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EXL,SLAVE 3TORIES Pege One
(Texas)

FELIX HAYWOOD is a temperamental
and whimsical eld Negro of San
Antonio, Texas, who still sees the
sunny side of his 92 years, in
spite of his total blindness, He
was born and bred a slave in St.
5% Hedwig, Bexar Co., Texas, the son
e of slave parents bought in Missis-
ipopi by his master, William Gudlow,-
~ Before and during the Civil War
@ he was a sheep herder and cowpuncher,
His autebiegraphy is a colerful con-
tribution, showing the philesophical
attitude e¢f the slaves, as well as
shedding some light upon the lives
of slave owners whess suppert ef
the Confederacy was not accompanied
by vislent hatred of the Unien,

"Yes, sir, I'm Felix Haywood, and I can answer all those
things that you went to lmow, But, first, let me ask you this: Is
you gll a vhite man, or is you a black man?"

"I'm black, blacker than you are," said the caller.
The eyes of the old blind Negro, - eyes like two murkey brown
marbles -~ actually twinkled. Then he laughed:

\"No, you ain't, I knewed you was white man when you comes up
the path and speaks. I jus! alwsys asks that question for fun., It
makes white men a little insulted when yeu dont know they is white, and
it mekes niggers all concoited up when you think maybe they is white.\"

And there was the key nete to the old Negro's character and
temperament. He was making s sort of privileged game with a sportive
twist eut of his hendicap of blindness,

As the interviewer scribbled dewn a nete, the door to the little
shanty en Arabells Alley epened and a backless chair was carried out on

the perch by a vigerous eld celored weman. She was Mrs, Ella Thempson,
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Felix' youngest sister, who had known only seven years of slavery, After
a timia * How—do-you—do"' and a comment on the great heat of the June day,
she went back in the house, Then the eld Negre begen searching his 92
years of reminiscences, intermixing his findings with philesephy, poetry
and prognesticatiens,

"It's a funny thing hew folks always want to know abox.xt the War,

The war weren't se great as folks suppose. Sometimes you didn't kmowed

it was goin' on. It was the endin' of it that made the difference, That's
when we all wakes up that somethin' had happened, Oh, we knowed what was
goin' en in it &l the time, 'cause old man Gudlow went to the post office
svery day and we knewed. We had papers in them days jus' like now,

"But ¢the War didn't change nothin'!. We saw guns and we saw seldiers,
and one member of master's family, Colmin Gudlew, was gone fightin' - some-
where, But he didn't get shot no place but one -~ that was in the big tee.
Then there was neighbors went off te fight. Some of 'em didn't wat to ge.
They was toeek away(censcription). I'm thinkin' lots of 'em pretended to
want to go as seen as they had to go.

"The ranch went on jus' like it always had before the war, Church
went on., Old Mew Jehnson, the prescher, seen te it church went on, The
kids didn't know War was happenin', They played marbles, see-saw and rode,
"1 bad eld Buster, a ox, and he teok me gbout plenty geed ae a herse, Nothin'
was different. We got layed-ente(whipped) time on time, but gen'rally litre
was good -- just 28 geed as a sweet potate. The only misery I had was when
a black spider bit me en the ear, It swelled up my head and stutt came out,

I was plenty sick and Dr, Breannen, une teok geod care 0. me, ‘‘ue waives

elways took goed care of people when tney was sick. Hospitals coulcu't de
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no better ter yeu tougy.... Yes, maybe it was a bleck wicow splaer, ouc we
called it tne 'devil biver!’,

"Semetimes semeone would cowe ‘loeug and try te get us te run up North
and be free, We used to laugh at that., There wasn't no reason te run up
North. All we had te do was te wmalk, but walk Seuth. ama we'd be free as
soon as we crossed tne Rie Grande., In Mexice yecu could be free, Tney dian't
care wnat cOlor yeou was, bLack, Wulie, yeilow or olue. Hundreds or slaves
did go vo Mexice and gov on alt rignt. We woula uear apout 'em and hew tuey
was goin' to be Mexicans., ‘'[uey orougnt up cueir canilaren to speak only Mex-
ican,

“Me aua my tavper ana rive brevners aud sisvers werei't gein' .o Mexice,
1 went there after tue war tor a wnile and tnen I looked 'reund and decided
te get back. Se I comeback te San Antonie and I got a job tarough Colenel
Breckenridge with the waterworks, I was handling pipes. My foreman was Tem
Flanigan -- he must have been a full-bleeded Frenchman! |

"But what I waht to say is, we didn't have no idea of rumnin' and
escapin', We was happy. We got our lickings, but just the same we got our
f111 of biscuits every time the white felks had 'em, Nebedy lmew new it was
te lack feod., I tell my chillen we didn't know no more about pants thsn a
hawg knews abeut heaven; btut I tells ‘em that to make 'em laugh., We had
all the clethes we wanted and if yeu wanted shoes bad enough you got ‘em -
shoes with a brass square toe,. And shirts! Milster, them was snirts that
was shirts! If someene gets caught by his shirt en & limb ef a tree, he

had to die there if he weren't cut down. Them shirts wouldn't rip ne mere'n

tackskin,
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"The end of the war, it come jus! like that -- like yeu snap your
fingers,"

"How did you knew the end of the war had come?" asked the inter-
viewer,

"How did we lmow it! Hallelujah broke eut --

"1Abe Lincoln freed the nigger
With the gun and tne trigger;
And I ain't goin' te get wnipped any more,
I got my ticket,
Leavin' tne thicket,
And I'm a-neadin' for the Golden Shore!!

"Seldiers, all or a sudden, was everywhere -- cemin' in bunches,
crossin' and welkin' and ridin', Everyone was a-singin', We was all
walkin' on golder_ cleuds, Hellejujan!

"'Unien ferever,
Hurran, beys, hurrah!
Although I may be poor,
It11 never be a slave--
Sheutin' the battle cry of freedom.'

"Everybedy went wild. We all felt like herees and nebody had made
us that way but ourselves. We was free, Just like that, we was free., It
didn't seem to make the whites mad, eitner, Tney went rignt on giving us
rfeod jJust .ue same. Neoeay teok our homes away, but right off celored felks
started on tne move, They seemed to want to get closer to freedem, se they'd
know what it was —-- like it was a plece or a city, Me and my father stuck,
stuck clese gs a lean tick to a sick kitten, Thne Gudlows started us eut en
a ranch. My father, he'd reund up cattle, unbranded cettle, for the whites,
They was cattle that tney belenged te, all right; they had gone te find

water 'long the San Antonio River and the Guadalupe. Then the whites gave

me and my fatuer some cattle for our own, My fatner nad nis ewn brand,

7B ), and we haed a herd te start out with of seventy.
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"We knewed freedom was on us, but we didn't imow what was to
come with it. We thought we was gein'! te get rich like the white folks.
We thought we was gein' to be richer than the white folks,'cause we was
) strongar and knewed how te work, and the whites didn't and they didn't
h;wc us to work for them anymors, But it didn't turn out that way. e
seon found eut that freedom could make folks proud but it didn't make 'em
rich,

"Did you ever step te think that thinking don't de any good when
you do it too late? Well, that's how it was with us. If every motheris

son of a black had threwn 'way his hoe and took up a gun to fignt fer his

- own freedom along with the Yankees, the war'd been over before it began,.
But we didn't do it. We couldn't help stick to our masters, We couldn't
no mere sheot 'em than we could fly., My fatner and me used te talk 'bout
it, We decided we was te0 soft and freedom wasn'’t goin' te be much to our
good even if we had a education."

The old Negro was growing very tired, but, at a request, ne in-
stantly got up and tapped his way out into the scorching sunshine to have
his photograph taken, Iven as ne did so, he seemed to smile with these
blurred, dead eyes ef his, Then he chuckled to himself snd said:

";Varmth of the wind

And heat of the South,
And ripe red cherries
For a ripe, red mouth,'"

¥Land sakes, Felix!" came through the window frem sister Ella,

"How you carries on! Don't yeu be s-mindin' him, mister,®
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