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I am what we colored people call a "native." That means that I 

didn't come into the Indian country from somewhere in the Old South, after 

the War, like so many negroes did, but I was born here in the old Creek 

Nation, and my master was a Creek Indian. That was eighty three years ago, 

so I am told. 

MY mammy belonged to white people back in Alabama when she was 

born -- down in the southern. part I think, for she told me that after she 

was a sizeable girl her white people moved into the eastern part of Alabama 

*here there was a lot of Creeks. Some of them Creeks was mixed up with 

the whites, and some of the big men in the Creeks Who come to talk to her 

master was almost white, it looked like. "My white folks moved around a 

lot when I was a little girl", she told me. 

When mammy was about 10 or 12 years old some of the Creeks begun 

to come out to the Territory in little bunches. They wasnit the ones who 

was taken out here by the soldiers and contractor men -- they come on ahead 

by themsblves and most of them had plenty of money, too. A Creek come to my 

mammy's master and bought her to bring out here, but she heard she was being 

sold and run off into the woods. There was an old clay pit, dug way back 

into a high bank, *here the slaves had been getting clay to mix with hog 

hair scrapings to make chinking for the big log houses that they built for 

the master and the cabins they made for themselves.. Well, my mammy run and 

hid way back in that old clay pit, and it was way after dark before the master 

and the other man found her. 

The Creak man that bought her was a kind sort of a man, mammy said, 

and woulfLult let the master punish -her. BS took her away and was kind to her, 

but he decided She was too young to breed and he sold her to another Creak who 
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had several slaves already, and he brought her out to the Territory. 

The McIntosh men was the leaders in the bunch that come out at 

that time, and one of the bunch, named Jim Perryman, bought my mammy and 

married her to one of his "boys", but after he waited a while and she 

didn't have a baby he decided she was no good breeder and he sold her to 

Mose Perryman. 

Mose Perryman was my master, and he was a cousin to Legus Perryman, 

who was a big man in the Tribe. He was a lot younger than Moss, and laughed 

at Mose for buying my mammy, but he got fooled, because my mammy got married 

to Mose's slave boy Jacob, the way the slaves was married them days, and went 

ahead and had ten children for Mr. Mose. 

Mose Perryman owned my pappy and his older brother, Hector, and one 

of the McIntosh men, Oona, I think his name was, owned my poppy's brother 

William. I can remember when I first heard about there was going to be a war. 

The older children would talk about it, but they didn't say it was a mar all 

over the country. They would talk about a war going to be °back in Alabama", 

and I guess they had heard the Creeks talking about it that way. 

When I was born we lived in the Chaska bottoms, and Mr. Mose Perryman 

hail a lot of land broke in all up and down the Arkansas river along there. After 

the War, when I had got to be a young woman, there was quite a settlement grew 

up at Chaska (pronounced Oboe-skey) right across the river , east of where Haskell 

now is, but when I was a child before the War all the whole bottoms was marshy 

kind of wilderness except where farms had been cleared out, The land was very 

rich, and the Creeks who got to settle there were lucky. They always had big 

crops. All west of us was high ground, toward Gibson station and Port Gibson, 

and the land was sandy. Some of the McIntoshes lived over that way, and my 

Uncle William belonged to one of them. 


