SLAVES INTHE OLDEN DAYS

REMINISCENCKES OF UNCLE AN
THONY AND AUNT BLISEY,
SLAVERY IN NEW-JERSLY IN THE BEGINNING
OF THI8 CENTURY—WIAT TWO OCTOGE:
NARIANS SAY ABOUT THEIR EARLY LIFR

—CRULLTY OF DUTCII FARMERS.

Uncle Anthony Thompson and Aunt Betsey
Berry are the only persons now living in Essex
County, N. J., who were born in slavery in Now:.
Jersov, Uncle Anthony lives in a little weather:
beaten cottago near the base of Eagle Rock. the
highest point on the Orange Mountains. In 1833 he
purchased the place for $300, and he lias lived there
ever since. He was born in Raritan, Somersel
County, N. J., in 1708, His mother was a slave in
the family of the Rev. Phiiip Duryece, of Raritan,
and she and her bube wore sold to David Still, who
resold them to Samuel M. Ward, of Cranetown,
now Montelair, in  KEssex County. Mr. Ward
died in 1832, after promising to give An-
thony and bis mother thelr frecdom. Mrs,

ward died a few months after her
husband’s death, and then Anthony became & frve
man at the age of 34 years. His mother, who was
too o)d to work, was sold at auctlun by the 1own,
that being the custom im those days. Anthouy
got her aud cared for her until she died. 1o ene
tered the service of the granafatner of the Rlew,
Dr. Williams, the present veuerable Reotor of SG
Mark's Episcopal Church, in Oranege, and he hat
known five generations .of the family. Authony
ot a fair edueation in the distriet sohool, joined
the First Presbyterian Church, of which he was
one of the three oldest members until be jolned the
Second Preshyterian Church. and recentiy ho wont
over to the INirst Reformad Church, 11is maternal
great-grandfather was a  chiet of the Gulnea
negroes in Africa. Anthony has no children, bug
he has buen married twice, his second wife heing
a portly and pleasant woman about b years old,
Heo has large features, coal-black eyes and a frame
that was once musocular and powerful,

* 1 never suw a slave whipped in New-Jersey un-
less he deserved it,” said Uncle Anthony to & T'imxg
reporter, ** but [ heard of some crueity up in the
Dutch settlementy about Quackanock and Stong
House Plains, 1 was kindly treated, and, so far as
I know, all tho slaves in Kssex County had kind
imnasters. Friends loaned me money to buy mothet
with, and I gave $100 to & young man who bid het
in for that sum up at the old Park House. He
gambled away the money and went to the bhad,
but the town gave mo my mother. Bhe often
toid me that she had seen slave mothers sold
away from their children in New-Jersey, and
sho had seen slave women severely whipped. Soms
mea in Newark and up on the mountain owned
from five to twelve siaves when [ was a lad, and
up in Bergen Cpunty ali the Duteh farmers had
sinves. After I got my freedom I went into the
servico of ' Governor' Benjamin Willlams at Tory
Corner, who way the head man about Orungo. ll¢
owned nearly all the land in these parts, and ha
settled ull the disputes among farmers. His tamily
and the Harrison family bought hundreds of acret
of land from the Indians for rum and old clotues,
f0 the folks used to say. I've heard Gov., Ben say
that when Steve Harrison made a four-whevled
wagon people came from all parts to see the won
derful jnvention. Only clumsy ox-carts were
knowe to the farmers before that time, and a trip
to New-York was like going to Kurope now.

*When I was 4 small boy,” 81id Ubclo Anthony,
‘“all the country between thie mountain and New.
ark was almost & howling wildernass, with the ex.
ception of the few houses in Orange and Bloom-
field. There was no tavern until you got to Cald-
well, berond the mouutain, or elso up at Stoaa
House Plains, where young fellows used to drink
and dance with the girls, Nearly all the land ay
far as you cou:d see was ownnd by the Harrison,
Willlams, and Dodd {familics, aud everybody weut
to the First Church, In Orange, wheroe the slaves
wers boxed up in one corner like horses i a stall,
In the new I'irst Church the slaves had a place in
the gallery. 1 married a daughter of ®'Fiddier
Tom' when I was a very young man. He plaved
for the white folks in Newark and over the moun.
tains, and when he drew the bow noross the fiadle
the girls came from far and neur. Apple-parings
and potato-pulls were followed by subper and a
dapco in the barns, At blg weddings the Dominte
kissed the bride, drank apple-jack toddy and oider,
and vot the pick of the eating.”

Aunt Betsey Berry was found in her cozy homa
on Main-strest, in East Orange, chatting with the
protty daughter of one of her rich New-York
neighbors, She had on a neat black house cap,
a plain dress of brown stuff, with a white linen
collar ahout her neck, and her eyes shone Jike
black diamonds when she became excited. For
over 40 years she has rented the Iltile house in
which she lives, and which is neatly furnished. Heor
husband died 26 years ago. He earned his {ree.
dom after they were wmurried. They bhad 13
chilaren, b of whom are living. Aunt Botrey
has a kindly word for her nelghbors, but she iy
very bhitter against the old families that ownel
slaves up in Berggen County. B8he Jikes to have the
Bibie read to her, but she says that she does not
belleve that the persons who were cruel to her in
slave days can now be occupying *'reserved sovats
in heaven." She was born at Quoackanock, in Ber
gen County, and {s now K) vears old,

** Folks ns hed slaves hers in New-.Jersey wad
jest ascruel us the folks in the South,’ sald Auut
Betsey to Tue Tings's reporter. **In every placo
there is good an' bad folks, an’ there was good an’
biad masters and missus in New-Jersey., Famllies
was broke up an' sold up in Bergen County in my
time, an' my mother was sold uway from me when
1 was & wee little baby, so little that 1 can't re
member her except like in a dream. Firat 1 re.
member I was called Betsey Jacobus, an’ that was
hecause I wags owned by the Jacobus family up al
Quockanock. Henry Jasohus was my own inaster,
ah’ he was good to e sometimes, but the rest of the
family cuffed me about. I knowed slaves a8 wat
whipped su bad by the old Dutch farmers that
they died, an’ one man named Still had to bury hl’
dead nigger under the barn, T was sinall when
seen women whivped with bunches of twigs unlﬂ
the blood run in streams, an’ they afterwar
showed me their baoks all ooverad with outs an'
black welts. Nobody can't tell me that slaves
wasn't whipped in them days, an' nobody can't
scarcely beliave how bad an’ cruel some mastars was
inthem days. Sone of the slaves used to fight for
themselves ioward the last, an’ you couldn't blume
tnem it they did nigh kill tho masters somelimes,
Good masters sent the bluck children to sohaol,
but them kind of folks was scarce. Ounce I asked ta
go to school, an' old Jacobus said: *What! You
nizrer. I'll take you to thoe barn an' give you
rohool if you ever mention it again,” An' so [
didn't get any learnin’. 'The farmers had from 3 ta
12 siaves, an' Miss Yan Wagenen, over nigh tg
Plainfield, had more than 20. An' yet she died
poor, and I've had old Missus Jacobus ask me foy
help after I got free, Them folks was too proud
an’ lazv to work after the slaves was freed, an' so
they lost their property.

**One of old man Jacohua'sdaughters-in-law on~q
attempt-d to whip me,” Aunt Betsey went ou tg
say. ‘"The folks was at church, au' she told me ta
fetoh her some apple-jack from the cellar barn, |
wouldn't, because it was Sunday, an' then she sald
she would flor me. But I wous a powerful strong
young girl then, an' dared herto do it. She struck
me once with the whip, an' then I got hold of
her long biack halr an' yanked her dnwn,
an' I tell you what, didn't we have it
lively for awhile, an' dldn't she holler
for help. I got her down with my kneas between
her shoulders, an’ when she holiered I got up an’
run way., I was supple then, an' I meant to run
away if they whipped me, but when old master
got home an' heard the story he scolded
her for whippin' me, He said he could do all
that bLusiness himeelf. He didn't like her,
an' T knowed it. Toat’'s why [ showed fight,
Another of the family once choked mo by the
throat, an' she said she'd get her husband ta
whip ma, but the old man ¢alled her a she devi],
an'® warned her I was desp'ret. Women folks wads
the cruelest to the slaves., 1ts all right for soma
folks to boast of their Duteh ancestors, hut thers
is lots that hold their heads high now who came
fromm a cruel stock. They made slaves go bare-
footad for fear they'd run ott while church wasg
in! That's religion an' plety for you! Black
folky, th-y thought, hadn’t white rounls, Wonder
if the Lord thinky s0? When the manumittirg iaw
was passed 1 was bound to get my freedom. Two
men went my security, an' 1 was thires years pay-
ing $350 for my free papers. 1 got b0 cents a
day workin® out. Livin' was cheap, for
butter wis only 12 cents a pound. an' n
quartar of flour only b) oents. DBesides, ]
mostly got my meals at the house | warked u day
in. Didn't I scrimp an' save every penny I esrned
an’ that was givaen me, an’ wasn't [ a proud woman
when | was frea ! A Quecn couldn't be piowder,
Before that | marrie James Berry, who was
a slave for old Dr. Plerson hiere in Orange, but who
was born in the Berry family, My husband worked
out his freedom for 8400, and was tive years doin’
it. 1 tell my children that they don't know what
it is to live when they grumble about h rd work,
They'd ought to thank God every minute that they
is free, aven if they live on one meal a day.
Nobody can tell me how gond the masters wus K]
New-Jersey, for | know what [ sean with my own
eyes an’ feit with my own body, Other slaves had
twenty times worse times than I had, au' my lot
was bad enough.

“I've lived in Orange sinne I got my freedom,”
sald Aunt Betsey, after a pause, ‘*an' 1 must vay
that the folks have besn very good to me. I worked
out washin’ till a year ago, but now tho:ze bones of
mine is gettin'stiff und lnme.»
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