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“Onnie’s riveting story touches the heartstrings…. My only criticism of this book is that it cannot go on and on. I loved it.”

—James Mellon, editor, Bullwhip Days: The Slaves Remember

“A life well lived unfolds in this exuberant, unlettered telling of a midwife’s story…. In Logan’s rich, regional speech as she talks with Clark, a strong, faith-filled woman is heard; her eloquent memoir is vivid Americana.”

—Publishers Weekly

“What makes this story special is its voice. Motherwit is an oral accounting told in the warm and compelling language of the rural South. It is not difficult to imagine sitting at the kitchen table while Ms. Logan peeled peaches for a cobbler and spoke just above a whisper about shotgun houses…’luminum washtubs…and pumpin’ water outside.”

—New York Times Book Review

“It’s rare to find someone who loved her work as much as Mrs. Logan. For her, childbirth is life’s greatest miracle. ‘Ain’t God beautiful? Makes me want to scream on how it all works.’ Motherwit is the beautiful offspring of her dedication to that miracle.”

—Atlanta Jounal Constitution

“A rich story of black southern rural life.”

—Boston Herald

* * *

ONNIE LEE LOGAN practiced midwifery in Alabama from 1931 to 1984. She was the last lay midwife practicing in Mobile. She told her story to Katherine Clark, an English professor at the University of Alabama in Tuscaloosa.
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Therefore God dealt well

with the midwives: and the

people multiplied, and

waxed very mighty.

—Exodus 1:20




Introduction

The work that follows is the text of an oral autobiography told to me by a black granny midwife in Mobile, Alabama, during August 1984. Many white Mobilians knew Onnie Lee Logan only as a maid who for many years was an integral part of a prominent family’s household, and it was through these people that I came to know her. Onnie always regarded midwifery as her real life’s work, however, and the inspiration for this project came not from me, but from her overwhelming desire “not to die with it,” as she said—not to die without sharing the “wisdom and knowledge” but especially the stories from her lifetime of experience. Onnie, a semiliterate woman with little formal education, told me she was “gonna write this book” if she “had to scratch it out” herself. “I got so much experience in here that I just want to explode,” she told me. “I want to show that I knew what I knew—I want somebody to realize what I am.” Hers is the story not only of midwifery, but of her personal odyssey as a rural black woman determined to lead a life of meaning and fulfillment. 

Onnie Lee Logan was born around 1910, the fourteenth of sixteen children in Sweet Water, Marengo County, Alabama. Like all her brothers and sisters before her, Onnie was delivered by a midwife. Indeed, in that year, one-half of all births in America were attended by unlicensed, untrained midwives. In Alabama, Onnie’s mother was one of these midwives. Onnie’s grandmother, who had been a slave on a nearby plantation, had also been a midwife. Inspired by the stories about her grandmother, by the example of her mother, and by the gospel of service her family instilled in her, Onnie decided as a young girl to become a midwife herself.

Lay midwives like Onnie’s mother and grandmother, known by the community as “grannies,” were simply women experienced in assisting other women during labor and childbirth. Midwifery began centuries ago and persevered through time as little more than the practice of childbearing women calling upon other women in their community to serve as birth attendants. Even in twentieth-century America, midwifery had not departed from its age-old origins. At the time when midwives were delivering one-half of all babies born in the United States, there were no training programs to educate midwives and no laws in any state to regulate their practice. Childbirth and midwifery both took place outside the realms of law and medicine.

Soon after 1910, when the United States discovered it had the third-highest infant and maternal mortality rates in the world, midwifery came under heavy attack. Doctors called for the elimination of midwives and the growth of obstetrics as the only way to impose standards for the care of pregnant women and newborns. They agreed the midwife should have no place in modern medicine, but also conceded that midwifery was a necessary evil until the practice of obstetrics became universal. While promoting the gradual abolition of all midwifery, they proposed for the interim a plan of midwife control and education.

By 1930, this plan was so well under way that only 15 percent of all births in America were attended by midwives, who were now regulated by laws and trained by boards of health in most states. Significantly, 80 percent of these midwives lived in the South, where physicians had always been extremely scarce and the population had the highest percentage of black, poor, and rural citizens. In 1915, for example, the progressive state of Massachusetts had been able to outlaw midwifery altogether. On the other hand, in 1919, Alabama was just passing its first law to regulate midwifery. Because of its unique cultural circumstances, the South was decades behind the rest of the country in establishing obstetrics for the care of all childbearing women. Midwifery became a Southern black phenomenon, and the South became the repository of the so-called midwife problem in America.

Each Southern state varied in its treatment of this “problem.” Alabama’s 1919 law officially recognized midwifery and placed it under control of the county boards of health. At first, many counties did little more than register midwives. Gradually, a more complete system developed in the bureaus of child hygiene and public health nursing. Potential midwives received instruction from public health nurses; were given written examinations; were subjected to monthly inspections of their equipment bags, their person, and their homes; were required to attend monthly meetings; and were expected to comply with all the stipulations concerning equipment, uniform, and personal hygiene. In addition, they could attend only normal deliveries. Ten years after the passage of the law, the essentials of this system were intact in most counties in Alabama.

Nevertheless, doctors and health officials in Alabama as in other Southern states would never be happy with any midwife program. It was the Southern states, with their high rates for blacks, that were largely responsible for making the national infant- and maternal-mortality rates so high. The medical establishment in the South condemned the “ignorant” black granny midwife as the source of the problem and began to work diligently toward establishing universal obstetrical care for indigent and rural blacks and whites.

In 1947, when Onnie wanted to become a midwife in Mobile County, Alabama had the highest maternal mortality rate in the nation. Midwives were attending one-fifth of all births and one-half of all black births in Alabama annually. To receive her license, Onnie had to undergo a nine-month training program and then submit to rigorous supervision and regulations from the board of health for annual renewal of her permit. For instance, her patients were required by law to receive prenatal care from a doctor, who then signed a release for home delivery, but was expected to come to Onnie’s aid if she ran into difficulties or emergencies.

During her first eighteen years as a midwife, Onnie’s patients were mostly poor black mothers living in Prichard and Crichton, the black areas of Mobile. She also attended many poor white mothers who lived in the rural areas of Mobile County. This type of clientele was traditional for the black granny midwife.

By the mid-1960s, the number of maternity clinics had finally caught up with the needs of rural and indigent patients, and Alabama’s maternal and infant mortality rates had decreased dramatically. When the Maternal and Infant Care (MIC) clinic was established in Mobile, the number of Onnie’s patients also decreased dramatically. After this time, those who engaged Onnie’s services were usually lower-middle-class white fundamentalists who wanted their babies delivered in the same way that Moses had been—by a midwife.

Those white patients who could afford a hospital delivery began having difficulties getting their doctors to sign the release for home birth. Some doctors openly complained about being deprived of a delivery fee. At the same time, many physicians’ partnerships were beginning to institute policies against signing releases for midwife delivery because of the malpractice liability involved.

In 1976, granny midwifery was outlawed in Alabama. Onnie was allowed to continue practicing until 1984, when she received a rather abrupt letter from the board of health indicating that there was no longer a “need” for her services and that her permit would not be renewed. She was the last granny midwife in Mobile and one of the last in Alabama.

Despite an impeccable record as a granny midwife, Onnie was stripped of her vocation and barred from performing a service as old as the human race. She had prepared herself to serve a need that existed in the rural, black, impoverished Alabama where she was born. But while she was becoming a midwife, the world that had called her into service was changing into one that did not want or “need” her. In 1931, a doctor in Magnolia, Alabama, had told her she would make a good midwife. Fifty years later, a doctor in Mobile told her it was a shame that she never became a physician. Caught in the flux of a changing culture, Onnie made for a very unusual victim of historical “progress.” She faithfully and successfully served one world only to be told by the next that she was no longer needed.

Ironically, in 1989, Alabama’s maternal and infant mortality rates are now again among the highest in the nation. The severe shortage of obstetricians appears to be responsible for the problem. In Alabama, as in many other parts of the country, doctors are leaving obstetrics in droves because of malpractice liability. In many rural Alabama counties today, there are no obstetrical services available whatsoever. Sometimes women in labor must drive for hours to reach the nearest hospital that provides obstetrical care. One solution currently under serious consideration is the establishment of a nurse midwife program. And so the history of midwifery may have come full circle.

Onnie’s story is a part of this history. But more important, this is the story of the personal triumph of a Southern black woman so proud of what she had done with her life that she felt compelled to share it with the world.

—Katherine Clark




Beginnings

My name is Onnie Lee Logan. I was born in Sweet Water Alabama in Marengo County. To tell you the truth, I don’t exactly know what age I am. I have never had a birth certificate. In those days—I think it was somewhere about 1910—they didn’t really keep an accurate record for black people. I don’t know why not. To my point, I would think they never paid us too much attention anyway other than getting the work out of us. As far as a record and all that concerned, I just don’t think it was there. They ain’t got a certificate on me. I feel like this year my birthday I was seventy-three. Now it could be more or less. It could be more or less. That’s true.

In Sweet Water there was a Mr. Jack Maynard. He was a white man, called my mother Tinny. That was Mother’s nickname. My mother did washin for him. She was carryin me and he said, “Tinny, you let me name that baby if it’s a girl and I’ll buy it some dresses.” When Mother told him all right he named me after his wife who had passed. Her name was Onnie.

My father’s father was Indian. My daddy was not a black Negro. He was not. He was an Indian at least two-thirds of the way. My father looked more like a Indian than any black man you ever seen. You’d said he was full-blooded Indian. He was a big, stout, nice-lookin, light-skinned Indian man. Beautiful hair. Beautiful straight hair. Not completely straight, but all you had to do was brush it real good. You can put a lil oil in it, just a lil oil, and then brush it so pretty. You know I used to cut his hair all the time. His sister, my aunt Mandy, she wore her hair parted in the middle and platted in two plats. That’s the only way she could wear it is to plain braid it in two big tails. She had those great big tits and the pigtails hangin down right over em.

All of us had the soft hair. Usually it sheds. You know the Indians how it sheds out thin the older they get. Sheds thin. That’s the reason my hair the older I get the thinner my hair get. If I’m goin to church and I want to wear a hat I have to put a wig on it now cause I cain’t wear a hat with no more hair than I got. My granddaddy and my grandmother they was both light-complexioned Indians. It wasn’t the dark kind. We got most of our darkness on our mother’s side which she had Indian in her too. But there was different Indians. Creek and Choctaw. So my daddy was one and my mother was the other. My mother her part Indian she was the dark. That’s the Creek Indians.

I never did see my father’s father. He was married to a midwife. All I got was from my daddy and my mother and my old aunt, Aunt Mandy. They told me my grandfather was an Indian. I got that when I’s quite a lil girl. The words you know. What they be talkin about. These are the same ones that talked about my grandmother the midwife. She was also part Indian and she was a slave. I don’t know if my grandfather was a slave. I think that in that time everybody that wasn’t white was a slave. Even the Indians. You know how they did em.

My grandfather gave to Daddy before my time land. He give him a start at life. He put a deed in my father’s name. I have no way in the world to know how my grandfather got that land. All I know is he had it. I don’t know whether his old slave daddy give it to him or how he come about it. I don’t know nothin in this world about my grandfather. I just know what was told to me about him. That he gave Dad his start. And what a fine man he was. Cause we had land. Long befo I was, he gave him property. When I knew my daddy he had the land. It was there. I was told from a child that my granddaddy whom I don’t know give that. When I came into know, we had as much land as we could work plus there was cow pasture. Two big pastures. One for the mules and one for the cows. We didn’t have to work that. Grazin land. My daddy just kep it a’goin. He always added to it. And worked that lil land he had.

I know we had mo than the other black families in Sweet Water. Our parents didn’t tell us nothin. They raised us right. But I know. A lot a people had whatcha call sharecroppin. They didn’t have land. In sharecroppin you workin the other fellow’s land. I work for you and half I make you get and I get the other lil half. Or you get two-thirds and I get a third. They worked the other men’s property for to make a livin and then that’s when what they made had to be sharecropped to pay that man. We didn’t have that. My grandmother, they had that to do after the Civil War. Sometime they would make just about enough to carry them through the winter. That’s about three months or fo until it’s time to start back again. We really didn’t have that to do. I don’t remember sharing crop any. I ain’t never heard my daddy say he sharecropped. The others it was not their own property. “John, you almost got outa debt this time.” I done heard that so much and I know that so much until it just was. “You almost made it.” Then left em with nothin but probably about enough corn to make meal, make bread and some of those sour molasses and maybe a lil cane. Some potatoes and peas. Dried peas to eat off all winter. I’m not kiddin you. And a lot of em didn’t have that. No I’m not kiddin you one bit. The black had done paid off long ago. A lot a times the reason they did that was to keep em from movin off. Movin on to somebody’s else’s place. “You still owe me. You got to stay and work with me next year. Cause you still owe me.” That’s exactly the way it was. Everybody. I could hear. In those days, Mother and them didn’t let us in on everything. They didn’t tell their impo’tant business of the adults. But we could hear it. “Mr. So-and-So and them they didn’t make enough cotton to pay himself out this year. They didn’t do this. They still owe the man so much and so much and so much.” Heard that.

They had some animals. They raised their chickens, their hogs. Plenty of em didn’t have as much food as us. Mother didn’t give em time to come. She would take em vegetables, she would take em meal, flour, piece of meat, whatever. They acted fine because what we had—if my daddy killed a hog or a cow or somethin like that for meat, we always had enough to share. Love, care, and share, that’s what we did. We had it and my daddy and mother they shared with the ones that didn’t have it. Mother would send a piece and share.

My father, we had this huge plantation and we farmed. Durin my time comin up a lil girl when I first knew my family, they always was about three mules and two horses in the family to work with. There was always from eight to ten cows to be milked all the time. There was always a yoke of ox. My brother Curtis, one a my oldest brothers, he just loved that. He died almost foolin with them ox to haul logs with those old red big wheels. He did that. My daddy raised them oxes. Those cows were raised from our milk cows. I cain’t never remember when we didn’t have from fo on up cows to milk. We had goats, cows, turkeys, guineas, ducks, hogs, horses, mules—they were there. We made our livin all off the farm because we had everything as far as eatable from cows, sheeps, hogs, and goats. Chickens—you couldn’t walk in the yard. My mother, we would raise chickens and little bittys. We had a chicken yard fenced in so they couldn’t get out cause there was so many of em. I declare I’d walk through there and step on little bittys and kill them a many day. There was so many of em you didn’t have nowhere to step. Didn’t mean to do it but it was so many of em. Bout three and fo hundred in the chicken yard at times, especially in the spring when they hatch out.

My mother in those days know how to pickle beef and meat and keep it. If she wanted to keep some fresh she would put it in a big lard can and shut it up and let it down in that deep well to the water. It’s so fur down in the ground it could keep two or three days. We had a smokehouse with hams and millions of everything. Hams by ham. Those bacon millions we had all of that from one end in here to the other where they smoked. Sausage—we made our own sausage. We smoke em just like smoke sausage you buy at the sto. We had that year-round. We would go in there and slice ham and have for breakfast and a slice of bacon. We’d go in there and slice off for to boil the vegetables. 

We had so many of us we had three big gardens. String beans, butter beans, turnip greens, English peas, sweet potatoes, Irish potatoes, okra, ever’thing. Tomatoes, three or fo different kinds of squash. Everything that was plantable we planted. I’d be havin to name every kind of vegetable there was to name what all we had. We had a peach o’chard. Peaches, pears, plums, preserves, and jelly. We made our own syrup. Syrup would last for a month way over the time we had to make syrup for another year. My daddy dug out a place about fo feet in the ground and then built a lil house up over it. About fo feet down and made shelves around in there. You know why he dug it like that? To keep it from freezin in the wintertime. You see that heat come up. That’s the way we did. All the way around down in the ground on the ground part was three and fo and five hundred jars of fruit and vegetables. That’s the way it was.

I’ve known when we’ve had two cribs as big as this and from here up down, we had that much co’n together every year. Mostly two cribs full. We had meal co’n. We make our own grits. Take it to the mill. Dependin on how they set the rock you could get different things from the co’n. You can get meal. You can get grits and you can get cracked co’n. The cracked co’n was just barely cracked—chicken feed. If I had a grain of co’n now and I cracked it and it come a’loose into two or three lil parts, that’s cracked co’n. So we eat that. Kep the meal and the co’n cracked up like grits. And up in the loft—had a loft—we fill that full of hay for the ho’ses and the cows and the mules. 

We grew rice, our own rice. There’s a great big swamp down there and all we had to do was to get in there with our mules and them oxes and turn em over and get a handful of rice down like that. Just a handful. You didn’t have to work that. It just come up in big bunches. When it got ripe we’d go in there and tie them big bunches together and cut em off and carry em and put em in that big long hole. Level flo. When it get dry we would hit it up against the wall and make it shell out. Make the rice fall off from the stalk part of it.

We had this great big thing that Daddy would put gallons of em at a time in that thing and beat it. A rice beater we always called it. He cut an oak tree down and got a big stump off of it and sit that stump up. Then he hewed out as much as he could with his chisel in the center of it. Tryin to make a hole in the middle of that stump. After he couldn’t chisel as much as he could to make it even then he set a fire in there and burned it as fur as he wanted to. He chiseled out almost as deep as he wanted and then he burned it. After burnin he sand it out and made it smooth, good and smooth.

Then he made what we call a maul. It was a round piece of wood with a stick on it. He would take that around and put the rice in there in the stump. Put the rice in there in the stump and then we would take that maul and beat it up and down on the top of the rice. They’d let it fall in the pan down into another pan. Every once in a while we’d put our hands through it to see if all the husks, all the rice had gotten outa the husks. That’s a windy day. A windy day is when we beat enough rice could last you—you know how you could keep rice—forever. So a big windy day then we’d take that rice and spread a sheet out and then take it in a bucket and hold it up high. Let the rice fall down on the sheet and the husks would blow off. The wind would blow. We did that mo than one time to get all the husks and the rice was just as pretty and white as the rice that you buy at the sto. Mother would keep it in a can so we could use rice. Have rice when we got ready. It had to be a windy day cause the wind had to blow that husks. If it wasn’t a windy day, Lord he’p us because we was so smart. Jesus, God knows it. The ones would get a big pastebo’d and fan it. They blow it cause the husks was nothing but lil light husks. It would easy blow off if we needed rice and didn’t have a windy day. That’s the way we lived. Not very many people grew rice cause you would have to go get the seed and plant it.

My father loved to come to Mobile and he would come to Mobile. Barges from Nanafalia to Mobile. It would come all the way from Demopolis down to Nanafalia then all the way down Tombigbee on in to Mobile. When I remembered him he was makin trips every so often to Mobile. Use to all I could hear him talkin about when I’s a lil girl—Mardi Gras. Now that’s when he come to Mobile. He loved that. Him and certain lot a friends they would all come to Mobile. He would come back with everything he could get his hands on. That’s where he got our rice.

Two or three lil bales of cotton—that didn’t include us. We made about twelve and fifteen and fo’teen. We made cotton. A lot of it. Indeed. Co’se in those times it wasn’t sellin for a whole lot now. But we made whatever it cost. Whatever it was paid for we made it. We couldn’t borrows off three or fo bales of cotton in a run of a year. Ain’t never known us to make that lil. My daddy didn’t have anybody else to help him with all them chil’ren. Sixteen of us and we got grown up like that. He had all the help he needed. We had to do everything that come to hand on the farm. I had hard-workin parents and they raised us as hard-workin chil’ren.

When I was young, comin up eight, nine, and ten until I’s a young girl, I was the sickly one and I couldn’t stay in the hot sun so I didn’t work in the field like the rest of em. I couldn’t stand that hot sun. I fainted a lot. I’d just fall off. I never will fo’get the day they carried me one day in the buggy, or was it a surrey? We had a buggy, surrey, and wagon. Mother carried me to the doctor because I kep fallin off and faintin. He told her then I’d always do this off and on but when I get to be a young lady I’d get rid of all that. I would stay home and cook and I would make these dresses for em to go to work in. I would sew old muslin gingham dresses. That was all there was in those days. I would sew in the mornin’s, most of the mornin’s, and then in the afternoon I have the dinner done for all of em.

My mother would go around and supervise em cause she had her babies so fast there wasn’t much she could do and my father didn’t want her out there workin. I don’t know exactly but I believe she was about fifteen when she got married. The main meal was lunch, or as we called it dinner. We would have for breakfast we would have either hot biscuits and ham or bacon or syrup or rice or grits. Then for dinner we had three or fo different kinds of vegetables with the pure meat cooked in it. Sometime if Mother was go’n stay home and help do it we would kill two or three chickens and make chicken and dumplin’s. At suppertime I’ll tell you the truth. This was really the routine. Most our suppers we’d have co’nbread and milk. A light supper. And sometimes we would have vegetables left over from dinner in the middle of the day. The ones that wanted that would have that.

On our plantation it wasn’t much money. Wasn’t a whole lot. Daddy made no progress on a whole lot a money but he kep it goin. We were makin a livin. It didn’t take a whole lot a money to live in those times. Long about that time there wasn’t no great wealthy white people either. They had money. They had somethin. Naturally. But I don’t know of anybody livin in Sweet Water, back up in that area, that I would say was real wealthy. They had farms. They had mo but not a lot. You would say a New Yo’ker and people in these big cities was wealthy wealthy. But not in the country and Marengo County and Alabama. I know they lived well. I know they had this and they had that. But they had farms just like we did. They wasn’t rollin over in money. Against somebody from New Yo’k, one these great big cities, they was mo on a level with us than they like to live with in their hearts and minds. That’s where a lot of yo trouble be come in. There just wasn’t a whole lot a money to be had long in those days. Either you had five dollars or you had five hundred. I’m not kiddin. But with them boys and them girls that grew up, didn’t look like it take em very long to grow up. They kep some money comin in.

There were several white people that lived in different areas around our property, when we got through with our hoein and layin by our crop, we went to help them for money. We were hired out. We worked and were glad to work. Kep on our feet. Dad hired out the girls as well. I went. We’d hoe in the field or pick cotton in the field. We worked and were glad to work. Didn’t know nothin else but work. When it come time to make a lil money I always tried to go then so I could make some money cause we spent our own money on ourselves. Buyin material to make us some clothes. Our socks that we wore to Sunday school. We helped our daddy with whatever it is to make it. You see we worked. That why I work now. That’s why I always work now. Pickin cotton is back-breakin work but anybody used to it and know how it is and that’s what they been doin can do it. You get tired but you go home and you go to bed and go to rest and you able to go again in the mornin. I have picked a hundred and fifty or a hundred and seventy-five pounds a day. But now I had a sister she would pull two hundred pounds all the time. We wouldn’t make much cause there wasn’t no money. It was just like everything else. Just like everything else. Along about that time they were payin about a dollar or seventy-five cents a day all day to pick that much cotton. Thirty-five cents, fo’ty cents. Then it went up fifty cents, a hundred. My brothers they would be hired out sometimes to help plow. Dad let us did it. He told us, “Mr. So-and-So want you all to come over there and hoe. You done finished yo cho’es and you can go over there to do that.” Now and then if he caught up with his cottonin and didn’t have nothin to do he would he’p plow. He would do that.

A lot a people in those days they made preserves outa blackberries. When we got through with the cotton and crop we’d pick those blackberries out our great big swamp down there and take em down to that sawmill quarter and sold em to those white people so they could make preserves. We would take that money and go buy material to make us a Sunday school dress.

My father would sell timber off his land. The boys would get out there and make cotton and all this co’n and when they laid by between crops they take the mules and get back out in them woods. By the cord they would cord that wood up. Down at the mill they showed them boys how to cord it up. They ran off the pine knots. There’s a great big old steam train would go through Sweet Water and it run by pine knots. Daddy would get that cordwood to make money with. The boys would haul those pine knots to make their cash money and when there wasn’t no money, ride on those old trains that went through there. Daddy had to buy the tractors and all the clothes and have to pay the fee to send us to school. Now if he thought he would run outa money he would go to the bank and borrow a lil money and go pay back at the end of the year when he sell his cotton. So after as many of us as it was we made a livin out of it and then Dad was able to save a lil. As my daddy grew and times got better and better he would buy mo land joinin that so he had a great big plantation. It was huge when he died. 

Besides all a that, my father was a carpenter. You know, people in that area, far and near, white and black, my daddy made their caskets. He made em. You know, the casket used to be made sharp on the end out and then come sharp on this end. He made those caskets with his saw and hammer and got white material, or black material, and dressed em. Instead of havin the rough box they were colored and that material was tacked. He would take em over to the house himself in his wagon.

There was a sawmill quarter. Cox-Heap Sawmill. All that I know from my eyes there was lumber stacked up everywhere out there. Mr. Miller and Mr. Cox that owned that sawmill kep my daddy busy building lil houses for people to live in. White was on this side of the sawmill, and the colored people was on the other side. All those lil houses that they was livin in. They were just made outa rough lumber, plain lumber from the sawmill. Two to three rooms and fo sometimes. That was durin rough times. Two bedrooms and a kitchen. No livin rooms and no bathrooms. Each one had its own lil outhouse. When Daddy had the buildin to do, he did it and the chil’ren kep the crop goin cause that was cash money, such as it was. My daddy did not build our house. But now he built Amos a house. He built my sister Nettie a house. He built Elmer a house. Those houses he built for my brothers and sisters were on our property. He would do that for all of em when they got grown and married.

My mother would let those boys, me and a couple of my sisters get the mule and wagon and go and bring back from ten to twelve loads of clothes from that quarter to our house and wash em. We did washin for white people. Black people did their own. Some folded and ironed em and carried em back. Outa all them clothes, those clothes didn’t get mixed up. You got part of my clothes and I got part of yo’s. None a that. Washed em, hung em up on a line and dried em, taken em off and ironed em, and carried em back home. Washin in tubs. In that time they had a few tin tubs but mostly they had these great big barrels, that you would saw in two and my daddy would put hooks around em and we kep water in em all the time so they swelled and the water never got dry or leaked out of em. You know if they dried they would crack where they were joined together. So we kep water in em all the time. And two big pots. They would wash them clothes first and then put em in these two big pots and boil em like ster’lizin em. Mostly in those days was Octagon soap that they used all the time. Real old time. My mother would make soap. Lye soap. She used that as well. The people that gave the clothes to us would send the soap and the starch cause people starched clothes in those days. Rinse em three times in the water and then hang em up on the line. Our clothesline was huge. About three or fo strings. Long, honey. From here all the way to I don’t know where.
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