Selections from Jacob Stroyer's My Life in the South

My father was born in Sierra Leone, Africa.  Of his parents and his brothers and sisters I know nothing.  I only remember that it was said that his father's name was Moncoso, and his mother's Mongomo, which names are known only among the native Africans.  He was brought from Africa when but a boy, and sold to old Colonel Dick Singleton, who owned a great many plantations in South Carolina, and when the old colonel divided his property among his children, father fell to the second son, Col. M. R. Singleton.


Mother never was sold, but her parents were; they were owned by one Mr. Crough, who sold them and the rest of the slaves, with the plantation, to Col. Dick Singleton, upon whose place mother was born.  I was born on this extensive plantation, twenty-eight miles southeast of Columbia, South Carolina, in the year 1849.  I belonged to Col. M. R. Singleton, and was held in slavery up to the time of the emancipation proclamation issued by President Lincoln.

THE STORY OF JAMES HAY.


There was a slave named James Hay, who belonged to a neighbor of master's; he was punished a great many times because he could not get his task done.  The other slaves pitied him because he seemed unable to perform his task.  One evening he got a severe whipping; the next morning as the slaves were having their tasks assigned them, an old lady by the name of Aunt Patience went by, and said, "Never mind, Jim, my son, the Lord will help you with your task today;" he answered, "Yes, ma'am."  He began his work very faithfully and continued until it was half done, then he lay down under a tree; the others, not understanding his motive, thought he was tired and was taking a rest, but he did not return to his task until the overseer called him and asked him why he did not have his work nearer done.  He said, "Aunt Patience told me dis morning that the Lord would help me today, and I thought as I did half of the task, the Lord might have finished the other half if he intended to help me at all."  The overseer said "You see that the Lord did not come to help you and we shall not wait for him, but we will help you;" so Jim got a severe punishment.  Sometime after this, Jim Hay was called upon by some professors of religion; they asked him if he was not tired of serving the devil, and told him that the Lord was good and had helped many of his people, and would help all who asked him and then take them home to heaven.  Jim said that if the Lord would no do half an acre of his task for him when he depended on him, he did not think he could trust him, and Jim never became a Christian to my knowledge.

THE STORY OF MR. USOM AND JACK.


One Sunday when the boys were at the overseer's, Mr. Usom's house, as we generally were, he said to one, "Jack, don't you think that hell is a very hot place, if it is as they describe it?"  Jack said, "Yes, massa."  Mr. Usom said, "Well, how do you think it will be with poor fellows that have to go there?"  "Well, Massa Bob, I will tell you what I tinks about it, I tinks us niggers need not trouble usselves about hell, as the white folks."  "How is that, Jack?" Jack answered, "Because us niggers have to work out in the hot sun, and if we go to hell it would not be so bad for us because us used to heat, but it will be bad for white folks because they is not used to hot weather."

********


. . . I went home to father and mother, I said to them, "Mr. Young is whipping me too much now, I shall not stand it, I shall fight him."  Father said to me, "You must not do that, because if you do he will say that your mother and I advised you to do it, and it will make it hard for your mother and me, as well as for yourself.  You must do as I told you, my son:  do your work the best you can, and do not say anything."  I said to father, "But I don't know what I have done that he should whip me; he does not tell me what wrong I have done, he simply calls me to him and whips me when he gets ready."  Father said,  "I can do nothing more than to pray to the Lord to hasten the time when these things shall be done away; that is all I can do."

********


Master went away that spring for the last time; he never returned alive; he died at his summer seat.  When they brought his remains home all of the slaves were allowed to stop at home that day to see the last of him, and to lament with mistress.  After all the slaves who cared to do so had seen his face they gathered in groups around mistress to comfort her; they shed false tears, saying,  "Never mind missis, massa gone home to heaven."  While some were saying this, others said, "Thank God, massa gone home to hell."  Of course the most of them were glad that he was dead; but they were gathered there for the express purpose of comforting mistress.  But after master's death mistress was a great deal worse than he had been.

