "Don't look Mist'r Dey! Don't
look yet! Wait till I tells you. Jess keep on er goin', but don't
you look:# S0 I kept going and wondering what Phil meant. Then
all at once Phil said: "Stop! Stop right whar you is! Now! Igok!
Look frum whar you is."™ "What in the world are you talking about?"
I asked him, "Look at th' moon" said Phil, as he shuffled on, look
at it frum whar you is an you kin' see it clar.™ And of course
seeing the new moon clear meant good luck.

Another friend of Phil's was George Farnham, a prominent
singer in town. Years ago he requested the privilege of singing
at Phil's funeral, and it was he and Jesse Lee Johnston who sang
with the two colored men.

Few of us remember when Phil was not an outstanding character
on our streets. Forty years ago and more, a young man came back to
Evergreen to visit his old home. Someone today remembers having heard
him say to a certain young lady: "Well Ewmxxrssx how is Evergreen?
Fine I'm sure. At least I see you and old Phil are still here."




The negroes at the funeral were deeply impressed, as the
negro pastor expressed it, 'th picture the white folks made
should mean something to them, and Phil's peaceful life should be a

great lesson.

While there I located some negroes who are interested in
getting songs for you.

1
A1)
¥
-
-

Signed--Annie Dee Dean




Alabane Annie D. Dean,
Evergreen, Alabana.
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Editor.
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VISIT TO HELL.
i J—

The Nev. Albert L. Robineon, seventy-two vear o0ld Negro preacher

and healer of Svergreen, has seen hell. Aeccording to his own wards, he
"dled" when he was seventeen years old, saw Satan and the ghastly imps
and heard the welrd groans of lost souls.

d Robinson, sometimes called "Doe:" sometimes "Elder,"

L

striking characters of Conecuh County. He lays his hand,
according to his own words, upon an afflieted personi and that person
immediately 18 healed.

He asserts earnestly that his power 1s the same as that possessed

by the Apostles. For more than fifty yvears now he has “preached the

ogpel and healed the siek," and his philosophy of life sometimes bLe-
comes Dewlldering.

L |
*

Small of stature and spry as any oricket, he darts about in the
midst of his flook, stending out among them as an important personage.
He wears gold-rimmned spectacles, and a long-tall coat. And he possesses
he regards as a maglo wand,
cane i1a of his own desizn and mamufacture. Some
wrought 1%t from a small cedar tree: the malin body of
been the size of an average walking cane. The asmall
ree were atripped clean and woven into a plaited design
full length. The network of woven branches tapers and
ne lower end.
gtick 18 erowmned by a2 rounded knod, painted blue. Fhis denotes
od~Head, over all. Several inches down, embedded in the stieck, are

twelve Drilliant rhinestones. These idicate the twelve Apostles and the

twelve tribes of lsrael. On the opposite side of these stones 18 a
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gocket where, until a short time ago there was 2 glass eye:. This repre-

gented "the All-Sgeing Eye of Cod.® About two monthe age a young Negre

boy removed this eve and the Elder indignantly “"put his mouth on that beoy,
and he will have bad luck hereafter.”
way down the stick, entirely separate from the symbols, 18 a
etton tang) the woven branches. The Rlder says$
revine of the stick and denotes the half«tribe of Cod who
account of marrying an 1dolatrous woman. Nence, he was

tribe. To get hack to them, he thought everlastingly

except for the dlue Enod on tTop, 18 painted shiny
nobinson flourishes 1t with extreme pride.
lder tells about the time he dled; was lalid out in his shroud

with his owmn eyes. He sald!l
iere seventeen years 0ld, The afflictions that 1 were incumbere
wvere pneumonia, typhelid and malaria. 1 was sick one hundred days.
My doctor, Dr. MeXittrick, announced me dead. At six o'eloek in the
evening 4 wake¢ this new 1life in Hades and was there up until six the
next morning. My impreseion vhilet dead; I was in s destructive plaece
ealled hell. I sav and heard the groans of lost ones. The fiend of the
night of terror appeared bdefore me in a frightful form. 1 could not run
on account of my inactiveness, Had 1 had strength i would have left the
plagce.
meantime, {4 saw the appearance of that sentence in the Bible
‘Hell is naked before God.' The sondition of the place

r'ﬂ-l

Underneath 18 the nit. L he an=-

trance of saild pit has no covering. If you are not sentenced, you only
stope in the suburbs. if you arg sentenced, you are sent in with a whirlj

no power to stop you until entering in the open door.
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*In this pit great black smoke came rolling over and ovey with a

terrible rumbling. BSatan'e appearance are frightful! And in the midst
of the smoke 1 could hear the groans and shrieke of lest souls erying!

! Yo8! Yoo is melfFoe! Voe! 15 me!' It seemed that each one's ery
vas adapted to individuals in the singular number. 1t was fire and smoke
mingled. There was no place of merey to be discerned, Satan seeming like
he was himself a mass of fire; with eyes, head, face and mouth of fire.
Arms of fire, hands of fire, fingers of fire! There was no place on his
head for hair. It was all Tire He came up with the bdoliling smoke}
threw his eyes at you, then dlsappeared. Then he'd roll up and appear
with the smoke, rumbling like a2 solid balll

‘After I 'came sequainted with the Lord, I would constantly visit
hell. 1 saw people there, seeningly turned into fire. They were misere
able. They were not satisfied of thelr job that they engaged into. <“hey

geemingly desired resoue, but there were none.

"Now, concerning of plotures deseribing Satan with horns and forks
he falled to have them. "WVhen I gaw him in hell, had he had them, he could
not have used themn, bdecausse hs was in such a hurry. Hell was in a hurry.
Everything was rapidly moving.

"Now concerning hie lmps} they were like flying bats in the su-

burbs. Now we have them here in this world in appetites as well a® in
the wind. Spritual bats are the same as those in the wind., Thelr appear-
ance in hell are the same as bdats here. This, of course, 1s in similarity.
%e have the same spRPitual bats, oral bats and earnal in appetites} all
adapted in our bodies, fed by the spirit of Satan, so we needs be careful
and noticeable."

The wiry 1ittle preacher asserts, "ly presence 18 never missing!®

Lfe to him 18 drama.

*I am a 4divine healer," he contends, “"with the same power as the
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Apoetles. 1 was 2 1868, Ny father and mother were hought

from Virginia by Mr. Jaek Stallworth. A slave trader brought them teo
Gonecuh and g0ld them here. Then they moved to Pineville, in lMonrce County.

iy, Jack Stallworth had a double kitchen and 1 wag born in the

far one of those kitechens.

"In 1876 I came to Evergreen and stayed under the eare of Ceneral
Martin. He sent me to colored school and I steved with him until he dled.
I went from here to fensaeccla, Florida, on Sept. 22, 1881, After coming
out of sohool, I Joined ¥y, Zion Miggionary PBaptist churoh under L. N,
Robinson, the pastor. Then 1 became missionary of that distriets.

"In 1880 I went to New Orleanse on a migssion tour. In 1890 1 came %o
Brewton, Alsbama. In 1883 1 arrived in Evergreen and entered the asso-
celation of sald chureh. I am now a nmissionary of the Evergreen district
for iife.

"I married Katie Lee in the year 1892, became father of three childe
renn. The first two were twine, Noble Al and 14llie L, My baby, Paley L,
is now thirty-two. BShe and L111e L., 1live in Cleveland, Ohlio. Noble Al
1ives in Brewton, Alabama.

iy father's treatment with his owmer in Alabama was very good. He
was a foreman of his owner's farm. My mother's name was Mattie. Her
treatments in Virginia were very good. 5he was house-woman and seamster
for the family. Her treatments in Alabama, by her owner 5. 5tallworth,
were very good. Bhe dled when I was five years old. BNy father, after
the death of my mother, went off and left us. 1 was carried up to the
home house of Mr. Jack Btallworth and wae cared for there by Lizzie Stall-
worth, colored., When Just a boy, I came to Evergreen to live with Ueneral
Martin,

"Goneral ¥artin had a big libraryi books everywhere: They were

from the floor to the celling and all the way ¥round the room. My bed was
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in that library. Whilst I was admitted to Ceneral Hartin's library to

sleep in, oftimes I would look at those great mass of books in groups. ¢
sald one day, 'After now I'm going to be like General Martin, my guider,
Oft, he would say to me, '"You have a eign and a mark to become noted.’

*Among books I read in that lidbrary, 1 remember of Blackatone, the
wonderful law dictator, whom will be a standard in his Jurisprudence as
long as a scholar can be produced. I oredit the Yeneral with what I have
in my voeadbulary. !e is my standard and status! I continually follow
his trend. Where Mrs. ¥ilds' parlor is today) that was the library and
that was my room.

"I worked in the garden, helped Mise Mary cook, went on errands
and everything was under my care. Ny, John D. Burnett's wife, Niss Vir-
ginia, was Migs Mary's oldest daughter. Miss Carrie Finch was the next
daughter; ¥iss Nannle Herrington the next, and Miss Palsy was the baby. Nr.
E4 Martin was the only son. Miss Mary Martin was the same as a mother %o
me and General Martin cared for me like a father.”

Asked about happenings of his past life, Reverend Robinson sald!l
"The only stories in my life to comfort my echildren are in my minige
terial bography. At one time in my life on my firet trip to Louisianaj
I ran a revival at Moss Point, Mies., and vhilst engaged in that meeting
some Africans were visiting that place. One of them sald to Hev, T. T.
Thomas, 'I want to borrow her to preach,' and T. 7. Thomas sald to me,
'WRll you go with him?.' My answer was yes, and 1 and the African boarded
a 11ttle skiff and went aoross the East Paspagola (Pascagoula’ and west
Paspagola Bay. The distance seross were three miles. Yhen we arrived
on the other side, we went two and a2 half miles on the 1little island.
SHothing lives over there but Africans. The name of the place is Tougas.
I preached for them four nights and they wanted to retain me, but

i told them, '"Be truthful. You only bdorrowed me. Heturn me to the place




vhere you eame in possession of my presence.' And the leader sald,
'‘Gos, "' meaning yes."

Vhen asked to explain divine healing, the elder saldl

"Laying my hand on them, faith or not, I heal., If ay wife have
any paing adout her and 1 am asleep, she reaches and gets my hand and
lave it on her pain. I don't know vhen she moves my hand, but next

morning she says to me, 'I suffered last night.' I ask her, 'Why 4id

you fall to wake me?' Her reply, '1 4id not need to wake you. i got

holt of your hand and imposed the 8ald hand on the place of my suffering.
The pain got away from there and 1 went to sleep.’

"Such as for the bdlood, I use herbs of the forest. That's my
gecret. I boil the herbs and give as drink for fever and blood. If phe
skin is pricked; as by knife, I lay my hand on the wound and it does
not bleed.

"For tonsil-lights, (tonsilitis’ I apply my naked hand te the
throat, fix a glase of clear water, apply my hand over the top of tThat
and eonvey around the glass and reveal in the name of the Lord., I give
them that to drink. They swallow every drop and are healed,

"A party by the name of ira Bell Thomas suffered with fire-brew
(fivroid) tumor in 1930. I arrived at her home on Monday morning.
Within thirty daye she got rid of that tumor. Ilucinda Sradley, she
suffered with tonsil<lighta. 1 cured her toneil-lights with the impo-
gition of hand and elear water in the name of Christ. There are many
other cures.

"Another thing I've told my children for consolation to keep in
memory !

"Once in returning from New Orleans, I got off at “ong Beaoch,
Eise. There were several young white men there and one colored man,

After the train were gone, 4 ask, ""here 18 the next chureh?' Those




wvhite men sald to me, '"Young man, your nearest church here is four miles
due west of this place.' I said to them, 'Hany thanks to ydu gentle-
mens.' Then 4 gsald to the colored man, 'Will you take my two grips ine-
to your care into your house and let me sit here on your steps until
morning? I'1l be thankful for 1t.' And he sald to me, 'No: You are
jest from New Orleans an' I'm '"frald of you stayin' on my steps.' The
nice young white man said to him, 'There's no harm in that boy. He's
of good rear. You look at his sppearance} can't you see?' The colored

man saye, Mo sir.' Then I gald to the young white men, '"You watoh my

i
sayinge: he will not remain here very long. 1 m a boy preacher, chosen

of God, and sent on this mission.’

"I sald, "Listen, I will go and find the way.' But the distance
of my going were not less than seven miles; and going that distance, 1
entered in the space of a great plot of ground with wild cowe in it. I
suppose there were seventy-five. They all ralsed thelr heads and thelr
attention was called by one large red cow, 5She groaned, then started
toward me in a great rush. I ask God to change their rage, and they
all turned and ran the other way. Then I pursued my own way.

"When coming in sight of the church that 1 was pursuant, 1t was
upon a hMll., Instead of it being a colored chureh, it was a white
membership. 7The people on the outside were a great orowd, GSome were
standing, some sitting and some laying down. I sald, 'Cood evening,
gentlemen.' They said, "Wery well.' Then 1 entered the churech. The
preascher was tightly engaged in a sermon, wonderfully preaching. 1 sat
down right at the door inside, by a one-legged white man, and he opened
hie knife and began to pop 1t very loud., He would look st me sideways.
1, with good patience, walited on the Lord for instructions of what to

do. Ny mind told me, '"If you bow down here, he will stiek that knife in




Alabama

you.' I wanted to pray for the closing; bHut the Mord sald to me in the

menatime, "When he calls Tor prayer, you rise up and bow in obedience %o
the preacher, and &t once depart.' In obediance to the message, i a14
80.

"Coming out of the church I took both my sult cases and walked as
though I eould not hardly go. And departing from there, coming through
the mags of white men on sald ground, I inguired, ‘How far 18 the colored
sureh from here!' They sald, '"Three miles.' Passing by them To the
corner of a green hedge, the road turned aouthwastwﬂrd; and after leaving
that hedge there was a long sand bed and a spirit told me, 'Tou set your
sult cases down 20 a8 %0 make impression on the sand, appearing you are
worried. Then you take up those sult cases and directly walk stralight
soross the road as though you were going out into The woods to rest. As
goon as you ateps ‘ercost the road, you walk on the green grass downseide
the road, and go in haste. When they come %o the place where you cross-
ed, they will think you are out in the woods resting, but don't stop.
I'11 be with you.' I obeyed, and in The course of an hour I arrived
in sight of a colored Bgptist church on a hill to my right. A short
vhile after I arrived, I sav a young, active white man ooming. Seens
to me he was about eighteen years old. I spoke to the people, sitting
there in thelr midet, and I sald, '"look! See that young white man? I'm
going to clear up my throat, and when he sees me he's gokng to clsar up
my throat, and when he sees me he's going to tumn around.' They sald
to me, "Well Reverend, olear up your throat.' I eleared 1%t up very loud
and he looked up and turmed at once around and went baek.

"I preached that night and the next morning a white preacher
gsald to me, "You went to my church yesterday and we thought you were
a peddler.' I gsald to him, '"These two cases that I have; my clothes and

books are therein. I am a Migsionary Paptist evangelist.' The Lord




ordered me td go to New Orleans and preach in the open air, and 1 obeyed.
For eleven days + preached at the foot of Canal Street.”

The elder continuest "The impression of the Holy Spirit forms
1tself in a wolece just as a person speaking through a trumpet above my
head, very soft and very near. The Lord in his ubiquity 1s always near
and not distant. He fills every place.

"y first impression of the Foly Spirit was at eighteen years. 1

was walking slong the streets in Pensacola, Just returning from my pray-

ing place; a place for breathing my prayer. I make no volee. The

first messege was, 'Go ye into all the world and preach the gospel.’
Vhen my desire is to 4o a certain thing, and I'm in an attitude for pray-

er, + hear the voice."

¥ashington Copy,
6/20/37.
Le H,
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~HX-SER VS-S SOUTHER: .mxl.lﬂf TELLS ABOUT HER PAST.

e — -
e —

Jrom all &ceo 1ta, sunt Cheney Cross must be quite nine ¥ty years
old, “In jew"in B}I/War" ans says, " I had done long paag my,

thirteenth blrtnda,y n-rtouuy, ;,mut Cheney is8 a W reilection

” T
of /ﬁl&vary h aud ﬂ Southern )(amy.

e guay ;rom nigh‘ﬂa.y’ﬁ and Lutomobiles, she lives several
miles from Bvergreen, on & sSmall farm in the piney Wood&, With helr

"baby boy."
Talk with aunt Cheney, M_W—Md that Evergreen's

City Marshall, Mr., Harxy L, Riley, *put ous AG® hope" this old femily

servant Who had "tended"™ to his father, Kr. George Riley: his mother.
"Uisa Nareiss ;™ and "Miss Lifrnible", his sister'p amd™hen she HEL

helped bring his own "chillun™ into the world,

aunt Chemney had promised Mr, Riley that she would came in town on &
certain Saturdsy mormning in May, 1937, and @@ would bring & le tter

from her young "mistesa"” for me to read.

1t was past noon on that particudar Saturday, when she came up
the back steps, a little out of breath, but smiling. "lLawd honey:"®
she sSaid: "_wr {tla pd:l aimler time an 1'8e jess makin mny arrivement
here. ome, I don't wants no dinner, thank ﬂjebi S ame .
jhut makea 19 :.-;-o late here nuw,-I s’cm:rad by liiss Ells | urthutt'si She 'S
my, folks too,you, fnow, an She done made me eat all I kin hole!

gcm? noney, 1 cu nl eat no cabbage. lie an cavdage never 1is set horses

tgygether muech, but I will thank yé& fer th) ice tea.
Eh-.-—
set tling ueraali dowa in & low ghair, she sighedl and began taking

0If her shoes. or}e;,r, you dont mixrl el 1 resses u feets doe s ,,ﬁ'i’
APy white folks is apilin' me he re FWX day! 122 e lookin' fer it
tcf‘mm'xﬁ‘.x(}. an I worlt be gettin!it." Her dDlakk eyes twinkled
0

i1 her shin ld, wrinkled face, a8 @he talked .0n. ‘((O/
"I tole lir. Harry I'se cfmin“ An here I is! 'hot'd L

come? i1 gome on lack an Cnar{;l.e} ,D/ata how! Y™ '@"—.‘; miﬂg!’ lese

UWo boya here, dey brung me." Puahing her feet out J.or inspection,

Sne leaned forward, smiling and pleased. "Desea here foota, ia.’f'i,ﬂ

Maek an' Cherlie. Dey's my whole penmnce fior rziutin Qbout" ";on't o

you Worry nonew Mr, ua.rr:;rﬁ/ha 1} git me back home gr..:r.nat dark come on.¥vV
"Lawd honey, I don't nfant'g/nnow no better folke'n iy. Harry an'

diss Euma! I follﬁr dem good folka cleam up &' mhégﬁ, Sonow} Ye&sum

1 8ho did. At fwt, I tole'm I could "n’.’go urhov:, but dey mll down
N
o\ 7
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CHENEY OROSS
( gontinued )

\ L5
on me 80 hard, look lack I couldnfhep
"1 atayea o 8 saow, %8 0 nonesiox £@

I stayed on up dare at lusf4ld Show, 1;'911 I got @0 homesick gee

my baby bpy, I couldid Stan’ it no moﬁ,m Nov , cose, my baby boy, he

¢ 3 q
waz den Chb £ _tmr,w a boy an a girl, but T& ne, dast boy

is still iastf.mv m..hsf san' I had 'fa come on nome."

Aunt Cheney's 11tt19 oM body Shook With lsughter as &ue leapsd
back am said: ""’es nam ! I aint been home no tlma ex~tall nei ther,
{:pll here come Mr. H /A/acm‘tu .n.‘versrreane/ id his own SelIlj

fea}u.,_wu. I kin see'm nuu Comin up big hard wood rosad, his

haid raired back, a4 smokin a sugsasrette lack i:e‘s a,{fillinarvl
£

Lawd, Lawd i lel” ner lr. Larry neitvier one aint never geuer be
coutan‘l;luab no” wheres but right Sasmm: ner@u.u date de Gawd's trufe!

“ M, LAY Y n*._.u.tqfcone on back here, I never would'er Seed no

penshunfy Dats de Gawd 's tmfa,too@ Nobody here did\ﬂ\ know my
oZgzack age, cause dis w.-..a*nt my originally home. All M dﬂ,«

.,"“L-‘.,C:"
Whut did know close mﬁ my afgep/,oue died out en'I knowa it. So

When Mr. Harry put out ‘um. u.0pe me, I Say® in my hearte'Thauk Gawd!'
,,_{,.H__,.. "1_{“#

il - 1
G I tole Mr. Harzy mﬂ: F any “body in’ world know'd ny age, it

We oy young mistksa, an' I dla n know eggszackly where she at, but
v/

nexr papa ﬁf& Captain Purifire. (Purifoy) Back vonder{ he W& tiak ~(o
LADISTRA of ﬁour town, &n‘ he had all % dem 1uw.in' bookal I figgered
dat my Dll"tﬂ xright would be dowm in one } dem bua . I knowld in
reason dat my mis t,paa still got dem books wid her,’cszuse dey sirdt been
no burnin's dat I done heard chut. I knowgd, too, dat Mr. Hariy wemiUls
go ner fine out where she at. y 0

‘ ”Iﬁ;;ambara Captain Purifire Jjesg§ lack & book! I doe® dat: Now
cose d when he come on in home IImm WY (ha ﬁf_i.d-"';rfz:;xckl:r 1avor
hisedf den, cause wien I seed him comin roun' S house, he look &0
pagged an' prnery, I tuck him f&r ﬁuf,ola Bad Man hisaef! l. tuck out
ber-ind w Smoke acuse, an' when I got a goad look &t him tneu 4
erack, 1t 1ook lack I could recoenize his fsvor, but I couwlal ;:4"{.;.}.1

-
-~

i

4l s name ﬁ!’ save ll.uﬁ- Lawd honeyi LHe's a ﬂlgnt'? All growRkd over &n

bushy! You could ol fe's man 2z beast! I kep' on esolockin'
Whilst he's comin roun corner, an' den I heard him say ¥Cheney;

Jat youtN 1'se so happy-I je i melt dowa.”!

Sa el ’ :
aunt Cheney was really living over nher pasgt. "You see, 118
/{

lagk dis " she 8aid: " My fore parents, dey wg‘bou&m’-. Wy *-iat;gja
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CHENEY CROSS

(coantinued ) e

sl

l 'L W ’
an' my daddy's l;/;tﬁaa t 00, ‘Eh Fields, an my dzddy wun Henyy Fields,
d

AN
Jen de Carters¥ bought frogn, Lary Fields. , VWell, dey mix up an an”

down 12 ok dat, ﬁ‘all nOoW Iy . y oung mistges what use be little Frances
Purifire, ahe's mar: iau’f& Mr . Cunni ngham.

ﬁmﬂ,_f'

'f I ﬁ' brung up right in ouse wid my white folka, Yessum, I
ﬂ.lep on llttla trundler bed wht pushed up under kig bed,
indu.ript vasy. I watm.ad over dem ohidun Jay an Aight: Ip‘-fuﬁﬂeﬁ"’ ”.

e&‘%,an played wul',. “/0ne ? wn 1bies ﬂud‘f& take goats milk,
A eney,

hen she eory, Ly m.ateai 88Y, g0 on an'git ae-:.lt goat.‘ Yes

Lawd! an' dat goat sho did talk sweet 'fo dat buh;ly! Jesdllack it vas WL
)

her OW—I?. She look at it an wag her tail TasSg an sw, “’.u.-u-a-# -a."

DJen she lay down on ﬂ..[' flo'while us holea her feets an’ :at baby Suck
milk. All ﬁi‘ time dat goat bees talkin”’ ﬁ.._':—u-u.— -aﬂl Eell dat baby

20t a#hifled. =

when us chillumn got tuck wid any kind & Sickness %’ieazea. us
tuck azzifizzity an garlit. You know, garlit whut Smell lack onions.

Den We Wore some rowmn' us necks, Dat kep off fim-ana.
ii_ 5"4‘-£ [(fJ._

;
Dese da it look lack sab:n t g_zt don't tase lack dat we cookeﬂ.

back yonder. JQuiMooffee us used hsad be fresh groun' ever dayd
!ue nit co mnce $or bile, I put dese here knees down ou Af-flo Dde fo

fire 41 stir dat cofiee for ﬁ.?/ long_.,eut@ Jen Wy gran m,rum bung
dat pot up on dem pot hooks over dﬁ.‘ fire, an washed 4/ 1ie at an drap 1%
. in® Time she done picky an overlook greens an den 'zinchad.'m in
( )ﬁ:rinz Water, ﬂ;Ymat was bilin*. Den she tf...ﬂe‘&-“ﬂ-*ﬁ‘-ht big pﬁgl; 5}/-
dem iresh turnip greens an a{uuaﬂwn in dat potf) Dey jesy melt down

an' g0 ter -seesmimds. Liad My
(1 - : ‘ I I
Nex' thing I know'd, here come my mistésa, an she say: l‘liow

Cheney, I want8 some pohe breal fer dinner." Dem hick'ry coals in dat
fire place, wad/ all time resdy an' hot! _ﬁ,Thav would'y be no finger

priants lelt/‘u aat pone wham Cheney got Sasoush pattin' it uu;c nei ther.
Setter not! Look lack dem chillun 155(%:1 ld'n git u*?mlt:t &} dat
hard corn bre ad.-@

,, © Plenty t J.a,lcy cookin' went on‘roun' dat fire place, but somehow
Mt}ot licker an' pone bread & long side wid @b# fresh butter milk/Sstirs

l’

/}'ug-/me 'Ty worse'a anything. P .

nAll dis gcnd eatiﬁ 1'se speskin' J“nmut: tuck place mtﬁl‘ Jahkees
raided ua;p 1§ W &eu %00, dat utv mlatni tuck me uohm*& a Spriung
back huse, Down dare it wee a holler tree stump, taller'n pou is,
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CHENEY CROSS(=
(continued
12 de |
she tell me hr c.Lan up ﬁ q" top f; dat nollar tree, den ahe han me A
big heavy bundle, &2ll wropped up en tied tight. Hit sho wae he-uvy.
DJen she say: ’Drap i?_&n,Chenan I dlﬂ‘%‘lﬂﬁ? ﬁaln, whut she's
up to, but dat w,a gilver an' *}avﬁ,’rv she Ty hidin,

F'\"My'l /
H Yes honey! I’members dat ‘;ﬂnkee raid Imek 1£.ck it wpa jes

vistiddy @ I'se settin' dare in &q loom room, &n Mr. Thad Watte!
1il' gal, Louide, She's @tandin' @t th' wini'er, She Say: ¥0Omg-QH!

NANNIR! ju 1uuklO"/D/uwn yonder!' f:iabv} what i@ ;ﬁ?" 1 says.

"

Jenfa deﬂ:y%e/as comiu“GaWd hep ua'* I says, uuibe fo I kin keojh

fg bref place is n.lvvared@ You could 'n’atlrF' up wid a stickk
t8 sounded lack xm.ltterin thunderk Jlenm bemits Stick up Jack dey

Jjess aetnn on de mouf n» dey zuns . Dey swWords hangin on dey sﬂe;

singin' & chune Whilst dey walkj A chicken better not pess by@
he doJ-E off come his hesd!

Il When dey pass on by me, dey put_’,m;h anuch me outter %’akinu
Minere's de men a“?i agy Say , wusmn an shake me up. YWhere's de

e e

arma?¥ Dey Shake me ‘9\611 ? eye ‘nglla looadn up® ¥ihere's de
,zi.ll“ﬁl’-'?~ Lawdi " g/hea drapvpin’ out? Dey did'n give me jtime
t@r ketoh migp bref¥-All dif time, liss lsry jese look m in Bk eye
an say nothi

|
“ Jey tuck dem enfield rifles, half as long as dat door, an buss V"

in© gmoke house wind*er. Dey Jjeeck me up 0£f'n med feet an"ure.g

——

me uy lgdder an say: ¥Git dat meat ohf I kep on
thow’n out AMiss Mary's hams an aa_uiij.dgea 1l dey uoller 370

L come backin' down dat ladder lzck a 8¢ u:rel_f Ao I aint stop beckin
tell I reteh L;iﬂ.n. Mary.

iea Lawd! dem a;_,.aaa loaded uv & waggin fuller meat E.Il tuck < .
whols brrel 3 Takin' datflasses kilt ue chillun! Our

mainest fmseme 0t k\tu :ill‘ lasses candy. Jen us ua;;?g welk ‘raan' it

-

Now dat W2 all voqu, Look lack dem dcﬁ,rera had % Sharpen dey
SWords on eyerthing in sightp m' big erepe Mullen bush by parler
Wind™er H bloomin' Wl pink an' prQtty, an dey jes#' stood dare an'
,:nu.ok 0ff dem blooms lack folksees heads drappin' on ’- growm',

fy*’

11 seed t%' Margunt when he runm his bennit clqp thew ldes Mary's
ne!staat feather bed an' rip it slam open! wid dat, & win' blow#d up
anm’ tuck dem feathers ever' which &€k way i®r Sunday.P Y& could 'nfsee
',i.'.ﬁr v_,Uu'B at. Je Sargunt, he Jedﬁm‘tﬂﬁ his head back an' laugh
it &1l hissef! Den fust thing next, he done suck a feather dowm

lli; Iiin ' T } - ] -~ T im 4 1 . Y
o | P_iplﬂx i.amjﬁoneﬂ Ydet wnlite man sho struszgled! Imx

s
LXK
- -
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CAEBHEY CROSS
( continued )

| .1 |3 . Sy A -, 1
Dem s0+4gels thojld watter in his face! Dey Fhuck'm{“an beat'm(“Yemn roll'm
over, an' all time he's getti.tf limberer an’ bluerergy Jlen dey Jjeok
bim up by his feeta an' stan m on his haid) Den dey pump him up an’
duwnd) Jen dey Shueck'm aell he Epit@ml ne cane tofér

oy did'mCecut no ::.u L}attrusaea an dey did'nte z nothin' mmch
up in o patler, 'cause dats where é",&leutamt an Sargunt alep.

But when dey laf%’#nex' day, #" whole place _ atrewld wid
mtilati on.

v 1'members uall back dare in Jjew*in L&"w;r,‘é/h;}w ever oncet a
month tnf..t come @ 'roun'y é box, 1nn;er'n I i.ii,_uun wider too, W A ¢/
tuck * our 8d<ger boys on ‘battle fields You never seed e _{o
lack id' su\:n&ha u 2t Went in dat box! Wid cske an chicken .ma...

an' pies, an Lavwa ! hutterﬂll rolled up in corn shucks 3: kKeep it

! ! “
@M Everbody iram everwnere;ﬂoma $oc fix dat box an hep pile in

stuff. Den you hear'amsay: VrPoor S@Zkers!® #Put it in here!’
Jen nvaz‘tning look sort@/misty, an' dey haids droop over lack. Den
you 8ee & mother's braaddheuva wid her silént prayer.
,2-1 .
o yasnkees, Dey do all : o thluﬂ-l_g' *E-iVa:.taL'-i.%uey 3

eont mal tyin' grape vines crost road, &% git'om tengled up
an' make fm trip up ar bresak dey own nfcke. Dat bad tood ,e'auﬂa

pox ¥ yankees§ never Bpioicned no better'n ‘%& tz-nvinaa 1eaﬁ10w
down er—amb=ia. ¢ o XS {v«q_.:- e

da *
do ” Direetly atter wi¥ sus ’Lﬁﬁ;{‘. fu Kluxes sho wes bad affer

I & ot r' . WAL e
Long @xbout dem, too, 88611‘1 L&ﬂkéﬂ?‘utﬁ an apairits wessef ridin’

evertn_ing. Dey raidad muatly ‘roun' grabe yard. mx.r& BB noueyf’
I a.—..lut hankerin' after passin’ by no RT&bG'_YdIdB@ Cose, I knows I

g0t o g0 in dare Some da.y, but dey do make me feel louet:o @ an .
Kinder jubua.

"N . :
I 'members one might, way back dare,when I'se walkin down te' Lo

big road wid Bud an' e 8&y: '%an' Did"y you sce me give dat rosd?

dat n&ant done mﬂh me olsanmi'-t-%gr my pl e@: “"ow let me tell you

/o vou aidt never been dat _olost . a hdnt, you Ron't know
0%hin'? I 'low@d he gwine fol;# me homek When I got dare I

Wae ALLd N

SMucKk xmalmri mudedad seeds down on ;“.‘Z flcw When you s;rinkleﬂ‘.p:u

+—
lack ciatga/;e c?'t git oweeesr dat room {éfll he mmsssk done count

averﬂg.,,.a% dem seed,  liell sir, de nex' mawnin' all us could
,
dee wae 1«’*0:{ a éugf oﬁ- jelly layin' dare on de £1o'mongat dem

geeds, Look lsck counted hissef M a ml@
. I
\ after dat mant), 1 muta a hig sifter dnwn-oi—-g dommex You
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CHENEY CROSS
(gontinued)

Cf'\ o a '
Enow hflnts has cau}b ever nole in dat silfter berfo 33'1 can come through.

S0me gplm puts Bible down dare, tro_t CHiXE Den &E'puor spairit
tii resd ever ‘word q ua,t book bexfo he crosses over.

W

' 1 reckon 'bout ﬂ" tarribld*at tning ever nappan E! me wak dat

,fPH-

big lookin' glasq®) De lockin' gless wes all Md out in th' top o mee Uiy
trunk, waitid fer m?wed&in'fda,v. One night I8se standin' by de trunk \

I sced black beffo :;%keyea an' den & screech
Hi

Wid hit wide open.
owl 1lit in my winder an sSgreeeh right in my Ia 1'se ﬁ' gocared 1 8ot

rigm; down in <M middle vﬁ dat lookin' glasafd ] bus¥ in & kSt
i&“ﬁ‘ﬂ pieces! Mammsa thowld up her hans an’ holler? “Git up frum dare,
gald You go*uer have aavﬁ ye sra bad luckP® Shoe dat hootin' owl eaNay
begfo' you dles in yowtrackap Den I swoona offf I feela dem hents g
glttln_,.re ady +ot ride me clewn down in grabe® Bout den owweds kep ! % ‘
ba.y ‘$9s me, over &n over: Aodow dem tiauea 100;:111 glaSd in runnin’

exp?! Den hit 8ay: ¥Burn -n“ﬁumy"a ole ghoe an' de scresch owl
le aveg ¥ ATTS dat J:it mi ne #‘at reaf @

'/ So0n &8 my u'add.y neurﬁm firin off far &' c;:urﬂfnIl aer, he put out
ier %‘Dl_ﬂtutlon where he fust oeggong. *5595 le £ e uld my misteps at

rfine ilat, but “tw 't long y\ell ne QGome baok H$ew git me an' garry me home

Wid him., I hate leave my ls.li-.a't.ﬂﬂ anl she uld!;Euimt W port IrQm

me . She say:"Btay here wid me, an'I'll zive ,vau & 8Schoel le nixé'r:

ohe 8ay @@ Caplain Purifire: fiou g0 buy my 1iN* nigger a book, Git

one ¢ dem Blne Bagk liebaters,¥ Bhe say, As0 I kin eddi cate her W& snall g
Den my daddy sSay: YHer mamma tole me not t© come home wid out her an’ahe

has t€@Q go wid me!

/1 1 never will fergit ridin’' b nind my dsady on 4dat mule 3 way in =’
u.:.;.ut@ Us lef# in 8jich a jurry d.'zf'gxt none ny cloze hardly,
an'l aint seed my mistass fram dat d.tﬁ, & dis!

ok
1% Waa Dback in 1935 that lrsk Taylor, lielfare Director of Comecuh county, &=
baa sent Ior Aaunt Cheney, and had read the following letter to her, wWhich
made 1t possible to zget the pension:
. r Fum&H. al&- 40V, --:9. 1935-
' e .Lq- dlle?‘
"_;ve- green, 4Alsa.

besr 9ir: \
fhe Fields negroes belonged to the Carter families of Pine Flat,
Butler county, who owned extensive lands on Cedar Creek in Wilcox Coa.n;,f.

M ;anrv Flelds belonged to my mother, lirs. Haney Carter Purifoy.
£28 Was Cheney's father., Cheney was grown or very rnearly grown, when I was
&n infsnt, and I have passed my 66th birthday.

" George Fields, Chenev's uanneujum nu.n:; of his uauceuﬁgut&. still

live on our Cedar “reek lsznis. Al8o 8ome of! m’.l Fields' sons and

grandehildren., S0 Cheney can't be under 756 years of age.

o/ ’ . = . .
L10Pe Thnis information suff iciant to help our dear o0ld friend.

deé Were alweys 8o fond of Chenay. Ver,,f truly youra,
éﬁ‘infp) Frances Pul.lFﬂLr cvﬂﬂf”fkam .




Pro jeet=3014
lilay=-1937

CHENEY CROSS
(cantinued )

after resding this latter to aunt Cheney, lirs. Taylor gave it to
3

t0 keep for her very own.

Whet a picture aunt Cheney had madek Sitting with bowed head,
>
the early morning sSun streamning acrosSs her face and down on the letter
8he held in her hsnd.
Tears glistensd and fell Ifrom her womn cheeks a8 she tenderly
held the almest sacred page before her eye&. Upside down? Yes, but
wWhat matteredw This was Irom her youné*ﬂintﬁﬁajf and uerwﬂ;a;haﬁ“

had not forgotten!

annie ;aerbaan* P ——
Y|

L‘ -




Pettersen Marzoni
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5
"His Fokes" lmtsll.am]:mr

The sight of Negroes beside the highwa s nothing new to the
traveler, who was driving leisurely through the Sotsh. There was some-
thing different about this one, however, whose age gave him a shuffling

gait as he paced carefully in front of a neat cabin on the outskirts

of Ertrgr.en(To;r¥5JL- It was almost surrounded by the white tombstones
and markers in the adjoining cemetery,
The traveler stopped thie car, when the old man halted and faced

the cabin, holding his hands in front of him, apparently s;wf}ing something,
He faced about, hands still before him, when he saw the c;gﬁhﬂu lifted
his hand to the ragged brim of his hat,
“"Egenin’®, suh, IM he said as he approached, §he
casy”-~and, ma'am,” he added hastily as he saw the other occupant,
"Howdy, uncle,”™ they both greetédd him,
"Y*all must be from a long wayﬁj" the ancient pointed to the
license tag on the car, which idontirieqxﬁs not from Alabama,
"We are. Is t‘.hat Faxm your house?"
"Nawsuh, !Illin.Buck's place."
"Buck?"
"Yessuh, You don' know Buck? Ef'n you'd waited twell nex*
year there'd been a stone tellin' all about 'im."

"You mean a tombstone?"™

"No'm, I means a mon&mant right heah 'lonside de road, His

fokes is getting ready to put it up and I wuz Jes® sorta figgerin' a
good place for it when you driv up.”

The travelers lookedﬁt the cabin. They thought of what
a monument woudd cost with an inseription.

"You mean his family is gotng to buy an expensive monument

and Puy it 3@ here along the highway2"

iy (ST




"His fambly?" there was a certain tinge of scorn in the old Negro's
) R
astonished tone, "Shucks, nawsuh., I mean his white fokes, éﬂquality

heak in Evergreen. 0ld Buck maybe was done teﬁgfd in de haid, but he
wuz quality and his fokes done remember and $¥ gonna put a stone hesmh

A
.
so everbody will know *bout him.

"Buck was my ha'f brother,"™ there was pride in this annbuncement, and
the 0ld man drew himself erect with the thought of his relative of quality.

L
"Two of “iwe Tines' gemmun in Evergreem done sing at his funeral with

two niggers. It sho' was pretty."” The ancient shook his head feor emphasis,
"We've found the real South, Jim," came a whisper in the ear of the
traveler, "Let's hear some more.," The driver nodded.-

"That's finme, uncle,” he smiled at the old man, "Do you think we

could see the cabin?" | \
ST -»-—vq
"Yessuh, yessuhl¥ a bow and a psemd smile, "I'se proud te show you.,"
The car was pulled up clear of the highway.x®& The travelers

debarked and accompanied the o0ld man up the walk to the front of the cabin,
&the of Buck.
wondering how to get i story/ They need not have worried,

"This heah,"” the beaming Negro swung his hand about,"was give to
Buck by his fokes, All them ladies in the Gyarden Club fix it so the white
gemmun, Mr, Cal and Mr, Walter and Mr, Mack and Mr, Charlie and a hunderd
or so others could give ‘em the money to build the cabin, Buck's place dome
burn down heah six-seven years ago. Dat's when he went to live with Aunt
Kitty." Ths old memr Ddroke into a chc‘kle. |

i
..A}t.«du ‘-

"And was dey gnltlic en den' He laughed out loud.

The tiny cabin had been inspected and the traveler and his wife

had seated themselves on the stoop.
?

"No'm,thank you, I sorta talks better when I'se standingF“ the
ancient answered an invitation to sit, "But I guess you orta know about

Buck,” he replied to the request for his story.




"Most of his fokes called him Phil," th le began."Some of ‘'em
and all of us called him Buck., His mame was Phil Samuel and nobody rightly
knows how ole he wuz, I figgers he was 112, but sohe sa!She wuz only 90

and some says more'n I do. Anyhow Wmgaex Buck'd been heah & mighty long

Je
time., And he weren't no Afgcan nigger.

"Ma'am? Oh, we called dem what wuz born in Afuca and brung over
7

right to the fields Afucans, Us as was born heah wuz diffrent, It wuz

a Afucan what made Buck like he wuz. Khout a hunderd years or so ago

when Buck waéjust a "shirt-tail nigger' he wuz all time ateasin' people,

MY "Ma'am? I dunno, “cepten it wuz boys about 15«16 went aroun?'
with their shirt tails hangin' out." The decep, happy chuckle bdroke out
again."Boys jes natcherly do it. Ain't you got-@llx ne boys'bout that
old?"

"Well, ma'am, you wait and see’twell they get that big. Don't

make no difference how you talk or how you do, they Jes matcherly gonna

&
".__.J'._C..f’

let shirt tails hang out.”™ He laughed again and took up his sgips
storye. _

"Dis heah Buck he laughin' and playin' so much at his work he
ain’'t got time to tuck in his shirt tail, but he done * pick wrong whem
he pick on Afucan Fete, That Afucan jest up and natcherly bus' him;h ONE.
haid with a hoe,

"Buck ain't able to play 'roun®' for a good while after that and
he never wuz the same, I guess that hoe ssmb-musta done somepinhtn his
brain, Some fckes said he wauz crazy from then on, but Buck never wuz crazy.
fe wuzn't like other fokes, but he kmew more'n anybody ever give him
credick for. Be ain't never forget nothi&!

U rertter e R I T T TN Y X T Y SRR T T e N

"I don' rightly know whether Buck fit in the war or not, After

he ‘s free he do get this heah place. It wuzn't no graveyard then, but
? B
fokes kep' on dyin' and they had to bury m, so de graves jes nmatcherly




kep' on crowdin® him like you see, But that din't worry Buck none, He
had sperrits of his own what he talked to all de time. Rey musta told him

plenty of Jokes ‘cause he wuz always achucklin' or a.cluckin® when he walk
along. Bobody was *fraid of his talk.ﬁit wuz his bizness,

"Nawsuh, Buck didn't have mo regler job, but that twarn't T'case
fclks was scalirt of him. He Jeaididn't like to be tied down I guess, ¥
Afore he got too ole he used to do mos* of the woodchoppin' RumEmEReEER--
at de bigges8® houses In town,

"He useter work night;.timea, specially in the time of the moon,
Buck he 1liked the moon. He ain't never sunmed his close. He jes used te
hang "em out in the moonlight. Not that he had much clese, rightly they

wuz mostly rags, bit he kep' 'em clean.

"Come a bright night, guestes at " the big houses "romn' heah
useter to think they was hearing ghostesfl when Buck was out doing his
choppin', They®d hear sokebody walking by under the winders whispering'
and achucklin® like sperrits and they useter pull thg*pedcloae up over
they heids and shake, I guess," S5

’Thu 0ld Negre stopped to laugh. 1.

"When he got sort of ole for woodchoppin'the jes projiek "roun®
at de stores downtown cleanin' up some and fotchin' and carryin® for the

boss men. Mos' in genrilly it wuz for Mr. Dey who runs the big jewelry

store, Buck sorta took to Mr, Dey like he glong to him. He always swep'

n

up the store amd run his errands.

"One night Mr, Dey's on his way home and he heard somebody
callin® him like he wanted him powerful bad, It was Buck. He say: 'Don't
look yit, Mr. Dey, Wait twell I tell you, Just keep gx agoin' but don't

look,"* By?;by Buck say: 'Step! Stop right whar you is, Mr, Dey., Now} Look}

Look fum whar you is and you see it clar,' Mr, Deyg he look and dere wuzn't
v Aang -

nothing but the moon, but he could see it cl'agﬁand he says he wuz lucky
like Buck meant he should.




"Buck he naver was pplty but he could say things to his white fokes
and they'd think it wuz funny. Like one time a lady ask Buck would he
eat his Chrismus dinner in her kitchen, Buck he say: *Is you gonma have
turkey?' And the lady she say: 'No, Buck, but we gonma have a mighty good
dinner with plenty of fixin®*s.' But Buck he say: "If you ain't got

turkey den please don't look for me, ma‘am,®

3
"Yessuh that Buck was a sight., If he warn't ouite right im his min’,

he could recellec® better'n aé&ndy you ever saw in your born days. He
KA aniredes > e
" %mew everbody what wuz born in Evergreen ffr a hunderd years and he never

rorgita ‘em., One time a whits gemmun come home after he been away a long
time an' Buck say 'Howdydo, Mr, Sam®' when he seen him with his young
lady, and Mr, Sam say to his young lady, *Well, you and Buck *members me
anyhow,* She ac' like she mad at him for misnamin' her with Buck, but

M)

she jest larf, . -

[ ! i i

"Buck never kmew AMESNENE ‘bout money., He ain't never paid =mpm

taxes on his house. Somebody always did and he ain't mever worried about

’
eating. Somebody always dome feed him,

"That time I'm tellin® you 'bout Aunt Kitty happen six-seven years

ago, when his houss burn dpwn, They don't rix it up right awny; so they
TN O A

send him 'roum' for Aumt Kitty to boarﬂ him, l.-ffgits along all right
Aot

for three g four years, even effen lhlw eurgigfies a lot. Dey done bus'

/ |I

up "tirely one day whem Buck caught him a mess of fish and fotch "em home

for Aunt Kitty te fry ‘em up.
"Buck he tell her they ain't "nuff fat in the pan amd Aunt Kitty

suylfain'+ no nigger can tell her how to cook fish and Buck say he can, It
0L Wl Jar
all end up when Aunt Kitty bus® him in m haid H-“ fryin' pen,

_,t‘.‘ I S—

'Coso he couldn't live _ no longar, se Mr, 1?“ Riley rix
f -3

-".l"'p..l-" -

him up a pallet in ’ﬂ shed in back of his steore. u when tihs Gyarﬂen

Club ladies donme arrange for his house,"




The old men pauaed'%o bend an admiring gaze upon Buck's home, built
by !hfﬂ}okes.“

"Buck he took up livin' heah like he ain't been away," the story
teller took up the thread. "He wuz mighty ole but he kep' right on workin®
like he was a projickin®' boy or samapiﬂt Eve;body useta to look feor
Buek and erfan hs wuzn't ‘*roun' they miss him, "case he been in Evergreen
since i*m s&ch a place, g

"Long time ago Mr. George Farnham, one &pe outsingsst white gemmun
heah, he tole Buck that he would reques' the privilige of singin' at
Buck's funeral. Buck was mighty proud and said, 'yessuh, please suh do that,

r ] e

Mr., CGeorge. 1
"So when Buck he died right atta Christmas(1936) and the time of
the funeral come Mr. George Farmham and Mr, Jesse Lee Johmstom, another
white gemmmun, got up amd sing with two of us fokes,It sur= was pretty.”
The 0ld man stared off into the fading light of the afternoon,
"I bet ole Buck e was mighty proud end haughty Fith them angels
when he heard Mr, George and Mr, Jecsse Lee 3imgk stand in; right up and
singing out loud in our chIth with about a hunderd gthe; white fokes

v\ ey ¢ | 3
listening to fYem and to *‘ prayin® and ﬁt sermon.‘_hat fine "everum Mr,
o ¥

WA LG

ata, 1iq preaches down @t titJiﬁite Methodist Church, he said a mighty

strong prayer for Buck, \ﬁ Ao/l

"Yassubh, I bet ole DBuck :::'proud, goint* 'roun' up, awhi perin’
and achucklin' «ftX heself. I dbet he come plum® near to bustin® when he
heard tell about that monimemt they gonna put up heah for him.,"

The story was done, The traveler reached in his pocket.

"Nawsuh, I can't rightly take no money," the old Negre refused

the bill held out to him. "I ain't done nothin' ceppen take up your good

time atalkin',"”
!

"Well then do you think your Garden Club ladies would use it

to help pay for the marker?” he was asked,




"They wouldn't think us rude trying to help?" the traveler's com=-

panion asked,

'am,” the ancient assured her. "Them ladies ¥ knowSthat

"No, ma
bra Sh. -

The pair drove off, the old Negro waving to them with the bill

{n his hand, bis battered hat in the other,

"That," said a quiet voice in the driver's ear, "seems to be some

sort of answer to the race problem,"”




Alabama

i
thyough, Some folks puts de Bible down dere, too. Den de poor

spairit has to read ever' word of dat book befo' he crosses over,
"I reckon 'bout de terriblest thing everﬂf;;ppen to me was
\
dat bilg 1cctinifélass. De lookin' glass was all lald out in wwe e
top of my trunk, waltin' for my weddin' day. One night I'se standin'
by de trunk wid hit wide onen. I seed somepin black befo! my eyes
an' den a scre my winder an' screech right in my face,
I'se so scared ght down in de middle of dat lookin' glass,
Hit bus! in a n plece Mamma th'owed up her han's an' holler,
from dere, gal. You gonéhthVQ seven years of bad luck,
dat hootin! owl away befo! you dles in your tracks,! Den 1
I feels dem ha'nts gittin' ready to ride me clean down
'Bout den somepin kep' sayin' to me, over an' over:
'Th'ow dem plece: Kelo): glass in runnin' water.,' Den hit say:
'Burn your mammy's she de screech owl leave,' Atter I
does dat my min' was at res'!,
"Soon as my daddy hear 'em firin' off for de Surrender, he put
re he fust belong, He lef'! me wid my mis-

;|

'twan't long twell he come back to git me

lm. I hate to leave my miﬁfiﬂigf;n' she

didn't want to part om 0 he sa) \ wid me, an'! I'll
glve you a school lernin She say to Captain Purifire: 'You go
buy my 11i'l nigger a book, Git one of dem Blue Back Websters,'
she say, 'so I kin eddicate her to spell,' Den my daddy

mma tole me come home widout her an' she has to go wid me.,°

"I never will fer; ridin my dadd ! mule way in

de night, Us
hardly, an' I
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