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FOREWORD

If gauged by the hosts of friends who recognize me,

and the high esteem and kindly consideration manifested

for me by my fellow citizens, of all classes and station*

in life, then I feel that, I have not "strutted and fretted"

my hour of life in vain.

From this point of view, I have written the following

story of my life, for two principal reasons'. First, be-

cause I, alone, can certify to the truthfulness of all the

statements—to the minutest details; and secondly, for

the reason that, I have been well nigh importuned, by

many of my personal acquaintances to write it; and be-

cause I am hoping and praying that, by the reading of it,

a stimulus and inspiration may be imparted to ambitious

—struggling youths of both races—especially the colored

race, to put forth renewed efforts for success,

I, myself, by the reading of the auto-biographies of

such colored men as Frederick Douglass and Booker T.

Washington, have derived great encouragement, which

has, persistently, sustained me in my life efforts along

that "road so narrow where one but goes abreast/'

I desire, herein, to place before the colored youth, of

my class, another concrete proof of the fact that, even in

the United States, where the handicap of color and for-

mer restrictions are so much in evidence, ambition, united

with initiative and reasonable endeavor, will surely win

success, along some worthy, honorable line.

In the preparation of the type-written copy of this

narrative, I have been placed under lasting obligations to

Miss Harriet J. Willis—competent and popular court

stenographer, and attorney and counsellor at law; who
has, gi-atuitously and beautifully, prepared the same.

JOHN P. GREEN.
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CHAPTER I.

ORIGIN OF THE FAMILY GREEN—"THE SHORT AND
SIMPLE ANNALS OF THE POOR."

John p. Green, the subject of this sketch, was bom
in the old town of Newberne, North CaroHna, on the sec-

ond day of April, 1845. His parents were John R. Green

and Temperance Green, both of whom w^ere free colored

people of mixed blood, and highly respected by the peop*e

of both races in that community.

John R. Green, the father, w'as the reputed son of

John Stanley (spelled by him, Stanly) of North Carolina,

who was the son of John Wright Stanley, of the same
place, and who, during our Revolutionary War, for a long

period of time, maintained a fleet of fourteen privateers,

in the vicinity of the West India Islands, which preyed

upon British Commerce, quite successfully, until, being

attacked in its West Indian harbor of refuge, by a portion

of the British Navy, it was thoroughly destroyed, and

Stanley betook himself to commerce and merchandise, m
the old North Carolina town, at that time, the capital cf

the state.

This is the same John Wright Stanley upon whose
head, with that of William Gaston,—a great Revolution-

ary patriot of the same state and community,—was
placed a premium, by the British military authorities,



during that war, and who, in the darkest days of the

War of Independence, loaned General Nathaniel Greene

the sum of forty thousand pounds, which' I may say,

was never repaid to him, and when we consider the

scarcity of money at that time, and that forty thousand

pounds was as valuable then, as two hundred thousand

pounds is now, we can form a correct estimate of the pa-

tiiotism of that "Son of the Revolution."

It may interest the reader, in passing, to know that,

Gaston was murdered, by British spies, for the bounty

which was offered for his head; but Stanley lived to see

the end of the war and enjoy the blessings of Liberty, for

many years, under our glorious Stars and Stripes.

John Stanley, my reputed grand-father, was widely

noted for his legal lore and successful practice at the Bar

of North Carolina. It was said of him that, he "never lost

a case," but. as to the truthfulness of this statement, I

am somewhat incredulous; unless it be a fact that, he

had very few cases, or that, he was so uniformly success-

ful in practice that, it became a proverb, that, he lost no

cases.

That he was a great orator, politician and states-

man, was well known,—he was, for seven consecutive

sessions of the North Carolina House of Representatives,

Speaker of the House, was in Congress once, and fol-

lowed and sustained that great party of which Henry

Clay was the famous leader, known as the Whig party,

and stood for ''America for Americans," and the protec-

tion of American industries.

This John Stanley, in the early part of the last cen-

tury became involved in a quarrel with Governor Richard

Dobbs Speight, of North Carolina, one of the original

signers of our National Constitution, and, accepting a

challenge sent to him by Governor Speight, they fought

a duel, in which the Governor was killed. This was a so-

cial and political calamity in the "Old North State," for a



long time deplored, and did much to bring into hatred,

scorn and contempt, a system of so-called "honor," which

was finally outlawed, under a heavy penalty.

Herein, peculiarly enough, lies the explanation of this

writer's name being John Green, rather than John

Stanley.

My father's mother, Sarah Rice, a woman of African

descent, had, for years, been a "good and faithful maid

servant" in the home of the unfortunate Governor

Speight, and had exercised over the little girls and maid-

ens of that august southern family almost maternal care.

A condition of affairs which, I suspect, few persons, in

the North, East and West, can adequately conceive of,

unless they lived in the South, during the slavery era,

and became familiar with it, so close was the association

between the Negro and mulatto nurses and their little

wards, that, even down to the present day, we often hear

the scions of old southern families and some of the elderly

ladies, from the same section, refer to their "Old Black

Mammies," with accents of love and affection. Such was

the love and affection for Sarah Rice, on the part of the

Speight family, that, they "set her free," manumitted

—

emancipated her,—giving her, at the same time, the sum
of two hundred dollars, as required by the law of the

State, at that time.

Previous to this important event in the life of this

favored nurse, she had been delivered of a wee boy baby,

whom she had named for herself only,—Johnnie Rice,

not daring to disclose his true paternity ; but, subsequent-

ly, having attained her freedom, she called him Johnnie

Green, for a little boy whom she had nursed ; for, Johnnie,

having been born when his mother was still in the bonds

of slavery, followed his mother's slave condition ; and, not

having been manumitted with her, he was still the slave

of the Speight estate ; and to let it be known that he was

the "natural" son of John Stanley, the fatal ball from

3



whose pistol had killed the Governor, would, in all proba-

bility, have sealed his fate, adversely.

So, Johnnie Green became, in later days, John R.

(Rice) Green; and this writer, his son, has flaunted the

green flag, as John P. (Patterson) Green, ever since.

Sometimes, really, ''fact is stranger than fiction."

Having stated it as matter of fact that, my father,

John R. Green, was the reputed son of John Stanley, a

"son of the Revolution," the skeptical may demand the

proof of this fact ; if so, I submit the following data

:

a—Sarah Rice, John R. Green's mother, declared
that Stanley was his father;

b—John Stanley, on his "dying" bed, sent for my
father and to him in person, acknowledged his

paternity, giving him at the same time, a steel

engraved likeness of himself,—which we still

have, in our family

;

c—My father, it was generally conceded, bore a
more striking resemblance to Stanley, than
any other of his sons,—except that, he was a
shade darker.

d—It was common rumor, in that community,
that, Stanley was his lather.

To the best of my knowledge, the most illustrious son

of my grandfather John Stanley, was the Honorable Ed-

ward Stanley, M. C., who was leader of the Whig party,

in Congress, in the "Forties."

This gentleman and scholar was, later on, the first

nominee of the Republican party for governor of Califor-

nia; and afterwards, during the reconstruction period,

subsequent to our Civil War, was appointed by President

Andrew Johnson "provisional governor" of North

Carolina.

I have gone into this matter somewhat minutely, be-

cause I am proud of the fact that I can trace my descent

from a family so distinguished, in both "camp and state;"

and, also, because it furnishes to the student of society

and social standards, in these United States, a concrete



example of how "fearfully and wonderfully" a large per-

centage of the colored people here are made.

I shall end any further consideration of the Stanley

family, by submitting the following epitaph, from the pen

of the late William Gaston, of North Carolina, who was
the son of that William Gaston, the friend and associate

of John Wright Stanley, who died a martyr in the cause

of American liberty. This William Gaston, who wrote

the epitaph, was noted in his day,—and down to the pres-

ent, as having been one of nature's noblemen and the

greatset Chief Justice and jurist his state ever produced.

He was, from the first, John Stanley's close personal

friend (both at the Bar and in the political arena), and
well knew whereof he spoke.

The following is the epitaph: "John Stanley, eldest

son of John Wright-Stanley and Ann, his wife, born

1774, died August 2d, 1833. Few persons in any com-

munity have occupied a more prominent station; few

have exercised a more powerful influence than this dis-

tinguished individual for many years held and exercised

in our town and throughout our state. Long in the af-

fectionate and grateful remembrance, of all, will live his

genius, his learning, his courtesy, his eloquence, his vir-

tues, his personal characteristics and his pubHc serv-

ices." GASTON.

My mother, Mrs. Temperance Durden Green, was a

quadroon, by blood, and was a direct descendent, on

both her father's and her mother's side, from those

Scottish and Yorkshire Englishmen w^ho followed the

flag and fortunes of the last "Pretender,"—descendant of

the unfortunate James II, of England, in 1745 ; and after

having met disastrous defeat, at Derby, almost at the

gates of London, were expatriated and in large numbers,

found asylum in North Carolina,—notably, in the coun-

ties of Cumberland and Sampson, where, by thrift and



economy, they left a numerous and wealthy progeny, as

may be seen by tourists and others today.

In the latter part of the eighteenth century, 1792,

to be specific, there resided near the town of Clinton, in

Sampson county. North Carolina,—about thirty miles

from the city (then town) of Fayettsville, in the same

state, a family, containing two beautiful daughters, of

which a man, Chesnut (or Chestnutt) by name, was

the head. This pater famihas was a well-to-do farmer;

and, with his wife and daughters, was known and re-

spected, far and wide, by persons of his class ; moreover,

since his daughters were young and comely, they were,

frequently favored by the calls of young gentlemen, in the

vicinage, who, socially and financially, deemed themselves

their superiors.

In the course of time, the young ladies became great-

ly enamored of two of these young men; but, since they

did not hasten to make to them proposals of marriage,

they had recourse to the advice and services of a

*iikely" young colored man (the slave of their father),

who advised them, in the premises, with the result

that, ere long, each became the mother of a little

colored girl; one of these baby girls was named Obedi-

ence, which was transformed to "Bede;" this one was
my grand-mother, born in the same year as my father,

1793 ; the child of the other girl, sister of this first moth-
er, was name Alice, but, invariably, as long as she lived,

called "A-lice."

A glance will suggest that these two babies, being

the offspring of one father by two sisters, were, at once,

sisters and cousins!! This condition during the woman-
hood of these two colored girls was doubly compUcated,
when each girl presented to two white brothers, severally,

a child, one of whom was my mother.

If the foregoing is proof of a low moral status

amongst both white and colored persons in that portion
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of these United States, at that time, place the odium

where it belongs, not at door of the poor slaves; Hor

should we forget that, as far back as the time of Homer,
when bondsmen were of every nationality and race, it

became a maxim that,

"Jove made it certain that, whatever day
"

Makes man a slave, takes half his woilh i.way."

Moreover, it seems to be a natural inclinatiicii governing

dominant and oppressing men, to take unjust advantages

of unprotected females and others; as,—witness the Ro-

mans, under Romulus, taking, by force, the Sabine vir-

gins and carrying them into captivity ; and a more recent

proof of my contention may be found in the conduct *of

the German warriors and the "Reds" of Russia, who have

disregarded every sacred right of conjugal, maternal and
virginal purity; under such conditions those damnat)le

doctrines,
—

''Might makes right," and, ''To the victoi*

belong! the spoils," are an unspeakable cuiEe.

It may interest the reader to know that, both those

colored girls lived to a ''ripe old age." Bede, my grand-

mother, lived to be nearly ninety-seven years of a^e,

and, had she not yielded to dread pneumonia, she would,

probably, have rounded out a century; Alice v^as alntost

ninety years of age, when she died. Both :eft behind
them a numerous projeny, thus proving the fallacy \of

that "scientific" dogma—that Mulattoes c^iwnct reproduce
their species; for both were mulattoes,—having \^ite
mothers and a Negro father.

"Granny Bede," was, in her youth and yoiwig woman-
hood, a very strong and active woman, as the two anec-

dotes which follow, concerning her, will abundajptly

ptove.

When she was between eighteen and t^.venly yeafS of

age, she had, to some extent, the care of the cows and
other cattle belonging to the farm on which she Ivas

reared. On one occasion, it became necessary to pit a
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)ope around the horns of a powerful steer, which was
cotifined in the pen; but, this being at a time remotely

atiterior to the herding of cattle on our w^estern prairies,

aad skillful lassoing of the same by our doughty "cow-

boys," the men failed of success, and, after repeated ef-

forts and failures, appealed to "Bode," their keeper.

^'Here's Bede," they said; "they know her; let her try."

No sooner said than done; for, in a ''jiffy," she

Vi'.tilted over the fence of the pen, and, noose in hand,

dauntlessiy, approached—confronted, the steer. Lower-

ing his head, the beast rushed at her! In this supreme

ri' oment, ''Granny" did not scream and faint, but, grasp-

ing- his horns, she held his nose to the ground until re-

lieved; when, she triumphantly climbed back over the

femce, the cynosure of all eyes, the heroine of the mo-

ment, and even down to the present day, in the estima-

t'on of this writer, and others.

The other incident follows: In 1872, when she was in

the seventy-ninth year of her age, I visited her on a

farm in the suburbs of Bennettsville, Marlborough

County, South Carolina. The little cabin in which she

then resided, was on the roadside, at the edge of a fifty-

.acre cottonfield, and, it becoming necessary to call one

of the ''hands" to his dinner, she did not ring a bell or

:f>3riiid a horn, but with a stentorian voice, called "Lewis!

0, Lewis!!" I can hear her to this day. "Come to din-

ner!" Needless to say, Lewis heard the gladsome sum-

mons, and, dropping his hoe in his tracks, ran, as the

^'^row flies" to that refreshment which his manly labor

e ititled him to, and which made a mere dish of "corned

heef-and," more palatable to him, than any nectar brewed

bv^a fabled god,

IMy dear mother was a born Spartan, with not the

slightest suspicion of African blood traceable in features

0' complexion, with brown eyes, auburn hair, high cheek

l^-kftes, high forehead, straight nose and thin-compressed
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lips, she was a study for everyone who was introduced to

her, as a colored woman; and yet, she married a colored

oian, not disowning her descent, and, to her death, in

her eighty-first year of age, she commingled with her

colored friends.

Some conception of my mother's energy and deter-

mined spirit may be gained from the fact that, when she

was alx>ut twenty years of age, she walked from Clinton,

Sampson County, N. C, to Fayettsville, N. C, in less

than one day, arriving in Fayettsville in a foundered con-

dition, carrying her shoes in her hand.

When she arrived in Cleveland, she had occasion to

transact some business with Mr. Blair, who owned the

extensive real estate on the south side of Prospect street,

just east of Thirtieth street. Mr. Blair said to her: "Of
what nationality are you?" Mother answered, "I am a

colored woman." "Well," replied Mr. Blair, "I wouldn't

tell it!"

Mother could wash and iron, cook, make any article

of wearing apparel, for either man or woman,—from a

shiii: to a "Prince Albert" coat ; in addition to all this, she

had been taught and thoroughly understood how to

"card" wool or cotton, spin with the wheel and weave
at the loom. She could gather the cotton from the stalk

in the field, and with her own hands, without assistance,

card, spin, weave and manufacture it into a suit of

clothes. She could even knit the stockings of the family.

The first kite ever flown by me was attached to a ball of

twine which my mother had manufactured for me out

of the "raw" cotton.

When, she, a comely lass of twenty-four summers,
married my father in 1837, he took her to a beautiful

home, which was still standing in 1897, when I last visited

"Old Newbem Town," and was in use as a parsonage for

the Presbyterian pastor and his family.

The interior decorations of this house, by the carpen-



tei% in the "thirties" cost in cash eighteen hundred dol-

lars, an amount which would purchase then what five

thousand dollars would to-day.

Having given a survey of the Stanley family and

others of his ancestors, I will now proceed to give an

outline of my father's brief but useful and remarkable

life; and here and now, I dare assert, that, taking into

consideration the time and place of his birth, his en-

slaved condition, his absolute handicap in the way of ob-

taining even the rudiments of an education, his was one

of the most remarkable careers that stand attested, by

any other colored man, of his age and generation.

It is a peculiar and interesting fact, which I may
mention, in passing, that my father and I, together,

have lived in portions of three centuries—the eighteenth,

the nineteenth and the twentieth centuries : Father was

born, as I have said, in the year 1793 ; he lived until No-

vember, 1850 ; while this writer having been born in 1845,

in the 19th century, is still living, in the 20th century.

In addition to the foregoing, it may be noted, that, we
each, have lived in two centuries; my father in the 18th

and 19th century, and this writer in the 19th and 20th

centuries.

My father, having been born of a slave mother—be-

fore she was maumitted, his estate followed that of his

unfortunate mother,—he was a slave! Ye gods! fancy

the son of a Stanley in slavery ! yet, stranger conditions

than this have existed in the southern states of this

country—the "natural" colored sons and daugiiters of

many slave masters have been openly sold, on the auc-

tion block, and the proceeds of those sales have gone to

line the pockets of their un-natural parents ! !

!

Little "Johnnie Green" was of such small and deli-

cate frame, even up to the time when he entered his

"teens," that, it was somewhat of a problem, what dispo-

sition should be made of him,—a laborious occupation for
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him was "out of the question ;" and as for a professional

career, that was not to be thought of.

Finally, it was determined to apprentice him to a

tailor; and the resolution was no sooner adopted than

executed. At the age of thirteen, in 1806, when, by rea-

son of diminutive size, he was dubbed "Jack, the weazel,"

he first crossed his legs, on the "board" and commenced
a career, which continued for forty-three years, when
death ended it.

Father related many instances of shameful treatment

of him by some of the apprentice boys during his appren-

ticeship, who frequently "picked" on him ; but to his last

day he spoke in terms of superlative gratitude of the

protection often extended to him by a Frenchman, Du-
rand by name, whose memory I laud and magnify, to this

day—who can tell the limitation of

"Little deeds of kindness, little words of love?"

He also, often spoke of his meager supply of food, when
old Aunt Hannah, his care-taker, would, at times, pre-

pare and sei^e him "Cush," a dish which I suspect few
of the present generation know anything about. Having
been served with the same dish in my childhood, I hereby

submit the recipe for making that inexpensive and pal-

atable dish : Take crusts and crumbs of cold cornbi-ead

;

moisten them moderately, put them into a "spider," (fry-

ing-pan) containing a modicum of hot grease,—and let

them fiy, until all are nicely browned; then, Voila! a

dish for a hungry boy. We think we are experiencing

"hard times" in our day; and we are, in many instances;

but, what will you say when I avow to you that, the mis-

tress of his salve cousin, Maria, often, before sending her

out into the street to perform an errand, would grease her

lips in token of the fact (?) that, she had been eating

meat!
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Father, considering his direct lineal descent, was in

reason,—necessarily, an apt pupil; and, in the course of

a year or two, he began to earn money, by doing extra

work, during his spare hours, and by occupying some of

the hours allotted to him for sleep, in this way.

At the age of twenty-one, when his apprenticeship

was ended, he was the pi'oud possessor of one thousand

dollars, which he ultimately used in buying his freedom;

for, he related that, after he had married a free wife, he

could no longer endure the yoke of slavery.

When he attained his liberty, he had already

learned to read and write. In fact, he had, to some ex-

tent, mastered the three R's.

No school door swung open, or even ajar for him; he

learned the alphabet in some mysterious way, for it was

a crime to teach a slave to read and write; in this re-

spect, he was in a sadder plight than the great Frederick

Douglass, for he, before he escaped from slavery, had

some "side" instruction; but father, had no instructor,

save a copy of the then, Webster's Elementary Spelling

Book, which was his inseparable companion, by night and

by day; and, with the assistance of a blind man, whom,

at times, he led through the street, he was gradually in-

ducted into the mystery of reading.

The method in practice between my "Daddy" and

the blind man, was as follows : Dad would call the letters

of a word, and the blind man would tell him how to pro-

nounce it; and "Jack-the-weazel," like his forebears, being

naturally clever, ere long was reading, in the same little

book, the monosyllabic sentences, beginning,—"No man
may put off the law of God."

It may sui-prise the reader to learn, that, in after

years, without any additional schooling, my father kept

the "single and double entry" books of accounts, used in

his business; that, at the time of his death, he owned a

large collection of books, amongst which I can, at this
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late day, recall, The Life and Speeches of Henry Clay,

The Church Register, which contained thorough accounts

of nation-wide transactions in the Protestant Episcopal

Church of the United States ; A History of the World, by

Sir Walter Raleigh; Rollin's Ancient History, and many
others; in fact, so choice, and, in some instances, rare,

was his collection of books, that, when, by order of my
mother, they were sold at public auction, the bidding was

spirited and the competition noteworthy, to obtain pos-

session of some of them, even amongst the wealthy slave-

holders who were in attendance.

Unquestionably, my father possessed a great desire

for literary attainments, and did his utmost to reach to

some excellence, along that line. This talent on his part

was recognized during all his life. Men of learning and

discrimination sought him in his store and engaged him in

conversation, to such an extent, that much of his valuable

time was lost, in this way, and even the Bishops of the

Episcopal Church (of which he was a member)—Bishops

Ives and Atkinson, respectively, always visited and con-

versed with him, when they made their episcopal visits to

old Christ Church, in that town. In this connection, it may
not be amiss to state that, although bom and reared a

slave, and residing in a slave-holding community, my
daddy, so deported himself as to merit and recei\'e kind

and courteous treatment, from all. He owned and occupied

with his family, a pew in Christ Episcopal Church, which

was the most wealthy and aristocratic congregation in

that part of the state ; while the other members, with two

exceptions, sat in the galleries ; and as proving how tena-

cious he was of what he conceived to be his rights, it may
be stated, that, when the Revere^id Doctor Buxton,

(white) a clergyman of the Episcopal Church, married

him and my mother in Fayetteville, North Carolina, in

1837, and did not wear his clerical robe, he would not give

him a bill which he carried in his vest pocket for him.
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I may add, in passing, that, my father who nevei as-

pired to be called a poet, in any sense, yet, undoubtedly,

was possessed of the afflatus, to some extent, for, he road

the higher poets with avidity and had committed many
excerpts to memory, which, in animated conversation,

he often repeated. As an illustration, I will here record

one, which I have carried in my memory for sixty-five

years, and during that time, I have never seen it in print

:

"Where are those names which set the world on fire?

Where does the pride of Rome and Greece retire?

Caesar's dread name now marks the butcher's dog;

While Cato saws wood and Scipio drives the hog.

Seek ye for Pompey?—Search the tanner's yard,

While Nero, you'll find your kitchen's faithful guard."

As tending to show that father was possessed of a

keen sense of humor, and could on occasion extemporize

a little rhyme, I will give the following illustration:

One Sunday afternoon, when he and some of his

boon companions were promenading, one of the principal

streets of the town he noticed that one of them, ''Bos-

ton" by name, was wearing a coat which had been made
in his tailor shop, and that it had been dyed black.

Like a flash he slapped ''Boston" on his shoulder, and

exclaimed,

"This coat I know, it once was brown,

And shone all o'er this Newbem to\^Ti;

But now, alas, this coat is black.

And shines upon poor Boston's back!"

It is needless to remark that, this thrust drew forth

much merriment, at the expense of "poor Boston;" but,

since it was confined to the friendly group, it was taken

for a joke, as was intended.

The following epitaph written (composed) by my
father, was engraved on the marble headstone placed by
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him at the head of his first vv^ife's grave, in grateful and

loving remembrance of her. She died beloved and even

revered by the whole community, in which she was born

and passed her useful and devout life.

**Sacred to the memory of Sally Green, who departed this

life March 29th, 1837, aged 45 years, 6 months.

A constant friend, a tender, loving wife;

Prudent in all the needful cares of life;

And when aiTested by the hand of Death,

In faith and hope resigned her mortal breath.

Her soul, we trust, doth dwell with God, above,

And there drinks in the copious streams of love."

In the course of father's long experience as a tailor

and merchant tailor, he had many apprentices, some of

whom became quite noteworthy, by reason of their at-

tainments and mercantile successes.

The most conspicuous of these was, the late Rever-

end William J. Alston, a native of Raleigh, N. C; who,

for eight years, was under my father's eye, and finished

his apprenticeship
—"cum magna laude".

'William", as he was called, was, for years, bubbling

over with animal spirits ; he was rude, boisterous and un-

tidy; and, more than once, had to be disciplined. It was
the general opinion of William that, he v/as a ''ne'er do

Vvell," and, that, he would come to no good end.

On one occasion, he tied up his small wardrobe in a

bandana handkerchief and shipped to "sail before the

mast;" however, he was intercepted, by my father, be-

fore the departure of the schooner, taken, with his lug-

gage, back to his home, soundly "flogged", and given

some wholesome advice, for his government, in the fu-

ture.

Shortly thereafter, he was invited to participate in

the exercises of a singing society, which held Sunday
afternoon sessions. He accepted the invitation, became
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a regular and most interested member, and, ultimately,

announced his intention to study theology, for the Epis-

copal ministry. This resolution having been received

with marked favor, by his father, the late Oscar Alston,

of Raleigh, N. C, he was, in a way, matriculated in an

institution at Chapel Hill, N. C, where he was prepared

for college. After that, he was graduated fiom Oberlin

College in the later fifties ; and, finally, at Gambler, Ohio,

became a full fledged priest in the Episcopal Church.

In many years, this true and tried servant of God, as

Rector of both Saint Phillip's Church, New York City,

and Saint Thomas' Church, Philadelphia, preached

"Jesus Christ and him crucified;" and his sweet exem-

plary life was as a beacon light, to many who, perhaps,

otherwise, would have been stranded and lost.

The following anecdote, related by Rev. Alston, to my
dear mother, in my presence, goes far to prove the al-

most intolerable conditions which prevailed, even in re-

ligious educational institutions, in the United States,

prior to the Civil War.

Being the only colored student in Kenyon College,

prior to the abolition of slavery, Alston was the cynosure

of all eyes; and, at times, not a little at a loss for com-

panionship, and even association. To such an extent was

this true, that, on one occasion, while taking a stroll, in

the suburbs of the old college town, he was confronted

by a cow, who honoring him with a friendly stare, turned

out of his way,—gave him ''gangway" (as the vulgar

expression of our day would have it) ; delighted at the

unusual recognition and courtesy shown him, by the

humble brute, Alston saluted her and exclaimed,
—"Good

morning, Mrs. Cow!"

It goes without saying, that, we had a hearty laugh

over the incident.

Another story, related by him, at the same time, is

recalled by the former. During a summer vacation, while
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exerting himself to add to the contents of his meager
purse, he shipped as a waiter on a steamer plying be-

tween Cleveland and Lake Superior ports. On arriving

at Duluth, Escanaba or some one of the other "sea-

port towns," he left the steamer and went in search of

some other remunerative employment. The older reader s

of this narrative will recall, that, during the later part

of the ''fifties," the whole country was in the grip of a

most trying panic, which made it almost impossible to

procure remunerative labor, at any price. "William," in

that remote section, soon made this discovery ; and, since

the boat had gone, and funds were extremely low, he was
"open" to any job that presented itself. He soon found

it, in the shape of a small mountain of earth which had

been formed by the excavation of a large hole, to be used

as a cellar.

The owner of this mountain offered to pay him the

sum of thirty-five dollars, and furnish him with a shovel

and wheel-barrow, if he would remove it. In a jiffy, he

accepted the proposition, and without delay, having

"peeled" of his coat, disregarding his flaccid muscles and

tender hands, he bent to his task. At the end of two

weeks, he had finished the undertaking and received his

compensation, which he had in his pocket, when the boat

returned to convey him back to Cleveland.

Another of father's apprentices, vv^ho was graduated

with honor, from his workshop, was the late Jerry Har-

vey, of Boston, Mass. Mr. Harvey, near the close of his

apprenticeship, had the sad misfortune, while playfully,

pointing a gun at a comrade, on Christmas day, to kill

him, by its accidental discharge.

In North Carolina, in the "thirties," such an occur-

rence was an exceedingly grave affair; for the old crim-

inal "Comon Law" of England, with only slight modifica-

tions, was still in vogue, which made the condition of the
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offender vastly different than now, under our enlight-

ened and merciful regime.

However, my father went to the front for him; and,

as usual, he received a respectful hearing, in behalf of

the unfortunate young man; and the matter was com-

promised, by allowing the defendant to leave the state,

not to return again. Without any delay, Mr. Harvey be-

took himself to Boston, where he followed the trade

which had been taught him; and, being very successful,

along this line, his name became well known, especially

amongst colored people, in all sections of New England.

At that period in the history of the South, Mr. Harvey
might with propriety have paraphrased our well known
school declamation, beginning.

"Banished from Rome (NewbeiTi)! What's banished—(but set free,

From daily contact with the things I loathe!"

My father was a man of generous, impulses; he

really, at times, when pressed to bestow a favor, could

not say "No," and since the homestead exemptions to

heads of families, in that state, at that time, were ex-

tremely scant, the usual result followed—he was com-

pelled to meet the defaults of others by exhausting his

earnings and sacrificing his properties. Added to this was
the fact that, on two several occasions his establishments

were destroyed by fire. On both occasions, he was the

victim of neighboring conflagrations. It is, scarcely nec-

essary to say, that, the amount of insurance recovered

by him at that time, was of slight value; hence, his was
an almost total loss.

Twice, he bought some of his relatives, when being

sold at public auction, being entreated by them to save

them from the speculator.

NOTE—The "speculator was a person who traveled from one loca-

tion to another, buying slaves for resale and speculation, in the
cotton, cane and rice producing sections of the Gulf States.
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The amounts thus advanced by him, it is needless to say,

were never returned to him.

Being importuned by two frail mulatto youths, ap-

prentices of his, for whom he entertained regard and
sympathy, be bought them, on their promise to repay

him the money advanced, in installments: Sad to relate,

both these young men died, of tuberculosis, before they

had paid to him a tenth of the money advanced—one
thousand dollars, for each of them; here, again, was an

additional loss of two thousand dollars, which, we must
not forget, was, then, worth at least, three times as much
as at the present time.

Ultimately, of course, he was stripped of all his

earthly possessions, save his honor; and, broken in body,

bereft of his redundant humor, good cheer and genial,

whole-souled, winsome conversation, he betook himself

to his bed, from which he was never to rise again.

The sheriff came, levied on everything, save the sad

and downcast widow and three forlorn children, ranging

in age from eleven years to nine months. This writer

being second in order, was five years of age, small and

weak for the age.

''Lift me up and let me die!" he said to our dear

mother, after a lingering illness; and so died John R.

Green of Newbern, North Carolina, of whom it may be

said, "He loved not wisely, but too well."

The more I reflect on the current of my father's

eventful life,—of his early struggles for existence,—his

social limitations—his vaulting ambitions, his consummg
zeal, and his unspeakable disappointments, the more I

wonder at the phenominal successes which attended his

efforts.

He was broad and cosmopolitan in his views and

altho he was a colored American, in a slave state, carry-

ing on his shoulders all that incubus of caste proscription

which characterized the time and place in which he lived
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yet, he counted amongst his friends and quasi-associates,

many of the wealthy as well as the poor whites, in the

place of his residence.

It was no uncommon occurence to meet in his place

of business illiterate persons of the white race, who took

advantage of his literary attainments, to procure ''beg-

ging-petitions" and other documents, for public use ; and,

after his death, I was accosted frequently, by persons of

both races, who would ask me,—"Whose boy are you?" I

would answer, "I am the son of John R. Green." Then,

invariably, the reply would be, "Well, son, you must be

a good boy, for your father was a good man!"
Father was very fond of aquatic sports. If a "vessel"

was to be launched or any race rowed on the river, he

was sure to be one of the spectators, and as for swim-

ming, boating and fishing, they were the acme of his

out-of-door pleasures.

The town of Newbern, North Carolina, is located in

the triangle formed by the juncture of the Neuse and

Trent rivers, where they unite to form Pamlico Sound.

These rivers, as well as the Sound, are well stocked with

many species of most delicious seafood, not omitting

oysters, clams and hard and soft-shell crabs. So fond was
he of sea-food, that, when the hegira of colored people

from the South to the North was at flood-tide, during the

decade prior to the Civil war, and especially during the

debates in Congress, about the year 1850, and he was
asked, whether or not he intended to join in the proces-

sion, he answered, that he would never leave North Car-

olina, until he could carry the Neuse and Trent rivers

with him. And, it is a notable fact, that, as long as we re-

mained in that state, he was the only person who, know-

ingly, had ever walked over the frozen surface of the

Trent river, at Newbern, where it is from a half to a

mile wide. This feat he daringly accomplished during the

winter of 1833-4, as my mother informed me.
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As a workman, my father, was without, a superior,

in that section of the state. He designed and executed all

styles of clothing and uniforms which the trade de-

manded, even going back to old continental styles and

theatrical costumes.

In closing this brief sketch of the life of. my dear

father, I shall, use the lines of Lord Byron, as dedicated

to a poetic enthusiast of his time, White, by name, only

paraphrasing a word or two to make them applicable.

"Unhappy soul, when life was in its spring,

And thy young muse just waved her joyous wing,

The spoiler swept thy soaring lyre away,

Which else, had sounded an immortal lay.

O, what a noble life was there undone.

When science's self destroyed her favorite son!

Yes, she too much indulged thy fond pursuit.

She sowed the seed, but Death has reaped the fruit.

'Twas thine own genius struck the fatal blow,

And helped to plant the wound that laid thee low.

Like the struck Eagle, stretched upon the plain,

No more through rolling clouds to soar again.

Viewed his own feather on the fatal dart,

And ^\dnged the shaft that quivered in his heart.

Keen were his pangs, yet keener far to feel

He nursed the pinion which impelled the steel,

While the same plumage which had warmed his nest

Drank the last life-drop of his bleeding breast!"

Here begins, in an humble way, an epic, to end when
and how God, in his great wisdom, power and mercy, wills

it to end. We follow the little sombre hearse by twos, in

the direction of Christ-Church Cemetery (now popularly

known, there, as Rock Cemetery). Mother, supported on

the arm of a true and tried old friend, leading the cortege,

this writer clinging to the arm of his elder sister, next;

a few friends following.

The beautiful burial service of the Episcopal Church

having been read, and the final, **earth to earth,—dust
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to dust," having been pronounced, forlorn and needy, we
turn away, to confront and fight,—to *'strut and fret,"

our more or less gloomy way,—widowed, and fatherless,

for many years to come.

Mother, glum, demure and determined as ever Spar-

tan mother showed herself, turns from her palatial resi-

dence of yore, mahogany furniture, cut-glass, silver serv-

ice, the ministration of maid servants and hosts of friends,

and repairs, with her little biood, to a rude cottage, in

an obscure section of the old town; confronted, on the

opposite side of the narrow street, by the ancient "grave

yard," gloomy with its ^'weeping" willows, funereal cy-

presses and moss-covered cedars; and flanked, on either

side, by dwellings, tenanted by persons, the like of whom
she had never known as associates; and who, on occa-

sions, would publicly proclaim, in clarion tones, "It makes

no difference how high the Eagle flies in the air, he's got

ter come down ter git 'is support!!"

As the Immortal Bard puts it:

0, what a falling off, my countrymen, was there!"
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CHAPTER II. ;
•

CHILDHOOD DAYS. '
"

"Is the road dreary?—Patience yet;

Rest will be sweeter if thou are aweary;

Then bide a wee and dinna fret."

In commencing the first chapter, I stated, humorous-

ly, that I was ''born with a silver spoon in my mouth,''

and rocked in the cradle of luxury (a mahogany cradle,

to be explicit) . But now, all is changed, save that mother

still retains a few pieces of the furniture, and broken

sets of silver-ware, rescued from the flames,—grim re-

minders of the fact that, the besom of destruction had

passed by, and the merciless hand of fate was weighing

heavily upon us.

In that sad predicament, some of her friends won-

dered that she, being still in comparative youth, and

pleasing to look upon did not accept several offers of

marriage made to her, especially, since her only means
of existence, for herself and three fatherless children,

was the use of the needle, which, at that time and place,

was a source of very small remuneration. Her curt an-

swer was that, she would not place her children under any

step-father, to be treated in accordance with his whim
or mood.
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My domestic environment was, apparently, all that

could have been wished, for a poor boy. Far better than

that of Abraham Lincoln, Frederick Douglass or Booker

T. Washington, at five years of age, for, my food, tho

scant at times, was sufficient to sustain life, at least. I

had a feather bed, still, to sleep upon, in cold weather,

and mother, by extraordinary efforts, managed to pre-

serve for me a "Sunday suit of clothes."

In addition to the support which we derived from

the industrious use of the needle by our mother, we had,

ni our garden, w^hich was intelligently cultivated, a source

of much assistance. In addition to a few plum trees and a

large fig tree, all of which yielded abundantly, in season,

we raised fair crops of sweet corn, collards, and the

medical roots and herbs which, a century ago, could be

found in every well regulated truck garden.

Southern people and those native to the soil, will

recognize in the term "collard," a plant greatly resem-

bling the cabbage, down to the time when the cabbage
*

'heads". The coUard is of a greener tint than the cab-

bage, and never heads, save to the size of a small

orange, in the center. When the frosts come, the leaves

of the collards are streaked white and, when boiled, in

a big iron "pot", hung on trammels, placed in the big

fire-place, with a piece of bacon, pork or corned-beef, to-

gether with the w^ell known "corn-dodgers," they fur-

iiished the dish de resistance, placed before a half-fam-

yshed boy.

I can't see, at this writing, what on earth would

liave become of us, had we not been in possession of

that little garden, and a few chickens, which furnished

us with an occasional egg to vary the monotony of our

diet,.

In order to procure a piece of "fresh beef," or a

l>ound of liver, it was necessary to arise with the lark

^M hie us to the market house, which, with the Court

24



House, stood at the junction of the two principal streets,

and formed an imposing group.

Let it not be imagined, however, that our dear

mother w^as, in any sense, remiss or lax in providing for

the future, for denying herself fine clothing and all the

adornments of the body, so much coveted by many women,

she dedicated her whole life to the support and partial

education of her children. During the summer season,

she would save, as best she could, a dollar now and then,

for the purpose of buying a pig, for the remainder of the

year, and then, when the weather was sufficiently cold,

she would purchase, on the market, one of the weight of

a hundred or a hundred and fifty pounds, and ir^pose on

this writer the task of wheeling it home.

I have a very pleasant remembrance, in this connec-

tion of a friendly-generous act, performed, in my behalf,

by a noble white lady, during the winter of 1855-6, which

goes far to prove that, neither true gentlehood nor true

womanhood is always to be found in the palace ; nor must

we search for them beneath "robes and furred gowns."

Now listen! Miss Arete Ellis, a maiden lady of culture

and refinement, was the matron of the Griffin Academy,

an institution founded for the nurture and education of

poor white girls, in that section of North Carolina. She

was an Episcopalian by religious faith, and attended

Christ Episcopal Church, at the head of her group, every

Sunday morning.

She had known my father all her life, and she had

seen me and my elder sister, in our pew, invariably, every

Sunday morning.

On the occasion I am now referring to, I was wheel-

ing, in a wheelbarrow, a dressed pig, weighing about a

hundred and fifty pounds. I was ten years of age, and

weighed exactly fifty pounds. Placing a fifty pound

weight on one side of the old market scales, I w^ould

then stand upon the other side, and they would equally
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balance—as the slang phrase of the present day would

have it—it was "fifty-fifty."

The day to which I have referred, was one of the

coldest I had ever seen or felt, and I was minus an over-

coat. I had stopped at about half the distance to my
destination, to rest my muscles (?) and recover my
breath, when along came Miss Arete Ellis, nicely and

warmly clad, carrying in her hands a few parcels which

she had just purchased from one of the dry goods stores

where she had been shopping.

Slackening her gait, she beamed upon me a counte-

nance full of sympathy and compassion. "Poor little fel-

low!" she exclaimed, "Are'nt you very cold?" "Yes
ma'am!" I answered. "Well, take my parcels, and let me
help you," was her rejoinder. Suiting the action to the

word, she handed me the things, seized the handles of

the wheelbarrow, and trundled it along the public street,

almost to my mother's door

!

Here was, in very fact, an angel in disguise. Her
name was Arete, a Greek word, which, in the original

Greek signifies talent, skill, fitness, courage, etc.,

and surely, on this occasion, she proved that she was
worthy of the name. Miss Ellis has, long since, been

gathered into the bosom of her Lord and Master whom
she loved and served. It has been sixty-five years since

this unselfish deed was done, "Unto one of the least of

these." But, her face and form and kindly act, lives and

blooms perennially, in my mind and heart, never to be

forgotten; and, whether there be erected monument or

tablet in commemoration of her useful, virtuous and

noble life, I know not; but, here and now, I pour out to

her all the gratitude and esteem of an appreciative heart

hoping that a knowledge of her goodness may stimulate

others to "go and do likewise."

Returning to mother and her struggles: Sometimes

the "bacon" would be exhausted before the next pig
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would be purchased ; at other times, work would be scarce

and the purse would be almost depleted. On such occa-

sions, the strictest economy would be required. Once in

a while we would put some commeal into a bowl, sprinkle

some salt in and upon it, pour in some hot water and

stir it thoroughly. After that, we would place it on

a "griddle," with live coals under it. When it browned

on one side, we would turn it over and brown it on the

other side. Then we would divide it into four equal parts,

of which each one was given a portion, to eat or let

alone, as the humor moved us.

Judge John R. Donald, the widower of the late

daughter of the former Governor Richard Dobbs Speight,

of whom I have spoken, had a mansion about half a mile

distant from the humble abode of my mother. Here were

servants galore, and food in abundance. Several of the

servants were related, by blood, to my deceased Father,

and they sympathized with us, in our forlorn condition.

One of the poor slave women, for whom father had done

a kindness, could not endure the thought of my elder

sister doing the family washing, and be it said to her

everlasting honor, that she came to mother by night,

and begged permission to do the washing, rather than

that my sister should do it.

Mother, in her stern, positive way, said, "No, Sarah

has got to work for her living, and she may as well be

learning now as later on." That ended the matter, and

for years after that, while mother sewed, sister in her

teens, assisted and did the washing.

Amongst Judge Donald's maid servants, were two,

one whom we denominated, "Little Auntie," and another

known as Aunt Hannah. Each was domiciled on the

premises, in adjoining rooms of an out-house. "Little

Auntie" was a cousin of my father, and, quite reasonably,

regretted the great misfortune which had befallen us,

and in her poor way she told mother to send me around
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there in the night time, and '^he would give me some milk

to carry home, and such othu% little articles of food as

remained over from the table of the great-house. Of
course, we eagerly grasped at this opportunity of satis-

fying the cravings of hunger, and it became my duty to

go to Judge Donald's, every night and fetch home, the

bounty dispensed to us.

This was, at times, a source of much assistance to

us and we made the most of it. Indeed, so jubilant was I

over the trend of affairs, that, I was wont to exclaim, in

superlative glee,
—'That woman that you call Little

A-u-n-t-i-e, has a p-1-e-n-t-i-e!" 'That woman you call

Aunt Hannah has a p-1-e-n-t-i-e!" And so, these poor

slave women, grateful for kindnesses which our big-

hearted daddy had bestowed on them, in the day of his

abundance, found now their opportunity of re-paying,

almost in kind, what their true hearts had always been

grateful for.

In those days, I was little more than seven years of

age, and, frequently, the streets through which I wended

my way to Judge Donald's were as dark as Egypt. How-
ever, I quailed not, and when I could not see the route, I

tried to feel it, as best I could.

Sometimes, Aunt Hannah would sigh, and say, "Ah
(air) Johnnie, I haven't got nothin' fer yer ter night!"

On such occasions, returning home empty-handed,

mother would say: "Well, go to bed and go to sleep, and

you will forget your hunger!" This I did, on more than

one occasion. We had our bright days though, for on

Christmas, mother always secured a little turkey, and

during the summer season, we more than once enjoyed a

lusciops water-melon.

As soon as I was strong enough to use a wood-saw,

I was given charge of sawing and splitting the firewood.

A cord of hickory, oak or ash wood would be thrown
over our fence. After that, the trouble began. However,
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as I look back to those days, and the benefit which I de-

rived from my contact with those wood piles, in the way
of developing muscles and general physique, I am per-

suaded that, the criminal branches of our courts would

have less to do, had every boy a wood pile and "buck-

saw" in his back yard, over which he could preside with

honor and profit.

This recalls the fact (which I am very proud of),

that, in the winter of 1858, when I was thirteen years

of age and weighed just sixty pounds, I raised the money
to buy me a pair of skates, by sawing and splitting and
piling up three cords of wood. Two cords I sawed into

three pieces, and one cord, I sawed into two pieces. It

required much walking around the streets of Cleveland,

in order to find the wood, and I regret to relate it, after

buying the skates, I used them only a few times, before

I was seized with pneumonia, and sold them for about

one-half their purchase price. What limited skating I

tried to do was without pleasure, for, I wore shoes, while

the other boys wore boots. My shoes were too low for the

proper strapping of the skates on, and my ankles would

ever and anon turn over, and cause me to fall.

Another task which I had imposed upon me, while I

was yet a little boy, in Newbern, was that of turning the

grind-stone, for Uncle Balaam Jones, a cooper, who
would recompense me by supplying some portion of our

firewood.

Every Saturday afternoon, I would go to Planner's

cooper shot, about half a mile distant from our home, to

perform this function. I was too light and weak for the

work, but mother permitted us to eat no "idle bread."

At times, when Uncle Balaam would bear down with

considerable weight, the grindstone would cease revolv-

ing. Then he would "let up" for a few moments and al-

low me to rest a little, before proceeding again, and,

when, finally, the adz, the broad-axe, the drawing
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Icnives, the chisels, etc., etc., were properly sharpened, I

was well nigh exhausted, for, be it remembered, that I

was conditioned like "hungry Jake," in the Minstrel

show. The interlocutor said to him, ''Brace up!" Jake

answered: "How kin I brace up, when I aint got nuthin

to brace up on!" Many times I went to perform the task

before I had dined, (?) for mother was loth to lay her

work down before she had accomplished a given task.

The grinding being completed, then came my recom-

pense. Uncle Balaam would select some defective ash

''heading," split them to convenient sizes and fill my deep

tray which I had carried there for the pui-pose. After

this, he would assist me in placing the burden on my
head. I had no little four-wheeled wagon to draw it home
in. Then I would start for home, half a mile distant.

In the course of four or five minutes, the pressure

upon the top of my ten-eleven year old cranium, would

cause my eyes to feel that they w^ere beginning to bulge

out; and my neck would pain me severely. In such an

emergency, I would "sidle" up to the nearest fence and

ease one end of my tray onto the top of it ; having rested

a while, I would proceed on my course, repeating the act

from time to time, until I reached my home.

On the route leading from the cooper shop to my home,

resided a family by the name of Bragg,—father, mother

and some seven sons and daughters. The father was a

tailor by trade—carrying work to his home and perform-

ing it there, with the assistance of his good wife and

other members of his family.

Two of the boys, Cicero and Edwin, both of whom re-

sembled white boys, seemed to "have it in" for me; and

since there was no other route I could take, in returning

to my home, from the cooper-shop, I was compelled to

pass the residence of the Braggs where these two boys,

switches in hand, invariably waited me. Both were my
superiors in age and size; and there was no alternative
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for me, but to "grin" and bear the whipping, which they

administered to me, as I quickened my pace, with bulging

eyes and aching neck ! The complaints of my mother had

little effect in stopping their brutal sport, for it would

ever and anon recur.

The irony and cruelty of this torture which they im-

posed on me was all the more conspicuous from the fact

that, my dear deceased father had, to a greater degree

than anyone else in the world, been instrumental in se-

cunng Mrs. Bragg's freedom from slavery;—even ad-

vancing some portion of the purchase price, which had

not been returned to him, at the time of his death.

Here is one sequel to what I have just recited. About
twenty years after the occurrences between the two

Bragg boys and me, Edwin and I were both residing in

the City of Cleveland, Ohio, my present home. I was a

lawyer and Justice of the Peace of the Township of

Cleveland, while Edwin was a barber. Edwn committed

a larceny, and was indicted for a felony. He was without

means, and I defended him, gratis. I put forth every ef-

fort at my command, to save him from the penitentiary,

but all to no pui*pose.

He was convicted of grand larceny and sentenced to

serve a term in the State Prison. In sentencing him to

the penitentiary the aged and learned Judge Foote com-

plimented me on the energy and interest which I had

evinced in defending the young man. I told the judge

that, he was the son of one of my deceased father's

friends, and the playmate of my childhood. Whereupon,

the judge expressed great surprise; and animadverted on

the fact that, he had fallen so low, while I had followed

another course. Later on in life, his form crossed my
vision; after that he was swallowed up in the human
whirl, and was lost to me, entirely.

On one occasion, while I was turning the grind-stone,
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for Uncle Balaam, an incident occurred which, to my
"dying day," will haunt my m.emory.

Mr. Hancock, the "town sergeant," came into the

cooper-shop and exclaimed, "I want one of your men to

make me a paddle!" The men, one and all, knowing the

purpose of torture that the paddle would be put to, stout-

ly refused to make it. This they could do with safety, at

that time, for they were slaves, and knew that their

masters would uphold and protect them in the refusal.

It is not so in the south now.

"Well," said the official, ''give me a drawing knife and

a brace and bit, and I will make it myself."

He was "as good as his word" ; for in a jiffy, he had

the instrument made and bored full of holes. He then

took his departure, carrying the paddle with him. I fol-

lowed him,—at a distance ; for I was curious to learn the

sequel.

From my coign of vantage, I saw him go to a remote

spot, up the shore of the Neuse river, which coursed near

the location of the cooper shot, and stop under a cypress

tree which reared its head in the midst of the pure white

sand.

There, stood a group of white men, with a young negro,

in their midst, awaiting him. As the sergeant busied

himself in removing a portion of the unfortunate Negi'o's

clothing, tying his hands behind him and partially swing-

ing him to one of the lower limbs of the tree, by a rope

attached to his wrists, behind, I improved the opportu-

nity in securing a position from which I could see every

movement of the posse and hear the exclamations and

groans of the tortured victim. "Tortured?" yes, tortured,

for, if it be not obvious to the most casual observer, that,

a human being, suspended by a rope attached to his

wrists bound behind him, must suffer excruciating pain,

then let him try it for one minute, as an experiment.

By reason of the peculiar posture of the victim's body,
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the brows, with the perforated paddle, were administered

with the utmost facility,—and with much force; which

first blistered and then wounded the body, as I after-

wards ascertained, by going to the spot and viewing the

sand, \vhich, at first, white, was now crimson with the

blood of the poor slave,—helpless, in the hands of his

tormentors.

0, how earnestly I did plead with my dear mother, on

my return home, to follow in the tracks of the Martins,

the Hancocks and the Stanleys, all of whom had, re-

cently left their native ''heath?" and gone in quest of a

modicum of liberty, into the great, free North, East and

West! However, the time was not yet ripe for this im-

portant undertaking, and we must needs bide our time.

The reason assigned for torturing this slave man was,

that, he and another had conspired to "blow up" the

dwelling house of a prominent citizen of the town. The
victim of the torture had ''confessed" to placing (like

another Guy Fawkes), a keg of gunpowder under the res-

idence and laying a train for its explosion, to it; but no

threats or tortures could force him to incriminate any-

one else. When the resounding blows of the instrument

would cause more blood to flow from the wound, he v>^ould

exclaim, "0, Lord !
!" Nobody but me an' Jeff !

!"
; but who

"Jeff" was, if, in very truth, "Jeff" existed, no one could

find out.

Here, perhaps, is the place to give some account of the

administration of justice (?) in "The Old North State,"

at, that time, in the history of our country.

In the old Court House, which was located in the

heart of the business section of the town, was construed

and, to some extent, applied, a modified form of the Eng-
lish Common Law, as it existed before the days of Peel

and his co-adjutors, who pulled m.any of the fangs out of

ft.

The Court House had been there "from that tim.e
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whereof the memory of man ran not to the contrary;"

and (with all modesty) , it resembled quite closely the old

Court House which we found standing in the southwest

section of our Public Square, on our arrival, in 1857.

Within this North Carolina court house, all the busi-

ness of Craven county was transacted, even to the cast-

ing of ballots for all officials, from president, down to the

least elective office. To this temple of justice (?) trudged

(or stalked) the 'grave and potent" member of the bar

and the honorable Judges,—sometimes, cariying a green

bag containing a volume of "legal lore,"—at other times,

followed by a dark-hued slave, carrying the same.

The court being duly opened, in a formal way, by the

sheriff of the county, who, generally bearing (not the

fasces, but) a rod or pole of authority, would proceed to

execute the preliminaiy orders of the court. Sometimes,

the Court would say, "Sheriff, call Milly White!" Then
that august official would raise a window, (or if in the

summer time, stick his head out of a window) and, in

stentorian tones, call,—Milly White! Milly White! Milly

White!" "0, yes! 0, Yes! 0, Yes! Come into Court! Come
into Court! " etc. Another name which comes down to

me, through the seventy years, since I heard it, is that of

'Irish Jimmy! Irish Jimmy! Irish Jimmy! 0, Yes! 0,

Yes! 0, Yes! Come into Court! etc." The 0, Yes, 0, yes,"

is a corruption of the old Norman French, "Oyez, Oyez

—

hear ye, hear ye, which, for centuries, prevailed in Eng-

lish courts of Common Law, after the Conquest.

It was my fortune or misfortune, to be in the Ck)urt

room, one morning, when condign punishment was meted
out to a person (white) vvho had been convicted of man-
slaughter. The sentence was, that, the prisoner should

be branded in his right hand with a hot iron, bearing the

letters, M. S. (signifying manslaughter) ; the iron not

to be removed until the prisoner should exclaim, three

times, "God save the State ! God Save the State ! God Save
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the State!" I watched, almost breathlessly, the Sheriff

bind the right hand of the convict, securely to a small

column which was one of the supports of the ceiling of the

couii; room; then he drew from the stove which fur-

nished warmth to the room, a ''branding iron," which was

quite hot. Without delay or more ado, the official pressed

the hot iron against the thick portion of the prisoner's

hand;—there was a sizzling sound,—smoke curled up

into the air, and there was a smell of burning flesh, while

the convict exclaimed in rapid succession, three times,

—

"God save the State! God save the State! God Save the

State!" Immediately the iron was withdrawn; and I de-

parted, in haste, to disclose to my mother and sisters the

scene which I had witnessed.

It was not an uncommon sight to witness, in passing

the jail yard, a man standing in the stocks, with his

wrists and head fastened in the.holes of the same. It was

fortunate for the men who were punished in the stocks,

that, they were within the jail yard, which had a fence

around it; for, the historians of England tell us, that, in

times not so very remote, convicts, in the stocks, in the

City of London, were entirely at the mercy of heartless

mobs, who would often stone them, and sometimes pelt

them with rotten vegetables, '*over-ripe" eggs and decay-

ing cats : to such an extent was this persecution carried,

that, frequently, the victim lost his life.

All persons convicted of capital offenses were exe*

cuted upon gallows, which was erected, when needed, in

an old neglected field, not so very remote from our resi-

dence. I saw a white man, John Tillman, by name, haled

through the street in which our residence was located, in

a tumbril or cart, which was preceded and followed by an

armed guard and hosts of curious people.

Afterwards, standing at a respectful distance from the

gallows, I witnessed the ''black cap" drawn down over

his face, and his body "swung into eternity." The reader
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will readily infer, from what I have already written,

that, there was not much "gomg on," in that old town, on

land or on water, in those days, which I did not see. If

there was to be a sale or hiring of slaves on the auction

block, I was near at hand, to note every word, cry or

movement; if any one was to be lashed, at the whipping-

post, there was this writer, to behold it. At home, fre-

quently, I would meet a warm reception on my return,

after having neglected some domestic duty, in order to

keep tab on the varied county and municipal affairs.

Mother was, at times, quite severe in her treatment of

me, and I have always entertained the opinion, that,

from her lack of proper educational facilities, she was

not keen to discover temperamental differences, and to

differentiate in the treatment of persons. Now, mother

was as cold and sangfroid of temperament as any Scotch-

man of the Highlands ; and, as a matter of fact, she could

not or did not discover that, I was a mere little bony

bundle of nerves—that like my dear deceased father,

I had to "do or die." To have kept either of us still, would

have entailed upon us, saint-vitus dance or epileptic fits.

All the boys of the town knew me—white and black.

The white boys scorned me, because I was not white ; and
the black boys despised me, because I was not entirely

black. They would ''pick" quarrels with me, and I would,

with either my fists or weapons, defend myself. I had
no *'big brother" or other person to "take my part," and
it devolved upon me to "hoe my own roe," which I may
add, in all truth, I proceeded to do,—to the best of my
ability. On one occasion, a crowd of white boys chased

me, like a pack of hounds, baying a stag ( ?) ; they did not

give up until they had seen me enter my motor's door,

in safety. On another occasioin, that same "Milly White,"
a colored woman of the town, (whose name was called by
the Court crier), assaulted me, in the Academy Green,
on my way homeward, carrying a tray of sweet potatoes
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on my head ; it was not the first time ; and happening to

have a small knife open in one of my hands, I defended

myself, by letting her ''have it," in one of her hips. It

was her last assault on me. That was the nearest I ever

came to being arrested; for, she made complaint against

me to the authorities, who sent the same Town Sergeant

(he was our police force) to investigate; he, on hearing

the statements of my mother and myself, said, the wom-
an had received no more than she deserved, and dropped

the matter. The colored women, of the lower class,

seemed to be piqued at my mother, because she had
never associated with them; and, even in her changed

and humble condition she carried her head high, and,

scorned the association of all white or black, who were
not congenial or fit.

One of these Colored Amazons, who wished to make
me the ''scapegoat," once upon a time, when I was about

nine years of age, got me cornered in such a way that, no

choice was left to me except to fight or be soundly beaten.

In that emergency, I picked up a stone, closed my eyes,

and, like another Macduff, "laid on." When my antagonist

called a halt and ceased her struggle, I opened my eyes,

to find her pretty thoroughly covered with blood.

This struggle against great odds, on my part, was
viewed by an old friend of m.y deceased father, who de-

clared that, I was the "worst boy in town !" a declaration

which made a lasting impression on my mind ; and is still

ringing in my ears. I have often debated the question,—

"Did Mr. Green state a fact, or was he ignorant of condi-

tions and biased, for some unknown reason, against me."

What are the characteristics of a bad boy? I assert

after an experience of fifty years, as an attorney-at-law,

much of the time spent in defending persons indicted for,

and charged with felonies and misdemeanors,— persons
ranging in age from ten years of age to old age, that, to
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be a bad boy or a bad man, one must have an evil-mali-

cious heart ; and his deeds must be the offsprings of such

a heart; but if, on the contrary, a person's heart is free

from "envy, hatred, malice and all uncharitableness," he

is not, in any sense, *'bad."

I have known boys to lie, cheat and steal; to delight

in causing pain and suffering to both man and beast. I

knew a boy, once, who derived pleasure from seeing a

chicken suffer, after he had cut off its feet. I saw a young

southern "blood," on one occasion raise his gun and shoot

to death a beautiful spaniel dog, his good friend, because

he failed to obey his command, and come to him directly

;

and I personally knew a young fellow, who dared his

companion to place his wrist on a block, in a meat market,

and when the youth placed it there, with one forceful

stroke of the cleaver, he severed his hand from it.

The foregoing acts, I regard as being malicious,

—

bad ; but, what must be said of a boy who could not look

at a wound without shuddering;—and whose every fibre

was shocked at the recital of acts of cruelty and tales of

woe. True, this writer was a 'live wire," in the slang of

the day, and gloried in being conspicuous,—in leading a

boisterous play, and in performing deeds which called for

more or less courage; but, it is not on record, nor does

the man live who can cite one instance of barbarity or

destructiveness on his part: he confesses to the indict-

ment of visiting, with another boy, his senior in age, Mr.

Smallwood's vineyard, one one occasion, and then and

there, without permission, indulging, quite generously, in

the luscious scuppernong grapes which cumbered the

vines; but, this was an extraordinary proceeding, on his

part ; it was an act which was not repeated ; for, while the

writer made a safe and speedy exit, his companion, who
was less fleet of foot and expert in vaulting fences paid

the penalty of being detained by a viscious dog, until a

goodly portion of his trousers had been sacrificed. Hence^
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I deny the arraignment of my father's old friend,—long

since gone to join him, in the great beyond.

Of one fact, every one will bear witness,—I was pa-

triotic to a fault, as the following anecdote will prove:

On a certain Fourth of July, I arose betimes and hurried

down to the "New County Wharf," to participate, py
sight and by hearing, in the firing of the Day-break Na-

tional Salute, only to learn that, there would be none

fired; and that, the celebration of the Glorious Fourth.of

July would be duly consummated at Trenton, in an ad-

joining County,—twenty miles distant.

Later on in the day, the monotony becoming unbear-

able, and having no horse and saddle-bags, like another

''John Gilpin," with which to ride to Trenton, I concluded

that I would w^alk there. Now, here is an exemplification

of one of the reasons which actuated the old gentleman to

dub me "the worst boy in town;" for, truly, I was the

only boy, of all that town, who dared to v/alk to Trenton,

after eight o'clock in the morning, to assist in celebra-

ting our Nation's natal day.

At about three o'clock in the afternoon of that day,

I made my obeisance to sundry musicians, cooks and wait-

ers, who were functioning a great, patriotic ball, being

given in honor of "the day." I was tired, dusty and both

hungry and thirsty. Of course, every one heard with as-

tonishment of my adventure and the successful termina-

tion of it ; but, as the procession had, long since "broken

ranks" and the participants had betaken themselves to

the banqueting hall and ball-room floor, my efforts to

view the parade were in vain,—abortive ; and I found my-
self in a condition closely allied to that of the King of the

French, who, with "thirty thousand men, marched up the

hill and then marched down again." However, the kind

and sympathetic colored waiters would not allow the pa-

triotic "hero" of the hour, to languish and to stai've;

for, they plied him with bits of roast-pig and other delica-
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cies, not to mention a dish of ice cream, which was, at

that time, somewhat of a kixury, and seldom in evidence.

To express my unbounded happiness, would require a pen

more facile than mine, after I had thoroughly gorged my-
self, and lent my ear to the dulcet strains of the orches-

tra, proceeding from the ball-room. Ere long, however,

the ''shades of night" began to fall, the merry-makers,

**by twos, by fours and by sixes," began to depart for

their homes; then the little speck of a cloud in the dis-

tance, which at an early hour had slightly dimmed my
vision, began to draw near and hang over me in threat-

ening form; and ever and anon, in my mind, I could see

the forked flash and hear the reverberations of thunder,

betokening a coming storm, on my arrival home ; more-

over, how was I to get home ; for, the road was long, dark

and dreary.

Just here, the kindly fates came to my rescue; the

orchestra, which hailed from Newbern, knew me,—knew
my mother, and had known my father; and, again, with

that generous, kindheartedness for which all colored peo-

ple are noted, they came to my assistance, and invited me
to return to my home with them,—in the ''band wagon."

"Praise God, from whom all blessings flow!" I was

saved! Through the sands and the intervening forests,

the languid horses progressed, until far after the break

•ot day; but, finally, they drew up in front of my mother's

home;—she, standing in the door, anxious and doubtful,

poor soul! not knowing whether the coming of that

wagon was, for her, an omen of good or evil tidings ; for,

more than twenty-four hours had elapsed since she had

seen or heard from me; and who could say that, I was

not drowned in the Neuse or Trent river, or even had

been kidnapped by vultures, for the slave market?

'We have brought your boy home!" exclaimed the

leader;" and we charge you a dollar!" "A dollar!!!"

Ye gods ! a dollar from my poor needy mother, in 1855

!
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How could she spare a dollar, as one of the results of a

silly escapade on the part of a wayward boy! *'l have

no dollar for you!" Mother exclaimed, in her positive

way, that carried conviction to their minds and hearts.

Nothing more was said. I dismounted, and the team,

with a steady trot departed; but, with me, as I entered

the gloomy portal of that home, the thought uppermost

in my mind, was that one which has vexed the ages,

—

"To be or not to be !" Am I to be threshed, within an inch

of my life," or am I to be the subject of maternal love, af-

fection and forgivenness ?

The latter prevailed—the weight of fear, doubt, per-

plexity and grief having been removed from mother's

shoulders and heart, she welcomed her erring boy, return-

ing like another prodigal, with outstretched arms, and,

gave him no blows. There v'as no fatted calf killed or

suckling pig put upon the spit. The remains of all these

were left behind at Trenton.

It may be of interest to my readers, to know, that, in

returning from Trenton, after midnight, for ten miles,

we had the association of a stalwart slave man, who
walked by the side of our wagon and engaged in the con-

versation ; he had walked to Trenton, ten miles from the

plantation where he was employed, to visit his slave wife

;

now, he was returning, walking another ten miles, so as

to be able to answer the morning bell, honi, reveille, or

what not. Such is fate

!

Educational opportunities for colored people, in any

portion of the South were very poor, as may well be imag-

ined, when we reflect on the fact that, it was made, by

law, a felony to teach a slave how to read and write ; but,

North Carolina was, perhaps, the least proscriptive of

all the southern states, in that behalf; for, many free

colored people, especially, in the eastern cities of the

state, enjoyed fair educational advantages, under the cir-

cumstances. There was a school at Newbern, of which,
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the late John Stuart Stanley was master ; it was famous,

all over the state, for the reason that Mr. Stanley was

thoroughly equipped for his office.

He was a son of John C. Stanley, (a barber) , who, in

turn, was the natural son of that John Wright Stanley,

Son of the Revolution, mention of whom is made in the

first chapter of this narrative, and half brother of that

John Stanley from whom my father descended.

John C. Stanley (colored) was "well to do," and gave

to all his sons and daughters all the education that could

be obtained for them, at that place,
—

''for love or money"

;

and John Stuart, his son, was, in all English studies, the

peer and, the superior of a majority of the \vhite men of

that section. Whether or not he had any acquaintance

with the *'dead" languages or modern tongues, besides

his vernacular, I cannot say, as I have never heard that

phase of his education discussed.

As a reader, speller and penman, he was not sur-

passed; and in all the studies, pertaining to a thorough

English education, he was the. equal of the best.

I recall that, in 1856, when I was eleven years of age,

the books of Mr. Alexander Mitchell, the leading whole-

sale grocer of the town got out of balance, Mr. Stanley

was employed to audit them; a task which, in a reason-

able time, he consummated, to the entire satisfaction of

his employer; after which, he took charge of the ac-

counts, until he left the state to take up his residence in

the City of Cleveland, where he died, m.any years ago,

leaving behind him here, a large, intelligent and pros-

perous family. Mr. Stanley was a grand-good man.

Colored students came to Mr. Stanley's school from
all parts of the state ; and were well instructed for a very
reasonable compensation.

This writer, in his sixth and seventh years, was grad-
ually inducted into the mysteries of Webster's Elemen-
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tary Spelling Book, which was, at that time, in use all

over the eastern part of this country, and elsewhere.

To the best of my memory, Mr. Stanley carried me

through my A, B, C's, and my ab's, even to the lesson be-

ginning with B-a- (ba) k-e-r (ker) Baker; after that, his

good wife, Mrs. Fanny Stanley, one of the most faithful

and industrious of wives, and loving and affectionate of

mothers that ever lived, took me in hand. She had vis-

ited Ohio, with one of her daughter (Mrs. Sarah Stanley

Woodward), to place her in Oberlin Preparatory School,

and on returning to her home, brought with her a set of

the McGuffey school books, than which, it is difficult to

imagine better; notwithstanding the numerous changes

which have taken place, since their publication.

Seated on a stool at her knees, by the side of her

beautiful little daughter (Fannie), she laid the founda-

tion of such education as I now possess, and for which,

in deep gratitude, I shall always revere her name and

miemory.

This branch of John C. Stanley's descendants was

always conspicuous,—noteworthy; their reasoning and

education, even in that old slave state, in the midst of

a slave holding community, was on a par with that of

the ''best families" of the state; and, in many respects,

the treatment accorded to them did not differentiate

from that accorded to the'elite of white people; saving,

only, that, they were not accorded domestic, social con-

tact ; which, I may say, the Stanleys never sought after

;

since our colored social circle m Newberne was satisfying

and uplifting.

There was not amongst us any of that, squeamish-

ness with respect to the varying shades of color ; all that

was required of a person knocking at the door of our

social circle for admittance, was—fitness ; my dear father

who was one of the leaders of the colored society, in the

old town, always stoutly maintained that, persons seek-
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ing association with others should be congenial and mer-

itorious; and this theory was acted on, until the emigra-

tion of the families composing the circle annihilated it.

One of the well to do and most highly respected of

the families which affiliated with that social circle was,

Mr. Richard G. Hazle, a man of pure Negro blood, and his

family. Mr. Hazle was a blacksmith by trade, and also

owned a small bakery, which was managed by his worthy

wife and daughters. One of his daughters was a student,

and graduated from Oberlin College, during the latter

years of the '"fifties." Color did not make the status of

that social group;—fitness,—merit, only; this, it would

seem, should be the criterion, the world over.

During the Buchanan-Fremont campaign for the

presidency, in 1856, the slaveholders became greatly ex-

cited and quite fearful that, if the Republican party

elected its first presidential nominee, their favorite, de-

grading, institution of slavery would be jeopardized; and

properly so; for, despite the fact that their smart men
in Congress, had wrung from the great North, East and

West many concessions,—such as the Missouri Compro-

mise,—The Fugitive Slave Law and the *'Dred-Scott De-

cision,*' it was easily apparent that, the "Twin relic of

barbarism" was doomed; and that with the enlisting of

men, drilling of soldiers, searching of colored residencces

for firearms, and cruelly whipping the owner, when an old

fowling-piece" was found, a reign of terror seemed im-

minent.

Thereupon, a majority of self-respecting colored

families, in all parts of the South began to "sell out, pack

up and get out," while, as one expressed it, "the getting

was good." This was especially true as regarded the col-

ored families, long resident in old Newbern ; they "stayed

not on their going," but, sold their possessions and went
—some to New York, some to Philadelphia, a few to Bos-

ton and New Haven; but the majority to Cleveland and

44



Oberlin, Ohio; whence, they began, without delay, to

write persuasive letters, to the dear ones left behind, ex-

horting them to follow their example.

My dear mother was persuaded, by the late John

Patterson of Oberlin, Ohio, to sell her little home and

come, with her children, to a ''land of freedom."

The fact that mother feared that I would, later on,

in life, leave her there, as her elder brother, William

Chestnut, had left his mother and settled in Terre Haute,

Indiana, in 1835, whither he had ridden ''on a little clay

colored mare," had much to do with influencing her to

follow Mr. Patterson's advice; but, especially, the petty

persecutions and insults she was constantly subjected to

by her crude neighbors, fully determined her to take the

step.

As an indication of the extent to which she was sub-

jected to these petty annoyances, I will here record the

true story of the treatment of our game old rooster,

—

"Old Dick," which I have often related in my talks to

children, as an example of "nil desperandum."—never

give up—never despair.

My mother, in addition to her helpful garden, had a

few chickens, amongst them was a game rooster of the

genus now denominated Rhode Island Red. We called

him, "Old Dick," for, we found him on the premises when
we moved in, five years prior to the incident I am about

to relate. Others of our neighbors also, owned roosters,

of which they were proud, and in behalf of which they

were ready to contend.

Aunt Betsy York was one of these; and, since her

"bird," as ours, each, metaphorically, carried a "chip on
his shoulder," and frequently contended for the mastery,

but with varying success, Aunt Betsy looked with much
disfavor on Old Dick, and vowed vengeance on his head
or body.

One morning, mother, in the usual trend of her ma-
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ternal duties went to the door with some com and other

feed for the chickens, and began to call them up.

''Chickee ! Chickee ! ! Chickee ! ! ! she called. All answered

by putting in appearance, except Old Dick; again and

again, she reiterated the call; but no Old Dick answered

it, in any manner.

"John," said mother, go look for our rooster; I am
afraid something has happened to him!" "As swift as

the wing of the swallow," I was out, in quest of our treas-

ured bird, scanning his usual haunts, peeping underneath

the neighboring cottages (all of which were supported by

blocks— (underpinning), and making frequent inquiries

of persons in the vicinity, gave no clue as to his where-

abouts ; finally, I looked into a tar-barrel, on the premises

of Aunt Betsy, which was partially filled with pine tar,

and there, to my amazement and sorrow, I found the

^ame and courageous old rooster,—submerged as to his

whole body, excepting his head and neck, and gasping for

breath.

In less time than it takes me to write this, I had ex-

tricated him and was speeding to my mother's home, a

few doors distant. There, we laid him on the ground,

and carefully examined him,—diagnosed his case,—which
disclosed the fact that, his bill was cut off, to the quick,

likewise his wing feathers and his spurs. His feathers,

of course, were thoroughly saturated with the sticky tar,

all of v/hich left him in such a deplorable condition that,

we despaired of his life.

However, that Scotch, English, African blood which
animated my undaunted mother's being, was equal to the

emergency, "nil desperandum, never give up,—despair

as to nothing—was her motto, and she immediately set

to work to save the life of her truly game bird.

His bill being severed, almost to his head, it was im-

possible for him to pick up com or any other kind of

chicken food; so, she made a ball of dough out of corn-
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meal, and placed it before him; he ate of it (bit it up)

voraciously, until he was satiated; then, he helped him-

self to water, as best he could, from a pan, set before him

;

thus, day by day, his needs were met and supplied.

The next question was, how to divest him of his thick

coat of tar ; this was done by giving him daily baths in

warm *'pot-liquor"—the liquor left in the pot, after boil-

ing fat pork and collards in it—it was covered with

grease, and was warm.

"Dick" enjoyed these baths, very much; and, ere

long, the bill grew out again (just as a finger nail will

grow out, again), the spurs were as long, shaii) and

menacing as of yore, and instead of close cropped wings,

old chanticleer disported himself in a new suit of feath-

ers, all over his body, and crowed as lustily as ever. He

was "on the job" for all comers, and when, a year later

on, we sold him to another, he was treasured as a "fight-

ing birds," ready to meet all.

Another source of great annoyance to my mother, at

this time, were the raids of the patrols, who were con-

stantly visiting residence sections of the colored people,

in quest of fire-arms, and "war munitions," mentioned by

me in the first chapter; they were respecters of no per-

sons of color; and had no regard for time or conditions.

In the course of their rounds, they visited our home

;

late one night I answered the summons on our front

door. They unceremoniously entered

—

"Not the least obeisance made they,

Not a moment stopped or stayed they;"

But, unceremoniously, they began to rummage the draw-

ers of the side-board and bureau. Their first exclamation,

in beholding this writer, who wore a suit of homemade
pajamas, was: "Hello! what a pretty boy! Who lives

here?" I told them it was the home of Mrs. Green—the

widow of the late John R. Green! "Well, come on boys!"
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one of them exclaimed; "she's all right!" and they took

their departure.

Our rest was frequently broken by the bleating of

goats which wandered into the old ''grave-yard," on the

opposite side of the street ; they would thrust their heads

through the interstices of iron fences surrounding some

of the burial lots, and nibble the grass which grew green

on and between the graves enclosed.

Both before and after midnight, they would make the

welkin resound with their pitiful b-a-a-a!—b-a-a-a! as

their ''fluked" horns would prevent them from withdraw-

ing their heads ; they were thus caught and held as firm-

ly as if they had been behind prison bars. "John!"

Mother would exclaim ; "I can't sleep, for that noise
;
get

up and go into the grave-yard, and release that goat
!"

Without any hesitation, I would slip on my trousers,

—run across the street, vault the board-fence and follow

the sound, amongst the graves and tombs in the almost
pitch darkness, until I found the animal; when, having

extricated him, I would wend my way back again, safe

and sound. There were slave men and women in that

town, who declared, in my presence, that, not for their

liberty would they perform that feat; so thoroughly, at

that time and place, were they saturated with a super-

stitious fear of "ghosts." We should rejoice to know
that, the light of reason, and educational facilities, now
within the grasp of many of the children of those poor

deluded people, is rapidly banishing this and kindred su-

perstitions from their life and mind.

The foregoing and many other annoyances to w^hich

mother was constantly subjected, finally induced her to

listen to the persuasive appeals of Mr. Patterson and
others of her former friends who had gone from com-
parative darkness into the light of liberty and justice.

Some of her friends, of both races, endeavored to dis-

suade her from the act; but, once having given her ear
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to the siren voice, she was determined to depart witii her

little ones, in search of a new home,—the land of oppor-

tunity,—not only for herself, but for her whole family.

In this frame of mind, she requested ''Little Auntie'* to

ask Judge Donald, the son-in-law, of that deceased Gov-

ernor Richard Dobbs Speight, to whom my deceased

father had paid the one thousand dollars, mentioned in

the first chapter, for the bare privilege of "calling his

life his own,"—if he would contiibute a small sum,

towards the expenses of our journey; he promptly an-

swered, "No," and sent this message to my mother:

"you had better remain here, amongst your friends."

Mr. "Jim" Green and '*Ben" came around and crated

the household effects, which had not been "auctioned"

off; the premises were sold to the tiiistees of the ceme-

tery, to be included, at a later day, in the "gi*ave-yard"

when the time was ripe for its extension; and then, we
were ready, \vithout carrying the Neuse and Ti*ent rivers

with us (as my father had ^aiggested), to exclaim in

poetic phrase,

"My native land, good Rig:ht!"

In leaving this shelter which for seven long years had

been a "snug harbor" from the sun's scorching rays and

winter's stormy blasts, my dear mother was leaning on

faith, and trusting in God. Her constant motto and solace

was:

"Trust in the Lord and do good; so shalt thou dwell

in the land, and verily be fed;" nor did she, during her

long life, confide in it, in vain.

The manner in which mother came into the posses-

sion of this rude shelter is w^oi-thy of note, and goes far

towards proving, that, there are still in our midst men
and women who are true and worthy of all confidence

and tinist.
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When father saw the inevitable,—that the last ves-

tige of his property would be taken from him, to satisfy

the demands of his inexorable creditors, before it was too

]at€, he deeded this little cottage to a colored friend of

his, Shade Green, by name. After the deluge, while he

was reposing in his grave, Shade Green, this honest, gen-

erous friend, deeded the property to my mother, and the

facts in the transaction were never questioned, in court

at least. Had the pmperty been of more value an investi-

gation, perhaps, would have taken place, and a court of

equity might have annulled the two transactions (for the

want of any consideration) for the benefit of creditors.

However, as the sale of the premises only brought to her
the sum of two hundred and twenty-five (225) dollars, in-

cluding some substantial improvements which had been

added to the house, it can be seen that, to the average

business man, the place was well nigh negligible.

This Shade Green was a man of means, anB well re-

puted in the community where he lived; he possessed on

his premises a well of crystal water with a pump extend-

ing into it. This water w^hich was used, gratis, by every

one, \\ithin half a mile, who thirsted for it, was, to make
use of a homely expression, indulged in by one who knew,—"as cool as the polar bear." He left a numerous prog-

eny, one of whom, Mrs, Hattie Price, has from child-

hood, been a resident of this city (Cleveland, Ohio), and
a most excellent teacher, in our mixed schools, for many
years.

The adieus and farewells were all said, the crates and
personal luggage were all safely transferred to the hold

and state-room of the good ship Laura Johnson, and now,

nothing, remained for us to do, save to take ship our-

selves ; this, in the afternoon of the twenty-foui-th day of

June, A. D. 1857, we did.

The ship lay at anchor in the offing, partially loaded,

for it was at "low tide;" her "yawl" boat came along-side
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of the dock and received us; and, in a few minutes, we

were snugly ensconced on the single deck of the staunch

schooner, casting long lingering glances back upon our

former home,—by none except this writer ever perhaps,

to be seen again.
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CHAPTER III.

BITTER-SWEET.

"Twilight and evening star, and after that, the dark,

And let there be no sadness of farewell, when I embark;

For tho from out our bourne of time and place, the tide may bear

—me far,

I hope to see my Pilot face to face, when I have crossed the bar."

At the time referred to, in the last chapter, 1857, no

ships or other '"vessels," as we called all sea-going craft,

drawing more than about twelve feet, which visited New-
bem, could enter our port; and, as there was a ''bar" in

the sound, which every ship was obliged to cross, either

coming or going, it was necessary that our good schooner

Laura Johnson, should be "lightered over the "bar;"

that is to say, a small vessel, denominated a "lighter,"

carrying her deck load, should accompany her over the

bar, and transfer the same (her load) to her deck. This

occupied, at least, a day, at that time, and afforded such

of the passengers as inclined, an opportunity of visiting

some of the small rocky islands which line the coast, in

that vicinity, on which very many aquatic fowls were ac-

customed to lay their eggs and hatch out their young.

On this occasion, two of the vessel's crew and several

of the passengers, including my elder sister, took advan-

tage of the invitation, and went "ashore," returning, aft-

er an absence of several hours, with a goodly quantity of

eggs, which the cook prepared and serv^ed for us. I am
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not certain that, at this writing, I should care to indulge

in the eating of those eggs, for, I was in profound igno-

rance as to the kind or species of birds that laid them, or

the length of time they had lain amongst the rocks, be-

fore they were gathered and served to us. Of one thing
I am sure, the flavor which remained in my mouth after

partaking of them, was not reassuring.

Without wearying the reader with the details of this

sea-voyage, which *

'skirted the coast of North Carolina

and Maryland," until we sailed, serenely, up New York
Bay and lay at anchor snugly in the Harbor, on the

Brooklyn side, I will remark, that, at times, especially

when, we were doubling Cape Hatteras, the so-called
*

'dread of seamen," v/e had excitement enough for the

most exacting. The monster waves (billows) piled up like

Ossa on Pelion ; in poetic phrase

:

"Heav'd on Olympus tott'ring Ossa stood;

On Ossa, Pelion nods with all his wood."

Since then, I have crossed the Atlantic Ocean eight

times; but, nothing within my own personal experiences,

has equaled what I then endured:—tumbled out of my
berth, upon my head, with part of our luggage upon me!

"Cabin'd and cribb'd, for days, within our *

'state

room," not very stately, at that; terrified, when the bil-

lows, mountain high, threatened to engulf us ; and when
our little two-masted schooner, like a cockle-shell, hung
trembling on the crest of a mighty wave, I, for one, im-

agined that my end had come ; and could not, with the un-

happy Moor, say:

"If after ev-ery tempest come such calms,

May the winds blow till they have waken'd death!

And let the labobring babrk climb hills of seas,

Olympus high; and duck again as low

As hell's from heaven!"

One thing interested me very much even amid the
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thundering of the billows and the strident sounds of the

winds, playing amongst the rigging; that, was the cap-

tain, when, in stentorian tones, he gave his commands to

the helmsman, at the wheel, which enabled our sturdy

bark to dodge the dangers and weather the gale, none

the worse, apparently, for her perilous voyage.

When an extra heavy wave came thundering toward

us, our captain w^ould shout, "Right about!" and then,

after the imminence of the danger had passed, his voice

would ring out,
—"A hard lay!" and so, time and again,

he would exert his authority and skill, until, after hours,

which seemed days, we were sailing,—gliding over com-

paratively smooth seas, toward our sure haven of rest.

Who, now living, can vividly recall before their minds

the appearance of "Little Old New York," in 1857,

—

sixty-three years ago? when, by the latest census, she

contained within her walls, about four hundred and fifty

thousand souls! A few less than half the number now
credited to the great City of Cleveland! Who can picture

the appearance of her forest of masts, and complexity of

the spars and riggings, like the "tangles of Neaera's

hair/' as one surveyed her spacious harbor, in those early

days? Vastly changed. I think, from their appearance in

1837, when my dear father visited that city, for the pur-

pose of buying a stock of goods; yet, 0, how different

than she is today

!

It was in the early morning of July third when our

ship was moored to her Brooklyn dock, near Washington
street, only a few rods distant from the Brooklyn end of

the first gi'eat suspension bridge. Within the present

decade, I have looked down from the great bridge and
seen the identical little house in which we spent our first

night in that great city.

Nor can I ever forget the following day, the first

Fourth of July I had ever spent in a northern city. What
we saw and what we heard, both by day and by night,
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almost startles me, even now. Imagine then, if you cmi,

what an impression was made on my mind, when I was
only twelve yeaji^s of age—the first Fourth of July cele-

bration I had enjoyed outside of my little native town, ex-

cepting only the time when I ran away from my home and

walked twenty miles to the village of Trenton, to *'hear

the Eagle scream ;" and then, neither saw nor heard him

;

saw and ate fat pig, instead, and heard the dulcet notes of

the violin and the cornet.

Before leaving my southern home, my dear mother

gave me a half dollar!!! ''John," she said, "you are a big

eater; now, when we get to New York, if we are invited

out to dinner, by any of our old friends, don't try to eat

everything on the table ; eat a reasonable amount, and if

you are not satisfied, go out and buy a little something,

to piece it out; but make this half dollar go as far as you

can." .}

I fear my dear, good mother lost sight of the fact

that, I was, after all, only a patriotic little boy, as the

sequel proved: for, before the glare of the rockets and
Roman candles became evident, at the setting of the sun,

I had invested every cent of that half dollar in a little

brass pistol and suitable ammunition for it ! Could I have
made better use of it? Could I ever, have bought more
happiness, in one day, with it? I think not; and althoiagh

the error of my conduct was called, forcibly, to my atten-

tion, at times, during many succeeding years, yet, I am
free to say I have never regretted my conduct, in that

behalf ; for, it stimulated my love for my country and her

glorious flag, which is the only one which shelters and
protects us, at home or abroad, by virtue of our coast i-

tution and laws.

The next day was Sunday, if I mistake not; and my
baby sister seven years of age, and I attended a Sunday
school, in the neighborhood. It was the first time in tiis

life of either of us, that we liad ever been seated v^rith
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white children! 0, how happy we were! and how lustily

we did sin^, for the first time, those dear little nursei7

h.vmns

:

"Little drops of water,

Little grains of sand," etc.

and that other one:

"I want to be an angel and with the angels stand;

A crown upon my forehead, a hai-p within my hand."

This was the beginning, only, of what was to follow,

in our little far away Ohio home.

''Eye had not seen, ear had not heard," neither had

it entered into our infantile hearts, the joys that were

laid up for us, in the not distant future.

The pleasure derived from our brief sojourn in New
York, was greatly intensified by the association of some
of our old Newbern friends, one of whom had been a

fellow-member with my father, of Christ Episcopal

Church, down there. He guided us through the labaryn-

thine streets, pointed out to us objects of interest and

explained them to us; and when our crated goods were

released from the hold of the good ship Laura Johnson,

he kindly saw that they were shipped on one of the canal

boats of t\\e Erie Canal, en route to Cleveland. His name
was Mr. Richard W. Hancock, a skilled cai-penter and

builder, who had planned and constructed some of the

most ornate buildings in our home town, before he de-

serted it.

Mr. Hancock was the only tyler, of a white Masonic

lodge, in a slave state, that I have ever heard of or seen,

marching, with drawn sword, at the head of a white Ma-

sonic procession. Where he was made or how he won rec-

ognition in that town, twenty years before the Civil War,

is more than I can explain; and what makes his treatment
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tlie more remarkable, lies in the fact that, though not a

pure blooded Negro, yet his color was pronounced

—

unmistakable.

On the afternoon of the 6th of July, 1857, accompa-

nied and assisted by our woithy friend, Mr. Hancock, we

boarded a "day car," of the Erie Railway Company, and,

our adieus having been said, we were on our way to Dun-

kirk, the western terminus of that railroad, at that time.

I say, we boarded a "day car:" yes; for, to the best of my
memory and information, there were no sleeping cars in

existence, at that time. That there were no Wagner, Pull-

man or Doubleday cars on that or any other line, I am
quite certain ; and persons wishing to dine accommodated

themselves from the hampers which they carried with

them; and as for sleeping, they were restricted to "doub-

ling up" on a seat, or disposing their bodies in the next

most convenient manner.

We must not lose sight of the fact that, not only the

Erie, but most of the other railroads in this country were,

at that time, of recent or comparatively recent construc-

tion ; and as a direct result of that fact, the roadbeds
'

were very poorly ballasted, or not at all.

On the Erie road, the riding was rough. There were

sections of that thoroughfare, so rough that, one would,

almost imagine himself riding in a stage coach; the rails

were light, the springs were poor, and the couplings be-

tween the cars were so very loose and insecure, that,

smooth, easy riding was out of the question.

Estimated the distance between New York and Cleve-

land, by that route, to have been six hundred miles, we
maintained an average speed of about twenty-five miles

an hour; for, we were just twenty-four hours in reaching

our destination.

However, the whole trip was crammed full of pleas-

ure, for this writer, whatever may be said as to the other

members of our party: and when, at about five o'clock p.
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m. on the 7th day of July, 1857, our train drew into the

first "Union depot," years before our present "Old Union

Depot," was considered or planned, our joy exceeded ex-

pression. At last, thank God, we were on Ohio soil! Fi-

nally, we were in the beautiful "Forest City" of Cleveland,

with its population of 36,000 souls,—its grand Public

Square and its long, broad ornate streets, cool and re-

freshing to look upon.

The "bluff" was high and steep, at the northern ex-

tremity of what is now West Ninth Street (then called

Water Street) ; and, years afterwards, it took a deal of

gi'ading to reduce it to its present form. As we reached

the summit of the "bluff," there were two objects quite

conspicuous, which are no longer in existence. On the

right, a few rods distant, stood the Government Light

House, commanding a view of Lake Erie, for many miles

out, while on the left hand side Bethel Church raised its

spire gloriously, in the air.

It was warm and very dusty. The lake breeze, then.

as now, to some extent, was, continually in motion, and

raised the dust from the unpaved streets, to the great

discomfort of all pedestrians; but, even then, the young

people were in numerous instances, out on the curbs

sprinkling the streets, since the water works had, for a

year or more been established, and was coming, gi-adual-

ly, into use.

Superior Street, fix)m the Public Square to West

Ninth Street was covered with boards and on the South

side of that chief business thoroughfare, from the

"square" to Bank Street (W. 6th St.), the buildings were,

principally, of wood. The Public Square was enclosed

with a sort of fence, on all four sides, while the interior

was cai-peted with gi-een lawns, and shaded by beautiful

elm and maple trees.

The south-western section of the Public Square, con-

tained a little antiquated Court House, which reminded
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me, stiongly, of the old Court House which we had left

behind, in Newbeme. I could go on and mention many
of the structures existing in Cleveland at that time, but

a mere enumeration of them would tire the reader, I fear.

Mr. Freeman H. Morris, one of the most intelligent,

conservative and genteel colored men then residing in

Cleveland or elsewhere, in the United States, was the pro-

prietor of a tailoring establishment, under the Bennet

House, a hotel, subsequently enlarged and christened, the

Forest City House. On the opposite corner, where now is

located Marshall's Drug Store, was located Rouse Biock,

built and o\^Tied by "Deacon" Rouse, one of the most

prominent of the pioneers of this city. Rouse Block was,

for its day, large and ornamental, and was greatly ad-

mired by its owner and community, in general.

There was one theatre in the city,—The Academy of

Music, of which the late John A. Ellsler was the pro-

prietor. He maintained a ''Stock Company," of which he

was the leading "star." Mrs. Effie Ellsler, his wife, and

mother of the younger Effie Ellsler (who was then a

baby), was the leading lady; there was a "Tragedian/' of

much merit, by the name of McCullough; James Lewis,

inimitable comedian, and Miss Anna Dickinson (?)

soubrette. It was, with other characters, a good com-
pany; and played, regularly, for the entertainment and
instruction of this community.

Occasionally, during the "season," great "stars,*'

would visit the city and entertain the habitues and others

of that theatre. I remember well. The Marble Heart, in

the production of which the late J. Wilkes Booth (assassin

of President Lincoln) was the star attraction ; also Edwin
Booth, Couldock, Sothern (father of E. H. Sothem). now
prominent as our interpreter of some of Shakespeare's
plays,—and many others.

The old building, transposed, still occupies its odg-
kisd site, in W. 6th street, contiguous, to the old Kenimard
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House—then called the Angier House. The auditor-

ium of the theatre, was on momentous occasions, boarded

over and used for balls, given in honor of distinguished

personages ; it was the largest public auditorium then at

the command of the citizens of Cleveland.

Melodeon Hall, was another hall, provided with a

stage and scenery; it was located on the present site of

Mr. Jacob B. Perkins' big building, the Wiltshire, on the

north side of Superior Street, near West Third Street. It

is the building, used for a post-office while the present

post-office was in course of construction. There was also

another hall,—a small one, in a building located on the

present site of the Williamson Building, called, at one

time, Garret's Hall, and another, on the top floor of a

building which stood where the American Trust Building

is now located, Chase Hall.

There were no places of business on either Superior

Street or Euclid Avenue, east of the Public Square; and

on the north side of the Public Square, the entire space

was filled with ornate residences. Prospect Street,

ranked second in importance, as a residence street, and

Woodland Avenue, third. There were also beautiful

residences on Lake and St. Clair Avenue, up to Erie St.

(now E. 9th and also on Ontario St., from the Public

Square to the lake.)

There was a pontoon-bridge spanning the river at the

foot of W. 3d Street (Seneca Street), and a ferry estab-

lished, to transport persons across the river, at the foot

of Superior Street hill.

The Old Stone Church stood, like a grim sentinel,

where it stands today; the tall spire had, recently, been

destroyed by fire; it has never been replaced. On the cor-

ner of East Fourth (Sheriff) Street and Euclid Avenue,

stood Saint Paul's Episcopal Church, and in Superior

Street, between tlie Public Square and East 6th Street

(Bond Street) were located both Trinity Cathedral and
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the Second Presbj^terian Church. The Second Baptist

Church, now denominated, ''Rockefeller's Church," was

then located on the northeast comer of East Ninth

Street (Erie Street) and Central Avenue (Ohio Street).

To the north of Ohio Street, and on the southside of the

cemeteiy, was a broad space of land whereon the County

Fair, was held, that year. Miss Lucy Wightman, the

beautiful and accomplished daughter of the late David

L. Wightman, one time Sheriff of Cuyahoga County.

Ohio, carried away the prize as the most skilful eques-

trienne of all those who contended for it.

The Central High School building was located where

the Citizen's Loan and Trust Company's building now

stands, in Euclid Avenue, near E. 9th Street; while the

First Baptist Church (which had formerly occupied a

building at the corner of Champlain Avenue and W. 3rd

Street) , was then located on the present site of the Hickox

Building, N. W. corner of Euclid Avenue and E. 9th

Street.

There was a pretty little park, located on the bluff

overlooking the lake, at the foot of what is now E. 17th

Street, called, ^*Clinton Park," there is now, little or no

reminder of the fact that it ever existed. This was at a

time, anterior to the establishment of Lake View Park^

when the side of thehill between Lakeside Avenue and

the railroad tracks, was covered with little **Irish shan-

ties." It is a curious commentary on our ephemeral ex-

istence, that, both the shanties and the park, have, al-

ready yielded to the march of events.

Much could be said of the fire dei)artment, of which
we (I say we advisededly) drew to the occasional fires,

with our hands, the engines and trucks, and pumped with

the same power; it was a slow, laborious process, and,

often, quite uncertain; but, it was better than none; a$

well as a source of much recreation.

It was mid-summer, and time was winging his flight

:
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it is a true saying—eternally true, that, time and tide

wait for no man," and this writer, was not using it wise-

ly; on the contrary, he was "scouring" the city and its

environs, with no useful employment (not even the

wood-pile) to occupy his time, at the imminent risk of

g^etting into trouble; and, it was easily evident that, my
mother must place me under the guardian care and pro-

tection of someone who would curb and restrain me, tem-

porarily, at least.

After mature reflection and much anxiety, she finally,

determined to take me to Oberlon, Ohio, and give me to

that Mr. John Patterson, for whom my father named
me ; and, on the following day, we found a hearty welcome

in the home of that man to whom, of all other persons,

were indebted for our presence in Oberlin at that time.

After refreshment, mother "opened up" the subject

foremost in her mind, and disclosed to Mr. Patterson

the object of her visit to Oberlin,— to place in his custody

her only son, as an apprentice, to be taught his trade,

—that of a brick-layer and plasterer.

Now, Mr. Patterson already had, "on his hands," sev-

eral husky boys, for whom he could hardly find employ-

ment; and, he frankly stated his inability to employ
another boy, for any purpose. Moreover, he said, his

calling required a boy in his "teens,"—strong and heavy

;

while I was thin and weak, for a lad of twelve years of

age ; for whom, he could find no employment.

Under the circumstances, he advised my mother to

go to the husband of one of her relatives, Mr. John H.

Scott,—harnessmaker, saddler and trunkmaker,

—

who, he thought, could teach me one or more of his

trades, which did not call for great size or robust strength.

This proposition seemed quite promising to Mother,

who, indeed, was grasping at any temporary straw, in

that behalf; and she "stayed not on her going," but went,
without delay.
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"Cousin Celia Scott/' the kindly, lovable spouse of

John H. Scott, received me joyously; and, encouraged,

promoted the plan of taking me into her household, en-

thusiastically ; and, "to make a long story short," an oral

agreement was made between Mr. Scott and my mother

by the terms of which, I was to enter his employment,

as an apprentice, and remain with him until I attained to

my twenty-first year. Mr. Scott agreed to treat me as

his own child,—to feed me at his own table, clothe me
and give me a little education. I am not sure as to this

last condition of the contract ; but, since both my mother

and Mr, Scott had been denied an education, I infer the

intention was that I should l<ave some opportunities, at

least, along that line.

In pursuance of this very reasonable agreement, I

entered Mr. Scott's employ, and became a part of his

household, all of whom, excepting Mr. Scott, were related

to me, by ties of blood; and, without delay, he set me to

work, making straps with buckles sewed on one end of

them, and other small, preliminaiy work, not forgetting

to teach me how to milk a cow which gave several gal-

lons of milk, and fetch water in a bucket from a neighbor-

ing pump, for washing purposes,—and for cooling-off a

great poker, which weighed between four and five hun-

dred pounds, and suffered much, by reason of July heat.

Another duty, which was quite pleasing to me, was to

can-y a basket of fruit to the rail-way station (at least

once each day), and offer it for sale to passengers, en

route, on the train,

I tried to milk that cow; but, "honor bright," it was,

for me, the most onerous task I had ever undertaken,

Bot excepting that done on the "wood pile." I did not have

swfficient strength in my wrists! and, try as I wouli I

invariably **botched" the job,—as I can now see.

On one occasion, after I had milked several quarts

into the pail, "bossie" put one of her feet into it ; and on



withdrawing it, she left in the pail a small lump of clay

;

which had been sticking to it. I clutched the clay and

thre\v it out of the pail ; but, not before it had been dis-

solved, more or less, and left a thick sediment on the

bottom.

Reason and the dictates of honesty told me to empty

out of the pail that polluted milk, and fmish milking;

but, I was too timid and fearful of Mr. Scott, whose com-

manding figure and black, eagle-eyes, at that period of

his life, almost made me tremble. I should have stated,

at the outset, that, mother, in taking leave of me, after

she had given me to Mr. Scott, said, "Mr. Scott, John is

a bad boy; and, you must whip him!" A remark which to

this day, sixty-three years since it was uttered, still rings

in my ears!

So, I carried the milk into the house—mud and all—

.

It was noticed that, I did not drink any of it; but, this

did not call forth any special comment, until the bottom

of the crock was reached; when, lo, and behold! a sedi-

ment of clay, unmistakable. '*Ah ha!" exclaimed Mr.

Scott. "Now, I know why you have not drunk any milk,

today. I thought it was funny you were not drinking

any milk to-day! Now, I know the reason why! Here-

after, Sir, you have got to drink some of every milking!"

1 may add, he was "as good as his word," and during the

remainder of my sojourn with him, I was required to,

at least, "sample" the result of my milkings.

And so, the time wore on. My mother's cousin, Mrs.

Scott, was kind and affectionate towards me; and, at

times, when her husband seemed rather severe in hh
dealings with me, she expostulated with him. She also,

had me scrub the kitchen floor for her, occasionally; for

which she, invariably, gave me a dime or fifteen cents:

which, I religously saved, in order that I might accumu-
late a fund sufficient to pay my faie to Cleveland anii

return, when I made a promis€d visit to my mother, om
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the 15th of September, my elder sister's 19th birthday.

In the latter part of August, there came to Oberlin

a train-load of boys and girls, on a picnic excusion. They
were Sunday-school pupils from that same Bethel church,

of which I have spoken, heretofore. Mr. Scott permitted

me to go into the grove and commingle with the children

;

but, of course, he expected me to return home in time to

milk the cow. However, my nostalgia—homesickness,

was so great that, I could not withstand the temptation

to visit my people; and when the train returned to

Cleveland, I was one of the youthful excursionists.

On reaching Cleveland, I went, as the "crow flies,"

to my mother's home, two miles distant, at the corner of

Pine and Hudson (now E 30th streets. There were no

street-cars in those days, or any other means of reaching

there, save walking.

Mother and sisters were surprised and overjoyed to

see me, and covered me with caresses; but mother was,

quite naturally, apprehensive, that I would have trouble

with Mr. Scott, on my return. As to this, she was quite

right," for tho I stowed away in an oil closet, on a

freight-train, and returned to Oberlin by midnight of the

same day, he declared, he would have "tanned my hide,"

if I had not carried a letter to him from my mother re-

questing him to pardon this offense. At the same time,

he warned me not to repeat the act; a warning which,

had I been wise, I would have heeded.

However, young lads, at the age of twelve years, are

not, as a rule, "wise and prudent;" especially if, as in my
ease, they have spent their whole life roaming amidst

the "pines and sands" of North Carolina, without the

friendly advice and guidance of a loving father; and,

with none, or very poor examples, ^t before him, in his

daily walk of life.

In the course of a week or two, Henry 0. Patterson,

a foster son of that John Patterson for whom I was
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named,—a boy older and more expeiienced than I, per-

suaded me to "jump" a freight car with him and make a

•'flying" trip, to Cleveland and return; and I, having been

so successful in escaping punishment in the first instance,

fell an easy victim to his wiles.

The trip outward was easily and successfully nego-

tiated, without mishap of any sort ; and we passed a very

pleasant afternoon, in perambulating the marts of trade

and the beautifully shaded boulevards of the Forest City.

Also, we experienced no difficulty in snugly ensconcing

ourselves in an oil closet of a freight car, en route to

Oberlin, at midnight of the same day; but, alas! and

alack! when we reached Elyrm, some eight miles from

our destination,—to our unspeakable surprise, we wer^

discovered and rudely accosted, by a gi^uff and heartless

brakeman, who flashed his light in our faces, and, in very

plain English, told us to get off our perch, and leave the
car.

'What was done, what to do, a glance told us both,"

and we easily recognized that we were "up against a con-

dition,"—no theory; so, without parleying, we jumped
oflt,—into the ''outer darkness;" for, it seemed to be the

darkest night we had ever seen.

Henry 0., thoroughly frightened and less daring

than this writer, stayed off,—walked the remainder of

the distance, and put in his appearance, at home, early

in the- following morning : but the writer hereof, ven-

turesome as ever, vaulted onto a platform car, piled high
with lumber, reached home, and was sound asleep, in the

arms of morpheus, at about one o'clock A. M.
To my surprise and horror, at about five o'clock, in

the same morning, Mr. Scott—master, entered my bed-

room, carrying in his strong right hand a leather strap,

resembling very closely those which I had been engaged
in manufacturing;—threw back the bed-clothing, with
which I was covered, and proceeded to give me one of


































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































